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      Dr. Rice looked at the clock, knowing the vampire would arrive for his appointment exactly on time, exactly at the top of the hour. There were now just two minutes left, and after a bit of centering she felt as prepared for this little experiment as she was going to get. Instead of sitting in her usual chair, she sat behind her desk. Instead of holding a notepad, she held only a pen. She’d marshaled all her concentration. She wanted to get focused now, then stay focused after he arrived. As their session began, she intended to remain as single-minded as this little meditation could make her — something she’d had trouble doing in the past thanks to the nagging voice inside her.

      She watched the progress of the clock’s second hand. She tried to imagine time slowing, then stopping. Sometimes, when she focused very hard on now instead of future or past, the alien voice inside — the one that sounded a lot like her lisping husband — would fall quiet. She’d had a theory for several days now (spawned not long after Maurice’s last visit, actually) that if she could summon that timeless state while in the vampire’s presence, something important would happen. Or could happen. Or, if she was very still, something might be allowed to happen. But usually that’s not how it was. Usually, the second voice was present at all times during her appointments with Maurice. Not in a controlling way and not in an all-seeing way, but just … nudging her. Affecting her questions and her behavior. It was like the will of an overprotective parent lingering even after the child has become an adult, influencing their behaviors and habits.

      Still, Annabel wondered why it felt so important to shut up her own nagging presence — even if only for the first few seconds of Maurice’s visit. Why was it so important to shove that lisping  voice away and have a few seconds alone with the vampire?

      Answer: It wasn’t important.

      Answer: Annabel was pretty sure she was crazy to obsess over it at all. She kept getting the feeling that the presence inside knew she was trying to shut it out and was amused in the same way a dog’s owner is amused when it chases its tail. Who was she trying to fool? You can’t hide from your own eyes. You can’t shrink back from your own intuition … if that’s what this was.

      The doorknob turned. Annabel’s meditative state broke instantly. Despite trying to hold her mind quiet, it grew noisy as soon as the vampire entered. The internal voice of her husband seemed to laugh with amusement.

      It must have looked strange, because Maurice stopped in the doorway to stare at her.

      “Am I interrupting something?”

      “No,” she said, embarrassed.

      You’ve had your fun, that internal voice seemed to add. Now do ath you’re told.

      But she felt (and probably seemed) like she’d been caught masturbating. She was still behind her desk, eyes wide and unsure where to focus, not quite willing to look him in the face. She felt her cheeks redden. The voice inside was laughing, enjoying her discomfort.

      You can’t hide, it said. Why would you think you could hide?

      But another presence inside — this one new and never heard-from before — seemed to stand up in response. If Maurice had been describing it in his vampire way, he might have called this second one the force of blood. Whereas her husband’s internal voice made Annabel reticent, this one made her feel strong. Whereas the first voice cowed her, the sense of blood empowered her.

      Then it was gone. The sense of her husband’s voice was gone, too.

      And all awareness — of the internal voices, of intuition, of her husband’s manipulations, even of her own efforts to focus with Maurice because something unexplored was still vital between them — was gone.

      And with that, she was just a therapist again. She had no thought other than helping her patient.

      Maurice unfroze. Still watching her, he moved to the couch. Then he seemed to decide that what had felt wrong actually wasn’t (Annabel certainly didn’t feel anything amiss … now), and together they sighed into what had become their usual routine.

      Maurice on his back, taking in the detail of the ceiling.

      Annabel moving to her usual soft chair, pad on knee, legs crossed right over left.

      A moment of pregnant silence.

      Then:

      “I’m supposed to talk first,” Maurice said. “Right?”

      “However you’d like,” Annabel replied.

      “But last time, you gave me shit for not saying anything after I arrived. So really it’s not ‘however I’d like.’ I am supposed to talk first.”

      “It really is up to you, Maurice.”

      The clock ticked. Traffic was an unsteady whisper beyond the windows.

      “You know,” Maurice said, “I think these sessions help me. I wouldn’t come back if I didn’t think they were helping. But they also kind of suck.”

