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Chapter 1.

A crystaline sweep of snow flashed across the road as her headlights gouged white tracks through the

darkness. It wasn't far to Mechanicsburg, to the address the specia subjects unit dispatcher had given
her. Inthe middle of the night there was no traffic, just white linesin the road to follow. She arrived il
partidly adeep, but that changed the instant she popped the door and stepped out into the freezing winter
ar.

It wasjust past Thanksgiving. Arkeley had been underground for two months and she’ d been chasing
him night and day, but maybe this was where that trail ended. Where her guilt, and her duty, ended.
Maybe.

“Support’son the way, ETA ten. In thirty we can have this place buttoned up,” Glauer debriefed her, not
even bothering with hello. Hewas abig guy, a head taler than her and far broader, and the epitome of a
Pennsylvania police officer—bad haircut, thick but not bushy mustache, pasty white except where the sun
got hisears and his neck. He wore the uniform of a Pennsylvania state trooper—the same as Caxton.
Once he' d been just alocal cop, onewho’d never even visited amurder scene. He' d seen alot of
terrible things since he met Laura Caxton, but now &t least he' d reached a higher pay grade. After the
massacre in Gettysburg—his hometown—she had him assigned directly to her SSU. Hewas agood
man, and agreat cop, but he fill had visble fear lines etched into the crinkles around hiseyes. “I figured
maybe we could wait this one out.”

“That'snot how it works,” shetold him. She followed him as he strung up caution tape around the
entrance to the sdlf-storage facility. He had apatral rifle on astrap over his shoulder. “He taught me
that.”

“Hetaught you to go running into an obvioustrap?’

Shetried to peer in through the glass doors of the storage center’ s lobby, but she couldn’t see anything
from the street. Glauer had aready checked the place out and reported two bodies—dead, of course,
very dead—but she needed to seefor hersalf. She needed to see how far down Arkeley had fallen.
“Yes” shesad.

The lobby was aglaring space of white light in the night, al plaster and scuffed drywall. She could seea
counter insde where the night watchman should have been stting, awhite countertop marred with
dripping red splotches.

“I’'m going to haveto gointhere,” she said. “How many exits does this building have?’

Glauer cleared histhroat noisily. “Two. Thisonein front and afire exit in the back. The onein the back
hasan dam, but | haven't heard any bdlsringing sofar.”

“Of course not. He' swaiting for meinsde. Hewon't wait forever, though. If we St tight until the
reinforcements arrive, he' Il come out that door so fast you' Il never get abead on him.” Shetried to give
him an ingratiating smile, but he wasn't buying it. Instead he turned away and spat on the frozen
pavement.

She understood his reluctance. Thiswas abad situation, areal death trap. Not that she had any choicein



the matter. She dumped alittle insde her heavy coat. “ Glauer, thisisthe best lead we' ve had. | can't et
itgo.”

“Sure.” Hefinished up with the caution tape, then jogged around the side of the building without waiting
for further orders. He knew exactly what to do. Stand by the fire exit and keep his eyes open. Blast
anything that came through.

His concern—and the careful way helet it show—meant something to her. It redly did. But not enough
to stop her. She pushed through the glass doors and walked into the lobby, her Beretta dready in her
hand but with the safety gtill on, one more thing Arkeley had taught her. She gpproached the desk asiif
she wanted to rent a storage locker, then leaned over it to look at the floor behind the counter.

The carpet there was dick with coagulating blood. There were two bodies behind the counter, as
advertised. Onewore auniform shirt and sat dumped forward over a security monitor, his neck torn
open in awide red gash. The other wore ajanitor’s coveralls and his open eyes stared up at the acoustic
caling tiles. Hisright arm was missing.

She backed up a step, then turned to look at the elevator bank at the left side of the lobby. One of the
elevators stood partialy open, the door kept from closing by something wedged in the jamb. She bent
down and saw exactly what she expected. It wasthejanitor’ smissing arm that held the door, the fingers
pointed inward like asign telling her where to go next.

That kind of thing passed for ajoke among vampires. She'd learned not to let their sick humor get to her.
She picked up the arm—she had no worries about ruining fingerprints, since vampires lacked them—and
placed it asreverently as she could to one side. Then she stepped into the elevator and let the door close
behind her.

Someone had aready pushed the button for the third floor.

Exactly twenty-seven minutes earlier, according to Caxton’ s watch, someone had placed acall to the
SSU’stip line. That wasn't so uncommon. Ever since the massacre at Gettysburg people were seeing
vampiresin their back gardens and going through their Dumpsters and loitering outside of shopping malls
al thetime. Caxton and Glauer had run down every one of those leads and found nothing worthy of note.
Thiscal had been different, however. She’ d heard arecording of the call and it had made her skin creep.
The cdler’ s voice had been inhuman, arough growl, the words durred as they were drooled out through
amouth full of viciousteeth. The caller hadn't wasted any time, instead just reding off astreet addressin
M echanicsburg and announcing, “ Tell LauraCaxton I'm waiting for her there. I’ Il wait until she comes.”

A trap, an obvioustrap. Arkeley had loved it when the vampires would set traps—because then you
actually knew where they were. The vampiresloved traps because they were predators, and often lazy,
and they loved it when their victims came to them. Now Arkeley was one of them, but she had somehow
expected more of him.

Thearm in the devator door wasn't his style either. But that didn’t mean anything. It had been two
months since he' d changed, since he' d accepted the curse. He' d doneiit for dl the right reasons, of
course. He' d believed it was the only way to save Caxton’slife. He' d probably been right about that, as
he waswith most things.

There had been only oneflaw in hisreasoning. When ahuman being dies and returns asavampire, he
loses some of his humanity. With every night that passes heloses alittie more. Arkeley had been a
passionate crusader once, akiller of monsters. Now every time he crawled into his coffin alittle less of
him crawled out. In the end every vampire became the same creature. A junkie for blood. A sociopath
with asadigtic streak. A pure and ruthlesskiller.



A bel chimed inside the devator door and then the door did open.

She stepped out onto the third floor with her handgun at the level of her shoulders, clutched in both
hands. She kept her ears and her eyes open and shetried to be ready for anything. Shetried to be ready
to see him, to see Arkeley, and to be ready to shoot on sight.

Arkeley had never thought of himsdlf as her mentor. She'd been ussful to him in avery limited way and
s0 he' d requisitioned her as a partner. Sometimes he' d used her to do hislegwork, the way she used
Glauer now. More often Arkeley had used her as bait. She' d had to learn not to take that personally—he
hadn’t meant it to be persona. He was driven, obsessed, and he had found her useful. By letting him use
her she had learned so much. Everything she knew about vampires had come from him, either from
grudging answersto her incessant questions or by way of his example. She had worried often enough
when he was dive—and far more often since he' d died and come back—that there were thingshe'd
never bothered to tell her. Secretshe' d kept for himself.

Timeto find out, she guessed.

A long corridor stretched out before her, metal walls painted a glaring white, studded with countless
locker doors. Some were the size of closets and some were wide enough to drive a car into. She looked
at their latches. Every door she saw had a hefty padlock, some of them combination locks with purple or
yellow dials, othersthat required keysto open. Was Arkeley inside one of these lockers? she wondered.
Wasit hislair? Maybe he hung from the ceiling by hisfeet like agiant bat.

The thought dmost made her smile. Vampires and bats had nothing in common. Batswere animals,
normal, natural organismsthat deserved alot more respect than they got. Vampireswere...mongers.
Nothing €lse.

She studied the doors, looking for onethat didn’t have alock. Even avampire couldn’t lock himself into
astorage space from the insde. She looked down the row of doors, al the way to the end where
another corridor crossed laterally. She counted off the locksin her head—Ilock, lock, lock. Lock.
Another lock. Then—there. Near the far end, one narrow door had no lock onitslatch.

It probably wouldn't be that easy. Still, she had to check. She moved dowly down the hall, her back to
onewall, her wespon up and ready. Her shoes clicked on the unfinished cement floor, a noise anybody
could have followed. When she reached the unlocked door she stood to one side and did the latch open
with her left hand. The door rattled noisily and then opened on creaky hinges. Nothing jumped out.

She pivoted on her hed until she was facing the locker. She dipped off her pistol’ s safety lever. She
glanced indde—and saw immediately that it was empty. There had been no lock because no one had
rented this particular locker, that wasdll.

Caxton let hersdlf exhale. Then shefroze in midbresth as raucous laughter ran up and down the hallway,
echoing off the row of doors and making them al shake on their hinges. She siwung around quickly,
unableto tell which direction the laughter came from, and—

At the end of the hall, back by the elevators, a pae figure stood in the shadow between two light fixtures.
It wastal and its head was round and hairless and flanked by long triangular ears. 1ts mouth was full of
long and nasty teeth, row after row of them. Her heart stopped—then started up again twice asfast when
she saw the vampire held a shotgun.

Chapter 2.



Caxton' shbrain reded, leaving her unable to react for acritical second. Vampiresdidn’t carry guns.
Ever. They didn’t need them—at Gettysburg she had seen asingle vampire mow down squads of
Nationd Guardsmen carrying assault rifles. Their claws and especialy their teeth were dl the weapons
they ever needed.

The Berettain her hand forgotten, Caxton could only stare at the shotgun as the vampire brought it up
and pointed it in her direction. She barely managed to duck as hiswhite finger closed around the trigger.

Somehow she recovered her wits enough to roll to the side, behind the open door of the empty storage
locker. Buckshot pranged off the door and dug hundreds of long tracks through the white paint on the
walls. When her hearing recovered from the noise of the shot she heard his bare feet dapping on the
cement floor, running toward her, as she ducked into the locker and closed the door shut behind her.

Stupid, she thought—she' d done something very stupid. There was no way out of the locker, and no
way to lock the door from inside. The door itself would belittle barrier to avampire, especidly onethat
had aready fed on the two men down in the lobby. Vampires were strong enough at any time, and close
to bulletproof, but they grew exponentially tougher after they drank blood.

She backed up, feding behind her with one hand until she found the back of the unit, and raised her pistol
infront of her. When he tore the door open to get at her she might have one chance—she could fire
blindly through the door and hope that somehow she hit him squarely in the heart, his only vulnerable
part. If she shot him anywhere e se hiswoundswould hed amost ingtantly. All the bulletsin her gun
wouldn’'t even dow him down.

She pointed the nose of the pistol at the door. She aimed for aspot at the level of her own heart, then
raised her aim about six inches. Arkeley wastaller than her, she remembered. Arkeley—

Theimage of the vampirein the hallway was seared into her mind' s eye. She couldn’t not seeit sanding
there, leveing the shotgun at her. Holding the shotgun with both hands.

Vampires heded al wounds they took after their rebirth, but any old injuries|eft over from their human
liveslagted forever. Arkeley the vampire would still be missing al the fingers from one hand. Thisvampire
had ten fingers, dl the better to hold ashotgun with. Crap, she thought.

It's not him.

It wasn't Arkeley. She hadn't been able to process that fact while he was shooting at her, but as she
waited for him to come and kill her she couldn’t deny it anymore. Whoever the vampire might have been,
whatever he had become, he was't her former mentor.

Which made things much worse.

There was only oneway for avampire to reproduce, and it involved direct eye contact. There were only
two vampires a large in the world who could pass on the curse—Arke ey, and JugtiniaMalvern, a
decrepit old corpse that Arkeley kept closeto him at al times. If the two of them were creating new
vampires, if Arkeley had become aVampire Zero—

The door rattled in front of her. She steded hersdlf, adjusted her grip on the Beretta. She would shoot in
just asecond, when she thought her chances were best. She would let him start to tear the door open
fird.

The door rattled again. She heard ametalic click and knew ingtantly what had happened. The vampire



wasn't going to tear open the door at dl. Instead hel d closed the latch with a padlock, sealing her inside.
He must have had onein his pocket, just for this eventudity.

Whoever he was, he was smart. Smarter than she, apparently. She cursed hersdf. You never raninto a
place with only one exit—that was one more thing Arkeley had taught her. She should have remembered.

“Who areyou?’ she shouted. “Don’t you want to kill me?’

Shedidn't redly expect him to respond, and he didn’t. She listened closely as her voice echoed around
the metal walls of the locker, listening for any sign that he might be standing directly outside the door. She
heard nothing.

Then, amoment later, she heard his feet dgpping on the floor. Moving away.

“Damnit,” she breathed. Was he running away? Maybe her backup had arrived and he was fleeing the
scene. She couldn’t let that happen—she couldn’t let another vampire get away. Every one of them out
there meant more deepless nights, more searching. She had aways pitied Arkeley for theway his

hopel ess crusade had devoured his life—he had spent more than twenty yearstrying to drive vampiresto
extinction, only to fail utterly at the last minute. She was beginning to understand what had pushed him so
hard, though. She was beginning to understand that sometimes you had no choice, that events could drive
you regardless of what you wanted. If she could get thisguy, and Arkeley, and Mavern—all the
vampires she believed to exisg—if she could get them al she could stop. Until then she could only keep

fighting.
There had to be something she could do. She looked at the walls around her, but they were made of
reinforced sheet metal. She would never be able to kick her way through them. The door wasfitted

negtly into itsframe. There was no way she could pry it open, no way to get her fingers around its edge
and pull.

Then she looked up.

Thelockersdidn't go dl the way up to the celling—there was afoot and ahaf of open space up there.
The ceiling of the locker was nothing more than athin sheet of chicken wire. The wirewas higher up than
she could reach, but maybe—maybe—she could jump up and grab it.

Shoving her Berettain her holster—safety on, of course—she rubbed her hands together, then made a
tentative legp. Her fingertips brushed the wire, but she couldn’t get agrip. Shetried again and missed it
atogether. Third time sthe charm, she promised hersalf, and bent deep from the knees.

Thefingers of her left hand dipped through the wire. She closed her figt ingtantly as shefell back—and
pulled the wire back down with her. The wiretore the skin of her fingers until they were dick with blood,
and the noise was deafening as the wire shrieked and tore under her weight, but she was | eft with ahole
directly above her that she could probably wriggle through. She grabbed the dangling wire with her other
hand and started to pull herself up, ahandful a atime. It felt like her fingers were being cut to ribbons,
but she had no choice—she needed to get out.

She froze as she heard the vampire out in the hall. “What are you doing in there?’ he asked, hdf of a
chucklein hisvoice. The voice confused her. It sounded different, somehow, from the voice on the
recording that had lured her to thefacility. Less guttural, less—inhuman.

Shedidn’t bother to answer. She pulled hersdf upward, hauling herself hand over hand until she was
perched on the top of the locker’ s side wall. She could look down the other side into the locker to her
right. Cardboard boxes, apair of skis, plastic milk cratesfull of old vinyl recordsfilled the narrow space.



From where she was perched she could dip down into the corridor, though the vampire was waiting for
her there, derted by dl the noise she' d made. Vampires had far better reaction time and reflexesthan
human beings. Trying to pounce on one from above was probably suicide.

Not that she had much choice. She leaned out just alittle and looked down into the corridor. She saw
the white bald head of the vampire below her. He was leaning up againgt the door of the empty locker,
onetriangular ear pressed up againgt it, one long pawlike hand splayed against the white metd.

She drew her weapon—and legpt. With aslittle thought as that. She landed hard on his shoulders and
must have caught him off balance, because he went sprawling down on the floor on his back with her on
top. Sheflipped off her safety and fired in one fluid motion, not even taking the time to aim. Her bullet
blew open the skin of his shoulder and sent bone chipsflying, and redizing her mistake, redizing she'd
missed his heart, she brought her arm back and pistol-whipped him across the mouth.

Hisfangs snapped and shattered and flew away from the blow. He started gagging and coughing and
then he spat out the broken fangs, reveding round white normal teeth below them. She stared wildly into
his blue eyes, and saw the shiny gloss of stubble on the top of his head.

“Oh, shit,” she said. She grabbed one of histriangular ears and yanked it off. It was made of foam
rubber.

Chapter 3.

O utsdea SWAT team crouched in the snow, high-powered riflesleveled at the glass doors of the

lobby. Blue and red lights flashed in Caxton’ s eyes and she blinked them away. “Move, you idiot,” she
said, and shoved the subject forward, out into the street. He whimpered as the broken bonesin his
shoulder rubbed againgt each other. The SWAT team relaxed visibly when they saw the handcuffs
binding his arms together, but they didn’t stand down completely until she gavethe order.

“Glauer,” she cdled, and the big cop came running around from the back, where he' d still been watching
thefireexit. Good soldier, shethought. “Glauer, cal an ambulance. This one’ swounded.”

He stared at her in total incomprehension. The job of the SSU wasn't to arrest vampires, and it certainly
wasn't to get them medicd attention. It was to exterminate them.

“He' sawannabe,” she explained. Shetore off the subject’s other rubber ear. Reveded beneath wasa
round, normal, flesh-colored human ear. She had to admit the subject had done agood job of faking it.
In poor light conditions even she hadn’t been ableto tell the difference between thiskid and ared
vampire,

Of course, she should have been ableto. Red vampires were unnatura cregtures. If you got near them
you felt how cold their bodies were. The hair on the backs of your arms stood up. They had adigtinctive,
bestial smell. There was no way for the wannabe to fake that, and if she had kept her wits about her she
would have noticed. She had been so desperate to find Arkeley, to finish her job, that she had made a
bad mistake. What if she had killed him? What if she had pumped three shotsinto his heart, just on
principle?

The wannabe had killed two people and then discharged afirearm toward a police officer conducting a
crimind investigation. Had she killed him, that would have been enough to keep her out of jail. It was
closeto the textbook definition of permissible use of force, but even if the state police’ sinterna



investigation cleared her, it couldn’t shield her from acivil action if the kid' sfamily decided she' d acted
excessvely.

The specid subjects unit was brand new. It couldn’t survive lawsuits—or dumb mistakes like this—and
without the SSU the people of Pennsylvaniawould be at risk. People everywhere would be at risk. She
couldn’t afford to screw up that way.

Glauer brought his car around, amarked patrol unit with the SSU acronym painted on its hood. It was
their only officia car. Caxton helped shove the wannabe into the back, pushing his head down so he
didn’t smack it on the doorjamb. He could sit there until the ambulance arrived.

She' d dready got afield dressing on hiswounded shoulder. A bad bruise had lifted on hislower lip
where she' d pistol-whipped him, but she couldn’t do much for that. “ Take these,” shetold Glauer. She
handed him the wannabe' s shotgun and the bloody hunting knife she’ d taken off hisbelt. Shewaswilling
to guess he' d used the knife on the two bodies in the lobby. It had anasty serrated edge he could have
used to saw off the janitor’ sarm. She shook her head in disgust and stared down at her hands. They
were covered in blood and white greasepaint. She didn’t want to wipe them on her pants—her best pair
of work pants—so she grabbed up handfuls of snow off the ground and scrubbed them together.

“What' s your name?’ Glauer asked. He was squatting next to the subject, talking through the open door
of the cruiser. “You don't haveto tell meif you don’t want to. Isthere anybody you want usto cal?’

Caxton stared at her officer asif he was crazy. Then sheredlized that he wasjust trying to cam the
subject down. One reason Caxton needed Glauer on her team wasfor just this—for talking to people
who were scared and in pain. Caxton had never been much of a people person hersdlf.

“Rexroth,” the wannabe said.
“You have afirs name? Or isthat it?’ Glauer asked.

Caxton leaned againgt the Side of the cruiser and closed her eyes. It would be along wait until the
ambulance arrived, and even then she wouldn’t be done with this guy. What awaste of time.

“Make sure he' saware of hisrights,” shesaid, just by reflex.
Glauer stayed focusad on the subject, though. “What were you hoping would happen tonight?’

Rexroth—amost certainly an dias, she decided—started crying. He couldn’t wipe the tears and snot off
his face with his hands cuffed behind him, so they gathered in oily beads on his painted face. “1 was
supposed to die. She was supposed to kill me.”

Caxton’ s body gtiffened. The guy had wanted to commit suicide—suicide by cop, they cdled it inthe
papers. He' d wanted to go out in ablaze of glory, and maybe take the famous vampire hunter Laura
Caxton with him. Maybe he thought that would be enough to turn him into area vampire. Y ou had to
commit suicide to join that club, one way or another. Of course, you aso had to be exposed to the
curse—which meant a face-to-face meeting with an actual vampire.

The closest thiskid had probably ever got to ared vampire was seeing some bad movie on a Sunday
afternoon. She stared into the darkness, willing the ambulance to hurry up. The sooner it could arrive the
sooner she could get back home, and back into bed. She doubted shewould deep at all, but at least she
could lie down and close her eyes and pretend.

Something in her chest loosened up and she sagged against the side of the car. Suddenly she cared very
little about thisidiot Rexroth, or anything else keeping her away from her bed. How long had it been



snce she' d had atrue night' s degp? Even afitful Sx hours she could call her own? She couldn’t even
remember. There wastoo much in her head these daysto let her ever truly relax.

“Trooper?’ Glauer asked.
Her eyes snapped open. How long had they been closed? She didn’t know.
“What do you want meto do?’ the police officer asked.

“Hisrights,” shetold Glauer. “Read him hisrights now. Then take him to the hospital. When they
discharge him, take him to a holding cell somewhere. Process him and book him with the two homicides.
With—Chrigt, whatever. With endangering a police officer. With whatever else you can think of.”

“A holding cell where?’ he asked.

It was actudly agood question. The SSU didn’t have any dedicated lockup facilities. She hadn’t
considered they might ever need acdl of their own. “Thelocd jail isfine. Coordinate with the
locals—this can betheir case, it'soutsde our brief.”

He nodded, but he didn’t look satisfied.
“What?" she demanded.
“Don’t you want to interrogate him yourself?” he asked.

“Not right now.” Shelooked for her car, found it where she’ d parked it when she arrived. Back when
she thought she might be driving to her find showdown with Arkeley. What ajoke. She started walking

avay.
“Hey,” hecdled, “aren’'t you going to stick around?’

“No,” shesaid. “Infour hours | need to get up and get dressed again. I’ ve got afuneral to goto.”

Chapter 4.

T he sun had turned the kitchen windows a shade of pae blue by the time she’ d finished her breskfast

and gtarted getting dressed. Out back it touched the dark shape of the empty outbuildings behind the
house. It lit up onewall of the shed where Deanna s artwork used to hang, before she' d taken it down
and folded it carefully and put it in atrunk in the crawl space, with the rest of Deannd s things she hadn'’t
had the heart to throw out. It lit up the kennels, too—al so empty. The last three dogs she’ d boarded
there, atrio of rescue greyhounds, had al moved on to better homes. She hadn’t had a chanceto pick up
any more dogs since, though there were plenty who needed her help.

The house felt cold and dark, even asthe sun grew stronger. Laura knotted her tie on top of her white
dress shirt and then pulled on her one pair of dress pants. She looked around for her black blazer and
redized she' d left it in the bedroom closet.

She was about to go and get it when Clara came out of the bedroom aready dressed in amodest black
dress. Her silky black hair, cut just below the ears, was clean and shiny. Laurahad worked hard at being
quiet so shewouldn’t wake Clara up, but she must have been getting ready the wholetime.



“Here,” Clarasaid, handing her the blazer. “We need to get moving. It's at least an hour-and-a-haf
drive. Longer if we're picking up the Polders.”

Lauratook adeep breath. “I said you didn’t have to come. Y ou dways hated him.”

Clarasmiled warmly. Far more warmly than Laura deserved. “1 did, and still do. But funerals are one of
thefew times| actualy get to spend time with you, these days.”

Laura stepped closer to take the blazer, then pulled Clarainto a deep hug. She didn’t know what to say.
That shewould try to change that, to spend more nights a home? She couldn’t make that promise.

Clarawasthe one spark of light left to her. The only thing that felt good. Shewaslosing her, and she
knew it.

“Okay. Do you want anything to eat?’
“I'm finefor now,” Claratold her. “Do you want meto drive?’
Lauradid.

Thetwo of them had goneto alot of funerdstogether in the previous two months. Gettysburg had been
asuccess from one point of view—from the point of view of theloca tourism board. The civilian
population of the town had survived, because Caxton had them evacuated the day before the fighting
began. From alaw enforcement perspectiveit had been afiasco. Loca cops, SWAT officersfrom
Harrisburg, even kids from the Nationa Guard, had died by the dozens. They had laid down their livesto
keep the vampires from getting out into the genera population. More than one family had sent Caxton
hate mail after that, but she had made a point of going to every funera she could.

Thisonewas alittle different. No, it was alot different.

They didn’t talk much on theway to Centre County. Laurafound herself nodding off and then jerking
back to wakefulness every time she got near to red deep. It wasafamiliar feding, if not awelcome one.
Before they reached State College Clara pulled off of the highway and took them deep into a zone of
high ridges and dead fields, brown and golden and dathered with snow. They passed weathered
farmhouses and barns that |ooked like they’ d been hit by bunker-busting bombs, some of them dumped
over on their sides. They passed a herd of unhappy-looking cows, and then Claraturned off once again,
onto adirt path that was easy to missif you didn’t know whereto find it.

They pulled up in front of afarmhouse that looked in better shape than most, with awell-kept barn and a
dlo hung with hex sgns. The Polders were waiting outside for them. Urie Polder, still wearing his
Caterpillar basebal cap, had put ablack parkaover his stained white T-shirt. It hid most of hiswooden
arm, but not the three twiglike fingers that stuck out the end of the deeve. He used them to scratch at his
freshly shaven cheek and Laura saw them move, as prehendle as human fingers. That weird hand was
actually stronger and more deft than his normal one. Vesta Polder was dressed in the same dress she
alwayswore, along-skirted black sheath that buttoned al the way up her neck and down her wrists. Her
wild blond hair was pinned back, though, and she wore ablack veil that completely obscured her face.

They were the strangest people Laura had ever met, but they had aso proved themselves good friends.

When the car stopped, Urie gestured back at the house with his wooden hand and the door opened. A
little girl, maybe twelve years old, came racing out. She wore asmaller verson of Vesta sdress but her
blond hair was covered by awhite lace bonnet. Her eyes were very wide.

Laurawas alittle shocked. She’ d known for some time the Polders had a daughter, but she’ d never



actualy been introduced to her. Asthe couple settled into the backseet of the car, the girl perching on her
mother’ slap, Urie cleared histhroat noisily and then said, “ This here' s Petience, she' sagood girl,
ahum.”

“It' svery nice to meet you, Patience,” Clarasaid, leaning over the back of the driver’sseet. “I'm Clara
andthisisLaura”

“Yes'm, | know ye both,” the girl said. “The cards showed ye. Y ou'rethe lover, and she sthekiller.”

Laurd slip curled back in asneer. It wasn't how she' d expected this meeting to go. She looked at Vesta,
but the older woman didn’t correct or even tsk her daughter.

“| supposethat’ s accurate,” Clara said, refusing to be taken aback. Shelooked at Urie. “Maybethisisn't
my place, but I’m not sure thisis going to be appropriate for alittle girl. Couldn’t you get aSitter?’

Urie Polder grinned broadly. “Little Patience ain’t been under the care of no one else, not since shewas
born. We don't look to bresk that streak now.”

“Oh,” Clarareplied. Without another word she put the car in gear and got them back in the road.

The funerd wasto take place in acemetery outside of Bellefonte—not much farther away. They passed
the main campus of Penn State, then rolled into the quaint little Victorian town. The road took them aong
the shore of afrozen pond ringed with gazebos and houses decorated with gingerbread-like carvings.
Lauraalways thought the town looked like the kind of place where a parade might spontaneoudy break
out, with afull brass section and prom queensin the backseats of open cars. It was a glimpse of
Pennsylvaniathe way it had been decades earlier, back before the coal minesdl dried up and the sted!
mills closed down, unable to compete with foreign production. The Pennsylvania her grandparents had
growvnupin.

Arkeley had once had ahousein Bellefonte. It had been his base of operationsfor nearly twenty years.
Now hewas going to be memoridized in the same town.

The cemetery, just outside town, was avast expanse of rolling yelow hills, the dead grass sparkling with
frost even so late in the morning. Most of the snow had melted or been removed from the plots. Clara
had downloaded driving instructions from the cemetery’ swebsite, and she steered them confidently
through endless lanes lined with obdlisks and family crypts. Smdler, more modest gravestones stuck up in
neet rows. She drove them deeper into aless populated region. A freshly washed pickup truck with an
extended cab stood parked in the road and Claratook her spot behind it. Then the five of them
clambered out and walked over the crunching grass to where three other people aready waited for them.
An older man, dressed in an outfit very smilar to Urie Polder’ s, but more threadworn around the knees
of hisjeans—and two young people, the age of college students. Arkeley’ s children.

Chapter 5.
ill think thisisalousy idea. Isthis supposed to give comfort to the family, or to mock them?’
Laura asked Vesta Polder.
It was Urie who answered, though. “Thisisfor you, ahum.”

1] WI,H?’



“S0'syou can get used to the ideahe ain’t human anymore. So you won't think, when you meet him
agan, that he' sthe same man.”

Laurashook her head in bewilderment. She didn’t have the mental energy |eft to work that one out for
hersdf. She would have asked more questions, but suddenly they were within earshot of thetrio at the
headstone.

Shetook off her sunglasses, as calmly as she could, and studied the marker. It was asimple stonewith
no complicated inscription:

JAMESON ARKELEY

MAY 12 1941-0OCTOBER 3 2004

She was pleased, she thought, to seeit didn’t read “Rest in Peace’ or give some description of how he
had lived or died or been reborn. Just the name and dates had some kind of dignity, and as desperate as
shewasto find Arkeley and put him down, she couldn’t begrudge him that. The stone' s cold shape, its
solid physicality, camed her alittle. Enough that she could ook up and study the people who were
patiently watching her. The oldest of the three—Arkeey’ s brother, Angus—had the same wrinkled face
she knew so well, though there was amerriness behind his eyesthat Arkeley had never possessed. He
shook her hand and mumbled a pleasantry she didn’t catch. The two children were dressed more
consarvatively than their uncle, but their faces shared a certain family resemblance to the man
memoridized at their feet.

“Raeigh, right?’ she asked, and held out ahand. Arkeley’ s daughter nodded but kept her own hands at
her sides. She wore aformless black dress and a heavy winter coat that hung on her like atent. She
wore no makeup and her eyebrows and lashes were nearly as colorless as her dress. “We spoke on the
phone.”

“Yes, Trooper. Hi. It' s nice to meet you.”

“Likewise” Lauraturnedto look at Arkeley’ s son. “And you must be Simon. I'm so very sorry for your
loss”

“My father isn't dead,” hetold her. “ Can we get on with this sham? | haveto get back to school tonight
andit' salongtrainride”

Simon Arkeley had sharp pae features, along thin nose and eyesthat were just narrow dits. His black
hair was badly combed. He wore a powder blue suit that didn’t look thick enough for the wegther.

She asked, “ Y ou're a student a Syracuse, right? What' s your mgjor?’
He stared hard into her eyes. “Biology.”

“We'readl here,” Urie Polder announced. Lauraredized she was standing right in front of the stone. She
would have been standing on top of the grave, if there had been one. Everyone else had formed arough
circle around her. She stepped back and stood between Clara and Patience. Thelittle girl reached up to
take hold of her hand.

Vesta Polder took a step inward and lifted her hands, her fingers decorated with dozens of identica



rings. Sowly she reached up to take hold of her vell. Lauraredlized the woman hadn’t spoken aword
since they’ d picked her up. Everyone watched, even Simon, as she dowly lifted the vell up and away
from her face. She smoothed it down on her shoulders, releasing her bushy blond hair so it bounced. Her
eyes were closed.

When she opened them they looked wild—red and swollen, asif she'd been crying, but glinting with a
feverish light. Her lips were pursed tight together. She turned to look at each of them, one at atime. She
held their gazes until they looked away, even Urie and Patience. Then she began to speak.

“Intheold days,” shesaid, inaloud, clear voice, “there were no winter funeras. When aman died in the
winter his body was wrapped in awinding sheet and then put in the back of the larder where it was
coldest, and left until the first buds appeared on the trees.”

Raegh frowned. “Why was that? Was winter an unlucky time?’

Vedta Polder didn’t seem to mind the interruption. “No. The ground was just too hard to dig. Back then
every grave was dug by ashoved. A man's back could give out if hetried to upturn frozen soil. Now, of
course, we have backhoes. Graves are dug all year round. Thereisno grave here, however. Just a
stone—not even a gravestone, but a cenotaph.”

“What' s a cenotaph?’ Patience asked.

Vestadid not samileat her daughter or even look at her. “It isamonument to aman whose boneslie
elsawhere. This stone reminds us of aman who hasdied. A man well worth remembering. Jameson

Arkeley devoted hislifeto our protection. To the protection of al mankind. We can memoridize his
sacrifice here”

Hissacrifice. Laurabit her lip to keep from spesaking. Arkeley had been crippledin life, unableto drivea
car or tiehisown tie. He d received those wounds fighting vampires. He had made himsdlf whole again,
and strong, when he took the curse. At the time maybe he’ d thought of that as a sacrifice, too. By now
he was probably thinking of it asagift. He d had achance to prove that his desth had meaning. After he
saved her life, he could have returned to her. He could have let her put abullet through his heart. That
would have been ared sacrifice.

Instead he' d run away, into hiding. Maybe he' d thought he could best the curse, somehow. Maybe he'd
thought he could stay human. The man she’ d worked with would have known better, but the curse could
be very persuasive. His sacrifice had been lost to greed, greed for blood.

“Further, we may read this stone asawarning. A warning that heis il at large.” Vestaturned to face
Caxton. She held out her ringed hands and Caxton took them both. Vestalooked right into her eyes. “It
isawarning, and an admonition to you, Trooper. We ve made a place for him to rest. We' ve made a
very nice gravefor thisman. Now it'sup to you tofill it.”

Caxton’s heart sank in her chest. She opened her mouth to reply, but what could she say? There was
nothing, no words—"1’mworking on it” would have been grosdy ingppropriate. “1’'ll do my best”
sounded inadequate.

“No!” Simon said, and grabbed Vesta sarm, pulling her away from Caxton. The older woman reeled as
if she'd been smacked across the mouth. Caxton felt light-headed for a second, then came back to
herself. She jumped between Simon and V esta and dragged the boy away from the grave, away from the
circle of mourners.

“What wasthat?" she hissed, marching him down ahill and out of earshot.



“How could you let that woman talk about my father like that?’
“She'safriend of mine. And shewasright.”
“I don't want you to kill my father,” he said, as smple asthat.

Caxton shook her head. “He s not your father anymore. He' savampire. | don’t know if you understand
what thet redlly means—"

Simon let out acurt laugh that had no humor init at dl.

“—but it’smy job to hunt him down. And I’m going to do it. HE' sa danger to the community. To
everyone!”

Simon brooded for amoment before replying. “ Tell me something. No opinions, just facts, dright? Do
you have any evidence that my father has harmed a single human being? Have you found any bodies?’

“Wdl, no, but—"

“Then leave him the hell done.” He turned to head back to the grave. She grabbed at hisarm but he
broke free easily. She half expected him to assault V esta Polder on the spot, but instead he walked right
past her, headed to the cars. 1 have to go now,” he shouted, and folded hisarms. It was al he had to

sy.

Chapter 6.

T he mourners were aready breaking their circle and heading for the cars—it seemed no one wanted to
go on with the dubious service. Caxton hurried on to where Angus and Raleigh were climbing into the
cab of the pickup. “I'd liketo talk to al of you,” she said. “Y ou might know something that could redlly
hdp mefindhim.”

“Now, | doubt that highly,” Angussaid. “Seeing as| hain't visited with my brother in twenty years. Stll,”
he said, and stopped in midthought. He looked Caxton up and down, from her legsto her chest, failing to
look asfar up as her eyes. “| was gonna go wash up and take mysdlf anap. Y ou want to have adrink
with metonight, that | can accommodate. I'm staying & amotel near Hershey. Figured if | came dl the
way up herel might aswell take in the theme park. What about you, honey? Y ou want to talk to the
policewoman?’

Raeigh looked down at her feet and blushed. “ Please, Trooper. Don't be offended. My uncle sagood
man, he just grew up poor. He' snot redlly as...” she scrunched up her shoulders and looked up at the
sky, searching for the proper word and eventualy coming up with “ignorant as he seems.”

“I grew up pretty poor mysdlf,” Caxton said. “ The daughter of the sheriff of adead-end coa patch just
north of here. It left me more than capable of handling agood old boy or two.”

Angus chuckled at that.

“But you didn’'t answer the question. Do you mind speaking with me? | know it might be difficult to talk
about your father right now.”

Thegirl pulled in her shoulders and rubbed her hands together. “No. No, it’ |l be okay. Just maybe not



here. Cemeterieskind of creep me out.”
“That' sfine,” Caxton said. “We can set up an gppointment for later—you live in Emmaus, right?”
“Near there”

With that Caxton was ready to go. It didn’'t seem likely that Simon would consent to an interview, so she
figured she would just leave him adone. He wasn't done causing her grief, however. He spent along time
talking quietly but animatedly with Clara, who eventualy sighed in exasperation and came over to Caxton
with her armsfolded across her chest. “He wantsto be taken right to the train station,” she said.

“I’m sure we can do that,” Caxton said, looking at Angus. The older man lifted hisarms and let them
drop again.

“He wants me to take him. Because he doesn’t know me and that means he doesn’t hate me yet. He
says he doesn't want to ride with hisfamily anymore. He saysthey’ ve betrayed Arkeley. | mean Jameson
Arkdey,” shesad, glancing at Angus and Raleigh. “He says, just by agreeing to talk to you they’ve
betrayed him. He also doesn’'t want to ride with you, because you want to kill his dad.”

Caxton narrowed her eyes. Shefailed to see how any of thiswas her problem. She thought of Officer
Glauer, though. He was congtantly telling her she needed to be more sensitive to the public’ s needs, and
tothefedingsof civilians.

“Okay. We can work this out. Does he have a problem with Vesta?’
“Yeah,” Clarasaid, “but not as much aswith you. Or hisfamily. He says.”

Caxton looked across at Angus. “ Can you give me aride asfar as Harrisourg? If you can, Clarahere
can take your nephew to the station and drop off the Polders on her way.”

“Y ou mind riding in the backsest, honey?” Angus asked Raleigh, who shook her head.

Thiswastedious, Caxton thought, just awaste of time. She had work to do—a meeting of the SSU that
afternoon—and it would take her time to get ready. Simon’ stemper tantrum was cutting into her work
time. But thiswas what everyday life was made of for most people, theselittle negotiations and
obligations and impositions. All the things Jameson Arkeley had brushed asidein his pursuit of the
vampires. It had made him look like ajerk to everyone who met him—including Caxton. Maybe she
should try to be alittle more understanding. She said her good-byesto the Polders. Urie and Vestagave
her warm smiles, but their little girl, Patience, grabbed at her hand and wouldn't let go until she made
Serious eye contact.

“Trooper, | would like to thank ye most sincerdly for alowing meto cometo thy service,” thegirl said,
rattling off the words asif she’d memorized them. “’ Twas agreat pleasure.”

“You re—welcome,” Caxton said.
Thegirl offered her hand and Caxton shook it.

“Itismy most avid hope,” Patience said, “that ye should day the fiend, afore he daysye. Evenif the odds
look bleak.” Then she went and climbed into the car.

Little girls shouldn’t be that honest, Caxton thought.

Claraleaned out of the driver’ swindow and blew her akiss, and then they were off, Smon sitting in the



front passenger seat and failing to look over his shoulder a her once.

She sighed and turned back to the two Arkeleyswaiting for her. Angus dready had afoot up on the
running board of his pickup, while Raeigh waited patiently to climb in behind Caxton’s seat. As Caxton
jumped up into the shotgun seat and pulled down her seat belt shetried to clear her mind of everything
that had happened. It wastimeto get into interrogation mode, where she just asked questions and
listened closdly to the answers and tried not to make any judgments at dl. She honestly doubted that the
Arkeley family had anything seriousto tell her, but you never knew—that wasthefirst rule of police
investigations. The last person you expected was the one who aways had the best clue.

She got her first surprise when she settled down and looked around her. The pickup’s cab was
immeaculately clean—even the floor mats looked freshly shampooed, though the vehicle must have had
upward of a hundred thousand miles on it. Angus was the kind of man who would show up to afunera
wearing awhite T-shirt and jeansfraying at the knees—yet he clearly took immense pridein histruck.
The only thing that marred the interior was an open package of beef jerky shoved down into the area
where the windshield met the dashboard.

“Hain't finished that oneyet,” he said, seeing her sare at it. He turned to look at her and smiled wide,
showing off apair of gumswholly devoid of teeth. “Nice thing about jerky is, it starts hard but if you
keep it in your mouth long enough it loosens up. | bought about three packs for theride up hereand |
hain't had to egt one other thing the whole way.”

Caxton’ s mouth opened, but she couldn’t seem to get any words to come out.

“I did try towarn you,” Raleigh said from the backsest.

Chapter 7.

F or therest of theride to Harrisburg they made little more than smdll talk. Caxton was anxiousto start

interviewing the Arkeleys, but she needed to get them alonein controlled environments where she could
record what they said and where she could think clearly enough to work out the questions that were
worth asking. The pickup wasn't built for asmooth ride—she felt every bump in the road and especidly
every pothole—and it was al she could do to ask the one question that bothered her the most.

“Rdeigh,” shesaid, “your mother. Shewasn't at the funera.”

The girl sghed deeply. “No. | begged and begged with her, but she wasn't interested. She said shedidn’t
careto share any memories of Dad, not with strangers. Especidly if Vesta Polder was there.”

Caxton frowned. “ They know each other?’

“From way back. Mom introduced Dad to the Polders avery, very long time ago. That was back when
we lived in State College. Then maybe ten years ago Mom and Vesta had some kind of falling-out. At
leadt, they haven’t been in the same place together since and neither of them seemsto want to change
that. | don’t really know the details. Sorry.”

Caxton had aways been possessed of a certain morbid curiosity concerning Arkeley’ swife, Astarte. She
had never met the woman, nor seen so much asapicture of her. Arkeley had rarely mentioned her and
never provided even cursory information about her background. Caxton believed she dtill resided in
Bellefonte but didn’t know for sure.



“I'd redly liketo talk to her. Can you cdll her for me?’
Raeigh gave her apolite but negating smile. “I can...try.”
“Okay,” Caxton said, fedling aheadache come on. “ Can you give me her number, so | can call her?’

The girl nodded and recited the digits from memory. Caxton fed them into her cell phone and then
pushed the cal button. The phone on the other end rang again and again without going to voice mail or
even an answering machine. Eventudly Caxton ended the call.

It wasn't very much farther to Harrisburg, to the state police headquarters. Caxton made an appointment
to speak with Raleigh, then got out of the truck and headed into the building.

Her destination was aroom in the basement. It had at one time been a classroom where rookie troopers
had studied the finer points of interrogation and collar processing. There were no windowsin the
underground room, but it did have a pair of wall-length whiteboards and a couple dozen adult-sized
desks, which Caxton had found useful. It dso held abookshdf that Caxton had bought for herself and
ingtaled near the door. The bookshef held mostly three-ring bindersfull of photocopied
documents—every police report on vampire activity, every news account they could find, and the very
few scientific papers written on vampires. On top of the bookshelf sat a laptop that got spotty Wi-Fi
reception down in the basement. They were gill waiting for funding to get everything digitized and put into
asearchable database. Mogt of the SSU'’ s funding went to keeping the tip line open and paying Caxton's
and Glauer’ smeager sdlaries. Next to the bookshef stood three enormous metd filing cabinets that were
till mostly empty but were meant to hold transcripts from the tip line and Caxton’s own detailed reports.
At thefar end of the room Glauer wasthere aready, writing on the whiteboards.

He had bought a coffee box at Dunkin’ Donuts and had a deeve of cups ready to go. He offered acup
to Caxton, but the trooper got her caffeine mostly from diet soda. There was a machine upstairs that sold
it, but she didn’'t have timeto run up and get one. The meeting wasjust about to start.

She sat on the edge of adesk near the whiteboards and greeted each member of the SSU asthey came
in. Glauer wasthe only other full-time member of the unit, but there were adozen or so other copswho
attended the briefings and were dways on cal if she needed them. The SSU was ajoint task force
operation, encompassing multiple jurisdictions. Some of its members were state troopers like herslf,
members of the area response team (the PSP s equivalent of aSWAT squad) or troopers from the
Bureau of Investigation. They camein firs—most likely they were in the headquarters building aready,
just killing time before lunch. Later came some local cops from various boroughs, alot of them from
Gettysburg. Some were survivors from the vampire massacre there. Other loca cops came from asfar
afield as Pittsburgh, Philly, and even Erie. These were regular cops who werelooking to log alittle
overtime and they served as her eyes and earsin those distant cities. They looked half distracted, asif
they had better thingsto do el sewhere, but they came, and that was what mattered. The last person to
enter the room wasaman in ablack suit with ared tie. He had a small badge affixed to hislape—a star
ingdeacircle. Thefirg time she' d ever seen one of those had been the first night she met Arkeley.
“Deputy Marshd Fetlock,” he said, introducing himself to Glauer. He was maybefifty years old, but he
gtill had raven black hair swept back from ahigh forehead. His sideburns had gone gray, but they were
cut so short that you could barely tel. “ Just here for abackgrounder,” he said.

Caxton was not surprised to see him there, though she had not invited him. The manwasaU.S. Marshdl,
just like Arkeley had once been. Long before he had become avampire Arkeley had retired from that
service, but she knew that Fetlock and his superiors were taking an active interest in her investigation. If
Arkeley started tearing people up it would look bad for the Marshals, so they had good reason to help
her if they could.



She got started once Fetlock sat down, a cup of lukewarm coffee untouched on the floor next to him.
She introduced herself to the new faces and thanked everyone for coming while they took out their PDAS
and their spira notebooks. Then she got right to business.

On the whiteboard Glauer had taped up anumber of photographs and drawn lines connecting various
actorsin theinvestigation. “ Those of you who have been here before will notice something new,” she
said, using adry erase marker to indicate a section of whiteboard labeled VAMPIRE PATTERN #2.
Undernesth was a picture of Kenneth Rexroth. It looked like a mug shot. Next to his name Glauer had
written IN CUSTODY . Below the picture were two crosses with names next to them that she didn’t
recognize. She knew who they must be, though—the night watchman and the janitor that Rexroth had
killed. She thought about the janitor’ s severed arm for a second, then got control of herself and went on.

“Lagt night | investigated areport of vampire activity in a saf-storage facility in Mechanicsburg. It turned
out to be awaste of time. The subject, one Kenneth Rexroth, address unknown, other aiases unknown,
turned out to be anormal human being made up to look like avampire. A copycat. He'd had no
exposure to vampires before except through the media. | took him in without much of afight and I'm
consdering this pattern closed for now, but we wanted to make sure people were aware this sort of thing
is happening. Dumb kids. Bored kids, who think vampires are cool. W€ ve had reports of thisbefore,
but this one ended in two fatdities. | don’t want to see thisanymore—frankly, | don't havetimefor it.
Officer Glauer has suggested we get atask force together to hit the schools and try to educate these kids
about what a dangerous game they’ re playing. Not my department. I'll let him talk on that idea later.”

She moved down the whiteboard to VAMPIRE PATTERN #1. The Arkeley investigation. “ Thisiswhy
we' reredly here. It hasn’'t gone away. For the benefit of the new facesin the crowd,” she said, looking
specificaly at Fetlock, “let me go over some of the details.”

Chapter 8.

T hree photographs had been taped to the whiteboard. The first showed the face of what should have

been a corpse. The skin was rotting away from the skull and one of the eyeswas missing, leaving an
empty socket. The mouth hung open, showing row after row of once-vicious teeth, some of which were
missing, others of which had rotted down to black ssumps. “Thisis JustiniaMalvern,” Caxton said. “The
oldest living vampire, though living isareative term. Vampiresdo live forever, if they aren’t killed, but
contrary to what you' ve heard they do age, and not very gracefully.” That got afew chucklesfrom the
audience. At least they were awake. “With every night that passes they need more blood to stay strong
and active than they did the night before. After three hundred years Malvern can't even St up in her
coffin. That doesn’'t mean she' sharmless. A year ago she made four new vampires and good people died
putting them down. She was aso responsible for the army of vampires we fought back in October, at
Gettysburg—and you al know how badly that could have gone. The last vampire she made wasthis

quy.

She pointed out the second photograph on the whiteboard, and then the third. They showed Jameson
Arkeley—as he had been in life, and as he had become, in death. The before photo showed an aging
man with eyes so piercing she had trouble looking a them ill. The after photo just showed one more
vampire, asfar as she was concerned. It was not an actua photograph but acomputer-generated
extrapolation of what Arkeley would look like as avampire. She’ d seen the real thing and knew the
picturedidn’t do himjustice. It just wasn't scary enough. “In the aftermath of Gettysburg, Arkeley here
voluntarily accepted the curse. He did it to save lives, and | don’t know what would have happened



without him being there.” She shook her head. “He promised me, at that time, that as soon asthe last
vampire was dead he would turn himsdlf in. So | could kill him, and put an end to this. It's been two
months since then and so far he hasn’t shown himself.” Next to his vampire photo Glauer had written
POI on the board. It stood for “ person of interest,” meaning he was wanted for questioning but had so
far not been named in direct connection with any crime. “We haven't found any bodies we can link to
him. We haven't turned up any half-deads he’ s made—"

At the back of the room Deputy Marsha Fetlock raised his hand.

Shedidn’t bother cdling on him. “ A half-dead isavampire s dave. Once avampire drinks your blood,
oncethey kill you, they have the ability to bring your corpse back to life. Y our body doesn't likeit and
your soul can't stand it. Y ou rot away at an accelerated rate, so most half-deads only last about a week
before they just collapsein pieces. But while it lasts you do everything the vampire demands. Everything,
induding killing your best friend.”

Fetlock lowered his hand and nodded. She had answered his question.

“Jameson Arkeley was my partner,” she said, which was mostly true. That was how she' d thought of
him, anyway, regardiess of how he' d seen her. “He was agood friend. He asked meto kill him because
he knew what happens to people who become vampires with the best of intentions. Thefirst couple of
nights they’ re amost human. They can be noble, and good, and wise. But then they get thirsty. They start
thinking about blood. They think about how it would taste, and how strong it could make them. How
there are so many people out there just full of the stuff and how one or two of them could disappear and
nobody would much mind. I’ ve seen it again and again. No matter how strong their willpower might
be—and Arkeey was one of the strongest men I’ ve ever known—they aways succumb. With each kill it
becomes easier for them. It becomes more exciting. Their bodies start demanding more blood, always
more...”

She turned and looked at the photos. At Arkeley’ s eyes. She wondered, as she aways did, about that
last moment at Gettysburg, when he' d promised her he would come back. That he would let her shoot
him right through the heart. He had believed, truly believed, that he could do that, that he could surrender
to her like that. She'd believed it, too.

Y et somewhere between that moment and the dawn he' d changed his mind. He had run off into the
shadows, to some place she couldn’t find him. What had he been thinking? Had he just been scared of
dying? That wasn't the man she’ d known and respected. Had he thought he could control the bloodlust?
Y et he' d been the one who' d taught her that wasimpossible.

Off to one sde of the room Glauer cleared histhroat. She blinked rapidly and turned to face her
audience again. “ Arkeley is dangerous. He needs to be destroyed on sight,” she stressed. “The amount of
damage he can do on hisown isenormous. He's much, much stronger than ahuman being and infinitely
faster. He dso knows every trick any human has ever used to kill avampire. Worgt of dl, though, isthat
he could become aVVampire Zero at any time.”

Shetook adry erase marker and drew asmple diagram on the whiteboard. Below Arkeey’ s picture she
drew two circles, each connected back to his picture with ashort line. Below the two circles she drew
four, then eight. She connected them all up. “That’ s aterm we invented for the SSU. We borrowed it,
kind of, from epidemiology. When you' re tracing the progression of akiller virus you want to get asfar
back asyou can, dl the way back to the first person who was infected. That personisyour Patient Zero.
Y ou need to find that guy and get him out of the way as soon as possible, before he infects other people.

“It' sthe samething here.” She tapped Arkeley’ s picture. “Vampires can make other vampires. They do



it because they get lonely, or to have someone to feed them when they become too old and decrepit to
look after themsalves. If they think they’ re in danger, they make more vampires because there' s safety in
numbers. Thisisthe biggest danger they represent, their ability to cooperate and to increasse their
numbers. With enough motivation one vampire can make a couple of others every night. Each of those
others can make more. The number getsvery large, very fast. We' re talking about a pathologica
organism that can reproduce anew generation every twenty-four hours. And each new vampireisjust as
deadly asthelast, and just as hard to kill.

“The only way to make sure that doesn’t happen isto find Arkeley and Mavern now. Find them and
destroy them, without hesitation, without compunction.”

She stopped, then, and looked around the room. A lot of people had heard this speech before. The new
people, though, had the expression she expected from them. Their mouths hung open. Their eyeswere
very wide.

They were scared.
Good. They needed to be.

Fetlock’ s hand went up again. She pointed a him. *'Y ou say we need to find Mavern aswell. | thought
shewasin custody.”

Caxton shook her head. “Shewasin Arkeley’ s custody at the time he changed. | went looking for her
afterward, but she was gone. Clearly he took her with him when he disappeared. He may have wanted a
mentor, someone to teach him about his new existence. He may also have just wanted to protect her.
That's something el se we know about vampires. They stick together and look after their own. Now she's
out there, too, and in some ways she' sas dangerous as he is.”

“Wasn't there a court order protecting her from execution?” Fetlock asked.

“Yes” Caxton sad. “ After Gettysburg it wasrescinded. Thejudicia system findly came through and
figured out she'sared thredt. If | find her, I'm within my rightsto kill her on the spot. That's exactly what
| intend to do.”

She pulled the cap off her dry erase marker, then shoved it back on with a popping noise.

“We have a plan on how to get them both. I’ m interviewing subjects and following up on leads, with
Trooper Glauer’ sassstance. What | need from al of you is help with finding their lair. We'rehopingit's
somewhere in Pennsylvania, where we have jurisdiction. 1t could be just about anywhere, though
vampires have very specific needswhen it comesto their places of residence. It'Il be somewhere
isolated, where nosy people don’t tend to go snooping during the daylight hours. It may be underground,
or partidly buried. In the past we ve seen them use abandoned sted mills, hunting lodges, and disused
electricd substations. Each of you probably knows a place like that in your community. | need you to
check it out, but carefully. Only gpproach the place in the morning, when you have plenty of daylight. Be
very careful even then—haf-deads are active during the day, and they’ Il lay traps for anyone who
threstenstheir masters. If you find anything, any sign of recent occupation, anything out of place, just
leave, immediately. Cdl me, and I’ ll come and check it out mysdlf. Thisishow we' Il get them, people.
Thisishow we re going to make vampires extinct. Any questions?’

There were no questions. The cops and troopers got up and filed out of the room, some of them pausing
to spesk with her for amoment, most of them leaving without aword. Fetlock was one of the latter. She
had expected him to stick around, but when she looked for him he was aready gone.



Chapter 9.

W ork filled up most of the rest of the day—paperwork, the kind she hated the most. She had to fill

out afull report on what had happened the night before in Mechanicsburg. Then she had to St through an
interminable conference cdl with the didtrict attorney and the Mechanicsburg police chief, going over
evidence, presenting a clear case why Rexroth should be prosecuted. It should have been obvious, she
thought. He had murdered and muitilated two people. The whedls of justice grind dowly, though, and by
the time she signed out and got back on the road it was aready four o' clock and the sun was setting. She
needed to interview Angus and try to make contact with Arkeley’ swife again before she could cdl it a

day.

The latter errand was easier said than done. She called the number Raleigh had given her and let the
phone ring ten times before she hung up. She hadn’t actually expected an answer. She was going to have
to meet the woman, and the sooner the bette—most likely, Astarte was the last member of Arkeley’s
family to see him before he accepted the curse. For the time being, however, she would have to settle for
Angus, who had aready told her he hadn’t seen his brother in twenty years.

Anguswas staying at avery seedy motel on the road to Hershey, asingle-story building with rooms that
let out onto a shared porch, the whole construction stuck haphazardly in the middle of ablack asphalt
parking lot. The vacancy sign buzzed furioudy out at Route 322—only two of the rooms had lights on.
Acrossthe street lay an undeveloped field of dry, dead weeds streaked with snow that glowed eerily in
the lagt purple-and-orange light. Caxton pulled into a parking space near the motel’ s office and stepped
out into the chill. The temperature had falen consderably since the morning’s memoria service and she
reached into the backseeat of her car for her jacket. As she leaned over, out of the corner of her eye she
saw an orange light glow and sputter in the shadows out front of one of the rooms. Just the ember at the
tip of acigar. Angus smiled at her out of the darkness and waved her over. He had dragged two chairs
from hisroom and put them in front of his door. He had a bottle of Maibu rum and atwo-liter bottle of
Coketo mix it with. He handed her amotel glass as she sat down. “Figgered we could talk out here, if
you're amenable, and if you ain't, that' stoo bad,” he told her with asmile. “ They won't let me smokein
the room here”

“That'sfine,” shesaid, drawing adigita audio recorder out of one pocket. “Do you mind if | record our
conversaion?’

“Naw,” hesaid.

She started the recorder and tried to clear her head. Tried to think of what to ask first. Glauer had
awaystold her she should start with ajoke, to ease the tension inherent in apolice interview, but she
didn’t know any jokes. She knew alittle bit about small talk. “ Angus and Jameson,” she said, to break
theice. “Arethose old family names?’

Angus chuckled. “Y ou want to know about our family? Well, the only fancy thing we ever could afford
was those names. | suppose when you' re poorer than dirt, you take the best you can get, and names are
for free. Our father named us both. Now, he was a character. Longlegs Arkeley, they used to call my
pop, ' cause he dways ran away the police got too close. He was what you call aman who enjoyed life
to the full. Which means he was a man who enjoyed hiswhiskey, fine cigars, and young women. Had us
when hewasin his seventies, and lived to be ahundred and one, and hislast girlfriend cameto the
funeral. Now, our mother, Fae, she was from old North Carolina hill women for seven generations, what
they call down there awitchbilly. She could curdle milk in the pan, if she wanted, and she had an evil eye



that could take paint off the Side of a Cadillac, but she died young. Mot like from trying to keep up with
Longlegs Arkeley’ stwo sons.”

“Your father didn't like the palice. Interesting. Was he abootlegger?’ Caxton asked. She thought
Jameson might have mentioned that once.

Angus nodded. “Y es m. For awhileit looked like young Jameson was goin’ that way too, toward alife
on the wrong side of thelaw. Heand | werered hdlionsin our prime. Got up to some pretty crestive
mischief ’ cause there was asolid lack of aught €l se to do where we were brought up.”

“Where wasthat?’

Angus shook hishead. “Didn’'t have aproper name. A length of North Carolinathat didn’t get eectricity
till the Sixties, if that tells you something. We cdled it Bad Hill, but you won't find that on any map.”

Caxton amiled. “It' sfunny. | never thought of him as acountry boy.”

Angus scratched his chin. “ That’ s understandable, since he weren’t. He got out quick ashe could. Tried
learning his daddy’ strade, but then one time when the law did catch old Longlegs—it weren't thefirst
time, or the last—Jameson came to his ma and told her he wanted to move away. Said he had saw the
light and he wanted to go be a copper himself, ’ cause they dwayswon in the end. Old Fae she just
grinned ear to ear, and gave him forty dollars she kept in an old pomade tin, and sent him off to police
school in Raleigh-Durham. Far as| know he never went back to Bald Hill again. He was apatrol cop in
town for awhile, but that didn’t suit him either, so he studied up for some big examination and got himself
ajob with the federaes.”

“TheU.S. Marshas,” Caxton said.

Angus nodded. “Longlegsdidn’t carefor that, not one bit. Disowned him and everything. Best thing
Jameson could have done for himsdlf, though, | dways thought. | dwayswished | had the sameidea.
Instead | spent another forty years knocking around the hills, working one angle or another. Old Fae
taught me amite of what she knew about magic, though not enough to get meinred trouble. 1 told
fortunesfor awhile, telling people what they wanted to hear. In the eighties| had agood thing going
sdling voodoo supplies and the like to farmworkers, but that al fell through with the scare about Satanists
stedling babies|eft and right. Turned out that was al ahoax, but | wasruined. After that | switched to
religious articles—statues of Saint Joseph to bury in your front yard when you want to sell your house,
scented prayer candlesfor getting money or love. Y ou know.”

Caxton frowned. “ After he joined the Marshals—after he came to Pennsylvania—did you see much of
Jameson?’

“Likel told you, there ain't much to tell. Jameson and | had avisitin 1984, when | saw him married.
Beforethat it must have been sometimein the seventies, ' cause | remember my hair was till black.”

