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​Chapter One
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It’s amazing how life goes back to normal, how the world keeps spinning, even after you do something so terrible that it can never be forgiven. You get up in the morning. You eat. You shower. Shave. Use the toilet.

I spoke to the woman across from me at the table and tried not to notice how much she looked like her twin sister. I tried to ignore the subject that lurked under every conversation, under every aspect of our relationship.

And the dream. Always the same dream. There was no escaping it. I closed my eyes, desperate for sleep, desperate to find a safe haven where I wasn’t haunted by my memories.

In my dream, I plunge the knife into a little girl’s chest.

It had been six weeks since I murdered my daughter—six weeks since I stabbed her in the heart with a silver knife, killing the bloodthirsty beast, the unholy and abhorrent dead thing that knew only want and need.

Everything felt wrong. I walked through the house that was not my house and pretended my family was right around the corner. I listened to the late October wind rumbling outside, shaking the house to its foundation. I slipped outside, looking for solitude, and a cold wind knifed through me. I worked on the truck that was not my truck, trying to bang out a dent in the side.

I was practicing with my handgun, trying to familiarize myself with my new tool, on top of the hill behind the house when I missed the phone call. It wasn’t until late in the afternoon when I returned to the house, mumbled some words to the woman at the table, and headed for my bedroom that I saw the blinking light on the answering machine. “Did you hear the phone ring?” I asked.

The woman shook her head. “I was reading in my room.”

Sister Callie was a nun and the book she read was the Holy Book, the only book she had brought with her from Peoria. She’d followed me home after I lost her twin sister, Katie, to the vampire, Silas. It was hard looking at Callie. She had emerald eyes and auburn hair, just like her sister. Her skin was a delicate cream, closer to parchment, lightly dusted with freckles. She looked so much like Katie that I found myself biting my tongue, trying not to say the wrong thing.

I was still trying to figure out if I had loved Katie Calahane.

I checked the phone, an old white Radio Shack brand with big push buttons. The ringer, controlled by a slider on the side, was turned off. I didn’t remember doing it, and I doubted Callie had touched the phone. I shrugged and pressed the button to listen to the message.

It wasn’t what I expected.

“Jack, it’s Mary Kate. I’ve got your newest order and ... I need to talk.”

I listened to the message again. The woman’s voice had the hint of age but wasn’t ancient. There was no discernible accent.

I turned to Sister Callie, who now stood behind me. “What do you think?”

She shrugged. “It’s not about Jack’s ... work?”

Jack Harlan was a vampire killer, my great-great-great-grandfather, and his house was now mine. I was born Sam Fisher, but—as I found out—I had always been a Harlan. “I don’t think so,” I said.

“What kind of ‘order’?”

It was my turn to shrug. “Maybe it’s like the crops?”

Callie frowned, her forehead creasing. “I thought that was done?”

I nodded. I knew very little about farming. An old man with overalls had knocked on my door the week before. It seemed Jack had had an arrangement with the man, Albert Slinghuff. The old farmer paid the cash rent with actual cash, passed to me in a white envelope along with a cooler of freshly slaughtered beef. In exchange, Slinghuff farmed Jack’s three hundred acres of land.

The next afternoon he was out with his combine bringing in the crops, his wife hauling the grain in a semitrailer to the elevator eight miles away in Toledo, Iowa. The crops were soon harvested, the hills and valleys sheared bare, leaving short white stalks that covered the ground like angry needles.

A thought occurred to me. “Can we look up the number?”

Callie nodded and I followed her to the kitchen. Jack had left me everything, including his house. It was a simple affair, two bedrooms, a living room, and a large kitchen with pantry. The basement held a giant freezer full of beef, and stairs led to a steel door that connected to his underground bunker under the hilltop.

The bunker contained a dizzying array of guns and knives of all shapes and sizes and a small fortune in cash and gold coins. All of it now belonged to me, to use as I saw fit.

I saw fit to kill vampires.

I was going to kill them for what they did to me, and for what they did to Katie, and what they made Jack become. For them, I saw fit to kill every damned vampire in the world, if I could.

