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   Van Helsing character based upon the character of the same name created by Bram Stoker.
 
   -
 
   Victor Frankenstein and Frankenstein’s monster based upon characters of the same name created by Mary Shelley.
 
   -
 
   Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde based upon the character of the same name created by Robert Louis Stevenson
 
   -
 
   All other characters in this book are purely fictitious. Any similarities to people living, or six feet under, are purely coincidental.
 
    
 
   The author apologises for any omissions or errors in the form of credits given. Corrections may be made for future printings.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   A BRIEF LESSON IN HISTORY
 
    
 
   THE FIRST EVERYONE KNEW that something terrible was happening was when they discovered a severed arm. Not just any severed arm, but rather Mr Puniar’s severed arm. The townsfolk, of the small town situated near the Carpathian Mountains on the border of Transylvania and Moldavia, knew that it was Mr Puniar’s arm because it was placed next to Mr Puniar’s decapitated head – a look of sheer terror still frozen on his ugly, lifeless face.
 
    
 
   Mr Puniar, on the other hand, first knew that something terrible was afoot when, the night before his head and arm were found, he was showing ‘what-he-thought-to-be-a-very-nice’ Count around one of his properties.
 
    
 
   Historians (and I do not count myself as a historian) discovered that Mr Puniar had moved to Transylvania from India having made his fortune in property.  Charging far too much for his trusting tenants to live in his ‘first-class’ properties meant that Mr Puniar made a very tidy sum in a short space of time. This ‘tidy sum’ allowed him to invest in bigger and better properties right here, in Transylvania, where he could, once again, charge people too much to live in them.
 
    
 
   Before Mr Puniar died a rather unpleasant, violent and exceedingly painful death (God rest his greedy soul), he had purchased a rather splendid castle at the foot of the mountains – and it was in this property that he met his fate, and The Count.
 
    
 
   To date there are still pointless arguments (for it doesn’t really matter) about where The Count came from. Some people believe he came from the fiery pits of Hell, some believe he was a ‘bad-egg’ that was cast from the paradise of Heaven and others believe he came from a small block of council flats in Essex.
 
    
 
   When Mr Puniar first saw The Count for what he really was – he simply believed he was a figment of his own overtired imagination playing cruel tricks on him. Evidently Mr Puniar’s beliefs were quickly shunned by everyone when he was promptly, and savagely, ripped apart by The Count who decided it would be far easier to kill the castle’s landlord (and claim it as his own property under Squatter’s Rights) than keep up with over-inflated monthly rental costs.
 
    
 
   Things didn’t stop there for the townsfolk (although they did stop there for Mr Puniar, God rest his greedy little soul) as, each night, more of the town’s ladies went missing. Well, I say they went ‘missing’ but they never stayed ‘missing’ for long as they soon turned up again – dead. Well, I say they turned up ‘dead’ but they never stayed ‘dead’ for long – and apologies if this begins to get confusing. After the ‘dead’ ladies were buried, they had a freaky habit of waking up again – as though they were bored of death. 
 
    
 
   Old newspaper clippings that were handed down to me through the generations reported that the people put the first case of ‘Not Dead’ down to a fluke. When the second lady crawled out of her cramped coffin, it was (according to ‘The Transylvania Times’ printed on August 2nd, 1497) a coincidence. The third lady, again according to the paper, was buried by accident and a fourth lady went unnoticed for quite some time, having never been that popular when she was properly alive. It was the fifth lady that set alarm bells ringing that things were amiss and perhaps the murders (and ‘livings’) were linked although people were too busy trying to stop the ‘Not Dead’ ladies from biting them to put a proper investigation into what was going on and why they were alive again. It was a complicated time.
 
    
 
   With the death toll (and ‘living toll’) raising the remaining townsfolk started to flee. Some simply moved to another town (without realising the plague had a firm grip on their new home), others moved further afield (like Bognor Regis) and some even moved onto Ibiza – where they had heard about the good clubs and cheap alcohol.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile in the quaint little town where everything started, the empty houses remained on the market for a good number of months. News about the murders and non-murders had spread and no one wanted to move into the area for fear of dying (and promptly living again). The prices for the empty houses fell through the floor and some even went on to be offered ‘free to a good home’ which didn’t really make much sense – or work as a marketing ploy. On the flipside of the coin, property prices in Ibiza went through the roof but that’s not important to this particular history lesson.
 
    
 
   Since everything had kicked off, the townsfolk had learnt that they were only likely to wake up dead (or ‘Not Dead) if they went out at night so a self-appointed Judge, Judge Reiger, (who had no real qualifications by the way) introduced a curfew and, for a while, the curfew worked until the cheap house prices presented everyone with a new problem.
 
    
 
   When other ‘things’ (ghouls and monsters to you and me) got to hear about this near empty town where they could live in peace, they soon snapped up the remaining properties thus kick-starting all the problems again. Along with the rather pretty village ladies who wanted to bite them and The Count who wanted to drink their blood and, basically, snap them – the townsfolk also found they had to worry about other monsters; such as werewolves, poltergeists and ghosts. Even the new Doctor had to be approached with caution.
 
    
 
   At times the Doctor, a Dr Jekyll, seemed to be very good at his job and could help them with most embarrassing ailments and, at other times, he seemed to be happier to ignore their problems and try to cut them up with a meat cleaver and feast on their brains (often accompanied by a little side dish of tomato sauce on the times that he succeeded).
 
    
 
   With the new ghouls moving in and making things a living nightmare, for the remaining normal people, it wasn’t long before the Normals put their houses and businesses on the market too – hoping to follow their old friends who had already run away. They sat in their houses, too scared to venture outside, planning where they’d like to live after the completion of the sale, until they noticed something strange happen.
 
    
 
   As the days went on they started to notice more and more strangers coming into their businesses for the goods they were selling; strangers on day trips here to see the ghouls that lived in this cursed town. Tourists!
 
   Tourists came from all over the world (some of them were even the same people that once lived in the town – make sense of that) but mainly they came from Japan. They went from business to business seeking unusual gifts to take back home.
 
    
 
   Yes, the spooks of the night brought much trouble with them but, now word had got out about them, they had also brought extra revenue in too. Within a few more months, the townsfolk that had remained had even set up stalls selling Monster Merchandise. Odd little souvenirs like a baseball cap that had plastic bat wings sticking from the sides of it; a little piece of string hanging from one of them that, when pulled, made the wings flap backwards and forwards. There was even a stall set up that allowed you to become part of a crime-scene. A tourist got to lie down in the middle of a pool of blood (made from a cow) while one of the Normals stood above them dressed up as a ghoul whilst a sketch artist drew the scenario as a keepsake. To be honest, that particular stall wasn’t quite the success its creators had imagined. Probably down to the fact that the sketch artist could only draw stick men.
 
    
 
   Whatever they were selling; the Normals noticed a sharp increase in profits and the creatures of the night were happy to leave them running their business in peace as they had strangers to eat and scare instead. After years of pain and suffering there were finally good times for everyone (apart from the tourists that periodically went missing from their relative parties).
 
    
 
   It was at this time, with all parties more or less happy, the town officials sat down with The Count and made him sign a Peace Treaty. A pact that each of them had to stick to that included a limit to the number of tourists they could eat in one month (to be monitored by a Normal named Van Helsing – who was promoted to Sheriff), a ‘safe-house’ where the ghouls were not permitted to venture and a special day where, for the night, all rules (apart from the ‘safe-house’) were thrown out of the window – Halloween.
 
    
 
   On Halloween it was every man for himself unless they were in the ‘safe-house’. The only people not to go to the safe house on Halloween were the town adrenaline junkies who enjoyed dangerous sports. On Halloween they made wagers with each other to see if they could survive the night – a fair few of them died each year so money was extremely good for the survivors.
 
    
 
   The creatures were happy as it meant they got to live without persecution and the Normals that lived there were happy because they got to avoid being eaten. It was a complicated way of living, admittedly, but, nevertheless, it was their way of living and after years of torture and hardship – everyone was finally content. However it was only ever going to be a matter of time before things went bump in the night again…
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   CHAPTER ONE
 
   JEREMIAH SIMPKINS
 
    
 
    
 
   October 31st
 
    
 
   Ref: Annual Halloween ‘Survive the Night’ competition
 
    
 
   Dear Jeremiah Simpkins,
 
    
 
                 Thank you for volunteering for the annual Halloween ‘Survive the Night’ competition – your entry has been duly noted. However, it has come to our attention that you have not yet signed the register to confirm that you will indeed be taking part in the festivities. Although a verbal entry is more than sufficient to join in – a valid signature is required for insurance purposes. It will also remind us to look for you the following day, should you not report back to the safe-house in the morning. More importantly, only those who sign the register are entitled to the pumpkin, should they win, or the all-expenses paid funeral should things go a little pear-shaped.
 
                 Should you still wish to take part in the evening’s entertainment and put yourself forward for the pumpkin or funeral, please be sure to come to the Town Hall, before sun-down, to sign the required documents.
 
                 Once again, the very best of luck to you and we look forward to welcoming you back to the safe-house tomorrow morning.
 
    
 
                 Yours sincerely,
 
    
 
                 ……………………….
 
    
 
                 Judge Reiger
 
    
 
    
 
   COPY OF LETTER SENT TO JEREMIAH SIMPKINS REMINDING HIM TO SIGN THE REGISTER
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   TODAY, WE HAVE SOMETHING called ‘The Sunday Times Rich List’ where we can read about the richest people in Britain (and Ireland). Unfortunately, I am not on this list as, being a humble book narrator, I am paid in peanuts (of the dry roast variety) – but this true story isn’t a platform for me to moan about my poor income. As previously stated, I’m simply the narrator – here to narrate this story for you which brings me to my point…
 
    
 
   Back in 1497, ‘The Transylvania Times’ didn’t bother including a list of rich people in their little newspaper but, if they had then Jeremiah Simpkins would have easily been at the top of the list having received a large inheritance from his late mother and father (‘late’ as in ‘dead’, not ‘late’ as in ‘running a little behind time’).
 
    
 
   Jeremiah’s mother and father died in an ‘unexpected shovel to head’ incident and left all their money and land to Jeremiah who didn’t want for anything ever again. Some people thought the deaths of Jeremiah’s parents were caused by a violent poltergeist. Others believed the murder was the act of a cruel, calculating son who saw that he could spend the rest of his life getting fat from his ill-gotten inheritance. And, by Jove, he did get fat.
 
    
 
   A decade passed since the signing of the Peace Treaty. For the first nine years, Jeremiah sat in the safe-house, on Halloween, telling all who would listen (not many) how he would have done things better if he were out there trying to survive the night.
 
    
 
   After nine years of listening to Jeremiah flap his gums year in, year out – the locals finally bullied him, on the tenth year, to enter the competition himself and put his money where his mouth was. Jeremiah hated the fact that the locals doubted him. He didn’t need to enter the competition to ‘win a pumpkin’. He needed to enter the competition to prove them wrong; to prove to them that he could survive the long, dangerous night.
 
    
 
   “He does have one advantage over the rest of us,” one of the townsfolk had said, after Jeremiah agreed to take part in the evening. “Can you imagine any creature who would want to chomp on his ass?”
 
    
 
   It was a comment that cut deep to Jeremiah. He had always been teased for his looks; short and fat with spotty skin and thick ginger hair (although he insisted it was ‘auburn’.) It was a comment that cut deep to him but one that caused much merriment amongst those that heard it. It was also a comment that was valid – what sort of creature would want to eat that?
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
   Halloween.
 
    
 
   Ten years since the signing of the Peace Treaty.
 
    
 
                 
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   A flash of lightening illuminated Jeremiah’s hiding place, by the bins in the darkened alleyway. Jeremiah couldn’t tell if he had been seen – but even with the clap of thunder helping to drown out the growls of the creature stalking him and the chattering noise of his own teeth, he couldn’t risk standing around to see if his hiding place had indeed been exposed. Instead, he did an about turn and continued to run as fast as his fat, knackered, little legs would carry him.
 
    
 
   He was just a few more alleyways away from the safe-house; just a few more alleyways away from safety. He knew the rules forbid him from going to the safe-house before sun up but he didn’t care. He didn’t care that he would be out of the competition and he cared less that people would mock him for not being able to survive the night despite the last nine years worth of claims that he could. Jeremiah also didn’t care that the sun would be up in just a mere matter of minutes, signalling the end of the competition and the re-enforcement of the Peace Treaty until next Halloween. With the heavy footsteps close behind him and the sound of a creature growling – Jeremiah knew that he didn’t have minutes left.
 
    
 
   Jeremiah’s plan to survive the evening was simple; stick to the alleyways that wound around the houses and businesses. Other competitors usually spent most of their time huddled around the street lamps hoping that the small flickering flames that burnt within would protect them from the pointed fangs and sharp claws of those that wanted to eat them / bite them / tear them apart (delete as appropriate). Instead the little light offered by the street lamps simply allowed the creatures to see their victims with more ease. In the alleyways there were no lights – just darkness. As such, Jeremiah had hoped that the creatures wouldn’t bother stalking the narrow corridors between the various wooden buildings. He thought why would they waste time in the alleyways when they could have easy pickings on the main streets? He thought wrong.
 
    
 
   Jeremiah’s pace slowed down as he legs began to wobble beneath him. He could feel muscles that he never knew existed screaming at him to stop; screaming at him to take a break. He tried to ignore them. He tried to focus on the task at hand.
 
    
 
   “You can make it,” he heaved with each breath out of his mouth. “You can make it, you can make it, you can make it…”
 
    
 
   As he turned down the next alleyway he felt, for the first time since the chase began, that he was going to make it. At the end of the alleyway he could see the main road and the welcoming doors to the safe-house at the other end of the street. The night’s light was also getting brighter as daylight slowly crept out of the shadows where it had been hiding from the night.
 
    
 
   His legs, however, didn’t like the thought of Jeremiah trying to mentally ignore them when they were in so much pain so decided to prove a point to him, which was that he must listen to them when they called out, by buckling from underneath him, sending him crashing to the hard, cold dirt.
 
    
 
   “PLEASE DON’T EAT ME!” screamed Jeremiah as he rolled onto his back – holding his hands in front of his face, with his eyes tightly closed as though that would protect him from the sharp teeth, or claws, of whatever wanted to end his miserable, little life. “I TASTE FOUL!”
 
    
 
   He lay there, on the dirty floor, quivering with fear, completely unprepared to die and yet nothing came. There were no teeth. There were no claws. There was no sound. There was no ripping of his sweaty flesh. There was nothing. Slowly he opened his left eye. The right eye soon opened when it realised that the left eye hadn’t been snatched from the comfy little socket that it sat in.
 
    
 
   There was nothing there; no creature looming above him. Jeremiah sat up and quickly looked all around him – half expecting “whatever-it-was” to suddenly appear and take his life but there was no one there. He couldn’t even see Death waiting in the wings to take him to the next life. 
 
    
 
   All around him, daylight filled the alleyway and Jeremiah couldn’t help but laugh to himself as he got to his feet, dusting himself off. He was safe. He had made it…
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Obviously not everyone wanted to risk their life on Halloween. Although most people accepted that ‘death’ was a natural conclusion to ‘life’ – they didn’t necessarily think that dying in an excruciating death was a natural kind of way to go and that’s why, every Halloween, these people could be found hiding out in the safe-house getting merry on the town’s own brand of alcohol; “The Devil’s Juice.”
 
    
 
   Conversations ranged from how ‘tasty’ (in a non-cannibalistic way) the serving wenches (barmaids) were to tales of work-life, home-life and other mundane chitchat that’s normally used as a way of passing the time with people when all of the real, interesting, juicy gossip has dried up.
 
    
 
   There was only one person who didn’t like to join in with the other gossip-mongers and that was Abraham Van Helsing. Although he knew the evening’s ‘entertainment’ was a necessity to keep things in order (you can’t have a Peace Treaty with no rules in favour of the people you are signing with) he didn’t like it. He didn’t like the idea of their kind out there eating his friends (who were stupid enough to volunteer in the first place). He didn’t think it was a good idea to actively encourage the ghouls to hunt the Normals. If he had his way – the Normals would be out there, every day, hunting the Freaks and getting rid of them once and for all. With that in mind, Van Helsing spent the Halloween nights sat, by himself, in the corner of the room – using the time as a well-deserved break from his daytime Sheriff duties.
 
    
 
   In the opposite corner of the room, at a large round table, a group of town officials (led by Judge Reiger) were drunkenly discussing the competition.
 
    
 
   “Well, sun’s up now – so it won’t be long before they start coming through the doors,” slurred Judge Reiger who had consumed far too much of the Devil’s Juice, completely forgetting he was due in court the following morning to sentence a fellow townsman to death for trying to sell counterfeit goods on the market. “I wonder which lucky sod will be walking home with a pumpkin this year!”
 
    
 
   I know a pumpkin doesn’t sound like a great prize to you and me (who are used to all sorts of exotic fruits and sweets now) but to the people of Transylvania – a pumpkin was as precious as gold to some and was worth risking your life for. Well, it was worth risking your life for it if you were a normal person but Judge Reiger and his fellow officials didn’t have to risk life and limb for one. They could just help themselves at any time they wanted.
 
    
 
   “I still think one pumpkin should be enough of a prize,” said Mr Reeveson. Mr Reeveson was probably the tightest person in the whole of Transylvania – let alone the little town where they all resided.
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” said Judge Reiger. “They only get the one pumpkin!”
 
    
 
   “Each!” shouted Mr Reeveson. “They get one pumpkin each! Surely it would be more cost effective to give them the one pumpkin between all of the winners?”
 
    
 
   “Well we need to entice them to take part in the competition, do we not?” argued Judge Reiger. “It’s been one pumpkin per survivor since we ran this competition and we can’t very well change it to one pumpkin to share now without a serious amount of flak from people. Also – one pumpkin to share makes it hardly worth the risk.”
 
    
 
   “So what? They don’t have to risk their life each year do they? So what if it cuts down the amount of people who wish to take part? It’s a stupid competition that is costing our town a fortune! I was looking at the figures only last week and did you know it’s cheaper to actually bury the ones who don’t survive then it is to give the winners their prize? I say we get them to sign up and just bump them off ourselves if they win. We can always blame the Freaks.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger shifted uncomfortably in his chair as he always did when someone questioned him over something – especially when it was someone questioning him over something that he had helped to start in the first place. 
 
    
 
   “Mr Reeveson,” he said leaning forward as though that were going to help him get his point across, “if you start walking around bumping off people who were good enough to take part in our competition then you, sir, are as bad as the Freaks we are trying to entertain for the one night of the year.”
 
    
 
   “Then just get rid of the whole bloody competition – we don’t need it anyway. It’s doing us nothing but costing us money.”
 
    
 
   “And say we do get rid of the competition and the ghouls are out at Halloween with no one to legally eat. How long do you think it will be before they turn on us all again and start munching on us whenever they feel like it? How long before all Hell breaks loose and things revert back to the days of old?”
 
    
 
   “The days of old? It was ten years ago, you silly sod,” said Mr Reeveson although he knew Judge Reiger was right. It wouldn’t be more than a week before things would go back to how they once were. Pumpkins were expensive but having monsters running around killing people whenever they felt like it would end up losing all of them their businesses as people would be too scared to visit them again. At least with Halloween – there was always a good chance that there wouldn’t be any survivors. “Well, I suppose if you put it like that… we can’t just have the Freaks running around killing people whenever they feel like it!”
 
    
 
   No sooner had he finished dribbling his sentence did the doors to the safe-house swing open as a ‘nearly-triumphant’ Jeremiah’s head came bouncing through. The locals screamed and cleared a path as Jeremiah’s head rolled through the middle of the congregation before settling in the centre of the room.
 
    
 
   Jeremiah looked around the room, with a confused look upon his semi-lifeless face, before muttering, “But the sun is up.” With that, his eyes rolled to the back of his head and his tongue flopped from the corner of his mouth.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
   ABRAHAM VAN HELSING
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   November 01st 
 
    
 
   Dear Sheriff,
 
    
 
                 One sheriff in a town of numerous ghouls and creatures of the night; do you really think you can catch me? Mark my words – Jeremiah was the first of many. He was my starter and I’m ready to move onto the main course. Won’t you join me for a nightcap? Who knows, you may get a taste for flesh too.
 
    
 
   Fondest Regards.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DESPITE BEING ONE OF THE FIRST
 
   LETTERS TO VAN HELSING.
 
   IT WAS ONE OF THE LAST TO
 
   ARRIVE – HAVING BEEN LOST
 
   BY THE ROYAL MAIL
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ABRAHAM VAN HELSING cut a fine figure (like a young Clint Eastwood) as he stood in front of the local townspeople, one hand in his trouser pocket and the other hand gently polishing his gold sheriff’s badge against his crisp white shirt. He loved that damned badge.
 
    
 
   He remembered when the people, now standing in front of him, first gave him the badge; when they first made him the town’s sheriff – all because he killed that vampire. Until that day, people thought the vampires were immune to everything. When Van Helsing killed her (for it was a ‘she-vampire’) it gave the Normals some hope. They believed that, if he could kill one of them – perhaps he could wipe the town of all the evil that lived there.
 
    
 
   That damned vampire. When the Transylvanian Times interviewed him about the kill, for the daily rag, he made the fight between the two of them sound so heroic. ‘Heroic’ was one word that definitely couldn’t be used to describe how he had won that battle. But that was just over ten years ago and a lot had changed since then. For one thing, now he had a beard – well, sort of, it was more like ‘thick stubble’.
 
    
 
   He shut his eyes and pushed the memory of his first fight with a vampire to the back of his mind. He didn’t know why it haunted his memories so much. No one else knew what had happened so why couldn’t he just forget about it? He opened his eyes again and pinned the sheriff’s badge back in its place on his shirt – to be more precise, on the left hand chest pocket where he kept his store discount cards (another perk of being the sheriff).
 
    
 
   Van Helsing scanned the faces of the people standing in front of him and looked to the right of the stage, on which he stood, towards Judge Reiger – an unspoken conversation took place between them with the use of simple head nods as Judge Reiger beckoned for Van Helsing to begin his speech about why they had gathered.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned back to the crowd in front of him. He didn’t mind talking to people one to one but he hated groups of people. He remembered the first speech he had to give – instructing people how they could fend off attacking vampires; telling the people what could hurt them, what could kill them and, for the more humane of the group, what could simply keep them away. It was a simple conversation. They don’t like garlic and stakes can kill them. At least, he thought it was a simple conversation – even though they lived in a town there was always one village idiot; a young man by the name of Clive Jenkins who spent the night hanging raw pieces of steak around the town hoping that it would kill most of the vampire population. Instead it just brought a rat infestation.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing couldn’t see Clive in the audience. He smiled to himself. He honestly forgot to go round to Clive’s house and personally invite him to attend the meeting, like he said he would. Honest. He cleared his throat.
 
    
 
   “As some of you are, no doubt, already aware – this morning, Jeremiah Simpkins was murdered.”
 
    
 
   He stopped, waiting for those that wished to make the appropriate noises of ‘shock’ and ‘sorrow’ to make them without interrupting his speech. The audience remained quiet. Van Helsing looked across to Judge Reiger who simply shrugged his shoulders.
 