Caxton’s heart dumped in her chest. Thiswhole trip had been awaste of time, she thought. “ That was
the last time you saw him? Did you ever talk to him on the phone, or viaemail, or anything since then?’

“At Christmas, most years.”
tll %l”

“Of course, often as not he'd ask how | was doing, and I’ d say fine, and I’ d ask how he was doing, and
he' d say hewas busy, and then he' d pass the telephone over to Astarte or one of thekids.”



“Okay.”

Angus stubbed out his cigar on the plastic arm of hischair until it bubbled and hissed. “Y ou're clutching
a straws, aren’'t you, girl?'Y ou got no better lead to follow up than something he might have said to me
at hiswedding.” He waslooking right at her, searching her face. “That must mean you don't even know
whereto sart looking for him.”

Caxton’sface burned, even inthe cold. “I’'m on histrail. I'll find him. But if you must know, no, | don’t
have alot of leads”

Angus shrugged expansvely and drank from hisfrosty glass. “Well, if you don't mind alittle advice,
epecidly snceit’sfree, I'll tel you you' re barking up the wrong tree. Don't go talking to hisfamily.”

“I need to interview everyone who knew him, just in case.”

Angus shook hishead. “Y ou do what you need to. All I'm saying isthisis one man who cared less about
hisloved ones than he did about what he was going to have for breakfast. Y ou seen those kids of his?
They barely know him, and what they do know is hate. They hate him for not being there most of their
lives because he was too busy off chasing vampires, and when he was there they hated him for not loving
them enough. They’ rerotten little brats, both of them, but maybe they got areason to be. Jameson was
my brother once, my little brother, and till | looked up to him. But since he worked that first vampire
case, just before hiswedding, he' s not been the same man | knew. He' s not been any kind of man at al.”

Caxton’ simmediate reaction to Angus words shocked her. Shefdlt her heart grow cold and heavy in
her chest. She dmost stood up out of her chair. Shewas, she redlized, offended.

He was a great man, shethought. He was a hero.
But she guessed that was behind him, too.

“Ah, hell,” Angus said, suddenly. “What the hell’ s he doing here? He ain't supposed to arrive yet, not for
hours”

Caxton was gill too busy being angry to get what he meant. Then she turned and saw that alate-model
maroon sedan had pulled into the motd’ s asphdlt lot. Its headlights dazzled her eyesfor a second and
then cut out asit rolled to an uneasy stop. Maybe it had stalled out, or maybe the driver was drunk, she
thought. Immediately her eyes went to the license plate and memorized the number, just in case.

“Y ou’ re meeting someone?’ Caxton asked. “| have some more questions, but they can wait.” She turned
back to face Angus, but hewas still staring at the car.

Grumbling, swearing a couple of times, he levered himsdlf up out of hischair. She could only Sarein
disbelief as he pulled amassive buck knife out of his pocket and snapped open the blade.

She turned around again then, and looked as the car’ s door popped open and something sagged out
onto the dark pavement. It was abody, aman’s body, and at first she thought the driver must be so
drunk he couldn’t even stand up properly. Then she saw it wasjust aboy, ateenager in ahooded
swesetshirt. He turned to face the two of them and she saw his face was torn and bloody, with pae strips
of skin hanging from his cheeksand chin.

“Half-dead,” she breathed, and grabbed for her wegpon. Angus was dready hafway to the car, hisknife
out and low by hisside.



Chapter 10.
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A ngus, get back,” Caxton called, grabbing for her Berettaand jumping out of her chair. The old man
waswell ahead of her, closing quickly with the half-dead.

“Don’'t you worry, young lady. | can handlethis sort.” The half-dead knelt on the asphalt, down on all
foursasif it wastoo wesk to stand. Angus grabbed at the creature’ sarm and yanked it painfully up until
it was standing onitsfeet. “You said you'd call on me at midnight. It ain't time yet!”

Caxton moved quickly, her wegpon down and pointed at the ground next to her feet. The half-dead
wasn't armed and it seemed barely capable of standing—in fact, it wastottering back and forth asif it
would fall assoon as Anguslet it go. That didn’'t mean it wasn't dangerous. Half-deads were the victims
of vampires, drained of their blood and then raised from the dead. They were nasty little creatures,
spiteful and cruel and lacking al the human qualitiesthey’ d had inlife. The curse that animated them
corrupted their flesh as much asit did their souls, a half-dead’ s body started to rot and fall apart amost
ingtantly, and it was rare that one of them could last more than ten days before disintegrating completely.
Thisonelooked at least aweek old and smelled terrible, even in the cold night air. Weak asit might be,
however, it could bite Angus and give him anasty infection, if nothing worse.

“Let him go and stand back,” Caxton ordered, but Angus acted asif he hadn’t heard her.
“Twenty-four hours, you said,” hetold thething. “ Y ou're early!”

She had another interest in the half-dead, beyond protecting Angus. It took avampiretoraisea
half-dead—uwhich meant Jameson Arkeley had doneit. That meant al kinds of things, some of which
were more pleasant to think of than others. It meant Arkeley had killed a human being, proof positive that
he had gone over to the darkness. If Caxton could keep the half-dead from faling apart for alittle while,
though, it could also mean ared break in the case. The haf-dead might know the location of Jameson’s
lar.

She could interrogateit. She could intimidate it into telling her everything it knew. Aslong as Angus didn’t
finishit off first. She Sarted to raise her wegpon, planning to point it at Angusif he didn’t start complying
with her orders.

The half-dead spoke, though, and Caxton froze in her tracks.

“My master growsimpatient,” it creaked. Its voice was high and unnaturd, like the sound anail makes
when pulled out of arotten piece of wood. “He has offered you a gift, and you have failed to accept.
Y ou know what the dternative is. What say you, Angus Arkeley?’

“How about this?’ the old man replied, and dashed the half-dead across the face with his hunting knife.
The half-dead screamed and dropped to the pavement. Anguskicked it vicioudy. “ Y ou like the sound of
that? My answer isno, you son of abitch. He can ask amilliontimesand it’ll dwaysbeno.”

“Get back,” Caxton commanded. “Leaveit alonel”

Already drawing hisfoot back for another vicious kick, Angusturned to glare a her, hiseyestraveling
down her armsto the pistol in her hands. “ Shee-yit,” he said. White foaming spittle flecked hislipsand
chin. “I can take care of this. Y ou weren't supposed to get involved.”

“That thing isavampire s servant. That makesit my responghility. Now get back,” shesaid, ascadmly as
she could. Her heart was thudding in her chest.



Angusraised his hands, holding up the knife. No blood marked the shiny blade, just some scaly bits of
gray flesh. “Y ou got me outgunned, | guess,” he said. “But thisismy trouble.” Hisfoot came down and
dammed into the half-dead' s Sde, making it choke and sputter.

“Step back. Y ou’ ve been lying to me, haven't you? Y ou had some kind of contact with Jameson. Isthat
right?’

Angus grinned at her as he took a step backward. “1 said | hain’t seen or talked to Jameson in twenty
years, and that’ sthe truth. Still haven't. | seen thisfellow last night, said he was sent by my brother. Said
he had amessage for me, akind of adeal, and | had twenty-four hoursto think it over. He aso knew
you’ d be around asking questions. Said if | told you anything it would be the death of me.”

“I can protect you. If I'd known—I could have taken you somewhere safe,” Caxton said, shaking her
head. She glanced down at the half-dead and saw it wasn't moving.

“A man takes care of hisown. | didn’t expect you to understand. Jameson’s my brother, and that makes
it my job to kill him—to—"

Angus eyesmoved to stare at the half-dead’ s car. Caxton thought it might be atrick—aruse to break
her concentration and let him get another kick in. Stepping backward dowly, she turned to glance at
what he waslooking at.

Inside the car amassive dark shape stirred. A pair of red eyes glared out of the darkened backsesat.
Caxton started to swing her wegpon around, to train it on the car, but she wasjust too dow. Thefar side
rear door exploded outwards and a black-and-white blur bounced across the black pavement toward
Angus. It dowed down enough to grab him around the waist, and in that moment she saw exactly what
she expected to see.

It was Jameson Arkeley, the vampire. He wore ablack shirt and pants, but hisfeet were bare. His skin
had logt dl pigmentation and all itshair, even hiseydashes. Histriangular ears, hisred eyes, and his
mouth full of ugly teeth couldn’t hide the resemblance he still boreto hisbrother. Y et where Angus  face
showed the lines of age and care, Jameson’ s features were smooth and unblemished. Only hisleft hand
was lessthan perfect. It was missing dl itsfingers. He d been maimed when he was dtill dive, and even
his curse couldn’t grow them back.

Hisred eyes stared right at her. Shefdt like acold breeze blew right through the chambers of her skull
and she heard his voice—his very human voice—cdling her name, though his mouth didn’t move. Her
amsfdl dack at her sdesand her eydids started to droop. Caxton knew exactly what was happening.
She' d fdt like this before, far too many timesfor comfort. He was hypnotizing her. Freezing her in place.

She had a charm on athong around her neck, aspira of slver meta, atalisman Vesta Polder had given
her to alow her to bresk that kind of spell. Shetried to reach for it even as shefedlt it growing warm
againg her clavicle, but her hand felt resstance asif it were moving through gelatin. Jameson had plenty
of timeto kill her before she could grab the charm and regain control of her own body.

Y et that didn’t seem to be what he wanted. His eyes broke with hers and suddenly he was gone from her
head. She reached up and grabbed the charm through her shirt, felt its heat scorch her fingers, but she
was aready free. Her other hand, her gun hand, came up and she aimed automaticaly at his heart.

Too dow, still too dow. He was moving again, moving faster than she could track. She dropped to one
knee to improve her aim and tried to get abead on his back, even knowing that the chances of shooting
him through the heart like that were dim to none. Worse, he had Angus dangling over his shoulder and
she couldn’t risk shooting the living brother, for many reasons.



“Freeze,” she shouted, but she could hear him laughing in her mind, adrawn-out evil chuckle that faded
as his hypnotic hold on her dissipated atogether.

She jumped back up to her feet and gave chase but didn’t get very far. Jameson had run right into the
motel, kicking open the door to Angus room. He ducked inside with his brother till in tow. The door
swung shut behind him and cut him off from view.

Caxton raced to the door and threw hersdf against the wall just to the left of it. If Jameson came
exploding back out theway he'd gonein shedidn’t want to get in hisway. Sheraised her weapon to
shoulder height and tried to breathe, tried to work out what to do next.

Jameson Arkeley, vampire hunter, would have known without thinking. Did you rush in and hope for the
best? Did you wait outside for the vampire to come back out? He wouldn’'t have even had to ask himself
the question. Y et Caxton couldn’t decide that quickly. If she rushed the door she could be running right
into atrap. Vampires loved setting traps. Jameson could be waiting inside ready to grab her and tear her
to pieces before she even saw him. Yet if shewaited him out—who knew what he would do to Angus?

Her duty, she decided, wasto the living brother. If she had any chance of saving him she needed to move
fast. Already she' d wasted valuable seconds. Weapon at the ready, she launched hersdlf at the door,
then rolled into the room with her head down and scrambled behind the bed. Raising just her eyesand
hands over the jungle print bedspread, she swung her Beretta back and forth, covering the room.

It was empty—nbut the door to the bathroom was open. No light burned inside and she could see nothing
but shadows. She rolled across the bed and rushed, shoulder first, through the open doorway. She
pivoted on her hedl, covering thetoilet, the plastic sink, the pebbled-glass shower door. When nothing
tried to kill her instantly she reached out with her |eft hand and switched on the lights.

The shower door was painted with blood.

Chapter 11.

11
O h, God, no—not your own brother,” Caxton sighed. She hesitated a second, not redlly wanting to

know, but then she did back the shower door. It did back al too eadlly, itstrack dick with wet blood.
More blood half-filled the tub, aimaost but not quite submerging the body of Angus Arkeley. The old man
gprawled in an ungainly mess across the porcelain, one arm folded under his body, the other reaching up
toward the sogp dish. His eyes were very wide and blood still bubbled from amassive wound at his
throat.

Protocol demanded she call 911, and she did—though she knew Angus would die before help could
arrive. “1 have aman down in room four,” shetold the dispatcher, once she' d provided her credentids
and her location. “I’m looking at massive blood loss from deep lacerations to the neck. | need an
ambulance right away and every officer you can send.” Clicking her phone shut, she grabbed up a stiff
white towel. She shoved it into the wound, but the blood surged out from under it, coming in thick gouts
50 fresh they hadn’t begun to clot.

Angus eyesrolled dowly down, trying to fasten on Caxton’sface. There was no emotion there. Theold
man lacked the strength to even beg for help. Caxton thought of questioning him but knew he couldn’t
reply. He had told her enough dready, she thought, even though he’ d lied to her.

Asbad as Angus condition might be, she had another Arkeley to worry abouit.



She looked up, around the bathroom. There was no sign of Jameson. She had read old folktales about
vampireswho could dip through the crack between a door and its frame, but she knew better. Jameson
was abig guy and there was nowhere he could hide in the smal room. She looked up and saw awindow
abovethetoilet. It was open, letting cold night air blast inside. It looked too small for Jameson to have
wriggled out of—yet she knew he had. The metal frame of the window was buckled outward. With
enough strength and determination and acomplete disnterest in physical pain (al of which any vampire
possessed), shefigured he could have just made it through. She was tempted to jump up and follow him
the same way, yet first she spared another glance down at Angusin the bathtub.

Protocol aso required her to stay by the man until the paramedics showed up. Simple human decency
required as much aswell. Y et if she waited she would just be giving Jameson a chance to get avay—and
Anguswas going to die regardiess.

“I'll get him,” she swore, looking down into his dimming eyes. It was as much comfort as she had to
offer. She hoped he could understand her and know that he wasn't going to die unavenged. Ignoring his
eyes, sheleaned over thetoilet and peered out through the window.

She couldn’'t see adamned thing. Thelights of the motd and the highway out front didn’t reach to the
back. She thought there was afield back there, maybe some farm acreage |eft fallow for the winter. She
could just about make out athick growth of weeds directly below the window. Jameson could be out
there, close enough to reach out and touch, but she knew she would never see him. Hisblack clothes
would hide most of his body and shadows would do the rest.

Protocol had it she should go back, out through the front door, and circle round the back. Protocol aso
suggested she have a partner with her at al times, someone who could cover her movements. Screw
protocol, she decided, and shoved her wegpon in its holster. She climbed up onto the toilet tank and
pushed hersdf head and shoulders first through the window. Getting her hands down to brace hersdlf, she
let her legs dither through the window and dropped to atense crouch.

This was the moment, she knew. This was when Jameson would attack, if he planned to. When her
handgun was gill in its holster and she couldn’t fight back. She braced hersdlf, expecting him to dam into
her like afreight train before she could even get her bearings.

Nothing happened. Nothing moved. Her eyes dowly adjusted to the dark as she brought her wegpon up
again. She saw that the gray weeds around her ended about twenty feet away at the sharply defined edge
of afidd. A thinlayer of white snow lay atop the furrowed earth, glowing dightly in the garlight. Theflat
plane of white screwed with her depth perception and made her eyes buzz. The hair on the backs of her
arms started to stand up after amoment and she—

Wait, she thought. She knew that feding. It was the barely perceptible sensation of wrongness, of
something unnatural quite close by. It was the fegling she dways got when vampires were near. Jameson.
He hadn't just run off. He was sticking around, waiting for her. Toying with her.

The thinnest crinkling sound came from her left and she spun, nearly faling over on her hip. A shadow
cleaved off from the dark back of the motel building and she fired without hesitation. The gunshot
shattered the darkness dl around her, made her earsring. The shadow darted out toward the snowy field
and she squeezed her trigger again. The shot hit home, knocking Jameson sideways. For a second she
saw him, hiswhite face lost amid the snowy fidd but hisblack shirt sharply defined againg thelight. She
saw him raise hishandsto his chest asif he were clutching at awound.

It was achance—a break, an opening. She didn’t waste it. Rushing forward, toward the shadow, she
fired athird round, but she knew it went wide of the mark. She had alot of trouble teling just how far



away hewas, but she pressed on, watching his silhouette grow larger and larger before her until he was
looming up over her, until shewas so0 close she could fed the cold of hisbody, fee him colder than the
night around him. Heraised his good hand to stop her, but she kept coming, her head down so as not to
make eye contact, S0 as not to give him another chance to hypnotize her.

“Trooper,” hesaid, and hisvoicewasalow growl. “Laura. Let’ stak—"

Jameson Arkeley, in hisvampire hunting days, would have known exactly whét to do then. So did she.
Caxton closed to point-blank range, the barrel of her weagpon only inches from his chest, pointed just |eft
of his sternum. Shefired before he could get another word ouit.

The bullet |eft the barrel of her weapon at well over the speed of sound. It struck him dead on and
knocked him backward asif he' d been kicked by ahorse. Sprawling on his back, hislegsand arms
pinwhedling, he landed in a heap.

It could have been enough. The bullet had plenty of energy—over 450 foot-pounds—to cut right through
his skin, his pectord muscles, hisbony ribs. It would have had plenty of force left over to cut right
through his heart. Caxton knew what a bullet could do to abody at that range, even avampire s body.

It had to be enough. She had killed vampires before. She knew they were tough, that sometimesthey
seemed bulletproof, but she aso knew they weren't invulnerable. Do enough damage to avampire' s
heart and he/'ll stay down, permanently.

She had killed him. That waswhat it looked like. That waswhat it fdlt like.
Sowhy couldn’t she believeit?

Inlife Arkeley had been atough bastard. In undeath he would be ten times as difficult to kill. She had
killed vampires before, sure, but this one—this one was different. She had to be certain.

Stepping forward, she kept her feet apart. Steadied her weapon with both hands. He lay at her fest,
unmoving, apparently immobile. She couldn’t see the wound on his chest, not in the near-utter darkness,
but it had to be bad. She thought about firing into his heart again, just on principle. Theidea sickened her.
It felt like desecrating adead body, she thought.

Jameson Arkeley, vampire hunter, would have done it anyway. She lined up her shot carefully, took her
time, fired again. The body didn’t jump or twitch. If he hadn’t been dead aready, she thought, that would
do it. That was enough.

The second she lowered her weapon he was up on hisfeet, grabbing her up in abear hug with one arm,
dapping the pistol out of her hand with the other. Her wrist bones shrieked as her hand flew away from
the blow. She didn’t see where the pistol went. She didn’t see anything but histeeth. They were huge,
and jagged, and stained with clotted blood. They were inchesfrom her eyes.

His breath stank. His breath stank of his own brother’ s blood.

“Kill me” shesaid. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—couldn't even be afraid, her brain wouldn't let
her. She knew that smal mercy wouldn't last. “ Just do it quickly. Y ou owe me.”

He chuckled, the fetor of his breath filling her nose and throat and making her twist her head around,
making her wrigglein hisgrasp. “I oweyou alot morethan that,” he said. “And | intend to repay you in
full.”

He yanked her head up, the fingers of his good hand digging into the flesh under her chin. Hewas so



strong that she couldn’t resist. Their eyes met and every thought went flying from her head like bats from
acave at dusk.

Time stopped—and when it Started again she waslying on her back in the snow, staring up at dark blue
sky and slver gars. So many stars—

She sat up, clutching at her head, forcing hersalf to focus. Looked around, looked everywhere. There
was no sign of him, not even footprintsin the snow.

But—she had hit him! She had put a bullet right through his heart. How was it possible he had gotten up
again and run away?

Chapter 12.

H ours later. In the east, a pale smudge of red stained the horizon. Just afew minutes before the dawn.

She sarted to feel safe again, alittle. Y et when Deputy Marshd Fetlock came up behind her and tapped
her on the shoulder she il jumped.

“I’'m sorry, Trooper, | didn’t mean to—"

She held up one hand and looked at her shoes until her heart had stopped thudding in her chest. “It’'s
dright. They told me you were coming in. | should have been ready to greet you.” Slowly she uncoiled
her arms. They had been wrapped tightly around her ssomach. She held out one hand and the Fed shook
it. “It' sjust—it’ sjust been avery long night.”

“| appreciate your taking thetimeto talk to me,” he said, smiling patiently for her. “I’m sure you're busy.”

She shrugged. She' d been busy an hour before, coordinating the police response, securing the motel, and
leading ateam of trooperswho dragged the field looking for any sign of Jameson. When nothing turned
up she' d eventually decided she could go home, that there was nothing more for her to do at the scene.

Then Fetlock had called and asked for access to the crime scene. The timing was lousy—it wassix inthe
morning; she hadn’'t dept al night and she just wanted to get home. She’ d thought about making him wait
until she’ d had some rest, but he assured her it was important, that he really needed to see the crime
scene while it was fresh. Caxton had been a cop long enough to know how the hierarchy worked.
Nothing good could ever come from saying no to a Fed. So she had been stuck at the motel while she
waited for him to arrive. She had no ideawhat he wanted. He' d come to her briefing of the SSU but then
left without saying anything, and now he was muscling in on her investigation. None of it made sense. “It's
not that I’ m not glad to seeyou,” she said, “but maybe you could explain your imperative interest in this
scene. Especidly at thistimein the morning.”

He smiled broadly. “1 guess |’ m just amorning person. Asfor my interest, it' s purely informal, | assure
you. If you'd prefer not to meet with me now, I'll be happy to get out of your way.”

She shook her head. She' d worked with Feds before and she knew that waslikely all the explanation
shewould get—at least until he wanted something from her.

“No, no,” shesaid. “I’mjust not sure how | can help you.”

“Why don't you tell me what happened here?’



“It started with aroutine interview. I’ d made an gppointment with Angus Arkeley, who was Jameson's
brother, and we were chatting. Then the Stuation deteriorated.” Shefilled himin briefly onthe night’s
events, omitting only her mental state—the doubts she' d felt, the moments of panicked fear, the blank
spots when Jameson had hypnotized her.

When he d heard her narrative—he declined to comment on any of it—she started showing him what
remained behind.

When Jameson had |eft her, when she' d recovered enough to stand, she had made her way back to the
front of the motel. The ambulance she' d called for arrived firgt, but the paramedics hadn’t known where
to start, and she had to explain that the corpsein the parking lot wasn't their patient. It should have been
clear, shethought. Theremains of the half-dead stank like they’ d been moldering in the ground for
months and there was so little left of its musculature and internal organs that she could have easily picked
it up in one hand. The paramedics had eventualy put up caution tape around the body and then just
thrown ablanket over him. Now, asyelow light crept across the parking lot, she twitched the blanket
back so Fetlock could see what he looked like.

The Fed winced vighbly. Maybe a the smell, maybe at what the half-dead looked like. “It'sgoing to be
hard to make a postive ID on that,” he said.

“You're not kidding. The skin’stoo degraded to get prints and his teeth are dl broken up, so matching
denta recordsisout. There snowalet or any kind of identification on himor inthe car. | aready
checked.” That had not been alot of fun.

“So Angus kicked him to desth?” Fetlock asked. “That wouldn't explain the decomposition.”

Caxton shook her head. “ Angus was pretty hard on him, but | think he would look like this anyway. No,
he died of old age.” Fetlock frowned at that, but she just shrugged and went on. “ Jameson must have
raised him from the dead more than aweek ago and he' s been rotting away ever since. Thisguy wasn't a
threat to anyone. He couldn’t even stand up, much less hold aweapon. | think that wasintentiona.”

“What do you mean?’ Fetlock asked.

“Jameson must have known how little life his servant had left in him. He could have sent afresher corpse
to bring hismessage, but if he had, if the haf-dead had lived just afew hoursmore, | could have
interrogated him and learned where Jameson’slair is. Thisguy won't be telling me anything.”

She pulled the blanket back over the half-dead’ s face. Supposedly ahair and fiber unit was coming from
Harrisburg to take alook at him, but she doubted they would find anything. The body was still decaying
at an accelerated rate, and by the time they arrived he would probably be nothing more than stinking goo
and splintered bones.

“That might explain why Jameson came here so early. The half-dead was supposed to arrive at midnight
to get Angus answer, but it was closer to Sx P.M. when they arrived. | think Jameson didn’t expect his
servant to last until twelve.”

“Y ou mentioned that before. That Jameson had approached his brother with some kind of offer and that
Angusrefused it. You didn't say what the offer was.”

“Wdll, nobody got around to telling me, either.” Caxton led the Fed toward the motel room. A pair of
state troopers stood outside the door, guarding it, while ateam of photographers worked inside,
documenting the place of Angus Arkdey’ slast moments. “ Angusintentiondly lied to meand didn’t tell
me anything about the dedl. It sounded like Angusfelt thiswas family business. That he thought he could



take Jameson down himsdlf. Comeonin, I’ ll show you what that got him.”

They squeezed into the small bathroom, gecting a photographer and a corpora who wasin charge of
maintaining order on the scene. Caxton pulled back the shower door and let Fetlock ook into the tub.

It was empty, or at least there was no body init. The paramedics had taken Angus away, pumping him
full of plasmaand trying to keep his heart going until he could reach ahospitd. It had been no use—he'd
been pronounced dead en route, inside the ambulance. The body was in the hospital’ s morgue now
under careful supervision. Jameson had the power to bring his brother back from the dead—in the form
of ahaf-dead like the one out in the parking lot. Caxton had no reason to think Jameson would do
that—it would only give her achance to question Angus agai n—~but she wasn't taking any chances.

“Jameson dragged him in here, mostly to get him away from me. He had about five seconds done with
his brother before | broke in and started shooting. What do you see here?’ she asked.

Fetlock turned his head to one side. “1 see strawberry jam. About agallon of it.”

Caxton let hersdf smile alittle. She was starting to didike the Fed. He kept his cardstoo closeto hisvest
when they were supposed to be helping each other out. “ That’ s coagulated blood, of course. Angus
blood. What | seewhen | ook at thisisavampirewho had dready fed last night.”

“That’ san interesting concluson.”

She nodded. “A hungry vampire would have found away to drink more of the blood. He would have
seen every drop as precious. Thisisjust thoughtlesswaste. Jameson didn’t bring his brother in hereto
feed off of him, he brought him in here to murder him. Plain and smple”

“Hisown brother. Why?’

“Because he said no. Y ou asked me what Jameson offered Angus and | told you | don’t know for sure,
but | think I can guess. A vampire only has one thing he can give you, which ishiscurse. | think Jameson
Arkeey offered to make his brother avampire. He gave him twenty-four hoursto think it over, and
maybe Angus was even tempted—eternd life must sound pretty good to an old man, even if he knows
what price he' sgoing to haveto pay. When Angus said no, Jameson killed him before he could say one
more word to me.”

For thefirgt time Fetlock showed alittle surprise. His face paled a shade and his eyes opened alittle
wider. “He wanted to make his brother like he was. If he couldn’t do that he wanted to keep him from
talking to you. And heintentionaly used amoldering servant so he couldn’t tell you anything.”

“Y eah, that theory looks good,” Caxton said.
“Then he/ safraid of you.”

She actualy laughed at that. “Y eah. I’'m his biggest threat.” She led Fetlock over to the toilet and showed
him the window that both she and Jameson had crawled through. “Out there,” she said, 1 put two
nine-millimeter roundsin his heart a point-blank range. Then he stood up again, incapacitated me, and
fled the scene completely unscathed. Sure, I'm ared threat.” Fear surged through her again and she
couldn’t help but shiver. Fetlock must be able to see how terrified she was, she thought. She couldn’t
hideit anymore.

Fetlock shrugged. “ Of dl the people in the world, you' re the one he has the most to fear from. You're
the one who knows him best. Y ou know his strengths, that’ s something. And you know more about
killing vampiresthan anyonedse dive”



But not necessarily, shethought, anyone undead. Jameson had taught her everything she knew. Now
he was proving he had some secrets he hadn't shared. “ Thanks,” she sneered. “It’snice to hear that.”
And yet she redlized she sort of meant what she'd said. It did help to know someone believed in her.
“Now. How about you tell mewhy you' re actudly here?’

“Alright,” he said, Sitting down on thetoilet. “I’'m here to offer you agar.”

Chapter 13.

(1%
A gar,” Caxton said, scowling. “Y ou want to give me astar. What, like ateacher gives agood
student agold star?”’

“Thisone ssilver, actually.” He reached insgde hisjacket pocket and brought out alape pinin the shape
of adar ingdeacircle. Sherecognized it instantly, of course. Fetlock was wearing one himsdlf. Jameson
Arkeley used to wear one, too. Special Deputy Jameson Arkeley of the U.S. Marshals Service. “I'm
authorized to temporarily deputize any law enforcement officer | chooseinto the Service, for aslong as|
seefit.”

“What, like a sheriff rounding up aposse of cowboys?’

“That’ s about exactly right,” he said. “The Serviceisthe oldest branch of the Justice Department. We
were origindly organized to clean up the frontier. A lot of cowboyswere Marshals—Wyatt Earp, Bat
Masterson, Bill Hickock.”

She shook her head. “I’m not abig fan of Westerns,” shetold him.

“Frederick Douglass was one of us, too. Later on President Kennedy had us on the front lines of the civil
rights movement and desegregation. WEe re the white hats,” he said, his eyestwinkling.

She gtared at the pin in his hand but said nothing. What the hell was this about? she wondered.

When shedidn't take the pin immediately, he closed hishand around it but didn’t put it away. “You've
asked why | came down here. Y ou probably wondered what | was doing at your SSU briefing. | was
sent by the director of the Service. HE svery concerned about your investigation and he wants usto help
you any way we can. Maybe | should start by giving you some background information, tell you our sde
of this. Where | comein. At our headquartersin Arlington, Virginia, on 21 November, | was asked to
gather all of Jameson Arkeley’ s old files from our archives. | was supposed to make photocopies of
everything we had and send the originals on to you. The online catalog showed there wasn't much—a
few notebooks, acouple of case jackets and his personal dossier. None of it was digita, which meant |
had to go down to the stacks in person and find the paper documents by hand. When | attempted to do
30 | made an unnerving discovery. Every singlefolder | waslooking for wasmissing.”

He studied her face, but she refused to give anything away. She wouldn't even shrug, not until she'd
heard more.

“My next step, of course, wasto find the Service' slibrarian and check the circulation records. Thefilesl
wanted had &l been checked out at the same time and then never returned. They’ d been signed for. | bet
you can guess whose signature was on the sheet. Jameson Arkeley’s.”

Caxton let hersdf blink, maybetoo rapidly.



“Sounds absurd, doesn't it? Thiswas dl well after he became avampire. More than ayear after he
retired from the Service. He would have needed a photo 1D to check out those materials. He would have
needed 1D just to get into the building. | checked with the unit that issuesthose ID cards and they told me
that they’ re supposed to destroy the cards once a deputy leaves the Service, but that sometimes people
don’t turn in the cards when they clean out their desks. Sometimes they want to keep them as souvenirs
of their old jobs, and sometimesthey just forget. The ID unit never bothersto check if agiven card has
been turned in and destroyed or not. Well, they will now, | am told. Somebody down thereis probably
going to get fired over this”

“Videotapes,” Caxton said.

Fetlock watched her asif waiting for her to say more, but she figured he knew exactly what she meant.

“Y ou mean, isthe entrance to the archive under eectronic surveillance? Of course. | watched the footage
myself—it’snot actually on videotape, you understand. It'sal in compressed files on our servers. |
watched the six hours before and after Arkeley supposedly signed out thosefiles. If you' rewondering if |
saw atdl abino with pointed ears and no facia hair, no. Nothing of the sort. He might have sent a
half-dead in his place, of course, but the librarian would probably have noticed someone coming in with
no skin on hisface”

“A human asociate, then.”

Fetlock nodded. “Hasto be. That person’sidentity remains unknown at thistime. When | presented the
director with the story | just told you, he made adecision very quickly. We couldn’t take that kind of
security fallurelightly. Maybe you' re thinking that the theft of afew library materidsisno big ded, but it
demongtrates something much more frightening. It showsthat he knowsdl our tricks—and how to get
around them. Jameson Arkeley conspired to trespass on Service property, in addition to any other
crimes he might have committed. He is now considered arogue deputy of the U.S. Marshds Service.
That means he goesto the top of our Mg or Cases liss—our version of the FBI’s most wanted, |
suppose you could say.”

She wondered why the Service redlly wanted Jameson so badly. Maybe Fetlock was just gunning for
promotion and wanted to take credit for closing up some unfinished business. Maybe it was just bad PR.
After dl, an ex-deputy turned mass murderer would look very bad for the Service. Or maybe the
director was just truly concerned about public safety. Based on her experience with federal cops she
kind of doubted that.

Fetlock raised his closed fist and rattled the pin around the way a gambler rattles his dice before he
throws them. “While he still hadn’t hurt anybody we kept his name off the website and out of the media,
but after what happened here last night | doubt that remains an option. We re committed to catching him.
WEe re going to put every resource we have behind that. We want you to be one of those resources.”

She shook her head. “1 dready have ajob.”

“And youwould keepiit,” hesaid. “ Thisis grictly atemporary deputization. 1t'1l last just until you catch
him. Then you'll go right back to what you were doing before you started fighting vampires.”

Shewasn't even sure what that meant anymore, if she was honest. She' d been putting her life at stake for
s0 long she' d never redlly considered what she would do if the vampires were driven to extinction.
Maybe she would retire and work as adog trainer. That would be nice.

Not yet, though. For now, she was a cop.

“What'sinit for me?’ she asked. She couldn’t seeit. Did he expect her to just jump at the chance?



He leaned back and seemed to think about it before answering. “1t would open alot of doorsfor you. It
would alow you to track afugitive across sate lines, for one thing. Right now if Jameson runsto West
Virginiayou can't legdly follow him.”

Shewould anyway, of course, legally or otherwise. But it could be useful to have police powers
anywhere in the country. She had often considered what might happen if the vampire moved outside the
Commonwesdlth of Pennsylvania. If shewere him, she would have done it months ago.

“You' d aso have access to the resources of our Mg or Case Fugitive Program.” He sighed and stood
up. “Let me show you something you' ve probably aready seen.” He took a pen from his pocket and
pointed at the warped frame of the bathroom window. “Here.” He indicated atiny scrap of black cloth
stuck inacorner. “Fiber evidence. Maybe something useful, maybe something that could take you to
Jameson Arkeley.”

“Maybe,” shesaid. “1 went through there, too. It could have come from my pants. Anyway, | aready
have our Forensic Services on theway. They do hair and fiber and DNA matchesdl thetime. I’'veyet to
see anything useful out of that kind of evidence.”

“And why would you? Y our unit operatesin agtrictly prosecutorid role. They make the case after the
subject isin custody. How long doesiit take them to do a thorough search? Six weeks?’

“About that,” she admitted.

“A lot of bodies could pile up in six weeks. My guys can take those fibers and run them against every
nationa database and have something for you in twenty-four hours. All it takesisaphonecal and | can
have them here by lunchtime.”

“Vampiresdon't have any hair and they don’t wear alot of clothes. If they even have DNA, nobody’s
ever found it.”

Fetlock sighed. “Alright, then what about manpower? Y ou have two full-time people in your SSU,
including yoursdlf. You can't afford to hire anyone ese, so you rely on part-time volunteers. With federa
money you could hire anyone you want for aslong as your investigation lasts.”

She had to admit it was tempting. “What' s the catch?’

He shrugged good-naturedly. “Y ou' |l have to follow Justice Department guidelines. The paperwork isa
bear. But you can hire somebody to fill out formsfor you.” Heturned dightly away from her and looked
down into the bathtub again. “Also, you' d be working for me.”

“But I'd till belead on theinvestigation,” she said, needing to makeiit clear.

Heamiled. “Of course. Like | said before—you' re the one who's going to bring him down. I'll just be
therein the background to provide help when you need it. I’ m not even afield agent, just adesk jockey.
Thisisnot my kind of thing, to be honest.”

“Yeah,” shesad.
“I'msorry?’

She reached into his cupped hand and took the pin. “Y eah, I’'min. Anything that hel ps me get him. What
do | haveto do? Swear an oath on aBible?’

He beamed at her. “| think we can skip the formdities. | think thisis going to be avery profitable



relationship, for both of us.” He shook her hand and the two of them walked out of the bathroom and
back out to the parking lot. The sun was an orange disk on the horizon, carved into pieces by the black
branches of dead trees.

Caxton scratched at her head—her hair felt greasy and thick—and started walking toward her car.
“Alright, Fetlock. Get your fiber people down here as soon as possible,” she said, while pinning the star
to thelapel of her jacket. “Who knows? Maybe they’ |l turn something up. I’'m going back to
headquartersto tell my Commissioner about this. He ought to know.”

“Specia Deputy,” Fetlock called as she yanked open her door.
At firgt shedidn’t recognize her new title. “What?" she asked.
“Maybe—since | am your boss now—you could refer to me not as ‘ Fetlock’ but as‘ Deputy Marsha.’”

Caxton bit her tongue before she could say what she thought of that. She had no greeat love for the
Marshds Service. She' d been a state cop too long to ever redlly trust the Feds. If al he wanted was a
little repect, though, she figured she could give him that much. “ Of course,” she said. “Please get your
fiber people here as soon as you can, Deputy Marshd. Isthat better?’

“It'sgood enough for now,” he said.

Shewasdready climbing in her car and driving away.

Chapter 14.

T he slver star felt weird on her jacket. She' d never worn a badge before—Pennsylvania state troopers

never did. It was part of their oath that their good conduct was al the badge they needed. Well, she
supposed shewould get used to it.

There were amillion thingsto do. Thefirst order of business wasto go take anap. Her house was too
far away, so instead she headed to the state police barracks on Cocoa Avenue in Hershey, the closest
place she could think of. The academy was there—the place where she’ d taken countless training
classes—and she knew the place well enough to fed safe there. The trooper on early-morning desk duty
showed her to award room with anarrow little cot and a buzzing Coke machine. It wasn't uncommon
for troopers to show up and use the spare bed. Troop T, the turnpike patrol, worked weird hours and
very long shifts and were encouraged to keep themsalves sharp by taking occasiond naps. The desk
trooper asked no questions as he sorted out a blanket and foam pillow for her, though he stared openly
at her new star. When she refused to follow his gaze he eventualy just told her to deep tight and left her
aone.

She switched off the lights, but the Coke machinefilled the room with abaeful red glow. Sheignoredit,
lay down on the cot with the pillow still in her arms, and was adegp before she could even think of
covering hersdf with the sheet.

Four hours later her eyelids popped open and she was awake. Her body creaked and moaned when she
sat up, protesting that it needed more deep, but her brain knew better. She glanced down at her watch
and saw it wasjust after noon. Half the day gone and she had accomplished nothing. Well, she' d been
upgraded to an honorary Fed, but that didn’t feel redl yet, not at dl.



Sheturned in her pillow and her nestly folded sheet and headed back to her car.

Therewere alot of people she needed to notify of her new employment status—including the
Commissioner of State Police and, moreimportant, Clara. As she drove toward Harrisburg, fighting with
hersdlf to stop yawning so much, she reached for her cell phone, only to find that its battery had died
sometime during the night. Worrying that she might have missed some important call, she plugged it into
her car charger. Instantly the phone chimed at her. She had new messages—a text message and at least
one new voice mail message. Exactly as she'd feared.

Caxton looked at the text message first—and dropped the phone. When she picked it up again and
stared at the words on the screen, she felt her blood run cold.

"Twas a nice service, Laura.

He was brought to tears.

Caxton bit through a hangnail on the side of her thumb. There was no signature on the message. The
phone said it came from an unknown number. She knew exactly who had sent it, though, based just on
the archaic phrasing. JustiniaMalvern. The ancient vampire couldn’'t speak, at least not the last time
Caxton had seen her. She was too decrepit to even Sit up in her coffin. She had been ableto
communicate only by tapping out cryptic messages on acomputer keyboard. It looked like she had
learned how to text aswell.

It also looked like she had been watching the ceremony over Jameson’s empty grave. No, Caxton
thought, that wasimpossible. The ceremony had taken place during the day, when Malvern would be
dead to theworld inside her coffin. Which meant that she must have sent a half-dead to observeit. The
whole time she was arguing with Jameson’ s kids, some undead freak must have been standing close by,
keeping an eye on her.

She wondered how long Jameson and Malvern had been watching her. The ideamade her skin crawl. If
only to clear her head, she decided to listen to her voice mail. She held down the one key until it
automatically diaed her voice mail, then put it on speaker mode. “Y ou have Sx new messages,” the
phonetold her. “First new message.”

“Trooper, it's Glauer. Just checking in. | took Raleigh home, just like you said. Except it’ s not exactly
what | would call atypica resdence. Somekind of weird hospital or halfway house or something. A big
old mansion, red brick withivy dl over the front. Redlly big lawn, and the whole place is surrounded by a
ten-foot wall. Shesaid | couldn’'t go inside, that it’sfor women only. | figured that was okay, so | just
dropped her at the gate and confirmed your appointment to come talk to her. I'm headed back to HQ
now. I’m probably going to go homein an hour or two, but I'm on my cell if you need me.”

“Next new message,” the phone said.

“Hey, cutie! It'sme, the much-neglected but gill wonderful Clara. I'm at work right now and | can't
redly talk. The sheriff and his boys have knocked over another drug lab. No shotsfired, thank God,
everybody went quietly. I’ m taking pictures of al these bags of heroin and stacks of money. I’ll bring you
home something nice. Just kidding! Actualy I’'m caling because | missyou, like, alot, and I’'m going to
be done here by one or two and | thought we could have lunch. That way at least I'll know you' re egting.
| missyou. Did | mention that?1 redlly do. Cal me.”



“Next new message.”

“Trooper, thisisGlauer. | just got into work and | heard—well, | heard what happened last night. It sdll
anyone wantsto talk about here at HQ. | was glad to hear you' re dright, and sorry to hear about Angus
Arkeley. Thisis—I guessthisiswhat we ve been bracing oursalvesfor the last two months. It' sfunny, |
don’t know how I’'m supposed to fed. Between you and me I’'m kind of relieved. Listen, I'm sitting here
with no direct orders, so unless you need me for something I’ m going to get to work. Kenneth Rexroth
has been talking to theloca police in Mechanicsburg. They left me amessage last night saying he had dll
but confessed to the two homicides—they said he was gloating about those kills. | want to get out there
and talk to him mysdlf. | know what you said, that he' s just awannabe and that he' s not worth our time.
But, Trooper, thisisared bad guy. You did ared good thing putting him away. I'll talk to you

later—I’ m on my cell phoneif you need me.”

“Next new message.”
“It'sClara. Again. Cal me. Please, call me as soon asyou can. | love you.”
“Next new message.”

“Trooper, it's Glauer again. Things have gone from weird to worse. | arrived in Mechanicsburg about an
hour ago. | met with the cops there and asked to talk to Rexroth. They said he was degping—he deeps
all day, because he' s supposed to be avampire. They asked meif | wanted them to wake him up, but |
decided I’ d get moreinformation out of him if | waited. | thought maybe I’ d made the trip for nothing, but
thelocas had some information for me themsalves. It turns out that Kenneth Rexroth isan dias, that the
kid'snameisactualy Dylan Carboy. He s nineteen years old and lives with hisparentsup in
Northumberland County, in Mount Carmel. Lives—lived, | guess. The Mount Carmel cops sent acar
out there to try to contact the Carboy family and got no response at the door. They popped the lock and
went inside and found three dead bodies, al in sates of advanced decomposition. The victimswere, let's
see, Mark Carboy, father, forty-three years old, Ellen Carboy, mother, thirty-nine, and Jenny Carboy,
sster, seventeen. The two parents were killed with shotgun blasts, the same gauge as the shotgun you
took off Dylan at the storage facility. The sster was strangled in her bed, and had. .. Jesus. She had bite
marks on her neck. Made by human teeth, not vampire. | don't think he woke her up firdt. | redly don't
think hedid. I don’t want to think he did. They recovered abunch of stuff from Dylan’sroom.
Notebooks full of handwritten journa entries and newspaper clippings. They sent themonto
Mechanicsburg, where | got to take alook at them. | asked if | could borrow the notebooks to show
you and the locals said that would befine, aslong as| |eft areceipt in case they need them for thetrid.
The kid had plenty to livefor, Trooper. He had one prior, for possession of marijuana, but the judge
threw it out aslong as he promised to go back to school. He wasin community college studying to bea
chef. Y ou need to see these notebooks, Trooper. | think you should see them. They have your name al
over them. I’'m going back to Harrisburg now. | have my cell phoneif you need me.”

“Next new message.”

“Laura, it'sClara. | heard about—I heard—the guys here are talking about it, they’ re talking about you,
just call me. I’'m scared. I'm scared for you, so just call me, dright? Call me, damniit.”

“End of new messages. Y ou have forty-five saved messages.”

Caxton flipped the phone shut. Thought about whom to call first. Glauer shouldn’t be working the
Rexroth angle. It wasn't even an angle! Finding and killing Jameson Arkeley was the only thing that
mattered. She caled his number, but it went straight to voice mail. Typical. For two monthswhilethey'd
had nothing red to do hewas dways at her heds, dwayswaiting for his next order. Now that she



actudly had an order to give him he was out of cell phonerange.

“Officer Glauer, thisis Caxton. | want you to stop playing around. Y ou’ ve heard what happened last
night. Well, you'reright, thisisit. Thisiswhat we' ve been waiting for. Thisiswhat we ve been studying
for and working toward, and it's happening now. | have no doubt that Arkeley will want to kill again, and
we need to get him before that happens. So when you get this, start putting together an action item list we
can send around to everyone in the SSU.” She glanced down at the star on her lapel. “ There are going to
be some changes to how we work, but I’ll tell you about them when | see you next. Stay focused,

Glauer. Stay withme.”

She snapped the phone shut. Centered hersalf. The next call required her to be calm and collected. She
scrolled down to Clara’s cell number, then pressed SEND.

She got Clard s voice mail. The phone didn’t even ring once.

“Hi, baby. | got your messages,” shesaid. “Listen, I’'m okay. I’'m going to be okay.” He didn’t even
want to hurt me, she started to say, then stopped hersdlf. Clarawas no idiot. She knew that if avampire
didn’t kill you one night it only meant he was saving you for the next time he got hungry. “Let’ sdo lunch,
okay? Get to Harrisburg, to the HQ, whenever you can and we' ll eat and talk and I'll tell you everything.
| missyou too.”

She ended the call—and then immediately wanted to call back, to say that sheloved Clara, that she
wanted nothing more than to go home and be with her done and quiet and not talk or think about
anything, just bein each other’ sarmsfor awhile with nothing to do, nowhere she had to be.

She should just call back, shetold hersdlf. Sheredlly should. She even started reaching for the phone
agan.

Thenit rang onitsown. Thinking it might be Glauer or Claracaling her back, she responded
immediately. “ Trooper Caxton,” she said.

“Good afternoon, Officer,” awoman’svoice said. Shedidn’t recognize the cdler.

“I’'m not an officer. I'm a state trooper.” Shethought of her new star. “Asof today I'm aso aspecid
deputy of the U.S. Marshas Service.”

“Redly? How very wonderful for you. Why, that’ s the sametitle Jameson had.”

Caxton’s blood went cold hearing the name of the vampire. “Who isthis?” she demanded, then regained
control of hersdf. “I’m sorry. May | ask who's calling?’

“Of course. Thisis Adtarte Arkeley. The widow. | believe you' ve been trying to get my attention.”

Chapter 15.
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Y esl Yes, | have” Caxton said. “Thank you so much for calling me. Can | ask who gave you my
number?’ 1t seemed like everyone had it these days—even Mavern.

“Youmay,” Adartetold her. “It was my son, Smon. He was quite intent on my contacting you. He
seemed to think | could appeal to your mercy and convince you to stop your desperate pursuit of the
vampire. | told him | would do no such thing.”



Caxton pulled over on the side of the road. Thiswas important—she needed to focusonthecall. “I'm
kind of glad to hear that. | need to tell you something, Mrs. Arkeley. It's sort of upsetting.”

“Then I’mvery glad that | am sitting down. Please proceed.”

Caxton rubbed at her forehead. “Last night Jameson killed his own brother. Hekilled Angus. | was
there”

“How sad. | suppose the vampire attempted to kill you aswell. That’swhat they do, of course.”

“Actualy—" Caxton stopped herself. She knew amost nothing about Agtarte. She had no idea how far
she could trust her. Deciding to err on the Side of full disclosure, she said, “Actudly hedidn’t. | tried to
kill him.”

“Which iswhat you' re supposed to do.”

“Yeah. Yeah, itis. | tried tokill him, but | couldn’t. He was stronger than | expected. Stronger than any
vampire |’ ve ever seen. He could have killed me easily, with just his bad hand, but he didn’'t. He said he
owed me something. Y ou don't have any ideawnhat that might be, do you?’

“I couldn’t beginto imagine”

“Okay. Alright. Listen. I'd redly like to come meet you. Today if possible. I'd liketo sit down and ask
you some questions about Jameson and the last time you saw him. Isthat something we can do?’

“| think not,” Astartetold her.

“Thisisvery important, ma am. A man has aready been killed and others are sureto follow. | wouldn't
ask, not inyour time of grief, if | didn’t think it would help keep people safe.”

“Of courseyouwouldn't. Yet | find | don’'t have any compelling interest in peaking with you further. |
only called today out of a sense of courtesy.”

“Y our hushand iskilling people,” Caxton said, trying not to shouit.

“Allow meto correct you on that misgpprehension. | doubt very much that you areinitiated into the
secret doctrine of theosophy, so | will attempt to explain what | mean. The murderous creature you are
attempting to apprehend is not my husband. When hetook his own life, my husband ceased to exist in
this plane. His soul waslost. Asaresult he'scertain to regressin his path and be reincarnated as an
insect or, if heislucky, some variety of plant. It' sashame, as| was hoping the two of us could evolve
together, but that’ simpossible now. His body may continue to move and to operate after amanner, but it
isnot Jameson, nor any part of the true being once caled Jameson. Do you understand this?’

Caxton dapped the steering whed. “No!”

“I was afraid you would not. In time perhaps you will learn to look within. Now I'm afraid | must go. As
wewill not betaking again, | wish to thank you.”

“Thank me? For what?’

“For making the last year of Jameson’slife more comfortable. The physica pleasure you gave him must
have been some kind of solace. I’ m sure you received something from your couplings aswell, of course.
He was an experienced and passionate lover, as| remember.”

Caxton put ahand over her mouth to stifle an abrupt laugh. *Y ou think | was deeping with him? Oh,



comeon.”

“It' san age-old story, Officer. When you put aman and awoman together in a perilous Situation they will
be drawn together, asirresstibly as magnets. There sredly no need to pretend that it was otherwise,
dear. Honestly, | forgive you both. Good day.”

The phone rattled, an old-fashioned sound asif an antique handset were being placed onitsreceiver.

“Magnets Y eah, maybe, except this magnet isafucking lesbian,” Caxton howled, asif Agtarte could ill
hear her. She dammed the steering whed with the pdm of her hand again and then, when shewas
finished fuming, got the car back on the road.

Adtarte wouldn't talk to her. Wouldn't help her. Well, she thought, at least she and Clarawould have
something to laugh about over lunch. She couldn’t remember the last time the two of them had shared a
red laugh.

She hurried back to Harrisburg, to the PSP headquarters, and parked in the lot behind the building. A
couple of troopers were having lunch at a picnic table by the rear door—men with close-shaved heads
wearing fleece-collared standard-issue jackets, their Smokey Bear hats Sitting next to them on the
benches. They were eating big hoagiesfull of ham and provolone cheese, and Caxton’s mouth started
watering when she saw them. She hadn’t eaten anything al day, and though her morning ngp had thrown
off her sense of timeit couldn’t convince her somach shewasn't hungry.

“Trooper,” one of the men said when they caught sight of her. He stood up, though he didn’t salute. “We
heard about last night, and we just wanted to—"

“I’m okay, thanks,” Caxton said, barely dowing down. She pushed open the swinging doors and went
ingde, into awave of furnace-heated air. She hadn’t realized how cold it was outside until she camein.
Her hands suddenly felt likeicy, bony claws, so she rubbed them together until they started to hurt.

Down in the basement she saw Glauer organizing the library in the briefing room—he was probably
desperate for something to do. She waved at him, then headed into her own office at the end of the hall.
It was a cramped little space, its cinder-block walls painted glaring white, but the paint had chipped,
reveding asickly beige underneath. They had the same color and texture asrice crackers. Heavily
insulated pipesran acrossthe celling and down onewall. Ever since autumn had turned to winter
sometimes they dripped on her desk and even, darmingly, on the monitor of her computer. The only thing
on the wallswas the certificate she d recelved when she graduated from the academy, making her an
official state trooper. Maybe the Feds would give her one for her ascension to specia deputy, she

thought.

She had just sat down at her desk and started paging through her email when aknock came on the door.
She stared at the screen, at avery long email from the U.S. Marshas Service describing what kind of
health insurance she was now digible for, and caled out, “Comein, Glauer.”

The hands that grasped her shoulders from behind were female, though, with small, thin fingers. They dug
into the musclesthere, gouging away at the tight knots of her neck.

Caxton let her head fall forward and tried to enjoy the massage. “ Y ou're fantastic,” she said. “Nothing
has ever fdt thisgood.”

Claralaughed, then grabbed her chin and lifted her head for adeep, soulful kiss. “Invite me to lunch more
often and maybe you'll fed something even better.” The smaler woman'’ s face clouded then. “If you
caled me every day at aspecific time, just to let me know you were dright—"



“—then you would just worry more than you do now if | waslate making thecall,” Laurareplied, pulling
her partner down onto her lap. She frowned. “1t was pretty bad. I’'m sure you heard dl the gory detalls.
But | know what I’'m doing.”

“What'sthis?’ Clara asked.
Lauralooked down and saw her running one thumb over the badge on her lapd!.

“I’'maspecia deputy now,” shesaid. “I’m working for the Marshas Service. Apparently that makes me
an honorary cowgirl.”

“A specid deputy. Just like hewas.”

Laurashook her head. “1t' sjust aformdity, really. It gives me federd jurisdiction and apparently | can
spend taxpayer money on the investigation. It' satool. Something to help me do thisjob.”

“Firgt he put you in danger. He made you his vampire bait. Then he made you abadass, areal vampire
killer. Now you're turning into him for red. Maybe you' Il end up just like he did. Willing to do anything to
keep fighting. Willing to do horrible things”

“No, no, no,” Laurasaid, pulling Clarainto atight hug, burying her facein her girlfriend’ s neck. “It' s not
likethat.” But it was, of course. She had to become more like Jameson every day. She had to—the
aternative was getting killed in some stupid way or, worse, far worse, |etting the vampires get away.

“Let’sjust go to lunch. It'sdready two o' clock.” Clara pulled away and stood up. She leaned againgt
the door of the office, not even looking a Laura. “1s there someplace you want to go to? What about
that Greek place?’

Laurabit her lower lip. She got the message that Clara was sending—the conversation was over. They
would talk about nothing but gossip and triviaat lunch and not address any of their real problems. She
could play that game, too. “ That placeis so expensve, though.”

“Cons dering how often you take meto lunch, we can afford it.”

Laura stood up and started putting her more lethal gear away in a cupboard by her desk—her handgun,
her pepper spray, her collapsible ASP baton. All she needed for lunch was her wallet and her cell phone.
“Actudly,” shesad, “I" ve been thinking about that. About away we could have lunch together amost

every day.”

Shefollowed Claraout into the halway. Claraturned to look at her with mistrusting eyes but half asmile.
1] Ralyo?l

“Yeah,” Laurabegan, but just then Glauer came running up the hall. “Y ou need to see these,” heinssted,
and shoved a heavy plastic bag into her arms, so forcefully that he nearly shoved her backwards. She
looked down at the bag and saw it contained three spiral-bound notebooks, the top one stained with a
bloom of dried blood.

Chapter 16.
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J esus, Glauer. | thought | told you to drop this.” Caxton had humored him enough to take the bag
into the briefing room and spread its contents over some of the desks. One of the notebooks literdly



came apart in her hands and turned into a pile of random sheets of paper. The bloodstained one proved
hard to open—the blood had soaked right through the pages, and each time she turned to anew leef the
notebook would creak and rip and spill shiny maroon powder down her pantleg. She quickly put that
notebook down and took up the one that was in the best shape. Rexroth—or Carboy, that was hisred
name—had decorated its cover with a crude picture showing ajack-o’ -lantern with vicious fangs, much
likeavampire's. “| guessthiswasthe Halloween issue,” Caxton said, flipping open the cover.

The next page contained only six words, but they were inscribed in giant jagged | etters, outlined and
embellished liberdly. They’ d been written in balpoint pen, and Carboy had pressed down so hard that
he' d torn the paper in places. The message was smple enough:

Caxton grunted. She didn’t know how to react to that. So she turned to the next page. This proved to be
somekind of journd entry, written in a cramped, doping hand she could barely make out. The corners of
the page were decorated with crude line drawings of vampires. One of them had baby-sized legs sticking
out of itsmouth. She studied the text and quickly found her name, repested severa times, usudly inthe
middle of an elaborate threat. “Laura Caxton isgoing to, to,” sheread. “What' sthis? Oh, I’'m going to
pay. I’'m aso, apparently, going to bleed—it’ s repeated three times—and then he' s going to dancein my
blood wearing hisfavorite pair of boots. He' s going to chop meinto tiny bits, and when the kids come by
on Halloween he' sgoing to give pieces of me away astreats. Apparently | deserve this because of what

| did to Kevin Scapegrace. Interesting.”

“Y ou remember that name?’ Glauer asked. “ Scapegrace?”’

“Yeah. Of course | do. Teenaged vampire.” She shrugged. “He went down as quick asthe rest of them.”
Her bravado couldn’t quite keep her from drawing her shouldersin closer to her body and wrapping her
arms around her chest. Scapegrace had captured her and tortured her before he died. Shedidn't liketo
think about it.

“I think you should read therest,” Glauer insgsted. “I haven't had achanceto go through it al mysdlf,
m_”

“No,” shesad.

“What do you mean? Thisdoesn’t worry you?’' he asked, turning the page to show her apicture of a
state trooper hanging from anoose, her Smokey Bear hat ill perched on her head even though her face
had turned blue and her tongue hung out of her mouth. “ This doesn’t bother you?’

“It would bother me alot more if Carboy wasn't dready in custody,” she admitted. “But heis. So—so
what? According to this| was supposed to die by Halloween, and that was over amonth ago. He was
late even by his own schedule.” She grabbed the cop’sarm. “Listen. | gppreciate your concern. But
Dylan Carboy wasjust alondy kid with nothing better to do than scribble threatsin ajourna and

fantasi ze about being avampire. He probably got my name out of the newspaper and just fixated onit.

It struly sad that nobody stopped him before he got as far as he did, but now he'sgoing to jail, probably
for therest of hislife, and I'm safe.” She dropped the notebook on one of the desks. “Now put thisall
back together and take it back to Mechanicsburg.”

Glauer shook hishead. “1 think that would be a mistake. There's something here. | can fed it. Just let me



take one more look,” he pleaded.

Caxton rolled her eyes. “Fine. But you don't have alot of time to waste here. After last night things are
going to get very busy, very fast. In fact, you' d better come to lunch with us—we have alot to talk
about.”

Clarahad been waiting outside the briefing room the whole time. She looked dightly confused when she
heard that Glauer was going to join them, but she said she didn’t mind at dl. She and the giant cop had
aways gotten adong, though they rarely saw each other.

Caxton and Glauer took her Mazda—Clara had come in her own car—and drove out to the Greek
place, which was only afew minutes away. Over dolmades and feta she told the two of them about
Fetlock and her battlefield promotion.

“They can just do that? Wave awand and, poof, you're aFed?’ Glauer asked. “I thought you had to
take dl kinds of tests and then go through their academy and everything.” Back when Caxton had formed
the SSU she had tried to get Glauer made into an instant State trooper and been told the process was
much more complicated. Technicaly he was till on the payroll of the Gettysburg Borough Police
Department, though the PSP reimbursed Gettysburg for his sdlary and he hadn’t checked in with his chief
in weeks.

“Apparently the Marshalsdo it differently. It' sjust like asheriff riding into town and deputizing the local
gundingersto take down the black hats. It'sjust as temporary, too. For now, though, it makes methe
national go-to person for al vampire cases, and it gives me some police powers | never thought I'd
have”

“Okay,” Glauer said, “but what doesit mean for us?’

“Wadll, firg thingsfirst. We re both getting abig raise.” The three of them smiled at that. “It also means|
can findly, officialy hireyou on.” She reached across the table and shook his hand. “Welcome aboard.
Fetlock tellsme | can hire anyone | want, including somebody to do al our paperwork.”

