CHAPTER 6
THIS CAN'T BE THE END
PART 2

The Caldwell Victorian neighborhood was like a fucking trip to a vintage film shot in black and white and colored on a computer, all houses with porches, parterres care and people who said "of course" and "It's an honor." The doggen who came in the snow to open the door of the front yard for Vishous seemed straight out of "Gone With the Wind", cap and apron included. He was another of  those for whom the concept of "fit to run the times" was not included in the dictionary. He almost shrank to the size of a flea to meet his eyes, but led him inside with his exquisite manners.
- Is there anything I can do to help, my lord? – he asked wrapping himself in the woolen shawl as he led the way through the narrow path leading to the porch. To Vishous he seemed he moved his little feet as in the cartoons, one hundred miles per hour.
-A ladder. And let the door open. I have to go in and out.- V hid a shiver in the leather coat, cursing his luck.
-Of course, I ...
- Your masters have left? – he muttered as his boots thundered on the delicate wooden steps from the entrance.
-Yes, sir, as they did last night. As suggested by the king.
The maid peeped askance at the huge bag full of cameras and devices that V had just left on the wooden bench on the porch, while the front door opened and the light inside framed a man suspiciously “Fritz alike”. Where they made in molds or what?
- Would you like something hot, sir? - hell, the doggen was wringing his hands like Fritz. Either V asked him to do something to please him or he’ll stay on his head the entire time.
-Whatever it gets you out of here.
-Yes, sir. With pleasure.
Vishous sighed when both doggens levitated on the tips of their feet, running to fulfill his desires, and he stood alone on the porch while the flakes began to cuddle with soft coolness on hedges and parterres of the garden. He began to settle the cameras, cables and tools on the table, scanning the low wall surrounding the house.
As soon as he’ll finish wiring that damn house he’ll go back to the Pit, to a hot shower and get under the blankets. You bet.
OOO
Butch wished he would have stopped to buy a latte and a box of donuts. So at least he could have something to keep busy and warm while standing guard. He checked his watch for the umpteenth time. It was a quarter to two in the morning, the appointed time for the alleged purchase of drugs and Butch had not seen a lesser yet. Sure, it was possible that the bastards were waiting for the moment like he did, sheltered from the snow in a car and therefore undetectable. They were dead but no one said that they would like freezing to the bone.
Wipers flipped absently, and he watched the two fingers of scattered snow deposited on the glass. Fucking night. From where he was parked, three blocks from the bridge and with that snow, he could only rely on his extrasensory radar to locate those devils, because he wouldn’t see shit, even with binoculars.
The radio transmitter-receiver that was in the passenger seat creaked, the first sign of life in two hours.
- Cop, do you copy me? Hollywood here.- the blond's voice came out perfectly clear. V had made a good buy with that tech.
Get him out of your mind. You're working.
-Butch here. I copy you, loud and clear. Parked three blocks south of the bridge. No lesser in perception area. Where are you?
-Coming. About six streets in the area. John asks where he can park the Escalade.
-Tell him to look for an alley between an abandoned warehouse, Caldwell's Electric, and a squat with the anarchist flag. It’s wide enough for the Escalade and is in a straight line across the bridge.
-OK, roger. Over and out.
Butch stayed with the receiver in hand and a frown. He would hate to miss the action. That shit, to be the brains of the operation, was very good for the cops with beer belly who hated to get their hands dirty, not for him. He began to drum his fingers on the wheel when something started to beep in his brain.
Lessers.
Two. And he seemed to detect the presence of a third for a brief moment before disappearing from his mental screen. He stood stiffly in the seat with white knuckles on the wheel, while concentrating on tracking the movements of the two enemies that shone before his senses. He had to force himself not to open the door of the van and charge them, striving to remain still, with a throbbing vein in his neck.
The two enemy presences walked a little towards the left, to the river, so it's likely that they were going down the embankment. They moved for a while, undecided, but then they were quiet.
Located.
Butch got his receiver.
- Rhage? I have something for you.
-Make me happy.- the blond's voice had a smile.
-There are two on the grid, about twenty meters from the bridge, I think. They must have mixed among humans. I felt a third for a moment but then it was gone.- Butch almost shrieked his teeth-. Must be the driver of the car, van or whatever. He stayed inside the vehicle for sure.
-Chicken shit. Z asked if by any chance it’s his sniper.
-I don’t think so. Nobody would mix with junkies and prostitutes carrying a rifle in hand and whoever’s in the vehicle can’t have a firing angle. So far, nothing. Over and out.- Butch changed the frequency and returned to take the microphone to his lips-. Qhuinn, Blay, do you copy?
-Very clear.- Blaylock's voice came over the loudspeaker undistorted-. We are in the Hummer, two blocks away.
-Well, hear me, guys. Park right next to the bridge, so that John, Rhage and Z can have a straight line of sight from where they are stationed. And listen: you have two lessers camouflaged among the beggars, you'll have them behind you when you’ll go under the bridge. At least another one is in a vehicle. Be careful, do you hear me?
-Copy. We won’t do anything crazy.- luckily Blay was a good kid- Did the sniper or the head lesser arrived yet?
-So far, no .- Butch almost knotted his brows-. As you’ll leave the Hummer, you’ll be without the talkies, just receiving my instructions on the earpiece. Any doubts?
It seemed to him Blay sighed, but wasn’t sure.
-No, sir. Over and out.
Butch patted his lips with the mic. The head of the undead didn’t worried him at the moment, sooner or later he would have to come and, as soon as he’ll be out of the car, he’ll detect him.
What concerned him was the sniper. Where the hell was he hiding?
OOO
A few blocks away from the bridge, a Ford like something out of a museum of Elvis Presley slipped through the deserted streets following scrupulously the road regulations.
- P, do you receive? Where are you?
Mr. D drove with one hand to the Hudson bridge while holding the walkie-talkie with the other. He knew the group of three who was in a van should already be there. Now he must locate his sniper and his bodyguards. The booming voice of P came out of the walkie accompanied by crackles.
-Enjoying a cruise on the Hudson. M and I got on the barge, it stinks like shit.
D smiled crookedly. He knew that stealing a garbage barge would be no problem for P.
- How far are you from the bridge?
-We will need ten minutes to get to the point of shooting.
-All right. I’ll keep them waiting for me. And I’ll try to entertain the kids. Notify me when you are about to come into range.
-M will tell me.
D changed the channel while letting an old woman cross the street.
- G, H? Are you already in place?
-We're in position. R is inside the van, ready to get the hell out with the vampires.- H's voice sounded hushed, as if trying to camouflage the walkie talk. It was a pity that the budget of the Society didn’t allow them to equip everyone with an earpiece.
-Send entertainment to the boys when they arrive. M and P need time to come near with the barge.
-Jesus, what kind entertainment?
-Improvise.
Mr D heard the curse just before closing the walkie transmitter.
OOO
-What a dump ...
Blaylock zipped his leather jacket, hiding the vest, while Qhuinn pulled the hand brake on the Hummer. They parked near one side of the bridge and the redhead scanned the desolated landscape.
Some junkies defeated by the rush were sitting around bonfires on the embankment leading down to the river, heads hanging over the chest. The dealers, he suspected, should be minor league to be out in a night like that. They shrank in grungy anoraks and wandered the place in circles trying to find a prospect buyer who was still conscious.
A couple of beggars dragged their shopping carts full of shit and their cardboards under the bridge and Qhuinn pinched his nose.
-Between the moisture of the snow, the “perfume” of the river, the whatever they must be burning in these barrels and the bodies probably not been washed for a week, we won’t smell a lesser until they’ll pluck our nose hairs.
