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DEDICATION

To Emily Guido, my number-one fan! 

"Thank you for believing in me, Emily!" 





P RO L O G U E
A N  I N N O C E N T  M A N

Dear Diary. February 14, 1874. Lake City, Colorado.
The stagecoach can't leave town. I'll have to set out into the
white wilderness on my own. At last, the female I've been
chasing all across the West is near. I swear I can feel her
presence, far off in the distance.

I've  been  trailing  her  since  Sacramento.  She  was
probably planning to hit our headquarters in San Francisco.
Now she's fleeing eastward, knowing we're on her trail. The
sheriff in Reno thought it was a cattle rustler. You could say
that, but she's so much more than a simple thief. None of the
people in southern Colorado are truly safe unless I can stop
her.

I finish writing and lock the cover of my diary. This
book travels in a hidden pocket of my petticoat, always. I
cannot risk leaving it in this drafty hotel room. Many of us
would perish if my diary were to become known across the
globe.

Drifting  snow  covers  the  window.  I  recline  on  the
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brass bed and long for the embracing arms of my husband.
My love is at home in San Francisco, awaiting my return. I
cry that I cannot be in his arms. But he knows why I must
travel. Why I must not relent. Why I must not fail.

She is out there. Somehow, she traveled half a world
away  from  her  European  hideout,  all  the  way  to
Sacramento. Astonishing all of us. How do their kind do it?
No one will assist them in their travels.

A  month  ago,  we  thought  we  had  her  cornered.
Missing cattle  near  Fiddletown.  It  was  her,  for  sure.  The
rancher found two head in his far acreage a week later. We
told him it was coyotes. The poor bastard even believed it.
He'll never know just how lucky he was. He could have run
into  her.  Then  we'd  have  been  telling  his  widow it  was
coyotes. Or Indians.

She gave us the slip and headed east. I headed out of
Sacramento. As the train passed Promontory Summit, I felt
her ghastly energy, beckoning to me. She was out there in
the moonlit night. I had half a mind to jump off the train
right there, but I knew I couldn't. By the time I could have
put all the weapons in my petticoat, the train would have put
a  quarter  mile  between  her  and  me.  And  she  can  cover
ground at night faster than I can.

Ryan Sutherland, one of our organization's operatives,
met  me in  Ogden.  He'd  been  tracking  her  ever  since  he
received my telegram. We rode the stage to Provo instead of
the train. The information I relayed to my subordinate Ryan
required more privacy than is possible in an open train car.

As  we  made  town,  the  snowflakes  multiplied  in
fervent haste. Ryan and I knew we would have to stay in
town for the time being. As we marched past the train,  a
gust  of  hot  steam from the  locomotive  sent  my windcap
sailing into the snowbank. Ryan rushed to retrieve it as we
made for the shelter of the hotel.

"May I present your hat, madam?"
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I  returned  Ryan's  smile,  collecting  my  cap  as  we
strolled  into  the  saloon.  The  eyes  of  the  weary cowboys
feasted upon me as I fit my cap under my bonnet. I could
see their hearts longing for the touch of a woman.

Ryan's guard was up. He noticed the desperate stare
from  the  unkempt  mustachioed  man  at  the  card  players'
table. They look like trouble. I, however, am trouble. I hate
their  kind.  Card cheats,  cattle  rustlers  and stick-up artists
who force themselves on saloon girls. Bandits who think of
cultured ladies as mere porcelain dolls.

As we sat down, the barkeep rushed up to me. "Ma'am,
we don't got none o' them dainty high-falootin' drinks here."

"I'm Irish," I snapped, sliding a shot glass toward him.
The  card  players  whooped  and  hollered  as  barkeep

snatched the glass and filled it with his most vile rotgut. I
lowered my bonnet and popped off my cap, waving my long
red  hair.  The  mustachioed  man  yelled  "yee-haw"  as  he
threw his weathered tan-hide hat into the air.

I turned to stare at the boys. Ryan wasn't liking any of
this. He gently tugged my arm and whispered, "Madam, this
is inappropriate behavior for one of your status."

I  brushed  Ryan's  hand  from  my  arm  and  quietly
scolded  him.  "They  don't  know  what  my  status  is."  I
grabbed the shot glass and downed the liquor in one gulp.