      “How so?”

      “I’ve started to question things I’ve always taken for granted.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like myself. My very identity. I’ve always looked the same, right? Well, this morning I looked in the mirror and thought, ‘Maurice, you’ve always looked the same.’”

      “All right.”

      Maurice turned his head, apparently unimpressed that she was unimpressed. “Well, humans don’t always look the same! You look a little different every day. I can make myself look different, but only by changing my clothes, changing my hair, stuff like that. You constantly evolve. Vampires like me are unchanging.”

      “And that bothers you?”

      “I guess it’d be more accurate to say ‘it occurs to me.’ Doesn’t it bother you to work with someone whose very nature prohibits change?”

      “I think that even a vampire,” Annabel said, “is capable of change in the ways that matter.”

      Maurice was shaking his head, lost in thought. Therapy could do this to people, Annabel knew. It could make the confusion worse before it got better.

      “You know, historically the world has thought of us as monsters,” he said. “I was looking in the mirror this morning, seeing this person who doesn’t change, who doesn’t age, who will never evolve into something different or more. And I thought, ‘Maybe I am a monster.’”

      “That’s hardly fair,” Annabel said. “You are what you are.”

      “I don’t even mean it in a bad way. I mean it as objective fact. Maybe I’m a … a thing.”

      “You are vampire. I am human. Those are objective facts. ‘Monster’ isn’t objective. That term carries judgment, like good or bad, right or wrong. You’re not a monster unless you choose to be, Maurice.”

      He chewed his lip. Fortunately for Maurice, his fangs weren’t down as he did it. “So it’s defined by deeds, you mean?”

      “Something like that.”

      “But I’ve killed. I’ve killed so many.”

      “Ever killed an innocent?”

      Maurice didn’t think about that, but he didn’t answer right away, either. She realized they hadn’t just stumbled across this line of discussion. He’d led them here, a problem already on his shoulders.

      “Maurice?” she prompted, wanting an answer to the question.

      “Not exactly. Maybe. I don’t know.”

      “How can you not know something like that?”

      “It’s complicated.”

      When he didn’t volunteer more, she brought up something she recalled from his last session — or, perhaps, something the voice inside had made sure she recalled.

      She flipped through her notes, then found one of the few things Maurice had said last visit that she’d written down verbatim.

      “Last time you were here, you said, ‘I went to the Fair, did my thing, met a monster, then returned most of a year later.’ What did you mean by that mention of ‘monster’?”

      “The Fair …” he said.

      “In fact, you told me to ask you about the Fair this visit. And about Holmes.”

      Now he squinted. “I mentioned Holmes?”

      Annabel flipped through her notes. Of course he had. Only … maybe he hadn’t. Maybe someone she’d spoken to on the phone after the appointment had offered that name to go with Maurice’s mention of the 1893 Chicago World’s Fair. Who would that have been? She remembered it but also didn’t remember it at all. She’d felt that way a lot this month — as if she was recalling a dream, or chronically hypnotized.

      She knew it was a slip, and rushed to cover.

      Decisively, she said, “Yes.”

      “I don’t remember mentioning him by name.” Then he spoke into the unseen distance. “And to think. All this talk of monsters.”

      “This isn’t helping me understand, Maurice.”

      He stood. He went to the window, his back to her. She recognized the body language, same as might come from a human. Seeing that same language from Maurice made her shiver. Vampires weren’t supposed to get spooked. They weren’t supposed to get chills. They weren’t supposed to act like they’d seen — or perhaps met — ghosts.

      “What else did I tell you?” he asked.

      “About the Fair?”

      “That and other things, yes.”

      “You said that your on-again, off-again friend Raphael Michaud sent you. That you decided, together, that you should go.” As she spoke, she remembered more and more. She spoke confidently, no longer needing to lie. “Paris had just had their big exposition. They’d unveiled the Eiffel Tower. Then Chicago threatened to top Paris with its own expo, and you wanted to go ‘as a representative of European pride.’” She knew more, of course, but there would be time for that later. She’d done some online research about the Chicago World Fair between their last session and this one. She’d researched Holmes, too, though she’d keep that to herself for now.

