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who not only mapped out the
city but brought it to life.

One

"HOW are you feeling?’

The young man attempted a shrug but didn't have the energy to actually lift his shoulders. " 'M okay,"
he muttered, watching the doctor warily. The incision throbbed, and he was too tired to take a piss
without the huge orderly holding his pecker, but he wasn't going to tell the doctor that. Some people said
he had authority problems. So what.

He had his money; all he wanted now was a chance to spend it. "When can | go?"

"Go?"'

"Leave," he growled.

"That'swhat | camein to tell you." Her face expressionless, she stepped away from the bed. "Y ou'll be
leaving this afternoon.”

"When?'

“Soon."

When she was gone, he swung his legs out from under the covers and carefully lowered them to the
floor. Straightening slowly, he released the rail and stepped forward. The room whirled. He would have
fallen except that a beefy hand wrapped around his arm and effortlessly kept him upright.

"Y ou walk too fuckin' quietly, man," he said, turning to face the orderly. "Damn near scared meto
d..."

The last word got lost in sudden pain as the fingers tightened.

"Hey, man! Y ou're hurting me!"

"I know." Something glittered in the depths of soft brown eyes, something usually buried beneath an
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expression of unquestionable docility.

The setting sun brushed molten gold over the waves of English Bay, gilded a pair of joggers on Sunset
Beach Park, traced currents of gleaming amber between the shores of False Creek, shone through the
tinted glass on the fourteenth floor of the Pacific Place condominium tower and into the eyes of ayoung
man who sighed as he watched it set. Nestled between the mountains and the Strait of Georgia,
Vancouver, British Columbia, enjoyed some of the most beautiful sunsets in the world—»but that had
nothing to do with the young man's sigh.

Lifting a hand to shade his face, Tony Foster stared out the window and counted down the minutes. At
7:22 P.M., hiswatch alarm began to buzz. Pale blue eyes still locked on the horizon, he shut it off and
cocked his head back toward the interior of the condominium, listening for the sounds that would tell
him the night had truly begun.

Lying in adarkness so complete it could only be deliberate, Henry Fitzroy shook off the bindings of
the sun. The soft sound of the cotton sheet moving against the rise and fall of his chest told him he had
safely survived another day. As he listened, the rhythmic whisper became lost in the heartbeat waiting in
the room beyond his bolted door and then in the myriad noises of the city beyond the walls of his
sanctuary.

He hated the way he woke, hated the extended vulnerability of his slow return to full consciousness.
Every evening he tried to shorten the time he spent lying helpless and semiaware. It didn't seem to do
any good, but the effort made him feel less impotent.

He could feel the sheet lying against his skin, the utter stiliness of the air. . . .

And a sudden chill.

Which was impossible.

He'd had the air conditioner disconnected in this, the smallest of the three bedrooms. The window had
been blocked with plywood, caulked, and curtained. The door had flexible rubber seals around all four
sides—not air-tight by any means, but the cracks were far too small to allow such arapid change in
temperature.

Then he realized that he wasn't alone.

Someone was in the room with him. Someone with no scent. No heartbeat. Fleshless. Bloodless.

Demonic? Possibly. It wouldn't be the first time he'd faced one of the Lords of Hell.

Forcing a sluggish arm to move, Henry reached over and switched on alamp.

Sengitive eyes half closed—even forty-watt bulbs threw enough light to temporarily blind—he caught
one quick glimpse of ayoung man standing at the foot of his bed before the faint, translucent image
disappeared.

"A ghost?' Tony propped one leg on the wide arm of the green leather couch and shook his head.
"Y ou're kidding, right?"

"Wrong."

"Cool. | wonder what he wants. They always want something," he added in answer to the question
implicit in Henry's lifted red-gold brow. "Everyone knows that."

"Do they?'

"Come on, Henry. Don't tell me in four-hundred-and-ninety-five odd years you've never seen a ghost?"

One hand flat against the cool glass of the window, the other hooked in the pocket of his jeans, Henry
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Fitzroy, bastard son of Henry V11, once Duke of Richmond and Somerset, remembered a night in the
late 1800s when he'd watched the specter of aterrified young queen run screaming down the hall to beg
her king once more for a mercy she'd never receive. Over two hundred years before, Katherine Howard
had attended his wedding to her cousin Mary. He hadn't gone to hers—her marriage to his father had
occurred four years after his supposed death. Made a queen in July, 1540, she'd been beheaded in
February, 1542, nineteen months later.

She'd been young and foolish and very likely guilty of the adultery she'd been charged with, but she
hadn't deserved to have her spirit trapped, replaying over and over the soul-destroying moment when
she'd realized she was going to die.

"Henry?"

"Whatever he wants," Henry said without turning, "1 doubt that I'll be ableto giveit to him. | can't
change the past.”

Tony shivered. The centuries had gathered about the other man in anearly visible cloud, wrapping him
in a shroud of time and memory. "Henry, you're freaking me out."

"Am |1? Sorry." Shaking off his melancholy, the ex-prince turned and managed awry smile. "Y ou
seem somewhat nonchalant about being haunted.”

Glad to have him back, Tony shrugged, atrace of the street kid he'd been lingering in the jerky
movement. "He's haunting you, not me. And besides, between living with you for the last two years and
dealing with the weirdos at the store, I've learned to take the unexpected in stride.”

"Have you?' Not at all pleased with being compared to the weirdos at the video store where Tony
worked, Henry's smile broadened, showing teeth. When he heard the younger man's heartbeat quicken,
he crossed the room and wrapped an ivory hand around a slender shoulder. "So I've lost the ability to

surprise you?"
"I didn't say that." Tony's breathing grew ragged as a cool thumb traced the line of his jaw.
"Perhaps not exactly that."
"Uh, Henry . . "
"What?"'

He shook his head. It was enough to know Henry would stop if he wanted him to. More than enough,
considering he didn't want him to. "Never mind. Not important.”

A short while later, teeth met through afold of skin, the sharp points pierced avein and, for atime, the
dead were washed away with the blood of the living.

The warm evening air lapping against her face, Corpora Phyllis Roberts cruised along Commissioner
Street humming the latest Celine Dion hit and tapping her fingers against the top of the steering wheel.
Although the new Ports Canada Police cars had air-conditioning, she never used it as she disliked the
enclosed, spaceship feeling of driving with the windows rolled up.

Three hours into her shift, she was in agood mood. So far, nothing had gone wrong.

Three hours and fifteen minutes into her shift, Corporal Roberts stopped humming.

Turning into Vanterm, as of this moment her least favorite of the harbor's twenty-seven cargo and
cruise ship terminals, Corporal Roberts squinted to make out the tiny figures of three men dwarfed by
the bulk of a Singapore-registered container ship. The pole lights that turned the long wooden pier into a
patchwork of stacked containers and hard-edged shadows washed away features so thoroughly she was
almost on top of them before she recognized one of the men.
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Leaving her cap in the car, she picked up her long, rubber-handled flashlight, touched her nightstick,
more out of habit than any thought she might have to use it, and walked toward them. "Y ou night-
loading, Ted?"

Ted Polich, the shortest of the three longshoremen, jerked a balding head upward at the gantry crane
that loomed over the dock like a mechanical bird of prey. "Controls have stiffened up and the son of a
bitch isjerking left. We're trying to get it fixed tonight, so it doesn't low loading tomorrow."

"God forbid," the corporal muttered. A huge increase in Pacific Rim trade had the port scrambling to
keep up. "Whereisit?"

"Up by the bow. It's caught in one of them eddies between the dock and the ship." Falling into step
beside her, Polich shoved his hands in the pockets of grimy overalls. "We figured they'd send the city
police."

"Sorry. You're stuck with me until we know for sure you saw what you said you did."

"Y ou think we made it up?' asked one of the other men indignantly, leaning around his companion to
glare at the cop.

Corporal Roberts shook her head and sighed. "I couldn't possibly be that lucky."

She wasn't.

Bobbing up and down in the narrow triangle between the bow and the dock was the body of a naked
man, his back a pale, flesh-colored island, the strands of his hair sweeping against it like dark seaweed.

" Shit."

Polich nodded. "That's what | said. Y ou figure he's ajumper?"

"I doubt it." While they did occasionally get jumpers off the Lions Gate Bridge, they hadn't had one
yet who'd stopped to take his clothes off. Pointing her flashlight beam at the water, she slowly swept the
circle of illumination over the corpse. Bruises, large and small, made a mottled pattern of purple against
the pale skin. Not very old—and not going to get any older, she told herself grimly—he hadn't been in
the water for long.

"Funny what makes some of 'em float and some of 'em sink," Polich mused quietly beside her. "This
guy's skin and bones, should'agoneright to the.. . . God damn it! Would you look at that!"

The other two longshoremen crowded in to see.

Flung forward, Corporal Roberts tottered on the edge of the pier, saved at the last minute from a
potentially dangerous swim by a muscular arm thrust in front of her like afilthy, cloth-covered, safety
rail. Breathing heavily, she thanked Polich and snarled a warning at the other two.

Asthey backed up, too intent on the body in the water to be properly penitent, one of them muttered,
"What the hell could've happened to his hands?’

Sunset the next night occurred behind cloud cover so heavy only the fading light gave evidence that
the sun had set at all. At 7:23, Tony turned off hiswatch alarm and muted the inane conversation filling
inarain delay for a Seattle Mariners home game. Who wanted to hear about a shortage of organ donors
when they were waiting to watch baseball? He never dreamed he'd miss Fergie Oliver. Leaning back in
his chair, he glanced down the hall, listening for the first sounds of Henry's return and straining to hear
the rattle of ghostly chains.

Asthe sun released its hold and his senses slowly began to function, Henry sifted through and ignored
ahundred familiar sensations. An impossible breeze stroked icy fingers across his cheek. He willed his
arm to move and switched on the lamp.
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The ghost stood where it had the day before—a nondescript young man, needing a haircut and shave,
dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. Its edges were indistinct and although Henry could see writing on the
shirt, he couldn't make it out—whether because the writing hadn't fully materialized or because the items
on the dresser behind the ghost's semitranslucent torso distracted him, he wasn't sure. Asfar as Henry
could remember, he'd never seen the young man alive.

He half expected the specter to vanish when he sat up, but it remained at the foot of his bed. It's
waiting for something. If a noncorporeal being could be said to have posture, the ghost's stance
screamed anticipation.

"All right." He sighed and leaned back against the headboard. "What do you want?"'

Slowly, the ghost lifted its arms and vanished.

Henry stared a moment longer at the place where it had been and wondered what could have possibly
happened to its hands.

"It had no hands at all?' When Henry nodded, Tony chewed his lower lip in thought. "Were they, like,
cut off or ripped off or chewed off or what?' he asked after a moment.

"They just weren't there." Henry took a bottle of water out of the fridge, opened it, and drained it. The
growing popularity of bottled water had been a godsend; while blood provided total nourishment, all
living things required water, and the purifying chemicals added by most cities made himill. Bacteria, his
system ignored. Chlorine, it rebelled against. Tossing the empty plastic bottle in the recycling bin, he
|leaned on the counter and stared down at his own hands. "They just weren't there," he repeated.

"Then | bet that's what he wants—vengeance. They always want vengeance."

Raising an eyebrow at Tony's certainty, Henry asked just where he'd acquired his knowledge of what
ghosts always wanted.

"Y ou know, movies and stuff. He wants you to help him take revenge against the guy who took his
hands."

"And how am | supposed to do that?"'

"Jeez, Henry, | don't know. Y ou worked with Vicki; didn't she teach you nothing?"

"Anything."

Tony rolled his eyes. "Okay, anything."

Vicki Nelson, private investigator, ex-police detective, ex-lover, vampire—Henry had worked with her
for one short year before fate had brought them as close together as was possible with his kind and then
had driven them apart. He'd been forced to change her to save her life and forced, by the change, to give
her up. Highly territorial, vampires hunted alone. She'd returned to Toronto and her mortal lover. He'd
made a new life for himself on the West Coast.

Had she taught him anything?

Yes.

Did any of it have anything to do with handless ghosts?

No.

When he repeated his thoughts aloud for Tony's benefit, he added, " One thing she did teach meis that
I'm not a detective. I'm awriter, and, if you'll excuse me, I'm going to go write." Not entirely certain
why memories of Vicki Nelson always made him so defensive, he headed for his computer, waving at
the television on hisway through the living room. "Y our rain delay seemsto be over."

Half an hour later, having realized that the expected staccato clicking of keys hadn't yet begun, Tony
pushed open the door to Henry's office. Standing on the threshold, he noted that nothing showed on the
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monitor but a chapter heading and alot of blank screen.

"This spook really has you spooked, doesn't it?"

"Why do you say that?' Henry asked without turning.

"You'rejust sitting there, staring at your hands."

"Maybe | was deep in thought."

"Henry, you write bodice rippers. There's alimit to how much deep thought is allowed."

Seventeen years aroyal duke, over four hundred and fifty years a vampire, it had taken Henry awhile
to recognize when he was being teased. Once or twice, Tony had come close to not surviving the
adjustment. Lifting his gaze from his hands, he sighed. "All I can think of is, why me." He laughed, but
the sound held no humor. "Which seems alittle self-centered since I'm merely being haunted and was
not the one killed and mutilated.” Pushing his ergonomic chair away from the desk, he spun it around
and stood. "l need to get out. Be distracted.”

"Great." Tony grinned. "Bram Stoker's Draculais playing at midnight at the Caprice.”

"Why not." Enjoying Tony's poleaxed expression, Henry turned the young man about and pushed him
gently out of the doorway. "l hear Gary Oldman is terrific."

"You hear?' Tony sputtered as Henry's inarguabl e touch moved him down the hall. "Y ou heard it from
me! And when | told you, you told me that you never go to vampire movies—that's why not."

"I changed my mind." Unable to resist, he added, "Maybe we can get a bite while we're downtown."

The elevators in the Pacific Place towers were as fast and as quiet as money could make them. With
his fingertips resting lightly on the brushed steel doors, Henry cocked his head and smiled. "It sounds
like Lisa's shredding the character of another cabbie."

Tony winced. "Man, I'm glad she likes us."

As the chime announced the arrival of the elevator, the two men stepped away from the doors.

"Hello, boys." One gloved hand clutching the arm of her paid companion, Lisa Evans grinned avery
expensive and perfect grin as she shuffled into the corridor. The gleaming white teeth between glistening
red lips added a ghastly emphasis to the skull-like effect created when age finally triumphed over years
of cosmetic surgery. "Heading out for alate night on the town?’

"Just a midnight movie," Henry told her as Tony stopped the doors from closing. He scooped up her
free hand and raised it to hislips. "And you, | expect, have been out breaking hearts?'

"At my age? Don't be ridiculous." She pulled her hand free and smacked him lightly on the cheek, then
turned on her companion. "And what are you smiling about, Munro?'

Not the least bit chastised, Mrs. Munro continued to smile down at her elderly employer. "I was just
thinking about Mr. Swanson."

"Swanson's interested in my money, not these old bones." But she preened alittle and patted the head
of the mink stole she wore over araw silk suit. Once the mistress of a VVancouver lumber baron, she'd
made a number of shrewd investments and parlayed a comfortable nest egg into atidy fortune. "And
besides, I'm not interested in him. All the good men are dead.” Sweeping a twinkling gaze over Henry
and Tony, she added, "Or gay."

"Miss Evans!"

"Chill out, Munro. I'm not telling them anything they don't know." Companion chastised, she turned
her attention back to the two men. "We've just come from one of those tedious fund-raising things they
expect you to attend when you have money. Organs, | think it was tonight."

"Organs?' Henry repeated with a smile, fully aware that Lisa Evans enjoyed those tedious fund-raising
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things where her checkbook ensured she'd be stroked and flattered. He also knew that if she was vague,
it was deliberate—no one made the kind of money she had without knowing exactly where every dollar
ended up. "Musical or medical ?"'

"Medical." Heavily shadowed eyes narrowed into alook that had been known to send a variety of
CEOs running for cover. "Have you signed an organ donor card?’

"I'm afraid they wouldn't want my organs.”

The look softened dlightly as she leaped to the conclusion he'd intended. "Oh. I'm sorry. Still, while
there'slife, there's hope, and medical science is doing wonders these days." She grinned. "I mean, it'sa
wonder I'm still alive." Pulling her companion down the hall, rather in the manner of a pilot boat guiding
atanker into harbor, she threw acheery, "Don't do anything | wouldn't do," back over her shoulder.

"WEell, that leaves us alot of leeway," Henry murmured as the elevator door closed on Mrs. Munro's
continuing shocked protests.

Tony sagged against the back wall, hands shoved in his pockets. "Until | met Miss Evans, | always
thought old ladies were kind of vague and smelly. Maybe you should send your ghost over to her."

"Why?'

"If al thegood men aredead . . ."

"Or gay," Henry reminded him. " Suppose he turned out to be both? I'd hate to get on Lisa's bad side.”

The thought of Lisa Evans bad side brought an exaggerated shudder. "Actually, I've been meaning to
ask you; how come you're so friendly with everybody in the building? Y ou're always talking to people.
I'd have thought it would be safer to be alittle more ..."

"Reclusive?'

"Big word. | was going to say private, but | guess that'll do."

"People are afraid of what they don't know." Exiting into the underground garage, they walked in step
to Henry's BMW. "I people think they know me, they aren't afraid of me. If arumor beginsthat | am
not what | seem, they'll match it against what they think they know and discount it. If they have nothing
to match it against, then they're more likely to believeit."

" S0 you make friends with people as akind of camouflage?'

Frowning sightly, Henry watched Tony circle around to the passenger door. "Not aways."

"But sometimes?’

"Yes."

With the car between them, Tony lifted his head and locked his eyes on Henry's face. "And what about
me?"

"You?'

"What am 1? Am | camouflage?’

"Tony ..." Then he saw the expression in Tony's eyes and realized that it hadn't been a facetious
guestion. "Tony, | trust you with everything | am. There're only two other people in the world | can say
that about, and one of them doesn't exactly count."

"Because Vicki's become a vampire?’

"Because Michael Celluci would never admit to knowing a ... romance writer."

Tony laughed, as he was meant to, but Henry heard the artificial resonance. For the rest of the night,
he worked hard at erasing it.

She'd seen the article too late to do anything about it that night, and the wait had not improved her

file:///CJ/Documents¥%20and%20Settings/ harry%20kruis...20V i ctori 8%20N el son%20-%2005%20-%20Bl 00d%20Debt.txt (7 of 165)23-2-2006 23:12:37



file:///C)/Documents¥%20and%20Setti ngs/harry%20krui swijk/Mijn%20d...a%20Huff%20-%20V i ctori a%20N el son%20-%2005%20-%20B| 00d%20Debt . txt

temper.

