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T he Open Door Invites  the  T hie f

      In the year one thousand, nine hundred and three, the vampire Gaston woke in the dark crack of a tavern.  He
peeled himself from the begrimed floor, brushing himself off, and pushed through the sweaty men crowding the doors.
It was midnight, his gut was full, and he quite honestly should’ve sat down before bursting out of the tavern like a
vigorous young man, but he had places to be.

      As strong as Gaston was, he was not very good at running. He was weary before he even made it across town,
and he swore under his breath as his lungs ached. The woods were a wonderful place to groan about one’s
shortcomings and bad luck, and he always took advantage of that. Eventually, he stopped in a clearing where the
moon still lit the forest floor, He could smell the dirt and the rain and the dying leaves coming together in the forest,
He emptied a little bag of deadly nightshade berries onto the forest floor, and squashed them under his boot. He bit
into the tender flesh of his finger, squeezing blood onto the berries as he searched for the flint striker in his coat
pocket with the other hand. He grabbed a stone from nearby, hitting it against the striker a few times. A portal began
to open, and he wiped his hand on his trousers as he watched it open up. He poked his foot into the smoke and then
stepped into it.

      He saw the familiar green of the crumbling stone walls at the front entrance of Ithal, and he smelled the must of a
fire somewhere. Gaston wiped his shoes on the dirt before walking through the front gate. He felt a tug at his coat
pocket, and he whipped around to see a boy, twiddling his thumbs and looking in the opposite direction.

      “Yes, Lucien,” Gaston acknowledged half-heartedly.

      Lucien turned to him. “Oh, brother — how are you? — Good — do you want to see something spectacular?”

      Gaston gave him an exhausted stare and dragged his hands across his face. He took in a deep breath and sighed,
“What do you want, child? I’ve just returned, run along and leave me be.”

      “No, you must see it!” Lucien insisted, pulling on Gaston’s arm.

      Gaston pinched the bridge of his nose. “Lucien, whatever it is, do it quickly; I haven’t the head for your tricks
today.”
Lucien peeled his gloves off. He stretched his fingers a few times and rubbed his hands together, whispering
something as he pressed his fingers against his lips. He formed a rectangle with his hands and slowly opened up a
magic doorway in the middle of the air. He stepped through the door and yanked Gaston through it.

      They now stood in the middle of a busy city street with people rushing past. Gaston cringed at the sight of
Lucien’s twisting grin.

     Gaston’s eyes widened. “Where are we, you insolent boy?”

      “France!” Lucien laughed.

      Gaston deadpanned, “What?”



      Lucien smiled and gestured to his accomplishment. “I can conjure doorways!”

      “Excellent!” Gaston said sarcastically. “Now, open another one so we can go back home.”

      Lucien looked panicked. He grabbed Gaston’s hand and led him down the sidewalk. “No, no, no, look around!
— it’s the eighteenth century! Is it not grand?"

      “How do you know that?” Gaston grumbled.

      Lucien pointed across the road. “It says it right there on that sign in the shop glass.”

      “Well, it does say 1793,” Gaston said. “But that is not French.”

      Even Gaston knew the difference between Portuguese and French. He sometimes wondered if Lucien becoming
a vampire at seventeen had an adverse effect on his education when it came to things like that. 

      "We’re in Portugal,” Gaston emphasized.

      “I was close.” Lucien spat.

      “You were not close, not at all.” Gaston laughed. “We’re in the wrong country.”

      “Portugal is right next to France,” Lucien explained. 

      Lucien pulled a wineskin of enchanted blood from his coat, taking a long drink.  "Want some?"

      "You give me chronic, ceaseless pain," Gaston replied. 

      "You are so rude," Lucien said bitterly. 

      Lucien made another rectangle and in the blink of an eye, they were in France. They were sitting in the back of
the Café Procope, and Lucien was sitting across from him, stirring a cup of coffee. 

      “Lucien,” Gaston warned.

