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Chapter 1
Being a Teen Vampire

Im told vampires are popular in books these days. Im not surprised. The perks of infection are pretty sick. Awesome physical power. Highly tuned senses. The ability to recover from almost any injury. Good dental hygiene. A simple diet. And that immortality thingvery impressive on a resum.

My name is Daniel Zachariah Thomson and Im living the dream. I have been for over nine years. Having said that, the first eight of them werent what you might imagine. I was orphaned, living in a mental ward and sick all the time from medications that would never cure me. Then I found out what I was, met a girl, fell in loveand died.

For a while afterwards, Id say life was almost perfect. Then I discovered that every silver lining had a cloud. Does this sound like a complaint? I guess it does. But being a teen vampire isnt a free ticket to Boardwalk. Those perks I mentioned earlier come with a heavy price tag. If you dont believe me, just think of all the wonderful things you did growing up. How many of them were outside on a beautiful day? For a vampire, the UV index never drops below deepfry, and they dont make sunscreen for that, so once you get infected, no more ocean sunsets, no more warm, tingly skin on the beach, no more afternoon road hockey games, and no more sneaking into your mothers room to look at her Victorias Secret catalogues. Actually, I guess you could still do that, but it would have to be at night. Still, you get the point. Life without the sunshine is tough. Just look what it did to Gollum.

And the sun is just the tip of the iceberg. Im sure youve seen the movies. There are lots of ways for us to die, and some are pretty nasty Forget about holy water and silver bullets. Water of the regular kind scares me, and bullets dont need to be silver, they just need to be airborne.

Then theres the angry mob. Scores of people armed with sticks and pitchforks and torches. They got the Werewolf. And Frankenstein. And the Phantom of the Opera. They almost got Homer Simpson, too. For a vampire, fear of discovery, fear of the mob, is constant. Its why we work so hard to stay hidden. Vampire hunters are another reason. And they arent all as cute as Buffy. In fact, most of them arent human, theyre vampires, which means most of us are killed by our own kind. Does that seem wrong? It certainly does to me. But if I understand it correctly, its a matter of necessity

Imagine a berserk gorilla. Now take off some of the hair and give it rabies. Thats the future of every vampire in a nutshell. My father called it Endpoint Psychosis, the stuff of horror movies. No one really understands it. Some vampires get it right away, and others put it off for centuries. But eventually the stress of change, of hunger, of fear, and the loss of light and normal relationshipsit unhinges us. Death is never far behind. A small number choose suicide, but like I said before, most are murdered by other vampires. Older ones whove lived for centuries and want our existence to remain a secret. They can be ruthlessly efficient at removing those who might give them awayor who might spread the infection carelessly. To top it off, they really have it in for child vampires. I guess the theory is, a young vampire is pretty much guaranteed to do something stupid and give himself away. And young vampires have a history of spreading the infection too quickly. Given that I turned my friend Charlie last year, and he did the same to a girl named Luna, on the same nightwell, it would have been hard to argue our case.



Everyone imagines being a vampire would be cooler than joining the Justice League, and it is. Youre practically a superhero. But you have to be able to cope with what you lose. Its a kind of culture shock. You need lots of support from family and friends. Sadly, when Charlie turned, he didnt have that. At the time, his father lived in Halifax and his mother was in rehab, his friends were still in school and his girlfriend, Suki, lived with Luna in New Jersey Without me, he would have been a hermit. He got angry often, and it made him careless about keeping his condition a secret. I had hoped he would keep it together for a few more centuries, or at least until someone invented the jet pack, but at the rate he was going, a ride on the crazy train was just around the corner. Of course, you could argue he was a crackpot even before he turned, but guys can be loo-loo in a lot of different ways. He was giving up fun-loving reckless for angry-young-man, and it had me worried. If he didnt get himself under control, someone was going to notice and take the un out of his undead. What he really needed was a Chicken Soup for the Vampire Soul. Something to calm him down and help him come to terms with what hed given up. The sunshine. Safety. Sports. And school.

I know what youre thinking. He had to give up school? What a heartbreaker! What could be worse, winning the lottery, maybe? Well, he didnt exactly love the place, its true. But he was popular there. And he was a great athlete, so he got to be in the spotlight often. Hed given that up for the shadows. And so, Charlie Rutherford, Detention King of Adam Scott Collegiate, now talked about school like it was the Land of Chocolate. If thats not a sign a guys gone mental, what is?

I wasnt sure what to do to help him. Fortunately, I still had Ophelia in my corner. She was a vampire too, and for the nine years after my father died, she was the closest thing I had to a family. The night this story started, she was leaving to meet someone. I didnt ask who. With Ophelia, if she wanted you to know, she told you up front.

