
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   

      
David Wellington was born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, where George Romero shot his classic zombie films. He attended Syracuse University
         and received an MFA in creative writing from Penn State. He lives in New York City with his wife Elisabeth and dog Mary Shelley.
      

      To find out more about David, visit his website at
www.davidwellington.net


   



      Praise for David Wellington’s novels:
      

      ‘These books are great, fast-paced, modern, pulp action machines, yet Dave Wellington somehow manages to preserve the weird
         mystery, the magic, of the old classic vampire stories’
      

      Mike Mignola, creator of Hellboy

      ‘Wellington is moving the literature of the undead into the twenty-first century’

Los Angeles Times

      ‘Vampirism is the dark side of the idea of immortality, as well as a nightmare personification of parasitism, viral infection
         and the concept of sharing blood. Wellington uses all of these ideas and they make his novel more than just a gory story …
         a well-constructed novel with a good plot’
      

      Sydney Morning Herald

   



      Also in the Laura Caxton Vampire series:

      13 Bullets

      Other titles by David Wellington:
      

      Cursed

      Ravaged

   




Copyright




Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 978-0-748-12264-6

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public
domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

Copyright © 2007 by David Wellington

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior
permission in writing of the publisher.

Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk

    





      
For Alex




      
      Contents

      Praise for David Wellington’s novels

      


      Also in the Laura Caxton Vampire series

      Copyright

      
      Chess

      
      Chapter 1

      
      Chapter 2

      
      Chapter 3

      
      Chapter 4

      
      Chapter 5

      
      Chapter 6

      
      Chapter 7

      
      Chapter 8

      
      Chapter 9

      
      Chapter 10

      
      Chapter 11

      
      Chapter 12

      
      Chapter 13

      
      Chapter 14

      
      Chapter 15

      
      Chapter 16

      
      Chapter 17

      
      Chapter 18

      
      Chapter 19

      
      Chapter 20

      
      Chapter 21

      
      Chapter 22

      
      Chapter 23

      
      Chapter 24

      
      Chapter 25

      
      Chapter 26

      
      Chapter 27

      
      Chapter 28

      
      Chapter 29

      
      Chapter 30

      
      Chapter 31

      
      Chapter 32

      
      Chapter 33

      
      Chapter 34

      
      Chapter 35

      
      Chapter 36

      
      Chapter 37

      
      Chapter 38

      
      Chapter 39

      
      Chapter 40

      
      Chapter 41

      
      Chapter 42

      
      Chapter 43

      
      Chapter 44

      
      Chapter 45

      
      Chapter 46

      
      Chapter 47

      
      Chapter 48

      
      Chapter 49

      
      Griest

      
      Chapter 50

      
      Chapter 51

      
      Chapter 52

      
      Chapter 53

      
      Chapter 54

      
      Chapter 55

      
      Chapter 56

      
      Chapter 57

      
      Chapter 58

      
      Chapter 59

      
      Chapter 60

      
      Chapter 61

      
      Chapter 62

      
      Chapter 63

      
      Chapter 64

      
      Chapter 65

      
      Chapter 66

      
      Chapter 67

      
      Chapter 68

      
      Chapter 69

      
      Chapter 70

      
      Chapter 71

      
      Chapter 72

      
      Chapter 73

      
      Chapter 74

      
      Chapter 75

      
      Chapter 76

      
      Chapter 77

      
      Chapter 78

      
      Chapter 79

      
      Chapter 80

      
      Chapter 81

      
      Chapter 82

      
      Chapter 83

      
      Chapter 84

      
      Chapter 85

      
      Chapter 86

      
      Chapter 87

      
      Chapter 88

      
      Chapter 89

      
      Chapter 90

      
      Chapter 91

      
      Chapter 92

      
      Chapter 93

      
      Chapter 94

      
      Chapter 95

      
      Chapter 96

      
      Chapter 97

      
      Chapter 98

      
      Chapter 99

      
      Acknowledgments

      
      Vampire Zero

      
      23 Hours

      
   



      Chess


      She is older than the rocks among which she sits; like the vampire, she has been dead many times, and learned the secrets
         of the grave.
      

      
      Walter Pater, Studies in the History of the Renaissance








      
      
      1.

      
      Fifty thousand men had died or been wounded on this broad valley, Montrose told himself. It must have been a scene out of
         hell – the injured lying sprawled across the corpses, the cannon still firing from the top of one hill at the top of another.
         The horses screaming, the smoke, the utter desperation. This was where the country could have fallen apart – instead, this
         place had saved it from utter ruin.
      

      
      Of course, that had been a century and a half ago. Now as he stared out over the dewy Gettysburg battlefield all he saw were
         the trees shimmering in the wind that swept down between two ridges and stirred the long green grass. The blood had dried
         up long ago and the bodies all had been taken away to be buried. Off in one corner of the field he could just make out the
         scrupulously period-authentic tents of a band of reenactors, but it looked like even they were sleeping in.
      

      
      He rubbed his face to try to wake himself up, forgetting for the third time that morning that he still had kohl daubed around
         his eyes from the previous night’s clubbing. Jeff Montrose was not a morning person. He preferred to think of himself as a creature of the night.
      

      
      Of course, when Professor John Geistdoerfer called you at six A.M. on a Sunday morning and asked if you’d supervise a student
         dig until he could arrive, you made your voice as chipper as possible and you got dressed in a hurry. The professor was the
         hottest thing going in the field of Civil War Era Studies, one of the most influential people at Gettysburg College. Staying
         on his good side was mandatory for a grad student like Montrose, if he ever wanted to have a career of his own someday.
      

