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Helena and Forrest kept closing the gap. Five yards now…Four…



The people stayed put, glaring at the agents. They still looked as human as Forrest and Helena. “I thought that old lady was crazy,” Forrest whispered to his partner. “Guess I was right.”

At two yards, the people still stood there wearing vaguely impatient expressions. Forrest began to relax, that tingling in his fingertips fading away. These were people, that’s all—they somewhat fit the description the old woman had given them, but how hard was it to find a bearded guy accompanied by a woman? He wanted to find out what they were doing here at this hour, but he didn’t expect either of them to leap to the top of the twelve-foot wall. All that was left now was to play the UV lights over them and see if they burned.

At five feet away, he was bringing the light up to train its beam on the guy’s face when the woman lunged.

Only woman was no longer an operative term.

She had dropped her human disguise, and came at him with claws out and fangs gnashing and a terrible tongue lolling from her open maw.







AUTHORS’ NOTE


In the 30 Days of Night mythos, Eternal Damnation takes place shortly after the events depicted in the novel

Immortal Remains.
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FOR DAYS, smoke, steam, and the plaintive cries of the dying issued from the hole.

From ground level, it looked as if someone had built a new opening to hell. Norwegian authorities wisely stayed far away. The few travelers who noticed the smoke from the highway and tried to approach were dissuaded by the immediate stink of death, the electric madness that coursed through the air and set their teeth on edge and made their hair stand up, even the sight of the occasional filthy survivor, with matted hair and ragged clothes and open wounds.

Everywhere was blood, blood, blood.

So nobody bore witness to the ones who pushed through the wall of stench.

They drove as far as they could on a road made impassable by heavy snow, then got out and walked, carrying their equipment and supplies.

Approaching the hole, their booted feet broke through red snow. They stood at the hole’s rim for a while, shoveling through snow and debris, talking about the sight in soft voices, making notes, one taking digital photographs to document the scene. They swallowed hard, chuckled, patted each other’s shoulders with gloved hands, and stamped their feet against the cold—whatever it took to remind them that they were still upright, their bodies more or less whole, and that they wouldn’t see anyone like themselves inside the gaping pit.

Then they went inside.
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THE NEIGHBORHOOD was one of those built in the twenty-first century by developers with more money than imagination. Houses were crammed onto lots so small that an adult could almost stand between two of them and touch both with outspread arms. They were all brown, although some had a little red mixed in, others leaning toward ocher or tan. The dark roofs slanted identically toward the streets, like the bills of officers’ caps at parade rest.

Forrest Tilden had been an army officer before he chucked it for six months in Iraq as a private security contractor. In those six months he made as much money as in three years at his previous salary. He also made contacts, and one of those contacts had recruited him for this latest assignment. The pay wasn’t as good, but he had money in the bank, and he mostly stayed stateside, mostly slept in his own bed at night, and he believed in the cause.

That was the important thing—he didn’t mind killing, but when he pulled the trigger he liked to know the reason why.

Forrest scanned house numbers as he drove. Next to him in the Hummer was Helena Bair, who had not served in the armed forces but rose up through the ranks of the FBI until she too was recruited for this assignment. She was reading through the contents of a file folder spread on her lap, one he had already memorized.

Finally, Forrest pulled up in front of one of the identical brown houses, the one with the number 1407 on the front door. As a token of individualism, the owners of this house had wrapped the columns flanking the door with orange Halloween lights, but it was daytime and nothing, Forrest believed, looked quite as pathetic as holiday lights during the day.

“That’s the place,” Helena said. She had short black hair, a wrestler’s build, and a knack for stating the obvious. But she also was smart and fearless, so he enjoyed working with her.

“Let’s get it done,” he said.



They strode to the door with the confidence of people who know they’ll be allowed inside. Helena knocked twice. Standing back from the door, Forrest saw through a picture window as a woman walked toward it, wiping her hands on a kitchen towel. It was after six—dinner hour for some.

The woman opened the door about eight inches. She was slender, maybe thirty-five, freckled, wearing jeans and a rust-colored wool sweater that almost matched her hair. She probably thought they were selling something. Not hardly. “Yes?” she said. “I’m sorry, but we’re about to sit down to dinner.”

“This won’t take long, ma’am,” Helena said.

“Is Weston Beale your son?” Forrest asked.