      “Oh, stop whining.” He raised his cup to his lips. “Have a drink. “

      “You know very well I cannot drink that.”

     “Right,” Lucien laughed. “Well, I am home at last! And we’re in Paris! This is no place to look so depressed!”

      Gaston took a deep breath. “Why don’t open up a doorway for me, you can stay here, and I can go back to
Ithal? That is the least you can do.”

      “It is no good to travel alone — and I have no one else to talk to. Also, we cannot go out looking like this so...”
Lucien spun his fingers. “There!”

      Their clothes had been replaced with proper gentlemen’s clothes, ones made of rich fabric and embellished like
those of aristocrats; the lovely crimson coat did wonders to accentuate how unenthused Gaston was. He was fully
dressed in various shades of red except for his black stockings and his shimmering, gem-covered coat. Lucien was
dressed in a highly embellished navy-blue suit with a cream-colored waistcoat and stockings to match. He looked
Gaston up and down, appearing happy with his work. Lucien took him by the coat and dragged him outside of the
cafe, into the bustling street.

      A couple of raggedy men approached them both. One was so round his gut seemed to walk ahead of him, and
the other was so filthy, he looked like a pile of ash.



      “Monsieur, may I see your papers?” Asked the dirty man.

      Lucien scoffed. He crossed his arms like he belonged there. “Papers? For what?”

      “For identification.” Said the fat man.

      “Well,” Gaston dug into his coat pockets. He knew he wouldn’t find anything but he figured it was worth a try.
“Ah, I don’t...seem to have them.”

      “Really?” The dirty man laughed. “Those are some nice clothes you have, messieurs.”

      Gaston looked down at his coat. “Ah, thank you.”

      “Your pockets look heavy,” The fat man continued. “I see you’ve been enjoying yourselves.”

      Gaston separated himself from the moment. God, I should’ve just gone to bed when I got home. Why are we
still here?

      Lucien turned to Gaston. “Let me handle this,” He said, not so reassuringly.

      Gaston shot Lucien a look of disapproval and agony as he sauntered over to the dirty man and rested an elbow
on his shoulder.

      “Shh, shh,” Lucien said, pressing a gloved finger onto the dirty man’s lips. The man recoiled in confusion and
Lucien did not move an inch. “What is it you truly desire? I could give you anything you wanted — if you let us go.”

      “W-What?” Jacques stuttered. He seemed to have broken into a sweat as soon as Lucien touched him. Lucien
ran a finger across his jaw and stared him straight in the eyes, making the man tremble.

      “Do you take us for fools?” The fat man spat, yanking his partner away from Lucien. "Enough of this nonsense,
both of you are coming with me.”

      Lucien gasped. “What? Why?”

      Jacque wiped his hand across his face and began to fumble in his coat pockets, muttering, "Filthy nobles.”

      Lucien watched him and scratched his head. He had a look of curiosity on his face and Gaston knew that wasn’t
good news. “Where will you be taking us, Jacques?”

      Jacques grabbed Lucien’s wrist. “Right where you rotten aristocrats belong.” The men handcuffed both of them
immediately and aggressively.

      Lucien giggled. “How funny.”

      “Oh, God, we’re in the middle of the French Revolution, you bloody fool, he’s taking us to the Bastille!” Gaston
moaned.
“The Bastille! Oh, we have to go there!” Lucien’s eyes lit up as he spoke.

      Gaston looked baffled. “Have you lost your mind — I’m serious, are you short of a marble? Why would you
want to go to the Bastille?” Gaston had to stop and collect himself before finally asking him, “Do you have any idea
what’s going on right now?”

      “Oh, I do, and I cannot wait to be a part of it.” Lucien smiled confidently.

      The men walked them along, shoving them forward. Lucien seemed to hop his way along with them and Gaston
swore he had never felt like killing a child before until then. Gaston tried to break off his handcuffs, but after pulling
and twisting his wrists raw, it seemed that he was suddenly not strong enough to do so.



      “Lucien, what did you do to my hands?”

