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		Dinner will be Served



	Goosebumps crept along Beatrice’s arms. She stared at her bloody hands as the cool stream of water peeled away flakes of dried blood. Spray flew up in all directions, peppering her muddy overalls with wet spots.

	“Beatrice!” Alex reached over and turned the tap, slowing the stream. “Focus. You’re getting everything wet.”

	She glanced up at him with a furrowed brow. He gestured at his overalls, showing her the extent of the damage she had caused. Beatrice stared back, cupping her hands together beneath the stream. Her mouth curled up at the corners, revealing a wry smile. Before Alex could react, she turned and dumped the water on his head.

	“Damn it, Sis.” Alex jumped back, water dripping from his scruffy black hair.

	Beatrice smiled and returned to scrubbing the dried blood off her hands.

	“You didn’t have to do that?” Alex unbuttoned his overalls and slid them over his shoulders.

	“Maybe not, but it sure cheered me up.” She turned her hands, scraping the blood out from beneath her nails.

	“I’m not talking about that.” He reached into the stream and rubbed his hands together. “If you had just waited for Pa, he would have put the goat down.”

	Beatrice ignored him and continued to scratch at the dried blood.

	“Honestly, I didn’t think you would even be able to do it.” Alex flicked the excess water from his fingers at Beatrice’s face.

	She glared at him, cupping her hands together again.

	“Hey.” Alex backed away with his hands raised.

	Beatrice shook her head and let the water slip between her fingers. She narrowed her eyes, watching Alex continue to back away. He jerked forwards suddenly as a thick, dirty arm locked around his neck.

	“Are you giving your sister a hard time?” Pa squeezed Alex’s head against his ribs, ruffling his hair with his free hand, not that it made any difference.

	“Pa!” Alex wriggled free and rubbed his neck.

	“Are you good, Beatrice?” Pa slipped out of his overalls and let them drop to the ground. “You did the right thing. That goat was suffering. It wouldn’t have survived.”

	“What would do something like that? Did you see the claw marks? It didn’t look like a coyote attack.” Beatrice unbuttoned her overalls.

	Pa turned and stared across the fields.

	Beatrice glanced at Alex. He shrugged and kicked one of his boots off.

	“Pa. What’s wrong?” She slid her arms out of her overalls, revealing a snug white undershirt.

	“It’s nothing.” He tilted his head back and sniffed the air. “You two had better get inside. Something smells good.”

	Beatrice stepped out of her boots and tucked them into a cupboard. She hopped from foot to foot, the damp ground cold against her soles. Her overalls slid over her hips and dropped to the floor. She adjusted her black underwear and brushed some dirt off her long, muscular legs.

	Alex bumped into her back, struggling to remove his second boot.

	She stumbled, before turning and catching him as he toppled forwards. “Want a hand?”

	He let out a long sigh and let go of the boot. “Sure, thanks. And sorry.”

	Beatrice yanked his boot off and tossed it back at him. “Are you getting soft?” Before he could answer, she turned and ran towards the farmhouse.

	Alex dropped his boots to the ground and raced after her, ignoring Pa’s calls to put his stuff away. Beatrice threw open the door and hurried inside. The smell of stewed meats and vegetables engulfed her. She inhaled the aromas, unleashing a deep growl from her empty stomach.

	A wooden spoon flashed through the air, blocking their path.

	“WHOA!” Ma stared down the spoon, wielding it like a sword.

	Beatrice skidded to a halt. Alex slammed into her back, pushing her forwards and perilously close to the spoon.

	“Sorry, Ma.” They spoke in unison, both staring at the ground.

	“Save all your horsing around for the outside. In here, I expect you to behave like civilized people.” The spoon swung away and directed them towards the corridor. “Now go put some pants on. Dinner will be served shortly.”

	“Yes, Ma.” They glanced at each other and then hurried across the kitchen.

	The spoon swung in front of Beatrice, stopping her again. “Your little brother is in his room. Bring him back with you.” Ma returned to her bubbling pot, shaking her head.

