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The Book With No Name


The cover and pages of The
Book With No Name were created using wood from the cross on which Christ
was crucified. Any vampire that touches part of the cross is destroyed. The
book is a vital weapon in the war against the undead.



 

The Eye of the Moon


The Eye of the Moon is a precious blue gemstone
with incredible power. Anyone wearing the stone becomes immortal. It can also
be used to control the orbit of the moon, change weather patterns, heal wounds
and transform vampires back into humans.



 

The Devil’s Graveyard


The Devil’s Graveyard is an area of desert where
people go to cut deals with the Devil. Buried in the Graveyard are the undead
corpses of many of those who sold their souls in exchange for fortune and fame.



 

The Book of Death


The Book of Death was created to log the names of
the dead. The Egyptian ruler Rameses Gaius cursed the book so that he could
write the names of his enemies in it. They all died on the dates specified in
the book.
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Dear Reader,



 

You have opened The Book of
Death.


Appearances can be deceptive.
Read carefully.



 

Anonymous



 


 


 


 


 


 


 








 

Prologue



 

A teenage girl ran through
the dark, murky back alleys of Santa Mondega, her lungs working harder than
ever before. Her pursuer had not given up the chase. She could hear him behind
her, his footsteps mostly softened by the snow underfoot. She hadn’t dared to
look back ever since he had first leapt out of the shadows at her. She had seen
the whites of his eyes clearly, standing out within the large black patches of
paint covering much of his face. Dressed all in black, at first he had looked
like a giant shadow with eyes. Then she saw his teeth. They were huge vampire
fangs. She ran for her life. 


Screaming for help
wasn’t an option, because the vampires in the streets outnumbered the humans.
Something big was going down in the city right now, and calling out would only
attract more of the undead. She needed somewhere safe to hide. As she charged
out of the end of an alleyway and into one of the city’s main streets she saw a
place that might offer sanctuary. 


The Santa Mondega City
Library. 


She raced across the
road and up the steps to the front entrance. The doors were wide open, inviting
her in. She wasted no time and charged through them into the library foyer. The
foyer had a marble floor and a very high ceiling. The sight should have been
familiar to her because for months her parents had been encouraging her to
visit the library to study for her exams. Straight ahead of her was a set of
large wooden double doors secured with a large bronze padlock and chain. That
left her with one option. She raced over to a staircase on the left.


As she struggled up to
the upper floor, the soles of her sneakers left a trail of snow behind her. If
the vampire followed her in he would easily track her down. She knew she risked
cornering herself by hiding in the library, but she couldn’t outrun the vampire
forever. If he was anything like the vampires in Twilight he’d be able to leap
through the air, covering huge distances with ease, catching up with her
whenever it suited him. Maybe this particular vampire was revelling in the
thrill of the chase, excited by the sound of panic in her erratic breathing. 


At the top of the
stairs she risked a look behind her. There was no sign of her pursuer. Maybe he
had given up the chase or found an easier victim to prey on. Even so, she
wasn’t willing to hang around. She staggered into the large hall of books,
hoping to find a maze of aisles to hide in. There was no one manning the
reception desk, and no sign of anyone browsing through the ceiling-high shelves
of books. Directly ahead of her was an open area filled with tables and chairs,
but that too was deserted.


She hurried over to the
Reference section and ducked behind the shelves. The aisle was dark and even
though that probably wouldn’t deter a vampire, it seemed like her best option.
At least, it did until she saw something at the other end of the aisle that
made her blood run cold. 


On the floor, lying in
a pool of blood, was the body of a teenage boy. His head had been smashed to a
bloodied pulp. Of far greater concern, though, was the man leaning over him, a
man she had heard rumours about. Concealed from head to toe in a long black
robe with a hood pulled up over his head was the Bourbon Kid. As he looked up
at her she noticed that his hands were covered in the boy’s blood. 


After gawping at his
hands for a second Caroline looked back up. Her eyes met his. She stood rooted
to the spot, her body and brain shut down at the sight of the notorious killer.
She watched in horror as he rose to his feet and reached inside his dark robe.
His bloodied hand pulled out a large handgun. He took aim, pointing it at her
head. A red laser sighter on the top of the gun shone brightly, aimed right
between her eyes. She wondered if she had just taken her last breath, but
before he squeezed the trigger, the Bourbon Kid said two words in a distinctive
gravelly voice straight from the depths of hell.


‘Get down.’  


For a moment Caroline
remained frozen. Then she did as instructed and ducked down, burying her head between
the knees on her blue jeans. She put her hands over her ears and closed her
eyes. 


BANG!


The sound of the
gunfire was almost deafening, even with her ears shielded. As it continued to
echo around the vast hall of books, she slowly uncovered her ears. Behind her
she heard the sound of a body crumpling to the floor. She remained in her
crouched position for a few seconds before tentatively opening her eyes and
looking up at the Bourbon Kid. He had replaced his gun within his dark coat and
was once again looking down upon the blood-soaked body of the dead boy on the
hardwood floor.


Caroline stood up
slowly. Lying flat on his back on the floor behind her, minus a large portion
of his head, was the vampire who had been chasing her through the streets. Smoke
was pouring out of the gaping hole in his head and blood was seeping out across
the floor in an ever-expanding puddle. She backed away from it and turned back
to the Bourbon Kid.


‘Thanks,’ she mumbled.
‘He’d been chasing me for a long time. I don’t know who he is.’


The Kid did not
respond. Caroline took a step towards him and spoke a little louder. ‘Do you
know what’s going on here?’ she asked. ‘Did the vampires get that boy?’


The Kid seemed to have
forgotten she was there. At the sound of her voice he glanced over at her.
‘That guy chasing you was a Panda,’ he said.


‘A what? Panda?’


‘Yeah.’


She paused, unsure what
he meant. It made no sense. 


‘The black paint on his
face, around his eyes, it means he’s a member of the Panda clan of vampires. Or
at least, he was til I blew his fuckin’ head off.’


Caroline heard what he
said, but she found herself distracted by the body of the dead boy on the
floor. ‘Oh my God, that’s Josh. He goes to my school. Did the Pandas do that to
him?’ she asked.


The Kid shook his head.
‘No. This ain’t vampire style.’


‘So who did it then?’ 


The Kid ignored her and
reached inside his robe again. He pulled out the gun he had used to kill the
vampire. He looked like he was ready to use it. He strode towards her, his eyes
staring right past her as if she wasn’t there. She stepped aside, her back
pressing hard up against a shelf of books behind her in an effort to keep as
much distance between herself and the Kid as possible. He walked past her, his
robe brushing gently against her leg. At the end of the aisle he stopped and
peered both ways, his gun pointed and ready for action.


Caroline tentatively
called out to him. ‘Is it safe to go back outside?’ 


‘For me it is.’


‘Can I come with you?
I’m scared to go on my own.’


He glared at her. ‘You’ll
be safer here.’


Caroline pointed at the
dead boy on the floor. ‘But what about whoever killed Josh?’ she asked. ‘What
if they’re still here in the library?’


The Kid was already
walking toward the exit as he replied. ‘The man who killed him has gone already.’


‘Do you know who it
was?’ she called after him. ‘And are you going to kill him?’


‘He’s on my list.’ 









 


 

One



 

The gutters overflowed with
rainwater, sewage and blood. In the disquieting hush that had overtaken the city,
these were the final remnants of the massacre that had laid siege to Santa
Mondega for the last twenty-four hours. Ravaged by thunder, lightning, and
death, Halloween had never been more chaotic. And that was saying something in
Santa Mondega.


Had it been any other town,
police and press would be roaming the streets, looking for clues and witnesses.
But if any cops were still alive, they wouldn’t resurface until daylight. The
city was normally crawling with vampires, a high percentage of which were cops.
But on this night the cops and the vampires (and in particular, the vampire
cops) had been the victims of the massacre. The residents of Santa Mondega
would wake to a city with virtually no law enforcement. 


At four a.m. two figures roamed
the ghost-like streets. The young couple stayed mostly in the shadows. The
girl, aged in her early twenties, wore jeans and a grey sweatshirt. The
bloodstains on the front looked black in the darkness. The blood was mostly her
own, dribbled there from a wound in her neck which she hid well beneath her
long dark hair. Her partner, a male of similar age, was the cause of the wound.
He’d transformed her into a creature of the night like himself just after
midnight.


Since then they had traipsed
across town and had just spent several minutes in the shadows outside the
police station, the scene of some of the night’s more unpleasant carnage,
checking for signs of any life inside.


The male, Dante Vittori,
eventually stepped out of the shadows and into the light that shone down from
the streetlights. The lights showed up the heavy bloodstains on his light blue
police officer’s shirt that hung untucked over a pair of dark blue pants. He
gestured to his partner to join him. The police station looked totally desolate
and unoccupied. Dante walked unashamedly towards it, secure in the knowledge
that anything that might be lurking nearby would not dare harm him. His
girlfriend Kacy slipped from the shadows and chased after him.


‘I’m not convinced this is the
best place to be right now,’ she called out to him as he made his way up the
concrete steps that led to the glass double doors at the front of the station.