Weston Beale. The kid fancied himself some kind of web genius. He ran fan sites for TV shows and movies…sites that looked pretty damn good, Forrest had to admit. But he also ran a tribute site to a woman named Stella Olemaun. The same Stella Olemaun who claimed that vampires were real. Recently Weston Beale had been posting new information about Stella…vampires…things a sixteen-year-old kid living in Norman, Oklahoma, should have no way of knowing.

This made him a person of interest to Operation Red-Blooded.

“He—yes, but…”

“We need to see him.”

A man approached from behind the woman. His teeth were clenched as if gripping a pipe, and he tried to fold a newspaper as he walked. Don’t these people put anything down? Forrest briefly wondered. The woman still clutched that limp towel like some kind of lifeline.

“What’s going on?” the man demanded. He wore glasses that magnified his blinking, curious eyes. Forrest thought he looked like a cartoon owl.

“They want to see Wes,” the woman said.

“Who are you?”

Forrest and Helena drew back nearly identical navy blue blazers to display the badges they wore on their belts. These badges said FBI, but they had others, as needed, back in the Hummer.

“Do you have a warrant?”

“We’re wasting time,” Forrest said. “Ever heard of the Patriot Act?”

“I’m calling a lawyer,” the man said, backing away from the door.

Helena bulled past the woman, and Forrest entered through the opening she made. “Go right ahead. Call a priest if you want,” he remarked as he started upstairs, Helena at his heels. “Call your senator.”

Only one of the rooms at the top of the stairs had its door closed. On that door was a hand-lettered sign that said KEEP OUT. Below that the circled A for “anarchy” symbol had been scrawled with a black Sharpie.

Forrest caught Helena’s gaze, nodded, and went to that door.

The knob was locked. He stepped back, raised his right foot, and kicked sharply just below the knob. Wood splintered and the door burst open, slamming against the wall behind it.

The room’s walls were plastered with posters: Kurt Cobain and Steve Jobs and Bono, buxom women advertising beer and power tools, centerfolds from Playboy, Obey the Giant, and the Clash, and an Elvis poster Forrest kind of liked, showing fat Vegas Presley on one side and nerdy young Costello on the other peering through his Buddy Holly glasses, with punkish letters above them both spelling out SHUT UP OR I’LL EAT YOU AGAIN.

The bed was unmade, sheets tangled like a whirlwind had slept there. The desk was a mess, too. The computer monitor (it wasn’t even a Mac, which Forrest had expected when he saw Steve Jobs on the wall) canted forward, its glass smashed with the five-pound dumbbell that remained half-wedged inside. Cables from the monitor and keyboard dangled toward the floor, but the tower they had been plugged into was gone.

So was Weston Beale’s head.

His body sat in his black padded desk chair with his arms on the armrests. A skinny kid wearing a black T-shirt with gray writing that said CHICKS DIG ME. The knees of his jeans were blown out. His black Chuck Taylors were untied, and he’d written on them with Sharpie, black on the white parts and silver on the black parts.

He’d had an irrepressible urge to communicate, Forrest guessed. The late Weston Beale had a BlackBerry and a blog, too. Now this final messy correspondence with the world.

Blood oozed from his neck, where the skin was torn raggedly, bone shards sticking up. That blood hadn’t been oozing for long—it still dripped from the ceiling and coated the desktop and soaked his T-shirt and jeans. But his heart had stopped beating so the force of the jetting blood had slowed, then stopped, and now only a little stream trickled from the open veins of the neck.

Downstairs, Mr. and Mrs. Beale were still fussing, arguing with each other about who to call or what to do.

Forrest turned to Helena. “Figure we have another three minutes before they call the police. Five-to seven-minute response time.”

“Let’s get busy,” she said.

They tossed the room, a quick, professional job. The computer tower didn’t turn up. Neither did backup CDs. Neither did the boy’s head.

They were driving away before the first siren sounded, before Weston Beale’s parents stormed up to his room to ask him who those people had been and what they’d wanted with him. It was a good thing they hadn’t followed Forrest and Helena upstairs in the first place, because it was always harder to conduct an efficient search when people were screaming and crying and beating on you with their fists. Not impossible, but harder. And some days, Forrest thought, his job was hard enough.



Andy Gray sat in front of a computer, bathed in the monitor’s soft glow, trying to will an instant message to pop up on the screen.

It didn’t work.