My mouth reeled at the nasty cornbread aftertaste of
Old  Bourbon.  Not  that  I  let  on.  You  can't  get  real  Irish
barley malt whisky in Provo, anyway. The boys at the card
table had me made for a real city miss. Hah. I could drink
them all under the table. I left my beloved land of Éire long
ago, but it will never leave me.

The  mustachioed  man  shoved  his  chair  aside  and
marched right  up  to  my stool.  "Now don't  go  tellin'  me,
miss,  that  you  fancy  yourself  some  sort  of  good  Irish
Catholic girl after you done gulped that shot o' whisky in
two seconds."
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"That  ain't  whisky in  Ireland,"  I  chided  him,  "Hell,
back  home,  what  you  got  here  is  brown  water."  Ryan
laughed.

"Good Catholic girls don't swear like a stage driver,"
Mister Mustache said.

"I must admit I'm lapsed," I replied, "Something of a
heathen. The Pope won't bless girls like me."

Mister Mustache slid his hand on my leg as he asked
"And why wouldn't he?" His head neared mine. He squinted
his eyes as if I was going to kiss him.

I grabbed my .44 Smith and Wesson Model 3 from my
petticoat  and  placed  the  tip  of  the  barrel  dead  on  his
forehead.  "Because  I'm  a  killer,"  I  cocked  the  hammer,
"Commandment number five: Thou shalt not kill." 

Mister Mustache's friends at the table reached for their
pistols  as  Ryan  pulled  my  Sharps  Carbine  through  my
petticoat's  side  slit.  The  card  players  holstered  their
revolvers and sat back down at the table.

"Get your scattergun off my friends," Mister Mustache
yelled at Ryan.

I  screamed,  "Get  your  hand  off  my leg,  jackass."  I
grabbed his collar with my left hand and shoved him toward
the card table with my full adrenaline strength. The weight
of  his  body  snapped  the  table  in  half  on  impact.  Silver
dollars, playing cards and shot glasses flew in all directions
from the breaking table. 

Ryan and I casually strode up as Mister Mustache laid
on the floor,  writhing in agony.  He winced as his friends
pulled a piece of broken shot glass out of his arm.

"We're  hunting a fugitive from justice," I  aimed my
Model 3 at his chest, "And she would eat all of you alive." I
spit on Mister Mustache's chest and started walking toward
the saloon door. Ryan followed, keeping my shotgun trained
on the card players as we made our exit. They dared not
budge.
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The  next  evening,  Ryan  and  I  made  it  to  Grand
Junction. We agreed to split up from there. Our dangerous
target was heading her way east, and we had a lot of Rocky
Mountain area to cover.

I waved to Ryan as his train left the station for Rifle.
Two hours later, my train passed Montrose. As the dining
car  rode  through  the  snow-covered  valley,  I  read  my
husband's latest telegraph. She will be a hard one to catch. I
suspect she is the wife of their leader. I wish you luck, my
love.

I  caressed  the  dagger  under  my  petticoat  slip.  My
husband  fashioned  this  for  me,  so  long  ago.  My  finger
traced  the  ruby  hearts  inset  on  the  handle.  A  deadly
declaration of his undying love for me. 

Now I wait in this drafty hotel in Lake City. I fear the
trail of the ruthless killer I'm hunting may have gone as cold
as the icy snowbanks outside. But I must venture forth into
the white-covered forest and pick up the hunt.

Another  telegraph awaited me at  the train station in
Montrose. Daniel Caldwell, another of our operatives, was
tracking  her  near  Ouray.  He  found  three  head  of  cattle,
without doubt killed by our restless fugitive. His trail went
cold as she was heading east through the mountains. 

I  rode the Gunnison line east,  disembarking at Lake
Junction to catch the narrow gauge that bought me here to
Lake City. Hopefully I've gained ground on her. I have one
big advantage. I  can ride the trains and stagecoaches like
any other Normal person. She cannot. The sunset sends a
fiery  orange  beam  through  the  snow  in  my  window.  A
relentless track through the frigid night awaits. 