“That'll beardief,” Glauer laughed. He picked up hislarge Diet Coke and sipped thirdtily at it. “ Y ou're
probably going to want to bring in some other people, too, right? | can recommend some guys we should
have with us. Johnson, from Erie—he used to be alinebacker in high school, he' s one tough son of a
gun.” Glauer shifted his own massive bulk around on the chair—he bardly fit init. “ Then there' sEddie
Davis, from Troop K. I’ ve never seen anybody who could drive like that guy, he could be your

automobile specidig, and—"

“Actudly,” Caxton said, “1 kind of like having most of our peoplejust be on cdl. | want to build acore
team of just afew people. | wasthinking three of us. Y ou, me, and her,” she said, grabbing Clara swrist.

Clarahad been tearing her paper ngpkin into apile of tiny pieces. “Bullshit,” she said.
Caxton frowned. “What do you mean?’

Claralooked to Glauer for support. “Y ou' re spouting bullshit. What do you mean, me?1’m not part of
your team.”

“I’d like you to be, though,” Caxton said.

“To do what? Every time | seeavampire | can scream, so you know it's nearby? Or maybe | can sartle
them with the flashbulb of my camera. That'swhat | do, Laura. | take pictures of crime scenes and dead
bodies and gross stuff. I'm very good at it, but | don’t think you need a photographer in your core team.”



“Y ou could be my forenscsguy. Likeon CS: Miami,” Caxton said. *Y ou could do al my hair and fiber
and DNA research.” Theidea had come to her when Fetlock had mentioned his own forensics team.

Clarajust laughed. “Huh?Y ou do redlize those guys go to schoal for that. They’re scientists. They train
for years and years and read scientific journals and go to conferences to talk to other eggheads about just
how many legs a certain species of cockroach has. | went to Slippery Rock for art photography, and |
don’'t even use anything | learned.”

Caxton shook her head. “I don’t expect you to just pick it all up by reading a couple of websites about
forensics. But you can coordinate with the people the Marshals Service uses. Y ou can manage
them—you know alot more about vampires than they do, by now, so you can tell them what to look for,
or how to interpret what they find.”

“There are so many people better qualified than me,” Clara protested. “Why on earth would you pick me
for this?’

“Y ou said we weren't spending enough time together,” Caxton admitted. “You said | spent dl my time at
work and never got to see you at home. Wdll, thisway we' d both be a work al thetime. We could see
each other alot.”

Clarashook her head in disbelief.
“Well?" Caxton asked. “ Are you going to give me an ansver?’

“No!” Clarasad. “At lees—not right away.”

Chapter 17.

T hey polished off a good-sized moussaka without saying much more. Claraexcused hersdlf beforethe

baklava arrived, saying she had to get back to work. “ That goesfor us, too,” Caxton told Glauer. “Come
on. We can take dessert to go.”

The two of them headed back to HQ together, Caxton enumerating the things they had to get done as
shedrove. “We haveto try to make some kind of ID on the half-dead from the motel. There€' snot alot
to work with, but maybe we can get some idea of what he looked like and run it against the missing
personslist. Who knows, maybe we' |l turn up amatch. Then there’ sthe field out behind the motel—I
had it searched once, but maybe we missed something in the dark. Get some people over thereto have a
look around. When you get a chance we need to contact the Feds and seeif they have afile on Angus
Arkeley—he said he had some trouble with the law awhile back. He wasn't clear on whether he'd
actually been processed or convicted, but there might be something there. Oh, and | put aguard on his
body, but they need to be relieved, so find somebody who can go over to the morgue and take care of
that. I’m going to try to get in touch with hisfamily and get permission to have him cremated as soon as
he’ sbeen autopsied.” It was standard practice to cremate the remains of vampire victims. Otherwisethe
vampire could call them up as half-deads whenever he chose.

By thetime they got back to the HQ building it was dready four o’ clock. The sun was starting to set and
pink clouds streaked the sky. Stepping out of her car, Caxton studied the horizon asif there were some
cluethere. Night wasfaling, which meant Jameson Arkeley would be active again. He had killed at least
twice so far. Would he kill again tonight? she wondered.



All vampires sarted as people with individua persondities, with mora codesdl their own. Eventualy
they ended up al the same. How long had Jameson lasted before he killed hisfirgt victim? Probably
longer than most. He had fought it, she was sure, with every fiber of his being. He must have spent night
after night curled around himsdlf in hislair, desperate to go outside, to hunt, but knowing what it would
make him.

Then again—maybe he had given in early. Maybe he had known it wasinevitable, and decided it wasn't
worth torturing himsdlf just so afew humans could live another day. Vampires saw desth—human
death—through avery different lensthan she did. For vampires, human beingswere smply prey. Game
animalsto be culled as needed. Angus had been given the option of becoming one of the predators.
When he refused that gift, Jameson must have seen death asthe next best thing for his brother.

She shivered uncontrollably.
“Y ou okay, Caxton?” Glauer asked.

She blinked her eyes and |ooked away from the sunset. Phosphor afterimages glared behind her eyelids.
“I'mfine Let'sget ingde”

Down in the basement she booted up her computer and started composing her report of the previous
night’ s events. When she' d worked with Arkeley, when they took down Malvern’s brood, and later
when she' d defended Gettysburg during the massacre, she had never worried so much about paperwork.
Maybe Jameson had filed reports every night, but she’ d been mostly concerned with staying dive. Now
that she was head of the SSU shewasn't ableto avoid it anymore. The Commissioner of State Police
demanded constant updates on her investigation and formsfilled out every time she discharged her
weapon. Every time she discovered abody she had to fill out aNon-Traffic Death Investigation Report,
amuch more complicated form than the traffic fatdity reports she' d filled out as ahighway patrol officer.
It took her hours every day to type up all the necessary officia files, and hours moreto create filesfor the
SSU database. She' d actudly taken atouch-typing course at the academy in Hershey just to speed
things up, but still much of her day wasfilled up with bureaucratic nonsense,

At five 0’ clock, when people with normal jobs finished their days (or so she believed, having never held a
normal job herself), she sat back in her chair and rubbed the bridge of her nose. She was just getting
Started.

When Fetlock came up behind her and cleared histhroat she jumped and banged her knees against the
underside of her desk.

“Deputy Marshd,” she said, remembering how she was supposed to greet him. 1 wasjust writing up a
report.”

He nodded and cameto lean against the edge of her desk. “I’ll want a copy, of course. Send it to my
email.” He stuck abusiness card between two rows of keys on her keyboard. “In fact, send me every
document you create from now on. Just so the Marshals Service hasarecord.”

“Yeah, of course,” shesaid. “So | have Officer Glauer—I think you met him at the SSU
briefing—Officer Glauer is organizing the mopping up at the motel crime scene. He' ll head over there
tomorrow and see what we missed in the dark. | haven't heard yet from your forensics people—"

“They’ ve come and gone dready, Specid Deputy,” Fetlock said. “They’ | have something for you
tomorrow.”

Caxton nodded. “1n the meantime | have aguard on Angus  body and—"



“Fine” hesad.
She frowned, not understanding. “Y ou don’t want to hear this?’

“Not particularly. Likewe said, it’' syour investigation. | didn’t come by to check up on you, if that's
what you think.” He smiled warmly down at her. “1 may do things alittle differently than other people
you'veworked for. A little more hands-off. Actuadly, | just came down to give you this”

He handed her amanila envelope with her name on it. She opened it, hoping he might have brought her
something useful—adescription, perhaps, of the man who had stolen dl of Jameson’ sfilesfrom the
USMS archives. Instead she found athick brochure, printed cheaply on newsprint. It was afedera
government employee manud, laying out among other things the nature of her employment asan
independent contractor and information on civil servant pay grades.

“Oh. Thanks” shesaid.
“Y ou need to Sign the last page and fax it to me as soon as you get a chance.”

She nodded. Then she started to laugh. She couldn’t help herself. He smiled at her asif hedidn’t
understand. “I’m sorry,” she said, clutching her lips. “It’sjust that...” She shook her head, unableto go
on. “Lessthan twenty-four hours ago | wasfighting for my life. Now I'm supposed to be thinking about

penson plans”
He stood up from the desk and shot the cuffs of his suit. He looked mildly annoyed.

“| am sorry,” she said, getting control of hersdf. “I’ll make thisapriority. Now, was there anything
else—" She stopped as her cell phone started ringing. She looked up at him and he shrugged.

Shetook the phone out of her pocket and saw the incoming call wasfrom Agtarte Arkeley. This ought
to be good, she thought. Maybe the old bat wanted to accuse her of adultery again.

She flipped the phone open. “Hello, ma am.”

Adtarte’ svoice on the other end was very tinny and distorted by heavy gatic. She caught very little of
what the woman said. “—Deputy, |—ass stance—most serious—"

Caxton swore under her breath. She' d forgotten what lousy reception she got down in the basement.
“Hold on, ma am. | can’t redly hear you. Give me asecond and I'll try to move to a better location.”

Mouthing I’'m sorry at Fetlock, she stepped out of her office and headed for the stairs. Agtarte kept
talking. Maybe she hadn’t heard what Caxton said.

“—redly quite—wouldn't have, if not—"

In the stairwell shelost another bar of the signal, so she rushed up the stairstwo at atime. At thetop she
pushed open the door and stepped into the main lobby of the headquarters building. Troopersin various
dtates of uniform were congregating there around the duty sergeant’ s desk, probably receiving their
ordersfor the night.

Caxton pushed through them and out the front door into aflurry of snow and darkness. Four bars. Good.
“Ma am, can you repesat dl that?’ Caxton said. “I’ m very sorry about the bad connection.”

“There snotime,” Adtarte said. Her voice sounded strained, but it wasn't the phone. “I told you
dready—he sherel”



Chapter 18.
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M rs. Arkeley, please, stay ontheline,” Caxton said, then took the phone away from her face. She
rushed back insde the HQ building and pointed at the first trooper she saw. “Y ou—get Officer Glauer
up here. HE'sin the basement.” She pointed a another and said, “ Y ou, cdll theloca cop shopin
Bdlefonte and tell them there’ s an emergency.” She checked her phone and gave them Agtarte’ s number
so0 they could do areverse look-up and get the address. She hated to send local copsinto avampire
scene—they wouldn’t be ready for what they found—»but she had no choice. It would take her more
than an hour to get there hersdlf, even if she sped recklessy the wholeway. Adarte’ slife might hang on a
baance of minutes.

“Ma am, Adarte, areyou Hill there?” she asked, lifting the phone to her face again.

“Yes, dear. Momentarily. He s outside the house right now.” Caxton heard adistant chiming sound. “Ah!
Hejust broke awindow in the kitchen, | believe. Y ou’re not going to makeit intime, are you?’

“I have people on the way. If he seesthe police coming he' |l probably scare off out of there,” Caxton
said, trying to make hersalf sound asif she bdieved it. “I’m coming asfast as| can. Lock yoursdlf in
somewhere, if you can—anything to dow him down.”

“Then you think he was serious, when he said my only other option was death? Yes, Laura, | can heer it
inyour voice. It'sodd. I’ d aways assumed that when my time came | would greet the Reaper with arms
wide open.”

“Get somewhere safe, as safe asyou can,” Caxton said. “I’m coming!”

Glauer came thumping up the stairs and rushed out into the lobby. He didn’t need to be told what was
going on—when Caxton beckoned him and ran out into the parking lot he just followed.

A thin layer of powdery snow had covered her Mazdawhen she reached it. She didn’t havetimeto
brush it off. Climbing insde, she grabbed the blue flasher she kept for emergencies and clamped it on the
roof of the car, then plugged it into the cigarette lighter. She didn’t have asiren built into the car, but the
light would at least keep them from getting pulled over on the way. She waited for Glauer to cram himsdlf
into the small passenger seat, then dammed on the accelerator and tore out of the parking lot and shot
out toward the highway. The windshield wipers made short work of the snow in front of her, but new
driftskept piling up on the hood. At the on ramp she fought her way through the midst of the rush-hour
traffic—for once people actualy got out of the way when they saw the flasher—and raced up the fast
lane, heading northesst.

“It' s Jameson’ swife. Hiswidow. Hiswhatever,” Caxton explained. Glauer hadn't asked, but shefigured
he must be wondering where they were going in such an adl-fired hurry. “ She' sunder attack.” Sherisked
aglanceover a him. He sat patiently looking straight ahead, his hands on the dashboard to brace himsdlf
every time she stepped on the brake. “From what | heard she hasn’t got alot of time.”

Glauer took alook at the speedometer. “We Il makeit,” he promised, though he must know aswell as
shedid that hewasjust being optimitic.

Shetossed her cdll phoneto him. “ Coordinate with the locals. Bellefonte can’t have much of apolice
force it'satiny little place. Isn't there a state police barracks out there, though?’



He flipped open the phone. “ Y eah. At Rockview Station. That's just a couple milesfrom town.” He
made the cdlls, got people moving. Before she was hafway to Bellefonte he had three patrol cars headed
for the scene, and two more carswith apair of local cops each aready parked out front. “There sno
answer at the door. They want authorization to force entry. Do | send them in?’ he asked.

They Il probably get killed if they do, shethought. Agarte would definitely get killed if they didn’t.
“Yeah,” shesad. “But tel them—tell them to be careful. Tell them to treet thislike they’ re breaching a
survivaist compound full of gun nuts. Tell them not to get themsdlveskilled if they can helpiit.”

Confirmation came back shortly that the troopers were leading an assault on the house, with thelocals
covering their backs. It would be long tense minutes before they heard anything more, but Caxton
grabbed the phone out of Glauer’ s hand and held it against the steering whed!, ready to answer the
moment anyone caled.

Shetried to focus on her driving. The road conditions weren't great—Ilots of thin crystalline snow
blowing across the road, patches of black ice every time she crossed a bridge or a sketchy piece of
highway. The Mazdawas't built for that kind of driving to begin with, and a her speed—eighty or
better—it would dip and dide the second she let up alittle on her grip on the whed. She had to cut her
Speed dradtically as she tore through State College. The road went right through the university town and
she couldn’t risk hitting any students. Once she was past the Nittany Mall, though, she pushed the car
back up toitslimit.

The phone rang in her hand and she nearly lost control. No time for the hands-free unit, she decided, and
pushed it up againgt her ear, holding it there with her shoulder. “ Go ahead,” she nearly screamed.

“Trooper?” the voice on the other end asked, sounding dightly surprised. “Isthat you?” Thevoice was
deep and rasping and she didn’t recognize it at first.

“Specia Deputy, actudly. What' s going on over there?’

“They made you a Specid Deputy. That' sfascinating. | spent my adult life thinking | was unique, that no
one e se could fulfill my specia purpose. Y et practically the moment | was gone, destiny just plugged
someone el se into the empty socket. Have we come full circle?’

“Oh, fuck,” Caxton said. Her foot eased off the accelerator. She was suddenly too scared to drive as
fast as she'd been going. “ Jameson. It'syou, isn't it?’

“That's aquestion for the philosophers. My wife seemed to think not.”

Caxton swallowed thickly. If it was Jameson on the phone, if he had somehow acquired the phone

bel onging to the lead of the state trooper team, that meant alot of very bad thingswere aso true. “ Y ou
camefor Adarte. Y ou offered her the same choice you gave Angus, didn’'t you? Become like you, or
die. And she aso refused.”

“It’' s probably best if you stay away from my family for awhile, Specia Deputy. Y ou’ re on your way
hereright now, | presume. It would be better if you just turned around and went home. Of course, we
both know you won't.”

“When | get therewill you be waiting for me?’ she asked. She wasn't sure if she wanted him to be there
or not. Thelast timethey’ d met she' d put two nine-millimeter dugsin hisheart and it hadn’t done the
trick. Would three work? Would the whole clip of fifteen in her Beretta be enough?

“I’m going to do my level best not to kill you yet, Special Deputy. | have areason to want to keep you



dive. But if you put yoursdf in harm’sway | can’t be held responsible anymore for your safety.”

“Stay there. I’'m very close now,” she said, her pulse pounding in her temples. “ Stay there and we can
finish what we started. Y ou didn’t want to become this monster, Jameson. Do you remember that? Y ou
accepted the curse to do one last good deed. To be ahero one moretime. Y ou’ ve undone all that now,
but it doesn’t haveto go any further. We can sill salvage something of your reputation.”

She wastaking to dead air. The phone beeped at her twice, telling her the connection had been
terminated.

She dropped the phone and screamed, pounding againgt the steering whedl with her hands. Glauer
reached over to take the whed away from her, but she shook hersdf violently and said, “Don’t. I'm
dright.”

Shewasn't, of course. Not in the dightest. But she could still drive.

Chapter 19.

T he roads were nearly empty asthey tore into Bellefonte, racing up Water Street whereit followed
Spring Creek. By moonlight, sprinkled with snow, the town was eerily beautiful. Caxton had driven past
the built-up section of riverbank at the western end of town athousand times and admired the gazebo
and the parksthere, but never before had it looked so spectral, so haunting.

Stop that, shetold hersalf. She was letting the night’ s events get to her. She yanked out the cord of the
blue flasher as she turned down a side road, cutting her speed to abare crawl. “There sashotgun in the
trunk,” shetold Glauer.

“| thought this was your persona car,” he said.

She shrugged. “Thelast two months have been dl business. It’sloaded and there’ sabox of shellsthere
t00. Y ou grab those the second | stop the car, then follow my lead. Thisis not going to be fun.”

“Gotit,” hesad.

Shetook them down a street lined with massive trees that sheltered Victorian houses topped with
mansard roofs and el aborate gables. Astarte’ s house wasn't hard to find. She just looked for the one
with al the police cars parked out front.

Caxton stopped the Mazda well back, parking in the middle of the street in case she needed to make a
quick getaway—or in case anyone e se tried the same thing. Her car would block the main route back to
the highway. It was atrick she'd learned in a course on tactical parking at the academy. Shekilled her
lights and wrestled her Beretta out of its holster before she set afoot on the pavement. She didn’t watch
Glauer get out of the ca—her eyes were fixed on the street before the house—but she could hear him
moving to the trunk. She could count on him, she knew. It was why they worked so well together. He
awaysdid exactly what she wanted.

Keeping her weagpon low but ready, she moved quickly to the nearest cop car—one of thelocal units. Its
flashers cycled wildly onitsroof and itsradio crackled with occasiona cdlsfrom the Bdlefonte
dispatcher, but the seats were al empty, front and back. She moved to the next car, the other local patrol
cruiser, and heard that its engine was till running. It was as empty asthefirst one, but there was blood



on thewindshield. Theingde of thewindshield.

The Bellefonte cops hadn’t even had achance to get out of their car before Jameson was on them like a
cat on aflock of pigeons. She bit her lip and tried not to think about the fact that she had authorized their
approach. She was directly responsible for whatever had happened to them, but she could worry about
that |ater.

Farther up the Street the three state police cars made aroadblock across the eastern end of the street.
Their flashers and engines were off, but she could see right away they were empty too. Shedidn’t see
any bodies anywhere, nor any pieces of bodies. There was some more blood on the snow that covered
Agtarte’ slawn, but not enough of it to account for al the cops. There had been three state troopers and
four local cops on the assault—seven men and no sign of any of them.

It wasn't like avampire to clean up his own mess. She considered the fact that some of them might il
bedive. If so she had to move fast. Beckoning to Glauer with ahand signd, she rushed up the steps of
Adtarte' s porch and threw hersdlf against the green clapboard wall just to the left side of the door. There
was a plague there of polished brass, showing the outline of ahand crisscrossed with curving lines.
Undernegth was written:

MADAMEASTARTE
READINGSAND ADVICE

BY APPOINTMENT ONLY

Glauer came thundering up the steps to take up position on the right side of the door. He had the shotgun
cradled in hisarms, his pockets stuffed full of extrashells.

“There s probably aback door. We do thisjust like in Mechanicsburg, okay?’ she whispered. His
shotgun would belittle use against Jameson, but she doubted the vampire would rush right into itsfiring
cone either. “Y ou take the back, and don’t let anybody out. If | givethe signa you comeinsidefadt,
loaded for bear.”

“What'sthesgnd?’ he asked.
“If | start screaming, that’ sthesigna,” shetold him.

He nodded and ducked around the side of the porch, his boots clomping on the boards. When she
couldn’t hear hisfootfals anymore she kicked open the door.

It was unlocked—the state troopers had already breached it for her—and shewasinsdeinlesstime
than it took for her heart to beet twice.

A single lamp at thefar end of the room bathed the front hall in an orange light. It dazzled her eyesfor a
moment and she turned away to let her pupils adjust. It was warm insde, warm enough to make her
uncomfortablein her winter coat. When she could see clearly again she looked around and saw aPersian
carpet on the floor and overstuffed armchairs around a round wooden table. It looked like the perfect
setup for aséance. To her left agrand staircase curled up toward a second-floor gallery. On the wall
before her hung a huge tapestry, black with gold embroidery showing a snake swallowing itsown tail.
Inscribed in the circle the snake made were the words WE SHALL ALL RETURN.



Caxton looked up the stairs. She could dmost imagine Astarte making a stately entrance down the
wooden steps, wearing adowdy old dress, her hair up in aloose bun. It was how she had imagined the
woman when they spoke on the phone, though honestly, she had no ideawhat Jameson’ swidow actually
looked like.

Doorsled off the foyer in three directions, but they were dl closed. Jameson could be hiding behind any
of them, she knew. Forcing hersdlf to bresthe camly, shetried to pay attention to the hairs on the back of
her arms, to the sengitive skin behind her ears. If he was close shewould fed him, fed the aura of
wrongness that vampires exuded. She made hersdf wait for five seconds before she decided she couldn’t
fed athing.

Then she heard something and nearly jumped out of her skin. It was avery soft sound, afaint pattering,
reminding her of the sound snow made when it fdll. It came from the base of the stairs. Caxton moved
closer, but the shadows cast by the single lamp made it impossible for her to see anything there. She
reached into her pocket and took out her Mag-Lite. Switching it on, she played its beam across the
bottom three steps.

The sound came again. She twitched her light to the left and saw whereit was coming from. A thin trickle
of blood was dripping down the steps, dropping gently on each riser. Shelifted the light higher and
followed thetrail of blood dl the way up to the landing above.

Trying to move quietly, trying not to breathe too raggedly, she started up the stairs, keeping her feet on
the woven runner that lined each step. Keeping her flashlight handy, she brought her gun up to the level of
her shoulders, ready to shoot anything that popped its head over the banister. When she reached the
landing she turned | &ft, then right, covering both ends of the gdlery, but nothing showed itsdlf.

The blood trail started under a doorway directly ahead of her. It gleamed in ectric light that shone
around the edge of the door, which stood dightly gjar. Caxton tapped the door gently with the back end
of her Mag-Lite and it swung easily back and away from her, reveding the room beyond.

Thelight insde wasn't much brighter than the single lamp down in the foyer. 1t showed her enough,
though: A narrow room amost filled by alarge four-poster bed and a chest of drawers. A tall stand that
looked like aperch for aparrot or some other kind of bird, currently unoccupied. Framed
black-and-white photographs hung on the walls, but Caxton didn’t bother to examine their subjects.

Lying on the bed was awoman about forty-five years old. She was dressed smartly in amaroon
mid-length skirt and ablack silk blouse. Her chin-length hair was amost pure silver, savefor asingle
streak of coa black that curled around her very pale cheek. Her eyes stared at the celling, but they didn’t
see anything. The blood that pooled on the floor and ran out onto the landing came from her right arm,
which hung down from the side of the bed so the curled fingers dmost brushed the rug.

Her wrist had been torn open right to the artery. As bad as the wound was, considering what vampiric
teeth were capable of the wound looked almost gentle, asif Jameson had retained enough humanity to
want to make hiswife' s passing as painless as he could. Caxton checked the woman for apulse and
found none, as she had expected. He had aways been thorough. There was no doubt in Caxton’s mind
that thiswas Agtarte, and that her husband had been her murderer.

Caxton closed her eyes and lowered her wegpon. “I’'m sorry,” she said. “| tried to make it hereintime.”
Foolish, she knew, talking to acorpse. Y et the fedling that she had failed here, that the woman’ s degth
was her fault, could not be shaken.

She turned to go. There were plenty of other rooms to be searched, and maybe some actual evidenceto
be turned up. She took astep out of the room and then another toward the stairs. Below her, inthe



foyer, the single burning lamp was smashed just then and darkness closed on the first floor like acurtain
being drawn. Caxton heard someone moving down there, clumsily bouncing off the furniture, and
someone ese hissin disgust. Two people, a least—and she didn't think either of them was Glauer.

Chapter 20.

Caxton stepped backward into the room where she’ d found Astarte' s body. She thought about closing

the door behind her, but the only light in the house was coming from the doorway. If she closed i,
anyone downgtairs would know she was there when the light was cut off. Instead she crouched on the far
side of the bed, where anyone passing by the open door wouldn’t be able to see her.

There was one problem with that, of course. There was no other way out of the room. She had got
hersaf stuck in a corner with nowhere to go. Assuming the people downstairs intended her harm—asafe
assumption, if there ever was one—they could come for her any time they liked and she would be
hard-pressed to defend hersdf with her back up against the wall.

Jameson had taught her better than that. He' d taught her more than once not to get hersalf into exactly
that Situation. She needed to move. She needed to think straight. Fear was clogging up her brain. She
needed to shake it out, to Start being smart again.

What did she know? There were multiple personsinside the house with her. She was pretty sure none of
them were vampires. The hair on her asamswas lying flat and she had no sense at dl of vampiric
corruption nearby. That meant the intruders were probably half-deads. She could handle a couple of
them without too much trouble. She' d learned alot from Jameson about how to fight dirty and keep her
opponents guessing. Thiswasn't going to be an easy fight, though. The intruders had darkened the house
and presumably they werelying in wait for her, ready to ambush her as soon as she showed hersdlf. She
had no idea how many of them there were, either. A lone half-dead was weak and dow, but in groups
the murderous bastards could be dangerous.

She thought about her options. She could rush down the stairs, make a break for the front door. Once
through she could get to her car and escape. That was assuming they weren't waiting by the door, and
that they hadn’t |eft any traps for her dong the way. 1t would be very stupid to make that assumption.

A far better plan would beto signal Glauer and have him come rushing in with a shotgun blast to scare
the hell out of the intruders. Jameson had aways maintained that half-deads were cowards a heart. If
Glauer surprised them enough they might just scatter, alowing her to escape without actualy having to
fight themat all.

Caxton reached into her pocket for her cell phone, so she could call Glauer and set up a surprise attack.
Her hand found the bottom of her pocket but didn’t find the phone. She cursed silently when she redlized
she'd left it back in the car. She could till signal him by shouting for hishelp (screaming seemed
undignified, even if that wasthe sgnd they’ d agreed upon). Doing so would of course dert every
half-dead in the areato her presence and give them abead on her location. They could be on her likea
plague of locusts before Glauer could get through the door.

If the room she was in had possessed awindow she could have opened it and looked down at the back
of the house. From there she could have signaled Glauer somehow. The room did not possess awindow.
But maybe one of the other rooms on the second floor did.

It was worth atry, she decided. Moving dowly, keeping very low, she crept around the bed and past



Adarte’ sdangling arm. She crouch-walked through the pool of blood on the floor—it made her alittle
queasy to think that she was walking through someone' s spilt-out life, but she' d been through worse
before—and out through the door.

She could hear the haf-deads moving about below her on the ground floor. She heard drawers yanked
open and what sounded like someone rummaging through a pile of cutlery. The haf-deads were arming
themsalves, she thought, divvying up the steak knivesin the kitchen. Their beady little eyes were probably
shining with glee. Half-deads never used guns, because their decaying bodies lacked the coordination
necessary for aming afirearm. They loved knives, though. Passonately.

Keeping her back against the wall, Caxton did to her right, toward the nearest door on the galery. She
passed across its width, then reached back to turn the cut-glass knob. The door opened with the barest
of creaking noises, but she stopped and stood perfectly ill, listening. The half-deads were il about
their businessin the kitchen—they must not have heard her. She pulled the door open further and peered
ingde

Neat stacks of folded white blankets and tablecl oths sat on shelvesinsde, smelling of old, clean cotton.
She had found the linen clos=t.

No timeto curse her luck, she thought. She glanced over the gallery railing into the darkness bel ow,
looking for any sign of movement. The only light came from the flashers on the cruisersinsde, which
occasionaly stabbed a blue or red beam through the first-floor windows. Anything could have been
down there and she wouldn't have seen them, even if they were moving around; the strobelike effect of
the flashersruined her dark-adapted vision every time they cycled through.

Moving as slently as she could, she pushed onward to the next door down. Neither the light of the
flashers nor the softer light from Agtarte’s room reached up that far. She had her Mag-Lite ill, but she
didn’t dare useit. In the degp gloom she ran ahand over the door’ s polished surface, then found abrass
plate with akeyholein it. Shelifted her hand afew inches and found a cracked porcelain knob that
turned with abarely audible squed. Slowly she opened the door, an inch or two a atime, ready to stop
the instant the hinges creaked. Just alittle more. Once she had it open wide enough shewould dip in and
closeit just as carefully behind her.

A high-pitched scream tore through her consciousness and a once-human body dammed into her,
knocking her down. She could only register that its bresth was horrible as he pushed her down to the
carpet. She saw along weapon glint asit was raised high—amest fork, it looked like, afoot long and
with four wicked barbed tines—and then it was all she could do to throw her head to one Sde asthe
fork came down right where her |eft eye had been. The half-dead on top of her screamed again and she
saw thetattered skin of itsface jiggle, felt spittle fleck her cheeks and upper lip. It tried raising itsfork for
another attack but couldn’t. Thetines had gotten stuck in the wooden floor.

Caxton had been trained in some very basic martiad arts, so she knew what to do next. She got one knee
between her attacker’ slegs and pushed up with al her strength. Whether half-deads had sengtive
testicles or not was amoot point; the maneuver was intended to roll the thing off of her body, and it
worked. She could have followed up by rolling on top of it and pinning itsarms down, but she didn’t
bother taking the move that far. Instead she yanked her Berettaout of its holster and shoved the barrel
up under the half-dead’ s chin. Its eyes went wide just before she squeezed the trigger, but afterward
what was |ft of itsface went dack.

She took a second to study the dead thing, trying to figure out who it had been and what it was doing in
the house. Onelook at its clothes told her the whole story.



It was dressed in the gray shirt and navy blue pants of a Pennsylvania state trooper. One of her own.
Jameson must have been waiting in the house when the troopers broke in. He would have made short
work of them. Though she had tried to warn them what dangers awaited inside, she had known when she
sent the troopersin that they weren't prepared or trained in how to fight a bloodthirsty monster. Once he
killed them they had become histo play with, and he must have raised them from the dead even before
Caxton arrived on the scene. That was why there had been no bodies in the cars out front—because the
bodies had dready been inside the house.

There could be as many as six more haf-deads inside the house, then. She didn’t havetimeto fed guilty.

Asfast as she could, sherolled over and jumped to her feet. She peered through the door her attacker
had come through and saw the room beyond, akind of butler’ s pantry lined with cupboards. The room
also contained asmpletable, afew chairs, and a the far end avery narrow staircase leading down. She
figured it had to go down to the kitchen. She could dready hear more ha f-deads clattering up those

steps.

Shethought fast. A brass key stood in the keyhole on the insde of the door. She yanked it out, dammed
the door shut, and locked it from the outside. When the mechanism clicked she hit the key with the butt
of her weapon, bresking it off inside the lock.

Her next move was easy to figure out. There was no more point in subterfuge. “Glauer!” she shouted, as
loud as she could, just in case he hadn't heard the gunshot. “ Glauer! Now!”

Chapter 21.

T he haf-deads insgde the butler’ s pantry hammered on the door and it shook wildly initsframe. It was
constructed of thick oak, though, and Caxton thought it would hold awhile.

She rushed to the head of the gtairs, till shouting for Glauer. She hoped he could hear her, through the
walls of the house. If he couldn’t shewasin red trouble. She could hear more haf-deads moving around
on the ground floor, but she couldn’t see anything. Sweeping her Mag-Lite around the base of the steps
reved ed nothing but faded carpet and motes of dust that twirled in the light’ s beam.

She was going to have to run down there and hope for the best. She had her Beretta, and plenty of
ammunition, but she knew better than to think she could shoot accuratdly in the dark house. Holding her
light high and her handgun low, she started down the dairs. Shetook them carefully, one at atime.

She was hafway down when aknife sailed past her cheek to clatter against the steps behind her. It
passed so close to her skin that she could see the brassrivets in its wooden handle and the serrations on
the blade—close enough that it made her weave over to one side and |ose her balance. She stumbled
down three gairs, her left hand lashing out for the banister. She caught it, but in the process her flashlight
tumbled free and bounced down the steps. Itsjumping, faling light caught the torn face of a half-dead for
just amoment, showing the gray, twitching muscles benesth the raveled skin. The creature was smiling
broadly—but then the light bounced away again and rolled to the bottom of the stairs, where a pale hand
grabbed it up and switched it off.

Caxton crouched low in case another knife cameflying up at her and fired two roundswildly down &t the
monsterswho lay inwait for her. One of them screamed, ahigh-pitched wall that made her nervestwig,
asound like acat being thrown into an ice-cold bathtub. It was't amortal scream, though. She must
have just winged her target.



Theflare of the gunshots was enough to dazzle her eyes and she was blind. Things had gone from bad to
worse, and then they grew worse till. From above she heard the locked door splinter and crack and
findly burst out of itsframe. Hurried footsteps came rushing down the galery toward her.

Unableto see, surrounded on every side, she did the only thing she could think of. Caxton’s hand was
gtill on the banister. She holstered her pistol, grabbed the banister with her other hand, and then vaulted
over the Sde of the staircase into empty, lightless space.

Almost ingtantly her feet struck the top of the round séance table. Unable to see where she was going to
land, she had braced hersdlf to drop al the way to the carpet, maybe eight feet down. She hadn’t been
prepared for the table to bein the way, and her feet went out from under her. Painfully she struck the
table with her sde and then half rolled, half dropped to the carpeted floor.

“Where' d she go?’ one of the half-deads demanded.
“I can't see her!” another replied.

Caxton knew from past experience that the half-deads could not see in the dark any better than she
could. Unlike their vampiric masters, they were a as much of a disadvantage as she. Y et they benefited
from the darkness anyway. Her only advantage had been the range of her Beretta, which would have
alowed her to pick them off before they could reach her with their knives. In the blackness that
advantage was |os—if she couldn’t see, she couldn’t aim. If she couldn’t aim, she might be better served
just swinging the butt of her handgun back and forth and hope she pistol-whipped them dl to degth.

She could try to find alight switch—but in the process she would probably knock over an ottoman or a
candelabra or something and give away her position.

Where the hell was Glauer? She had gotten out of one ambush but only ended up in aspot nearly as bad.
Thelittle flashes of red and blue light coming in the windows showed her nothing at al where shelay
behind the table. She could hear the haf-deads moving through the foyer, spreading out to find her.

Timefor another sllent profanity to climb across her lips. When avictim was raised as a half-dead its soul
diedfirg, its personality wiped away and replaced with nothing but hatred and glesful bloodlust. Yet it
retained some part of his memory. These half-deads had been cops once. They’ d been trained in how to
search aroom and how to keep a subject from escaping. She had no doubt they would cover the three
doorsthat led off from the foyer. She had moments—mere seconds before she was surrounded.

Both ankles ached as she pushed hersdlf up againgt the rear wall of the room and got her feet under her
again. Shedidn’t think any of her bones were broken, but even if they were she needed to move fast.
Thinking her best bet was to move toward the back of the house, she pushed her way aong thewall,
feding for the tapestry she' d seen on her way in. There—her hand touched the cloth, grabbed a corner
of it. The door wasjust on the far side. She reached forward for its knob—and then yanked her hand
back when the door jumped and thudded as if someone behind it was hammering to get ouit.

“Over there!” ahalf-dead squeaked. She heard them come toward her, running through the dark. One hit
achair and went sprawling to the ground with a pathetic yelp, but the others kept coming on. Caxton
didn’t even know which way to run.

Then the door burst open and a powerful beam of light speared through into the foyer, lighting up two
half-deads with steak knives raised high. The barrel of a shotgun came through the door next and it
discharged with aroar, blasting Caxton’ s earswith its report and filling her nose and throat with the stink
of gunpowder so that she coughed and gagged.



The two haf-deadsfell out of the beam of light and thunked to the floor, not even having achanceto
scream ther last.

Glauer burst through the open door, pumping hiswegpon for asecond shot. Evidently he didn’t seethe
third half-dead, the one that had tripped over the chair, coming straight a him with afireplace poker.

Caxton reached out asfast as she could and grabbed the haf-dead’ s arm. She twisted it back hard and
the poker fell to clunk on the floor. She saw Glauer raise his shotgun and had time to shout for him to
stop, but it wastoo late. The heavy wooden stock came down right between the half-dead’ s eyes and
crushed initsskull.

“What do you mean, sop?’ he asked when the creature dropped to the floor. He shone his heavy-duty
flashlight in her face.

“I wanted to keep it alive for questioning,” she answered. She pushed the flashlight away. It was hurting
her eyes. “What took you so long?’

He shrugged amiably. “ There' sabout fifty doorsin this place and they were al locked.”

It didn’t matter. He was here now. Caxton did aquick caculation in her head. “ There were seven of
them origindly, assuming Jameson raised them dl.”

“Seven? There were seven cops cdled to this scene—"

Apparently hewasjust figuring out whom he' d been fighting. She raised ahand for silence. “1 got one
upstairs.” She grabbed the light out of his hands and pointed it at the two on the floor, their bodies
twisted around by the shotgun blast and completely lifeless. She pointed it again at the one with the
knocked-in skull. “ That’ sfour.”

“Two more of them tried to get me back in the kitchen,” Glauer said. “Check thisout.” Hetried to show
her abad cut on hisarm. “Went right through my jacket and my shirt. Just alittle paring knife, but that
guy wanted me bad.”

“Six, then, al dead—and one left,” Caxton counted, too busy to worry about hisarm. She spun around
with asudden intuition and pointed the light at the front door. It hung open to the night. “Come on,
hurry,” she said, and sprinted out across the porch and down into the Street.

At first she saw nothing, just the cars piled up in the road. She had expected the last haf-dead to stedl
one and make a break for it, and had just hoped it wouldn’t be the Mazda the monster chose. All the
carswerein their proper places, though.

“There,” Glauer said, and pointed at the road. A thin layer of new powdery snow had coated the street
sincethey’d arrived. A trail of boot prints curved away from the house and off to the west, toward the
highway. Glauer started for the passenger side of her car, but she shook her head. “No time for that. We
can catch him onfoot.”

She raced down the Street, her eyes bleary with the light from the streetlamps and the glare off the snow
after the darknessin the house. She had no trouble following the trail, however—the footprints were dark
againgt the snowy street and they headed due west, never weaving back and forth, never turning asif the
half-dead had looked over his shoulder to seeif he were being pursued.

She had a bad feding she knew what that meant. Half-deads for al their wicked humor and spite were
bound to the whims of vampires. They could no more resist the commands of their masters than they
could make themselves dlive and whole again. This one wasn't just escaping a hope essfight—no, it



would have stayed until the bitter end if Jameson had so desired. It was carrying out some other order.

Sheran asfast as she could, her work shoes dipping constantly in the wet dush. She hadn’t had achance
to put on proper boots. Glauer came chugging aong behind her, more sure-footed but not as quick. Y et
it was he who first caught sight of the half-dead ahead of them.

He shouted and pointed and Caxton followed hisfinger. There, ablock ahead, the haf-dead was moving
fast. It was limping badly and one of its pant legs had been torn away. It had anasty bloodless wound in
its calf, where part of the muscle had been blown away. It must, she realized, be the one she had
wounded with her wild shotson the sairs. Y et as crippled asit was, it forced itself dong, forced itsdlf to

keep moving.

She had closed the distance to half ablock when she realized they were about to run out of road. The
street ahead curved southward to follow the creek, but the half-dead was't turning with it. It hurried on
forward inagraight line.

Shetried to sprint after it and nearly fell on her face. “ Glauer—grab it, quick,” she called, and the big cop
shot past her, puffing mightily. She raced after them both and arrived at the built-up edge of the creek just
in time to watch the half-dead jump awkwardly over the edge and split the dark water like afdling stone.
It disappeared with agurgling whine and wasimmediately lost from view.

Glauer started to pull off hisjacket asif he would jump in after it, but she grabbed hisarm and yanked
him back. “Don’'t beanidiot,” she said, breath surging in and out of her chest. “Y ou’ d freezeto degth in
minutes”

“Butit’ sgetting away!” Glauer cried back.
“Noitisn't,” Caxton knew. She understood right away what Jameson had demanded of his creature.

Shedidn't know if theicy water would have hurt it, but she knew haf-deads didn’t bresthe. She
imagined they weren’t very buoyant. It must have sunk like a stone. Under the water its brain would
freeze and that would be the end of its short un-life. “Back when we were working together—I mean,
Jameson and me—it was standard practice to try to capture haf-deads. That was our best source of
information. He knew | would want to talk to this one, and he made damned sure | didn't get the
chance.”

Chapter 22.

Caxton and Glauer trudged back toward the house through the snow. It had grown significantly colder

sncethey’d arrived in Bellefonte, and the sky had turned heavy and the color of lead. The snow flurry
that had come just after dark had stopped, but it looked asif the clouds weren't done for the night.

“What' s our next ep?’ Glauer asked, hisvoice nearly lost under the noise of their shoes crunching the
powdery snow. It sounded like teeth grinding together to Caxton, teeth gnashing and tearing.

She shook her head. 1t was only seven o clock, but it felt much later. “We secure the scene. Call in the
necessary people and wait for themto arrive.”



“I meant—" Glauer began, but then he just shook his head.

They walked the rest of the way in slence. Adtarte’ shouse remained just asthey’ d left it. The cars out
front had gained athin skin of snow that diffused thelight of the red and blue flashers so that instead of
stabbing out at the night they just glowed fitfully, first one color, then the other. Glauer wanted to switch
off the engines of the cars, but Caxton said no—it wasimportant to maintain the integrity of the scene,
down to the last detall.

She made the required phone cals. A lone officer of thelocal police department came quickly, but hedid
little beyond stringing up some yellow caution tape. He didn’t go insde the house at al. Ambulances
arrived on scene next, but the paramedics had to wait for theloca coroner’ s officeto officidly
pronounce everyone dead. A technician from the morgue arrived half an hour later, an annoyed-looking
doctor in afur-lined parka with the hood up. He went inside the house and came back out five minutes
later. He just nodded to the paramedics and they went inside. Not that there was much for them to do.

Lights came on in other houses up and down the street. Anxious-looking people peered out of their
windows, but none of them came down to have alook for themselves. Glauer offered to canvassthe
neighborhood, knocking on doors and asking if anyone had seen anything. “1 doubt anybody did,” he
sad, “but it' [l calm them down if they have somebody to actudly talk to.” Caxton cared very little what
Adarte s neighbors thought, but it was something for the big cop to do, and she let him go with asigh of
relief. He' d been pacing up and down the sdewalk, looking like he had something to say but never
actualy coming out and sayingiit.

Her own tension kept mounting, and she just wanted to get away. It was nighttime—it was going to be
nighttime for another twelve hours—and she knew she wouldn’t relax until dawn came. There waswork
to be done, but she couldn’t leave, not until she could hand the scene over to someone officially capable
of taking charge. Before she knew it she hersaf was pacing. The exercise kept her joints from freezing up
if nothing dse.

An unmarked late-model car drove up and she squinted through the headlights, trying to see who was
insde. There were two occupants, aman and awoman. She was very surprised when she saw them get
out of the car—it was Fetlock and Vesta Polder.

The deputy marsha nodded at her, then walked over to talk to the local cop, who was standing guard at
the front of the house. Vesta came straight over to Caxton and took her hands.

The older woman looked over her shoulder, scanned the trees lining the street asif she expected to see
ghoststhere. “Adtarte has passed,” she said, and it wasn't aquestion. “ Ordinarily | wouldn’t have come,
especidly not a thistime of day. | don't like to be away from my home at night, asyou know. But | must
seher”

Caxton wasn't sure what to make of that. It was againgt every protocol sheknew to let acivilianinto a
crime scene that was still under investigation. Exceptions were made sometimes for direct family
members, but Vesta Polder was no kin of the Arkeleys. Vestawouldn’t explain why it was so important
she see the body, ether. She just stared into Caxton's eyes asif trying to hypnotize her.

“Comeon,” Caxton sad, findly. It was till her scene, until adetective from thelocal PD showed up, so
shewas il in charge of who went into the house. Sheled Vestainside, warning her not to touch
anything, then took her up to the room where Agtarte' s life had ended.

Thewidow lay exactly as Caxton had first seen her. The blood on the floor had started to dry in the
warmth of the house, but Vestawalked around it with mincing little steps, careful not to get any on her
black boots. Caxton knew Polder enough to understand she wasn't just being squeamish.



Vestamoved to the foot of the bed and closed her eyes. Her lips moved, but Caxton couldn’t hear what
she might be saying. A prayer, she supposed. When she had finished she remained there, eyes closed,
hands held out dightly a her Sides.

Caxton wondered how long this was going to take. After aminute or two she cleared her throat and
Vesta opened her eyes.

“Judging from the size of that wound I’d say he didn’t hurt her much,” Caxton said, gesturing at Astarte's
arm. “When hekilled Angus hewasin ared hurry, but here he took histime.”

Vesta nodded in agreement.
“Hirgt hisbrother. Now hiswife.”

“Do you know why he killed them?’ Vesta asked, sounding asif she dready knew but she just wanted to
hear Caxton say it out loud.

That was pretty typical for VestaPolder. She saw al, knew al—or so she wanted people to think.
Caxton was pretty sure it was mostly an act, a practiced technique to draw people out and make them
give away what they knew. It till creeped her out.

“He made them both the same offer, | think. They could join him and become vampires or they could die
on the spot. Astowhy, | don't redlly get it yet.”

“Heloved them,” Polder replied. “Heloved them but they were human, and to avampire human lifeis
contemptible. He could not reconcile those two fedlings. To resolve that tension he had to either make
them like himsdlf, to bring them up to hisleve, or extinguish them dtogether.”

“I got that,” Caxton shrugged. “But vampires see us as prey. Aslivestock. He didn't feed on either of
them, just tore them up and let them bleed out.”

“Perhaps,” Vestasaid, “to Jameson, now, that is affection. He put them to deep, as one would a beloved
pet, instead of making ameal of them like acow or apig.” She moved around the side of the bed and
leaned over Adtarte’' sface, close enough that Caxton started to raise ahand in warning. V esta passed
one hand over Agtarte’' s mouth and then swept her ring-bedecked fingers together asif she were catching
afly. “ She has moved on. Jameson will not be able to raise her asa haf-dead. That'swhat | camefor.
May | close her eyes?’

Again, that was something you just didn’t do at a homicide scene, but Caxton just bit her lip and nodded.

Vestalowered the dead woman' s eydids gently, with two fingers of her left hand. Then she drew back.
She was clearly finished. Before she could go, however, Caxton had afew more questions for her.

“Thenight'sjust begun. I’'mworried he Il srike again.”

“Not tonight,” Vesta said, shaking her head so her blond ringlets bounced on the shoulders of her severe
black dress. “Thismoved him. It affected him, that portion of his heart that remains capable of love. HE
return to hislair and sulk.”

Caxton couldn’t really imagine Jameson sulking, but she accepted what Polder said. She knew things,
somehow, that other people didn’t. It was best not to question how she knew them. “Y ou don’t happen
to know wherehislair is, do you?’

Polder shook her head again. “ That is hidden from me, and from al human eyes. Good night, Agtarte,”



shesad.

She started to come around the side of the bed asif to leave the room, but Caxton stopped her. “Y ou
went out of your way to come here tonight.”

“ Astarte was afriend. Someone needed to be here, to do what | have done.”

Caxton had thought otherwise. “ Raleigh—back at the fake funera—Ra eigh told me about you and her.
She said you and Agtarte had afalling-out or something. Careto tell me what that was about? She said
you hadn’t spoken to each other in years.”

“You haven't guessed dready?’ Polder asked. Shelooked away. “| had an affair with Jameson, of
course.”

Caxton dropped her hand. If she couldn’t imagine Jameson sulking in hislair, she was completely
incgpable of seaing that in her mind' seye.

Polder lifted her chin and stared at the calling. “1t wasin 1987. Jameson and Astarte had been married
only afew years, but aready they were drifting gpart. It had been a sort of arranged marriage, of course.
Jameson was the dashing hero who had dain the great darkness—the man who had single-handedly
driven vampires from the face of the earth. Or so we thought. He didn’t tell anyone that JustiniaMalvern
had survived, not at first. Agtarte came from avery respectable, extremely old family. She could trace her
lineage dl the way back to the foundations of this country.”

“To Plymouth Rock, you mean?’

Vesasmiled. “To Salem. Still, it wasn't avery good match. He was twenty years her senior, for one
thing. They were never happy. He spent far too much time at hiswork and |eft her to keep house here, dl
but abandoned. He only seemed to drop by to impregnate her—that autumn, and then in the winter of the
following year. She struggled with raising the children aone, virtudly asingle mother. | helped her as
much as | could—back then | waslesslimited in my movements. She was my best friend, you see.
That’show | met Jameson. | didn’t like him at al back then. He never besat her, of course, and every
word from his mouth was loving, yet | thought he was amonster for the way he neglected her.”

“Andyet,” Caxton sad, “you somehow got involved with him.”

“There are those among us who find mongters quite atractive,” Vesta said. She had aknowing smirk on
her face that made Caxton cringe. “ Such a powerful man. Passionate, and driven. That kind of focusis
very hard to resst when it isturned in your direction.”

Caxton scratched one of her eyebrows. “When | spoke with Astarte, um, recently, she—suggested that
he and | might have been romantically connected.”

“That' srather foolish. Anyone with eyesin their head can seethat you' re agirl-lover.”

The conversation had taken aturn that wasn't going to help her investigation, Caxton decided. Sheled
Vestaout of the room and back down to the street. Fetlock waited there to talk to her. He looked
impatient.

“Y ou do know thiswoman, then,” he said, when Vesta Polder climbed back into the passenger seet of
his car. “ She came into the state police HQ alittle after you left, demanding to be taken to you at once. |
tried to get some D out of her, but she said there was no time.”

“She probably doesn't have any I1D. Shelives pretty far off the grid. But she' sone of the good guys.”



Fetlock nodded asif he was satisfied with her vouching for Polder. “We could use more of those.
Especidly sncewejust lost seven of them.” He nodded his head in the direction of the house. “ Y ou
know thisdoes't look good, right?'Y ou know thiswas kind of a disaster.”

Caxton admitted she could see how he might think that. “\When people fight vampires, some of them die,”
she muttered. It was the kind of thing Jameson might have said.

“Tell meat least one good thing came out of this,” Fetlock insisted.

Caxton looked him right in the eye. “1 know where he' s going to strike next.”

Chapter 23.

11
Alright,” Fetlock said. “Tell mewhat you know. And how you know it.”

Caxton sat down on the hood of his car. Warmth from the engine seeped up through her clothes. “He
approached Angus, his brother, with an offer—join him or die. Tonight he made the same offer to his
wife. HE sgoing after hisown family. He thinks he' s doing them abig favor, making them asimmortal
and as powerful asheis. They don't seeit that way, and the only other option asfar ashe’ s concerned is
to kill them painlessy. Hecan't just let them liein peace.”

“But why?" Fetlock asked. “What'sinit for him?’

“Reinforcements. He knows heisn't invulnerable. He killed too many vampires himslf to think that. No
matter how tough he may be, ther€’ s going to come atime when he just won't be strong enough. When
somebody isgoing to get him. | don't think he’ sal that worried about me. I’'m just one person and he
knows all my best tricks—because he taught them to me. Individually, nobody istough enough to bea
seriousthreat. But he' s smart, and he knows he' s outnumbered. If | can't stop him, eventuadly he'll be up
against more than just me. If he wantsto keep drinking blood—and he can't stop now—he knowswe' Il
fight him over every drop. If he creates new vampiresthey can fight by hisside.”

“So he'saVampire Zero now. Just like you warned about.”
She nodded. “At least he' strying to become one. Angus and Agtarte both turned him down.”
“You think he'll try the same offer with someone else,” Fetlock offered.

“Yeah. | think he’ s going to approach everybody he supposedly loved when hewas dive. Jameson
Arkeley wasalot of things, but agood family man was not one of them. He got asfar as he could from
his brother and then never looked back—they hadn’t seen each other in twenty years. He cheated on
and nearly deserted hiswife. Hiskids barely knew him. Hiskids—"

“—arenext onthelist,” Fetlock finished. “Jesus.” He pressed hisfingers againgt histemples and then ran
them down his cheeks. “There are two of them, right? Raleigh, and Sam?’

“Simon,” Caxton corrected. “ He stwenty, she' s nineteen. Way too young to die. | don’t know which of
them he'll gpproach firg, but | already have an gppointment to talk to Raleigh tomorrow. Shelives
outside of Allentown. That’sup in coa country, near where | grew up, actualy. It san areal know well,
S0 it'sagood place to make astand. If | can be there when Jameson arrives, | can set up an ambush and
maybethat’sal it takes. Asfor Smon, | don't know. | tried to talk to him recently, but he was
adversarial to say the least. He won't want to cooperate. He sfarther away, too. He' s a student up at



Syracuse.”

“You'renot limited by state jurisdiction, now that you're aFed,” Fetlock said. 1 can send some deputies
up there to scoop him up. Put him in protective custody. The Marshds Service has dl kinds of safe
houses we can use. We administer the Witness Protection Program—uwe can definitely put the kid up for
acouple of days.”

“But not againgt hiswill. Like | said, he'snot going to cooperate. Not happily.”

“No. But if we can convince him hislifeisredly in danger, why would he refuse? How sure are you
about this, about him going after hiskids?”

“Ninety percent. On the phone he told me to stay away from hisfamily. | think that’ s a pretty clear
indication of—"

“Excuseme?’ Fetlock took astep toward her and leaned in closg, asif he wanted to hear her better.
“Did you just say you spoke with Jameson Arkeley on the phone?’

Therewasno point in denying it. “Y esh. Earlier, he procured acell phone from the lead unit in the assault
here. | called that number hoping to speak with the trooper in charge, but that man was aready dead.
Jameson answered in his place, and tried to warn me off. It'Il al goin my report, | swear.”

Fetlock straightened up and scratched under hisnose. “ That’ s—that’ sinteresting.”
Shehit her lip. “I’ve...heard from Mavern, too. Viatext message.”
Fetlock went alittle pae.

“Ligten,” he said. “I’'m going to get you anew phone. We Il just switch out the SIM card, so you can
keep the same number. But the phone | give you will let you record incoming cals. It' |l dso alow meto
ligenin. If hecalsyou again, we'll at least have acopy of anything he says.”

Caxton frowned. “I’'m not sureI’m dl that comfortable with you listening to my cals. That' skind of
intrusive, don't you think?’

“Part of thejob. Besides, it snot like you' re using your phone for personal cals. It' sjust awork phone,
right? The government pays for those minutes, so they belong to the taxpayers, not you.”

Caxton forced hersdf to amile. “ Alright, Deputy Marshd.”

“Looks like you have your work cut out for you. Tomorrow you can start securing the kids. What about
tonight, though? Is Arkeley going to strike again, somewhere ese?’

Caxton shrugged. She thought about what V esta Polder had said—about Jameson sulking in hislair.
There was a better reason to believe he was done for the night, however. “Probably not. He sfed
enough to keep him full for awhile, and he hasn't reached the point yet where he' skilling for fun. Thank
God.”

Fetlock nodded in agreement. “I want to know everything that happened here tonight. But | can see
you' re exhausted. Get out of here and get some deep. Y ou can write up everything in your incident
report and get it to metomorrow.” With that he took hisleave, taking Vesta Polder with him.

The chief of the Bellefonte Police Department showed up shortly thereafter. She shook his hand and gave
him avery quick idea of what had happened. She didn’t want to go into the gory details—his own



people could tell him about those. Having officialy turned the scene over to him, shefound hersef more
than ready to leave.

Shefound Glauer gill going from door to door, teling Agtarte’ s nelghbors there was nothing to worry
about. She called him back down to the street and told him it was time to go home. “1’ll drive you back
to HQ. We should both be in bed before midnight—there’ s going to be alot to do tomorrow.”

Hedidn't say aword. Sheled him back to her car, but he just stood there, staring up at Agtarte’ s house.
A number of lights had been turned on inside and the front door stood wide open. Caxton could see local
copsingde bent over the bodies of the three half-deads in the foyer. Flashes of light told her they’ d
brought a photographer to document the scene, which made her think of Clara. Clara, who would be
waiting for her at home. Maybe there would even be hot food there for her.

“Comeon, Glauer, I'mtired,” shesaid.

The big cop turned and looked at her with haunted eyes. He made no move to get into the car.
She knew what was under hisskin. “It was us or them,” she said.

“They were police officers”

“They were hdf-deads,” she said. “ They weren't themsdlves anymore.”

“They were police officers before they were haf-deads,” hereplied. “Y ou sent them here. Y ou sent them
here knowing he was going to kill them.”

“No, you'rewrong,” sheinssted. “I sent them here knowing there was a chance they could get killed.
Also knowing that was part of their job. Policemen put themsdvesin theline of danger dl thetime. It's
what they sign up for. It' swhat we signed up for.”

He shook hishead. “ Sure,” he said, “cops go up against bad guys al the time and sometimes,
occasiondly, one of them gets shot. Sometimes one even gets killed. Thiswas something more,
something worse. I'm not necessarily blaming you for their desths. But the bodies are starting to pile up
red high.”

“That’ swhy we re doing this, to kegp Jameson from killing any more.”
“Redly?’ Glauer asked.

“Yeah, damnit!” Caxton scowled at the big cop. “Y eah. Everything | do. Every day of my lifesince
October has been devoted to that. | put my own life at risk every night, and | never ask anyoneto do
something | wouldn’t do mysdlf. | have to make hard decisions sometimes. | have to make them fast.
Sometimes | make the wrong choice.”

“Tonight was one of thosetimes. I'm just saying—"
“I'vesaid al I'm going to. Get in the car before | freeze my ass off.”

“Y ou need to be more careful with the people around you. Maybe you don't careif you live or die, but
the families of those men are—"

“Get inthe damned carl”

“Yes, Deputy,” he growled, and yanked the passenger door open.



“It's Specid Deputy,” she shot back, and climbed in her own side.

She drove him back to Harrisburg without saying another word. When they arrived he jumped out and
ran indde the building without even looking at her.

Chapter 24.

n the morning Caxton woke to pure white light streaming in through her window. It had snowed o
much during the night that it had piled up againgt the windowpane. She couldn’t even see the backyard.

She could smell bacon and eggs cooking in the kitchen. Reluctantly she kicked off the eectric blanket
and went to the table in her pgjamas. Clarabeamed at her from the stove. “The way you looked when
you camein last night, | figured you could use ahot medl.”

Caxton tried to smile back, but her face didn’t quite fed up to it. When Clara put acup of coffeein front
of her shespped at it, grateful but unable to say so. She wanted to tell Clara everything that had
happened. She wanted to just grab her around the legs and hug her. She couldn’t do that either.

“I’ve been thinking,” Clara said, when she had finished making her omelets and had placed them on the
table. “ About what you said yesterday. Obvioudy | can't be your forensics specidist. But maybe | could
do what you said. Y ou know, coordinate with those guys. | could come work with you. If that would be
helpful.”

Laura seyeswent wide. “I1t would.”

Claranodded and started to eat. “Y ou can buy me lunch every day, too. If you want.”
“I do,” Laurareplied.

“Where should we go today, then?’

“Ah”

“Ah?’

“There sonly one problem,” Caxton said. “Today I’m going out to Allentown. To talk to Jameson's
daughter, Raeigh. And I'll probably have to spend the night there, too.”

“Of course,” Clarasaid, and turned back to the stove.

“Hey,” Laurasaid, as soothingly as she could, “you’ ve been greet about thisso far. | know | have no
right to ask for more understanding, but | need it.”

“Yeah,” Clarasaid. “Yeah, of courseit’sokay. | suppose she'sin morta danger, thisgirl.”
“Her own father isgoing to try to kill her.”

Claraturned around with asad smile on her face. “1 can’t compete with that. Go. Do what you do best.
Il be here when you get home.”

Laurakissed her. She ate her eggs and bacon, though she was too distracted to taste anything, and then
shewent to get dressed. In half an hour she was on the road, headed for her office. There were errands



to complete there. She had to write her report on the previous night’ s disaster, for one thing. She found
her new phone waiting on her desk, dtill inits box—Fetlock must have ddivered it during the night. The
Fed travels fast, shethought. It was bigger and clunkier than her old one, with atiny black-and-white
screen. Sighing with pointless misgivings, she dipped the SIM card out of her old phone and into the new
beast and then shoved it in her pocket. It started to ring dmost ingtantly. 1t was Fetlock caling.

“You're going to watch Raleigh?” Fetlock asked, once she'd said hello. “Good. Don’'t let me stop you. |
saw that you had activated the new phone, so | thought I’ d test it out for you.”