-I hate to know that I have two lessers in my back and another waiting in a van.- Blay’s blue eyes scanned the panorama over the snowed windshield.
Blay almost jumped off the seat when Qhuinn dropped a palm on his shoulder, leaning toward him with a sideways smile.
-I'll take care of your ass, Blay, no problemo.
The redhead gasped.
- Do you mind focus? We could be on the verge of being shot.
- What? You are the one who has the dirty mind and think of it.- Qhuinn slapped him on the shoulder, then zipped up his jacket and put a hand to his lower back, fitting the S & W in the jeans waist-. Should we go make  new friends?
Blay opened the Hummer door with his eyes in white. Qhuinn's attitude infuriated him to the same extent that it relieved him. Somehow, it downplayed the possibility that those were his last minutes on earth. May he rest in peace. He inhaled the icy moisture of the night, mixed with dirty effluvium of the river and the woods that burned in barrels. Qhuinn was right. Smelling lessers at a distance would be complicated.
Shoulder to shoulder, the two crossed the street and started down the embankment, cracking the earth with fresh snow under their soles. Blay resisted the temptation to put his hand to his ear to check, irrationally, that the earpiece was still in place. That was his first real mission in the field and, as in previous skirmishes, he was surprised by the feeling of loneliness. Nothing of the hand to hand fights where a male was able to give it all in the spur of the moment. Only a cold night, a miserable location and a lot of improvisation.
- Is everything all right inside that head of yours? - Qhuinn looked at him sideways.
-Wanting it to end. Or start, I don’t know.
As if he sensed his insecurity, Butch's voice rang in his ears, as sharp as if the Brother was talking right next to him.
-I suppose you are already near the bridge, guys. I can’t see you from where I am, but you have to lose some time. I haven’t found the boss yet and, when he comes, John will need at least a couple of minutes to place the locator on his car. So give it a spin.
The two looked at each other with raised eyebrows and then skimming the environment.
-Yeah, sure, we may ask a drink from a beggar and organize a poker game ... - Qhuinn muttered. Just then, the air changed and he stiffened-. Do you smell that? – he murmured.
Blay secretly spied the little groups scattered around.
- Could be lessers, but the smell is not clear. And I can’t make the distinction.
-They mixed with the junkies. The ideal companions.
-Okay, and now, how do we lose ti...?
- Looking for some heat ... guys?
The female voice they heard behind them, a couple of feet away, made them slowly turn on their heels. A human, not more than 16 years, with a denim skirt that covered as much as a tissue and a silver mini jacket, wet from the snow, looked at them sideways. It could have been a seductive pose if not for the mascara running down, staining her eyelids, her eyes red and crimson lipstick with so many layers as a garage door. The black stockings she was wearing had as many holes as a net and her blonde hair seemed to have frozen in eighties curls, with black roots to the middle of the mane.
Blay looked her up and down, pondering whether she was anorexic, drugged, drunk, sick with AIDS or the four together.
-Thank the heavens, but we have the right and necessary heat.- Qhuinn gave her one of his “get-out-here-scrap” smiles.
Yup, it seemed that the girl didn’t catch the hint. She unzipped her silver jacket to the navel.
She didn’t had a blouse, just a cheap black lace bra.
-Well, I can make it even hotter ... – she walked toward them licking her lips and fiddling with the zipper.
-Hey, we really don’t want ... - Blay began to shake his head, torn between compassion for the skeletal creature and discomfort.
She might be drugged, but she had a nose for prospect clients. She approached Blay so much that the vampire smelled alcohol on her breath. She put the hand with chipped red nails on his shoulder and, before Blay could realize what she was doing, she took his hand and placed it on her breast, making him test the merchandise.
Oh, fuck.
-I can blow you for six dollars, I'm good at it.- the girl moved his hand, touching herself-. And you can stick it in for thirty.- she look at Qhuinn, hopeful-. Your friend can watch or, if he wants, can join the party. I would do a two for one price ... what do you say?
OOO
Butch was tapping his fingers on the steering wheel with the brain divided between the two boys exposing their skin three blocks in front of him, the killer cravings that the enemy presence awoke in him and Vishous, the asshole. As when that night will be over, he would stand wherever the Brother would be and clarify things. No matter how. Now that he had gathered the necessary desire to make his way to the Truth, to be standing there helplessly was creating a negative microclimate in his chakras.

He snorted and shifted in his seat, a loose spring digging in his behind. Given the twists of his brain, the wait was not good for him. Anger turned to make "clump-clump" at small fire, sustained, and he was unable to vent it on anything. Just then, his head spun with a sudden dizziness.
He swore under his breath.
He swore again when he thought the curse hadn’t sounded hard enough.
But what the hell was happening to him, exactly? He pinched the bridge of his nose, blinking rapidly. It seemed he had his head stuck in a whirlpool and the worst was that those dizzy spells came more often now. Damn it. What's more, each time made him sicker.
And having lessers nearby with no power to slit their throats didn’t help to paint a smile on his face.
Then, another dot started blinking on his brain, along with the enemy he had already detected. He entered his perception with a hit, just north of the bridge. A single lesser. The boss, that fucking Texas guy, it could not be otherwise. The guy stood there a moment and then began to move slowly toward the bridge, probably walking.
I have you, you bastard.
Butch suddenly straightened in the seat of the van, reaching for the mic and ignoring the way the world rocked slightly before his eyes.
-John, it's the boss. He must have the car parked just north of the bridge, you’ll recognize it by the smell. You can now place the device. As it’s done, send me a message.- it was a pity that the boy couldn’t answer, but Butck knew he would do well.
After all, Zsadist’s dry voice sprang through the team’s radio.
- And my sniper?
The damn big question.
-I don’t feel him, Z. He’s either in a building behind a metal door or not here. Maybe the boss wants to take care of the boys himself, that’s why he brought reinforcements.
-I don’t like it.- Z's voice was a growl.
-Me neither, but until John makes sure to put the damn GPS on we can’t make ourselves visible or everything will go to hell.
Damn rotten shitty night.
OOO
Nothing. Blaylock said nothing because his tongue had stuck to the palate and had blood on his cheeks and wanted to be anywhere else that was not there. The hooker continued to stare with the "dollar" symbol painted on her eyes and the image of Uncle Scrooge came to Blay’s mind.
Qhuinn laughed hard beside the redhead, one hand placed over the one on the girl's breast, left arm hanging over the shoulders of his friend.
-No offense, sweetie, but chicks aren’t our thing, if you know what I mean ... - Qhuinn put his mouth Blay’s ear as he spoke, until the redhead got goose bumps from head to toe.

The human pouted disappointed, but quickly regained her professional pose.
-Well, I can give him a handjob – she said pointing to Blay- while you blow him. I only charge five dollars…

Swallow me, earth ...
Blay didn’t know what was worse, the embarrassment of the situation, the mental images that the whore was getting into his head or Qhuinn’s lips against his ear.
His friend pulled his hand from the shoulders to grab his ass out of the blue. Blay jumped so shocked that he nearly tripped over his own feet.
-It's a tempting offer, but we prefer … giving handjobs to each other .- Qhuinn pulled Blay to his body, still holding his ass, leaning a little toward his neck-. Why do you think we've come to the bridge?
The hooker threw up her hands in defeat and her expression went from professional to pout.
-Ok, fuck you.
-Well that’s the point now, doll…- now Blay was so crushed against Qhuinn’s chest as the vests allowed and Qhuinn was taking his ass in both hands and that was more than he could bear and ...
Butch's voice rang directly in his ears.
-Guys, the boss arrived. He parked just north of the bridge, so go on the opposite side to you. John will put the GPS. Go there but slowly and with a thousand eyes open. I haven’t located the sniper. I repeat: I haven’t located the sniper.
