The Vampyre Squire.

It was a time of suspicions and superstitions, a time when those accused of witchcraft were lashed to ducking stools and drowned because they couldn’t breath underwater or burned at the stake, a time when ghosts were readily accepted and demons and vampyres walked the earth, or so it was believed…
A small township in the coastal county of Devon, The lord of the manor Squire Cabell, said to be one of the foulest hearted and blackest souled men that ever lived, for sport he is said to have hunted children across the moors with his pack of hounds,  his whip fell brutally on any that angered him, it is rumoured at least two were whipped so severely they died, for other pleasures he took young girls and women from the surrounding homesteads and kept them locked in his cellars where he would take his pleasure with them until he grew bored with them when they would be used to hunt, Squire Cabell is held responsible for over twenty seven deaths, so rich and powerful was he that “officialdom” dared not go against him.
A few nights after a night of screams, howls and barking had once again been heard across the moors more screams were heard, the screams of a man in mortal fear and in the darkness several claimed to have seen the squire running for his life from a horde of foul black spirits, crying out for mercy.
The squire was buried, the town and surrounding farmsteads slowly learned not to fear the sound of thundering hooves on the roads…
One year later, on the very night that the squire had died there were screams heard on the moors, the following morning one of the men who had claimed to have seen the squire being chased was found dead, his face set in sheer terror, these being superstitious times, the squires tomb was investigated and it was found that the topstone had broken in three giving substance to the long believed, often whispered rumour that the squire was in fact a vampyre.
The next year the same thing again, and the third year, each the same, another dead witness and the topstone of the squires tomb broken, it then that the squires tomb was made stronger, it was leadlined, the stone doubled in thickness, the topstone too, and although no others died, year after year on the anniversary of his death it is said if you listen well, or are very unlucky, you can still hear the squire shouting out on the moors, on the 100th anniversary of squire Cabells death the church near his tomb was damaged on the 200th anniversary, it burned to the ground, each time the tomb was found to be damaged.

Was it the vampyre squire rising to take some sort strange twisted  revenge, are the shouts and cries that can be heard, the mad cries of a demented lord of the land or as some claim, just the wind among the trees and rocks of the tors…
You decide…
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