
Strangers 

 

Amanda locked up the bookstore for the night.  It was later than normal but on 

Halloween she liked to stay open a little later and hand out candy to kids that passed by.  She 

lived on the third floor of an old Victorian style house that had been retrofitted into three 

apartments, so trick-or-treater’s didn’t come to her door and she loved Halloween.  It was her 

favourite holiday with all the decorations and excited kids in costumes running all over.  It was a 

time for people to pretend to be someone, or something, they weren’t for just one night. 

At eight o’clock it was already dark and a cold wind started to pick up.  The skies had 

been threating to rain all day, but thankfully for the kids it held off until now.  Amanda’s walk 

home was about half an hour; unfortunately she had forgotten her umbrella resting comfortable 

against the wall at the front door to her apartment this morning.   

 She pulled her coat closed to protect her neck from the biting wind and stepped away 

from the bookstore just as lightning flashed across the sky brightening her way.  Thunder 

sounded shortly after the darkness swallowed the light again.  “Maybe if I run?” she muttered to 

herself feeling all hope of getting home dry flood out of her. 

 The streets were pretty quiet now.  Most of the younger children were in there warm 

homes munching on candy they worked so hard for tonight, while their parents were trying to 

figure out how to get their hyper kids into bed before dawn.  Some older kids, mainly teens, 

were still hanging around to see how much trouble they could get into.  A fog, or maybe a mist, 

she couldn’t tell which, hung low dampening the yellow glow from the street lamps.  They didn’t 

reach far on a good night; tonight the glow was almost non-existent.   



Shadows danced in and out of the light with the wind, making her imagination get the 

better or her.  She pictured horned demons lying in wait for her so they could take her soul and 

damn her to hell for all of eternity.  As she walked through town every corner seemed to hold 

some new devil creature.  The farther she walked the more her imagination ran wild and the 

faster her pace became.   

Her house was on the edge of town and she had to pass a cemetery on the way.  It was 

an old cemetery, the kind rumours and legends are made of.  As a teen growing up in the town 

she heard all the legends, even tried to prove some of them true.  The biggest was, of course, 

centered around ghosts rising on Halloween night.  Amanda and some of her friends spent the 

night in the cemetery as teens to see if it was true.  Of course they spent the whole time trying 

to scare each other and see who would be the first of them to run home crying for mom and dad 

to protect them.  Going home only meant torment the entire length of your high school career 

from every teenager in this sleepy little town, so no one ever did. 

Still, she hated this part of the walk home and the darkness only made it worse.  Tonight 

everything seemed to be amplified about ten times.  She couldn’t explain it but she felt like she 

was being followed, although she saw no one else around anywhere and heard no footsteps. 

“Get a grip, Amanda.” she said out loud to fill the silence.  “No more reading Stephen 

King novels on Halloween.” 

The wind whipped her hair in front of her face as she came to the intersection right 

before the cemetery.  Lightning flashed again so bright it almost looked like noon through the 

shroud of hair over her eyes.  The accompanying thunder was instantaneous and she swore 

she felt the ground shake with it.  Then the rain started, not in simple little sprinkles to forewarn 

of the storms arrival, but huge drops that fell in sheets and felt like buckets of ice had just been 

dropped on her head. 



“Great, just perfect!” she wiped the hair from her face, cursing.  “Ten minutes, you 

couldn’t give me another ten minutes to get home?” 

Daemon watched as Amanda stood on the street corner wiping wet hair from her face.  

In all his four hundred and seventy five years he had never been attracted to anyone, until last 

week when he saw Amanda through her bookstore window.  He felt something inside the instant 

he saw her.  He watched her for a couple of days through the window as she puttered about in 

the store, until he finally had the nerve to approach her under the pretence of looking for a 

particular book.  The name of the book was completely unimportant; he couldn’t even remember 

what it was.  He just needed to speak to her, to hear her voice face to face instead of watching 

to her through the window.   

It was magical.  The softness of it caressed his cold heart with every syllable she utter 

warming it until it actually felt like it might beat again.  He was a vampire; his heart had turned to 

stone that fateful night on the streets of England almost five hundred years ago when he died 

cold and afraid as he felt the last beats fade.  But the night he saw Amanda, Daemon was 

almost positive he heard it beat again.   

He was drawn to her in a way he could not explain.  Every time he tried to leave her 

behind in the past week he could not get her face out of his head.  Every woman he saw looked 

like her.  Every scent was her mix of perfume and dust from the old books.  Everything 

reminded him of her, yet nothing could quite match the perfectness that was Amanda.  So he 

returned to find himself watching her yet again. 

The light changed and she crossed the walk.  He had followed her home every day, 

hidden in the shadows to make sure nothing happened.  Her safety had become his main 

purpose somehow.  Nothing matter more to him than making sure Amanda was safe and happy.  



Something was different tonight, he sensed it.  She did too, it was obvious in the way she was 

constantly looking over her shoulder and how she picked up her pace.   

Her heart was beating faster as she started to walk past the cemetery, as it always did, 

but tonight it was racing faster than usually.  Something had spooked her.  Daemon sent out 

feelers trying to sense anything that might pose a danger to sweet Amanda.  Something came 

back to him.  Had his heart not died centuries ago he was certain the stabbing pain he felt came 

direct from it.  His pulse quickened as he started toward Amanda, which was incredible for 

someone who didn’t have a pulse. 

Amanda sensed something was wrong.  She put her head down trying to brace herself 

against the cold wind and rain beating her back.  Damn, why didn’t I wear the flats today, she 

thought to herself as she hurried past the cemetery.  Glancing up she could see the end of the 

cemetery block.   A few more steps and then she would turn to the left leaving this queasy 

feeling behind her.  

