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LUNA(tic) (Part 1) 
 

Estella's best friend, Xander Stryker, is a vampire... 
 

And while this fact might startle or even scare most girls, for a practicing witch and a conjurer of her 
own secrets it's simply a part of life. Though she abhors violence and death, she's accepted his duties 

as a force against creatures like him who pose as much of a threat against humanity's wellbeing as 
well as the secrecy of the mythos community. 

 
And her growing feelings for him are certainly not making matters any easier… 

 
It's all enough to drive a girl insane! 

 
But, as strong and as capable as Xander is, Estella knows he needs her more than he may know... 

and even the closest of friends can be lost if hidden in a Crimson Shadow. 

  



 
Estella could sense his approach from several miles out. The familiar energy that she'd 

come to recognize as his own—a strange hybrid of what he had once been and the vampire he'd 
become—grew more and more vibrant with his approach. He was certainly moving quickly, and 
while Estella began to tidy up the room in anticipation for his arrival through… 

The window! 
Though they'd only recently rekindled their childhood friendship, she knew him well enough 

to know that he had too much pride and fear of being noticed by her parents to come in any other 
way.  

He hadn't so far and she was not about to hold her breath that it would change anytime 
soon. 

Not sure how close he was or how soon he would arrive, she hurried across the room and 
fought with the stubborn latch to get the window open. As it finally gave up its resistance and slid 
upward Estella cringed as it squealed against its frame. 

Taking a deep breath, she cupped her palm over her forehead and scoffed at herself, 
“Estella, you dork! You have got to get a grip on yourself!” 

“You—AH!—you sure do!” She jumped in surprise at the sound of Xander's voice. “You 
know, you're pretty nervous for a witch.” He was already halfway through the window and dragging 
his legs in behind him. As he pulled himself the rest of the way through, he collapsed in a heap onto 
her floor with a grunt. 

Seeing him, Estella's surprise melted away and was replaced by blind excitement. She rushed 
towards Xander and wrapped her arms around him in a joyful embrace, “YOU CAME BACK!” 

And then she heard the crack. 
Xander growled in pain, but clenched his teeth to keep from screaming. 
“Oh my! I'm so sorry! I didn't…” Estella trailed off as she took a step back, carefully 

running a hand along his side and using her magic to determine the severity of his injuries. Already 
she noticed the two broken ribs on his left side and she shifted for a better angle and saw that his 
left arm hung strangely, twisted at the base and resting lamely against the floor. 

It was dislocated! 
“What the hell did they do to you?” Estella whispered, hoping that the rhetorical question 

would be left unanswered and he wouldn't torment her with the details. 
Xander chuckled, holding his side with his good arm as he did. “You should get a gander at 

the headache they left me with, too.” 
Estella shook her head. She'd already seen her fair share of the effects of psychic attacks, 

both from her own history of practicing magic and more recently when Xander had begun going on 
his nightly “missions”. She closed her eyes and peeked inside his head, “stepping” carefully about to 
make sure that the damage was no greater than a mere headache. 



Her experience with the human mind, though limited, had taught her just how unique and, 
more than anything else, strange it was to be a part of it. Sometimes a person's psyche took on a 
literal picture of a human mind, using color and memory-based projections to illustrate subconscious 
stimuli. Other times the mind took on the shape that it felt most comfortable being explored as. 
This was an unnerving observation that Estella had made; all minds are aware of being entered on at 
least the lowest conscious level. While an individual may be unaware of the trespass, the mind 
recognized a visitor when it had one, and more-often-than-not they preferred to “spruce up” for 
that company. 

Xander's mind, however, was black. 
It was unlike anything Estella had ever seen before. The entire “scenery” was comprised of 

flashing images and random bits of sound that blipped in-and-out amidst an infinite abyss. In the 
center of it all, illuminated by a light that had no source, was Xander—standing amidst the chaos 
and looking at her; waiting for her. 

Looking at the mentally-painted image of her friend, she was reminded of Xander when he'd 
still been human. Though he was stronger and more capable, his inner-self still wore a pained-and-
terrified face. As she advanced towards him, his right eye shifted from hazel to blood-red and the 
scenery shifted from pitch black to a violent crimson; bolts of black lightning streaking down from 
above. Then, as fast as it had begun, the blackness returned and his eye shifted to its original shade. 
Suddenly looking exhausted, he dropped to his knees as a band of purple energy faded into view; 
wrapping around him, locking his joints, and weighing him down. 

“Oh my…! Xander, what'd they do to you?” 
He shook his head, trying to make the situation look less severe with a forced scoff. “It's 

nothing. Just an auric bind the bastard hit me with before I took him out.” 
“But it shouldn't still be…” She frowned and took another step towards him, sighing as the 

realization dawned on her; “You haven't fed yet, have you?” 
There was another flash of red and a clap of distant thunder and Xander tightened his jaw to 

regain control. “I… I t-took some energy from a couple in the park” he confessed, his inner-self 
twitching as a rumbling growl echoed throughout his mind as he shook his head. “Apparently it 
wasn't enough.” 