Blaylock separated himself from Qhuinn almost hissing, ready to fry him using only eyes ... until he saw the look he had. Dark. Penetrating. Qhuinn was still with his hands on his buttocks and Blay could have killed to be in his room and not about to deal with lessers.
- What do you think you're doing, Qhuinn?
-Buying time. And saving you.- he withdrew his hands as he looked through the black lashes-. Or you really wanted to bang her?
- Of course not. - Blay clenched his fists, completely shocked ... and pissed off with Qhuinn's little games giving him free hard-ons.
The black haired shrugged and pointed to the arch of the bridge with a thumb.
- Shall we? – he walked a few steps and turned to him again with the most brutally lustful smile Blay had ever dreamed-. By the way, I like your ass.
When everything will be over, Blaylock was going to kill Qhuinn. And then jerk himself off a couple of times in the shower. Or three...
OOO
Far from the miserable shores of the Hudson, in the Victorian Caldwell neighborhood, a junk car that not even the servants of those houses would own was moving slowly in the snow.
-What a fucking night.- Mr. A drove slowly, with a frown, around the mansion D ordered him to monitor.
-The porch light is on and the front door is open, I think, that means there is someone inside. At least, we haven’t come for nothing.- C put the binoculars to his eyes while his partner drove around the house, rolling slowly-. The fence is easy to jump over, if necessary, and there’s no cameras on the walls.
-Which doesn’t mean that there aren’t any at the two entries .- A murmured-. Let's take a look at the back door.
The lesser parked the car in one of the clean alleys in that neighborhood, that separated a mansion from another. No beggars sleeping in cardboard boxes out there, just rows of bins willing to not be seen from the main avenues and regularly emptied by the cleaning service. The alley was much better than most of the houses where they had lived. From there, they had a good view of the rear entrance of the mansion.
- We go on patrol? - C put his hand to the door of the car, ready to make Good Lesser.
- Do you want to freeze your ass? It's snowing, if you hadn’t noticed .- A pointed toward the lighted windows of the rear façade-. Anyway, from here we can see who's in the rooms. We’ll miss only the dining room and living room because of the wall. Better to stay here a while and see what we get.
C settled into the front seat with the crossbow between the legs. It wouldn’t be him who would pressed to go circling around a mansion in the snow, of course. And, if he missed something, he could always throw the blame on A.
The loyalty was not a very popular concept in the Lesser Society.
OOO
John Matthew left the Escalade parked in the dark stinking alley Butch had told him, and wished he could dematerialize, but it wouldn't be very wise only 48 hours after transitioning. He inhaled to give himself courage, with Rhage lifting his thumbs inside the jeep, closed his hand around the Colt in the right pocket of his jacket and the GPS, already activated, on the left. He walked out into the alley with his head down, protecting his face from the snow, dragging his feet, as one of the scum bags who lived in the neighborhood, trying not to be noticed.
As if that was a problem ....
He had twenty years of practice in low profile and the few junkies who had ventured out in search of a fix didn’t even spare him a glance. He forced himself not to run as he crossed the street and crouched on the north side of the bridge, close to the cement, in time to see a guy with a cowboy hat disappearing into the darkness beneath.
His fangs suddenly lengthened and he had to drown the roar that rose in his throat.
I am a warrior, I'mawarrior I'mawarrior...
Shit, from where did that impulse came, to run, to hunt for that sucker, to plunge a black dagger that he didn’t had into his heart, to bask in the hunt for an enemy? He couldn’t even get the knot of his shoes without getting trapped in his new huge fucking fingers, how the hell could he hunt one of those demons.
He inhaled several times and ran, crouching between the rows of cars - and car wrecks - parked in a field which once must have been a well-paved parking. Stolen vans, motorcycle parts, flat tires ...
John followed the trail of the stench the lesser had left only seconds ago, as the smell of a cake in cartoons, only with the stomach in knots.
More of that urge to run to the Texan and stick a knife between his ribs.
Quick, quick ... Qhuinn, Blay and the Brothers were waiting for him to end his miserable part in that play, so he had to find the fucking car and ...
There it was. The smell was strongest around a black Ford that seemed taken from a movie from the 60’s but, despite being a relic, it was clean and well taken care off. Fuck him, now he had engraved in the retinas the image of a lesser with a hose and a sponge cleaning his fucking car until it shined.
John didn’t waste time. He stooped quickly, relieved to see that the tracking device magnetically hooked to the underside of the car. Well, damn it, good. He took the phone and sent a "done" to Butch.
As he quickly walked back to the Escalade and got into the jeep, he had to hide a smile. Okay, yes, his participation was not secondary but tertiary in the plan, but he did well.
For once. At least, he knew he could earn money as a GPS placer.
- Placed? - In the passenger seat, Rhage cracked his knuckles so many times that John was surprised they were still in place. He nodded-. Good.- Hollywood's smile showed his fangs completely. Let the fireworks begin.
In the back seat, however, the Brother Zsadist was still, with folded arms and black eyes, without any satisfaction in them.
OOO
In a garbage barge that slowly went down the Hudson, Mr. P held the walkie with the right hand while navigating in a straight line with the left.
- D? We're in shooting range.
The voice of his "boss" came out satisfied from the other side.
-Good. I'm going under the bridge. Tell M to open fire when he sees the kids.
It was the first time that P was involved in an operation as coordinated as that with the lesser Society, but what the hell, it had its charm. It gave you the feeling that you controled the fucking war.
He began to whistle as he let the barge slip lazily through the waters.
OOO
Vishous decided that would smoke his cigarette in the foyer of the mansion, instead of freezing hi ball out on the damn porch. He had installed the cameras on the exterior main gate,  in the front entrance of the house and motion sensors in the two front corners of the walls. He only had cameras to put on the back entrance and two corners of the lower wall.
That meant another hour and a half under the fucking snow.
He shook his hair, spreading droplets of ice and one trailed down his neck, tucking under the shirt. Shitty for him. He left the bag with the stuff on the porch and entered the hall of the mansion closing the door. The heat enveloped him like a nice cocoon. He sighed, leaning against a pillar, while lighting a cigarette.
He doubted that the doggens will have a fit smelling the tobacco -servants rarely had that ability-, and the masters were going to be at the opera or lifting the pinky while drinking tea with friends. So fucked them all if he didn’t deserved to smoke with a roof over his head.
From now on, he had to learn how to find satisfaction in trivial little things like that.
OOO
Qhuinn frowned as he reached the deep shadows under the arch of the bridge, where the miserable light from the broken streetlamps didn’t reached. The eyesight of the vampires was not as sharp as shown in the movies, but enough so that the pitch dark was twilight in his eyes. A dozen beggars slept with cardboard and newspapers covering them in the most remote corner and a prostitute kneeled sucking on a guy.
If there was a shooting, innocent humans would die. Well, maybe not everyone who swarmed there was innocent, but they didn’t deserve to die on a stray bullet war that was not with them.
-I don’t like that there’s so many humans.- Blay whispered, his hand closing around the weapon he carried on the belt.
-Me neither.- it seemed that redhead now had other things to focus on apart from his anger with him.
Not that Qhuinn regretted in the least touching his…
A lone figure came under the bridge from the other side. He was short, skinny and even in the shadows, the two vampires distinguished a cowboy hat.
-Shit, he’s here.- Qhuinn clenched his teeth-. Now what the hell do we do?
-I don't know, maybe ...
The Voice of God, or Butch O'Neal's in that case, whispered in his ears through the earpiece.
-John already placed the GPS. Hold on for a minute and Rhage will take care of those two behind you. The moment you hear him go into action, dematerialize out of there.
