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one

| awoke to darkness. | was hungry—starving!—and | wasin pain. There was nothing in my world but
hunger and pain, no other people, no other time, no other fedings.

| was lying on something hard and uneven, and it hurt me. One side of mewas hot, burning. | tried to
drag mysdlf away from the heat source, whatever it was, moving dowly, feding my way until | found
coolness, smoothness, less pain.

It hurt to move. It hurt even to breathe. My head pounded and throbbed, and | held it between my
hands, whimpering. The sound of my voice, even the touch of my hands seemed to make the pain worse.
In two places my head felt crusty and lumpy and . . . dmost soft.

And | was so hungry.

The hunger was aviolent twisting ingde me. | curled my empty, wounded body tightly, knees against
chest, and whimpered in pain. | clutched at whatever | waslying on. After atime, | came to understand,
to remember, that what | was lying on should have been a bed. | remembered little by little what abed
was. My hands were grasping not at amattress, not at pillows, sheets, or blankets, but at thingsthat |
didn’t recognize, a first. Hardness, powder, something light and brittle. Gradualy, | understood thet |
must be lying on the ground—on stone, earth, and perhaps dry leaves.

The worst was, no matter where | looked, there was no hint of light. | couldn’t see my own hands as |
held them up in front of me. Wasit so dark, then? Or was there something wrong with my eyes? Was|
blind?

| lay inthe dark, trembling. What if | were blind?

Then | heard something coming toward me, something large and noisy, some animd. | couldn’t seeit, but
after amoment, | could smell it. It smelled . . . not exactly good, but at least edible. Starved as| was, |
wasin no condition to hunt. | lay trembling and whimpering asthe pain of my hunger grew and eclipsed

everything.



It seemed that | should be able to locate the creature by the noise it was making. Then, if it wasn't
frightened off by the noise | was making, maybe | could catch it and kill it and est it.

Or maybe not. | tried to get up, fell back, groaning, discovering dl over again how badly every part of
my body hurt. I lay till, trying to keep quiet, trying to relax my body and not tremble. And the creature
wandered closer.

| waited. | knew | couldn’t chaseit, but if it came close enough, | might really be able to get my handson
it.

After what seemed along time, it found me. It came to melike atamething, and | lay aimost out of
contral, trembling and gasping, and thinking only, food! So much food. It touched my face, my wrist, my
throat, causing me pain somehow each timeit touched me and making noises of its own.

The pain of my hunger won over al my other pain. | discovered that | was strong in spite of dl thethings
that werewrong with me. | seized the animdl. It fought me, tore a me, struggled to escape, but | had it. |
clungtoit, rodeit, found itsthroat, tasted its blood, smdlled itsterror. | tore at itsthroat with my teeth
until it collapsed. Then, at last, | fed, gorged mysdf on the fresh meat that | needed.

| ate as much mest as| could. Then, my hunger sated and my pain dulled, | dept longside what
remained of my prey.

When | awoke, my darkness had begun to giveway. | could seelight again, and | could see blurred
shadowy shapesthat blocked the light. | didn’t know what the shapes were, but | could see them. |
began to believe then that my eyes had been injured somehow, but that they were healing. After awhile
there was too much light. It burned not only my eyes, but my skin.

| turned away from the light, dragged mysdlf and my prey farther into the cool dimnessthat seemed to be
so closeto me, but took so much effort to reach. When | had gone far enough to escape the light, | fed
again, dept again, awoke, and fed. | lost count of the number of times| did this. But after awhile,
something went wrong with the mest. 1t began to smell so bad that, even though | was till hungry, |
couldn’t make mysdlf touch it again. In fact, the smdll of it was making me sick. | needed to get away
from it. | remembered enough to understand that it was rotting. Mest rotted after awhile, it stank and the
insectsgot into it.

| needed fresh meat.

My injuries seemed to be hedling, and it was easier for me to move around. | could see much better,
especidly when therewasn't so much light. | had come to remember sometime during one of my meds
that thetime of lesslight was called night and that | preferred it to the day. | wasn't only hedling, | was
remembering things. And now, at least during the night, | could hunt.