Before she headed out the door, she reached up, pinched my cheek and smiled. You cant fix his problems overnight. Just try to help him reconnect with people. Take his mind off of things. But dont put yourself at risk. If you sense hes getting a bit hot under the collar, get him home. Ill be out for a while, but I need to talk to you both before sunrise. Its very important.

I understood, so after I said goodbye, I wandered down to his room in the basement so we could work out a plan. It was right after that when things started to go haywire, although, looking back, our problems really began long before thatwith two murders in Toronto. Like a pair of dominoes, they set off a sequence of events that led to Peterborough, and pretty much flattened everything in sight. But we didnt know that was coming, so for us, the End of Days began with a rave.





Chapter 2
Party Crasher

Charlie was on his cell when I knocked on the door and stepped into our room. Hed been living with Ophelia and me for a few weeks now, ever since his mother had checked into the clinic. Shed been fighting with the bottle and losing. After drinking herself into the drunk tank for the umpteenth time, Childrens Aid had given her a choice: quit the drink, or lose custody of your son. Shed made the right decision and entered a rehab program. While she was away, Charlie was rooming with me.

Sounds great, he said into his phone. He looked at me and quickly pointed to his bed. A black T-shirt was lying there, so I tossed it over. He slipped it over his head, then said, YeahSee you later, and hung up.

Whats going on? I asked.

He turned and started sifting through his clothes. Like mine, they were in mixed piles all over the floor. I caught the smell of leather and looked up as he slipped his jacket over his shoulders.

Theres a rave on River Road, out past Trent, he said. You feel like taking in some local wildlife?

You wouldnt rather go later? A Fistful of Dollars is starting in a few minutes. It was a Clint Eastwood duster, one of Charlies favourites.

Those old spaghetti westerns are on all the time. Youll like this better. You can work on your dance moves.

Id never been out dancing before. My best move would have been to find the closest chair. I dont know how to dance, Charlie. You know that.

Then its a perfect night to learn. He smiled and headed for the stairs. And youre going to love the scenery.

Umokay.

You dont sound too keen.

I guess I didnt. I was worried that if he lost his temper, hed have a fairly large audience. And I wasnt exactly thrilled at the prospect of dancing for the first time with a bunch of people watching. But this was what he neededto get out and mingle.

Come on, Chowderhead. Fortune favours the bold. Get your boogie shoes on. This will be fun.

Well, it would be for him, and that was the main thing. I followed him upstairs and through the kitchen.

Wheres Ophelia? he asked.

Shes gone to meet someone.

Who?

I shrugged. She didnt say.

He didnt look surprised to hear it. Ophelia was a very private person. And I wasnt one to pry

We slipped out the front door and took off down Hunter Street. It was where we were living now, in one of Peterboroughs old west-end neighbourhoods, with huge trees and houses that were all different from the next. Some big. Some small. Some palatial. Some set back so far from the sidewalk it was a workout just getting to the door. Our place was a modest brick bungalow, the house on the block you were least likely to notice. Not too large or too tiny. Nothing fancy, but not uncommonly plain, eitheror its plainness would have made it stand out. Around here, it was all about blending in.

How far is it? I asked.

Charlie set out at an easy jog. I let him set the pace so hed be comfortable. Close, he answered.

And he was right. Sort of. Maybe you know this, maybe you dont. Vampires are a lot stronger than normal people. We see better, hear better, move faster, heal faster. We do everything better, except suntan. So the two of us were across town and past Trent University faster than a Greyhound bus. A bit more than four miles. For us, it was barely a warm-up.



The rave wasnt quite what Id expected. Speakers, lights, artificial smoke, the air so thick with body spray it was a wonder anyone could move. But people did. Perhaps a hundred. Maybe more. They jumped and danced and collided to music that thumped right through my chest. There was so much energy in the place, even my hair was tingling.

I wasnt used to crowds, so I stood off to the side and watched for a few minutes while Charlie disappeared into the writhing mass of dancers. He was smoothno herky-jerkylike a normal person caught with a slow-motion camera, only he was moving at regular speed. Other people around me noticed, too. Those on the periphery who were resting, or refuelling, or looking for friends. A girl a few feet away was staring so intently I wondered if shed forgotten how to blink. This happened often. It was the same way with Ophelia. When we went out shopping at night, even the blind gawked.

In very little time, Charlie was surrounded by a group of people, mostly girls that I guessed were either friends or hopefuls. He looked at me and waved me over. I shook my head. I wasnt ready to brave the dance floor, not yet, even though it didnt seem all that difficult. By the looks of things, the music and the crowd sort of pushed you around. Still, if there was a way to look ridiculous, I was sure Id find it.