“It seemsto work fing” she said.

“Yes, onthisend too. Listen, I’ ve just sent you an email—take alook now. I'll wait.” While Caxton
booted up her computer he explained, “1’ ve had my best people working on the videotapes from our
archivesfacility. | thought we might catch our intruder in the act. It looks like we might have something.”

Caxton opened her email and saw a picture start to load. “ Thisis the guy who broke in and stole dl of
Jameson' sfiles?’

“I believe 50, yes,” Fetlock confirmed. “We only caught him for asplit second, but my digita andysis
people cleaned up theimage quite abit. | thought you should seethis.”

The picture on the screen showed aman in alight blue suit walking through ameta detector. The shot
was blurry at best, and the face couldn’t be seen at al—just the back of the man’s head. His hair could
have been brown or black—the image was too poorly lit to be sure. “He was using Jameson's 1D, right?
It'snot him, though.”

“Y ou don't think it could have been the vampirein disguise?’ Fetlock asked.

Caxton frowned. “I supposeit’s possible. Vampires do dter their gppearance sometimes. They put on
wigs, throw on some makeup. | knew one, once, who tore off the tips of his own ears so they’ d ook
more human.” She tapped at the screen of her computer. “ Thisis different, though. Those vampires
wouldn’t fool anybody except from at an extreme distance. 1t would take Hollywood-level makeup
artiststo make onelook thishuman. No, | till think thisis ahuman being pretending to be Jameson. He
found someone human and sent him in his place. Besides. HE sgot dl hisfingers. Jamesonismissing dl
the fingersfrom one hand.”

“He could be wearing aprosthesis,” Fetlock suggested.

Caxton frowned at her screen. “A guy walksinto your offices, wearing powder on hisface, an obvious
wig, and afake hand. Even if the makeup job was good, don't you think somebody would notice
something?’

“Soit definitely wasn't Jameson. Which only begs more questions,” Fetlock said.
“Yeah. Now, if it sdright, | haveto get going—time swasting,” Caxton said. She didn’t particularly care

about the archivestheft. She was far more worried about |osing another one of Jameson’sfamily
members.

She wasn't quite done, though. Before she left she stuck her head into the briefing room. She hoped to
find Glauer there. She planned to gpologize to him. It had been abad night for everybody, but he hadn’t
deserved the crap she' d given him. She found him just where she’ d expected, and he' d been busy.

He had taken the liberty of updating the whiteboards. For VAMPIRE PATTERN #1 he had pasted up
pictures of the Carboy family undernesth the pictures of Rexroth/Carboy’ s other victims. For VAMPIRE



PATTERN #1 he had found pictures of the state troopers and Bellefonte police they’ d fought at Agtarte’s
house, aswell as the anonymous haf-dead from the motel where Angus died. Jameson’ s brother and his
widow both had their own memoriasthere, circled in red marker. The boards were getting crowded,
there was't much room |eft for future victims.

It wasfinethat he' d done al that—but when she saw what else he' d done she nearly logt it. He had
taken one of Dylan Carboy’ s notebooks—the one that had been gummed together with dried
blood—and separated al the pages. They lay spread out on the desks like an enormous tarot card
reading.

She had given him specific ingtructions to stop reading the notebooks. Clearly hel d decided he didn’t
have to obey her orders. Before she could blow up at him, though, he held up hishands. “1 can explain,”
hesad. “I know you think thisisal garbage. And the vast mgjority of it definitely is. Therearewhole
sections where he just copied down the lyrics of hisfavorite songs, and there are pages where he pasted
in printouts of websites, some of them pretty random. It looks like he was obsessed with the Columbine
school shooting for awhile. | think maybe he was planning something similar at his college—that might
have been when he bought the shotgun.”

He tapped one of the desks. “ But starting here things change. None of hisjourna entries are dated, but
he talks about a TV show he watched and | looked it up. The episode he mentions ran the first week in
October.”

“Right after Jameson accepted the curse,” Caxton suggested.

“Yeah.” Glauer picked up one of the sheets. “The show’ s not important except that it givesusatime
framefor the trangition. Before that date most of his entries are long, rambling passages about how he
fedslike no one understands him and how he feds dienated even from hisfamily. Then we have thisone.
It stuck out at first only because it was so short: ‘1 saw him outside my window tonight. He' s close now,
and coming closer.””

Caxton raised an eyebrow.

Glauer pushed hisway between the desks, knocking them sidewaysin his excitement so their feet
squesked across the linoleum. “ Thereé smore! Here, maybe a couple days later: ‘ He told me the strong
will aways prey on theweak. That'sthe laws of nature. He said if you were weak you had aduty to
make yourself stronger, or to get out of theway. Nobody isas strong ashim.””

“Does he ever mention Jameson by name?’ Caxton asked.

Glauer dropped hishead. “No. At least not in the journd entries. There are newspaper articles about
vampiresdl over this notebook. A lot of them about what happened at Gettysburg.”

Caxton leaned againgt the bookcase. “But you think this‘he' is Jameson. Y ou think he was in contact
with Carboy somehow. Presumably not through their MySpace pages.”

“We know they can communicate telepathicaly,” Glauer tried.
Caxton couldn’t deny it—she’ d had her mind invaded by more vampires than she liked to remember.

“And after the second week in October he starts talking about a‘she’ aswell. Here: * She was beautiful
once, and can be again. It would be an honor to feed her, to make her whole. It would be an act of
love’”

“So hewastaking to Mavern, too. Okay. And this kid sounds about the right type to get avampire's



interest. He was fucked up aready, spirding toward violence, ready to obliterate himself aslong ashe
could take some other people with him. That would make him a perfect candidate to accept the curse.”

“Yeah,” Glauer said.

“But inthe end they didn’t giveit to him. He had to pretend he was avampire. We know Jameson is
recruiting. We know Mavern has recruited in the past, and | have no doubt she wants more vampiresto
come worship her. Neither of them gave Carboy what he wanted. That suggests to me he never met
ether of them face-to-face. Maybe he just imagined these conversations. Maybe hewasjust crazy.”

“Maybe, but there’ s something here. Something...| need to read more.”

Caxton threw up her arms. “Alright. | don’t need you right now, actudly. I'm going out to Allentown, to
Raegh’s place, but they don't let men in there, you said. So spend the day on thisif you need to. One

day.

He nodded gravely. “Thanks. Thisoneis haunting me. If | can figure out what made him doit...I don't
know. | don’t know what that will achieve, in concrete terms, but it means something to me.”

“Oneday,” sherepeated. “Wish meluck.” Sheleft the basement and headed up to her car, findly ready
to go to Allentown. She had her key in the ignition before she realized she hadn’t actualy gpologized to
Glauer. Well, maybe, she thought, |etting him dig through Carboy’ s diseased brain was apology enough.

She hoped so.

It was along ride to Allentown, and she needed her sunglasses the whole way. Snow lay deep and thick
on thefields she passed through, but the sun was out. In the towns, as she drove through the quiet
resdentia sreets, the eaves and gutters glittered with ice melt and the streets were filled with dark dush.
Theradio told her it was going up to fifty degrees by afternoon but that more snow was on the way. If
there were blizzards coming, she thought, she would have to get Fetlock to give her afour-whed-drive
vehicle. Thelittle Mazda wasn't made for dippery conditions.

Eventudly she started to recognize landmarks, old family restaurants that had been in business for
decades, the main squares of little towns she' d visited amillion times. Caxton had grown up in smal
townsal around the areg, the old cod mining part of Pennsylvania, sometimesin the cities and sometimes
in placesthat were nothing more than rows of cheap company housing built for coa minersinthe
previous century—places that didn’t even deserve thetitle of “town,” so instead they were called

patches. She got to see one or two of them as she drove past, though very few of them lay near the main
road. Almost al the old patches had been forgotten by time once the coal dried up or the mineswere just
shut down.

The directions she' d downloaded from MapQuest took her south of Allentown proper, through the
borough of Emmaus. Emmaus was famous asthe origind home of the Moravian Churchiin
Pennsylvania—an offshoot of Protestantism with its own unique customs, though not as severe asthe
Amish or the Mennonites. The one thing she remembered about the Moravians was that they had a
gpecia kind of cemetery caled aGod' s Acre. Instead of burying their dead in family groups, the
Moraviansfiled them by age, gender, and marita status. She couldn’t remember why—maybe they
wanted them filed appropriately for God when he came to get them again on Judgment Day.

Therewerealot of religious groups living their own way in the area. There were monasteries and retreats
tucked away in the hills she drove through, and plenty of churches. When shefindly found the sde road
she wanted, she headed down through along copse of dead trees that ended in astone wal surrounding
what shetook for either amuseum or arest home. The building stood four stories high and aswide asa



city block. It was made of redbrick dressed with carved stone and studded everywhere with windows,
some of them with Gothic arches. Ivy covered most of the face of the building, brown and dead now, but
she could imagineit bright green in summertime. The building sat on abroad lawn of yelow grassthat
peeked up sporadicaly from under the snow. A number of stone monuments, afountain, and arustic
gazebo stuck out of the snow here and there. Behind and to one side a stripe of water cut through the
lawn, acreek full of pae stones.

Therewas no parking lot. A few very old and very nondescript cars sat on the lawn near the main gatein
thewall, and she pulled in beside them. She got out and went to the gate, a huge wrought-iron
contraption surmounted by asmple cross. She started looking for abell to ring, but before she found one
someone cameto let her in: ateenaged girl wearing abaggy dress and a parkatwo sizestoo big for her.

“Hi, I’'m Specid Deputy Caxton,” she said to the girl.
The girl smiled broadly and nodded her head.
“I have an gppointment. | mean, I’ m supposed to speak with Raleigh Arkeley. Shelives here, right?’

The girl smiled and nodded again. Apparently she didn’t speak much. Caxton looked up at the cross
over the gate and wondered if she'd come to aconvent or anunnery and if everyoneinside had taken a
vow of silence. It would makeit damned hard to interview Raeigh about her father.

“Can you take meto her?’ Caxton asked.

The girl nodded again and then turned around and started trudging across the lawn. The hem of her dress
dragged through the snow, but she didn’t seem to notice or mind. Caxton followed close behind.

Chapter 25.

Caxton was brought into the main hal of the huge building, an echoing cavern with marble floorsand

high columns. A spirdl staircasein wrought iron rose from the rear of the hall while massive fireplaces on
ether sderoared with heat and light. The only other illumination in the room came from standing
candeldoras. There didn’t seem to be any eectric lightsin the hal. Caxton wondered if the place was
even on the power grid.

Her slent guide led her toward adoor set in one side of the hal. The girl knocked once, hesitantly asif
afraid of making too much noise, then stepped back quickly. She turned and smiled at Caxton again, with
lots of teeth.

Someone beyond the door called, “Enter.” Caxton shrugged and pushed the door open, then walked into
asmall but pleasant little office. The walls were lined with crowded bookshelves, except where they were
pierced by abroad window that |ooked out on the lawn and another, if much smaller, fireplace that
crackled merrily. Behind amassive oak desk a young woman was seated, dressed in a severe black
dress and with awhite cloth over her hair.

“You'll be Trooper Caxton, then,” the woman said, risng from where she sat to hold out one gloved
hand. Caxton shook it. “Welcometo our little sanctuary. Raleigh hastold us about you. I'm Sister
Margot.”

“Sigter?’ Caxton asked. “| didn’t redize thiswas a convent. | guess | should have guessed from the—the



cothes”

“This place was anunnery once, but it’'s moved on with the times. The staff remain under holy orders but
we're purely nondenominationa. Asfor thisoutfit I'm wearing....it'scommonly caled ahabit,” the
woman said. “Weliketo say it’ sthelast habit we ever want to take up. Please, please sit down. Can |
offer you something to drink?’ She turned to where a plastic cooler sat next to the window. It looked
digtinctly wrong in the room, which otherwise might have been furnished in the previous century and
never renovated.

“I’dloveaDiet Coke,” Caxton said. It had been along, thirsty ride.
“Sorry. We don't take stimulants. How about apple juice?’
“Sure.” Caxton took the proffered bottle and twisted off its cap.

“It' svitd to stay hydrated.” She offered abottle of water to the silent girl sanding in the doorway.
“You vedready met Violet, but of course she didn’t introduce hersdlf.”

“Pleased to meet you both. | guessyou know why I’'m here.”

“Of course” Sister Margot sad. “ Sister Raeigh will be down in awhile. She' s currently engaged ina
group therapy session that can’t be interrupted. In the meantime Il be happy to answer any questions
you have. We may look asif we' ve turned away from the world, and we have,” she giggled—behind
Caxton Violet bubbled with mirth aswell—" but we beieve in hospitality aswell, which includes
cooperating with the authorities whenever we must. We also pay our taxes, quite regularly.”

“Good to hear it, though that’ s not my department. Nice place you have here, by the way. All women,
from what | hear. Must be very peaceful. So are you aMoravian? | never heard of Moravian nuns
before”

“Oh, no,” Sster Margot exclaimed. “ Thereis no religion within these walls. When | want to pray, |
actualy step outside. We' re very careful not to exclude anyone.”

“Except men,” Caxton suggested.
Sister Margot shrugged. “ They can be a distraction to the work we do here.”

“| see” Caxton said, athough honestly she was pretty confused. “What kind of work would that be? I’'m
afraid | don't know as much about Raleigh as| thought | did.”

“Thisisaplace of refuge. The girlswho come here have al met the dark side of life, oneway or the
other. They need aplace they can go far away from the temptations and stresses of modern life. We
provide counseling and therapy, but mostly our work isto provide adifferent way of life. A smpler way.”

“Sothisisahafway house?’

Sigter Margot’s smile dimmed, but only by afraction of awaitt. “More like aretreat. A shelter from the
storm. Trooper, wetry to provide an oasis from al digtractions, that’sal.”

“It's, uh, Special Deputy. Not Trooper. So rdigion is one of those digtractions. But you' re abeliever
yourself, aren’'t you? | mean, you're a Christian or something.”

Margot's smile faded afew degrees. “1 have taken certain vows, yes. | am required by those vowsto
wear this habit. The building we re in was once consecrated to aholy order, aswell. Inthe past it was a



home for wayward girls—unwed mothers, to be exact. In recent years we' ve broadened our scope and
also our outlook. The work we do hereisvitd and it must be completed in an atmosphere free of
judgment and prgudice. The girlswho come here have dl made bad mistakesin their lives. Thelast thing
they need is authority figures—like God—to remind them how they’ vefailed.”

“Mistakes?’ Caxton asked.

“ Some became addicted to drugs or to less materid pursuits. Some are just lost. What you would cdll
mentaly ill. | started out here mysalf, years ago. | suffered from schizophreniaand delusons of grandeur.
This place helped meimmeasurably.”

“Oh,” Caxton said. Sheturned in her seat to look at the girl behind her. “What's Violet in for?’
The mute girl grabbed her throat and smulated strangulation.

Sgter Margot explained. “ She attempted to commit suicide by drinking drain cleaner. It was only through
an act of great blessing that she survived, though as aresult she'll never spesk again or egt solid food.”

Violet shrugged, her smilereturning as bright as before.
“| take it some people stay here longer than others,” Caxton suggested.
“Aslong asthey need to. Some of our patients never leave.”

What on earth, Caxton wondered, had Raleigh done to get herself sent to aplace likethis?“It’'s
important | see Raleigh as soon as possible. Before dark, at the very least. How much longer isher
sesson going to last?’

“ Another fifteen minutes or so. She' Il be brought to you the second she’ sdone. | want you to know,
Trooper, that you are perfectly welcome here, for aslong asyou must join us. I'd be less than honest,
however, if | said that your prolonged presence here was desirable. | worry that you' Il make some of the
girlsuneasy. A number of them have histories with law enforcement that were lessthan....convivid.”

“I promise, I'll beasquick as| can. Where can | talk with Raleigh?’ she asked.

Sister Margot looked to Violet. “Please find aroom where they may talk and prepare it with candles and
fire” The mute girl bowed her head and ran off without looking back. “In the meantime, can | offer youa
quiet place to wait?’

Caxton checked her cell phone. She got lousy reception in the office, and she hadn't checked inwith
Glauer in along time. “Maybe some place with aphone?’

Sigter Margot’ s smile dropped for amoment. “ There' s only one telephonein the building, and that's
here, inmy office. If you'd liketo useit, I'll just go wait out in the hall.”

Caxton started to protest, but the nun didn’t give her a chance. She headed out the door and left Caxton
all done. Whatever, Caxton thought, and reached for the woman’ s phone. She called in to HQ and got
Glauer, who had some information for her.

“Y ou asked the members of the SSU to start looking for potentia lairs,” he said, and she got excited for
asecond. “They’ ve turned up sixty-one possibles, from Erie dl the way to Reading.”

“That' sgood,” she said, though the number was surprisingly large. The cops who worked part time for
the SSU must have tagged every abandoned farmhouse and disused factory in the state. There was no



way she could investigate al those leads on her own, though. “ Get Fetlock in on this. Tell him—scratch
that, ask him politely, he' salittle sendtive—to get his peopleto run al these down. Get as many of them
as possible checked out before nightfall. Y ou know what we' relooking for. Places that haven't been
used for years, but have signs of recent activity. They can rule out the places thelocal teensgo to drink,
and anywhere clearly visble from amain road. That should narrow the search.”

How awesome would it be, she thought, if they turned up thelair in the next hour? Knowing Jameson, his
lair would be well guarded and probably booby-trapped. There were waysto deal with that sort of thing,
however. If she could get to thelair by daylight, if she could find Jameson and Mavern inside, il intheir
coffins—it would be the work of afew minutesto remove their hearts from their bodies. To destroy the
hearts. To end this.

Then she could go home. Go to bed for aweek.

Then she could be done with Clara, for along time. She could fix everything. Everything that was wrong
with her life.

She knew with a depressing certainty it wasn't going to happen that way.

“Jameson’ssmart,” she said. She said it so often it had become a mantra. “He s not going to be anyplace
| think to look for him, ishe?’

“We might get lucky,” Glauer sad.
She snorted aresponse and ended the call.

In the silence that followed—she could hear nothing but the crackling of the fireplace—she sat back in
her chair and sipped at her apple juice. She thought about what could have made Raleigh cometo such a
place, to cut hersdf off from the world atogether like this. It was not, she had to admit, without a certain
attraction. Tell everyoneto go to hell. Run and hide from &l her problems. She'd loveto.

But no.

The only reason aplace like this repurposed convent could exist was that there were people out therein
the red world, people who fought and bled to protect Sister Margot’ sright to be safe and immune from
danger and harm. Caxton knew alot of old cops—her father had been one, and so had dl his
friends—and she remembered back in the seventiesthey’ d had a certain way of thinking, ametaphor for
what they did. The modern world with dl its crime and drugs and violence and crazieswas atrash can, a
big, bulging trash can too smal to hold everything insde of it, dways threatening to burgt, to run over and
spill out onto the streets. As cops, they were paid to do nothing more than sit on the lid.

Now that was her job.

There was aknock on the door. It was Sister Margot. “Raeigh’ sready for you now,” she said.

Chapter 26.

Sster Margot led Caxton to awindowless square room on the second floor with atable and afew
less-than-comfortable chairs. It was freezing cold inside, but abrazier had been set up in one corner to
warm the place and tall candel abras flanked the table, giving some light. Raleigh dready waited ingde,
stting at the far sde of the table. She greeted Caxton warmly, then sat back down and smiled.



Caxton pulled adigita audio recorder out of her pocket. “Isit aright if | usethis? | noticed you don't
have eectricity here”

“Sister Margot sayswe don't need it. That if we had it we' d be tempted to get radios, or even a
televison set, which would be a mistake. Sometimes | think she must have been Amish before she
became anun. | don't think thet little thing will be a problem, though.”

Caxton nodded her thanks and set up the recorder, putting asmall microphone on the table where it
could catch both their voices. She decided to get right to business. “1 wanted to ask you afew questions
about your father. Have you been in touch with him recently? | mean before he changed.”

The girl shook her head. “Not for about six months. The whole family is sort of estranged. Until two days
ago | hadn’t seen Uncle Angus since | wasachild. Mom | saw just afew weeks ago, but we didn’t
speak for very long, we were—"

Caxton stopped her, not wanting to talk about Astarte. That would probably bring up alot of emotiona
stuff she didn’t need. She needed to keep thisinterview on track. “When was the last time you spoke
with your father?”

“I wasin...Bdgium,” Raeigh said. Her face clouded asif the memory was painful.
“You werein college a thetime. Y our father told methat. Y ou were doing a semester abroad.”

Raeigh shrugged. “ That was how it Sarted. | wanted to Sudy greet art. They have alot of amazing
museumsin Begium. Have you ever been?’

Caxton smiled. “No.” She' d never been out of the country, except one quick visit to Canadawhen she
was akid. She'd rarely left her home gtate. “ So you saw the museums,” she prompted.

“Y es. And they were wonderful. But you can't just ook at paintings all day, and write papers about them
al night. I went with afriend of mine, Jane. She—"

Caxton took anotepad out of her pocket. “Last name?’
Thegirl frowned. “That's not important to the story I'm telling.”

Caxton smiled through gritted teeth. “'Y ou never know what’ simportant. It' s often the little details that
metter.”

“I suddenly fed likeI’m being interrogeted,” Raleigh sad.

| don’t have time for this, Caxton thought. “I’m just trying to learn everything | can. Thisisn't even an
officia conversation, just abackgrounder.”

“It'sjust | don’t want to get Janein any trouble. She' s—well. She'sliving acertain lifestyle. Some
people don’t gpprove of that lifestyle. It involves breaking some very silly laws.”

“Y ou mean she' sadrug user,” Caxton sad.
Raleigh looked startled. “Yesl How did you know that?’

“It'snot magic. Just experience.” She' d heard that kind of evasion before. “Is Jane currently within the
borders of the United States?’

Raleigh shook her head.



“She' still over in Europe?’ That got anod. “Then | couldn’t arrest her evenif | wanted to. | don't have
any jurisdiction over there. But let’ sforget about her last name. Just tell me what happened.”

Raegh looked up at the celling. She exhaled along and noisy breath and then launched into it. “I was
young and very foolish at thetime. | was aso very bored. Jane and | were roommatesin thistiny little
place in Brussels. The rent was nothing, but we were dways broke anyway. We ate alot of French fries
because they were chegp—they actudly invented French friesin Belgium, did you know that? They
aren't redly French at al. Living so chegply wasin someways avery spiritua experience. There' sa
liberation that comes with owning next to nothing. We would st around talking about art, like, al night
long. Wedidn't get alot of deep, but wedidn’t ever fed dl that bad the next day. Y ou know how itis
when you' reyoung.”

Caxton smiled and nodded, though she didn’t know at al. Her own experience had been quite different.

“Janeredlly liked to party. Y ou know what | mean? It was just drinking, at first. We had thisredly cheap
winethat camein ablue bottle and it tasted awful, but you could buy cases of it for nothing. We would
have people come over, other students, sometimes even Belgian kids, and we would just have so much
fun. Laughing and singing until the people who lived downstairs would bang on their celling with abroom
handle, which dwaysjust made uslaugh more. Sometimes people would bring other things.”

“Y ou mean drugs.”

Raeigh nodded and looked away. “ That wasn't my thing. | dways said no. | mean &t first. They would
pass around ajoint and it just looked nasty, with everybody’ s spit on the end. Sometimesthey had pills
and then they wouldn’t deep for days. Jane liked that. She loved doing her classwork at like four in the
morning when it was quiet, she said. The guy who had the pills started coming around alot more often.
His name was Piet and he had redlly beautiful eyes. One time we were in the kitchen and he kissed me.
Then he just stood there looking at me for so long, until 1 got embarrassed and ran out of the room. That
same night he hooked up with Jane, and before long he moved in. He started bringing his own friends
around and some of them weren't so, well, nice.” Raleigh started to scratch at her arms as she spoke,
digging her fingernailsinto the crooks of her elbows, through the deeves of her shapelessdress. “They
did heroin. Over there, it'snot like here. People don’t call you ajunkie just because you tried something
once. Jane started shooting up with Piet and then there were no more dl-nighters. Then they would just
collapse on the couch and they wouldn’t get up. She stopped going to classes.”

Caxton sighed. “When did you start taking heroin?’ she asked.

That same gtartled look as before, asif Caxton had read the girl’smind. “1 didn’'t say | did. | never said
thet.”

“Youdidtry it, though,” Caxton said. “Didn’'t you?’

Raeigh nodded in acceptance. “ Y es. They said it was the best fedling in the world. They said you could
doit acouple of times safely before you got addicted. That if you just did it a couple of timesyou would
be okay. | figured—I mean, thiswas near the end of the semester. | thought I d try it once. Maybe twice,
if I liked it. Then | would haveto fly home, since | dready had booked my flight back, and | wouldn’t be
tempted again.”

“What happened then?’

“I'likedit. I likedit alot.” Raeigh looked down at her hands. Under the table her feet were swinging
back and forth. “I did it more than a couple of times. We didn’t have any money, | said that before. We
couldn’t afford to buy drugs and pay the rent, so something had to happen. Jane convinced me we



should cash in our planetickets. We would explain to our parents that we needed the money for rent,
and then they would send us new tickets. Except we didn’t want to go home anymore. The college called
and said that if we didn’t come homewe could get expelled. There was this funny thing that happened, it
waslike | knew that thingswere going bad. | knew it, but | couldn’t do anything about it. When | was
highit didn’t matter, and when | came down | just felt like | couldn’t concentrate enough to do what |
needed to do. We got kicked out of the gpartment because we never did pay the rent, and we went to
livewith Piet. And hisfriends”

“What did you do for money then?’

Raeigh looked up across the table and stared directly at Caxton. “I don’t want to say. Not when I'm
being recorded.”

“Okay,” Caxton said. Shedidn’t think she wanted the sordid details anyway.

“Y ou asked me about the last time | saw my dad. I'm sorry. I ve been rambling. The answer is| saw him
about sx months ago. He knew something was up when | didn’t come home. He went to Vesta Polder
and asked her to take alook, to see where | was. She can do that sort of thing. Anyway, she came back
to him and said she’ d found where my body was, but that she couldn’t see my soul anywhere.” Thegirl’s
voicerosein pitch as she finished her story. “ Daddy came for me. He showed up and he hurt some
people. Some of Piet’ sfriends. | called him so many bad names, | said such mean things, but he didn’t
even listen to me. He dragged me out of there and got me on a plane. We sat next to each other the
wholeway back. | got sick, really sick. | threw up alot. He held my hair back but he wouldn't talk to
me. Not while | waslike that. He told everybody | wasjust airsick. When we got home he brought me
right here. He couldn’t comein through the gate, but Sister Margot took onelook at me and just brought
meinside. They locked me up for acouple of days, and when | finally came out of my room they were
just waiting with thisugly set of clothes. They said if | wanted to stay here | had to dresslike everybody
else. | put the clothes on, because | needed something. | needed something to replace the heroin. | had
no ideawhat | was getting into. | can’t tell you how scared | was. Now everything s different.”

“How did your father know to bring you here?’

“Vestarecommended it asaplace where | could get clean again. It sredly specia here. Y ou should
gpend sometimewith us”

“I'd likethat,” Caxton lied. “So thisal happened six months ago.” The summer of 2004, then. Just afew
months before the massacre at Gettysburg. He' d never told Caxton about what had happened, not even
ahint. That was't surprising, though, if you knew Jameson Arkeley at dl.

“Hesaved me” Raleigh said, dtting back in her chair. Shelooked spent, asif the effort of telling the story
had taken something out of her. “He saved my life. And my soul.” She shook her head. “1 heard what he
did to Uncle Angus. So horrible. I'm doing a three-week fast in hishonor.”

“That’s...nice of you,” Caxton said.

“He snot my father anymore. He' s not the same person anymore, ishe?’
“Y our poor mother didn’t think so,” Caxton agreed.

“My poor mother? What do you mean?’

Caxton’s heart jumped in her chest. Raleigh didn’t know. “I’m so sorry. | assumed the Bellefonte police
would have contacted you. | guess maybe they didn’t know where you were.” She wondered if she



should reach ahand across the table, to comfort the girl, but shedidn’t. “ Last night your father killed her.
Exactly the sameway he did your uncle. I'm—I"m sorry.”

Raeigh started to scream.

Chapter 27.

Sster Margot threw the door open and grabbed Caxton’s arm and pulled her bodily out of her chair.

Caxton didn’t fight back but let the nun drag her out into the halway. She didn’t want to find out what
Margot was capable of when excited.

Margot' s face was wracked with pure anger, her delicate features twisted around and darkened by
congested blood. Her eyes were narrow dits pulsing with rage, and spit flecked her lips. Shelooked asif
she was about to invoke some dread curse. Then she looked toward the open door, looked in at where
Raeigh was crying with her head in her hands. Visibly struggling to regain her composure, Margot closed
her eyes and then said, in aswest, soft voice, “Iseverything aright?’

Caxton frowned. “1 had to give her some bad news. Her mother died last night.”
A veinin Margot’sleft temple throbbed darmingly. “Yes” shesad. “I know.”
“You do?" Caxton was confused.

“The police caled melast night, and when | said they couldn’t talk to her, they told mewhat it was
about. | decided, after long contemplation, that it would be best for Raleigh to not be exposed to such
negative outsde influences.”

“Do you think that’ sfair to her?’ Caxton asked.

Sister Margot lowered her eyes. “ She' s undergoing extensive therapy for drug addiction, and that takesa
great dedl of time, rest, and peace. Thefirst time, when they cameto tell her about her uncle, | allowed
her to go to the gate and hear the news herself. She came back quite disturbed. | would have told her
about her mother eventudly, of course, but | decided that two such shocksin such ashort space of time
would completely unhinge her.”

“| see,” Caxton said.

“I wasn't sure whether to let you talk to her at dl, but intheend | decided | did not wish to create
trouble with the police. I'm beginning to wonder if that was amistake. Isyour businesswith us done
now?’

“No,” Caxton said. “Bedieveme. I'd loveto leave the whole bunch of you in peace. I'm afraid I’'m going
to have to spend the night, though.” She could see Margot’ s face darkening again, so she added, “Thisis
an emergency Stuation. Do you know about Raeigh’ sfather?”’

“Thevampire?’

“Yeah,” Caxton said. “| have reason to believe he' [| come here and try to harm her. It lookslike he's
intent on destroying hisown family. If | had any choicein the maiter I'd take Raleigh out of hereright
now and get her somewhere safe.”



Margot didn’t seem impressed. 1 can assure you there' s nowhere safer than here, especidly from that
sort. No such creature would ever dare cross the threshold of this place. It's ill holy ground. And as he
isaman thereis no chance of any of the Sgtersinviting himinsde.”

“Y ou mean, because avampire can only enter a place where he' s been invited first? That’ samyth,”
Caxton said. “They don’'t haveto beinvited into a place. They can go anywhere they want. Even on holy
ground. Sorry.”

“Perhapswe ll see,” Margot said, with awry smile. “Very wel, I'll find aplace for you to degp—"
“I'll need to deep in the same room as Raleigh,” Caxton interrupted.

“You might find it atad crowded. She shares avery smdl room with Violet,” Margot warned.

“I’ll makedo.”

“So beit. Isthere anything else you require, Specia Deputy? If not, dinner will be served at five o clock.
If you would be good enough to leave Raleigh done until then, | would appreciate it. And please, would
you do something for me? Don't tell her you think her father wantsto kill her. That would just be too
much for her menta condtitution to take.”

That sounded like aterrible idea—Caxton had dways lived by the notion that forewarned was
forearmed—but she just nodded her head.

When Sister Margot was gone she considered going back into the small room to comfort Raleigh, but
then decided she wasn’t the one for that job. Instead Caxton found her way out of the dark building and
into the fading light of afternoon. It was three-thirty and aready the sun waslow in the sky, casting long
sharp shadows across the snow-crusted lawn. She spent awhile just walking around, checking out the
wall, looking for any place avampire could sneak through. Of course, a determined enough intruder
could climb over thewall anywhere, but she thought Jameson might try for a stedlthy gpproach. The
biggest weakness she found in the wall was abrick-lined arch at either end of the property where the
creek flowed through. Neither arch was more than three feet high, but Jameson could easily crawl in
through them.

It would be next to impossible to guard both arches unless she had some help. She had to make some
phonecdls.

Caxton took out her cell phone—she didn’t want to antagonize Sister Margot again by using her office
phone—and was not surprised to find that she got terrible reception even outside the ex-convent, just a
single bar that flickered in and out. She tramped around the grounds until her shoes were soaked through,
hunting aclearer sgna. She only found it as she approached the iron gate where she' d | eft her car.
Immediately the phone chirped, telling her she had a message waiting.

It was from Clara. “Hey, honey, | hope you' re having agood day. | dropped by your HQ earlier so|
could meet with your forensics guys. | missed them, but they left areport for meto read. There were two
thingsin it that sounded important. One was that they couldn’t get apositive ID on the haf-dead, but that
they were trying to rebuild its skull so they could build up acomputer-enhanced facia reconstruction. |
wouldn’t hold your bresth, though—they said it could take a couple days to do the rendering. The other
thing was that they were able to match the fibers taken from the motel bathroom window. They found
three different kinds of thread: cotton, nylon, and an aromatic polyamide, um, which they said aso goes
by the trade name of Twaron. | hope that helps.”

Caxton bit her lip. It didn’t help at all, of course. It wasjust like she' d told Fetlock. Fiber analysiswas no



use on thiscase. She called Clara, intending to thank her for her help anyway, but the number went
sraight to voice mail. Sheleft a short message and hung up, then dialed Fetlock.

“I’ve got the location secured, as much as possible,” Caxton told him when he asked how she was going
about protecting Raeigh. “I’ ve got some ideas on how to handle him if she shows up here. Though | have
to say I’'m not looking forward to it.”

“Undersandable” hetold her.

“The big thing worrying me right now isthat | know he' sgoing to go after Raeigh and Smon, but | don't
know which one hée'll try to hit first. | could be in the wrong place right now, just spinning my whedls”

“You'll find out soon enough.”

“Yeah.” Caxton rubbed at her eyes. She needed deep. Well, she’' d needed deep since Arkeley took the
curse. Since Gettysburg. Shewas learning to live on just acouple hoursanight. “ Did Glauer cal you
about checking some possiblelairs?’

“Yes. | have peopleonit.”

Caxton closed her eyes. “How many people? Do they know how dangerous this could be? How many
places can they check out before dark?’

“Let meworry about that. Y ou have enough on your hands.”

Caxton held the phone away from her face and tried not to scream. Of course she was going to worry
about it. Thiswas her case. She wanted to say anumber of thingsin response. Then she rethought them
and instead just said, “ Okay, good. Did you send a deputy up to Syracuse to collect Smon?’

“I...did,” Fetlock acknowledged.

From his tone Caxton could guess what had happened. “He refused protective custody, | takeit.” Shit,
she thought. She had called that one.

“I’mtold he refused to leave his current residence. Said he had an experiment going on he couldn’t let
out of hissight. Is Simon somekind of scientist?’

“He sacollege student. Probably worried about getting a B in geology or something. Not the most
levelheaded guy I’ ve ever met.”

Fetlock tried to sound encouraging. 1’ ve detailed three units to watch his place, in shifts. We ve got
round-the-clock coverage. If Jameson shows up there we' re ready for him.”

She thought of the cops she' d sent to protect Astarte. “No. We' re probably not. If he comesfor Simon
tonight | don’t know what’ s going to happen.”

“So what do you want to do, Specia Deputy?’

“I can't beintwo placesa once,” Caxton said. “And I’'m dready here. I'll keegp in touch, Deputy
Marshd.”

“Please do,” Fetlock said, and hung up.

She made a couple more phone calls, preparing for the night to come, and then headed back to the
convent building—it wastimefor dinner.



Chapter 28.

D inner at the convent proved smple enough, asalad of mixed greens, vegetable barley soup, and some

grainy bread that Caxton chewed and chewed until it was soft enough to swallow. She was seated at a
long table with twenty girls, al dressed in oversized clothes that covered them from neck to ankle.
Apparently attractive clothing was a distraction, and therefore to be avoided in the retreat. None of the
girls spoke aword asthey ate, but they all kept looking up at Caxton with wide eyes, clearly wondering
what she was doing there. Raleigh sat on the other side of the table but didn’t make eye contact during
themedl.

Tdl arched windows lined one long wall. Nothing showed beyond them but blackness. If Jameson came
crashing through one of them, if he chose that moment to attack his daughter, there would be little Caxton
could do to stop him. In the dark she would be a a distinct disadvantage. To Caxton the dining hall was
aswaying cavern of guttering light. To avampireit would belit up like Christmas—they could see human
blood glowing with its own light even in the thickest gloom. To make mattersworse, if Jameson attacked
the room would be full of panicked girls running every which way. Caxton couldn’t shoot through that
crowd, not if shedidn’'t want to hit Raleigh or one of the other inmates by mistake.

Shewasrdieved, then, asthe Ssters rose one by one from the long tables and left the dining hal without
aword. They stacked their soup bowls and their platesin atall metal rack by the door and filed out
individudly, presumably headed for their rooms. When only afew remained, struggling with their hard
bread, Caxton bused her own bowl and plate and then made her way toward where Raleigh il sat.

Thegirl sat done, her arms wrapped around her chest, staring down at the rough surface of the table. No
food sat before her, just aglass hdf full of warm water. Caxton remembered that she was fasting in honor
of her uncle Angus, and maybe in honor of her mother now aswell. She supposed she had to respect
that kind of reverence, though she doubted a doctor would agree—Raeigh couldn’t weigh much more
than ahundred pounds, afact even her baggy clothes couldn’t hide. Caxton touched the girl on the
shoulder and she looked up and nodded, then stood and started walking toward the door. Caxton
followed close behind, only turning around once when she noticed Violet following them at adiscreet
distance.

After dinner most of the girls headed for acommon room, where they could read or talk quietly among
themselves. Therewasn't alot else they were alowed to do. They weren't even alowed to play board
games or cards; when Caxton asked why not, Raleigh pointed out agirl named Kelli, who sat done on
the opposite side of the room, just staring into space. “ She's here because she was addicted to Internet
gambling. She went through awhole trust fund in sx months and then she started borrowing money with
no way to pay it back. If we had so much asagame of Go Fishin here, she’ d be looking for somebody
to bet with on who would win.”

One by one, or in small groups, the girls wandered off to bed. It was no later than eight o’ clock when
Raeigh announced she wastired enough to deep, hersdlf.

It was understood that Caxton would be deeping in Raeigh’ sroom that night. Caxton had expected the
girl to be suspicious when she' d heard about the arrangements—surely she must have guessed something
was up. Y et Raleigh had asked no questions nor even given Caxton aquizzica look. She had smply
accepted Caxton's continued presence as afact of life and moved on.

Inthe hallway Violet sat waiting for them in amassve carved wooden chair bigger than shewas. The



mute girl jumped up when she saw them and came racing to catch up.
“What'sher ded?” Caxton whispered to Raeigh, nodding in Violet’ sdirection.
“Shedrank drain cleaner and—"

“No, | heard that from Sister Margot. | mean, is she supposed to keep an eye on us or something? She
creepsmeout alittle”

Raeigh shrugged. “ Sister Margot would never spy on us. She' snot like that.”
“Yeah, okay,” Caxton said, not convinced.

“Beddes, Violet isharmless. She'salittle nutty, | suppose you could say.”
That Caxton could believe.

“| asked her once,” Raleigh went on, “why shetried to hurt herself. She can't talk, of course, but she's
very good at mime. Sherolled up her eyes and sighed dramatically, which | think means she did it just
because she was bored. One of the other girlstold methat Violet was the daughter of one of the
wedthiest familiesin Ohio. They sent her here to get the rest she needed.”

“Psychotherapy wouldn’t have been a better option?’

Raeigh shook her head. “ She was seeing atherapist four times aweek when she—when she
self-harmed. But look how happy sheishere.”

Behind them Violet sopped in midstep and beamed at Caxton, showing lots of big white round teeth.
“This placeworks miracles” Raeigh said, her eyesdightly moigt.

If I have to spend more than one night here, Caxton thought to herself, | am going to start praying
for a vampire attack. Just to break the boredom.

They had reached the room that Raleigh and Violet shared, its door identical to dozens of othersin the
hallway. Indgdeit proved to belittle bigger than a closet. There were two wooden palets with thin
mattresses and thinner sheets, one built into either sde wall, and atiny iron cod-burning stove bolted to
the far wall. There were no windows, and definitely no room for atable or chairs or athird cot. Caxton
frowned, redlizing she would have to deep ether on thefloor or outsdein the hdl. It wasfreezing cold in
the hall—at least the stove would keep her warm during the night.

“| don’'t see a private bathroom,” Caxton said, trying to smile at Raleigh. “Isthere someplace | can wash
up before we turn in? And do you have a spare toothbrush?’ It had been awhile, and she imagined her
breath was getting pretty rank.

Raeigh gave her what she needed, including awashcloth and abar of organic, cruety-free sogp. It dl
went in acute little plagtic bucket. Then she pointed her toward acommuna bathroom, where half a
dozen girlsin various states of undress were getting ready for deep. There was asingle bathtub, which
wasin steady use. Not wanting to wait for hoursfor her turn, Caxton gave hersdlf adisco bath—agood
solid face wash and a scrub or two under the armpits with the washcl oth—then headed back to the
room. Raleigh and Violet were dready lying on their palets, curled up with their eyes closed. They had
taken off their ugly clothes but wore flannel nightgowns insteed.

“Good night,” Caxton said, but Raleigh didn’t answer—maybe she was aready adeep. Violet opened



one eyeto look at her, winked mischievoudy, then closed her eyes again and started to snore.

Caxton closed the door, pitching the room into near-total darkness. Only alittle orange light came around
the edge of the iron stove’' sdoor. She sat down on the floor between the two pallets and placed her
Beretta between her knees. She had no intention of deeping, at least not until she was sure Jameson
wouldn’t attack that night. She leaned up againgt the far wall, careful not to touch the stove, and waited.

And then nothing happened.
Nothing at dl. And then, more nothing.

At some point she noted that her chin was touching her chest. Her mouth was hanging dackly open and
drool wasrolling down the front of her shirt. She sat up suddenly, knocking her head againgt thewall
behind her. Had she dozed off? If so, for how long?

She stared around the little room, desperately hoping Jameson hadn’t caught her napping. But no, both
ggerswere dill lying on their pallets, fast adeep.

Wiping down her shirt with one hand, she forced hersaf upward until she was standing. Her head rang
like abdl with interrupted deep and she could fed the blood rushing down into her body, into her legs.
One of these nights, shetold hersalf, she was going to have to actudly get eight hours of uninterrupted
deep. Thinking she would splash some water on her face, she gently opened the door and stepped out
into the hdl. A sangle candleinsde ahurricane lamp stood at the end of the hallway, providing just
enough light for her to find her way to the bathroom.

Halfway there she heard someone cry out in the dark.

Chapter 29.

Caxton rushed forward with her wegpon drawn, barely able to seein the dark corridor. The sound had
come from far off, perhaps from acompletely different part of the building. She had made anote, earlier,
of the plan of each floor and she knew there were dormitory wings at both ends of the structure. Getting
from one sdeto the other in the dark was going to be difficult, she thought, and unlessthe cry came again
she might never know which room it had come from.

She stopped hersdlf, tried not to breathe too hard, and listened.

There—she heard it again. Wasit acry of pain, or just terror? She couldn’t be sure. It seemed to come
from aroom closer by, thistime. She tensed hersdlf, closed her eyes, and—yes, there.

Sprinting down the hdl, she turned a corner and found herself in another dmost lightless hallway, this one,
like the other, lined with the narrow doorways thet led to the girls' rooms.

What would she do if she found Jameson inside one of the rooms, tearing somebody to pieces? She
would shoot, of course, but would it do any good? She had fired into his heart a point-blank range and
achieved nothing. What made her think it would be different thistime? Y et she had no ideawhat else to
do.

It was no time to think of such things, shetold hersdlf. She forced hersdlf to concentrate, to listen again
for the cry. She had no choice. Thiswas what she was pledged to do, to protect people from the
vampires. Clamping her eyes shut, she put every ounce of her attention into her ears.



“Ohmy God,” she heard—a sound of desperation.

She rushed forward, into the dark. Her rubber-soled shoes dapped on the flagstone floor and she
wondered if Jameson could hear her coming. The cry was louder now, and it came repeatedly—* Oh my
God” thistimeit was nearly asigh, and then she heard it again, much louder—*No way!”

She stood outside the door she was certain was the source of the cries. Her weapon up and ready, she
reached forward to touch the doorknob, to throw back the door and confront whatever was inside.
Something bugged her about the sound, though. It wasn't afearful shriek at dl. It was more like—

“You'reso dead,” someone said from behind the door.
Caxton knocked the door in with her shoulder. It wasn't locked.

Insde sat six girlswith their knees up on the two pallets, looking terrified. One of them held acheap
flashlight that gave off lesslight than the cod stove.

Onthefloor between the pdletslay apile of very old, very tattered magazines. They’ d been glossy once,
and were folded open to pictures of various movie sars. Brad Fitt. Angdlina Jolie. Tom Cruise.

One of thegirlswas holding alit cigarette asif it were ajoint.

“Please, no,” one of the girlswhispered. She had alipgtick on her mouth and she hurriedly smeared the
back of her hand across her lips, trying to rub it off. “Please don’t say anything. Oh, please. We'll getin
S0 much trouble—"

Caxton stepped back out into the hallway and pulled the door shut again. From inside she could hear
desperate whispers shooting back and forth.

Shaking her head, taking her time, Caxton worked her way back toward Raleigh’ sroom. It had not been
what she' d thought at al. She' d been so primed and ready for avampire attack that any sound would
have derted her. Now she wondered if Jameson was nearby at all. He could be miles away. He could be
up at Syracuse.

That thought gave her ashiver. Or maybeit wasjust thefrigid air in the convent. She rubbed at her own
arms, and then siwung them back and forth rapidly, trying to get her circulation going. She headed around
the corner and tried to remember which room belonged to Raleigh. They al looked dike.

Violet solved the problem for her by opening the door then and peeking her head out. Her eyes were
very wide.

Caxton hurried toward the mute girl and asked her what was the matter. Violet’s answer was to open the
door up dl theway and step aside, |etting Caxton look into the little room. The stove was glowing merrily
and itslight clearly showed that both pallets were empty.

“Where sRaleigh?’ Caxton asked. Maybe she had just gotten up to go to the bathroom, she thought.
Maybe she’ d been unable to deep and had gonefor alittle walk to clear her head. She wouldn't let
hersdlf think of the other possibility, the more dreadful one.

Violet' sface clouded with anxiety for the first time since Caxton had met her. She shook her head from
sdeto side, then raised her handsin a gesture of submission. Caxton frowned, which just made the girl
more upset. She held up one hand with the index and ring fingers pointing down. Moving them deftly, she
smulated someone sneaking away, walking carefully and softly so as not to be heard.



“Okay, thanks,” Caxton said. She started to run off, but then stopped herself. She had no reason to
believe Raeigh wasin danger, not realy. She had no indication that Jameson was anywhere near the
building. Y et she had an obligation to the inmates to keep them safe. That was far more important than
her desire not to disturb their deep. “Go wake up Sister Margot,” she said, staring into Violet's eyes until
the dlent girl nodded in understanding. “ Tell her—tell her we may have some trouble tonight.” Then she
was off like ashot.

Raleigh could be anywhere. Caxton would search the entire building if she had to. Back around the
corner. Down the hallway that led to the other dormitory wing—maybe Raeigh was just headed to a
midnight magazine session in some other room, Caxton told herseif.

Maybe she had gone to meet her father, to tell him that yes, please, she' d like to become avampire.

No. That wasn't possible. Caxton had seen enough of the girl to know she wasn't capable of making that
kind of choice for hersdlf. Simon, on the other hand—but Simon was in another Sate, under police
guard.

No timeto worry about Simon.

Caxton grabbed a candle from whereit burned at the top of the main stairway, studied it for amoment,
then shook her head and put it back. She had amini Mag-Lite in her pocket and wasn't afraid to useit.
Hurrying up the stairs, she switched it on and played it acrossthe long white plaster walls.

Thethird floor was empty, and silent, asit should be—it was dl therapy rooms. All cold and deserted.

Caxton moved on. The second floor, which consisted of dormitories (which she' d dready checked), a
big unused library, and a couple of yoga studios, was deserted aswell, though the central hallway
resonated with the bresth of &l the deeping girls, their snoring making Caxton’s candleflicker. She
peered through the gloom, looking for half-open doors or stedlthily broken windows, but there was
nothing to be found.

Main floor next. The central foyer was empty. So were the offices—Sister Margot’ s office door was
wide open and Caxton glanced inside, found nothing. She hurried to the other wing and the big dining
hall. The long wooden tables had been cleared off and the rolling carts full of bused bowls and tableware
long since trundled away. Caxton studied the long, sharp shadows of the big room with her mini flashlight
but found nothing, not so much asamouse.

She turned to go, not sure where to check next, when anoise made her shouldersjump up around her
ears. It was a sound that would have made her jump at any time, but at that particular moment it nearly
made her squedl interror.

It was the sound of a dropped spoon bouncing on aflagstone floor. A jangling, pealing sound, asloud as
cannonfireinthe dill dining hal.

Caxton dashed across the big room and knocked open the door at the far end with her shoulder. Beyond
lay the kitchen—aroom full of big prep tables and wide sinks, with iron pots and skillets dangling from
the ceiling on hooks. Caxton’ s flashlight beam shattered as it passed through the hanging pans and
griddles and showed her odd-shaped patches of the wall beyond. She moved quickly to the sde of the
room and hurried toward its back, where the food was stored in massive walk-in pantries.

Caxton licked her lips. They had suddenly gone very dry. She moved dowly, quietly, toward the open
door—then threw it back all at once.



Her flashlight shone down like an accusing finger on Raeigh, who knedled on the floor, her face upturned
and wracked with terror. She held an open jar of honey in one hand. It was her spoon that had fallen to
thefloor.

“I thought you were fasting in your uncle smemory,” Caxton said, suddenly very angry. She fought to
control hersdlf.

“Do you know how hard it isto eat nothing for three whole weeks?’ Raeigh asked, in avery smal voice.

“Comeon,” Caxton said. She'd had enough of the girls' after-hours hijinks. “We' re going back to your
room. You're going to deep theredl night if | haveto sit on you.” She grabbed Raleigh’sarm, not too
roughly, and dragged her up to her feet.

Thegirl didn’t pull away from her as Caxton marched the two of them through the dining hall and back
toward the main stairwell. Just outside the entrance hal, however, Raeigh grabbbed Caxton'sarm very
tightly and shook her head.

“Did you hear something?’ Caxton asked. When she shut up and listened for asecond, she heard it, too.
“What isthat?’ The sound changed to akind of pathetic gagging and hissing that didn’t sound like an
animd at dl.

Caxton pushed open the door to the main hal and pointed her flashlight beam through, a narrow cone of
light spearing through the darkness. It lit up Violet, who was dumped across the bottom steps of the
darway, her amsup inthear asif shewere fending off abruta attack. Caxton swiveled her light to the
sdealittle—and saw Jameson Arkeley’ sred eyes burn brighter than the room’ s candles as he crouched
over theslent girl.

Chapter 30.

Caxton raised her weapon and fired right at Jameson’ s heart. The shot tore open hisblack shirt, just a

few inches off. The vampire spun around and glared at her, but with her free hand she was dready
reaching for the amulet around her neck. It felt warm in her hand, which meant it was working.

Onthe gtairs Violet writhed and pushed hersalf up astep. Her face was contorted by fear and her hands
were clutching a nothing.

Caxton fired again, and thistime hit her target. The bullet clanged off his chest and spun away into the
darkness. How was it possible? Jameson’ s body curled up like acaterpillar in afire, but only for an
instant. He straightened up quickly—and then hewas on her. It wasthat fast. She felt acold wind
blowing toward her and then she was on the floor with the vampire on top of her, pinning down her gun
hand, histeeth pressing against her cheek. Hefelt cold and wrong and he stank of desth.

Hisweight pressed down on her wrist and the tendons there bent and twisted. Her fingers spasmed and
then flew outward and her wegpon fell away. He snatched it up and threw it into the darkness.

He hdd her there slently while she struggled. He outweighed her by a consderable margin, but it was his
srength that truly held her—she might aswell have fought off a stone statue. Clamping her eyes shut, she
turned her face to the floor and tried to get her free arm up to protect her eyes, but he just grabbed her
wrigt and smashed it painfully againgt the flagstones. Her flashlight rolled away acrossthe floor.



She could hear Violet gasping and choking on the stairs. She could hear her own breath pushing in and
out of her chest. She could hear her heart beating in her throat. Jameson was as silent as atomb.

Then he pulled back afraction of an inch. Enough to let her roll over on her sde. Not enough to get her
legs underneeth her. “I warned you off,” he said, * but you wouldn't listen. There' s part of methat il
doesn’'t want to kill you. Do you believe that?’

She didn’t answer—couldn’t. But then he shook her violently.
“Yes,” shemanaged to exhde.

“That part,” hewent on, “gets smadler every night. The other part of me, the curse, gets stronger. Right
now it’ stelling me to tear open your carotid artery. To lap a your blood. I can imagine how good that
would fedl. How good it would taste. It would solve some problems, too. It would make my task easier.”

Hewastrying to convince himself to kill her, she redized. He was psyching himsdf up. She had to think
of something fagt.

“You didthisto save me,” shetried. “Y ou took the curse to save my life. If you kill me now that sacrifice
meansnothing.”

“I spared your life once, a the motel. Maybe that makes us even.”

She shook her head from side to side. “And what about at your wife's house? Y ou left seven haf-deads
tokill me”

“I knew you could handle those. They were only there to cover my escape. Now. Shh,” he whispered,
and drew afinger down her cheek. He found her pulse point and tapped her skin in time with her
heartbeat. Hisfingernail, she knew, was sharper than awolf’s claw. He could cut her open right there
and et the blood come rushing out. If he even scratched her, if even adrop of her blood was spilled, then
nothing would hold him back. He would smell her blood fresh and warm on her skin and it would drive
him into afrenzy. No mora compunction he'd ever had would be able to stop him then.

Heknew it, too. He lifted hisfinger away from her throat and then brought the nail down to touch her
skin. It felt cold and hard. He started to press, gently at first, but she knew in amoment he would cut
right into her.

“Daddy,” Raeigh said then. Caxton’ s eyeswere still shut. She couldn’t seethe girl. * Daddy, please, no.
I’ll do whatever you want. Just don't hurt her.”

She wanted to scream No, wanted to tell Raleigh to run, to get away. She couldn’t seem to get the
words out of her throat.

“Please, Daddy.”

Jameson’ sfinger lifted away from her neck. The mangled pam of hisleft hand il held her wrist against
thefloor. She could fed hisbody moving above her, moving away from her, but still he held her fast.

“Raeigh, | want to give you something,” he said. “ Something wonderful. | was never avery good father.”
“No, Daddy, don't say that.”

Caxton could fed hisbody shaking. “1 waslousy. But | can make it up to you now. Come here. Come
closer.”



“No,” Caxton managed to shriek, at the same time as she heard something hard and metallic smash into
Jameson’ s skull. Her eyes shot open and she saw Violet standing over them both, amassive
wrought-iron canddabrain her hands. One of the candles remained in its socket, guttering wildly.

Jameson legpt up off of Caxton and backward, away from the girl’ sfollow-up attack. He laughed as she
swept the candelabra across hisface like arake, laughed again as she swung it over her head and down
into hisear.

“Raeigh,” Caxton caled, rolling over onto her ssomach, “get the fuck out of hereright now.”

Jameson’ s daughter nodded and disappeared through the doorway again. Caxton got her feet undernesth
her and haf-crawled, half-ran toward where she thought her handgun had landed when Jameson threw it.
In the dark hall she couldn’t seeit. She had to find it. She had only seconds, she knew, before Jameson
stopped laughing at Violet's attacks and decided to do something about them.

Where was the pistol? Where? She saw a shadow ahead of her on the floor and dove forward, her
hands stretched out to grab it. Cool metal met her fingertips and she grabbed it up, ran her thumb across
the safety, making sureit wasn't on. Sherolled over on her back and sat up, sighting on where she
expected Jameson to be.

She was off by yards. The gun barrdl pointed at nothing but darkness. She spat out a profanity and swept
the gun left—just in time to see Jameson lift Violet off her feet and into the air. His mouth sank into her
chest and red blood rushed down her baggy shirt. Her candelabralay on the floor benegath her, forgotten.

“No,” Caxton moaned, and fired into Jameson’ s back. The vampire cringed and then spun around, and
she thought he might come at her again, might grab her again, and thistime she knew he would kill her.
Instead he tossed Violet’ sbody away like adoll and raced for the front door and out into the night.

She followed asfast as she could, her body twitching with adrenaline. Outside the stars burned in adeep
blue sky and lit up the snow with an unearthly pale radiance. She couldn’t see Jameson at first, and she
worried he might have tricked her, that maybe he had just run out the door and stopped, put his back up
againg theivy-covered wal to wait for her to run past him. That he would reach out of the dark and grab
her and kill her easlly.

Then she saw him running ahead of her, hisdark clothesapillar of black against the snow, hislegsand
arms pumping. She dashed forward, her wegpon raised, knowing it was pointless to shoot while they
were both running. Worried it was pointlessto shoot at al. How many times had she hit him? She'd
barely dowed him down.

Hewas running for the front gate, the iron gate with the cross on top. She could never catch him, of
course—he wasfar too fast, his new body capable of converting stolen blood into incredible speed. On
foot she was no match for him, and he must have known that.

Luckily, she'd had timeto prepare.

She grabbed up her cell phone out of her pocket. Running asfast as she was, she couldn’t check the
screen to seeif she had any bars or not. Sheflipped it open anyway and hit the send key. Hours earlier
she' d typed in the gppropriate number and now the phone dialed automaticaly.

Pressng it againgt her ear, she heard asingle thready ring, the atmosphere tearing at her sgna with
invisblefingers. A second ring and then someone picked up on the other end.

“Now,” shesaid, and light blasted through the gateway, dozens of headlights on high beam coming on al



at once. If everything had gone according to plan there would be as many asten patrol cruisers Sitting out
there, dl of them loaded with local cops. After the disaster at Bellefonte she' d been leery of actudly
bringing them into the convent, but they could serve her just fine out there beyond the gate.

Thelight hit Jameson like an artillery barrage. He threw his arms up across hisface and dropped to his
kneesin the snow, hurt far worse by car headlights than by all the bullets she’d wasted on him. Hewas a
nocturnd creature and his eyes were meant for night vison. They couldn’t handle all that light.

Sowly heroseto hisfeet again, turning away from the gate, hisface clutched in his hands.

“There sno escape that way,” Caxton shouted. “And | have guyswaiting &t the creek if you try to go
that way.” Shelined up ashot on hisback. “I’m willing to give you achance to surrender.”

Jameson roseto hisfull height, still rubbing at his eyeswith his hands. Behind him she could see cops
milling about, poking rifle barrels through the gate, lining up shots. She didn’t know if they would have
any more luck than she had, but there was one way to find ouit.

He started to laugh then. Maybe it was the laughter of a man who knows there’ sno way out, but she
didn’t think so. Shelifted the phoneto her lipsand said, “Fire at will.”

Chapter 31.

T herifles cracked and spat fire and filled the air with whizzing bullets, but Jameson was dready on the

move. He legpt out of the light and landed on all fourslike a cat on the shadowy snow, then swiveled
around and jumped again astherifles tracked him. Caxton ran out of thefield of fire, terrified that she
might be hit by a stray shot from one of the police guns.

She could il hear the vampire laughing, a cold chuckle that rattled around inside her head like adried
peain acup. Shejammed her fingersin her ears, which hel ped with the noise from therifles but didn’t
quiet the laughter at all.

Moving faster than she' d ever seen avampire move before, Jameson crouched low and dashed behind a
datue of the Virgin Mary. A rifle shot took off part of her wimplein apuff of obliterated masonry, but
aready Jameson was moving on. A row of westhered headstones was his next cover, and she could just
seehisdark clothesin reverse silhouette againgt the faintly glowing snow as he pressed his back againgt
one of the stones. For amoment he didn’t move at dl, or no—his good hand was moving, working at his
belt. Had he brought some weapon, afirearm, with which to fight back? She' d never seen ared vampire
with agun before. They didn’t need them. Maybe that was just hubris on their part, however. Maybe
Jameson had decided to buck the trend.

It wasn't agun he pulled out, though, as she watched. It was the belt of his pants. He whirled it around
for amoment, then flung it into the air. Theriflestracked it and one or two of the cops took a shot—but
aready Jameson was moving in the other direction.

