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Excerpt from All I Want For Christmas Is My Two Fang
Teeth

 

The street is deserted. She shuffles along the thin
blanket of snow, dragging a wheeled shopping bag that leaves two
dark tracks in its wake. A handbag swings slightly in her other
hand as she walks. I keep my distance. In all the time that I’d
been following her - from the middle of town, on the bus, and then
along this abandoned street - she had not looked at me once, or
even noticed I was there. This was going to be like stealing money
from a blind man.

 The sky is dark and the christmas lights and
decorations which adorn many of the buildings and shops back in the
town centre, and surroundings streets, have not ventured this far.
Most of the street lamps standing guard along this road have given
in to the depressing and abandoned feel of the buildings and do not
glow bright.

As I pass closer to the row of houses on my right, I
realise they are either boarded-up or lying empty with smashed
windows and half-hearted graffiti staining the exteriors. I see the
same when I look to the left. Any normal, respectable person would
be concerned about an elderly woman living in a street like this.
Not me. I turn up the hood of my cloak as the snow becomes heavier.
She wears no hat or headscarf to cover her short silver hair. Her
jacket, skirt and tights do not look very warm, but I am far from
concerned about her welfare.

 She continues through the snow, my footsteps silent
behind her. The smell of lavender lingers where she has stepped. I
inhale deeply, my breath catching at the thought of what is to
come.

 I pause, still as a stone, and watch as she stops
underneath one of the few bright lights in the street and bends
down to retrieve something from the snow. I make my
move.

 In an instant I stand before her. My hood is down
again and my long black hair is visible in all its glory. She
doesn’t notice me until, with a groan, she stands upright again,
clutching a key. She gasps at my abrupt appearance.

 ‘Good evening, madam,’ I say, pleasantly. Just
because I am a foul creature, it does not mean I should forget my
manners. I bow at the woman and look up to see her pop the key back
in her handbag.

 ‘Can I help you?’ she asked in a barely-there voice.
She adjusts her thick spectacles to get a good look at
me.

 ‘Why yes, you can,’ I say. ‘I would very much like
to drain you of all the blood currently circulating in your
body.’

She frowns, then rubs her left nostril. It squeaks with
snot. ‘Have you been on something illegal tonight,
dear?’

 ‘Well, a couple of young things,’ I admit, thinking
back to earlier in the day. The blood. The succulent smell of
death. 'But you see, it is not the young things I desire. Their
blood tastes revolting, if truth be known. Oh, of course, all the
books make out that my people lust after the young, the beautiful.’
I spit on the snow, feeling a familiar rant coming on. ‘The young?
What would a centuries-old creature be wanting with a teenager?
It's obscene.’ A glance at the woman tells me that far from looking
terrified at being accosted by a real-life vampyr, she appears
irritated.

 ‘We’ve been reduced to sparkling, angst-ridden kids,
for goodness sake!’ I stop before embarrassing myself further. Then
in a calmer tone, I continue. ‘Oh, but we are far from that, and we
favour the more mature to quench our hunger.’ I move closer, and
look down into her owl-like eyes. My charm is working. She meets my
gaze, spell-bound like thousands of other meals -

 - and then something hard hits the side of my head.
I cry out, falling unceremoniously onto the snow. My first reaction
is to grab the old woman and make my escape. One of my kind must
have spotted me trailing my prey and come to take her for themself.
But when I glance up to see my competition, I see no
one.

 No one, that is, except the old woman, a glint in
her eye as she swings the handbag around and around, like a lasso,
before hitting me on the other side of the head. I try to scramble
away but she appears to have a hidden strength. A cold, thin hand
curls around my ankle and drags me back into the gaze of the
lamplight.

 

 

 

++ Thanks for reading this excerpt. You can find the rest
of the book at -

 




http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/108599

 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B006EPOH2W

 

http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B006EPOH2W
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	The
Shoemaker's Son (2011)
++ A short story ++

1807. As a young boy, Brogan O'Malley encounters the strange and
enigmatic Darcy, on the streets of Edinburgh. Ten years pass and
Brogan, a now a petty thief, meets her once again and is surprised
to see she has not aged one day.

A further ten years on, it's 1827 and Brogan's life has taken a
turn for the worse. About to become involved with unscrupulous
bodysnatchers William Burke and William Hare, the reappearance of
the ageless Darcy sees Brogan discover a secret that will change
his life forever.

++ 14,258 words (approx) ++



	


Cigs,
Bolan & Strange Men With Guns (2011)
1979, London. Darcy, a bored australian journalist, goes outside
for a smoke and bears witness to something that will change her
life forever. Featuring cigarettes, mentions of a 70s glam rocker
and a very strange offer.

** This is a short story prequel to a future book, 'A Head for
Assassination', a fantasy story involving time-travelling assassins
and decapitated talking heads.
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