      
      And when the student dig turned out to be something special – well, even the most hard-core night owl could make an exception.
         Montrose ran down through the trees to the road and waved at the professor’s Buick as it nosed its way toward him. The car
         pulled onto the side of the road where Montrose indicated.
      

      
      Geistdoerfer was a tall man with a shock of silver hair and a neatly combed mustache. He climbed out of the car and started
         up the track, not waiting to hear what his student had to say.
      

      
      ‘I called you the second we found it,’ Montrose tried to explain, chasing after the professor. ‘Nobody’s gone down inside
         yet – I made sure of it.’
      

      
      Geistdoerfer nodded but said nothing as the two of them hurried toward the site. His eyes tracked back and forth across the
         main trench, a ragged opening in the earth made by in-expert hands. At the bottom, still mostly buried in dark earth, was
         a floor of decayed wooden planking. The undergrads who excavated it had come only for extra credit and none of them were CWES
         majors. They stood around the trench now in their bright clothes, looking either bored or scared, holding their trowels and
         shovels at their sides. Geistdoerfer was a popular teacher, but he could be a harsh grader, and none of them wanted to incur his wrath.
      

      
      The site had been chosen for student work because it was supposed to be of only passing interest to history. Once it had been
         a powder magazine, a narrow pit dug in the earth where the Confederates had stored barrels of black gunpowder. At the end
         of the battle, when the soldiers had beat a hasty retreat, they had blown up the magazine to keep it out of the hands of the
         victorious Union troops. Geistdoerfer hadn’t expected to find anything in the dig other than maybe some shards of burned barrels
         and a few whitened lead minié balls identical to the ones you could buy at any gift shop in town.
      

      
      For the first few hours of the dig they hadn’t even turned up that much. Then things got more interesting. Marcy Jackson,
         a criminal justice major, had been digging in the bottom of the trench when she uncovered the magazine’s floorboards about
         an hour before Geistdoerfer arrived. Now Montrose motioned for her to step forward. Her hands were shoved deeply into her
         pockets.
      

      
      ‘Marcy hit one of the floorboards with her trowel and thought it sounded hollow. Like there was an open space underneath,’
         Montrose said. ‘She, um, she hit the boards a couple of times and they broke away. There was an open space beneath, maybe
         a big one.’ Which meant the site was more than just another powder magazine, though what else it had been used for was anybody’s
         guess.
      

      
      ‘I just wanted to see what was down there,’ she said. ‘We’re supposed to be curious. You said that in class.’

      
      ‘Yes, I did.’ Geistdoerfer studied her for a moment. ‘I also told you, young lady, that it’s traditional, at a dig, to not
         destroy anything before the senior academic on-site can have a look,’ he said.
      

      
      
      Montrose could see Jackson’s shoulders trembling as she stared down at her shoes.

      
      The professor’s stare didn’t waver. ‘Considering the result, however, I think we can let this one slide.’ Then he smiled,
         warmly and invitingly. ‘Will you show me what you found?’
      

      
      The student bit her lip and climbed down into the trench, with Geistdoerfer following. Together they examined the hole in
         the boards. The professor called up for Montrose to fetch some flashlights and a ladder. Geistdoerfer went down first, with
         Montrose and Jackson following. At the bottom they waved their lights around with no idea what they might find.
      

      
      The powder magazine had been built on top of a natural cavern, they soon decided. Pennsylvania had plenty of them, though
         most of the big caves were north of Gettysburg. It looked like the Confederates had known it was there, since in several places
         the ceiling of the cave was shored up with timbers. Jagged stalactites hung from the ceiling, but some effort had been made
         to even out the floor. Their flashlights did little to cut through the almost perfect darkness in the cave, but they could
         see it wasn’t empty. A number of long, low shapes huddled in the gloom, maybe large crates of some kind.
      

      
      Jackson played her light over one of them and then squeaked like a mouse. The two men turned their lights on her face and
         she blinked in annoyance. ‘I’m okay. I just wasn’t expecting a coffin.’
      

      
      Montrose dropped to his knees next to the box she’d examined and saw she was right. ‘Oh my God,’ he whispered. When they’d
         discovered the cave he’d assumed it would hold old weaponry or perhaps long-rotten foodstuffs and general supplies. The thought
         it might be a crypt had never occurred to him.
      

      
      He started to shake with excitement. Every archaeologist at heart wants to dig up old burial sites. They may get excited about flint arrowheads or ancient kitchen middens, but the
         reason they got into the field in the first place was because they wanted to find the next King Tut or the next stash of terra-cotta
         warriors. He waved his light around at some of the other boxes and saw they were all the same. Long, octagonal in shape. They
         were plain wooden coffins with simple lids held on by rusting hinges.
      

      
      His mind raced with the possibilities. Inside would be bones, of course, which were of great interest, but maybe also the
         remains of clothing, maybe Civil War-era jewelry. There was so much to be done, so much cataloging and descriptive work, the
         entire cavern had to be plotted and diagrams drawn up—
      

      
      His train of thought was derailed instantly when Jackson reached down and lifted the lid of the nearest coffin. ‘Hey, don’t—’
         he shouted, but she already had it open.
      

      
      ‘Young lady,’ the professor sighed, but then he just shook his head. Montrose went to take a look. How could he not?

      
      Inside the coffin lay a skeleton in almost perfect preservation. All the bones were intact, though strangely enough they were
         also completely bare of flesh. Even after a hundred and forty years you would expect to see some remains of hair or desiccated
         skin, but these were as clean as a museum specimen. Far more surprising, though, was that the skull was deformed. The jaws
         were larger than they should have been. They also had more teeth than they should. Far more teeth, and none of them were bicuspids
         or molars. They were wicked-looking triangular teeth, slightly translucent, like those of a shark. Montrose recognized those
         teeth from somewhere, but he couldn’t quite place where.
      