“Keep it together,” she shouted into her phone. “Don’'t get distracted.”

It was hard for her to follow her own advice, however. Ducking behind amassive boulder, Jameson
nearly got away from her as he threw one of his shoesto the left and the other to theright. Shetried to
keep her weapon pointed at him, but the double feint dragged her attention away for asplit second. In
that time Jameson managed to duckwalk al the way to amassive fountain in the middle of the lawn.



She could just make out the curve of hisback behind the fountain. His body writhed like a snake and she
wondered if maybe he' d been hit. That was probably too much to hope for, and anyway if he' d been hit
anywhere but directly in the heart it would only take him secondsto regenerate. With Violet’s blood
flowing through hisveins he would be nearly imperviousto harm.

“Comeon,” she said, urging him to move again, to expose himsdf for just a second. Instead he seemed
to relax, his body sagging to the snow. “Come on. You can't stay there forever.”

Hedidn't moveat dl. Therifles had falen silent, as no target presented itsalf. She thought abouit telling
the copsto movein, but she knew that would just put them at risk. Assaulting the fountain was up to her.

“Hold your fire,” she said into her phone. Then she shoved it in her pocket, the call till connected in case
she needed to issue another order. Keeping low, trying not to expose hersalf too much, Caxton moved
step by step closer to the fountain.

Jameson—what she could see of him—didn't ir.

He could belying in wait for her. He could be just waiting for her to get close enough, justingdeacrucid
range where he could jump out and attack her. She kept her weapon up and held on to it with both
hands. Another step closer and she could see his shirt, the deeves stretched out asif he were hugging the
round lip of the fountain. When he did launch himsdf at her she would have only afraction of asecond to
respond. Another step, and she could see his pants, his knees bent like coiled springs. Without his shoes
his feet would be nearly invisble againgt the snow, she thought. His skin was as white as the ground
cover, and—

Hisfeet weren't there. They weren't just difficult to see. They were missing, asif they’ d been cut off just
at theleve of hispant cuffs. She raised her weapon afraction of aninch and saw that his handswere
missing aswdl. What the hell, she had time to think, before she understood exactly what had happened.

It was just hisclothes, laid out to look asif hewas till inthem. A decoy.

She spun around, grabbing her phone out of her pocket even as she searched the snow. “He smoving,”
she shouted. “He' s naked and moving! There, nine o’ clock, somebody shoot him!”

She could barely see him, wriggling aong the ground, already twenty yards away. Completely naked,
and therefore dmogt perfectly camouflaged. Sheran after him, no longer caring if she was running right
into afree-fire zone, and discharged her wegpon every time she thought she had a clear shot.

It was no use. Even down on dl fours, scuttling like acrab, he was far faster than she was running at her
top speed. In seconds he was up against the convent wall, a snowman glowing by starlight. Then hewas
up, his powerful legs carrying him over thewal in one spastic hop.

“No,” she howled, racing back toward the gate. There was no way she could get over that wall hersdlf,
not without wasting alot of time. At the gate aline of cops stared at her with shock and disbelief, but she
didn’'t have time to explain. Dashing around the sde of thewall, she headed down anarrow decline,
dodging tree trunks. She came around the corner of the wall and pushed on, intent on reaching the place
where he had come over the top. In the dark, with pine needles overhead soaking up dl the sarlight, she
could barely see anything. A tree root snagged at her foot and she bounced sideways, intent on not
twigting her ankle, not now, not when he was so close. She struck atree trunk with her hand, scraping
haf the skin off her pam, and kept running. She could not let him get away—not again.

And yet that was exactly what happened. A rock shifted under her foot and she went sprawling, her
hands down to collide with afrozen carpet of brown pine needles. She got dowly, painfully to her feet,



knowing he' d aready evaded her.

She found thewall, and pushed her back up againgt it. Closed her eyes, tried to listen for any sound of
running feet. There was nothing. She heard snow diding down through branchesfifty feet over her head.
From far off, from ingde the convent, she heard someone shouting. She heard the cops behind her
climbing into their cars, damming their doors. She heard the phone in her pocket chime. But no sound of
avampire anywhere.

Shelet her pulse rate wind down. Caught her bregth.

Heading back toward the gate, she checked the phone and found she had a new text message:

You almost had him tonight, didn’t you?

Mayhaps the FOURTH time'sthe charm.

Malvern again. Mavern—who had some way of knowing that Caxton had failed. Caxton considered
throwing the phone away into the trees, getting it asfar away from hersdf as possible. It was government
property, though, and she knew Fetlock would disapprove. So shejust switched it off and shoved it
deep into the bottom of her pocket.

Chapter 32.

As usua, Jameson had |eft her quite amessto clean up.

Her firgt concern was for Raleigh. Sister Margot and severd of the girlswere waiting in the front hall and
they demanded answersto their questions. She just pushed past them and into the hallway where she'd
last seen Jameson' s daughter. The girl wasthere, curled up in amassive wooden chair. Her face was
white with fear and her hands were clenched. She said she could not release them.

“Just breethe,” Caxton said, kneding in front of her. “Bregthe.”

The girl shook her head wildly. Caxton fought down the urge to dap her. She had work to do, but first
she needed to make sure Raeigh was dright. Shetried to imagine what Glauer would do in this situation.
Glauer was much better at dedling with hysterical people. “Look,” shesaid. “It' sgoing to be dright.

Y eah. Y our father wantsto turn you into avampire, but—"

“Hewantswhat?’ Raleigh gasped. She started bresthing heavily. Shewas at risk of hyperventilating.

“Y ou're safe right now. He won't come back tonight. | promise. That' shisMO so far, one attack per
night.”

“Then what about tomorrow night?” the girl asked.
“I'll protect you then, too,” Caxton said.

It wasn't working. Raeigh’ sfear level was ramping up and nothing Caxton said seemed to help. She



headed back into the foyer, intending to ask Sister Margot for help. “ Did Raleigh have any friends here
shewas especidly closewith?’ Caxton asked. “I mean,” she said, after glancing at the corpse on the
floor, “anyone other than Violet. Someone needsto Sit with her. | don't think she'sgoing to deep tonight.
Also, | need some Styrofoam cups, or whatever you have.” There were shell casingsall over thefloor,
bullet holesin thewalls, and worse, probably dozens of bullets out on the lawn. She needed to Sart
identifying their locations. Normaly she could have | eft that to someone e se, but with the girls milling
about in the foyer it was going to be hard to secure the scene. She scanned the floor with her eyes,
finding her brasses, until sheredlized Sster Margot wasn't answering her. “1s something wrong?’ she
asked.

“You,” Sster Margot said, “ have brought death into this sacred place. Y ou will leave a once!”
Caxton bit her lip.
Sister Margot stamped her foot on the flagstones. “ At oncel”

Caxton watched the young woman carefully. Sized her up. “I’'m afraid that’ s not going to happen,” she
sad.

“Thisisaplace of heding. Of peace! I'veworked al my lifeto makeit aquiet refuge and in one night
you've ruined everything!”

Not shrugging was the best Caxton could do to mollify the girl. “I’m going to need to bring in some
forensics people, get this crime scene cleared, that' s going to take most of the night, then I'll need to
bring in some people to question everyone who was out in the hals before, so we can establish when the
vampire camein and what route he used. Lagtly I'm going to—"

“Violet islying there, dead!” Margot shrieked.
“Y eah. | need to contact her parentsimmediately.”
“I should hope you would. When they hear what happened | imagine—"

“I'll need to convince them into an emergency cremation. Whenever he wants, the vampire can bring her
back from the dead. Meanwhile, I'll get an armed guard in here to watch her for sgns of reanimation.” It
would be much easier, of course, to just cut off the dead girl’ s head. Decapitated corpses didn’t come
back as half-deads. But she supposed the family had aright to make that kind of decision. “Meanwhile,
why don’'t you get everyone back to bed, dright? My people will come and go and hopefully be done by
the time you get up in the morning. Thanks, Margot.”

The nun’sface was bright red. Caxton turned away to head back toward the gate, where she could
make some phone cdls.

Firg things firs—she cdled in an APB on anaked vampire, to be considered extremely dangerous. She
caled the local police chief and reported Violet's homicide so he could get afile going. Not that it was
going to require much in theway of investigation, but you had to keep the paperwork straight. Findly she
called Fetlock—or rather, she started diaing his number. Before she had half the digitsinto the phone he
called her instead.

“Um, hello,” she said, answering hiscall.
“Isshedead?’ Fetlock asked.
Caxton rubbed the bridge of her nose. “No. Raeigh—Raeigh’ sdright. A little shaken up. How did



you—7?'
“But Jameson got away. | just saw your APB.”

Everybody knew about the mess she’ d made. Mavern, Fetlock—when would Vesta Polder chimein?
shewondered. “Y eah. Yeah, he got away. I'll explain how later. Listen, Deputy Marshd, how do you
know dl this? 1t only just happened.”

“I’ve been monitoring your phone,” hetold her. “Y ou made it sound asif you expected Jameson to
attack tonight, so I’ ve been up waiting to hear what happened. | hope you don’'t mind melistening into
your phone calls”

“No...of coursenot,” Caxton said.

“It'scrucid we stay together on this case. Y ou should have called me earlier, when you were setting up
your ambush. | could have had a SWAT team mobilized or something. Why didn’t you call me?’

“I figured | could handleit mysdlf,” Caxton replied. To be honest, she hadn’t thought of Fetlock at all.
“Alright, next time. Now tell me what you need right now. | can betherein lessthan an hour.”

Caxton thought about it for amoment. She thought about Margot—and the girls. Violet’s murder would
upset them more than she wanted to accept. She should try to be more sengitive, she decided. That was
what Glauer would havetold her. “There are no men alowed down here. Maybe you should stay
clear—though | do need some officersto guard the scene, and the body. Femae officers. Also,” she
sad, looking around the snowy lawn, “I have some materia evidence here. Jameson |eft his clothes
behind.”

“Hisclothes?’

So she had to explain how he' d gotten away after al. Fetlock said he would see what he could do about
getting some female officers down to the convent and Caxton hung up. Then she went to send homethe
cops who had made up her ambush. She thanked them profusaly and was glad to seethem leave
unscathed—but then one turned back. He was an earnest-looking young cop from the loca borough’s
PD. Hisuniform was spotless and his eyes were bright, even though the hour was growing late. He
waited patiently for her to wave at the departing cars, then stepped closer, coughed discreetly into his
hand, and then stood at attention until she met hiseye.

“Excuseme, maam,” hesad.

“At ease” shereplied. Y ou have something to say?’
He nodded and relaxed alittle. “1 hit him,” he said.
Caxton shrugged. “So did I. Severd times.”

The cop frowned. “Ma am, begging your pardon—you didn’t so much as dow him down. Wewere al
talking before, wondering if maybe he was bulletproof. Maybe through some magica means. But I’ ve
been hunting since | wasaboy, and | know when I’ ve hit an anima or a paper target. | saw hisblood. |
just wanted you to know that. Heisn't imperviousto bullets, at least not totaly.”

She stared at him with wide eyes. “ Y ou saw hisblood?’

“I saw him turn to hisleft, and hisarm went up, like s0,” he demondtrated. “ Then blood came out of the



wound. Not much. But | know when | hit somebody.”

“Thank you very much, Officer. That's actually good to hear.” And it was. She sent him home. He'd
given her alot to think about. So far she' d been unable to scratch his skin with her best shots. If the
young officer had actualy drawn blood—then maybe there was hope.

She secured the scene in the foyer as best she could, then went to Sit in her own car and wait for

Fetlock’ sfiber unit to arrive. The sun was just starting to color the tops of the trees when the unit showed
up—or rather, when the forensics expert arrived, sinceit was just one woman. She was about fifty, with
frosted blond hair and bags under her eyes. She was not happy about being dragged out of bed to look
a some cast-off clothes. “There sabody insde?’ she asked, pulling on some latex gloves. “Can | have
that aswdl?’

“No word yet from the local coroner, so we can't remove her yet. I'm waiting on word from her family
s0 | can cremate her.”

The forensics expert grunted. “ Tough to get anything useful from ashes. Though cremation’ snot as
complete as some people think. Y our typica flame job leaves smal materia, some of it recognizable.
Y ou can get teeth out of ashes, and sometimes the fillings don’t melt, so you can match dental records.
Titanium surgica pins, Teflon knee replacements, those survive.”

“We dready have apostive ID on the body.”
The older woman shrugged.

“Y ou want to take alook?’ Caxton asked. She led the woman inside the foyer to where Violet ill lay as
shedfdlen.

“Vampire attack,” the expert said, after sudying the body for awhile. “More violent than the previous
ones we ve seen. Thiswasn't premeditated.”

“No,” Caxton sad. “Ligten, | was here. | know al thisaready. Do you think you could tell me something
| could use?’

The expert grunted again. “Maybe. Thisis not an exact science, Trooper.”

“Specia Deputy. Let’sgo look at the clothes.” Sheled the expert back out to the lawn and the shirt and
pair of pants Arkeley had left behind. “Nobody has touched them. | made sure of it.”

“Good. Honedtly, fiber' smy specidty,” the expert said.

Caxton sighed in relief. Fetlock had sent the right person for the job, then. There would be no fingerprints
on the scene, or any DNA evidence. Vampires didn’t leave those behind, ever. Fibers were another
matter. Anybody who wore clothes | eft fibers behind, somewhere.

The expert took one quick look at the clothes, then examined afew loose threads with ajeweler’ sloupe.
“I think I can confirm thisisamatch with what we saw at the hotdl. Three kinds of fibers. Weleft a
report for your liaison.”

“I gotit,” Caxton agreed.

“Y eah. She wasn't there at your HQ when we arrived. We had to leave the report with adesk sergeant.
She never even followed up to let me know she got it. That’ sjust not professional. Y ou want some free
advice? Firethistwit. You' ve got red forensic pathologistsin Harrisburg. Any of them would do a better



job.”
The woman was talking about Clara. Caxton held her tongue.

“Anyway, I'll do an actud comparison, but for now, I’ll provisondly say we relooking at the samethree
fibers. Cotton, nylon, Twaron.”

“What the hell is Twaron?’ Caxton asked. She' d been wondering dl day.

The expert picked at the shirt and unbuttoned it. Beneath was another layer of cloth, some kind of vest.
She picked up the vest and threw it a Caxton, who caught it—but it was much heavier than she'd
expected and she nearly dropped it. Squishing it in her hand, she knew what it was instantly.

“Twaron,” the expert explained, “is acompeting product with Kevlar. It's used in the construction of
police body armor, mostly. Y our vampire was wearing abalistic vest.”

Chapter 33.

Caxton dapped the vest down on one of the desks in the briefing room afew hourslater. Glauer stared
at it asif there was some hidden message written on it, something he could read if he just looked hard
enough.

“It'satypelllA baligtic vest,” Caxton said. “ Standard police issue. Twaron fiberswoven just right to
reduce the impact of abullet.” She rapped her knuckles on a spot just above where the wearer’ s heart
would be. “Then there' sa sted trauma plate here, just in case something gets through the fibers. 1t 1l stop
pretty much any handgun bullet—.38 specid, .44 Magnum, and just about any 9-millimeter round you
can name, including the Parabellum rounds | load.”

Glauer tilted hishead to one sde. “ So when you shot him, even at point-blank range—"

“He probably fdt it, but it probably didn’'t hurt.” She shook her head. “1f you add thisto how tough a
vampireisanyway—I’m not exactly surewhat would kill him.”

“Jesus,” Glauer swore. The man rarely ever swore. “But I’ m confused. In the middle of afirefight he just
threw it avay. Why?’

“Weweren't shooting at him with handgun bullets anymore. Thistime wewere using rifles. A rifle bullet
would go through thislike tissue paper,” she said, poking her index finger through ahole low on the lft
sde, about where the wearer’ s kidney might be. The cop who had spoken with her after the ambush had
been right—he had hit Jameson, just not in hisone vital spot.

“Jameson’ s smart. We knew that aready. He's smart enough to understand hislimitations. Most
vampiresdon't. They’ re tougher than us, ahell of alot faster, but they’ re arrogant. They think they’re
invincible, and that makes them cocky. Jameson isthe least vain vampire I’ ve ever seen.”

“Maybe, but then again he did leave this behind, right? So now he's unprotected. Y ou can’t just buy
these off the Internet. Y ou need to bein law enforcement to get one, and nobody isgoing to sdll avest to
avampire”

Caxton punched the vest, and not lightly. “ That would be great, wouldn't it? Fetlock’ s forensics expert
said pretty much the same thing. For about an hour | was happy. Then | got acall. A peace officer out of



Lenhartsville had radioed in saying he had a subject that matched the description on my APB. Tall,
vampire, naked, running along the side of 1-78. He said he was going to investigate. Then he never
radioed back.”

“Oh, no.”

Caxton nodded. “A second unit was dispatched to the scene. The peace officer was found drained of
blood. The engine of his cruiser was il running, but the trunk had been torn open, asif with apry bar.
Y ou want to guess what was missng from the trunk?’

“A typellIA balistic vet?” Glauer asked.

Caxton touched thetip of her nose. “He doesn’t mind running around without any pants on, but Jameson
fed s naked without atrauma plate over his heart. He didn’t waste any time getting another one.”

Glauer stood back and rubbed at his mouth with his hands. “ Another cop.”
“Another funera,” Caxton agreed.
For awhile they were both slent. The Glauer said, in avery soft voice: “At least it was't magic.”

Caxton sat down &t one of the other desks. “Y eah. | was beginning to think he had some kind of spell to
protect him against bullets. Now | know better. Fat lot of good it doesme. | can’'t carry arifle around
with me every time go out. Againgt what I'm carrying, he' sfucking bulletproof!”

“Hey,” Glauer said, stepping toward her. For a second she flinched backward, thinking he was going to
give her asupportive hug. “Let’ s not lose focus here. Y ou did accomplish something last night.”

Caxton frowned. “What? | managed to not get myself killed? | scared abunch of girlswho serioudy did
not need more trauma?’

“Y ou saved her life”

They both turned and |ooked then at Raleigh, who sat in afar corner of the room, on the floor, with her
arms around her knees. She had been offered achair but refused it. She hadn’t said aword since Caxton
led her out of the convent, except “yes’ and “no” when she' d been asked if she waswilling to cometo
Harrisburg, and then when she was asked if she was okay, respectively.

She was scared. Terrified. Caxton could understand that. She should be scared, frankly. It was only a
meatter of time before her father came after her again.

Caxton turned back to Glauer. “Yeah,” shesaid. “1 saved her. Sheisn’t going to be safe, though, until |
take Jameson down.”

“Okay. How do you want to proceed?’

Caxton scratched her chin. “Waell, as | seeit, there are two things | need to do. | need to go up to
Syracuse and stop Jameson from killing Simon. Then | have to find Jameson’ slair. Shooting him doesn’'t
seem to work. So | have to catch him when he' sdefensdless. If | can get to him during the daytime, if |
can find his coffin, | can pluck his heart right out of hischest.”

“How’ sthe search for thelair coming?’ Glauer asked.

She nodded appreciatively. She might be uncomfortable working with Fetlock, but he got results. “We
had alist of sixty-odd placesto check yesterday. The Feds were able to eiminate twenty of them



yesterday, by actudly going there and checking them in person. No sign of avampirein any of them.
They'll probably finish off thelist today. I’ d love to be able to go and check them out mysdlf, but this'l
have to do—I"m going up to Syracuse as soon as| can, to secure Simon personaly. We know Jameson
is headed there next. It shislast stop. If we don't get him there—I have no ideawhere he'll strike next,
and everything getsalot harder.”

“How far away is Syracuse?’ Glauer asked.
“A little over four hours, if you'redriving. | don’t know how hetravels”
Glauer nodded. “That' salong drive. Areyou sureyou' reup to it? Y ou look like you need deep.”

Caxton shrugged. “|1 used to work highway patrol. | would do twelve-hour shiftsin acar back then. This
| can handle. | have a couple of errandsto run before | go, but | should be on the road before
noon—which means| can arrive before nightfall. | might even havetimeto talk to Simon before hisfather
triestokill him.”

“Okay. | assume, from the way you' retalking, that I’m not going with you up there. I’ [l keep working on
the Carboy notebooks.”

“Y ou haven't turned up anything more from them, have you?’ she asked.

Glauer’ sfacelit up, just alittle. He gestured at the whiteboards and she saw, under Jameson’ s portrait, a
new picture. A picture of adightly pudgy teenaged girl with spiky black hair (bright blue at the temples)
and soft, very kindly-looking brown eyes.

“Who' sthat? |’ ve never seen her before.”

“Yes, you have,” Glauer told her. “ Fetlock’ s people came through with apartia facial reconstruction
while you were gone. She was the half-dead that approached Angus.”

“Serioudy?’ Caxton looked closer at the picture. “I thought that one was mae. She didn’t look anything
likethat.” Of course, if she'd been dead for aweek, and she' d scratched off her own face—maybe.

“I took the partia face sketch they gave me and had some troopers run it by the missing persons
database. She came up pretty fast. Cady Rourke, aged eighteen. Former resident of Mount Carmel.”

Caxton sguinted. “ That' s Carboy’ s hometown.”

“Yes. And Cady Rourke was hisfirst girlfriend. At least, that’ swhat he writesin the notebooks. | caled
her family and they said she and Dylan were just friends. Either way, what was Jameson doing with her?
Besides drinking her blood?’

“It' saconnection,” Caxton had to admit. “ Tenuous, but it's something.”
“I'd like to keep working on thislead. Unless you have something better for meto do.”

“Actudly, | do. I need you to watch her.” Caxton didn’t so much as glance a Raeigh, but they both
knew whom she was talking about.

“Oh. Okay,” Glauer said, nodding.

“Don’'t just accept it like that. Thisisa pretty serious assignment. Jameson isn’t done with her, not yet.
He |l try again to give her the curse. Normaly when wework vampire sightings, | send you around to the
back door. | put you on guard duty. Thistimeyou'll bein thelineof fire. Y ou're alowed to say noif you



want to.”
“I can handleit,” the big cop said.

“Y ou should keep her somewhere with lots of cops. Likeright here. It' s possible that he' s tough enough
to take on an entire barracks of troopers, but he’ stoo smart to try to find out. Y ou should be okay as
long asyou don't make any stupid mistakes.”

“l said | could handleit,” he grunted. “ There’ s nothing magic about you, either.”
Caxton watched hisface. Had she hurt hisfedings?“What' s that supposed to mean?’ she asked.

“It meansyou aren’t the only person in the world who can fight vampires. | know we ve watched alot of
cops get killed trying. But that was because they weren't trained for thiskind of work. I’ ve been learning
from you for two months now.”

Shetried to stare him down, with her best cop look. He didn’t break eye contact with her. After aminute
or S0, she blinked.

She had learned how to fight vampires by watching Jameson. He' d never thought she was ready to do it
on her own. She' d been about to say the same thing about Glauer—but then, Jameson had been wrong
about her. Maybe she waswrong about Glauer. “Fair enough.” Then sheturned to look at Raeigh.
“Officer Glauer’ sgoing to seeto your needs,” she said. The girl looked up with wide eyes. “He |l protect
you. Just do everything he saysand you' |l be dright.”

Raeigh’'s mouth fell open. “What about you? Aren’t you going to stay with me?'Y ou said you would
keep me safe. You said that!”

“I haveto go collect your brother,” Caxton said, going over to knedl next to the frightened girl. “I’ll bring
him back here and you' |l both be safe.”

“Y ou'reworried my father will attack Smon?’

What I’'mworried most about, Caxton thought, is that Jameson will make his offer to Smon, and
that Smon will accept it. “Nobody elseisgoing to die,” shesaid. “Not if | can helpit.”

Chapter 34.

T he state police armorer broke into avery wide grin when she told him what she needed. He
disappeared into a Quonset hut at the Side of the target range and when he came back hisarmswere full
of cardboard boxes. Some contained ammunition—abullets fatter and heavier than any Caxton had seen
before. Others held avariety of pistols.

“So you don't want to carry around a high-powered rifle,” he said, twirling the ends of his mustache.
“That’ sthe best way to defeat body armor.”

She shook her head. “1 do alot of close-quartersfighting insde of buildings. I'll keep ariflein thetrunk
of my car, but for most Stuations | need ahandgun.”

“Now, if thiswere some norma bad guy,” hetold her, “I’d say don’t bother with toys. I’ d tell you to put
moretimein on the range until you could reliably take him down with ahead shot.”



Caxton shook her head. “ A vampire s only vulnerable point ishis heart. HE sgot alllA baligtic vest and
over that agted traumaplate.”

The armorer rubbed hischin. “Vestsaren't perfect. They don’'t do anything against knives or, say,
wooden stakes.” Before she could even react the man waved one hand in the air. “Just alittle joke. And
anyway, you don’'t want to go into thiswith aknife. By the time you got close enough to stab him you' d
aready be dead. Okay. Next thought. The ballistic fabric losesits effectiveness when it gets wet.”

“Soyou're saying | should only shoot him if it’ sraining? | don't have that option.” She shook her heed. “I
need firepower.”

“And | am most happy to oblige. | don't get to bring these out near as often as1’d like.” Thearmorer’s
small eyes burned with glee as he opened the first box. Insde lay arevolver with aten-and-a-haf-inch
barrel—twice aslong asthe barrel on her Beretta. It was made of stainless steel and had athick
rubberized grip designed to help cut down on recoil. Shelifted it with both hands and almost gasped. It
must have weighed five pounds. It felt like she was holding some massive machine part, and she
wondered if shewould be able to even draw it comfortably.

“What' sthisone?’ she asked.

“Smith & Wesson Mode 500. 500H, to be precise. It loads .500 Smith & Wesson Magnum rounds,
some of the most powerful in the world. The gun-control lobby calsthat round the vest-buster.”

“What do other peoplecal it?’

The armorer shrugged. “The NRA clamsit can’t actualy penetrate atraumaplate. They say they have
balligtic teststo proveit. Y ou can choose who you believe. What | do know isthat thisround is
recommended for sopping acharging grizzly bear beforeit can getsitsclawsin you.”

Caxton’ seyes went wide. She reached for apair of earplugs. The armorer handed her apair of cup-style
ear protectorsaswell. “You'll want both,” hetold her.

Shelined up a shot on a paper target at twenty yards, adjusted her stance, leaned into the shot.
Squeezed thetrigger. A jet of flame burst from the gun asit squirmed and pushed—her arm legped up
and the gun nearly hit her in theface. It felt like someone had kicked her in the shoulder. “ Jesus,” she
sueaked. Her ears were still ringing when she put the wegpon down and removed her ear protectors.

“Youdidn't flinch,” the armorer said, admiringly. “Most women when they take their first shot with that
kind of power, they closetheir eyes and turn away from the blast.”

She picked up the handgun again and studied it. “ Double action, at least. But thislookswrong.” Most
revolvers carried six shotsin acylinder behind the barrel. “ There are only five chambers.”

“Thebulletsweretoo big to fit Six,” the armorer explained. He pressed a button to bring in the target.
The round she' d fired had made a sizable hole near the shoulder of the silhouette on the target, and she
hated to think what that bullet could have done to a human body. Still—it hadn’t even come closeto the
target’ s heart, and Caxton was agood shot. She practiced religiously and she had been trained by her
father, who had been a sheriff up in coa country and who had been an excellent shot. That meant she
knew her limits. She knew that the first round shefired from anew gun was never going to bea

bull’ s-eye. She dso knew she'd had alot of trouble controlling the weapon.

“I’'m not strong enough for that,” she said. “I think maybeif | was Arnold Schwarzenegger. But I'm not.”

“With enough time and practice you' d befine,” the armorer said.



“Timeissomething I'm short on.”

The armorer frowned sympathetically and put it back in its box. He had another gun for her to try, one
sherecognized right away. She' d seenit in plenty of moviesand TV shows—aMark XIX Desert Eagle,
an lsragli-made gun that she' d always thought was perfect for men with especidly smal penises. It had a
thick triangular barrdl and amassive grip she could barely get her hand around. Its barrel was amost
comically long—fourteen inches, even longer than the Mode 500, and when she held it shefelt like she
had picked up some kind of movie prop. It made her Berettalook like acap gun.

She checked the safety, then g ected the magazine. It held seven rounds. Better than thefivein the
revolver, but her Beretta held fifteen.

The armorer fingered one of the bullets. “ That's your .50AE round. Pretty nasty. Very powerful.”
“Okay.”

He took the weapon from her and reloaded it. “Usudly, with ammo thisbig you' d use arevolver. The
Desert Eagl€ salittle different. It sbuilt morelike arifle than a handgun, especialy with thisbarrd. Gas
operated. Polygondl rifling. The rotating bolt is pretty close to what you'd find on an M16.”

“Cool.” Caxton replaced her ear protection, caled to clear the range, then sighted and fired. The recail
wasn't as bad aswith the Model 500, but gill she nearly lost control of the gun after it discharged. When
the target fluttered up to her she saw she’ d gotten alittle closer to the heart, but not much. “Not so cool.”
She sighed and put the weapon down. “Bigger bulletsisn’'t going to do the trick. What about a different
kind of bullet—hollow-points or something.”

“Hollow-point bullets actualy decrease penetration,” the armorer told her. “They’re designed for
maximum tissue damage insde your target, but they’ || never get through atraumaplate. If you're looking
for amagic bullet what you' d redlly want is depleted uranium rounds.”

“Really?’ Caxton asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Sure. Much denser than lead, so they hit harder. DU rounds are just about perfect for armor piercing.
Plusthey’ re pyrophoric, so when they deform on impact they tend to catch on fire and explode. They’re
adsoalittle bit radioactive, so if you don’t blow up your target you till give him cancer. Just one problem,

though.”
“What' sthet?’

“You' d haveto bein the Army even to see a DU round, and even the Army doesn’t make small-arms
ammunition out of the stuff anymore. They did back in the nineties, but then somebody realized that we
were shooting radioactive dugsinto every bunker, hut, and hospitd in the Middle East. The politica
blowback on that could have been enormous, so they stopped producing them. The UN istrying to get
peopleto stop using DU of any kind.”

“So you don't have abox of it lying around,” Caxton inferred.

“No.” Heran hisfingers dong his mustache for awhile and then opened an unmarked cardboard box
and st it before her. “I do have these. Highly illegd, of course. We took them in evidence during abig
drug raid a couple years back.”

Caxton drew one of the bullets out of the box. It was the same size and shape as the rounds she |oaded
in her Beretta 92. The only apparent difference wasthat it had a smooth green coating on thetip. Sheran
her finger over it and wondered why it felt so familiar. Then she looked up at the armorer. “What are



they?

He wasn’t meeting her gaze. Instead he was |ooking at the box of bullets. Hewaslooking at it asif the
box were full of poisonous snakes. Eventudly he shifted hisweight to adifferent foot and told her what
she waslooking at. “Cop-killers”

“No shit?’ she asked. She examined the bullet again. It was lighter than anorma bullet, strangely enough.
“These are Teflon bullets?’

He shrugged. “That name' s mideading. The Teflon coating isjust to protect your gun. It doesn’t make
them any more deadly. The red improvement comes from using a brass dug instead of alead one. Brass
isalot harder than lead, so when it hits the target—say, your trauma plate—it doesn’'t squish or mdt. It
keeps going in one piece, with dl of itsenergy intact. Theoretically that bullet can punch through any
policevest.”

“Doesit work?’

The armorer shrugged again. “ Depends on who you ask. Again, I’ ve seen ballitics reports from both
sdes. No one has ever been shot with one of these—they were madeillegd about ten minutes after they
were invented—so we just don't know. Even I’ ve never seen any, other than what' sin that box.
Theoreticdly law enforcement can buy them, but you should see the paperwork the ATF requires.
Personally I’ ve only fired a couple of rounds of that stuff. | can tell you those will penetrate asted car
door without any trouble. Onething | do know, which isthat once that box isgone, | won't be ableto
get any morefor along time. So use them carefully.”

Caxton nodded. She scooped the box up and put it in her pocket. “Thanks,” she said.

He nodded, still not looking &t her. “1’ ve got something else for you, too. Y ou carry aBeretta 92, right?
There san upgrade for that mode.”

“Yeah?' Shedrew her sdearm and laid it on the bench in front of her. “ This on€e' s been pretty good to
rre”

“Here, try this” he said, and opened another of his boxes. Inside was agun amost identical to
hers—except it might have come out of the future. The grips were more ergonomic, the entire pistol was
dightly lighter, and it had asmadl flashlight dung under the barrdl. “Thisisthe Beretta 90-Two.” He
gpelled it out for her, and showed her the name embossed on the recaiver. “It' simproved in awhole
bunch of ways, but et me show you my favorite parts. Here,” he said, indicating three pale green dots,
“areyour glow-in-the-dark sights. So you can shoot at night. There’ sared tab here that pops up when
there’ saround in the chamber, so you never have to retract the dide to find out. Then there sthis
attachment, which might come in handy, considering the places you end up.” He flicked two switcheson
the flashlight. The beam was bright enough to see even in winter daylight. That would be ussful when she
was hunting vampires on moonless nights. Even better, just below the flashlight lenswas atiny red lens
that projected asighting laser. “With the flashlight and laser on a the same time, you' ve got about an
hour of battery time. Keep that in mind. Also, you'll need to Sight the laser in manudly. With the flashlight
it won't fit in your current holster, but | have anew one you can have that' |l work.” He watched her point
the gun downrange, then lower it and whip it up again. “Best part: the magazine holds seventeen rounds.
Two more than you're used to. Do you like it?’

It felt just about perfect in her hand. “1I'll takeit,” Caxton said. “Wrap it up.”



Chapter 35.

Caxton had two more stops to make before she could leave for Syracuse. Thefirst was going to be the
hardest: she had to go home.

It wasn't along commute to the house she shared with Clara. When she arrived she pulled into the drive
and switched off the Mazda and just sat there for awhile, staring at her own kitchen window. When
she'd decided she'd put it off long enough, she got out of the car and walked up to the door. It was
unlocked, which meant Clarawas there. Caxton was not surprised to find her lover sitting a the kitchen
table reading a book.

“Hey,” Clarasaid, barely looking up. “Long time no see.”
Caxton stiffened. Then sheforced hersdlf to relax and pull up achair opposite Clara so they could talk.

Eventualy Claralooked up again. She put her finger in her book to hold her place and closed the cover.
“S0,” shesaid. “Did you ever find out what a Twaron fiber was good for?’

“Yes,” Caxton said. She placed both hands on the table and started picking at the laminate on the edge.
“It' sused in baligtic vests. Arkeley was wearing one.”

Clara seyeswent wide. “That would protect his heart and—"

“Makeit next toimpossiblefor metokill him. That's...that’s something it would redlly have helped meto
know, before he came after Raleigh last night.” Clara started to react, but Caxton held up one hand.
“Rdeigh’ sfine. Another girl didn't makeit, though. If I'd known what | was facing maybe it could have
been—different.”

Clara’smouth trembled. “I'd never heard of Twaron before. I’ ve only ever heard of Kevlar. If the report
had said it was Kevlar, | could have made that connection. Hey! Come on, you can’t blame me for some
girl’ sdeath just because | didn’'t know what Twaron was. Come on!”

“I don’t blame you. | blame mysdif. Y ou told me you weren't trained for forensicswork. | should have
listened to you.”

Clarajumped up and wrapped her arms around her chest. Her face was a neutral mask. Caxton had
been with her long enough to know what that meant—she felt like she was being attacked.

“All I'm saying, Clara, isthat you could have Googled it. What | needed from you, when | put you in
charge of this stuff, was information. Fetlock’ s experts are smart people and they do a certain job very
wdll, but dl they can give you israw data. They were going to send metheir report anyway, but | needed
somebody to actualy read it and give me the key points. Y ou could have gone that extra distance. Next
time—"

“Next time? So you' re not firing me? Oh, thank you so much.” Clarastomped over to the window and
stared out a the snow. “I can’t believethis, Laura. Y ou redlly got methistime, didn’t you? It used to just
be guilt you held over my head. Now you need to make mefed stupid, too.”

“What are you talking about? Guilt?’

“Jesus! Don't pretend you don't know what I’ m talking about. Our relationship isfaling gpart. | should
have dumped you along time ago. But how could 1?1 keep asking for more time together, for more
intimacy. But no, you' re too busy saving theworld. | can’t exactly compete with that, and | fed guilty



about wanting to. So | hang in there, | keep being patient and loving and making your fucking breakfast
every morning. Then you come dong with thisjob offer and | think hey, maybe you actualy do care.
Maybe you understand. So | jump into something | have no training for, something I’ d never even
considered. Now you'relaying some girl’s desth on me, too? Jesus!”

“It'snot like that,” Caxton said, but Clarawas aready storming out of the room. She hurried to the
bedroom and dammed the door behind her.

For atime Caxton just sat at the table, hoping her girlfriend would come back. She didn't. There wastoo
much to do, too many lives at stake to wait for very much longer, she decided. She would try to patch
things up later. Before she left, though, she picked up the book Clara had been reading. It was athick

hardcover with the title on the cover in big block letters: FUNDAMENTALSOF CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION,
SEVENTH EDITION.

Shelad it gently back on the table and returned to her car.

Her next stop was Mechanicsburg, and thelocd jail there. The cops and corrections officers that ran the
place were surprised to see her, but when she flashed her silver star they fell into line. One grabbed up a
heavy key ring and led her down into the basement, to the secure cdlls.

“He screamed every timewetried to put himin acdl with awindow,” the CO explained, sorting through
hiskeys. “These are our solitary confinement units, which we save for the worst kind. Padded walls, no
furniture but asuicide-proof toilet. Electric lights we keep on twenty-four/seven so we can see what
they’ reup to.”

“What has he been doing?’ Caxton asked.

The CO shrugged. “At night he Sits staring into space, or sometimes he'll pace back and forth. Thecell’s
only three paceswide, but he'll do that for hours. During the day—from dawn until sundown, every
time—hejust deeps. It sfunny.”

“What is?’ Caxton asked.

“Down here,” the CO said, “there sredly no way for him to see whether the sun is up or down. But
somehow, he knows. He' Il be deeping now, of course, but | can wake him up if you want.”

“l do,” Caxton said.

The CO unlocked a heavy reinforced door and opened it wide. Inside Dylan Carboy lay stretched out on
thefloor, his head turned to one side, looking like nothing so much as alifeless corpse. His hands were
secured behind his back with nylon restraints and his feet were bare.

“Comeon, kid. Comeon. You got avigtor.”
The boy didn’'t move.

“Thismight take awhile,” the CO said, then grabbed Carboy under the arms and grunted and strained to
get him sitting upright. “You' reaU.S. Marshd, huh? Y ou cometo transfer him?’

She understood why he would think that—yprisoner transport across sate lines was one of the primary
functions of the USMS. “No,” shesaid. “I just want to talk to him. It’ s pertinent to an open
invedigation.”

The CO shrugged. “Héll, | was hoping we were going to get rid of him. Little bastard cregps me out.



Y ou want to tak, fed free. | don’'t know if he'll answer.”

Caxton sguatted down next to Carboy and studied hisface. He was just akid, even younger-looking
than she remembered from when she' d hauled him in. At thetime, of course, he' d been made up likea
vampire. Hewas il pale, but not deathly pale, and his ears were round and normd. A thin fuzz of
stubble coated the top of his head where his hair had started to grow back in. His eyes were open, but
they didn't track, just stared vacantly forward.

“I can get himon hisfet, if youwant,” the CO said. “We can drag him down to an interrogation room.”
“No need,” Caxton said. “ Tell me—has he asked for alawyer?’

The CO shook his head. “We offered, abunch of times. After dark, when he wastaking, even. He
wants vengeance, he says. He wants blood. He saysthat alot. But lawyers he can do without.”

“Okay, then. I'll speak with him awhile and then get out of your hair,” she said. The CO nodded and
moved to stand by the door, hands held behind him, waiting for her to do what she needed to do. Caxton
knew better than to ask to be |eft dlone with the prisoner. That would never be alowed, not with
someone as violent and unstable as Carboy.

“Do you remember me?’ she asked. The boy’ sface didn’t change. He was supposed to be avampire,
and of course vampiresdidn’t talk during daylight hours. It seemed he was going to prolong the ruse even
when no onedsebdieved init. “I'm Laura Caxton. Y ou wanted to kill me. Remember?’ Caxton
frowned. “It was dl over your notebooks.”

The corner of Carboy’ s upper lip twitched. Just atic, but enough that Caxton caught it. Maybe that was
what she needed: an in. The secret to police interrogations wasn't knowing when someonewas lying to
you. Y ou had to assume everything a subject said was alie. No, the secret was finding the button you
could push, the one thing that bothered the subject so much it threw him off his game enough to get his
carefully prepared facts tangled up. In this case it was finding something that would get Carboy to talk at
dl.

“We found your notebooks in your house. Y ou remember, the house where you strangled your sister.”
Thetic came again when she mentioned finding the notebooks but didn’t recur when she mentioned his
gger. Yeah, she had him. Those notebooks were important to him. “1 didn’t bother reading them all,”
shesaid. “They werekind of repetitive, and not very well written. So | gave them to one of my officers.
He had to pull one of them apart because blood had stuck all the pages together. Completely ruined
them.”

The boy’slip had curled up so far that she could see histeeth.

“What | did read was kind of funny. ‘ Laura Caxton will die by Halloween.” But look, it'samost
Chrigmas, and here we are. I’'m running around perfectly hedlthy, and you' re stuck in here, where you
can't even write bad poetry to entertain yourself.”

His mouth opened and she thought words might spill out. Instead he carefully brought his teeth together
and closed hislips. They were white with the srain.

“I think,” she said, “that I’m going to make photocopies of some of the funnier pages, and share them
with al my cop friends.”

“I'd like to seethose,” the CO behind her said, playing along. Good man, shethought. “I think dl of us
herewould enjoy that.”



Caxton nodded eagerly. “ Sure. I'll get your address before | leave so | can send them along. There sone
part that' s just hilarious. He talks about Jameson Arkeley—you know, the real vampire? Dylan here
clams he actudly spoke with him. Pleasa!”

The boy lunged forward, his teeth clacking together on the lapel of her coat. The CO rushed forward, but
Caxton waved him back. Carboy growled and hisfeet kicked at the floor, but she easily held him down,
pinning him by pressing his shoulders against the floor. The boy was as wesk as a starved dog, and she
wondered if he' d been eating in the jail—if he wanted everyone to think he was avampire, he couldn’t
very well eat solid food.

Down on the floor Carboy writhed and moaned. “He came to me. He cameto me! Heknew | was
worthy. He knew | could do whatever he asked, that | wouldn’t fail! | proved it to him. | proved | could
kill anyone, anyone| loved. Just like him.”

“And Mavern?’ Caxton asked. “ Did she cometo you, too?’
“Only indreams” the boy said.

“Where are they, Rexroth?’ Caxton asked. She thought appealing to his adopted vampire persona might
get abetter result. “Tell mewherethey are”

Carboy shook himsdlf violently, trying to get free. The CO coughed, hisway of telling her shewas on the
verge of being abusive. Shedidn’t ease up.

“Tell me. If you know so much. If they redlly cameto you, then tell me. Or I’ll never believe you. Where
isther lar?’

“I am ill worthy! He Il comefor me again! Hewill freemel” the boy shrieked.

“You'relying. You' reaworthless lying sack of shit,” Caxton barked. “He never came for you. Why
would he? Y ou' re nothing. Y ou’ re nobody.”

“I will never betray him! He warned me you would come. Hetold me to say nothing. Nothing! | am till
worthy, Jameson! | am till worthy!”

The CO coughed again, much louder thistime. Caxton forced hersdlf to | et the boy go. She jumped up
and back so he couldn’t bite her again, considered kicking him in theribs, but findly shejust walked out
the door of the cell and into the corridor. The CO came out afew moments later and asked her if there
was anything else she needed, but she didn’t even look a him. She was dready heading for her car—and
for Syracuse.

Chapter 36.

Caxton waswell onto the highway—I-81, which would take her al the way to Syracuse—when she

realized her face was wet with sweat. She wiped at it with one hand and steered with the other. That
could have gone better, shethought.



She had wanted to hurt the boy. She had wanted to grind him into the floor of hiscell until hetold her
what she wanted to know. Only the presence of the CO had stopped her. And yet she doubted that he
even knew anything useful—Jameson was too careful, too good at covering histracks, to let some crazy
kidin on hisbiggest secret, thelocation of hislair. For al she knew, despite any evidence suggesting the
contrary, Carboy had never even met Jameson. Glauer had her half convinced otherwise, but there was
gtill part of her that thought Carboy had madeit al up, that his stories of talking to vampires had been
some deluded fantasy. The boy was, without a doubt, mentaly ill. Sane people didn’t murder their
families, then dress up like vampires and go gunning for state troopers. But was he lying, or not?

She had gone to see him because she couldn’t afford to leave any stone unturned. Because she was
running out of ideas. That made her scared—and her fear had made her violent. She had to get control of
her fear.

Shetried to focus on her driving. Shelet the lines on the road occupy her full attention so shedidn’t have
to think about anything else. Two hoursinto her drive it started to work—mostly because the driving
became alot harder the farther north she went. The road turned white with snow, first as broad
fan-shaped sweeps of powder that rolled across the asphalt, then as a thin sheet of dush embossed with
the chevron-shaped tire marks of asnow plow that had gone before her. North of Binghamton, just
acrossthe state line into New Y ork, the snow turned into athick carpet of pure white and she started
losing traction. She had to stop and put chains on her tires at arest stop. She worked quickly, both
because she didn’t want to lose any more time and because it was cold out, colder than she' d expected,
and her hands stung every time she touched the meta chains. She cursed herself, wishing she' d bothered
to check the wesather report. Her Mazda wasn't suited to extreme-weather driving—if she’d thought this
through better she could have requisitioned apatrol cruiser or even something with four-whed drive.

She had to keep her speed down when she got back on the highway. The chains gave her abetter grip
ontheroad, but it was still dick enough to be dangerous. Up past Cortland she caught up with the storm
and suddenly the sky was aswhite asthe road, full of big puffy flakesthat splattered on her windshield.
Headlights speared through the falling snow, dazzling her, while the brake lights of the cars ahead made
pink roses bloom across her windshield. A flashing warning light like a strobe made her blink and nearly
go off the sde of the road. Up ahead a snow plow was thundering north, afountain of wet snow blasting
out from ether sde of itsblade. It couldn’t be going more than thirty miles per hour, but she had to fight
her instinct to pass. As bad as the snow was behind the plow, it would be impassable in front. She kept
both hands on the whedl and tried to stay in the plow’ stracks, two dark gulliesfull of dush. Thetracks
were the only way she had of knowing where the road curved—in the torrent of snow she couldn’t even
seetheguardrails.

It took another three hours before she reached Syracuse, and even longer to weave her way through the
maze of the city’ s surface streets. Some of them had been plowed, leaving one narrow lane open and
mounds of snow on ether Side six feet high, with here and there a car buried so deeply in the drifts that
she wondered how they would ever be dug out. The Victorian houses she passed were half snowed-in,
their roofs weighted down with thick layers of snow like frosting on acake. Even the Street Ssgnswere
often obscured by clumps of snow that clung to them, and more than once she had to stop in the middle
of astreet and study her map. It was four forty-five when she reached the university campus, aready
after dark, though it was hard to tell. The sky had taken on an uncanny blue-gray color, ahaze of light
from the city’ s buildings trapped under the heavily laden clouds. The streetlights looked like showerheads
gushing down diamond-bright snowflakes, and trails of mist wandered the streets like freezing ghosts
looking for some warm place to haunt.

The main campus of the university loomed up out of the storm as she rumbled past. She saw brick
dormitories with fogged-up windows, libraries and classroom buildings made of big flat dabs of concrete



stained dark by melting snow. She saw amassive gray building with a black mansard roof, just dripping
with gables and dormer windows. It reminded her of the Addams family house from TV. Following the
directions Fetlock had given her, shetook aleft turn and drove past amassive park, the rolling hills of
which looked like an ocean of heaving white waves, then another |eft on Westscott Street, wherelittle
shops and businesses spilled yelow light across the submerged road. She passed abig New Age
bookstore and findly arrived at her destination, the corner of Westscott and Hawthorne. On every sde
of her, two-story houses from the turn of the century hunkered down in the snow. They were painted in
bright colors turned pastel by the snow, and all of them, for some reason, had bal conies on their second
level. Shewondered what this place would look like in summer, but couldn’t redlly paint the picturein her
mind. It was S0 encrusted with snow that she couldn’t imagine winter ever ending.

She pulled up behind an unmarked white van, aFord E-150 with tinted windows. It was buried in snow
up to itswhed wells, but the windshield had been scraped clear, and recently. It was so obvioudy a
police surveillance van that she winced when she saw it. Apparently the local Feds had never heard of
discretion. Maybe, she thought, Simon would have been so busy with his studies that he wouldn't have
noticed it was parked outside his house for two daysin arow. Of course, she' d never been that lucky
before.

Fetlock had tasked his own men, U.S. Marshds, with this stakeout, thinking they might do better than
local cops. It wasn't Caxton' s job to second-guess that decision.

When shekilled her engine and switched off her lights the van’ s rear doors popped open and agloved
hand waved her over. Popping her own door, she jumped out and hurried up into the back of the van,
yanking the door closed behind her asawraith of snow whirled and howled in through the gap.

Inside, three men with Slver sarson their lapelsjust like her own sat in swiveling captain’ s chairs, passing
around athermos of coffee. They dl wore parkas, gloves, and hats, and massive boots. One of them half
rose from his place to shake her hand. “Deputy Marshal Fetlock told us you' d be coming. Caxton, right?
I’m Y oung, thisis Miller, and thet fellow over thereisBenicio.”

“Cdl meLu,” Benicio said, waving a her. “ Short for Luis, but nobody can pronounce that right. Even
though it' sacommon name where | come from.”

“Where sthat?’ she asked.
Heamiled. “Utica”

Her feet squelched on the carpeted floor, which was flooded by half an inch of murky water. Plastic
water bottles floated in the muck, each filled with ayelow liquid she did not care to identify. They
competed for space with the soggy wrappers of microwave burritos and fast-food cartons. It was cold
enough inside the van to see her breath, though not so bad asit had been outside. She plopped downina
fourth chair and nodded at the introductions. “Y ou guys have been here awhile, huh? Y ou picked a great

day forit.”

Y oung laughed. “What, you mean the weather? Thisis nothing. We' redl from theloca Syracuse office
of the USMSS, so we're used to it. Syracuse isthe snowiest city in the contiguous forty-eight. We get
what, ahundred and fifteen inchesayear?’ Miller nodded animatedly. “ L ake effect snow, modtly. It hits
pretty hard, then melts after acouple of days. Wait till January, if you want to see some snow. When it
gets so deep you can't open your front door, that’s when we start to worry.”

Caxton shook her head. Pennsylvaniawas like the Tropics compared to that. “How’ s our person of
interest?” she asked, leaning forward to look through the windshield. The van had agood view of the
house across the Street that was Simon Arkeley’ slast known address. It was atwo-level Victorian just



likedl therest, painted white, so it blended in with the sky and its yellow-lit windows seemed to hang in
theair. She could seeinto its porch, which was crammed with patio furniture and unrecognizable junk,
and dso into its balcony, which was mostly clear.

Lu cameto sguat next to her and hand her apair of field glasses. Only two of the windows werelit.
“He s got the one up there on the second floor. He' s been in there reading abook al afternoon.”

She looked where he pointed and saw someone sitting in the window, though she could only make out a
rough silhouette in the bad light. It had to be Smon Arkeley. As advertised, he had abook in his hands
and his head was bent over it. She watched him turn acouple of pages, then sank back in her chair.

“Who' s on the ground floor?” she asked. She couldn’t see anybody through that window, just the
occasiond blueflicker of atelevison st.

“Building manager,” Lu said. “Old guy, drunk most of thetime. He hasn’t been out al day, except once
to get beer down at the liquor store.”

Caxton sighed and |ooked out the van windows. She doubted Simon would be going out that night, not
with the heavy snowfdll. It looked like she was going to be Sitting in the cold van for along time.

“What' syour plan?’ Lu asked. “I’m guessing you didn’'t come al the way up here to make afourth for
bridge.”

She smiled, remembering the casua camaraderie of stakeouts. She' d done her share of them on the
highway patrol. “Wdl,” she said, trying to think of her next move by talking it out, “I’m going to—"

Shedidn’t get any further, though. Her phone rang. It was Fetlock.

“Wefound alair,” hetold her.

Chapter 37.

14
shethere? |sMavern there?’ Caxton demanded.

“No, neither of them,” Fetlock said, sounding dmost apologetic. “And it looks like they haven’t been for
awhile. Let mejust giveyou the details, dright?’

Caxton closed her eyes and sank back into her chair. “Alright,” she said, holding the phone against her
shoulder. She reached into her pocket and took out a small notebook, then snapped her fingers at the
three Fedsin the van and mimed writing something down. Lu handed her apen.

“We diminated al the other possiblelairsfrom your list,” Fetlock told her, “by about two o' clock this
afternoon. Some of my men out of Reading were about to eliminate the last one, but they knew it was
getting late and they didn’t want to be there after sundown.”

“Good,” Caxton said, “smart.”

“Waell, you did warn us. They approached the site and made a quick reconnaissance. The Stewasan
abandoned grain eevator just outside Mount Carmel. They saw definite signs of recent
occupation—someone had forced their way into an outbuilding, tearing the chains off the door and not
bothering to replace them. They assumed it was probably some petty crimina looking for anything they



could stedl . After making sure there were no half-deads lying in wait, a three-man team entered the
building and found some empty plastic bags. 1V bags, like from ahospitd. The kind of bagsthat whole
blood isstored in.”

“What about human remains? Furniture made out of bones, bodies wired into lifelike postures, that sort
of thing?’ That waswhat you expected to find in avampirelair. It wasthe kind of thing she'd seenin
vampirelairs before.

“Nothing of the sort, but if the blood bags were enough to pique their interest, therewas aso acoffinin
there. A very old, very cheap coffin that had fallen to pieces. They did what they’ d been told to do and
cdled in reinforcements. Lots of them. When no vampires showed up they sent in heavily armed unitsto
secure the Ste and retrieve al the evidence. They did so, then immediately departed the scene, at
gpproximately four-thirty, just as the sun was going down.”

Caxton sighed dmost happily. Fetlock seemed to get how thisworked, if nobody elsedid. You didn’t
gick around avampire slair at twilight, no matter how abandoned it might look. That was asking for
trouble.

“The evidence was taken back to your HQ building in Harrisburg. | brought in my forensics people and
aso your team lead—Clara Hsu—to supervise.”

“Clarawas part of thisinvestigation?’ Caxton asked, alittle surprised. “How was she at—I mean, did
she prove useful 7’

“Yes,” Fetlock said, and Caxton’ s eyes opened wide as he added, “ She' s clearly not trained for
forenacswork, but she asked alot of interesting questions and she even cleared up one mystery for us.
There were some skin samplesin the coffin. Just afew flakes, like dandruff, but when wetriedtoruna
DNA test nothing whatsoever came up.”

“There was no match in the database?’

“No,” Fetlock said, “I mean there was no DNA. Which confused the hell out of my forensicsteam. Then
Clarapointed out that vampires don’t have human DNA.”

Wow, Caxton thought. Clara had been paying attention. She' d made the connection. Caxton would have
fet gushingly proud of her girlfriend if shedidn’t fed so guilty for not beieving in Clarabefore.

“They were able to carbon-date the skin samples,” Fetlock went on. “They look to be a couple hundred
yearsold, at least.”

“So they came from Mavern,” Caxton said. “Mavern wasin thislar. She can't go anywhere without
Jameson’ s help, so they must both have been there.”

“Not just them. We d so found some fingerprints on the blood bags. When we ran those through the
database amatch came up right away. The prints belong to Dylan Carboy, aka Kenneth Rexroth.”

“Serioudy?’ Caxton asked. She wanted to dap herself on the forehead.

So Glauer had been right. Carboy did have some tangible connection with Jameson. It seemed shewas
going to have to make some gpologies.

“That'sall we have so far, dl the hard evidence,” Fetlock went on. “My people were willing to make one
more conjecture, though. Judging by the amount of dust on the coffin and the blood bags, they say
nobody had been in that lair for weeks. They won't testify to that in court, but they sounded pretty sure.”



“That' sgreat,” Caxton said. “That’salot of information we didn’'t have before. That redlly helpsflesh out
the narrative. Blood bags—it sounds like Jameson used thislair before he went rogue, before he killed
anybody. He would have been hungry, though. Desperate for blood. He must have had Carboy stedl
blood from alocal hospital or blood bank—but that wouldn’t work. Vampires can’t drink cold blood. It
hasto be fresh or warm for them to get any benefit fromit.”

“Okay,” Fetlock said. “Not my area. I’ ve got the Site under constant surveillance—from adistance. If
anyonetriesto goinor out during the night, I'll et you know.”

“Thanks,” Caxton said, and ended the call. She was dmost certain the old lair was abandoned, that
Jameson had moved on to somewhere el se, but it was good that Fetlock didn’t take chances.

For awhile she was buzzing with excitement, putting together jigsaw piecesin her heaed, adding the new
stuff to what she dready knew. Eventualy, though, as the night wore on, that excitement faded.

The new information was useful. But it didn’t change anything. Jameson was il a large. The evidence
might help her catch him, eventudly, but for now she gill needed to focus on Simon. On keegping Simon
dive

The adrendine rush she' d gotten from the phone call turned to nervous tension dl too quickly.

Shetried to relax, tried to listen to the conversation of the three Feds in the van. They were talking about
the Orangemen, Syracuse' s basketball team. Apparently one of the star players had been caught
smoking crack cocainein thelocker room. There was some discussion as to whether he would be
allowed to finish out the season before he was prosecuted. “It’ s not like he was dedling,” Miller asserted.
“Jugt holding.”

“With or without intent to distribute?’ Y oung asked. He opened afresh bag of corn chips and pushed a
bunch of them into his mouith.

Caxton looked out the side windows at the Street, at the cross streets on either sde. Something felt
wrong. Maybe she was just too keyed up, too paranoid. That was probably it. Still. She hadn’t survived
aslong as she had by assuming things were okay. “Y ou guys know this neighborhood?’ she asked.
“What' s behind this house?’

Miller grunted. “Bunch of backyards, divided up by fences.”

“Could someone have gone out a back door of the house and dipped away without you noticing?
Hopped over the fence and got away by aside Street?’

Y oung sat up very straight in hischair. “ Sure. If there was anybody unaccounted for. We thought of that,
too, and we made damned sure to keep track of where Smon and the building manager were at dl
times. If your POI had |eft that window, one of us would have gone to cover the back of the house. But
he hasn't moved, not since lunchtime.”

“Not even to go to the bathroom?’ she asked.

Miller shrugged. “Maybe once a couple hours ago, but he was back in a couple of seconds. Not long
enough to do anything.”

Caxton lifted the glassesto look a Simon again. The figure there was hard to make out, just arough
slhouette of ayoung man reading abook. A young man—

“Shit!” she said, and dapped the armrest of her chair hard enough to make the men around her jump.



“He made you. Goddamn it, he must have made you hours ago. Lu, you' re with me. Miller, Y oung, you
stay here and cover us.”

“What the hdl?’ Y oung asked. “What are you talking about? He hasn’t moved—"

Caxton snarled her reply at him. “Look a hisfingers. His fingers. Smon Arkeley doesn’t wear nall
polish.”

Lu aready had the van’ s back door open. He jumped down into the snow and she followed close on his
hedls. They dogged through the driftsthat covered the sdewalk and up to the porch of the house,
Caxton surging forward to pound on the door.

“Open up,” she shouted. “Open up! Federa agents!”

It seemed to take forever for the building manager to come thumping through the house to answer the
door. When he cracked it open Caxton lifted her lapel to show him her sar.

“Jeez, what do you want?’ the man asked. Hewasin hislatefifties, about average height. Grizzly stubble
coated the bottom half of hisface, and his eyes were wet and red. Maybe he' d been deeping. His bresth
was yeasty with beer. Helooked from Caxton to Lu and back again.

“Federal agents,” Caxton repeated. “We need to come insde. Can you step back, Sir?’

Hewasin hisrightsto demand to see a search warrant. Caxton wasn't sure what shewould do if he
asked. After amoment, though, helifted his shoulders and moved back so she and Lu could pushinsde
the house. It waswarm inside, dmogt giflingly hot. The front hall wasfull of very old furniture—a
Sdeboard, acheva mirror, asofathat might have been an antiqueif the uphol stery wasn't split and
0ozing duffing.

“It' sthat kid upgtairs, right? Arkeley? He do something bad? | aways kind of figured hewould get in
trouble,” the building manager whispered. “He sthe only one here, anyway. Comesin dl hours of the
night, never seemsto deep, and | seen some of the books he bringsin here, scandal ous stuff—"

“Which roomishis?’ Caxton asked, cutting him off.