      “Yes,” he said, nodding to himself. He moved away from the window and back to the couch. He sat, then laid back in his trademark position. “Yes, it makes sense to start there. With my trip to America — my real first trip, this time.”

      “Whenever you’re ready,” Annabel said.

      Then her mind — and the second mind inside her — stilled itself to listen.
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      The proprietor was tall, well-built, and handsome with beautiful blue eyes. At first I thought he might be a vampire. He was so charming, I’d probably have felt glamoured if I didn’t know I couldn’t be.

      We were in the reception room of his hotel — a second-floor chamber on one of the building’s front corners. In the other front corner was a waiting room, to which I’d been led first by a nondescript man who’d introduced himself as Benjamin Pitezel. Apparently you waited, then were received. Both rooms, I imagined, would be bright and sunny during daytime, with bay windows that protruded over 63rd Street in twin semicircles.

      The way up had disoriented me, and not just because of the evening dim. The first floor housed a pharmacy, a barber, and some shops including a tinsmith. We’d ascended a staircase that led upward south of the windows I was now looking through, and had needed to wind past and through rooms to get to the hotel’s front. The floorplan was odd, from what I’d seen so far: rooms where there should be hallways, hallways where there should be rooms. The corridors were too narrow and I couldn’t shake the feeling that the proportions were all wrong: outer walls too far in, as if they were overly thick or there were hidden chambers behind the brick. But then again, I’d heard weird things about this place before arriving. It was half the reason I’d come — to this hotel specifically..

      “Mr. Toussaint?”

      I turned to find the good doctor himself, as Pitezel had promised.

      Before I could answer, he amended his question: “Or should I perhaps say, ‘Monsieur Toussaint’?”

      I didn’t want to smile. My guard was up, and frankly all of America had disgusted me so far. I’d heard disturbing things as well as weird things — among them, how easy it was for people to disappear in the hurly-burly of Chicago, never to be seen again. People were regularly dismembered or decapitated by rail cars — enough that everyone seemed to know someone who’d lost parts. The city was filthy. The lake seemed ready to catch on fire. The air was acrid, full of smoke and spent fuel. Carriages rattled by with little concern for who they rolled over, and there was horseshit absolutely everywhere.

      But I smiled anyway. His manner was intoxicating.

      The doctor went on. “Benjamin tells me you are from France. C’est beau, n’est-ce pas?”

      “Are you referring to Chicago, or France?”

      “France, of course. Chicago is home, but I will not delude myself as to its absent splendor.”

      “You’ve been to France?” I elongated the “a” in “France” from the nasal “eh” sound to the more fluid “aah,” my accent lulled deeper by the doctor’s cordial way.

      “But of course. Mr. Toussant. Please. Have a seat.”

      I sat. I found myself saying, “Call me Maurice.”

      We exchanged introductions and pleasantries, including his flawless recitation of several bits of French literature, proving his culture. I kept smiling, though that’s not my usual way — not now, not back then. Especially not so soon after leaving my erstwhile business partner, Raphael. Back in April of 1893, when I’d met the good doctor, I’d been kind of a dick. Not too proud to admit it, either.

      But I was softening under this charming man’s soft blue gaze.

      “So. How can I help you, Maurice?”

      “Simple enough. I have come for the fair. I would like to have a room.”

      He gave a pacifying smile. “Alas, I do not have lodging to offer. We are at capacity.”

      I’d seen this coming. Still, I wanted to ask why Pitezel had lead me upstairs only to be rejected. I didn’t know why this place had called me to its front door, but it had. Just like the owner seemed unable to send me away — again, for reasons unknown. It’d be trite to say I’d come to 63rd and Wallace for a reason, but that’s exactly how it felt. I’d get a room here … or claw their eyes out trying.

      My eyebrows raised. I’d prepared a lie for just this occasion.

      “I understood that my reservation was already in hand,” I said.