I  load  my weapons  cache  into  and  under  my black
petticoat. Daniel missed the last Gunnison train. Solely on
my shoulders rests the awesome responsibility to hunt down
a killer foreign to the nature of this populace. Hunting with
predatory instincts they can only imagine of wild animals.
But with the full wisdom and cunning of civilized man. Or
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in this case, woman.
My bonnet secured against the cold gales, I march at

rapid pace through the hotel lobby. The bald gentleman on
the couch rests his cigar on the ashtray and rises to meet me.

"Where,  my dear,  do you  think  you are  going?" he
asks. "It is most perilous for a lady to be outdoors in the
cold  after  nightfall.  You  could  catch  your  death  without
even leaving town."

"No, my good man," I say, "I must catch death outside
of town."

He gasps. The man doesn't see the humor in my words.
He  thinks  I'm  daft,  suicidal.  I  pray  that  I'm  not,  lapsed
though I may be. The train to Hades left  our  kind at  the
station. To roam this earth as our private hell. To wander
this world as the ones who know she and her kind exist. To
hunt  far  and  wide,  in  the  name  of  saving  the  general
populace from their wrath. Protecting the very people who
think our kind are mindless demons enslaved to Lucifer's
commands.

* * *

Two hours spent trudging through the forest's  waist-
deep drifts, all for naught. The pale blue moonlight reflects
off the snow with the sheer luminance of daylight. I must be
at my guard. She will blend into these surroundings like a
chameleon.

Wait. In the distance, further south. I sense her. 
I dash through the snow as fast as I can. I swear that I

hear distant conversation. Who besides her and I would dare
to dwell in this frosted landscape? 

The snow beneath my feet becomes shallow, and my
pace quickens. My hands support my dress as I run.

A scream pierces the cold night air. A man howling as
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only the mortally wounded can. She has him. 
I run through the spider's web of trees that separates

me from the scream, my adrenaline-pumped arms snapping
the branches blocking me as if they were twigs. Another yell
of death echoes through the forest. 

Damn it, there must be a camp ahead. All of whom are
doomed if I can't get there in time. The crack of a pistol shot
snaps across the mountain sides. One bullet from a revolver
won't hurt her much. They don't know how to kill her.

I break the last branch in my path just in time to see
the vicious killer pouncing on her next victim, ripping his
flesh to shreds and eating it. The alien silver bodysuit her
kind wear has turned crimson with blood. I concentrate my
mental  energies.  She  turns  her  head  in  my direction.  It's
Mel'Kah. Not the first time I've seen her pale white, shark-
toothed face. Certainly not the first time she's seen my face.

Mel'Kah zips toward me, arms outstretched, her claw-
like fingers grasping for the shoulders of my blouse. I feel
her inner gravity start to pull me in as I whip my sawed-off
carbine out of my petticoat's side slit and fire the shell point-
blank into her stomach.

The force of the .50 caliber shot knocks Mel'Kah to the
ground, blood oozing from her stomach. She hisses at me,
holding both of her hands over her wound in pain as I reach
for  my  beloved  ruby-jeweled  dagger.  A  pistol  round
smashes into my right arm as I pull the blade out.

I turn to look at the Normal man who shot me.
"You're one of them, too." He tries to fire his empty

revolver,  then  he  snaps  out  the  barrel.  He reaches  in  his
pocket. 

In all the fuss, I didn't notice that my fangs were out.
Instinct.

I retract my fangs and yell, "I'm not one of them." 
I fetch my dagger from the ground and turn towards

Mel'Kah.
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The Normal yells,  "Back to hell you go." I hear the
sound of the revolver's hammer cocking. I grab my Model
3. As I turn and take aim, another Normal man shoots my
accuser.

I twist back to see bloodied Mel'Kah rise to her feet.
She hisses, "This not ends it." Mel'Kah zips toward the

trees, getting ten yards on me before I shoot her in the back
with my carbine. She slows for a second during the shot's
impact, then resumes her lightning pace, leaving a dripping
trail  of  Pure  blood.  She'll  heal  fast,  though.  Damn Pures
always do. 