‘Trust me,’ he said, pushing the
glass door on the right open. ‘There’s something here you’re gonna like.’ He
peered around the door to check if anyone was around.


Kacy wasn’t convinced. ‘Unless
it’s a cure to turn us back to normal I doubt I’m gonna like it.’


‘Come on. There’s no one here,’
said Dante waving her in through the door as he held it open for her. 


Kacy stepped inside and waited
for him to lead the way. The reception area inside the station was a mess. And
eerily quiet. Dante headed towards an elevator on the far side of the
reception, past several unmanned desks. Blood covered the desks, walls and much
of the floor around the reception area. The corpse of a police officer lay on
the floor by the right hand wall. 
The top half of his head was missing.


‘I wonder what happened to him?’
Kacy asked, stepping clear of the body.


‘The monk Peto knocked him out.’


‘The monk who had his head cut
off earlier?’


‘Yeah, Peto. He was a good guy.’


‘I hope the cops find the person
who cut his head off.’


‘I bet they don’t even find the
head.’


Kacy frowned as she stared at
the corpse on the floor. ‘How did knocking this guy out leave him in this
state?’


‘After Peto knocked him out, the
Bourbon Kid shot him in the back of the head to make sure he didn’t wake up.’


‘Nice,’ said Kacy, taking one
last look at the body before following Dante over to the elevator. ‘Where
exactly is the Kid now? Can we find him? Would he help us?’


Dante shook his head. ‘Nah. The
Monk used the Eye of the Moon to help the Kid get his soul back or something.
It turned him all queer and then he just drove off and left us.’


‘Asshole.’


‘Yeah. I wouldn’t call him that
to his face though.’


Dante pressed a button in the
wall by the elevator to call it up to their floor. As the gears of the elevator
began to churn, Kacy became aware of a foul stench in the air.


‘What on earth is that smell?’
she asked.


‘Shit.’


‘What?’


‘That smell is shit.’


The elevator made a pinging
noise and the doors opened, revealing an elevator carriage with walls covered
in blood and shit.


‘Oh my God,’ Kacy put her hand
over her mouth and reeled back, not just at the shock of the sight but also at
the stink.


‘See,’ said Dante pointing at
some of the browner patches. ‘Shit. Kid rammed a shotgun up a cop’s ass
and blew his guts out. Shit went everywhere. Real nasty.’


‘Can we take the stairs?’ Kacy
asked.


Dante stepped into the elevator
and pressed a button on the keypad on the right hand side.


‘Come on in,’ he said. ‘It’s
just shit. And blood.’ He glanced at a spot on the floor out of Kacy’s eye
line, before adding, ‘and a testicle by the looks of it. Real hairy one.’


‘I’m taking the stairs,’ said
Kacy. ‘What floor are you going to?’


‘Basement.’


‘See you there.’


The elevator doors closed and
Kacy hurried over to a door on the right that led to a flight of stairs. She
rushed down them and arrived in the basement a good few seconds before the
elevator. 


The basement was a disused
locker room. It had seen better days and was in need of some serious
modernisation and a good clean up. There were several long wooden benches
nailed to the walls with unlocked grey metal sports lockers above them. The
floor was covered in blood (similar to the floor in the reception area above)
and black burn marks. And much like the elevator, the place stank of shit and
death. The walls too, were stained with a ridiculous amount of blood. Dried
blood though, not the kind that would satisfy the lusting that Kacy was
beginning to feel. The sight of it made her incredibly hungry.


The elevator made another
pinging sound, the doors parted and Dante stepped out. He looked around at his
surroundings. 


‘Why are we here?’ Kacy asked.


‘There’s something here you
might like. Or certainly need anyway.’


‘Like what? A dirty jockstrap?’
asked Kacy looking around once more at the foul locker room.


Dante kissed her on the cheek
then walked past her to a row of lockers on the wall. He peered along the floor
beneath the wooden bench that ran beneath the lockers. About two thirds of the
way down the wall, maybe twenty lockers along, he leaned down and scoured the
floor beneath the bench. He reached beneath it and pulled out a package that
had previously been concealed from view. He turned around and grinned at Kacy.
Two of his top teeth slowly extended into tiny fangs.


‘What’s that?’ Kacy asked
pointing at the package in his hands.


‘Catch.’


He threw the package towards
her. As it flew through the air Kacy realised it was a bag of liquid. Dark
liquid. She caught it competently. Once it was in her hands she soon realised
she was holding a fairly hefty bag of blood. The mere sight of it set her pulse
racing. She felt her own vampire fangs grow a little in length. An urge came
over her, an almost uncontrollable urge. Suddenly without giving it a second
thought she lifted the bag up to her mouth and used her razor sharp teeth to
rip it open. She began to pour the blood recklessly into her mouth. Much of it missed
its target and dribbled down her face. But every single ounce that slid down
her throat brought on a sensation like nothing she had ever known. A feeling of
pure adrenaline raced through her bloodstream and she became lost in her inner
self. She closed her eyes and let the feeling of power and lust flow through
her body. For a brief time she felt at one with the universe, yet oblivious to
everything around her, until she felt Dante’s hand grab hers.


‘Hey, save some for me,’ she
heard him say.


She opened her eyes and took a
deep breath. Dante took the bag of blood from her. Like her, once the blood was
in his hands his self-control seemed to vanish. He poured some into his own
gaping mouth. Kacy saw that he too was experiencing the same orgasmic feeling that
she had just enjoyed.


After finishing off the remains
of the bag, Dante stood still, breathing slowly and blinking. He had a look of
extreme pleasure on his face, the likes of which Kacy had never seen before.
She then became aware of the fact that she had a huge beaming smile across her
own face. Maybe being a vampire wasn’t so bad after all.


‘That was awesome, wasn’t it?’
she said.


‘Incredible,’ said Dante. ‘I
mean, when I bit you and turned you into a vampire earlier, I drank some of
your blood, but it was nothing like this. No offence, babe.’


‘None taken.’


‘That shit was better than
heroin,’ Dante said.


‘When did you ever try heroin?’


‘I didn’t. I’m just saying.’


Kacy wiped her finger across her
cheek and licked up a small dribble of blood. ‘Where did this blood come from?’
she asked. ‘We should get some more of it.’


Dante shrugged. ‘We just found
it down here earlier. One of the vampires the Bourbon Kid killed had it in his
pocket. We just chucked it under the lockers. Never thought I’d be drinking it
a few hours later.’


Kacy looked at the bag and
noticed that there was a white sticker on it that had remained intact in spite
of her ripping the bag open with her teeth. 


‘What’s that sticker say?’ she
asked, pointing at it.


Dante unravelled the bag and
took a look at the sticker. It was a label with some black typed lettering on
it.


‘It says it’s the blood of
someone called Archibald Somers,’ Dante said with another shrug of his
shoulders.


‘Archibald Somers,’ said Kacy.
‘I recognise that name. Who was he?’


‘No idea, but I could drink the
guy’s blood all day. I’ve never felt anything like this. How about you?’


Kacy agreed. ‘I feel incredible.
Where can we get some more?’


Dante appeared to be deep in thought
for a moment, which was unusual for him. Deep thoughts and Dante weren’t two
things normally associated with each other. Eventually he spoke up. ‘I think I
know a place,’ he said.


‘Really? Where?’


‘It’s the nightclub, The Swamp.
Vanity, the leader of the Shades clan, owns it. He could help us out. He might
even have some blood there that we can drink.’


‘Can we trust him?’ 


‘I think so. I mean, I’m already
part of his clan. The rest of the Shades got killed, so he'll probably be
pleased to see me, especially now I have you. He might be grateful I’ve brought
him a new recruit.’


‘But will he know that you
teamed up with the Bourbon Kid and the monk last night?’


‘Only one way to find out. Let’s
go see him.’


Kacy looked at her watch. ‘It’s
well past four o’clock,’ she said. ‘Do we need to worry about the sun coming
up?’


‘No. The sun always comes up,
doesn’t it?’


‘That’s not what I meant you
idiot. I mean, if we’re outside when the sun comes up are we going to melt or
something like that?’


‘I have no idea.’


‘Then let’s get a move on!’


They hurried back up the stairs
to the reception area. It was still eerily quiet up there and thankfully still
dark outside. As they sidestepped their way through the blood and mess on the
floor on their way out, a face appeared at the glass double doors at the
entrance. It was the terrified face of a young boy, no more than eight years
old. He banged hard on the glass doors and appeared to scream something like “Help
me!”


Before either Dante or Kacy
could react, a second figure appeared behind the boy, swooping out of the
darkness. It grabbed him around the waist and dragged him back away from the
doors. A second later the boy and his much larger assailant had vanished.


‘Fuck me,’ said Dante. ‘Did that
really just happen?’


Kacy tried to process the image
in her head. It had happened so fast. ‘Did you see who that was that grabbed
the boy?’ she asked.


Dante nodded. ‘Yeah, that’s some
fucked up shit. I guess we’re not the only vampires out at this time of night.’


‘Have you seen that guy before?’


‘Yeah, but only with you, and he
wasn’t a vampire then.’