    
 
   He cleared his throat before, “At this time we do not know whether this was, as Jeremiah’s head suggested, an unlawful killing that took place after the Halloween competition had ended or whether it was, in fact, a fair kill under the rules of the competition. We ask, if anyone saw anything – could they please come forward and inform either myself or Judge Reiger.” He turned to Judge Reiger having just realised that he had just volunteered him for people to give him information, without asking him first. Once again, he silently nodded. Van Helsing turned back to the gathering and continued, “Until we can truly understand what happened – we ask that no one goes out to undertake any vigilante missions. Not only are they extremely dangerous – but they are also illegal.”
 
    
 
   In truth Van Helsing didn’t care if the locals did try and hand out some of their own justice (as long as it was directed towards the Freaks). The more of the creatures that were sent back to Hell, the better – he had always thought. Still, he had to be seen to be doing the right thing no matter what his personal view point was.
 
    
 
   In previous years it was normally fairly easy to determine who had killed who during the Halloween competition. Most of the creatures normally left a ‘calling-card’ in which they could be easily identified. They didn’t care if people knew that they murdered one of their friends. To them – a kill was something to be proud about and something to shout about. On this occasion though the only evidence that the kill had happened was Jeremiah’s head and that said nothing of the murder other than the fact that it supposedly happened after sun-up but some people believed that was Jeremiah simply trying to save face having failed to survive the night.
 
    
 
   With no body, no murder weapon, no witnesses and no creature shouting from the roof-tops that he (or she, let’s not forget) was the killer – Van Helsing knew it would be impossible to determine the exact cause of death (although the head coming away from the body was a good a reason as any).
 
    
 
   “As soon as we know more, you will know more,” continued Van Helsing, trying desperately hard to pad his speech out. He had called most of the townspeople into the meeting thinking that it would have been a little longer than was actually required to say what he needed to say. “Any questions?” he asked when he realised there was nothing else he could say.
 
    
 
   A voice piped up from somewhere within the middle of the crowd, “What’s happening with the Simpkins’ money?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t answer. Instead, he turned to Judge Reiger in the hope that he would be able to chip in with an acceptable answer. He didn’t; he simply turned away as though he hadn’t heard the question. Van Helsing turned back to the gentleman who had asked and looked at him blankly. He knew that everyone was wondering what was going to happen with the money, who was going to get it (as Jeremiah was the last in his family) and what it was going to be spent on. He just didn’t expect anyone to ask about it so soon after Jeremiah’s tragic death.
 
    
 
   “Well, I suppose we’ll find some charities to distribute it amongst,” said Van Helsing after a delay.
 
    
 
   The man who asked the question in the first place piped up with, “Well you know what they say; charity begins at home.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing chose to ignore him, and the others who muttered in agreement with him, “Any other questions before we all go our separate ways?”
 
    
 
   There was silence.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned back to Judge Reiger, “Did you wish to add anything?”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger didn’t need asking twice. He jumped to his feet and bounced across to centre-stage, taking Van Helsing’s place, “Well, there was one thing… as you are all aware – since the untimely passing of Mayor Cromwell, two years ago, we have still had no votes for a new Town Mayor meaning the job is vacant. Don’t forget, if you do wish to vote, just come to my office and we’ll arrange it. And forget not that I have, on numerous occasions volunteered my services…”
 
    
 
   “Corrupt services,” muttered a voice from deep within the crowd which was, luckily, unheard by Judge Reiger who would have answered with an order of execution.
 
    
 
   “No pressure for those that don’t wish to vote – we’ve managed thus far with no mayor and I’m sure we’ll continue to manage. In the meantime, I also remind you that we are having a Bonfire party on the 4th November, to be held early afternoon so we don’t get any of their kind there.” By ‘their kind’ he did, of course, mean the creatures of the night. The Normals never liked their company at the town festivals for they always felt as though they were somewhat lowering the tone.
 
    
 
   “That will be all,” said Judge Reiger – his tone of voice filled with the kind of authority that made him believe he should be mayor. “Oh, one more thing as an afterthought, my apologies, but those of you that wish to attend the funeral of Jeremiah Simpkins; we will be holding the service this coming Tuesday at the church. Donations will be gratefully received.” He thanked the crowd again and turned away from the stage area where Van Helsing was patiently waiting for him.
 
    
 
   “Can I have a word, Judge?”
 
    
 
   “You may have more than ‘one’ word, my good man, but I have an errand to run – can you meet me in my chambers in, say, an hour?” said Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “One hour,” agreed Van Helsing as he turned away – a look of contempt in his eyes.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger and Van Helsing had a fragile relationship. Judge Reiger didn’t like the fact that Van Helsing was Sheriff. When he agreed to make him Sheriff, with other town officials, he honestly believed that he would have been eaten, or simply killed, within days – but instead he continued to thrive in the community as a sort of ‘hero’ for being the only man capable of bringing down wayward creatures. Judge Reiger wanted to have the power in the community – he didn’t like having to share it with someone else; someone, in his eyes, who was beneath him. There were many occasions when Van Helsing, having caught a ‘bad guy’ questioned Judge Reiger’s harsh sentences. He was all for punishing the criminals but he believed the punishment should match the crime. There was one occasion, in particular, when he collared a young boy (about nine years old) for spitting in the street. He took him to Judge Reiger expecting the Judge to fine the young boy but, instead, he simply cut his head off and put it on a spike. Judge Reiger hated people questioning his choices.
 
    
 
   On the flipside of the coin, Van Helsing just thought Judge Reiger was a prick; a murderous, calculating, nasty little prick and that’s how he knew exactly where Judge Reiger was going to be for the next hour…
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   The residence of the late Jeremiah Simpkins and all was quiet, except for the pitter-patter of the Judge’s feet as he tippy-toed across the hallway towards the stairs. The purpose was simple – get upstairs, go to Jeremiah’s bedroom and search for the money which, in all likeliness would be under the bed, under the floorboard or in the wardrobe.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger didn’t know why he was being anal about being quiet – trying not to make the floorboards squeak and creak under his footsteps. It wasn’t as though Jeremiah would be home anytime soon. Even if it were a vampire that killed him – not many of them have climbed from their graves having had their head severed from their body. Still, it was better to be safe than sorry.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger wasted no time in going up the stairs and into Jeremiah’s old bedroom. Upon entry he scanned the room before he headed towards the bed. It seemed the most obvious place to look first. If it were Judge Reiger’s money – it was where he would have kept the cash (under his own bed, that is, not Jeremiah’s bed as that would just be weird).
 
    
 
   Without any respect for the dead, he grabbed the mattress from the poorly-built frame and flung it across the room to reveal… some dirty underwear and a copy of ‘Playboy’.
 
    
 
   “Damn it,” he said as he turned to the rest of the room. The room was surprisingly empty considering it belonged to the richest man; there was a small bed, one wardrobe and a desk. 
 
    
 
   “Well,” he said to himself, “it’s not exactly going to be in the desk!”
 
    
 
   Like a man on a mission he crossed the room before feverishly flinging the doors open to reveal… Van Helsing?
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger jumped back in fright as Van Helsing said, “The money’s not in here, Judge.”
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger sat on the bed, his hands cuffed together, like a sulking child; caught with his hand well and truly stuck in the cookie jar.
 
    
 
   “Who helped you?” asked Van Helsing as he paced the room. He loved this. The ‘honourable’ Judge Reiger finally caught out.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got it wrong,” pleaded Judge Reiger, “I haven’t done anything wrong.”
 
    
 
   “You haven’t done anything wrong? I’m sorry but I think having someone murdered for their money crosses into the territory of ‘wrong’.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t kill anyone.”
 
    
 
   “I know you didn’t kill them. You didn’t kill them. You were in the safe-house for the night. I saw you. Which brings me back to my first question – who helped you?”
 
    
 
   “No one helped me, you imbecile!” yelled Judge Reiger as he yanked his wrists back against the cuffs, hoping to break free.
 
    
 
   “Let’s look at the facts,” said Van Helsing as he sat next to the Judge on the bed, “first of all you have Mr Simpkins murdered and then, when he’s out of the way, you break into his house to steal his fortune. It’s not looking too promising is it?”
 
    
 
   “Wrong! I didn’t kill him and I didn’t have him killed. The only thing I’m guilty of is breaking in here to take his money. NOW LET ME OUT OF THESE!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing stood up and wandered over to the small window, looking at the town below with the few people, that dared to venture out on November 1st, all running around getting on with their daily chores (such as shopping, cleaning and popping out to grab a mobile phone top-up).
 
    
 
   “I can have you hung for this!” said Judge Reiger when it was obvious that Van Helsing wasn’t about to let him out so easily.
 
    
 
   “You won’t be able to do anything to me, or anyone else, when I tell the people that you killed Jeremiah,” muttered Van Helsing as he continued to watch the world below (I say ‘world’ but, in reality, all he really watched was a street. A rubbish muddy one at that.)
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell them it was you! You have motive too. Everyone knows that you hate the monsters more than most. What’s to say that you didn’t kill Jeremiah yourself to frame the Freaks? With enough Normal’s all screaming for blood, it would give you the perfect opportunity to start a cull!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned back to Judge Reiger with a smirk on his face, “Like anyone would believe you. You don’t have much popularity at the moment. In a town of a good few hundred people, you couldn’t get one vote for mayor? At least I have the trust and respect of the people.”
 
    
 
   As previously explained to you; Mayor Cromwell was murdered. Well that wasn’t explained to you earlier – instead you just knew that he passed at an untimely hour which basically means he popped his clogs before his alarm clock was due to go off; the reason being – he was murdered and here is a good a time as any to explain what happened to poor, old Mayor Cromwell.
 
    
 
   Mayor Cromwell was found dead; murdered to be more precise – his body found with a Judge’s anvil next to his dented noggin (head). 
 
    
 
   People knew it was Judge Reiger. His motives were pretty damned clear. He had always been power hungry. When he moved into the town, the first thing he did was to make himself Judge. After becoming Judge he soon realised that he could get more power still by becoming the Mayor and so he (allegedly) bumped off Mayor Cromwell. With Mayor Cromwell out of the way, he hoped that a democratic vote would make him the new Mayor – not that he would stop being Judge. Instead, he would make himself Mayor-Judge Reiger and take home two pay packets.
 
    
 
   The problem was that the people were too scared to vote for Judge Reiger. They didn’t want him to be the new Mayor. They didn’t want him to be the Judge either but it was too late to change that. Those that voiced their concerns were quickly executed over a silly, little crime such as ‘crossing the road and blinking too much.’ Because they didn’t want him as Mayor they didn’t vote for him, but they knew that if they voted for someone else they would, again, be executed for going against him and so, the job remained vacant. The title of ‘Mayor’ was also the reason that Judge Reiger was trying to steal the money of the late Jeremiah Simpkins.
 
    
 
   “Look, this is stupid,” said Judge Reiger as he tried a different approach, “we can sit here all night pointing the finger at each other but it isn’t doing any good. We all we know it could have been a legitimate kill! Jeremiah Simpkins was never going to survive the competition no matter what he bragged. He was fat, lazy and unfit. He died. Is it tragic? Yes. But it happened. That’s what the competition is about. I just came here to get the money. I thought, if I had the money I could bribe people to vote for me to become Mayor. That’s it. There’s nothing more sinister to it than that. Nothing!”
 
    
 
   “You want to bribe people to vote for you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s it. I swear. Now how about you take these things off me, take the money with me and we’ll give all the damned money to charity and forget the whole thing?”
 
    
 
   “The thing about a town full of monsters; there’s no shortage of suspects,” said Van Helsing as he pulled the handcuff keys from his pocket. “It comes to something though, that the first suspect is a Normal.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing walked over to Judge Reiger and took the cuffs from his wrists before sliding them back into his pocket.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” said Judge Reiger, rubbing his wrists, “now what charity did you want to give the money to?”
 
    
 
   “The money’s not here,” replied Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “What? Then who has it?”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
   THE LIFE
 
   (AND DEATH)
 
   OF THE ‘MUSIC MAN’
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   HERR MONIKA was a German exchange student who liked Transylvania so much that he never returned home to Brazil when he was supposed to. Just because he was a German exchange student, you shouldn’t assume that he originally lived in Germany. His parents had moved to Brazil when he was young but he was, I promise, born in Germany. I suppose you could call him a German-Brazilian exchange student but I believe that would just confuse the issue. If anything, perhaps I should have simply lied to you and said that he did live in Germany after all – but I am trying to keep this book completely factual for you.
 
    
 
   Anyway, getting back onto the point – he didn’t return home when he was supposed to; instead he simply stayed behind and set up a music shop having been financed by Jeremiah Simpkins who believed the town needed someone as musical and talented as Herr Monika. Using some of his inheritance, Jeremiah purchased a large shop for Herr Monika in the centre of the town where he would be able to sell instruments, music sheets and give lessons to people who wanted to learn how to sing, read music, play instruments or cook chickens (another one of Herr Monika’s many talents).
 
    
 
   Despite Jeremiah’s generosity (with regards to setting up Herr Monika’s business), Herr Monika always charged Jeremiah top whack for his lessons. Lessons, by the way, that Herr Monika thought were pointless as it was painstakingly obvious to all those that heard – Jeremiah couldn’t sing. Herr Monika didn’t even charge Jeremiah the normal rate. In fact, he charged him more than treble the going rate. This wasn’t because he didn’t like him (for he was grateful to his business founder); he charged all the rich people more than the ‘normal rate’ (which was always unadvertised so they would never see that he was taking too much money from them). Before you start thinking that Herr Monika was a nasty, money-grabbing git – hear me out. He charged the rich people too much money because he was giving his lessons away completely free to the poor people who would, otherwise, be unable to have any and this just wasn’t acceptable to Herr Monika. He wanted everyone to be able to enjoy music and he figured that the rich people could afford it anyway. They certainly never questioned the rates he charged and the poor people, who liked the idea of the normally-tight rich folk paying for their lessons too, never let on what was going on or how they were ‘affording’ the fees.
 
    
 
   Admittedly the rich people often wondered how the poorer people were affording the lessons but they never asked; simply because they were far too important to socialise with the poorer folk. 
 
    
 
   Paying a lot more than the other rich folk, Jeremiah wondered, more than others, how the poor folk paid for their time in the classroom. If it wasn’t for the fact that Jeremiah was already dead – some may even come to the conclusion that he discovered what Herr Monika was up to and killed him in a fit of rage. That’s not the case though, Jeremiah is dead and he certainly didn’t rise from the grave to kill Herr Monika because of his charitable deeds. Jeremiah was dead (still) and Herr Monika was to be the second victim.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   Herr Monika didn’t know why he bothered opening his little shop up on 1st November. Not many people bothered to venture out the day after the annual competition. Most preferred to stay in their safe little houses until the Corpse Collectors had completed their rounds of picking up the competition losers (or at least the bits of the losers that they managed to stumble across).
 
    
 
   Being a Corpse Collector wasn’t the best job in the world (or town) but it did pay well due to the risks involved. Sometimes some of the corpses were known to suddenly spring up and attack them when they were within biting distance. Other times, whatever killed the corpse in the first place could still be close by (more worryingly) still hungry and, on rare occasions, the Corpse Collector’s could simply fall down an open mine shaft – something that happened to poor Gary Hobbins.
 
    
 
   The job of the Corpse Collector was, putting the dangers to one side for a minute, simple enough and fairly self-explanatory; walk around the town and scoop up any competition losers before their rotting smell filled the air of the town. They were paid the original, high rate plus a little bit extra per corpse brought back to the graveyard.
 
    
 
   It was then the job of the Corpse Hacker-Upper to chop the bodies up and drop them in the pre-prepared holes before filling them in again.
 
    
 
   Normal people (like you and me) preferred to remain in their houses so they didn’t have to see dead bodies or, worse, smell them. Once the bodies were collected the Corpse Collectors would then run up and down the streets, on horses, spraying cans and cans of Air Wicks Air Fresheners (Historians believe this is what started the hole in the ozone layer).
 
    
 
   If you have ever smelt a rotting person then you will understand that this is a required task for they really do stink. I was fortunate enough to smell a dead person once (someone that I cared about) and I can honestly say that it’s a smell that remained with me ever since. By that I don’t mean that I rubbed their scent all over myself whilst singing a merry ditty. I just mean that, on occasions, I can shut my eyes and get a scent of that corpse-like smell all over again even when there isn’t a dead person nearby (that I am aware of anyway).
 
    
 
   Business was slow every November 1st. Not just for Herr Monika, but for everyone – other than the hardware store of Appleton Street that sold Air Wicks Air Fresheners and mobile phone top-ups. Still, every year Herr Monika continued to open the shop hoping that fortunes would change and customers would venture in for their daily lessons. It wasn’t as though he had anything better to do anyway which is a shame because, if he did have something better to do, he probably wouldn’t have died.
 
    
 
   “Come in! Come in! Do come in!” sung Herr Monika to the stranger at the other side of the shop’s door. It was closing time for Herr Monika but he didn’t care. There was no way that he was going to turn away the fourth customer of the day just because he wanted to get home early and watch ‘Neighbours’; not the television show that we all know and love for that didn’t exist back then – he just simply enjoyed watching his neighbours. He even had a special telescope that helped get a clearer picture of what they were up to.
 
    
 
   He watched as the silhouette of the stranger, on the other side of the glass door, looked from side to side before turning the round handle.
 
    
 
   “Come now! Don’t be shy! Everyone’s welcome here!” Herr Monika continued to sing. An annoying habit for people, such as me, who don’t like being sung to but Herr Monika liked to sing to everyone. He believed everyone should have music in their lives.
 
    
 
   The door opened and in came the stranger who… remained a stranger. Herr Monika had never seen him before, which was a shame because then we would have known who the killer was and wouldn’t have to read the rest of this book.
 
    
 
   “And what can I do for yoooou?” sung Herr Monika.
 
    
 
   The stranger didn’t speak. He simply moved into the musical instrument aisle of the shop and started looking around. 
 
    
 
   Herr Monika wasn’t put off by the rudeness of the stranger though, “If you’re happy and you know it – clap your hands.” He clapped his hands. The stranger did not.
 
    
 
   The stranger stopped next to the piano wires and picked something up. Herr Monika tried to make out what the stranger had but the store’s dim light made it hard to see.
 
    
 
   “And what have you found there, my good friend?” sung Herr Monika hoping for a little conversation – something to break the ice which, so far, looked pretty impenetrable.
 
    
 
   The stranger said nothing but simply turned and approached Herr Monika. Herr Monika didn’t notice that he was gathering pace; instead he tried harder to see what was in the stranger’s hand.
 
    
 
   Herr Monika didn’t close the shop that night.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   “AAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhh,” screamed Mrs. Rouble before pausing for air. “AAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAAAHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh….” She continued before running out of voice again. “AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHH…” another pause.
 
    
 
   It was early in the morning and no one knew how long Mrs. Rouble had been screaming for. They knew she was screaming but they didn’t have a stop watch. It’s a shame though because, if she had been timed, then she probably would have got into the ‘Guinness Book of Records’ – one of her childhood dreams for some strange reason.
 
    
 
   The other reason no one really paid attention to her was because she was stood in Herr Monika’s music shop. Herr Monika didn’t close last night and the stranger didn’t either – meaning the sign still read ‘open’ and the door was unlocked.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Rouble went to Herr Monika’s at the same time every day for her usual free music lesson (she was a pauper from the East End) – or ‘screeching lesson’ as some of her harsher critics liked to describe it.
 
                 “AAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!” she continued.
 
    
 
   People passing by tried guessing the song but gave up when their ears began to bleed and simply blocked her wailing out.
 
    
 
   Rumour has it that it was nearly three hours later when people twigged that she was actually screaming and not singing when she managed to yell, with the last of her dainty, little voice, “He’s bleedin’ dead!”
 
    
 
   Soon enough a crowd began to gather to see what the commotion about. We already know what the commotion was about though. Herr Monika was dead.
 
    
 
   By the time Van Helsing arrived, having been fetched by one of the gawpers, Herr Monika was slumped over the shop counter in a small puddle of blood – two small holes in the side of his neck.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Mr Helsing, who would do such a thing?” squeaked Mrs. Rouble who’s voice had well and truly buggered off now.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t know who would want to kill such a friendly, giving man but he did know what would want to kill him.
 
    
 
   “Desmodus Rotundus,” he muttered to himself (although many people also heard him).
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   OUT FOR THE COUNT
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   November 2nd
 
    
 
   Dear Sheriff,
 
    
 
                 Apologies for leaving the music teacher to go to waste; I had a taste and he wasn’t quite as good as he looked from a distance. I do believe he may have past his sell by date before I took a chunk.
 
    
 
   Fondest Regards.
 
    
 
    
 
   2ND LETTER SENT FROM THE KILLER
 
   1ST LETTER TO ARRIVE
 
   STUPID ROYAL MAIL
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DR. JEKYLL stood by the body of Herr Monika which had been moved to the mortuary (a small shed next to the bakery). Van Helsing stood with him whilst Judge Reiger remained in the background – put off getting any closer by the fact that he didn’t really like the sight of blood.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm, yes, I see, uh huh,” muttered Dr. Jekyll as he poked and prodded at Herr Monika in a fashion that only a doctor can seem to get away with.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” asked Van Helsing as he looked on hoping to learn something of the killer.
 
    
 
   “He’s dead,” confirmed, rather pointlessly, Dr. Jekyll.
 
    
 
   “We know that much!” said Judge Reiger through a tissue that he held to his nose and mouth, hoping to block the stench of death from his airways. “Who killed him?”
 
    
 
   “Well, sir, I can’t tell you that much,” said Dr. Jekyll, “but on first impressions it does appear to be the work of Desmodus rotundus.”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Judge Reiger before ignoring the good doctor and addressing Van Helsing, “seriously – what the hell is he talking about?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing took a step back and turned to Judge Reiger, “Desmodus Rotundus; the common vampire bat.”
 
    
 
   “A vampire did this? But what about the Peace Treaty?” replied Judge Reiger as though he was shocked that a ‘bad creature of the night’ could go back on their word and ignore the terms of the Treaty. “You must be mistaken,” continued Judge Reiger, “look again!”
 
    
 
   Both Van Helsing and Dr. Jekyll turned back to the body of Herr Monika and glanced at the two holes in the side of his neck. They turned back to Judge Reiger. They didn’t need to say anything.
 
    
 
   “Well what do we do now?” asked Judge Reiger. “Is this the creature that also killed Jeremiah? I told you it wasn’t me!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned back to the body of Herr Monika. There was no evidence that whoever killed Herr Monika was also responsible for the death of Jeremiah Simpkins. One was quite clearly bitten and the other literally lost his head from the neck upwards – and there were no bite marks in his neck.
 
    
 
   “We’ll have to cut the body up, before we bury it,” said Van Helsing as he peered closer to the two small bite marks.
 
    
 
   “I hate this bit,” said Judge Reiger, who didn’t actually have to be there in the first place, as he turned around to face the less-offensive wall.
 
    
 
   Dr. Jekyll twitched.
 
    
 
   “If you have a spare cleaver, Doctor, I’ll help,” volunteered Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, bud, I only have the one… but here… you have it!” said Mr. Hyde as he reached for the cleaver on the far table before throwing it at Van Helsing’s head.
 