This not ends it. She said it in English.
That's all we need. Pures speaking English. Next thing

you know, they'll be sending us telegrams.
The man who saved me says, "I know you were trying

to  save  us  from  whatever  that  thing  was.  That's  why  I
couldn't let Shannon kill you. You seem to be, well, human.
If you were a demon from hell like he thought you were,
you would have killed me by now."

"I wish I could have got here in time to save all of
you." I fetch a cotton cloth from my petticoat. 

"Ma'am, first of all, I'd like to thank you for saving me
from being eaten."

I hand him the cloth. 
"You're welcome," I reply.
"Second of all, pardon me for asking this. What was

it?  And what are  you?" He ties the cloth around my arm
wound. 

"She is  a  Vampire.  A Pure  Vampire.  I  am a  human
Vampire. In eastern Europe, they call us dhamphirs. There,
the Normal people employ us to hunt down the Pures."

"So  you're  only  half-dead?"  He  eyes  me  with
suspicion.

"No,  I'm  completely  alive.  Even  the  Pure  Vampires
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like her are living creatures, just not humans. Very hard to
kill,  though.  Damn  near  bulletproof.  Decapitation  still
works best." 

"Can you go about in sunlight?"
"We  can.  The  Pure  Vampires  cannot.  By  the  way,

thank  you  for  saving  me  from  your  mad  compatriot,
Mister--"

"Packer. Alfred Packer. The pleasure is all mine." He
tips his hat and offers his hand. Mr. Packer gasps in surprise
at the strength of my grip.

"Are you a gentleman of your word, Mr. Packer?"
"Indeed I am, miss."
"You  and  you  alone  shall  know  the  truth  of  what

happened here this night. If  you spread rumors anywhere,
our kind will hunt you down. You saw what we hunt. Your
kind  are  nothing  compared  to  them.  Remember,  we  live
amongst the common man, everywhere. You'll never notice
us unless we want you to. And there is nowhere in the world
that you can ever hide from us."

"I have your word you will stay silent, Mister Packer?"
Alfred  nods  in  agreement.  The  fear  shows  in  his

staring eyes. As it should.

* * *

Dear  Diary.  April  27,  1907.  Littleton,  Colorado.
Today, I attended the funeral of an innocent man. Mr. Alfred
Packer.

A man  destined  to  live  the  last  years  of  his  life  in
mental  anguish. Forever recalling the horrors he saw that
night.  Knowing  he  could  never  tell  the  world  the  true
horrors of what he witnessed. Feeding the lawmen and the
papers his lurid confessions of cannibalism, purely for the
macabre amusement of himself and the public. 
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In one sense, he ceased to be a Normal. Fate entrusted
him with a story he could tell no one, driving him mad. Our
kind most intimately know what it's like not to be able to
tell your secrets to the world. As decade after decade passes.
Alfred's  mental  prison  was  mercifully  brief  compared  to
ours.

Alfred  always  feared  reprisal  from us.  Compared to
that,  he thought  of  Judge Gerry's  death sentence as  mere
comedy.  Even  His  Honor  played  along,  stating  off  the
record, "There were seven Democrats in Hinsdale County,
and you ate five of them." Off the court record, maybe, but
not off the newspapers' record.

There were two souls in District Court who knew the
truth of the events that  night. Alfred, and me. Mr. Packer
froze for an instant in a terrified stare when he noticed me.
To him, at that moment, the real death sentence was sitting
in  the  audience.  The  weight  of  the  world  lifted  off  his
shoulders  when I  waved to him and smiled.  Never  mind
Judge  Gerry's  gavel.  What  mattered  to  Alfred  is  that  I
pardoned him.

I'm glad I convinced Governor Thomas six years back
that Mr. Packer deserved to live out his last precious few
years  in  freedom.  Mel'Kah,  the  real  eater  of  those  men,
perished  three  years  ago  in  a  swarm of  bullets  from my
Gatling gun. Mel'Kah was dead. Alfred Packer was free. At
last, justice was served.

I  lock  my diary and  tuck  it  into  my purse.  Such  a
beautiful spring day here at Littleton Cemetery. I feared Mr.
Packer's funeral would be a circus. Much to my relief, he
was given the dignified service he deserved. 

I know I'm violating our rules of secrecy by discreetly
slipping this note in Alfred's coffin, but I don't care. 