 

Two



 

Beth woke from her gentle slumber.
Her bed was warm and cosy. Warmer than usual because she had shared it with JD,
finally reunited after eighteen years apart. She couldn’t remember ever waking
up feeling so happy. She had allowed him to fall asleep before her simply
because she had been so happy to just stare at him, knowing that it was real
that he had come back to her. She rubbed her eyes and rolled over to look at
him again. The duvet on the other side of the bed had been pulled back.


 JD was gone.


Her
heart missed a beat. Had it all been a dream? Had he really reappeared at the
end of the pier where she was waiting? Where she’d waited every Halloween night
all those years?


She
thought hard. Her head felt fuzzy and she was still coming to terms with waking
up so early. The curtains were drawn and it was still dark outside. She reached
over and felt the bed where the duvet had been pulled back. It was still warm.
She decided she couldn’t have dreamt it. It wasn’t possible. The whole thing
had been so real, right down to the moment when she had fallen asleep in his
arms. 


She
spied a small piece of brown cloth resting on the pillow on the other side of
the bed. She grabbed it and held it up in front of her face to get a good look
at it. Sewn into the centre of it was a dark red heart. In the centre of the
heart in blue letters were the initials JD. It was a relief to know she wasn’t
going crazy. This was the proof she needed to confirm that the previous night
hadn’t been a dream. But what was the significance of the cloth? Did it mean
he’d left? Was it a goodbye note of some kind?


In one swift move she jumped up
from the bed, wrapping herself in the duvet as she did so. Her bedroom suddenly
seemed cold and empty where it had felt warm and full of life only moments
earlier. She scurried around the bed and opened the bedroom door. Peering out
into the poky living room in her one bedroom apartment she saw no sign of anyone.
Just as she was beginning to panic, dreading the thought that she might be all
alone again, the door to the apartment opened. In walked JD.  He was wearing the same jeans, black
T-shirt and black leather jacket as he had when he’d turned up near the pier
the night before. He saw the worried look on her face and calmed her instantly
with a gentle smile.


‘Sorry, did I wake you?’ he asked.


Beth breathed a sigh of relief. ‘I
thought you’d gone.’ 


‘Just went outside for some fresh
air. I couldn’t sleep.’


He took off his jacket and threw
it on to the back of her green two-seater sofa, then plonked himself down on
one side of it, facing the TV. He picked up the remote and flicked the TV on. A
late night action movie came on.


Beth shuffled over to the sofa, holding
the duvet close to keep herself warm. She sat down next to him and kissed him
on the cheek. ‘I thought for a horrible minute that I’d dreamt last night.’


‘Maybe you did. Maybe you’re still
dreaming.’


‘Well then I hope I don’t wake up.
Ever.’


He kissed her back. ‘It’s no
dream, I promise you,’ he said. ‘I’m back. And I’m back for good.’


‘I can’t begin to tell you how
great it is to hear you say that. I had this horrible feeling for a minute
there that you might have just come back for the one night. Like maybe you had
a girl in every town.’


‘I do have a girl in every town. I
travel around on an eighteen-year circuit. You’re my girl in Santa Mondega.’


Beth gave him a playful shove. ‘In
your dreams!’


‘I promise you, if I’m going
anywhere, you’re coming with me.’


‘For now, how about just coming
back to bed with me? It’s cold in there without you.’


‘Sure. I was just gonna watch the
news for a bit.’ He changed the channel over to the local news station. A
reporter in the news studio was reading out the latest news with a grave
expression. Even his voice sounded grave. Beth looked at the TV screen and
frowned. ‘Wait a sec,’ she said. ‘What’s that about?’


A scrolling yellow bar at the
bottom of the screen read – 



 


HUNDREDS
DEAD AS BOURBON KID KILLS AGAIN



 

‘Oh my God,’ she gasped. ‘I hope
no one I know has been killed.’


As if to confirm her worst fears
the reporter reading out the news announced that one of the Bourbon Kid’s
victims had been her boss at the museum, Bertram Cromwell.


Beth was horrified. Cromwell was
one of the only people in the city who she could genuinely call a friend. She
put her hand over her mouth. ‘I don’t believe it,’ she said, ‘Cromwell was the
nicest man in town. He’s the only reason I have a job. And now the Bourbon Kid
has murdered him. His wife will be devastated. This is awful.’


JD rubbed her back to comfort her.
‘Maybe this is a sign that you should quit the museum,’ he said. ‘In fact, how
about quitting this shithole town altogether?’


Beth barely heard what he said.
Her thoughts were only of Bertram Cromwell and his family. ‘I hope they catch
the Kid and give him the electric chair.’


JD squeezed her in close. ‘I think
the Kid was killing off all the local vampires. I doubt he had anything to do
with Cromwell’s murder.’


‘Vampires?’ said Beth, snapping
out of her maudlin thoughts. ‘Like that thing that attacked us that time on the
pier?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Was that really a vampire though?
I mean, I’ve never come across a vampire since then. I was beginning to wonder
if I’d imagined it.’


‘The city was rife with them. Bet
they’re all dead now.’


‘Yes but the Bourbon Kid is still
at large. He’s a bigger menace than the vampires, I think.’


The scrolling yellow bar on the
news program suggested otherwise. 



 

BREAKING
NEWS – BOURBON KID APPREHENDED AND KILLED BY SPECIAL FORCES



 

JD
pulled her in towards him and kissed her again, this time firmer than before.
‘See, you’re safe. The Bourbon Kid is dead, gone forever. And so are all the
vampires. There’s nothing to be afraid of.’


Beth forced a smile. Her thoughts
suddenly returned to the piece of cloth with the heart sewn into it. She had it
in her hand.  ‘You left this on your
pillow,’ she said, holding it up.


‘That’s for you,’ said JD.


‘What is it exactly?’


He paused. ‘What do you think it
is?’


‘A piece of cloth with your
initials on.’


‘Then that’s what it is.’


‘There’s more to it than that,’
she said, shoving him playfully. ‘This was a sign to let me know you were
coming back, right?’


He smiled. ‘Yeah. Keep hold of that.
I’ll always come back for it. And you won’t have to wait eighteen years again,
I promise.’


‘So I can keep it?’


‘It’s all yours.’


Beth looked down at the heart sewn
into the cloth. She now had something of his that carried some meaning. Just
holding it in her hand made her feel safe. As long as she had it, JD’s heart
belonged to her. 









 

Three



 

Vanity’s club The Swamp was far
more impressive than its title made it sound. Kacy was expecting a real dive
bar in a back alley somewhere. In fact it was a five-storey building on the
South side of the city, situated on a street corner. As they approached the
front entrance, something landed gently on the ground in front of them.


‘Is that snow?’ Kacy asked.


‘Can’t be,’ said Dante,
dismissively. ‘It’s never snowed in Santa Mondega.’


‘What the hell is it then?’


‘I don’t know, but let’s hurry
up and get inside.’ He pushed at the black door at the front of the place. The
door opened easily. ‘There’s all kinds of creepy fuckers around this place
usually, so stay close to me,’ he added.


‘Great.’


He led the way up several flights
of stairs. There wasn’t a soul in sight. Not one single creepy looking person.
Not even a Depeche Mode fan. It was as empty as the streets outside.


‘This place is dead,’ Kacy
whispered.


‘Weird,’ said Dante. ‘Last time I
came here there were vampires hanging around on the stairs doing all kinds of
shit. I wonder where they’ve all gone?’


A voice from above answered him.
‘They’ve gone to the Casa de Ville.’


They both stopped and looked
upwards. A vampire with shoulder length dark hair, wearing wraparound shades
and sporting a neatly trimmed goatee beard was staring down at them from the
landing a few floors up. Dante recognised him straight away.


‘Hey Vanity, how you doing?’ he
said, waving.


Kacy recognised the outfit Vanity
was wearing. He had on the same black leather jacket that Dante had been given
when he had infiltrated the Shades clan of vampires a few days previously.
Underneath it he wore a plain black T-shirt, his outfit topped off with a pair
of black jeans and matching ankle boots.


‘Come on up!’ Vanity called down
to them. ‘I’ll get you some clean clothes. And you can tell me what the fuck
you’ve been doing all night.’


Kacy grabbed hold of Dante’s hand
and followed him up to the landing where Vanity had been. By the time they
reached it he had moved into a large hall. It was a pool hall with numerous
tables scattered around and a long bar against one wall. 


‘Through here,’ said Dante. ‘I’ve
been in here before. Had a fight with some clowns the other day.’


‘Why does that not surprise me?’


Inside the pool hall Vanity stood
beside one of the pool tables in the centre of the room. He had tossed a couple
of black leather jackets on the table. The words “The Shades” were sewn into the
back in gold lettering. Tacky as hell, Kacy thought, but she kept her
opinion to herself out of politeness.


Vanity took off his sunglasses.
His eyes were unlike anything Kacy had ever seen. They flickered between three
different colours. Like a rotating disco ball they flickered from gold to black
and then silver to black before repeating the routine. The image was
practically hypnotic. He stared at her for a moment before turning to Dante. 


‘So who’s the girl?’ he asked.