      
      Apparently Geistdoerfer had a better memory. Montrose could feel the professor’s body go rigid beside him. ‘Miss Jackson,
         I’m going to ask you to leave now,’ he said. ‘This is no longer an appropriate site for undergraduate students. In fact, Mister Montrose, would you be good enough to go up top and send all
         of the students home?’
      

      
      ‘Of course,’ Montrose said. He led Jackson back to the ladder and did as the professor had asked. Some of the students grumbled
         and some had questions he couldn’t answer. He promised them all he’d explain at the next class meeting. When they were gone
         he hurried back down the ladder, desperate to get to work.
      

      
      What he found at the bottom didn’t make any sense to him. The professor was kneeling next to the coffin and had something
         in his hand, a black object about the size of his fist. He laid it quite gently and carefully inside the skeleton’s rib cage,
         then leaned back as if in surprise.
      

      
      Jeff started to ask what was going on, but the professor held up one hand for silence. ‘I’d appreciate it if you went home
         too, Jeff. I’d like to be alone with this find for a while.’
      

      
      ‘Don’t you need someone to help start cataloging all this?’ Montrose asked.

      
      The professor’s eyes were very bright in his flashlight beam. Jeff didn’t need more than one look to know the answer.

      
      ‘Yeah, sure,’ the student said. ‘I’ll see you later, then.’

      
      Geistdoerfer was already staring down into the coffin again. He made no reply.

   



      
      
      2.

      
      I met with General Hancock for the last time in 1886, on Governors Island in the harbor of New York City. He was in ill health
            then, and much reduced in his duties as Commander of the Atlantic Division, and I waited in the anterooms of his office for
            several hours in the cold, with only a small stove to warm me. When he came in he walked with much difficulty, and some pain,
            yet gave me the warm felicitations we two have always shared.

      
      We had some matters of small business to conclude. Last of these was the thin sheaf of documents I had compiled, about my
            work at Gettysburg in July 1863. ‘I think they should be burned,’ the general told me, without a glance at them. His eyes
            were fixed on my face instead, and as sharp and clear as I remembered, from the third day of the battle. The pain had not
            then touched his fierce intellect, nor his spirit. ‘These papers offer nothing to posterity save moral terror, and would ruin
            many a fine career should they be published now. What benefits any of us to stir up old memories?’

      
      One does not question a man of Winfield Scott Hancock’s authority. I bowed over the papers and gathered them again into my
            valise. He turned to reach for a glass of tea, which steamed in the icy room.

      
      
      ‘And what of the soldiers?’ I asked. ‘They are veterans, all.’

      
      But his answer was immediate. ‘They are dead, sir,’ he told me, putting his feet up on the stove. ‘It is better for them to
            remain so.’ His voice sank lower as he added, ‘and best for our sacred Conscience, as well.’

      
      A week later he was brought to Pennsylvania, and buried there, having died of a very old wound that never healed.

      
      – THE PAPERS OF COLONEL WILLIAM PITTENGER

   



      
      
      3.

      
      The unmarked car sat screened by a row of trees only a hundred yards from the barn. The same barn she’d been looking at for
         so long – just a big unkempt pile of weather-eaten wood planks, with here and there a broken window. It looked like it ought
         to be deserted, or even condemned, yet she knew it was full to capacity with the fifteen members of the Godwin family, every
         single one of whom had a criminal record. As far as she could tell they were all asleep. A gray squirrel ran up the side of
         a drainpipe and she nearly jumped out of her seat. Getting control of herself, she scribbled some notes on her spiral pad.
         Sept. 29, 2004, continuing surveillance outside of Godwin residence near Lairdsville, Pennsylvania. This was it, she thought. The day of the raid had finally come. She looked up. The dashboard clock ticked over to 5:47 A.M.
         and she made a note.
      

      
      ‘I count five vehicles out front,’ Corporal Painter said. ‘That’s all of them – the whole family’s in there. We can get everybody
         in one sweep.’ As the junior officer on the investigation, Caxton had been assigned to shadow one of the more experienced
         troopers. Painter had been doing this for years. He sipped at an iced coffee and squinted through the windshield. ‘This is
         your first taste of real police work, right?’
      

      
      ‘I guess you could say that,’ she replied. Once upon a time she had worked on a kind of investigation. She had fought for
         her life against vampires far more deadly than any bad guy Painter might have tracked down in his career. The vampire case
         had gotten her promoted, but it didn’t appear anywhere on her permanent record. It had been nearly a full year since she’d
         moved up from the Bureau of Patrol to the Bureau of Criminal Investigation. In that time she’d taken endless classes at the
         academy in Hershey, qualified on tests both written and oral, passed polygraph and background checks and full psychological,
         medical, and physical fitness evaluations, including a urinalysis for drug screening, before she was actually permitted to
         work a real investigation in the field. Then had come the hard part, the actual work. For the last two months she had been
         pulling twelve-hour shifts in the car, watching the barn that they believed contained one of the biggest meth labs in the
         Commonwealth. She hadn’t made a single collar yet, nor confiscated any evidence, nor interviewed a person of interest. This
         raid would prove whether or not she was cut out for criminal investigations, and she wanted to do everything perfectly.
      

      
      ‘Here’s a tip, then. You don’t have to write down the time every five minutes if nothing happens.’ He smiled and gestured
         at her notepad with his coffee cup.
      