    
 
   If it wasn’t for the fact that Mr. Hyde used the word ‘bud’, Van Helsing would never have looked up. If it wasn’t for the fact that Mr. Hyde used the word ‘bud’, Van Helsing would have got the cleaver directly in his face. The word ‘bud’ warned Van Helsing that Dr. Jekyll was no longer ‘home’.
 
    
 
   At the last minute Van Helsing dodged to the side allowing the cleaver to whizz past him and stick into the thankfully-already-dead Herr Monika.
 
    
 
   “Get out!” said Van Helsing, to Judge Reiger, as he grabbed the cleaver from Herr Monika’s body – causing blood to gush out of the hole like a waterfall and splitter-splatter onto the wooden floorboards.
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” said Judge Reiger. He had heard tales of Mr. Hyde but he had never seen him.
 
    
 
   “Get out of the room!” shouted Van Helsing as he stood between Judge Reiger and Mr. Hyde using the cleaver to keep him back.
 
    
 
   “Don’t go yet. It gets lonely in here,” said Mr. Hyde as he dribbled down himself. “We could have so much fun together,” he continued as he picked up another sharp blade. “Want to play pin the blade on the donkey? You can be the donkey!”
 
    
 
   He lunged forward towards Van Helsing as Judge Reiger ducked from the room. Van Helsing swung the cleaver wildly through the air as a deterrent to keep Mr. Hyde from getting closer. Van Helsing could have killed him easily with a well-aimed throw. He was a good aim. He had to be. He practiced most days so that he would never have to get too close to the things that he was trying to kill. It was safer that way. 
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t want to kill Mr. Hyde though. Dr. Jekyll was such a good doctor that an appointment with Mr. Hyde was well worth the risk.
 
    
 
   Mr. Hyde attempted another wild lunge towards Van Helsing who, once again, successfully dodged to the side – this time taking the opportunity to leave the room, slamming the door behind him and throwing his weight against it. He turned to Judge Reiger who was cowering by the far wall.
 
    
 
   “Push something in front of the door,” he yelled as Mr. Hyde started pushing against the door.
 
    
 
   “LET ME OUT!” screamed Mr. Hyde from the other room, repeatedly throwing himself against the wooden door. Judge Reiger pushed the receptionist table against the door – allowing Van Helsing to take a step back.
 
    
 
   Both Judge Reiger and Van Helsing stood back for a moment and watched the door, ready to attack (or run in the case of Judge Reiger) if the table didn’t hold.
 
    
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   THUD!
 
   “Ow!”
 
    
 
   “I think we’re good,” said Van Helsing as he took another step back.
 
    
 
   “What happens to him?” asked Judge Reiger peering through a small window in the door at Mr. Hyde who had given up on the door and turned his attentions to mounting the body of Herr Monika.
 
    
 
   “In time, the doctor will come back again.”
 
    
 
   “Well how much time? We need to know more about Herr Monika,” Judge Reiger impatiently said.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to go in and ask him?” snapped Van Helsing. “Besides, there isn’t anything else he can tell us – there’s only one person we need to talk to now.”
 
    
 
   “Who?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing gave him a look. He knew that Judge Reiger wasn’t going to like the answer he gave but he needed Judge Reiger to come with him. He didn’t want him to come with him. He just needed him. To go alone would be suicide…
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   No one had seen The Count for a considerable amount of time. If you were to ask around the town, people would say they that the last time they actually recall seeing him was when he signed  the Peace Treaty (although others will recall seeing him in the Co-op since then buying a pint of milk for Igor who was stuck in bed with a nasty case of flu).
 
    
 
   In fact, it had been so long since The Count had come down from his luxurious castle that some people often wondered whether he was actually still in there or even alive (well, not ‘alive’ as such because he was already dead but you get the idea).
 
    
 
   As Van Helsing trotted up the long windy road that wound round various rocks and shrubberies, he too hoped that The Count wouldn’t be in. It wouldn’t help with his investigations into who ‘definitely’ killed Herr Monika and ‘maybe’ killed Jeremiah Simpkins admittedly but he hated seeing The Count. The Count had an uncanny knack of creeping him out with his ability to see straight through people and even change form (one minute he was an elderly man, the next a young handsome man or sometimes a pretty little cheerleader depending on what mood he was in).
 
    
 
   The sun was high up in the sky beating down on both Van Helsing and Judge Reiger as they walked slowly to the castle; choosing to go during the hottest part of the day in the hope that a ‘sleepy’ Count would be more accommodating than a Count who was getting ready to go out on the town (or whatever he did these days during his ‘awake’ hours).
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger stopped for a moment, leaning back against a rock to wipe the sweat from his dripping forehead, “I just don’t see why we need to talk to him. Can we not just round up a posse, head up the mountain pass and kill him?”
 
    
 
   “He didn’t kill Herr Monika,” replied Van Helsing as he too leant against the rock, taking a sip from a hipflask that he pulled from his pocket.
 
    
 
   “You said so yourself. Desmodus Whateverus.”
 
    
 
   “Desmodus Rotundus,” corrected Van Helsing, “the name for the common vampire bat - emphasis on the word ‘common’. That bite could have been from any vampire. The distance between the two holes signifying that it came from a vampire in bat form,” he continued.
 
    
 
   “Exactly, so let’s just get a posse up together and send them up to kill him,” said Judge Reiger, more or less ignoring everything that Van Helsing was saying. “And when it’s done, you can come and tell me. I’ll be in the safe-house.”
 
    
 
   “Common vampire bat,” interrupted Van Helsing. “That bite could have come from any of the vampires in this town whilst they were in bat form. If we just assume that it was The Count, after all these years of living in peace, that killed Herr Monika and we march up to his place and kill him… and the murders don’t stop. We will have every single vampire out for revenge. Never mind the fact that it also opens the doors for the other creatures to jump on the bandwagon and throw the Peace Treaty out of the window too. They don’t hurt us. We don’t hurt them. Those are the terms.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger stood to his full height to try and make him look more important, “Don’t you think the Treaty went out of the window when they killed Herr Monika first?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing squared off to him, “The Freaks are the animals. We are the Normal ones. We will do this the correct way and the correct way only. We will find out who was responsible for Herr Monika’s death and we will bring them to justice for a fair trail.”
 
    
 
   “You may be the law man, because I made you the lawman but don’t assume you can tell me how to run my courtroom,” hissed Judge Reiger. “And don’t forget that you need me up here, I don’t need to be here… it’s your job to bring the killer to me, not for me to go to the killer.”
 
    
 
   “Well why don’t you just fu--…”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, sirs,” said a voice from behind them.
 
    
 
   Both Van Helsing and Judge Reiger spun around, both startled by the sound of someone else talking to them. They didn’t expect to hear anyone else on the path for no-one ventured up.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, sirs,” continued the voice (which belonged to Igor), “but Master says, if you are going to kill each other would you please do so quietly and preferably off his property.”
 
    
 
   Igor pointed towards the castle. There, at the window of the tallest tower, stood a mysterious figure. The figure floated from view.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned to Igor, “It’s good to see you again, Igor, I didn’t know you worked here now.”
 
    
 
   Before working with The Count, Igor worked with Victor Frankenstein – a genius who ended up turning bits of dead people into a walking, talking monster that ended up running riot around another town by spraying graffiti on walls, throwing eggs at different homes and gobbing on the pavements. It was in the employment of Victor Frankenstein that Igor and Van Helsing crossed paths.
 
    
 
   Because of his bad habit of making inventions that went tragically wrong and ended up hurting people (or costing the tax-payers vast amounts of money) Victor Frankenstein deemed a public nuisance and both he and his monster were hunted down. When the first group of vigilantes failed to kill them both – they sent out for Van Helsing, having heard that he had killed one of the creatures of the night. They believed, if he could beat something as ferocious as a vampire, he could rid them off their tormentor.
 
    
 
   But Van Helsing didn’t meet a mad-man that was portrayed to him (via email) when he caught up with Victor. Instead, he met a misguided genius who meant no harm (although he certainly did cause it).
 
    
 
   Over a nice hot cup of tea and a marmite sandwich, made by Igor, Van Helsing told Victor that there was no way the people were going to forgive him for their crimes. They wanted him dead and that was that. With the help of Van Helsing, they formulated a plot that would save their lives and allow them to escape the town to start a new life – somewhere miles and miles from where they currently were.
 
    
 
   “Victor didn’t take me with him, sir,” said Igor when he finally remembered who Van Helsing was. Old age was slowly robbing him of his past memories (although not his tea making skills and abnormal love of marmite).
 
    
 
   “How is Victor?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Victor? As in – Victor Frankenstein?” interrupted Judge Reiger, “I thought he was dead. I thought you helped corner and kill him! I read it in the paper!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned to Judge Reiger knowing that his lie was about to be exposed.
 
    
 
   “You let him get away? I could have you hung for…” 
 
    
 
   Before he could finish his sentence, Van Helsing grabbed Judge Reiger around his throat and slowly started putting on the pressure – not enough to kill the judge but enough to show him that he didn’t really care for his tone of voice.
 
    
 
   “I don’t hear from him too much,” said Igor ignoring the bickering of Judge Reiger and Van Helsing, “it’s not so easy for him to get hold of me these days.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing dropped Judge Reiger who backed down without a moment’s hesitation, “So why are you working here?”
 
    
 
   “I think that’s fairly obvious, isn’t it?” said Judge Reiger as he rubbed his throat. “Look at him! Who would want to employ him other than another Monster? His Curriculum vitae wouldn’t exactly shine to a Normal employer.”
 
    
 
   “I swear to God, if you don’t shut up,” growled Van Helsing as he clenched his fist.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay, sir, he’s right,” said Igor as he turned and started back up towards the front door. “Can I get you a marmite sandwich?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing and Judge Reiger stopped and stared at each other for a moment before Van Helsing turned and followed Igor up towards the castle. Judge Reiger muttered something under his breath and also continued.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   Van Helsing and Judge Reiger were in The Count’s dining room. A grand, old room with high ceilings, a posh lampshade (from IKEA) and long, oak table with cushioned chairs placed around it. On the far side of the wall was a large, open fireplace with the head of a werewolf mounted across the top.
 
    
 
   In life, the werewolf had been known as Ralph; a normally placid person who was bitten by another werewolf whilst going for a walk around the Lake District, in England. He met his grisly end when he ate one of The Count’s concubine’s by mistake. It wasn’t a mistake that he ate her, he just didn’t realise that she was property of The Count. He begged for forgiveness before having his head torn from his shoulders but his begging fell on deaf ears (in other words The Count didn’t care for the begging of mercy – The Count’s hearing was otherwise perfect).
 
    
 
   Van Helsing and Judge Reiger were sat at the large dining room table; a marmite sandwich in front of them both – not that either of them were in the mood for eating. Neither of them spoke. They just sat there with their hearts beating harder and faster than what were healthy.
 
    
 
   “Did you see the game last night?” asked Judge Reiger to try and break the silence between the two of them. His attempts at a conversation weren’t meant as an olive branch between the two of them. He still hated Van Helsing who, in turn, hated him back. But their hate for one another was nothing compared to the fear they both held towards The Count. Catch him in a foul mood, in his own place of residence, and they both knew it would be lights out (as in – they will be killed and not that The Count would turn the lights off and allow them to sit there in darkness whilst they chatting).
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t answer Judge Reiger. Although he welcomed some idle chit-chat to break the eerie silence that filled the grand hall, he enjoyed watching Judge Reiger sweat over meeting The Count.
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t suppose you did. Silly of me, really, to think so,” continued Judge Reiger – happy to fill the room with the sound of his own voice.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger was about to open his mouth again when the double door to the room creaked open and in walked an elderly man – The Count. Van Helsing stood up as a show of respect where as Judge Reiger simply shrunk in his chair, a little bit, hoping not to be noticed (or killed first).
 
    
 
   “Please sit,” said The Count as he gestured towards Van Helsing’s chair. His voice was deep and thick in a mixed accent that had been accumulated through years of travelling and living in different locations (Ireland, Russia, Germany and the Bahamas); his real voice having been lost through the many, long centuries that he had lived. The Count sat opposite the two of them, keeping eye contact with Van Helsing and, more or less, ignoring Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   The Count wasn’t stupid (he had a university education thanks to years of study at Oxford) and knew that the only possible danger in the room was from Van Helsing. His nemesis – before the Peace Treaty was brought about.
 
    
 
   “So,” said The Count after a minute’s silence, “have you killed any of my children recently?” The Count referred to all other vampires as his ‘children’ as, with a single bite, he gave birth to them (not literally). He liked to think of himself as a father figure to all other vampires – if you hurt one of them, you hurt him (again, not literally – he just gets a little bit grumpy about it).
 
    
 
   In his current ‘get-up’, looking like an elderly man, The Count looked more like a granddad than a father – possibly even a great-grandfather. His skin was so wrinkled and eyes so grey and lifeless that, if you didn’t know him, you would struggle to think of him as the cold-hearted killer that he actually was.
 
    
 
   “I could ask you the same thing,” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “I was unaware that you had any offspring, Van Helsing,” replied The Count with a smirk. He was well aware that Van Helsing didn’t have any offspring – only a pet iguana called Frederick. The Count knew very well what Van Helsing did mean though.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing squirmed a little in his seat whilst Judge Reiger couldn’t help but smile at The Count’s comeback.
 
    
 
   “I know why you are here,” said The Count, already bored with watching Van Helsing squirm. “You want to know if one of my children is responsible for the death of the music teacher.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger frowned, wondering how The Count could possibly know why they had come to see him considering he rarely left his castle. It was this talent though (seeing things without actually being there) that made Van Helsing uncomfortable. Well, it was that talent and the talent he had of shape-shifting and eating people but that made everyone uncomfortable. Not many people knew that the Count was a psychic.
 
    
 
   “Did they?” asked Van Helsing pointedly. He just wanted to get the answers he came for and leave as promptly as possible.
 
    
 
   “You call yourself Sheriff? Tell me, Sheriff, what crimes have you actually solved recently? It seems to me that you spend more time accusing people than actually arresting them.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing ignored him, “You didn’t answer the question.”
 
    
 
   The Count leaned forward and smiled at the two of them. His fangs grew down and out of his mouth – the tip of the left one catching the light showing off the sharpness, “The front teeth, lips and tongue are highly specialized, with the former used to trim the surrounding skin of the host, acting like scissors. Then a piece of skin is removed by the razor-sharp V-shaped front teeth, much like using a spoon to scoop ice cream out of a cup. During this process our saliva, which contains an anticoagulant, is released and the resulting wound bleeds freely, enabling the vampire to feed using grooves in its lower lip and under its tongue. The grooves form a straw-like structure enabling us to suck the blood rather than lapping it like a dog.” He sat back and allowed his teeth to retract a little.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing sat back defeated. He didn’t say anything. He knew what The Count was getting at.
 
    
 
   “I’m confused,” said Judge Reiger quietly to Van Helsing – hoping that one of them would be good enough to fill him in with what he was obviously missing. The Count smiled to Van Helsing before gesturing for him to explain.
 
    
 
   “Vampires drink blood,” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes, we know that much,” said Judge Reiger impatiently.
 
    
 
   “We drain our victims,” continued The Count – his eyes flashed red before returning to their dull grey colour as though the mere thought of drinking blood turned him on.
 
    
 
   “Again, thank you for the lesson on how to be a good vampire – but we know that! Lord knows you’ve left enough of our people completely empty in the past!”
 
    
 
   “When Mr. Hyde threw the cleaver at me; it missed and landed in Herr Monika…”
 
    
 
   “Yes, very fortunate, but we aren’t talking about that now…” interrupted Judge Reiger as he continued to make himself look particularly stupid.
 
    
 
   “I took the cleaver to protect us,” continued Van Helsing, ignoring Judge Reiger’s pathetic attempt at being clever.
 
    
 
   “More like to protect you,” said Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “When I took the cleaver out of Herr Monika – blood spurted everywhere…” continued Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Oh…” and at last the penny dropped for Judge Reiger. Vampires drink blood. They drain their victims. They don’t leave any blood left in the bodies and, if they do, it certainly isn’t enough blood to cause a ‘spurt’ from any of the orifices. The Count gave Judge Reiger a small round of applause for catching up.
 
    
 
   “Is there anything else I can do for you?” asked The Count, enjoying his moment of making Van Helsing look stupid. 
 
    
 
   “If you can see everything, do you know who the killer is?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   The Count smiled. He knew but he’d never say. He’d never help one of the Normals. He stood up, “Then, if there is nothing else, I bid you good day.” 
 
    
 
   With that, he turned and walked from the room – leaving both Van Helsing and Judge Reiger alone again. All they had learnt was that the killer wanted to make it look like a vampire kill. Well, that and the fact that the walk to The Count’s castle was a knackering one.
 
    
 
   The burning question was – why did they want it to look like a vampire kill? Well, that and the other, more obvious, burning question – who was committing the bloody murders in the first place?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
   DEAR DIARY
 
    
 
   (Extract taken from Van Helsing’s diary)
 
    
 
   Dear Diary,
 
    
 
   My sincere apologies for leaving it so long since our last chat but I haven’t had anything of interest to say. You probably aren’t aware, what with being a book and all, there is a killer on the loose in my town; a dangerous rogue of the most despicable kind.
 
    
 
   The town’s folk look to me for guidance; expecting me to bring the killer to justice but I’m not sure if I can. They only made me a sheriff because I managed to slay one of the vampires and now everyone expects me to be this superhero monster-killer. If only they knew the truth. If only they knew that, in truth, I was nothing more than a lowlife coward who just happened to get lucky on that damned evening. Would they still want me to be their hero? Somehow, I doubt it but then, could they do any better themselves? It’s not as though you go to a special school to learn the tricks of the trade. It’s not like they show you how to identify and catch the bad people that plague our streets. Speaking of which – who is this madman currently plaguing are streets and why would they go out of their way to make it look as though a vampire was responsible for their crime? It could have ended in an all out war between us and them. It could have ended with a bloodbath; our bloodbath no doubt.
 
    
 
   I just hope that the killer has achieved what he set out to do. I hope that the murder of Herr Monika was the one crime that he wanted to commit and that the death of Jeremiah was simply down to the competition. One can hope. The death of Herr Monika is a tragic loss to our town but at least it would mean the killer would once again fade into the shadows from whence he came. At least he would be done and, in time if not caught, the people would forget.
 
    
 
   One can live in hope… Hope is all we have.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
   THE TRAGIC TALE OF IGOR
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chillington Arms Hotel
 
   1, The Square
 
    
 
   January 16th
 
    
 
   Dear Igor,
 
    
 
   Thank you for your recent application for the role of ‘Front of House Manager’. Unfortunately, on this occasion your application has been unsuccessful.
 
    
 
   Once again we thank you for your time and wish you luck in your search for employment.
 
    
 
   Best Regards,
 
    
 
   H. A. Lourelle
 
    
 
    
 
   ONE OF MANY REJECTION LETTERS
 
   RECEIVED BY IGOR, SINCE LOSING
 
   HIS JOB WITH FRANKENSTEIN
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   IGOR didn’t have it easy when Victor Frankenstein left him. He had devoted his entire working life to Victor who didn’t have much time to hang around, when the time came for him to leave, and write Igor the glowing reference that he so rightly deserved.
 
    
 
   Throughout his happy employment, Igor would always get out of bed at some silly o’clock in the morning to prepare his master’s clothes and breakfast. If there was time, when the first chores were done, he would often kill the ‘quiet time’ before Victor awoke by doing housework – such as polishing the body parts that Victor had collected from the graveyard the previous night (to make his Monster).
 
    
 
   No sooner had Victor woken from his slumber – he used to fill the rest of Igor’s days with various tasks such as preparing meals, fetching the newspaper from the front porch and popping off to the local supermarket to get the weekly shopping in. To you and me, Igor didn’t have the best job in the world. The wages were minimal and he often ended up doing overtime for free. He didn’t even get a day off in lieu.
 
    
 
   With Victor out of his life for the foreseeable future and Igor’s debts mounting up rapidly (that damned Littlewoods account certainly piled on the interest each month), Igor didn’t have any choice but to leave his master’s town and seek employment elsewhere – anywhere that would accept him. Unfortunately, as explained, with no reference for the one job that he had – Igor struggled to get an interview. 
 
    
 
   Victor did leave Igor with the means to join him (a small vial that Igor wore around his neck) in his new safe destination, but Igor didn’t want to leave. He didn’t want to run away. He wanted to make it work here and now. He didn’t necessarily like it where he was but he figured it was ‘better the Devil you know’ and so set his mind about finding a new job to succeed in.
 
    
 
   At first he only sent applications to jobs that he believed he was worth – head waiter in a fancy restaurant, head butler in the finest of hotels and even manager of Toys R Us. As each of the applications were turned down, Igor was forced to lower his sights with applications to the local refuge collection team, a small part-time job in different hotels and even a Saturday job in McDonalds – all of which were also turned down.
 
    
 
   Lack of experience would definitely be one of the reasons for his applications to keep getting turned down but another reason would have been his looks for, to put it nicely, Igor was definitely a minger. He had a funny hunchback, missing teeth, long hair down the side of his head with nothing on top and a serious case of halitosis. If that wasn’t bad enough – he stank. Igor only owned one suit and that was all he wore. He wore it to bed. He wore it to work. He sweated during the hot summer nights. He sweated during his work. When working for Victor, his role didn’t include doing his own laundry.
 
    
 
   To be honest, it’s a shame that Igor never got to interview stage as, face to face, he was actually a lovely chap; always quick to offer a marmite sandwich.
 
    
 
   Having been made bankrupt by a local court, for non-payment of his Littlewoods account, Igor stumbled from town to town living off rats, cats and leftover fish and chips – drinking from dirty streams, puddles and abandoned cans of cider. It was during these ‘wandering times’ that Igor happened across The Count’s advert in the local rag ‘The Transylvanian Times’.
 
    
 
   Igor had heard about The Count and didn’t really wish to work for him. He had enough of working for people that were deemed ‘shady’ – he was fed up with the negativity that the role brought with it. Because people had hated Victor – they had also hated Igor. 
 
    
 
   Weeks went by and the advert remained in the newspaper, in the same column space as when Igor originally saw it; second from the left next to the advert seeking Ann Summer’s party representatives. Each time Igor saw the advert; he grunted and tossed the paper to one side.
 
    
 
   During his time in town, Igor tried desperately to fit in with the locals, make friends and find love. When he wasn’t scavenging for his food, or setting up his evening’s shelter, he spent his time in the park – talking to the parents who were playing with their darling little children. The father would push the child, on the swing, and Igor would grab the swing when it swung towards him, shouting ‘boo’ to the child before sending them swinging back to their worried father. The mother would roll the ball towards their child and Igor would intercept it before dribbling it around the park and booting it through the make-shift goal, before getting chased away by the angry mother who was left comforting their crying child.
 
    
 
   No matter how hard he tried; he couldn’t get any friends. If anything – he only managed to get upset people and it wasn’t long before he realised that the only thing he had left to do was to apply for The Count’s job; which he duly did. Between you and me – Igor only got the job because there were no other applicants.
 