-As if a minute wasn’t already too much.- Blay whispered.
The two stayed planted where they were, halfway through the tunnel under the bridge, with legs slightly apart as if to stop a cavalry charge rather than a scrawny little guy resembling a sucked dry deer. The lamps that lit the other end of the bridge projected the shadow of Texas to them. The lesser stopped about five paces away.
-Well, well ... – fuck, the little guy dragged the syllables as if from "Giant" -. You don’t seem very surprised to see me ... vampires.
The lesser’s hands were tucked under his jacket and Qhuinn cursed. If Butch hadn’t located the sniper, then maybe he wouldn’t come. Most likely, the Texan will be the one trying to shoot them, with two others who had to cut off their retreat. His right hand pulled the pin on the S & W.
- You didn’t believed us to be stupid enough to fall into your trap, right? - Qhuinn bowed his head to one side and looked at him with the chin up-. You’ll take us to Rahg .- he grunted. Not that he cared for the idiot, but the lesser could not restrain and kidnap one of their race and continue alive.
-Award for you.- Despite the distance, they sensed that the undead smiled.
- What have you done with him? - Blay drowned the sound of arming his Beretta with that question.
-Buried him after an overdose of lesser blood. What, as a matter of fact, is what I’ll do with you as soon as I finish removing all the information you have on these pieces of sh ...
Okay, that’s enough.
Qhuinn took his S & W from the belt, pointing it at the bastards legs. The sniper didn’t appear. Rhage should be already dematerializing hundreds of feet behind them. No one told them what to do anymore and that son of a bitch had just confessed that he had killed one of theirs and that he’ll do the same to them.
Which meant that he had just threatened to kill Blaylock.
In front of him.
End of discussion.
Qhuinn pointed directly to the Texan’s thighs.
But he never got to fire.
OOO
Come, come, come, son of Satan, where the fuck are you?
In the van full of bugs, three blocks south of the bridge, Butch hit the steering wheel with a fist, choking with anger for not locating the sniper, knowing that the two boys were alone with a fucking lesser and that he, for fuck’s safe, was forced to stay anchored there when he was dying, by God, was dying to get out there and open the chest of  those bastards.
Ding!
His mental radar activated again.
Two more lessers.
At some point ... hundreds of feet in front and left? But that was... in the fucking Hudson River?
- Shit!
OOO
On board of the garbage barge that glided like a snail through the Hudson, Mr. M kept very still, with his eyes glued to the sight of the rifle, standing on the boxes at the rail. Okay, that junk was not his TAC-50. He had changed it to a Barrett 33. Instead of blowing away the kids knees and amputate their legs, he’ll just make a hole as big for a bus to go through. D couldn’t say that he didn’t obeyed orders.
The rifle’s night sight gave him a perfect green panoramic of everything that went on shore. He distinguished several figures under the bridge, but only three standing: one short and two, huge, about five meters apart, in a defiant pose.
There they were.
He frowned when he saw the vampire located closer to the shore: spiky hair, dark, for sure, and cockiness around him. That kid was the one who screwed up his shot with the TAC-50 in the alley the other night. That was the fucking kid who stopped him from killing the Brother with multicolored hair.
For a moment, M thought about pissing over his orders and shoot the kid in the head, but he controlled the impulse with discipline... for now.
He deflected the gun by a few millimeters, enough to point to the boy's knee. And fired.
OOO
Butch collapsed on the wheel when his cop trained neurons processed the tactical disposition of the enemy. There was only one explanation for why two lessers would come down by the fucking  river, probably in a barge: the sniper was on board.
With the exchange held under the bridge he couldn’t have stayed in any building. It wasn’t a clear shoot. But from the river it would have a perfect target for the two kids.
- Z, the sniper is on the river! - Butch changed the channel that allowed him to inform all at once-. I repeat, the sniper is on the river. Get Qhuinn and Blay out of there NOW! 
Holy shit.
OOO
Under the arch of the bridge, Blaylock turned a moment to Qhuinn with eyes wide open, when his friend pointed to the Texan,  trying to discern whether he had misunderstood the order from Butch or if his wires had mixed up.
Blay pulled out his Beretta in the same instant when, inexplicably, Qhuinn opened his mouth to scream.
He heard a buzzing sound, like a dart hitting a target.
From somewhere on Qhuinn’s body… flowed an explosion of blood.
The huge body of his friend fell forward like a domino piece.
And Blaylock lost all the kindness, education and civilization in him.
He had no idea from where the shot came, but didn’t give a shit. Someone had hurt Qhuinn, of all people, and five meters away he had a lesser.
The redhead pointed the gun on the Texan with a hateful look the same moment the lesser started to remove his hand from the right side of the jacket. The fucker never got a chance to do it.
Blay fired two bullets into his right leg while roaring with fangs extended.
The howl that scumbag released was the sweetest sound that Blay had ever heard. He was going to make him do more. As he’ll empty the gun. The screams of the humans around were just about the perfect choir to the symphony of war.
With the armed gun extended, he bent forward to launch himself and that move saved him from M’s second shot, which instead of shattering his knee hit his ribs.
Blay gasped and fell forward, his hands on the ground, when he felt like someone had hit him with a bat in his left side.
The sniper.
God bless those vests.
That vanquished in a second his desire for blood.
He had to get Qhuinn out of there. And they could not dematerialize.
OOO
Rhage took form next to a fire in a barrel like the spectrum of death, with two daggers instead of a scythe, just as two lesser armed with small knives stood up, with every intention of moving towards the bridge.
The Brother turned the daggers in his hands with a smile that offered a panoramic view of his fangs.
- What? Leaving so soon?
OOO
Blaylock closed his jaw, ignoring the pain in his left side and giving many thanks for the bloody vests. A quick glance told him that the Texan was trying to stand, so he had only seconds to get Qhuinn out of here, if the sniper didn’t return to do his thing.
He jumped to his friend, his back to the river to shield him with his body.
- Qhuinn, get up! We have to get out of here or we’ll fry! Come on, man, come, come!
The dark headed growled a curse, leaning on his fists to rise, still with the gun in his hand. Blay’s free arm went around his waist and he pulled him without care, making him yell. He leaned Qhuinn’s weight against his wounded side and dragged him out from under the bridge. Damn, Qhuinn could barely stand. When Blay turned to see if the Texan was still on the ground, the world exploded in red.
Or, rather, his hip exploded in blood, like a defragmentation grenade.
The Texan was in one knee, pointing at him like to a cow that escaped him and Blay nearly collapsed in the ground when the bullet pierced his hip.
- Blay! -Qhuinn stumbled, struggling to stand on the good leg and hold his friend. He smelled blood. Qhuinn was bleeding.
-L-let's go. Let's go now ... - the redhead gasped, bringing air into his lungs while the discharges of pain went from his hip down the leg-. We must ... get ...to the Hummer.
Never have twenty meters seemed so far away.
OOO
Under the bridge, Mr. D fell to the ground after shooting the redhead vampire, cursing all the dead. He would certainly not going to die from two bullets in his leg. But he could not run and, if he was going to follow those two kids, he risked to take on some of those black daggers of the Brotherhood. After all, they weren’t surprised to see that he was the drug dealer, so they must have smelled him and they might have brought reinforcements. He’ll think about it later, but now he could not afford to stay there, wounded, and waiting for the Brotherhood.
Time to retreat.
He had M and P on the barge, R was in the van and G and H on the embankment. Among them maybe they could manage to capture the two boys, and he would not be risking a meeting with the Omega.
Live today to fight tomorrow ... or something like that.
D watched the two boys get out from under the arch of the bridge and stood up trembling like a newborn calf. Since the Omega tore out his heart when it converted him, maybe it should also have made them a favor and take the perception of pain. But no.