      “I bound your powers, for now, you can’t go around showing that off, you know.”

      Gaston grumbled and turned to the two men. “You take these off of me right now! I’m not from here, I have no
place in this!”

      “Oh?” One of the men cackled. “Do you really expect me to believe that?”

      The walk to the Bastille was grueling for them all, not because of distance, but because Lucien could not stop
talking the entire way. He was so very excited to be in Paris and to be seeing a “historic” fortress. The streets slowly
became more littered and destroyed as they neared the prison, and the men flung abuses at them so often it was as if
they were reading from a dictionary. 
As soon as the two were thrown into the prison, they were surrounded by the randomly accused and some that
weren’t even aware they were in prison. There weren’t very many people there, and it became obvious that they
weren’t keeping people there for very long.  It was a funny situation for them to be in when he thought about it
though, mortals sentencing immortals to death? Beheading, no less. What irony. 

      Lucien sat on a pile of stones, drinking from his wineskin and not bothering to share its contents with his brother.
Not like it would’ve mattered, for Gaston sat grinding his handcuffs against each other, wondering why he never
learned to pick a lock. 
Gaston noticed a woman approaching them with a dubious look on her face, and Lucien quickly took notice as well.
Lucien seemed to recoil, but Gaston remained unamused by her.

      “You there!” She called.

      Lucien grasped his wineskin tightly, startled by the quickness of the woman. He swallowed hard and he
straightened himself out. “Me?” He asked, pointing at himself.

      She finally stopped right in front of Lucien and said, "Yes — you, your magic is bizarre.” A smile crept upon her
pale lips and it deeply unsettled him to watch.

      “Ah, that is true, but I see your magic is quite impressive, mademoiselle,” He chuckled.

      “You two are vampires, I can smell it on you.” She laughed inwardly. “Fascinating.”

      “I thank you, but we aren’t going to be staying.”

      She caressed his head. “No, no, that is fine. I will take care of you two. One moment...”

      She walked into the hall, and he shoved his wineskin into his coat, dribbling some blood on his chin as he turned
to face Gaston.

      “Son of a bitch!” He spluttered.

      Gaston clicked his tongue. “Language”

      Lucien held his hand to his chest and paced. “I feel something and it’s not good.”

     “Could it be that empty wineskin?” Gaston gestured, wrists jingling.

      “No, that woman is dangerous — I can see it — her color is all wrong. She’s hideous on the inside and the
outside.”

      “Well, that’s just rude and perverse.” Gaston chuckled.



      Lucien scoffed, “I’m not wrong though, am I? Am I wrong? Well, I could be — probably not though.”

      Gaston glared at him with impatience. “What are you trying to say?”

      “We need to break out — now.” Lucien urged.

      “Right, let’s just walk  out of the Bastille and be on our way.” 

      Lucien began to explain, gesturing wildly and anxiously. "We can sneak up a few floors, and—and I can shroud
you temporarily, and then we can go.”

      Gaston shook the chains on his limbs. “Can’t sneak very well with all this noise.”

      “Oh, stop being difficult!” Lucien exclaimed. “You can break them off now.”

      "I see your wits have finally returned to you,” Gaston said, busting the metal off of his wrists. He brushed himself
off and threw his gaudy coat to the floor. Lucien then waved his hand in a flat motion as he whispered under his
breath.

      Lucien tapped Gaston. “Let’s go.”

      They ran past chained noblemen and weeping young men, eventually finding a staircase. They carefully climbed
up and saw there was a guard in front of the door at the top. Lucien improvised and threw a hunk of the stone
staircase at the man which Gaston thought wasn’t very discreet and frankly, messy. Lucien pried the door open and
slipped them both through the opening. 
They made it to one of the higher floors and looked around for any guards. Gaston couldn’t find any weapons, and
considering that they were dealing with a witch, he thought it would be quite useless anyway.

      “That woman is on her way back to the room downstairs.” Lucien paused. “We need to get outside.”