    
 
   Igor was nervous on his first day of employment. He had seen the castle in the distance and knew that it would be hard work to keep it look nice (well, as nice as you can make a castle look) and he was worried about how his new master would treat him. As it turned out, The Count treated Igor well. He paid him well. He fed him well. The Count didn’t eat normal food, he only drank blood. Even so, he always ensured the refrigerator was always well stocked so Igor could eat well. At first Igor thought The Count was simply fattening him up – but, when the months past, he realised he was just treating him well.
 
    
 
   After a few months it soon became apparent to Igor that he would rarely see his master. When his master was awake, Igor slept. When his master slept, Igor busied himself around the castle doing random odd-jobs that are of no-importance to this story and (honestly) quite dull so we’ll just skip them. Because of the Peace Treaty, Igor didn’t even have to venture into the town to kidnap a virgin for his master’s snack! Life was definitely easier but even with the full stomach, the good wages, and the somewhat easy lifestyle – Igor continued to feel lonely. All he wanted was a friend, or someone to love him and it was this ‘wanting’ of love that ended up killing him (sorry if that dramatic, over-the-top statement ruined it for you)…
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
    
 
   In our bright and colourful world, that is so full of joy and wonderment (cough), there are groups of individuals known as escorts that offer companionship to grown-ups who are seeking friendship (and sometimes more) for a set amount of money that’s agreed before the appointment is made. Sometimes escorts offer services that lead to a more intimate form of companionship – although, in their adverts they normally make it sound as though you are simply paying for their time and, should anything ‘naughty’ take place then it was simply a matter between two consenting adults (in other words – you are not paying for the more intimate services).
 
    
 
   Igor didn’t bother booking any of the escorts that offered the possibility of the more intimate appointment (otherwise known as the true girlfriend experience). This wasn’t because they charged too much or because he didn’t fancy the opportunity of getting closer to one of them; it was just that he had always been turned down at the time of booking due to his poor personal hygiene. There was no sane woman, alive or dead, that wanted to snuggle up close to him.
 
    
 
   Instead, Igor always booked with the one agency in town that permitted him to see their girls. None of the girls offered anything ‘naughty’, they just offered friendship. It was a false friendship, and Igor knew this, but it was better than nothing and he knew that beggars couldn’t be choosers. Although if they could be choosers then he probably would have chosen a tall, size twelve, red headed girl – preferably called Hermione (for no reason other than he happened to like that name). 
 
    
 
   Everyone in town knew Igor used the agency. Even if people didn’t know Igor – they still knew he used the agency. Anytime Igor made a booking (after the first appointment, for the ladies had no idea what he was like until after they had met him the once) the girls involved had to first go to the local tavern to get blind drunk to help them go through with the appointment.
 
    
 
   The first time they went to the tavern to get drunk, they got in such a state that the barman enquired as to why they were drinking so much and so they told him. They told him everything that they had to put up with; his smelly mouth, stinking arm-pits and general mustiness. They painted such a picture of pure stench that it made the barman feel nauseous and he too had to drink to put it out of his mind and then, when his regulars asked why he was drinking so much – he told them. He painted the very same picture that was so beautifully described to him. Before long, the whole town was getting pissed. It did very little to help Igor’s public image but it made a huge difference to the profits of the local tavern.
 
    
 
   Just as he had done so many times before, Igor booked a lady to come and spend the afternoon with him, whilst his master slept in his comfortable king-size coffin. It was a special occasion (his birthday) and he didn’t want to spend it alone. 
 
    
 
   Flicking through the local ‘rag’ (posh term for ‘paper’) he chose himself his dream girl; a size twelve, red headed lady called Hermione. He had never seen the girl in the paper before but just seeing the drawing of her in the paper was enough to convince him that he simply had to book her.
 
    
 
   It was just a shame that the advert was a fake.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Igor looked at his time-piece; a posh, gold watch on a chain that had been presented to him, by The Count, for loyal service on their first anniversary. Although The Count would have preferred someone who took care of their personal hygiene a little bit better, he was grateful that Igor had never attempted to drive a stake through him whilst he napped in the daytime. 
 
    
 
   It was half past two. She was due any minute now – if she actually existed; instead he was due any minute although Igor still believed it was going to be a ‘she’.
 
    
 
   (I’m terribly sorry if this is all getting rather confusing. At least, it is for me and I’m writing the damned thing.)
 
    
 
   Igor checked the time again. He didn’t really; I’m just getting back to the story. It was a now thirty-one minutes past two and she (he) was officially late. He hated it when they ran late as it made him panic that they were going to stand him up. One of the girls had stood him up before and he remembered sitting in all day (and night and then the next day) waiting for her – hoping that she had simply got delayed. Until it had happened the first time, he never expected them to stand him up. He did, after all, pay a deposit every time he made a booking (via PayPal). Incidentally, when the lady stood him up, he never got his deposit back – despite pleading with the owner for over a fortnight.
 
    
 
   Igor didn’t need to fret for long as mournful tune of the doorbell clanged its way through the house, to the drawing room in which he patiently waited with a game of Twister already set up to play. His appointments always incorporated a game of some sorts. On some occasions he liked to play Scrabble, other times he liked to play Monopoly and then there were the times he’d prefer a game of Kerplunk. Today he fancied Twister.
 
    
 
   With shaking hands, Igor gripped the front door handle tightly. He always got nervous before an appointment – hoping that his booking would be the ‘fake-friend’ that he so longed for. There was nothing worse than paying out four days wages to have an appointment with a lady whose heart clearly wasn’t in it. He knew the friendships that they offered weren’t real but it didn’t mean he needed to be reminded of it during the booking when the girls tried to stifle their disinterested yawns. The doorbell chimed again just as Igor pulled the door open to reveal… a man?
 
    
 
   Admittedly the man who stood in front of Igor was wearing a dress and a long red wig but there was no mistaking that it definitely was a man and Igor couldn’t help but to feel a little cheated, “I’m sorry I was expecting someone else.”
 
    
 
   Igor turned when a door slammed shut behind him; the ringing doorbells must have woken The Count. Igor turned his attention back to the front door only for the man in the dress to push his way past him into the hallway.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry but, whoever you are, you can’t be here,” said Igor worried that The Count would get the wrong idea if he ventured from his bedroom and saw the man in drag. “I think there has been a terrible mistake, it’s just the drawing in the paper made you look… well, more womanly,” continued Igor.
 
    
 
   The man in the dress turned to Igor but said nothing to start. Instead he simply looked him up and down before keeping his gaze on a small pendant that hung around Igor’s neck.
 
    
 
   Eventually he spoke…
 
    
 
   “You have something that I want…”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
   PILLS & POTIONS
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   MRS. ROUBLE wasn’t exactly disliked; nor was she terribly liked. She was just sort of there, in the town; part of the furniture so to speak (people didn’t actually use her as a piece of furniture – that would just be weird). So, although she wasn’t disliked by everyone (or liked for that matter) she certainly wasn’t unpopular enough to have been murdered and yet that’s exactly what happened to the poor girl.
 
    
 
   Now, the exact time of her death was unknown. What is known is that it happened at some point when Van Helsing and Judge Reiger were with The Count. We know this because, when they left to see him, she was alive and when they returned, knackered from the walk down the hill, she was pretty much dead; face down in her crappy little shop ‘Pills & Potions’ with two small bite marks in the side of her neck.
 
    
 
   “That’s impossible,” said Judge Reiger, “vampires don’t come out during the day.”
 
    
 
   He watched as Van Helsing pulled a small knife from his pocket and stuck it into Mrs. Rouble’s neck, allowing some blood to trickle onto the wooden floor of her quaint (unpopular) shop.
 
    
 
   When she was alive, Mrs. Rouble ran a small ‘magic’ and potion shop. In truth it was more of a gimmick shop, selling silly potions that would supposedly keep ghouls away from whoever was silly enough to purchase the potion. There were pills and potions that would work as love spells, curses and even cures for baldness. Her only real customers were the tourists from neighbouring towns (and countries) who were keen to do things such as ‘keeping the Evil Eye away’.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing had come to see Mrs. Rouble at her shop – hoping to see if she had seen, or heard, anything else that could have helped solve the mystery of who killed Herr Monika (and maybe Jeremiah Simpkins). Evidently she wasn’t able to provide anymore information.
 
    
 
   “Maybe,” said Judge Reiger, “the killer just hates music? She had lessons, Jeremiah had lessons… Herr Monika ran the damned lessons! It makes sense. Think about it.”
 
    
 
   For a brief moment, Van Helsing had already thought about it. Music was the common link between all the murders.
 
    
 
   “A music-hating vampire,” said Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing knew it wasn’t a vampire. That had already been proven. Herr Monika’s blood hadn’t been drunk. Mrs. Rouble’s blood was also still in her body – admittedly cold but it was definitely still present.
 
    
 
   “A vampire didn’t do this,” said Van Helsing. He didn’t follow it up with another pointless explanation about vampires’ never biting people without drinking their blood; if Judge Reiger didn’t get it into his thick skull after the first time he was told, Van Helsing felt he probably wouldn’t have got it on the second.
 
    
 
   “But we’re going to go with the music hater theory?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing wasn’t thinking about any theories. He could see trouble on the horizon that was clouding any thoughts about who the killer may or not be. He knew that when the rest of the town found out there had been another murder they’ll demand action; especially if Judge Reiger continued speaking out about it being a vampire. No matter how many times Van Helsing could say it was nothing to do with The Count, or his family, he knew that Judge Reiger would say the direct opposite. He could already see what the Judge was thinking about; he announces that he knows who the killer is and that it’s a vampire – he then hands down a death sentence for the vampires that leads to a cull. When all vampires are killed off, or chased from the town, the people would forget about their own losses and look to Judge Reiger as though he was some sort of hero for setting the whole plan in motion and, as a reward, make him mayor. 
 
    
 
   Whether it would actually work like that would be another matter altogether but what was guaranteed was that there was more blood on the horizon and the chances were that it would be the blood of the innocent.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing had to get to the people first.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
    Once again the town’s people (those that could be bothered to turn up or weren’t too busy) were gathered at the town hall, in front of the stage where Van Helsing stood. Again, to the side of Van Helsing, were members of the council and Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   Word had spread pretty fast (thanks to faxes and emails) that Mrs. Rouble had been murdered and the people were already angry – screaming for the blood of the killer; demanding action be done.
 
    
 
   “Who did it?” came one cry from the audience.
 
    
 
   “At this moment in time, we have no firm leads,” replied Van Helsing, “but rest assured we are doing everything we can to find out who is responsible.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger quickly (dramatically) stood up, “I’ll tell you who did it!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing spun around to face him, hoping that a ‘stern look’ would be enough to silence him from saying anything stupid; silence him from saying anything that would kick start a war of the likes the  town had never seen before. The ‘stern look’ did nothing to stop him.
 
    
 
   “A MUSIC HATER DID IT!” Judge Reiger stopped and waited for the reaction of the crowd, hoping for a cheer of support that he was able to offer a suspect when the ‘great’ Van Helsing had been able to offer diddly-squat (nothing). There were no cheers. Instead, the audience simply looked bemused.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing seized the opportunity, “One avenue that we are looking down is that the killer is someone with a disliking for music. So far that is the only common factor between the two murders. Even if we were to believe Mr. Simpkins was murdered away from the competition – he can still be linked to Herr Monika and Mrs. Rouble. I remind you, though, that at this stage we are very early in our investigations.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger turned to Van Helsing, not wanting to be outdone (again), “Why don’t you tell them everything?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing froze.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, tell us everything! What else do you know?” came another voice from within the crowd.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger walked to the front of the stage, next to Van Helsing who simply whispered, “Don’t do this.”
 
    
 
   “What Mr. Helsing isn’t telling you, the good people, is that the victims also had bite marks! Bite marks on their necks no less! The bite marks of a VAMPIRE!”
 
    
 
   The crowd gasped. There hadn’t been a vampire kill (not including the tourists who were, if you remember, fair game) since the signing of the Peace Treaty.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing looked around the audience as Judge Reiger shot him a smug look; a look to say, ‘ha, I’m better than you’.
 
    
 
   “You’re a damned fool!” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “No. I’m the one that gave them the truth – something you were too scared to do!”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing raised his voice above the angry mutters of the audience (all of whom seemed to be uttering along the similar lines of – ‘kill them all’), “Listen to me, the bite marks in the necks weren’t that of a vampire! A vampire wasn’t responsible for the murders!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t tell me you’re going to protect the vampires now – the same way that you protected the notorious mad-man Victor Frankenstein!”
 
    
 
   The crowd stopped their uttering’s.
 
    
 
   “Oh that’s right. You never told anyone how you knew that Victor Frankenstein didn’t die in the fire, did you? Now, why was that? Why is it that the sheriff of our town helped a monster disappear instead of giving the justice that was so deserved? And why is it that you, sheriff, are now protecting the vampires of our town? At what point did you suddenly team with them?”
 
    
 
   The crowd remained quiet.
 
    
 
   “The killer isn’t a vampire,” said Van Helsing trying to stop the people leaving the hall and heading straight into a bloodbath. “Look at the facts of what we know for sure… Herr Monika’s shop sign stated that the shop was ‘open’ so we know that he was killed before 6pm. Vampires don’t hunt until 10pm…”
 
    
 
   “A vampire who is not only a music-hater but can’t tell the time either!” yelled Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “There was still blood in both Mrs. Rouble and Herr Monika; pints of it. Vampires drink until their meals are drained completely! Mrs. Rouble,” he continued, “was also killed during the time it took for myself and Judge Reiger to get back from the castle… it was still daylight…”
 
    
 
   “So we know the killer is a vampire who dislikes music, kills for fun, can’t tell the time and doesn’t mind the sun!” yelled Judge Reiger again, happy that he was damaging Van Helsing’s reputation.
 
    
 
   “No, no, no,” yelled Van Helsing as he fought a losing battle but he noticed that the crowd was no longer looking at him – instead they were looking at the Judge. They were listening to the Judge.
 
    
 
   “Sure we could hunt this vampire down but wouldn’t it just be easier to kill them all?”
 
    
 
   The crowd cheered.
 
    
 
   “Wouldn’t it be easier for us just to gather our arms and storm the castle, during the day and kill everyone hiding within?”
 
    
 
   The crowd cheered again.
 
    
 
   “They will kill you!” shouted Van Helsing. When he first killed a vampire he had simply got lucky – not that he told anyone this – the vampire had knocked him to the floor and went to pounce on him to finish him off only to impale itself on the piece of wood that Van Helsing had grabbed in a last ditch attempt to protect himself. Van Helsing remembered the fight as though it was yesterday. He remembered the sheer strength of the vampire. He remembered crying and begging for his life only to see the cruel, black eyes of the vampire glisten with joy at the prospect of feeding on him. He remembered his life flashing before his own eyes as the vampire merely tossed him around like a little rag doll. The town’s people didn’t have a chance.
 
    
 
   “Are you really scared of the vampires killing us,” questioned Judge Reiger, “or are you scared that we will kill the vampires?”
 
    
 
   The crowd (now a riled up, angry mob) cheered again. They wanted blood.
 
    
 
   “Does The Count really see everything or do you just tell him everything during secret meetings? Perhaps – our best line of defence, against them, would be to get rid of you first.”
 
    
 
   Before Van Helsing could react to the advancing crowd, Judge Reiger and Mr. Reeveson grabbed hold of his arms – stopping him from getting away (or trying to defend himself). The crowd cheered. They wanted blood. They wanted his blood. 
 
    
 
   Van Helsing never saw who hit him…
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Van Helsing opened his eyes slowly – his head pounding from where he had been hit by someone (or something) hard.
 
    
 
   “Where am I?”
 
    
 
   No one answered him.
 
    
 
   He was in a large bedroom, lying on a king-size bed with comfortable pillows underneath his bruised head. A tall candle in a silver candle-holder flickered away illuminating the room to show him that it wasn’t one of his own rooms in his humble abode – nor was it one of the rooms that belonged to one of his many lady friends who he had enjoyed the company of (perks of being a man of the badge). Slowly, he sat up as the room span around him.
 
    
 
   “Try not to move,” said a voice from the shadows.
 
    
 
   “Who are you? Step forward into the light,” demanded Van Helsing, “Where am I?”
 
    
 
   “So many questions, you’ll give yourself more of a headache,” said the stranger (not the stranger that’s been going around killing people; you’ll be pleased to hear, but another stranger).
 
    
 
   “How did I get here?”
 
    
 
   “Master will tell you everything,” said the stranger; the female stranger. She stepped forward from the darkness – a tall, brunette vampire. Her fangs were clearly visible under the flickering light offered by the candle.
 
    
 
   “Get back, foul demon!” Van Helsing pushed him self back against the headboard of the bed – hoping that the stranger wouldn’t be able to reach him.
 
    
 
   “Try not to move. You’ve banged your head pretty hard,” said the vampire as she sat on the corner of the bed and reached out for Van Helsing with a cold hand. He tried to edge back further but couldn’t. Carefully she placed her hand against the side of his head. Normally the warmth from a human hand would have helped ease the dull ache of the purple bruise but Van Helsing felt nothing except fear – and a bloody cold hand!
 
    
 
   “What do you want with me?” asked Van Helsing as he slowly started to relax (only a little bit – she was, after all, still a vampire).
 
    
 
   “Master wants to see you,” she said as she examined his bruise. She took a damp cloth from the bedside table and pressed it against his face. The sting of the cold water against his bruise made Van Helsing flinch.
 
    
 
   “Why are you looking after me?” he asked cautiously. For all he knew she was cleaning him up just so she didn’t have to eat a dirty meal (a bit like when you wipe a piece of chicken on your shirt after you’ve recently dropped it on the floor – it isn’t perfectly clean but you presume the fibres’ of your clothes are cleaner than the crap on the floor).
 
    
 
   “We have a common interest,” said The Count from the doorway. Van Helsing had been so preoccupied with watching the female vampire he hadn’t heard the door open – let alone The Count come in, “we both want to catch a killer.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
   AN UNEASY ALLIANCE
 
    
 
    
 
   November 3rd
 
    
 
   Dear Sheriff,
 
    
 
                 I see you have gathered a posse to try and round me up. How very amusing. I never thought I would see the day where you would align yourself with my kind. What makes you think it is not me who is stood by your side when you are trying to hunt me? See you soon. 
 
    
 
   Fondest Regards.
 
    
 
   THIRD LETTER SENT FROM KILLER
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   VAN HELSING never expected The Count to come to him for help. He never expected any of their kind to come to him for help and under any normal circumstances he would have simply turned his back and left them to fight their own battles. But their battle was his battle this time. 
 
    
 
   As expected, Judge Reiger had turned the town’s people against the vampires (which, in turn, would spread to the other ghouls) and the real killer was still out there – lurking in the shadows to kill again. 
 
    
 
   It was The Count who had taken Van Helsing away from the angry mob; away from Judge Reiger and the hangman’s noose. The Count could see the fight was coming his way. The fight was coming to his family and he would always stand up and protect them (that and the fact that the town’s people waging war was a bloody good excuse to rip apart a few more of the Normals that he detested so much). Instead of waiting for them to come to him -  he, and his family, had taken the fight to the hall and, as it turned out, just in time to rescue Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “He killed your rich friend,” said The Count referring to Jeremiah Simpkins, “from the shadows, he plucked him and tore his head from his shoulders with a strength brought on from both adrenaline and determination…”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand. Why did you come for me? Why don’t you just go after him for yourself?”
 
    
 
   “I rarely pay attention to anything that I see during my dreams,” continued The Count, “there’s so many dreams that it’s hard to keep up with them. It would be impossible to remember every tiny little detail. All I remember from the first was that it was only about the death of another pathetic, little human. Why would I pay attention to that? I don’t care how many of you die… the second time I saw him was when he went for your beloved music man and, again, I didn’t pay any attention to it. It was only when he went for the potion lady that I started to pay proper attention but by then it was too late.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   The Count beckoned to follow him from the room and ended up leading him down the windy stairs and into the large dining room where he had sat in their earlier meeting. There, on the large table where his earlier marmite sandwich had been, was the body of Igor (which incidentally actually smelt a little bit better now he was dead).
 
    
 
   “As soon as they went to that shop I knew they were coming here but I couldn’t see why. The next thing I knew, the doorbell woke me from my slumber and he was here. When I realised he wasn’t here for me, I closed my door and left him to his own devices…”
 
    
 
   “But you could have saved Igor.”
 
    
 
   “And then I saw your meeting in the hall. I saw it going wrong for you and I saw you swinging from your neck – your body limp and lifeless; left to hang for the buzzards to eat as your killers then came for my family.”
 
    
 
   “They wouldn’t have killed me,” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   The Count smiled sweetly (well, as sweetly as a stone-cold killer can) at Van Helsing’s naivety.
 
    
 
   “I still don’t understand why you stopped it from happening,” said Van Helsing, ignoring The Count’s smile.
 
    
 
   “I have stopped nothing, merely delayed it. They’ll clean up their dead, lick their wounds and then they’ll come back and they’ll keep coming until they are all dead and we destroy your town.”
 
    
 
   “You said it yourself – you will kill them and destroy the town. Why should I help you?”
 
    
 
   “What other side will you join? I can kill you here. They can kill you there. You can kill yourself if you prefer – but either way, unless we join forces – you will not survive the night.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve killed members of your family, why would you want to save me?” continued Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   With no word of a warning The Count lunged forward and picked Van Helsing up by his throat, raising him high in the air. His face contorted to that of the Monster that Van Helsing had heard about on so many occasions. Van Helsing struggled in The Count’s strong grip but it was worthless to try.
 
    
 
   “I’m not saving you! I could kill you with a simple twist. I am giving you an opportunity to save yourself – now will you take it or will I kill you now?” The Count eased the pressure off Van Helsing’s neck, slightly, allowing him to force out a sentence.
 
    
 
   “I’ll take it,” wheezed Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   The Count smiled and his face returned back to the appearance of an old man, “A wise choice,” and with that he threw Van Helsing across the room, into the hard stone wall. Van Helsing didn’t get up – instead he simply laid there; stunned.
 
    
 
   “I like this town. I’m happy with the Treaty. I get to live here, in peace and quiet. I’m tired of roaming this miserable Earth looking for somewhere to call my home. If I kill the people of your town I am left with nothing. More monster-hunters will come, trying to kill my family and me. Any survivors that manage to escape me will, no doubt, flee the town and food will be scarce again with no visitors to eat. Tell me, Helsing, why would I want to ruin that? If you can find out who the killer is and expose them to your people, before any more of them die, then you have a chance of getting back into their good graces and avoiding this whole mess. Mark my words, though, they want you dead. They know you let Frankenstein escape. They know I have just saved you. They think you’re one of us. They think I’ve turned you and you are going to have to prove them wrong by finding the real killer before it is too late…”
 
    
 
   “No pressure then,” said Van Helsing as he pulled himself to his feet – his whole body aching from the impact of the wall.
 
    
 
   “Some of my family will watch over you…”
 
    
 
   “I don’t want you killing anymore people,” interrupted Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   The Count smirked, “Even when they hate you so much… Even when they want you dead… You still want to save them. It’s pathetic. My family will watch over you, from a distance, whilst you carry out your investigations. If you don’t want them to kill anyone – I suggest you aren’t seen whilst you work.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing limped to the body of Igor. As with the bodies of Herr Monika and Mrs. Rouble – there were two small holes in the side of the neck. For a moment it flashed through Van Helsing’s mind that, perhaps, The Count had killed Igor, using the opportunity of the killer to get rid of his staff member without having to worry about a possible tribunal. It was a silly thought.
 