      “How so, sir?”

      “By mail.” I flashed an envelope I’d placed in my jacket pocket — nothing to do with a reservation at all. I put the envelope back before he could see what it was. “May I speak with Emeline Cigrande? She should have my name already down.”

      Also a lie. I’d known they might be full, just as I’d known I meant to get a room regardless. So I’d asked around about the hotel — which locals called “the castle” — before entering. I learned the desk had been managed by a woman named Emeline, now departed. For some reason, the people I’d asked clammed up when I asked for details, but it didn’t matter; I had what I needed. All that mattered was that if I really had sent mail in advance of my visit, it’d be Emeline I’d have corresponded with.

      The doctor met my eyes. The way people on the street had avoided the topic, I half expected him to flinch as if there were a secret to hide. An affair, perhaps — the one man I’d glamoured had already divulged that rumor.

      “Ms. Cigrande has since moved away,” he said.

      “Well then. You must still have my reservation in your reservation book.”

      “Forgive me. We have had problems with staff. Any reservations she may or may not have taken before leaving have gone missing.”

      “But surely you would not refuse my stay after I’ve come all this way on good faith, with expectations of lodging?”

      “Apologies,” he said. “I can recommend many other boarding houses in the city if you would like.”

      I wouldn’t like. No other hotel or boarding house would do. I didn’t know why, but an unshakable blood hunch compelled me to stay here. The hunch was like a needle in my brain, steering me to this place — and this place alone.

      I made myself imperious. It was easy; Americans expected it from us.

      I slapped my hand on the coffee table. “Unacceptable. I wish to be close enough to the fair to be able to attend any day I like without requiring transportation, yet I want to be far enough from it to avoid the crowds. I did my part, sir, corresponding with your staff via letter and telegram. This is where I booked my reservation, and this is where I intend to stay.” I lowered my tone, becoming more reasonable. “Surely you keep a room or two available for special guests. Surely you are not truly at capacity. How can such a large building fill completely, and yet I have seen no one in the hallways?”

      I waited for an answer. I knew some rooms were empty; I’d asked the locals about comings and goings. At most the hotel had five boarders — nowhere near the number of rentable rooms. So why was he refusing?

      The doctor’s eyes narrowed. His politeness slipped a notch, now that he saw I wasn’t leaving.

      “You would not like it here,” he said. “I had problems with the architect. The floorplan is practically a maze.”

      More lies. I knew he’d been his own architect.

      “I do not mind. I enjoy mazes.”

      “It is dark.”

      “I see so many gas lamps,” I countered. “It must be very bright once they are turned on.”

      “Many of the lamps are  … are disconnected,” Pitezel said with a glance at the doctor. There was meaning there, as if problems with gas lines were something they’d fought about.

      “Then I will carry a lantern.”

      My host looked at his assistant, then leaned forward. He addressed me with elbows on his knees.

      “May I be honest?”

      “Of course.”

      “This hotel specializes in lodging for women. Many would feel … threatened … by a strange man in their midst.”

      “Oh? But I know men have stayed here.”

      “Locals. Friends. Those were men I’ve known personally.”

      “Whereas I …?”

      “You’re a stranger from a foreign land. And what’s more, you are applying after dark. It may frighten those unaccustomed to such things. Apologies again, sir. I do not wish to offend, but …” He spread his arms as if to say, ... but what can you do?

      My curiosity deepened. I met his eyes, knowing I meant to stay here, willing to persuade my way into a room in any way I could. Two things stopped me from glamouring him there and then. The first was Pitezel, who’d see me do it. The second, however, prickled my skin. Not everyone can be glamoured. Some are immune, and I knew the man before me was one of those. Beneath his soft gaze was an internal hardness — a deep will that would not be bent. Glamour is like hypnosis. You can fight it if you know what’s coming. You can turn your mind off, if your mind is unusual or overly strong. Or (and this is how the doctor struck me) if the mind in question is broken.

      I sat up. I stood. Defeated despite my best efforts, for now.

      “Well then. I suppose that’s all there is to it,” I said.