	Beatrice nodded and rushed after Alex. The front door creaked open behind her. She glanced back to see Pa walking in, no pants, dirty hands and face. The wooden spoon flashed through the air again. Ma gave him the same speech but with more seasoned language.

	She chuckled and turned back to the corridor.

	Alex jumped out of his room, blocking Beatrice’s path. “Hey, Sis. Look where you’re going.”

	Beatrice put her shoulder down and charged towards him.

	He dived to one side, pressing his body against the wall. “Ha! You’d better hurry. Dinner smells so good, that I may have to eat it all.”

	“You probably would, you greedy…” Beatrice froze in front of Dante’s room. A cold breeze rushed out, lifting her long black hair from her shoulders.

	“Hey, what’s wrong?” Alex walked back along the corridor and peered around the doorframe.

	“Dante?” Beatrice stepped inside. There was no sign of him. She peeked behind the door. “He’s not in here.”

	“Don’t be silly. He’s probably just hiding.” Alex hurried in and dropped to the ground. He pressed his face against the floorboards. “Huh! He’s not under the bed. Dante, you can’t hide forever.”

	The curtains floated away from the wall, flapping in the breeze. Alex looked up at Beatrice and jumped to his feet. They raced to the window and pulled back the curtains.

	The sun dipped below the horizon, a haze rippling above the fields. Black posts and fences danced in the warm air, but otherwise, all was still and quiet.

	Alex stepped back from the window. “He’s not silly enough to go outside at this time. He must be hiding somewhere else.”

	Beatrice grabbed Alex’s arm as he tried to move away. “He’s out there.”

	“Don’t be silly.” Alex pulled free and moved towards the cupboard.

	“I can see him.” Beatrice climbed onto the ledge and glanced back. “Get Ma and Pa. Hurry.”

	Before he could respond, she leapt out of the window.

	 



		Darkness is Coming



	Dirt and rocks scratched at the soles of her feet as Beatrice sprinted away from the farmhouse. Three fields stood between her and a tiny silhouette, flickering in the haze. She planted her hand on a wooden post and vaulted over the first fence.

	The short, green grass tickled her feet as she ran. It rippled in the breeze, giving the field a life of its own. She raced past the concealed entrance to the underground barn where the livestock would be safe for the night. After the incident with the goat, Pa wanted to take extra precautions.

	Beatrice leapt over another fence without stopping. She kicked off the top of a post and threw herself into the next field. Dry stalks scratched at her feet and ankles while freshly turned earth shifted beneath her. She gritted her teeth, pushing through the pain.

	With bloody scratches and sore feet, Beatrice dived over the last fence. The long grass parted beneath her as she rolled across the ground. A red glow spread through the sky, the sun slipping further below the horizon. Dante ran towards Beatrice, waving his hands in the air.

	She scooped him up and squeezed him against her chest. “Dante, what are you doing out here? It’s not safe.”

	“He needs our help, Beatrice. There’s a man. It doesn’t look good.” He pointed further into the field.

	She raised an eyebrow. “A man?”

	Dante nodded and pointed again. Waves of tall grass swayed in the breeze, making a gentle swishing sound. A trampled path stretched towards the horizon. The sun sank further and the first hints of darkness spread across the sky. Beatrice glanced back at the farmhouse. Two dark figures charged across the fields towards them.

	Beatrice placed Dante on the ground and ruffled his hair. “You stay here. Pa and Alex are on their way.”

	Dante gripped her hand, refusing to let go.

	“Fine, but stay close.” She tucked him in behind her and moved along the trail.

	The wind tugged at her hair, pulling it across her face. Beatrice glanced down at Dante and smiled. He stared ahead at a large patch of flattened grass. A black cloak blanketed the clearing like an ownerless shadow. The soft ground squished between Beatrice’s toes as she crept forwards, keeping Dante close behind her.

	She crouched down and lifted the corner of the cloak. The breeze slipped beneath it, lifting it into the air. Beatrice let go and gasped. A man lay face down in the dirt, deep scratches covering his body. Blood oozed from the wounds, soaking into his shredded clothes and saturating the ground.