“No,” she knelt down beside him and began to unlink the ropes of energy that were binding 
his mind, “Apparently not.” 

“It's fine!” Xander groaned as the purple coils began to loosen, “It was a Hail Mary attack; 
nothing compared to what they did to my body.” 

Estella paused long enough to shoot him a glare—the wave of enraged energies more-than 
allowing Xander to know she wasn't happy. “You should know better than anybody that it doesn't 
take much to damage the mind, Xander!” 

“Meh.” Xander looked away, his own embarrassment showing more from the shimmering 
landscape of his mind than from his mind-projected face, “Even at full force that pussy didn't have 
the control to—” 

“Full force?” Estella's eyes went wide and her own shock threatened to unlink their minds 
and she felt herself shimmer away before regaining her hold. “Xander! Don't you remember what 
happened the last time you took an auric attack 'full force'?” He looked up at that, his eyes 
connecting with hers as his right eye again went blood-red; the black pupil growing wide with the 
realization of what was happening. With his arms free from their binds, he touched the fingertips of 
his right hand to his temple. She nodded at this, “Exactly!” 

Finishing with her task, she threw the length of purple energy outside of the light they 
occupied and watched as it fizzled and faded into nothing. 

“There,” Xander smiled, already looking noticeably better, “All better.” 



Estella scoffed at that, “Yea. Right.” A moment later she was out of his head and back in her 
bedroom, regaining control of her motor functions and focusing her eyes on her friend. “Now,” she 
stood, her legs shaking slightly as she did, “let's see how bad this is.” 

“It's fine, Estella! The little bitch had nothing!” Xander assured her. 
She looked down at him and frowned, “You killed them then?” 
Xander nodded, a smirk growing as he did, “Just some punk auric. Marcus didn't even come; 

said I could handle this one on my own.” He went to stand and gasped, stopping as a wave of pain 
flooded his eyes. “He… went down… crying.” He spoke between deep breaths to help steady the 
pain in his head before looking back up at her and forcing a smile, “It's like I said; he was a little 
bitch!” 

“Yea, well, whether or not they were a…”—Estella blushed and cleared her throat—”It 
makes no difference! They clearly hurt you!” 

Xander looked away, “I've had worse.” 
Estella frowned as she finished doing what she could for his head and went about bandaging 

the wounds he had sustained. “I know you have, but—” 
“Don't worry about it.” He tried to sit up again and groaned as he did, this time making it all 

the way to an upright position and closing his eyes to concentrate. 
As Estella watched, his lacerations shriveled and sealed shut and became new flesh; the slight 

scar tissue rapidly fading to match his already pale skin tone. As the other wounds continued to heal, 
she moved to wipe away the remnants of dried blood with an old shirt and saw that there was no 
visual evidence of the injury to be found. As she started to clean another area—just over his 
shoulder at the base of his neck—she jumped at the sound of a metallic impact followed soon after 
by another and she followed the sounds with her eyes; looking down at her wooden floor to see two 
warped and bloodied bullets that had just fallen from under Xander’s shirt. 

She gasped in surprise, “But how…?” 
Xander smirked and gently tapped his index finger against the side of her head, “I borrowed 

some of your power.” 
Estella bit her lip, “Borrowed? When?” 
“Just now with my aura while you were cleaning the wounds.” Xander shrugged. 
Estella pouted, “I’ve been practicing magic since I was a little girl and I’ve never even seen an 

aura.” 
“Don't let it bother you. I never thought much about them until I started seeing them for 

myself, Xander confessed as he stood up and stretched, groaning as he did. His worn joints popped 
and Estella was momentarily nervous that not all his wounds had healed and his movement may 
make them worse, but soon after relaxed when he showed no signs of discomfort. After a moment 
he frowned and began to pace around the room, wondering how he’d gotten so far along in battle 
without healing his broken bones. At that time he'd put it off as a numbing effect of the rage he'd 
been sent into after being shot. 

Still, even numbed his body had its limits… 
Estella spoke up then and interrupted his thoughts, “It’s not that I don’t believe you.” She 

looked down as he turned to face her, clearly upset. “It’s just that it makes me feel like I haven’t 
made it as far as I thought I had in my studies.” 

Xander frowned and shook his head, “I think they may only be visible to auric vampires—
they are adapted to feed from them, after all.” 

Estella shook her head, “So only other vampires can see them?” 
Xander shrugged, “Not the blood-drinkers.” 
“But I thought you were a blood-drinker.” Estella frowned at herself, hoping that her 

questions weren't annoying her friend. 



Xander smiled and exposed a fang as he did, “I'm special, remember? I've got the abilities of 
both the sangs and the aurics. And, near as I can tell, only aurics can see auras.” He thought for a 
moment and shrugged, “And Stan. But he's sort of a special case.” 