My head till hurt, throbbed dully most of the time, but the pain was bearable. 1t was not the agony it had
been.

| got wet as soon as| crawled out of my shelter where the remains of my prey lay rotting. | sat dtill for a
while, feding the wetness—water faling on my head, my back, and into my lap. After awhile, |
understood that it was raining—raining very hard. | could not recdl feding rain on my skin before—water

faling from the ky, gently pounding my skin.

| decided | liked it. | climbed to my feet dowly, my knees protesting the movement with individua
outbursts of pain. Once | was up, | stood till for awhile, trying to get used to balancing on my legs. |
held on to the rocks that happened to be next to me and stood |ooking around, trying to understand



where | was. | was standing on the side of a hill, from which rose asolid, vertica mass of rock. | had to
look at these things, let the Sight of them remind me what they were called—the hillside, the rock face,
the trees—pine?—that grew on the hill asfar asthe sheer wall of rock. | saw dl this, but till, | had no
ideawhere | was or where | should be or how | had come to be there or even why | was there—there
was so much that | didn’t know.

The rain came down harder. It till seemed good to me. | let it wash away my prey’sblood and my own,
let it clean off the crust of dirt that | had picked up from wherel had lain. When | was alittle cleaner, |
cupped my hands together, caught water in them, and drank it. That was so good that | spent along time
just catching rain and drinking it.

After awhile, therain lessened, and | decided that it wastime for meto go. | began to walk down the
hill. It wasn't an easy walk at first. My knees till hurt, and it was hard for me to keegp my balance. |
stopped once and looked back. | could seethen that | had come from a shalow hill-side cave. It was
amost invisible to me now, concealed behind a screen of trees. It had been agood place to hide and
hed. It had kept me safe, that small hidden place. But how had | cometo beinit? Where had | come
from?How had | been hurt and |eft alone, starving? And now that | was better, where should | go?

| wandered, not aware of going anywherein particular, except down the hill. I knew no other people,
could remember no other people. | frowned, picking my way among the trees, bushes, and rocks over
the wet ground. | was recognizing things now, at least by category—Dbushes, rocks, mud. . . | tried to
remember something more about myself—anything that had happened to me before | awoke in the cave.
Nothing at al occurred to me.

As| waked, it suddenly occurred to methat my feet were bare. | waswalking carefully, not stepping on
anything that would hurt me, but | could see and understand now that my feet and legs were bare. | knew
| should have shoes on. Infact, | knew | should be dressed. But | was bare all over. | was naked.

| stopped and looked at myself. My skin was scarred, badly scarred over every part of my body that |
could see. The scars were broad, creased, shiny patches of mottled red-brown skin. Had | always been
scarred? Was my face scarred? | touched one of the broad scars across my abdomen, then touched my
face. It felt the same. My face might be scarred. | wondered how | looked. | felt my head and
discovered that | had amost no hair. | had touched my head, expecting hair. There should have been
hair. But | was bald except for asmall patch of hair on the back of my head. And higher up on my head
there was amisshapen place, an indentation that hurt when | touched it and seemed even more wrong
than my hairlessness or my scars. | remembered discovering, as| lay in the cave, that my head felt lumpy
and soft in two places, as though the flesh had been damaged and the skull broken. There was no
softness now. My head, likethe rest of me, was healing.

Somehow, | had been hurt very badly, and yet | couldn’t remember how.

| needed to remember and | needed to cover mysdlf. Being naked had seemed completely norma until |
became aware of it. Then it seemed intolerable. But most important, | needed to eat again.

| resumed my downhill walk. Eventudly | cameto flatter, open land—farmland with something growing in
some of thefields and other fields, aready harvested or empty for some other reason. Again, | was
remembering things—fragments—understanding alittle of what | saw, perhapsjust because| saw it.

Off to one sde there was a collection of what | gradualy recognized as the burned remains of severd
houses and outbuildings. All of these had been burned so thoroughly that asfar as| could see, they
offered no red shelter. Thishad been alittle village surrounded by farmland and woods. There were
animal pens and the good smells of animalsthat could be eaten, but the pens were empty. | thought the



place must once have provided comfortable homes for severa people. That felt right. It felt like
something | would want—Iiving together with other people instead of wandering done. Theideawasa
little frightening, though. | didn’t know any other people. | knew they existed, but thinking about them,
wondering about them scared me amost as much asit interested me.

People had lived in these houses sometime not long ago. Now plants had begun to grow and to cover the
burned spaces. Where were the people who had lived here? Had | lived here?

It occurred to methat | had cometo this place hoping to kill an anima and et it. Somehow, | had
expected to find food here. And yet | remembered nothing about this place. | recognized nothing except
in the most generd way—anima pens, fields, burned remnants of buildings. So why would | expect to
find food here? How had | known to come here? Either | had visited here before or this place had been
my home. If it was my home, why didn’t | recognize it as home? Had my injuries come from the fire that
destroyed this place? | had an endless stream of questions and no answers.

| turned away, meaning to go back into the trees and hunt an anima—a deer, | thought suddenly. The
word came into my thoughts, and at once, | knew what adeer was. It wasalarge animal. It would
provide mest for several medls.