	“Beatrice, what are you doing? We need to get back to the house.” Alex stopped beside her and bent over, placing his hands on his knees. He gasped for air and then pointed at the horizon.

	A deep red hue filled the sky, washing into deep blues and purples before giving way to black. The darkness was coming.

	He grabbed her arm and tried to pull her away from the man. “Come on. We have to go now.”

	The man let out a muffled groan.

	Beatrice ripped her arm free and rushed to his side. “He’s still alive. We can’t leave him here.”

	“We have to. We’ll never make it back in time.” Alex turned as Pa strode through the long grass towards them.

	“No, son.” He walked past Alex and crouched down next to Beatrice. “Your sister’s right. Help me roll him over.”

	Alex nodded and placed his hands on the man’s shoulders. Pa grabbed the man’s thigh and in one quick motion, they rolled him onto his back. A spine-chilling scream pierced the air. Deep red scratches stretched from his neck to his belly, exposing muscle and guts.

	Beatrice turned away as the stench hit her.

	Pa put his hand on her shoulder. “Alex will help me carry him, but I need you to open the gates for us…” He paused as Dante shuffled towards them. “…but your first job is to get yourself and Dante back to the farmhouse, no matter what happens to us.”

	Beatrice stared at Pa, troubled by the last part of his directions. She was about to say something when he crouched down in front of Dante.

	“I need you to look after your sister for me.” He waited for Dante to nod. “Good. We’ll be right behind you.”

	Pa smiled at Beatrice as he ruffled Dante’s hair. He let out a long sigh and turned back to the man. Alex crouched down by his feet. The man unleashed another pained scream as they lifted him off the ground. They shuffled through the grass, heading back towards the farmhouse. Beatrice turned to follow, stopping when she noticed a shimmer of light on the ground. She brushed away the trampled grass to reveal a longsword.

	“Beatrice, the gate!” Pa yelled over the swishing grass.

	She grabbed the sword and raced towards them. The moon hung above the farmhouse, glowing like a beacon in the night sky. Dante stared at the horizon as Beatrice approached. Without stopping, she dipped down and scooped him up. He clung to her like a possum, staring back over her shoulder.

	 



		Into the Dark



	The final gate swung open and crashed against the fence. Beatrice gripped Dante and stared back at the horizon as the last sliver of orange light disappeared, leaving the darkness to consume all remaining colour.

	“Keep moving.” Pa hurried through the gate with Alex, the man bouncing between them like a wet sheet.

	Beatrice turned to follow but stopped dead when a lone screech pierced the air. The tall grass rippled in the distance like a wild grey sea. She stared at the horizon, hoping she had imagined it. A second screech broke out, then another, and another.

	She stepped back, tightening her grip on the sword. Dark figures burst from the grass sea, swarming over the first fence and into the next field.

	Beatrice turned and ran. “They’re coming. Move it.” She raced past Pa and Alex.

	Ma hurried out of the front door to meet them. Beatrice handed Dante to her and ran back to help Alex and Pa.

	“What are you doing, Beatrice? Get inside.” Pa called through gritted teeth.

	“I’m not leaving you out here.” She raised the sword into the air, gripping it with both hands. “We’re all going to make it.”

	The dark figures surged through the second field. A taller figure raced behind them. It had to be a rider. Maybe it was an Aristocrat coming to help. She recalled the great tales of chivalry, where knights rescued damsels from evil monsters.

	“Beatrice, get inside now.” Pa clambered up the steps and into the house.

	She turned and ran after them as the dark figures crashed through the third and final fence. Screeches erupted, filling the air, louder and more frequent than before. They were too fast. She glanced over her shoulder as one leapt into the air.

	WHOOSH.

	Something shot over Beatrice’s head. There was a thud and the dark figure grunted as it crashed to the ground. It shrieked and squirmed, clawing at the pitchfork piercing its chest. Alex grabbed Beatrice’s arm and pulled her towards the house.

