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THAT’S WHAT THE SIGN SAID.  So he knew immediately that whoever rested on the other side of that door was a vampire.  He stepped more lightly up the stairs.

You couldn't go anywhere without having to alter your behavior for the vampires.  First they come out publicly, and somehow gain citizenship and the vote.  Then the laws are changed to suit them.  No garlic or crosses in public, and peace in the day so they can sleep.  And in return, the vampires keep their population in check, and feed only on convicts.  Well they sure seemed to be everywhere for a race not allowed to exceed a hundred thousand.

Dale shut his door, then locked it, even though he knew it would do nothing to protect him if the vampire downstairs decided Dale was breakfast.

Why hadn't he noticed the sign when he first looked at the apartment?  Maybe he'd become blind to them.  Still, he should have seen it.  If he had, he would have passed and found someplace else to live.

Dale hated having to rely on the law to protect him when, if the vampires wanted, they could wipe out the law.  And why were they tolerated anyway?  Ten years earlier a pack of werewolves had been discovered and exterminated.  They were dangerous once a month, and they'd been destroyed.  The vampires could kill you any night of the week, but they're allowed into the world?

He put away what he could do quietly, then made sure his door was locked and hung a crucifix from the peephole.  The sun was almost down and Dale hated being up when the vampires came out.  The one downstairs would smell him, he knew.  He climbed into bed and stared at the ceiling.

A while later, with the room dark for the drawn blinds, he heard footsteps outside his door.  He heard them stop.  He held his breath in case the vampire's stench penetrated into his apartment.  Dale waited out the silence, knowing the harder his heart pumped, the more the vampire would want him.  But if it took him, the monster would be treated like any criminal and dealt with and it would suit the thing right.

After forever, the footsteps retreated.

In the morning, Dale smiled to know he'd made it through another night.  After dressing and eating, he wanted to bound down the steps with pleasure to go to work in the daytime, outside under the bright, burning sun.  But the sign on the door at the bottom of the steps made him slow down.

Saturdays were always good; the bank closed at noon and Dale was home before sundown.  Summertime weekdays weren't bad either.  In the winter, when the sun was down when the bank closed at five o'clock, Dale hurried home.  But Saturdays were always good.

This Saturday was turning out to be the best yet.  Business was slow and Dale had spent most of the morning talking to Donna, the black woman he'd been trying to get close to since she started at the bank a few weeks ago.  She turned out to be a pleasant enough person, if a little bitter.  Like Dale, Donna had chosen a daytime job to avoid the vampires, but, unlike Dale, Donna's feelings toward them weren't fear but contempt.

"It's not that I have a problem," she explained, "with what they are, but it's like every time I think I might be able to get a little ahead in the world, here comes another minority group who feels they're being held back.  I've been trying years," she said, trying to keep her voice down in the near-empty building, "to get somewhere.  I get out of college after six years, feeling like I had to work three times as hard."

Dale nodded.

"And I finally think my history major is going to get me something good after graduation.  You know what happened?"

Dale said no, he didn't.

"I had an interview at a college in Chicago teaching Russian history.  Great pay, great position, more prestige than I'll have anywhere else in this world.  They gave it to a vampire two days before I arrived, because he was two hundred years old and had been there during the period the class covered.  They even rearranged the schedule, made it a night class."

Dale didn't want to laugh, but it was kind of funny, he had to admit.  Donna would have thought so too if it hadn't been her that got screwed.

"Probably," she said.  "But it could have happened to someone with more options in life.  Look at me, I'm a college graduate, making change at a drive-up bank window."

Dale said he was sorry, even though it wasn't his fault.  He understood her position.

"You don't," she said.

"No," he agreed.  "I don't.  But I'm not crazy about them either.  I just moved into a new building.  My apartments on the third floor and right inside the door, the first apartment in the place, there's a vampire living there.  So now I've got watch how I close the door, how I walk up the stairs, how I whistle when I get the mail.  All because of some stupid Day Sleeper sign taped to the door.  I've got a good mind to take that sign down and let a dozen people stomp right down those stairs all day."

"You should."

Yeah, Dale thought.  I should, if I didn't think I'd wake up the next morning dead.

Grocery shopping came after work, and Dale tried to keep his purchases to one bag, no more than two.  He wanted to get upstairs in one trip, with as little fuss as possible.

He stood at the window that night, peering through a slit in his blinds, watching a half dozen or so bats flit across the full moon, before he turned to his apartment.  He should try to sleep, but he couldn't.  He didn't know if he'd ever get a full night's sleep in this apartment, not with that monster just downstairs.  Well, he still had two rooms to unpack.  And with the sun down, he could make as much noise as necessary.  But he wouldn't; no need to alert the vampire that Dale was home and awake.

He placed things on shelves, into cabinets, hung a few pictures on the walls where previous tenants had left nails.  He refused to nail anything new: too noisy.

Donna called in on Monday.  She'd had some bad meat Saturday night and was still sick in bed.  Around noon, Dale came face to face with the best customer he'd ever met.

Sitting at his accounts desk, Dale smiled up at a man who'd placed himself in a chair before Dale even noticed he was there.

"Can I help you?"

"You bet," the man smiled.  "I need to close my account."

Dale went to his desk drawer for the proper form, asking, "Is there a problem with your account?  We didn't misplace a tax return, did we?"  He chuckled, indicating he was joking and the man guffawed too loudly.

"No, no," the man said.  "Just gonna be a little hard to get to it on the island."

"Oh?" Dale said.  "Going to Hawaii?"

"No."  Dale slid the form to him and the man produced a pen from his shirt pocket.  He filled out a few lines, then looked at Dale.  "You seem a regular type."

"Sorry?" Dale asked.  "Regular type?"

"What I mean is, you seem a regular person.  Not like them things."  Vampires? Dale wanted to ask, but the very topic was unpleasant enough.  "Them creatures, you know?"

Dale nodded.  "I see.  Right, I'm regular enough I guess."

"I guess you'd have to be to work here in daylight, wouldn't you?"  Dale nodded, smiling, wishing this man would finish his form and move on, be loud and conspicuous somewhere else.  Then he said the thing that made Dale want to kiss him.  "Damned things won't be getting my American blood.  No sir.  The island's privately owned and the only laws that apply there come from the man."

"And what man is that?" Dale asked, curious.

"Whitaker," the man said as if Dale should have known already.  Then the man's face went blank and he looked around.  "There aren't any Devil-lovers here are there?"

"I, uh, I wouldn't know," Dale said.  "We don't talk too much about them.  So, are you finished with that?"

The man looked down and realized he hadn't got past the third line.  He went back to writing.  After a minute, Dale said, "So, this island.  You're going there?  And there aren't any vampires allowed, is that right?"

"You got that right," the man said, keeping his voice low now.  "Taking everything I own and staying there until the rest of the world comes to its senses and gets rid those things."

"I see," Dale said.  The man handed back the form.

Dale spent the better part of that night on his
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