"Is Richard Sullivan on duty?’

Startled, the edge on the words having cut her memory to shreds, the nurse checked the duty sheet.
"Yes, Doctor. He . . ."

"l want to see him in my office. Immediately."

"Yes, Doctor." No point in protesting that he was cleaning up an unfortunate bedpan accident.
Immediately meant immediately and no later. As she paged him, the nurse hoped that whatever Sullivan
had done, it wasn't enough to get him fired. Orderlies willing to do the shit work without bitching and
complaining were few and far between. Besides, it was difficult not to like the big man; those puppy dog
eyes were hard to resist.

"What do you know about this?"

Sullivan looked down at the article and then up at the doctor. Denial died unspoken as sheread his
answer off hisface.

"Thisis one of ours?"

He nodded.

"Then what part of my instructions did you not understand?'

“It'snot that | ..."

"Or do you not enjoy your job? Isit not everything | told you it would be?!

"Yes. | mean, | do. Anditis, but..."

"Y ou are not supposed to be showing initiative, Mr. Sullivan."

Their relative sizes made it ridiculous that he should cower before her temper, but he did anyway.

The ghost was wearing a Cult and Jackyl T-shirt, alocal band that recorded in North Vancouver.
Henry was alittle surprised it wasn't a Grateful Dead T-shirt. He'd often suspected the universe had a
really macabre, and pretty basic, sense of humor. Itsarms still ended just above the wrist. Again, it
seemed to be waiting.

Tony believed it wanted vengeance.

| suppose that's as good a theory as any, Henry reflected. He sighed. "Do you want revenge on the
person who took your hands?"

Impatience adding afirst hint of personality to translucent features, the ghost slowly faded away.

Henry sighed again. "l take it that's a qualified yes."

The apartment was empty when he emerged from his room. After amoment, he remembered it was
Saturday and Tony would be working late.

"Which is probably a good thing," he announced to the lights of the city. He wondered if the ghost
expected him to begin by finding the hands, and if he should be looking for the remains of flesh and
bone or an ethereal pair quite possibly haunting someone el se.

When Tony returned home after midnight, he wasin his office with the door closed, deep in the
complicated court politics of 1813 and more than alittle concerned with his heroine's refusal to follow
the plot as outlined. Dawn nearly caught him still trying to decide whether Wellington would promote
her betrothed to full colonel and he raced for the sanctuary of his bed having forgotten his spectral
visitor in the night's work.

"Thisis becoming irritating; do you at least know who has your hands?"'

The ghost threw back its head and screamed. No sound emerged from the gaping black hole of a
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mouth, but Henry felt the hair lift off the back of his neck and a cold dread wrap around his heart. While
the scream endured, he thought he sensed a multitude of spirits within the scream; al shriekingin
unison, all lamenting the injustice of their deaths. His lips drew off histeeth in an involuntary snarl.

"Henry? Henry! Are you okay?'

The ghost's face, distended by the continuing scream, faded last.

"Henry!"

It took him a moment to realize that the pounding wasn't his heart—it was Tony, banging frantically
on the bedroom door. He shook himself free of the lingering uneasiness and padded across the room, the
carpet cold and damp against his bare feet. Releasing the bolts, he called, "I'm all right."

When he opened the door, Tony nearly fell into hisarms.

Eyes wide, panting as though he'd just run arace, Tony pulled back far enough to see for himself that
Henry was unharmed. "l heard . . . no, | felt ... itwas. . ." Hisfingers tightened around Henry's bare
shoulders. "What happened? Was it the ghost?"

"I'm only guessing, but | think | asked it a question with a negative answer."

"Negative?' Tony's voice rose to an incredul ous squeak and he let hisarms drop to hisside. "I'll say it
was negative. It was bottom of the pit, soul-sucking, annihilation!"

"It wasn't that bad . . ."

"Maybe not for you!"

Concerned, Henry studied Tony's face. "Are you al right?

"I guess." He drew in a deep breath, released it slowly, and nodded. "Y eah. I'm okay. But I'm gonna
stay right here and watch you dress." Propped up on one shoulder, he sagged against the doorframe, too
frightened to be tough, or independent, or even interested in Henry's nakedness. "I don't want to be
alone."

"Do you want to know what happened?' From Tony's expression, it was clear that he hadn't needed to
ask. While he pulled on his clothes, Henry described what had occurred when he'd tried to get more
information from the ghost.

" S0, you can only ask one question and if the answer's yes, it disappears quietly, and if the answer's
no, it lets you know how disappointed it is with you."

"Not only how disappointed it is," Henry told him. "When it screamed, | sensed a multitude of the
dead.”

"Y eah? How many dead in a multitude, Henry?"

"Thisis nothing to joke about."

"Trust me, I'm not laughin' inside." Tony followed Henry into the living room, dropping gracelessly
onto one end of the heavy leather sofa. "Man, game shows from beyond the grave. You mind if | turn on
some lights? That thing's still got me kind of spooked." When Henry indicated he should go ahead, he
stretched back, flicked on the track lighting, and centered himself in acircle of illumination. "At least we
know two things. It does want revenge, and it doesn't know where its hands are.”

"What of the others?’

"Can we maybe deal with this one ghost at atime? | mean, why borrow trouble."

Tucked into a pocket of shadow on the other side of the room, Henry sighed. "1'd still like to know,
why me?"'

"Like attracts like."

Brows drawn in, Henry leaned forward, bringing his face into the light. "I beg your pardon.”
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"You're avampire." Tony shrugged and stroked the tiny, nearly healed wound barely visible against
the tanned skin of hisleft wrist. "Even if you're not a supernatural creature, evenif all you areis
biologically different . . ."

"All | am?"

"Henry!"

Henry graciously indicated he should continue although his lip remained curled.

"L ook, there's awhole shitload of myth about you. Okay, not you specifically, but about your kind. It's
all around you . . ." He spread hisarms. "... like akind of metaphysical fog. | bet that's what the ghost is
attracted to. | bet that's what pulls him to you."

"Metaphysical fog," Henry repeated. Shaking his head, he leaned back in his chair. "Did you talk like
that in Toronto?"

"Y ou needn't get so damned superior!" His relaxed posture gone, Tony jabbed afinger in Henry's
direction. "It's a perfectly valid theory. Or have you got a better one?"

Surprised by the young man's vehemence, Henry admitted he didn't, but before Tony could continue,
he cut him off with an uplifted hand. " Something's happening in the hall."

Tony's scowl deepened. "I don't hear any . . . shit." There was no point in continuing. Henry was
aready at the door.

He'd heard the ambulance attendants. As he stepped out into the hall, they were rolling the stretcher
out of apartment 1404. The tiny figure under the straps lay perfectly still, one thin hand dangling limply
off the side. The attendants were performing CPR even as they rushed toward the elevator, but Henry
knew Lisa Evanswas irretrievably dead.

He barely managed to keep himself from leaping back and snarling as Mrs. Munro clutched at his arm.

A few moments later, after bundling the sobbing companion into his car, he was speeding toward St.
Paul's Hospital after the ambulance while Tony passed Mrs. Munro tissue after tissue from the box in the
glove compartment.

The emergency room doctors took very little time before they agreed with Henry's diagnosis. They,
too, had seen death too often to mistake it.

"Shewas very old," Dr. Zvane told them softly.

"There's older!" Mrs. Munro protested. Tony handed her another tissue.

"True." The doctor shrugged, and knuckled weary eyes. "All | can say isthat it was her time. We did
everything we could, but she'd gone on and had no intention of coming back."

Gripping Henry's hand hard enough to crack merely mortal joints, Mrs. Munro sniffed. "That's just like
her. Y ou could never get her to change her mind once she'd made it up.”

She'd stopped crying by the time she got back into the car. Although Henry had offered to drive her
wherever she wanted to go, she'd asked to be taken back to the condo. "I have to get my things. My
daughter will pick me up there.

"We were watching Jeopardy,” she continued, able to talk about what had happened now that it was
officialy over. "It was the championship round. Miss Evans had just shouted out, 'Who is Captain Kirk?
when all of a sudden, she sort of whimpered and clapped her hands over her ears. She looked like she'd
heard something horrible except | didn't hear anything at all. The next thing | knew, shewas. . . gone."

Henry met Tony's eyesin the rearview mirror. It was obvious they were thinking the same thing.

"I don't think he's doing it deliberately."

"l don't care. Heisresponsible for that old lady's death, and | say he can go handless into hell."
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Back in hiscircle of light, Tony shivered. Henry's voice had cut through the distance between living
room and bedroom like the distance didn't exist, and every word had held an edge. When he appeared a
moment later, Tony took in his change of clothes— his face and hair seemed luminescent above al that
black—and asked, although he didn't really need to, "Where are you going?"'

"Hunting."

It was almost impossible not to respond to the ghost's anticipation.

"Y ou can stand there as long as you like," Henry growled, "but | am not going to help you."

The ghost threw back its head and screamed.

An unseen, unheard chorus of the dead screamed with it.

"| thought you weren't going to ask it any more questions!”

"I didn't." Henry stared down at the city, listening for the sound of a siren, his fingers splayed against
the glass, the musclesrigid across his back. "l told it, it could expect no help."

"It didn't seem to like that."

"No. It didn't."

They stood together in silence, waiting for the sounds of another death.

Finally Tony sighed and threw himself down on the sofa. "L ooks like we got lucky; nobody old
enough, close enough. Tomorrow night, why don't you say nothing at all."

It waited. And it waited. When Henry tried to leave the room, it screamed.

They watched the ambulance arrive. They learned that the Franklins' baby died in its sleep.

"Babies. Man . . ." Two years ago, Tony had watched an ancient Egyptian wizard devour the life force
of ababy. The parents walked on, completely unaware that their child was dead. He still had nightmares
about it. "Thisis blackmail."

"Yes. And it has made me angry.” The plastic cracked in his grip as he picked up the phone.

Swallowing nervously—Henry's anger could be asterrifying as silent ghostly screams—Tony
managed a partial smile and asked, " Calling the Ghostbusters?"

"Not quite. I've decided thisisnot ajob for a romance writer."

"WEell, | guess not, but. . ." Helet his next question trail off when Henry activated the external speaker
on the phone. After two rings, an answering machine clicked on.

"Victory Nelson, Private Investigations. There's no one hereto take your cal right now. Please leave a
message after the tone. . . ."

Two

DETECTIVE-Sergeant Michael Celluci closed the heavy metal door quietly behind him and stepped
cautioudly into the shadowed apartment. A dim fan of light that spilled out from the office under the loft
was swallowed up by the sixteen-foot celling in the main room. The building had been a glass factory
before arecession had emptied it and urban renewal had filled it again with barely serviceable living
space for the fashionable fringe of Toronto. The majority of the tenants dressed exclusively in black and
most were involved in some way with "the arts'—although some of those ways were pretty peripheral in
Michael Celluci's not at all humble opinion.

His soft-soled shoes making no sound on the rug that defined a right-of-way aong one wall, he moved
toward the light.

"So what about the guy you can see? What's he, the union representative?’ The silence defined the
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response. "I'm sorry. | am taking this seriously. No, | am. Ask it innocuous questions until | get there."
The old wooden office chair creaked alarmingly as it was tipped back on two legs. "Ask it things you
know it'll have to answer yesto."

Just under the edge of the loft, an arm’s length from the chair, Celluci stretched out a hand to grab a
sweatshirt-clad shoulder. Just before his fingers closed on fabric, they were captured in an unbreakable
grip.

The woman holding him flashed him a disdainful nice try and kept talking into the phone. "L ook, how
hard can it be? Did you used to be a man? Are you dead now? Were you once alive?"

Were you aive? Celluci mouthed as she pulled him around the edge of her chair and pushed him down
onto a corner of the cluttered desk.

Brows lowered, she acknowledged he'd heard correctly with a single nod, then tried to reassure her
caller. "It doesn't matter that they're stupid questions aslong as it answersyes. I'll be there as soon as |
can. I'll ..." Sighing, she settled back with an expression Celluci recognized—the first time he'd seen it,
they'd both been in uniform, and it had been aimed at him. There could be only one explanation for it
now; the person on the other end of the line was actually daring to give Vicki Nelson advice.

She'd never taken advice well. Not when she'd been in uniform and considered herself God's gift to the
Metropolitan Toronto Police. Not when she'd made detective. Not when retinitis pigmentosa had forced
her to quit ajob she'd both loved and excelled at. Not during the time she'd been a private investigator.
And not since the change.

If I didn't know, he thought, watching her features shift from impatience to irritation, I'd never realize
what she was.

She looked much the same, only alittle thinner and alot paler. She acted much the same, having
always been overbearing, arrogant, and opinionated. All right, so she didn't used to drink blood. . . .
"That's enough!" Irritation had become annoyance and, from her tone, she'd cut off a continuing
monologue. "I'll be there as soon as | can, and if you're not home when | arrive, I'm heading straight
back to Toronto." Hanging up asthe last "oh" left her mouth, she turned her attention to Celluci and
said, "Henry has a ghost and would like meto get rid of it for him."

Cold fingers touched the back of Celluci's neck. "Henry Fitzroy?"'

"Himself."

"lsn't he still in Vancouver?"

Silver-gray eyes narrowed as she gazed up at him. "Heis."

"And you've just agreed to travel clear across the country to take care of his..." In spite of everything
they'd been through—in spite of demons, werewolves, mummies, and the reanimation of the dead, in
spite of vampires—hislip curled. ... ghost?"

"l have."

"And since you've presented it to me as afait accompli, can | assume anything | have to say becomes
irrelevant?’

Her brows drew in dlightly. "This ghost is scaring people to death, Mike, and it's going to keep doing it
until someone finds out why and stopsit. Henry isn't trained for that kind of an investigation." When he
opened his mouth, she lifted a hand in warning. "And don't you dare say I'm not either. I'll be stopping a
killer. It doesn't matter that he's dead."

No. It wouldn't. But the ghost had little or nothing to do with his reaction. He leaped to his feet and
pushed past her, out of the office and into the main room where he'd have floor enough to pace. "Do you
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know how far it isto Vancouver?'

"About 4,500 kilometers."

He stomped to the door and back again. "Do you realize how short the night is at this time of the year?"

"L ess than nine hours." Her voice added a clear indication that she wasn't pleased about it either.

"And do you remember what happens when you're caught out in the sun?’

"| barbecue."

Hands spread, he rocked to a stop in front of her. "So you're going to go 4,500 kilometers, in less than
nine-hour shifts, with no sanctuary from the sun? Do you have any idea how insanely dangerous that is?"

"I've been thinking about buying a used van and making afew minor modifications."

"A few minor modifications," he repeated incredulously, trying to bury fear with anger. "You'll bea
sitting duck all day, no matter where you park—a charcoal briquette just waiting to happen!”

"So come with me."

"Come with you? As afavor to Henry-fucking-Fitzroy?"'

She got slowly to her feet and glared up at him through narrowed eyes. "Is that what thisis really
about? Henry?'

"No!" And it wasn't; not entirely. "Thisis about you putting yourself in unnecessary danger. Don't they
have PI's in British Columbia?"

"Not ones who can deal with something like this and no one Henry trusts." She smiled, alittle self-
mockingly, then spread one hand against his chest and added, her words slowed to the rhythm of his
heartbeat, "I don't want to become a charcoal briquette. | could use your help, Mike."

His mouth snapped shut around the remainder of the diatribe. The old Vicki Nelson had never been
ableto ask for help. When Henry Fitzroy had given her his blood, he'd changed her in more than just the
obvious ways. Celluci hated the undead, romance-writing, royal bastard for that.

"Let methink about it," he muttered. "I'm going to make coffee."

Vicki listened to him stomp into the tiny kitchen and begin opening and closing cupboard doors with
more force than was strictly necessary. She drew in a deep breath, savoring the scent of him. He'd
aways smelled terrific; akind of heated, male smell that used to make her incredibly horny whenever
she got awhiff of it. Okay, it still made her horny, she corrected with agrin. But now it also made her
hungry.

"Don't you ever throw your garbage out,” he snarled.

"Why should 1?1 don't create any of it."

He hadn't needed to raise his voice. She could've heard him if he'd whispered. She could hear his blood
pulse through his veins. Sometimes she thought she could hear his thoughts. Although he might be
honestly concerned about the dangers of travel, where it came right down to it, he didn't want to go to
Vancouver with her because he didn't want to do Henry Fitzroy any favors. Neither did he want her to
go to Vancouver, and thus to Henry Fitzroy, without him.

Finishing off the bit of bookkeeping she'd been doing when Henry'd called, Vicki saved the file and
waited for Mike to make up his mind, wondering if he realized she had no intention of going without
him.

That Henry was being haunted by a ghost who played twenty questions with deadly results didn't
surprise her. Nothing much surprised her anymore. There are more things in heaven and earth . . . She'd
had it printed on her business cards. Mr. Shakespeare had no idea.

That Henry had called, wanting to hire her to solve hislittle mystery, had surprised her. He'd been so
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definite when they'd parted that they'd never see each other again, that they couldn't see each other again.

As though he'd been reading her thoughts, Celluci chose that moment to come back into the office and
growl, "I thought vampires were unable to share aterritory."

Vicki'schinrose. "I refuse to be controlled by my nature."

Cdluci snorted. "Y eah. Right." He took a swallow of steaming coffee. "Tell that to the vampire who
used to live here."

"I was willing to negotiate," Vicki protested, but she felt her lip curling up off her teeth. The other
vampire had taunted her with the death of afriend and claimed downtown Toronto. When Vicki had
finally killed her, she'd felt no regret, no guilt, and no need to tell Detective-Sergeant Michael Celluci
the full details of what had happened. Not only because of what he was—not only because he was human
— but because of who he was. He wouldn't have understood, and she didn't think she could stand it if he
looked at her the way he'd sometimes looked at Henry.

So she'd told him only that she'd won.

Now she changed her incipient snarl into something closer to asmile. "Henry and | will manage to get
along."

Celluci hid his own smile behind the coffee mug. He recognized the tone and wondered if Henry had
any idea of how little choice he was about to have in the matter. He didn't want Vicki going to
Vancouver, but since she'd already made up her mind, he couldn't stop her—nor was he suicidal enough
to try. Since she was going, regardless, he didn't want her going alone. Besides, he'd enjoy watching his
bloodsucking, royal bastardness get run over by Vicki's absolute refusal to do what was expected of her.

"All right. You win. I'm going with you."

"... things are slow right now, and I've got the time."

Inspector Cantree snorted. "Y ou've always got the time, Detective. I'm just amazed you actually want
to use some of it."

Celluci shrugged. " Something came up with afriend of Vicki's out west."