	The door slammed shut behind them. Pa pulled a chain from his pocket, a glowing green crystal dangling from the end. He pushed it into an iron plate beside the door. Nothing happened. He pulled it out and pushed it back in again. Still, nothing happened. Beatrice and Alex exchanged troubled glances. Ma gripped Dante, holding him close. The man in the black cloak lay motionless, blood trickling over the dining table.

	Pa pulled the crystal out again. “Check the windows. One must be open.”

	Beatrice gasped and glanced at Alex, but he was already running. He disappeared down the corridor. She turned and raced after him.

	The floorboards groaned as they charged into Dante’s room. Alex raced towards the window, the curtain flapping in the wind. He pulled it aside and stared into the darkness. The windowpane creaked, swaying back and forth. He leant on the ledge and reached for the window.

	Clawed hands shot out of the darkness and grabbed Alex. He screamed as they dug into his flesh. Before Beatrice could react, the claws yanked him through the open window. She stared into the darkness, searching for Alex, but he was gone.

	Her heart pounded as she edged towards the window. She peered out. There was nothing, no sound, no movement. Beatrice grabbed the window and pulled it shut. The latch clicked and a set of red eyes appeared in the darkness, watching her as she stepped back.

	She backed out of the room, stopping only when she hit the corridor wall.

	“Ready?” Pa called to Beatrice.

	Beatrice didn’t respond. She stared through Dante’s room, beyond the window, and into the red eyes.

	“Beatrice?” Ma stepped into the corridor. “Beatrice?”

	She turned to face her parents, tears sliding over her cheeks. “Alex is gone.”

	Pa stepped away from the front door and reached for Ma. She stared back at Beatrice, her mouth hanging open and hands trembling. A deathly silence took over the house as they exchanged looks. Beatrice slid her fingers through her hair, pressing her head against the wall. Her heart thumped at her chest. She felt like it was going to explode.

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	Beatrice turned and stared at the front door.

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	 



		The Black Gauntlet



	Beatrice stepped into the kitchen, drawn by the knocking. Dante clung to Ma’s leg, hiding his face in her skirt. Blood dripped from the edge of the dining table, splattering the floor. Beatrice glanced at the man, still unconscious. She stopped as a floorboard creaked beneath her foot. Pa stood beside the door, the green crystal shimmering in his hand.

	He lifted his hand, gesturing for Beatrice to stay put. “Who’s there?”

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	“What do you want?” Pa glanced at Ma and Beatrice.

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	Ma rushed towards the door, leaving Dante standing alone. “GIVE ME BACK MY SON.”

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	Pa stepped between Ma and the door. He shook his head and turned back to the iron plate. “That’s it. I’m going to take us underground.”

	“NO!” Ma shrieked. “He’s still alive. I know it.”

	Beatrice moved towards Dante.

	KNOCK. KNOCK.

	Pa moved the green crystal towards the iron plate and took a deep breath. He turned to Beatrice. They locked eyes for what felt like an eternity before she found herself nodding. She glanced at the door, suddenly aware that the knocking had stopped.

	A booming voice rattled through the room. “Which do you think will break first, the door or your son’s head?”

	Beatrice grabbed Dante and stepped back as Ma released a desperate shriek. Pa scrambled to open the door.

	KNOCK.

	There was a dull thud outside and seconds later, blood oozed beneath the door. Pa stared at the floor as the crimson pool stretched along the floorboards, seeping into the cracks around his feet. He rested his head against the door and let out a whimper.

	“Huh! This is a strong door.” Booming laughter followed, filling the room with dread. “You have something of mine. I want it back. Give him to me and no one else needs to die.”

	Beatrice eyed the man lying on the table. His head rolled to one side as if woken by the deep, dark voice. Pa toyed with the green crystal. He glanced at Beatrice, tears creeping down his cheeks.

	She let out a sigh and nodded. “Take us underground. We’ll be safe there. Once the sun is up I will go get help from the Baron.”

	He nodded and reached for the iron plate.

	Ma grasped Pa’s arm. “What about Alex?”

	Pa stared at the pool of blood, seeping beneath the door. “I’m sorry. He’s gone.”

