Part 1


   





The year was 1997.  From the stygian mists, like a grim nightmare from the past of humanity, the dark baneful fortress of evil known as Castlevania returned like a recurring nightmare in the dreams of man.  Once every century it returns again to the land of man, a dark reminder of the evil in the soul of every man in existence.  





A grim figure stood on an outcrop of rock before the dark structure in the distance, he frowned and shook his head, "This isn’t fair."  The figure turned, his trenchcoat fluttering slightly in the breeze as he walked down the rocky outcropping, towards the village below.  As he reached the roadway, he cursed loudly as a ‘57 Chevy nearly hit him and wagged his fist at it as it passed.  His name was Isaac, a man cursed with obligations beyond those of most men.  While gifted with an incredible power he was cursed with having to use it.  





     After sometime he found himself on the concrete blocks of the village’s sidewalk.  He silently thanked God as he saw some of the village's older occupants more or less pushing their families into packed cars to leave for greener pastures.  





Some of the village’s occupants seemed more intrigued by the giant newly appearing castle and had begun to sell small souvenirs and put out books on vampires, Isaac shook his head.  He gave a long lingering glance to the silent fortress in the distance before entering into his hotel.  He glared at the tourists in the lobby as he took a flight of stairs to his floor.  He could hear the sound of bad vampire movies echoing in the hallways, in English.  Isaac never could quite fathom when this particular little nation had become bilingual in a language that was unbelievably far removed from them.  





Deciding to leave the historical and linguistic debates to those who might be around later to write anything down, he took his key from his pocket and unlocked his room.  Isaac sat down on the bed with a sigh and looked at the roof of the room,  “I wish I knew why it always had to be us.”  He rubbed his temples,  “Always us...haven’t we done enough already?”  The lone Belmont expected no answer, he was given none, he wasn't expecting one anyway.  





Sarah rubbed her hands together to shake off the cold, several of her friends had decided to go out into the forest on a lark and perform a mock ritual in ‘celebration’ of the castle.  Her sister, Crissy, a well-proportioned girl of about eighteen began, holding a pewter knife towards the sky and chanting.  


The girl began by saying,  “Oh dark lord, we welcome thee back to this world of darkness!”   


     	Sarah frowned at the words; she’d never been too terribly into the occult like her sisters or her friends.  "Crissy," Sarah said with a frown, "You sure we should do this?"


     	Crissy grinned at Sarah, "Oh don't be such a prude, Sis.  Its good clean fun!"


     	One of Crissy's friends, a short brunette by the name of Karla walked over next to Crissy.  Her face was set in a grin, "Whats going to happen? Afraid big ole Dracula is gonna get you, Sarah?"


     	Sarah frowned and looked at her feet.  Soon her eyes turned towards the sky and she gasped at what she saw.  Above the group, like dark harbingers of misfortune, lightning was jumping from circling cloud to circling cloud.  With terrified eyes she looked at her sister and the others, dark shadows moved towards them as her sister resumed chanting the eldritch words of power.  


Her sister grinned and continued,  “We stand ready to aid you in your quest of darkness mighty Lord Dracula!”  


Sarah couldn’t take any more and she bolted.  


Karla laughed as she saw Sarah run, but soon her tone changed drastically.


As Sarah ran, the horrified screams of her girlfriends echoed through the forest, following her like a bloodthirsty predator.  As she looked behind her she ran into a figure, she looked up at him terrified. 


“Easy there girl,” the figure said,  “This won’t hurt much.”  The figure gently stroked her hair and she felt safe, the figure leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips.  She wrapped her arms around him as he gently kissed along her face and down towards her neck....





     	The figure’s head exploded in a gory mess which sent Sarah falling backward screaming.  


Sarah could only scream as a frowning figure, dressed in a flowing gray trenchcoat and what appeared to be blue body armor walked from the trees.  Sarah’s temporary paramour’s head began to slowly reform and now she could see the dark creature for what it was, its once sensual mouth had been transformed into a fanged maw, demonic in appearance and stinking of a crypt.  


The figure stood growling and assumed an almost feral stance narrowing its now glowing eyes at its assailant,  “The stink of a Belmont.”  


The man smirked at the figure,  “This coming from a walking corpse.”  





The vampire growled and leapt at Isaac, confident in having been forewarned by his dark master of the Belmont’s whip.  Two shots rang out, blasting open the vampire's chest.  The foul servant of darkness snarled as it slammed into the ground and hydroplaned on its own ichor.  It turned its face just in time to see a peal of flame rushing over it.  The vampire’s dying screams mixed with the scared screams of Sarah.  Isaac left the terrified girl and ran off to where she had come from.  