I took a seat at the table in front of the new Dell laptop I’d purchased the week before. I winced as I typed the number into the Google search.

“Your wrist still hurts?” Callie asked.

I nodded. My wife, Stacie, broke my right wrist and two ribs in our final encounter. The damage was mostly healed, a byproduct of the change, the thing that had happened to my body after my first vampire kill. The change gave me strength and speed. I was quick to heal and had a sudden appetite for vast quantities of rare beef.

A vampire could will itself into a human. They called it giving 

‘the gift,’ but I’d found out that if I lived long enough and killed enough vampires, I would change into a vampire without being bitten or receiving ‘the gift.’

Like Jack.

I would become the very thing I hated.

I shuddered at the thought and saw Callie glance my way. She didn’t speak, but I knew she was sympathetic as well as concerned.

“Maybe we should have the doctor take another look,” she said.

“No point,” I said, shaking my head. “He said it was healed like it happened months ago, not six weeks.”

She hesitated. “If you think it best.”

“Sister, I have no idea if it’s best, but it’s what we’re going to do.” I finished the Google search and read the results. “Hawkeye Gun & Pawn. Marshalltown, Iowa.”

“Do you know it?”

“Never heard of it, but someone there knew Jack. Even had an order for him. Guess we need to make a trip to Marshalltown.”

* * *
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Jack’s armory was a long room, the size of a small house, with concrete walls and a domed roof twenty feet tall. Racks of guns lined the walls. Rifles. Carbines. Shotguns. Handguns. It was almost too much to take in at once, and I mentally whistled for the thousandth time as I flicked on the light switch.

An overpowering odor of gun oil greeted me, but there was also a musty smell, even though the dehumidifier in the corner ran twenty-four hours a day. A rack of knives in various shapes and sizes sat above the dehumidifier, all razor sharp, all bearing silver content. There was a deadly looking device hanging from the wall in the back that Jack had identified as an RPG. I had no idea why he needed it, but I left it there, just in case. Under the RPG was a twenty-five-gallon Rubbermaid container full of wooden stakes, each about fourteen inches long.

Callie and I had ventured into town the week after I’d filed Jack’s will. We purchased the laptop and a wireless modem and spent the ensuing weeks researching guns and ammunition, trying to learn how to use my newly inherited stockpile of weapons.

We weren’t very good. We didn’t know the first thing about guns, or knives, or wooden stakes.

Sister Callie had finally settled on a twelve-gauge pump shotgun, a Remington 870, and had taken to practicing with it on the top of the hill, blasting at paper targets stapled to a sheet of plywood staked in the red clay soil.

I’d adopted Jack’s Colt 1911 handgun as my own, eschewing the rest of the handguns in the bunker. I had never shot a handgun before the attack in my diner, and I found the Colt had one hell of a kick. It was so brutal on my healing wrist that I practiced left-handed until the bones in my right were knitted enough to take the beating.

I’d found a spare leather holster, a Glaco made with thick leather straps that went around my neck and locked in place behind my back. It held the gun firmly in place under my arm. I thought it looked ridiculous, but I practiced drawing and firing until I finally felt I had gained some proficiency. After all that practice, I could routinely place bullets in the center of the target from twenty yards.

It was a good start, but I needed to do better.

If we hope to survive.

“We’re running out of bullets,” Callie said from behind me.

I turned to her. “What?”

She pointed to the heavy metal shelves stacked with boxes against the north wall. “I’ve looked through the ammunition. We don’t have much lead left. Only silver.”

“I didn’t notice.”

I searched through the shelves and found a few boxes of almost every caliber in silver but, as Callie said, very little lead ammunition.

How stupid of me. Just another thing I’m not keeping up on.

* * *
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Callie headed back to the house and I exited the armory through the massive steel door to the south and made my way through the short tunnel to the machine shed. It was a big building with a concrete floor, a mechanic’s lift, and walls lined with rolling tool chests. Pegboard hanging everywhere contained every tool I knew how to use and quite a few whose purpose I couldn’t begin to guess.