      
      She smiled back and shoved the pad into her pocket. She kept her eyes on the barn. She wanted to say something funny, something
         to make Painter think she was one of the guys. Before she could think of anything, though, the car radio lit up and the voice
         of Captain Horace, their superior, came through.
      

      
      
      ‘All cars, all cars. The warrant just came through. Hazmat and firefighters in place. All cars are on scene. Let’s wake ’em
         up!’
      

      
      Caxton’s body surged with adrenaline. It was time.

      
      Painter twisted the key in the ignition and threw the car into gear. They lurched forward onto the road, then swung into the
         broad unpaved driveway in front of the barn, their tires squealing. All around them other cars – hidden until that exact moment
         – came tearing out of the woods, and armored cops spilled out onto the gravel. Beside her a pair of troopers brought up a
         breeching device – a length of PVC pipe filled with concrete that could knock down even a steelcore door. Another trooper
         ran toward the door to knock and announce – to give the legally required warning he had to shout out before they could bust
         in and serve the warrant. Everyone was armored, and everyone was masked up. She grabbed her own gas mask off her belt and
         strapped it over her face. Meth labs churned out some pretty nasty chemicals, including phosphine gas that could kill you
         in seconds. She couldn’t see very well through the faceplate, but she ran forward anyway, drawing her weapon and keeping it
         down near her hip. Her heart pounded in her chest. Everything was happening so fast.
      

      
      ‘Team one to the left, team two with me. Go, go, go!’ Captain Horace shouted, coming up from behind her. ‘Team three’ – that
         was her team – ‘get some distance. Team three,’ he called, ‘get back, get – heads down!’
      

      
      A window had opened up in the second story of the barn. A man with a shaved head and sores on his face leaned out and started
         firing at them with a hunting rifle. Damn it, she thought, they were supposed to have been asleep! She ran forward, seeking
         shelter on the porch of the barn, a narrow roofed porch that would give her cover.
      

      
      
      ‘You! Get back, get back!’ Horace shouted. Gunshots smashed into the gravel and struck the hood of her car as if it had been
         hit with a hammer. ‘Caxton, get back!’
      

      
      In her twenty-seven years of life no one had ever shot at her before. Her brain stopped working and her kidneys hurt as her
         adrenal glands poured fire into her veins. She tried to think. She had to follow the order. She tried to spin on her heel
         and run back. The cars were so far away, though. She was out in the open and the porch was so close—
      

      
      Without warning a high-velocity bullet smashed into her sternum, knocking her backward.

      
      Her vision went red, then black, but only for a moment. Her feet couldn’t seem to grip the loose gravel, and her head collided
         jarringly with the ground. She could hear nothing at all. Her entire body felt like a bell that had been struck.
      

      
      Gloved hands grabbed her ankles and pulled her backward, away from the barn, her legs bouncing wildly. She couldn’t feel her
         left arm. Faces stared down into hers, faces in helmets and gas masks. She could hear a buzzing noise that slowly resolved
         into a human voice demanding to know if she was still alive.
      

      
      ‘Vest,’ she said. ‘The vest took it.’ Hands grabbed at her chest and pulled and tugged. Someone got the bullet free, a shiny
         lump of distorted metal. Someone else pulled at her helmet, but she batted the hands away. ‘I’m okay,’ she shouted, again
         and again.
      

      
      She could hear a little better by that point. She could hear the unrhythmic barking of hunting rifles and the more stately
         reply of automatic weapons fire.
      

      
      ‘Get her out of here,’ the captain shouted.

      
      ‘No, I’m good!’ she shouted back. Her body begged to differ. You’re not as fragile as you think, she told it, repeating words an old colleague had once said to her. They wouldn’t let her get up – they were still dragging her, even as she fought them.
      

      
      ‘What the fuck happened?’ a trooper asked, pressing his shoulder against the side of a car. He leaned out a little, into the
         open, then jumped back as rifle fire chewed up the gravel ahead of him. ‘They were supposed to all be asleep!’
      

      
      Captain Horace tore off his gas mask and scowled at the barn. ‘I guess they use their own shit. Meth freaks get up earlier
         than normal people.’
      

      
      Hands reached down and helped her sit up against the side of a car. She couldn’t see anything through her mask. She couldn’t
         breathe. ‘Let me up,’ she shouted. ‘I can still shoot!’
      

      
      ‘Stay down,’ Horace shouted, pushing down hard on her shoulder. ‘I don’t have time for this. I’m giving you an order. You disobeyed the
         last one. You don’t get to do that twice. You stay here, stay down, and stay out of the goddamned way.’
      

      
      Caxton wanted to protest, but she knew he wasn’t interested in her opinion. ‘Yes, sir,’ she said. He nodded and jumped up
         to run to the back of another car. She struggled to take off her gas mask and drop it on the gravel beside her, then settled
         in to get comfortable.
      

      
      It was hours before the shooting was done and they’d carted off the last suspect. After that she could only watch as the other
         troopers came parading out of the house carrying pieces of the meth lab wrapped in plastic and plastered with biohazard stickers.
         Ambulances carried away the wounded and almost as an afterthought a paramedic was sent to take a look at her bruised chest.
         He took off her vest, opened up her shirt, and took one look at her before handing her an ice pack and telling her she was
         fine. While she was being discharged Corporal Painter came by to check up on her. ‘You missed all the fun,’ he said, grinning.
         He leaned down and gave her a hand to help get her back on her feet. Her rib cage creaked a little as she rose, but she knew she was fine. ‘Not quite what you signed on for, was it?’ he asked.
      

      
      She shook her head. ‘I’m going home,’ she told him. She dug her notepad out of her pants pocket and threw it to him. ‘Here,
         you can write up the report.’
      

   



      
      
      4.