      “I’m very sorry.”

      “Perhaps I will try again, once the town has gotten to know me.”

      “Perhaps.”

      There were footsteps behind us — a pattering sort of tread, sloppy and urgent. A few seconds later, a small man appeared. He was less than four feet tall, dressed in elaborate showman’s clothes, wearing his hat indoors like a cretin. He had a naked face, either unable to grow a mustache or unwilling.

      “Shit, fuck,” said the dwarf. He came right at me, ignoring the others. Only once he was close enough to grab my hand — which he did — did he look to the doctor and Pitezel before returning his attention to me.

      “Holy fuck, Maurice!” he blurted. “You won’t fucking believe this. You have to come outside. There’s something you’ve gotta fucking see!”

      I didn’t know what to say. I had no idea who the man was and hadn’t heard “fuck” four times in one speech ever before. The other men seemed offended by everything about him: his brusque manner, his profanity, his refusal to doff his bowler indoors. He even smelled a little: the must of horse hair, as if he worked in a stable.

      “Fucking sorry,” the dwarf told my hosts.

      They mumbled, unsure how to respond.

      I met his eyes. Without words, I tried to ask, Who are you?

      Instead of answering — with words or without — he took my arm and tugged.

      “You okay, man? Look. You’ve gotta come with me. There’s some crazy, crazy shit out here!”

      “Please,” said the doctor. “Language. There are ladies lodging here.”

      “You mean you two?” the dwarf asked. “Fuck that. Let’s go, Maurice. No time to waste.”

      “What do you want to show me …” I paused, feeling the other men’s wondering stare, feeling a hunch to play along with the new man’s game. He was wearing a name, sewn onto the breast of his jacket. “… ‘Ferris,’” I read.

      It was like he’d bit into a lemon. “Come on,” he said, dragging me harder from the hotel. “Chop fucking chop.”
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      “Jesus Christ,” said the dwarf once our heels hit the gas-lit sidewalk along 63rd Street. “Jesus fucking Christ, Maurice.”

      “Religious man, are you?”

      “Did you seriously call me ‘Ferris’ in there?”

      “It’s the name on your jacket.”

      “It’s the name of the wheel,” he said. “One of my many jobs is helping put up the Ferris fuckin’ wheel, you dickbag.”

      I looked east. Yes, the infamous Ferris wheel. Of all the absurd things said in Europe about the upcoming Chicago Fair, boasts about the Wheel made Raphael and I laugh the hardest. Did the Americans really think they could build such a monstrous contraption without massive fatalities? Did they think it wouldn’t collapse under its own weight, killing the thousands of passengers it was supposed to be able to carry at once? I’d seen the plans; Raphael’s coercion and blackmail network had pulled some strings. On paper, the thing looked like a toy grown enormous. Its circles and spokes were tiny things, thin as spun silk. It was a joke — or would be, if they ever managed to finish it.

      Looking now, I could see its support members poking into space like rotten teeth. There was no finished wheel yet, and opening day was right around the corner.

      “You are on the construction crew?” I asked.

      “What’s that supposed to mean? You think I can’t do it because I’m small? I’ll fuck you up, Maurice. I’ll punch you right in the balls!”

      “How do you know my name?”

      He shrugged. “We knew you were in town.”

      Too many questions. I didn’t know where to start. Who was “we”? How did they know I was in town? Why did they care, what did they want, and how did they know where to find me? Was this small man really on a crew tasked with lifting girders and climbing scaffold? And most pressingly:

      “What did you want to show me?” I asked. He’d let go of my arm now that we were outside, but where I’d expected some big presentation, I saw nothing. Then I had it. “Wait. You’re part of the freak show, aren’t you?”

      He hauled back, wound up, and punched me squarely in the testicles. I went down. Vampire or not, getting hit in the nuts hurts. I heal, but I feel pain just fine.

      “Fuck your mother!” the dwarf yelled as I squirmed on the street. “What, just because I look different, I must be part of the freak show?”

      “Are you?”