The shed was packed with vehicles. A mid-seventies Camaro sat next to an older Ford Econoline van, which was parked in front of a late nineties Crown Victoria. There was a newish Ford F-150 pickup in the corner, along with a vintage motorcycle, but it was Jack’s Chevy truck with topper that occupied my time.

The passenger door to Jack’s truck looked reasonably well repaired. I had popped the dent out with a dent-puller and then filled it with Bondo. After hours of sanding, the door appeared somewhat normal, but the first coat of primer showed a rippling surface full of pinholes.

Apparently there is only so much I can learn from the Internet.

After filling the side with more Bondo and waiting for it to harden, I covered the door with a fine coat of glaze to fill the pinholes and waited for it to dry. Then, I spent the next hour working up a sweat in the crisp October afternoon, smoothing the side of the door with a long flexible sanding block until it looked even, then shot a few coats of rattle-can primer over the sanded surface.

I turned my head to catch the light playing across the surface. The pinholing was gone, and so were the ripples. My wife had slammed me into the truck so hard that the window would no longer roll down, but now the damage was finally gone.

I felt a presence behind me, a pressure against the back of my neck, and turned to find Callie watching.

“I thought we were going to Marshalltown?” she asked.

“Tomorrow morning.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Why not now?”

“It’s getting late and I need to finish fixing this door,” I said half-heartedly.

She glanced around the shed at the other vehicles, then her eyes returned to me. “That’s the reason?”

“You think there’s another?”

She spoke quickly. “I think you’re hurting, Sam, and I think going out in the world is the last thing you want to do.”

I felt a small surge of anger. I pointed to the truck door, lying across the two sawhorses and said, “I told you I was going to fix Jack’s truck and then I was going to hunt vampires. Whatever that phone call was, it wasn’t about vampires.”

I turned my back to her and grabbed the truck door. It was heavy, but my newfound strength allowed me to easily lift it from the sawhorses.

Callie sighed. “Do you need any help?”

“Grab those pins and springs. We’ll put it back on the same way it came off.”

For the next ten minutes, Callie helped me replace the door on the truck. When it was finished, I opened it and closed it several times. It squealed more than I expected. I opened it again and used the hand crank to roll down the window, then rolled it back up. “Maybe not as good as new, but it’s functional.”

Callie eyed the door critically. “You’re not going to paint it to match the rest of the truck?”

I snorted. “Does it really matter, in the grand scheme of things?”

“Sam—”

“Don’t bother, Sister. I don’t want to talk about it.”

Callie’s lips formed a thin line. “I’ll fix supper. I know you must be hungry.“

I chuckled grimly. “You know I am.”

* * *
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The Sister placed the steaks in the sizzling hot cast-iron skillet. I watched from the kitchen table. In fact, I couldn’t take my eyes from the steak. The smell of cooking meat filled the room with a mouth-watering aroma until I couldn’t think of anything else. I wanted to grab the meat from the pan and rip it apart with my teeth, choking it down as quickly as possible.

I was ravenous.

“I could do that,” I said, trying desperately to think of anything but the ribeye spattering in hot grease and butter. “I did run a diner, remember?”

Callie turned, her face carefully blank. “I know, but it gives me something to do. I’m used to working and there’s not much else to do here.”

She was right. When she wasn’t practicing with the shotgun or praying, she was scrubbing the floors and countertops, washing my clothes, and trying to keep house.

I removed a fresh bottle of Jack Daniels and peeled off the paper around the bottle’s neck. I retrieved a glass from the second shelf next to the stove and returned to the table, where I poured myself a couple of fingers.

A couple of fingers as belonging to a very large man.

Callie’s housework made me uncomfortable. Stacie had done most of the cleaning in Arcanum, and there was something about Callie assuming those duties that unsettled me. “You’re not my wife, Callie. You don’t have to take care of me.”

“I’m not trying to take care of you,” she said. She watched the steak sizzle, then said, “I think you’re afraid to face what happened.”

“I’m not afraid,” I said, then winced. It sounded weak, even to my ears.

“You can’t deny what happened,” she said. “You were faced with a decision no parent should ever face. You’re hurting, Sam. You lost your wife and your daughter. You lost Jack.” She hesitated. “And Katie.”