     	Isaac ran into the clearing, he cursed silently as his eyes saw that the ‘brothers’ of the vampire he had slain had done their dark work.  The eyes of the teenaged girls burned with the unholy hate which only comes from the silent kiss of evil.  His hand locked around the trigger of his arm-mounted flame-thrower and he readied his pistol. 


The being once known as Sarah’s sister turned, grinning maliciously through sharp canine teeth.  


One of the vampires growled,  “He killed Alexandre!”  


Isaac narrowed his eyes and fired three shots into one of the new vampires.  


The one once known as Karla screamed at the shock of bullets tearing through her body, still having not fully adjusted to her conversion into a servant of evil.  


The lone Belmont spit out an angry curse as his pistol expended its supply of bullets; he would have to rely on old weaponry and his flamethrower instead.  Unfortunately, his small tactical assessment was interrupted as one of the vampires backhanded him into a tree.  Isaac grunted and grabbed two daggers from his belt and flung them at his attacker before diving away from the tree as one of the neophyte vampires charged him.  


The neophyte slammed into the tree and Isaac finished his roll, loosing a peal of flame at the dazed new vampire.  


The neophyte Crissy screamed as her body immolated itself around her.  Isaac did not have time to say anything as two more leapt at him.  He quickly pulled a small short sword from his belt and used it to decapitate his attackers.  He saw their heads roll to his feet and splashed holy water over them for good measure; their heads began to burn as they screamed in disembodied voices.  Isaac looked up with narrowed eyes at the other vampires whom were now in full retreat.  He shook his head and walked back towards the frightened girl he had noticed earlier.  





     Sarah was crying at the base of a tree, hugging her legs tight against her body.  


Isaac walked up to her and frowned down at her.  


Her face was buried in her hands and she was sobbing hysterically. 


He shook his head and said calmly,  “It's over now girl, for now.”  Sarah looked up at him, her lip quivering, “M-my f-friends?”  


Isaac said,  “Dead,” he saw no reason to lie to the girl.  


She frowned and screamed at him, leaping up and beating against his chest armor with her tiny little hands as the tears ran in streams down her cheeks,  “You killed them!”  


Isaac frowned and grabbed her by the wrists;  “Listen girl they were already dead when I killed them!  Course that wouldn't mean I killed them since you can't really kill a dead person, but that’s not important.  Now quit the histrionics before you call down every damned evil thing in the country!”  


Sarah tried to stop crying, tears still rolling down her cheeks.  		“What's your name girl,” asked the calm vampire hunter,  “and where do you live.”  


Her lip quivered,  “S-Sarah...l-live w-with my s-sister...parents d-died a few years ago.”  


Isaac frowned,  “Great.”  Isaac glanced skyward as if asking God why he enjoyed making his life difficult; he received no answer, he wasn’t expecting one anyway.  





     	Saint Michael’s was a towering piece of architecture, designed in the gothic sense and possessing a statue of St. Michael defeating Satan on the steps before it, it certainly appeared to be one of the few truly holy places in the entire tortured land surrounding Castlevania.  


Isaac walked up the stairs and towards the massive doors of the church, he pushed them open.  The ancient doors groaned loudly and he stepped inside.  


Sarah nervously poked her head in through the massive doors to look around.  The inside of the church was dusty and nearly forgotten. Most surprisingly, the golden tabernacle gleamed, having been recently polished.  


Before looking back at Isaac, Sarah’s eyes traveled around the walls, seeing the woodcarvings representing the Stations of the Cross.  


Isaac crossed himself before looking around,  “Walker, where are you?”  			A dusty little monk in a brown cloak walked towards Isaac, a chill wind ran down Sarah’s spine and she backed off frowning.  The little monk smiled slightly seeing Isaac,    	“Greetings Master Belmont.”  


Isaac nodded,  “Hello old friend.”  


Walker looked at Isaac,  “Castlevania is again a blot on the night horizon, is that why you’ve come here?”  


Isaac nodded,  “That and I need to drop off this girl.  Can you look after her until I've given the moon some spot-remover, so to speak?”  						Walker looked at the scared girl with his calm, tired eyes.  “I will do as you ask,” Walker said,  “Tell her the rooms are upstairs...I must go now and rest for daylight is coming.”  Walker walked towards the altar and sunk into the ground to the resting-place of his body.    





       	Sarah’s eyes remained wide and her mouth fell agape.  