‘She’s a babe I just picked up,’
Dante replied. Kacy let go of his hand and allowed him to walk up to Vanity and
slap hands with him. ‘She’s kinda cool. You’ll like her.’


Vanity pursed his lips and
looked Kacy up and down. ‘What’s your name, honey?’ he asked.


‘Kacy.’


‘Kacy. Nice name,’ he said
looking her up and down again. ‘Fit too. She’ll go down well in the initiation
orgy. All the guys will love fucking her.’


Kacy felt her blood run even
colder than when she had become a vampire hours earlier. ‘What?’ she
spluttered.


Vanity grinned. ‘I’m kidding.’


Kacy breathed a huge sigh of
relief. She saw Dante wipe a bead of sweat from his brow. He had obviously
fallen for Vanity’s dubious wisecrack too.


‘Here,’ said Vanity tossing a
leather jacket to Kacy. ‘Put this on. The three of us gotta haul ass. All
vampires have been summoned to the Casa de Ville by Rameses Gaius.’


‘What for?’ Dante asked.


‘You heard about all the shit
that’s gone down tonight, right?’ said Vanity.


‘Heard the Bourbon Kid killed a
lot of people,’ Kacy chimed in, saving Dante from having to reveal where he was
when it had all kicked off.


‘Yeah,’ said Vanity nodding.
‘Turns out Déjà Vu was the Bourbon Kid. Did you know that, Dante?’


Dante was putting on one of the
leather jackets from the pool table. He pretended not to have heard Vanity’s
question for a few moments, dusting off the jacket as he considered his answer.
At this point it was hard to know whether or not Vanity knew that he knew this
information already and was testing him. Kacy jumped in and provided the answer
for him. ‘We heard the word on the street,’ she said. ‘Everyone’s talking about
it.’


‘No shit,’ said Vanity. ‘Did you
hear that they caught him though?’


Dante answered immediately this
time. ‘Seriously? They caught the Bourbon Kid?’


‘Yeah. Some military guys that
Gaius hired caught up with him and cut his fucking head off.’


‘Shit,’ Dante couldn’t hide how
shocked he was at the news.


Kacy wasn’t nearly as concerned
as Dante. She was far more interested in how her new leather jacket was going
to look on her. She slipped her arms into the sleeves and discovered to her
delight that it fitted perfectly. Vanity then tossed her a pair of sunglasses. 


‘The fact they caught him and
killed him has probably saved our necks,’ Vanity said. ‘I doubt the powers that
be are too impressed with us right now.’


‘Maybe we should stay here for a
while then?’ Kacy suggested, looking at the sunglasses in her hand and
wondering how she would be able to see with them on.


‘We’re in enough trouble
already,’ said Vanity. ‘But the fact that the Bourbon Kid killed hundreds of
vampires earlier tonight means that Gaius is low on numbers at the moment. He’s
assembling an undead army to take over the city. The lack of other experienced
vampires should be enough to keep us alive for now.’


‘Is it safe to go out at the
moment?’ Kacy asked. ‘I mean, won’t the sun come up soon?’


Vanity shook his head. ‘Gaius
says not. He’s found some way to keep dark clouds over the city. So for a while
we’re all daywalkers.’


‘Really?’


‘Yeah. Archie Somers tried in vain
for years to turn the skies dark permanently. Gaius did it in no time.’


Kacy perked up. ‘Who was Archie
Somers?’ she asked.


‘The old boss. Chief
bloodsucker, one of the original daywalkers.’


Dante blurted out what was on
Kacy’s mind. ‘We just drank some of his blood.’


‘What?’


‘We were scoping out the police
station earlier for any potential victims and we found a bag of blood with the
name Archie Somers on it.’


‘Archie Somers? Where is
it now?’


‘We drank it all.’


Vanity eyed them suspiciously.
‘Are you bullshitting me?’


‘No,’ said Dante. ‘It was
fucking good stuff.’


Vanity sighed. ‘You know, if I
was you, I’d keep quiet about stuff like that,’ he said. ‘Don’t let Jessica or
Gaius hear you say shit like that. Gaius will fire fucking laser bolts from his
fingertips at you. And Jessica, well, she’ll just rip your fucking insides
out!’


‘Who’s Jessica?’ Kacy asked,
cautiously.


‘You’ll see her when we get to
the Casa de Ville. Now we gotta make a few stops before we get there. See if we
can find any more of our clan alive. Safety in numbers an’ all that.’


‘Great,’ said Kacy, unable to
mask her lack of enthusiasm.


Vanity slipped his sunglasses
back on and nodded towards the exit. Kacy saw Dante slip on a pair of
sunglasses too so she followed suit and was surprised to find that she could
see just as clearly as before even though it was dark. 


Vanity walked past her and
jumped over the banister at the top of the stairs. He disappeared out of sight.
Kacy rushed over and peered over the banister. Vanity was dropping gently to
the ground floor. She looked back at Dante.


‘Can we do that?’
she asked.


Dante grimaced. ‘I guess so.
Shall I go first?’


‘You’d fucking better!’


As he was about to hurl himself
over the balcony Kacy grabbed his arm. ‘Baby, are we about to go and join a
vampire army?’ she asked.


‘I think so.’


‘Are you sure we want to do
this?’


‘Well, we are vampires at the
moment. I say we go with the flow.’


‘I’m not sure I’m ready to go
around killing people just yet.’


Dante pulled her in towards him
and planted a kiss on the long dark hair on the top of her head. ‘We’re
vampires now, babe,’ he reminded her. ‘Until we find the Eye of the Moon and
transform ourselves back into humans I say we go with the flow.’


‘I suppose,’ said Kacy. ‘But
Vanity said the vampire army is going to take over the city. Do we really want
to be a part of that?’


‘I dunno, babe, but with the
Bourbon Kid out of the picture, there’s nothing to stop the undead from taking
over the city. At least we’ll be on the winning team.’


‘Yeah, but I still can’t get the
image of that little boy being dragged away at the police station out of my
head.’


‘Thanks, I’d just about managed
to forget about that.’


‘Well I can’t. It’s still
bugging me.’


‘Try to think about something
else.’


‘Like what?’


‘Baseball.’


Kacy sighed. ‘It’s not just the
image of it that’s bothering me. It’s what it represents.’


‘Huh?’


Dante wasn’t getting her point
so she spelled it out for him. ‘I could never hurt a child. What if the craving
for blood makes us kill kids?’


‘You’d never hurt a kid, Kace,
and neither would I.’


‘I know, but what if that
changes? I don’t want to hurt anybody’s kids. I think I want to go back to
being human again.’


Dante kissed her on the
forehead. ‘All right, babe. I’ll tell you what, next time we see a vampire try
to kill a kid, I’ll kick that vampire’s head in.’


‘And I’ll help you do it.’


‘Okay, but you know our first
priority has to be finding a way to get the Eye of the Moon back.’


‘Have you got a plan?’


‘No. When have I ever had a
plan? Plans are for suckers.’


It was at times like this when
Dante talked passionately yet with no sense of what danger lay in wait for him
that Kacy remembered why she fell in love with him in the first place. He might
well be a foolhardy moron, but he was as brave as any man she’d ever met.


‘I love you, you know,’ she
said.


Dante grabbed her ass and
squeezed it hard. ‘I love you too,’ he said. ‘This vampire shit will just be
temporary. Trust me.’









 

Four



 

Sanchez
hated snow. Until now he’d only ever seen it on television but that was enough
to make him hate it. And waking up on November 1st after the
previous awful day’s events, the last thing he wanted to see was snow-covered streets. It had fallen thick and fast
overnight, settling two inches deep on the roads. The local kids were overjoyed
and were busy building snowmen in the streets. And someone (Sanchez suspected
his paperboy) had thrown a snowball at him when he was walking to his car.
Little fucker. The only good thing about the cold weather was that it
had given him the opportunity to wear his replica Top Gun jacket. He’d
bought it on the Internet, but it had always been too hot in Santa Mondega to
merit wearing it out in public. Up to now it had only ever been worn in his
bedroom when he was pretending to be Tom Cruise in front of the mirror.


His drive to the Ole Au Lait for
breakfast took a little longer than usual. Partly because the snow made the
roads a little more dangerous, but mostly because Sanchez veered off the road a
few times in order to knock down some of the snowmen that the local kids had
built on the sidewalks.


He arrived at the café at just
after nine o’clock in the morning. Experience had taught him to get there early
before all the local seniors showed up. The elderly seemed to like nothing more
than to sit themselves at the tables next to him and break wind while he tried
to eat. 


He walked through the door,
carrying a black satchel over his shoulder. If he wanted a breakfast this
morning, he knew he was going to have to settle a debt he had with Rick the
owner of the Ole Au Lait. On the previous day, Rick had called him with some
useful information and in return Sanchez had agreed to give him a bottle of
liquor. He had the bottle in his satchel, although he secretly hoped Rick
wouldn’t be there to accept it. Also in his bag was a book that he had stolen
from the library, a book called The Book of Death. It had provided none of the
clues he had been hoping for in his quest to find out more about Jessica or The
Book With No Name. In fact, the only mention of Jessica in the book had been
written in there by Sanchez. Rick had informed him of her full name and also
that of an acquaintance of hers named Rameses Gaius. Sanchez had noted their
names down on a blank page of the book and carried out an Internet search to
see if he could find more about them. He had found nothing. 