      
      They asked I tell my tale. I should like it not, save the War Department demands it of me, & no man, no living man can call
            me SHIRKER, so I will write down on these pages what happened to me & to the men of my charge, & what horrors I have seen
            & what tragedies did occur. Also, of those trespasses we committed. So be it.

      
      Let me begin after the battle of Chancellorsville, for what happened there is of no matter to my present narrative. Suffice
            to say the Third Maine Volunteer Infantry was the last to flee that hell of cannon fire and muddy death. When at last the
            order came to retreat, we made all due speed away. On June 21st, 1863, after some marching, we made camp in a place called
            Gum Spring, Virginia. Before we were allowed to rest, however, the sergeant came down the line with a candle in his hand and
            beating on a small drum with new orders. We were to stand Picket Duty, which is no soldier’s desire. The six of us, which
            were one quarter of the remains of Company H, marched out about one mile from the lines, there to look for & make contact
            with the enemy, should he pre sent himself. Hiram Morse, who I have called a malingerer & worse, liked it least. ‘This is
            dog’s duty,’ he muttered, & often. ‘To send us into the heart of the Confederacy in the middle of the night! Do they want us dead, truly?’

      
      I should, as my duty as corporal requires, have struck him & made him silent but it was good old Bill who saved me from such
            an unwelcome task. ‘Maybe you’d like to ride back to camp & ask our Colonel that question,’ he whispered. ‘I’m sure he’d love
            to hear your thoughts.’

      
      – THE STATEMENT OF ALVA GRIEST

   



      
      
      5.

      
      The next morning Caxton was finally getting some sleep when sunlight flooded into the room and burned her cheek. She tried
         to roll away from it but the heat and light followed her. She clenched her eyes tight and grabbed hard at her pillow.
      

      
      Something soft and feathery brushed across her mouth. Caxton nearly screamed as she bolted upright, her eyelids flashing open.

      
      ‘Time to get up, beautiful,’ Clara said. She had a white rose in her small hand and she’d been running its delicate petals
         across Laura’s lips.
      

      
      Caxton took a deep breath and forced a smile. After a tense moment Clara’s face turned up with a wry grin. Clara had already
         showered, and her wet hair hung in spiky bangs across her forehead. She was wearing her uniform shirt and not much else.
      

      
      ‘Too much, so early?’ Clara asked. Her eyes were bright. She held out the rose and Laura took it. Then she picked up a glass
         of orange juice from the bedside table and held that out, too.
      

      
      
      Caxton forced herself to calm down, to push away the darkness of the night. There had been bad dreams, as always. She was,
         over time, learning ways to forget them when she woke up. Clara had learned ways to help.
      

      
      ‘Just perfect,’ Caxton said. She drained half the glass of juice. ‘What time is it?’

      
      ‘Almost eight. I have to go.’ Clara was a police photographer for the sheriff’s department in Lancaster County. It was nearly
         an hour’s commute from the house they shared near Harrisburg. Caxton had been trying to convince Clara for months to join
         the state police so they could work out of the same building, but so far she had resisted.
      

      
      Caxton drank her juice while Clara finished getting dressed. ‘I have to get moving, too,’ she said.

      
      Clara kissed her on the cheek. ‘Call me if you want to meet for lunch, okay?’

      
      And with that she left. Caxton padded into the kitchen, the floor freezing cold against her bare feet, and watched through
         the window as Clara drove away in her unmarked Crown Victoria. She craned her neck, leaning hard on the sink, to catch an
         extra little moment. Then Clara was really gone, and Caxton was all alone.
      

      
      She didn’t waste much time getting ready. She had come to not like her own house when there was no one else in it. Some very
         bad things had happened there, and she was a little surprised it wasn’t actually haunted.
      

      
      Deanna, Caxton’s lover before Clara, had died there. Not right away. It had been ugly, and Caxton herself had been involved
         in a very bad way. She had inherited the house and her car from Deanna, but the dead woman’s legacy went a lot deeper than
         that. It threatened to destroy her mind every night. After moving in, Clara had redecorated the place completely, but the
         velvet curtains and the hanging strands of lights shaped to look like chili peppers only went so far.
      

      
      She took a long shower, which felt very good. She ran a comb through her short hair and brushed her teeth. She ran a wet washcloth
         over her face and smeared on deodorant. Back in the bedroom she pulled on black dress slacks, a white button-down man’s shirt,
         and her best knit tie. Standard dress for criminal investigations and not too aggressively butch. It looked cold outside,
         appropriately cold for the season, so she grabbed a knee-length black coat and rushed outside to feed the dogs.
      

      
      Her greyhounds were excited to see her, as usual, and started singing as soon as she pulled open the door of their heated
         kennel. Fifi, her newest acquisition, had to lick her hand for a long time before she would allow Caxton to change her water.
         The dog had been abused at her former home and she still didn’t trust anyone, even if they were carrying treats.
      

      
      The dogs all wanted to play, to get out and run, but she didn’t have time. Food and water supplied, a little love spread around
         the three dogs in the kennel, she moved on. In the driveway she popped open the door of her Mazda and climbed inside.
      

      
      She took out her BlackBerry and scrolled through her email. After yesterday’s shooting she was on medical leave from work,
         but there was still something she had to do. She’d been putting it off – frankly, she’d been avoiding it in hopes that it
         would just go away. It wasn’t exactly something she would enjoy, but it was important. She could go and visit a crippled old
         man to whom she owed her life several times over.
      

      
      Jameson Arkeley had been her mentor, once, or at least she had wanted him to play that role. She’d been useful to him in his
         crusade to drive vampires to extinction. She’d worked with him closely and as a result terrible, truly horrible things had happened to her life. A year later she was just starting to recover from them.
      