Estella bit her lip at the name of their old teacher and magic-user. “Have you…?” 
Xander shook his head, “Haven't heard a word from him since he left a few months ago. I 

have no idea where he even is!” He sighed at the memories of his friend and sat down on the edge 
of Estella's bed. “But with all the powers of a devil-on-earth, I suppose he could be anywhere.” 

Estella moved to sit beside her friend and looked down, “I still don’t understand that.” 
Xander shifted his gaze towards her and smirked, patting her knee reassuringly, “Trust me 

on this one, Estella,”—his blood-red right eye winked at her—”you never will.” 
Xander's phone vibrated in his pocket then and both jumped at the sudden buzzing. 
“God damn thing!” Xander growled and reached into the pocket of his red leather jacket 

and pulled out the device and shook it angrily, “Can't give me a fucking second, you asshole?” 
Estella blushed at the scene and looked down. 
Xander frowned, realizing his language had offended her and bit his lip. “Sorry. I just gotta 

take this. It’ll be quick.” He promised before accepting the call and heaving angrily into the receiver, 
“What is it, Marcus?” 

Estella bit her lip as the voice of Xander's vampire mentor and roommate roared into his 
ear. Though she hadn't met him too many times, Estella knew Marcus to be the caring-but-rough 
type when it came to Xander's training. As the only two survivors of The Odin Clan's destruction, 
they'd taken to doing their jobs as vampire warriors and uphold the laws of the supernatural world 
and acting as mercenaries for The Council—the head of the mythos government and protectors of 
their secrecy from humans. While the idea of a bunch of vampires, werewolves, and who-knew-
what-else planning the politics of their collective interests was a bit farfetched to her, she was not 
about to question it. 

Especially since it was because of Xander and his connection that they'd allowed her to live 
despite her knowledge of their kind. 

She glanced back over at him as he listened to his mentor, nodding and sighing as he did. 
Though he'd only been a vampire and a part of that world for several months, his father, Joseph 
Stryker—a powerful vampire and influential figure in the mythos community—had made a big 
enough impact to earn him a substantial following. 

As well as a substantial list of enemies. 
Like anybody else with power, there were those that idolized and those that despised, and it 

had been a group of the latter that had murdered Joseph before Xander had even been born. 
Though he was gone, the Stryker legacy, as it turned out, was now her friend's to uphold, and even 
though the clan that his father had helped build had been destroyed and its members murdered, 
Marcus still seemed to have plans for his apprentice. 

Plans that had him very busy with jobs; missions that his mentor gave Xander as a means of 
training him. 

But what he was being trained for was still unclear… 
“I already told you, I took care of it!” Xander grumbled into the phone, “He's dead; goddam 

dead, gone, and never to be missed!” he went silent as the muffled and indecipherable voice on the 
other end hummed through. After a moment he sighed and shook his head, “Fucking hell, Marcus, 
are you shitting me? That sonuvabitch put me through the fucking ringer and you're asking me to—
” More indecipherable hums; louder and angrier than before. Xander groaned and cupped his face in 
his right palm, “You swear to me that this isn't going to be a ball-buster? If I get out there and get 
my ass handed to me again because you're too busy watching goddam phone-sex hotline 
infomercials I swear I'm gonna—” A stream of vulgarities blasted through the phone and Xander 



pulled it away from his ear and grimaced from the momentary impact from the sheer volume of his 
mentor's curses. “Fuck! I get it! I'll take care of it, asshole! Just feed Trepis before I get back; I'm 
tired of being woken up by a full-grown hungry tiger! Or perhaps you'd like to let him sleep in your 
room!” 

The conversation came to a close soon after; both Xander and Marcus clearly satisfied with 
whatever agreement had just been made by the time the call had been ended. 

Estella blushed, “You have to go out again?” 
Nodding, Xander stood and started for the window, “There's a situation out by the pier.” 
“A situation?” 
“Yea. Nothing serious—or so Marcus tells me, anyway—just some punk vampire making 

peoples' lives miserable.” Xander opened his coat and revealed his two revolvers in a set of holsters 
under each arm. Seeing the guns—one as white as snow and the other pitch black—Estella bit her 
lip, remembering that less than a year ago Xander had tried to end his life with them. 

“You're not going to kill him, are you?” Estella asked, her voice giving away her concern. 
Xander shook his head at her nervousness and smirked as he finished loading the black 

revolver with some bullets from his pocket and snapped it shut, “Not sure you'd want me to let him 
live; Marcus says he's been feeding off of kids.” 

Estella's eyes widened and she looked down, feeling a sense of conflicted interests. She'd 
never liked the idea of death or killing, but she couldn't help but feel that a monster that murdered 
children could not be allowed to continue. Finally, without taking her eyes from the floor, she gave 
him a single nod. “J-just give me a call when you're done.” 

Xander smiled and nodded, “Will do.” 
 

Check out Parts 2 & 3 in the Dirty Dozen collection! Available on Amazon!  
  

https://www.amazon.com/Dirty-Dozen-Crimson-Shadow-ebook/dp/B00HUIJCEK/
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