      “Well … yeah. But that’s just because 1893 isn’t a very enlightened time. Society is balls, man. You just wait. A hundred, hundred and fifty years from now, guys like me will be considered special. We’ll be all woke.”

      “Do you mean ‘woken’?”

      “Woke!”

      I shrugged. The idea was absurd.

      I got to my feet. “You still haven’t told me what you wanted me to see. Is it the freak show? Because I’ve gotta tell you, that’s not really my thing.”

      “Dick,” he said. “Even ‘different’ people need to eat, you know.”

      I didn’t respond. It wasn’t clear if my new friend was more offended that I’d assumed he was in the freak show or more concerned about the freak show’s success. It was contradictory to hold both views, but he seemed to be holding them just fine.

      “There is nothing to see. I just needed to get you away from that dickwipe.” We walked, me following him somewhere unknown. “My name’s Wyatt, by the way. Hardee-fucking-har-har; I know, like Wyatt Fucking Earp, but if you ask me about the gunfight at the OK Corral, I’ll separate your balls from your body.”

      “What is it with you and testicles?”

      “Easy reach. If I were taller, I’d grab for your neck scrotum.”

      “What’s a neck scrotum?”

      “Shut up, Maurice. You talk too much.”

      I walked half a block in silence, Wyatt two steps ahead.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Away from Castle Douchebag.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Holmes’s hotel.” He pointed back at the building we’d left. “That’s what we call it.”

      “Who’s ‘we’?”

      “The freaks.”

      “The freaks?” I asked.

      “FUCK YOU THAT’S OUR WORD AND YOU CAN’T CALL US THAT!”

      I closed my mouth.

      “Yeah,” Wyatt said a few steps later. “The freaks.”

      “How do you know my name?”

      “All the freaks know your name. We all know you’re here. Even heard about your plans to stay at Castle Skin Sack.”

      That was ridiculous. Until I was within a mile of the castle, I hadn’t had plans to stay there. The urge had hit me like bricks less than a half hour ago, building from an itch I’d felt the entire train ride here. By the time I got close, I knew I needed to visit, knew the hotel might refuse, knew I needed stories like the one about Emeline Cigrande to have a chance. The idea that unknown freaks were two steps ahead of even me was too insane to tackle. For right now, anyway.

      “‘Castle Skin Sack’? I thought it was ‘Castle Douchebag’?”

      “It’s a lot of things.” Wyatt spat. “You don’t want to stay there, man. Bad news. You think the owner’s name is Doctor H. H. Holmes? What a crock. His name is Mudgett. Herman Webster Mudgett. Now he’s HHH. Triple H. What kind of a freak names himself Triple H?”

      I shrugged.

      “I overheard some lady call him by his real name once, and Holmes didn’t even care because the only folks heard ‘im were us freaks. But that lady? Nobody ever saw her again.”

      “Maybe she left town.”

      “Sure. She left town. Just like that woman Julia who worked there and her daughter. Just like the front desk girl who replaced her. Just like half the people who check into Butt Palace and never check out.”

      “Are you implying foul play?”

      Wyatt mocked me, repeating my question with a sarcastic lilt. “Yes, I’m implying foul play. You wanna talk about us being freaks? That guy’s a freak. He only rents to women.”

      “He mentioned that.”

      “Rents to them, then fucks them.”

      “Um …”

      “And then they vanish. It’s a thing. We’ve got connections, us freaks. We’re the underbelly of the whole fuckin’ fair, baby. We hear all.” He pointed at his ears, staring me in the eye to make sure I understood and was duly impressed.

      “And?”

      “And that guy, Holmes, he makes the ladies cream their petticoats. Not all the ladies, though. Not freak ladies, who see right through his bullshit to the creeper beneath. Like Tatiana, our ink lady? She’s like, fuck that guy. Not that he doesn’t try. The fair’s not even open yet and he’s always on the midway, stopping by to chat us up. You believe that?”

      “Maybe he’s a patron of the arts.”