      
      He’d been badly injured back then, so much so that he had been forced to retire from the U.S. Marshals Service. He’d been
         in the hospital for months having his battered body put back together. Caxton had tried to visit him once, only to be told
         he didn’t want to see her. That seemed harsh, but not surprising. He was a tough old bastard and he didn’t waste a lot of
         time on sentimentality. Since then she hadn’t seen him or heard from him. Then out of nowhere he had emailed her, asking her
         to come and see him at a hotel in Hanover. There was no other information in the email, just a request for her presence.
      

      
      Now seemed like the perfect opportunity. She took the car out onto the highway and headed south, down toward the border with
         Maryland. It was a good hour’s drive, but felt longer. Back when she’d worked on the highway patrol she had thought nothing
         of being in a car for eight hours a day, driving endless distances up and down the Turnpike. In one short year she’d lost
         that, and now an hour’s drive seemed to take forever.
      

      
      In Hanover she pulled into the lot of a Hampton Inn and walked into the lobby. A blue-vested clerk at the reception desk smiled
         broadly as she walked up and leaned on his counter. ‘Hi,’ she said, ‘I’m—’
      

      
      ‘Officer Caxton, you don’t need to introduce yourself,’ he said. ‘I’m a huge fan.’

      
      Caxton smiled but couldn’t contain a little sigh. Another fan of the TV movie. They all seemed to think that she’d personally
         had something to do with the production. She hadn’t even seen any money out of it, much less worked on the set. She could
         barely watch it, herself, because it brought back too many memories.
      

      
      ‘Mr Arkeley is expecting you, of course,’ the clerk told her. ‘Isn’t he great?’

      
      
      ‘Are we talking about Jameson Arkeley?’ She couldn’t imagine anyone calling the grizzled old vampire killer ‘great.’ It just
         didn’t fit.
      

      
      The clerk nodded, though. ‘Just exactly like they showed him. I remember thinking when I watched the movie that nobody could
         be that big a jerk, that they must have broadened his character, but – well. I suppose I don’t need to tell you. He’s in room
         112. Could you just sign this?’
      

      
      ‘Sure,’ she said, and looked down, expecting to see a guest registry. Instead the clerk held out a copy of the DVD release
         of Teeth: The Pennsylvania Vampire Killings. Underneath the title was a picture of the actress who had played Caxton. Nearly a perfect match, except the woman on the
         cover had blue eyes and bright red lipstick. It looked ridiculous, since she was also wearing a state trooper’s uniform and
         shooting a giant pistol from the hip.
      

      
      Caxton shook her head a little but took the pen the clerk offered and scribbled her name across the picture. Another name
         was already inscribed near the bottom. It was Arkeley’s signature, an almost angry-looking letter A followed by a simple dash. She wondered how many times the clerk had been forced to ask before Arkeley had consented to that.
      

      
      ‘You,’ the clerk said, ‘have just made my day. If you guys need anything, complimentary room service, free cable, whatever,
         just call this desk and ask for Frank, okay?’
      

      
      ‘Okay,’ she said, and handed him the DVD. Then she turned and headed down a short hallway to the guest rooms. Room 112 was
         near the end, across from the laundry room. She knocked lightly on the door and then stood back, her hands in her pockets.
         She would stay an hour, she told herself. No more than that.
      

      
      The door opened and Arkeley looked out at her. She almost gasped, but covered her shock in time. He had changed considerably since the last time she’d seen him. Back then he was in his early sixties but looked eighty. Killing vampires
         had left him wizened and with a face so full of wrinkles that his eyes seemed to get lost in the folds.
      

      
      Now he looked ghastly. The undead servants of the teenaged vampire Kevin Scapegrace had left their mark on him, and even a
         year later silvery scars covered most of the left half of his face. His left eyelid drooped low over the eye and the left
         half of his mouth was a J-shaped mass of scar tissue. His buzzed hair was missing in a big swath across the top of his head,
         where a reddish fissure dug through his scalp.
      

      
      She looked down, away from his face, but that was almost worse. His left hand was a club of flesh with no fingers. Scapegrace
         himself had bitten them off, she remembered. Just grabbed them with his teeth and tore them right off. She’d always imagined
         that they could have been reattached. Apparently she’d been wrong.
      

      
      The worst change to his appearance, though, didn’t stem from his injuries or his scars. It came from time, and distance. She
         remembered him, whenever she did think of him, as a giant of a man. He’d been considerably taller than her and much broader
         through the shoulders. Or at least she remembered him that way. The man standing before her was a little old man, a badly,
         horribly injured little old man who couldn’t have fought off a teenaged delinquent, much less a rapacious vampire. It seemed
         impossible that this was the same man she’d once known. Then he opened his mouth and proved her wrong.
      

      
      ‘Too long, Trooper,’ he said. ‘You took too damned long getting here. It might already be too late.’

      
      ‘I was busy,’ she said, almost reflexively. She softened a little and tried greeting him again. ‘Nice to see you, too, Jameson,’
         she said, and followed him into the hotel room.
      

   



      
      
      6.

      
      It was uneasy work to cross those fields. There was but little moon, & yet starlight was enough to see by. All of us had the
            fear, for this was the land of partisans and rangers, who would shoot a man’s back should he step away from his fellows &
            only long enough to heed the call of nature. At the least we could see something. Away from the line & the endless dust of
            marching the air was almost preternaturally clear. Perhaps that is how Eben Nudd spotted the white demon so easily, though
            it took pains to hide itself.