“I know that,” I said.

“We’ve hardly spoken of it. You had feelings for Katie. Why don’t you want to talk about it?”

“I think about it every day. I can’t stop thinking about it. I was so happy to learn that Jack was my kin. Until I had to kill him. Then, when I killed Silas? I thought maybe, just maybe, Stacie might come to her senses, but the woman I loved was gone. Only the monster remained.”

I took a drink and coughed as it went down. “I think about Lilly, and how I should have protected her. And yes, I had feelings for Katie, but those feelings didn’t do a damned bit of good in stopping Pearl from punching a hole through her guts. All I could do was watch as she bled out. Just ... a dead body. No spark left. Nothing that made her ... Katie.”

“You think I don’t know that?” Callie said in a pained voice. “I lost my sister. My twin. She died trying to save me and I wasn’t there for her. I’m hurting, and I know you are, too. I’ve used the computer to research the stages of grief—”

“How do nuns learn to use the Internet?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

Callie frowned. “I keep telling you, I’m a woman religious, not a nun. A nun leads a cloistered life. A Sister is called to act and interact with the world.”

I sighed. “And what about Katie?”

“Katie took the same vows, but she broke them when she left the Church. When you killed Larz Timm, she was no longer a Sister. I have not broken my vows. I was called to a religious life, just like I believe I was called to help you kill vampires.”

I shrugged. “Well, Sister, can you turn my steak? I’ve got a calling to eat, and I like my steak rare.”

Callie’s eyes narrowed. “I think you joke because you’re afraid to confront your feelings.” She turned back to the pan and used a fork to flip the ribeye.

“Maybe,” I admitted. I poured another glass of bourbon and savored the burn as it went down. “I wish I could have saved them.”

There was silence, broken only by the sizzling of the meat in the pan, until Callie finally spoke. “You fought for what’s right, Samuel. You made necessary choices in terrible situations.”

She plated my steak and brought it to me. I took it from her trembling hands and saw the concern in her eyes. I cut a piece of steak, and the first bite was bliss.

The juices flowed across my tongue and the taste was almost orgasmic, making my toes curl, turning on every pleasure center in my body.

This isn’t good.
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It was a quick thirty-minute drive the next morning to Marshalltown. I pulled Jack’s Chevy truck to the curb a block north of the county courthouse, in front of the Amana store. Hawkeye Gun & Pawn was next door. All the buildings were two-story red brick with brick facades, some covered in brightly colored siding. The general tone was small-town USA decay, much like my hometown in Arcanum.

I glanced over to Callie. “Coming?”

She nodded.

I stepped into the cool October air and pulled my trench coat tight. It was nearing Halloween and the temperature was hovering in the upper forties. Callie followed, pulling at the light brown jacket she had purchased at the Shopko in Toledo. It wasn’t stylish, but the Sister didn’t seem to care. Like everything else in our new lives, form was more important than function.

The pawnshop was well-kept, the red awning over the front clean and not yet faded from the sun. The big bay window in front was stuffed full of tool chests, a few old woodgrain console televisions, and a trio of acoustic guitars on black plastic stands. I opened the door and the bell above tinkled. I entered, Callie following close behind, and was greeted by the smell of musty cardboard and Lemon Pledge. We were the only customers, and I let the door shut behind me and waited for several minutes before a woman approached.

She was tall and still good-looking, somewhere in her late forties or early fifties, with the start of crow’s-feet around her eyes and strands of silver throughout her long black hair. Her startlingly vibrant gray eyes found mine and she smiled perfunctorily.

“Can I help you?”

“You left a message for Jack,” I said. “You had his order?”

The woman’s eyes widened. “Where’s Jack? Who are you?” She took a step back and I saw her eyes flit from me to Callie.

I remained still as her hand dropped to the black apron she wore. Her hand clutched something in the apron, a handgun of some type, I suspected. I wanted to know her business with Jack, but not enough to risk getting gut shot. “Jack is dead,” I said. “I’m his grandson.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Funny, Jack never mentioned a grandson.”

“He never mentioned a pawnshop,” I said, “but here we are. Look, did Jack tell you he had family?”