As he approached the counter he
became aware of an unpleasant smell of piss. Slumped over in a table by the
window was a drunken Santa Claus impersonator. He looked half asleep, but he
still managed to mutter something to Sanchez that sounded like “spare me some
change”. Sanchez ignored it and instead forced a fake smile for Rick who was
standing behind the counter, counting the notes in the till. Rick looked full
of beans. He wasn’t wearing his usual chef outfit. Instead he was dressed to go
out in a pair of jeans and, rather annoyingly, a leather Top Gun jacket exactly
like Sanchez’s. Bastard. He looked up when Sanchez arrived and forced a fake
smile back. 


‘Mornin’ Sanchez. Nice jacket,’
he said.


‘Yeah, you too,’ said Sanchez,
inwardly seething.


Rick peered over at the satchel.
‘I hope you’ve got that bottle of Jack Daniel’s for me,’ he said his fake smile
expanding into a broad grin.


‘I sure have,’ Sanchez replied.
‘It’s in here.’


‘Hand it over then.’


Sanchez reached into his
satchel. The bottle of Jack Daniel’s had slipped to the bottom, beneath The
Book of Death. He pulled the big black hardback book out first and placed it on
the counter.


‘What’s this?’ Rick asked.


‘Just some book I gotta take
back to the library later.’


Rick turned the book around to
get a look at the title. ‘The Book of Death? What’s it about?’ he asked. 


Sanchez pulled the bottle of
Jack Daniel’s out and placed it on top of the book. ‘Not really sure what it’s
about,’ he said. ‘Just a list of names, in some sort of diary format.’


‘Oh,’ Rick sounded disappointed.
‘Well, I’m going to the library this morning. I can drop it back for you if you
like?’


‘That’d be great,’ said Sanchez.
‘Don’t check it in though, just slip it back on the shelf in the Reference
section.’


Rick raised an eyebrow. ‘Why’s
that then? Didn’t you check the book out?’


‘Yeah, but I kind of wrote some
names on one of the blank pages.’


‘Why?’


‘I didn’t have any other paper
to hand at the time.’


‘Well that’s hardly a crime is
it?’ said Rick coolly.


‘Actually it is. Defacing a
public library book is considered a fairly serious offence.’


‘To whom?’


‘Have you seen the woman that
works in the library?’


Rick grinned as he grasped what
Sanchez was getting at. ‘Yeah. She’s pretty much a bitch, isn’t she?’


Sanchez despised Ulrika Price
and agreed wholeheartedly with Rick’s assessment of her. ‘That’s the nicest
thing I’ve ever heard anyone say about her,’ he said.


Rick picked up the bottle of
Jack Daniel’s and unscrewed the lid. He took a sniff. ‘Smells like good stuff,’
he commented.


‘What did you expect?’ 


‘I thought it might be some of
your homebrew.’


Sanchez did his best to look
offended. ‘I have no idea what you mean.’


‘Sure,’ said Rick. ‘That Santa
in the corner smells just like your homebrew.’ He had a point.


‘Anyways,’ said Sanchez. ‘It’s
breakfast time and I’m hungry.’


Rick took the hint and shouted
out to the back room. ‘Yo, Flake, customer!’


Rick’s head waitress Flake,
appeared, complete with a notebook and pen. Her long brown hair was neatly
scraped back into a ponytail. And as usual she was wearing the uniform that
Rick insisted all his female members of staff wore. Sanchez approved of it too.
It consisted of a short black dress and stockings, a look that suited Flake’s
petite figure nicely.


‘Good morning, Sanchez,’ she
said beaming a bright white smile at him. ‘Twelve item breakfast and a large
coffee?’


‘Yes please, Flake.’


She pointed to a table on the
opposite side of the café to the piss smelling Santa. She clearly knew Sanchez
well. He liked to eat his breakfast as far away from other customers as
possible, particularly smelly ones. ‘I’ve just cleaned that table up for you
and left a newspaper over there,’ she said with a wink.


‘Thanks.’


Rick picked up The Book of
Death, tucked it under his arm and walked around the counter. ‘Right, Flake,
I’m off to town. You can go when Sanchez is done with his breakfast.’


‘You closing up early?’ Sanchez
asked.


‘Wouldn’t have even opened at
all if it wasn’t for the fact I knew you’d be dropping by with my bottle of
JD,’ said Rick, flipping the closed sign up on the front door. He pulled the
door open and as he walked through it he looked back at Sanchez and winked.
‘Don’t let Flake get you into any trouble.’ With that he closed the door behind
him and headed out into the snow. 


‘I’ll bring your coffee over in
a second,’ said Flake. ‘Make yourself comfortable.’


As he walked over to the
unusually clean table in the corner by the window, Sanchez eyed Flake
suspiciously. Was she building up to asking him for something? Beneath that
fresh faced glow on her pink cheeks and those big inviting brown eyes she could
be plotting something. Or hoping for a tip.


‘What’s got you so cheerful
today?’ he asked her.


‘I’m just pleased to see you,
Sanchez,’ she replied. ‘After all the killing yesterday it’s nice to see that
you weren’t one of the victims.’


‘Well, I did have a run in with
the Bourbon Kid and some werewolves.’


‘Yes, I heard about that. You
survived another shootout. You’re so lucky.’


‘Not that lucky. He killed all
my customers again. The bastard.’


‘Was it because you poured piss
in his drink again?’


Sanchez sat down and picked up
the newspaper to glance over the front page headlines. ‘I didn’t get a chance
to this time. I would have, but I’d just served it all to the werewolves.’


The front page, as expected, ran
with the story of the latest massacre. The death toll looked like it might even
run into the thousands this time. Sanchez tutted to himself as he thought about
all the potential customers he must have lost. 


When he looked back up he
noticed that Flake looked different. She was still stood behind the counter,
wearing the same outfit, but she had now removed the white apron from the front
of her dress and had also let her hair down. It now hung freely around her
shoulders. She had beautiful long brown hair to match her eyes. Sanchez
couldn’t help thinking that Flake letting her hair down while working in an establishment
that served food seemed somewhat unhygienic. Nevertheless, he knew she cooked a
good sausage so he kept his thoughts to himself.


He continued to read the
newspaper shaking his head occasionally as he came across details of the demise
of more potential customers. Eventually Flake wandered over with his mug of
coffee. As she set it down on the table, she spoke again. 


‘You’re the only person I know
who’s brave enough to serve the Bourbon Kid a glass of piss,’ she said. After
saying it she seemed to suck in a deep intake of breath. It made her chest jut
out over the top of Sanchez’s newspaper as he lowered it to take a look at his
coffee. He couldn’t help but notice that she had a particularly fine pair of
boobs. For a few seconds he stared, gawping at them, before remembering she had
just spoken to him.


‘Brave?’ he said aloud, failing
to hide his confusion at being called such a thing. She was definitely on
drugs. 


He quickly recovered from the
unexpected compliment and attempted to act like he was downplaying it. ‘Yeah
well, some people are afraid of the Bourbon Kid,’ he shook his head, ‘…but I’m
not. I think he knows not to mess with me. I show no fear when he’s around.
Think he respects that.’


‘Wow. You should join the
police, Sanchez. They could use someone like you.’


He shrugged. ‘Well, the town
would be a safer place. That’s for sure.’


‘So join up!’ Flake sounded
genuinely excited at the idea.


‘I would,’ said Sanchez, pretending
to read the newspaper while he took another sneaky glance at Flake’s chest.
‘Believe me, if they were recruiting, I’d be first in line. This town needs
someone to clean up the streets.’


‘Brilliant!’ her voice went up a
few octaves. She slammed a white paper flyer down on to the table by his
coffee. ‘Look, you can sign up today!’


Sanchez stopped pretending to
read the paper and glanced down at the flyer. His eyes settled on the black
bold lettering at the centre of it.


POLICE RECRUITING
TODAY


‘I’ll have my eggs sunny side up
today please,’ he said, hoping to change the subject.


‘Oh, okay,’ said Flake. ‘But
what do you think of the flyer?’


‘And I’d like my sausages
burned, please.’


‘Okay, no problem. So
what do you think of the…’


‘And an extra piece of bacon.’


‘Okay, anything else?’


‘That should do it.’


Flake was very persistent, much
to Sanchez’s irritation. ‘See they’re allowing just about anyone to join the
police now,’ she said pointing at the flyer. ‘Just as a temporary measure,
until they can get some real cops in from out of town. So, you gonna sign up?’


‘Actually, did I mention I
wanted white toast?’


‘You always have white toast.’


‘Just making sure you hadn’t
forgotten.’


Flake giggled. ‘You’re so
funny,’ she said, gazing at him with big hopeful brown eyes. ‘So are you going
to sign up or what?’


Sanchez sighed. ‘I’d love to,’
he said. ‘But I’m not tall enough. I don’t meet the height restrictions.’


‘There are no height
restrictions,’ Flake said, her voice sounding more excited with every syllable.