    
 
   “Why?” uttered Van Helsing to himself.
 
    
 
   The Count walked over to join Van Helsing’s side, “I can tell you this much, it was for the vial around his neck.”
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   Van Helsing sat in The Count’s dining room, staring at the body of Igor. The Count, and the female vampire, had left him to his own private thoughts as he struggled to piece everything together.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing knew that the killer took Igor’s life because he wanted the vial around his neck but that opened a new can of worms (not literally). The killer must have known Victor Frankenstein. There was only a select few individuals who were aware about the existence of the vials and what Victor had created as his final masterpiece, of which only a few existed. Victor had a couple with him. Van Helsing had one (to take if he ever needed Victor). And now the killer had one. Van Helsing wondered whether the other killings were merely a distraction to get his hands on the vial. But why would he risk getting caught when he could have simply gone straight to Mrs. Rouble’s shop first. And what was so special about Mrs. Rouble’s shop?
 
    
 
   Van Helsing sat up. “It” (being the reason why the killer went to Mrs. Rouble’s shop first) clicked into place. The Count could see the killer until he went to Mrs. Rouble’s shop; the shop that sold magic potions. Van Helsing (and the rest of the town) thought the shop was nothing more than a gimmick. They all believed it was simply set up to try and get as much money from gullible tourists as possible. No-one ever believed that the potions actually worked. No-one ever thought that the potion that stopped the Evil-Eye from seeing you actually referred to The Count. More importantly, no-one actually ever realised that Mrs. Rouble was a witch. At least Van Helsing could feel slightly easier about her death now – after all, a witch is not the sort of person you want in your town no matter how quietly they try and live their life.
 
    
 
   “Mrs. Rouble was for the potion and Igor was for his vial,” recapped Van Helsing to himself (and any readers who were still struggling to understand what was happening).
 
    
 
   But it didn’t explain why Herr Monika was killed, or Jeremiah Simpkins, and no matter how much Van Helsing thought about it - he couldn’t piece it together. His mind kept flicking back to the importance of the missing vial. A troubling thought suggesting that the killer’s next target was to be Victor Frankenstein. A troubling thought that pointed to Victor and the killer being friends. A troubling thought that kept whispering to Van Helsing that, if he wanted to stop the war that would destroy his town, he needed to see Victor Frankenstein…
 
    
 
   Van Helsing sat back in his chair and pulled on a dainty silver chain that hung around his neck; a vial, similar to the one that Igor had, with purple liquid hung from the end of it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER NINE
 
   VICTOR FRANKENSTEIN
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   VICTOR FRANKENSTEIN wasn’t the sort of person that liked to take things easy. When he wasn’t throwing together some strange concoction, or tweaking his Monster with the latest gadgets (like a Sat Nav system and MP3 player) he was busy scribbling down strange ideas in his notebook (“Scribblings From a Dark Place”) that he could implement within the coming weeks when he had more time to sit there and make them as opposed to write about them. Some of his ideas turned to nothing. Some ideas turned into something worthwhile (like a stair-lift for old people) and some ideas turned into something extremely bad (like AIDS).
 
    
 
   The vial was one of the inventions that were both useful and bad. On the one hand it ended up saving Victor’s life but on the other hand, Victor knew that if it fell into the wrong person’s hands the results would be catastrophic. With that in mind, and after he was finished testing it, Victor made only eight vials in total. He and the Monster used two to get where they were today. He left one with Igor incase he ever wanted to join them. He left one with Van Helsing as a thank you for saving his life (and in case Helsing ever needed to contact him) and he took the remaining ones with him incase he ever needed them – and, to be honest, it was a good job that he did.
 
    
 
   The vial itself wasn’t important. The vial was simply a container for the liquid inside; the important bit. With the liquid, Victor had invented a potion that allowed him (and others who drank it) to travel through time. One swallowed drop of the liquid would take you forward by one hundred years. If you threw the drop back up (because it did taste absolutely rancid) you ended up going back through time by one hundred years. 
 
    
 
   Interesting fact: Did you know that before Victor Frankenstein invented this formula, we all looked like giant walking, and talking, apes such as the ones that you may recognise at the start of evolution charts. Things changed when Victor tried to send a test subject forward in time. The test subject was a young man called Adam who agreed to the test because he was short of money and saving up for a new Sony home entertainment system.
 
    
 
   Poor Adam guzzled the potion down only to throw it back up again. He belched and vanished in a purple puff of smoke never to be seen again. However, mere moments after disappearing, before Van Helsing and Victor Frankenstein’s eyes, both Victor and Van Helsing started to change appearance.
 
    
 
   Their hair, which covered their bodies, fell from their bodies and they turned into what we look like today. Using a lot of guess work – Victor came to the conclusion that poor old Adam had gone back in time and set up a family with one of the early primates only to end up having relationships that would speed up the evolution process. Ultimately Victor came to the conclusion that, under any circumstances, you really shouldn’t sick the potion back up; a golden rule that echoed through Van Helsing’s thoughts as he pressed the vial against his lips and prepared to drink the amount Victor had instructed him to (before he had left, he had given Van Helsing strict guidelines to follow that would help him to join him).
 
    
 
   “This is it,” thought Van Helsing before tilting his head back and swallowing the required amount. His heart skipped a beat as the foul taste hit home, and he thought he was going to sick it back up, before he suddenly disappeared in a puff of purple smoke.
 
    
 
   Now I can’t tell you what happens when people fly forward in time. I haven’t tried any of this magic liquid myself, although I did desperately try to win some on EBay not so long ago so that I could get first hand knowledge of what happened during the process. Unfortunately my bid of ten pounds and thirty-three pence failed to secure a winning bid. Had I bid ten pounds and forty-six pence – it would have been a completely different story and I would have been able to go a lot deeper into the actual events that occur during time travel. Still – I failed and with my failure in mind…. Van Helsing disappeared from this time and simply appeared in another time, 2009, with a thump to the face that rendered him unconscious.
 
    
 
   “Only human!”
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Van Helsing slowly opened his eyes; blinking hard as they adjusted to the florescent light that illuminated the room in which he found himself chained to the wall.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is this?” he demanded through a slurred speech as his senses slowly began to fire on all cylinders again.
 
    
 
   “This is the future,” replied a voice that Van Helsing instantly recognised as being Victor. “I wondered what happened to you – one minute you were running through the pages of history slaughtering vampires and demons and the next… nothing; as though you simply disappeared.” Victor fell silent again as he pondered the situation. “Hmmm,” he said after a while, “I guess this means that this is my entire fault?”
 
    
 
   “Victor?” muttered Van Helsing as he peered across to the shadows, at the far side of the room.
 
    
 
   “How have you been?” asked Victor as he stepped from the darkness. “I’m terribly sorry about your welcoming committee – I didn’t plan it to be like that. No, no, no – I was going to leave you some money, some change of clothes so that you’d fit in with the time and a little letter detailing how you could find me but… well, things changed.”
 
    
 
   “What’s going on? Where am I?”
 
    
 
   “Shouldn’t that be – when are you?”
 
    
 
   Victor walked over to where Van Helsing was sprawled on the floor and sat next to him, leaning his back against the brick wall.
 
    
 
   “I suppose, with the rate in which vampire attacks were happening in the fourteen hundreds – this outcome was inevitable.” Victor turned to Van Helsing, “You know – when we planned to send me forward to escape my crimes – I’m not entirely sure that we thought everything through properly…”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand,” said Van Helsing, “let me out of these.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t, my dear friend, I don’t have the keys. They do.”
 
    
 
   “Then tell me who has the keys?”
 
    
 
   “They do. The vampires… they won, Van Hesling. They won!”
 
    
 
   (If this were a movie, as opposed to a damn fine book, there would be a dramatic music score here.)
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
   ANOTHER BRIEF LESSON IN HISTORY
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THE WORLD WHICH WE KNOW and sort of love so well is far from perfect, as I am sure you are aware and would agree. Famine is high (as I type this now I am proper hungry), crime rates in cities around the world are high (only yesterday in Martin’s newsagent did I witness a little tyke stealing a bar of ‘Chomp’) and people are killing each other in wars that are pointless, bloody and bloody pointless.
 
    
 
   Yet, with all of this in mind, some of us are able to live a relatively peaceful life (unless of course you marry or have children in which case your lives become full of constant nagging, bickering and screaming).
 
    
 
   Before I go any further I would just like to point out that I am one of the luckier people in that I am married but don’t have any constant nagging or bickering (although I may, from time to time, have the odd screaming fit but that’s not because of my wife – that is simply because I am bored and filling my quiet day). Still, I have seen many a married person that does experience the previously mentioned points…
 
    
 
   If it wasn’t for the fact that a stranger, back in the late fourteen hundreds, caused a war between vampires and humans that spread from city to city, right across the world (causing humans to face near-extinction) – Van Helsing would have awoken in a world very much like the one we currently live in. Instead, when Van Helsing regained consciousness (which he seems to lose an awful lot) he awoke to find himself in a terrifying new world.
 
    
 
   When Judge Reiger gathered his army – he attacked the vampires as best as he could (for someone so ill-prepared). His army consisted of townies, all of whom fighting in the belief that vampires were responsible for the death of some of the town residents; all of whom fighting with little, or no, combat experience.
 
    
 
   The Count, and his family, didn’t have any trouble in killing the advancing townsfolk. With great ease, the vampires marched through the advancing attackers, tearing limbs off here and there before turning those who they deemed worthy enough of becoming one of them. 
 
    
 
   When the battle was over (after approximately one hour, twenty-seven minutes and thirty-four seconds – which, by the way, is a record for the shortest ever war) The Count knew that word would soon get to other cities – both close to their city and further afield. As word spread across the world – he knew it was only a matter of time before ‘monster-hunters’ came looking for revenge. He also knew that it would only be a matter of time before monster-hunters came looking for a ‘hero status’ that would be achievable if they would be the ones to defeat the escalating vampire population.
 
    
 
   The Count didn’t want to wait. Instead, along with the other vampires, he pushed forward from city to city attacking all those that stood in his way – asking first whether they would be willing to join his family or not. Those that wished to join were bitten and turned. Those that refused were torn apart with little chance of defending themselves.
 
    
 
   As The Count’s family grew in size – he ordered them to split in separate directions so they could cover ground faster. By the nineteen hundreds half of the world’s Normal population had been turned or slaughtered.
 
    
 
   The Count waited until most of the world was dead, or turned and then ordered his family to stop their advancing. Instead of killing and turning they had new plans dictated to them – round the Normals up.
 
    
 
   The vampires searched high and low – through out the world – looking for cowering survivors before rounding them up and moving them to the most God forsaken place on the planet (the Isle of Wight) where they could be left to breed – to keep the food supply going for the vampires.
 
    
 
   It was in this round-up that they discovered a dazed and confused Victor Frankenstein, and his pet monster. One of The Count’s oldest family members recognised Victor from the fourteen hundreds and took him to The Count who ordered that Victor should be locked away – separate from the other Normals and taken from his beloved pet Monster (who was dropped to the bottom of the ocean).
 
    
 
   Victor was given two choices – the first was self-explanatory in that he could be killed, painfully. The second option (and already more appealing for Victor) was that he could work for The Count – using his skills of invention to create processing plants, around the world, to keep a constant supply of fresh blood available on tap for the vampires. Not that the deal needed to be made more enticing for Victor, The Count offered him four weeks paid holiday, paid sick leave and approximately £30k per annum. 
 
    
 
   Within minutes the contract was drawn up and signed in blood (donated to the cause by Mr. Jones who was then left in the corner of the room to bleed out).
 
    
 
   By the twenty-first century the world was, more or less, run by vampires. The Count was dead and the other creatures of the night were permitted to live on (as their household pets), by his successor. Processing plants had been set up in every major city. Normals, which were found outside of the processing plants or Isle of Wight, were torn apart on sight and, with no current need for Victor’s skills; The Count’s successor had him locked away – sparing his life on the off chance that he may need him again…
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
    
 
   Van Helsing pulled against the restraints that kept him close to the concrete wall, “This is my fault… it can be stopped, we need to get these off!”
 
    
 
   “It’s no good pulling at them like that. They won’t come away. And even if, by some divine miracle, you did manage to get away from them – the main door is locked. It’s always locked.” Victor paused for a moment. “What do you mean it’s all your fault?”
 
    
 
   “Where I came from, it’s not like this. The world isn’t like this… Everything is… normal.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean? When exactly did you come from?” asked Victor as made himself comfier, on the floor.
 
    
 
   “It’s leading to this future though. I need to get back and solve the crime to stop all of this,” continued Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “My dear boy, you aren’t making any sense. You’ll have to forgive me but the history books of today are a little more one sided and lean towards favouring the vampires. One minute you were running around as History’s bad guy, killing the vampires and then you simply vanished from the books entirely…” Victor waited for Van Helsing to fill him in but nothing came from Van Helsing’s mouth. He simply sat there, still cuffed to the wall, staring dead ahead towards the room’s door. Victor turned around – he hadn’t notice the door open.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you’ll like me to fill you in with Van Helsing’s back story?” said Judge Reiger, as he stood in the doorway. His face was contorted to that of a vampire who is primed to feed; eyes bloody red and teeth sharp as razors (Gillette, to be more precise). “I can tell you exactly when things started to go wrong for our old friend here.”
 
    
 
   “What happened?” asked Van Helsing in a voice that was barely audible.
 
    
 
   “I’d say that was pretty obvious, wouldn’t you? Still, I guess I can fill you in before I eat you.” Judge Reiger walked over to Van Helsing and sniffed his neck before licking his own lips with a forked tongue, “And eat you I will…”
 
    
 
   “We can put all of this right,” pleaded Van Helsing as he squirmed away from Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “Put what right? Put this right? As far as I can see – I’ve won. I beat you. I beat the great Van Helsing. I knew you were going to be coming for Victor. I’ve known it for all these centuries. I told The Count to take preventive steps to stop you from coming and ruining everything but he didn’t listen to me. So, I took his head and set up the welcoming committee to greet you. We’ve waited a long, long time for you to get here.”
 
    
 
   “You killed The Count?” said Victor, even more confused as to what was going on.
 
    
 
   “This is silly. This isn’t right. I’m here now. I can take Victor back with me and he can help solve the killings. We can put things right.”
 
    
 
   “This is right,” said Judge Reiger. His eyes glowed a brighter shade of red before dulling back down again. “This power, I never felt power like this when I was a mere human. It’s a great feeling. Why would I want to go back to being a Normal again? Right here, right now – I rule the world.”
 
    
 
   “We could solve the killings. I could tell the people that you did it. I could tell them that you solved the killings and you’ll be the hero,” reasoned Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “You don’t get it, do you? Perhaps you will if I turn you. Perhaps you’ll understand if I grant you this gift for a moment before taking your head from your shoulders. Maybe I should let you sample some of this power. What could I ever get from those townspeople? They were nothing. It was pathetic how I wanted to further myself amongst them – how I wanted them to all look up to me. All along the answer was two small bite marks in the side of the neck and then – then I could have had anything I wanted. Now, I can have whatever I so desire whenever I so desire it.”
 
    
 
   Victor leaned forward, “Look, I’m sorry to be a bore – but you said you were going to fill me in on what’s been happening with Van Helsing…”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing and Judge Reiger stopped in their tracks and slowly turned to Victor – neither of them could believe how calm he was being about everything.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t I just let the two of you catch up for a bit whilst the final preparations are made? I think that would be easier,” said Judge Reiger as he stood and walked back to the door. He turned back to Van Helsing – “The people are going to want to see you die! Oh – and forget about trying to escape, Van Helsing, we have the vials now.” With that, he turned and walked from the room, closing and locking the door behind him.
 
    
 
   “We need to get out of here and fast!” said Van Helsing as he pointlessly resumed trying to free himself from the wall.
 
    
 
   “You don’t get it, the vampires rule the world. We are the endangered species here. Even if we could get out – where are we going to go?”
 
    
 
   “Back, we need to go back!” said Van Helsing. “You can help me put this right.”
 
    
 
   “How can we go back? I don’t have anymore of the potion left,” argued Victor. “Even if I did have any of it left – why would I want to go back? Sure, I’m a prisoner here but, back then, they wanted me dead. I’d rather be a prisoner than maggot feed.”
 
    
 
   “You help me put this right and I’ll make sure the people know it was you that helped me. They’ll see that you don’t mean to cause harm. They’ll see the man that I’ve always believed in.”
 
    
 
   “And if they don’t? Do you remember those lynch mobs?”
 
    
 
   “You’re dead here anyway. It’s just a matter of time and you know it. Look – there’s a killer going around killing innocent people and making the kills look like a vampire attack.”
 
    
 
   “And what has that even got to do with me? Why bother coming for me at all?”
 
    
 
   “Because I believe the killer knows you.”
 
    
 
   “How? How do you know this? Perhaps it’s just a vampire after all. The history books said that the vampire war started after we tried to cull them…”
 
    
 
   “… Because they were killing our townsfolk,” interrupted Van Helsing. “Judge Reiger didn’t wait for me to finish my investigations. He convinced everyone that it was a vampire killer. He formed an army to wipe out the vampires once and for all – he didn’t care that it wasn’t the truth. He just wanted to look good in front of the townspeople. In their eyes – he solved the crimes. In their eyes, he was worthy of being made the Mayor.”
 
    
 
   “Why would they listen to him over you? You were a hero; he was always of dubious character.”
 
    
 
   “Because he told them about you; he told them how I protected you. He explained how I faked your death so you could get away. He made it seem as though I was one of the bad guys – pretending to help the good guys whilst, all the time, telling the vampires what the Normals were doing. You say they wanted you dead – they wanted me dead too but I’m still wanting to get back there and set the record straight…”
 
    
 
   “Even so – how can I help you? What use am I? How does the killer know me?”
 
    
 
   “They killed Igor.”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “For the vial; they killed Igor for the vial. You said hardly anyone knew about your formula and I sure as hell didn’t tell anyone about it.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe it was a mugger and they just thought that it looked valuable and that’s why they took it.”
 
    
 
   “They killed the owner of a potion shop just to get to a potion that enabled them to move without being seen by The Count. Igor was the next death. You can’t call that coincidence. Now I beg you – who else knew about the formula?”
 
    
 
   There was a brief silence as Victor tried to recall who else knew about his formula. One name jumped from his subconscious, “Jack.”
 
    
 
   “Then we really need to get back there and have a word with your old friend, Jack. Come on, Victor, I saved your life. You owe me.”
 
    
 
   “Even if I could help you; we’re stuck. I don’t have the vials anymore. He had them. He had them and they dropped him at the bottom of the ocean years ago…” Victor punched the wall out of both frustration and sorrow at the loss of his old (home-made) friend.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing simply slumped back against the wall, defeated. Victor regained his composure before he sat next to Van Helsing, “For what it’s worth… if I could have helped you. I would have.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger’s voice crackled through a speaker that was in the far corner of the room, “Ladies and Gentleman! Dinner is served at six! And tonight we have a special guest joining us; in the centre of the table we have none other than Van Helsing!”
 
    
 
   “I honestly thought things were going to work out differently,” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger crackled through the speaker again, “And for pudding… Victor Frankenstein!!!!”
 
    
 
   “Me too,” said Victor. “I thought I was going to get a lot more accomplished in the future.”
 
    
 
   They both sighed as the lights to the room flickered off – plunging them into a mournful darkness.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
   A FRIENDLY (YET UGLY) FACE
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   IF I WERE TO GO TO THE FUTURE, I would want to have a look around; go exploring. I would want to see all the things that didn’t survive time and all the new things that were a product of time. I’d also go to the nearest bookstore to see if there’s even any point in writing this book but that is by the by.
 
    
 
   Given time, Van Helsing would have probably enjoyed a little look around town too – not to gain any knowledge of future products that could help him in the past but more so out of curiosity. Unfortunately for Van Helsing ‘curiosity wasn’t going to kill this cat’. No. A vampire was going to kill this ‘cat’.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   Not many people have ever found themselves in the position of ‘table centre-piece’; surrounded by delectable little side dishes that varied from bowls of chips to salad pieces. Van Helsing and Victor have been – even if it wasn’t by their choice it was still quite an accomplishment.
 
    
 
   The dining room was more like an auditorium than a room to eat with your friends and colleagues. If Van Helsing wasn’t busy trying to think of a way out of his current predicament, he may have believed that the whole ‘dining experience’ had just been set up to allow Judge Reiger’s army the chance to watch him get devoured for there were two large tables set up on a stage. In front of the stage was a room crammed with vampires sitting on chairs; too many chairs to make the audience experience a comfortable one. It was obvious that Judge Reiger just wanted to seat as many vampires as he possibly could to give them all the chance to watch Van Helsing suffer.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing and Victor were tied down to their own tables. As previously mentioned they were surrounded by various side dishes – more proof that this was more of a ‘show’ than a true dining experience. Everyone knew that vampires didn’t like salad. French Fries – yes. Salad – no. In between the dishes were small candles in delicate-looking holders. These weren’t here to help the lighting in the room. Again, they were just for decorative purposes.
 
    
 
   All of a sudden the seated vampires stood up and began clapping and cheering as Judge Reiger and his closest friends entered stage left and took their reserved seats; situated around the table.
 
    
 
   “Well,” boomed Judge Reiger’s voice, filling the room, “doesn’t this look appetizing!”
 
    
 
   The audience cheered - no doubt in the hope of being left some bloody scraps to feast upon for themselves.
 
    
 
   “I don’t quite know where to start,” continued Judge Reiger as he picked up his knife and started waving it around Van Helsing’s face. Van Helsing tried not to show his fear, despite the small sweat beads on his forehead giving him away. “Ah,” said Judge Reiger, “this looks tasty!” He raised his knife up the air, for dramatic effect, and brought it down swiftly, just missing Van Helsing’s head and impaling a chip. “A chunky one!”
 
    
 
   The audience laughed as Judge Reiger noisily chewed on the chip, “Lovely.”
 
    
 
   “You’re an idiot,” said Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “No – I’m a winner,” corrected Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “No, really, you’re not!”
 
    
 
   “Oh my word!” shouted Judge Reiger, to the audience, “I think my food is disagreeing with me!”
 
    
 
   Again the audience laughed.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger leant around Van Helsing to see his friends on the opposite table, “Would one of you be good enough to throw me one of those juicy looking apples, please?”
 