I pressed the charm of my necklace between a finger and thumb. It was a full moon fashioned of silver, etched and polished to a perfect shine. My father gave it to me when I was seven. I could still picture him bending down to fasten it around my neck. Hed pressed it against my chest, messed my hair and stood. Then he left. And died. It was the day I became an orphan. And a vampire. Aside from a few old photographs, the necklace was the only thing of his I still had. There was another piece to it, a golden crescent, that fit along one side, but that part was with Luna.

I thought of her and felt a smile creep up my cheek. Pretty soon my whole face was involved. Id say I thought of her often, but it was more like I thought of her constantly, and just got interrupted by other things. I wondered what she was doing, and if she was thinking of me. I pictured the two of us dancing. Would she have liked it here? I wasnt sure. Like me, she was more comfortable when other people took the spotlight. It was even more true now that she was a vampire. Sadly, she was in New Jersey. A million miles away

My smile faded. Then someone touched my arm. It was a tall woman with dark hair and black lipstick. She was carrying a tray of drinks. Her eyes wandered over me, then she offered me one. I raised my hand and shook my head. My drinking habits stayed at home. She wasnt gone a second when a strange feeling came over me. There was an absurd amount of body heat being generated in the room, but for all that, I felt a chill. I was being watched.

I quickly located Charlie and his friends. They were in a tight circle, each taking turns dancing through the centre. The guy in the middle, who might have been a lineman from Charlies old football team, was doing something that I could only describe as the Cyborg Chicken. I scanned the rest of the floor. A guy with blue hair was jumping up and down like a spawning salmon. In another corner, a group of girls were dancing so close together it was a wonder their jewellery wasnt tangled. Farther on was a bunch of guys, some with spiked hair, others with shaved heads, who were all jumping up and slamming into one another. It was all alien to me, but certainly no cause for concern.

Then my eyes drifted upward. I thought I saw something in the lights. It was hard to tell. Even if youre from the planet Krypton, your eyes arent much good with strobes flashing in them. But my instincts told me I was getting warm, so I made my way onto the dance floor to get a better look. I was staring up at the ceiling, not watching where I was going, when I bumped into a girl. Her red hair was cut like a lampshade and she was wearing high-heeled boots that went right up past her knees. Before I could reach out, her drink spilled. I started to apologize.

Thats fine, she said. She moved closer so we were almost touching. Dont worry about it.

I offered to get her another drink, but she just smiled and shook her head. She seemed cool with things. Her boyfriend wasnt. I hadnt noticed him at first. He stepped towards me with a scowl on his face. His hair was gelled down the centre like a giant fan and he was wearing a Ramones T-shirt. The people around us backed away just enough that I could tell there was going to be trouble. Then Charlie slid in beside me. His face had the same look I imagine Roman gladiators wore when they went into the Coliseum, a kind of focused intensity that was three parts angry and one part crazy.

Back off, Romeo, he said. His teeth were starting to drop.

I felt the bottom fall out of my stomach. This was the last thing we needed. A free-for-all that would make the National Enquirer: Teen Vampire Starts Riot at Small-Town Rave.

Its fine, Charlie, I shouted in his ear. It was my mistake.

I think we could have made it out cleanly at that point, if the girl Id bumped into hadnt been staring at Charlie with a look of dazed euphoria on her face. Whatever cologne he was wearing, it was working overtime. Charlie smiled at her. She smiled back. Then her boyfriend stepped closer so the two of them were chest to chest. Here we go, I thought. Charlies eyes were like two black discs. I hadnt seen anything like it since Shark Week on the Discovery Channel.

Then something bizarre happened. A shadow fell to the floor on the far side of the hall. It happened quickly. With the lights doing a kooky flash dance above, I wasnt sure if Id actually seen anything, but then the people on that side of the floor began to part. They were staring at a man who was moving towards us. With the light behind him, all I could see was a tall silhouette, but it was enough. His movements were fluid. Effortless. Perfectly balanced. Driven by tremendous strength. There was none of the stiffness you see with normal people. It was another vampire. Hed obviously spotted us. And if he was one of those elders who didnt like kids, we were going to go straight from rave to grave.

I wasnt about to take any chances. Charlie, weve gotta go, I said. I grabbed the sleeve of his jacket and started pulling him to the door.

Thats right, pretty boy, take a walk, the guy with the fan-shaped hair said.

Id hoped Charlie would just fall in step, but I should have known better. He resisted. Fortunately, I was a lot stronger, and I jerked his shoulder back. He shot me an angry look, but when he noticed where I was staring, he turned and saw what I did. Right in front of him, the girl with the red lampshade hair was smiling and waving. Her boyfriend was smirking. Then the tall vampire, little more than a shadow, shouldered past a guy just behind them, spinning him like a turnstile. Charlie looked back at me, panic all over his face.

Zack, thats a vampire, he said.

I know!

We raced for the door.

How did he know we were here?

I had no idea. But it didnt matter. Wed been spotted. And so we ran.