	Beatrice picked up Dante and moved away from the door. Going underground always sent him into a panic. She stroked his hair and hummed a soothing tune.

	CRASH.

	Splinters exploded across the room. Beatrice shielded Dante, turning away from the door. He wriggled free and raced down the corridor to his room. She ran after him, but a violent scream forced her to stop. Her skin crawled and a shiver crept down her back.

	Beatrice swallowed and then slowly turned to see Pa drop to one knee. A black metallic fist reached through the door, crushing his left arm. Blood dripped to the floor as he writhed and groaned, but was unable to break free. The gauntlet squeezed until there was a loud crack.

	Pa screamed. “Please… don’t hurt my family.” His breathing quickened to a frantic pace.

	“Your family means nothing to me. Your pitiful lives mean nothing. I will take back what is mine by any means I deem fit.” His grip tightened.

	Pa’s wrist fell to one side, dangling over the gauntlet like an empty glove. “Why?”

	The deep, booming laughter returned, amplified through the hole in the door. “Because I can.”

	Pa screamed. The black gauntlet disappeared beyond the door, still holding his arm. Beatrice gripped her mouth and swallowed back the vomit. Blood gushed from Pa’s gaping shoulder. He gawped at the wound and then looked at Beatrice, terror filling his eyes.

	Ma raced to his side as he fell backwards, shaking from the shock. She dropped to her knees and pulled him towards her. Beatrice blinked, unable to move.

	 



		Run, Girl



	“As I am in such a pleasant mood, I shall give you one last chance.” The voice grew deeper and more severe. “You will not get another.”

	Beatrice stared at the door as Ma cradled Pa’s lifeless body. The man on the table stirred but remained unconscious.

	“BRING ME THE HUNTER.” The fingers of the black gauntlet reached inside and gripped the door, crushing the wood into splinters.

	Ma squealed as another crash filled the room. This time it was from inside. Beatrice spun to find the man lying on the ground beside the table. He dragged himself to his feet and staggered towards the door, holding his guts inside his belly with one hand.

	“What are you doing?” Beatrice ran after him. “My brother and father died for you. You don’t get to give up.”

	“I’m already dead, love.” A crimson trail flowed across the room. His cloak, saturated with blood, slid over the floor behind him. “When I laid down in that field, I had not expected to get up. I’m truly sorry for your loss.” He stumbled, guts sliding through his grasp. “Now, if you don’t mind, I’ve got a vampire to kill.”

	“You can’t fight. You can barely walk.” Beatrice turned away, resisting the urge to vomit again.

	“It’s going to be a quick fight, love. You’ll want to take cover.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out two metal discs, a red glow emanating from the crystal set in the middle of each one. “Run, girl. Get out of here.”

	Beatrice ran forwards and grabbed Ma. “We’ve got to go. Pa’s gone. We can’t help him. He wouldn’t want you to give up like this.”

	Ma sobbed and batted her away.

	The hunter staggered towards the door. “Let’s end this, Galahad. You want me, come and get me.”

	SMASH.

	The door exploded. Fragments of wood flew across the room, clattering against the walls and floor. Beatrice shielded her eyes, stumbling back. She stared across the room as a giant of a man, clad in armour as black as night strode through the doorway. Ma lay on top of Pa sobbing.

	Galahad stepped past her without as much as a glance. He flicked his visor up and grinned, his fangs glistening against his black armour.

	“Run, girl.” The hunter wheezed from the strain of talking. “RUN!”

	Beatrice scrambled to her feet and skidded around the corner. She raced along the corridor, throwing open doors, searching for Dante. He had to be in one of the rooms.

	“ARRRRRGH.”

	Galahad lifted the hunter off the ground, a black gauntlet crushing his throat. He gasped for air as the two red crystals dropped from his hands.

	“Run!”

	BOOOOOM.

	Fire engulfed Galahad and the hunter in a flash of light. It swept out in every direction, obliterating everything in its path. Tables and chairs exploded. Fragments of wood flew through the air, turning to ash even before hitting the ground. Beatrice dived into Dante’s room, throwing the door shut behind her. She hit the floor and rolled beneath his bed.

