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For Jack and Sean





CHASE BARDOCK ENJOYED watching horror fi lms, in 
particular. He knew nothing about the various mystical and 
metaphysical mysteries surrounding the existence of good and 
evil, the blessed and the damned. He also knew nothing about 
the existence of zombies or werewolves. He really didn’t care 
about any of those things. He did, however, know quite a bit 
about vampires … he was one. Chase had been a vampire all 
his life, so he could be considered an authority on the subject. 
He also knew quite a bit about movies. 

He attended the evening shows when he could get out, 
between feedings. Some of the more horrible features had 
inspired him to entertain thoughts of killing and maiming the 
ticket sellers and concession stand employees, running ram-
pant through the theater and satisfying his blood lust. But that 
would be stupid, because in the ensuing chaos, the projectionist 
would undoubtedly either be killed or fl ee the theatre, and 
then Chase would be ‘shit out of luck,’ as they say, for he had 
never learned how to operate a projector. And he never walked 
out of the theater, no matter how horrible the fi lm. There was 
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always something special about endings, even bad ones. In 
his own life, nothing ever ended.

So he paid, sat quietly, and watched stories play out on 
the screen. It was his passion and his hobby. Although he was 
never particularly attracted to vampire movies, he did not shy 
away from them either. They were just like any other films 
to him, and like the others, some hit closer to the truth of his 
world than their more whimsical or ridiculous counterparts. 
The legends of the mirror and the cross were just plain silly, 
as was the myth about sunlight. Vampires were just another 
species, nocturnal, but no more allergic to sunlight than a 
raccoon or an owl. Humans had never thought to depict those 
backyard pests suddenly exploding into flame in the sun. The 
idea was funny in its absurdity.

Chase sat just like all of the other theatergoers, laughing at 
the comedic parts and jumping in his seat when something star-
tled him (how master Jonathan would love that!). True, most 
vampires did not hold such a strong fascination with something 
so mundanely human as the cinema, but they could have. They 
could have gone to the movies and not been noticed, as long 
as they kept themselves under control. But Chase’s life was 
a bit different from the other vampires, and it was only when 
he left the theater that his life suddenly became very different 
from all of the human lives around him.

Tonight, as he exited the feature, Chase moved quickly 
through the shadows of the city street. Manhattan was a won-
derful place to find homeless humans, and he was starving. 
Two and a half hours was an incredibly long time for any 
vampire to sit without food, and it required discipline (Chase 
had already decided to rent The Lord of the Rings extended 
edition films on DVD, for they would be too long to see in the 
theater). It did not take him long to find a destitute-looking man 
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muttering to himself in an alley. He supposed that if someone 
actually saw him feeding, it would be closer to the mindless 
monster of the earlier vampire flicks like Nosferatu. He neatly 
slashed the man’s throat with his exposed fangs, knelt, and 
began feeding. It was over in less than a minute. He devoured 
the flesh as well because it was neater and he was hungry. Then 
he found a second and fed some more. Afterward, he headed 
home, wondering if he could get away again tomorrow, or if 
it would have to be another Blockbuster night in his quarters.



KEVIN KELLY NEVER had a choice of career. Not that he 
had ever had a particular dream of what he wanted to be. Still, 
it would have been nice to go to career day and at least pretend 
to be interested in something. But no, he had known from the 
time he was a child that like his father and his grandfather 
before him, he was destined to be the groundskeeper for the 
Bardock mansion. 

Somehow, Jonathan Bardock had seen fi t to make the 
Kelly family his one mortal connection to the outside world. 
Kevin had no contact with Jonathan, thankfully, but he still 
hid from most of the monsters if they left on their nighttime 
hunts (although most just stayed inside to feed in the village 
these days). He wore Jonathan’s family crest around his neck, 
which, like the job, had been passed down from generation to 
generation for hundreds of years. It was his only real protection 
from the members of the Bardock family, but he still didn’t 
want to take any unnecessary chances. Tonight he was raking 
up the last leaves of autumn, as winter meekly attempted to 
stretch her arms around the gloom that hung over the grounds 
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in a lover’s embrace.
The mansion itself was quite beautiful, but a very tangible 

shadow hung over its surface, hinting at the greater darkness 
lurking below. No birds nested there, and it was rare to see 
even a squirrel venture inside the gates. There was nothing 
outwardly sinister about the place. Its fences opened up into 
a rose garden courtyard, enveloped by a sort of wraparound 
Tudor-style housing. The first floor apartments were single 
bedrooms, the tops were duplexes. The apartments themselves 
were very elegant (not the type of development you would 
expect to see on the border between Queens and Long Island) 
and probably could have rented out for a small fortune. Arch-
ways overhung the doors constructed of a carefully polished 
mahogany. The casement windows had blood-red sills on the 
outside, and many were made of stained glass. Several benches, 
which matched the windowsills, sat on the marble patios of 
the courtyard, and a tall, ancient evergreen tree overlooked 
all. A truly gorgeous edifice, with so much personality, and 
its sole occupant was Kevin Kelly. He took care of all of the 
grounds and regularly dusted the hardwood floors of the unused 
apartments. But for the most part, he kept to his own duplex 
in the front of the building, a superintendent of phantoms.

Kevin raked the leaves into a neat pile and stood for a 
moment to admire his work. A noise behind him in the bushes 
made him jump and drop his rake. The clang it made when it 
hit the ground sent the few daring birds lurking on the prop-
erty into a fit of wings and disgruntled caws. Kevin looked 
around behind him, scanning the hedges. He hated being so 
damn jumpy all the time. 

Had someone left the underground city? 
He took a deep breath and slowly turned back to his pile 

… and jumped again, this time letting out a half-hearted yell. 
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“Did I frighten you, Kevin?” Chase Bardock asked, his 
lips curled half into a snarl, half into a smirk. 

Chase had snuck up and was only a few inches away. His 
face was flushed from feeding, his sharp, navy eyes blazing. 
Kevin hated those eyes. He couldn’t exactly pinpoint what was 
so inhuman about them, but there was definitely a hollowness, 
a deep coldness. Chase took a few steps back to a conversa-
tional distance (still way too close for Kevin), stretched his 
arms above his head, and yawned.

“Yes, Sir,” said Kevin, trying not to let his voice quiver, 
but failing. “You startled me a bit.”

Now Chase smiled, exposing his pointy, predatory teeth, 
still stained a faint red. “Relax, Kevin,” he said in a mock-com-
forting tone. “I could go a while without another bite. You get 
back to your raking. Good work.”

Chase turned and disappeared into the shadows. Kev-
in knew he had descended the basement steps, quickly and 
cat-like, into the real abode of Jonathan’s family below. But 
it still looked as if he had simply faded away, back into the 
shadows. With a deep breath, Kevin gathered up his rake and 
continued his work.