He checked e-mail again, for the hundredth time, even though his mail program alerted him whenever one came through. Nothing.

This was what he had, these days. This had become Andy’s life. The War Room, the nerve center of his private network of acquaintances and supporters. Outside, the temperatures of Barrow, Alaska, hovered around zero but the inside was climate controlled, kept cool so all the computers could run at once (and they did, nonstop) without overheating. He had the War Room and he had those people who communicated with him electronically, texting or e-mailing or IMing, and he had the satisfaction of sometimes seeing results when they posted the information he fed them on their own websites and blogs.

And that, pretty much, was that.

He didn’t have a social life to speak of. Oh hell no. Not anymore. He rarely left the War Room these days—a few hours to sleep, now and again, in one of the building’s other rooms. He knew it didn’t speak much for his creativity or his roundedness as a human being that the room he slept in had a bed and a wall heater and that was all. His few clothes hung in the closet or were piled on the closet floor. He took his meals in his kitchen or sitting in the rolling chair, scooting from one monitor to the next. He couldn’t remember the last book he’d read that wasn’t about vampires, let alone the last movie or TV show he’d watched.

Since he’d left the Federal Bureau of Investigation (in what seemed now like a lifetime ago) to chase after Paul Norris, the former partner who had murdered Andy’s family—or to put it another, slightly more accurate way—since he’d learned the terrifying truth that vampires were not only real but all over the place—Andy Gray had built his body into a tightly muscled, capable machine. He had developed his intellect. He had immersed himself in the world of the undead, becoming as expert as any mortal could be in their ways, their habits, their conflicts, and their community.

Vampires, and those who hunted them, had become the closest thing he had to friends.

But, ironically, it turned out when you shunned the sun and let the darkness embrace you, when you forgot about things like traffic jams and birdcalls, summer sunsets and waves lapping the shore, deli sandwiches and new music and celebrity gossip and the price of gas…well, maybe your heart still pumped blood and the synapses in your brain still sparked, but you had left humanity somewhere in your past, and reclaiming it wasn’t as easy as right-clicking a file on the desktop of life.

Andy had befriended vampires—vampires, the beings he had dedicated his life to destroying, once he knew what they really were—and in doing so had lost touch with the human race. Rather than despising them for what they were, Andy actually found himself liking the (un)living legends Eben and Stella Olemaun…he had kind of liked Dane…had been thoroughly charmed by Ferrando Merrin, and they…

They saw him as a tool.

He was handy. He knew a little about computers. He understood law enforcement. He could handle himself in a fight.

He was a hammer, a screwdriver. On his best days, maybe a Swiss Army knife or a multifunction tool.

But he was also human, mortal, a fleshy bag of blood, and in a pinch any of them could tear his head half off and drink deep, and there wouldn’t be a damn thing he could do about it.

They could eat him, but he couldn’t eat them. He was like a smart, occasionally helpful, ultimately harmless pet.

Andy sighed and pushed back from the screen. He’d fallen into depression lately—who wouldn’t have?—and it was getting to him. Not just about the general state of his life, which he would have described as shitty going on worse, but about things he’d been hearing from his network of contacts.

And things he wasn’t hearing. People he wasn’t hearing from.

For example, he had expected Weston Beale to get in touch today, or at least to update his Stella site. Neither one had happened.

Andy had sent his tenth message of the day to Weston, looking for a response, an excuse, an explanation. But nothing came through.

In college, Andy had taken an entomology course from a professor who had refused several lucrative offers to work in South America—refused them because he knew what the insects in South America could do to a person. Andy now felt like that professor. Most people knew about the usual dangers—traffic accidents, secondhand smoke, various cancers and STDs, the very occasional encounter with a violent criminal, a gangster, a madman.

Knowing what Andy did, though, opened up whole new realms of speculation, and he tried not to think about what might have become of Weston Beale that would have kept him out of contact for so long.

Just like he’d tried not to think of Sara Purcell or Steve Bent or Li Minh when they had suddenly gone off the radar over the past two weeks.

Something was up. Something bad. Maybe something terrifying. Revolutions started small: a whisper here, a thrown rock there, but soon enough there were bodies everywhere and the streets ran red with blood.

Andy didn’t know if what he feared was coming was indeed a revolution, but he couldn’t think of a more apt word for it.

The blood, though? He was pretty certain about that.