The beggars under the bridge covered themselves with cardboards when D looked at them, and was pleased to see that the shooting had stopped a fucking blowjob a hooker was doing to a client. If he couldn’t do it, others shouldn’t either.
He started limping toward the Ford, as fast as the two bullet holes in the thigh allowed him. The black blood was soaking his jeans and there was no way to remove the stink.
OOO
Zsadist dematerialized from the Escalade and took form just above the bridge railing, so fast he thought that had left behind some cells. He stood for a second, silhouetted against the night sky, under the snow, like some comic book villain, 'till he stabilized. Looking down, he saw Blay and  Qhuinn exit from under the bridge holding and dragging each other’s legs.
Shit, fuck.
They gave it. To two brave boys who were not even warriors yet. Someone was going to pay for all that. Oh, yes. A few yards ahead of the boys, Rhage had just entered the scene with two lessers. Texas was nowhere to be seen. Z frowned and scanned the river for any island he did not know, any entry of land that the sniper could have used.
The scope of his eyes was not the same as that of a rifle and the fucking snow –so timely-, made the landscape a blur, but it seemed like there was nothing out of the ordinary, only a few barges that glided by the current, dark, one of them parallel to the shore ...
Barges.
Son of a bitch.
Z bared his fangs with an animal grunt while he unsheathed the daggers and dematerialized, with his eyes fixed on a barge of garbage ...
OOO
Damn fucking...
Rhage growled like a wounded lion when one of the lessers shot him at close range. At least one broken rib. And that, hoping that the vest had stopped the bullet and he had no internal injuries.
Black sparks danced before his eyes and, in an immediate response, something began to snake right under his skin, responding to his anger. He saw the second lesser, which pointed at him for another shot, forcing his eyes wide.
He guessed that his eyes were white by now.
But the shock of the undead gave him the second he needed.
Hollywood confused the bastard who had shot him with a low move to stand just behind him. The guy turned his head over his shoulder, trying to figure out where he went ...
... Not before Rhage sank one of the daggers in his back as if stabbing a pig. Right between the second and third ribs.
Right into the heart.
OOO
Z took shape on the deck of the dump barge, a rusted shell that was probably leaving a trail of rust in the water as large as the wave of rotten smell in the air. He crouched on the floor. Behind, the stinking garbage. In front, the rudder cubicle ... and probably Captain lesser.
He moved with the stealth of a predator and with the same killer need. For this he had lived since he had killed his mistress, for those seconds in which he could release his anger by breaking bones, bleed dry, tear to pieces. Bella made him somewhat calmer.
Unfortunately for the pale demon at the helm, whistling with his back to him, it was only “somewhat”, not completely calmer.
Zsadist placed the hilt of the dagger between his teeth. He could not risk the little guy shriek when he’ll get him and alert the sniper.
The floor of the rotting barge crunched under his boots.
Z stuck to the side of the cubicle, shrugging, when the lesser at the helm, a kind of white dwarf with a mop of hair, turned around, frowning.
Shit, shit. If it was up to him, he would launch himself at the bastard and, if he screamed like a baby and alert the sniper…then he’ll have two enemies to kill and… welcome. But he had promised Bella he would be prudent.
He clenched his eyes and cursed, waiting for that piece of shit to stop looking around suspicious.
Him waiting weighted mountains for Qhuinn.
OOO
At the starboard, on the deck of that same boat, just across the cubicle helm, M saw through the peephole of the rifle as D fled, foot damaged from under the bridge. He had been shot but the guy, the coward, instead of dealing with the boy himself  blowing up his knee, he started playing “shot the duck” like in some fair and only scratched the redhead’s vampire hip.
And now he was waiting for others -like him- do the work.
Sure, it was like in the Army. The chiefs ordered and the suckers obeyed. And hey, usually M had no problem with it. But what he could not stand was for a leader to flee the field leaving his men behind. M himself was limping because, when he was a Navy man, his asshole commander had left him in the Taliban sniper infected mountains in Afghanistan.
It seemed that the lessers, however undead they were, tended to do the very same thing as the coward human bastards.
M turned the sight of the rifle to the two kids who fled down the embankment, wounded and staggering. There was a huge Hummer parked nearby, just a drive away from the van of R, so it was clear that the two fucking vampires intended to flee. And, judging by the big as a closet blonde who was playing impaled with H, the two boys were likely to get out, now that they had reinforcements.
No way.
D left ?
Well, then he would take his own decisions.
He measured the shot with deadly accuracy and pointed it to the back of the dark haired kid. He was practically crawling with a useless left leg from his previous shot. Now M was going to take its toll. No one who messed with his hits lived to tell about it.
So this kid was going to eat the two bullets that remained in the clip.
OOO
Qhuinn lost his pace when his wounded leg collided with a stone as he staggered down the embankment on the way to the Hummer. He fell flat on the ground when the pain was about to make him unconscious.
- Qhuinn, don’t stop! Come on, come on, don’t stop! - Blay, must have been him, God bless him, seized one of his arms, lifting him with pure adrenaline strength- OH, FUCK!
The mismatched eyes opened, focusing, when he heard the swearing. Blaylock did not swear. Almost never. So ...
Right in front of their noses, a lesser came out of a van parked a car away from his Hummer. With a blade on his hands. Pointed directly to Blay’s heart.
Qhuinn lifted the S & W with an arm that weighed tons, ready to sweep the bastard off the map, but had no time to worry too much.
Something slammed into his back. Something with the force of a missile.
He heard a "crack" inside him.
Qhuinn froze for a second, his eyes wide open.
Thump!
Another impact on his back.
He couldn’t even scream.
He spat blood just before collapsing to the ground.
OOO
Rhage wasted no time looking at the explosion of white light the lesser left behind as he just sent him back to his Old Daddy. He turned on his heels with the knife on his left hand when the right was still in the place where the back of the lesser has been.
SHIT.
The gesture allowed him a change of angle on the combat field and a glimpse of a newly appeared lesser at the top of the embankment, with a gun in hand, ready to shoot Blay at close range. He was doing his best to instruct his cells to disperse, without success, when his combat sense told him the surviving lesser of his own couple had him at gunpoint.
Out of pure reflex, he ducked in time for the bullet to only pierce his left arm, instead of the chest.
He shouted as he lunged to the son of a bitch, growled as the two rolled on the floor, ignoring the barrel that tumbled over and the embers that burned their clothes and hair.
... And gasped when he struck that bastard so hard that the tip of the long dagger stuck in the ground.
After having run through the undead from end to end.
Just then he heard the shot.
And pictured Blay with a hole in his forehead.
OOO
On the garbage barge, M held the rifle with the left hand while his right searched the ground right next to him for another charge. He didn’t know if that dark head vampire would be alive after having eaten his two gifts, but he had to be sure.
- Looking for this, motherfucker?
M didn’t think. He didn’t ask himself who was behind him. He only let his instincts act. He used his position to turn and lift the back of the rifle with all the momentum he could muster.
A huge fist grabbed the gun as if it had hit a wall of iron.
M looked up to find two black eyes, a twisted scar and a pair of white fangs protruding from the mouth of a sort of incarnated devil.
-I could kill you fast .- the male hissed-. But you blew up my twins’s shoulder so I'll play a little.- on a single gesture, that huge mass of muscle slammed the rifle back into his face. Crac. M hit his head against the iron railing of the boat. The guy crouched down, putting his nose next to his-. I’ll dismember you. And then I'll let you bleed your guts and I’ll sit and watch you dying...
M made a quick gesture with his right wrist, enough so that the hidden knife strapped to his forearm with straps to slip into his hand. He didn’t move his eyes of that Brother's face. Didn’t alter his breathing. Nothing that could give a clue that he was going to attack.