“Top of the sairs, ontheleft.” The building manager raised his shoulders again, akind of lazy shrug. “I'll
be down here, you need me.” He shambled back toward his own room, where the television was blaring
something about lingerie mode's competing to see who could est the most bloodworms.

Caxton was dready hurrying up the stairwell. The banister was dick under her hand but marred by
countless deep scratches and places where the varnish had been scuffed down to bare wood, probably
from countless generations of students moving in and out. At the top of the stairs she turned | eft and
found the door she wanted. She rapped twice on it with her knuckles, then drew her weapon.

Behind her LU’ s eyeswere wide, but he took out his own handgun.

Caxton rapped again. It sounded like a hollow-core door, the kind you could just kick your way through.
When no answer came, she started to do just that.

“Whoa, whoa,” Lu said, grabbing her arm. She stared wildly into hisface. “Y ou can't do that. It'snot
kosher.”

She knew perfectly well what he meant. Unless she had a search warrant or evidence of acrime being
committed ingde, she couldn’t just bust the door down, not legaly.



Shedidn’'t havetimeto belegd. “ The vampire is coming. Maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow, but soon.
Y ou want thiskid to get killed by his own father? Have histhroat torn out and his blood splattered
everywhere?’

“No,” Lu confessed.
Shelifted her foot again, but once more he grabbed her arm.

“| dso don’t want to get put up againgt administrative review,” hetold her. “Listen, I’ ve only been on this
job about amonth. | waswalking abesat in Tipp Hill beforethat, and | don’t want to go back. Y oung can
be area hard case when it comesto protocol.”

“Then maybe he doesn’t need to know,” Caxton said. “Maybe the door was open when we got here and
we have no idea how the lock got broken. Or maybe we thought we heard someone shouting for help
frominsde, but inthe end it turned out just to betheold man's TV.”

Lu stared at her, goggle-eyed.

“There snobody hereto say whether it happened like that or not,” she said, “except you and me.” Then
she kicked open the door. It flew open effortlesdy, the lock’ s bolt clacking in its receptacle.

“Aw, hel,” Lu breathed. “Y ou're nuts, lady!”

“I’m desperate,” Caxton said, and stepped insde the room.

Chapter 38.

T he room beyond seemed filled with books. They were hegped on the floor in enormous tottering

stacks, they covered one of the room’ s two tables, and more than afew had been laid out, evidently with
some care, on the bed. There were hardcovers and |l eather-bound tomes and dog-eared paperbacks,
quite alot of pamphlets, some photocopied facsmiles of books, spiral bound and with clear acetate
covers. There were textbooks so new they were gill insde their shrink-wrap, and some books so old
their spineswere curling off and spilling red dust across the covers of other books. Caxton picked up a
few at random. She found a paperback called Secret Societies, by Arkon Daraul, and a battered old
text in Latin with apicture of ademon initsfrontispiece, called the Lemegeton Clavicula Salmonis. She
somehow doubted it had anything to do with the collarbones of fish.

Caxton swung her weapon around, covering all the corners. She saw no kitchen at al, just ahot plate,
which of course was covered in two neat stacks of books. She saw the bed was little more than a cot,
the sheets made and und ept-in, and ducked to see dusty books shoved benesth the bed frame. The
closet was full of books, but also clothes—though there was no winter jacket insde. By the window she
saw achair, unoccupied, with a book resting open-faced on its seat.

At thefar end of the room stood another door, open, which revealed abathroom aso filled with
books—they stood like makeshift walls on either side of the toilet and on top of itstank, and some even
had been piled under the sink, where adripping pipe had left them spotted with mold.

A very frightened-looking girl with short dark hair wearing atattered swester sat on the edge of the tub,
her hands up to protect her face. Her fingernails were painted black, just like the nails Caxton had seen
through her binoculars.



“Who the hell areyou?’ Caxton said, raising her pistol to point at the celling.

“Linda,” the girl squeaked. “I’'m afriend of Smon’s. He asked meto come up hereand sitinthe
window.”

“Why?

Lindashrugged. “He said the cops were watching him. He said he wasn't in any trouble, though. He said
he didn’t do anything. Is he okay?’

Lu gtarted to ask the girl alot of questions, but Caxton didn’t bother to listen to them. Rushing back into
the hall, she found what she expected to see—a broad window, propped open with a short piece of
dowd. Beyond in the flurry of snow she saw awooden scaffolding with steps|eading down to the
backyard of the house. A fire escape, away for the inhabitants of the second floor to get out in case they
couldn’'t usethe front stairs.

On the steps of the fire escape she could just make out the round shapes of footprints sunk through the
deep snow, mogtly filled in again by the storm. She grabbed for the windowslll, intending to yank it
upward and climb out, to follow Simon’ strail, but then redlized that would be pointless. The boy would
have made as quickly as he could for the street and out there histracks would be lost atogether, churned
over by passing cars or logt to the blizzard by the time she arrived.

Thiswasbad, very bad. Very, very bad. If she had lost him, if he’ d gotten away from her, then she had
no way of knowing whether he' d made contact with Jameson or not. She had to find him—more lives
than just his own were at stake—but how?

She had to think. If he had run out in the middle of the storm, Y oung and his crew would never have seen
him. He had noticed their van and known he was under surveillance, then had gone to the trouble of
cdling in hisfriend to fool them into thinking hewas ill in hisroom, reading quietly. Either hejust didn’t
like being watched or he’ d decided he had something he had to do and didn’t want the copsto see him
doing it. He d taken hiswinter coat—she had noticed its absence up in the room—but surely he couldn’t
walk very far, not with the snow up to his kneesin some places. She aready knew from Fetlock that
Simon didn’t own avehicle; that was one of the first things you checked when you staked out a POI. He
could have caught abus, but she doubted it. Who would want to wait for abusin this weather? She
decided he must have arranged to have someone pick him up in acar. Which meant that someone would
know where he had gone.

Thewalkie-talkiein her hand kept chirping for attention. Sheignored it. She headed down the stairs and
burgt in on the building manager just as he was cracking open anew beer can. His gpartment had al of
the house’ sbest furniture in it—amassive oak breakfront, akitchen table with four matching chairs—but
dust dulled all the colors and there were bags of trash stacked in the kitchen. No books anywhere.

“Hdl’sbdls, what now?’ the old man asked when he saw her.

“I need someinformation, and | don't have alot of time, so forgive meif | sound impolite,” she said.
“How long has Smon lived here?

“That Arkeley kid? Just this semester. Signed aone-year lease.”
“Does he have agirlfriend?’ she asked.

The building manager laughed. *'Y ou mean that Linda? She comes sniffing around alot, but you ask me,
the guy’ sgay. Never gives her asecond look.”



“Does he ever have any other visitors?’

The old man scowled. “Hah! Yes, yes he does. The kind that stay al night and you have to listen to them
talking and laughing while you' re trying to deep. They put atowd under the door, too, but don’t think
I’'m so old | don't recognize the smell of what they smoke up there, | was divein the sixties and—"

Caxton shook her head. “ Just answer my questions, dright? Asssmply and as clearly asyou can. Do you
remember the names of any of hisvisitors? Did he ever introduce them to you?’

“We' re not exactly on friendly terms, him and me,” the manager replied. He scratched a his subblefor a
second, though, and said, “1 guess there was one guy. Simon called him *Murph.” Ugly little pothead with
frecklesand red hair. Comes around alot, actudly. Don’t know hislast name.”

“Do you know where he lives? Please, think hard.”

The building manager shrugged. “ South Campus, somewhere.” She must have looked confused. “ There's
asecondary campus, called South Campus, about two miles from here down Comstock Avenue. It's
amogt dl resdentid buildings. Crappy little cinder-block shacksthey rent out for next to nothing.”

“That'sdl you can tell me?’ Caxton asked, desperate.

“Maybeit’ senough,” Lu said from behind her. He took the walkie-talkie out of her hand. “ Deputy
Marsha Y oung, do you read me?’

“Y egh, go ahead, Lu.”

“Specid Deputy Caxton would like you to cal up the registrar’ s office. We need to track down a
student, partia name Murph, maybe Murphy. Not sureif that’salast or first name. Last known address
is South Campus and he may have arecord for drug offenses. Y ou think that might turn something up?’

“WE Il get on it, maybewe'll get lucky. Over.”

Caxton nodded with excitement. “ Good thinking,” shesaid to Lu. “Sir,” she said, turning to face the
building manager, “thanks for your assstance.”

“Simon’ snot going to jail, ishe?” the man asked.
“I don't have awarrant for hisarrest,” shetold him.
“Good, ' cause he' still got sx months on that lease.”

Caxton led Lu back down to the street and climbed into her Mazda, indicating he should take shotgun. “I
need you to navigate,” she said. “We' Il head down to South Campus now and hope we have an address
by thetimewearrive.”

“Yougotit,” Lureplied. “But what makes you so sure he went to hang out with thisfriend of his?’

“Because| don't have any other ideas” shetold him.

Chapter 39.

Caxton left Y oung and Miller to watch the house, in case she waswrong. If Simon came back while



she was gone they were under ordersto sit on him—to watch his every move, and to follow him if he left
the house. There was no point in being discreet anymore. If the kid was going to snesk out from under
their noses and run around in the dark, she would do everything she could to keep him away from his
father.

If shedidn’t, she was beginning to think she would have a second vampire on her hands, just as
dangerous asthefirgt.

Simon’sreticence to talk to her, hisobvious distrust of law enforcement: those she could have chaked up
to youthful rebellion or just generd stupidity. Thetrick with getting hisfriend to St in hiswindow for him
suggested something more. Maybe he had something to hide.

“When we get to thisplace,” shetold Lu, “just back my play. I’ll do thetaking.”

“Right,” he said, sounding unconvinced. She' d pushed him to hislimit when she broke down Simon's
door, and she was't sure how much more hewould let her get away with. Well, shewould just have to
find out.

She kept her speed down on the way to South Campus. It wasn’t dll that far away and the snow on the
road made any kind of driving hazardous. Big trucks full of rock salt were carving out channesthrough
the snowdrifts, but she didn’t want to take any chances. If she went off the road and disabled the Mazda,
shewould lose crucid time and mobility.

“You'refrom here, right? From Syracuse? If we knock on the door of a drug scene, should we expect to
be met with guns?’

Lu' seyeswent wide. “Hell, no. The drug users here are just students—teenagers. They smoke pot,
maybe drop acid sometimes. Thisisa college town, you have to expect that, alittle. They rarely get
violent. It'stoo cold up herefor that kind of stupidity.”

“Good,” shesaid, and shifted in her sedt, trying to reax.

It wasn't easy. This place they were going to—this gpartment. Jameson could be there waiting for her. It
could be atrap. He could have aready passed the curse to Simon. The place could be crawling with
haf-deads.

She could find anything there, anything &t al.

Sheturned off on aroad called Skytop and got her first look at South Campus. The building manager’s
description hadn't been far off. Theresidentia units were smple two-story dwellings built of chegp
materids. They had few windows and they al looked exactly aike. They lay like scattered Monopoly
piecesin avast seaof salted gravel parking lots. Caxton could imagine few places more depressing to
live—but she supposed, if they were cheap enough, students could put up with them.

They pulled into aparking ot big enough for ashopping mall and then they sat. And waited. And waited
some more. Caxton got impatient and punched the steering whed afew times, but that didn’t help
anybody, so eventually she stopped. Finally Y oung called her with an address. He' d turned up over a
hundred students with the last name Murphy, and had gone through them dl and ruled them out—either
they werefemalee, or they didn’t live in South Campus, or they didn’t have red hair—beforetrying it asa
first name. There was only one student in the entire university with the first name of Murphy, and he both
was male and lived in South Campus. If thiswasn't the guy they werelooking for, he said, if Murph was
just anickname, then they were plain out of luck. He gave her the exact address and she got the car
moving before she' d even thanked him.



She pulled into aspot directly in front of the unit she wanted. It was rented, according to Y oung, to a
junior named Murphy Frissell. Frissall was an environmenta science and forestry mgjor—what Lu said
was locally known as a Stumpy. Frissell was believed to have one roommate, named Scott Cohen, who
was studying music. Both of them had been arrested the previous year for possession of marijuana, but
their sentences had been suspended. Frissall sounded exactly like the boy the building manager had
described—Y oung had even downloaded a picture from the registrar’ s office and confirmed that Frisssall
hed red hair.

Caxton and Lu got out of the car and approached the housing unit. She could hear thumping music
coming through the drawn curtains and thought she could even smell pot smoke. Shewaved a Lu to
cover her, then stepped up to the door and pounded on it. “Open up,” she shouted. “ Federal agents.”

There was no answer. She hadn't really expected one—the music inside must be playing a an
ear-shattering volume, if she could hear it so clearly through the building' sinsulated walls. She hammered
again and again at the door, and stabbed at the bell over and over. Finaly she heard someone moving
around inside. She stepped over to the nearest window and tapped on the glass with her collapsible
baton.

“Shit!” someone said insde. “Did you hear that?
“Comeon,” Caxton shouted. “Open this door!”

The music stopped abruptly. Caxton pounded on the door again. Finally someone came to the door and
peaked out. It was ayoung man, just about Simon’s age, with amop of black curlsfalling to his
shoulders. His eyes were deegply bloodshot and they had trouble finding Caxton’sface. “What?” the boy
asked.

Caxton sighed. “ Scott Cohen?I’m Specid Deputy Caxton, and thisis Specia Deputy Benicio. We' re
hereto talk to Smon Arkeley. Can we comein, please?’

The boy licked hislips. He appeared deep in thought. Caxton tried to remain patient and calm, but she
knew if Cohen didn’t step aside in a second she would physically remove him from the doorway.

“Um, okay,” theboy findly said. “Wait. Areyou cops?’
Caxton shoved past him through the door. “Federd agents,” she said, gesturing for Lu to follow her.
“I’'m not sureif | should let you in,” Cohen said, but it was dready too late. Caxton wasinside.

The room beyond the door was a kitchen, with a dented and scorched countertop and badly painted
cabinets. The refrigerator was decorated with a poster for an organization called NORML, which
showed an oversized hemp leaf. She came around the side of the counter and saw aframed M. C.
Escher print onthewall. The rest of the lower floor was taken up by a spacious living room with atan
shag carpet. Numerous spots on the carpet had been burned down to round, black-edged holes,

perhaps by dropped cigarettes. There was a gigantic sofa, on which aboy who had to be Murphy

Frissell lay passed out or deeping. There was aforty-inch flat-screen television, switched off. On acoffee
table sat acollection of glass and plastic bongs, aswell as numerous butane lighters and mini blowtorches
of the kind used to make créme brllée—or to keep acrack pipelit.

Caxton scanned the corners of the room looking for shotguns or pistols or, for that matter,
swords—she’ d seen enough residences exactly like this one to expect the bizarre. There was no sign of
any wegpons, however.



Cohen had followed after her like a puppy, hishands up in front of him asif he were surrendering before
she' d even charged him with anything. “Whereishe?’ she demanded. Before Cohen could ask who she
meant, shesad, “ Arkeley. Smon Arkeley.”

The boy looked around the room, his face scrunched up. “He snot here,” he said, and Caxton’s heart
fell. Then his eyes opened wider. “He must be upstairs, then. Is he upstairs?’

“Let’'sgo see,” Caxton said, and nodded at L u. “ Scott, you stay here.”
The boy looked at her very hard. “Okay,” he said.

Caxton wondered what on earth Simon could be doing with these losers. He hadn’t struck her asa
serious drug user when she met him. Still, that encounter had been very brief and she supposed she could
have been mistaken.

The stairswere at the far end of the room. She mounted them dowly, unsure what to expect at the top.
She could see awisp of smoke curling around the light fixtures up there and she drew her weapon. If
Simon was up there smoking pot he might react badly to sight of law enforcement.

He solved that problem for her by coming out of the door at the top of the airs and glaring down at her.
Simonwas dive, she saw a once. Alive and unhurt.

It wasn't too late.

“Mr. Arkeley,” Lu sad, “1 hopewe re not disturbing you, Sr.”
“Not a dl,” Smontold him. “Hello, Trooper.”

Caxton gritted her teeth. “1t's Specia Deputy now.”

Simon nodded. “1 suppose we have to talk. Come on up.”

Chapter 40.

Caxton turned to Lu at the top of the stairs. “Keep an eye on the two down there. They’re probably
out of commission, but | don’'t want them leaving until | say it'sokay.”

Lu nodded, but he grabbed her arm before he went back down. “Don’'t do anything | wouldn't do,” he
sad, frowning.

Did he expect her to beat information out of Smon? Or maybe just violate hiscivil rights some other
way? For the moment she didn’t fedl the need to break any laws. Not aslong as Simon was still okay.
Shefollowed the boy down a short hallway to abedroom.

Two mattresseslay in opposite corners, lying on the floor with no framesto support them. Thewalls
were covered in posters for jam bands and deceased rock stars. Clothes were strewn around the floor
and apile of pornographic magazines was stacked negtly in one corner. Blue, dow-moving smokefilled
the cailing and made dl the objectsin the room indistinct. It came from asilver mixing bowl full of
smoldering herbs on thefloor.

Simon sat down on the carpet next to the bowl in an easy lotus position and gestured for her to do the



samne.
She preferred to stay standing. “We figured out the trick you pulled with Linda, obvioudy,” she said.

“I figured you would, given your reputation. | just wanted enough time to escape. Of course, that was
hoursago,” Simon said. His eyes were closed and his head tilted dightly back.

“| got alate start thismorning and just got into town. So you' re not going to help me out, are you?’

His shouldersrose afraction of aninch. “I’ ve done some research. Law isn't my thing, normdly, but
when your underlings showed up to harass me | looked into my options. | can't actively interfere with
your investigation. Beyond that you have no power over me—I don’t even have to answer your
questionsif | don't want to.” He opened hiseyes. “And | don’t want to.”

Caxton smiled. “Why not?’
Heonly smiledin return.

“| could bust you. | could drag you down to the local station house and have them book you,” she
threatened.

“Redly? On what charge?’
She waved a hand through the smoke that filled the room. * Drugs.”

Simon turned his head from sideto side. “ Actudly, no, you can’t. No one in this house has broken any
kind of drug law. | see by your face you don't believe me, but if you search this place from top to
bottom—and | don’t doubt you would—you won't find so much as astem or aseed of any illegal drug.
Thisiswhere | comewhen | want to smoke Salvia divinorum—the sage of the seers. Which isn'tillega
aadl”

“Not yet,” Caxton said. “ Thelegidatureisworking oniit.”
“But until anew law is passed—wadl,” Simon said, and smiled again.

Caxton knew about the drug. It was till legal in New Y ork state. In Pennsylvania, too, though her Sate
had a reputation for its very tough drug laws. Salviawas a plant from Mexico that had been used for
thousands of years by the Indianstherein their religious ceremonies. It was aso a potent hallucinogen,
and in recent yearsit had become quite popular with bored suburban kids who used to do LSD until the
old suppliersof acid had dl dried up. In smd| doses salvia produced afifteen-minute high with visud
effects. In very large dosesit produced stupor and unconsciousness—which explained the behavior of
the two boys downdtairs.

“What do you see when you smoke it?’ Caxton asked.

Simon shook hishead. “1 used to believe it would open meto other states of consciousnessand | would
learn something useful. 1t never redlly worked. | haven't smoked any of it tonight.” He used aglass stick
to gir the burning herbsin hisbowl. The embersflared into new life, then died down to orange coas
again asanew wave of smoke liftedintotheair. “This” hesad, “iswhite sage, Salvia apiana. It's used
in purification rituals.”

“Done something you fed guilty about?’ Caxton asked. “Need to clean up your aura?’

“| came here because it was arefuge away from prying eyes.”



“Those eyes were watching out for you,” Caxton said. “I’m only here to protect you. I’m not sure why
you' refighting me so hard. Y ou must know what your father’ s been up to. Hekilled your uncle, then
your mother—"

“Yes, of course” Smon said, smiling, though hisvoice had lost some of its ethered quality.

Caxton thought of Dylan Carboy and thefacid tic that had given him away when she mentioned his
notebooks. It looked like Simon had achink in hisarmor aswell. “Hetried to kill your sister.”

“I didn’t know that.” Simon cleared histhroat. “Y ou saved her, right?’

“Hedid kill one of her friends. Nice girl, amute. Raeigh’sroommate, actualy. He drank alittle of her
blood, but mostly shewasjust inthe way.”

13 aopl”
“Tore her to pieces, so we had to get aleak-proof body bag—"
“Stop it!” Simon shouted, jumping to hisfeet.

Caxton just shook her head. “ Getting allittle Sick to your somach?’ she asked. “1 know the fedling, al
too well. Help me, Smon. Help me stop him before he kills anybody e se. Before hetriesto kill you. Or
isthat the plan? Have you been in contact with him recently? Has he offered to make you avampire like
him? Did you say yes?’

Simon'’ sface twisted and darkened with rage. He opened his mouth to speak, but then aviolent shudder
wracked him from head to foot. It left him swaying dightly, but the blood had gone out of his cheeks. “I
think,” hesaid, findly, “that | don’t want to talk to you any longer unless my lawyer is present.”

Caxton's heart sagged in her chest. “ That’ syour right,” she said. She couldn’t resst adding, “ Does that
mean he has contacted you or—"

“Enough, Specid Deputy,” the boy said. “I’m going home. I'mtired.”
“Okay,” shesad. “Who'syour lawyer?’

The boy reached into his pocket and took out a nylon wallet on achain. He opened it up and fished out a
business card, which he handed to Caxton. Interesting, she thought. Not alot of twenty-year-old college
students have lawyers on retainer. She decided he must have goneto the lawyer recently, after finding out
he was under surveillance. If he' d gone to that much trouble, she wondered what he had to hide. She
went to the doorway and called Lu up to meet her there. She handed the card to the Fed without even
looking at it. “ Call thisguy,” shesaid. “Tell him to meet usat Simon’ s apartment, tonight. If he complains
or saysit’ safter hours, tell him his client isbeing hounded by the police.”

Lu stepped out into the hall to comply.
“I'll giveyou aride,” Caxton said, “and wait for your lawyer there, dright?’

The boy lowered his head. She turned to Lu, who was on hold. “Y ou stay here and keep an eye on this
place. If we could find it this easily, avampire probably can too. If Jameson shows up, you know what to
do.”

Lu nodded. “Sure. Run like hell.” He stepped aside to let Caxton and Simon out of the room. They
headed down the stairs together and outside into the cold of the parking lot. She half expected him to



refuse her ride, but when she opened the door of the Mazda he climbed in without complaint. They drove
back to his apartment in sllence. At hisfront door he said, “1 don’'t want you to comein. Y ou can’t come
inunlessl inviteyou in, not legdly.”

“That' san interesting legd question, since I’ ve dready beeninsde,” Caxton said. “Let’ sask your lawyer
when he comes.”

Simon scowled at her but didn’t dam the door in her face when she camein, and at the top of the stairs
he actually held his door open for her. Inside he shed hiswinter coat and sat down hard on the cot. Its
springs squedled noisily. “Are you going to watch me undress?” he asked.

Caxton waved one hand at him. “Keep your clothes on. In fact, why don’'t we pack abag?’ She went to
his closet and took down asmall black suitcase from the shelf at itstop.

“Why, am | going somewhere?’

“Pennsylvania. Harrisburg, | think,” shesaid. “ That way | can keep an eye on you and your sister at the
sametime.”

“| don't think s0.”

She shrugged and started packing, folding up shirts negtly and then laying them in the suitcase. She had
very little timeleft, she knew. As soon asthe lawyer showed up there would be no way on earth to
compel Simon to come back to Pennsylvaniawith her. She needed to get him riled up again. Get him
scared. Shelooked around inside the closet for pairs of pants.

“Leave my suff done” Simon said, testily.

She shrugged again and sorted through the clothes he had on hangers. There wasn't much, just afew nice
shirtsand a powder blue suit. The same suit he’ d worn to Jameson’s mock funerd. 1t was probably the
only suit he owned, she thought. She picked up one deeve and let the linen materid run through her
fingers. That suit—

No. It couldn’t be the same. That was too—her brain flip-flopped in her skull. If shewasright, if that suit
meatched the other one, the onein the picture, it made things alot more complicated. But maybe it made
onething dead easy.

Sheturned around and looked at him, redlly studied hisface for the first time. Then she walked toward
him, reaching toward her belt.

“Areyou going to shoot me?’ he asked. Histone wastrying for sarcasm, but it hit fear on the way there.

“Unh-uh,” Caxton said. Y eah. She was sure, she decided. That suit was the same color, the same light
blue. She opened apouch at her belt and took out her handcuffs. “I'm putting you under arrest.”

Chapter 41.

(11
W hat isthisabout?” Simon demanded, afew hourslater. “What are you charging me with?”

Helooked scared. She had hauled him down to the loca police station and then handed him over to the
officersthere to be booked and processed. He d been photographed, fingerprinted, strip-searched, and



shoved in acdl with abunch of drug offenders and petty thieves, then left there to stew for awhile. He
looked very scared.

Thiswasthefirst she' d seen of him sincethey’ d arrived. She' d spent the intervening time discussing her
investigation with the loca police chief and checking her email. She had to be sure.

When she was ready—or maybe, to be honest, alittle while after she was fully ready—she had him
brought up from cellsand put in an interrogation room. Asthey went, it wasn't the nicest interrogation
room Caxton had ever seen. There was one table topped with Formica, brown and black with
generations of cigarette burns and coffee stains. There were two chairs, which sat Sde by side—the
room wasn't big enough to allow the subject and the interviewer to St across from each other. There was
areinforced staplein thewall, to which Simon had been attached by a pair of handcuffs. It was high up
on thewall so that the video camerain the corner of the ceiling could see where Simon’ s hands were at
dl times

Caxton leaned back in her chair. She had a manila envelope containing afew pieces of paper. She drew
one out and reed:

“Y ou have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used againgt you in acourt of law.
Y ou have theright to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided for you at
interrogation time and at court. Do you understand the rights | have just read to you? With theserightsin
mind, do you wish to speak to me?’

Shelooked up a him expectantly.

“Fuck you,” he howled. “Tell mewhat’ sgoing on. | don’t haveto takethis. | can walk out of hereright
now if you don't charge me.”

Caxton shook her head no, with asad little smile. “ Charges? Alright. Let’ s pick one. How about
trespassing in agovernment building? Or maybe the theft of evidence in an ongoing crimind investigation.
Then there’ simpersonating a police officer. Shdl | go on?’

“Y ou don’ t—you don’'t have any evidence,” he said. His eyes were shiny with fear.
Good. If she scared him enough he might agree to enter her protection.

She sghed dramaticdly and said, “ Y ou have theright to remain silent. Any—"

“Fine” hesaid, sopping her. “Yes, | understand. Just tell mewhat thisis about, damn it.”
“Your suit. Your powder blue suit.”

He sguinted at her. “1 woreit to that stupid funeral. That’sthe only timeyou've seeniit.”

She shook her head again, then reached into her envelope and drew out a computer printout on glossy
photo paper. It showed aman wearing alight blue suit, standing at the entrance of the USM S archives.

Simon’s eyes flicked down to the photo but didn’t linger there long enough for him to have taken ared
look. “That’snot me. You can't even seetheface.”

“Youthink that’sdl | have, this one picture?’
“I—I won't talk until my lawyer arrives”

“That' sfine,” Caxton said. “That'll give metimeto check your fingerprints againgt the oneswe found on



the crime scene.” 1t was abluff, but an easy one. The man in the photograph wasn't wearing gloves. He
would amogt certainly have touched some surface, maybe a doorknob or a countertop, while he was
inddethearchives.

“Hold on,” Smon said.

“Once we get amatch, | really don't think I’ need to ask you any more questions. We can just drop you
inaholding cdl and wait for trid. Y ou'll be safe enough there while | go find and kill your father. Of
course, there are acouple of things1’d redly like to know, but fine, you want your lawyer, you get your
lawyer. Lu findly got hold of him alittle while ago, and he said he would be herein the morning.” She put
her papers back in the envelope and started to get up. “Y ou can spend the night back in the holding cell
until he arrives”

“Wait,” Smon said.
She looked at him expectantly.

“Wait. Am |l—okay, I’'min trouble. | understand that. Now, I’m not confessing to anything. But if |
answer your questions—"

She shook her head. “1 can’t coerce you to talk to me. That means | can't offer you any dealsto get you
to speak, either.”

He closed his eyes and nodded. “ There has to be something we can do, though. If | agree, of my own
freewill, to answer your questions, maybe youwon't just dump meinacel and let merot.”

She shrugged. “1t' s not my decision whether to press charges or not.” That was the truth. Fetlock would
make that decision, when the time came, based on Caxton’ s advice. “However, asaU.S. Marshd one
of my dutiesisto transport prisoners from placeto place. | can transport you to a different detention
facility. Say, onein Pennsylvania, where you can be with your sster.”

He stared a her with wide eyesfor quite awhile. Then his chin bobbed up and down. It took her a
second to decide that was ayes, and not just amuscular tremor.

“Okay,” shesad. “Fird. Tell me exactly what happened at the USM S archives. | want to know who told
you to do it, and who told you what to do. | want to know how you did it, and | want to know where the
filesarenow.”

After that he opened like a can of peas.

His story began just after the massacre at Gettysburg, where Caxton and Glauer had faced down an
army of vampires—and lost. Jameson had saved Caxton'’ slife there by finishing off the vampireswho
were too tough for her. “Hetruly believed he would be able to do that, then have the strength of will to
turn himsdlf in. Turn himsdf over to you, | guess. For disposd.”

“That'san odd way of putting it,” Caxton said.

“But accurate, | think. It was supposed to be nice and tidy, he would just come back to you, let you put
your gun up againg his chest, and it would be over. He thought hislife was over, anyway, before he
made the change. He d been crippled. He was avampire hunter who could barely climb aflight of sairs,
much less shoot straight. He felt like hisonly reason for living was gone. That’ swhy he made the choice
he did. Hetold me about that firgt night as avampire, though, and the strength he had, and the things he
could see. They can seefarther into the red end of the e ectromagnetic spectrum than we can. Into the
near infrared. | can’t even imagine it—the things he described, the way the sky glowed, the way trees



pulsed with life and every anima—"

“Wasfull of blood,” Caxton interrupted. “1 know they can see our blood, evenin the dark.” She shook
her head. “Y ou’ re making it sound pretty good.”

“Wdl, maybeit kind of was. | mean, at first. He swore he would never harm aliving human. All he
wanted was another night like that—and another after that. He redlized that he hadn’t wanted to kill
himsdf at dl. That he'd just been feding sorry for himsdf. | think he il believed he could do good. Kill
more vampires—you know, working from the insgde. When he first contacted me, that was the sense|

got.
“When wasthis?’

Simon rubbed his forehead. “ October. Late October—I remember there was a paper jack-o’-lantern on
my door that night.”

So Jameson had been active for nearly a month before he contacted his son. She wondered what he'd
been doing before that—staying up late with Dylan Carboy, talking about how much Carboy hated
school? Drinking blood out of a plastic bag and hoping it would be enough? She couldn’t imagine what
he' d done, what he' d thought, in those early days. Not yet. “How did he contact you? Did he cometo
you in person?’

“No,” Simon said. “By telephone.”
“Do you remember what number he called you from?’
“Thiswas on my home phone. | don't havecdler ID.”

Caxton nodded. She leaned back in her chair. “Did hetell you at any time where hewas, or &t least
where hewas cdling from?’

“Of coursenot,” Simon said. “He only called me a couple of times. Thefirst wasto, well, to seehow |
was doing. Y ou can imagine how | reacted to that, my dead father calling me on the phone to see how
my gradeswere. | freaked out and hung up on him. The next time he called—I didn’t hang up.”

Caxton tried to channel Glauer with his people skills and guesswhy. “ Y ou missed him,” she suggested.

“Fuck, no,” Simon spat. “Y ou have to understand, he had never called me at school before. | mean,
when hewasliving. | bardly saw himwhen | wasin high school, he was dways away a some seminar on
vampires or some police training thing or running around some far corner of Pennsylvania because
someone had seen an abino man with pointed ears going through their trash cansand it turned out it was
acoyote. No, | didn’t misshim. | never redly had afather. But after that first cdll, | kind of felt—thisis
s0 stupid, but—I fdt like | did have somebody, for thefirgt time. When he called again, | was happy to
hear hisvoice, even as changed asit was. That's when he told me about what it was like for him, and
how much he wanted to stay alive, and how you were gunning for him. He told me there was something |
could do to help him, to help keep him dive.”

“Andyou said yes?’

Simon shrugged. “I took some coaxing. But in the end he was still the same guy. The guy who, every time
| saw him, knew exactly how to get areaction out of me. He knew how to push my buttons. How to
make me fed sorry for him. He told me how londly he was, and how desperate. How everyone wanted
to hurt him. That was dl an act, wasn't it? Don't answer that, | know the answer. They can hypnotize
you if you look into their eyes. | think, maybe, they can do it with their voices, too. Or maybe—maybel



wasjust an easy mark.”

He kept talking then, without any prompting, telling astory that had gained its own momentum. “A couple
dayslater | got an envelopein the mail, with no return address. The postmark said Bellefonte. Insde was
asecurity card on anylon string. It was his old card from when he worked for the USMS. It was my job
togofind al hisold filesand steal them. The hard part was getting down to Virginia. | had to take atrain,
then walk five milesfrom the ation. At the door there was a bored guard who barely glanced at the
card, then let mein. Samething at the archives. | sgned for thefiles, not using my own name, of course,
and then | took them and walked back out the sameway |I'd comein. Just like that. | walked back to the
train station, went in the bathroom, and changed my clothes and messed up my hair. If anybody had been
looking for me they wouldn’t have recognized me after that. | took the next train back to Syracuse and |
wasin classthat evening a five-thirty. Intensve French 206. | couldn’t missit. | took it every weekday,
for two hours and fifty minutes, and at the end of the semester | had nine creditsand I’ d completed my
foreign-language requirement. If | missed oneclass| lost aletter grade.”

Caxton sighed. “Where are thefiles now?’

“Hetold me there were thingsin those papersthat could hurt him. That could lead you right to him. A ligt
of places he thought would make good vampirelairs. Persond stuff about hisfamily. A lot of stuff about
Malvern.” He held up his hands. “1 burned them. Y ou have to understand. | thought | was doing a good
thing. | thought | was helping my dad. Then, at the fake funerd, when you were talking about how you
weregoing to kill him—"

“Yeah,” Caxton said. “Y ou thought hewas ill agood guy. Until...?’

“Right up until hekilled my uncle” Heinhded deeply. “That waswhen | got alawyer. That waswhy |
refused your protective custody. He kills people because they know something. He kills people because
they get in hisway now. He s not the man | spoke to on the phone.”

“He snot your father,” Caxton said.
“Actudly—in some ways he' smore like my father than ever.”

Caxton thought maybe she could see that. “ Okay. Next question. When was the last time you spoke with
him?’

“That wasthe last time, when he asked meto get thefiles. | haven't heard from him since”
Caxton nodded, making a note on her pad.
“Although | spoketo Mavern like three days ago.”

She nearly lost control of her pen.

Chapter 42.
(1%
M avern—you'rein contact with Mavern.” Caxton caught her breath. “Isthisarecent
development?”’

Simon shook hishead. “ It started years ago. Before you even came dong. My freshman year in college,
actudly.”



Caxton bit her lip. “ That was what, two years ago? At that time Malvern wasbeing heldina
half-abandoned hospital. She was the only patient there. | saw the place. | nearly died there. The security
was pretty tight, since your father oversaw it. There€’ sno way you could have broken in there and spoken
with her, and | know he would never have alowed you to go there unsupervised.”

“Wadll, yeah,” Simon said. “1 never actudly met her. We corresponded by email.” He smiled. “My father
was good at alot of things, but he never really mastered computers. For some reason Mavern had a
laptop there—"

“Yes,” Caxton interrupted. “It was her only way to communicate with her keepers. She can't talk, she's
too old and decayed for that. She talks by tapping out messages on the keyboard.”

Simon nodded. “Right. And obvioudy she wasn't supposed to be able to get aline out. She was behind
afirewall. | knew about her through my father—when he was home, on those rare occasions, he talked
about vampires dl the time. He talked about her alot. Assoon as | got to Syracuse | decided | wanted
to talk to her. | had afriend who was mgjoring in computer science and he established aVPN
connection right through the firewall. She was pretty surprised, but she was desperate to talk to anybody
and she was more than willing to keep our conversations secret. | talked to her alot that semester. | had
amillion questions and she was happy to answver them.”

Caxton could guesswhy Mavern would have been happy to talk to the boy. She was dways|looking for
some angle, some new way to improve her condition—to acquire blood, the only thing that could hedl
her ravaged body. Jameson had thwarted every one of her plans. It wasn't abig logical jump to see how
much she would enjoy getting her hooks into his only son. Maybe she had wanted to turn Simon into a
vampire, to torture hisfather. Maybe she just liked the irony. She couldn’t see why Simon would take
such arisk, though. “Weren't you worried you would get caught?’

“Of course. If my father knew what | was doing he would have killed me.” The boy blanched. “I mean,
he would have—he would have been angry. But it was so worth therisk. | told you when | met you that |
was studying biology. That' skind of true. Actudly, my mgor isin teratology. The study of monsters.”

Of courseit is, shethought. Growing up the son of Jameson Arkeley, America slast vampire hunter,
what €lse would the boy have chosen to study?

“Y ou have to understand, it’ s not much of afield. Most monsters were driven to extinction long before
anybody bothered to study them in aproper scientific manner. There' ssomefossi| evidence, and afew
so-caled higtorica accounts. Firsthand datais nonexistent. There' sa stuffed werewolf inamuseumin
Moscow, but alot of people think it’s afake—and they don't let first-year sudents from American
universitiesjust fly over to poke and prod at it. Y et there | was with accessto aliving, well, an undead
vampire. Thevery last one, asfar asanyone knew.”

Caxton closed her eyes. If only.

“Can you even imagine how tempting that was?” Simon looked at his hands, unable to meet her gaze.
“So of course | talked to her.”

“ She taught you about vampires. Did she ever—did she ask you for anything in return?

“I had a sense she was |eading up to that. She kept sending me emails about how badly she needed
blood and how my father was starving her. | said that was a shame but there was nothing | could do
about it. Maybe she would have gone further, but then one day | emailed her and there was no response.
| didn’t hear from her again for along time. | Ieft the VPN connection in place, just, you know, in case
shegot intouch again. Later | heard the story of how she created those new vampires, and how you and



my father met, and | redlized the dates matched up. She stopped emailing me when she started making
new vampires. | guessluring me into accepting the curse was just taking too long.”

“But now she' sin touch with you again.”

“Y egh. About two months ago, when my father did—what he did.” Simon shrugged. “ The connection
came back on. There was a message waiting for me. It was different from before, though.”

“How?

“Before, she would take along time to write an email. Days and days—I would ask her the smplest
question and haveto wait aredly long timeto get areply. When she started talking again shewas
emailing two or three times aday, redly long messages about how much our contact had meant to her
and how she wanted to meet with me in person now. Her spelling was better, too, and there was actua
punctuation in the messages. | guess maybe when she went away with my dad she didn’t have to writein
secret anymore and she had more freetime to—"

“No,” Caxton said.
“No?

Caxton frowned a him. “Her spelling and punctuation get better when she' srecently fed. It' seasier for
her to type now because she' s stronger. Y our father has been feeding her regularly, and it won't be too
long before she can cal you on the phone. Until she cantak again.”

“Redly?Y ou can’t imagine how much there fill isto learn from her.”

Caxton restrained hersdlf from dapping his stupid face. “Y ou should have told me dl thiswhen wefirst
met. Y ou should have told someone, someone in law enforcement, the second she got back in touch with
you.”

He shook his head. “ There was nothing in those messages that would help you. It was mostly personal
stuff. And there’ s no way to trace the connection and figure out where sheisthat way.”

“Areyou so sure? Y ou' re not a detective, SSimon. Y ou don't know how we work. How we can figure
things out even from seemingly meaningless clues. | could have used that information. If I'd had it,” she
said, knowing she was about to drop abomb, that what she was about to say might traumatize him for
life, but not redlly caring, “maybe | could have found their lair by now. Maybe | could have saved your
uncle. Or your mother.”

Simon’ sface went blank suddenly. “But it was dl harmless suff! My mom—"
“Y ou know she' sdead, right? | had to break the newsto Raleigh.”

Theboy'smouth was aflat lineacrosshisface. “I...know. | guess| didn't let mysdlf think about it until
now. She' sdead. She'sredlly dead.”

Silencefilled up the room like fog. Simon sat very till, his hands on the table, and stared into space.
“And | had apart inthat. Oh, shit,” he said, very softly. “Oh God. | didn’t...1 didn’t think.”

In amoment her anger, her terrifying resolve, just broke. He wasn't evil. He hadn’t withheld that
information to thwart her. He just hadn’t redlized how desperate the Situation was. Until afew days
before, he'd till thought his father was agood man.



Theboy infront of her started crying. Not sobbing, not uncontrollable weeping. Tearswerejust rolling
down hisface. He didn't ook like he was even aware of them. She had pushed him too hard. Laid too
much guilt on him. Some people weren't as strong as she was, sometimes. Some people weren't as
practiced as she at handling the guilt of liveslogt, of culpability. She had to remember that.

Glauer was supposed to handle the emotiona scenes. Glauer was the people person. She was the one
who shot vampires. Even Caxton could see the grief that was about to crush the boy likeaclosng fit,
though. She reached over and took his hand.

“Hey. WE Il never realy know how things could have been different.” He lowered hisforehead to the
table. Shetried to think of anything else she could say. “I lost my mom when | wasfifteen,” shesaid. “It
doesn't make any sense. Mothers are bigger than we are. They’ re more durable. Or they’ re supposed to
m”

Heturned dowly to look at her. “Thanks. | think | might want to be donefor awhile. Are we done?’
“Sure,” Caxton said. She got up and stepped out of the little room. She left him handcuffed to the wall.

Shewas till acop, after dl.

Chapter 43.

Caxton woke up because her phone wasringing. Shetried to ignoreit, but it was set to vibrate as well,
and it chattered painfully againgt her ribs. She sat up.

It had been along night. She' d overseen ateam of Feds who went to Simon’ s gpartment and seized his
computers, she' d gotten them started downloading anything that remained of years of correspondence
between the boy and the vampire. Something might come of it—it wastrue that sometimes
innocent-seeming clues could tip over an entireinvestigation. It would take time, though, before they
learned anything. Asthe computer techs got to work she' d redlized she wasn't going to be any help, so
she'd returned to the jail and stood guard, aong with every Fed she could mobilize in the middie of the
night.

And nothing had happened.

Shehad findly falen adegp about five in the morning, Sitting upright in achair in adisused room near the
holding cdllsin the basement. She' d pulled her winter coat over her shouldersin lieu of ablanket. The
phone wasin one of the pockets.

Shetried to open her eyes, but they were bleary and glued shut with deep. She struggled to Sit up and
her body complained. Every muscle was stiff, every joint ached. She best at her coat with one hand until
shefound the pocket holding the phone, then drew it out and answered it.

“Helo?Who'scdling?’ shesad. That was about al she could manage.
“It' sDeputy Marshal Fetlock. Areyou dright?’

Caxton rubbed at her eyeswith her free hand. She sat up Straighter in the chair, complaining muscles
notwithstanding. “Yes, sir.” Putting her feet down on the floor, she started to think about standing up.

“I’ve had some very disturbing reports out of the field officein Syracuse. | wanted to discuss your



conduct. Specia Deputy Benicio tellsmeyou illegaly entered and searched Smon Arkeley’ s gpartment.
Isthat true?’

“There were exigent circumstances,” shesad. It wasn't drictly alie. Smon’slife had been at risk and
she'd only forced the door in order to protect him.

“Benicio doesn’t corroborate that,” Fetlock told her.

She got her feet down, then stood up al in one go. It was easy then to stagger to the door and push it
open. The holding cellswere just down the hal—she needed to check. “ Sir, Smonisnow in my
custody.” She considered telling him that the boy had confessed to stedling the filesfrom the USM S
archives, but sheworried he might ingst she drag him down to Virginiaand relinquish him to the
authoritiesthere. That was the last thing she wanted. She needed to keep him close, where she could
watch him. “I do not believe he will be interested in pressing charges.”

“For your sake | hope so. We can't have thiskind of behavior, Caxton.”

Therewere eight cdlls, little bigger than closets, lining either side of ashort corridor. Only afew of them
were occupied. She counted down the cells. She'd put Smon in the third cell on the left Sde hersdlf. She
came up to the bars and looked in. There he was. Slegping. She watched his chest rise and fall. He was
dill dive

“Sir,” shesad, “can | ask you what timeit is?’
“It' seight-oh-two, by my clock,” Fetlock told her. “Don't try to evade the issue.”

Shetried to remember, but couldn’t, what time sunrise was. “Please. Just tell me something. Isthe sun up
yet?’ she asked.

“Yes, Specid Deputy. Itis. But—"

“Oh, thank God,” Caxton said. That meant she’d made it through the night. It meant she’ d gone
twenty-four hours without discharging her weapon. More important, it meant it had been more than
twenty-four hours since anyone died. “ Thank God,” she said again. “Thank God.”

Fetlock kept talking, but she barely heard him. She made apol ogetic noises where appropriate, but she
didn’t bother explaining her actions—why should she? Raeigh and Smon were alive. Jameson'splot to
recruit new vampires had failed. She could keep his children safe while she hunted for him, for hislair.
And where she found him shewould find Mavern aswell. Shewasn't done yet. It would take moretime,
more work, morerisk, to finish off the vampires, but she' d taken an important step.

Of course, the vampireswouldn’'t let her have her moment of triumph without ruining it somehow.

When shefindly got Fetlock off the phone, it chimed at her to tell her she had avoice mail message
waiting. The cdl had comein during the early hours of the morning, shortly after she' d fallen adeep. She
recognized the number it came from right away: it was from the phone Jameson had stolen from adead
cop in Bellefonte.

Steding hersdlf, shedided her voice mail and waited to hear his growling voice again. Except when the
message played it wasn't amae voice.

It was avery short message. “Keep the boy from harm, Laura. | have plansfor him.”

It was recognizably awoman'’ s voice, though so creaky and rough she could barely make out the words.



At firgt she didn’t understand, couldn’t think of who it might be. Then she remembered she had heard
that voice before, just once, more than ayear previoudy. It was the voice of JustiniaMalvern.

She was taking again. Jameson had fed her enough blood to give her her voice back. That meant it was
only ameatter of time before she would start walking under her own power.

It didn’t matter. Caxton told hersdlf that, over and over. The kids were both in protective custody. She
was making progress. She signed the necessary papers and had Simon released into her recognizance.
The boy looked dmost pathetically grateful as sheled him out of the police station and into the parking
lot. It had stopped snowing during the night, and dl of Syracuse was buried under athick layer of white
that hurt her eyesto look at. She dipped on her sunglasses and eventualy found her car. It was under Six
inches of snow, but the red paint showed through here and there. Together she and Simon dug it out and
then climbed inside, their breath pluming across the windows and leaving them fogged.

Before they got on the highway she stopped at afast-food restaurant for breakfast. Simon, it turned out,
was avegetarian. They had trouble finding him asdad, but eventualy he settled for one with afew
withered vegetables and some strips of fried chicken he could pick out. He laid them carefully on a
napkin, which he then folded up and stuck insde the bag. Thishe crumpled up in hishandsand put in his
pocket for |ater disposal.

Caxton looked into the Mazda s backseat and saw all the wrappers and bags she' d thrown back there.
Neither of them said anything.

The snowplows had cleared the highways and laid down athick scurf of rock sat. The road surface was
wet and shiny, but the chainson her tiresheld it just fine.

It was only alittle after noon when she arrived back at Harrisburg and the state police headquarters. She
brought Simon inside and went looking for Glauer. He was down in the SSU briefing room, pinning up a
picture of Raleigh’sfriend Violet under VAMPIRE PATTERN #1. In the picture the girl wore ablack
hooded sweatshirt, unzipped to show some generous cleavage, and piercingsin her nose and ears. She
looked unhappy. Nothing like the smiling girl in abaggy sweeter Caxton had seen die at the convent.

“Where d you get that?” Caxton asked.
“Thegirl’ s parents. They agreed to the cremation, by the way. They did it last night, asarush job.”

“Good,” Caxton said, “though it was probably unnecessary. Jameson would know | had a guard on her
body. If heraised her | could have interrogated her.”

“Sure,” Glauer said. He wrote Violet’s name on the board with adry erase marker. VIOLET HARMON.
Caxton hadn’'t even known her last name before.

“I brought Simon back in one piece,” Caxton said, and introduced the boy to the big cop.

“I'm so sorry, for everything that' s happened,” Glauer said, his big hand folding around one of Smon's.
“| promise, we did everything we could to help your mother.”

“I'msureyou did,” Smon sad.

“Ligten, your Sgter is here. Do you want to see her?’

The boy frowned. “Why?" he asked. Then he shook his head asif to clear it.

“Y ou should talk about what' s happened.” Glauer patted Simon on the shoulder. “Y our family needsto



be together at atimelikethis. Love and support mean everything in the face of grief.”
Simon shrugged. “I’ ve never redly done the big brother thing before.”

“Just wait in the lounge, then,” Glauer said, and gestured toward the door. When Simon went out of the
room the big cop turned to Caxton and rolled his eyes. “He' s about as bad as you.”

“What' s that supposed to mean?’ Caxton asked, but with asmile. Nothing could ruin her good mood.
When Glauer didn’t answer shefollowed him out into the hdlway. “1 takeit,” she said, “from the fact that
everybody hereisill dive, that Jameson didn't attack last night.”

“No, hedidn’'t,” Glauer told her. “And I'll admit | waskind of rdieved. Y ou madeit sound like one night
aonewith Raleigh was going to be the death of me. Instead it was kind of fun.”

“Redly?’ Caxton’s amile broadened. “ She' salittle young for you, isn't she?’

Glauer blushed but assured her nothing like what she was insinuating had happened. “ She got bored
pretty early, which didn’t surprise me. | mean, what's a nineteen-year-old girl going to do spending the
night in an office building? We played agame of Scrabble—"

“Who won?’ Caxton asked.

“Shedid. With chasma on atriple word score. | challenged, because I’ d never heard of it before, but it
turnsout it'samedica term for excessve yawning. After that | gave her the grand tour of the place—the
PCO room, the computer crimes unit, the evidence room, the garage...”

“Did you let her wear your Smokey Bear hat?’

Glauer blushed again, but didn’t comment on whether he had or not. They went up the stairsto the
barracks wing of the headquarters, where off-duty troopers often dept between shifts. There were
severa semiprivate bedroomsthere. “1 kept her up kind of late—I didn’'t deep at al mysdf, of course,
because | was on watch. She' still deeping, | think, or at least she hasn’'t come out of thereyet.” He
indicated a particular door and raised his knuckles asif to knock onit. “I don’t know, maybe we should
just let her deep.”

“It'sdmost one 0’ clock,” Caxton said. “If she degpsany later she'll never deep tonight. Go on.”

Glauer knocked once, tentatively, and waited a second. When there was no answer he knocked again
with more determination. By the time Caxton started frowning he had knocked three times and gotten no
response et al.

“Openit,” shesaid.

He turned the knob and pushed the door open. The shades were drawn over the windows of the room
beyond, so it waslit by the glow of atelevision with the sound turned off. It gave abluish cast to
everything, but ingtantly Caxton redlized that it couldn’t explain why Raeigh’ slipswere so purple, or why
her face was s0 pae. She rushed insde and cupped her hand over the girl’s mouth and nose.

“She’ snot breathing,” she said, looking up at the big cop in the doorway, who could only stare back with
nothing on hisface but surprise.

Chapter 44.



Caxton pulled the sheet off Raleigh’ s body. She was naked undernesth, but there was no time for
modesty. She grabbed the girl’ swrists and rubbed them violently. Her skin wasice cold.

“No,” she moaned, then looked up at Glauer again. “Get in here and help me. Call 911, tell themwe
have an emergency.” She put her hands together over Raeigh’s sternum and pushed down rapidly.
Glauer put hismouth over Raleigh’ sand blew air down into her lungs. They’ d both had CPR training—in
fact, the state police required them to get checked out on emergency first aid every year. They both aso
knew it was pointless. The girl was dead. She probably had been for hours,

Still they kept up chest compressions and mouth-to-mouth. Caxton kept at it until her arms grew sore
and her own breath grew ragged. Eventudly the paramedics came. One of them grabbed the girl’ swrist
and asked how long she' d been unresponsive. Caxton didn’t know, and told him as much, while il
pushing down on Raeigh’s chest. The paramedicstried giving her ashot of adrendine, but it wasjust for
form’s sake. Eventudly they told Caxton to stop.

She stepped back, her own pulse thundering in her ears. She sagged into a chair and stared at the
corpse. “How?’ she asked. “How did this happen?’

Glauer only shook hishead. Hewasn't looking at her. He wasn't looking at anything, just staring into
space. It was one of the paramedics who answered.

“It would take an autopsy and atox screen to say for sure. But thisiswhat I'm guessing.” He picked up
the girl’sarm and turned it outward to show Caxton. She saw a puckered little wound on the inside of
Raeigh’ selbow. There were other marks there, long snaky furrows under her skin. Much older, mostly
hedled.

Caxton looked around the room, then dropped to her knees and looked under the bed. An empty
syringe had falen down there, and she thought she saw grains of brown powder. Caxton had been
trained to recognize heroin when she saw it.

“Most likely shetook amassive dose last night before going to bed,” the paramedic said. “ She probably
passed out and stopped breathing shortly theresfter. If it sany consolation, she didn’t fed any pain. In
fact, she probably felt pretty good before she lost consciousness.”

“That' sno consolation at all,” Caxton said. “Now get out.”

“We can take her away for you, but we' | need you both to move back so we can get agurney in here.
You'll haveto sign areceipt for the body and we' |l need to talk to the next of kin.”

“I told you to get out. You're done here,” Caxton repeated.

“Hold on, I know thisisalot to takein right now, but there are rules about this sort of thing. Thereare
lawvs—"

“Y ou may not have noticed,” she said, “but I’'m acop. I’m the law here, and what | say goes. And what
| say isyou and your partner need to get the hell out of here”

The paramedic frowned, but he did what he wastold. That |eft her donein the room with Glauer and the
body.

“I don't know how this happened,” Glauer said. Half of his mustache wasin his mouth and he was
sucking oniit. “ Specid Deputy, | promise, | don’'t—"



“Y ou gave her the grand tour. Y ou showed her the PCO room. And the computer crimesarea. That's
what you said. Y ou showed her the evidence room.”

“Oh, no,” Glauer moaned.

“Y ou knew shewas aheroin addict,” Caxton continued. “Y ou should have looked out for drug-seeking
behavior.”

“Shewasin recovery! You saw her, shedidn’'t look likeajunkieat al!”

Caxton was ready to fire him on the spot. “We took her out of a stable environment. She was aready
under incredible stress—fear for her life, familia grief. Then we put her in a place where drugs were
available. How many risk factors did she need before she broke down? She saw al the drugsin the
evidence room. All the drugs we' ve confiscated over who knows how long. She must have done
something to distract you, if only for asecond.”

“Yeah,” Glauer admitted. “ She kissed me”

“Oh, fuck no,” Caxton said. She wanted to shoot something. Instead she picked up the remote control
for the TV and stabbed the power button.

“It was—it was very swest, | thought. | was showing her how we log in each piece of evidence. | was
boring her, | thought. Then | turned around and she planted one right on me. Stood up on her tiptoes,
threw her arms around my neck. The wholething. | said—I don’'t know what | said. | was so surprised |
might have said anything. | probably said | wastoo old for her and shetold methe kisswasjust a
thank-you. For taking care of her.”

Caxton knew Glauer well enough to understand how he must have reacted to that. The big cop lived for
rescuing civiliansfrom danger. It waswhy he' d become a cop in thefirst place. Had Ralegh seen through
him that easily? Drug abusers could be devilishly cunning when it cameto getting their next fix.

“I turned around and walked out of the room, unable to say anything at that point. | took my eyes off of
her for maybe a couple seconds, that' s all.”

“Henty of time”

“Sure. She could have pamed her works and abag of heroin and | wouldn't have noticed.” Glauer
stared down at hisfeet. “Thisisterrible.”

“Yep,” Caxton said. She was seeing stars, she was so angry. She thought about firing Glauer. When she
wrote up her report on thisincident, he would at the very least go before an adminigtrative hearing. Even
if she spoke up on his behalf—and she wasn't sure she would—he would be suspended without pay for
along time. He might get fired without her lifting afinger. “1 asked you to watch over her. | saved her
from her father and al | wanted you to do was keep her dive.”

“Hey,” Glauer said. “There' sno need to get persona about this.”

“No?’

“No! Thiswasaterrible accident, but—"

Caxton’s eyes went wide. “ Are you so sure? Areyou sureit was an accident? What if it was suicide?’

“No,” Glauer sad, denying the possihility.



Caxton couldn’t afford to do the same. Y ou had to commit suicide to become avampire. It was one of
the rules—true accidents didn’t count. “Her father could have given her his curse.”

“No,” Glauer said again.

“He could have. Tonight, injust a couple of hours, she could open her eyes, and they could be red. She
could open her mouth, and it could be full of those teeth. Look at her. She' saready lost al her color.”

“That' s not—you re making amistake. Thiswas just adumb accident. She migudged the dosage. That's
alr”

Caxton shook her head. “We have to cremate her body, before dark. I’ ve made this mistake before.
And it cost me everything.”

Chapter 45.

Caxton had been worried about Simon. She had worried that Jameson would approach Simon, and
make his offer, and that Simon would say yes. She had barely even considered the notion it would be
Raeigh, poor timid little Raeigh, so fragile that Jameson had to rescue her and stick her somewhere quiet
so very far from thered world.

She grabbed the yellow pages and started diding. She needed an emergency cremation—~before
four-thirty. That was alittle over two hours away. Thefirg three places shetried didn’'t even do
cremation. It wasn't listed as a category in the directory—she wasjust diaing funerd homes at random.
The fourth number connected her to avery polite, very understanding man who assured her that it was
quiteimpaossible.

“I’d need the approval of the next of kin.”

“I'maU.S. Marsha,” she said. “Can | order acremation even without permisson?’
“Not unlessyou' re dso ahedth officid. Otherwise, you need family approva.”
“Her brother’ sthe only oneleft. I’ [l make him say yes.”

“Make him? There are regul ations that gpply to thisindustry,” he said. “Even if he saysyes, wewould
aso need adegth certificate”

“| promise you, this body isdead.”

The polite man coughed, a sound she could have interpreted as alaugh if sheliked. Apparently inthe
mortuary industry you learned how to be diplomatic. But Caxton knew she was aready beaten. Without
adeath certificate there was no chance, and to get one she would have to wait for a coroner to come and
pronounce the body. If she waited for that, then took the timeto drive to the funera home—it could
aready betoo late.

Glauer and Simon took turns attempting to talk her out of the cremation atogether. The big cop said it
wasn't necessary, that Raleigh’ s death had been an accident. He said that Jameson had never had a
chanceto passon hiscurse. “Y ou were there, thewhole time,” he said. “Y ou heard what they said to
each other.”



“Y ou can passthe curse on with alook. That'sal it takes,” sheinssted.

“But don’t you remember, the curse hasto be passed on in sllence? JustiniaMadvern even cdled it ‘ The
Slent Rite’ If they weretaking, they couldn’'t doit.”

Caxton consdered that agood point, but largely immeaterid. “He could have passed her the curse any
time. Long before | got there. | was going on her word that she hadn’t had contact with him in six
months, but what if shewaslying?’

It was Smon’ sturn. “ She would never do such athing,” hetold her. “ She wasterrified of the Sght of
blood. Whenever she would scrape a knee, back when we were kids, she would go run and hide under
the sofa”

“Shedidn’t seem to mind needles. And where there are needles, there sblood,” Caxton told him. “ She
got over it.”

No one could convince her. She couldn’'t afford to et anyone convince her. She stormed out of the room
and down the hall, into awardroom where a number of troopers were gathered around some snack
machines. “Y ou four, comewith me,” she said, and headed out through the main doors of the building. It
was cold out in the parking lot and snow was falling—not the blizzardlike torrent she’ d seen at Syracuse,
just afew scattered flakes, but it made her turn up her collar. “Come on,” she said, and led them behind
the building. There were domes back there to hold road sdt, and along low shed that held emergency
road barriers. She opened up the wide doors of the shed and ushered in her four draftees. Inside stood
hundreds of wooden sawhorses painted in reflective white and yellow. She told each of the men to grab
one, and picked one up hersdlf. It was heavy. She didn't care.