      
      Nudd grabbed my arm, without warning, & I nearly jumped. In the darkness every motion was an enemy, & every sound the hoof-beats
            of a regiment of Reb cavalry. Nudd did not call out, though, or make any sign. He lifted one finger & pointed toward a stand
            of trees at perhaps twenty-five yards.

      
      For myself I saw but a certain pallor in those woods, at least at first, like a snake of mist coiled up. I squatted down &
            squinted & thought maybe I saw a pair of eyes there, like the last embers of a campfire. I did not care for their expression.
            ‘Is that man watching us?’ I asked Eben Nudd, my voice a barest exhalation of air.

      
      ‘Ayup,’ he said, which I sometimes think is half of his vocabulary. Eben Nudd is the very type of a downeaster, formerly a lobster man, with a craggy face like leather & eyes as pale & clear
            as morning dew, & he was born, it sometimes seems, with no passion in his breast at all. Many times on many battlefields
            his cold ness had served us well & I trusted him now, even when I liked not what he had to say. ‘Longer than we seen him,
            I figger.’

      
      – THE STATEMENT OF ALVA GRIEST

   



      
      
      7.

      
      Arkeley moved slowly, one leg dragging behind the other. Caxton shuffled along behind him as respectfully as she could. Once
         he turned to glare back at her, but he said nothing. With a deep grunt he dropped to sit on the edge of a single bed and then
         ran his good hand over his face as if he were wiping away sweat.
      

      
      ‘How have you been?’ she asked. ‘How’s your family? Have you seen them much lately?’ He had a wife and two children, she knew,
         though she’d never met them. She believed he was estranged from his family, though not in any kind of dramatic way. He had
         just become so obsessed with his work that they had fallen by the wayside, immaterial to what he considered important.
      

      
      ‘Everyone’s fine.’ She expected him to say something more but he didn’t.

      
      She glanced around the room. She’d been trained to always make a note of her surroundings when she entered a new place, and
         though she didn’t expect to find any criminals lurking in the corners, she did get a big surprise. The room was nice enough, a small double furnished tastefully though cheaply. There was a big television in a cabinet on one wall, an open closet
         with a pair of suits hanging from its rack. A door at the far end of the room led to a darkened bathroom. A thin muslin curtain
         had been drawn across the windows, leaving the room in semidarkness. Arkeley’s suitcase stood open and mostly packed on the
         other bed. Beyond that bed, near the windows, two metal luggage stands had been erected. Balanced on top of them stood a simple
         wooden coffin.
      

      
      Caxton’s guts clenched at the sight of it. She had no doubt that it was occupied.

      
      The coffin could belong only to one creature, the vampire who had destroyed Caxton’s life and turned every one of her nights
         into a parade of nightmares. Justinia Malvern, a three-hundred-year-old monster with a pedigree of cunning and deceit.
      

      
      Even a year later Caxton felt the urge to go over to the coffin, throw back the lid, and tear out Malvern’s heart. It was
         daytime, and she knew that if she did open the casket she would find little but bones and maggots in there. Even by night
         the vampire was a decrepit wreck, a rotten body with one eye and little else but a diabolical will to continue her blighted
         existence. Like all vampires she was immortal, but she required blood to maintain her bodily health. The older a vampire got
         the more blood they needed every night just to be able to walk. A long, long time ago Malvern had passed the point where she
         could hunt for herself, and now she was doomed to an eternity in her coffin, barely able to move at all. If she could get
         enough blood – and she would need gallons of it every night – she could have revivified, but Arkeley had made sure that never
         happened.
      

      
      Caxton walked over and set her hand on the coffin. The wood was cold as ice, and her skin prickled when it got too close.
         Malvern, like all vampires, was an unnatural freak, something that shouldn’t exist. She warped reality around herself, and every living thing recognized the wrongness, the unclean nature
         of her. Maggots didn’t seem to mind, but dogs and horses would go crazy if she came close to them. Caxton’s urge to destroy
         her was a perfectly rational reaction. Yet if she did it, if she ended so much trouble then and there, she knew she would
         go to jail. Malvern was a mastermind of vampires, a schemer and conspirator, but she had never harmed an American citizen
         as far as anyone could prove. The courts had decided after long deliberation that she was still human and still deserving
         of the protection of the law. Arkeley had spent much of his adult life fighting that ruling and trying to get a warrant for
         her execution. He had so far failed at every turn.
      

      
      ‘Jesus,’ Caxton said. ‘You’re traveling with her?’

      
      ‘After the debacle at Arabella Furnace I decided I didn’t trust her with anyone else.’ Arkeley nodded at the coffin and then
         at a laptop computer set on the nightstand next to it.
      

      
      Caxton opened the lid of the laptop and watched the screen flicker to life. A mostly blank window opened, a document created
         by a word processor. Malvern was too far decayed to be able to talk or even gesture much, but she could hunt and peck on a
         computer keyboard, sometimes taking hours to tap out a few characters. If left alone all night with the computer sometimes
         she tried to communicate with the world outside her coffin. It was rare that she had anything worthwhile to say – mostly she
         wasted her time on idle threats and dark imprecations. The message Caxton found on the screen was a little more cryptic than
         usual:
      

      
      comformeh

      
      ‘Any idea what this means?’ Caxton asked Arkeley.

      
      He shook his head. ‘It’s not any language I recognize. I think she may have reached the point where she can’t even form words anymore and she’s just stabbing at random keys.’
      

      
      Caxton shoved her hands back in her pockets. She felt vaguely ill, as if the air in the room had been tainted.