    
 
   A vampire from the second table did as was requested and threw over an apple. Judge Reiger caught it and wasted no time in shoving it into Van Helsing’s mouth, “Ah, much better!” It was a swift action that received a standing ovation.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” said Judge Reiger in a quieter tone so it was more of a one to one conversation between Van Helsing and him, “I just want you to know I’m not going to actually kill you. So let’s get that thought out of your head right now. Well, that’s not quite right to be honest. I’m not going to kill you now. Do you know what the process is for turning pathetic, little humans to all-powerful vampires? We bite you and drink your blood until your body is nearly empty and then we make you drink our blood, just before you fall unconscious. It’s when you’re unconscious that the change takes place. People think vampires are monsters but we aren’t. We are simply evolution. We are the stronger of the species. Monsters – monsters make people suffer. I mean, sure, the initial bite can be pretty painful but the really painful bit is the change and we let you miss out on that by ensuring you’re unconscious for the process. Well… normally we allow you to be unconscious during that process. See, I’m going to bite you and then I’m going to make you drink blood, not my blood, you don’t deserve my blood… but I won’t drink enough to make you fall unconscious. I don’t want you to be unconscious. I want you to feel the change. I want you to feel your human body dying and your vampire body being born and then, when you’re a vampire, I’m going to force feed you garlic until your insides leak out of every available orifice…” Judge Reiger sits back, happy with his little speech.
 
    
 
   “Mmmmmm mmmmmmmmmm, mmmm mm mm mmmmm…” mumbled Van Helsing (well, you try speaking with a whole apple shoved in your mouth… actually, don’t, you may choke and I could end up getting sued).
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, I missed that,” said Judge Reiger as he took the apple from Van Helsing’s mouth. “Please, you were saying?”
 
    
 
   “I said, that sounds delightful, when do we start?”
 
    
 
   The audience laughed at Van Helsing’s comeback and are instantly silenced by a look from Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “Seeing as you’re so keen… let’s get started then!” Judge Reiger stood up and leant over to Van Helsing, sinking his teeth deep into his neck. 
 
    
 
   I think it’s unfair to report back to you that Van Helsing screamed like a girl but… well, he did scream like a girl. His scream echoed throughout the hall before it was drowned out by the cheers of the audience members, happy to witness the downfall of such a historic figure.
 
    
 
   “Noooooooooooooooooooooo!” screamed Victor from the opposite table, as he struggled against the restraints.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger stood up triumphant, blood trickling down his chin, “He tastes like chicken!”
 
    
 
   The audience cheered louder still – all of them growing fangs as the smell of blood filled their lungs. Judge Reiger beckoned to someone off stage and another vampire ran on, clutching a small puppy.
 
    
 
   “This is the blood that you deserve!” Judge Reiger took hold of the puppy in one hand and, once again, picked up his knife before digging it in the puppy’s neck (no real dogs were hurt in the making of this book). The puppy yelped as its blood spurted from its neck, directly into Van Helsing’s mouth. Van Helsing struggled against the restraints and spat out some of the blood. No matter how much he struggled – he couldn’t help but to swallow some; a thick, irony taste.
 
    
 
   “He can fix this! Let us go. He can fix this! We can both fix all of this. It doesn’t have to be like this!” screamed Victor.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger dropped the lifeless puppy and turned to the audience once again, “I don’t know about you, but I could really do with some pudding!” He walked over to Victor’s table and licked Victor’s face. “It’s nice but I think it’s missing something… WAITER?”
 
    
 
   Another vampire walked in, this time from stage right, holding a big bowl of custard. Judge Reiger took a large spoonful from the bowl and tipped it over Victor’s head. The cheering crowd laughed.
 
    
 
   “There, much better!”
 
    
 
   “FRANKENSTEIN!” boomed a voice from outside.
 
    
 
   “What?” said Judge Reiger, stopping suddenly. He turned to the other vampires on the stage. “What was that?”
 
    
 
   “FRANKENSTEIN!” boomed the voice again. Victor knew who it was. Well, Victor knew what it was.
 
    
 
   “Would someone please find out who is making that awful racket and silence them for good!” ordered Judge Reiger from the safety of his stage. “Some of us are trying to eat!”
 
    
 
   A group of vampires peeled themselves away from the audience and charged towards the door (and the sound of the booming voice). Before they could open it, Frankenstein’s monster kicked it in – sending the inquisitive vampires flying back through the air.
 
    
 
   “FRANKENSTEIN!” screamed the monster.
 
    
 
   “I’m over here!” Victor shouted back.
 
    
 
   “Don’t just stand there…. KILL HIM!” bellowed Judge Reiger. Again, he turned to his colleagues on the stage, “I’m sorry but didn’t we drop this guy at the bottom of the ocean? How’d he find us?”
 
    
 
   “Fluke?” suggested one vampire.
 
    
 
   “Coincidence?” suggested another.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger smiled at their smart-ass answers before swinging the knife across their throats in one fast movement – dropping them to the floor in the blink of an eye. He shouted at the audience, “The first two people to kill that thing are hereby promoted to join me as my captains!”
 
    
 
   The vampires in the audience didn’t need any more encouragement and began to charge the monster (who, by the way, was actually called Bob).
 
    
 
   Now, we all know vampires can move fast and are strong but, against Bob, they aren’t a match. Every time one of the nimble vampires leapt through the air towards Bob, he simply plucked them from the sky and flung them around the room – sometimes using one as a shield against other vampires or swinging them around by their feet taking out numerous targets in one fluid movement. When a vampire did manage to correctly land on Bob and sink their teeth into him – it didn’t make a difference because of the lack of blood flowing through his system. Instead, their bite was more of a mild irritation.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger stepped towards Van Helsing who was still struggling against his restraints that kept him bound to the table; the pain he was in was obvious by the expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “Just because he’s here, don’t think you’ve won this. You’re one of us now. Even if I don’t get to force feed you the garlic – you’re a vampire now. You’re something you despise. Who knows, maybe you’ll take your own life and do us all a favour?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned to look at Judge Reiger, “Then I have an eternity to hunt you down and kill you.”
 
    
 
   “Spooky,” smiled Judge Reiger as he turned and left the stage via the emergency exit, “I guess I’ll see you soon.” 
 
    
 
   The other vampires, who were on the stage, left by the same exit; leaving Victor and Van Helsing to continue trying to pointlessly break away from their restraints as Bob continued to fling vampires around the room like little rag-dolls until more of the vampires joined in the frenzied attack against Bob, hoping to stop him in his tracks and within minutes he was completely covered in biting, kicking and punching vampires.
 
    
 
   “Get off of him! You’re hurting him!” cried Victor as custard trickled down his face.
 
    
 
   The vampires did stop. They stopped their biting. They stopped their punching. They stopped their kicking and they all climbed from the dead body of Bob (although, to be more accurate it’s not really the dead body of Bob – it’s the dead body of numerous individuals who were all dug up to create Bob but that’s not important). The vampires turned to face Victor and Van Helsing – all determined to have their fill from the two of them.
 
    
 
   “Bugger,” said Victor.
 
    
 
   “How can they be killing your monster? Isn’t he already dead?” asked Van Helsing through gritted teeth as his stomach continued to cramp up from the consumed puppy-dog blood.
 
    
 
   “True,” replied Victor, “I just didn’t want them to dent the bodywork. He already looks as though he has been through the wars.”
 
    
 
   Behind the vampires, Bob opened one of his eyes. He then opened his other eye before slowly sitting up and quietly moving into a standing position.
 
    
 
   With outstretched arms and an almighty roar he bellowed at the top of his dead lungs, “FRANKENSTEIN!”
 
    
 
   The vampires jumped (as no doubt you would too in the same position) and span around in time to see Bob’s fists starting to fly in their direction again. Bob’s first punch connected with a large(ish) vampire who flew back through the room and into the far wall, just behind the stage. The second vampire was forced in the same direction, forming a large hole to appear in the brickwork. The third vampire went through the wall, letting daylight spill into the room…
 
    
 
   If this were a typical Hollywood story, I’d describe how the vampires would burst into flames at the first touch of the sunlight. But this isn’t a Hollywood story and their take on things is slightly different to reality. After all, they just want their versions to allow for bigger explosions that draw the crowds in to see their movies. The truth of the matter is – vampires like sunlight. It’s the long, cold winter months that they actually dislike. If you think about it, they are cold already because they are (un)dead. The sunlight warms their bodies up and allows them to feel alive again.
 
    
 
   Before the war kicked off and they reached global domination – they only lived in cooler climates because there was less chance of them being hunted down by people. In the cold climates, you rarely had people holidaying there so you only had to worry about the people that occupied the town that you moved to. In warmer climates, not only would they have had to worry about the locals wanting to kill them,  they would have also had to worry about the tourists that had come from overseas seeking a nice little sun tan and perhaps the head of a vampire as a keepsake.
 
    
 
   The daylight that spilled into the auditorium now was a blessing for the vampires, who were losing their battle against Bob, because it allowed them the chance of warming up their cold skin again and also, more importantly, getting well away from the hard fists of this seemingly unstoppable monster. 
 
    
 
   Within minutes the room had cleared of vampires as they all ran to the large hole in the wall and morphed into bats in one fluid movement, allowing them to fly off into the distance.
 
    
 
   “Quick, over here,” beckoned Victor as Bob lurched in his direction. “Hurry before they come back!”
 
    
 
   I don’t know how you are with knots, dear readers, but I am rubbish with them. Instead I tend to simply reach for the scissors and hack away. After all, if I make that much of a mess of my shoe laces, I could always buy myself a new pack. Cutting knots is a far simpler solution (and faster) than trying to undo them with your fingers; especially if you have clumsy fingers – like Bob.
 
    
 
   “Use the knife! Use the knife!” panicked Victor, half watching Bob struggle and half watching the gap in the wall for more angry vampires.
 
    
 
   Bob looked around the table for a quick second before picking up one of the many razor sharp knives in his big, clumsy hands. For a split second, Victor wished that he had brought a ballet dancer’s form back to life as opposed to the bulk of Bob.
 
    
 
   “Change of plan,” screamed Victor as Bob struggled to get to grips with the knife, “just rip me away from the table!”
 
    
 
   Victor braced himself as Bob took hold of his body and pulled, with half of his might, him away from the restraints (and table). Even with less than half the might of Bob, the ropes stood no chance and easily snapped (although it was a little painful on Victor’s wrists and he couldn’t help but to let out a little scream).
 
    
 
   “Please, help Van Helsing, I’m okay now… you remember Van Helsing?” said Victor has he wiped the custard from his face.
 
    
 
   “FRIIIIIIIIIIIIIIEND,” bellowed Bob as he took hold of Van Helsing and ripped him from his restraints in the same way that freed his master.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” said Van Helsing as he stood to his full height, rubbing the bite mark on his neck.
 
    
 
   It’s hard to say what exactly happened next, as it all happened so fast. I believe Bob saw the mark of the vampire on Van Helsing and instantly took him to be one of the enemies that had dropped him to the bottom of the ocean and tried to feast upon his master.
 
    
 
   In the blink of an eye and with a scream of “vampire”, Bob had managed to grab the sharp knife from the table and stick it directly into Van Helsing’s forehead. Van Helsing, as a natural reflex, ducked the incoming blow (albeit too late) before standing back to his full height and backing away from the advancing Bob.
 
    
 
   “Jesus! Stop him, Victor!” said Van Helsing, unaware that he had a very sharp blade sticking from his head.
 
    
 
   “Bob! NO! Friend! Helsing - friend!”
 
    
 
   Bob stopped in his threatening steps and turned back to Victor, “FRIIIIIIIIIIEND?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Bob, friend,” reassured Victor.
 
    
 
   There was a pause as Bob stepped down from ‘attack mode’. Van Helsing laughed, “Well, that was certainly close.”
 
    
 
   Victor and Bob didn’t laugh back (mind you, Bob was actually incapable of laughing). They simply starred at Van Helsing in disbelief (again, I say ‘they’ but it was just Victor who stared in disbelief. Bob always had that distant expression on his face).
 
    
 
   “What? What is it?”
 
    
 
   “We’re going to have to hurry up and put things right,” said Victor as he stepped forward and gently pulled the knife from Van Helsing’s head.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is that?” screamed Van Helsing as he thumbed the fresh hole in his head. “That was in my head? How am I alive?”
 
    
 
   There was silence.
 
    
 
   It was a rhetorical question. Van Helsing already knew the answer. He wasn’t alive. He was very much at the in-between stage and time was running out.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Bulimia nervosa (normally referred to as ‘bulimia’) is a condition that was first recognised in 1979 as an eating disorder.
 
    
 
   Bulimia can affect men and women although statistically women are ten times more likely to develop the condition compared to men although, recently, it has started to become more common in boys and men. Still, recent studies suggest around eight in every one hundred women will have bulimia at some point in their lives (the condition can occur at any age but it often starts around the age of 19 although it has been known, on rarer occasions, to affect kiddies).
 
    
 
   Eating disorders can sometimes be difficult to understand. Everyone has their own eating habits. I, myself, like Burger Kings. The habits of people with eating disorders though are motivated by an overwhelming fear of turning into a fatty.
 
    
 
   People with bulimia tend to alternate between eating excessive amounts of food (like two Burger King meals in one sitting, for example) and then making themselves sick; a process known as ‘purging’. They do this in order to maintain a chosen weight and it is normally done in secret (thank God because I for one don’t want to see it whilst I am trying to wolf my dinner down). People with bulimia purge themselves because they feel guilty about binge-eating, but the binging is a compulsive act that they believe they can’t control.
 
    
 
   Victor Frankenstein, Van Helsing and Bob do not have bulimia. In fact, as far as I am aware, they are perfectly healthy. Well perhaps ‘perfectly healthy’ isn’t the right turn of phrase. Let us not forget that Van Helsing is in the painful process of turning into a vampire and Bob is a jigsaw puzzle of different corpse pieces that Victor brought back to life as part of a strange experiment (although I still think he brought Bob back to life to cure his loneliness). Perhaps it would have been better to say – as far as I am aware Victor, Bob and Van Helsing didn’t have any sort of eating disorder.
 
    
 
   Mind you, if I’m going to be perfectly honest with you, there was no real need to even bring bulimia into the narrative structure of this novel at all. No one has bulimia in this book and there is a perfectly normal explanation as to why Victor and Van Helsing were frantically sticking their fingers down their throats.
 
    
 
   They weren’t purging. They weren’t feeling the pangs of guilt for having had a binge-eating session. They were simply sat in the auditorium desperately trying to sick the potion back up (that had been safely tucked away in Bob’s pockets) before it took hold of their bodies and catapulted them into the future. If you remember – you drink it (and keep it down) to go forward in time and you sick it back up to go back in time… Normally a simple procedure but not something that I’d recommend you try for, even though it is easy enough to achieve, it certainly isn’t healthy or pleasant.
 
    
 
   Whilst Victor and Van Helsing were busy fingering the fleshy bit at the back of their throats (sorry, parents, for I now realise how rude that sounded), Bob just sat there. He hadn’t drunk the potion.
 
    
 
   When Victor and Bob drank it, in the first instance when they wanted to shoot forward in time, it was fairly easy for Victor to get Bob to drink it. He simply made Bob open his mouth and tilt his head back. When Bob was in the required position, he simply tipped the liquid down his throat. Technically – there was no swallowing involved.
 
    
 
   Victor knew asking Bob to drink the liquid and throw it back up again would have been a waste of time. For one, Bob (with his limited mental capabilities) probably wouldn’t understand and would have ended up shooting forward in time again and secondly, he was just a reanimated corpse at the end of the day. His internal organs no longer functioned and Victor didn’t even know whether Bob was capable of vomiting.
 
    
 
   Victor wasn’t upset that he was about to leave his companion behind. He could, after all, always build himself a new one when he got home or he could always come forward again to meet up with him when he and Van Helsing put things right in the past. He also had a nagging feeling that, if people in the past were reunited with Bob (after all the trouble Bob had caused) they were less likely to forgive Victor for his own crimes against the townsfolk.
 
    
 
   Victor also knew that the ‘current future’ that Bob was left in, would change around him. Both Victor and Van Helsing hoped that it would change for the better; a better world for Bob to live in. A better world where he could forge himself a new life, a career (like Governor of California)… perhaps even settle down with a nice lady friend. Well, a small part of Van Helsing wanted a better future for Bob’s benefit but it has to be said that a bigger part of Van Helsing thought along the more selfish lines of – if I can change the future, not only would I never have been bitten but also that poor little puppy wouldn’t have to die.
 
    
 
   And so, with the final words “I’ll be back”, Victor violently threw up over Bob and vanished in a puff of purple smoke, promptly followed by Van Helsing (who was also as sick as a parrot).
 
    
 
   (Quick note from the author)
 
                 
 
   Before we continue, I just want to point out that, even though I am writing about time travel, I don’t understand how it works. I am not a scientist. Truth be told, I actually failed science when I was at school despite the best efforts of Dr. Cross and a few other teachers (not that I can remember their names). With that in mind, I have absolutely no idea how the process works (as I explained earlier). I also have absolutely no idea how Victor knew that both he and Van Helsing would shoot back to the exact time and exact year that they needed.
 
    
 
   God only knows. Perhaps Victor didn’t know either? Perhaps it was just another case of ‘fluke’. It’s not actually too important and, for the sake of driving the story forward, I would appreciate it if you just went along with it – you know, to save me the embarrassment of looking stupid. Stupider.
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   HI, MY NAME IS JACK. I KILL PEOPLE.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   November 4th
 
    
 
   Dear Sheriff,
 
    
 
   Apologies for the mounting pile of bodies. I didn’t mean to take things this far. It’s just that… well, I’m enjoying myself now. I have a taste for the killing. I have a taste for the flesh. I have a taste for the blood that runs down my throat and dribbles down the sides of my chin. I love everything about the hunt. I love everything about kill and the feast. You won’t catch me. You can’t catch me. No one can catch me. Yet, you still insist on trying…
 
    
 
   Fondest Regards.
 
                 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ONCE UPON A TIME there was a man called Jack who lived, in a neighbouring town, with his wife Jill (not the Jack and Jill that went up the hill but another Jack and Jill).
 
    
 
   Jack and Jill were childhood sweethearts who eventually became husband and wife and, a little time after that, became business partners as they opened their very own Bed and Breakfast establishment which they named ‘Jack & Jill’s’.
 
    
 
   For a while business was good. Travellers from across the globe often stayed in Jack and Jill’s bed and breakfast before continuing with their journey across the mountains – much preferring to stay in this quiet little town compared to the town on the other side of the mountains where they had heard stories about monsters ripping people apart.
 
    
 
   Soon though, business began to dwindle; not just for Jack and Jill but for the other businesses in the town too as less and less strangers came through. No one could understand it and, within months, businesses began to close down all over the town.
 
    
 
   With less money coming in and their debt mounting, Jack and Jill found themselves spending most of their time chasing away debt collectors and arguing about money (such as Jack would always want to buy multi-buy deals in the supermarket whereas Jill said it made more sense to go for the supermarket’s own brand of tinned produce).
 
    
 
   Weeks went on by, followed by months and – eventually a stranger showed up at the bed and breakfast looking for a room in this “famous town”. He never checked in. He got as far as the counter and the request for the room and then stopped, for he realised he had come to the wrong town. 
 
    
 
   Apparently he had wanted the town with the creatures of the night. He wanted the town with the haunted hotels, the spooky streets and the carnivorous creatures. It was then Jack and Jill realised what had happened. It was then Jack and Jill realised that all of their business was going to the neighbouring town – the very town that once pushed business over to them due to the reputation of the town’s tormentors.
 
    
 
   Jack didn’t understand what had made the town become popular. Jack left Jill’s side, after saying how he was going to fix things and get their business back on track, and ventured into the neighbouring town to find out what had happened.
 
    
 
   What Jack found shocked him. He didn’t find creatures stalking innocent people. He didn’t find the streets filled with blood and people running and screaming for their lives. Instead, he found the streets filled with tourists. He saw handfuls of money changing hands on the many street stalls. He saw ‘no vacancy’ signs, flashing red, in every hotel and bed and breakfast. He saw hundreds, and hundreds, of people; not just travellers but also people who had come to this town just for the sake of seeing the weird and wonderful (and sometimes pant-wettingly scary) sights that it had to offer.
 
    
 
   Jack felt sick as he ventured around the town’s small museum that was solely based upon the history of the town and how it came to be the thriving town it is today compared to the ghost-town it once was. Jack felt the sick feeling turn to a deep burning anger as he read how, when the town was struggling to get back on it’s feet, Jeremiah Simpkins invested thousands of his own savings to set the people up in new businesses based around the creatures. More importantly – Jack felt despair as he realised that the town was here to stay and the tourists would just keep coming. Jack knew, ultimately, that not only was his own town doomed – but so was his own business. He knew that he had to do something to save his way of life.
 
    
 
   By the time Jack returned to his ailing business, Jill no longer recognised him. Not because he had been away for so long, but because she could see that something within him had changed; a change that she couldn’t put her finger on but knew she didn’t like.
 
    
 
   With a voice filled with bitter jealousy and pure venom, Jack explained to his concerned wife what he had witnessed on the other side of the mountains. Jill shuddered as a little ‘fear’ shot down her spine as Jack told her not to worry – as he knew how to put things right for the both of them. He put his arms around Jill to comfort her as he informed her that he wouldn’t let anyone take away their business or home; the tone in his voice – taking away any comfort that his warm embrace offered.
 
    
 
   That same night, he packed his bags with various tools from his tool shed, and left to put his plans into bloody action. The next time Jill saw Jack – it was a fleeting visit and, with him, he carried a bag stashed with cash.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   “You’re not looking so good,” said The Count, with a smile on his face, as he looked upon Van Helsing – who was standing in the doorway to The Count’s castle, along with Victor.
 
    
 
   “Have you bitten him yet?” asked Van Helsing, ignoring The Count’s comment.
 
    
 
   “Who?”
 
    
 
   “Judge Reiger - have you bitten him yet?”
 
    
 
   “Alas, I have bitten no one,” confirmed The Count, “but it appears that someone has been feeding tonight…” He looked at the bite mark on Van Helsing’s neck. “Could it be that the great Van Helsing has been turned?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing stepped into the castle, pushing past The Count, “I don’t have the time for this.”
 
    
 
   The Count laughed and turned to Victor, “Are you coming in?”
 
    
 
   “Oh. Err. Yes. Yes, please,” said Victor as he too stepped over the threshold.
 
    
 
   “I see you brought the scientist back with you but what about his pet?” asked The Count, checking to see if Bob was still coming up the mountain to the castle’s entrance.
 
    
 
   “We left him behind. The practicalities of bringing him back and the implications…” Victor went to explain.
 
    
 
   “So I can shut the door then? The heat is escaping,” said The Count as he slammed the door shut. “So what did you find?” he asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t answer. Part of him wanted to trust The Count but part of him worried that The Count would like a future like that; a future filled with his family members ruling the world. All The Count would need to do, to stop Judge Reiger from killing him (if he hadn’t seen what Judge Reiger was planning and it was an honest kill anyway) was to not turn him into a vampire; kill him when he had the chance during the initial vampire war.
 
    
 
   “Come on, I thought we were friends now?” asked The Count. 
 
    
 
   With no warning Van Helsing let out an ear-piercing scream and grabbed his chest, before dropping to the floor.
 
    
 
   Victor rushed to his aid, “Help me move him into the sitting room.” Needless to say, The Count didn’t help move him. Instead, Victor dragged him by himself and rested him on a large, cream coloured settee. 
 
    
 
   “I can help you, if you want my help that is,” said The Count. “Your body is dying. The pain you just felt then was your heart stopping. I can hear the beating heart of a man a mile away and yet, standing next to you, I hear nothing other than the scientists. Congratulations, you’re part vampire now but I can still help you.”
 