"A friend of Vicki's. Ah." The inspector stared into the oily scum on top of his coffee, the heavy
stoneware mug looking almost delicate in his huge hand. "And how is'Victory' Nelson these days? |
hear she's been dealing with some strange cases since she got back in town."

Cdluci shrugged again. "Someone has to. At least if they're calling her, they're not calling us."

"True." Cantree's eyes narrowed, and the look he shot at the other man was frankly speculative. " She
never struck me as the type to get involved in this paranormal, occult bullshit.”

Celluci only just stopped himself from shrugging athird time. "Most of her work's the same old boring
crap. Cheating spouses. Insurance fraud."

"Most," Cantree repeated. It wasn't quite a question, so Celluci didn't answer it.

Inspector Cantree had narrowly escaped becoming the enchanted acolyte of an ancient Egyptian god.
The others who'd been caught up in the spell had created their own explanations, but he'd insisted on
hearing the truth. As he'd never mentioned it again, Celluci remained unsure of how much he'd believed.

The memory hung in the air between them for a moment, then Cantree brushed it aside, the gesture
stating as clearly asif he'd said it aloud: Forty-seven homicides so far this year; |'ve enough to deal with.
"Take your vacation, Detective, but | want your butt back here in two weeks ready to work."

"Vicki, we will never make it to Vancouver in that.
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"I know it doesn't look like much . . ." Hands on her hips, Vicki swept her gaze over the grimy blue
van and decided not to mention that it'd probably look worse in daylight. It looked bad enough under the
security light in Célluci's driveway. "... but it's mechanically sound."

"Since when do you know anything about mechanically sound?’

"I don't." She turned and grinned at him, meeting his eyes and allowing power to rise momentarily in
hers. "But nobody lies to me anymore."

Because it had been used for deliveries, the van box had no windowsto cover. Vicki'd had a partition
with wide rubber gaskets installed behind the seats and another just inside the rear doors.

"Y ou got it done fast enough, didn't you?' Celluci brushed at a dusting of sawdust at the base of the
front barrier and frowned at the inner bolts that ensured there'd be no unwelcome visitors. "What
happens if there's an accident and | have to get you out?”'

"Wait until sunset and I'll get myself out."

"There's no ventilation, and it's likely to get hotter than hell in there."

She shrugged. "I doubt I'll notice.”

"Y ou doubt?" His voice started to rise, and he forced it back down, the dark windows in the
surrounding houses reminding him that the neighbors were still asleep and very likely wanted to remain
that way. "Y ou're not sure?"'

"I'm surethat | won't feel it. Other thanthat . . ." There were anumber of things about being a vampire
she was having to discover as the situation came up. Henry had taught her how to feed without causing
harm, how to gently change the memories of those who provided nourishment, and how to blend with
the mortals who walked the day, but he'd never taught her that swimming was out of the question
because increased bone density caused her to sink like arock—scaring the shit out of the lifeguard at the
"Y." Nor had he mentioned what traveling all day in the back of an enclosed van might do. "The SPCV
suggests leaving a rear window rolled down a bit and parking out of the sun."

Celluci stared at her in confusion. "The what?"*

"The society for the prevention of cruelty to vampires. It was ajoke." She patted hisarm. "Never
mind. What do you think of the bed?"

He peered past her shoulder. The bed had padded sides ten inches high. "It looks like a coffin without
alid. I'm not using it."

"Suit yourself, but remember who's driving nights while you're sleeping.” She mimed steering around
acorner and did afairly good impersonation of tires squealing against the road.

AsVicki's driving style hovered between kamikaze and Montreal cabbie, Celluci shuddered and
checked hiswatch. Unfortunately, if they planned on leaving before daybreak, they didn't have timeto
fight about either the bed or Vicki's driving—and if he couldn't do anything about the latter, he certainly
wasn't going to insist on removing the padding from the former. "L et's get going, then. It's four-twelve
and sunriseisin less than forty-five minutes." When Vicki lifted both brows, he pulled a battered
paperback out of his back pocket. "Farmer's Almanac. It's got sunrise and sunset for the whole year. |
decided it might be best to be prepared.”

"For what?' Vicki drew herself up to her full five-feet ten, her expression dangerous and purely
human. This argument, or variations on the theme, long predated the change. "What's the matter, Mike?
You still think | can't take care of myself?"

"Not between sunrise and sunset," he reminded her mildly, refusing to be drawn.

Vicki deflated. Unfortunately, he was completely and absolutely and inarguably correct. She hated that
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—not so much that he was right, but that it left her no room for argument.

And he knew it. Eyes crinkling at the corners, he shoved the book back into his pocket.

Stepping forward, she brushed the overlong curl of dark brown hair back off his forehead and
murmured, "Come evening, however, no one messes with me."

Lying in the coffinlike bed, vibrating along with the van's six-cylinder, no-longer-entirely-to-company-
specs engine, enclosed in awarm darkness so deep it draped over her like black velvet, Vicki could feel
the sun. The flesh between her shoulders crawled. Two years a vampire and she still hadn't gotten used
to the approach of the day.

"It's like that final instant, just before someone hits you from behind, when you know it's going to
happen and you can't do a damned thing about it. Only it lasts longer. ..."

Celluci hadn't been impressed by the analogy, and she supposed she couldn't blame him—it didn't
impress her much either. While he'd pulled the van up under the security light and methodically checked
for pinholes that might let in the sun, she'd almost gone crazy with the need to get under cover. He hadn't
listened when she'd told him she'd already checked, but then, he'd always believed she took foolish risks.
Risks, she took. Foolish risks, never. Okay, hardly ever.

Wondering why she was suddenly doing numbers from HMS Pinafore, she licked her lips and tasted
the memory of Celluci's mouth against hers. He'd wanted to wait for sunrise before he started driving,
but Vicki'd insisted he start right after she closed herself up in her moving sanctuary. She didn't think
she could cope with both of them waiting for . . . oblivion.

At that hour of the morning, traffic was heading into Toronto, not out of it and, for all its disreputable
appearance, the van handled well. Fully aware he would not be able to explain the apparent corpse in the
back should he be stopped by the OPP, Celluci drove a careful five kilometers over the limit and
resigned himself to being passed by nearly every other car on the highway.

"Get your picture taken," he muttered as an old and rusty K-car buzzed by him. Unfortunately, the new
Ontario government had recently pulled the photo radar vans, insisting they'd shown no positive effects.
Celluci had no ideawhere the idiots at Queen's Park had gathered their information, but in his personal
experience, the threat of the vans had kept paranoid drivers actually traveling at slightly less than the
limit.

He stopped at Barrie for breakfast and a chance to stretch hislegs. A tractor trailer accident held him
for an hour just outside Waubaushene and by the time he stopped for lunch at the Centennial Diner in
Bigwood, he'd heard Sonny and Cher sing "l Got Y ou Babe" on three different oldies stations and was
wondering why he was putting himself through rock-and-roll hell for Henry-fucking-Fitzroy.

"| should've tried harder to talk her out of it." He yanked a tasseled toothpick out of his club sandwich.
So what if there were no PI's on the West Coast Fitzroy could trust. "How's he supposed to make new
friendsif he never talks to strangers.”

"|s anything wrong?"

Celluci manufactured a smile and tossed it up to his teenage waitress. "No. Nothing's wrong."
Watching her watch him on her way back to the kitchen, he sighed. Great. Not only does he expect
Vicki to risk her life traveling across three quarters of the country, but now he's got me talking to myself.

On the flyspecked radio above the pie rack, Sonny Bono once again declared hislove in the face of
everything they said.

"WaWa?' Knuckles on her hips, Vicki rolled the kinks out of her shoulders. "Why WaWwa?"'
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Cdluci shrugged, eyes appreciatively following her movements. "Why not WaWa? | thought you
might want to see the goose."

"The goose?' Slowly, she turned and peered up at the nine-meter-high steel scul pture silhouetted
against agray sky streaked with orange. "Okay. I've seenit. | hope we're not sharing the high point of
your day."

"Close," he admitted. "How're you feeling?’

"Like my body spent the day bouncing around inside a padded box. Other than that, fine."

"Areyou, uh . .." He broke off in embarrassment as a car pulled into the small parking lot and a pair
of children exploded out of the back and raced up the path toward the bathrooms.

"Hungry?' Stepping into the circle of his body heat, she grinned. "Mike, you can say hungry in front
of kids—they'll assume I'll be having a Big Mac, not Ronald MacDonald."

"That's disgusting."

"Actualy, it's given me an appetite.”

He grabbed her upper arms, halting her advance. "Forget it, Vicki, I'm too old for a quickie in the back
of avan." But his protest had little force, and after the kids and the car disappeared, he allowed himself
to be convinced.

It didn't take much.

Twenty minutes later, as they climbed up into the front seats, Vicki reached out and caught a mosquito
about to land on his back. "Forget it, sister," she muttered, squashing the bug between thumb and
forefinger. "He gave at the office."

"We'rejust past Portage la Prairie?' Celluci looked up from the map of Manitoba with a scowl. He
hadn't slept well, and the thermos of coffee Vicki'd handed him when he'd staggered out of the van could
peel the residue off a garbage truck. He drank it anyway— after fifteen years drinking police coffee, he
could drink anything—but he wasn't happy. The last thing he needed to be told was that they'd gone
considerably past the point where he'd expected to take over. . "Y ou must've been doing between a
hundred and twenty-five and a hundred and thirty kilometers an hour!"

"What's your point?’

"Let's start with the speed limit being a hundred kilometers an hour and take it from there. It's not just
agood idea," he added sarcastically, fighting to refold the map. "It's the law."

Vicki clamped her teeth down on a complaint that a hundred K to someone with her reaction time was
ridiculously slow, and merely shrugged. Her opinions didn't make the speed limit any less the law. If
he'd suggested she'd been driving unsafely, then she could've given him an argument.

Leaning back against the van, she stared out at the farmland surrounding the gas station parking lot.
With the station closed and the only illumination coming from the stars and Celluci's flashlight, it
seemed as though they were the last people alive in the world. She hated that feeling and she'd felt it for
most of the night as she'd sped away from Lake Superior toward Kenora and the Ontario/Manitoba
border. At 3 A.M. even Winnipeg was alittle short of people up and about—except for a sleepy clerk at
the 24-hour gas station/donut shop where she'd filled the van and two transients spotted sleeping in the
shelter of an overpass. She'd cut through the middle of Portage la Prairie rather than take the Trans-
Canada Highway loop around, but it was still too early for anyone to be up and about.

Used to living, and hunting, among three million people, at least one million of whom never seemed to
sleep, the isolation made her feel vulnerable and exposed.

"Give methat." She reached down and snatched the partially folded map out of Mike's hands. "All you
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have to do isfollow the original creases. Why isthat so difficult?'

Vulnerable, exposed, and in areally bad mood.

Meeting Celluci's astonished glower with a half-apologetic wave of the map, she growled, "All this
scenery is beginning to get to me."

Recognizing that on a perfectly straight, completely flat stretch of road no one was going to drive at
one hundred kilometers an hour, the speed limit through Saskatchewan was one hundred and ten. Almost
everyone did one twenty. Considering his cargo, Celluci compromised at one fifteen.

A lifetime's worth of wheat fields later, at 7:17 P.M. local time, he pulled into atruck stop just outside
Bassano, Alberta, and turned off the engine wondering if there was a Sonny and Cher revival going on
he hadn't heard about. If he had to listen to "I Got Y ou, Babe" one more time, he was going to have to
hurt someone. Parking the van so that Vicki could exit without being seen, he walked stiffly across the
asphalt to the restaurant. Sunset would be at 8:30, so he had little better than an hour to eat.

Soup of the day was beef barley. He stared down into the bowl and remembered all the meals he and
Vicki had eaten together, all the gallons of coffee, al the stale sandwiches grabbed on the run. All at
once, the thought that they'd never again go out for dim sum, or chicken paprikas, or even order in a
pizza while they watched Hockey Night in Canada left him feeling incredibly depressed.

"|s there something wrong with the soup?' A middle-aged woman in a spotless white apron peered
down at him with some concern from behind the counter.

"The, uh, the soup'sfine."

"Glad to hear it. It don't come out of a can, you know. | make it myself." When he couldn't find an
immediate response, she shook her head and sighed. "Come on, buddy, cheer up. You look like you've
lost your best friend."

Celluci frowned. He hadn't exactly lost her. Vicki remained everything to him she ever had been,
except adinner companion and weighed against the rest that shouldn't mean much. But, right now, it
did. | thought I'd dealt with this. . . .

He barely noticed when the waitress took the empty bow! away and replaced it with a platter of steak
and home fries,

Vampire, Nightwalker, Nosferatu—Vicki was no longer human. Granted, she'd made a commitment to
him in away she'd never been able to before the change, but, given immortality, how important could
the few years of hislife be?

The rhubarb pie tasted like sawdust and he left half of it on the plate.

Shoulders hunched and hands shoved into his jacket pockets, he headed back across the parking lot
toward the van. Vaguely aware he was wallowing in self-pity, he couldn't seem to stop.

When the van's engine roared into life, it took him completely by surprise. Standing three feet from the
front bumper, Celluci stared through afine film of bug bodies smeared over the windshield and into the
smug face of ayoung man in hislate teens or early twenties. He didn't realize what was happening until
the young man backed the van away from him, cranked the steering wheel around, and laid rubber all
the way out to the highway.

The van was being stolen.

Instinct sent him racing after it, but halfway across the parking lot, the fact he didn't have a chance of
catching up penetrated and he rocked to a halt. He checked his watch. 8:27.

Vicki would be awake in three minutes.
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She'd know immediately that something was wrong, that he wasn't driving. She'd pull open the
partition behind the seats .

... and their young car thief was about to be in for one hell of a surprise.

Watching the grimy back end of the stolen van disappear into the sunset down a secondary road,
Cedlluci started to laugh. His only regret was that he wouldn't be there to see that punk'’s face when Vicki
woke up. He was still laughing when the waitress met him at the door of the restaurant, aworried frown
creasing the smooth curves of her face. "Wasn't that your van?’

"It was." He grinned down at her, feeling better than he had in hours.

"Would you like to use our phoneto call the police?

"No, thank you. But | would like another piece of that delicious rhubarb pie."

Completely confused, she followed him across the restaurant and watched wide-eyed as he dropped
onto a counter stool. She shook her head as he looked at his watch and snickered. He'd seemed like such
anice man and athough she was glad to see that whatever had been bothering him obviously wasn't
bothering him any longer, she couldn't understand his attitude. "But what about your van?"

The corners of Celluci's mouth curved up as he reached for afork. "It'll be back."

Something was wrong.

Vicki lay in the darkness and sifted through sounds and scents and sensation.

The van was still moving. Celluci had insisted, for safety's sake, they be parked at least half an hour
before sunrise and sunset. Somehow, considering the completely unnecessary fuss he'd made over it,
Vicki doubted he'd changed his mind. Either he'd lost hislittle book, he'd been unable to get off the
highway, or he wasn't the driver.

The smell of the engine—gas and oil and heated metal—laid over the lingering scent of Celluci
clinging to the padding of the bed made an enhanced sense of smell next to useless. The threelittle pigs
could be driving, and she wouldn't be able to sniff them out.

Kneeling next to the plywood barrier, she filtered out the sounds of internal combustion and heard a
stranger's heartbeat.

She growled low in her throat. Resisting the urge to crash through the barrier and rip the stranger's
heart out, Vicki silently pulled back the bolts. Anger wouldn't get her the answers she needed. Anger
wouldn't discover what happened to Mike Celluci. First, | get some answers ...

To the young man behind the wheel, it seemed as though one moment the passenger seat was empty
and the next there was awoman sitting in it, smiling at him. Her smile was terrifying.

"Pull over," she said softly.

More frightened than he'd ever been in hislife, he braked and swerved onto the shoulder. By the time
he fought the van to a standstill, his heart was pounding so violently, he could barely breathe.

" Shut off the engine."

He whimpered as he turned the key. He didn't know why, but he couldn't prevent the sound from
escaping. When cool fingers grasped his chin and forced his head around, he whimpered again.

"Where is the man who was driving this vehicle?"

Her eyes were impossibly silver in the twilight. He didn't know what the rest of her looked like
because all he could see were her eyes. "He's, he's at Ruby's Steak House. Maybe five miles b-b-back."

"Has he been hurt?'

Although not an imaginative young man, he had a sudden flash of what was likely to happen should he
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answer in the affirmative. His stomach spasmed, and his throat worked.

"If you puke," she told him, "you'll eat it. Now answer my question."

"He was f-f-fine. Really." When she seemed to be waiting for more, he added, "1 looked b-b-back and
he was laughing."

"Laughing?’

"Y es, maam."

Frowning, Vicki released the young man's jaw. Why would Celluci be laughing? She'd never
suspected that he considered grand theft auto to be amusing. Okay, he stopped for supper and someone
stole the van. Why would he think that was funny? Then she looked up at the streaks of gold and rose
lingering on the horizon. All of a sudden, she got the joke.

If Ruby's Steak House was only five miles back, this poor sucker had driven off with a slegping
vampire moments before sunset.

When she noticed him fumbling with the door latch, she grabbed hisarm. "Not so fast," she
murmured, the threat softened but still there. "What's your name?"

"K-Kyle."

He was really quite attractive in an unshaven, outlaw sort of way. Slender but with nice muscles.
Pretty blue eyes. Her gaze locked on the pulsein histhroat. "How old are you, Kyle?"

"T-twenty-two."

Old enough. She let the Hunger rise.

Kyle saw her smile change. Almost understood it. Her face was very pale. Her teeth, very white.

"Actualy, | think young Kyle's decided to give up stealing cars.”

"Oh?" Celluci grinned at her profile, just barely visible in the pale green glow from the dashboard
lights. "What makes you say that?"

"WEell, | think he came to the decision when | pointed out how lucky he'd been."

"Lucky?'

"Sure. When hetook this van, all he got was me." Vicki turned to face her companion, allowing the
van to speed down the highway momentarily unguided. Her eyes gleamed, and her voice made promises
for later. "1 merely reminded him that another time, he might drive off with something . . . dangerous."

Sunrise the next morning was at 4:56, Pacific Time. At 4:30, Vicki pulled over onto a deserted scenic
view and stopped the van. Driving west through the Rockies, she'd gained an hour of night. Since they'd
left home, she'd gained three, but this would be the last, they'd crossed into British Columbia during the
night and would reach Vancouver before evening. From now on, sunrise and sunset would occur in the
same time zone.