Chapter 3
Running Scared

We were just outside when I heard a sound like a flag rippling loudly in the wind. I looked up to see a second shadow drop from the far corner of the building, about a hundred feet away. He was wearing something that might have been a cape, or a loose cowl. It snapped in the night air as he fell.

Theres two of them, I said.

Charlie put it into high gear and I followed. Neither of us spoke. We were both terrified. Our lives were at stake, no pun intended. Our fear was so strong I could smell the sharp tang of it in the warm night air.

To avoid being seen, we didnt follow the road but stuck to the banks of the river. When we reached the Riverview Park and Zoo, we stopped.

Are they following us? Charlie whispered. Do you hear anything? He pushed so little air past his lips that it made less noise than a pair of moth wings, but to my ears, it was crystal clear.

I tested the air. Smelled sweat. Charlies cologne. Zoo animals and rotting straw. Our strained nerves. The wind in the trees was loud. So was the babble of the river. I heard nothing else, and didnt expect to. Vampires are predators. Fast, silent and lethal. We wouldnt hear them until it was too late. Not if they were elders. Over time, the pathogen responsible for making us vampiresit changed us in ways that stretched the imagination. Talents, they were called, but they were more like the special powers youd expect to read about in comic books and fantasy novels. Turning into mist. Blending into shadows. Reading peoples thoughts. Shape-shifting. Even flying.

I scanned the treetops overhead, then started running again. In minutes we were downtown. We headed for the rooftops. Up and down, block to block. Trees, fire escapes, phone poles and fences, we scampered over all of them, sticking to the shadows, jumping store to store, row to row, house to house. We were two foxes who knew the hounds were right behind us.

We never made it home. About a block from our house, I stopped. Charlie was looking over his shoulder and nearly plowed into me. I tested the air with my nose.

What is it? he whispered.

It was blood. Normally the smell set off a chain reaction, in me at least, that started in my mouth and spread like a jolt of electricity to every muscle in my body. But I wasnt reacting that way now. Im guessing it was because the odour was a bit off. It took me a few moments to sort out the reason.

Charlie poked me in the shoulder. Wake up, Sleepy Dwarf. Why have we stopped?

Cant you smell that? I asked.

He tested the air. Then his eyes widened.

I think its from a vampire, I said.

Yeah. He nodded. Smells wrong.

The wind changed and the odour grew even stronger. I raced to the tallest house nearby, scampered up the wall, pulled myself up onto the roof, then perched on the chimney. Our place was just down the street. Ophelias car wasnt there. Did that mean she hadnt returned? I was hoping so, because the odour of blood was coming from our driveway. A telltale crimson smear covered the asphalt.

I heard Charlie below me. He was climbing up the side of the house. I waved him off, then dropped as quickly as I could to the ground. Once I was hidden in the shadow of a tree, I pulled out my cellphone and called Ophelia. Her number was at the top of my call list, right under Charlies. I hit send and waited. The ring sounded louder than a church bell. I figured every vampire from here to the moon could hear it.

Cant you set the volume lower? Charlie whispered.

I shook my head. Then Ophelias voice message came on. Call me immediately, I muttered. I nearly snapped the phone in half folding it up.

Lets get home, Charlie said. He started off towards the house.

I grabbed his arm and pulled him the other way. We cant, I said. Thats where the smell of blood is coming from. I think they might have arrived ahead of us.

What? Those vampires? How would they know to come here?

I had no idea.

Perfect. I knew this night was too good to be true. We were finally having a bit of fun. He was starting to raise his voice. I waved for him to be quiet. The wind picked up and the smell of vampire blood intensified. You dont think it might be?

He didnt finish, but I knew where he was going. That the blood might be Ophelias.

I dont think so, I said. Her cars not back. And I dont think she was planning to come home this early.

Lets hope thats not wishful thinking. He stared up the block, then checked over each shoulder. What now?

I had no idea, but standing still wasnt an option. I turned towards my old neighbourhood, where Id once lived with my father.

Waitnot that way. Charlie pulled me around so we were backtracking downtown. If we want to hide, the best place is somewhere theyve already looked.

Did he mean back at the rave? Wed done this sort of thing once before, last year on Stoney Lake when the police were looking for us. We went to a cottage theyd already searched. It seemed a good idea. I fell in step beside him and we headed back to the rave, back to the rooftops.

Its him, isnt it? Charlie said.

HimHe could only mean one person: Vlad Tsepeshthe Impaler. His real name was Wladislaus Dragwlya, but to the modern world he was Dracula. Not a creature of fantasy but a scourge. When Id first heard of him, hed used an assumed name, the Baron Vrolok. It was my uncle Maximilian whod told me about him. That hed killed my parents and infected me. Later, Vrolok had tried to kill Charlie and me. And Luna. But, thanks to Ophelia, wed survived. So had he, but only because I didnt have the heart to kill him. Now he was missing, or his body was. It meant he might still be out there. Although hed almost burned up in the sun, nearly dead for a vampire doesnt mean dead at all. Unless the head is cut off, or the body is incinerated, all it takes to bring us back is a bit of time, and blood. Lots of it.