      “He’s a patron of getting a boner when looking at the bearded lady. Or wolf girl. Do you know how many times he’s asked to sit on the four-legged woman’s lap? I know what he’s thinking. He thinks two sets of legs might equal two vaginas. That’s not how it works, though. I know.” He winked knowingly. “I’m telling you, that guy’s off his rocker. Takes a freak to know a freak.”

      I waited. For a guy who resented my assumption that he was in the freak show, he sure talked about the freak show a lot. For a guy so offended by the word “freak,” he sure said it often.

      Wyatt went on.

      “He’s had that building for a few years now, right? Just finished construction of the third floor, but he’s been using it for a while. I know some guys who did construction for it. They’d work a few weeks at most, and then Holmes would fire them. Nobody knows the plans for that freak-fucking-show place of his. Nobody knows how all the walls fit together or what he’s had installed where. Nobody, ‘cept Holmes. But man .. everyone loves him. Total charmer. Uses that charm to get whatever he wants. But he’s got more missing chicks around him than a farmer with a coyote problem, and nobody sees through that asshole other than us.”

      “Why don’t you go to the police?”

      “Who’d listen to a bunch of freaks? Cybil, our lobster girl? She was arrested for having two fingers. FOR HAVING TWO FINGERS WHAT THE FUCK.” Wyatt shook his head. “Anyway. You don’t want to stay there. You don’t want to hang out with that walking taint, or be anywhere near him.”

      “I can take care of myself,” I said.

      “What, because you’re a vampire? That don’t make no difference, asshole.”

      I stopped. “What did you say?”

      “That it don’t make no difference.”

      “I mean the other thing.”

      “What else did I say?” He scratched his head. “Did I say you were ugly?”

      “You said I was …” But I couldn’t repeat it. I wouldn’t. Not in America, with all their chaos and lawlessness.

      “Oh. Right. I just said that bein’ a vampire was no excuse to take risks like that.”

      “What’s a vampire?”

      “Oh, fuck you, Maurice.”

      “And how do you know my name?”

      “Bitch, please. I told you. We know it all.”

      “I’m not a vampire.”

      “Yes you are.”

      “Vampires don’t exist.”

      “Do they not exist, or do you not know what they are?”

      “Both.”

      Wyatt laughed at me and kept walking. “Whatever, man.”

      There was a long quiet between us. Then I said, “I’m serious.”

      “Look,” Wyatt said. “Deny all you want, but I know you’re a vampire just like I know your name is Maurice.”

      I sidestepped the obvious questions and asked another. “What makes you so sure I’m a vampire?”

      “Two reasons,” Wyatt said. “The first is that after you got into town, we started following you. I saw you trip just outside the station, then get your legs cut off by that streetcar.”

      I felt myself blush. That had been a total tourist move, getting dismembered by a streetcar.

      “The second is that we’ve got one at the freak show,” Wyatt said.

      “You’ve got a vampire at the freak show?”

      “What did I tell you about using that word?” he snapped. Then he said, “But yeah. We’ve got one. He’s the reason we knew you were coming, but he’d already made plans tonight to get his fangs sucked. You know.”

      I didn’t know. I didn’t want to ask, either.

      I looked ahead. The naked posts that might one day support the Ferris Wheel aberration were larger now, as we walked toward the waterfront.

      “Where are we going?”

      “To the midway.”

      “To meet your ‘vampire’?” I tried to laugh as if I found the word and concept absurd, but the laugh came out flat — more like a mumble. Truth was, Wyatt had me lapped. He knew a lot — and not just about me, either. He knew the city, the fair, the creepy proprietor of the funhouse hotel. He knew my name, my day of arrival, probably why I’d come. That wasn’t good news. But with the revelation that the midway freak show included a vampire, at least I was starting to understand the whys and hows of the situation.

      “Yeah,” Wyatt said. “To meet the vampire.”

      But I was beginning to suspect I didn’t need to meet the vampire to know him. I knew him already. We weren’t related, but someone in my family line had met him and had a full set of impressions. That relative of mine — no idea who or when or where; it was
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