Then | stopped. Ashungry as| was, | wanted to go down and take a closer look at the burned houses.
They must have something to do with me or they would not hold my interest the way they did.

| walked down toward the burned buildings. | might at least be able to find something to wear. | was not
cold. Even waking in the rain had not made me cold, but | wanted clothing badly. | felt very vulnerable
without it. | did not want to be naked when | found other people, and | thought | must, sooner or later,
find other people.

Eight of the buildings had been large houses. Their fireplaces, sinks, and bathtubs told me that much. |
walked through each of them, hoping to see something familiar, something that triggered amemory, a
memory about people. In one, at the bottom of apile of charred rubble, | found apair of jeansthat were
only burned alittle at the bottoms of the legs, and | found three dightly burned shirts that were wearable.
All of it wastoo large in every way—too broad, too long... Another person my size would havefit easily
into the shirtswith me. And there were no wearable underwear, no wearable shoes. And, of course,
there was nothing to edt.

Feeding my hunger suddenly became more important than anything. | put on the pants and two of the
shirts. | used the third shirt to keep the pants up, tying it around my waist and turning the top of the pants
down over it. | rolled up the legs of the pants, then | went back into the trees. After atime | scented a
doe. | stalked her, killed her, ate as much of her flesh as| could. | took part of the carcass up atree with
meto keep it safe from scavenging animals. | dept in thetree for awhile.

Then the sun rose, and it burned my skin and my eyes. | climbed down and used atree branch and my
handsto dig ashallow trench. When | finished it, | lay down in it and covered myself with lesf litter and
earth. That and my clothing—I folded one of my shirts over my face—proved to be enough of ashield to
protect me from sunlight.

| lived that way for the next three days and nights, esting, hunting, examining the ruin during the night, and
hiding mysdlf in the earth during the day. Sometimes | dept. Sometimes| lay awake, listening to the
sounds around me. | couldn’t identify most of them, but | listened.

On thefourth night curiogity and restlessness got the better of me. | had begun to fed dissatisfied, hungry
for something other than deer flesh. | didn’t know what | wanted, but | went exploring. That was how,
for thefirst timein my memory, | met another person.



two_
It was raining again—asteady, gentle rain that had been coming down for sometime.

| had discovered a paved road that led away from the burned houses. | had walked on it for sometime
before | remembered the word “road,” and that led to my remembering cars and trucks, athough |
hadn’t yet seen either. Theroad | was on led to ametd gate, which | climbed over, then to another,
dightly wider road, and | had to choose adirection. | chose the downdope direction and walked along
for awhilein contentment until | cameto athird still wider road. Again, | choseto go down-hill. It was
easer to walk along the road than to pick my way through the rocks, trees, underbrush, and creeks,
athough the pavement was hard against my bare feet.

A blue car came dong the road behind me, and | walked well to one side so that | could look at it, and it
would pass me without hitting me. It couldn’t have been thefirst car | had ever seen. | knew that because
| recognized it asa car and found nothing surprising about it. But it wasthefirst car | could remember
sedng.

| was surprised when the car stopped alongside me.

The person insdewas, & fird, just aface, shoulders, apair of hands. Then | understood that | was
seeing ayoung man, pae-skinned, brown-haired, broad, and tall. His hair brushed against the top of the
ingde of hiscar. His shoulders were so broad that even alone in the car, helooked crowded. His car
seemed to fit him almost as badly as my clothing fitted me. He lowered hiswindow, looked out a me,
and asked, “Areyou dl right?’

| heard the words, but at first, they meant nothing at al. They were noise. After amoment, though, they
seemed to click into place as language.

| understood them. It took me amoment longer before | redlized that | should answer. | couldn’t
remember ever speaking to another person, and & first, | wasn't surel could do it.

| opened my mouth, cleared my throat, coughed, then finaly managedto say, “I ... am. Yes, | an al
right.” My voice sounded strange and hoarse to my own ears. It wasn't only that | couldn’t recall
speaking to anyone ese. | couldn’'t remember ever speaking at al. Yet it seemed that | knew how.

“No, you'renot,” the man said. “Y ou' re soaking wet and filthy, and ... God, how old are you?’

| opened my mouth, then closed it again. | didn’t have any idea how old | was or why my age should
métter.

“Isthat blood on your shirt?’ he asked.

| looked down. “I killed adeer,” | said. Indl, | had killed two deer. And | did have their blood on my
clothing. Therain hadn’'t washed it away.

He stared at me for several seconds. L ook, isthere someplace | can take you? Do you have family or
friends somewhere around here?’

| shook my head. “I don’'t know. | don’t think s0.”