      
      She turned to look at him with sad eyes. She expected to find him combative and scolding, but instead he took her glance as
         a spur to action. He straightened up and his eyes positively glowed. He fastened the top button of his shirt with one hand
         and struggled into a jacket. Then he scuttled up off the bed and took a pair of black leather gloves from out of his suitcase.
         With his good hand and then with his teeth he pulled them on. One glove covered the lump of flesh at the end of his left arm.
         The fingers of that glove splayed out pointlessly, but at least they looked somewhat normal.
      

      
      ‘Why didn’t you get a prosthetic?’ she asked.

      
      ‘Too much nerve damage. Now, if you’re done playing nurse, we need to get started,’ he told her. ‘There’s much work to be
         done and we’ve already wasted two crucial days because apparently you don’t check your email anymore. I need you to call your
         captain and tell him you’ll be working on a new case for an indefinite time period. I’m sure they’ll understand in Harrisburg
         and if they don’t, I really don’t care. I still have enough clout to get you reassigned as necessary.’
      

      
      ‘No,’ she said.

      
      He stared at her, his eyes frozen and unblinking. ‘No,’ he repeated. ‘That’s not acceptable.’

      
      ‘I helped you once. I was nearly killed. People I cared about were … killed.’ She closed her eyes and let a wave of grief
         pass through her. When it had receded she looked at him again. ‘That ought to be enough.’
      

      
      ‘It’s never over,’ he told her.

      
      ‘No? We killed all the vampires. Except her, of course. I’ve moved on. I’ve got a real job, doing real police work now.’

      
      
      ‘And how is that working out?’ he asked. ‘I was a real cop once, you’ll remember. I know what that’s like. It’s pointless.
         You chase around the same criminals you chased around the year before. You put them away for a while and then they get out
         and they repeat the same squalid little crimes. This is different. It’s far more important.’
      

      
      Arkeley’s life had been taken over by the vampires. Every minute of his day he spent thinking about them, planning their destruction.
         She couldn’t let herself get sucked in like that. ‘What I do is important, too,’ she said. She didn’t want to go into the
         details. She didn’t want to say what she was really thinking. Her first raid might not have gone how she’d hoped, but she
         had survived it. When she was down and hurt people had worked to save her. He would never have dragged her out of the line
         of fire, she knew. He would have pushed her further into danger. Was her resistance to his plea based solely on fear? Was
         she fighting him just because she didn’t want to get killed? She said, half trying to convince herself, ‘I protect the people
         of this state. I’m working drug law enforcement right now, keeping methamphetamines away from schoolkids.’
      

      
      He shook his head. ‘Forget about that. When you hear what I’ve found you’ll—’

      
      She interrupted him. ‘I don’t want to know.’

      
      He looked as if he couldn’t understand what she was saying.

Caxton sighed, deep and long. She had no idea what he wanted from
         her, but she knew she wanted no part of it. ‘I’m glad you’re doing okay, and I’m sure whatever’s got you so worked up is important,
         really,’ she said. ‘But I don’t have time to help you right now.’
      

      
      ‘You don’t? Something else more important calling for your attention?’ he asked. ‘Maybe you need to spend more time with your
         girlfriend? One of your dogs got sick? Well, that’s too bad. You’re needed elsewhere right now. In Gettysburg, to be exact. You’re driving.’
      

      
      ‘No,’ she said.

      
      ‘No?’

      
      The word lost all meaning when he repeated it like that. It would be easy to raise her hands in surrender and say yes instead
         – as she always had before. But she was a normal person now. If she wanted to stay normal, she had to stay strong.
      

      
      He grimaced horribly and asked, ‘Why on earth not? You know me, Trooper. You know I don’t waste my time on trivialities. If
         I say this is important you should know by now that it is absolutely crucial.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, well,’ she said, but couldn’t, for a moment, finish that thought. He was right – she knew he was right. He wouldn’t
         have summoned her just to catch up on old times. He had something for her to do, and it was probably something dangerous.
      

      
      ‘I need you right now. I need you to drive me to Gettysburg today.’

      
      She could say no to him. She was sure that she had the strength to do it. He was a weak old man now. Yet she felt like she
         had to give him something. ‘I’ll tell you what,’ she said. ‘I’ll give you a ride. But that’s all.’
      

      
      He frowned but he didn’t fight her. She knew him well enough to realize that was a bad sign, but she didn’t know how to react.
         ‘Very well. Let me get my coat.’ He struggled as he walked around the side of the bed toward the closet.
      

      
      ‘What about her?’ Caxton asked, looking at the coffin.

      
      ‘As long as I’m back by nightfall she shouldn’t be any trouble,’ he said.

   



      
      
      8.

      
      The life of a spymaster for the War Department had its consolations. For one thing, I was appointed a horse to ride, while
            it seemed every other man in the world must walk. All that day I rode while the Army of the Potomac moved past me in a never-ending
            line, a human chain that stretched as far south as vision permitted, and went away from me to the north just as far. The dust
            they stirred up with their boots made a pall that rose on the air and hung there, like some spirit host of Araby made of sand.
            All day they tramped by, with calls and halloos from the drivers of the mule trains, and some singing, though not much.

      
      This was just after Chancellorsville, when all hope seemed vain. Though outnumbered, Lee had trounced us yet again without
            breaking a sweat. He seemed invincible; surely that was the common belief. The Union has never known a darker day. The war
            had turned against us and even I believed the dream of a unified Union was doomed. Perhaps this helps explain what we did,
            and what we dared.

      
      I was headed deep into Maryland, and away from Virginia, for which I was glad. I’d learned much from my contacts behind the
            lines, and needed promptly to report. From some runaway slaves who’d been attached to Jeb Stuart’s supply lines, I’d heard that Lee was moving again, and this time the enemy was headed
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