I saw a brief glint of recognition in her eyes. “He might have said something about a relative.”

“He seemed,” Callie said, “to have mentioned Sam to everyone he was close to.”

The woman withdrew her hand from the pocket of her apron and she sagged, as if a little of the life had drained from her. “He might have, yes. You’re Sam?”

I nodded. “Sam Harlan. You are?”

The woman took a deep breath and wiped her palms on her apron. “I’m sorry. I’m Mary Kate Glick.”

“This your pawnshop?” I asked.

“Yes. I’m ... sorry. About Jack.”

“Are you okay?” Callie asked. “You don’t look well.”

“I just wasn’t expecting this.” The woman turned and made a beeline for the back of the shop.

I turned to Callie. She raised an eyebrow, then nodded for me to follow the woman. I did, passing shelves filled with old wrenches and toasters, and an entire shelf of used Bunn coffeemakers. I found the woman sitting on a stool near the back of the shop, hunched over a display case full of silver coins and used MP3 players.

She raised her head as I approached. “I don’t know what to say. I never thought Jack would...”

Callie came behind me and placed her hand on my shoulder. I started to speak, but I felt her fingers tighten on my shoulder and I stopped, then spoke carefully. “How did you know Jack?”

“I’ve known Jack for years,” Mary Kate said, her face weary. “We were...”

“Together,” I said, not bothering to hide my surprise.

“A long time ago,” she said. “After my husband died. Jack ... comforted me. Helped me through a rough patch.”

I nodded. She was clearly mourning Jack’s loss, but I had questions. “You said his order was ready. What order?”

She looked up, her face turning suspicious. “You say you’re Jack’s grandson, but I know that Jack didn’t have a grandson.”

I smiled. “Jack was my kin. You’ll have to trust me on that. He died six weeks ago.”

“How do I know you’re telling the truth?”

She has a good point. “I only met Jack right before he died. I found out he’d been keeping an eye on me for my entire life.”

She smiled sadly. “That sounds like him.”

I nodded. “What did you have for him?”

For a moment, I thought she would tell me, but she glanced down and I knew I had lost the moment. “I don’t know you—”

“Forget it,” I said, forcing a smile. No sense pushing it. “It was nice meeting you, Mary Kate.”

I turned and found Callie watching our exchange. She shrugged and I followed her outside, the bell above the door tinkling as we exited.

I got in the truck and waited for Callie. She opened the door and paused, her hand on the door, then said, “You aren’t going to push for more?”

I didn’t speak and she finally climbed in and shut the door.

I nodded to the pawnshop. “Whatever she may have been to Jack, she’s not interested in speaking to me. Frankly, I don’t blame her a bit.”

* * *
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The drive back to Toledo was quiet except for the throaty roar of the Chevy. I turned on the radio and dug through the stations, looking for something to distract me, but gave up when Callie cleared her throat.

“What?”

She looked at the radio, then squinted at me. “I find constantly switching channels to be annoying.”

“Fair enough,” I said, turning off the radio and staring out the window at the passing fields, now empty of crops, until we came over the hill that led down into Toledo. “Do we need anything in town?”

“No,” she said. “Your last trip filled the pantry.”

We drove through Toledo and headed east on Ross, past the middle school, and onto the dusty rock road. We continued in silence until we turned left on the gravel lane that led to the farm.

I slowed the truck. An unfamiliar beat-up silver Plymouth Voyager was parked in front of the machine shed. A heavyset man leaned against the boxy minivan, and I eased up next to it and tried to identify him.

He was a tall, broad-shouldered man in his early fifties and wore jeans, a dark blue flannel shirt, and a John Deere hat. His jacket was emblazoned with a seed company logo. I’d come to recognize his style of dress as the local uniform, a way to differentiate them from out-of-towners who might happen to find themselves far from the relative civilization of Des Moines or Iowa City.

The man was smiling, a wide, honest smile that lit up his face.

I didn’t trust it. I’d learned lately that nothing and nobody could be trusted.

We got out, slowly, and I was reassured by the weight of the Colt in my shoulder holster. I cleared my throat and asked, “Can I help you, friend?”