But the son of a bitch guessed it anyway.
The male’s left hand sprung out, intercepting the path of his knife.
Then M knew he was dead. Or he will be, in a long, long time.
The vampire smiled. With the kind of smile that M had seen in sadistic fuckers and sick bastards who enjoyed torturing someone. The bloodsucker, keeping his both wrists immobile, approached his ear.
-My name's Zsadist. Wanna guess why?
OOO
Mr D’s Ford lurched when the lesser joined the rest of the traffic, running from the bridge area. His thigh was burning like hell every time he pressed the acceleration padel.
Fucking Brothers.
Damn fucking bastards.
It had been a good plan. Thoughtful, planned, coordinated and made to succeed. It had taken the effort of all his neurons. In his life, he had been a solitary murderer, who enjoyed following his victims by studying their weaknesses, and then tormented them with a menu tailored for the long days when he played with them before the kill.
Despite that, he had managed to gather a bunch of thugs and make them work together with a common plan.
But the gigantesque bastards Muscle Brothers had screwed it up, unless his men made it with the two young vampires.
D was pissed. VERY pissed. So more vampires had to die that night. Fuck the plans and the "synchronize the watches." He wanted some old school action in the charming style of the Lesser Society.
He had two of his guarding a nobility mansion, right?
Well it was about time to show that they had learned to use crossbows, he thought as he took the walkie-talkie to his mouth.
At least, like this, D could be happy imagining several vampires writhing in agony, pierced with arrows dipped in his blood.
OOO
John changed his weight from one foot to another next to the Escalade. He had come out of the jeep as Rhage and Z had dematerialized to do their job, struggling between being a good boy and just wait or risk trying to figure out what the hell happened.
From where he was, he could only see the cars parked across the street, right on the edge of the embankment leading down to the river, so there wasn’t much he could do to made sense of what happened and ...
Two guys who looked like they saw a ghost came running, screaming in panic, just as John saw a white flash. Someone had just finished with a lesser down there.
He bit his nails.
Gave a knock at the door of the Jeep.
What if ...?
Another glow.
Well, that was good, so ...
Oh, shit.
A lesser came out from a van parked a car away from the Hummer. Pulling out a gun.
To kill one of his friends or Brothers.
John didn’t meditate. He didn’t even knew how he did it.
A second was near the Escalade, the next had the gun in his hand, materializing, for the first time in his life, just next to the van the undead had exited from.
OOO
- Attack! I don’t care how many bloodsuckers you have inside, but go in. I want them all dead. Did you hear? ALL OF THEM!
A and C jumped from their seats in the car parked in a Victorian neighborhood alley, when Mr. D’s voice came out of the walkie-talkie like the howl of a banshee, an omen of death. Neither of them was a genius, but it didn’t take much gray matter to deduce that something had gone wrong at the bridge meeting and D wanted a vampire to pay for it. Whoever. And the two of them were the ones who were closest to a vampire.
Two servants, to be exact.
Since the time they watched the mansion from their comfortable vantage point in the car, they only saw two figures moving inside the mansion, two small ones, so they thought to be two servants. An easy target.
Both lessers looked at each other for a moment, smiling. None of them was a warrior. In life they had gone from being junkies to, at most, minor dealers. So, to break into a house with nobles and bodyguards? No, thank you! Breaking into a mansion with two wimp servants and a bunch of jewelry?
Stupid to say no.
And with minimal risks. Both made two deep cuts on their arms, mowing their swollen veins, through which appeared, slow and sluggish, the black thing that had replaced their human blood.
- How many arrows do we smear? - C carefully started rubbing the tip of one in the stinking mess that poured from his body.
He fit his first arrow in the crossbow, tightening the rope, and pulled out another, smudging it too.
-I guess with two shots each we’ll have leftovers. M told us that you could hurt a vampire just with some of our blood on something. With two arrows each we’ll make the shot.
Minutes later, they left the car, looking right and left in the alley as they tried to hide the crossbows under the long coats. Those outfits had many advantages, but concealment was not one of them. Anyway, it seemed that no respectable neighbor in that neighborhood had decided taking out the trash at two thirty in the morning with the snow falling. They could drive tanks through the streets and no one would even notice.
- Rear entrance? - A pointed to the door in the stone wall with a nod.
-'Kay. Will force the door instead of jumping over the wall. It’s gonna help us later if we have to run quickly and its opened.- C supported the crossbow on the ground as he bent to work picking the lock. Those oxidized things were his heritage from his mortal times. It took several minutes of struggling-. Damn, how good they care for the locks. And…opened.
-No cameras, thankfully.- A pushed him, urging him to enter. They knew robbing unattended homes, but this "Mission Impossible" they had was something big.
The rear garden received them in complete silence, a set of flower beds and low hedges beginning to curdle the white shit falling from the sky. They ran to the back door, seeing that there were lights in a room upstairs, not downstairs. At least, not in the back. Forcing this door’s lock was more difficult than that of the garden, both licking their lips in anticipation of the carnage.
The "click" mechanism ripped them a low laugh. Both took up the crossbows, pointing down, as they entered the mansion. They were in a Spartan kind of room, a mixture of storage and supplies office. There should be where the servants received the providers and where they took the provisions book. Dark. Empty.
A and C crossed the room on tiptoes and opened the bedroom door cautiously, taking time to listen to the sounds of the mansion.
Someone was vacuuming the stairs.
A good thing about those noble separatist shitbags was that they had a lavish staircase in the mansion with access for the “public” and a smaller one out back, used only by the servants. As in the fucking Versailles. They both went like foxes on the service stairs, following the sound of the vacuum cleaner. It was a real pity that they couldn’t get hard anymore. Because if there were chicks in the house they could have had a real party. As it was, they would have to settle for seeing how the bloodsuckers will be vomiting blood.
Mr. A went to the corner of the large hall in which the ladder brought them. Carpets, wood-paneled walls, ornate frames. A man dressed in black, like a cockroach, and just as small, exited the room humming under his breath, carrying towels. The sound of the vacuum was still on, in another room.
Confirmed: two servants.
C gave a nod to the vacuum noise source and A agreed. The two walked quickly on the blessed carpeted hallway, which absorbed the sound of their footsteps, to a beautiful white lacquered door. A pushed the door with one hand and the noise became louder. Through the gap that opened up, they saw a maid with her back, working to vacuum the carpet of the room that looked like something out of a classic art auction book.
The pileup noise drowned the footsteps of the two murderers when they entered the room and shut the door. The crossbow didn’t make a sound.
C didn't missed the target either.
OOO
In the embankment by the river, Blaylock thought the chaos had taken over the world. Qhuinn had fallen face down on the ground and blood gushed from two huge bullet holes on the back of his vest. He himself trembled all over every time he put weight on his injured side and they had a lesser just three feet away.
Blay was half crouching, the way he stayed when he tried to support Qhuinn before he come down with two bullets that came from God knows where. He let go of his friend and looked up toward the lesser, with the Beretta in hand,  as quickly as his nerve endings allowed him.
That’s when he understood something more about the war: life or death depended on the hundredth second.
A delay in one gesture and your enemy blows your brains out.
In slow motion, he saw the lesser smiling while he was still lifting and pointing the gun and knew he was going to die.
A shot rang. Like a thunder.
The undead was still pointing the gun at him with opened eyes, but frozen in place. More shots. The lesser shook like a scarecrow in the wind as bloody holes appeared in his chest, from the bullets going through his back.
Bang-bang-bang-bang ...
A whole clip.
The son of a bitch vomited blood and collapsed.