Isaac sighed and pushed her mouth back up before turning and walking towards a pew.  “Find a comfy spot kid,” he said,  “you’re going to be staying here.”  


Sarah nodded slowly,  “He...he was...he was a…”  


“Ghost,” Isaac interrupted, leaning back on the pew which creaked ever so slightly.  Sarah nodded frightened.  “Don’t worry about him,” said the tired hunter of darkness as he yawned,  “he’s on our side...he’s an ex-crusader.”  				“He's an ex-crusader,” Sarah asked,  “Why is he here?”  


Isaac glanced at her;  “We’re full of questions today.”  


"What the hell do you expect," fumed Sarah.  


The hunter glared at her,  "Watch your language, remember where you are.  As for Walker, he’s here because he has to serve a penance, in life he didn’t exactly follow the spiritual ideals he claimed to protect when he crusaded.”  


Sarah nodded slowly, still letting the deluge of strangeness filter into her confused mind.  


Isaac glanced at her;  “You’re new to Warakiya aren’t you.”  She nodded slowly;  “H-how did you know?”  Isaac looked away from her towards the grand crucifix  hanging above the altar,  “If your family had lived here for long you would never have been stupid enough to go out on a night like this and do what you did.”  


Sarah frowned,  “You’re a bastard you know!”  


Isaac shook his head.  "Girl, if I was a bastard I would have you go upstairs and sleep in one of those beds like Walker suggested," the tired Belmont said as he leaned back on the pew,  "Might as well sleep on a granite slab if you did that."  


Sarah frowned and sat down on a pew, attempting to hide her fear and confusion behind an acerbic tone,  "When did we suddenly become a caring individual?"  


Isaac glanced at her,  "I'm not, I just don't want to hear you whining about a stiff back come morning."    





     	Isaac awoke early the next morning and proceeded out from within the ancient chapel, leaving the dozing Sarah behind.  It was the early twilight, when it seems as though the world is half trapped in darkness but still struggling to reach the light and free itself of the dismal, death-still miasma.  The silence of the sleeping town was nearly deafening, a sound he had hoped to hear.  Isaac's hope was shattered however when he heard the sounds of walking, living chaos riding on the heels of the gusts of wind. 


He unholstered his pistol and fired a shot into the air. 


The sudden gunfire awoke several people who glanced outside, startled. The lone Belmont looked at them,  “Get out of here, now.”  


A few of the individuals took his words as either a voice of reason or an armed threat.  


Isaac didn’t care why the townspeople were leaving provided they left.  Suddenly, like a macabre parade of mournful malevolent mummers, several legions of the Count’s skeletal army began to walk down the main streets of Warakiya.  


The Belmont snarled noticing that this would be one of the times when the ancient weaponry would prove more useful.  


The skeletal legions began to rush towards Belmont, while several dark inhuman creatures drove them on.  


He reached into his pack calmly and grabbed the ancient Belmont whip, unfortunately this momentary action was all a giant Warg needed to jump him.  


The whip went skittering away and Isaac narrowed his eyes at the creature,  “Bad doggy.”  He pulled the trigger of his handgun and the beast was blown off of him whimpering as it died slowly from the silver bullet imbedded in its gut.  The Hunter dove for his whip as the sound of ancient flintlock muskets filled the air.  


Isaac cursed loudly as one of the slugs skimmed his right arm allowing for crimson blood to flow from the wound.  He grabbed the whip and quickly swung it around, breaking through the center of an advancing skeletal swordsman.  


The Belmont leapt upwards, dodging another barrage of slugs from the musket-skeletons.  


He fired a silver bullet into the skull of each of the musket-bearing skeletons; each off the undead monstrosities fell backwards with only the sound of tumbling bones to mark their passing.  Isaac landed hard and grimaced slightly as a bizarre saurian creature attempted to impale him on a long, wickedly curved spear.  The hunter sidestepped the spear and brought his hand down on it, shattering the shaft into two smaller pieces. 


The Saural Knight looked at the handle of its broken spear in disbelief as Isaac drove the spear’s point through its malformed head.  It fell back and burst into flames, keening as it was pulled back to the depths of hell; Isaac nodded with some finality at the creature as he spoke in a tired, sarcastic tone, "Self cleaning demon, well isn't that so considerate of the forces of darkness."  


He heard the slight clinking of metal echoing in his right ear and turned just in time to dodge a massive suit of animated armor and its dark, kris blade.  Isaac fired his last few shots into the armor; he cursed loudly as he heard the bullets banging around inside the hollow armor.  The creature chuckled, a dark hollow sound, which echoed in its empty form.  