The mention of your name now summons guffaws from
the normal kind. Not from us. The secret of your innocence
and your gentleman's honor lives in our hearts. Love, Lilith.
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C H A P T E R  O N E
G O O D BY E  G RU E L  WO R L D

Jack Wendell:

Is this the end of my life? Am I gonna die? The girl in
the pink tank-top shoves me down to the ground and bares
her  fangs.  This  can't  be.  Vampires  are  just  in  books  and
movies. And she's wearing a big cross, too. Aren't Vampires
afraid of crosses?

I fight to slip free from her grip. She's shrieking like a
wounded animal as she tries to bite my neck. Just as I get
my left arm free, she grabs it. The girl twists my arm behind
my back, leans down and bites my neck hard.

Her fangs sink in. The pain sends shock waves through
my upper body. I can feel her sucking blood out of my neck
vein.

Gross.
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Three people run up to us, grab the girl and try to pull
her off of me. A tall guy wraps his arms around her torso
and yells "Let him go!"

At last, the people manage to pull the screaming girl
off me. I push myself up from the pavement and run down
Lowell Boulevard, to get back to my group home. And get
as far as I can from that mad, biting lady.

What  just  happened  to  me?  One  moment,  I  was
running practice laps on the Mullen High School track. Next
thing I knew, some crazy lady with Vampire teeth jumped
on me and bit my neck. Hard.

I  look back.  No one's  after  me. Good. I  slow down
from my running and start to walk.

Her  teeth  were  probably  fake,  but  they  were  sharp
enough to pierce my skin. I reach up to my neck and feel the
bite area. 

Just a few drops of blood are on my fingertips. That's
odd. I should be bleeding a lot more, 'cause she sunk her
teeth in deep. I've had paper cuts that bled a lot more than
this, and they hardly hurt at all. My neck is still sore.

Could she have been a real Vampire? I don't think so. I
look west toward the mountains. The sun hasn't even gone
down yet. Vampires can't go out in sunlight, or they'd burn
up. 

Sirens,  in  the  distance.  I  bet  they're  cops  going  to
arrest  that  crazy  lady.  Good.  She  needs  to  go  to  jail.
Jumping on people and biting them is an assault charge, like
I saw on Cops.

She might kick the policemen and bite them, too, like
the long-haired shirtless guy did in that trailer park episode.

I'm walking uphill on Lowell Boulevard. Feels like I'm
in slow motion. Oxford Street can't be more than two blocks
away, but it's taking forever for me to get there.

My head feels like it's floating in space. But I'm not
dizzy, like I was the first time I got off a roller coaster. I was
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seven years old. I could barely stand up after I rode Mister
Twister. Right now, I'm walking just fine. It just seems like
time's standing still.

All of a sudden, I notice the strong smell of freshly-cut
grass. What the heck? Up the hill, by one of the Colorado
Mental  Health Institute  administration buildings,  there's  a
guy on a riding mower. He already mowed the grass to the
right of me. How come I didn't notice the grass smell until
now? 

A jab of pain hits my stomach. I stop in my tracks. Oh,
I don't feel so good. I think I'm gonna be sick. Oh my god,
I--

The bowl of runny oatmeal I ate before practice is now
all over the shoulder of the road. Yuck. My stomach feels a
little better now, though.

I start walking again. 
What a relief. I thought maybe I was getting sick from

that lady biting me. Guess it was just a bad bowl of oatmeal.
My group home doesn't have the best food in the world.

The mowed grass smell. It's back. And why does my
head still feel so light?

A  new  scent  overpowers  the  grass.  Fresh  asphalt.
Smells like they repaved the whole street. I glance down.
Sticky tar, filling in the cracks. But it was there before I ran
on the track. I jogged past here an hour ago and didn't smell
a thing. Weird. 

I  lean  down and  touch  the  tar.  It's  dry.  It  shouldn't
smell this strong after it dries.

I  wave  to  the  lawnmower  guy as  I  walk  past.  He's
taking the leaf bag off and tying it. Now the air is filled with
the scent of dried grass. I'm fifty feet away from him, but it
smells like I'm right next to his mower.

At last, Oxford Street. I turn right. My group home is
only a block away. 
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