	Dante let out a whimper as she bumped into him. She grabbed him and pulled him close, covering his head.

	 



		Rising from the Ashes



	Blood trickled down Beatrice’s forehead, gathering on the end of her nose. It dropped through the air and crashed into the ground, exploding into smaller drops. Her brain rattled against the inside of her head. Opening her eyes was excruciating, but keeping them closed was worse.

	The bed frame pressed down on her, cutting into the side of her head. She watched another drop of blood splatter the floorboards. Dante let out a whimper as she shifted her body. Beatrice pushed against the ground, lifting the bed into the air. The pressure built in her head. She swallowed, forcing down more vomit.

	Her arms wobbled and then gave up. The bed crashed back down on top of her. She clenched her jaw and tried again. Dante squealed as blood dripped onto his cheek. Beatrice took a deep breath and pushed against the floor.

	The bed lifted into the air and tipped to one side, giving her a fraction more room to move. She wedged her knees against the floor and straightened her back. Something heavy slid off the bed. Dante squealed as it crashed against the floorboards. Without the extra weight holding it down, the bed flipped over and away from them.

	“Dante, come on.” She offered him her hand. “We’re getting out of here.”

	He hesitated, edging back against the wall.

	“We have to go. It’s not safe here.” She knelt beside him and smiled.

	Tears trickled down his face. “Are we going to find Ma and Pa?”

	Beatrice suppressed her emotions. She needed to be strong. Their survival was all that mattered right now. She would tell him later when they were safe. “Yes, but we’ve got to go now.”

	He took her hand and climbed to his feet. Beatrice led him across the room. The broken door rocked on its handle as she walked over it. Dante stepped back, yanking his hand free.

	Beatrice crouched down and put her hands on his shoulders. “There’s nothing to worry about. We’re going to be fine.”

	She steadied the door as Dante climbed over. It rocked back as they crept away. The hunter’s sword glistened in the smoke, the blade piercing the wall at the end of the corridor, no doubt thrown by the explosion. She reached up and gripped the handle. The blade refused to budge.

	“Don’t move.” Beatrice stood Dante in the doorway to his room and put both hands on the sword.

	It still wouldn’t move. She checked on Dante to find him staring, wide-eyed along the corridor. Beatrice turned to see what had caught his attention. Scorched wood littered the floor, while broken floorboards and wall panels jutted out like jagged teeth. Dirty grey smoke rose up, clinging to the ceiling.

	Rusty red drops tumbled through the air before crashing into the scorched ground and evaporating with a hiss. Beatrice gulped. Chunks of flesh clung to every surface. She closed her eyes, blocking the tears that threatened to roll down her cheeks. Dante stared up at her without blinking. She looked back, forcing herself to smile.

	“Don’t look, Dante. Everything is going to be fine.” She reached out to take his hand again, doing her best to mask her fear.

	He shuffled back into his room.

	“Stay with me, Dante.” She followed him, letting go of the sword.

	A rumble pulled her attention away from Dante. Burnt and bloody planks of wood fell aside, knocking against each other as a black gauntlet reached out of the debris. It slammed down, shattering floorboards into splinters.

	A face rose up from the ashes. Galahad’s eyes locked on to Beatrice. Skin and flesh hung from his lower jawbone, his fangs glistening with blood. A spine-tingling chill ran through her body. Her lips quivered and her eyelids froze.

	He dragged himself out from beneath a pile of smoking timber. By the time he had climbed to his feet, his face had healed. Galahad rubbed his new jaw and grinned.

	 



		Don’t Stop



	Beatrice grabbed the hunter’s sword and pulled. It still wouldn’t move. She planted one foot against the wall and pushed. The wooden panel groaned and shifted under her weight, but the sword remained stuck.

	Dante disappeared into his room.

	She glanced over her shoulder, still pulling on the sword. “Dante, come back. You have to stay with me.”