Isaac narrowed his eyes, his tone an angry cautiousness, “Think its funny?”  


The creature nodded and chuckled,  “You humans think your puny baubles can defeat us!”  


Isaac smirked and took a grenade from his pack and threw it at the creature, it let out a startled cry and soon became nothing more then a silent rain of metallic shards.  	“I'm beginning to think you morons would be a lot less easy to kill if you actually had a brain," Isaac smirked,  "I'm not complaining though."





     	Isaac’s victory was quick lived as a sword-wielding skeleton nearly decapitated him.  He muttered a few choice words about how someone had been listening a little too closely to his last comment and dropped to grab the broken remnants of the armor creature’s kris blade, taking up a defensive position with it.  


The skeleton thrusted with its weapon, glaring at the vampire hunter with its empty eye sockets.  


Isaac growled and charged at the creature, the impact of his body shattering the dried bones of the skeletal swordsman.  Isaac quickly took a quick glance for any new attackers; his eyes then narrowed at what he understood to be the cause of this fracas.  He began to run towards the massive piece of evil architecture known as Castlevania, which loomed in the distance like a dark general overseeing the battle, which raged.  Isaac flung away the broken weapon, which flew and imbedded itself in a disgusting mass of bodies which had been laying in wait in the shadows, the creature howled in pain and exploded in a flash of green light.  He skidded to a halt as a massive creature rose up before him, he frowned at it and pulled his shotgun from his backpack. 





     	The monstrosity opened its maw and let out a bone-shaking roar.  Isaac staggered back with a grimace as he pulled the dual triggers on his shotgun.  


The creature roared and narrowed its reptilian eyes, the shells ricocheting off of the armored hide of its face.  “You die now blood of Belmont,” the dark draconian creature growled.  


Isaac frowned at it;  “Can’t you people say anything original?”  


The creature lunged at him and Isaac barely had time to dive away before the massive jaws of the beast slammed shut, ripping through his trenchcoat.  


Isaac slipped out of his coat as the beast jerked his head, whipping the trenchcoat into the air and slamming it against a building.  The hunter ran for cover as he did a quick inventory.  He smiled and thanked the Lord for the place he had taken cover in: A gun and ammo shop.  He grabbed several of the weapons and proceeded to load them and package them as the dragon snarled and sought him outside.  


“Show yourself Belmont,” the creature snarled as it looked down alleyways for its prey.  


Shaking his head, the hunter muttered to himself,  "What type of idiots is this guy used to fighting if he thinks I'm going to show myself?"  The beast looked around, slashing through the facades of buildings and roaring angrily, it turned to look towards the building, which housed the lone battler against darkness.  


Isaac attempted to line up a shot on the beast’s eye from his position in the weapon’s shop, his plan went awry however when the Dragon noticed him.  Isaac dove out of the weapon shop’s door as the entire building exploded in flames.  


The massive clawed tail of the beast swung out and nailed the prone Belmont, sending him flying into a pushcart on the road.  The dragon chuckled evilly as it stalked over towards the indisposed Belmont. 


Isaac grimaced and stood up picking pieces of fruit off of himself.  Belmont then glanced up and cursed loudly, diving away just seconds before the beast brought down its claw on where he was only moments before.  Isaac snarled and rolled to a kneel, he proceeded to cover the beast’s armored face in a barrage of bullets…silently hoping that his ammunition didn't disappear before the threat did.  


The creature howled in pain and backed away.  


Isaac narrowed his eyes at the creature and continued to fire nearly non-stop, tossing aside empty weapons and grabbing some of his newly acquired ones.  The beast cried out in pain as one of the numerous bullets drove its way through its eye and into its brain. 


The creature thrashed around in pain before finally lying still on the pavement.  Isaac shook his head; “Well...the easy part is over.”  He shook his head and sighed,  “Why do I have to do this?”  He glanced up at the sky, as if expecting an answer, he didn’t get one; he wasn’t expecting one anyway.  





     	Isaac began to walk off towards the massive castle in the distance, his eyes widened in shock as he saw something horrifying.  The massive stone edifice, Castlevania, rose into the sky.  It hovered, a dark blot on the moon before flashing away in a green storm of energy.  


Isaac frowned,  “Oh yeah sure!”  He continued grumbling,  “Make me fly all the way out here just to have you leave!”  He turned back to Warakiya muttering,  “Stupid undead bastard.  Who the hell does he think he is?!  Goddamned Count Duckula!?”  	He walked towards the town muttering to himself,  “Did Simon have the castle vanish into thin air? Noooo.”  He kicked a rock and continued to walk along the road.  "Bad enough I have to fly out here and fight the damned unholy legions of dark undead, but its for no good reason," he continued grumbling.  Isaac then heard a loud honk and then saw a ‘57 Chevy driving right at him, then blackness.  