In the parking ot she had the men dump the sawhorses in an untidy heap. She piled her own ontop. It
didn’t look like enough. “More,” she said, and they went back. One of the troopers asked her what they
were doing. Shetold him to shut up and grab a sawhorse, and he did. They brought their loads back to
the parking lot and dropped them on top of the pile with aclattering, clonking noise. The legs of the
sawhorses kept them from piling up the way she might like. While she sent the men back for one more
round she climbed on top of the pile, then jJumped up and down on it, coming down hard on the legs with
her boots. Some of them snapped off. The men brought more sawhorses—and she had them dump them
and go back again.

Glauer and Simon stood by the doors, watching her. She figured they understood what she was doing,
but shewasn't particularly concerned. They weren't actively trying to stop her. When the troopers came,
grumbling among themsalves, with one more load of wood, she nodded in acceptance and rearranged
some of the timber to make the pile more symmetrical.

“Now,” shesaid, “you. Go down to the motor pool and get the biggest jerry can of gasolinethey can
giveyou. You two—go insde, into the barracks. There' sabody on one of the beds. Wrapitupina
sheet and bring it out here.”

If the crematorium wouldn’t do it, she' d burn up Raleigh’ sremains hersdf. She climbed on top of the pile
and started kicking at the legs again, trying to make amore solid hegp of fud.

“Caxton,” Glauer findly said. He was standing right behind her. “ Caxton, thisisinsane.”

“Isit? There sagirl in there who could very well wake up at four-thirty asavampire, thirsty for blood.
Y ou’ ve seen what they can do, and you know aswell as | do that they’ re never stronger than the
moment they rise.”



“You'reassuming—"

“I"'m assuming nothing,” she demanded. “I’ m preparing for an eventuaity. Given therisksinvolved, it
would be colossally stupid not to do this. When you' re faced with two choices, one that makes
everybody happy, and one that isn’t dangeroudy stupid, you pick the second one. That’s something
Jameson taught me.”

“Look, there' sachancethat she'll rise. There' saso achance that you' re about to traumatize Simon for
life. Why don't—"

“Y ou admit, then, that there’ sachance. | don’t gamble, Glauer. Now, either help them bring the body
out here or get out of my face.”

He reached to take her arm. She swung around, very fast, and punched him in the wrist. He backed
away quickly, shaking hisarmin pain. It was hisfault Raleigh was dead. He had let her commit suicide. If
he spoke to her again she planned on hitting him someplace e s, like the face or the stomach.

The body was brought out. The troopers had wrapped it in awhite sheet, then strung duct tape around
the feet and neck to keep the sheet in place. Two troopers lowered it carefully on top of her pile of
wood, and athird doused body and wood in gasoline at her instruction. She thought maybe someone
should say some words, but the HQ' s chaplain refused to get involved when she called him. She had no
ideawhat to say, hersalf.

In atrash can she found a crumpled newspaper and she bunched it in her hands. She turned to look at
the troopers who had helped her. “Which one of you smokes? | need alighter.”

They just stared at her.
“Now you' re growing balls? Y ou soaked her with gasoline! What did you think | was going to do?’

A hand descended on her shoulder. She spun around, intending to push Glauer off, but it wasn't him.
Deputy Marshd Fetlock stood there with alook of absolute horror on hisface.

“Stop,” hesaid.
She considered hitting him.
Shedid not. But it took some effort.

“Who thefuck called him?’ she demanded, turning to look at the troopers who stood around her. They
were dl staring a her, some of them looking more uncomfortable than others. “ Glauer? Was it you? So
hep me—’

“Stop,” Fetlock said again.

“Deputy Marshd,” she said, trying to cool her voice down, make it sound reasonable, “this girl may be
infected with the vampire curse. If we don't destroy her body before sundown, she might come back.
I’ve never actudly seen it happen. | can only rely on what Jameson taught me. But they come back fadt,
and they come back very strong. They come back ready to hunt.”

“Stop,” Fetlock said. “Back up.”

He meant physicaly. She took a step away from the pyre. Then another one. He held up hishand, palm
forward, and she took athird step. She dropped her newspaper fire sarter on the ground.



Heturned to look at Simon, but kept glancing back at her asif he expected her to rush at the pyre and
st it dight. The thought had occurred to her. “ Simon Arkeley,” he said. “ That’ syour sister there? We're
not going to burn her today.”

“Y ou're Caxton’ sboss, right?’ he asked.

“That'sright, son.” Fetlock turned to face her again, though he continued to address Simon. “I’'m so
sorry for your |0ss.”

“Yeah. Well. | haven't redlly had time to process—"

“But maybe,” Fetlock interrupted, “you could go inside and let the police handle police business, dright?
Glauer, you keep an eye on him.”

Glauer took the boy insde.

“Now,” Fetlock said, walking toward Caxton. “That’ s better.” He came up to her until he was close
enough to box her ears. He didn't. Instead he said: “Give meyour star.”

Chapter 46.
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Y ou can't do this,” Caxton said. “Not now.”

Fetlock held out his hand.
“Look. She hasto be destroyed. If | don’t do it—"

“I'm not afool, Caxton. I'll take care of it. But | won't burn her in the parking lot like this. It'sillegd, for
onething. And it'sthe wrong thing to do.”

“You trusted me!” shesaid. “Y ou said thiswas going to be my investigation and | could runit as| saw fit.
Y ou said you would keep your hands off it.”

“That was back when | thought you were a competent officer. | don’t doubt you know what you're
doing, or that thisisimportant. But your behavior isincreasingly erratic and your methods are not
acceptable. I'll takeit from here”

You'll never find Jameson, shethought. And if you do, he'll tear you apart. She pressed her lips
together until they burned so she wouldn't say anything. Then sheraised her handsto her Iapdl and
unpinned her star. She put it in his hand and watched him shoveit into the pocket of his coat.

He moved quickly then. He pointed at the troopers, who were just standing around watching her
disgrace. *'Y ou and you—get that body off of there. Moveitinsde, get it in aroom with only one door.
Y ou—qgo tell your Commissioner that Laura Caxton isno longer an employee of the federa government.
If he wantsto take her back as a Sate trooper that’ s his business. Trooper Glauer.”

“Sir,” the big cop said, standing to attention.

“You work directly for me now. Go down to the SSU room and be ready to brief mewhen | arrive. |
want to know everything she' s been doing whilel wasn't here”

Suddenly the two of them were donein the parking lot. She stared at him with agrowing horror. This



was redl. She was being removed from the case. Her authority to hunt down Jameson and Mavern was
gone.

“Damn it, Fetlock! At least let me cut her heart out!”

His stare, as helooked down his nose at her, was nothing short of reptilian. He held her gaze, pinning her
like avampire hypnotizing hisvictim, for far too long. Then, findly, hisfacefdl. “Tel you what. We do
oweyou for getting usthisfar. I'll let you watch.”

He went off to give more orders, leaving Caxton aone. It was three o’ clock in the afternoon, and the sun
was dready standing on the horizon, ready to sink.

There were things she needed to do beforeit did. She ran out to her car and squatted next to its

driver’ s-side door. Careful not to make too much noise, she unstrapped the Vel cro that held her holster
around her thigh and waist. Shelooked at the 90-Two withitsclip full of Teflon bulletsand its
flashlight/laser attachment, checking twice to make sure the safety was on and there was no round in the
chamber. Opening the door, she shoved her weapon and its holster under the driver’ s seat. Opening the
glove compartment, she took out her spare pistol—an old-fashioned Beretta 92, the kind she had aways
carried before Jameson started wearing ballistic vests, and shoved it in her pocket. There was no spare
holster for it, but she would just have to make do.

Heading back into the building, she went looking for Glauer, intending to give him apiece of her mind.
She found him down in the SSU room obeying orders. “I shouldn’t even let you in here,” he said, looking
up from afile cabinet.

“You sold meout,” shesaid. “You can at least et me check afew things.” She went to the laptop where
it sat on the bookshelf and powered it up. She' d never seen avampirerise onitsfirg night, but shehad a
bunch of firg-person accounts from previous vampire hunters, and maybe she could find something to
confirm her fears. She wanted to be forewarned as best as possible about what was going to happen
when Raleigh woke up.

She nearly jumped out of her skin when Glauer touched her on the shoulder. She spun around, ready to
curse him, or maybe hit him, but he gave her alook of such hurt fedings she couldn’t follow through.

Then helifted one finger to touch hislips and mustache. She narrowed her eyes—what was hetrying to
tell her? To be quiet?

Helooked down and pointed to her belt. To the cell phone she carried there. Shetook it out and held it
up for him. She’ d never liked it, it was too big and clunky, and she would be glad to give it back to
Fetlock, if that was what Glauer was after. He did take it from her, but instead of putting it in his pocket
he fiddled with it for a second and then shoved his thumbnail into a narrow depression on the back of the
case. The battery popped out with anasty clunk that sounded like plastic breaking. He put the battery
and the phone down on adesk next to him.

“You can be ared jerk sometimes, do you know that?’ he asked her. “1 didn't cal himin. | didn’t need
to.”

She stared at the phone. “He was monitoring my calls,” she said. She had known that much. “You aren't
suggesting—"
“He said he' sgoing to get me one of these phones, too. He told me he could hear everything you said

when you had it on you, and most of what was going on around you. There’ samicrophone built into the
mouthpiece that’ s active even when you' re not making acal. He could hear you whenever he wanted



to.”

“Hewasligening to medl thetime?’ Caxton asked, horrified. “Y ou mean the federd government was
soying on me?’

Glauer shrugged. “It' swhat they’re good at.”
“Jesus. So much for his hands-off management style.”
“He' smaking methelead on theinvestigation,” Glauer told her. “But I’'m not ready.”

She did something then that was very unlike her. She lurched forward and hugged him, hard. He was so
big that her arms barely fit around him. “Just be careful,” she said. “Don't take chancesthe way | did. If
you think you' rein danger at any time, just run away.” That wasn't what Jameson had taught her. It was
no way to catch avampire, either. It might keep him from getting killed, though. “I'm sorry | said those
things before. About you and Raleigh. | know you did your best—nobody would have thought, looking
at her, that she had a sneaky bonein her body.”

“No, you wereright. | screwed up. And now I’ ve gotten promoted for it.” He hugged her back, hard
enough to make her fed like her eyebdlswere bugging out, then they both let go. “Listen. The
Commissioner isn't going to like any of this. HE Il probably bust you back down to highway patrol. If
there’ sanything you need around here, get it now, and put it somewhere safe.”

She nodded her thanks and bent over the remains of the phone. Opening another compartment, she
dipped out the SIM card. Before she headed out of the briefing room she took one last ook at the
whiteboards. Dylan Carboy, Jameson Arkeley, and JustiniaMalvern looked back at her. “ Good luck,”
she said to Glauer, and then headed for her office.

There she copied dl of her emall to her home account and took down the few personal effectsshe'd
used to ornament the walls—a picture of Claraat the annua auto show, a picture of Wilbur, one of the
dogs she' d rescued, her certificates from the Academy. She shoved them in amanila envelope and
tucked it under her arm. From her desk drawer she took her old phone and put the SIM card back in,
then tucked the phonein her pocket. She had no doubt Fetlock would know what she’ d done, but she
didn't care.

Leaving the office, she started toward the Coke machine. All this humiliation and public chastisement was
making her thirsty, but she stopped before she could get there. Suzie Jesu-roga, the captain of the area
response team, was standing in the hall in front of her. Captain Suzie, as Caxton knew her, waswearing a
full suit of riot armor, including helmet, and carrying apatrol rifle, abig semiautomatic assault rifle.

“Hi,” Caxton said. She knew Captain Suzie rdlatively well, had worked with her on occasion. She had no
ideawhat the other woman was doing there. “ Something | can help you with?’

“Viceversy, it soundslike,” the Captain said. “Come on, this Fetlock guy said | should come and fetch
you.”

“Jesus, what timeisit?’ Caxton asked. She looked down at her own watch—it was four-fifteen. She
whirled around to look out the windows and saw the sun was just asmear of orange on the horizon. It
was going to set in amatter of minutes.

Chapter 47.



T hey’ d chosen aroom with awest-facing window, so they could see the sun. It washed Fetlock’ sface
with adull red glow and made his eyes gleam. He stood stock-till before awide wooden desk where
they’ d laid Raleigh’ s body, still wrapped and taped up in a sheet.

Behind Fetlock, their backs up againgt the wall, the members of Captain Suzie' SART stood at attention,
their patrol riflesat low ready. Caxton required no explanation. If Raleigh did rise when the sun went
down, they would open fireingtantly.

It was more than she’ d hoped for. More than she' d expected. Maybe it would be enough. She stepped
up to the doorway and ran one hand aong the jamb. Fetlock heard her come and turned his head a
fraction of aninch. He nodded at her, and she nodded back. No matter what had happened between
them, or what was to happen to Caxton now, they were together on this one thing. Raleigh would not be
allowed to come back.

The sun widened on the horizon and lost its shape. The snow on the ground outside glowed dmost
bloodred, and the clouds in the sky were streaked with purple and orange. It was 4:29, and sunset that
day would take place at exactly 4:31.

Caxton kept track of such things. She had to know every day when the night began.

The room filled with fumes from the gasoline that soaked Raeigh’ s sheet. Theliquid rolled acrossthe top
of the desk and dripped to the floor. Caxton found she was holding her breath and shelet it go, then
breathed in the sharp tang of the gas.

The sun fluttered in the hills. Caxton drew her weapon, her old 92, and held it tight against her thigh.
Ready to shoot at the first sgn. What would it be? she wondered. A twitch of the sheet, down near its
middle where Raleigh’ s hands must be? Would Raleigh open her mouth, surprised by her brand-new
teeth, and would the sheet deform over her face in response? Maybe she would sit up dowly,
deliberately. Or maybe she would scream to find hersalf trapped inside the stinking shroud.

Fetlock’ sdigital watch beeped once, and everyone in the room shifted or jumped alittle. The beep
meant only that it was 4:30 exactly: it was only signaling the half hour. One of the ART members laughed,
adry chucklethat didn’t go anywhere and didn’t catch on.

It had been al Caxton could do to not lift her wegpon, to not start firing blindly into the sheet-covered
corpse. Shetried to force hersdlf to relax, to at least ease her fierce grip on the gun. Shetried to breathe
camly, deeply. Outsde the sun wasjust afragment of itsformer saf. She could look right at it without
pan. Breathe, shetold hersdlf again. Breathe out. Breathe in, breathe out.

Fetlock gestured with one hand. Caxton wasn't sure what it meant. Had he seen something? Was he
telling her to stand down? She started to take astep closer to the body, but just then Captain Suzie
turned and moved toward her. Caxton studied the other woman’ sface. It was cam. Emotionless. With a
steady hand Captain Suzie reached across Caxton’ s body—and switched on the room'’ slights.

The sudden changein illumination sent shadows flickering acrossthe sheet, and it dmost looked asif it
had moved. But no. It hadn’t shifted at all—even the pattern of wrinklesin the sheet was the same.

The sun was gone, leaving a greenish twilight blurred across the sky.
It was 4:31 in the afternoon.

The body hadn’t moved.



“There” Fetlock said. “Areyou—"

“Hold on,” Caxton said. Sheredlized she' d never seen avampire rise before and that meant she had no
ideaif they were active during the dusk. “ There s gtill somelight left.” She had no ideawhat mechanism
of timing pertained to vampires. Did they need total darknessto rise, or wasit enough that the sun was
bel ow the horizon? In mountainous places the sun would set earlier than on the plains. Heavy cloud cover
could ater the time of true dark—there were so many variables. “We ve waited thislong, another few
minuteswon't hurt us.”

One of the ART members—the one who had laughed before, perhaps—sighed. She scowled and
ignored him.

“Thisisimportant,” sheingsted. “Thisislifeor desth.”

Fetlock shrugged, but he didn’t say anything more. Caxton moved closer to the corpse, her weagpon low
but ready. She brought her free hand up and stretched it toward the sheet, looking for the telltale cold
feding that radiated from avampire s body. That was enough to make Fetlock react—he came up
behind her and pulled her gently away.

“I'll talk to Simon Arkeley and seeif he'll dlow acremation anyway,” Fetlock said. “But redlly,
Trooper—"

“One more minute, please. Just one more minute, okay?’

“It'sillegd, you know, to desecrate acorpse. | could have you arrested right now,” Fetlock told her.
“I'mtired of this. Tell me something, does this building have amesat locker or anything? Someplace to
hold the body until we can send for ahearse?’

Captain Suzie stepped forward to answer. “Yes, Sr. We have an actua morgue, believeit or not. It's
where we keep highway accident victimsif the bodies are felt to be of an evidentiary nature.”

Fetlock rolled hiseyes. “1 supposethat’ |l do very well, then. Y ou—Officer—go down to the infirmary
and have them send up a stretcher. We | move her to the morgue right away.”

“Hold on!” Caxton demanded. “ Jesus Christ, am | the only one who knows that you don'’t take chances
with vampires? Fetlock, Jameson taught me never to underestimate them. Giveit just afew more
minutes. I’m begging you.”

“I"’'m sure Jameson taught you alot of bad habits, too,” Fetlock told her.

She grunted in frugtration. “He taught me how to fight monsters. He wouldn't have let you have the body.
Hewould have burned it in the parking lot, and if you had come and told him to stop he would have just
ignored you and kept going. Y ou could have shot him in the back and it wouldn’t have stopped him. He
didn’'t careif people thought his behavior was erratic, he just cared about doing thingsright.”

“And look wherethat got him,” Fetlock said, smiling. “Y our loyaty would be commendable, if you
weren't honoring avampire. Let’ s go, you two—one of you take the shoulders, the other the feet.”

“No!” Caxton shouted. “Not yet!”

“Trooper,” Fetlock said. “Look.” He pointed at the window. Even Caxton had to admit that true dark
had fallen. The window was a pane of unbroken blackness. She could see the reflection of her own stark
raving faceinit. “Night isupon us. If shewas going to rise, she would have dready.”



Caxton let her head drop. Maybe, she began to think, he was right. Maybe she had crossed some kind
of line, into a sort of madness. Had she let Jameson'’ stricks and mind games distort her own faculties?

Sheturned to go, to leave the room. Still, even then, she haf-expected Raleigh to sit up behind her and
hiss with bloodlust. Before Caxton could take a step she heard Fetlock cough. He had ahand out, pam
up. He' d aready taken her badge. Now he wanted her gun.

“Don’t even think about it,” she protested.

“I don’t want you hurting anyone. I’m going to ingst you go home and get somerest. In the meantime, Il
hold on to your sidearm.”

She shook her head—made a good show of it. Eventualy she pretended to relent, and handed her gun
over. That wasfine. That was exactly what she'd meant to happen. Her new gun, the one with the
cop-killersinit, wasin the car. Fetlock could take her off the case, but she knew she wasn't finished with
Jameson yet.

Outside of the room she headed for the parking lot and her car. Hafway there she heard her phone ring,
the old phone with its Pat Benatar ringtone. She thought it might be Clara. Claral How could she explain
to Clara everything that had happened? When she pulled out the phone and checked the screen, though,
shesaw it wasin fact Vesta Polder who was caling her.

“Veda,” shesad. “Thisiskind of aweird time. What' sup?’

“1t' s about Jameson,” the older woman said. Her voice sounded weird, asif it wereabad line or asif
she’ d been crying. “He camefor me.”

Chapter 48.

Oh shit oh shit oh shit, Caxton thought. She grabbed at her forehead and squeezed it with her free

hand. When Jameson hadn't attacked in Syracuse she' d thought he was lying low. That she' d created
too much trouble for him—or that he waswaiting for her to make some stupid move, to take Raleigh and
Simon someplace undefended, someplace they could be gotten at easily. She hadn’t even considered he
might be busy with some other agenda. “1 don’t understand—he visited you, he offered you the curse?
That doesn’t make sense. Y ou're not part of hisfamily.”

“Doesyour last name have to be Arkeley to be part of that brood?’ Polder asked. “He' s coming for
everyone heloves, Laura. Everyone he ever loved.”

Of course.

Vesta had told Caxton how she and Jameson had once had an affair. She must still mean something to
him, no matter how far he' d fallen into darkness. “Ligten,” Caxton said. “He snot il there, at your
house?’

“No, he' sgone. | suppose | should have made some attempt to fight him, or at least track him when he
left, but | wastoo scared. | know you understand that.”

Caxton did.

“He gave me the same deadline he gave the others. Twenty-four hoursto consider hisoffer. A refusd is



as good as adeath sentence. Y ou have to find him before sundown tomorrow!”

“I'will,” Caxton promised, though she had no ideahow. “Ligten, I'll cometo you. Stay whereyou are
and I'll bethereassoon as| can.”

“That won't be necessary. I’m on my way to you right now. In fact, | can aready see your headquarters
building. Come out to the parking lot to meet me.” Polder ended the call. Caxton bit her lip and
wondered what she was going to do next. She no longer had any authority to put Vestain protective
custody. She could send Vestato Fetlock, to ask for his help, but she wondered if the older woman
would even want that. V esta was a borderline agoraphobic, rarely leaving her own house for morethan a
few hours and never at night—except of course for when she' d completed her find duty to Agtarte. For
Vestato drive to Harrisburg after sunset she must truly be panicked.

I’ll dowhat | can for her, Caxton thought. | owe her. For advice, over the years, and for the spiral
pendant she gtill wore around her neck, which was her only protection against vampiric powers. She
headed out the front door of the headquarters building, out into the parking lot, and saw apair of
headlights coming toward her. Thelights of an old truck, the kind of ancient pickup you saw on farms till
in centra Pennsylvania. A body of pure rust held together by duct tape and sheer desperation. Shedidn’t
remember the Polders having such a vehicle—maybe Vesta had been forced to go to her neighbors and
plead to borrow some transportation, anything. Caxton waved the truck toward a parking space near the
door, but Vestajust pulled up short hafway into thelot, partidly blocking the exit, and switched off her
lights

W, Caxton thought, so she’s not a very good driver. Infact, she wondered if Polder even had a
license. Shewaved again, and saw Vesta push open the truck’ s creaking door and dide down onto the
snowy pavement. She was dressed as she aways had been, in her long, austere black dress. For some
reason she' d pulled her hair back in a severe bun and wore the black veil she'd worn on the day of
Jameson' sfunerd.

Vegtacalled to her from ten yards away in avoice high and near breaking with grief and fear. “1 am
sorry, Laura, to have to cometo you thisway. | had no choice.”

“That'sdright, I'm just glad you're safe,” Caxton replied. “Comeinside, get out of the cold. | want to
hear everything. Tell me what happened with Jameson.”

“He schanged,” Vestasaid, walking dowly toward Caxton. “Evil isconsuming him. Once he seemed to
think that the death of aloved onewasamercy.”

More cars were coming up the drive into the parking lot—severa of them. They were running with no
lightsat al, coming fast, and she could see they were full of people. As one of them bounced up over the
curb and dewed into the parking lot, Caxton just had time to wonder what was going on before Vesta

spoke again.

“Now,” the older woman said, “he seesin it an opportunity.” Then shelifted her veil. Beneath it the skin
of her face was torn and pink, hanging away from her festuresin grisy strips. She reached up into one
deeve of her dress and pulled out along knife, honed and resharpened so many times that the blade was
thin and crooked.

“Forgiveme!” Vesta screamed, even as behind her the doors of the new cars flew open and more
half-deads spilled out on the pavement. There were dozens of them—Caxton didn’t havetimeto get an
accurate count. She was too busy dodging the knife that came whistling for her throat.

Vestawas atdl woman with along reach. Caxton had to roll away from the swing, going down on one



knee and throwing her head back. It was alousy position from which to counterattack, and she didn’t get
the chance. Her brain, running purely on reflex, sent asigna down her arm, asignad it had sent athousand
times before. Always before the signa had instructed her hand to dap a certain place on her hip and
closeitsfingers around the grip of her pistol.

The pistol wasn't there. Caxton knew that conscioudy, but her conscious mind was still trying to work
out what was happening. Her hand closed pointlessy around the place where the gun should have been,
and she wasted another fraction of asecond.

“Protect my daughter and my man! Please!” Vesta screamed, and the knife thrust deep into the fabric of
Caxton’ swinter coat. The edge hissed dong Caxton’s skin and she felt hot wet blood roll down her arm.

Behind Vedtathe other haf-deads were streaming up toward the building. They were dl armed, with
knives and sickles. What had Jameson done? It looked like he' d daughtered half the population of the
state and drafted them to his service.

Caxton had to get away. She had afew weapons on her belt, but none of them would let her get control
of thismob. Maybe, though, they could give her achance to get back on her feet. Vestaraised her knife
high, flipped it in her hand and brought it down bladefirgt, clearly intending to skewer Caxton withit.
Caxton twisted away from the blow—then came up fast, her arm swinging around, her canister of pepper
gpray clutched in her fidt.

She pushed down on the button on top of the can and foaming spray splashed across Vedta s eyes.
Vestathrew up her knife arm across her ravaged face, exactly as Caxton had known she would—it was
the inevitable reaction to being sprayed. They taught you that at the academy. It seemed even degath
couldn’t bresk that primitiveingtinct.

Caxton didn’t waste time following through on her attack. She dropped the can of spray and shoved
both of her hands down onto the cold concrete, shoved hersalf bodily upward until she was half upright,
half bent over. It got her feet underneath her enough that she could run. She did not look back as she
dashed through the doors of the HQ building, screaming for help.

Smon, she thought. Vestahad come for Smon—the last remaining member of the Arkeley family, the
last one dive. The last one Jameson could hope to recruit. She had to find Simon, she had to get him out
of thebuilding, get him to safety.

“Somebody,” she shouted, “anybody—Iock those doors!”

But it wastoo late. The haf-deads were dready insde.

Chapter 49.

Caxton raced down the halway, looking for help. She couldn’t find any. The wardroom was

empty—she took one look inside and hurried past. Where had everybody gone? For abad, breathless
moment she thought maybe al the troopers who normaly hung around the HQ were dead—or worse,
that she had been betrayed somehow, and they had |eft her to her fate once Fetlock had dismissed her in
their presence.

But no. That was just paranoia. When she considered things for a second she redlized exactly what had
happened. It was just after five o' clock, which meant it was rush hour. The vast mgority of the troopers



were out on duty, mostly on patrol around the capital. They had al |eft shortly after the sun set and
Raeigh falled to rise. Those troopers who remained in the building were tasked with adminigtrative roles,
and they would not be armed. Vesta couldn’'t have planned her attack for a better time—Jameson had
ordered her to attack just when he knew the HQ would be at its most vulnerable.

That meant Vestawould know everything Jameson knew about the building and its layout. She wouldn't
waste time searching for Simon. She would know exactly where he would be, and the quickest route to
reach him. Caxton knew it too, if she gave herself a second to think about it.

She hurried around a corner and put her back up againgt awall. She could hear the half-deads coming
down the corridor toward her, moving fast. Caxton reached down to her belt and undid the clasp that
held in her ASP baton. It was the only weapon she had on her, an eight-inch length of sted painted
black. She pressed down on a catch at its base and flicked it out with her wrist and three telescoping
segments did out, extending the baton to itsfull length. The tip, the thinnest of the segments, was solid
stedl, and wielded correctly it could dedl an agonizing blow to anyoneit struck. Unlike the riot-control
batons most troopers carried, Caxton’ s baton was capable of breaking bones—if she hit the right spot,
and with enough force.

The half-deads were just down the hall, nearly on top of her. She could hear them giggling to themselves,
anticipating the daughter to come. Caxton made herself wait until the last possible second, then whirled
out around the corner, swinging the baton two-handed like a basebdl bat.

The half-dead in the lead, a sexless creature with atorn face wearing ablack overcoat, just had timeto
look surprised before the baton crunched through its rotten cheek. It dropped the mest cleaver it was
carrying and spun around, its handsjumping up to itsface asit gurgled in pain.

Caxton didn’'t have timeto fed sympathy. She brought the baton around in acircle, her body swerving
through the air to give it leverage, and split the back of the half-dead’ s skull. It dropped in aheap.

Behind it stood more of them, plenty more. At the back of the group she could see Vesta Pol der,
watching her carefully.

Caxton ran. Sheturned on her heel and dashed down the corridor, her kneesjumping high as she
sprinted for dear life. She thought Simon would be in the off-duty bresk room, alounge on the far side of
the building with atelevison sat and vending machines. Glauer would have taken him there to wait while
Caxton stood vigil over Raeigh’ sbody. It was asafe place, a place where Simon couldn’t get into any
trouble. Behind her she heard running footsteps and a skritching sound like a knife being dragged through
the wallpaper, and she knew the half-deads were following her. She was |eading them right to Smon, but
shedidn’t have achoice.

Up ahead the hallway widened where it was crossed by aside corridor. There was areceptionist’s desk
up there—thiswas where the bureau chiefs had their offices—and a couch and some chairs. The
receptionist was standing behind his desk next to some potted plants. He had awatering can in his hand,
but hewas staring in horror at the haf-deads coming down the hall.

“Get out of here,” Caxton shouted at him. He reached up to straighten histie and she redlized he must be
in shock. He could never have expected this, that the HQ would be invaded by ahorde of freakswith no
faces. But if he didn’t move he was going to get killed. Caxton rushed up and nearly collided with him,
grabbed hisarm hard and twisted. “ Run away!” she screamed in hisear. Findly he got the point and
bolted, the watering can il in hishands.

If the receptionist had never considered this possibility, whoever designed the building, thankfully, had.
There was a panic button mounted under the edge of the reception desk, connected to an darmin the



duty room, where troopers waiting assgnment would be preparing for their night’ swork. Caxton
stabbed the button, barely breaking her stride. She heard the darm ringing off to one side, but couldn’t
affordto giveit any of her attention.

Ahead of her the hall was lined with glass doors. Thiswas where the bulk of the HQ' s staff worked.
Some of them were troopers, but most were civilians hired to do clerical work, IT management, and as
PCOs—police communications officers, the dispatchers who sent patrol cruisers where they needed to
go. Most of them would still be working, and none of them would be armed. If they poked their heads
out to see what the commotion was, they would dl get killed, end of story.

Caxton considered knocking on dl the doors, warning the workers of the danger, but she knew that even
asecond’ sdelay now could mean certain desth—or worse—for Simon. With what breath she could
spare she shouted for the workersto lock themsdlvesin their offices, and she didn’t stop moving.

Past the offices shefinally could see the door of the break room straight ahead. It was open and through
it she could see Simon. He was curled up on a couch, maybe taking anap or just lost in hisown
thoughts. She hurtled through the door at full speed. Once inside she dammed the door shut, then locked
it.

“Jesus, what now?” Simon asked, stirring from hisfetal position on the couch.

Caxton kicked the couch hard and he jumped up to hisfeet. He stared at her with wild eyes, but she just
shook her head, breathing too hard to talk. She grabbed one end of the couch and nodded for him to
take the other end, and together they pushed it up against the door.

It was only after she' d sedled hersalf insde that Caxton thought to look around for other exits. There
were none. A row of windows lined the far side of the room, but they were not made to open, and
Caxton knew they, like dl of the HQ' s ground-floor windows, were built of bullet-resistant glass haf an
inch thick. She couldn’t just throw achair through one of them and escape that way.

Jameson had taught her never to barricade hersdlf in aroom with no other exit. She' d forgotten that
lesson in her panic. She cursed hersdlf as she heard knives and sickles thudding againgt the wooden door,

gouging away &t it.
“Y our father,” Caxton gasped, watching the door jump and shake, “wants you something fierce.”
“But you're not going to let him take me, are you?” Simon demanded.

Caxton shook her head and just bresthed for a second. “Kid, | can’t promise you anything. But I'll do
my best to protect you.”

Outsde, in the hadlway, she heard someone screaming. Not the high-pitched squedl of a haf-dead, ether.
The scream cut off abruptly with the sound of gunshots and Caxton flinched. Troopers—good people,
al—were fighting out there, maybe some of them were dying, and she couldn’t help them. Shedidn’t
even have asdearm, just aglorified nightstick.

The half-deads outsi de dammed againgt the door with their weapons, their shoulders, the whole weight of
their bodies. She could hear them out there urging each other on. She thought she could hear Vesta
shouting orders. The door wasn't going to last forever. “ There are troopers out there, but | think they’re
outnumbered. | don’t think we can just assume they’ |l come rescue us.”

“We haveto get out,” Simon said. His eyes were wide when he stared at her. “We have to get out of
here. HE Il kill me. HE Il kill mel” There were more gunshots, and he yelped asif he' d been hit himsdlf.



“Oh my God. Oh my God. I'm going to die, I'm going to die! I'm going to—"

Caxton dapped him hard across his face. She was a strong woman and she knocked him down, sent him
sprawling across aratty old armchair. He grabbed at his cheek and looked up at her, suddenly much
camer. “Thanks,” hesad.

“Y ou were getting redlly annoying,” Caxton said.

The hammering and gouging at the door stopped suddenly and Caxton heard a half-dead outside
whisper, “Get back, she'scoming.” Maybe Vesta Polder knew some kind of door-opening spell, she
thought, though in her experience Vesta staents had never before lent themsel ves to such mundane uses.
Caxton moved away from the door in any case, her ASP baton up and ready.

She glanced a Simon, who was quick to get behind her. The boy started to say something, but then the
door twisted in itsframe with a horrible groaning sound as its hinges were strained and finally snapped.
The door disappeared, and the couch they’ d shoved in front of it went flying into the room and dammed
into avending machine hard enough to makeitslighted front crack and go dim.

A moment later avampire walked into the room.

Chapter 50.

Caxton swung her baton, but before it could connect it was wrenched painfully from her hand and

thrown across the room. She could fed ablow coming—she could fed the cold, unnatural aura of the
vampire moving toward her at high speed, and shetried to roll away fromiit, but her spinetwisted in such
away to make her scream and suddenly she was on her back on the linoleum tiles, looking up at the
fluorescent light fixtures.

The vampire had one dender foot on her throat. The pressure on her tracheamade it impossibleto cry
out, but she could il breathe alittle, ashalow whistling bregth thet left her with starsin her vision. She
tried to look up at the vampire, tried to seewho it could be. Not Urie Polder, shethought, please.
Losing Vesta had been bad enough. Caxton didn’t have enough friends that she could afford to lose one
more.

The vampire holding her down, however, wasfemae. Thin, smaler than the usua blood-sucker, with
refined features that would have been beautiful if not for the jagged teeth deforming her lips. Caxton
looked lower and saw she was dressed in some kind of sack or aloose-fitting sheath dress made of
white cotton and duct tape, stained down the front with a streak of clotted blood.

It wasn't adress at dl, sheredlized. It was the remains of a shroud.
“Raeigh?’” Smon asked, cowering near where Caxton lay.

“Hello, Simon,” the vampire growled. “Long time no see.” Then shereached over and punched her
brother in the sde of the head. His eyesrolled up and he fell over, twitching and drooling alittle.

“I didn’t kill him,” Raleigh said, looking down with red eyesinto Caxton’sface. “I’'m not evil. | just gave
him alittle concussion. I’ m supposed to bring him to Daddy. He' |l be given the same choice we dl were,
and hopefully he'll take the smart option. He' Il be easier to transport thisway.”

Caxton tried to creak out some words, though she wasn't sure what she meant to say.



“Sorry,” Raeigh said, and lifted her foot away from Caxton’s neck.
“You' vefed,” Caxton gurgled. She nodded at the blood down the front of Raleigh’ s makeshift dress.

“Yes” Raegh agreed. “ One of your colleagues got in my way. | was hungry. It wasn't something |
planned.”

“Doyou regret it?" Caxton asked.

“Not much.”

“That' swhat makesyou evil,” Caxtontold her.

The vampire s eyes narrowed.

“| waited for you to come back to life. | waited until the sun was completely down. Were you faking it?’

“Uh-huh,” Raeigh said, with asmile. “Daddy and | have been talking about it for days. He could speak
into my mind, when | wasliving, but it was like someone whispering in another room. Now he’ swith me
dl thetime” The smile broadened. “It'snice”

“How long did you have this planned out? Faking your desth—I mean, faking your continued death? The
attack on thisbuilding?

“Daddy came to me a couple weeks ago. Even before | met you. Everything since then has been an act.
Lying there under that sheet was tough. It was so hard not moving, not even stretching, but | did it.
Daddy knew you would never let me out of your Sght—thiswasthe only way.”

“Y ou accepted the curse that long ago? Then you lied to me, when | reached out to you for help. You
told me you hadn’t spoken with your father in Ssx months. That’ s evil, too.”

The girl’sface fdl. It was a dangerous game, but Caxton had to try to reason with her. “Ligten, it' s not
too late. After acertain time every vampireisthe same, they lose their respect for human life and they
become sociopaths. But | know you' re not one of them yet. There' still plenty of humanity inyou. Turn
yourself in. Or if not that, at least help me destroy your father.”

The vampire had been standing up. Instantly she dropped to the floor, propping hersdf up on her arms
until her face was hovering over Caxton’s. Close enough that Caxton’ swhole body shivered with the
creeping horror of amost being touched.

“ At the convent, they used to ask mewhy | ever tried heroin in the first place. Why would | try something
S0 addictive and dangerous, when | knew therisks? | told them, the world hurts, but drugs feel good. It's
ano-brainer. The only downside was that every time | shot up | got weaker. Now I’ ve got blood. Blood
fedsgood. And it makes me stronger. | think I'll stick with the plan.”

She jumped back up to her feet, then reached down and picked Simon up easily in her ams.
“When you begged him not to kill me—wasthat an act?’

The vampire looked up at the ceiling. “No,” she sighed. “No. Y ou’ d been nice to me. Nicer than most
peoplein my life. Y ou wanted to protect me. Y ou thought | was worth saving. Just like Daddy.”

“| «ill think so. 1 can't give you your life back, but | can preserve what’ sleft of your soul,” Caxton
pleaded.



“Don’'t you remember?’ Raeigh asked. “Vesta Polder looked for that once, and she couldn’t find it. It's
dready gone.”

She picked up Caxton effortlesdy and threw her down on the couch. “Don’t try to follow me. | have
indructions not to kill you. Daddy wants you to live for now. But if you come after me, | can hurt you. A
lot.”

She swept out into the hall then, Simon tucked under her arm like abag full of dirty laundry.

Caxton lay where she was for a second. Just a second to catch her breath. And to et Raleigh get enough
of ahead start. Then shejumped to her feet and raced down the hallway. 1t was her belief that Raleigh
was taking Simon gtraight to their father—straight back to the lair.

She pushed through the front doors and hurried toward the Mazda, only stopping when she heard the
doors burst open again behind her. She whirled around, ready to kill thefirst evil bastard she saw. Vesta
Polder wasthere, shrieking wildly, her veil hanging by one pin like a broken wing on the side of her head.
She must have been pushed through the doors, because she wasrolling on the ground, onearm
underneath her, the other up asif fending off ablow. Fetlock came after her, Caxton’sold Beretta92 in
his hand. Therewas acut on hisface and hishair wasin disarray. He was breathing hard and sweeting
profusaly. Helooked up at Caxton, his mouth open to try to catch his breath. Then he pointed the
Berettaat Vedta s skinlessleft temple and blew her brainsall over the asphalt.

For asecond Caxton held his gaze. Then she dipped into the driver’ s seat of her car and started up the
ignition. All the car tracks|eading out of the parking lot headed in the same direction—east, toward the
highway. That was the way Raeigh and the haf-deads had gone.

Simon had twenty-four hoursto live. When the deadline came, if Jameson offered him the curse, knowing
what the aternative was—Caxton did not believe the son would say no.

Caxton threw the car into gear, intending to chase after Raeigh and the half-deads whether they liked it
or not. The car surged under her—then died. The engine stalled out and shefdlt every musclein her body
tense up. She switched the car off, then back on. Put it in drive. The car shuddered and lurched forward,
then stopped as the engine sputtered to a halt.

It took her too long to figureit out. It took her ten long minutes to get the hood open and see that the
half-deads had monkeyed with her engine, and even longer to fix what they’ d done. By the time she got
back on the road heading east they were long gone, and there were no tracks to follow.

She didn’t waste any more time by getting frustrated. Instead she pulled a U-turn and headed west.
There was one more lead she could follow, she knew. Onelast chance to find out where the lair was.
She knew she would take that chance—even if it meant throwing away her entire career.

Chapter 51.

She had to drive through the downtown section of Harrisburg to get where she was going. She passed
through streetsfull of little stores, boutiques sdling pricey clothes. In one window she saw apair of young



women laughing together asthey dressed amannequin in abright red minidress with white fur trimming.
At another store the proprietor was stringing up red and green lights. They were getting ready for
Chrigmas.

Christmas. Caxton hadn’t cel ebrated the holiday much since her parents died. But the year before, when
it had just been her and Clara, they’ d exchanged presents, and drank eggnog, and even strung up
mistletoe. She' d gotten Claraa special lensfor her camera, one she' d been looking at online for months.
Clara s present to her had been abox of bath salts, scented candles, and awooden massage roller.
Thingsto help her rdlax. Mogt of them were il in the box, which sat underneath the bathroom sink in the
back of the cabinet, where she saw it every time she reached for anew disposable razor.

She could use that box now, she thought. She needed to relax, to get frogty, if shewas going to pull this
off.

She pulled into the parking lot of the jail in Mechanicsburg and switched off the car. She wanted to just
gt therefor awhile and collect her thoughts, but she knew if she did shewould never get up and out of
the car, so she reached over and pushed the door open and let the cold winter air belly inside, theicy
breeze pressing her coat againgt her body and stinging her cheek. She popped open her seat belt and
then climbed out of the car and shut the door behind her.

Insdethejail only afew corrections officerswere il & work. The cellswere quiet, the prisonersinside
ether deeping or contemplating their fates. As one corrections officer—one, thankfully, she had not met
before—led her down aflight of stairsto the basement, she started to hear someone yelling, not saying
anything, just making inarticul ate noises. She was not surprised to learn it was Dylan Carboy making that
racket.

“He snot quite al there, you know that, right?’ the CO asked. “He doesthisdl night. It sweird. It'slike
he' s praying, but not to any God | ever heard of. You' Il have to keep an eyeon him.”

Caxton nodded. She handed the CO aclipboard on which she' d filled out the appropriate forms. She
had lied many times while checking the various boxes and writing in the numbers and authorizations
required. She had put down Fetlock’ s name as authorizing the transfer, then put her own phone number
below it. If anyone called to confirm her authority her phone would ring and shewould at least know they
were onto her.

She doubted they would, however. Transferslike this happened al the time and cops tended to trust
each other. She was counting on that.

“Y ou're with the Marshds Service,” the CO said, leafing through her paperwork. “ This guy commit
somekind of federa crime? We have him down for acouple local homicides”

“Hebrokeinto the USMS archives and stole somefiles” shelied. “I’'m taking him to thefield officeup in
Harrisburg, where we can ask him what wasin those documents that he wanted.”

“Huh. Do you guysdo alot of interrogations a night?”
“When the subject deeps al day, we do. We figure he'll be more takative now than tomorrow morning.”
The CO smiled. “Y ou know about him, then.”

“I"'m the onewho originaly brought himin. Ligten, I'll makeit asquick as| can. I'll probably have him
back to you before breakfast.”

“Y ou can have him aslong asyou want,” the CO said.



The door of the padded cell opened up and she stared inside. The gibbering and wailing stopped
ingtantly. Carboy was up againgt thefar wall, his hands lifted high above his heed, the fingers splayed asiif
he were reaching for something on the ceiling. There was nothing there. Caxton didn’t know what thet
was about. Shetold herself shedidn't care.

“Comeon, Carboy,” the CO said. “Don’'t make this difficult, dright? Thislady’ sfrom the U.S. Marshds
and shewantsto talk to you.”

Carboy’ s eyesfocused on her dowly. “ Caxton,” he muttered. “I knew you’ d come back.”
The CO said, “ Y ou want meto get a straitjacket? He can be violent.”
“I know what he' s capable of. Come on, Dylan. We're going for aride.”

Carboy shuffled out of the cell as quickly as he could. The CO bound his hands behind hisback. His
ankles were shackled together with alength of soft plastic. Hisfeet were bare. The CO had some
dippersfor him to wear and a blanket to wrap around his shouldersto protect him from the cold. He let
Caxton go first up the gairs, then Carboy, and findly he came up from behind with a Taser in hishand,
justin case.

The prisoner didn't attack Caxton, though, or even say anything as she led him out to the jail’ slobby.

She had to sign a couple more release forms, and then she was done—except that the CO reached out
and tapped her shoulder.

“Your badge,” he said, nodding at her 1apdl.

She' d completely forgotten about the star. State troopers didn’t wear badges, and she' d never redlly
gotten used to the star while she had it. She touched her 1apel, then looked up at him with her heart
thundering in her ears. Sheforced agmile. “It fell off inthe car. It' saways doing that—you want meto
go out and get it?’

He gave her an gppraising stare, then glanced at Carboy.
“Nah,” hesaid. “Just get thisguy out of here. At least we'll have one night’ s peace, right?”

Caxton thanked him and led her prisoner out into the cold. Carboy climbed into the Mazda without
making afuss and she climbed into the driver’ s seet, then took her handcuffs out of her belt and locked
him to the door handle on the passenger’ s side. Doing that gave him achanceto bite her on the neck, but
hedidn’'t act onit.

“Y ou're being cooperative,” Caxton said, surprised.
“Because | know my timeis about to come. Thetimewhen | kill you.”
“Sure,” Caxton said.

“Maybeyou think | can’'t do it. Maybe you think you have me right where you want me. But that’ s your
mistake—thinking you' re smarter than us. | couldn’t get at you in that cell. | had no wegpons, and you
were far away. Now, though, you' ve taken away that disadvantage. Now we' re dl alone. Y ou may have
me handcuffed, but intime I’ Il get free. I'll bresk out of this bondage and then you'll see. You'll see
exactly how stupid you' ve been.”

Caxton shook her head wearily. “ Shut up,” shesaid.



“You don’t want to hear this? That’ s understandable. Who wants to know that they’ re about to die?|
want you to hear it, though. | want you to be afraid. Because then you' Il make more mistakes. Desperate
people don’t think clearly. They rush through things and don’t consider al their options.”

Caxton switched on the radio, but he just shouted over the music.

“Oncel kill you, he'll have no choice. Jameson will have to respect me. HE Il seewhat I’ ve done, what
he could not do himsdlf, and he'll know I’'m worthy. He |l give methe curse, then, and | won't wait.
Some peoplefight it, I know. Jameson fought it for along time before he redized what he' d been given.
But | will welcomeit. I'll turn agun on myself, or maybe I’ ll dit my own throat with aknife, so | can take
my place among them that much faster. So | can achieve my dest—"

She reached across with her right fist and smashed him acrossthe face. It was hard to get leverage like
that, but she hit him hard enough to split hislip open and grind his cheek painfully againgt histeeth. His
head flew to the side and bounced off hiswindow.

“That wasfor your Sster,” shesad.

But it wasn't. It wasfor her, for Caxton hersalf. Because the longer he prattled on like that the more she
redized that he wasjust akid, just ahuman being. His voice was human, not the rough growl of a
vampire. She could hear him breathing, and trying not to whimper, even after she hit him. At least he

stopped talking.
She hoped when the time came she could get him started again.

Shedidn’'t take him very far. Just to the edge of the town, where the last few houses and roadside bars
petered out and the dead trees grew thick and shielded the snow-covered fields from view. She pulled
off on anarrow road she knew that led for miles back to an abandoned industria park. Therewere no
homes down that road and it was the wrong season to catch teenagers there parking. When she switched
off the car’ slights nothing but the stars and the night glare off the snow let them see each other’ sface.

She dipped her new gun out of its holster, then flipped on the flashlight and laser attachments. Hiseyes
squeezed closed and he pushed up againgt his door when she shone the light in hisface.

“Y ou know something | need to know,” she said. “Y ou know where Jameson is. Before, when | asked
you, there was a corrections officer present. He restrained me from using excessive force. He snot here

“Y ou'rewasting your time,” Carboy told her.

So she hit him again. Pistol-whipped him, in fact, with the butt of her gun. Sheraised atwo-inch gashin
his cheek that turned purple even before she got the light back in his eyes.

Kidnapping, shethought to herself. Aggravated assault. Battery. Improper use of force by a police
officer.

Torture.

She had tortured half-deads before. She' d pulled the fingers off one of them, one by one, until it told her
what she needed to know. Half-deads were monsters. Their bodies were faling gpart the moment they
came back from the dead. Their brains were curdled, and they bore very little relationship to the human
being they’ d once been.

Dylan Carboy was amurderer. The worst kind, a parricide with depraved indifference—he’ d killed his



family just to make himsdlf fedl tough. He' d killed the two employees of the storage facility just to get her
attention. He' d repeatedly threatened her own life.

Hewas4ill human.

“I don't havetimeto best it out of you,” she said. Sheleaned over him and uncuffed him from the door.
His hands were still bound behind his back with the plagtic restraints he’d worn in hisjail cell. She pushed
open the passenger door and felt cold air rush in and cleanse her face. It felt good. “Get out,” she said.

He stared at her wide-eyed.
“Get out. Go no more than ten steps from the car. If you run, I'll shoot you in the legs.”

He climbed out of the car carefully, unable to use his hands. He stood waiting for her, staring through the
car window at her.

“Take off your dippers and throw them in the car,” she said.
He complied. He was standing in an inch of snow, and he shuffled quietly from foot to foot.

“Doesthat fed cold? It should. In afew minutes, though, you'll sop fedingit. That’ sbad,” shetold him.
“That’ swhen frosthite setsin. Y ou know about frosthite, right, Dylan?Y our toeswill turn black. The
nerves and blood vesselsin your toeswill die one by one. Once that happens, if they want to save your
life your toeswill haveto be cut off. Maybethey’ |l take your fedt, too, if gangrene setsin, and it usudly
does.” She pulled the passenger door shut and then rolled down the window so she could keep talking to
him. “1’m going to drive awvay now, and leave you here. Y ou can walk back.”

Carboy’ slips curled back. “When | receive the curse, I'll track you down, Caxton. I ll return this
torment and visit athousand more upon you—"

She interrupted him. “Do you know about Mavern’s eye? She’ s only got one, of course. Shelost the
other before she became avampire. Now no matter how much blood she drinks, no matter how long she
gpends rgiuvenating in her coffin, she still only has one eye. Body parts don’t grow back.” She shrugged.
“Let’s say the imposs ble happens, and Jameson does give you the curse. Y ou' |l be the vampire with no
feet. You'll spend therest of your life unable to walk and unable to hunt for victims. And of course,
vampiresliveforever.”

“You won't, Caxton, and you'll beg for degth before—"

She sarted the car and rolled up thewindows. It was freezing inside. She could only imagine how hisfeet
must fed.

Don't, shetold hersdlf. Don’t imagine it. Just don’t.

She heard him shouting curses outside the car, but the engine noise muffled hiswords. She put the car in
reverse and started to back up. He came running after her, of course, so she touched the accelerator and
craned her head around to see where she was going.

She' d backed up ahundred yards before he started knocking on her window with his knuckles. She
backed up another hundred before she rolled down her window. “Y es?’ she asked.

He was breathing very hard. His face was pale and the hairsinsde his nogtrils looked frozen together. “|
don’t know. | don’t know wherethelair is”



She started to roll up her window again. He pounded on her window and she saw he was crying.

“I’'mtdling thetruth,” he promised. “He never took methere. | begged him to, but he said it was like hell,
and mortals couldn’t survive there. He said he would take me there when | received the curse.”

“Think hard,” she said. “Y ou have to know something more. Y ou must have seen or heard something.
Do your feet il hurt?

He nodded piteoudly. “ Please—"

“Think hard,” shesaid again.

“Howers” hemumbled. “Mavern—"
“Make sense” shetold him, “or I'mleaving.”

“I never met Malvern, except in my dreams. There | saw her, and sometimes, | guess| saw what she
saw. | saw her gitting up in her coffin, one night. Jameson had taken her out to get someair. | don’'t know
what this means, but there were flowers blooming in front of her. Flowersin afied, likein summer,
though all around there was snow. | remember her thinking, there are flowerson hisgrave.”

“That'sit? That'sdl you have?’
“Please,” hebegged. “Just—rplease. It'sdl. It sdl | have”

She reached down into the leg well on the passenger side and picked up the dippers, intending on
throwing them out to him and driving away. But no, she couldn’t do that. She knew what he was capable
of—shecouldn’tjust let him go free.

“Getin,” she said, and pushed his door open.

Chapter 52.

Caxton drovein silencefor awhile, staring stiraight ahead. She' d thought this was going to work, that

shewas going to find out the lair’ slocation from Carboy. Instead he d given her avery pretty, very
usdessimage.

Shewas no closer to the solution than she' d ever been.

It was Carboy who started talking. Apparently once she’ d broken the seal of his bravado, there was no
controlling what came out. He started telling her about his childhood, about the frustrations and hardships
of being alondly teenage sociopath. He spoke fredly of his desire to shoot up his school, and worse,
about the night he’ d killed hisfamily. She didn’t want to heer it, not any of it. Sheamost hit him again,
just to shut him up—but once he started talking about Jameson, she pricked up her ears.

“I found him, exhausted and starved. He wasin my backyard. | was taking the trash out and he was
leaning againgt the wall of our garage. | was scared at first. | mean, | knew what he was, right away. |
thought he would kill me. But he didn’t. Thiswasway back, in October, when he' d just accepted the
curse. HE d been fighting histhirst for blood, but he' d gone asfar as he could. He was deeping in the
woods, he said, in atin bathtub in an abandoned house he’ d found. The roof had caved in and there
were broken beer bottles on the floor. | couldn’t imagine someone so beautiful living like that. | brought



him into the house after my parents were adeep. | knew what he needed, so | cut my arm and dripped
blood into his mouth.”

Caxton gripped the steering whed harder and tried not to scream in frugtration. If it had been anyone
else' s house Jameson had crawled to—if Carboy’ s parents had checked his room and seen what he had
deegping in his closast—everything could have been avoided. All the searching. All thefdseleadsand
dead ends. All the dezath.

“Hetadked to medl night long. Just for companionship, I think. I told him how much | respected him. His
strength of will—to bein ahousefull of people, to smdl our blood, and still hedidn’t hurt any of us. Even
though we al deservedit.”

That was the Jameson Caxton remembered. Shefelt her gorge rising. She knew what must have come
next.

“Y ou could have called me,” Caxton snapped. “Y ou could have stopped this.”

“But—I didn’t want to. He was—he was my friend. He understood me, understood my, my anger.
Nobody el se ever did. Nobody tried. They wanted meto go into therapy. Asif | wasthe sick one. Not
society, not everybody ese, who only ever thought about money and, and sex, and being popular.”

So of course the object of that anger had become the one person who could take away hisfriend.
Caxton. He had begun filling his notebooks then with her name, and hisvowsto destroy her.

Carboy had moreto tell. “With my blood in him he recovered fast. After just one night he was standing
again, hewas strong again. The second night, he went out. He went out to hunt. When he came back he
told me he hadn’t killed anyone. | think he just followed some people around and thought abot it.
Thought about what he’ d become, and what that made us. It made us hisfood.

“Hetold me about you. About how you were hunting for him. He said he couldn’t stay there, in my
house. So we found him anew place.”

“A disused grain elevator,” she prompted.

“Yed It was perfect. He brought Mavern's coffin there. He said he would lock himsdlf in with her. That
maybe he would bury them both aive. He wanted to rot away down there, until he couldn’t dig hisway
out again. He didn't want to die, but he was willing to spend the rest of time buried under the ground,
unable to move or see or fed anything. But the blood—he wanted one last taste of blood. By then he'd
started to change. To get more—aggressive. We taked about his taking my blood, but he knew that if |
opened my veins again he wouldn't be able to stop. He would kill me. So | suggested another way.”

“Y ou robbed a blood bank.”

Carboy was weeping noisily. “It didn’t work. The blood was cold. It didn’t work. It only made him
hungrier. If | hadn’t—if | hadn’t told Cady about him—"

“Cady Rourke,” Caxton said. “Your girlfriend.”

The boy’ s voice broke as he continued. “ She wanted to see him. She—she wasn't my girlfriend, by the
way. We were just friends, and yeah, sometimes we fooled around. But we saw other people, too. At
least, Cady did. | couldn’t handlethat. It used to tear me up, but | could never get up the courage to
break it off with her. | was so afraid of being done. When | brought Cady to see Jameson he got angry, |
mesan, redlly angry. He said | was putting him &t risk. That he couldn’t trust Cady. He—he—"



“Hekilled her. Drank her blood.”

“I don’'t think he meant to, hejust didn’t see any other way,” Carboy said. Hiswords came fast and
thick, soggy with tears. “Then heleft me, and | never saw him again. Just in my dreams. It was Malvern
who sent methose, | think. She could tell what | wasfeeling. She saw my weeakness. | felt her contempt
for me—I thought, if I could just—just be strong, as strong as Jameson—I wouldn’t haveto fed like that
anymore.”

And so he had crept into his sster’ sroom, and put his hands around her throat, and squeezed. When that
hadn’t been enough, when thefedlings didn’t just go away, he had grabbed his shotgun and killed his
parents aswell.

It hadn’t been along walk from there to dressing like avampire. To make himsdlf fed likeavampire. To
make himsdlf fed sirong. The better his costume got, the closer he got to feding like thered thing. Likea
predator. Then suddenly he wasin a storage facility with two dead bodies and the cops on the way.

Now hewastaking to her. Looking at her. Looking at her like she was the strong one. The one he
wanted to belike. The one he thought could understand him.

Inavery unsettling way, shedid.

Caxton dropped him off at the closest police sation, just afew milesaway. Shedidn’'t go in hersdlf, just
watched him as heran up theicy steps, hisfeet red and yellow with the cold. She saw facesinthe
windows watching her and knew someone would write down her license plate number, but it didn't
matter much. Once Carboy’ sidentity was established and he told his story, Fetlock and as many copsas
he could round up would come howling for her blood.

She dready knew shewastight for time. It had been three hours since Raleigh walked out of the
Harrisburg HQ with Simon under her arm. Twenty-oneto go. If she kept moving she could evade
Fetlock at least that long. Of course, when you were on the run, it helped to know where you were

going.

She picked up her phone, then redized she didn’t know whom to cdl. In the olden days Jameson could
have advised her on her next step. If not him, then Vesta Polder, who was gone now, too. She could
have caled Glauer, but she knew he worked for Fetlock now. Glauer was a nice guy, but he knew
enough to cover hisass. If he helped Caxton now, he would be putting his own job in danger.

In the end she cdled Clara, because Clarawould at least be on her sde.

“Honey, it'sme,” she sighed when Clara picked up her phone. “I’min pretty bad shape and | need
somebody to talk me through this—"

“Laura, | can't talk right now,” Clarasaid in response.

Caxton felt asif she' d been dapped acrossthe face.

“I’'vebeen caled into work,” Clarasaid. “Fetlock called meinto the HQ. It sadaughterhousein here.”
“Hetook my badge,” Caxton blurted.

“Laurg, ligento me. Very carefully.”

Tears swirled in Caxton’svison. She pulled over on the Side of the road because she couldn’'t see well
enough to drive. “1 need to talk to you. For red.”



“I can't right now. Fetlock’s coming down here any second and if he hears me talking to you we' re both
in serioustrouble. But first you need to know something. We ve dready started going over Vesta
Polder’ s body. Fetlock has me supervising hisforensics team and taking pictures. They trust me now.
Treat melike one of them. They didn’t find much yet, except some black powder on her clothes. I'm
pretty sureit’scod dust.”

“Okay,” Caxton said, clutching at her forehead. “1 don’'t know why that’s—"

“Cod dust. Vestadidn't live anywhere near acod mine. | suggested we go back and look at some of the
old fibers. The Twaron and nylon from the motel, and the clothes he left at the convent. There were
traces of coal dust on al of them. We think Jameson had cod dust on his hands when he killed Vesta
Polder.”

Caxton tried to speak, but her throat was too thick with emotion. She choked down her tears, then said,
“I"'m going to make things right between us. Right now | have to—you know what | haveto do. But
when | get back,” shesaid, thinking, if | come back, “I will make everything right. | loveyou.”

“I haveto go now,” Clarasaid. “I'll giveyou acall when | cantak.” She paused for amoment, then said,
“Same here,” and hung up.

Caxton put her phone down, then laid her forehead gently against the steering whedl. Her body
convulsed with sobs that she fought back, sobs of grief for what she’ d thrown away and the people she'd
lost. Sobs of fear, too. True fear. Fear of what was till to come.

Because as soon as Claratold her about the coa dust, she' d dready put two and two together.

She knew where the lair was.

Chapter 53.

A cod mine. That made sense. Vampiresliked their lairs dark and quiet, and far away from human

interference. A coa mine, an abandoned coal mine, would make the perfect spot. There were thousands
of coal minesin Pennsylvania, however, and hundreds of them were abandoned. Caxton could never
have checked them dl evenif she'd had unlimited time.