A shadow stepped in front of her blocking the path. She looked up to see a man that 

stood at least six foot five dwarfing her five two with heels.  She hadn’t notice him before and 

had no idea where he came from, although with this rain and fog you couldn’t see the hand in 

front of your face.   

“This really isn’t a very nice night for someone like you to be out.”  She was sure see 

sensed humour in his deep tenor tone.  “Especially alone.” 

“Sorry, I didn’t see you there.  I was just on my way home.” 

“Why don’t you come over here with us?  We’re having a little party and you’re invited.” 

Turning to look over her shoulder she noticed two other figures, just as tall as the first 

one encircling her.  She was trapped.  Heart racing she tried to remember the self-defence 



classes her father had insisted she take when going to school “in the big city”.  She never 

thought she would need them in her home town of two thousand people.   

The first figure reached out and touched her cheek turning head to face him again.  He 

was so close now she could feel his breath on her cheek as he bent down to whisper in her ear.  

He never got the chance to say anything.  Someone, or something, had pulled him from her with 

such force she stumbled backward a step or two, stopping just short of arm’s length from the 

other two.  She caught her breath as she heard a loud crack and just a glimpse of movement. 

Before she could react a second figure was gone, just disappeared into the darkness.  The third 

figure panicked and fled on his own. 

Amanda felt her own panic heightening as she stumbled backward toward the corner, 

trying to keep an eye open for her saviour.  At least she thought he was a saviour, she wasn’t 

really sure of that yet.  Catching her shoe in a crack she stumbled and started to fall she felt 

hand grab hold of her before she hit the ground.   

“Are you alright?”  Daemon was worried her attackers had hurt his beloved Amanda.  

They would never do that again, to anyone. 

“I think so.”  She stuttered.  He could still sense her panic. 

“Perhaps we should get you home and out of this rain.”  Daemon scoped her up and 

speed toward her home. 

Amanda was stunned and amazed, not only was this stranger carrying her, but he knew 

where to go without asking.  She should be concerned about that, however somehow it made 

her feel better, more secure.  It made no sense.  Her head was screaming at her that she was in 

danger, but her heart was telling her prince charming had arrived. 



Stopping at her front door, Daemon set her down and offered to open the door for her.  

Biting her lip, Amanda, blushed as she invited him inside.  She knew it went against every 

safety precaution she had ever been taught, but it didn’t matter.  Her body was on fire for this 

man and she hadn’t even really gotten a good look at him yet.  Her nipples were hard and it 

wasn’t from the cold. 

“Would you like something to drink?  I think there is some juice in the fridge.  Or if you 

prefer the liquor cabinet is over there.” Amanda pointed to the small credenza against the far 

wall.  “Help yourself; I just need to get a towel.” 

Daemon wasn’t interested in beverages but poured himself a glass of scotch anyway.  

When he finished he turned to see Amanda walk back into the small living room towel drying her 

hair.  She had lost her coat and was bare foot now, her light dress clinging to her body showing 

off every luscious curve.  His groin ached as his erection tightened in his pants.  She looked up 

at him with the towel hanging loosely over her head, blushing when her eyes met his.  Setting 

his drink down he touched his hand to her check to whip away a drop of water. 

Her skin sizzled where he touched her even though his skin was cold.  Her nipples 

hardened  more and ached to have his tongue play with them.  She knew this was a bad idea 

but her body had a mind of its own tonight.  She was getting wet as she imagined him inside 

her. 

He leaned down capturing her lips with his and sent his tongue inside her mouth.  His 

kiss made her melt.  Before she knew what was happening he removed her dress letting it pool 

on the floor, then picked her up and carried her to the bedroom, never removing his lips from 

hers.  Sitting her down on the bed he stood back removing his jacket and shirt.  Her breath 

caught as she saw his perfect body.  There was nothing in the world like his chiselled, tanned 

skin.   



Amanda unzipped his pants freeing his shaft and caressed it with her hands up and 

down making him hiss in pleasure.  He needed her right now, needed to be inside her, to feel 

her wet for him.  He urged her back on the bed and removed her black lace panties.  Eagerness 

took hold of him as he ripped the matching black bra and kneed her breasts.  His lips took hold 

of her nipple while his hand found her its way between her legs and teased her.  Amanda 

spread her legs giving him complete access to her.  She arched her back as her body 

convulsed.  Her heart pounded as he continued to suck her nipples until she screamed out in 

pleasure while she came for him.  

He wasn’t done with her yet.  He climbed on top of her and slowly pushed himself inside 

her glorious hole.  She was so wet for him as he filled her to capacity, stroking over and over.  

He ran his tongue over her ear and down her chin until he found her lips once again.  The feel of 

her breasts against his skin sent chills through him making him harden even more.   

Amanda thought her body was going to explode with the pleasure he was giving her with 

every stroke.  She had never felt so full.  Colours started to float in front of her eyes as she 

came for him again.  She felt him reach down and tease her again which only made every 

stroke of his shaft even more intense.  She lost count of how many times she had come as time 

seemed to stand still with only the two of them in the world. 

Daemon could hold out no longer.  He released her lips and moved down her neck.  Just 

before her climaxed inside her, his fangs sank deep in neck.  This was the one moment he felt 

more alive than had in over six hundred years.  Never before had a woman made him feel this 

way.  He drank in her essence as he came inside her.  It was the one way that a vampire could 

experience true emotion.   

When he was finished he collapsed atop of her physically spent.  When she woke he 

would be gone and she wouldn’t remember their meeting.  That was another neat trick vampires 



had, not true mind control.  More like a self defence mechanism.  She may not remember him 

but he would never forget her.  This night would remain with him if he lived for another thousand 

years. 

After dressing he bent down and kissed her on the forehead.  “Sleep well my sweet 

Amanda.  Sleep well.”  Then he turned and left her alone to her dreams. 

 