Had he been awake, and had he been the kind of kid who tended toward self-assessment—and in their early teens, not many were, not even precocious geniuses like himself—Marcus Kitka could have interpreted his dream, could have understood where it came from and what it signified. But he was asleep, and not particularly self-insightful at the best of times.

So instead of understanding it, he was just scared shitless.

He stood on a snowy plain, somewhere outside Barrow. Fir trees in the distance smudged the horizon. Above them was endless sky, just a little too gray to be white. Crusted snow crackled beneath his sneakers. He wrapped his shirtsleeved arms around himself for warmth, but the effect was minimal.

From the unbroken whiteness, figures appeared, pushing the pale mist aside like a moth-eaten shroud.

Marcus spun around, gazing back toward where he thought town was, but there was nothing there except more of the figures, even closer. The trees had been blotted out, too—now, nothing in any direction except more of them, those almost-human shapes, and they were coming for him. As they got closer he could see yellowed claws and long teeth and eyes the color of his pee when he drank nothing but Red Bull and Dr. Pepper for three days straight. They didn’t say anything, but he didn’t need them to tell him what they wanted.

They wanted him.

He was still human—an adolescent, a computer hacker, socially backward, not bad-looking but no casting agents would be calling anytime soon. But he was human—and that could not stand.

Marcus had accompanied his father, Brian Kitka, to Barrow when his dad had been offered the job of sheriff for the little town. Neither one had known at the time how dangerous the gig was—or the town, for that matter. His uncle William had lived and died in Barrow. The previous sheriff, Eben Olemaun, and his wife, Stella, had been caught up in the first vampire attack on Barrow, during the long winter’s night of 2001. Eben had saved the town only by turning himself, becoming a vampire so he’d have the strength to fight off the invaders. With the first light of the new day, he had sacrificed himself, but Stella had brought him back from the ashes, only to have him turn her as well. Now they were both undead…and they had saved Marcus’s hide during Barrow’s second attack.

That about summed up life in Barrow. Especially during the winter, but really all the time, even when summer’s long day made the threat of vampires seem laughable. Especially when your dad was the top cop. Brian Kitka was overprotective, almost smothering, except when he was absent altogether.

“Stay by the UV lights. Don’t walk around by yourself in the dark. Remember, nothing lives without a head.” Most kids got “Don’t talk to strangers,” and “Don’t go into adult chat rooms,” and “Keep away from that house on the corner,” but Marcus got “Try not to sweat, because they can smell you if you do.” Barrow was probably the safest town in America, maybe the world, when it came to vampires, but in spite of that, everyone lived in a state of fear, with the feeling that the next attack would happen at any moment, and this time there might be no survivors at all.

The figures came closer, and now amid the claws and teeth and horrible yellow eyes Marcus could make out facial features and physiques, could recognize individuals. His father was among them, his badge pinned to a shredded shirt, his jaw hanging open, a bit of bloody gristle dangling from his teeth. Stella Olemaun was there, too, clicking her razor claws together like tiny castanets. Eben Olemaun came from behind her. He was carrying a syringe—maybe the same one he had used to plunge tainted blood into his own veins, on that dark day’s night in 2001.

Marcus tried to run, wanted to run, but he couldn’t make his legs work, and then Eben grabbed him by the wrist, turned his arm so the fleshy underside faced up, and jabbed the needle into it.

The former sheriff released the syringe then, but not Marcus’s arm. He leaned in close, a foul stench issuing from his mouth, like he’d been eating diseased rodents left out in the sun for days. “What’s it going to be, kid?” he hissed. His tongue lapped his teeth and his gaze ticked from Marcus’s eyes down to the hypodermic, and Marcus understood what he meant.

You will become one of us, this creature was saying. The only question is how. Do you push the plunger and change yourself? Or do I bite you?

What’s it going to be, kid?

Marcus tried to wrench his arm free, but he couldn’t break Eben’s grip. They were all around him now, close on every side, their claws and fangs clacking. Marcus wanted to argue but could only force out a strangled, blubbering cry, and then tears rolled from his eyes like blood from a cut.

Eben’s grip on his wrist hurt, the vampire’s claws digging into the tender skin there, and he leaned still closer and his ghastly tongue, long and almost prehensile, darted forward and tasted the salt of Marcus’s tears. “What’s the matter, kid?” he asked, his voice as rough as pumice. “Afraid of needles?”