Just behind the lesser, John Matthew held his weapon with both hands, grunting and panting as if coming out from a race. Or, rather, out of the sky.
Blay gave him a tired smile that came from knowing he had just been reborn and he learned yet another lesson.
In war, live or death also depended on your friends.
OOO
Vishous sighed with the resignation of a sheep led to the slaughter and returned to hang the bag on his shoulder, ready to wire the rear of the mansion. When he went into the garden, the Christmas postcard snow had turned into a Saint Damn blizzard, settling everywhere. His eyes narrowed as he walked stuck to the house, cursing to himself the gusts of wind.
A unique sound caught his attention, a kind of "Clinc-Clinc" such as a door repeatedly hitting. On reaching the rear garden, he frowned. The door of the wall facing the street was opened and the wind was beating it rhythmically. Strange. Very unusual for the doggens to let open the door that lead to the street. Vishous went to close it and ducked when something caught his attention.
The lock had been forced from the outside. Someone with a pick and the skills of a five years old brat had nearly broken it when trying to pick it.
Shit. Twice shit.
He pulled out the Glock as he thrown the canvas bag behind a hedge. He ran to the back door, sensing what he’ll find. Forced. By the same clumsy useless fucker. He pushed with his left hand while pointing to the interior. The utility room was empty, but he saw what he wanted: two sets of wet footprints.
He took the gun safe off.
He heard a vacuum cleaner running on the first floor, which was the perfect cover for the attackers to do whatever they fucking wanted without anyone noticing.
He opened the door to the back stairs and went silent as a cat, stuck to the wall. He poked his head around the corner: clear. V held the gun with both hands as he went half crouching, trying to catch some sound over that shit vacuum.
Just as he was about to push the first door he found, searching for the attackers, his horoscope decided to fuck up his night.
The door down the hall burst open, spilling a stream of light, and Vishous pointed the gun at the figure that came out of there.
Another door opened at once and the noise of the vacuum increased. A pale guy with something big in his hands came into the corridor, spreading the smell of rotting flesh.
The black figure in the back door shouted and V recognized the butler. He deflected the weapon just as his finger was about to pull the trigger.
That second of hesitation was all the scum with white hair needed.
The lesser lift up the big thing between his hands, pointed to V with eyes like saucers and something whistled through the air.
Thump.
An arrow pierced his right thigh like a hook.
Vishous screamed and bended the knee to the ground when the leg gave off, lifting by reflex the Glock. The shot hit the pale motherfucker in the center of the chest.
When the lesser fell to the ground, howling, V supported the weight on his other leg to get up and lean against the wall, cursing under his breath.
- Oh, God! Oh, Sweet Lady ...!
The butler's screams coincided with the first spasm that left V contracting, like poisoned fire had started to run from the arrow to all his arteries while black sparks danced before his eyes.
But what ...?
The tendons throughout his body started to bend and clentch.
Then he understood.
Nonononono, that no, shit, that's not ...
- C? What the ...?
Another body came out off the room where he heard the vacuum cleaner, carrying another crossbow. The lesser paused and stared incredulously at his comrade, shot down on the floor. That's what gave V time to lift the arm, shivering, and point to the bastard. Unfortunately, the shot went just through the stomach of the new lesser.
At least twenty minutes until he’ll fall.
The lesser hit the wall, screaming, and V wanted to do it also, because that shit running though his blood was beginning to hurt, hell, it hurt, and it was like someone twisting his veins inside leaving his tendons petrified, with needles stabbing at his nerves.
His vision faded into black. He gasped and spat blood. He had to remove the fucking arrow, had ...
The lesser with a shot in the stomach cursed and raised his crossbow with both hands. Vishous tried to roll away but the injured leg made him crash into the ground.
All he managed was for the second arrow to impale his ribs instead of sinking in his chest, but the shit injected more venom into his blood anyway.
OOO
Butch decided he'd had enough of playing coordinator. He could not see what was happening three blocks away from him, but felt that five lessers had gone missing. Only one had escaped to the north, probably the boss, as planned.
Damn, his mood was not good, not good. He felt like a nuclear missile with active load, vibrating with impatience to be fired and strapped on the site. His blood had been boiling in his veins as he helplessly detected the lessers, banging on the steering wheel, suppressing the urge to get into the battlefield, stab and inhale those sons of bitches, because he was a vampire warrior and not a human cop who had to be kept out of danger. And there were two kids risking their asses while he was forced to stay very still and he felt sick and his throat was sore and ...
He just needed a spark and he would end up taking it all on someone.
He muttered a vicious curse, stuffed his stuff in the bag, slung it over his shoulder, pulled the pin on the GIS and ran from the van.
He was a block away from the site when he almost crashed into two fleeing screaming whores, one of them with broken stilettos. A bridge bum also fled, with his eyes opened as if he had hallucinations.
Great. Either they fucking clear the area fast or the cops would appear.
Butch came down to the embankment and stopped short when he saw the huge mass of Rhage crouched down next to a body on the ground. Standing, next to him, John Matthew was clutching his weapon with both hands and panting and Blay was slumped on the ground, his hand on his hip.
- Rhage! Who ... – Butch’s knee sank into the ground just as Hollywood was turning the body upside down. Qhuinn. With a bloody hole where his knee used to be and the vest torn-. Oh, fuck. Is he...?
Rhage checked the pulse with two fingers on his neck.
-Alive. Barely. So far ….- there wasn’t a trace of the old Clown Hollywood smartass. Only Rhage with anguish on his face.
-Thank you, good God-. Butch made a cross-. Blay, how are you, son?
The redhead didn’t avert the eyes off Qhuinn to answer.
-G-good. I think. I’ll live.
-Rhage, what about Z?
-No fucking clue.
Nice night. Great. A fucking joy ride.
- John? - the boy didn’t seem to be injured, but for some reason it was like he was seeing ghosts. Butch stood up, holstered the SIG and put his hands on the boy’s shoulders, looking into his eyes-. Hey, Jay-Z, look at me. I'm Butch, son. Look into my eyes .- John’s blue eyes gradually deviated from the lesser on the ground to the cop’s-. That’s it, great. Hey, John, you've done well. I know the boss ran away with your GPS on his car. You have done well, son. Now we need you calm down, okay? I'll drive the Escalade with the wounded, but you have to get the Hummer out of here, okay? – he kept his eyes on John, speaking slowly and quietly, until the recruit put the gun’s safe and placed it in his jeans, nodding with a deep breath-. That's my boy.
-Let's take Qhuinn to the Escalade... - Rhage loaded the boy on his healthy shoulder, as a bundle, and stood up with his legs shaking. Blood trickled down his arm and he had a hole in the vest.
-Shit, Hollywood. You’re hurt.- Butch ran a hand through his hair. He should have gone out of the van earlier, had to ...
-Nothing I can’t handle. Take care of the lessers, cop. A dagger will do, no time for an undead cocktail.- Rhage balanced Qhuinn’s weight and started walking towards the sidewalk while John was in search of the Escalade.
Butch was about to send Rhage to fuck himself. With all the bad mouth he had. To suck in lessers was his fucking mission, the only way we could help tonight, instead of feeling like a fucking moron warming a seat while others bleed. The blonde turned to him with a frown.
-Cop, NOW.  The dagger and period. We can’t party here anymore.
He was right. Yeah, what do you know, Hollywood had a fucking point. Still, when Butch plunged the dagger to the breastbone in the chest of the lesser that John had shot, he growled. That was not enough punishment. No, it was not. So he continued stabbing him in the seconds it took the body to disintegrate. And then stabbed the ground.
What the hell was up today with the aggression?