We should never have stayed in Peterborough, Charlie whispered.

At that moment, it was hard to disagree.

We ran over the downtown and sprinted along the river until we reached a picnic area between one of the citys hydro stations and a row of houses. Then the smell of vampire blood returnedstronger here than at the house. I slowed, then stopped. Charlie pulled up beside me. The way his nose flared, I could tell hed noticed, too. His teeth were down and his pupils were two black discs again. Wide. Alert. Nervous. I felt the same.

I scanned the shore and the grass around the trees. There were a few picnic tables sitting near a trash can. Drops of vampire blood ran past them in a straight line towards the river.

Over here, Charlie said. He pointed to a large boot print in the grass a few steps away. Do you think its from one of those vampires at the rave?

I had no idea.

Look, it leads straight into the water.

In the mud on the lip of the bank was another print. I set my foot in it, then backed up and looked for another. Whoever it was, hed lost a lot of blood here. And then jumped into the river. It made no sense. Blood doesnt clot underwater.

What could do this to a vampire? Charlie asked.

I shrugged. A stronger vampire, maybe

He kneeled down and smeared his fingertips with blood, then raised them to his nose. He was about to stick his fingers in his mouth when I grabbed his arm.

Oh, right, he said.

I let go of his arm. He wiped his fingers on his pant leg and stood. A vampires blood could be fatal to another vampire. I wasnt exactly sure why.

He was motoring. Charlie stared at the boot print in the grass. The other print, the one in the mud by the water, was at least twenty feet away. You think he was being followed?

My eyes swept over the grass. I dont see any other footprints, do you?

Charlie went back to the bank where the ground was softer and shook his head. Then he kicked off his shoes and waded in up to his knees. A few seconds later, he pointed to the ground at the lip of the river. I saw a hollow depression. A few inches of water had washed inside, obscuring the bottom. We found several more. They were deep, as though someone had pressed a large tin can into the muck.

What makes that kind of mark? he asked.

I couldnt say. I stared at the round hole and tried to imagine what might have done it. It looked almost like a print from a bear paw, but it was wider at the front, with no toe markings, though the river might have washed them away.

Charlie slapped my shoulder gently with the back of his hand. Dont go catatonic on me now.

I wasnt planning to. But I often got quiet when I was thinking, and I sometimes forgot to answer people when they spoke to me. It was a bad habit, one Id picked up from living in the Nicholls Ward. Half the people there couldnt carry on a conversation. They just muttered all the time, or repeated themselves, or completely ignored me. Since it didnt really make a difference what I said to them, I got used to keeping my mouth shut and thinking about things in my head. The busier my mind got, the less likely I was to say anything out loud.

Charlie gently punched my shoulder. Say something, Turkey Meat. Your tongues frozen.

Sorry, I said. Im just trying to figure this out.

I tested the air. I could smell the damp grass, car exhaust, rotting sticks and leaves along the bank, my deodorant, vampire blood

What is it? Charlie asked.

Wine, I said. And a sweaty, leathery kind of dog smell.

We stood for a few moments, not speaking.

You want to get your feet wet? he asked.

I shook my head. I didnt like the water.

Charlie looked farther up the shore. Should we keep checking along the bank? Whoever jumped in had to come out somewhere.

If he came out at all. You really want to find him?

Charlie shook his head. Not really. But if hes injured, this might be the best chance we have. Hes weak. If he feeds and regenerates, were going to be in trouble.

I had a feeling we were already in trouble. I turned back to the street.

Charlie stayed for a few moments to tie his shoes. Then he just stared out over the river. In his first life, hed been a water baby. Swimming. Canoeing. Windsurfing. And he used to be a sailing instructor. Before that, hed raced Lasers, single-sailed boats you could skipper by yourself. It was all part of a life that belonged in the sunshine. And it was gone and never coming back. I didnt know what to say to him. These were all things hed lost because Id infected him, and there was no easy way to set it right.

I heard him take a deep breath, then he turned so we were standing shoulder to shoulder. Any more clues, Sherlock? he asked.

Before I could answer, a howl ripped through the air. Another answered. Wolves. They were close, only a few blocks away.

Thats weird, he said.

And unsettling.

Lets go. He started forward.

I didnt move.

What is it?

Did he really have to ask?

We have an advantage, Zack. Hes hurt.

That only makes him more dangerous, I said.

Or more likely to kill someone.

He had a point. An injured vampire needed human blood to regenerate. If his hunger was strong enough, it might push him over the edge.