	Galahad threw aside fallen wall panels and smashed through jagged floorboards as he stalked towards her. A playful grin covered the bottom half of his face, but his eyes revealed a different emotion - Fury.

	Beatrice jumped into the air, her chest landing on top of the pommel. She pushed down from above, leveraging her full weight. The blade shifted a fraction. She bounced up and down.

	CRACK.

	The wood broke away and the blade fell free. Beatrice landed and spun around, thrusting the sword towards Galahad. He stared at her and laughed. She gripped the sword with both hands and aimed the point at his face. His laughter grew louder, rippling along the edge of the blade.

	“Why are you doing this?” Beatrice’s hands trembled, wobbling the sword from side to side.

	Galahad’s laughter stopped. He stared into her eyes. “What did the hunter say to you?”

	“He didn’t say anything.” Beatrice tried to steady the blade.

	“No.” Galahad stepped forwards, crunching floorboards beneath his boot. “He told you to run.”

	Beatrice gulped and slowly nodded.

	He glanced into Dante’s room and then back at Beatrice. “Run.” The word slipped from his tongue and ghosted through the air. It was soft, sincere, and terrifying.

	Beatrice ran, her heart pounding at her chest. The door wobbled beneath her feet, briefly upsetting her balance. Dante sat in the corner of the room, staring at the floor. She ran to the window and opened the latch. It swung open, crashing against the outside of the house. With no sign of the vampires, she dropped the sword into the dirt below.

	Beatrice turned to Dante. “We’re going outside. No matter what happens, keep running.” She scooped him off the floor and sat him on the window ledge.

	“I want to stay with you.” He gripped her arms.

	“I want to stay with you too. I’m going to jump down so I can catch you.” Beatrice dropped from the window ledge, landing barefoot in the dirt once more. She turned to Dante and held her arms out, waiting for him to jump.

	Beatrice’s heart stopped as Galahad appeared behind Dante. “JUMP!”

	Dante pushed off the window ledge and dropped into Beatrice’s arms. She grabbed the sword, turned and ran, dirt spraying up behind her. She had no idea where they would go or if they would make it there, but she knew that she couldn’t stop.

	A figure charged out of the shadows. She gripped her sword, sweeping it above the ground. Teeth flashed in the moonlight. The vampire screeched and lunged for her.

	Beatrice skidded to a halt, whipping the sword around her body. The blade bit into the vampire’s ribcage. Its claws flashed within an inch of her face as it toppled over, blood spraying through the air. The sword, wedged between its ribs slipped from Beatrice’s grip.

	She lowered Dante to the ground and stood on the vampire’s chest. It groaned as she yanked the sword free. Without hesitating, she slammed it back down, severing the vampire’s head. Blood squirted into the air, covering her in hot, sticky crimson.

	“Well done.” Galahad’s voice whispered into her ear.

	Beatrice spun around, swinging her sword through the air, but there was no sign of Galahad. She reached for Dante. He wasn’t there either.

	 



		The Choice



	Beatrice staggered through the darkness, swinging her blade at anything that moved. “Give him back.” She dropped to her knees.

	Dark figures closed in around her, swaying and stalking. The vampires bared their fangs, drool trickling from their gaping mouths. She lifted her head and watched as Galahad strode through the circle. He raised his gauntlet and made a fist, stopping the vampires.

	“Please. Give me back my little brother. He’s just a child.” She struggled to control the emotion in her voice.

	“I am afraid that is not how it works.” Galahad drummed his fingers on Dante’s shoulders.

	“Then how does it work.” Her bottom lip quivered as tears rolled down her cheeks.

	“Normally…” He looked at the vampires surrounding them and grinned. “Normally I leave one survivor, someone to pass on the news. People need to know what happened here, otherwise, this was for nothing.”

	“Let us both live and I will tell the world. Everyone will know.” She wiped her tears away.

	Galahad shook his head. “And how terrifying would I be when word gets out. No, that will not do.”

	Beatrice dropped her sword and bowed down, begging for mercy. “Please, I promise I will tell no one.”