     	Isaac woke up with a bright light shining in his eyes.  “Where,” he said rubbing his head,  “Am I?”  


A man wearing a surgical mask looked down at him,  “He looks fine.” 


A woman with a kind face looked at him,  “You're at Warakiya hospital.”  		Isaac pushed them away and sat up,  “Where is my equipment?”  He then peered at the figure he assumed to be a doctor,  "And why are you wearing a surgical mask if I look fine?"  


An overweight individual dressed in a tight blue uniform frowned at him,  “Your 'equipment' is in police lockup!”  


Isaac narrowed his eyes;  “May I ask why?”  


The constable frowned,  “Because you’re responsible for all of that craziness out there!”  


Isaac said,  “Oh I am so sorry.”  


The police chief nodded,  “You admit your guilt?”  


The hunter shook his head;  “No I was apologizing in advance for this!”  Isaac sprung off of the table and jump kicked the fat constable, he then took off running for an exit, knocking down a few of the deputies.  Isaac sighed as he ran through the small hospital, knocking out the few meagerly trained constables,  "I feel like a damned cliché."  





     	Isaac quickly ran out of the hospital and sprinted across the still ruined roadways of Warakiya to the police station.  He kicked open the door and ran in, a startled constable looked up and caught Isaac’s fist in his face.  The hunter glanced at the incapacitated police official,  "Sorry."  


Leaving the constable to the not so sweet dreams of those knocked into unconsciousness, the hunter moved towards the area in which he assumed his weapons were being kept.  He tried the door and frowned,  "Locked.  Isn't anything ever easy."  


He sighed,  "Your talking to yourself again, Zack." 


Isaac finally broke into the lockup and gathered up his weapons, he also was careful to grab the constable’s sidearm.  Isaac pushed his way out through the door and leapt into a car: A ‘57 Chevy.  A startled girl with blonde hair looked at him and he brandished his newly acquired sidearm at her, “Drive!”  


She gulped and floored it looking scared the entire time. 


Isaac glanced at the rear view mirror.  He sighed,  “No followers...something finally went right.”  


The girl continued to shake nervously at the wheel, glancing at him.  


He looked calmly at her,  "Calm down.”  


She looked at him and gulped,  “B-but you...you’re gonna...” 


Isaac frowned,  “No, I will not.”  “Just get me to the border,” he said looking at her calmly.  “I need to book a flight without being attacked by police,” he said calmly.  He glanced at the road as it moved ahead of him,  "But I have an unpleasant feeling that I'll run into everything else."  


The girl glanced at him and said in a slightly less nervous tone,  "Do you always try to foreshadow yourself?  You sound like a badly written comic book hero."  


Isaac frowned at her,  "Shut up and drive." 








   	The Chevy drove on for a distance before fog began to roll in, like a silk veil being cast over the road.  Isaac frowned, his heightened senses detecting something amiss.  He looked at the girl,  “Stop the car.”  


She pressed the brake down and Isaac glanced around.  


Isaac frowned,  “There is something out there.”  


She looked at him,  “What do you mean?”  


Belmont frowned,  “I think that comment you made earlier about foreshadowing was unfortunately justified.”  He pushed the girl out of the side of the car and dove out himself as a massive skeleton in ancient armor astride a disgusting display of decomposition, which passed for a horse drove its lance through the front window of the Chevy.  Isaac rolled to a kneel and snarled, firing a few shots at the skeleton who laughed in an echoing mockery of human joviality as the bullets passed between ribs which had long laid vacant. 


The foul creature left its lance imbedded in the front window and took a black flail from a saddlebag; the entity then urged its decomposing mount into a charge at the annoyed Belmont.  


Isaac frowned as he saw the skeletal knight charging at him and dove to the ground, the flail swooshing inches from his head.  


The creature cackled evilly as it maneuvered for another pass.  


The blonde girl had run into the woods to hide behind a tree and was watching the display.  


Isaac glanced at the knight and then more importantly at the mount.  He pulled his shotgun from his pack and fired into the forelegs of the decomposing animal.  


The skeletal knight howled in rage as its bizarre mount was shot out from under it.  The skeleton was thrown from its mount and landed at Isaac’s feet.  


Isaac smiled down at it,  “Well I see you finally got off your high horse.”  