Twisting around in the driver's seat, she stared into the shadows of her sanctuary. Celluci refused to
sleep with the front partition up and she supposed she couldn't blame him athough the song of his blood
behind her was a constant distraction. Considering the demands of the road as it passed through two
national parks and crossed most of a mountain range, it was fortunate that, having fed deeply from
young Kyle, she'd been able to keep most of her attention on her driving.

Sleep smoothed out the lines and shadows layered onto his face by fifteen years of police work and he
|looked much younger than his thirty-eight years.

Thirty-eight.

He had a scattering of gray hair at hisright temple.
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How many years were they going to have? Fifty? Forty? And what was she going to do for the rest of
eternity without him? Facing immortality, she found herself mourning his inevitable death while he
continued to live. Henry had warned her about falling into that kind of fatalistic despair, but it was a
hard warning to remember while listening to a mortal heartbeat pounding out its few remaining years.

Oh, for God's sake, Vicki, get agrip! Leaning forward, she grabbed Celluci's shoulder and shook him
hard.

"Wha...!"

"Sunrise in twenty minutes, Mike. I'll leave you alone to put your face on." Getting out of the van, she
walked over to the railing and stared up at the Rockies. Rising in majestic silhouettes against the gray,
predawn sky, they looked so definitively like mountains they almost |ooked fake.

Now thisisimmortality, Vicki acknowledged. Next to these hunks of rock, I'm just going to live a
little longer than average. She heard Mike walk around from the other side of the van and said, "I left a
message on Henry's machine when | stopped for gas. He knows we'll get to his place today."

"Y eah? Will he still be there?’

Eyes narrowed, she pivoted on one heel. "Why wouldn't he be?"

"Oh, | don't know. Perhaps he's willing to recognize his limitations." Three nights on the road, had | eft
Celluci tired and stiff and not all the glories of a spring dawn in the midst of some of the most beautiful
scenery in the world were going to make an impression until he had a piss and a coffee.

"He'll be there."

"What makes you so sure?'

"l told him not to leave."

Should've seen that coming, he muttered silently, following Vicki to the van. He caught her wrist as
she lifted her hand to rub the back of her neck. "Did it ever occur to you that Henry Fitzroy knows better
than you do what it means to be a vampire?"

She turned within his grip although they both knew she could have easily broken it. "Maybe he does,
but Henry Fitzroy doesn't know what it means to be me, and I'm not buying into histerritorial
imperative crap."

Because he could see the doubt in her eyes, he let it go. They'd find out soon enough.

When he heard the bolts shoot back and the front barrier move, Celluci threw the last of his burger to a
gull patrolling the strip mall parking lot and rolled up the window. He couldn't see anyone in earshot, but
the last thing they needed was an eavesdropper.

The silver of her eyes flecked with lingering gold from the setting sun, Vicki's gaze swept past him.
"Where are we?

"Cariboo Street, east end of the city. | thought you'd like to be awake when we arrived.”

Vicki stared out the front window, across Vancouver, toward the ocean, toward Henry Fitzroy. Then
she looked at Mike Celluci, really looked at him.

He had the strangest sensation that no one had ever seen him so clearly, and he could feel himself
beginning to swesat. Just when he thought he couldn't stand another minute of it, she smiled, reached out,
and brushed the long curl of hair off hisface.

"Thanks. That's pretty perceptive for aguy who tapes Baywatch."
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Three

EYES narrowed, Henry glared at the handless ghost at the foot of his bed. His movements rigidly
precise, he folded back the sheet and sat up. If he released even afraction of the tight grip he maintained
on hisrage, it would surge out in a stream of angry accusation and another innocent would die.

He watched and waited, hoping the spirit would tire of meaningless questions. When it became
obvious it hadn't, when it began preparing to scream, Henry snarled, "Was your mother awoman?"

Transucent features twisted into an annoyed frown, but it obeyed the rules and quietly vanished.

"Man, that is one pissed-off spook."

Henry paused, one hand on the bathroom door, and turned toward the hall corner where Tony lounged
against thewall. "You could fedl it?"

"Feel it?" Tony snorted, covering his fear with bravado. "l could almost see the waves of pissed-
offedness radiating out from your room. | just, you know, wondered if you were okay."

“I'm fine. It can't actually affect me."

"Uh-huh. And that's why you just crushed the doorknob?"

Opening his fingers, Henry dropped his gaze to the unrecognizabl e piece of brass protruding from the
bathroom door. "Perhaps | am alittle. . . irritated. I'm sure I'll feel better after a shower." Hetook a half
a step forward—one bare foot on tile, the other on carpet—and paused. "Don't you usually work
Saturday evenings?'

Tony took a deep breath, lifted his chin, and met Henry's gaze square on. "I traded shifts,” he
announced defiantly. "So | could be here when Vicki arrived.”

Red-gold brows rose. "To protect her from me?"

"Maybe." Expecting anger, and knowing how dangerous that anger could be, Tony would have
preferred it to the undercurrent of amusement he could hear in Henry's voice. "Or to protect you from
her."

Realizing that he'd hurt the younger man's feelings, Henry sighed. "'l appreciate the intent, Tony, |
really do, but for your own safety, if anything happens, anything at all, don't get between us. While |
would never intentionally harm you, I'm not sure how much intent is going to count.”

"Then why did you stay? Y ou're ready to go to the cabin, you could've been gone when she got here."

"If | was gone when she arrived, Vicki'd never believe that two vampires are incapable of being
together. She'd continue to think that I'm overreacting, that a response innate to our natures can be
overcome." His eyes darkened and an aura of ancient power seemed to gather about him—in spite of the
green velour bathrobe. "By remaining home for the first part of the night, by actually meeting with her,
I'll prove my point in the only way she'll accept.”

Tony nodded slowly. Having known Vicki since he was a fifteen-year-old street kid, the explanation
made perfect sense. "I bet she was the kind of kid who stuck beans up her nose."

"| beg your pardon?"

"Y ou know." Hisvoice lifted into a shrill falsetto. "Now, Vicki, don't stick beans up your nose."

Henry grinned. "No bet."

" S0 you stayed to prove a point?’

"That's right."

"Not because you wanted to see her again?"

"Vampires do not maintain attachments after the parent-child bond is broken." Henry's tone ended the
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discussion. For added emphasis, he stepped into the bathroom and emphatically closed the door.

The knob fell off and bounced down the hall.

Bending to pick it up, Tony fitted his fingers into the creases Henry's fingers had made. Don't get
between us, he repeated silently. Y eah, like I'm in the habit of getting between The Terminator and the
mother dlien. . ..

Michael Celluci watched Vicki pacing back and forth in the elevator—three steps back, three steps
forth—and kept his mouth firmly shut. More than anything, he wanted to know if she'd even considered
the possibility that Henry might be right. Unfortunately, although the words were pressing up against his
teeth, he couldn't ask because, from her expression, she obviously had.

"His scent isall over thisbuilding,” she muttered, nostrils flaring.

"Don't tell me he's been pissing in the corners.”

Her teeth seemed longer than usual as she snarled, "That's not what | meant."

"It was ajoke." When she whirled to glare at him, he spread his hands. "Just trying to lighten the
mood."

"Oh." The bell chimed for the fourteenth floor. She spun back around to face the door.

Following her out into the hall, Celluci shook his head. "No need to thank me." Astheir names had
been on a security list at the door, they'd been waved right through without needing to buzz up and so
had no idea of what they were about to face. Given Vicki's reaction so far, if Henry had been stupid
enough to stay home, it was going to be an explosive evening.

He found himself wishing he'd brought his gun— although who he intended to shoot, he had no idea.

"She's coming." Henry turned to face the door and Tony thought he looked like a cat, watching the
shadows for movement no one else could see. A moment later, three evenly spaced raps that
unmistakably said, Thisisthe police, shattered the expectant silence into sharp-edged little pieces.

"Y ou'd better answer it." Hands locked behind his back, Henry made his way to the far side of the
living room. "1 think it might be best if | kept my distance.”

Almost afraid of cutting himself on the shards of anticipation, Tony walked to the door, took a deep
breath, and threw it open.

Celluci, about to knock again, lowered his hand.

Vicki, who'd been staring down the hall, spun around.

Had Tony not spent the last two years sharing living space with avampire, he'd have fled, screaming.
Asit was, he swallowed hard, tried to keep his legs from buckling, and forced his mouth into what he
hoped was an approximation of asmile. "Y o, Victory. You're lookin' good."

The fear in his voice penetrated. There were a great many people whose fear Vicki rather enjoyed, but
Tony wasn't one of them. Let'sjust prove Henry's point for him, shall we? she snarled to herself as she
struggled for control. | will not be dominated by blind instinct!

Tony, watching the silver mute out of her eyes, exchanged awary glance with Celluci, who added an
infinitesimal shrug. Before either man could speak, however, Vicki found her voice.

"| just spent four days on the road, | need a shower, and | ook like shit, but thanks for lying." She
cocked her head and looked him up and down—to Tony's surprise the inspection didn't make him feel
like arare steak. "Y ou, on the other hand, are looking good. Y ou've filled out, got some color . . ." Her
brows dipped down. "... but your hair's too short."

"It'sthe style," he protested indignantly, rubbing a palm over his close-cropped skull.
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Vicki sighed. "Tony, it didn't look that good on Keanu Reeves either. Now then, you going to invite us
in, or are you going to leave us standing in the hall ?*

Ears pink, Tony stepped out of the doorway. "Sorry."

"As much my fault asyours," Vicki admitted. Looking appreciatively around the entry—Henry'd
bought the Pacific Place condo after she'd returned to Toronto—she nodded toward the colonnaded arch.
"Living room through there?"

"Yeah, but. . ." As she disappeared, he let hisvoicetrall off and glanced up at Detective Sergeant
Michael Celluci. During his years on the street, they hadn't exactly gotten along, but judging from the
detective's expression, tonight the past had been buried under their common present.

"Ishein there?'

Tony sighed. "Yeah."

"Why, if he believesin thisterritorial imperative thing?"

"He wantsto prove a point."

Like Tony before him, Celluci understood. "I can't say as| blame him. Let's hope we all surviveit."

They walked together into the living room, each hoping that the silence had to be agood sign.

Henry stood with his back to the window, the lights of Granville Island beginning to pierce the dusk
behind him. Head up, arms crossed over his chest, he wore a blue silk shirt, faded jeans, and white
running shoes. His lips were pressed into athin line. His eyes were dark.

Vicki stood by the ultramodern dining room table, the fingers of her right hand pressed hard against
the green glass top. Head up, her left hand opening and closing by her side, she wore ablue silk shirt,
faded jeans, and white running shoes. Her lips were drawn up enough to show the points of her teeth.
Her eyeswere silver.

Standing at the edge of the room, Tony could feel the tension building. In a moment, without aword
being said, it would build past the breaking point. When that happened, he didn't have the faintest idea
of what he could do to prevent the inevitable violence or if he'd have the courage to do it even if he
knew. How would they fight? Would there be bloodshed? Wouldn't vampires instinctively refuse to
waste SO precious a resource?

Beside him, Celluci swept a cynical gaze over the room, snorted, and said, "I see you guysve got a
uniform. What's next? Team jackets and baseball caps?'

Tony shot him a startled glance and faded back just far enough to use the detective's bulk as a shield.

The tableau broke. As Henry snarled and stepped forward, Vicki's sense of the ridiculous pushed past
her instinctive responses. She stared at Henry's clothes, then down at her own, and snickered. "Christ,
we look like a set of undead Bobsey Twins."

Nostrils flared, Henry stopped and turned to face her again.

His aborted charge had brought him away from the window. Smile twisting into a snarl, Vicki backed
around the table. "Don't stand so close!" She didn't want to attack, but she didn't think she'd be able to
stop herself if he came any closer. She fought to see past instinct, to the lover, to the friend, to the
teacher who'd taught her to survive within the parameters of her new existence, but the knowledge of
what they'd once been to each other kept getting lost behind what they were.

"Thisis my territory, Vicki." Henry took a step closer; graceful, deadly. "Not yours. Y ou do not tell
me what to do in my territory."

"At least they're talking," Celluci muttered to no one in particular. " That's an improvement.”

The vampiresignored him, and Tony fervently wished he'd shut up.
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A muscle jumped in Vicki's jaw. "Y ou asked me here!"

"Y ou insisted we could work together," he reminded her mockingly.

"We could if you'd stop this Prince of Darkness bullshit and back off!"

"I'm not doing anything, Vicki. | am older than you. | am more powerful than you. Y ou can only see
me as athreat. Y ou can't help but respond.”

"And what do you see me as?' she growled, anger provoked by the implication that he didn't see her as
athreat.

" Something to be removed." His brows drew in and his voice grew scathing. "I do not wish my
hunting ruined by a child."

Vicki dove up and over the table, ailmost before she'd decided to attack. Her hands reached for Henry's
throat and grabbed only air. She spun around as she landed, but, off balance, she had no chance to block
Henry's blow. He threw her against the far wall and was on her, fingers dimpling her throat before she
hit the ground.

When Tony moved forward, alarge hand closed on his shoulder and pulled him back.

"No," Celluci said softly. "Let them work it out."

Startled, Tony stared up at the detective. He couldn't believe that Michael Celluci was alowing thisto
happen, but although he was frowning, neither the larger man's gaze nor his grip wavered.

Her shoulders under Henry's knees, her throat in his hands, Vicki froze, caught in his eyes and
recognizing defezt.

"We cannot work together," Henry told her, al the posturing gone from his voice, leaving it flat and
tired. "And as you must remain here to do your job, | am leaving. I've borrowed a cabin on Grouse
Mountain from afriend. I'll leave immediately and return when you've solved the case." His eyes never
leaving hers, he released her throat and stood.

"So you're proved right." Vicki got lowly to her feet, one hand supporting her weight against the wall.
"Happy?'

He sighed and one corner of his mouth twisted into an almost smile. "Actually, no."

"Stay here," Celluci murmured, finally releasing Tony's shoulder. "Keep an eye on her, but don't go
near her until she's calmed down."

"Do | look stupid?"' the younger man demanded, wide-eyed and twitchy from the adrenaline buzz.
"Where are you going?"'

"I need to talk to Fitzroy."

"About what?' Then he followed the line of Celluci's gaze to where Vicki stood, eyes closed,
breathing heavily, the fingers of her left hand sunk knuckle-deep through the leather upholstery of the
couch. "Oh. Never mind."

When Henry attempted to leave the condo, black canvas case slung over one shoulder, Celluci was
waiting at the door. He stopped with most of the entry between them. Any closer and he'd have to ook
up at the much taller man. "Y ou have something to say, Detective?"

"Y ou did that on purpose.”

"What?'

"Provoked afight. Y ou knew that she had to attack you, or she'd never be convinced you were right."

"That's very perceptive of you, Detective." Henry studied the other man's face, not entirely certain of
what he saw. "Are you going to tell her?

"I haven't decided. But I'd like to ask you something; what if you were wrong?'
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Henry frowned. "Wrong?"'

"From what | understand, thisis something new in the history of ... uh ..."

"Vampires?"'

Cdluci flushed. "Y eah. Vampires. For the first time, two of you are face-to-face and not fighting over
territory because Vicki doesn't want your territory. What if you could've worked something out?' He
spread his hands and stepped away from the door. "Now, you'll never know."

"Now, you'll never know."

The detective'swords rang in his ears as Henry made his way down to his car. Vicki's scent remained a
distraction, in the elevator, in the underground parking. It was the scent of another predator in his
territory. It was also the scent of awomen he'd loved.

Unfortunately, instinct kept insisting they were two different people.

He dlid into the BMW and rested his head for a moment on the steering wheel. The differencein the
scent that surrounded him and in the scent he remembered only served to remind him of how much he'd
lost.

It took all of his strength, gathered and refined for over four hundred and fifty years, to drive away.

L eaving another vampire in control of his territory.

Leaving Vicki.

Tony showed them quickly around the apartment, then pulled his roller blades and helmet out of the
hall closet. "It's getting late and |, uh, gotta go." When Celluci's brows went up, he looked
uncomfortable and said, "I'm staying with friends. Henry thought it would be safer, since Vicki's not
used to waking up to a blood scent.”

"I'll still be here.”

"Oh, yeah. |, uh, guess he figures you can take care of yourself."

"He'sgot it all figured out, doesn't he?' Celluci snorted. He watched Tony watch Vicki as she walked
over to stand by the window and stare out at the city. It was the position Henry used to favor back in
Toronto, and Celluci could tell by the recognition on Tony's face that it was still a position Henry
favored. Maybe it was just a vampire thing—surveying territory, the hunter taking the high ground—abut
he hated it when Vicki reminded him of Henry.

"Henry's used to getting his own way."

It took a moment for Celluci to realize that Tony's quiet statement was areply to his rhetorical
question. Before he could think of aresponse, Vicki turned from the window.

"Y ou will be here tomorrow sunset, won't you?' she asked, her preference clear.

Startled but pleased, Tony nodded. "If you're sure you want me."

"Thelast, and only time | wasin Vancouver, | wasn't paying much attention to the city." Wasn't
paying much attention to anything except controlling the Hunger—she could remember the blood but
little else. "If we're going to lay this spook, we're going to need someone who knows his way around.”

"There's awhole bunch of street maps and stuff on the dining room table," he began, but Vicki cut him
off.

"All amap'll tell usiswhere the streets are, not what they're about." She folded her arms and |eaned
back against the glass. "Unless that high school diploma came with ablindfold and earplugs, | can't
believe you don't know what's going on out there. Y ou were my best eyes and ears on the street, Tony."

Although he still looked pleased, he shrugged apologetically. "I'm not on the streets anymore.”

"You still seethings. You still hear things. And you have a gift for connecting the dots.”
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"For what?"'

"For finding a pattern in apparent chaos."

"Really?'

"Y eah. Really."

Ears pink, he shoved aside the compliment, attempting, unsuccessfully, to hide how much it meant.

"Y ou want order out of chaos? Try being around Saturday afternoon when the Friday night videos come
in. Look, | really gottago, but I'll be back tomorrow sunset. A list of all the stupid questions Henry
asked the spook's on the table with the maps. The number where I'll be staying and my work number's
on the bulletin board by the phone. It's great to see you again, Victory." He grinned, and some of hisold,
street kid cockiness showed in the expression. "Y ou, too, Detective."

He paused at the door, roller blades in one hand, helmet in the other, backpack hanging from one
shoulder. "Henry doesn't like me keeping much food around, but there's frozen stuff in the freezer and a
little store downstairs on the parking level if you're hungry. He's open until midnight.”

"Frozen stuff?' Vicki asked incredulously.

"Not for you, for Celluci." He snickered and closed the door.

Attempting to banish avision of Red Cross blood bags, tagged and stacked and frozen solid, Vicki
went back to the window and its view of the city. Of Henry'sterritory.