	Galahad clenched his jaw. “First, you say you will tell everyone and now no one. My patience is wearing thin.” He placed his hand on top of Dante’s head and ruffled his dark curls. “Seeing as you want to call the shots, I have a solution for you. I will let you decide.”

	“What?” She lifted her gaze to meet his, tears running down her face.

	“You decide.” Galahad ruffled Dante’s hair again. “Who will live to tell the tale, you or your little brother?”

	Beatrice stared back at him, her mouth hanging open. Tears dropped from her chin.

	“No one is going to judge you.” Galahad’s grin widened. “I already have the boy here, if that makes it easier for you.”

	She closed her eyes, sending more tears tumbling free. Her brother stared back at her, holding his hand out. He smiled. She saw Pa, hands and face covered in dirt, nodding along as Ma berated him, waving around her wooden spoon. They looked at her and smiled.

	“Take me.” Beatrice’s voice was soft and feeble.

	“What was that? Did you say something?” Galahad’s voice boomed through the night.

	She glanced at Dante, before looking up at Galahad. “I said take me.”

	Galahad released his grip on Dante and grinned. Beatrice’s mouth hung open as she realised what she had said. The night became still and silent. Her eyes closed as footsteps rushed towards her.

	 



		A Tale to Tell



	Beatrice pressed her forehead against Dante’s, tears racing down her nose and dropping to the ground. She held him tight. “I’m sorry, Dante, but I have to go. You need to be strong for me.”

	“Don’t go. I want to stay with you.” Dante squeezed his arms around her neck.

	A set of black metallic fingers fell on Beatrice’s shoulder. “Enough. It is time.”

	Dante clung to Beatrice. “I’m not leaving you.”

	“Dante, you have to.” She turned her head, unwilling to let him see her anguish. “How do I know he’ll be safe? What stops you from…” She closed her eyes unable to say it.

	Galahad growled. “I said he would live. You dare to question me?” He waved his hand at the vampires.

	They charged forwards and grabbed Dante’s arms and legs, dragging him away from Beatrice.

	“What are you doing? We had a deal.” Beatrice rushed forwards and pounded her fists against Galahad’s back.

	Galahad walked towards Dante, ignoring Beatrice’s attack as if she was a gnat. He crouched down in front of Dante and gripped his face. Beatrice screamed as two other vampires dragged her away. Dante stared into Galahad’s eyes.

	The vampires stopped moving as if frozen in time. Their screeching and shrieking faded into silence. Beatrice tried to break free from their hold, but their grip was too tight. The entire world appeared to have stopped. He waved his hand again and the vampires dropped Dante.

	“There. No vampire will be able to harm him until he has told the story of what happened here.” Galahad walked towards Beatrice.

	She swallowed and prepared herself for the end. Her heart pounded against her chest, getting louder with each step he took. She closed her eyes and waited, but nothing happened. Galahad’s footsteps moved beyond her and then disappeared. She opened her eyes to find a horse trotting towards her.

	Galahad reached down and offered her his hand. “Come.”

	Beatrice stared at him. “Aren’t you going to kill me?”

	Galahad laughed. “You belong to me now. I will decide when you die. Right now, I am in need of a new squire.” He grinned, beckoning her to take his hand. “I think you are going to enjoy being a vampire. Come now.” His voice deepened as he roared the final command.

	The cold, black gauntlet shimmered in the moonlight. She reached up and took his hand. He pulled her into the air and placed her on the back of his horse. Dante stared at the ground, tears rolling down his cheeks.

	“Go, Dante, tell your story and hope that we never meet again.” He waved his hand and the vampires raced off, disappearing into the night.

	The horse trotted in a circle around Dante. He looked up. Beatrice watched him as the horse turned away and broke into a gallop. He didn’t move. Behind him, their house crumbled, flames dancing in the windows. A thick plume of smoke drifted into the sky. Dante no longer cried.

	Beatrice gripped Galahad’s waist, her eyes locked on Dante until he faded into the distance. She fought back tears, knowing that she would never see him again, at least she hoped not for his sake.

	 

	The End
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