When she added what Carboy had told her, however, she could only think of one abandoned cod mine
where flowers grew in the middle of winter.

She wanted to go right there, but it wouldn't be that easy. She needed specia equipment. Jameson had
said humans couldn’t survive insde hislair, and he hadn’t been kidding. Getting that equipment was going
to be a problem. What she needed was in ready supply at the HQ building, but she wouldn’t be welcome
there—and Fetlock would watch her every move if she showed up, evenif he didn’t already know what
she’ d done with Carboy. She thought about approaching afirehouse and trying to bluff her way into
getting what she needed, but she knew there would be too many questions, and probably too many
phone calls made.

In the end she was reduced to going shopping. There was a place in Harrisburg she knew, an army
surplus store that stayed open late. She arrived just as they were closing, but she flashed her state police
ID and the night manager nodded and let her in, locking the door behind her.



She stared at the racks of camouflage clothing, let her gaze run across glass display casesfull of butterfly
knives and night-vision goggles. She could use apair of the latter, but she knew she couldn’t afford them.
Shewas willing to go into debt—she’ d lost so much aready her credit rating didn't fed terribly
important—but there was a pretty tight limit on her Visacard.

The manager was ayoung guy in aplaid shirt and horn-rimmed glasses. He sighed with impatience and
asked her what he could help her with.

Caxton cleared her mind by rubbing at her face with both hands. Was she redlly going to do this? The lair
was underground, probably full of carbon monoxide gas, and the temperatures down there could reach a
thousand degrees. Nothing in the store could keep her dive through that.

If she could just get close, though—close enough—

“I need aNomex flash-resistant suit,” she said. “ Gloves, booties, the whole package. | need aface mask,
too, and ahard hat. And a portable air supply, the longest-lasting one you’ ve got.”

The manager stared at her openmouthed. “Y ou fighting abrush fire, ma am?’ he asked.

“Worse. I'm going into acod minefire”

“Liketheonein Centrdia?’

Caxton gave him aweak smile. “ Exactly like the onein Centrdia. Y ou have what | need?’

He shrugged and walked down an aide, calling over his shoulder, “Isthisgoing to be cash or credit?’

Fifteen minutes later she was back in the car, headed northeast. Toward the closest thing to hell you
could find in Pennsylvania

Centrdia. Every kid in the Commonwedlth knew about Centraia, about the fire under the town that had
been burning since the sixties and till had enough fud to continue to burn long after they, and their
grandchildren, were dead. It was a place where the ground opened up and swallowed people and
houses whole. It was a place where the earth was so hot underneath that flowers bloomed on the
surface, even in the middle of winter.

Caxton drove through the night, staying off the highways. Taking the back roads took longer but lowered
the probability that she would be spotted by a highway patrol cruiser and pulled over. She had little
doubt that by now her license plate number had been memorized by every state trooper on the road.

Just as Jameson had learned all the tricks of being avampire long before he even considered becoming
one himsdf, Caxton knew how to move around the state without being spotted. She had, after al, spent
yearsin the highway patrol. She knew the location of every radar trap and sobriety checkpoint in
Pennsylvania, and she knew what roads were never watched. She drove carefully, astired as she was,
taking pains not to weave across lanes, to drive at just the right speed. If you drove too dow, you drew
attention to yoursdlf. If you kept exactly to the speed limit, you drew attention. She stayed just over the
limit, but no more than five miles an hour over, in case she wandered past alocal cop looking to make his
quotaof speeding tickets for the month. She signaled every turn and every lane change well in advance.

Centrdia. Once it had been athriving town. Caxton hersaf had grown up in a series of mining patches,
little company townstoo small to have their own police. Her father had been the only law some of those
places had ever seen. Centralia had a population in the thousands once, but by the time Caxton was born
it was aghost town, too small to even be called apatch. The fire had started as an accident. The local
mining company had taken to burning its garbage in aplayed-out pit mine just southeast of the town. It



must have seemed more economica than hauling the trash to alandfill. It turned out the pit hadn’t been as
empty asthey thought. There must have been some cod ill down there, becausein 1962, it ignited, and
darted afirethat couldn’t be stopped. Cod isafossi fud and it combusts well, even in low-oxygen
conditions. The burning cod in the pit had in turn ignited acoa seam connected to the underground mines
near the town. Once that seam caught, the fire just grew and grew. The mines had to be abandoned, but
for twenty years nobody had considered it aserious problem. There were minefiresal over the world,
and mogt of thetime it was more cost-€efficient to just let them burn themsalves out. They' d figured
Centraliawould do just that in a couple of years.

They werewrong.

She pulled over to get her bearings. Centraliawasn't on her road map. Nobody was supposed to go
there anymore. She knew where it was, though, and when she put her finger on Route 61 she saw thet it
was less than two milesfrom Mount Carmel, Dylan Carboy’ s hometown. Lessthan amile from the
location of the abandoned grain elevator lair. “Son of abitch,” she murmured. Jameson had been right
under her nosethewholetime.

She knew she was getting close when she saw reefs of pale smoke winding between the trees on either
sde of theroad. The coa company had drilled holes down into the inferno to rel ease the buildup of
smoke and toxic gases. It hadn’t been enough. In the eighties the surface of Route 61 had started to
crack and buckle. A whole new highway had been constructed that went around the affected area. Then
snkholes started collapsing dl around town. One had nearly swallowed up asmal boy. About that time
the government bought up as much of the town asit could and relocated al the citizensto nearby
boroughs. A very few stubborn holdouts had stayed, and survived the best they could, even knowing the
risks. Asof the last census, the population of Centralia had sunk aslow astwelve.

It was the most desolate, the most hazardous, the most environmentaly toxic place in the entire Sate.
Temperatures underground could reach athousand degreesin the heart of the fire. That heat seeped up
through the soil and melted snow before it could even collect on the ground.

Caxton saw the wintertime flowers, even in the dark. Wild-flowers, tiny blossoms on thin stalks that
fluttered in the night breezes. In the moonlight, surrounded by the dead trees, they were eerily beautiful.

She parked her car near where the center of town had been once. There were roads crisscrossing a
grassy field, but the houses were all gone. Here and there she could see an overgrown foundation, the
crumbled remains of abrick chimney, but that wasdl. A couple of smal houses remained on the edge of
where the town had been, but only one had any lights on.

She had arrived. She was armed. She was ready .

The government had tried afew schemesfor putting out the fire, but none had been successful. The coa
continued to burn. Caxton had heard there was enough cod down there to keep burning for another two
hundred and fifty years.

One thing the government had done was to close off every entrance to the underground mine. They
hadn't just strung up fencing or boarded over the entrances, either—they’ d been blasted shut, in the
hopes of cutting off thefire' s oxygen supply. The pit mines nearby had dl been filled in with gerilefill,
crushed rock, and nonflammeable soil. That was good, from one perspective. Thelair was down in the
mine, and the fewer exits the mine had, the harder it would be for Jameson to escape when she camefor
him.

It did present one dilemmafor her, however—knowing exactly wherethelair wasdidn't help if she
couldn’t find her way in.



She had an idea about how to fix that. She started walking toward the house with the burning lights, intent
on seeing who was till awvake.

Chapter 54.

T he house wasfilled with birds. The birdswould drive Caxton crazy, she thought, if shehad to live
here.

“Y ou say you' re not with the government,” the old woman said, and brushed her thinning white hair back
over abald spot. She was wearing a shapeless polyester housecoat. A chipped ename teamug sat by
her elbow, untouched.

Caxton had its twin—the only other one the woman owned—on a coffee tablein front of her. Onthe
floor by her feet she had the Nomex flash-resstant suit and her other equipment folded negtly into a
specid backpack. Not that she intended to useit that night, but she wanted to be prepared in case she
had a chance to do some impromptu spelunking. “Not anymore. | know they’ ve approached you about
buying your land—"

“And | told them, no.” A sharp fluttering of wings nearly drowned out the softly spoken words. The old
woman frowned and peered through heavy eydids at Caxton, sizing her up. “One day that fire sgoin’
out. Then they’ll have to cometo meif they want the cod down there. | own minerd rights on hdf this
town, and I’'m not giving that up without afight.”

A canary chirped next to Caxton’s shoulder. The bright yellow birds were everywhere, dozens or maybe
asmany as ahundred crowded into wire cages lined with ancient, brittle newspaper. The cages hung
from the ceiling of every room, or sat on end tables. Some were even tucked away on the floor, behind
thefurniture.

It was quite possible the old woman loved the birds, but they weren’t pets.

“You keep these,” Caxton said, “to test for carbon monoxide, right?” The gas was congtantly rising from
the minefirein tendrils of pae smoke. It gathered in basements and lingered outside windows like
insubstantial tentacles tapping for entry. Evenin very mild concentrations, aslittle asfive parts per million,
it wastoxic, and a sudden puff of vapor could suffocate the old woman in her deep at any time. Canaries
were famousfor their sengitivity to carbon monoxide and other poisonous gases. If they started keeling
over, the old woman would have afew seconds warning to pull agas mask over her face and avoid
breathing in her own death. Gas masks were almost as common in the house as canaries—there was one
in every room, at less.

“I treat "emwell, feed’em twice aday and keep ’em clean,” the old woman ingsted. “Y ou from the
ASPCA?”

“Maybe | used the wrong term. Perhaps,” Caxton said, “1 should have said they wereto test for white
damp.”

Minersreferred to poisonous gas outbreaks as varieties of damp, probably from dampf, the German
word for steam. There were fire damps, black damps, choke damps, and stink damps. The most
common and the most deadly kind was white damp, but any of them could kill you before you smelled
them.



The old woman sat up and scratched at her wrigt. It was asif Caxton had spoken a code word the old
woman had been waiting to hear. Still her eyeswere suspicious. “ Y ou're no miner, lady,” she said.

Caxton smiled. “No. But | grew up around cod mines. | was bornin Isdin, and | went to school near
Whiskey Run. | don't want to run you off your ground, ma am. All | want to know iswhether there are
any bootleg mines around here.”

“If you' rewho you say you are you' Il know that bootleg mining' sathing of the past.” The old woman
shook her head. “ There' s no man adive who could dig enough cod in aday with hisown handsto makea

living”

Caxton had heard that before—and knew it was like an Italian-American claiming there was no such
thing asthe Mafia “He might dig enough to warm his house in winter, and cut down on his hesting bills”
Caxton picked up her teamug and rolled it back and forth in her hands. She was getting frustrated and
shewondered if there was aquicker way to find the information she needed. She supposed she could
pull her gun on this old woman—~but no, that was beyond even her level of desperation. “Anyway, the
onel’mlooking for isn't currently in use. At least, not by theliving.”

The old woman leaned forward in her armchair. “1’m not sure | heard that right.”

Caxton sighed and looked up at the ceiling. “1’m after avampire. | know he' sholed up inthe mine, but |
don't know how he getsin or out. | thought—"

The old woman held up her hands. “ That’ swhat | thought you said.” She tapped at a cage on top of her
televison sat, which set the birds insde fluttering and chirping. Picking it up by one handle, shewaked
toward her front door. “Y ou’d better follow me.”

Caxton got up and pulled on her backpack, not wanting to leave it behind. They went out into the dark
and cold night, the old woman not even bothering to put on ajacket. They didn't havefar to go. Caxton
followed her down aroad cracked and overgrown with weeds, then into the weathered foundation of an
old house that had long since been torn down. A pile of old rags and plastic bags had gathered where a
bit of the foundation stuck up in the air higher than the ground around it. It looked just like a heap of
trash. The old woman put down her cage, though, and brushed the refuse away, reveaing awooden
trapdoor.

“He came here about two months gone, your fella. We al saw him out our windows—he didn't make a
pretense of hiding. Why should he? We hid from him. Every time he comesin or out we hunker down.”

“And you never cdled the police,” Caxton said.

“If we did, we knew what would happen to us. There' sjust ahandful of usleft in Centraia, and we can’t
afford people coming 'round asking lots of questions. Not if we re going to preserve the clam onwhat's
ours. Nobody wants the palice crawling over this ground, looking for evidence and getting in our
business. Y our kind aren’t welcome here”

Caxton sighed. “I"m not acop. Not anymore.”
Someone was standing behind her.

Caxton whirled around, her wegpon out of its holster and pointing before she even saw what she was
aming at. The laser sght made a bright spot on the chest of amassve young maninared plaid hunter’s
coat. He raised his hands dowly and looked from Caxton to the old woman and back.

“What'sgoing on, Maise?’ he asked. “1 saw you come out your house just now and | saw where you



weregoing.”

“That'sjust my cousin Waly. Don’'t you shoot him,” the old woman ingsted.

“Why don't you both just back up, okay?’ Caxton said, in her cop voice.

“Y ou don’t want to go down there,” Wally said. “ There' s something down there you don’t want to see.”

“I'll bethejudge of that.” Caxton dowly roseto her feet and holstered her wegpon. “Anyway, | don’t
intend on going down there, not tonight. It'sbardy eeven-thirty. I'm going to wait until dawn.” Theonly
sanetimeto enter avampire slair was when you had plenty of daylight to burn. “1 know you think the
vampire might hurt you if he seesme here. Y ou've got to trust me, though. I’'m going down there
tomorrow and I’'m going to kill him. Y ou' Il never have to worry about him again.”

“That' sfine,” Wally said. “But what about her?’

Caxton spun around again, but she was far too dow. Thetrap had lifted at an angle and awhite shadow
was snaking out of it, reaching for her. Raleigh’ s hands fastened around her ankleslike apair of vise grips
and pulled her roughly down into the darkness before she could even start to scream.

She saw the old woman' s face recede above her as she was carried downward. “Like | said,” the old
woman said, “you aren’t welcome here, lady.”

Chapter 55.

Caxton’ sface collided hard with awall of solid rock and bright flecks shot through her vision. Then

everything went dark. She thought maybe she had a concussion or even that she was dead, but in fact the
trapdoor had just closed over her, and she was faced with the most profound darkness she’ d ever
experienced: midnight in acod mine.

A thin hand grasped one of her ankles. She was dragged across the stone floor, rough still with the marks
of where some old miner had cut this chute with a shovel and a pickaxe and maybe afew sticks of stolen
dynamite. The entrance to the lair was through a bootleg mine—a narrow passage cut by night down
toward acoa seam the miner didn’'t own. Maybe just one man, maybe an entire family, had worked for
years chopping through the soil and rock looking for the black glint of cod. The ceiling, Caxton knew,
would be held up only here and there by rotten timbers. The passage would be no wider than aman’s
broad shoulders. She pushed out her arms and felt the uneven wall on either side. Shetried to grab on,
but Raleigh was much stronger than Caxton now, and Caxton couldn’t get enough grip on therock to
even dow the vampire down.

For along time shewas carried dong like that, her face bouncing on the floor, the skin of her ankle
crying out in pain where Raleigh held her. Then the forward progress stopped, and Caxton’sleg was
dropped to the floor. Still she couldn’t see athing, though she knew that Raleigh would be able to see her
just fine—at least, she could see Caxton’ sblood, her arteries and veins and capillarieslit up in the pitch
darknesslike an inward-curling maze of neon tubes.

Caxton fully expected to die in that darkness, unable to see when the vampire descended on her and tore
out her throat. Maybe she would have a fraction of a second’ swarning. Maybe she would fed the cold
and sickly aurathat emanated from Raleigh’ s being before the bite came. Or maybe not.



Then therewas a clicking sound, and lights sputtered to life dl around Caxton, glaring down & her from a
ceiling high above. Caxton rolled onto her back, the backpack squishing uncomfortably beneath her, and
tried to sit up. A white hand pressed down on her throat and she lay back down—she had no choice.
Raeigh easly overpowered her, and there was no point in fighting.

Caxton till had her pistol inits holster at her belt. She darted her hand downward and tried to grab at it,
but Raleigh wasready for that, too. She got to the gun first and drew it negtly, then twirled it on her

finger.

The vampirewas il dressed in the remains of her winding sheet, with duct tape bunching it around her
hips and throat. Over top of that she had put on aballistic vest. A typelllA, of course, with asted
trauma plate over her heart. “This” shesad, lifting the gunin her hand, “is useess. How many times did
you shoot Daddy with it? And he barely felt it.”

Raeigh threw the wegpon into a corner of the room. Caxton watched it, trying to see whereit landed. In
the process shefinaly saw where she was: a chamber about twenty feet square. Thiswasn't part of the
bootleg mine, but achamber of the origina company mine, and it contained supplies abandoned when the
mine was shut down. There were boxes that would have held dynamite and blasting caps, aswell as
enormous pieces of mining equipment, roof bolters and rod chargers. In one corner, leaning up against
thewall, sood apair of six-foot-long handheld drills that would have done wonders at boring through
that trauma plate and impaling Raleigh’ s heart—if there had been anyplaceto plug themin. The
equipment wasfaling to pieces, eaten at by rust or just general decay. It must have been sitting down
here for decades after the mine was abandoned. If there was any dynamite in those boxesit would have
gone bad before Raleigh was even born, mogt likely.

Raleigh followed her gaze. “It' s not much, but it shome,” shesaid.

Caxton had just one chance. Raleigh didn’t know that she’ d upgraded her weapon—she couldn’t know
that Caxton was |oading Teflon bullets that might, just might, penetrate the trauma plate. If Caxton could
get closer to the gun, if she could just reach it—

She sarted crawling toward the gun with infinitesma downess, using her hands and her legs to scoot
aong thefloor.

Raeigh had aradio on her belt that shelifted to her mouth. “Daddy, she' s here. She camejust like you
said shewould.” Raeigh stared down a Caxton with adisdainful smile, then went on, “I got her insde
just fine, and I’ ve disarmed her. Just like we talked about.”

The radio spat and popped with static, but Caxton could hear Jameson calling from someplace elsein the
mine. “Don'’t take any chances. Empty her weapon and then bring her to me.” Therewas a pauise, then
Jameson said, “ There will befifteen bulletsin the gun, and maybe one in the chamber. Get them dll.”

Raeigh took two long steps across the room and picked up the weapon. Caxton stopped moving.

The vampire turned the gun over and over in her hands. She found the safety and dipped it off. Then,
holding the gun straight out from her shoulder, she pointed it down at Caxton’ sface. It wasalousy firing
stance, but a that range it wouldn’t matter. “ Bang bang,” Raleigh said, with alittle laugh.

“Y ou could have killed me before this,” Caxton said, trying not to look down the dark barrel in front of
her. “Y ou’ re saving me for some reason.”

“For Simon. When he accepts the curse, when he' sone of us, you're going to be hisfirst victim. Daddy
and | have dready fed.” Raeigh lifted the weapon afew inches and fired a shot straight over Caxton's



head. The noise of the shot made them both cringe asit echoed around and around the room, amplified
by the close, hard walls. Raleigh made aface, her wicked teeth protruding from her palelips, but then
shefired again, and again, aiming just shy of hitting Caxton each time. The precious bullets pranged off
the rock floor and ricocheted around the room, bouncing and clattering wildly, but unfortunately none of
them went so far astray as to bounce back up and hit Raleigh. One did cut through the deeve of

Caxton' sshirt. She didn't dare look, but she thought it had just missed breaking her skin. She pulled her
armsin closeto her body and tried not to flinch too much.

AsRaeigh fired she counted out loud, but the words were logt until she stopped and said, “ Sixteen.”
Caxton'searswere il ringing as the vampire blew on the gun’s hot barrdl, then shoved it, the safety il
off, into one of the straps of her vest. “Now get up, and let’s go.”

Chapter 56.

Caxton went firgt, prodded on occasionally by Raeigh, who kept close behind, walking forward down

acorridor lined with dectric lights. Jameson must have strung up those lights himsaf—normally cod
mineswere |eft dark except for the lights on the miners' helmets and their equipment. Here and there side
galeriesled away from the main hdl, and these had been left dark—silent, empty channdls carved
through the rock where the only sound was made by dust falling and rocks settling. Once those hdls
would have echoed with clamor and activity as miners pushed agiant longwall cutter down the face,
grinding out cod by theton. Now it was as Slent as the tomb it had become.

Or perhaps not quite silent. Caxton had little to do as she walked but look around her and strain her ears
to pick up subtle sounds. It didn’t take long to notice afaint but deep roaring sound coming from deeper
in the mine. Somewhere down these passages, through a series of |eft and right turns, thefirelay, blazing

and raging asit had for so many years.

The sound was not the only evidence. She started to see wisps of smoke playing about the celling, braids
of pae vapor that grew thicker and more agitated as she progressed. The peculiar smdll of carbon
monoxide cameto her at first just dightly, but with increasing intensity. She'd smdled it plenty of timesas
akid. Shetried to think what it smelled like, but as dways before she drew ablank. It wasn't the smell of
acampfire, thick with resin and wood smdlls. It was't the sméll of a candle flame, ether; therewasno
tang of paraffin there. It was more like an un-smell, an absence of smells. It smelled like ablanket
covering her face, preventing her from breathing. It smelled like suffocation.

They’ d been waking maybe a quarter of amile when she sarted to cough. Involuntary little spasms of
her throat at firdt, tiny eruptions that soon graduated to full-scale convulsions. She pressed her balled-up
fist againgt her mouth to try to hold them in, but that just made her chest heave dl the harder.

Last she noticed the heat, and in many ways that was the worst of it. It had been a crisp winter night
above the surface. Down here adry heat warmed her body, making her sweat down the collar of her
winter coat. Her armpits grew moist, and then her chest. Rivulets of sweat coursed down her body. A
crystal droplet formed at the end of her nose and she had to keep wiping it away. The heat pressed
againgt her face asif she’ d opened the door of afurnace to peer inside.

She started to take off her coat—and then Raleigh was on her, one arm wrapped around her neck and
crushing her windpipe. Caxton tried to go limp, but the vampire held her rigid and lifted her dightly until
only the toes of her boots touched the floor. Then Raleigh threw her down, adiscarded doll, and Caxton
fell hard againgt her side. She couldn’t bresthe; she sucked at the air, but it choked her before it got



hafway down her throat. Shetried to talk, to explain, but the words couldn’t form. Her hands reached
up and tore at the collar of her shirt, trying desperately to loosen it. Weakness overcame her,
though—her body refused to move the way she wanted it to, as every fiber of her strength was directed
toward her lungs, her body’ s need for air paramount.

Down on thefloor the air was alittle cleaner. Sowly, with painful jagged inhdations, shefed her cellsthe
oxygen they needed. The swet that bathed her face caught a puff of breeze and cooled her down. “I
just,” she said, the words like switchblades opening in her throat, *just want—to take off my coat.”

Raeigh stared down at her sharply, then nodded.

Caxton struggled out of the garment, dipping off her backpack in the process. She had aportable air
supply in the pack, aswell as clothing to protect her from the heat. She tarted to open it up, but Raleigh
kicked it out of her hands and back down the hall, the way they’ d come.

“I’ve heard how tricky you can be,” the vampire said, her eyes narrowing. “Maybe you have another gun
inthere”

If only. Caxton bent her head and started to ball up her coat, intending to carry it under her arm. Raleigh
grabbed it away from her and threw it after the pack.

“Y ouwon't need that anymore,” Raleigh said.

Caxton understood what Raleigh meant. She wouldn’t be leaving the mine, at least not dive. Shewould
never fed cold again.

Sowly Caxton rose to her feet. She kept her hands where Raleigh could see them, and when she was
standing shelifted them above her head. Raleigh nodded her acceptance and then spun Caxton around
and sent her down the halway again, toward their destination.

Ahead the corridor widened and grew moreregular, asif it had been more carefully carved. Caxton
thought they’ d come maybe half amile from the bootleg mine entrance, though it was next to impossible
to accurately judge distancesin along, amost featureess halway. It wasn't much farther on that the
corridor ended in abroad junction where many corridors intersected, creating aroom considerably larger
than the one where Raleigh had discharged the Beretta. The same style of lightsilluminated the room, but
they were set farther gpart and the chamber was gloomy and dim. Wherever the lights blazed they shed
conesof paleyelow light down toward the floor, cones that were sharply defined by the swirling smoke
intheair.

Therewas not alot of furniture in the room. There were four coffins set up dong onewall like aminiature
crypt. One coffin had to be for Jameson, a second for Raleigh. Thethird must hold the remains of Justinia
Malvern, though why it was closed Caxton didn’t know. Maybe Jameson didn’t like looking at her al
night, considering her condition. She would be a constant reminder of his own vulnerabilities, of the fact
that while he might live forever, he wouldn't stop aging. Caxton wondered how Malvern felt about being
stored there like abroom in acloset.

The fourth coffin’slid stood wide open and Caxton saw that it was empty. That one was probably meant
for Simon, she decided. The boy himsdlf was chained to atimber that held up the celling. He did not look
conscious. Near him, where he could keep an eye on his son, Jameson sat on aweird-looking chair.
Jameson was wearing hisbalistic vest and apair of black jeans, but no shoes. His feet were dark with
coa dust, but hisface was glaring white. He rose as Caxton walked into the room and she saw that his
chair was made of human bones held together with thick twists of baling wire. Mostly pelvises and skulls,
with femursfor itslegs. Classic vampire design.



Five half-deads stood in poses of attention around the edges of the room, asif they guarded the corridors
leading away from it. Their torn faces were lowered and their hands were folded in front of them. Caxton
had never seen half-deads who looked so disciplined or orderly—normaly they formed cackling
anarchic mobs. The only thing that motivated half-deads to behave themselves was fear. Jameson must
have taught them some pretty strong lessons.

Caxton stumbled forward into the room, choking. The smoke was thick in her mouth and in her lungs,
and the heat had gone from tropicd to infernal. Shefdt like she was made of molten, sagging lead. It was
all she could do not to fall down on her knees and give up.

“Nothing to say, Trooper?’ Jameson asked, smiling down at her. He moved closer to her, aimost close
enough to touch. But not quite. Even at her strongest Caxton would have been no match for him
physically—and bare-handed she couldn’t even scratch his skin, especidly after he'd fed. Hewasn't
taking any chances, though. He never had while he was dive. Now he seemed downright paranoid.

She shook her head and just tried to breathe. Thisisit, she thought. She had faced death so many times
snce she'd first met Jameson that she had thought she’ d grown immune to the fear. It was suddenly
back, more intense than she' d ever felt it before. She was about to die and there was nothing she could
do about it.

Something in her refused to give up, though. A part of her brain that kept looking for angles, for
opportunities. It came up with very little, but it kept trying. It suggested something to her and she
considered the option carefully. Then shetook in along, shallow bresth and spoke.

“Youwin,” shesad.

Jameson studied her with hiseyes. “Thisisn't acompetition,” he said. “It' sthe natura order. My
daughter and | are predators. Y ou and your kind are prey, that’ s all. To survive, we must feed on your
blood. I know from your perspective that must look dreadful, but if you could see beyond your own
mortality, you would understand. Just as| have come to understand.”

Caxton smiled despite hersdlf. “Natura order,” shesaid. “ That' sinteresting.” She brokedownina
coughing fit, but he waited patiently for her to finish. “'Y ou were the one who taught me that vampires are
anything but naturd. That they’ re evil, true evil. | think those were your exact words.”

“I’ve had time to broaden my view,” he said. “Alright.” He turned to face one of the haf-deads. “Y ou,

get some more chain. Therest of you, help him secure her to atimber.” He turned to Caxton again.

“Y ou' re about to pass out, Trooper. There' s not enough oxygen down here to keep you awake. I'll try
to make your desth painless—| owe you that much. After al, if it weren’t for you | wouldn’t have ever

comethisfar.”

Caxton’ seyes went wide. He wasright, of course. He had accepted the curse asaway to save her life.
If she hadn’t needed his help so badly, he would never have become avampire. Everything he' d done,
everyone he' d killed, al that blood was on her hands. It was what had driven her to desperate tactics,
and what had drawn her to Centralia—to find forgiveness for what she' d created. Now that drive for
absolution was going to be her death. She thought carefully about what to say next. “Y ou owe me—you
said that before. That you owe me agreat deal and you intend to pay mein full.”

“And so | have. | had plenty of chancesto kill you before now, and plenty of reasonsto do so. | held
back for your sake. Honestly, if you hadn’t come here tonight, if you’ d been smart enough to know when
you were beaten, you could have lived. But now you' vefound my lair. Y ou’ ve threstened my family with
violence. | think that wipesthe date clean. I'm going to save you just long enough to give my son agood
medl. You'll have alast chanceto be useful. It sthe most noble death | can think of.”



Shedidn’t look him in the eye when she asked, “How about alast request?”

“Fair enough,” he answered after along pause. “1I’m not unreasonable,” hetold her. “I’m not, no matter
how many times your girlfriend said it, an asshole.”

Shelooked a him squarely. “ Y ou killed your own wife and your brother because you had to, to stay
aive. You knew you couldn’t survive on your own. So you went after everyone you ever loved, maybe
everyone you thought you could stand being around for eternity. Y ou got Raleigh, and | don’t doubt
you'll convince Smon.”

“Yes” Jameson sad.

“I never asked you to like me,” Caxton said. “1 don’t think you ever did. Maybe you respected me, just
alittle. Grudgingly. But Jameson, | don’'t want to die.” She closed her eyesand let her body sag. All this
talking was making her dizzy and light-headed. She redlly should be conserving her oxygen. What she
was about to say was amost certainly awaste of bregth.

“| want tolive,” she said, her eyesflashing open. “1 want to live forever.”

Chapter 57.

J ameson stared at her, hisred eyeswide. Then he opened his mouth, showing his rows of razor-sharp
teeth, and Started to laugh.

Caxton couldn’t remember ever hearing him laugh while he was dive. Undead, hislaughter wasaharsh
dry rasping sound that echoed off the sonewalls.

She expected him to bat her down to the ground with one quick swipe, or maybe tear her gpart and
drink her blood on the spot. He didn't. Instead he took a step back and looked her up and down, asif
gppraising her worthiness. Shetried to think of something to add, some compelling argument why she
would make agreat vampire. She couldn’t think of any.

“No, Daddy,” Raleigh said, rushing past Caxton and nearly knocking her down. Thegirl tried to embrace
Jameson, but he held her off, at arm’ sdistance. “No,” she said again. “It’ s bad enough | have to spend
eternity with Smon, but—her?’

Jameson looked down at his daughter. He hadn’t noticed what had happened when Raleigh ran past
Caxton. Raleigh had been too upset to notice, hersdlf. If the half-deads saw, they were too disciplined to

say anything.

Caxton’ s Beretta had till been sticking out of the Sde of Raeigh’ sballitic vest, where she' d shoved it
after firing off Sixteen rounds. Caxton was alittle surprised it hadn't fallen out on the walk to the crypt. As
weak and breathless as Caxton was, it had been easy enough to grab the pistol’ s grip as Raeigh moved
past her and draw it from its makeshift holster.

“It can just beyou and me,” Raeigh sighed. “Forever. Why share our blood with her? Why—when she's
tried to kill you so many times? She would have burned me aive back there, at the police sation.”

Caxton wasted afraction of asecond checking the safety. It was already off, because Raleigh had
thought the gun was usdless. It almost was. Caxton lifted the pistol two-handed and drew abead on
Jameson’ strauma plate. She hesitated for another fraction of asecond. Shewas't sureif the bullets



would actualy penetrate the stedl plate, and she would get only one chance.

Raeigh, on the other hand, had her back turned to Caxton. There was no trauma plate on the back of
her vest.

Caxton'slifewas going to last just aslong asit took one vampire or another to notice what she was
doing. Shedidn’t have time to consider her next move, other than to think that leaving the world with one
lessvampirein it would be agood legacy. She steadied hersdf, held her breath, and squeezed the trigger.

Jameson and Raeigh both screamed in surprise and rage. Raleigh’sarms went around her father’ s neck
and she dumped across his chest in the same instant that a hole blew open in the back of her vest, just
between her spine and her left scapula. White vapor hissed out of the wound, spraying tiny fragments of
Twaron fiber and splinters of bone.

She did down her father’ s body, collapsing in aheap on the floor. Her eyes were wide open and her
hands were clawing at the air. Her whole body started to shake so badly that it was difficult for Caxton
to seethat her trauma plate was bowed out from theinsde. The Teflon bullet had passed right through
her body and nearly made it through the plate as well.

Jameson stared down at his own chest. His own vest had adent in its nylon cover—but on theright side,
whereit could do him no harm. He lifted his eyesto meet Caxton’s, his mouth aready opening in ahiss
of anger. Shefdt hismind rushing &t her, through her own eyes, like arunaway train hurtling into atunne,
but she had aready reached for the amulet around her neck. It grew scorching hot in her hand and then
he was gone, receding from her, his psychic attack thwarted beforeit could begin.

Heredled back asif he’ d been dapped.

Caxton took the moment of surprise and horror to move back, toward the mouth of the corridor behind
her, stumbling backward, unwilling to look away from Jameson’ sface. She stopped suddenly when he
drew himself back up to hisfull height and stomped toward her. She raised the Berettaand pointed it at
his heart.

“She unloaded that gun,” he howled. “I heard her dischargeit!”
“New mode,” she said, trying to stay cam. “ Larger magazine capacity.”

The Beretta 92 she' d carried since her first day as a tate trooper had a magazine that held fifteen
rounds. Jameson had seen that gun athousand times while they’ d worked together. He had assumed that
shewould gtill be using the same weapon. But the new gun held seventeen bullets.

Jameson nodded sagely, asif she had finaly impressed him. Maybe for thefirgt time. “But | think you're

“Unless| loaded around in the chamber before | came down here,” Caxton agreed, keeping the gun
pointed at his chest. “That would have been the smart thing to do, don't you think?”

Before Caxton had met Jameson, before she' d ever worked on avampire case, she used to keep a
bullet in her chamber all thetime. It meant she was ready to shoot as soon as she drew the gun from her
holster, rather than having to fully cock the wespon to load the first round.

Jameson, on the other hand, had never walked around with a cocked gun. He had equated doing so with
driving while not wearing a seat belt. He had entered law enforcement many years before she had, back
when small arms occasionally discharged by accident. That dmost never happened these days, but
Jameson had away's been pathologically cautious.



What he didn’t know—what he didn’t have to know, asfar as Caxton was concerned—was that she
had looked up to him so much, had copied him in every form and move so well, that she had trained
hersaf not to load around in her chamber anymore. She had broken hersdlf of the habit.

Her weapon was completely empty.

“The smart thing,” he said, taking astep sdeways. Hewas so light on hisfeet that it looked more asif he
was diding across the floor, as graceful as anice-skater. “Y ou' re doing the smart thing these days?
Because the smart thing would have been to shoot me already, instead of standing here talking about it.”

He leapt then, hiswhole body bounding effortlesdy into the air, huge and powerful and coming right for
her. Jumping away herself would have been useless—he wastoo fast. Instead she jabbed the gun at him
asif it were aknife and squeezed the trigger again, even as she leaned back. He threw hisarms up to
protect hisface and hislegp fell short by inches. Her gun didn’t fire—the trigger didn’t even move—but
he had doubted himslf for just long enough that she survived the attack.

If shewanted to stay dive, she needed to run.

Sheran.

Chapter 58.

Caxton knew she' d bought at most a second or two of time. Jameson wouldn’t stop to mourn his
daughter, not until Caxton was dead—and he wasn’t going to give her another chance to be tricky.

She aso knew he wouldn’t come after her himself, at least not right away. He would send his haf-deads
after her firdt. It was an age-old tactic of the vampires, one of the many he’ d studied back when he was
aive and fighting them. Disarmed, barely able to breathe, weak and alone, Caxton had dl the same
proved that she was dangerous when cornered. The half-deads would harass her, tire her out, maybe
even wound her—and then he would swoop in and finish her off.

She was not wholly defensdless, even without bulletsin her gun. As she ran she grabbed the ASP baton
off her belt and flicked it open, letting its welghted end bob adong beside her as she hurried down the
corridor. She had al her other cop toys aswell, some of which were more useful than others.

Numerous Side galleriesflashed by her assheran, dl of them dark, some breathing hot vapors at her,
some cool and empty. All of them were tempting. In the well-lit main corridor shefdt vulnerable and
exposed. Before she could turn off the main passage, though, she needed to catch her breath. In the
smoky tunnels that meant just one thing—she had to recover her backpack.

It lay just where Raleigh had thrown it, about halfway up the tunnel that led back to the bootleg mine
entrance. As she scooped it up she looked up the passage toward the room where Raleigh had amost
emptied her wegpon. It was tempting to think she could just run up there, climb up through the trap door,
and run for her car. There were more bulletsin the trunk, a handful of Teflon rounds and afull box of
conventional ammo. That would be more than useful right then. There was only one problem—the
half-deads had dmaost caught up with her. She could hear them behind her, their footfalls echoing around
abend inthe tunnd that just hid them from view. There was no way she could reach the entrance and
make her way to the surface before they caught up with her.

Which left just one option. She ducked down adark side gallery, one that looked empty and less smoky



than the rest, and pressed her back up against the wall of rock. As quietly as she could she opened her
backpack and pulled out the emergency respirator. It camein two parts, amask she could strap over her
face and an oxygen bottle she could clip to her belt. She dipped it on and twisted the nozzle, then sucked
at the mask until clean oxygen hit her mouth and throat, so pure and swest it made her dizzy. She closed
her eyes and just breathed for amoment. The backpack fell out of her hands and clunked to the floor.

“Did you hear that?” someone whispered, in ahigh-pitched, dmost cackling voice she knew all too well.
The haf-dead was whispering, but the mine galery had weird acoustics. She couldn’t tell what direction
the voice came from, but she could heer it plain asday.

There was no response. Normally haf-deads gave themselves away by taking too much—they were
cowardly creatures and they needed constant reassurance to keep them focused on their tasks. This
bunch were too well trained for that, however. Shetried to listen for their footsteps, for the sound of their
clothing rustling asthey moved. Instead she heard only her own breath hissing in the mask.

They had to be close. They’ d been only afew seconds behind her before she turned down the gallery.
She readied hersdf, then waited for ten heartbeats, then forced hersdlf to wait for ten more. Her pulse
wasracing so fast that it was no longer ardliable measure of time.

She thought she heard a rubber shoe sole squeak on the rock just around the corner. That was the best
sgn shewas going to get. She swung out, into the lighted corridor, her baton whirling around in adeadly
one-handed blow. The half-dead was there—and about six inches from where she' d expected it to be.
Her baton hit the rock wall with athud that jarred the bones of her arm.

The haf-dead grinned wickedly, itstorn face literdly splitting. It was carrying ashovel and it drew back

for acounterattack that she would not have been able to dodge. She grabbed for her pepper spray with
her free hand. She brought it up and squirted pure capsicum into what was left of the haf-dead’ sface. It
darted screaming ingtantly.

She didn't bother looking to see if there were any more behind it. She spun back around and hurried
down the dark tunnel.

The light from the corridor behind her touched the walls on either side, the sheared-off faces|eft over
when thelongwall plow carved away dl the cod it could reach. Miners called those facesribs, and they
knew to watch out for them—the ribs were not solid rock, but conglomerations of many different kinds
of rocks pressed together by their own weight. Chunks or dabs of the rib, some weighing tons, could fall
away at any time. Loose rock and tailings strewed the floor, and she had to be careful or she would
stumble and break aleg. The sides of the tunnel were littered with old sacks of supplies, cast-off
equipment, and tangled snakes of hoses and cables. The light caught an abandoned glove, striped with
reflective tape, now smeared with cod and rock dust. It had probably lain undisturbed there for decades.

The passage curled away from the main corridor, following along played-out coa seam. Thelight from
the corridor couldn’t reach around that curve. Soon she wasin utter darkness, so thick it made her eyes
hurt. There was nothing for it but to take her pistol off her belt and turn on the flashlight dung under the
barrel.

The batterieswould last for an hour. The oxygen tank at her belt that dapped against her leg with every
step wouldn't even last that long. If sheran out of light deep in the stygian tunnels—well, if shewasaive
in an hour, she decided, she could worry about that then.

The haf-deads were still behind her, picking their way down the tunndl. One of them must have seen her
light come on. She could hear them crowing in jubilation. She knew what her next move had to be.



When they caught up with her—three of them, moving dowly, their handsfilthy where they ran them
aong thewadll to find their way—they probably expected her to shine her light in their faces. Instead she
had flicked it off, and lay in wait behind arock twice her sze. When they had just passed her—she could
hear every step they took—she jumped up from behind and flicked the light back on. Barely ableto see,
she crushed one half-dead’ s head with afist-sized rock from the floor, then, before it even collapsed, she
threw the rock like asoftbal and hit another one in the stomach. 1t dropped the short-handled pickaxeit
had been carrying. The third one came running at her and she smashed its | eft kneecap with her baton.

Another haf-dead had been following the three of them at a distance. She nearly missed it, but when it
heard the screams of itsfellowsit came hurrying toward them. It had a breaker bar, athree-foot-long
iron rod with asharp pointed end, which it swung at her like a sword.

Caxton barely got her baton up in time. The half-dead’ s bar weighed alot more than the baton, and its
momentum carried it through hard enough to smack her shoulder and leave it tingling and numb. At least
she had partialy deflected the blow—it had been aimed for her head. The half-dead pressed its ruined
face closeto hers, its broken teeth glinting in the light of her flashlight. It pushed her back toward the wall,
diding its bar down across her baton, trying to get the weapon free. She smashed at the side of its head
with the butt of her pistol, sending long shadows and fragments of light flashing around thewalls, lighting
up the streaky cod bedsthat shone like diamond dust. Eventually its grip on the breaker bar let up and
the half-dead fell away from her, its skull fractured and its eyesrolling up into their sockets.

She shoved it away in disgust, then grabbed at her shoulder and squeezed. There wasn't much pain
there, which was abad sign. She was sure if she took the timeto look under her deeve she would see
nasty bruises dready forming. She didn’'t have the timefor that. She picked up the bresker bar with her
good hand and walked over to where the other half-deads lay. One had its face caved in and wasn't
moving. The other two were whimpering and trying to crawl away.

She smashed in their heads with the bar until they stopped moving.

Her baton was badly crimped in the middle where the bar had struck it. It wouldn’t collapse and she
knew if shetried to useit again it might just bend at exactly the wrong moment. She threw it away. She
liked the breaker bar for itsweight and its pointed end, but it was too heavy and her left arm was barely
obeying her commands. She couldn’t redlly close that hand. Her shoulder might be did ocated, she
decided, or even broken. The numbness meant possible nerve damage.

Nothing fatd. She picked up the short-handled pickaxein her right hand and tested itsweight. It would
do, she decided. She could carry the pistol—and its al-important flashlight—in her left hand and hope
shedidn’t drop it. She had to get moving again, had to press on. Maybe she could find another exit from
the mine, though she doubted it. Maybe if she moved fast enough she could shake off any pursuit until
dawn, gtill hours away. Maybe she could get lost in the lightless tunnels and eventudly die of agphyxiation
or thirst.

She pressed on. The corridor started to descend ahead, following the coa seam. The temperature rose
as shewent down until shefelt asif she were walking into avery large oven. She was afraid she knew
what that meant. Taking afew precious seconds, she opened the backpack again and pulled out the
Nomex suit. She could just get it on and close the Ve cro storm flaps with her one and ahaf working
hands. She could not—and didn’t have time for it anyway—get the face mask or the booties on, and
when shetried to pull on the gloves she found that they just made her left hand useless, so sheleft them
behind. She moved on, and started to swesat ingde the suit instantly. She didn’t regret putting it on,
though, because after another hundred yardsthe light of her flashlight seemed to change color, growing
redder with each step. She experimented by flicking it off. A very faint, very dull orange glow filled the
mine ahead of her. It lit up the swirling dust that filled the passage and made it sparkle. Another few steps



and she started to hear the roaring.

Ahead awooden sawhorse stood in the middle of the passage. A signa light had been mounted atop i,
but the batteries had died years ago. Beyond the sawhorse the corridor was negtly cut across by afissure
in therock, anine-foot-wide gap in thefloor she couldn’t cross. Black smoke shot through with brilliant
orange flecks billowed up from the crack to disappear again through amatching crack in the ceiling.

Her eyebrows curled and singed as she peered over the Side, exposing aslittle of herself aspossible. In
the momentary glimpse she alowed hersdlf, she looked straight down into the fire that possessed the
Centrdiamine. Through the smoke she could make out nothing but an orange glow that pulsed and
shimmered, popped and spat as the coa down there succumbed to hdllish flame.

There was no way she could jump acrossthat gap. Even if she could, she would have been fried in midair
as shelegpt. The halway she’ d chosen was adead end.

Chapter 509.

Caxton had no choice. She backed away from the fissure, the sweat on her face drying instantly to a

crusty mask of salt. The Nomex suit protected the rest of her body from the heet, but still shefelt duggish
and tired, and her shoulder had started to redlly hurt.

She wasn't sure what more she could do. The possibilities that offered themselves up to her were limited
in apped. She could head back toward the main corridor, and if she was lucky enough to get there
unmolested she could try to dip down another of the dark gdleries. She could find some placein therib
wheretherock had parted from the coa seam and maybe made a crack big enough to hidein. She
could—

She heard light footfals coming up the gallery, and ingtantly sheflicked off her light and crouched low
aong therib. She could dmost see by the orange light that splashed along the ceiling, she could make out
thelines of shadows that crept and douched dong thewals—yes. There.

Four of the half-deads were destroyed, she’' d made sure of that. The fifth had to be the one she’d hit with
her pepper spray. A human being with that much pepper spray in hiseyeswould till berolling around on
thefloor in agony. Maybe, she thought, half-deads were more res stant than humans were. Maybe it was
just afraid enough of its master to press on even in the midst of unrelenting, incapacitating pain.

Caxton bent low, and changed her grip on the pickaxe. She was dready hurt—her left arm was twitching
with pain—and she couldn’t afford another wound, not if she was eventudly going to haveto face
Jameson. She watched the shadows, and listened to the echoes, and timed her attack perfectly. She
would swing up and through, and catch the half-dead in its ssomach, ablow that would knock it down so
shecouldfinishit off safely.

Thefootfdls came closer. There. She legpt up with ashout and swung.

The pickaxe connected with flesh, and sank deep through muscles and dead, motionlessinterna organs.
The blade of the axe grated on bone deep inside the half-dead’ s body and she thought maybe she could
kill it with one stroke.

There was only one problem.



It wasn't ahalf-dead she' d hit. It was Jameson.

The vampireroared in pain and stared down at his abdomen. The point of the pickaxe had gone right
through the waistband of his pants and continued through hisflesh, but his snews and muscleswere
aready knitting themsalves back together, his skin growing back over the blade. It was dl Caxton could
doto tear it free again before the healing wound grabbed the axe right out of her hands.

Jameson stared down at her with glowing eyes. He started to reach for her and she swung again: thistime
the point went through his vest, right below histraumaplate. Twaron provided very little protection
againgt knives or, say, wooden stakes, the armorer had told her. The axe parted the bullet-resistant fibers
eadly, and split right through Jameson’ srib cage. It missed his heart by afew inches.

She yanked the weapon back and staggered backward as fast as she could. Jameson closed the gap
effortlesdy. She swung athird time—and his mangled, fingerless hand came out of the air and the pickaxe
cut right into his pam and passed through. Jameson made allittle grunt of annoyance.

Sheyanked at the axe to free it again, to make another swing, but she couldn’t get it loose. Jameson
brought up his good hand and grabbed the shaft away from her. Then he tore the pickaxe out of hisown
hand. Instead of pulling it out the way it had gonein, he dragged it forward, through bones and muscles
and the round stumps of his missing fingers. His hand flopped nervelesdy, bisected nearly asfar ashis
wrist. He shook the hand vigoroudly and when he stopped the wound had healed up completely. Then he
turned and threw the pickaxe at the far wall. It clanged deep into a soft cod seam, burying its head so far
in that she knew shewould never be ableto pull it out again.

Then he reached down, picked her up easily, and threw her against therib.

Shewent limpin the air and took the pain of the impact across most of her body. If she hadn’t, she
would have collided with the rock hard enough to break her spine. She' d been thrown around like this
before and she’ d learned how to take afall. Collgpsing to the floor like aboneess rag doll, she tensed
the musclesin her legs and got ready to roll away when Jameson followed up with an attack.

Of course, he knew she would be expecting that. So instead of attacking, he took a step back.

She scrambled upward—not nearly asfast or as gracefully as she would have liked—and rosg, tottering,
to her feet. Her breathing mask had skewed around on her face and she reached up to push it back into
place. Jameson alowed her to do so.

Her left arm screamed with agony and refused every command she gaveit. Her legs ill worked. She
amed avicious roundhouse kick at Jameson’ sface, but he pulled his head back at the last moment and
grabbed her extended ankle with his good hand. He yanked upward and she collapsed to the floor again.
Again, she braced for his attack, and when it didn’t come she carefully, dowly, climbed back up to her
feet, bracing hersdlf on thewall.

He had no eyebrowsto raise, but his eyes opened wider, not in surprise, but in expectation. He wanted
to see what she would do next.

When hewas dive he had watched her like that al thetime. Studying her. Testing her. It had dways
pissed her off. Now it scared her witless.

Shedidn't waste a bregth thinking. She just acted, grabbing her pepper spray can off her belt. She had
no ideaif it would cause avampire the dightest discomfort, but she whipped her arm forward and
pressed her thumb down hard on the trigger button.



Before the spray could emerge from the can his two hands cupped around her right hand and squeezed,
crushing her fingers againgt the metal can, squeezing her own bones againgt each other.

The pressurized can ruptured in her hand, exploding in asudden cloud of pepper spray. She squeezed
her eyes shut and threw her head to the sde to avoid getting aface full of theirritant. The painin her hand
was agtonishing—her head filled with light and her somach ingtantly flipped gears, vomit flashing up from
her ssomach to touch the back of her throat. If she threw up in the breathing mask she knew shewould
choke and suffocate and die. Somehow she mastered the pain and choked her bile back down.

When she opened her eyes again she was kneeling on the stone floor, her head down, her arms draped
before her acrossthe rock as useless as two fronds of seaweed. Her right hand was an agony of blood
and broken skin. Jagged shards of metad—all that was | eft of the can—stuck out of her pam like petals
of andien and crue flower.

Jameson crouched behind her. The fingers of his good hand gently pushed away the hair on the back of
her neck. He bent low and she felt histeeth touch the sengitive skin there. It was an absurdly sexud
feding—how many millions of times had Clarakissed her there, breathed softly on her spine?

She had no moretime, certainly no more timefor idle thoughts, but she thought of Agtarte accusing her of
deegping with Jameson, of the two of them having an affair. Was that something Jameson had wanted? A
desire he' d never spoken of ?

Wasthat why he had |et her livefor so long?

Thiswasn't alover’s caress, though. Thiswas akilling blow, agentle coup de grace. He was about to
snk histeeth into her neck and tear out her brainstem.

Shedid the only thing she could think of, which was the stupidest thing she could think of. Shewhirled
around under him and shoved her broken hand in hisface. Maybe she’ d thought the broken bits of can
would cut him, but more likely her subconscious knew that even the most salf-conscious, most in-control
vampire cannot resist the smell of fresh human blood.

Jameson tried to jump back, perhaps sensing that she wasn't beaten yet. He got far enough away from
her that she could scuttle backward on al fours like a crab, so that she could push her back againgt the
wall and get hdfway up to astanding posture.

It hurt her to do it. It made her cry to do it, but she closed her right hand in afist until blood welled up out
of her wounds. Then sheflicked her hand at him until dark drops of blood splashed across hisface.

His head reded back asif the blood drops had been bullets. His mouth yawned open, reveding al of his
sharp teeth, while his eyeslooked like they might burst from their sockets. He roared in need, in pure
bloodlugt, and hisbody craned upward, hisarmsflying wide, hisfingers curling like talons. Whatever had
been |eft of Jameson Arkeley inthat brain, in that heart, was drowned utterly in theriver of blood that
roared through his soul.

He had taught her, avery long time ago, that while many different people became vampires, once they
tasted blood there was only one of them. One being, one persondity. Everything that makes a human
being special and unique—the persondlity, the compassion, the passions, and the hates—are lost and
only the pure, bottomless need of the vampireremains.

In that instant he stopped being her mentor or her partner or even her reluctant friend. He stopped being
the hero who had killed so many killers, he stopped being the ex-cop who couldn’t let go of hiscase, he
stopped being afather or a brother or a husband. He had tasted her blood and now she meant nothing to



him, nothing but food, but sustenance. Thiswas how he' d been ableto kill his brother and hiswife and
Cady Rourke and Violet and al the others, so many others. He wasn't a person anymore. He was a
predator.

And in that moment, helost. Jameson Arkeley had been abrilliant sirategist and a cunning investigator.
Now hewas just abeast, aravenous, bloodthirsty monster. He looked down at her, and she knew he
would grab her up in amoment and tear her to pieces.

Shewas dmost ready for him. She had her pistol cradled between her two nonfunctiona hands. She had
no more bullets, but she had the flashlight attachment, and sheflicked it on.

His eyes had been adapted to the total gloom of the cod mine. They were extremely sengitiveto light
even at the best of times. He roared and threw an arm across his eyes, but the flashlight was just an
annoyance to him—it couldn’t redlly hurt him. He blinked afew times and then looked back &t her, better
adapted now to handle the light.

With her right thumb, though it cost her pain, sheturned adid on the flashlight attachment, then flicked
another switch. Thered dot of the laser sight jumped across the black fabric of hisvest. She had turned it
up toitsfull intengity, to a power level whereit could cut through fog or smoke and light up atarget
hundreds of yards away.

She brought the gun up and raked the laser across his eyeslike aknife.

He howled and screamed and tore at his eye sockets with his claws. His eyes bubbled and smoked and
whitejelly ran down his cheeks.

It was far more than she d hoped for. Even at full strength the laser would have barely dazzled ahuman’s
eyes—at mogt it might have temporarily blinded ahuman being and |eft bright afterimages swirling in his
vison.

Vampires, however, were creatures of the night, cursed never to see the bright strong light of the sun as
long asthey lived. Their eyeswere not meant for that kind of abuse.

Jameson swung out with hisleft arm and hisfingerless hand knocked the gun right out of her wesk grip.
That was fine—it had served its purpose. Caxton got up on her feet and wobbled into the middle of the
gdlery, facing him as he clawed the air looking for her.

Shewasn't sureif he could sill see her blood or not. He could have seen it in total darkness, and she
thought maybe he didn’t need eyesto see the blood surging through her veins. To help him find hisway,
she threw her right hand toward him again and let her blood splatter on the ground, forming atrail of
droplets he could certainly smell.

Then she turned and ran up the gdlery, the way she’d come, moving asfast as she could.

He came after her, of course. He wanted nothing now but to drink her blood. His son was forgotten, the
god of recruiting new vampires was forgotten, everything but the blood was gone. He came sniffing after
it, hishands out in front of him, hiseyesaready hedling in his skull, white smoke writhing in hiseye
sockets, taking on the shape of new eyeballsto see her with.

They didn’t have far to go. She danced backward until she felt the sawhorse smack the back of her
thighs, and then she looked over her shoulder and saw the fissure gaping open behind her. The fissure
that led straight down into the minefire that burned at a thousand degrees Fahrenheit.

“Comeand get me,” Caxton grunted.



The vampire complied. Heran at her asfast asacharging horse. She dashed aside at the last moment,
and he went flying, shattering the sawhorse into fragments as he passed right through it. One second he
was running past her and the next he was gone.

She staggered to the edge of the fissure. It would hurt to look down there, but she had to know. Sparks
fluttered againgt her face, caught and smoldered in her hair as she stared down into the crack.

He was hanging by thefingers of his good hand to the side of the fissure, his bare feet dangling over the
burning cod. Hisfingerless|eft hand dapped at the wall impotently, unable to get agrip. How far down
was it—thirty feet? A hundred? She couldn’t tell. Hisred eyes stared up at her and in them she saw
naked desire. Not for her soul, but for her blood. He wanted her blood so badly that he couldn’t think
anymore, couldn’t reglize what he was doing. He reached for her, forgetting his other hand couldn’t hold
him—

—and then hefdl, straight downward, into the cod fire. He did not scream. When he hit the flames they
parted to swalow him like the waters of ariver of fire, and then he disappeared from view.

It was hot enough down there to burn him to cindersin moments, she knew. Hot enough to burn even the
tough muscle of his heart. He was dead. Jameson was dead, she thought, but no—he hadn’t been
Jameson at the end. She hadn't killed Jameson. She'd just killed one more vampire.

It was over.

Chapter 60.

N othing was over.

She followed the passage back by the reflected light of the fissure, asfar asit would take her. Then she
got down on her hands and knees and crawled around in the dust until she found her gun. Shetried
turning on the flashlight, but the lens had cracked when Jameson batted it out of her hands.

Jameson—whaose grave would remain forever empty.

Caxton let hersdf cry for awhile. Then she started to actualy think about how she would get back to the
lighted corridor. It wasn't going to be easy, she thought. She couldn’t remember how many turnsthe
gdlery went through. She couldn’t remember if there were Side passages she might accidentaly enter and
got lost within. She started to really worry. Her oxygen supply waslow. If she couldn’t find the lighted
corridor beforeit ran out, if she just wandered until she couldn’t breathe, until she had to lie down and go

to deep—

Her feet must have remembered the way. Before she knew it she was back at the central junction
chamber, where Simon il lay chained to atimber. Where Raleigh’ sbody lay whereit had fdlen. Where
four coffinswaited for her ingpection.

Firg thingsfird.

Caxton took off her mask and tried not to breathe too much smoke. She touched the mask to Simon’s
face and let him breathe in the oxygen until he started to stir, until his eyelids fluttered weakly open.

It wasn't easy, with two bad hands, but she freed him from hischains. She let him have the
oxygen—nhe' d been breathing the smoke alot longer than she had. He sank to the floor, not even strong



enough to thank her.

It didn’t matter. She had important things to do. First she checked Raleigh’s corpse. The girl was dead,
twice dead, findly dead. Caxton’sfinal bullet must have torn open her heart, her only vulnerable spot.
Her body was cold and motionless. It till felt wrong and unnatural when Caxton touched her skin. At
least there would be something for her family to bury. Not that she had any family anymore, except for
her brother.

One more thing. Caxton went to the wall where the four coffinslay. Three of them were shut. She threw
them open, bending low to see what they contained.

They weredl empty.
“Not again,” Caxton sobbed.

There had been afifth half-dead. The one she had sprayed. It must have come back here, to protect its
masters. [tsmistress.

JustiniaMalvern had spoken to Caxton on the phone. She had been regaining strength for the last two
months, healing her body of the ravages of centuries. Jameson had been feeding her stolen blood.

Had she been strong enough to walk under her own power yet? Or maybe the half-dead had just picked
her up and carried her away. It didn’t matter. Either way they could easly have escaped the mine while
shewas busy fighting Jameson.

Malvern was gone. She had escaped yet again. She had ared taent for it.
Caxton’sjob wasn't done.

Asweek as shewas, asinjured, she smashed the coffin to splinterswith arusted old shovd, hurling
cursesat it until spit flecked her chin.

When she was done she turned around and saw Simon watching her. Thelight in hiseyeswasdim and
his face was streaked with coa dust, but he managed to St up alittle. “ Areyou...okay?’ he croaked out.

“Not yet,” shetold him.

She managed to get him standing, and even to shuffle dong alittle aslong as she supported him with her
numb shoulder. Together they made the long and painful trek back to the bootleg mine and the only exit
to the surface. Caxton had plenty of timeto consder that Mavern must have come that same way, with
the same dow hesitating walk, borne up by her half-dead servant just the way she was supporting Simon.

At the end of the corridor she pushed the trapdoor open and helped Simon crawl up, out into the cold,
fresh air. Then she scrambled up herself and rolled on her back to just lie on the grass and stare up at the
gars. Shelet Smon fal down beside her and for awhile they both just breethed in clean air and let their
bodiesrest.

It couldn’t lagt, of course. There was a squeaking sound, the sound of shoes crunching through gravel
and weeds. Her eyes had fluttered shut and she had dmost falen adeep, but asapair of well-polished
dress shoes came up even with her face she managed to bolt upright, her mangled hands reaching for
weaponsthat weren't there.

It wasn't avampire or a half-dead or a cop-hating resident of Centraliawho had come for her, however.



It was Fetlock.

“| saved Simon. Jameson’ sdead,” shetold him. “So is Raleigh. Mavern got away, but if you give me
back my gtar | can find her, | will find her—"

Fetlock shook his head. He managed to look alittle sad, alittle more compassionate than she had
expected. Hewas till a Fed, though, and she knew what he'd comefor.

Sowly, carefully, sheraised her handsin surrender.

“I know what you did to Carboy. Ms. Caxton, | have no choice but to place you under arrest,” he said,
very softly. “Y ou have theright to remain silent,” hetold her, as he reached for the handcuffs at his belt.
“Anything you say can and will be used againgt you in acourt of law...”
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