"S0." Celluci propped one thigh on the back of the sofa. "Care to tell me why all the buttering up?’

"What are you talking about?"

"Vicki, thisis me. Cut the crap.”

She shrugged without turning. "We need him. Tony knows the city. Knows more than we do, anyway."

"And?'

"And maybe | didn't want to lose him, too. Henry is...."

"Different?’

"No. He hasn't changed, | have. | know how | used to feel about him—it's all there, but | can't reach it.
Friend, lover; they're just words. When | ook at him, they don't mean anything. Henry was right, Mike.
He was right and | was wrong, and on top of everything else. . ." Her words took on afamiliar
emphasis. "On top of everything else, | hate being wrong."

Celluci touched the holes Vicki had made earlier in the green leather and decided not to mention his
conversation with Henry.

Although his sunglasses blocked most of the light from oncoming traffic, Henry gladly turned off onto
the unpaved access road and away from the constant irritation. Dropping his shades on the passenger
seat, he leaned back and shook the tension out of his shoulders. He slowed slightly when, after a
particularly vigorous dip in the road, his oil pan gently scraped against a protruding piece of the
mountain.

He'd bought the 1976 BMW new, had coddled it through the salted wintersin Toronto, and had no
interest in replacing it. Most Vancouverites seemed to share his attitude. Since moving to B.C. he'd been
constantly astonished by the number of twenty-year-old cars on the road—many with the original paint
job still factory fresh. These were cars that back East had hit the junkyards long ago or were maintained
by loving collectors but here, on the West Coast, were still being driven daily. Once or twice, while
looking out at the city, Henry'd ailmost forgotten what decade it was.

He slowed still further as a raccoon, apparently indifferent to tons of speeding steel, crossed his
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headlight beam in a stately waddle. Familiar with raccoons as urban animals, it surprised him to see this
one so far out in the country. They were all over Vancouver, were tame enough in Stanley Park to beg
for handouts, and Vicki'd even had afamily of them living in the attic of her three-story apartment
building in downtown Toronto.

Vicki.

He should've known his thoughts would eventually circle around to her.

What if you were wrong?

Now, you'll never know.

It's better thisway. The steering wheel creaked under his grip. If 1'd stayed and 1'd lost control, | could
have killed her.

Or she could've killed you, murmured alittle voice in his head, reminding him that Vicki had already
killed for territory during the short time she'd walked the night.

It had been afight she shouldn't have won, not against an opponent so much older and more
experienced. But then, Vicki excelled at turning conventions upside down.

Henry had been told, had believed, and had lived by the belief that, when the parent/child bond faded,
vampires had no further contact with those they had changed. Vicki had used the conveniences of the
twentieth century—the telephone, faxes, E-mail—to wipe out something he'd taken as a given for over
four hundred and fifty years. She phoned him, she faxed him, she sent sarcastic monologues by E-mail,
she remained in contact and didn't give a damn about what vampires did or did not do.

In spite of everything, because Vicki had refused to have it any other way, they'd remained friends.

"At adistance," he added, carefully easing the car down arutted lane. "Physical proximity is
something else again."

Y ou maintained control, the little voice pointed out. Y ou were angry, but that was all. It you hadn't
provoked her, maybe, in spite of her youth, she could've maintained control aswell. She believed that
she could, and you know that with Vicki that's usually enough.

Now you'll never know.

"Shut up!" With a savage twist, Henry shut off the engine and sat staring out at the small cabin
illuminated by his headlights. A pair of windows tucked up under the eaves seemed to stare mockingly
back at him.

"What's done is done," he muttered, turning off the lights and stepping out into the night. He would
stay at the cabin until Vicki had solved the case and, by removing himself to a new territory, would, at
the very least, not disrupt her concentration. With innocent lives relying on her abilities, this was not the
time to test traditional boundaries.

By appearing to him, the ghost had made him responsible for the deaths it caused. Created Duke of
Richmond and Somerset at six, Henry had been raised to take his responsibilities very serioudly.

Celluci stepped out of the shower, into the towel Vicki held up for him, and sighed contentedly. "I
needed that."

"I know." She flicked a drop of water up into hisface. "Y ou were beginning to get alittle ripe."

"| thought you liked the way | smelled.”

"Y ou like the smell of leather, but you don't walk around with a cowhide up your nose." A fingertip
traced damp circlesin the hair around his navel as, eyes half closed, Vicki drew in adeep breath. "Trust
me. Y ou smell alot more appetizing now."
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Hetried to catch her hand, but she easily avoided his grab. "Vicki, | really need agood night'ssleep in
abed that isn't moving."

"So you want me to stop?"

He gasped as she widened the circle. "l didn't say that." A moment later, out in the hall, he dug in his
heels and murmured, "Not in Fitzroy's bed." A moment after that, as Tony's bed rocked under their
combined weight, he wrapped a hand around her jaw and moved her head away from his body. "If you
biteit off," he growled, "you won't get to play with it any more."

Tony had the master bedroom and in the lights spilling in through the wall of glass that separated them
from the city, Vicki could see as clearly asif the lightsin the room were on. She slid out from under
Celluci's arm and sat up, moving the pillows so that she could lean comfortably against the wall. "It's
strange being here."

Cdluci's"Why?" was a nearly inarticulate murmur as he rolled onto his side.

"Because | fought for the territory and lost, but Henry's the one who left." Drawing up her knees, she
wrapped her arms around her lower legs and frowned out at the night. "I don't want thisterritory, but |
feel like I've won it. Except that | didn't. Henry won. But I'm here. Is this making any sense?' She didn't
bother waiting for areply. "It feels like there's something missing, but | don't know what. It feels wrong,
but | don't know what it needs to make it feel right. Oh, God." She let her head drop onto her knees. "I'm
writing country music again. | hate it when that happens.”

His breath warm against the skin of her hip, Celluci muttered something that might have been sarcastic.

"Mike?" She reached out to shake him, paused, hand in the air, and changed her mind. He needsto
sleep. I'll just get dressed and take a quick look at what Vancouver hasto offer.

But she didn't.

Fingerslightly stroking his hair, she wrapped up in the familiar comfort of hislife and let the night go
by without her init.

"We have another match."

S0 soon?' He frowned at the papers spread out over his desk, at the manicured symmetry of his
fingernails, at the phone. He enjoyed working late, having the office to himself; usualy, it meant he
remained undisturbed. "Isn't that dangerous?"

"Dangerous? In what way?"'

"In that it might lead to discovery."

"I've told you before, the timing is totally random. | have no control over when the matches occur.
Either it happens, or it does not." The voice emerging from the tiny speaker managed to sound totally
neutral about either option. "But if that new list you sent meis accurate ..."

"It should be. | paid enough for it."

"... then | have ayoung man on file who fits one of your prospects.”

Drumming his fingers against the polished mahogany, he weighed the options. "And you think he'll
accept?’

"When approached the right way, they always accept.”

"Yes, of course." He cut her off before she could say any more. He didn't want to know about the
donors; they weren't his concern. "Very well, make him the offer. When he accepts, let me know
immediately so | can begin negotiations with the buyer."
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By the time dawn made its presence felt, Henry's car had been carefully locked away in the shed and
all signs of his habitation had been erased from the exterior of the cabin. It was unlikely the day would
bring company, but surviving for over four hundred and fifty years had taught caution first of all. Should
anyone happen to wander down the narrow dirt track, the cabin would appear deserted. In Henry's
opinion, he had less to fear from vandals than from neighbors; vandals seldom wandered so far from the
beaten path.

With decks cantilevered out over the edge of a cliff, the cabin managed to be both isolated and directly
above afood supply. While the friend who owned the property complained bitterly about how the Valley
Breeze Family Resort had lowered property values in the area, Henry personally appreciated the view.
Every pastel cabin nestled at the foot of the cliff held at least one meal.

"And why shouldn't | have a couple of weeks in the country?* he asked himself grimly as he locked
the porch.

Because you're a vampire. Because thisis not your territory. Because another vampire huntsin your
territory. Because Michael Celluci might beright. . . .

"Andthat . . ." Teeth snapped shut around the words. ". . . is exactly why |I'm staying where | am."

It was a petty resolution—he'd long grown past the need to lie to himself—but it effectively derailed
the circling arguments.

The walk-in closet off the master bedroom had, unfortunately, been lined with cedar. Breathing
shallowly through his mouth, wishing he'd brought some of Tony's laundry to cut the scent, Henry
secured the door with a piece of two-by-one and lay down on the camp cot he'd set up earlier. Asan
added precaution, he'd draped a theatrical blackout curtain over the garment rack to fall around the cot
like an opaque mosquito net.

The last time he'd spent the day in a closet had been right after the death and disappearance of Vicki's
mother. Then, as now, he'd made it asrisk free as possible.

All at once he frowned, trying to remember the last risk he'd taken.

He was vampire.

Nightwalker.

Prince of Darkness.

So why did life suddenly seem so middle class? So safe and bland?

Every risk he'd taken in the last few years could be directly linked to Vicki Nelson.

The bedding had been changed, but Henry's scent still coated the room. Instinct battled the need for
sanctuary, and need won although her hands were shaking as she bolted the door. This wasn't the first
time Vicki'd spent the day in another's sanctuary, but as her last experience had occurred right after she'd
used a bank of tanning lights to turn the previous occupant into charred bone and ash, she didn't feel she
had much basis for comparison.

The memories Henry's scent evoked warred with the reactions instinctive to her, to their, nature. She
attempted to calm the latter by thoroughly searching the room.

"See?' It took an effort, but she kept her voice low—there was no point, after all, in yelling at her own
subconscious. "There's no one here. No onein the closet. No little tiny competitor in the drawers. No
one under the bed."

With sunrise reaching out for her, she put the bed down and slid between the sheets. Listening for the
comforting sound of Celluci's heartbeat, she. . .
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Cdlluci slept soundly until just after eleven and stayed in bed for another hour after that because he
could. In spite of Henry Fitzroy, this was his vacation. When he finally got up, his head throbbed and he
ached in places he couldn't remember using. A comfortable bed seemed to have given the four nights of
abuse on the road a chance to catch up.

Another long hot shower helped.

The coffeemaker and coffee he found on top of the fridge helped more.

"Y ou want to bring North Americato astop?' he snorted as the aroma began to fill the kitchen.
"Kidnap Juan Valdez."

Hefilled a mug from a Seattle PBS station, lifted the stack of newspapers out of the recycling box, and
carried everything into the living room where he made himself comfortable in one of the two huge
leather armchairs.

The sooner they got rid of the ghost, the sooner he and Vicki could spend some time actually
vacationing. At the very least—the sooner they could go home.

"And where there's aghost,”" he muttered, snapping open the oldest of the papers, "somewhere, there's
got to be a body.

Cedar?

It took a moment for Henry to realize where he was. When he did, he grimaced. Up until this moment,
cedar had been a scent he'd enjoyed. "No wonder moths stay away from this stuff."

Awakening hadn't brought new insight. The mortal mind might find solutions during sleep but, with
eternity before them, vampires were forced to deal with their problems night after night. During the day,
their subconscious minds shut off with everything el se.

Even before he extracted himself from the folds of the blackout curtain, Henry knew his problem
hadn't changed. Anger propelling him up and off the cot, he pulled the chain that turned on the closet
light.

With so little space, they were nose-to-nose.

Eyes watering in the sudden glare, Henry snarled, "Are you following me?’

The ghost silently disappeared.

Four

SENSES extended, Vicki sifted the darkness for some indication of a ghostly presence. According to
Henry, she should be feeling a chill and a distinct sense of unease. It was supposed to be impossible to
miss.

"So why am | missing it," she muttered, propping herself up on an elbow and reaching for the light.

The room was empty of everything but Henry's scent.

Out in the apartment, the phone rang.

"Who was that?"

Cedlluci very carefully set the flat, almost featureless, high-tech receiver back into its cradle. "Fitzroy,"
he said without turning.

"Well if he wants to know what | asked the ghost, he's s.o.l." Vicki dropped a shoulder against the
living room wall and crossed her arms over her breasts. "Our spectral friend didn't show."
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"It showed." Celluci drew in adeep breath and let it out Slowly. Things had just gotten alot more
complicated. "It followed Fitzroy. Appeared to him this evening just like always."

"Shit. Now what?"

"He's coming back."

"Here?'

"Here."

Vicki straightened and her voice rose. "And what does he expect meto do?"

"He didn't say." Hands spread, Celluci finally turned to face her. She'd thrown on an oversized shirt
but hadn't bothered doing up the buttons. Momentarily sidetracked, he forced himself past hisimmediate
reaction and added gruffly, "The way | seeit, we've got two choices. We go home, or we stay and you
get another chance to prove your point."

Her eyes narrowed. "If you'll remember, it was Henry's point we proved. We can't be together without
fighting."

Celluci sighed and propped his right thigh on the dining room table. "Vicki, we can't be together
without fighting, but that doesn't seem to stop us. If you can't leave Fitzroy to take care of his own
problem— a course of action which gets my vote, by the way— then the two of you are going to haveto
work something out."

"How do we work out a biological imperative?’

"Y ou're the one who said you wouldn't be ruled by your nature."

After amoment, she stared down at the floor and growled, "l was wrong."

It had never been difficult for Michael Celluci to figure out what Vicki was thinking, and her recent
metamorphosis hadn't changed that. For her to actually admit she was wrong without a three-hour
argument and half-a-dozen pieces of irrefutable evidence could only mean that |osing the fight to Fitzroy
had upset her world view more than he'd realized. Timeto put it right. "Fitzroy provoked that fight,
Vicki. He had no intention of giving the two of you a chance to work it out."

Vicki's gaze snapped up off the pattern of pieced hardwood and locked onto his face, her eyes
silvering. "Y ou know thisfor afact?'

"He admitted it before he |eft."

"And you're just telling me now.™

"Hey!" Celluci lifted both hands to chest height, a symbolic defense at best. "I'm not the bad guy here."

"No..." Teeth clenched, Vicki fought to free the memory of the actual fight from the cloud of mixed
emotions obscuring it.

"Y ou insisted we could work together," he reminded her mockingly.

"We could if you'd stop this Prince of Darkness bullshit and back off!"

"Why that lousy son of a. . ." Profanity somehow seemed inadequate. Fingers curled into fists, she
spun around on one bare heel and headed back toward the bedroom.

"Where are you going?"

"To get dressed!"

An innocuous statement on its own, but the way Vicki spat it out, it sounded very much like a threat.
With the strong feeling he was going to need the caffeine, Celluci headed into the kitchen for another
cup of coffee.

"Sorry I'm late. | almost got clipped by a Caddie on the way over, and . . ." Tony's voice trailed off as
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Celluci came into the entryway and he got alook at his face. "What's wrong?"

"Fitzroy's coming back. It seems the ghost is appearing only to him."

Tony stared down at his helmet. A hundred tiny reflections in beads of rain stared back at him.
"Coming back here?' When the detective didn't answer right away, Tony looked up to meet a
speculative gaze. "What?'

"Y ou don't want him coming back here?"

"That's not what | said." He tossed the helmet down beside hisroller blades and shrugged out of his
damp jacket. "l mean, jeez, it's his condo, isn't it? What's Victory gonna do?

"Victory's going hunting."

The two men turned toward the voice, their motion almost involuntary.

Tony, who'd been expecting a variation on Henry's Prince of Darkness attire, was surprised to see her
in jeans, sneakers, and bright, not-even-remotely vampiric cotton jacket. Except that she no longer wore
glasses and she'd left her shoulderbag back in the bedroom, she looked no different than she had on a
hundred summer nightsin Toronto when he'd still been living on the street.

And then she looked very different.

And then she didn't again.

He blinked. Looking at her was like looking at one of those pictures that could be either avase or two
people. "Uh, Victory, your vampire's showing."

She looked startled, and then she laughed. With a subtle shift in emphasis, she fitted the civilized mask
more firmly in place. "Better?"

"Y eah. But, uh, if Henry's coming, shouldn't you ..." He glanced over at Celluci who was obviously
going to beno help at all. "... shouldn't you be here?"

"Are you warning me against hunting in Henry's territory?"

He knew this mood. He'd seen Henry wear it a hundred nights. "Do | look stupid?”

"No." When she smiled at him, he barely resisted the urge to lift his chin and he released a thankful
breath when she turned her attention to Celluci. "If Henry gets here before | get back, make my excuses,
would you?

"Vicki." He placed his hand on her arm and Tony thought he saw the edges soften as she looked up at
him. "Be careful ."

"I'm always careful ."

"Bullshit." But he let her go.

She paused at the door. "Trendy people still gather on Denman, Tony?"

He'd barely begun to nod when she was gone.

Henry liked to hunt on Denman. Tony chewed on a corner of his lip and turned toward the detective. "
thought you were going to ask her not to go."

Celluci snorted. "Not likely. It's safer not to have her around when she'sin that mood."

"Yeah, but . . ." He spread his hands, unsure of the words.

"I know what sheis, Tony." Celluci's voice was surprisingly gentle. "l don't dways likeit, but | like
the alternative even less." He cleared his throat, suddenly embarrassed by the spontaneous shared
confidence. "Have you eaten?"

After Tony pointed out that Henry didn't like the apartment smelling of food, Celluci ordered a pizza.

"Give him something else to think about."
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"Besides Vicki?'

"Besides Vicki."

Expecting to be uncomfortable, Tony was astonished to find himself relaxing. They were just two guys
thrown together by mutual friends, age the biggest difference between them. They even argued over
which toppings to order.

Halfway through a large double cheese, mushrooms, tomatoes, and pepperoni, Celluci sat back, wiped
sauce off his chin, and said, "Y ou want to tell me what's wrong?"

"Nothing's. . ." Tony let the protest hang half said. He could tell from the expression on the other
man's face there was no point in finishing it. "Y ou wouldn't understand.”

"Tony, if it hasto do with Henry, the odds are I'm the only person in the world who would understand.”

"Yeah, | guess." He chewed and swallowed, unsure if he was trying to think of what to say or if he was
avoiding the question entirely. He could feel Celluci waiting, not impatiently but like he really wanted to
know. After amoment, he put down the half-eaten slice and scrubbed at the grease on hisfingers. "This
Isjust between you and me?"

"If that's what you want."

After afew minutes of expectant silence, he sighed. "When | first met Henry, | wasn't anything, you
know? And | wouldn't be what | am now without him. | mean, he sort of made me go back and finish
high school just because, well, he believed | could, and . . ." He poked at a congealing piece of cheese. "I
guess that sounds pretty dumb."”

"No." Celluci shook his head, remembering how he'd fallen into position by Henry Fitzroy's side on
more than one occasion. "The little shit has away of making you live up to his expectations.”

