Cheap Whiskey

By Shobhan Roy

Prologue


The silver bullets ejected from exit wounds like blazing fireflies as they tore through the soulless creature. The force of the .50 calibre ammunition blew the beast off its feet; it flew over several twisted corpses, until it crashed into a wooden pillar exploding into red flames and falling ash.

Kale Ryoko let a cheap smile slide over his blood-ridden face as he watched the ashes of the vampire drift into the brew of flesh and bone that littered the crimson stone floors of the nightclub. 

‘Kale!’ the warning caused him to dart his head upwards as he heard the loud flail of charcoal grey wings in the air. The animal dived from the ceiling with razor sharp claws aimed for his throat, its wings spread out quivering with ripped bullet holes as it shot towards his position. Kale instinctly dove across a table to his right; the vampire sent crashing into the floor, rolling through tables and stools. Kale rose to watch Elena jump on top of another table, swinging the sawn-off 12-gauge shotgun around so its sights suddenly redirected onto the fallen demon. 

The blast echoed through the nightclub, breaking through the pounding of wings and screams of the dying. The buckshot exploded into the vampire just as it rose, its left wing was torn off completely, blood sprayed outwards onto Kale as he shielded his eyes. It cried in agony, its fangs glared from its mouth, glistening in blood and fleshy membranes. The shotgun’s metallic pump crunched another shell into the barrel as it exploded again. The retort almost as destructive as the impact onto the vampire’s skull as it shattered into countless pieces. Elena jumped off the table heading towards the bar, her shoulder length, brown hair drenched in glutinous blood and ash waved across her face as she turned to face Kale. Her look was that of lost hope… but the will to keep fighting. 

The entire nightclub was swarming with vampires as they shot across the high ceilings, the beats of their torn wings deafening the cries of the fallen. Kale stared at the carpet of moving darkness, their bat-like movements too confusing for mortal eyes to comprehend. He had no idea how many of them littered the shadowed skies above him. 

Thirty?

Fifty?

‘Jesus’ he whispered to himself. The Desert Eagle lifted closely towards his face, the gleaming metallic black surface reflecting the ceiling lights stained by cherry splatters.

He slowly pressed the small button on the side of the handle allowing the heavy 7-bullet magazine to slip out of the gun into his palm.

Three bullets… that’s lucky
He slammed the magazine back into the gun, his eyes darting around him. The club was littered with bodies. It was almost impossible to tell where one body ended and another began… some were still moving… he envied the ones with glazed eyes, knowing that their agony was at least over. He had to live the nightmare that was now freely tormenting above him.

Come on you bastards…

John Mays looked at Kale who glanced back at him with faint eyes. Everything felt so bleak. Mays stared up at the ceiling just in time to notice a flock of them dart down towards him. He ducked, dodging the fangs of one narrowly; its claw’s however raked across his back tearing through his skin like butter. He grunted, dropping both his revolver .44 calibres onto the wooden stage he was on as he fell to the floor in pain. The sting of the slash’s suddenly felt warm as he felt the flow of blood, stream down his spine. Grabbing the revolvers that lay to each side of him, he rolled onto his back, ignoring the burn of his wounds as he raised both guns high into the air, as another two darted to take advantage of his fallen stance. They immediately regretted their move as John pumped the triggers.


The guns lit up as bullets burnt through the air towards the descending vampires. Kale watched, as they seemed to stop in mid-flight, twisting and turning as bullet after bullet ripped through their wings and chest cavities. 

‘Die you fucking bastards!’ screamed Mays as bits of vampire flesh rained over him like some sadistic confetti. 

He shielded his face as the two winged-creatures crashed besides him in dead untidy heaps, shaking the floor violently.

Kale smirked as he watched John get up slowly; waving that he was okay, a large grin across his face. 

Another minute of life to enjoy I guess…

It was then that Kale noticed the vampire heading towards the ceiling above Mays. 

He could have shouted.

He could have waved a warning.

But he was frozen with shock.

The vampire sliced through the ropes of the jagged metallic chandelier that hung above Mays causing it to rip from the ceiling…

John looked up as the large metallic structure fell like a serrated guillotine.

He closed his eyes, a faint smile creased upon his lips.

‘JOHN!’ Kale screamed as he finally managed to echo sound through his lungs.

The chandelier crashed upon the stage onto Mays who seemed to disappear under the monstrosity. The candles fell from their stands as they all crashed onto the alcoholically saturated stage setting it into a fiery blaze.


Tears and blood mingled in Kale’s eyes as he clenched his teeth tightly, until his jaws screamed and pulsed. He jumped onto a table next to him kicking off a dead vampire that lay with open eyes onto the stone floors.

‘Come on you fucking cunts! I’m fucking here!’ He screamed, his eyes almost completely blurred as he wiped them with the back of his gun-wielding hand. 

‘COME ON!’

The carpet of black seemed to break apart as several swooped down like dark daggers towards him. Aiming his gun up he pulled the trigger.

The hammer slammed down on the back of the weapon with a monotonous metallic clap. No cordite ignited. No bullet exploded.

Shit!
The vampire clawed into his chest lifting him from the table a few feet before dropping him into the centre of the hall. His gun slid out of his hand and hit the floor before he did as he fell face up onto the stone slates.

Kale’s mouth opened to express his pain, but nothing came out but irregular gasps of what little life he felt he could muster. 

This is it…
He slowly scaled to his trembling feet as he gazed around at the six bat-winged bastards that circled his open position.