‘I’m too old then.’


‘No age restrictions either.
Great, isn’t it?’


‘I have a criminal record.’


‘Doesn’t matter! Look, read the
whole flyer. They’re taking anyone. This is your big chance!’


There was no doubt about it. She
had to be on drugs. No one should be that enthusiastic in the morning.
Particularly not when they were serving breakfast. Still, Sanchez decided to
play along for now. He was willing to tell Flake whatever she wanted to hear,
as long as it meant he got to eat his breakfast in peace.


‘Well, that’s great news isn’t
it?’ he said disingenuously. ‘I’ll be down there as soon as I’ve finished my
breakfast. Just try and stop me.’


‘Brilliant,’ said Flake,
clapping her hands together with glee. ‘We can go together. I’m signing up too.
I’m so glad I’ll have someone to go with. This will just be the most fun, won’t
it?’


‘What?’


‘I’ll drive us there as soon as
you’ve finished your breakfast.’


‘Huh?’


‘I’m so excited! My horoscope
said this would happen!’


‘Wait, hold on a—’


‘In fact, I’m going to buy your
breakfast for you this morning.’ With that, Flake dashed off back to the
kitchen to make his breakfast. She sure did seem excited. Sanchez figured he’d
let her pay for his breakfast, as it was obviously important to her. But then,
once he’d finished eating it, he’d come up with a way of getting out of signing
up for the police force.









 

Five



 

Dan Harker was having a hell of a day already. In the early hours of the
morning he had been summoned to the Mayor’s office and deputized as the new
Captain of the Santa Mondega Police Department. His first day wasn’t going to
be a gentle bedding-in, either. Most of the city cops had been murdered the
previous day so he wasn’t going to have much help dealing with any crimes. The
Mayor had done all he could to help by placing advertisements all over town
requesting members of the public to sign up, but that just meant Harker would
have to spend half the day recruiting. 


Investigating the most recent Bourbon Kid massacre and totaling up the number
of victims was going to be one hell of a job. The only good news was that
according to a number of eyewitnesses the Bourbon Kid had been gunned down and
beheaded in a hotel corridor just after midnight, so by rights the killing
should have come to an end. 


Before heading to the station to introduce himself as the new Captain,
Harker first had to stop off at the local museum. The mayor had informed him
that the security department at the museum had some CCTV footage of the Kid
murdering their manager, Professor Bertram Cromwell. 


When Harker arrived at the museum, Elijah Simmonds, the deputy manager,
greeted him in the reception area. Harker had only met Simmonds on one previous
occasion. It had been at a charity event held by Bertram Cromwell over a year
earlier. Simmonds had struck him as being a bit of a dick. He’d worn a cheap
ill-fitting suit and he had a horrendous ponytail that really didn’t suit his
narrow face. 


Simmonds welcomed him with a
warm handshake and a cursory smile, so it wasn’t as if the guy was totally
devoid of qualities. Unfortunately though, he still
had the ponytail and the poor taste in suits. His face wasn’t quite as narrow
as before. In fact he appeared to be in the process of growing a second chin.


As the two of them walked along a
narrow corridor on the way to the security office, Simmonds surprised the new
Police Captain with an observation Harker wouldn’t have made himself.


‘You and I have a lot in common,’
he said.


‘How so?’


‘Well, we obviously both like to
dress well,’ Simmonds smiled and hesitated a moment waiting for Harker to make
an agreeing sound of some kind. He didn’t. Harker’s black three-piece suit was
impeccable and fitted snugly, unlike Simmonds’s ill-fitting grey number. ‘And
then of course there’s the obvious,’ Simmonds continued.


‘What’s that then?’


They arrived at a door in the left
wall of the corridor and Simmonds turned the handle of it, pushing it open
before continuing. ‘Both of us have just landed ourselves a promotion, courtesy
of the Bourbon Kid’s killing spree yesterday.’


Harker threw a look of disapproval
at Simmonds. The comment was in rather poor taste under the circumstances.
Simmonds recognised the look.


‘Obviously it’s not how I would
have wanted to get my new job. I would much rather Bertram Cromwell was still
alive, of course, as I’m sure you wouldn’t have wished death on the previous
Police Captain.’


Simmonds stepped inside the
security office and held the door open for Harker to follow him through.


‘The last Captain was a Grade A
prick and I’m glad he’s dead,’ said Harker, stepping into the room.


‘Oh.’


‘Can you just show me the CCTV
tapes please? Then I’ll be on my way. I’ve got a hell of a busy day ahead.’


‘Of course.’  


Inside the security office,
sitting in a rather knackered looking blue chair was a guard in a grey uniform.
He was watching a bank of television monitors on the wall in front of him. He
was a big, broad shouldered fellow with blond wavy hair and striking blue eyes.
Simmonds strolled over to him and placed a hand on his shoulder.


‘James, did you manage to make a
copy of the murder footage for the police?’


The security guard sat upright.
‘Sure did, sir.’ He picked up a CD in a plastic case that was on the desk in
front of him. ‘It’s all on there.’


Simmonds took the CD and held it
out for Harker.


‘Thanks,’ said Harker, snatching
the CD away from him. He peered over the security guard’s shoulder at the bank
of monitors he was watching. They showed live footage of the goings on all
around the museum. 


‘Say, James,’ Harker said. ‘Could
you get the footage of the murder up on screen for me now? Be useful if I could
take a quick look at it before I leave, just in case I spot anything I’d like
to ask you guys about. I wouldn’t wanna be two miles away watching it and
wishing I could ask you what I’m looking at.’


‘Sure thing sir,’ said James. He
pressed a few keys on a keyboard on the desk in front of him and then pointed
up at a monitor on the right. ‘Should be coming up on this screen here.’


Harker leaned over James’s
shoulder to get a closer look at the footage on the black and white monitor.
The image wasn’t especially clear. He was able to make out the figure of
Bertram Cromwell sitting in a comfy chair in the museum’s staff room. The
professor was watching the news on a television. After about ten seconds,
Harker saw a tall figure in a hooded robe enter the room. Cromwell stood up
from his chair and a brief exchange of dialogue followed, none of which was
available due to the lack of audio provided by the CCTV camera. The dark hooded
figure of the Bourbon Kid then pulled a machete out from within his robe.
Harker winced as he watched the Kid hack Cromwell to pieces. It was as violent
a death as the new Police Captain had ever witnessed, and he had seen a fair
bit of violence in his time. It seemed like an extremely unjust way for such a
decent man to die. At the end of the slaying, the Kid walked calmly out of the
room. James the security guard pressed a button on his keyboard and the image
froze on screen showing Cromwell’s dead body lying in a pool of his own blood
on the floor.


‘It gets worse every time I see
it,’ said Simmonds, visibly shuddering.


‘Yeah, I’m sure,’ said Harker.
Something had caught his eye at the bottom of the screen. He stared closely at
it for a moment, recalling something the Mayor had said when they had spoken
earlier. ‘Is that clock right?’ he asked, pointing at the time display in the
bottom corner of the screen.


James the security guard nodded.
‘Yep. Two thirty-seven. That’s about right I think. I saw the Professor about
twenty minutes before that. I recommended that he go home but he was totally
glued to the news, watching all the updates about the murders and stuff.’


‘Interesting,’ said Harker,
scratching his chin. ‘The Bourbon Kid was reported dead not long after
midnight. We got a whole bunch of eyewitnesses to back that up too.’


Simmonds looked surprised.
‘Really?’


‘Yeah. He was gunned down and
beheaded by a bunch of military guys in an apartment block. I was under the
assumption that Cromwell was one of his last victims before they caught him.
This kind of complicates things.’


‘So the Bourbon Kid is still
alive?’ 


Harker nodded. ‘So it would seem.
I’ll take this CD and be on my way. If the Bourbon Kid is still at large I’d better
make sure the press are aware. The public have a right to know that the streets
are still unsafe.’


‘You might want to tell those
military guys that they beheaded the wrong person too.’


Harker smiled. ‘I’m hoping they’ll
see it on the news before they leave town, if they’re even still around.’









 

Six



 

Snow was falling from the skies
over Santa Mondega for the first time that Dante could remember. He marvelled
at it as Vanity drove him and Kacy to the Casa de Ville.  


“Cool car, ain’t it, babe?” Dante
heard Vanity say to Kacy.  “Ford
Ranger.  Brand new, too.”


“Pity it’s blue,” Kacy said in a
bored tone as she looked out of the window.  


From his seat in the back Dante
smirked. Kacy wasn’t the sort to be impressed by a car that wasn’t stolen. As
it happened, he was pleased they were in the Ranger. The roads were more
dangerous than usual. Dark
clouds were forming over the city too. Big ones.


What looked like a huge medieval
castle rose up in the distance.  


“What the hell is that?” Kacy
asked.


“That’s the Casa de Ville,” Vanity
replied.  


“It’s a bit fucking big, isn’t
it?’ said Dante.


“It’s gonna need to be,’ said
Vanity. ‘There’s gonna be a helluva lot of vampires in there in a minute.’


Dante shook his head. The sight of
Case de Ville getting larger and larger as they drew closer rendered him
speechless for once.    