"Yeah, that's it exactly. He just expects.” Tony ripped his napkin into greasy squares before he
continued. "Trouble is, sometimes he doesn't really see me in those expectations. | mean, he didn't
choose for me to know about him, Vicki just kinda dumped me on him and he never really felt about me
like he did about her." Realizing who he was speaking to, he colored. "Sorry."

"It's okay. | know how hefelt." But it's my life she's a part of, not his, his tone added smugly. "It
seemsto me, it'stime for you to get out and find alife of your own."

"I guess." He lifted his head and met Celluci's eyes. "But how do you just |leave someone like Henry?"

Vicki had the taxi drop her off in front of the Sylvia Hotel on English Bay. Her memory of the three
nights with Henry in the vine-covered, Victorian building, learning to manipulate the world she was no
longer a part of, was one of the few memories she had of her "childhood" in Vancouver not drenched in
blood. She stood for afew momentsin front of the building, remembering how Henry had taught her to
survive, then she drew in a deep breath of night-scented air and walked the two blocks to Denman Street.

Bisecting the West End, running vaguely southwest to northeast, Denman was alovely walking street
— and that made it prime hunting territory.

The rain had stopped and well-lit sidewalk cafes, still glistening from the last shower, had filled.
Vancouverites never let alittle rain bother them—since it rained so frequently, there wasn't much point—
and they were serious about their cafes. Scanning the crowds, Vicki noted certain similarities in the mix
as the young and trendy rubbed elbows with the old and somehow still trendy, all dressed in what could
only be called a sporty and health-conscious style—very unlike the Gothic punk so prevalent in trendy
Toronto. In spite of the hour, everyone seemed to have a"I'm going roller blading/mountain biking/sea
kayaking after | finish my cappuccino” look. In any other mood, Vicki might have found it amusing.
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Tonight, it pissed her off.

Denman, she mused, glaring a pair of young men in chinos out of her way, might have been a mistake.
She wanted something with an edge, something to definitively establish her presencein Henry's
territory. There's never a motorcycle gang around when you need one.

Then she saw him.

He was sitting inside one of the cafes, alone, al his attention focused on the notebook in front of him.
A slender shadow amid the surrounding proto-jocks, he looked disturbingly familiar.

He looked remarkably like Henry.

A closer examination proved the resemblance purely superficial. The clothes were black, the skin pale,
but the blond hair was too long, and the face more angular than Tudor-curved. Were he standing, he'd
probably be significantly taller.

Stll ...

When he glanced up, Vicki met his gaze through the glass, held it for a moment, then vanished into the
night. Safely hidden in the darkness between two buildings, she watched the front of the cafe and
smiled. She knew the kind of man he was. The kind who, against all urgings of common sense, wanted
to believe there was something more. The kind who wanted to believe in mystery.

Wanted to believe, but didn't quite.

The door opened, and he stood on the sidewalk. Vicki could hear his heart pounding, and when he
closed his eyes she knew he was searching for the moment they'd shared, searching for the mystery. An
older man, with a strong Slavic accent and his arm across the back of a well-dressed woman, asked him
to move away from the door. Visibly returning to reality, the young man apologized and started along
Denman, adightly rueful smile twisting his mouth, one hand trailing in the planters that separated the
sidewalk cafe from the sidewalk proper.

Vicki allowed the Hunger to rise.

She followed the song of his blood at a safe distance until he started up the broad steps of a four-story,
Victorian brownstone on Barclay Street. When he put his key in the lock, she moved out of the night,
laid a hand on his shoulder, and turned him around. Somewhere, down in the depths of eyes almost as
silver-gray as her own, he was expecting her.

He wanted to believe in mystery.

So she gave him amystery to believe.

"Who do you think'll be back first?"

"Fitzroy." Cdlluci surfed afew more channels, wondering why someone with Fitzroy's money didn't
buy a better TV—from the looks of it, he'd spent a fortune on the stereo system. "It's Monday night,
won't be much traffic in from the mountains, so he'll make good time."

"He'll probably want to feed before he gets here, though. So that he's not overreacting to things."

"Things meaning Vicki? Well, my guess is she's taken that into account. He's going to expect her to be
here when he arrives, so she's not going to be— not even if she has to hide across the street and wait for
him to drive up." He flicked past three syndicated sitcoms, two of them from the seventies, an episode of
classic Trek he'd seen a hundred times and the same football game on four channels. "Five hundred
channels and four hundred and ninety-nine of them still show crap. What's this?"

Tony stuck his head out of the kitchen where he was cleaning up the debris from their meal. "Local
talk show," he said after watching for amoment. "The woman is Patricia Chou. She's really intense. One
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of my night school teachers says she does kamikaze reporting and thinks she's trying for a big enough
story to get her a network job. At least half of City Council isterrified of her, and | heard she was
willing to go to jail once to protect a source. | don't know who the old guy is."

"The old guy," Celluci snarled, "probably has no more than ten years on me."

Tony prudently withdrew.

On screen, Patricia Chou frowned dlightly and said, "So what you're saying, Mr. Swanson, is that the
fears people have about organ donations are completely unfounded?’

"Fear," her guest declared, "is often based on lack on information.”

It was a good response; Celluci tossed the remote onto the glass-topped coffee table—Fitzroy had a
distinct fondness for breakable furniture—and settled back to watch.

Mr. Swanson settled back much the same way and looked into the camera with the ease of a man often
interviewed. "L et's take those fears one at atime.

People with influence or money do not have a better chance of getting a transplant. Computers suggest
the best possible match for each available organ based on bipod type, size, iliness of patient, and time on
the waiting list."

Patricia Chou leaned forward, a slender finger extended to emphasize her point. "But what about the
recent media coverage of famous people getting transplants?"

"I think you'll find that media coverage is the point to that question, Ms. Chou. They're getting the
coverage because they're famous, not because they've had a transplant. Hundreds of people have
transplants and never make the news. | assure you, my wife would still be alive today if | could have
bought her atransplant.”

"Y our wife, Rebecca, died of chronic kidney failure?

"That'sright." He had to swallow before he could go on, and Celluci, who over the years had seen
grief in every possible form, was willing to bet it was no act. "Three years on dialysis, three years
waiting for amatch, three years dying. And my wife wasn't alone; approximately one third of al patients
awaiting transplants die. Which is why I'm an active supporter of the British Columbia Transplant
Society."

"But in this time of cutbacks, surely the cost of transplants..."

"Cost?' His gaze swung around and locked on her face. "Ms. Chou, did you know that if all the
patients waiting at the end of last year had been able to receive kidneys, health care savings would
exceed one billion dollars?’

Ms. Chou did not know, nor, from a certain tightening around her eyes, was she pleased at being
interrupted. "To return to the public's fears, Mr. Swanson, what about the possibility of organ-legging?'
Her emphasis made the last word hang in the air for amoment or two after she finished speaking.

"That sort of thing is an impossibility, at least in any first world nation. Y ou'd have to have doctors
willing to work outside the law, expensive facilities, you'd have to contravene a computer system with
massive safeguards—I'm not saying it couldn't be done, merely that costs would be so prohibitive there'd
be no point."

Good answer, Celluci allowed. Although dlightly less than spontaneous. Swanson had obviously been
expecting a variation on the question.

"So from a purely marketing standpoint, there'd be no profit in it?"

"Exactly. You'd have to hire thugs to procure unwilling donors and | imagine that a reliable thug,
provided you could find such a creature, doesn't come cheap."
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She ignored his attempt to lighten the interview, " So the body found floating in the harbor, a body that
had a kidney surgically removed, had nothing to do with organ-legging?'

That, Celluci realized, was where she'd been heading all along.

Mr. Swanson spread his hands, manicured nails gleaming in the studio lights. "There are a number of
reasons you can have a kidney surgically removed, Ms. Chou. The human body only needs one."

"And you don't believe that someone needed one of his?'

"I believe that thiskind of yellow journalism is why there's a critical shortage of donated organs and
people like my wife are dying."

"But wouldn't someone be willingto pay . . ."

The screen returned to black, and Henry put the remote back on the coffee table.

Cdlluci, who hadn't even been aware he was in the room until he'd crossed directly into his line of
sight, attempted to relax a number of muscles jerked into knots by Fitzroy's sudden appearance. "Did
you have to do that?' he snarled.

"No, | didn't." The implication of Henry's tone suggested that he'd achieved exactly the effect he'd
intended. "Where's Vicki?'

Glancing over Henry's shoulder and then disregarding Tony's silent warning from the kitchen, Celluci
drawled, " She's gone hunting."

"Hunting." It was an emotionless repetition that nevertheless held a wealth of meaning. "Y ou knew it
was going to happen when you asked her to come out here.”

"Yes." With hisfingers laced tightly together lest he lose control of his reaction and put hisfist
through the glass, Henry walked over to the window and stared down at the lights of Granville Island. "
knew it was going to happen."

"But that doesn't mean you have to like it."

"Y ou needn't sound so superior, Detective."

"Superior? Me?"'

In the kitchen, Tony winced. He wondered if surviving a number of years as a cop created a personal
belief in invulnerability or if that belief was necessary before starting the job. Whichever it was,
Detective Sergeant Michael Celluci seemed to be having one heck of a good time flirting with death.

“| told her that you deliberately provoked her attack.” Not as relaxed as he appeared, Celluci watched
the muscles across Henry's back tense and untense beneath the raw silk jacket. If it cameto it, he knew
he couldn't survive an all-out attack. Or even a half-strength attack for that matter—proven the last time
he and Henry had tangled.

"If you're attempting to divert my attention from Vicki to you, Detective, the sacrifice is unnecessary.
If we are to lay this specter, we have no choice but to work together. It seems | must allow the
possibility that we can overcome our territorial natures.”

"Big of you."

"God damnit, Vicki!" Celluci catapulted off his chair so fast he lost his balance and slammed down on
his knees, denim-covered bone cracking against the polished hardwood floor. "Do you have to sneak up
on people like that?' He heaved himself onto his feet. "First him, now you?"

Her hands on the back of the chair he'd so recently vacated, Vicki forced herself to smile down at him,
forced herself to take her eyes off Henry Fitzroy. "Maybe you ought to cut back on the caffeine.”

"Maybe you lot ought to whistle when you come into aroom," he snarled.

Youlot.
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Her and Henry.

Impossible now to ignore the heated connection between them. He was standing by the window, his
face expressionless, eyes shadowed. She couldn't tell what he was thinking, nor was she entirely certain
she wanted to know. His heart beat slower than the mortals they fed from; hers matched it. His blood
sang not an invitation but awarning; hers echoed it. His scent lifted the hair on the back of her neck.

"So..." If only to prove that she could, she kept the challenge out of her voice and, if the words
weren't exactly neutral, at |east the tone was purely human. "l hear you owe me an apology."

"Yes." Heinclined his head. "But I've spent over four-and-a-half centuries believing vampires are
incapable of sharing aterritory, Vicki. Don't expect me to change my mind overnight.”

Her tone grew distinctly sarcastic. "Apologies usualy begin with 'I'm sorry."

"I'm sorry. You wereright. | waswrong. | didn't give usafair chance. | will thistime."

"Because you have to."

He shrugged. "Granted."

"You try that Prince of Darkness bullshit on me again, Henry, and I'm out of here."

"So you've said in the past.” All at once he smiled, and she saw not competition but one of two men
she'd learned to love in spite of herself. "Y ou haven't changed, you know, not beyond the obvious—you
continue to be so definitely you. After | surrendered the day, | became an entirely different person.”

Cdluci, still standing between them, measuring gaze flicking constantly back and forth, snorted.

"Y eah. Right. You were aroyal bastard before, you were aroyal bastard after—with all the baggage that
carries. Since you were barely seventeen when it happened, 1'd say if you changed, you grew up, and
that change comes to everyone."

Henry opened his mouth and then closed it again, the protest dying behind his teeth. Even Vicki
looked slightly stunned.

Pleased with the effect, Celluci moved out into the room until he formed the third point of the triangle
and said, "Now that's settled, we have afew other problemsto deal with. The first, where's Vicki
spending the day? Not in your bed ..."

"| assume you're implying, not in my bed with me. That isn't actually possible.”

"Y ou bet your assit isn't.”

Henry ignored him. "There's an empty condo across the hall with an identical layout to thisone. It
wouldn't take long to secure the small bedroom. The woman who owns it recently died. | called her
companion ontheway in . . ."

"Y ou have a cell phone?!

"Try to keep up, Detective; these are the 90s. Anyway, Mrs. Munro is leaving to spend the next week
with her son in Kamloops and has gracioudly allowed us the use of her late employer's condo."

"Nice of her."

"Isn'tit; but | assure you my persuasions were, for the most part, monetary. While Mrs. Munro is
likely to receive the lion's share of the estate, she'sjust lost her job and will have no income until after
the will clears probate. | swung around and picked up the keys and | think it should suit our purposes.”
He drew akey chain out of his pocket and threw it to Vicki who snatched it one-handed out of the air.

And threw it back. "It never occurred to you to ask me what | thought?'

"Y ou can aways spend the day locked in your van," he reminded her.

"The hell you can, it's aready been ripped off once." It gave Celluci great pleasure to ignore Henry's
startled exclamation. "Take the keys, Vicki. He asked you to come here, it only makes sense he finds
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you accommodation.”

Reluctantly, Vicki held out her hand. "If you put it that way ..."

"That's exactly how | put it." He waited until the keys had changed hands once again, then he
continued. "My second point concerns territory and keeping the two of you from each other's throats.
Thisisabig city. Why can't Vicki hunt an areayou don't use? Y ou seemed to have implied that was
possible back when that other vampire moved into Toronto."

"Unfortunately, Detective, it isn't just the hunting, it's all contact. | have shared citiesin the past, but
there have been very clear boundaries drawn with neutral areas in between. Our paths never crossed.”

Vicki broke in before Celluci could respond. "Wouldn't work, Mike. If I'm going to find out who offed
our restless spirit, the restrictions of the night will be more than enough. | don't know, can't know, where
|eads are going to take me until I'm there, and very clear boundaries will only get in the way."

"Uh, I've got an idea that might help."

Vicki spun around, then glared, not at Tony but at the other two men. "Why didn't you tell me he was
there? Both of you were facing the kitchen!"

"Very careless, Vicki." Henry fell easily back into hisrole of teacher and guide because at |east that
role had parameters he understood. "Y ou should have known he was there. Caught his scent. Heard his
heartbeat."

"His scent permeates this apartment. And his heartbeat got lost in the sound'of the dishwasher."

"The perils of the modern vampire," Celluci muttered.

Tony grinned as he stepped forward. "And that's my point. Y ou guys are modern vampires. | mean this
not sharing aterritory stuff probably made sense back in the Middle Ages when villages were only like a
couple hundred people and more than one vampire would be kind of noticeable, but this city has nearly
three million peoplein it."

"He has a point,” Vicki allowed. "There're probably as many people in this condominium complex as
in a good-sized village of the 1500s."

"Butitismy city .. ."

"Jeez, Henry, you've never even been to West Vancouver. There could be another vampire, six ghouls,
and afamily of aliens over there for all you know, and you already said cities can be divided. That has
nothing to do with this.

"L ook, it's an attitude thing." Tony stopped just outside the perimeter of the triangle. "Y ou've said it
yourself, Henry, times don't change you, so you have to change with them or be left behind. And when
you get left far enough behind, well, the next thing you know, you're spreading your towel for that last
sun tan.”

"Last suntan?' Vicki repeated with an incredulous look at Henry.

"l never said that."

"Maybe not those exact words," Tony admitted, "but that was what you meant." He grew suddenly
solemn and fixed both Vicki and Henry with an intent, worried stare. "Change or die, guys.”

After along moment, Vicki shrugged. "Look, I'm not trying to take over your territory, and there's
plenty of food here for both of us, so we can't logically be athreat to each other. There's no reason we
can't put up with each other for the duration.”

"Listen to your blood and tell me you believe that."

"I'm listening to my brain, Henry. Y ou should try it some time."

He growled. She echoed it. They each took a step forward.
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"HEY!" Celluci's voice didn't so much cut through the tension as smash it aside. "Get agrip! | expect
this sort of thing from mongrel dogs but not from two supposedly sentient people.” No longer able to
blush, they both suddenly became interested in the toes of their shoes. "Times change. Change with
them, or admit you can't and stop wasting my time—I've a hell of alot less of it than you do."

Gaze still on the floor, Vicki murmured, "Tell you what, Henry. | promise to not go on a childish
rampage through your territory if you promiseto let go alittle.”

"It won't be easy."

"Nothing worthwhile ever is."

"Oh, spare me," Celluci muttered.

Henry stepped away from the window and Vicki backed up, carefully maintaining the distance
between them. He paused for a moment, as though testing their relative positions. When neither of them
seemed inclined to move closer, he said, alittle wearily, "I've got the supplies you'll need to secure that
window down in my locker. Why don't you two check out your accommodations while Tony and | go
get them?"

Barely suppressing the urge to snarl as he went by, Vicki nodded, not trusting her voice. Celluci took
one look at her face and pulled her carefully to his side. She jerked her arm free but remained close,
using his scent to mask Henry's.

"There," she said when the door closed and they were alone, "that wasn't so bad. We've definitely
made progress.”

" S0 unclench your teeth."

A muscle jumped in her jaw. "Not yet."

When it seemed that time enough had passed to give them a clear path out the door and down the hall,
they made their way to number 1409.

"Jesus H. Christ."

"On crutches," Vicki added.

The walls had been marbled. The windows wore four different types of swag. The furniture appeared
to have been upholstered in raw silk. The overlapping carpets were Persian. Artwork, two dimensional
and three, had been arranged for effect. Number 1409 looked like it had been decorated for the benefit of
photographers from Vancouver Life Magazine.

"I didn't think people actually lived like this." Turning her back on the splendors of the living room,
Vicki started down the hal. "Do you think the rest of the place is the same?’

A pair of concrete Chinese temple dogs guarded a huge basket of dried rosesin one corner of the
master bedroom. One end of the king-sized bed had been stacked with about fifty pillowsin various
shapes and shades. The silk moire duvet cover matched the wallpaper. The drapes, although the same
fabric, were several shades darker.

"This room probably cost as much as my whole house," Celluci muttered.

"Certainly classier than the Holiday Inn," Vicki agreed, stepping back into the hall and opening the
door to the smallest of the three bedrooms. "Oh, my God." She froze in the doorway. "I can't stay in this."

Célluci peered over her shoulder and started to laugh.