Reaching down he pulled out the silver plated stiletto that he had slid into the back of his jeans. It glimmered under the red-mood lighting reflecting the symbolic inscription that read down its blade. It’s language unknown to him. 

He gripped it firmly in his palm.

‘Whenever you’re ready guys…’ he muttered as he stared with one half open left-eye, the other too blurred and burnt to visualise anything worth seeing.

The first of the vampires darted out of the circle towards him, coming from his rear. He ducked in time to dodge the snap of its jaws above his head, rising again to plunge the dagger into its heart before it managed to escape his vicinity. 

The silver dagger sliced through its flesh easily, the chain allergic reaction to the silver causing the vampires veins to boil and explode into a cloud of flames above him. The circle of creatures dispersed back into random flight, afraid of the new weapon that they now confronted.

Kale held his bleeding chest with his left hand as best as he could as he zipped his eyes around the bar looking for Elena.

‘Elena!?’ he shouted out, but there was nothing to be seen.

He didn’t want to think of where she was or what might have happened to her. He raced towards the bar, over bloodied corpses and wings riddled with ammunition and empty shell casings, as he searched for Elena. 

He didn’t hear the flaps behind him before the claws were around his torso once again. He felt his arms succumb to the pain, dropping the stiletto as he looked up to see the beast over his shoulder, as it open its fanged orifice. 

Kale reached up to grab its fangs, one with each hand as he wrestled with the strong skull of the vampire as he tried to keep it away from his throat. It’s hot breath felt like acid-vapour as it poured down his neck.

‘Get off me!’ He knew he couldn’t hold out much longer as the fangs began tearing into his palms.


The bottle smashed over the bony exterior of the vampire’s spine, its alcoholic components igniting into a firestorm. 

Kale suddenly felt the tight grip of its claw’s released from his body. Falling to his knees he looked up to see Elena, as she lifted another flaming Molotov cocktail, jumping over the bar before sending it hurling into another vampire. 

Talk about timing…
Kale used the bar as a support; the effects of blood loss were inevitably killing his muscles and mental strength.

How long is this going to go on… 
As long as she was alive… he would keep going.

The room was spinning.

He watched as Elena paced herself, looking like some sort of hardcore elite soldier. The sawn-off in one hand and a Molotov in the other…

She threw the Molotov to the floor; it exploded sending reeling shrapnel glass and flame into the air. Wincing as a piece of glass slashed past her left cheek, she watched as the vampire that was heading towards her was suddenly forced upwards above the flames, right into her explosion of buckshot. The hole it made was enormous as it crashed down beside her.

Kale tried to concentrate on what was going on around him as he breathed in a couple of strong breaths of air. He wiped away some blood from his brow as he headed towards Elena…

He didn’t get three feet before being crashed into by another kamikaze parasite. He fell once more to the floor slightly dazed, the vampire impaling itself into bottles that peppered the bar shelves behind him.


Elena turned to see what happened, seeing Kale fallen, his eyes closed. 

Her eyes widened as she felt the worst. The claw’s drove into her chest, the wings of the creature that had caught her wrapped around her enclosing his prey. 

She screamed.

Kale opened his eyes slowly, still blurred as he tried to focus on split images of what was occurring in front of him. It wasn’t until the fangs dove into Elena’s throat that the lost adrenaline raced into his veins.

‘No!’ he shouted, trying to lift himself up.

Elena’s mouth was wide open, but nothing came out. Her eyes began to slowly seep into the back of her head as more and more blood was sucked from her throat.

The glimmer of the Desert Eagle reflected into Kale’s eyes, as it lay rested against an unknown corpse. Picking it up, he forced himself to lock his vision as the spinning room came to a halt for a split second.

He pulled the trigger.

The hammer pulled back and slammed down with a metallic crash.

The cordite ignited exploding the silver .50 bullet out of the chamber. 

It screamed like an angelic curse as it dived between the eyes of the vampire that had trapped Elena within its winged confines of darkness. The bullet tore through its hardened skull, ripping through its brain muscle as it ejected from the stern of its head, carrying blood and grey matter with it. The vampire was blown away from her with ferocious strength; it slid across the floor as it disintegrated into ashes.


 Elena fell slowly to the floor, her body trembling. Kale crawled across the crimson-stained stone slabs towards Elena, kneeling over her body. He looked at her wide-open eyes and her pale expression as he watched her soul begin to dissipate. The venom gaping hole oozed blood slowly into a puddle, which had now begun to surround her like a warm velvet shadow. She turned her head looking into his broken eyes as she tried to muster something. Kale watched as she slowly raised her hand, the silver dagger firm in her grip as she slung it across his shoulder. Kale leant back, holding her cold hand, the handle of the dagger brushing against his palm.

Don’t do this.
I promised.

He shook his head slowly, tears forming in his eyes once more. They fell as blood stained emotion onto their entwined hands. Elena shook and began to seize, shaking violently. Only the whites of her eyes could be seen.

‘Elena! Don’t!’ Kale shouted.

She opened her eyes trying to hold still for a few seconds longer, they were as red as the blood that poured from her wounds. Clenching her teeth, she jabbed her knee upwards into Kale’s chest. Losing his stance, Kale fell forwards onto Elena. 

He shivered as he heard the sound of the dagger ripping through her chest into her heart.

He got up in time to see her eyes fade back to their normal brown tint, the red glare erased by the silver. 

He tried to say he was sorry.

But her eyes had already glazed.