The skeletal knight growled and reached for its sword, it was then that Isaac landed a firm kick on its skull.  The creature’s head shattered and with the sound of falling bones it dematerialized.  The skeleton knight’s mount grew still and became all that it ever should have been: A decaying horse’s corpse.  


Isaac nodded at the battlefield and turned, he saw the blonde girl who was holding the lance.  Isaac’s eyes widened and the girl whapped him with it.  Isaac staggered around before collapsing against the hood of the car.  


She smirked,  "Just as stupid as a comic book superhero."  She glanced towards the woods and nodded to the glowing eyes, which gazed back at her.





    	 “Brace the door!” shouted Walker to a terrified Sarah. 


The young girl toppled a pew against the massive doors as something attempted to break in from outside.  


Walker performed the sign of the cross and glanced to the altar,  “Lord, I have never exactly fully lived to your ideals.”  Walker continued,  “Grant me one last chance, one chance for redemption, a chance to save a life.”  


Sarah glanced at him as an inhuman arm broke through the door, the hand immediately began burning and a demonic howl of pain echoed from outside.  Sarah let out a surprised shriek and took a step back from the door.  


Walker looked at Sarah,  “Tell Isaac he was a good friend.”  


Sarah’s eyes widened,  “What do you mean?!”  


Walker faded out of view, and a cool wind passed by the young terrified female.  


Sarah’s jaw dropped and the pounding sound began again at the doors, but Sarah could only think of one thing,  “Walker!?”  





     	Outside St. Michael’s a small legion of the Count’s demonic army was gathered, attempting to break down the doors of the church.  Their leader was a cold, insect-like creature who radiated cold hatred in an almost tangible field.  The beast growled out in a guttural language for its minions to break down the church if needs be.  A few of the lesser imps began to laugh insanely as they began to make it through the door, one even managed to punch through before having to pull his hand out, the sacred air of the church burning his impure flesh.  


The icy demon growled and promptly struck down his howling minion.  


The statue of St. Michael began to glow in a soft white light, its features began to resemble the fallen Crusader known as Walker.  The stone edifice rose from its place and swung its blade at the lead demon.  The infernal general howled in pain and fell burning to the ground, denied even its chance to return to the infernal embrace of hell, doomed to total non-existence for its crimes. 





The other creatures leapt at Walker-Michael only to suffer a similar fate.  In a few mere minutes all of the dark minions were destroyed, Walker-Michael only smiled slightly, a small tear of joy running down his face before he again became nothing more then a statue.    





    	Light whispered silently back into Isaac’s world.  The room was dark and silent, a small pillar of light, which surrounded Isaac was the only illumination he was given.  His arms were tied and his weapons, even his secret equipment, had been taken from him.  Isaac glanced around as small blue pinpricks of light appeared in the darkness: eyes?  The Belmont narrowed his own eyes and glared into the darkness, attempting to force his preternatural talents of perception to allow him to see into the darkness.  


“Mr. Belmont,” said a metallic voice from the darkness, “don’t you have questions to ask?”  


Isaac frowned and looked towards the sound of the voice,  “I’d like to know how and why I’m here.”  


“We wish for you to do something for us Mr. Belmont,” the voice said calmly.  


Isaac smirked,  “Why am I not surprised.”  


“As to why you are here,” the voice continued,  “Our agent was intelligent and lucky enough to be in the right place at the right time.”  


Isaac frowned,  “Agent?  Oh lovely.”  “Now what is it you want,” Isaac asked.  


The figure half-stepped into the light, grinning maliciously,  “We want you to let the Count live.”  


Isaac cocked an eyebrow,  “You have to be kidding me.”  


“Isaac, our organization is as ancient as time itself,” the figure continued,  “We have existed since the times of the ancient Egyptians, when the first pharaoh summoned an extra-planar being for the promise of immortality.”  


Isaac narrowed his eyes,  “Spare me the history lesson and get to the point.”  


The figure snarled, the shadows on his face accenting each deep scar and wrinkle,  “We can give you any thing you want to prevent your killing of the Count: Money, Power, Women.”  


Isaac smirked,  “You know I won’t agree to that.  I know you know that.  Why didn’t you kill me when you had the chance?”  


The figure frowned and turned into the darkness,  “Sedate him!” Isaac glanced over as a fully robed figure brandishing a long syringe walked towards him.  


Isaac took note of the lack of bounds on his legs and swinging them up managed to knock his chair backwards.  


The robed figure gasped at the sudden movement.  