Who else is going to do anything? he added. What if hes gone crazy?

That clinched it. Youre right, I said. Wed better check things out.

Charlie laughed.

What is it?

You sound like youre auditioning for the part of Superman in the school play.

Very funny.

There was another eruption of howling. It sounded like the entire cast of White Fang was having a feeding frenzy just up the street.

Well, now is our chance, Clark. Up, up and away!

Charlie brushed past me, then raced off into the dark along the river. And the howling continued.





Chapter 4
Surprise Attack

The Riverview Park and Zoo was about a quarter of a mile down Water Street. And yes, they had wolves. Two of them. Whenever Charlie and I came by on a late-night run, the wolves were always up, padding their cells, restless to join us on the hunt. They would have been disappointed. We never killed anything larger than mosquitoes. But tonight was different. Tonight we were hunting an injured vampire.

I took off. Id been infected much longer than Charlie, and even though wed been drinking human blood for about the same length of time, my transmission had a few extra gears. I wanted to arrive first, just in case there really was trouble.

By the time he caught up, I was standing outside the empty wolf pen. The chain links of the outer fence and the taller, inner fence had been ripped apart. And the smell of vampire blood was in the air. I ran my fingers over the torn metal. I couldnt make sense of this. If a vampire was injured, why would it mess with two wolves?

Why would someone do this?

Charlie shrugged. Like Im supposed to know? He nodded towards a hole in the ground. One of the posts is missing.

We heard another howl. And a squeal.

That way, Charlie said, nodding past the animal cages to a playground full of monkey bars and swing sets. He bolted. I got swept up in his turbulence. We passed a goat and donkey penthey were bleating like the world was going to end. Every animal in the zoo was awake by this time. It sounded like the inside of Noahs Ark.

In the playground I saw the two wolves. They were dead. Both had rows of deep gashes along their flanks, as if theyd been run over several times by a lawn mower. I scanned the ground looking for footprints, then sniffed at the air to try to find any trace of where the vampire had gone. There was so much blood everywhere, I couldnt tell what was what. My senses were on overload.

Hes definitely gone bonkers, Charlie said. He had to raise his voice over the sound of a pair of bison, which were lowing like a couple of foghorns.

I surveyed the mess and nodded. Most vampires hid their tracks. This one was advertising. It was a sure sign of Endpoint Psychosis. Whoever it was, Vlad or someone else, we had to catch him quickly or he might easily start the kind of pandemic you only see in bad Hollywood horror films.

Charlie slapped my arm gently with the back of his hand, then flicked his fingers towards the edge of the park. The prints lead that way.

In the playground I could see boot prints in the sand. They were just like the ones at the riverbank. We followed them past a tube slide to a set of steps that ran down the hill. The river was that way. As we raced along, I heard the sound of sirens approaching.

Hurry, Charlie said.

I took off at warp speed, following the blood trail to the bottom of the stairs. Then I slowed. Im not sure why. Was it fear? Or perhaps a deeper instinct. Trouble was waiting ahead. The hairs on my arms were standing up, and the eerie chill Id felt at the rave had returnedas though I was being watched. Charlie was right on my heels. As I slowed, so did he. We crept along the path, then I felt his hand on my back. I flattened out on the ground so I was hidden in the long grass. Ahead, by the riverbank, we could see the silhouette of a man.

Who is it? Charlie whispered. Can you see?

I couldnt. He was about a hundred yards away, and the light of the moon was behind him, so his face was just a shadow. His hair was long, a mix of black and white and grey. And he was wearing something that might have been a cape, or maybe a long overcoat. As we watched, the man dropped to a crouch and looked back in our direction. By his movements, I could tell he was a vampire.

It doesnt look like Vlad, Charlie said.

He was right. Vlad was short and thick, and he had a neck like an ox. This man was taller. Leaner. This should have brought me some relief, but it didnt. Maybe because the vampire had the missing fence postthe one from the wolf penand he was holding it like a baseball bat. He began to circle, his eyes scanning the grass where we were hiding. The trees to our right were suddenly looking like a much safer place to hide.

I think he can see us, Charlie said. What do we do?

I didnt know. But if we didnt make up our minds soon, we were going to run out of choices. The vampire would decide for us.

His eyes were still searching the shadows. Then he started towards us, first at a jog, then a sprint. I felt my stomach twist. Suddenly a shadow shot out of the darkness. It froze the air in my chest. Id never seen anything move so quickly. Judging by Charlies reaction, he hadnt either. He jumped like Id jammed a pin in his ribs. I wasnt even certain how the thing was running, on two legs or four. There wasnt time to tell. Whatever it was, it collided with the approaching vampire about a stones throw in front of us. The two shapes rolled overtop of one another in a blur. Then a lethal dance began that was so quick even my vampire eyes had difficulty following it.