Vanity parked the Ranger in a
large car park around the back of the main building. Dante and Kacy followed
him back around to the front of the building where a vampire wearing some curious
black eye makeup let them in through the front door and directed them to the
main hall.


The main hall was magnificent in
size. Its ceiling stood fifty metres high and had a balcony running around the
walls halfway down. At the far end of the hall stood a large set of very wide
marble stairs that led up to the landing and the balcony. It really did feel
like a castle. The only major difference Dante had spotted were the obvious
CCTV cameras recording every move. The fucking things were everywhere you looked.
The hall was already buzzing with noise. Literally hundreds of vampires were
standing around chatting amongst themselves.


‘Wow, something big is definitely
going down,’ said Vanity. ‘Let’s hang at the back. After that whole thing with
Déjà Vu being the Bourbon Kid I think a low profile is the way to go.’


‘I’m down with that,’ said Dante.


The crowd of vampires in the hall
resembled the audience at a rock concert. There were all kinds of strangely
dressed freaks from every vampire clan in the city, all congregated in this one
huge room staring up at the marble staircase at the end of the hall. Dante
recognised some of the clans, such as the Clowns, of which there were quite a
few. There weren’t too many of the Filthy Pigs and Rastafarians from the Dreads
clan around this time; of course, there weren’t many of the Shades around
either. Apart from Dante, Kacy and Vanity, only Cleavage and Moose had survived
the recent massacre. The two female members of the Shades were present in the
hall, but they had naively ventured to the front of the crowd to get a good
look at what was going on. 


The majority of the audience now
seemed to be made up of what Vanity informed them was the Panda clan, a group
of vampires like the one who had let them into the building. They all had black
face paint across their eyes giving them a look much like a bunch of human
pandas, albeit carnivorous fanged bloodsucking pandas. One of the other
dominant clans was the Black Plague, a group that usually stayed on the
outskirts of the city. They all wore ninja style black outfits complete with
black masks that revealed just their eyes and a small amount of dark skin
around them. No doubt lethal predators at night, Dante thought.


After a twenty-minute wait, the
huge imposing figure of Rameses Gaius appeared at the top of the staircase. The
chatter in the hall beneath him hushed to a silence. Dante recognised Gaius
immediately. He shuddered at the memory of Gaius kidnapping him and Kacy a week
earlier. He had travelled under the name Mr E at the time and had claimed to be
a member of the Secret Service. He had given Dante the mission that involved
infiltrating the Shades clan to discover the whereabouts of Peto the monk.


Dante peered over his sunglasses
at Kacy. She peered back over hers. It was obvious that she too recognised
Gaius as Mr E.


Dante nudged Vanity in the arm.
‘Is that really Rameses Gaius?’ he asked.


Vanity nodded. ‘Yeah. Don’t mess
with him. He’ll snap you in half.’


Gaius wore a shiny silver suit (as
he had when Dante had met him before) and a pair of dark sunglasses. His head
was bald and his olive skin as smooth as a billiard ball. Both Dante and Kacy
lowered their heads in the hope that he wouldn’t spot them at the back of the
crowd. 


‘Hey,’ Vanity nudged Dante back.
‘That’s his daughter Jessica behind him. Total babe. Queen of the vampires.’


Dante glanced back up and saw that
standing behind Gaius on the steps was none other than Jessica the Vampire
Queen. The very same woman he had fired a shitload of bullets into at the
Tapioca during the eclipse the previous year. The Bourbon Kid had been gunning
her down at the time, so Dante had joined in and then they had left her for
dead. It wouldn’t do to be spotted by her either.


Up ahead, Gaius raised his arms to
grab everyone’s attention. ‘Thank you all for coming,’ he said. ‘I have big
news for you today. After all that happened yesterday, when we lost a number of
our brothers and sisters to that scumbag the Bourbon Kid, we now have reason to
be cheerful. And very excited.’


A wave of muttered conversations
swept around the hall briefly before Gaius continued.


‘At just after midnight last night
we captured and beheaded the Bourbon Kid. He is no more!’


A huge cheer went up from the
crowd and Gaius gestured quickly for them to quieten down again.


‘With him now out of the way, it
is time for us to make our move. Soon we will be able to reveal ourselves to
the world. I have set in motion a plan which will enable each and every one of
you to hunt by day. No more sneaking around in back alleys and clubs at night.
We will soon take over the city of Santa Mondega. This is our time!’ The
crowd cheered even more boisterously than before. After hushing them, Gaius
continued. ‘The local police force is now crippled, and with the Kid out of the
picture I want everyone here to be ready to carry out my instructions to take
over the city. You may have noticed that it is snowing outside and that there
is a large formation of dark clouds settling over the city. This, my friends,
will become permanent very soon.’


A woman’s voice shouted out from
the crowd below. ‘How so?’ 


Gaius removed his sunglasses and a
huge gasp went up from the crowd, including Dante and Kacy. In his right eye
socket was a glowing blue stone: The Eye of the Moon.


‘Yes. That’s right,’ said Gaius.
‘I have the Eye of the Moon once again. It is secured back in its rightful
place.’ He tapped the eye gently and smiled at his watching audience. ‘With the
powers of the Eye I have brought together all of those clouds. At the current
time I estimate that ninety percent of the sunlight over Santa Mondega is being
blocked out. By the end of the day tomorrow I expect that to be one hundred
percent. And it will stay that way. We don’t need an eclipse to block out the
sun, my friends. I can do that for you using the power of my Eye. Once the
clouds have intensified sufficiently to block out the sun entirely, we shall
come out from the shadows and take over the city. The snow will incapacitate
our enemies and once we have complete control of Santa Mondega, we will look to
expand our empire and increase our numbers. The humans will be harvested and
grown for your consumption. Now I know most of you don’t need reminding
of this, but do not feed upon the children of this city. We will need them in
the future. They will live simply to create more of their kind for our future
survival.’ There were more mutterings from the crowd below, mostly voicing
their approval. Gaius waved them down and continued. ‘Now, I ask one thing of
you. Go out into the streets and hills of Santa Mondega and round up all of
your vampire brothers and sisters. I want the werewolves informed too. They
will make useful allies in the early days as we seek to conquer. Get the word
out to everyone. Tell them to congregate here tomorrow night. This will be the
staging point of our war on humanity. Tomorrow night will be the beginning of a
new dawn where the undead will rule the world!’


He shook his fist in the air as he
finished his speech. A huge roar went up from the watching crowd. Vampires
high-fived each other and slapped one another on the back. There were fanged
smiles all round in fact. Except for Dante and Kacy.


Kacy tugged at Dante’s arm,
dragging him back away from the crowd and out of earshot. ‘He’s got the Eye of
the Moon in his head,’ she said, her voice largely drowned out by the cheering
mob around her.


‘I know,’ said Dante. ‘I thought
things were really bad before but this is worse than I thought.’


‘How much worse?’


‘It’s very bad.’


Kacy frowned. ‘Very bad is
worse than really bad?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Are you sure?’


‘Really sure.’


‘Well, let me know when you’re very
sure.’


Dante peered over his sunglasses
at her and raised his eyebrows. ‘I’ll tell you what I am sure of. If we
try to get the Eye out of his head, we’ll most likely get killed. But if we
don’t get it out of his head, the whole world is gonna end.’


Kacy looked around at the cheering
mob of vampires surrounding them. ‘This is very bad,’ she muttered.









 

Seven



 

Upon arriving at the police
station for his first morning as the new captain, Dan Harker was disappointed
to find that the place was a horrible mess. The aftermath of the previous day’s
massacre was still in evidence. Although there were no dead bodies around, the
reception area was still covered in blood. An elevator at the back of reception
was covered in blood and faeces.


He eyed the elevator warily and
took the stairs on his way to the Forensics department on the third floor. Most
of the forensics guys had survived the previous night’s massacre and one of
them, William Clay, had even turned up for work. Harker found Clay at the first
desk inside the office.


Clay was a tall, gangly,
socially awkward scientist type with round glasses and a shaved head that
neatly disguised a thinning patch on the top of his head. He was sitting behind
his desk in the same long white coat he wore every day. As Harker came through
the door, he looked up and then immediately closed down a window on his
computer monitor.


Harker greeted him cordially.
‘Hi, Bill,’ he said. ‘Is this a bad time?’


Clay smiled. ‘Nah, fine. You
caught me by surprise. What can I do for you, Lieutenant Dan?’


‘It’s Captain Harker from today,
thank you.’


‘I know, just kidding.
Congratulations by the way. You pleased?’


‘Ecstatic.’


‘I’ll bet. Get a good raise?’


‘I did okay.’


‘Good, ’cause you know the last
two Captains were killed by the Bourbon Kid. Let’s hope he’s not looking for a
hat trick.’


‘Don’t you watch the news?
Bourbon Kid’s dead.’


Clay peered over the top of his
glasses. ‘He’s not though, is he? I can tell just by the look on your face.’


Harker pushed the door shut
behind him and walked over to Clay’s desk. ‘It looks like he somehow faked his
death. An hour or so after he was beheaded he showed up at the museum and
killed Bertram Cromwell.’