      “Now? How do you figure we are going to do that? The sun’s blazing like a bloody funeral pyre and there are
guards everywhere.” Lucien fixed his hair and straightened his coat and finally gestured to the window next to him.
“Oh, you can’t be serious,” Gaston scoffed, looking outside the window pane.

      Lucien groaned frustratedly. “Agh, we don’t have time for this.”

      He grabbed a sachet from inside his shirt and poured something into his hands. Lucien snapped his fingers and
Gaston’s nose began to bleed all of a sudden. He glared at Lucien as he collected it from his face with a cold finger.

      Lucien hummed. “A little something I learned in the Caribbean.” 

     Gaston narrowed his eyes in a suspicious manner. “Why were you in the Caribbean?”

     “None of your business,” Lucien deadpanned.

     Lucien began to whisper into his hands, and then, to Gaston’s dismay, he licked everything off of his hand. He
took another drink from his wineskin and stood up, smiling, and spat a foul mist onto Gaston.

     “There we go,” Lucien said proudly.

      Gaston looked positively disgusted. He sat there silently for a moment, trying to comprehend what just
happened. He took a sharp breath, “Should I even ask?”

      Lucien smiled. “Absolutely — but I can’t guarantee you’re going to get an answer you’ll like or understand.”

      “Right, right, never mind then.”



      “Anyway!” Lucien clapped his hands together. “I opened another door. We are running out of time so let’s go.”

      Lucien shattered the nearest window and with a turn of his hand, sent Gaston flying out into the adjacent grove.
Gaston landed in the grass, where there was a door that looked more like a piece of driftwood. It was hidden in the
thicket, but it was noticeable enough for him to see before he slammed directly into it. 

      Lucien was about to jump out of the window when something exploded behind him, and it threw him into the
field across from the castle. Glass shards flew onto the field like a hard rain as the fire blasted through each pane. 
The same woman from earlier came flying out of the prison toward Lucien, shooting fiery streams of light from her
fingertips. Lucien had secretly signaled to Gaston to escape through the door but he only watched from behind the
grass.

      The woman drove Lucien into the ground, bending and folding the earth as if it were pages of a book, with a
single hit to the chest. She pulled him from the deep trench she had made with his body and held him in the air like a
ragdoll. She stuck her fingers down his throat, yanking at his jaw as if she was searching for something. Lucien
couldn’t tell what kind of witch she was or what she was searching for unless gutting him was part of her plan to
“take care of him.”
Lucien rotated his hands behind his back before thrusting his fingers forward to take hold of her throat. She
wretched and spat like a sick dog as he squeezed with all his might. Despite her flailing, he managed to snap her
neck. She went limp and he tossed her into the fresh trench. 

     “Are you all right?” Gaston asked, walking up to him.

     Lucien did not respond verbally, only a groan and a look of abhorrence. He began to curl his fingers inward,
trying desperately to seal the door as he held his side. 

     Before he knew it, a ball of purple fire passed through him and sent him flying backward. The woman’s fingers
gripped the edge of the door as she tried to open it once again. Lucien writhed on the ground, shrieking in pain, but
his hand was still in the air trying to seal the door. He screamed, kicked at her fingers with the heel of his shoes. Her
shouts echoed through the doorway as Lucien finally closed it.

     “Oh, Gods, I’m on fire!” Lucien cried. He clutched his sides with both arms and his breath shook. “It burns!”

     “Breathe.” Gaston said. “She didn’t burn you.”

      Lucien’s face flashed with irritation as he hissed. “On the inside.”

      It appeared Lucien had transported them to abandoned slave quarters, and he threw open the door in search of
something to drink. He complained about his pain to Gaston as he dragged him out to a knoll where there was a
hand water pump. Lucien guzzled the water as it poured down onto the dry earth and Gaston sat down in the grass.

      “Where are we?”

      “Still in France.” Lucien coughed.

      Gaston slouched forward, “Damn you, boy.”

      “It was the first thing I could think of!” Lucien exclaimed.
 