What is that thing? Charlie asked. His eyes were open wider than his mouth.

I couldnt decide what it was. It might have been another vampire, but it seemed too large. And the shape of it was wrong. Had I been able to see it more clearly, I might have been able to make up my mind, but it was moving too quickly. And the vampire with the post was swinging for the fences like this was Game Seven of the World Series. They were two overlapping shadows. Snarling. Impossible to separate.

I started creeping back to the stairs. Charlie was right behind me. We were way out of our league here. It was time to run. Then the fight ended. I dont even know how. I glanced up the hill towards the zoo and missed the grand finale. There was a splash in the river. When I looked back, the vampire was gone. The larger creature from the shadows craned his neck and let out a roar that would have scared the ears off a Kodiak bear.

I think thats our cue, Charlie whispered.

As soon as he spoke, the thing turned and saw us.

Charlie froze. I didnt. I was the Night Runner. My feet were already moving. I grabbed an armful of his coat and hauled him back towards the steps. If we didnt slip it into overdrive, we were going to be next on the menu. We bolted up the steps.

Ahead, at the zoo, the red and blue lights of police cars were reflecting off the leaves of the trees and sumac along the hill. Charlie slowed when he saw them.

Are you sure you want to go that way?

I wasnt sure about anything, but it seemed the safest place to go, and I said so.

I dont think Id feel safe in a bank vault right now, Charlie said.

The sound of soft footfalls behind us was all the motivation we needed. So we fled up the stairs in the direction of the police.





Chapter 5
Inspector Johansson

When Charlie and I topped the steps and entered the zoos playground again, we nearly collided with a young officer who was standing near the mouth of the slide. He was stocky, with hair that would have looked perfect on a mannequin. When he saw us, he raised one hand in a halt gesture. The other was fiddling with the buttons on a radio pinned to his shoulder. I felt Charlie tense up beside me.

We should hustle, he whispered. That thing is coming.

I quickly glanced around. There were five other cruisers in the lot, plus two more on the road and three near the fountain. A number of officers were inspecting the wolf pen. Others were fencing off areas with yellow plastic tape. One was snapping pictures. There had to be at least a dozen officers within earshot. And gunshot. Even Godzilla would have thought twice about making trouble up here.

What are you two doing? the officer asked.

Charlie looked at me. I looked at him. We both looked at the officer. There was no good answer for that. Fortunately, the conversation got cut short by a voice that crackled like a dry flame.

Ill take it from here, a man said.

A dark shape hobbled out from behind a car that was more rust than paint. It was Everett Johansson. He was a police inspector, and a good friend of Opheliaspart of a network of supporters who helped supply us with blood so we didnt have to wander the streets at night looking for people to bite. He moved awkwardly, leaning hard on his cane. The injury was old, from when hed worked as a homicide detective in Toronto. A bullet through the knee had helped him decide to get out before the locals learned to shoot a little higher.

You sure? the young officer asked him. I was going to wait and turn them over to Baddon.

Inspector Johansson grunted. It might have been a yes, or it might have been a swear word. Then he started hacking. He had a smokers cough from years of wine-tipped cigars. Baddons busy, he said. Ill handle these two critters.

Theyre all yours, the officer replied. He glanced at us once before walking away. I couldnt tell from his expression whether he felt relief or disappointment. It might have been heartburn.

I waited until he was out of earshot before speaking. Thanks. I wasnt sure how I was going to explain this.

Inspector Johansson grunted again. He did most of his talking that way. Then he turned back to his car, one of those ancient muscle machines people bought before anyone knew what global warming was. For just a second, the street lamp overhead lit up the bright pink scar under his eye. It made him look tough. Id once mistaken him for a bad guy. He certainly looked the part. He cleared his throat, then pulled a cigar from a carton inside his coat pocket and lit up.

What were you two doing here? he said with the cigar pinched between his teeth.

Without waiting for an answer, he opened the back door of his car and told us to get in. I slid through the door and across the seat. The Inspector waited for Charlie to climb in, then he closed the door and grunted his way into the front. Once settled, he rolled down his window and blew a plume of smoke from the side of his mouth. When he turned the key, I winced. The engine burped, hiccuped, detonated, then a cloud of black soot flew out the tailpipe. As soon as it recovered, he slid it in gear and stepped on the gas. My whole body shook like I was sitting on a paint mixer. It was easily six-point-two on the Richter scale.

So? Johansson said. We pulled out of the lot and turned onto Water Street.

We were following a vampire, I said.

Vampire? The Inspector pulled the cigar from his mouth and cleared his throat. Are you crazy?

After living eight years in a mental ward, I was pretty sure the answer was no.

Do you know who it was?

I dont think it matters now, Charlie said.

A deep grunt followed. Why not?

Because something showed up and carved him into fish food.

