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It should have been easy. Grab him, drag him back, slit his throat,
and then remove his heart.

Shoot him in the head. Watch the body turn to dust. Basic
vampire extermination one-oh-one.

What they don't tell you is that when hiding in alleys you've got to
remember to adjust for garbage. I stepped on a wet, waxy, fast
food wrapper that was lying in a slick of rancid oil. Instead of
dragging my target back into the alley I fell on top of him, pinning
him to the sidewalk. We were out in the open on a busy Tuesday
night, with tourists and college students walking past and staring.

The target grabbed my throat and threw me off him and into the
alley. I hit the wall and bounced into the trash bags stacked up
next to the back door of a restaurant. Raw fish parts and rotting
vegetables oozed out.

He was barely breathing hard when he grabbed me by the
shoulders and hauled me to my feet. It was no effort for him to
lift me and pin me against the wall. His eyes flashed black and he
snarled, revealing distended canines. "Fuck you," he growled and
thrust me hard against the wall. The back of my head connected
with the bricks and for a moment everything went dark grey and
fuzzy. I shook my head and things slipped back into focus.

That seemed to surprise him. His nostrils flared as he studied me
and his lips parted slightly. He was tasting as well as smelling the
air between us. I wondered how he felt about rotting fish guts.

"You're not like the others," he said finally. He seemed uncertain
of what he was looking at. I stretched, desperately trying to get
my feet on the ground. Being held up like that was starting to
make breathing difficult. I made a soft gagging sound when I tried
to speak.

He lowered me so my toes could touch the ground, but he kept a
solid grip on my shoulders. I couldn't go left, right, and when he
planted one foot between mine so his knee and hip were pressed



against my groin I couldn't go down. "What are you?"

"Shifter. Can't you smell it?"

He leaned in close, his nose almost touching mine. "Right now the
only thing I can smell is garbage and beer. Prove it."

"I'm not going to prove it to you!"

"Why not?"

"In the middle of an alley?"

"You were going to kill me in the middle of an alley!"

"That's different!"

"How do you figure?"

"You'd turn to dust and there'd be no body or evidence that it had
happened."

"Witnesses?"

"Drunks and whores."

"Ah-hah! You just cut your own throat with that." He glanced at
the knife on the ground. "Metaphorically speaking."

He had me there. Literally speaking.

"It's not the full moon."

"I'll be damned," the vampire replied. Then everything went
black.