The big man smiled wider. “I heard Jack was gone. You his grandson?”

“I am. How did you hear about it?”

The man stuck out his hand, his fingers like swollen sausages. “From Slinghuff. I’m Billy. I did some ... work for Jack.”

I took his hand in mine and shook it, feeling a gentle strength there. “What kind of work?” I asked.

“Oh, a little of this and a little of that,” the man said, pulling a red-and-white pack of Marlboros from his coat. “You mind?”

Callie cleared her throat. She stood a few feet from me and watched the man warily, clearly getting a vibe from him. I felt it, too. There was something about him I couldn’t place my finger on, but a dull buzzing ran up my spine and into the back of my teeth.

I nodded. “Help yourself,” I said, carefully clenching and unclenching my right hand. The wrist still hurt, but I was prepared to pull the Colt, just in case. “What are you doing here?”

Billy lit his cigarette and took a deep drag, then exhaled slowly, blowing the smoke in a tight little cloud. “All this shit about smoking causing cancer,” he said. “It’s probably true, I know, but I can’t seem to quit.”

His eyes flickered down to my hand and then back to my eyes. “I’m going to reach into my shirt, real slow, because I don’t feel like getting plugged by whatever gun you’re carrying. Can I do that?”

A cold lump settled in my stomach. Whatever Billy was, he wasn’t a farmer like Slinghuff. “Sure, Billy, just know I can grow a hole in you before you even start to do something stupid.”

I heard Callie’s breath catch in her throat, but I didn’t take my eyes off the man.

“Son,” Billy said, “I’m not here to cause trouble.” He slowly eased his hand inside his shirt, pulled something from it, then opened his hand to show a brown leather bag hanging from a cord around his neck. “You understand?”

I was losing my patience, plus the cold pit in my stomach was spreading. Deciding I’d had enough weird shit for the day, I said, “I’m afraid I don’t, Billy. Billy what? Seems like I ought to have your full name before I put a hole in you.”

“Christ, son, you need to relax. I’m Billy Davenport. I’m a shaman.”

I blinked. “You’re Indian?”

Billy laughed heartily and it shook his ample belly. “It’s Native American now. I’m a Meskwaki.”

I knew the Meskwaki were a tribe that lived between Toledo and Marshalltown. We had passed by the road to their casino on the way back from the pawnshop. “You live on the reservation?”

Billy stopped laughing, but his smile remained. “It’s not a reservation, it’s a settlement, and no, I don’t live on the sett. They don’t have much use for a real medicine man. I live in Tama.”

Tama was the town south of Toledo, and the towns had practically grown together. “What’s your business, Billy?”

Billy sighed. “Look, kid, I know Jack’s gone. I sensed it. You’re related. I sense that, too. You’ve also killed a vampire.” I started to protest, but he stopped me with a raised hand. “Save it. I’m not a hunter, but I can tell you are. I have one talent, really. I protect things. Jack’s farm? Can’t you feel it?”

“What do you mean, Mr. Davenport?” Callie asked.

“I use magic to protect this farm,” Billy said. “A vampire can’t come within a mile of here without feeling an urge to leave. If a vampire set foot on this land, why, it would be like throwing gas on a fire.” He spread his hands apart. “Poof.”

I finally glanced to Callie and saw the uncertainty on her face. In truth, I had sensed something on Jack’s farm, but I couldn’t place my finger on it. I had thought it was all in my head. “You cast a spell to protect this farm?”

Billy took another drag from his cigarette. “Something like that. It needs upkeep. Jack’s gone, but Debbie at the courthouse told me you inherited his place. I figured you’d eventually need my services.”

* * *
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Callie sat across from me at the old oak kitchen table. She turned her head to glance through the window. “He’s still out there,” she said.

“You think he’s legit?”

She hesitated. “The Church records were ... lacking in detail about magic. I know shamans work primarily with spirits, and medicine men work primarily with people. There were lots of interactions between the Church and the indigenous people of North America. They didn’t always end well. There were accidents.”

“Accidents?” I asked.

“Mistakes,” she said. “Cultural failings. I’m not blind, Sam. I have no illusions. The Church didn’t always act in a Christian way.”