Marcus sat up in bed, screaming, screaming, the sheets cold and wet above and beneath him, his limbs trembling, and even though he knew he was screaming and his dad was at work and wouldn’t hear him, he couldn’t make himself stop until his throat was raw and the pungent stink of his own urine snapped at his nostrils.

He couldn’t take much more of this.

He was not particularly self-aware, but he knew himself well enough to know that. Night after night, week after week.

He climbed out of bed, rolled off his soaked pajamas, wadded them up in the soiled bedding. He’d have to carry it all to the laundry room and start the wash before Dad came home, then bathe, change pajamas, make the bed, and try to get back to sleep. It was becoming horribly routine.

He hadn’t wet his bed since he was five.

Until now.

Until Barrow.

Something had to give.



Stella Olemaun had lost her appreciation for music.

She had never had any special musical talent, but she had enjoyed listening to it. As a teenager she had always had a radio or a CD going, usually whoever the latest pop star was. In her adult years, that habit had slipped away—sometimes the radio was on, as background to her daily routines or when driving, but tuned to talk radio as often as to music. She only truly realized that her ear for music was gone entirely when she tried to sing “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star” to baby Dane, one restless night, and discovered that even that simple tune escaped her.

It was as if music was inextricably tied to humanity, and having given that up—or having it snatched from her by her husband, Eben—meant abdicating her ability to enjoy or create it.

She and Dane were staying in the little cabin outside Barrow, constructed with wood shipped in from the vast pine forests of southern Alaska. The only heat came from a woodstove, but she didn’t require much heat. Dane—the result of an unwanted union between a young human named Ananu Reid and infamous vampire Bork Dela—seemed to have at least some of his father’s natural resistance to cold, so while she burned the occasional log she didn’t make nearly the fuss about it that she would have for an entirely human infant.

Instead of singing to little Dane—a noise that hurt her own ears, like pulling nails from sheet metal—she simply rocked him and cooed motherly nonsense until he drifted off.

After setting him gently in his crib, she found herself wondering if she would feel the same about art as she did about music. She had even less of a history with art—in Barrow, Alaska, a person didn’t get much exposure to the great works, and she hadn’t spent much time in the world’s capital cities browsing through museums. She still loved going outside just after sunset, when the red light of alpenglow hung on the horizon, the stars showed their first evening glimmer, and darkness had not yet swallowed her beloved Arctic landscape.

She thought that counted as aesthetic appreciation, of nature if not art, and wondered if it too would fade as her postlife period grew proportionately longer.

After Bork Dela’s assault on Ananu down in Georgia, Dane—the original Dane, Stella’s once-only lover and the vampire the baby had been named for—had found the young woman and spirited her away from an Operation Red-Blooded assault team. With the help of a human named AJ Roddy and Ferrando Merrin, an old vampire friend of Dane’s, they had kept her safe through her miraculously brief pregnancy, but she had become increasingly weak, and had died giving birth. In a whirlwind of circumstance, she and Andy Gray had agreed to take baby Dane back to Barrow, where he could be protected from the forces on both sides who might want to do him harm.

Little Dane was the first of a vampire-human union known to have survived, and the voices of reason wanted him to be allowed to grow up unmolested by vampires or the agents of Operation Red-Blooded. Barrow and its environs, having survived two major vampire invasions and learned how to defend itself, seemed like the safest place for him, and Stella and Eben his ideal caretakers.

By the time Stella and the baby made it back to Barrow, however, Eben had already taken off for Norway, along with the adult Dane. It had been weeks, and they hadn’t returned. Both had taken cell phones with them, and had been in regular contact with Andy and Stella on their way to Georgia, and with young Marcus Kitka in Barrow, until they had closed in on the object of their search.

All they had known was that Bork Dela had boasted of “something big” going on. By studying hundreds of disappearances, Andy and Marcus had been able to narrow that down to a sawmill in Norway. Following that slim lead, Eben and Dane had gone there, and the last time they had checked in with Marcus by phone, had seemed close to discovering what they were looking for.

Then they had fallen off the earth, as far as anybody knew. Rumors of some sort of disaster had filtered back from Norway, via the nosferatu grapevine, but they were vague and never mentioned Eben or Dane by name. Meanwhile, Stella soldiered on, taking care of Dane, mostly keeping to herself in the cabin outside town.

She wished Eben would come home, though. Or at least answer his goddamn phone.