The Inspectors eyes flashed up to the rear-view mirror. He glanced at Charlie, then at me. He looked exhausted. His eyes were two slits. Something showed up. Something? What do you mean something?

I didnt get a good look at it, I answered. It was moving too fast. But we did see some weird footprints.

His eyelids rose to half mast when he heard this. Where? he asked.

The picnic tables by the hydro station, Charlie answered.

The Inspectors hand disappeared into his overcoat and came up with a cellphone. He started dialling. Then someone picked up at the other end. Yeah, its me, he said.

It was difficult to listen in. The car sounded like two chainsaws trying to cut one another in half.

Yeah, Ive got them, Johansson said.

I looked at Charlie.

Ophelia? he whispered.

I nodded. It had to be her. It meant she was safe. She said something, but I missed it, then Inspector Johansson answered by saying he was bringing us home.

Thats a mistake, Charlie said.

The Inspector hung up, then dropped the phone onto the seat beside him. What was that?

A mistake, Charlie repeated.

The vampires were there, I added.

What vampires?

Two of them followed us from a rave. Thats why we didnt go home. Theres vampire blood all over the driveway.

Great, grumbled the Inspector. He hit the brakes and our heads jolted forward. He picked up the phone and made another call. No one picked up. Well, thats not good, he muttered.

What is it? Charlie asked.

Ophelias place was under surveillance. An old friend of mine from Toronto. Hes not answering. He tried his car radio next but didnt have any luck with that, either. Dammit!

Whats going on? Charlie asked.

And wheres Ophelia?

Inspector Johansson ignored us. He just stared at the radio. Lets hope hes at the hospital with his son, he muttered. I had no idea who he was talking about. Then he turned so he could see us better. What happened tonight?

We did our best to explain. His eyes bounced from me to Charlie as we took turns running through the nights events.

What do you think it was at the zoo? he asked me. What killed those wolves? Was it the vampire? Or was it this something you were talking about?

I shrugged. I dont know.

You said there were two vampires at the rave. What happened to the other one?

I looked at Charlie. He shrugged, then glanced at the Inspector. You didnt answer my question, he said.

Inspector Johansson responded by hammering on the gas pedal. The engine grumbled and we lurched forward. What question?

Whats going on?

His eyes rose to the rear-view mirror. The Underground is collapsing. No, let me rephrase that. Its going to hell in a handbasket.

What does that mean? I asked.

The Underground has been compromised. Were under attack.

Underground? said Charlie. You hanging out with mole men or something? What are you talking about?

We drove in silence for a few blocks. The Inspector was looking at his phone. He seemed to be debating another call. He put it down and sped up instead, then he glanced back over the seat.

Dont pretend youve never heard of the Underground.

Whos pretending?

Inspector Johansson grunted his surprise. Youve heard of it. You just never put the right name to it, maybe.

Then what is it? Charlie asked.

All the people who help look after vampires.

Arent they called the Fallen?

The Inspector started hacking. He managed to hurry an answer in between a few loud coughs. That was a word Zacks father used, but it only applied to the bad ones. Were the good guys.

Youre part of it, then? Charlie asked.

The Underground? Yeah. A small part.

How big is it?

The Inspector pressed his lips together and frowned. Global. But I only know what I need to know. A handful of names. Some are police. Some are vampires. Some are normal people. Its supposed to be a secret, but someone must have let the cat out of the bag. Our supply systems are falling apart. Blood has been tampered with. Poisoned. Other shipments have been stolen. A vampire in Havelock disappeared yesterday. Another in Lakefield last week. Bridgenorth before that. Just vanished. And they were good ones, like you two slack-jawed nincompoops.

He took his cigar out of his mouth. His hands were shaking. It was only a slight tremor, but I noticed. The window was still rolled down. He blew another lungful of smoke outside.

Is that why the vampires showed up at the rave? Are they behind it? Charlie asked.

Who knows? Inspector Johansson said. Maybe they were trying to warn you.

I hadnt considered that. I looked at Charlie. Judging by the look of surprise on his face, he hadnt either.

The Inspector stopped the car a block from our house. Then his phone rang. Go, he said.

It was Ophelia again. There was alarm in her voice. Where are you? she asked.

Im a block from the house with Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dumber. Looks like a hot spot. I think its been compromised. Any other suggestions about where to take them?

Is Burnham safe? she asked.

I dont know if anywhere is safe, but its probably the best option. He mashed his cigar into the tray under the radio.

I need you to drop them off, then swing by right away, Ophelia continued.

Where are you?

London Street, she said.

Whats up?

I held my breath and waited. Charlie was listening, too. For a few seconds, all I could hear was the sound of the car idling and the Inspector, who was grinding his teeth and fumbling about in his coat pocket for another cigar.

You need to come quickly, Ophelia said. Theres been another murder.
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