“What did the records say about shamans?” I asked.

She sighed and leaned back in her chair. “Shamans are powerful. They specialize in spirit energy. That might be why Mr. Davenport can protect this farm.”

I nodded. “He knew about vampires. Either Jack clued him in, or he’s the real deal. What kind of lunatic believes in vampires if they don’t have some kind of knowledge or experience?”

“He knows,” Callie agreed. “Don’t you think the cost is a little high?”

“It works out to about sixty thousand a year,” I said. “It’s not like we don’t have the money.”

Callie was silent for a moment. “It’s your money,” she said. Changing the subject, she asked, “Are you hungry?”

“Getting there,” I said.

“I can fix lunch,” she said. “How hungry are you?”

There was an uncomfortable silence. “What do you want me to say?” I asked.

Callie stood and began preparing lunch. She heated the cast-iron skillet and placed a large dollop of butter in the bottom of the pan, then began frying a ribeye from the refrigerator. She withdrew a carton of eggs and placed it next to the stove. “There is no shame in being hungry. The Church records are quite clear.”

“I’m different,” I said. “Every time I eat, I’m reminded of that. And, I’m reminded of what happened to Jack.”

Callie flipped the steak, then cracked six eggs into the pan. “Jack’s transition was gradual,” she said quietly. “It took over one hundred years of killing vampires before he changed into a vampire. I don’t think you have anything to worry about. Yet.”

“I’m glad you’re so confident.”

There was a knock on the door and Billy entered, uninvited. His eyes wandered to the skillet, then back to me. “I’m done. I’m ready to leave.”

He stood, grinning wide and showing his tobacco-stained teeth, until I finally stood and handed him five one-ounce gold eagle coins from my pocket.

His eyes lit up as he pocketed the coins and bowed his head. “I’ll swing by next month and renew the protection.” He left without looking back. I heard his van start, then the swooshing of tires on gravel as he backed down the lane.

“Where are the forks?” Callie said.

I turned. “What?”

Callie opened the drawer with the flatware. “The forks. They’re gone.”

I joined her and looked inside the drawer. The flatware was where it was supposed to be, except for the forks. “Did you put them somewhere?” I asked.

“Where would I put them?” Callie asked, baffled. “I wash the dishes and put them away as soon as we’re finished eating. Why would I put the forks somewhere else?” She opened and closed drawers in the kitchen, slamming each drawer a little harder than the last.

“You think Davenport took them?” I asked. I knew as I spoke that it didn’t sound right. We had been in the house while Davenport worked whatever ritual he used to protect the farm. I shook my head. “Maybe he came without us noticing?”

“I was standing right here,” Callie said, continuing to rummage through the counters. “I would have seen him.” She finally opened the refrigerator and gasped.

I turned and found the forks, neatly arranged in a circle on a white plate in the middle shelf of the refrigerator. “Okay,” I said. “That’s weird. Maybe we’ve got a burglar.”

“I don’t know much about criminals,” Callie said, “but there’s nothing missing. Wouldn’t a criminal take something?” She removed the plate and put the forks back in the drawer, except for one, then plated my steak and eggs, placing them on the kitchen table along with the fork. “Eat before it gets cold.”

I took my seat and sighed. “Life gets weirder each day.”

* * *
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I was almost finished with lunch when the phone rang. Callie was finishing the last of her yogurt and she paused, spoon halfway to her mouth, her eyes glancing from me to the hallway.

I shrugged, then stood and walked down the hallway to the desk in front of my bedroom and answered the phone. “Hello?”

I heard breathing on the other end, then a woman’s voice. “This is Mary Kate Glick. I’m sorry about earlier. I want to talk. Can you stop by?”

Callie was watching me, quizzically, and I nodded at her. “Yes, Ms. Glick. I will be there shortly.” I hung up the phone without saying goodbye and walked back to the kitchen.

“The woman wants to meet?” Callie asked.

“Yep.”

“That’s a sudden turnaround,” she pointed out, then shook her head. “You’re right. Things do keep getting weirder.”