She had effectively adopted a baby without consulting him—and not just any baby, but a miracle one, potentially the first of a new breed that would finally bridge the gap between vampire and human. “It would be nice,” she whispered from the baby’s doorway, “if you could meet your daddy and the man whose name you wear.”

Baby Dane cooed in his sleep. But he didn’t answer, and neither did anyone else. Stella checked his blankets, then wandered alone outside, where night had fallen and stars glittered in a black sky like chips of ice.
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THE ROAD TO Los Angeles had been a long one, and there had been times Eben Olemaun doubted his marriage would survive it.

He still wasn’t entirely sure that it had.

Otherwise why would he be sitting in a twenty-four-hour coffeehouse, sipping from a white ceramic mug a liquid he had once craved but which now seemed pale, flavorless, and did little to increase his energy and nothing to sustain his life?

He had today’s Los Angeles Times spread out on the big table. There were a couple of other occupied booths, one filled by a quartet of punks still high from a show at one of the clubs on Sunset, another by a couple of detectives from the LAPD’s Robbery-Homicide division. The waitress, a single mother on the far side of forty with an air of desperation about her, flirted shamelessly with the cops and ignored the punks until they banged their mugs on the table and chanted “Re-fill! Re-fill! Re-fill!” in unison.

She was probably glad Eben was drinking slowly and minding his own business.

He and Stella had argued. Again. Nothing new there. They had been the most loving, supportive couple ever, when they were both human. Before…before the first attack. They were the kind of couple that made single people ill and other couples nervous.

Since then, they had seen and done too much.

Eben had been dead for a year and a half before Stella brought him back. He thanked her by biting her, turning her. There had been a second attack. There had been her book 30 Days of Night, the fallout from that, her time as a vampire hunter, which collided, now and again, with her new afterlife as a vampire.

Then there was Norway.

Would he ever be able to shake the memory of that?

He and Dane had managed to find a little heaven on Earth for vampires, a multistory combination of diner, slaughterhouse, and social club. People had been snatched from their homes and stored there, fed, bred, and bled…livestock on the hoof. They had infiltrated the place and eventually destroyed it. But the smells—of so many vampires compressed into a small area, of the human pens full of blood and shit and filthy, diseased flesh, of pipes that ran day and night with blood—those he couldn’t drive from his memory.

The carnage of the battle, during which he and Dane must have destroyed fifty vampires, and during which Dane had met his own end—that still haunted him when he slept. And then again when he woke up.

Even though he had experienced it for himself, there were still moments when Eben couldn’t quite believe the horror that the vampire overlord Enok had created, and had called good.

He had since taken his time getting back to Barrow and to Stella.

He didn’t want to rush back, to arrive with his mind still full of the slaughter, his pores reeking of it. He spent weeks walking in the wilderness, alone, living as best he could off the blood of animals. He let the snowfall scour whatever passed for his soul. He let himself go hungry until his stomach twisted itself in knots and threatened to rebel, and then he killed a deer or a rabbit or a fox, whatever he could find, and he drank deep, then vomited it up again. Those times, he had to start over, drinking slowly, taking careful sips, when his stomach wanted gulps.

After a couple of weeks he took a person, a woman who made the mistake of going outside her house one night to smoke a cigarette and look at the stars.

Her blood tasted sweet and fine.

Taking her life, after what he had seen at Enok’s paradise on Earth, sickened Eben, but after he fed he felt better than he had in weeks. He had become a vampire, a being who needed human blood, that was all there was to it.

It wasn’t a negotiation, it was survival.



When he had finally got back to the cabin they occupied, on the snow-swept tundra outside Barrow—and before everything started falling apart—Stella shrieked and ran to him, throwing her arms around him and drawing him close. He loved the feel of her, and the smell, and the sounds of her laughter and sobs. He ran his fingers through her fine red hair, then let his hands slip down her back to cup her excellent ass, pulling her against him. Their lips met and crushed together. When he drew his head back, there were tears in her eyes.

Then she smiled, that wry half-smile she had, and said, “I guess you missed me.”

“I guess I did,” he admitted.

“And I guess cell phone service went down worldwide, because obviously you couldn’t fucking call!”

“Sorry,” he said, aware that that didn’t begin to cover it. “It was a bad time.”

“Where’s Dane? Is he back, too? Is he here?”