‘How do you fake having your
head cut off?’


‘You get someone who looks like
you to take your place.’


‘I’m not sure I’ve got a friend
that would give up their head to save me.’


‘Me either. But the Bourbon Kid
had one. I have no idea who it was. Just another John Doe to add to the list of
victims, I suppose.’


‘Which includes most of our
colleagues,’ Clay sighed.


‘Not all of whom will be
missed.’


‘That’s harsh.’


Harker rubbed his chin. There
was no easy way to make his next revelation without Clay thinking he was
insane, so he decided to simply blurt it out. ‘Did you know the last Police
Captain was a vampire?’


‘What?’


‘I said –’


‘I heard what you said.’ Clay
frowned. ‘You just implied that Captain De La Cruz was a vampire.’


‘I didn’t imply it. I came right
out and said it.’


Clay looked shocked, and unsure
of whether or not he was being teased. ‘You mean vampire, as in, sucks blood
and turns into a bat?’


Harker looked around the room
and spotted a plastic chair nearby. He grabbed it and sat down opposite Clay.
‘I don’t imagine the bat thing is real, but he was definitely a blood sucker.’


‘Seriously, you think he was
drinking people’s blood?’


‘I know he was.’


‘I hear the rumours of vampires
in the town all the time, but I assumed it was at worst just a group of
people drinking blood and pretending to be vampires or something like that.’


‘It’s very real.’


Clay didn’t look convinced. ‘So
I could have killed De La Cruz with a crucifix or some garlic then?’ he said
with a hint of sarcasm.


‘He would probably have
preferred that to the way he was killed last night.’


‘Yeah, I heard. A shotgun up the
asshole. Shitty way to go.’


‘Yeah, his lunch is all over the
elevator. I’m gonna have to get some poor sucker to clean that up later.’


‘Don’t look at me.’


‘Don’t piss me off then. Anyway,
I didn’t come here just to talk to you about dirty elevators and vampire’s
assholes.’


‘So what can I do for you?’


‘I spent half an hour on my laptop
this morning going through De La Cruz’s private files. There’s one particular
case he was working on that stood out. I can’t work out how it’s never been on
the news. His files say he spoke with you about it on a couple of occasions. I
want to know what you’ve got on it.’


Clay leaned back in his chair.
‘It’s the child killer case isn’t it?’


‘Yeah. How d’ya guess?’


‘Because it’s been pissing me
off how De La Cruz never did anything with it. And like you, I can’t work out
how it never made it onto the news.’


Harker liked the fact that his
colleague seemed to care as much as him. ‘I’ve got a theory on that. I think De
La Cruz was protecting the killer.’


‘I can believe that, but why?’


‘I suspect it was another
vampire.’


Clay screwed his forehead into a
contorted frown. ‘That would actually make sense. The evidence would back it up
too.’


‘Good. So what have you got? Any
DNA or anything?’


‘Not exactly,’ said Clay turning
back to his computer. He started tapping away at the keyboard as he spoke.
‘However, there’ve been seventeen murders that I know of.’


‘Actually it’s more like eighty
six.’


Clay raised an eyebrow. ‘Like I
said, seventeen that I know of. But in terms of DNA we’ve got nothing,
no saliva, blood traces or anything like that. What we do have to link all
seventeen of the murders i—’


Harker interrupted. ‘A green
tongue and bite marks on the neck?’


‘How did you know?’


‘Like I said, I’ve been going
through De La Cruz’s files. The bite marks yells vampire at me, but I don’t get
the green tongue part.’


‘It’s a kind of poison. All
these kids were drugged by an unidentifiable green solution. It causes almost
instant paralysis.’ He paused and peered over his glasses once more, no longer
tapping on his keyboard. ‘But there’s something else. Something that De La Cruz
dismissed out of hand as coincidence, but quite clearly it’s a huge clue in the
case.’


Harker perked up in his seat.
‘What?’


‘For twelve of the seventeen
victims we found something else. Grey hairs. Usually only one, sometimes two or
three, but on several occasions the victims had the grey hairs underneath their
fingernails.’


‘Like they fought back before
the paralysis set in?’


‘Exactly.’  


‘Well can you get a DNA match
for the hair?’


Clay grinned. ‘Good question. De
La Cruz was taking away all the hairs away to analyse them himself, but he
never returned any of them. Kept claiming I’d never given them to him and all
kinds of other excuses. But, lucky for you, I kept the most recent one. Never
told him about it. I knew he would make it vanish if he got his hands on it, so
I kept it here and did some analysis.’


‘And?’


‘It’s not human hair.’


Harker raised his eyebrows to
emphasise his surprise at the remark. ‘What?’


‘It ain’t human hair. It’s goat
hair.’


‘Goat hair?’


‘Goat hair.’


‘And?’


‘And nothing. It’s goat hair.
You’re the detective, not me.’


‘So, it’s like a trophy or
something? A calling card to identify the killer?’


Clay shrugged. ‘Like I said,
you’re the detective. Personally I would have said the green poison and the
bite marks were a perfectly adequate calling card. No need to leave the goat
hairs intentionally too.’


‘True.’ Harker scratched his
chin. ‘So why goat hair? I guess I can go looking for someone who owns goats.
This could be a fairly useful clue.’


Clay smiled. ‘Yeah, all you
gotta do is find a vampire who happens to be a goat herder in his spare time.’


‘You got any better
suggestions?’


‘Jesus, Harker, you’re
slow.’


‘What do you mean?’


‘It’s not a goat herder or a
shepherd you need to be looking for.’


Clay turned the monitor on his
computer around for Harker to get a good look. He stared at the screen for a
few seconds, puzzled by the picture of a person he recognised. Then the truth
hit home. He shook his head. ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘Goat hairs. Sonofabitch.’









 

Eight



 

Ulrika Price had encountered
numerous problems during her time as Head Librarian at the Santa Mondega
Library, but right now she had possibly the most serious crisis of her career.
She had lost The Book of Death. Rameses Gaius, her master, had entrusted her as
the keeper of the book with two simple instructions, log names in it when
instructed to and never under any circumstances lose it. The previous day she
had logged three names in it at his request, but then she had carelessly left
the book unattended and it had vanished. 


She had suffered a sleepless
night tossing and turning as she tried to cast her mind back to the previous
day’s events. She had wracked her brain trying to work out what could have
happened to it. Eventually in the early hours she had come to the conclusion
that her teenage assistant, Josh, a dimwit of the highest order, must have
stuck it on one of the shelves somewhere by mistake. 


Fortunately the following
morning the library was quiet, which afforded her the time to hunt for the
book. For two hours she had searched in vain. It was nowhere to be found. After
one last look around her desk area she gave up and decided to phone Josh to see
if she could get any sense out of him. These were desperate times indeed. She
was relying on Josh, a total idiot, to remember something from the day before.
Normally he couldn’t remember anything from five minutes before.


She sat at her desk and dialled
his home number on the office phone, tapping impatiently on the desk with one
of her long bony fingers. Eventually after about eight rings, Josh’s mother
answered the phone. 


‘Yeah,’ she said.


‘It’s Ulrika Price at the
library.’


‘Fucking hell. Hang on a minute.
I’ll go get him.’ 


Josh’s mother knew better than
to waste time making idle small talk with Ulrika. The two of them had exchanged
harsh words in the past after Ulrika had once described Josh as a mindless
baboon in one of her written appraisals of his performance at the library.
Through the phone’s earpiece Ulrika heard some shouting and cussing and the
sound of someone dropping the phone.


Eventually Josh’s irritating
voice came through loud and clear. ‘Hello, Miss Price.’


‘Hello Josh, you moron. I need
to know what you did with The Book of Death yesterday.’


‘The what?’


‘There was a book on my desk yesterday,
it’s called The Book of Death, and it’s gone missing. You must have put it
somewhere, or given it out to a customer.’


‘Oh.’


He sounded as gormless as ever,
much to Ulrika’s annoyance. ‘Well,’ she snapped. ‘What have you done with it?’


‘I don’t remember.’


‘Try to remember, please.’


A brief silence followed before
Josh replied. ‘Was that the Sesame Street annual?’ 


‘No. Why would a Sesame Street
annual be called The Book of Death?’


‘That’s what I was wondering
when I put it back on the shelf.’


Ulrika perked up. ‘So you have
seen it?’


‘Yeah.’


‘What did it look like?’


‘It was a big black book, just
said The Book of Death on the cover. You’re the one who said it was a Sesame
Street annual.’


‘Why would I say that?’


‘I don’t know, but you told me
to put it back on the shelves before I went home last night. I remember because
it’s the last thing I did.’


Ulrika breathed a sigh of
relief. ‘Okay, so you thought it was a Sesame Street annual. Therefore is it
safe to assume you stuck it on a shelf in the children’s section?’


‘No. I think I stuck it in
Reference.’


‘Why would you stick it there?’


‘Because I stick all the books
in the Reference section.’


‘Prick.’


‘I did put it under A though,
for Anonymous.’


Ulrika rolled her eyes. Talking
to Josh was exasperating. ‘Well that’s something. Thank