I helped her clean the table and she washed the dishes in the kitchen sink while I checked the Colt in my shoulder holster.

“You think you’ll need that?” she asked, drying the dishes and putting them back in the cabinets.

“She knew Jack. Somehow. Davenport is a shaman. I think I’m sick of being the last one to know anything.” Before she could speak, I continued, “I’m also thinking it’s better to be prepared.”

I sat at the kitchen table and removed the Colt from my shoulder holster and checked the silver bullets. The .45 rounds were huge and gleamed like quicksilver in the overhead light. There were six rounds in the magazine, plus one in the chamber. Seven rounds in total that could punch a hole through a vampire like a hot knife through butter.

If I could manage to put a few silver rounds in a vampire, the vampire would combust, leaving a smoking pile of greasy ash. If I missed, I wouldn’t have time to worry. The vampire could literally tear my head from my shoulders. I shuddered at the memory of Silas ripping my great-uncle Warren’s head from his body, and how empty Warren’s eyes had appeared staring off into space.

“Sam?”

My hands were trembling and Callie was standing next to me, obviously concerned. I inserted the magazine and checked that the hammer was still cocked and the thumb safety on. The first few days I’d worn the holster, I’d been terrified at the thought of the Colt cocked and ready to fire, but I had finally grown used to it. I would have to thumb off the safety and squeeze hard enough to disengage the grip safety before it would fire.

“Sam?” Callie repeated, softer.

“We’re low on lead ammunition,” I said, “and we don’t have that many rounds of silver. The Glick woman might be a good contact until I can figure out how to bring Sam Harlan to life. Let’s get back to Marshalltown and find out what she has to say.”

* * *
[image: ]


Callie and I entered the pawnshop, the little bell tinkling, and Mary Kate was there to greet us. She took my hand and squeezed it gently. “I’m sorry about earlier,” she blurted out. “It was just a shock. Jack mentioned a young relative. I guess that’s you.”

“We only met a while ago,” I said. “I barely got to know him.”

Mary Kate smiled sadly. “He was a hard man to get to know.”

Callie coughed politely and asked, “What order did you have for Jack?”

“Right,” Mary Kate said. “I suppose you want it?”

I stepped forward. “Ms. Glick? I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m afraid you’re going to have to fill me in.”

“Sorry,” she said. “I just can’t believe you don’t know.” She stepped past me and flipped the sign in the window from open to closed, then carefully locked the door. “Follow me.”

I turned to Callie, who nodded and gave me a gentle shove. We followed Mary Kate through the pawnshop and into a back room separated from the rest of the pawnshop by a curtain.

The room was small, twelve feet square, with stark white walls covered with rifles and shotguns lined up neatly in rows at waist height. Glass display cases were filled with handguns of all sizes.

Mary Kate turned to us. “I keep the guns separate from the rest of the shop.”

I raised an eyebrow at the impressive display. “Did Jack order a gun?”

She shook her head. “No.” She bent behind one of the counters, removed four brown cardboard boxes, each the size of a lunchbox, and placed them on the glass counter. “Jack ordered this ammunition.” She removed a box cutter from her apron and slit the packing tape on top, then opened the box and withdrew a smaller box of .45 ACP ammunition. She opened the box and I saw that the rounds were silver.

I glanced at Callie, who pursed her lips but didn’t speak. “Ma’am,” I asked, “how much is here?”

Mary Kate squinted, doing the mental calculations. “Between the different calibers? About ten thousand dollars’ worth.”

I let out a low whistle. “Seems pricy.”

She frowned. “It’s not the cost of the silver. I have it handmade by a man in Nebraska. Do you know how hard it is to cast silver bullets?”

I didn’t. “Uh, hard?”

“Very hard,” Mary Kate said. “You can’t just melt silver the way you do with lead. Silver has a much higher melting point and it shrinks more, so you have to be extremely careful when you cast the rounds. Plus, the dimensions have to be precise. It doesn’t expand and deform inside the barrel like lead, so there’s no room for error. If it’s too big, it’ll explode in your face. If it’s too small, you lose accuracy.”

I nodded as if I understood. “Sure.”

I removed one of
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