Eben didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. She read the truth on his face.

“Oh, Eben…fuck no, no! What…” Her face darkened over. She had stopped herself from asking it, but he knew where the question had been going. What did you do to him? She had never quite believed that Eben had forgiven her or Dane for the affair they’d had while Eben was dead. He wasn’t sure he ever had, but it was a little late to worry about it now.

“He fought Enok. He won. But he took a lot of punishment in the process, and he didn’t survive.” As with telling a lie, sometimes when telling difficult truths it was best to keep things simple. Just the facts, ma’am.

“Enok?”

“Yeah…look, Stella, we’re going to have to get into this later. It’s a long story. Real long. I need to…I just don’t have the energy to get into it all right now.”

“That’s probably just as well,” she said, “because if he’s up from his nap, there’s someone you need to meet inside.”

“Nap?”

“Well, he is just a baby….”

Introducing Eben to baby Dane allowed him to put off the full explanation then, but not for long. That night, they sat at a pine table outside in the cold, watching the wind whip snow into funnels and flurries. A rare fire in their woodstove scented the air. He told her everything, from landing in Norway to discovering the sawmill with many layers of vampiric madness beneath it. He told her about finding Lilith there, Enok’s prisoner, kept alive so vampires could feed on her flesh and blood. He told her about Enok’s dream of a world where vampires ruled, where humans were bred as food and kept the way humans keep cattle, where vampires could hunt at will. He told her of Enok’s power, his telepathy, his influence over untold legions of nosferatu.

Enok. He had been one of the oldest of vampires, the one who had turned Vicente, who had turned Lilith. Practically as ancient as God, and among vampires, as feared and worshipped. The idea that Eben had been in his presence terrified her, and she held on to his leg while he talked about it, her fingers digging deep.

Telling her these things frightened him all over again. By the end of the tale, he was shivering, and not from the cold. Stella put her arms around him. “Shh,” she said. “It’ll be okay, Eben. You’re home now.”

Somehow he had failed to convey the true horror he had experienced. “Okay? It’ll be okay? How? This isn’t something we can fix, you and me. We can protect Barrow, for now, but this is bigger than that. If there’s war, and Enok’s disciples win? How do we protect Barrow if the whole planet is against us? What’s the point?”

“You don’t think anyone can really pull that off.”

“I don’t know. I would have said no, until I saw what they managed to create in Norway. Enok wasn’t alone. There are many who feel the same way. Maybe most of them. Of us, I mean.”

They were quiet for a while. There was still one more thing he hadn’t told her about. When he couldn’t think of a good way, he just said it. “When Dane was dying, he bit me.”

She released him, gazed at him with concern written on her features. “Bit you.”

“That’s right. He said it would help.” Eben stood, paced around in circles, as if he could outrun the memory. “He was right. It made me stronger, faster. I don’t think I would have survived without it. I mean, stuff was falling down, timbers, pipes, the whole infrastructure of this incredible complex was falling apart, and things smashed down on me that should have crushed me. I just plowed through it all and kept going. And it’s still with me, too. It’s how I survived out there for so long with nothing to eat, just existing in the wilderness. There was something about that bite, after being turned—I mean…it’s like it enhances the effects of vampirism, somehow.”

“Dane said he had been bitten twice, too. It’s one of those things that’s sort of mythical or legendary.”

“So you already knew all about this?” He shoved his hands into his pockets.

“Not knew. It’s hard to explain. Until you mentioned it, I hadn’t thought about it in a long time, since the time Dane talked about it. I don’t know how it’s possible, but somehow when you did, maybe it jogged a memory that’s been there all along?”

Eben saw no point in trying to go any further, not right then.



In the days that followed, they decided they needed to get away from Barrow for a while. Or Eben decided it, and convinced Stella. Barrow was the most secure town in the world. It could take care of itself. He needed to be someplace different, to experience a change of scenery, some new people. Someplace that hummed with human activity, even if he could never be part of it. The isolation of Barrow, the northern clime, the snow-blanketed plains, reminded him too much of Norway…and Enok.

She suggested Los Angeles, since she was comfortable there, knew her way around. And there were safe houses there for their kind—including Dane’s old apartment, which they found with the help of the vampire community.

For a week, maybe two, it seemed like the change had done them both good. But even there, with the streets and avenues constantly abuzz with people, the sounds of traffic, horns honking and sirens wailing, Eben couldn’t let go of the fear gripping him like some debilitating illness, and although Stella tried to understand, she couldn’t.