A huge doll, with a pink-and-white crocheted skirt, sat in the middle of the pink satin bedspread. The
pink frilly bedskirt matched the pink frilly curtains which complemented the pink frills on the pale pink
armchair tucked into a corner. The dresser and the trunk at the foot of the bed were antique white. The
bed itself was the most ornate brass monstrosity either of them had ever seen, covered in curlicues and
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enameled flowers, with agiant heart in the center of both the head and footboard.

Laughing too hard to stand, Celluci collapsed against the wall clutching his stomach. "The thought,"
he began, looked from Vicki to the bed, and couldn't finish.

"The thought ..." A second attempt got no further than the first.

"What's the matter, chuckles? Can't handle the thought of a vampire in such feminine surroundings?’

"Vicki . . ." Wiping his streaming eyes with one hand, he waved the other into the room. "... | can't
handle the thought of you in these surroundings. | hadn't even started thinking about the other."

Her lipstwitched. "It doeslook like it's been decorated by Polly Pocket, doesn't it?"

A few moments later, Tony found them sitting shoulder-to-shoulder on the hall floor, wearing the
expressions of people who've nearly laughed themselves sick. "No one answered when | knocked," he
explained. "What's so funny?"

Vicki nodded toward the room and gasped, "A pink plastic crypt that fitsin the palm of your hand."

"Y eah. Okay." He glanced inside, shrugged, and looked back down at the two of them. "l have no idea
of what you're talking about, but the stuff to block the window's outside. Henry thought it would be best
iIf he didn't comein. Y ou know, keeping his scent out."

Braced against the wall, Vicki got to her feet, extended a hand down to Celluci, and stopped herself
just before she lifted him effortlessly upright—displays of strength bothered him more than anything
else. When she noticed Tony watching her and realized he understood what she'd done, she clenched her
teeth inirritation. "Thisis not a case of awoman being less than she can to save the machismo of some
man," she growled. "Thisis a person making a compromise for someone she cares about."

Tony backed up, both hands raised. "I didn't say anything."

"I could hear you thinking."

As she stomped by him, Tony glanced over at Celluci. "Has she always been that moody?"

Cdluci ignored him. "What machismo?' he demanded following her down the hall. "What the hell are
you talking about?"'

Tony sighed, "Never mind." Trailing along behind, he waited for a break in the argument and
announced, "Henry says that once you get the stuff inside and before you put it up, we should all meet in
his apartment to discuss the case.”

Resting two sheets of three-quarter-inch plywood against the wall, Celluci frowned. "Wouldn't finding
neutral territory make more sense?"

"He says his placell do since Vicki's already scented it."

"He what?'

"Hey! Victory!" Eyeswide, Tony backed up until he hit a sideboard and he stopped cold, one hand
flung out to steady an antique candelabra rocked by the impact. "Chill. I'm just repeating what Henry
said."

"He makes it sound as though I've been spraying the furniture.”

Remembering his earlier conversation with Celluci, Tony didn't think it would be wise to add that
Henry had also drawn in a deep breath, his expression had softened, and he'd murmured, “God, how |
miss her." At the time, Tony had been tempted to remind him none too gently that Vicki was just down
the hall and that if he missed her it was his own damned fault. That wasn't, however, atone one took
with Henry Fitzroy.

"While Vicki and | secure that room, | suggest you head over to the city morgue at Vancouver Genera
and ID acorpse.”
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Henry looked down the length of his dining room table and raised a red-gold brow. "I beg your
pardon?"

"If there's aghost, odds are good that somewhere there's abody." Fully conscious that their precarious
truce would need constant maintenance, Celluci buried hisinitial reaction to being patronized by aman
who wrote romance novels and managed to keep his voice calm and his body |anguage noncommittal.
"The odds are better that a handless body, if found, is going to make the paper. So this afternoon, while
you two were getting your beauty sleep, | went through your recycling.” He picked up the folded
newspaper and tossed it down to Henry. "A handless body got pulled out of the harbor right about when
your ghost showed up.”

"It isn't my ghost," Henry told him tersely.

Celluci shrugged. "Whatever. Body's still going to be at the morgue. Police haven't been ableto ID it
or that would bein alater edition.”

"And if it isthe right body?' He dlid the paper back down the length of the table.

"We find out what the police know," Celluci began, "and then . . ." Cold fingers closed around his
wrist like avise.

"Mike. My case. Before you solveit, don't you think you ought to maybe talk things over with me?"

He half turned to face her. Fully aware of the danger, he didn't quite meet her eyes. "Vicki. Our case. |
assumed we'd talk things over while Henry was at the morgue. Or would you rather | just bunked with
Tony and went on vacation until you decide to go home?"

Eyes narrowed, she let go of hisarm. Unwilling to look at either him or Henry, she swept her gaze
around the room and suddenly laughed. "I think Tony's terrified you might actually make good on that
threat."

"Not terrified,” Tony protested as the other three turned to stare at him. "It's just I'm staying with
friends and they haven't got room and it's not like ..." Hisvoice trailed off, and he directed awithering
gaze at Vicki. "Thanks alot."

"Y ou can come home," Henry reminded him. "My initial plan seemsto have been . . . discarded.”

"Nah." The younger man shifted in his chair. "I already moved my stuff, and John and Gerry made
room for me, so it'd be rude to just leave."

"Suit yourself." His brow furrowed thoughtfully, but just as he was about to speak, Celluci, who'd been
watching Tony's face carefully, cut him off.

"Better see if you can get a copy of the autopsy report while you're at the hospital ."

The red-gold brow rose again, but if Henry suspected the other man'stiming, helet it go. If Tony
wanted to keep secrets with Michael Celluci, that was none of his business. "Anything else?' he asked
dryly as he stood.

"Y eah, write out a full description of your ghost—especially noting any differences between it and the
body in morgue.”

"And the other spirits? Those within the scream?"

"Can you describe them?"

Never fond of admitting inability, and less fond of it under these circumstances with these listeners,
Henry shook his head. "No."

"Then let'sjust forget them for the moment and stick with the description you can give."

"Y ou can put it in with the autopsy report,” Vicki declared, standing aswell. "Now, if you'll excuse
us..." Her tone made it clear he could excuse them or not, it made little difference to her. "We're going
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to seal off my sanctuary while you put flesh to your ghost."

"Vicki."

She paused, one hand on the back of her chair.

"As| said before, it isn't easy putting aside atenet I've held for over four hundred and fifty years. Even
if I've never tested it, even if it's no longer true, the belief that vampires are incapable of physical contact
IS, if nothing else, a strong tradition."

Her hand moved up to Celluci's shoulder and gripped it reassuringly asit tensed. "I'm not exactly a
traditional vampire, Henry."

He smiled, and it was the smile she remembered from before the change. "Then stop being such a
deliberate pain in the ass.”

Five

THE city morgue was in the basement at VVancouver General Hospital. Henry supposed it worked on
the same principle as the crypts under cathedrals—the deeper in the ground, the cooler the ambient
temperature, the less chance of the rot seeping into the rest of the building.

Hospitals had never been one of Henry's favorite places. Not because of light levels kept painfully
high for eyes adapted to darkness. Not even because of the omnipresent and unpleasant odor of
antiseptic mixed thoroughly with disease.

It was the despair.

It hung in the halls like smoke; from the patients who knew they were dying, from the patients who
feared they were dying. That modern medicine resulted in far more successes than failures made little
difference.

Predators preyed on the weak. The defenseless. The despairing.

Even though he had already fed, the Hunger strained against Henry's control as he stepped over the
threshold and into the building. His reaction wasn't about feeding; it was about killing, killing because
he could, because they were all but asking him to. As the door closed behind him, he could feel
civilization sloughing away, exposing the Hunter beneath.

He'd decided to gain access through Emergency, reasoning that he could hide his movementsin the
chaos that always seemed to exist in the ER of big city hospitals. Asfar asit went, the reasoning was
sound, but the bloodscent hanging over the crowded waiting room came very close to loosing the
Hunger. Acutely conscious of the weak and injured around him, their lives throbbing in an atmosphere
reeking of despair, Henry stepped away from the door and moved deeper into the building.

No one tried to stop him.

Those who saw him quickly looked away.

Passing as swiftly as possible through the crowded emergency waiting room, he slipped unnoticed into
the first stairwell he found. The air was clearer there, but he had no time to compose himself.

Folklore aside, vampires not only showed up in mirrors but in security cameras as well.

There are times, he thought, racing down the stairs at full speed, adark flicker across a distant monitor,
when | hate this century.

Two flights down, he opened a door marked, CITY MORGUE/PARKING LEVEL TWO and stepped
gratefully into adimly lit corridor. While he suspected that budget cuts were the reason for two out of
three fluorescent banks to be off—there'd be no patients wandering about down here after all and, given
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the hour, few staff—it was hard not to appreciate the atmosphere created by the lack of light. The hall
leading to the morgue should be barred with shadow.

Teeth bared but more comfortable than he'd been since leaving his car, Henry followed the trail of
death to an unlocked door. Pulling on a pair of leather driving gloves, he passed silently through an outer
office and into the actual morgue.

Here, he breathed easier still. In these rooms, the blood spilled was lifeless and the dead were past fear.

Only six of the refrigerated drawers were in use. Five were labeled with the occupant's name. The
sixth held the body of the handless man pulled out of Vancouver Harbor.

His face had taken a beating—although it was unclear whether it had happened in the water or before—
but enough areas of definition remained for Henry to recognize his ghost. Had he any doubts, the fuzzy
blue homemade tattoo of a dripping dagger on the left forearm would have convinced him.

Although there were computer files as well, paper copies of recent autopsy reports were stored in a
huge filing cabinet against one wall of the office. It only took a moment to match the number on the
drawer with the number on the file folder and a moment more to set the first page on the photocopier.

He heard the jangle of keysin the hall the instant after he pushed print.

Kevin Lam tossed his car keys from hand to hand as he hurried down the corridor. It had been one hell
of ashift and all he wanted to do was go home, eat something that didn't taste like disinfectant, and see
if maybe there was a ball game on. He didn't actually like baseball that much, but a ten-hour shift had
left him so brain dead he figured it had the only plot on the tube he'd be able to understand.

OnceI'minthecar, I'm safe. They can't call me back. | can go home. Eyes locked on the entrance to
the parking garage at the end of the hall, he almost missed the flash of light from the morgue office.

The supposedly deserted morgue office.

The frosted glassin the upper half of the door was dark. From the hall outside, it seemed that no one
was working late.

"So who the hell is running the photocopier?' Kevin glanced toward the parking garage and sighed. If
he called hospital security, he could be stuck here for hours even if it turned out to be nothing. And if it
did turn out to be nothing, he'd be the butt of every morgue joke in the hospital. "I'll just open the door
and turn on the light, see that it's nothing, and then go home."

And if it is something? he asked himself as he shoved his keysin his pocket and reached for the door.
He shook his head. Y eah, right. Like someone's actually going to be standing in adark morgue at
midnight making photocopies.

Henry had plenty of timeto hide. He just didn't bother.

In the instant the orderly stood silhouetted in the open door, one hand reaching for the light switch,
Henry grabbed the front of his uniform, dragged him into the room, and closed the door.

The Hunger roared in his ears, restraints rubbed raw by Vicki's presence, then further torn by his
passage through the massed despair and bloodscent in the building above. Self-preservation barely held
him in check as he shoved the young man down onto a desk.

It wasn't completely black in the room. LEDs gleamed on various pieces of equipment and an exit
light glowed over the door. Kevin saw the pale oval of aface bend over him, felt himself fall into the
bottomless depths of dark eyes, and choked back a scream when a cold voice told him to be silent.

Strong fingers gripped his wrist, the touch both chilling and burning, sensations racing up his arm with
his pulse and causing his heart to pound. His breathing quickened. It might have been fear. It might have
been something darker.
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He didn't understand when the pal e face withdrew and that same cold voice muttered, "And | accused
her of acting like achild." When the face returned, when the voice told him to forget, he forgot gladly.

Tony had left just after Henry had. She'd sent Celluci to bed at about two. All the lights were out
except asmall crescent moon lamp on a shelf in the entryway.

With the curtains open, the city spilled into the living room, banishing anything approaching darkness
for those who lived at night. Having carefully moved two days worth of unopened mail to one side,
Vicki sat at the mahogany desk staring down at a blank piece of paper and waiting for Henry.

He'd be back soon. He had to beif he wanted to give her any chance to study the autopsy report and
maybe come to afew conclusions before dawn.

If she thought about waiting for Henry, she was fine. When she started thinking about what Henry
was, her thoughts were tinted red.

Vampire.

But he always had been—he wasn't the one who'd changed.

She fidgeted with the heavy fountain pen she'd found in one of the desk drawers, turning the smooth
black weight over and over, the repetition vaguely soothing.

All right. I'm not what | was, but I'm still who 1 was. | accepted the limitations of the RP—okay, not
gracefully, honesty forced her to admit, but | accepted them. | didn't let it keep me from living my life
exactly as| pleased. | am hereto find amurderer, and I'm not going to let Henry Fitzroy change the way
| operate. HE's my friend, and we're going to act like friendsif | have to rip him open and feed on his
steaming entrails!

The pen snapped between her fingers.

" Shit!"

Breathing heavily, Vicki barely kept herself from throwing the pieces aside and spraying aroom full
of very expensive upholstery in ink. Trembling with the effort, she set both halves of the pen gently in
the middle of the desk then surged to her feet and viciously kicked the chair away.

While asmall voicein the back of her head wondered where the hell this was coming from, she
headed for the door, the Hunger rising. Eyes gleaming silver in the mirror wall of the entry, she reached
for the doorknob and realized another heart beat in unison with hers.

Henry.

In the corridor. Almost at the door.

Vampire.

Then memory added Celluci's opinion.

Romance writer.

Vicki grabbed onto that and used it to bludgeon her instinctive response back into the shadows. Her
breathing slowed and the roaring in her ears dimmed to a gentle growl. Vampires did not share
territories with other vampires, but there was nothing that said vampires could not share aterritory with
romance writers.

AsTony had said. It was an attitude thing.

And if there'sonething | excel at, it's attitude. Holding tightly to that thought, she opened the door and
said, "What the hell took you so long?"

Henry recoiled a step at her proximity, eyes darkening, a snarl pulling his lips back off his teeth.
"Don't push it, Vicki."
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"Hey . .." She spread her hands, the gesture serving a double function of emphasis and of readiness
should she need to go for histhroat. "I just asked you a question, you're the one who's overreacting.”
Somehow it came out sounding like a challenge which was not at all what she'd intended. It had been
easier with the door between them; face-to-face, her visceral reaction to the threat he posed was harder
to ignore. "Look, Henry, it was getting late, | was getting worried; okay?"

"Why worried?'

Because you're old and slowing down . . . Where the hell did that come from? Shaken, Vicki shoved
the thought back into her subconscious. "Forget it. What did you find out?'

Forgetting was safer for them both than responding.

He'd seen the threat surface, seen her push it away. Considering the short time she'd spent in the night,
her control was nothing short of incredible. A faint hint of jealousy, that she should so easily push aside
the demands of her nature, added itself to the emotional maelstrom below his barely achieved surface
calm. "The ghost has a body. As requested, | made a copy of the autopsy report and added a full
description.”

"Thanks." Her fingers crumpled the yellow file folder and, stepping backward, she closed the door
between them once again. Acutely aware of the moment he lingered, when she finally heard him walk
away and go into his own condo, she sagged back against the carved cedar. " So much for the romance
writer defense.”" Old instinctstold her to follow and patch things up. New instincts told her to follow and
destroy him.

L eaning on the door, she breathed deeply until his scent had been thoroughly mixed with the
nonthreatening, expensive potpourri scent of the apartment. "Thisisreally starting to piss me off.
Nothing runs my life like this. Nothing!" Returning to the desk, she slapped the creased file folder down
on the polished wood. "I am going to beat this. . ."

She trapped the tag behind her teeth. Under the circumstances, adding "if it kills me" seemed alittle
too much like tempting fate.

Down the hall, Henry stood staring out at the West End, rubbing his throbbing temples. It could have
been much worse—he'd expected it to have been much worse. Neither of them had actually attacked,
and their conversation, while short, had been essentialy civil. It was beginning to look as though Vicki
had been right all along. Perhaps the old rules could be changed.

After al, coyotes had been solitary hunters for centuries and they were learning to hunt in packs. One
corner of his mouth quirked up as he remembered a recent news report of coyotes eating household pets
in North Vancouver.

"On second thought, perhaps that's not the most flattering of comparisons,” he murmured to the night.
Vicki's strength had surprised him, although he supposed it shouldn't—her strength came from who
she was, not what. After he worked past the jealousy, he found a tenuous faith in that strength beginning

to push aside his expectations, beginning to allow him to have faith in himself.

The desire to throw her out of histerritory in bleeding chunks persisted, but, for the first time, he
realized the feeling didn't necessarily have to be acted upon.

Suddenly hopeful, he headed for the shower to wash off the lingering stink of the hospital.

"Mike, wake up. We need to talk before sunrise."” Only experience allowed her to trandate his
mumbled response as "I'm awake," but since his eyes remained closed and his breathing had barely
changed, she chose not to believe it.
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Rather than use borrowed bedding, he'd rolled his sleeping bag out in the center of the king-sized bed
but hadn't bothered to zip it up. Kneeling by his side, Vicki reached through the gap and wrapped her
fingers around the warmest part of his anatomy.

"Jesus H. Christ, Vicki! Y our hands are freezing!"

She grinned, having jerked back too quickly for hiswild swing to connect. "Now you're awake."

"No shit." Squinting past her, he managed to focus on the clock beside the bed. "4:03. That's just great.
Whatever we need to talk about had better be fucking important.”

"Y ou actually heard me say we needed to talk?"

"I told you | was awake." He yawned and dragged in another pillow to prop up hishead. "So what is
it?

"If it's our case, then we should discussiit."

"Y ou couldn't have left me a note?"

"What, and let you sleep?’ Picking up the file folder from the end of the bed, she crossed her legs and
started to read. "Henry's ghost was a male Caucasian between twenty and twenty-five, a smoker who
probably died of a beating he'd received sometime before he went into the water, who'd had a kidney
surgically removed within the last month which was not, by the way, what killed him. After death, his
hands, wrists, and about two inches of forearm were removed, probably with an ax. His body was later
found in Vancouver Harbor." She frowned down at the photocopy of the autopsy pictures. "We can
assume, since he's still lying unnamed in the morgue, the police scanned his picture into the system and
didn't find amatch. At this point, there're three things they should be doing."

Brows raised at her phrasing—he'd just bet the VVancouver police would love to hear what they should
be doing—he indicated she should continue.

"They should be showing the photographs around at different hospitals, hoping someone can ID him
from the kidney perspective.”

"And I'm sure they've thought of that," Celluci muttered. "Can't be alot of places around that take out
kidneys."