    
 
   Victor placed his hand against Van Helsing’s chest. True to The Count’s word – there was no beating heart within. With a look of concern, he turned to The Count, “How can you help him?”
 
    
 
   “I can drain him completely. He’ll fall unconscious and then the change will take place. He won’t have to feel everything die inside of him. When he wakes up, the pain will be gone.”
 
    
 
   “You want to turn him to a vampire!”
 
    
 
   “I want to help him. We both need him to get this crime solved and get things returned to as normal as they once were.”
 
    
 
   Victor knew of The Count from when he lived in these times; a monster of the worst kind who moved from town to town, feasting on whom he desired, creating more vampires before moving on. The Count was a monster that he wouldn’t trust under any circumstances. Yet, Victor also knew The Count from the unwritten future; the Monster who spared his life and gave him a job with sick-pay and holiday entitlement. He just didn’t know which monster to believe in.
 
    
 
   “You want to help me?” asked Van Helsing as he slowly sat up, adjusting to the feeling of not having a beating heart, “Help me find Jack.”
 
    
 
   Victor smiled – grateful that he didn’t have to make the decision as to whether or not to listen to The Count’s offer.
 
    
 
   “If that’s your choice,” said The Count, “just be aware that there is more pain to come…”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing knew there would be more pain to come and that’s why he wanted to waste no time in finding Jack.
 
    
 
   “There’s only one place to start,” said Victor.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
   THE MISSING PIECES
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   VAN HELSING SAT IN THE LOUNGE of Jack and Jill’s bed and breakfast. The journey there (by one of The Count’s stretched Horse drawn carriages) had taken it out of him and his whole body felt numb with coldness. The hot, burning fire that Jill had lit, flickering away in front of him did nothing to warm his dying body.
 
    
 
   “I got you a drink,” said Victor as he came back into the room carrying a hot chocolate. He handed it to Van Helsing, who took it with a shaky hand and started to drink it.
 
    
 
   “Where is he?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “He must be out at the moment. Just wait. I’m sure he’ll be back soon. The lady that checked us in – that’s his wife. Jack loves his wife; he wouldn’t leave her side for long. We’ll give it a few minutes and ask her, if he doesn’t show up.”
 
    
 
   “How do you know him?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Years ago, I stayed here. Jack and I, we just seemed to bond.”
 
    
 
   “So someone you hardly knew – you told him about your inventions? All of them? You know, including the ones that can have big impacts in the future of the world?”
 
    
 
   “Well, at the time I didn’t really think of it like that. He used to let me stay here, cheap rent and basically work on my ideas. Occasionally lynch mobs came looking for me and he always hid me. Always. It seemed only fair to share certain information with him. Trust me, it’s nothing something I’ll be doing again in a hurry!”
 
    
 
   Victor stood up and crossed the room, to a large grand piano that took up the corner of the room; begging to be played by those that knew how. Fortunately, Victor knew how. He sat at it and started to stroke the keys, “It can be put right,” he said referring to the current situation and not the poor tuning of the piano that had obviously been left to rot since Jack’s business had suffered.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure we can put it right, but we need to find Jack and prove to everyone that he is responsible. It will not be easy.” Van Helsing suddenly sat forward and grabbed at his stomach as another wave of pain passed through his internal organs.
 
    
 
   Victor didn’t respond to what Van Helsing said. He didn’t even respond to the new wave of pain that his friend found him in. He just stared to the side of the piano.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” asked Van Helsing, slightly put out that his pain was going unnoticed.
 
    
 
   “You said the music man was the second person to be murdered?”
 
    
 
   “That’s right,” replied Van Helsing as he regained his composure once more. “What’s your point?”
 
    
 
   “I know what Jack was doing at the music shop?”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   Victor held up the piano’s tuning fork. A metal instrument with a thin handle which had two metal prongs protruding from it, “I think I know how he is making the marks on the neck look like that of a vampire. All he’d have to do is sharpen the edges and hey-presto.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing hobbled over to Victor who held the two metal arms, of the tuning fork, against the neck of Van Hesling; a near-enough perfect match.
 
    
 
   “You said the killings were done in the order of Jeremiah Simpkins, the music shop owner, the owner of the potion shop and Igor. Congratulations, you have motives for all of the killings,” said Victor as he handed the fork to Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   Victor was right. Not only did Van Helsing now have the overall motive, for the killer, he had motives for each of the kills that had so far been carried out; Jeremiah Simpkins was murdered for his money, Herr Monika was murdered for the piano tuner, Mrs. Rouble was murdered for one of her potions and, last but not least, Igor was murdered for Victor’s time travelling potion.
 
    
 
   The only thing Van Helsing was unsure of was as to whether Jack (if he was the killer and signs were looking promising) really wanted all out war between the vampires and the humans or whether Jack simply wanted people to be too scared to visit any other town in this region other than Jack’s own town.
 
    
 
   “All we need now is Jack,” muttered Van Helsing more or less to himself although Victor heard him (and it was a good job he did hear him).
 
    
 
   “Not necessarily,” said Victor, “at the moment all we really need to do is convince the normal people that Jack is the one responsible for the killings. If they stop believing a vampire is to blame – they won’t try and go to war. If they don’t go to war, the vampires don’t fight back and kill them all. The future can be changed with or without the arresting of Jack!”
 
    
 
   “You want to arrest my Jack?” said a voice from the doorway; the voice of his wife, Jill.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing and Victor turned to face Jill, who was coming into the room to inform the two men that their separate rooms were now ready for them.
 
    
 
   “Whatever do you want with Jack?” she asked – not daring to take another step into the room.
 
    
 
   Victor turned to Van Helsing. This was Van Helsing’s job; to inform a potentially unstable partner of a wanted man that there was nothing to worry about and they just wanted to ask him some questions.
 
    
 
   “Because your husband is currently running amok in our town killing people!” blurted out Van Helsing. Time wasn’t on his side, remember that. He had little time to wrap the crime up before his soul was gone for good. He had even less time to play “good sheriff” to a murderer’s wife.
 
    
 
   “Is that what he’s doing?” said Jill calmly, “I did wonder where all the money came from. One minute we’re in debt and the next all of our bills are paid and we even have spare money!”
 
    
 
   “When did he show up with this money?” asked Van Helsing, flicking a switch inside to go from ‘being in pain’ to ‘full on detective’ mode.
 
    
 
   “November 1st. He showed up, bright and early with a black, leather case filled with money. Here – look…” Jill walked from the room briefly before returning with a black, leather case. She threw it towards Van Helsing who caught it just like an English cricket player (in other words, he missed the case and it dropped to the floor). He picked the case up and gave it a quick inspection. There, on a posh, gold lock were the initials ‘JS’.
 
    
 
   “So where is he now?” asked Van Helsing, hoping that Jill would just give up her husband. “If you tell me where he is, I can make sure he is taken in peacefully. If he carries on doing what he’s doing and he’s found by a lynch mob things will get ugly for him.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know where he is. He gave me the money, along with a list of bills to pay and said he’d be back when he’s finished doing what needs to be done. He said that everything was going to be okay now, kissed me on the cheek and walked back out the door. Is he in a lot of trouble?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t say anything. He simply pulled himself to his feet and turned to Victor, “We need to gather the townspeople…”
 
    
 
   Victor looked at the way Van Helsing moved; it was obvious that his body was struggling with the changing process that it was undertaking, “Perhaps we should rest up tonight and travel in the morning?”
 
    
 
   Quick as a flash, Van Helsing turned to Victor with a contorted face and blood red eyes; the familiar look of a vampire, “No!”
 
    
 
   Victor jumped at the sudden change and Jill let out a little scream before running from the room. “We’ll leave now,” continued Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” agreed Victor without any hesitation whatsoever. 
 
    
 
   Van Helsing shook his face from side to side and his expression changed back to a more human look, “What the hell was that?”
 
    
 
   He didn’t need an answer. He knew what that was. Victor steered the conversation in another direction, “If we just show up out of the blue Judge Reiger will have us hanging by our necks. We’re going to need a plan.”
 
    
 
   There was silence. There was more silence than Victor actually liked. He had hoped that Van Helsing had all of the answers already.
 
    
 
   Eventually Van Helsing said, “Judge Reiger can’t start a battle without leading the people to the fight. We just need to get to the crowd before he shows up. If I can show up before he gets there, I may be able to talk them round the fight. I may be able to get them to see that it isn’t the vampires doing this. I just need time.”
 
    
 
   ‘Time’ – there was that word again. Both Victor and Van Helsing knew there was no time.
 
    
 
   Staying positive, Victor said, “What do you need me to do?”
 
   Van Helsing smiled. A plan was formulating in his weary head… along with an undeniable thirst that his hot chocolate couldn’t seem to satisfy.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
   HIT THE ROAD JACK AND DON’T YOU COME BACK NO MORE, NO MORE, NO MORE, NO MORE!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Attention: TOWN MEETING
 
   NOVEMBER 5TH
 
   MIDDAY
 
    
 
   TO BE HELD BY JUDGE REIGER
 
    
 
   -
 
    
 
   LIGHT REFRESHMENTS AVAILABLE
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   VAN HELSING HAD CHANGED BY THE TIME he got back to his own town; into a nice, sharp-looking suit in black. He felt that it would be a prudent move considering his old clothes not only stank but were also caked in his own blood too (and a little custard that had splattered off Victor onto him during their voyage). Victor, on the other hand, hadn’t changed as he was too busy driving the horse-drawn carriage that The Count had loaned them.
 
    
 
   As a side note: Van Helsing had also completed his change into a fully-fledged vampire; something that both sickened him and yet also made him feel on top of the world for his reflexes were faster than they had ever been, his sense of smell stronger, his eyesight was a perfect twenty-twenty and he felt as though he had the strength of ten strong men. More importantly, his stomach cramps had stopped, the holes in the side of his neck no longer hurt and, for the first time in some time, he felt as though he was actually going to crack this case.
 
    
 
   Victor, still driving the carriage and clutching onto a poster advertising the town meeting, wasn’t as confident as Van Helsing. Van Helsing was an immortal now. Victor, with his frightened heart pumping hard in his chest, was very much mortal and he knew that, where-ever he went in this time period, there weren’t many people that didn’t know him and, of those people, there were even less of them who wanted him alive.
 
    
 
   As the carriage roared towards the town hall, it didn’t slow down on its final approach. Instead, Van Helsing simply opened the carriage door and stepped out – landing just as he would have done if the carriage had been stationary; a neat little trick and something that I wouldn’t recommend non-vampires trying.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing brushed the dust off his suit, which the carriage threw at him as it sped off into the distance, and stepped into the town hall, via the back entrance, like a man on a mission. The time was eleven-thirty – a full half hour before Judge Reiger was due at the meeting.
 
    
 
   Once inside the hall, Van Helsing waited in the wings by the stage. He didn’t want to go on yet. He could hear the early-birds (people who got to the meeting early to get a good seat and not real birds) chirping away to each other as they patiently awaited the arrival of Judge Reiger. He didn’t want them to see him yet. If they knew he was there they’d want to lynch him. If they knew he was there, they’d fetch Judge Reiger and that would make Van Helsing’s job a lot harder – if not impossible.
 
    
 
   So he just stood there, lurking in the shadows, listening to what they had to say; listening to conversations ranging from the whereabouts of Van Helsing, pumpkins, Judge Reiger and the upcoming fight that was being organised… but mainly pumpkins.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   Victor abruptly stopped the horses outside Judge Reiger’s house, nearly causing the stretched carriage that they were pulling to topple over.
 
    
 
   “Judge! Judge!” he screamed at the top of his lungs, although part of him did hope that Judge Reiger still wouldn’t hear him or, better still, he had already left to go to his own meeting.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, he hadn’t already left and he did hear Victor’s shouting. The upstairs bedroom window swung open and Judge Reiger poked his head out from within, “What is all the shouting about?” He looked down and saw the familiar face of Victor, “You?!”
 
    
 
   Just like many people from the town, and indeed the world for Victor liked to get around, Judge Reiger knew that Victor was bad news. When he believed Victor had perished in a fire he, along with many others, celebrated his untimely death by setting off explosions in the sky that formed pretty patterns (which ended up being called Fireworks night, for your information).
 
    
 
   The rockets that were fired to the Heavens weren’t supposed to be pretty. They were simply supposed to shoot up and go ‘bang’ with a massive explosion – their aim was to knock Victor’s soul down from its flight towards the Heavens. Obviously – a load of old tosh but they still believed it.
 
    
 
   “You’re supposed to be dead!” screamed Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “I know you don’t like me, and we can deal with that later, but you have to come with me now. I know who the real killer is.”
 
    
 
   “Me too, it’s the vampires! It has always been the blood drinkers,” yelled Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “No. It’s Van Helsing!” protested Victor.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger slammed the bedroom window closed and, like a shot, appeared at the front door to his house. After quickly locking up he jumped up to the driver’s seat of the horse drawn carriage.
 
    
 
   “Where is he now?” asked Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   Part of Judge Reiger knew that Van Helsing wasn’t the killer. Part of Judge Reiger knew that the vampires weren’t responsible either but managing to frame anyone would make him look like a leader. If he could frame Van Helsing to secure Van Helsing’s place at the end of the Hangman’s Noose then that would be even better than starting a war between the townspeople and the vampires. At the end of the day – Judge Reiger knew that the vampires, and other things, brought the tourist trade into their town and was the ingredient to keeping the delicate Peace Treaty ticking along.
 
    
 
   With Van Helsing in the frame, not only would Judge Reiger look good for solving the crimes. He would also avoid the war that would, and he knew this, destroy the town. He would also get rid of the one person that always stood in his way of getting made Mayor. The people listened to Van Helsing. If it turned out he was a killer, they’d stop listening and start listening to Judge Reiger. He had already seen this when the locals learnt that Van Helsing had actually helped Victor to escape from his own crimes. Most of them were quick to turn against Van Helsing then.
 
    
 
   This would change the minds of the people who still wanted to believe Judge Reiger was wrong and Van Helsing was right. It would change the minds of even his most loyal followers.
 
    
 
   “Before I take you to him, you promise me…” bargained Victor.
 
    
 
   “Promise you what?” asked Judge Reiger impatiently. “Promise I won’t hurt your friend? Promise I’ll be lenient towards him? Sorry, that’s one promise I can’t keep. As Judge of this town I have a job to do and punishing those who do wrong is a big part of it!”
 
    
 
   “No,” said Victor, “promise you’ll give me a head start before you come after me.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger stopped. Was it that obvious that he was going to kill Victor too? He smiled, “I’ll give you the head start that you desire if you help me catch Van Helsing by the end of the day.”
 
    
 
   Victor knew that Judge Reiger’s word didn’t mean a whole lot.  He just hoped that Van Helsing could put everything right in time.
 
    
 
   “I saw the posters up in town, did you need to stop off at the town hall?” asked Victor. It was a safe question to ask. He knew Judge Reiger would be only too happy to let the townspeople down in his quest to get rid of Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “They’ll wait for me. I want to go to them with Van Helsing’s head on a stick…”
 
    
 
   Victor turned to Judge Reiger. For a brief moment, Victor could see the monster in Judge Reiger that was so apparent in the future version of him.
 
    
 
   “What are you waiting for? Go!”
 
    
 
   Victor smiled a nervous smile and whipped the horses into action before the two of them sped off into the distance – not that Victor knew where they were speeding to. He hadn’t thought that far ahead. He just needed to keep going for as long as he thought Van Helsing needed him to, whilst he spoke to the townspeople.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   The hall was near the full capacity now with most of the townspeople gathered, awaiting the arrival of Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   Just as Victor hadn’t thought about where he was going to take Judge Reiger for a ride, Van Helsing hadn’t thought about how he was going to make his grand entrance. He knew what he needed to do; talk to the people, let them know the truth, buy some time. He also knew that it wasn’t going to be easy now Judge Reiger had poisoned their minds against him. Still, whatever way Van Helsing was to make his big entrance… it would have been better than…
 
    
 
   “VAN HELSING!” one of the townspeople (an unpleasant little oik who smelt of cabbages) bellowed at the top of their lungs, rudely interrupting me from my role of narrator.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing slowly turned round to see who had yelled. He was so busy listening to the people in the hall; he hadn’t noticed two late-comers entered the hall via the back entrance. As they approached him, with a look of hate in their eyes, he backed onto the stage – instantly silencing the rest of the crowd.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got a cheek, haven’t you?” asked the man (whom I still haven’t forgiven for interrupting me). Van Helsing didn’t answer him. He was pretty sure that it was a rhetorical question that needed no answer. 
 
    
 
   Van Helsing stopped center stage. The two late-comers didn’t step any closer. The members of the congregation also didn’t step forward. They all just simply stopped and stared at him.
 
    
 
   “Is it true?” asked one of the townsfolk, eventually breaking the long, uncomfortable silence. “Did you really help Victor Frankenstein escape?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t answer straight away. He didn’t know how. It was true that he helped Victor (but then, you already know that so there’s no point in us going through all that again). It was true that he helped Victor but it was also true that they probably wouldn’t understand why.
 
    
 
   “Well?” the lone voice from the crowd continued. “Did you?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing took a deep breathe before, “I did.” His body tensed up, ready for the sudden, hostile advancement of the lynch mob and yet they didn’t surge forward. They remained still – seemingly giving Van Helsing his chance to speak.
 
    
 
   “So, er, why did you do that?” asked the lone voice again in a tone of voice that suggested he was genuinely interested to know the reasons; not a hint of anger in his voice.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing turned to the two late-comers. They weren’t coming any closer to him to try and grab him from behind. They were just standing perfectly still. One of them motioned for Van Helsing to speak.
 
    
 
   Not wishing to anger the crowd before he got to have his say, Van Helsing spoke up, “He’s not a bad man. He’s just misunderstood. You all know that some of his inventions were good…”
 
    
 
   “He’s right,” agreed the lone-voice, “I got my mother-in-law the stair-lift for Christmas and she bloody loves it.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing relaxed his body a little, “I got rid of Victor. I sent him to another place.”
 
    
 
   “What like the Isle of Wight?” asked a lady in the front row. “Proper shit hole.”
 
    
 
   “No. He invented a potion that could take him from our time and put him into another time. Both Victor and his creation went to the future where he hoped that he would be accepted by the people.”
 
    
 
   A fat man (with a comical high-pitched squeaky voice) spoke up from the back of the room, “You expect us to believe that?”
 
    
 
   “Victor left me with some of the potion, he left his old butler with a vial of it and he had some spare with him incase he ever needed to come back.”
 
    
 
   “Prove it – show us yours!” shouted another voice.
 
    
 
   “I don’t have my vial anymore…”
 
    
 
   “Bloody convenient,” said the same voice.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing ignored the heckler, “I had to use it to go and get Victor. The real killer of Herr Monika and Jeremiah Simpkins also killed Victor’s old butler, Igor. He killed Igor to steal his potion.”
 
    
 
   “I wonder why he didn’t just ask Igor for the potion,” said the village idiot – who was promptly ignored.
 
    
 
   “It’s the vampires! They’re the killers,” shouted a voice from within the center of the crowd. “We need to kill them!”
 
    
 
   “If you go to war with the vampires you will lose!” said Van Helsing. “In the future the vampires took over the World…”
 
    
 
   The woman in the front row piped up again, “Even the Isle of Wight? What a shit hole.”
 
    
 
   “Victor said the Isle of Wight was a prison for humans…”
 
    
 
   “The bastards!” said the woman again (please don’t ask me why she hates the Isle of Wight so much, I honestly have no idea. I, myself, am quite fond of the Isle of Wight. I love it; especially when I leave.)
 
    
 
   “In the future the vampires own the World and they are ruled by Judge Reiger…”
 
    
 
   “He isn’t a vampire!”
 
    
 
   “Not now – but in the future. During the battle, he is turned by The Count!”
 
    
 
   “So, we kill The Count then!”
 
    
 
   “No,” said Van Helsing as he struggled with the crowd, “we leave The Count alone. Look, listen to me, the vampires aren’t responsible for the killings but, if we fight them, they will fight back…”
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute! What’s that?!” bellowed the same person that bellowed earlier when he give away Van Helsing’s position. He was referring to the two bite marks on Van Helsing’s neck.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing spun around on the spot, to face the bellowing man – giving everyone else in the hall a perfect opportunity to see what all the shouting about.
 
    
 
   Scarily, in unison, they all screamed, “VAMPIRE!”
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
                 
 
   “May I just remind you that, at the end of the day, my more than generous offer expires and I will see you dance at the end of the hangman’s rope!” said Judge Reiger. By himself, Judge Reiger was (in human form) not very frightening but his title gave him the backing of the town people and Victor, still speeding in the opposite direction from the Town Hall, knew that Judge Reiger wouldn’t need to spend too much time convincing the people of the town that Victor was better off dead.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry. I was sure that this was the right direction…”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how an inventor, such as yourself, can be such an idiot!” shouted Judge Reiger. “Turn this thing around and get me back to the Town Hall!”
 
    
 
   “Just a bit further around this corner, I’m sure of it,” Victor tried to stall.
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger pulled a knife from his coat pocket and held it to Victor’s throat, “I said you will turn this carriage around now.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” gulped Victor, “since you put it like that – maybe it would be best to go to the Town Hall first.”
 
    
 
   Judge Reiger put the knife away and Victor let out an audible sigh of relief. He just hoped that Van Helsing had done all that he needed to.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   THE HOTEL GUEST
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   WHEN A VAMPIRE FEELS THREATENED their face contorts to that of the monster that lies within. This doesn’t necessarily mean they are about to bite you (although I certainly wouldn’t get too close to their teeth) it’s just a show of strength on their part in a hope of putting the attacker off long enough to get a quick blow in or, better still, making the attackers turn and run, thus avoiding conflict altogether. Normally it’s a neat little trick that has a ninety percent success rate.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, when you are stood in front of an angry mob trying to point out vampires aren’t the monsters that people believe them to be and that the killer is someone else entirely – the worst thing that you can do is contort your face to that of a vampires’ true self. Yet that is exactly what happened to Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Judge Reiger was right! Van Helsing is the killer!” screamed an anonymous voice from deep within the slow-advancing audience.
 
    
 
   “No! You’ve got it wrong!” lisped Van Helsing who was still struggling with his newfound fangs. Before the crowd could get any further (for he knew he wouldn’t be able to fight everyone off before one of them could get to him) he leapt clean over their heads and, like a fly, stuck to the ceiling above them. The audience stopped down and, in unison, turned their heads skywards to keep their beady little eyes on him, incase he was going for a sneak attack.
 
    
 
   “Listen to me,” said Van Helsing as he struggled to get his ‘normal’ face to return, “it’s not what you think – this happened to me when I was in the future… Judge Reiger did this to me!”
 
    
 
   “He’s not a vampire!” shouted a young man.
 
    
 
   “In the future he is! In the future he is a vampire and in the future he does this to me! I told him, we could put everything right but he wouldn’t listen because he fell in love with his power…”
 
    
 
   A voice muttered, “Well that does sound like Judge Reiger.”
 
    
 
   “And I’m telling you now,” continued Van Helsing, “we can still put this right, it’s not too late. We just need to find the real killer!” Van Helsing fumbled around in his suit jacket and pulled out the piano-tuner that he had taken from Jack’s bed and breakfast. “This is what made it look like a vampire kill! Look!” Van Helsing dropped the tuning fork to the floor and an elderly man picked it up.
 