He tried to devote his attention to the infant Dane. He and Stella had once talked about having kids someday, but they’d always put it off. Now she would never get pregnant—Ananu aside, pregnancy within the vampire community was so uncommon as to be considered virtually impossible—but they had a miraculous child to raise…and he had to admit he was just as curious as Stella to see how Dane might turn out.

He and Stella fought, though, with increasing fury.

Surrounded by millions of people, they felt isolated from the world, trapped with just each other and the constant demands of the infant. Eben took to leaving her and the baby alone for hours at a time. Then days. Each time, he went back to her, happy to see her, still as desperately in love as he had been when they first married.

But each time, the arguments returned, the silences between them grew longer and more full of anger, and he left again.

Tonight’s argument had been the usual one. She poked at him for being morose. He countered that if the vampires who were cut from the same cloth as Enok weren’t stopped, there would be little reason to smile. Vampires had to stay in the shadows. They were naturally inferior beings, for all their strength. They could be killed by the sun, and there was no stopping the sun from coming around once each day—in most places, anyway. For the survival of the species, they had to return to their former status, as nightmares, as stories.

“You’re wrong,” she said. Stella was inclined to make grand statements. “There is a middle ground, and Dane fought and died for it. I will, too. We can coexist with the world. Regular people have something we need, but we can offer them something, too. We have time, lifetimes, for humans, that could be devoted to study, to creative pursuits, if we didn’t have to spend it hiding and hunting. We can work at night, without lights. Our blood can conquer humanity’s worst diseases. There’s no reason there can’t be something for everyone in this.”

“Yes there is,” Eben said. “There’s the fact that they’ll never go for it. They’ll destroy us. And of course the vampires will react as they always have, and the battle will be on again. Your ‘middle ground’ is fantasyland, that’s all.”

“It’s the only way of ensuring long-term survival.”

He slammed a mug down on the dining room table. Blood splashed out onto the oak surface. “Then we’re fucked!”

From another room, little Dane started to cry. Eben tried to love the baby as much as Stella did, but, goddammit, did it have to be named after him? The guy Stella slept with? It was bad enough that Dane came up in every argument. Dane this, Dane that. To hear her tell it, he could’ve been perfect. Thanks a lot, honey.

But when he said that, she turned on him, eyes blazing. “You…bastard! You selfish prick! I never wanted him, because I loved you! Because I wanted to bring you back from the dead, and be with you! You remember all that?”

“Yes, Stella, it’s just—naming the kid after him—”

“Now that he’s gone, I’m especially glad I did. It gives him a kind of legacy. And it’s perfect. He preached coexistence. The baby could be key to that…and the other Dane would have loved it.”

“The other Dane loved you.”

“Maybe he did. But can you just stop? Eben, he was just a friend—”

“Yeah, some friend.”

“He was a friend I let go to Norway with you, a friend who didn’t come back. Go figure.”

Little Dane was screaming now, and Eben was about to do the same thing. Instead, he stormed out of the apartment. Stella didn’t try to stop him. (“Sure, just go, tough guy. Walk away again.”)

Hours later, after walking through the southern-California night, he ended up in a coffeehouse, listening to a waitress tell a pair of detectives about her latest trip to Victoria’s Secret.

He was calmer now. He wanted to go back to Stella. But if he did, he would probably find her asleep in bed, cuddling baby Dane—in the bed that she and grownup Dane had no doubt fucked in—and he would lose it again.

Better to find someplace else to hole up for the day, then hit the road. Maybe Stella and the baby could do without him for a little while.

He had other things on his mind, anyway, things that had been tugging at him since Norway. God knew he and Stella could use some time apart.

One thing about being undead—your sense of urgency changed. With all the time in the world ahead of you, a day or a week or a month didn’t really make a hell of a lot of difference.
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DAN BRADSTREET hated meetings.

They were the bane of bureaucracies, the opposite of constructive. They took people who should have been doing their jobs away from those jobs and put them in a modern version of hell—a stifling box of a conference room with glass or wood-paneled walls, sometimes even with those ridiculous inspirational posters tacked to them. Worse still were the seemingly inevitable PowerPoint presentations, when some numbnuts would read aloud the same words that appeared on the screen next to arrows and charts and graphs.
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