"Depends on what you're calling around,” Vicki reminded him. "This guy could've been anywherein
the world just hours before he came to Vancouver and got killed." Grinning, she smacked him on the
chest with the file folder. "Fortunately, we know something the police don't. The body was naked when
they pulled it out of the water, but according to Henry's description, his ghost is wearing a T-shirt
advertising alocal band. We can ignore everything outside thisimmediate area."

"Then shouldn't we tell the police this guy's local ?

In case you've forgotten, withholding evidenceisa crime.”

"Okay. Let'stell them." She mimed dialing a phone. "Hello? Violent crimes? Y ou know that handless
John Doe you've got in the morgue? Well, he'slocal. How do | know? His ghost is appearing to this
vampire friend of mine, and he identified a T-shirt." Hanging up an imaginary receiver, she snorted. "I
don't think so. Anyway, they should also be investigating this tattoo." She passed over a page of
photocopied pictures.

He sighed, turned on alight, and studied the collection. "He's pretty beat up. Henry 1D from the
tattoo?"

"l didn't ask."

Since her tone suggested he not ask why, he merely handed back the page. "L ooks like a street job.
Not much to go after. And thing three?"
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"They should be checking out the gang connection."

"The what?"'

"Well, why do you think they took off his hands?'

Celluci shrugged. "Somewhere his prints are on file."

"Then so's his picture.”

"Not looking like that it isn't." He fanned the photocopies. " The computer isn't going to spit out a
match to aface like that and looking through mug shots takes so much time no one has that it becomes
real low priority."

"| think they took off his hands because they wanted to use them."

"Dead man's prints?"

"It'sapossibility. And organized crime ties into your organ-legging theory."

"Hey! It's not my theory," he protested. "l just repeated what | heard on that cable show."

"It adds up, Mike. Organized crime's always looking for new ways to make a buck. They provide
bodies so that the rich can buy organs for transplant, then, in their own warped version of reduce, reuse,
and recycle, they use the hands to print weapons for hits. It even explains why the body was found in the
harbor. The Port Authority is fully unionized, and unions have always had ties to organized crime."

"What? When Jmmy Hoffa disappeared, he moved to Vancouver?' Celluci tossed the papers down on
the bed and jerked both hands back through his hair. "Y ou're really reaching, Vicki."

"All right, forget the unions. But | still say the simplest explanation is usually the right explanation.”

"Y ou think that's a simple explanation?' he asked, the incredulous tone only dlightly exaggerated.
"And in case you haven't noticed, there's only been one body. Not many bucks made there."

"There's only been one body found. Either they're just getting started and their disposal's still a bit
sloppy, or this one got caught in the wrong current. Either way, no one's going to set up something so
complicated for just one kidney."

"If the kidney has anything to do with the murder and isn't just a coincidence. Y ou remember those,
don't you Vicki?"

Sheignored him. "Besides, we have to start somewhere, and God knows, we've got bugger al elseto
go on. I'll ook into the gang aspect tomorrow night. Given the recent rise in Chinese immigrants, odds
are good there's atriad presence at the very least."

"Unfortunately, | can't argue with that . . ."

Her mouth made a sarcastic moue. "Poor baby."

"... but I think perhapsif al thisiswhat the police should be doing, maybe we should leave it to the
police. Y ou know aswell as| do, that the last thing the investigating officers are going to want is some
out-of-town Pl—and an out-of-town cop on vacation," he added hurriedly when her eyes started to
silver, "—hbutting in where they don't belong and screwing up the case.”

"Normally, I'd agree with you." She frowned at his expression of patent disbelief. "l would.
Unfortunately, Henry's ghost seems pretty specific about Henry avenging him, so we have to find the
murderer before the police do or Henry could be playing twenty questions with the dead for eternity."

“I'mwilling to risk it," Celluci snorted, rather enjoying the possibility of Henry Fitzroy backed into a
corner.

“I'm not."

And that was that.

"So why should a ghost care who avenges him?"
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"How the hell should I know?"

"I won't allow Henry to play vampire vigilante."

"No one's asking you to."

"It'stoo early in the morning for that argument.” He half-covered ayawn. "But we'll haveit, | promise.
Hell's going to freeze over before | let Henry take the law into his own hands."

"Agan?' Vicki asked dryly.

"Just because he's done it before, doesn't make it right." Prodded by his conscience, Celluci shifted
uncomfortably in place. The lines between justice and the law had a tendency to blur around Henry
Fitzroy—he didn't likeit, but so far he'd done absolutely nothing to stop it. Where, he wondered, do |
draw the new line?

Sighing deeply, he peered up at Vicki, wishing she'd move into the circle of the light so he could see
her expression instead of just the pale oval of her face. "l takeit that I'm to run afew daylight errands for
you?"

She nodded, one finger tracing lazy circlesin his chest hair. "l want you to ask that cable interviewer
why she thinks it's organ-legging. What's she basing her theory on? Maybe she knows something, or has
heard something . . ."

"Or maybe she's making it up as she goes along."

"Maybe. And you'reright . . ." She smacked him as he recoiled in pretend shock. ... the missing
kidney could be coincidence, but I'd still like to hear her reasons for bringing it up.”

"And if her reasons had more to do with ratings than facts?"

"Then we still have the gang angle to work on."

The gleam in her eyes evoked another deep sigh. "Y ou're looking forward to doing some shit-
disturbing, aren't you?"

"Don't beridiculous.”

"You're still alousy liar, Vicki." Reaching out, he enclosed her hand in his. "Try to remember you're
immortal, not invulnerable."

Vicki leaned forward and covered his mouth with hers. A few heated moments later, she pulled back
just enough for speech. "I'll be careful if you'll admit my theory might be valid."

"Y ou know me, | always keep an open mind."

She flicked his lips with her tongue. "If you weren't such agood liar, | might even believe you."

The alarm went off at 5:00. Ronald Swanson reached up to slap it off before he remembered it wasn't
bothering anyone but him. Sinking back against his pillows, he smoothed nonexistent wrinkles out of the
far side of the big bed and thought about the phone call he was about to make.

Basic groundwork had been laid for months. Details had been worked out by a trusted employee back
East last night. This morning, he would close the deal.

It would probably be safer to distance himself from that as well as from the donors, but he couldn't. A
personal touch, histhumb never leaving the pulse of the company, had made him an obscene amount of
money, and successful habits were hard to break.

"If it ain't broke, don't fix it," he muttered, throwing back the single blanket and swinging hislegs out
of bed. Hisfeet imprinting the plush carpet with each step, he strode into the en suite bathroom, habit
closing the door behind him before he switched on the light. In the dark, empty bedroom, the clock said
5:038.
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"Tony? It's Mike Celluci. | didn't wake you up, did 1?7

Tony blinked wearily at the clock on the bookshelf and dragged himself up against the back of the sofa
bed. "Yeah. You did. It'sonly eight. What's up?"

"Only eight." The repetition arrived complete with an implied and weary, kids. "Aren't you working
today?*

"Y eah, but not till ten." He yawned and scratched at the near stubble covering his head. "I got lots of
time."

"Good. | need to know the channel of the cable show | was watching yesterday."

"Cable show?" Staring across the den at the multipane window partially hidden behind hanging plants,
he got lost in an attempt to figure out if the ripples werein the glass or in hisvision.

"It was on yesterday evening before Henry came home. Patricia Chou was interviewing a businessman
named Swanson about kidneys."

"Oh, yeah." Beginning to wake up, he decided the ripples were in the glass. "So?"

Celluci's voice came slowly and deliberately over the phone line. "What channel wasit?"

"The number?’

"No, the name, Tony."

Tony yawned again, suddenly remembering why he'd never liked Detective-Sergeant Celluci very
much. "I think it's called The Community Network. Anything else? Y ou like want me to make an
appointment for you?"

"No, thanks; but keep your ears open today. If, as Vicki's current theory insists, there's agang actually
organ-legging ..." Histone made it clear he considered that highly unlikely. "... there'll be abuzz of some
kind on the street."

"Sure, but I'll be spending eight hoursin a video store, and the only buzz I'm likely to hear today is
while I'm rewinding weekend tapes returned by inconsiderate assholes who can't read the contracts they
signed.”

"Y ou've got to get there and get home. And you've got to eat lunch. Vicki says you're the best, Tony. If
there's a buzz out there, you'll hear it."

Cheeks hot, Tony mumbled an agreement.

"My apologiesto your hostsif | woke them aswell."

Dropping the receiver back on the cradle, Tony stretched and wished he could erase his personal tapes
as easily asthe ones at the store. In spite of how far he'd come, some reactions still seemed impossible to
control. "I get apat on the head and I'm just like afucking stray dog." He sighed, drew in alungful of air
redolent with the aroma of freshly brewed hazelnut cream coffee, and decided he might as well get up
since either Gerry or John was obviously in the kitchen. Pulling on a T-shirt to go with the boxer shorts
he'd slept in, he realized he was going to enjoy having someone to share breakfast with.

Especialy since he wasn't on the menu.

The Community Network was in the basement of athree-story, sloped-roof building on the corner of
Tenth Avenue and Y ukon Street just in back of City Hall. Which made a certain amount of sense,
Celluci figured as he cruised slowly along the block looking for parking, since most of their business
seemed to be concerned with broadcasting city government.

"Might aswell stay close to the source,”" he muttered, adding, "Lousy son of a bitch," through clenched
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teeth as a smaller and infinitely more maneuverable vehicle nipped in front of him, taking the only
empty spot he'd seen. While not as kamikaze as driversin Montreal, Vancouver drivers were anything
but laid back. Although he hated to do it, he ended up leaving the van in amunicipal lot and only
cheered up when he remembered that Henry'd be paying the bill.

Nine steps down, more at half-ground than basement, The Community Network reception area had
been painted a neutral cream and then covered in flyers, memos, messages, and posters of every
description. The woman at the desk had four pencils shoved through her hair just above the elastic
securing a strawberry-blonde ponytail and was taking notes with afifth. It sounded as though she was
dealing with a scheduling conflict, and her end of the phone conversation grew less polite and more
emphatic as the call progressed. From what he could hear, Celluci had to admire the amount of control
she managed to maintain.

" S0, bottom line, what you're saying is that the councillor won't have time for an interview until the
current session is over?' Her notes disappeared behind heavy black cross-hatching. "But after the
session is over, we won't need to speak with the councillor about the zoning change because it'll be over,
too. Well, yes, I'd appreciate it if you'd get back to me." The receiver went back into its cradle with a
little more force than necessary. "Y ou sanctimonious little kiss-ass."

Taking a deep breath, she looked up, smiled broadly at Celluci, and said, "I don't suppose you'd
consider forgetting you heard that?"

He returned the smile with a deliberately charming one of his own. "Heard what?"

"Thank you. Now then, what can we do for you?"'

"I'm here to speak to Patricia Chou." When her expression started to change, he continued quickly.
"My name's Michael Celluci. | called earlier.”

"That's right, she mentioned you." Standing, she held out her hand. "I'm Amanda Beman. Her
producer.”

She had a grip that reminded him of Yield's—Vicki's before she gained the unwelcome ability to break
bones. "Do producers usually work reception?’

"Areyou kidding? With our budget, | also work the board and empty the wastebaskets. Come on."
Pencils quivering, she jerked her head toward a door adorned with only two sheets of paper. Given the
coverage on the surrounding walls, it was essentially bare. The upper piece read: If there's no one at the
desk, please ring the bell. The sign underneath it declared, in pale green letters on adark green
background: BELL OUT OF ORDER. PLEASE KNOCK.

"We'realot busier later in the day," Amanda explained as she led the way along an empty corridor.
"Our morning programming's al educational tapes from UBC, so we operate with a bare minimum of
staff until about noon." She shot him awry glance. "And little more after that."

"Yet Ms. Chou was here first thing."

"Shelll be here last thing, too. Our little Patriciawould like to be Geraldo Rivera when she grows up.”

"And you were here.. . ."

"I am always here." Stopping in front of an unmarked steel door, she raised a hand and lowered her
voice. "You must have been pretty persuasive to get Patriciato talk to you at this hour, and you look like
you can handle yourself, but | couldn't live with my conscienceif | didn't warn you about a couple of
things. First, if sheinvitesyou to call her Patricia, that's exactly what she means. Patricia, never Pat.
Second, nothing you tell her is off the record. If she can find ause for it, she will. Third, if she canfind a
use for you, she'll use you aswell, and, given that you're not exactly hard on the eyes, it might be smart
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to present a moving target." She rapped on the door and stepped aside, motioning for Celluci to enter.
"Good luck."

"| feel like | should be carrying awhip and chair," he muttered reaching for the door handle.

"A cyanide pill might be more practical," Amandatold him cheerfully. "We need her. We don't need
you. Remember, keep moving."

As the door closed behind him, he heard her humming, "Ding Dong, the Witch is Dead," then he heard
nothing at all asthe heavy steel cut off all sound from the hall. So | can assume no one will be able to
hear meif | scream.

The room had originally been one large cinderblock rectangle, but bookcases had been used to divide
it into two smaller work spaces, one considerably smaller than the other and windowless besides. Betting
on what seemed like a sure thing, he walked into the larger of the two.

The woman working at the computer terminal didn't acknowledge his presence in any way although
she must have heard both her producer's knock and his entrance. Celluci got the impression that it wasn't
adeliberate slight but rather that he simply wasn't as important as her work in progress. Marginally more
Insulting upon consideration. After a dozen yearsin police work, however, insults meant little unless
accompanied by violent punctuation.

Hands clasped behind his back, he looked around.

Bookcases made up not only the dividing wall but covered two of the other three and rose to the lower
edge of the windows on the third. Their contents seemed about equally divided between books, videos
and binders with a number of framed photographs propped up in front.

Patricia Chou accepting something from Vancouver's Mayor. Patricia Chou being congratulated by the
current Premier of British Columbia. Patricia Chou with a serenely smiling man Celluci recognized as
the right-to-lifer who'd put a high velocity, 7.62-mm rifle bullet into a 57-year-old obstetrician because
he objected to the doctor performing legal abortions at city hospitals. Although Ms. Chou was till
smiling in that particular photograph, her expression as she gazed at the handcuffed gunman seemed to
suggest she'd just squashed something unpleasant she'd found under arock and was happy to have done
it.

Detective-Sergeant Celluci personally believed the world would be a significantly better place and his
job one hell of alot easier if the victims were given the kind of coverage criminals usually got and if
criminals were ignored by the press, their names and pictures never appearing outside of rap sheets and
court documents. He didn't approve of giving them time on talk shows no matter how local the market.

"You're Michael Celluci." When he turned, she tossed a silken fall of midnight hair back over her
shoulder and continued before he had a chance to speak. "Y ou wanted to talk to me about yesterday's
show." Her tone suggested he not waste her time.

Studying her face, Celluci discovered what the cameras had camouflaged; she was young. Not long
out of university. Not long enough for the sharp edges of ambition, intellect, and ego to have been dulled
by the world.

A lot like Vicki when they first met.

Been there. Done that. Got the scars. "As| said on the phone, Ms. Chou, | have afriend who wants to
know why you think the body found in Vancouver Harbor was an organ-legging victim."

"And as| said on the phone, I'd like to know why your friend wants to know why."

"My friend thinks much the same thing you do."

"Y our friend is the only other person in the city who does. Y ou don't."
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Celluci shrugged, the gesture carefully neutral. "I try to keep an open mind."

"An open mind?' The repetition fell barely to one side of mockery. "Why doesn't your friend want to
talk to me? Why send you?'

" She was busy."

"Busy," she repeated, her eyes narrowing. Leaning back in her chair, she stared at him for along
moment then one ebony brow lifted. "Y ou're not with the local police department, are you?"

He matched her brow for brow, beginning to regret giving her hisreal name. "What makes you think
I'm with any police department.”

"First, your gaze is constantly going flick, flick, flick around the room. Second, in spite of styles, your
cuffs are loose enough to access an ankle holster. Third, although it's less obvious in person, over the
phone your voice mannerisms are pure law enforcement. Forth, you're not local or you would have
identified yourself earlier." Her gaze grew fiercely speculative, almost sharklike. "Y ou're federal, aren't
you? Thisis bigger than | thought, isn't it? Maybe even international ."

Her ambition burned so brightly he could almost feel the heat. If Tony's theory was correct, and
Patricia Chou was looking for a story big enough to get her a network show, she seemed to believe—for
reasons unclear to Celluci at the moment—that this was the story. Although who the hell she thought he
was, he had no idea.

"If I tell you what your friend wants to know," she continued, leaning forward, eyesblazing, "I get
exclusive rights to this story when it breaks."

Cdluci sighed. "Ms. Chou, there might not be a story."

"Exclusiverights," she repeated with no room for negotiation.

He knew when to surrender—especially when it didn't make a damned bit of difference to him. In his
opinion, there was as much chance of the John Doe in Vancouver Harbor having been killed by organ-
leggers as there was of Henry Fitzroy winning the Governor General's Award for fiction. "All right. The
story's yours." Raising a cautioning hand, he added, "As soon as there is a story."

She nodded and sat back. "So you want to know why | think that missing kidney is the reason for the
young man's murder. Simple, there're alot of people who need them, giving an organ-legger alarge
database to chose their buyer from—a database that's fairly easily tracked given that every one of them
ison dialysis."

"Wait aminute." An uplifted hand cut her off. "You said buyers."

"They're hardly going to give them away, Mr. Celluci. And, considering that it can lead to infections,
stroke, heart attacks, and peritonitis, | think | can safely say dialysis sucks. I'm sure they could find
people willing to pay big bucks to get off it. What's more, because kidney transplants have a 98%
success rate, you can pretty much guarantee your product. Which is why they only took a kidney and not
the heart and lungs and corneas and all the other things people so desperately need. The left kidney—the
one missing from the body—is the one most often used for transplant purposes. Also, it's one of the
easiest transplants to perform, giving you alarger database of doctors to choose from, and the more
doctors you have, the better the odds you'll find one who can be corrupted.”

"That's two completely different computer systems to access; it can't be that easy."

"These are the '90s, Mr. Celluci. Twelve-year-olds are hacking into international defense systems
every day."

Unfortunately, he couldn't argue with that. " The newspaper reported that the surgery to remove the
kidney was well on the way to being healed.”
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She picked up a pencil and bounced the eraser end against her desk. "Y our point?"'

"Why do you think they kept him alive for so long? Why not just take the kidney and let him die?’

"| expect that they kept him alive long enough to be certain that the buyer's body didn't rgject the
kidney. If it did, well, with him still around, they'd have a spare and could try again."

"So why remove the hands?"

"Fingerprints." Her tone added a silent: Don't play dumb with me. "An id