    
 
   “A tuning fork?” said the elderly man (because he was very smart).
 
    
 
   “Think about it, people, that’s why Herr Monika was murdered. The killer stole one of his tuning forks. All he had to do then was to sharpen the tips into points. With the vampires being framed he could go around killing people in the shadows without fear of being caught. Even The Count hadn’t noticed him but he knew a stranger was in town doing this…”
 
    
 
   “So why kill Jeremiah Simpkins? Why kill Mrs. Rouble?” asked a genuinely inquisitive little character from the floor.
 
    
 
   “The killer; his name is Jack and he runs a failing bed and breakfast establishment in a neighbouring town. Before the Peace Treaty was written up Jack and his wife were doing well but then, when the Peace Treaty was completed, their clients came to our town instead – attracted by the ghouls that reside here. Jack’s business started to suffer so he came here to make us suffer. He killed Jeremiah Simpkins for his money – money that he took back to his wife so that she could pay off their debts. Money that, if he was ever caught, would buy him a new life elsewhere. Herr Monika was killed for the tuning fork – the item that would help him frame the vampires. Mrs. Rouble was killed, again because of her shop. Jack stole a potion that would stop The Count from being able to see his actions. With The Count blinded he was able to go to his castle and kill Igor – taking Igor’s vial that Victor Frankenstein had left him…”
 
    
 
   “And what would he want with that?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing didn’t answer. He didn’t know the answer. He was also more concerned with that fact that his head felt funny and the stickiness from his left hand seemed to have gone. Within seconds the stickiness from his right hand disappeared too – and he swung down from the ceiling with only his feet holding him in place. He looked down to the floor below… the hard, stone floor. In fact, he was so concerned with the floor below him that he failed to realise his face had returned back to that of the Van Helsing the people all knew and loved and that the two teeth mark in the side of his neck had more or less vanished too.
 
    
 
   The people below didn’t say anything. They could see that something was happening but they couldn’t make it out either. With no one that had ever been in Van Helsing’s position (both as a vampire and someone stuck to the ceiling of a building by their tip toes only) no one really knew what to expect next. Within seconds Van Helsing plummeted to the floor, landing flat on his back in the middle of the crowd. Instantly he blocked out the pain that his nearly-crippled body felt and held his hands to up to protect his face from the sudden violent kicking that he expected from the people. Yet – no feet came kicking. There were no flying punches. There were no stampings of feet onto his body and there were no sharp objects stuck into his now-human body.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing opened his eyes and peered out from behind his shaking hands only to see one of the town’s people holding out their hand to help Van Helsing to his feet – gratefully he took it and stood up (slowly because, whether he’d admit it or not, the fall did bloody hurt).
 
    
 
   The same person who helped Van Helsing to his feet brushed the dirt from Van Helsing’s jacket and asked, “What happened to your bite marks?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing felt his neck where the two small holes had been and, sure enough, they were gone. He smiled a toothy smile (as opposed to a fangy one), “You believe me about the killer?”
 
    
 
   The majority of the crowd, that had now formed a circle around Van Helsing, muttered in agreement. 
 
    
 
   “The future’s changed!” said Van Helsing. With the majority of the town believing that vampires were innocent, they wouldn’t start a war (which they’d lose) against them. This, in turn, meant that vampires wouldn’t end up ruling the world, Judge Reiger wouldn’t end up being bitten, killing The Count and leading the remaining vampires and, more importantly, Judge Reiger would never turn Van Helsing into a vampire. (All this time travel stuff sure is confusing!)
 
    
 
   “We’ve done it!” laughed Van Helsing. “We’ve done it!” he said again, more or less for dramatic effect and just in case some people at the back of the crowd didn’t hear him.
 
    
 
   “Done what?” came a stern voice from the doorway. The crowd split down the middle forming an alleyway between Van Helsing and the doorway; an alleyway between Van Helsing and Judge Reiger.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is going on?” spat Judge Reiger. He addressed the crowd, “You all align yourselves with Van Helsing now? You all align yourselves with the vampires now?”
 
    
 
   No one answered.
 
    
 
   “Do I need to remind you that Van Helsing is a killer? Do I need to remind you that Van Helsing is a traitor to The Normals?”
 
    
 
   Again, no one answered.
 
    
 
   “Traitors need to be hung. Friends of traitors need to be hung. Are you all friends with this traitor?”
 
    
 
   And again, no one answered. They didn’t need to. Their silence spoke louder than any words that could have been spoken. Besides which, Van Helsing simply approached Judge Reiger until they were face to face.
 
    
 
   “This is for the future,” said Van Helsing before laying a hard left hook to the side of Judge Reiger’s head – dropping him to the floor like a sack of potatoes (although I have to confess I don’t really understand that saying). The crowd cheered as Judge Reiger fell into a deep state of unconsciousness.
 
    
 
   Speaking over the cheers of the rowdy crowd Van Helsing continued, “We need to find Jack before he kills again…”
 
    
 
   “I’m not too sure if this would be too convenient,” said a local innkeeper who stepped forward to have his say, “but just before the killings started – a Jack checked into my Inn…”
 
    
 
   There is no denying that it is very convenient. There is also no denying that it’s a very obvious attempt at moving the story forward too but you need to remember that, back in the old days, people weren’t as sharp as they are today (just look at your parents) and so it is highly possible, and plausible, that Jack could have checked himself into an inn using his real name, instead of taking the time to think of an alias.
 
    
 
   “I just thought he was another tourist,” continued the local innkeeper (we’ll call him Frank – because that was his name). 
 
    
 
   “He didn’t seem suspicious to you? Do you remember whether he ventured out at the same time of the murders?” asked Van Helsing – switching straight into detective mode so he could hurry up and put this whole sorry state of affairs behind him (and the rest of the town for they were also fed up of it all).
 
    
 
   “He checked in but said he didn’t have any money – asked if he could pay up the following day after he had a chance to get some money together. That was the morning of Halloween. He said he was tired from his journey and, well, I didn’t want to put him back on the streets on Halloween – Lord only knows what would have happened to him if he wandered the streets at night!” continued Frank – embarrassed that he may be harboring a murderer. “Besides, I always figured that I could kick him out in the morning, if he didn’t come up with the money by then. It’s not as though there wasn’t any room at the inn. Worst case scenario he would have had one free night…”
 
    
 
   “But he paid up?” asked Van Helsing – wishing for simple answers as opposed to long, rambling nonsense.
 
    
 
   “Yes – the very next morning, just as he had promised. He even gave me a little extra for my generousity as way of a thank you. Truth be told, I didn’t even see him leave his room all night – so I was surprised when he did come downstairs with the bag of money.”
 
    
 
   “The bag of money?” asked Van Helsing as his mind continued piecing together the evidence.
 
    
 
   “Yes – a whole bag of money. A black bag!”
 
    
 
   It sounded like Van Helsing had found his man alright. Jeremiah’s money was kept in a black bag too. It seemed too convenient that a man named Jack would turn up the morning before Jeremiah was murdered, with no money, and then, the following morning, have a black bag of cash ready – and it must have been a fair amount of cash considering he even paid extra.
 
    
 
   “Do you think it’s him?” asked Frank as his mind wondered whether housing a killer would be good or bad for business.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think it would hurt to ask him some questions, do you know where he went?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “Well, he should still be there, for the night after Halloween he paid up for a month’s stay,” said Frank.
 
    
 
   Instantly there were murmurings from the gathered crowd. The murmurs of angry people who wanted nothing more than to see an evil killer swing by their neck. Van Helsing also wanted to see the killer get his comeuppance but – being the lawman – he wanted it done properly; he also knew that Jack was dangerous and didn’t want any more innocent people hurt.
 
    
 
   “People – leave this to me. Frank, you take me back to your inn. I take it you have a master key to the bedroom?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “You let me have the key and then you leave the premises. By the end of the day, I’ll have this man in custody but I ask you all, once more, to leave this to me.”
 
    
 
   “Why can’t we just go round there and get him ourselves?” asked one of the crowd members.
 
    
 
   “You all made me the sheriff – now let me be the sheriff. We need to keep this to ourselves. We can’t afford to let him get away. Do you all understand?”
 
    
 
   Nearly everyone in the crowd muttered in agreement and nodded their heads signifying their joint understanding. There was just a lone soul who didn’t nod or understand the importance of keeping quiet. Chris Page.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
   THE SNOWBALL EFFECT
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A big, big thank you to the following people who supported my group on Facebook
 
    
 
    
 
                 - Matt Shaw
 
                 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chris Page couldn’t wait to leave the Town Hall and run to his friends, to let them know that he knew who the killer was – and, more importantly, where the killer was. Without thinking of the consequences he immediately told Calum Short who proceeded to tell Luke Hodder, Anthony Shonk and Mark Field.
 
    
 
   Telling Mark Field was a mistake. A bigger mistake than Chris Page opening his mouth in the first place! Mark Field proceeded to tell Helen Leathers (who simply had to tell Adam Cook), Rachel Coles, Matthew Dale, Michelle Holmes and even Ami McCaffrey. When he told Ami McCaffrey he was even overheard by Nichola Scarlett and Charlie Halstead-Clewley…
 
    
 
   It all got out of hand very fast as news of the identity and whereabouts spread through the rest of the town. Soon Steven Whitaker, Rendel Ingram, James Charles Barnes, Seb Clift, Barny Ingram, Alex Twine, Ian Pearson, James Drake, Rob Maddison, Matt Owen, James Burrows, Paris Williams, Liam J. Hayter, Amy Leach, Kerry Harris and even Cyka Uchuujin all knew who was responsible for the murders.
 
    
 
   But it didn’t stop there.
 
    
 
   News had also spread to Luke Farmery who, naturally, told his brother Richard Farmery. Richard Farmery didn’t believe him and asked what Carolyn Godrich and Simon Godrich thought about it. They had never heard of Jack and proceeded to check with Zoe Samantha Shave, Tracy Cope, Simon Davis, Elliot Davis, Alex Davis and Alex Newbury (who they bumped into at a supermarket).
 
    
 
   Zoe thought the whole thing was a joke and shared the news with Margaret Anne Shave, Susan Mandy Mander, Paul Mander, Phil Mander, Daniel Mander and Norman Farmery (who whispered it to Josh Shave just in case no one had told him yet).
 
    
 
   If it had stopped there – it may not have got back to Jack but, unfortunately, the news kept on getting spread through the town.
 
    
 
   Lizzy Ellis got to hear of Jack through her partner, Jim Reeves. She didn’t really know many other people but she soon spread the news to random people that she bumped into whilst on family days out. She told Pauline Whiting, James Godwin, Sophia Russell, Emily Weekes and even Mike Beards. Mike Beards, who loved a bit of gossip, told Sharon Haylett, who told her brother David Haylett, who told Steve and Kate. Steve and Kate told Julie Shaw, who told Martin Shaw – in earshot of Wendy Shaw.
 
    
 
   Wendy Shaw wasted no time in telling Beckie and Ollie Hardman – Ollie told Simon Kimble, who told Karen Jeanes.
 
    
 
   Within the hour the killer was being advertised on boards around the town; and that’s where Karen Gregor read about it – as did Gemma Forbes, Sheree Osborne, Donna-Louise Sheedy, Lizzie Baird, Cheryll Anne Challis, Sandra Stanton, Joanne Sillitoe and Jenny Chapman.
 
    
 
   The last people to hear were Elliot Marsh, Duncan Goddard, Nicky Hallwood and Rachael Lyons but by then the damage was done. Jack had heard that Van Helsing was coming for him…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
   PLACES TO GO, PEOPLE TO KILL
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Dear Sheriff,
 
    
 
   I hear through the grapevine that I’ve been rumbled. It doesn’t matter. You’ll never catch me. I am the one that got away. Don’t feel too bad. You were never destined to catch me. My killings will be timeless and I will be known through history as one of the most prolific serial killers of all time. I’ve enjoyed our game of cat and mouse but, suffice to say, it’s time to go. I’ll be seeing you in the future, dear friend.
 
    
 
   Fondest Regards.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   BY THE TIME VAN HELSING got to the inn, a large crowd wasn’t far behind him. Some of the crowd carried torches (not a torch for seeing in the dark like you and I use, instead a stick with a large ball of fire burning away on the end of it), some of them carried pitch forks and some of them carried knives and forks (for they were interrupted whilst they were eating and rushed out without putting them aside for fear of missing the action).
 
    
 
   Before venturing into the inn, Van Helsing turned around to glare at the gathered lynch mob – a glare that clearly told them to ‘stay out of my way’. He didn’t want any of them there – other than Victor just in case he needed a little back up.
 
    
 
   “We’ve got your back if he manages to get past you,” said Frank who clearly understood the meaning of Van Helsing’s glare as he handed Van Helsing the key to Jack’s room.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing nodded a thank you to Frank and also took Frank’s heavy club off him – just so that he too could have a weapon on the off chance that Jack was also armed. With a final glare to the rest of the crowd, he turned to the inn’s entrance and slowly walked inside – being careful not to be too noisy as he opened the heavy, wooden door.
 
    
 
   Despite his cool, calm and moody exterior, Van Helsing didn’t enjoy confrontation. The first time he killed a vampire he got lucky. He was scared and he got very lucky indeed. The second time he faced off against a vampire, he knew how to kill them but, again, it was just a case of fluke that he managed to do it. With all the fights he had been in – it had always been Lady Luck who had let him come out victorious. As he nervously cast his eyes around the welcome desk of the inn – he desperately hoped that Lady Luck was, once again, on his side.
 
    
 
   The crowd outside of the inn started to get restless. Some of them shifted uneasily on their feet – hoping that Jack would get past Van Helsing so they could get their seven pounds worth of flesh from the murderer. Others hoped that it would just be over quickly and Van Helsing would bring out Jack in a pair of cuffs, ready to be taken into custody.
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   The Count, himself, was sat in his castle’s drawing room already aware of the outcome – smiling for two reasons. The first was that he already knew the killer managed to get away from Van Helsing (and he loved it when the bad guys managed to get one over on the good guys). The second reason was that he wouldn’t have to fight the town’s people. He didn’t mind eating, or turning, the odd person here or there but, as previously explained, he didn’t want to ruin his current set up. It would take a little bit of time, but he knew things would eventually return to normal and he could continue to live in peace, with his slow-growing family.
 
    
 
   The lynch mob (and the rest of the town that didn’t bother to show up) knew it wasn’t the vampires that were responsible for the murders this time but they had been responsible for murders in the past and Jack just reminded the people what vampires were capable of – and that made them feel uneasy. Worse than that, though, it reminded the Normals what all over creatures of the night were capable of. It reminded them that they were the enemy. 
 
    
 
   There was some serious bridge-building to be done between everyone and the crowd knew it started with Van Helsing taking Jack into custody. It certainly wouldn’t start with Van Helsing coming out of the inn holding a letter in his hand – and yet, that’s exactly what they saw…
 
                 
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   “Dear Sheriff, I hear through the grapevine that I’ve been rumbled. It doesn’t matter. You’ll never catch me. I am the one that got away. Don’t feel too bad. You were never destined to catch me. My killings will be timeless and I will be known through history as one of the most prolific serial killers of all time. I’ve enjoyed our game of cat and mouse but, suffice to say, it’s time to go. I’ll be seeing you in the future, dear friend,” read Van Helsing as he stood in front of the disappointed mob. He held up an empty Igor’s empty vial and a piano-tuning fork that was also left behind, with the tips sharpened, for the people to see.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” asked Frank with reference to the empty vial, who was close enough to see exactly what it was – he just didn’t understand the relevance of it.
 
    
 
   “It belonged to Igor,” said a voice from the back of the crowd. The crowd spun around to see Victor standing next to the horse drawn carriage that brought him there. The crowd were obviously stunned by Victor’s appearance but he didn’t care. He figured he’d have to face them sooner or later and now seemed to be a good a time as any to face his demons. Victor continued, “I’m guessing he drank the potion?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing nodded before dropping the vial to the floor where upon it shattered on impact.
 
    
 
   “Was there any sick next to the bottle?” asked Victor.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Then he’s gone forward…”
 
    
 
   “What does that mean?” asked Frank.
 
    
 
   “It means he’s got away,” said Van Helsing – disappointed that he didn’t get his man. “Damn it!”
 
    
 
   “So… what now?” said Frank.
 
    
 
   What now indeed. Van Helsing was at a loss. The people were at a loss. Victor was suddenly very aware that he was, once again, the most hated man in the immediate area and that the people had shown up for blood. He just hoped they wouldn’t suddenly want his blood.
 
    
 
   “Now we get back to normal,” said a lady from the side of the crowd. “The killer has gone. Now we get back to our lives and put it all behind us. Now we go back and open our shops. We go back and look after our families. We go back to living our lives as we did before Halloween.”
 
    
 
   No one said anything. There wasn’t anything to say. They knew she was right. They knew the only thing that they could do was to just move on and forget about him – hope that somewhere, in the future, someone would catch up with Jack. One by one (slowly at first and then faster as the minutes rolled on) the crowd dispersed in different directions as each member went off to live their life how they did before Jack shook everything up. 
 
    
 
   Victor nervously walked through the dispersing crowd towards Van Helsing, “So what are you going to do?”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing thought for a moment, “I want to catch him. I want you to help me catch him. You can make me some more of the potion.”
 
    
 
   “Even if I wanted to do that for you, we have no idea of knowing where he went. You’d be chasing a ghost,” said Victor.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean – if you wanted to help me?”
 
    
 
   “The people need you here. The people need you now. They don’t need you in the future. They need you here to stop the future from turning bad. Look what happened when you came to get me and the people were left to their own devices. They went to war and lost. The future turned bad. You need to be here to keep that from happening again.”
 
    
 
   “What if Jack makes the future bad where-ever he is now?” asked Van Helsing.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure he’ll be caught where ever he is,” comforted Victor. By now they were alone. Victor turned to Van Helsing, “You’re a good man but you can’t catch all the bad guys.”
 
    
 
   “You think I’m a good man?” asked Van Helsing as he turned to look at Victor.
 
    
 
   There was the slightest of pauses.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said Victor, leaning in close to Van Helsing – resting a warm hand on his shoulder. Van Helsing didn’t pull away. Instead, he stared into Victor’s eyes for a split second longer than what is polite in normal society – and they kissed; a long, passionate, slow kiss… Van Helsing pulled away as he knew it was wrong, and they’d once again be hate figures if anyone saw them.
 
    
 
   “Whatever happens,” said Victor as he stroked Van Helsing’s hair, “I’ve got your back from here on in… Together we’ll make a good team.”
 
    
 
   Van Helsing looked a little embarrassed by the current situation he found himself in (not that he didn’t like where it was headed) and simply nodded. He liked the idea of Victor being his right hand man. Van Helsing knew he had the skill to track the creatures and he knew Victor had the ideas on how to trap them. Together he knew that they wouldn’t let another person, like Jack, get away with their crimes.
 
    
 
   He also liked the kiss, even though he knew that it was wrong and the people would frown upon it. Not that it was any of their business.
 
    
 
   Van Helsing decided to steer the conversation in another direction, “I suppose we best go and have a chat with Judge Reiger…”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” said Victor who was also a little flustered by the unexpected direction they found their relationship heading. Neither of them particularly wanted to see Judge Reiger. Van Helsing wanted nothing more than to arrest him for obstructing the path of justice but he knew it would be a waste of time and, even if he was going to arrest him – he wouldn’t be able to as Judge Reiger wasn’t where they left him (unconscious on the Town Hall floor, if you remember).
 
                 
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   With blood pouring down his face from where he hit his head on the floor, Judge Reiger was running through the centre of the town dodging the disapproving looks directed at him from the people that he saw (and who saw him for some people he ran past had their backs to him).
 
    
 
   “Just a bit further,” he said to himself as he neared the edge of the town and the start of the long stretch of woods that led to the other town. He wasn’t leaving the town forever – just long enough for people to forget the fool he had made of himself for trying to blame Van Helsing for killing the victims. The people had always liked Van Helsing more than him – he just spotted an opportunity that he seized with both hands to try and bring Van Helsing down a peg or two and further his own status in the town. He never planned for it to backfire in the way that he did. Still, all he needed to do was keep his head down in a neighbouring town for a while – just long enough for the people to forget (and, ultimately, forgive) and then he’d come back - pretending he had been away on some important charity business. As Judge Reiger leapt through the bushes at the edge of the forest, he smiled to himself. He knew people were a sucker for anything to do with charity and that, if they thought he was away doing things for a charity, it would immediately put him in their good graces once again.
 
    
 
   Just as soon as he got into the woods, Judge Reiger’s paced died down as his legs started to feel the burn of all the running he had done. No one could see him now so he allowed himself the luxury of a light jog instead of an all out run. He was safe now – safe from Van Helsing coming back for him, safe from the questions of angry member’s of the public who may (or may not) have demanded what he had been playing at and, more importantly for a man who was always worried about his place in society, safe from any more possible embarrassment.
 
    
 
   He just wasn’t safe from the semi-naked woman tracking him – half keeping an eye on him and half keeping an eye on the time as she waited, patiently, for the moon to reach into the sky.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
   1888
 
                 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   JACK STUMBLED OUT FROM BEHIND SOME BINS, dazed by the time-travel process. He didn’t know what to expect when he drank the liquid, he just thought he would wake up in the same place as where he originally drank the potion – not in another place altogether.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, mister, are you okay?” said the sweet, delicate female voice of Mary Ann Nichols, a lady of the night.
 
    
 
   “Where am I? Where’s the inn?” asked a dazed and confused Jack.
 
    
 
   “What Inn? There’s a pub down the road if that’s any good to you? I could accompany you, if you want?” said Mary as she approached Jack.
 
    
 
   “Where am I?” repeated Jack.
 
    
 
   “Buck’s Row,” answered Mary.
 
    
 
   “Buck’s Row?”
 
    
 
   “Whitechapel.”
 
    
 
   “What year is this?” asked Jack.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay? Do you need a doctor?”
 
    
 
   “What year is this?” repeated Jack, getting frustrated by the lack of a simple answer that he sought.
 
    
 
   “It’s August 31st. 1888…” said Mary, feeling slightly uneasy about the way Jack spoke to her. “Well have a good night,” she said.
 
    
 
   Jack stopped her from walking away by placing a firm hand on her shoulder, “What’s your name?”
 
    
 
   “You can call me Polly,” said Mary. She pulled away from Jack’s grip but didn’t go any further. “Were you looking for some fun?” she foolishly asked as she flashed him her stocking-clad leg from beneath her long, dirty dress.
 
    
 
   Jack smiled.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I believe I am,” he said with a sinister flash in his eyes.
 
    
 
   “It will cost you,” said Mary – her need of money dulling the sense of danger that she was in.
 
    
 
   Jack felt inside his coat pocket and felt the handle of his knife, “I’ve got money,” he lied.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?” she asked as she moved closer to him, grateful that she had the opportunity to earn some more money that quiet night.
 
    
 
   “You can call me Jack,” he replied.
 
    
 
   And, for a brief time, she did get to call him Jack but the newspapers built upon his name – Jack the Ripper.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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