The figure in shadows turned, the blue pin-picks of light, which represented his eyes in the darkness again appearing.  


Isaac turned quickly, knocking the legs of the robed figured out with the chair’s legs.  Isaac frowned, “Damn getting out of these chairs looks so easy in the movies.”  Growling he pushed out against the rope with all his strength. 


The person to whom he was speaking earlier seemed afraid to enter the light.  


Isaac’s arms burned as the rope cut into his flesh, but he kept pushing outwards until finally the rope snapped.  


The figure turned with a shocked expression covering his shadowed face as Isaac leapt at him! 





     	Sarah poked her head out of the massive doors of Saint Michael’s.  Quiet winds and an empty street were all that met the girl as she poked her head out.  Sarah looked around nervously, they were all gone: Walker, the demons, Isaac.  


She frowned and looked around, glancing back at the altar as if asking for guidance, she had never been much of a Christian before but that was before all of this had started.  Sarah closed the massive door and walked further into the church, she quickly explored the chapel and soon discovered a secret passageway to an underground chamber.  Sarah’s eyes widened slightly as they fell on a dust covered carving into the damp stone set near a metal door.  The door’s inscription read,  “For the one who will come: Sarah.”  Sarah gulped and reached her hand out and moved the latch.





     	Isaac snarled as he dove through the figure. When he finally crashed into the ground, all that he held in his hand was an empty cloak.  “This job is too damned weird,” Isaac grumped as he stood up.  


He walked into the darkness and felt along the wall 'til he found what appeared to be a door.  He opened it carefully and winced as the light washed over him suddenly, he slowly crept out.  The corridor was grimly silent and he was still unarmed.  Carefully, Belmont glanced both ways and he made a logical assumption of which way to go, based entirely on the eanie-meanie-miney-moe method of deductive reasoning.  Isaac took off down the corridor slowly, keeping a watchful eye out for anything.      





    	 The latch turned in her hand, a silent creaking sound that spoke volumes on its lack of use over the passage of time.  Sarah carefully peeked her head inside of the doorway.  The room was ancient, crypt-like; carved entirely of stone with a massive metallic coffin.  Gulping, the frightened teenager entered the room.  


The air was stale and heavy, an overpowering atmosphere.  Sarah could not help feeling as though she was in a holy place as she breathed the ancient air, air heavy with prayers and the scent of destiny.  Sarah’s feet made quiet, echoing sounds as she stepped across the slate-gray stone floor towards the metallic coffin: the morbid centerpiece of the chamber.  She placed her hands softly on its cold, hard, surface.  


Brushing the dust of centuries from the coffin until she found an inscription, Sarah couldn't help but feel a sense of dread mixed with anticipation.  


The inscription read,  “Sarah.”  Sarah gasped slightly and backed away as the chamber's door slammed shut, enveloping her in darkness.     





     	Darkness.  Isaac found himself wondering why all-powerful evil entities never spent any money on light bulbs as he proceeded down the darkened corridor.  He flattened himself against the wall as he heard the silent cadence of footsteps echoing from down the hallway.  He mentally grumbled about his lack of weaponry and proceeded to sneak along the walls of the darkened passageway.  


Two long streams of light were moving along the corridor, as if searching.  


Isaac smirked to himself, apparently all-powerful evil entities didn’t buy light bulbs because flashlights were on sale.  Isaac managed to evade the beams of light and snuck behind the pair of robed guards with flashlights.  Smirking at the frugality of modern day evil he proceeded to incapacitate them, steal their equipment and proceed off further down the corridor.





   	Sarah coughed and banged hard on the stone door, frantically pleading, “Open!”  She looked back into the darkened chamber as torches on either side of the room burned with a red flame.  Sarah gasped slightly as light began to surround the coffin, a bluish, oddly peaceful light.  Sarah stopped pounding on the door and gazed at the coffin, her heart pounded deep beneath her sixteen-year old chest.  She took a half step towards the coffin when the lid began to slowly rise up.  She watched the process, terrified and curious at the same time. The coffin’s lid finally slid off as a massive armored form sat up.  





The armor was silver and gold, with no touch of tarnish and despite not having a gratuitous breastplate, it was obviously built for a woman.  The armor held in its gauntlets a massive, pulsing blade of blue steel.  Sarah gazed at it, dumbfounded, as it moved swiftly towards her.  





    	 Isaac growled as he was pinned down by gunfire.  He attempted to peek his head out and glance at his opponents; he was rewarded by a bullet ricocheting off of the stone wall near his head.  