OOO
In the main floor hallway of the glymera mansion, Vishous was lying sideways on the ground and his last impulse as a warrior was to fucking empty the charger on those sons of Satan. He had the satisfaction of seeing the first lesser that he shot shaking like a punching bag and his companion falling over him, with the black blood that flowed from the bullet holes spattering the walls.
When the noise of the last rolling of the floor died away, the gun fell from V’s twisted fingers. He moaned like a condemned, vomiting blood, trying to control the excruciating spasms that were worse than those of the transition, hell, if that was possible, while his bones began to twitch like that of werewolf in full swing and he knew that, although the inherited powers from his mother would protect him from some of that cursed lesser blood, he will eventually die.
-P-phone ... - he whispered, trying to focus his eyes to the butler between the strands of hair that covered his eyes.
-Blessed Virgin ... – the doggen’s shoes hesitantly moved down the hall.
Vishous forced his hands curled into claws to move and grasp his pierced thigh and remove the damn arrow. He screamed, shouted until spit his soul when he pulled with all his waning strength, feeling the tip cut into muscles and flesh and his blood, hot, gushing from the wound. It wasn’t an artery, they hadn’t got  ...
He threw the arrow on the carpet, leaving a trail of smelly blood. Lessers blood ...
- P-PHONE!
His strength was about to leave him with that harsh cry, and he writhed on the floor with another spasm, his spine rigid, back muscles contracting. The pain spread to the bones.
The butler, finally, for fuck’s sake, ran to his side, dropping to his knees.
-I'll help ... I'll help .- he began rummaging in V’s pockets, looking for the phone-. Those ... those things. God, here it is!
-Ph-Phury .. to he... help .- Vishous shrugged on his stomach as his fingers bent by themselves, deforming with another wave of poison.
He didn’t hear the butler fighting with his mobile phone seeking the name he had given him among his contacts. He didn’t hear the hysterical babbling explaining to Phury what had happened. Nor heard the little man shouting that the warrior who was dying on the carpet of his masters’ home had begun to shine.
Vishous had enough with forcing his rigid lungs to breathe.
He closed his eyes and never saw how his leather glove was consumed in the white fire that spread from his hand across his tortured body.
Each and every line of energy in V were directed to raise a shield of white fire against the black tide that threatened to reduce to ashes all his cells.
But two arrows, poisoned with the blood of Omega, might be too much even for the son of the Scribe Virgin.
With the last embers of consciousness, Vishous knew that night would be his end, vomiting blood on the carpet of a fucking glymera mansion.
Unable to tell the truth to Butch.
OOO
Not far away, bored to death in the foyer of the mansion he had to watch until V could come wire it, Phury almost jumped when the phone rang. Should be V telling him he was coming over there and he could move and plant his ass at the next house and wait some more.
Like all Brothers, he hated downtime. Like everyone else, he believed that left him with too much time to think.
Phury’s hair stood on its ends when, instead of V’s deep voice, the mobile conveyed the shrieks of a hysterical doggen. He understood a tenth of what the man explained, but two concepts were very clear.
Lessers attack.
Vishous dying.
Phury dematerialized as soon as the servant gave him the address of the house. When his feet made contact with the wooden porch, he was still hanging the phone. The front door was wide open. He entered the house running, pulling out his gun.
- Vishous? V, it’s Phury!
Elegant rooms empty. Dining room. Salon. All these sumptuous mansions were the same. Staircase to the first floor.
Sobbing.
Phury dematerialized directly to the main floor and, unfortunately, didn’t had to look  very far to find V. The brother was lying on the carpet in the hallway, writhing as if someone was taking out his guts with a tweezers. Blood sweat poured from his skin. His members were twisted at impossible angles, with torn tendons.
He spat blood.
The worst? Vishous shone like a fucking supernova, with the white glow from his hand bathing his tortured body like a halo, burning the carpet where he stood.
V was dying because of something Phury didn’t recognized. And he could not touch him to help.
Behind him, the butler cried, clinging to a doorframe. The bodies of the two lessers were still lying on the floor, sewn with bullets. Beside them, two crossbows.
Two crossbows ...
Ignoring the doggen babbling about a murdered maid, Phury knelt as close as he could to V, forcing himself to think. Blood gushed from a hole in his thigh and thought he saw another wound in his chest, but it was impossible to say with all that blood sweat. But a simple arrow would not do that to V. Not unless ....
God Damn ...
It had to be lesser blood. Phury was born in a time when the undead hunted the vampires with bayonets dipped in blood. One arrow, one dead vampire. And Vishous had two in his body, God knew how he was still alive.
In any case, there was only one way to save him, if they were on time.
And only one person who could get close enough to do it.
OOO
John raised the Escalade on the sidewalk and jumped off just as Butch put the black dagger in his belt, his hair falling over his forehead and a possessed maniac expression on his face.
-Jesus, and they talk about me.- Z’s raspy voice sounded just behind the cop-. Too bad the lesser was already disabled. It would have been a sight to see you stab him alive.
Butch looked over his shoulder and then turned slowly to look at Z. Virgin ... The Brother was covered with stinking black blood. His hands, his arms, the leather jacket. All full of blood. As if he had dismembered a lesser with bare hands.
And probably he did.
- Is the sniper dead?
Z smiled, twisting further his scarring, and slowly wiped the knife on his trousers.
-Oh, yes. Dead. And his bodyguard too.
Butch was about to reply with a comment like "Norman Bates is a little lamb compared to you" when the phone rang.
-Shit.- he picked without looking at the number.
- Butch! – he never heard Phury so hysterical-. You have to come quick! Vishous is dying and I can’t touch him! He’s shining, you have to ...!
Butch froze, with paralyzed fingers around the phone and staring at Z, without actually seeing him. Vishous was dying? V? The V who could reduce to ashes the Yankees Stadium and had only gone to install surveillance cameras in the warm cozy glymera mansions?
-Phury, what ... the hell ... has ... happened? - hell, his jaws were so stiff that he could barely speak.
-Lessers. He's been shot with arrows dipped in blood. He’s dying, Butch.- Phury's voice sounded increasingly acute-. I can’t touch him, I know what to do to save him but I cannot touch him. We are in the eighth with fifth street, a mansion with a porch ...
Butch didn’t hear anything more of what Phury said. Didn’t responded to Rhage or Z. Neither gave a shit when he shoved John out of the Escalade to jump in the driver’s seat.
He put the Escalade in reverse, burning rubber and the jeep staggered when Butch forced it to head to the Victorian neighborhood. Wheels sizzling, leaving marks on the asphalt. He skipped all the red lights he encountered along the way. He got on a sidewalk when a garbage truck crossed his way.
He could go through a fucking train with the jeep without blinking.
The blood seemed to stop through his veins.
He forgot the hurtful words of V.
Forgot his humiliation.
Forgot any doubts.
His mate was dying. And, as a bonded male, he was going to turn over heaven and earth if necessary to save him. Then he’ll hunt down and destroy those who attacked him. He would take out their eyes, rip their guts and limbs.
And, after saving V, he’ll give the male a beating. For daring to almost die and leave him alone without him being able to know the fucking truth.
That, if he wasn’t going to be too late because, as the useless ex-human he was, Butch O’Neal could not dematerialize.
Vishous was dying and he had to drive a fucking jeep.
The only thing that prevented him to panic in the four minutes thirty seconds it took him to stop, wheels screeching, just before the house he had been guarding the day before, was that V had had the vision of their deaths.
He never thought he would appreciate knowing how they were going to go. After fighting. Together. After Butch had inhaled too many lessers and V had burned himself trying to clean him.
So tonight was not the night.
Not. The. Night.
While pushing aside the man who opened the door to a garden, Butch forced himself to believe that Vishous was never wrong.
He could not allow himself to think otherwise.