“Thank God the bad guys are still bad shots,” he muttered to himself as he leapt from behind his cover.  In the brief light displayed by the report of his weapon he saw two of his six opponents catch his gunfire, their bodies jerked as the bullets tore through them.  	The hunter rolled to a crouch and pounced at the remaining four, he tackled the lead two and the pair behind them accidentally drilled their own compatriots in the back.  Isaac growled as he threw the dead bodies at the remaining two, he then swung up his blood-covered arms and fired point-blank into their heads; turning away his own head to avoid having to see his opponents’ heads explode in a gory mist of red.  He continued down the corridor and finally into light.  


He closed his eyes and grimaced at the sudden change of illumination.  As he turned he didn’t see anything to suggest he came out of…anywhere.  He glanced around at the desert in which he now stood, and tumbleweed bounced mockingly by.  Isaac shook his head wondering why everything had to be so damned difficult.  The Belmont looked to the heavens for an answer, he was given none; he wasn’t expecting one anyway.  


 


     	Isaac frowned as he walked, the wind whistling past his ears as he continued across the dead wasteland.   The Belmont glanced around,  “Must be New Jersey.”  


After hours of long tiring walking the hunter finally saw the form of a sign rising into the air, it read “Blazes.  Population 0.”  


Isaac shook his head,  “Set up if I ever saw one.  Oh well.” Isaac checked his weapons and strode into town, feeling like he stepped into a bad western as he walked down the dusty street, the town clock bonging softly in the background, despite the good chance it hadn't been tended in decades.  He stopped suddenly and spun on his heels following his instincts, he depressed the trigger and fired into a darkened doorway.  After the loud report of his weapon, Isaac was met by cold, evil laughter as a dark, decomposing form stepped from the doorway.  “Yup…setup,” Isaac said as he narrowed his eyes at it.  





    	The creature cackled, it stunk of decay and was dressed in decayed and brown clothing of a western theme.  In fact the entire creature looked like a cowboy who had been buried for a long time: decayed, dirty and maggot-ridden.  


The entire thing looked like it had seen better days in life…except for the gun it carried.  


Isaac frowned and remembered some of the things he had read, the annals of the Belmont family spoke of a similar monstrosity…apparently evil had done some updating also.  He stared at the creature and it at him.  


They had been called Vandal swords in the days of yore, people who had sold their souls to the Devil for expertise in their chosen weapon.  He smirked at the creature, not feeling the least bit sorry for the egotist who stood before him, an egotist trapped forever serving the weapon he sought to master. 


The creature smirked at him, maggots crawling across its teeth as it exclaimed in a deep inhuman voice,  “Draw!”  


The seconds clicked by in hours, Isaac’s mind quickly calculating he would have to shoot and destroy the gun…and that would require a very good shot.  Isaac cut loose with his weapon as he dove; his barrage missed the gun, succeeding only in blowing a sizable hole in the chest of the corpse.  


The remains of the gunfighter fell backwards but the gun remained hovering, a glowing representation of the gunfighter still clutching it.  The hunter reached into his trenchcoat and growled he forgot that the bunch of maniacs who kidnapped him took his whip from him back at…well back at where ever the hell he was.  He gacked as a bullet grazed his arm and he rolled away, drawing his holdout weapons and did the only thing he could…he drew and he fired.      





     	Providing further credence to his belief that someone upstairs disliked him, the bullets whizzed harmlessly through the phantom outline holding the gleaming weapon.  


"Great," said Isaac frowning laconically as he dove through the window of a building to evade the next blast from the demonic weapon.  The Belmont began firing out of the window, ducking behind the wood for cover when the creature returned fire. 


Undeterred by the fire it was receiving, it continued stalking forward.  "Why is it I never get an easy fight," Isaac muttered to himself as his weapon depleted itself.  Isaac snarled and dove from his hiding place. He gripped the demonic weapon around the muzzle and was flung around as the creature attempted to throw him off so it could hit him.  Isaac smiled to himself as he held on, the creature couldn't attack him directly…it had to use the gun!  His hand squeezed around the muzzle as he growled; the trigger squeezed and fired a shell through his thigh.  


The bullet burst out the other side of his leg, the exit wound splattering blood onto the dirt before a sudden almost preternatural rush of adrenaline allowed for the Belmont to squeeze and crush the barrel of the weapon, rendering it inoperative.  


He immediately fell backwards, gripping his leg in pain. 


The creature snarled and took aim!  


With a sudden ferocity the weapon exploded in a storm of dark energy as the vandal gun attempted to fire at the downed hunter through the crushed barrel.   