“Y ou shouldn’t be out herein the middle of the night intherain!” he said. “Y ou can't be any more than
ten or deven. Where are you going?’



“Just walking,” | said because | didn’t know what €l seto say. Wherewas| going? Where would he think
| should be going? Home, perhaps. “Home,” | lied. “I’'m going home.” Then | wondered why | had lied.
Wasit important for this stranger to think that | had ahome and was going there? Or wasit only that |
didn’'t want him to redlize how little | knew about mysdlf, about anything?

“I'll takeyou home,” hesaid. “Get in.”

| surprised mysdf completely by ingtantly wanting to go with him. | went around to the passenger side of
his car and opened the door. Then | stopped, confused. “1 don’t really have ahome,” | said. | closed the
door and stepped back.

He leaned over and opened the door. “Look,” he said, “I can’'t leave you out here. Y ou're akid, for
Godsake. Comeon, I'll at least take you some-place dry.” He reached into the backseat and picked up
abig piece of thick cloth. “Here sablanket. Get in and wrap up.”

| wasn't uncomfortable. Being wet didn’t bother me, and | wasn't cold.

Y et | wanted to get into the car with him. | didn’t want him to drive away without me. Now that I’ d had
afew more momentsto absorb his scent | redized he smelled ... redlly interesting. Also, | didn’t want to
stop talking to him. | felt dmost as hungry for conversation as | wasfor food. A taste of it had only
whetted my appetite.

| wrapped the blanket around me and got into the car.

“Did someone hurt you?’ he asked when he had gotten the car moving again. “Were you in sSomeone' s
ca?’

“I washurt,” | said. “I’'madl right now.”
He glanced at me. “ Areyou sure? | can take you to a hospita.”

“I don’'t need ahospitd,” | said quickly, even though, at first, | wasn’t sure what a hospital was. Then |
knew that it was a place where the sick and injured were taken for care. There would be alot of people
al around me at ahospital. That was enough to make it frightening. “No hospita.”

Another glance. “Okay,” he said. “What' s your name?’

| opened my mouth to answer, then closed it. After awhile, | admitted, “I don’t know what my nameis. |
don’'t remember.”

He glanced a me severd times before saying anything about that. After awhile he said, “Okay, you
don’t want to tell me, then. Did you run away? Get tired of home and strike out on your own?”’

“I don’'t think so,” | frowned. “I don’t think | would do that. | don’t remember, really, but that doesn’t
fed like something | would do.”

There was another long silence. “Y ou redlly don’t remember? Y ou’ re not kidding?’
“I'mnot. My .. . my injuries are healed now, but | till don’t remember things.”

Hedidn't say anything for awhile. Then, “Y ou redlly don’t know what your own nameis?’
“That’sright.”

“Then you do need a hospital.”



“No, | don't. No!”
“Why? The doctors there might be able to help you.”

Might they? Then why did the idea of going among them scare me s0? | knew absolutely that | didn't
want to put mysdlf into the hands of strangers. | didn’t want to be even near large numbers of strangers.
“No hospital,” | repeated.

Again, hedidn’'t say anything, but thistime, there was something different about hissilence. | looked at
him and suddenly believed that he meant to deliver me to ahospital anyway, and | panicked. | unfastened
the seat belt that he had insisted | buckle and pushed aside the blanket. | turned to open the car door. He
grabbed my arm before | could figure out how to get it open. He had huge hands that wrapped
completdy around my arm. He pulled me back, pulled me hard againgt thelittle low wall that divided his
legsfrommine,

He scared me. | wasless than haf his size, and he meant to force me to go where | didn’t want to go. |
pulled away from him, dodged his hand as he grasped a me, tried again to open the door, only to be
caught again.

| caught hiswrist, squeezed it, and yanked it away from my arm. He yelped, said “ Shit!” and managed to
rub hiswrigt with the hand gill holding the steering whed. “What the hell’ swrong with you?’ he
demanded.

| put my back against the door that | had been trying to open. “ Are you going to take me to the hospital
even though | don’t want to go?’ | asked.

He nodded, still rubbing hiswrist. “ The hospita or the police Sation. Y our choice.”

“Neither!” Being turned over to the police scared me even more than the idea of going to the hospita did.
| turned to try again to get the door open.

And again, he grasped my left upper arm, pulling me back from the door. His fingerswrapped dl the way
around my upper arm and held metightly, pulling me away from the door. | understood him alittle better
now that I’d had my hands on him. | thought | could break hiswrist if | wanted to. He was big but not
that strong. Or, at least, | was stronger. But | didn’t want to break his bones. He seemed to want to help
me, athough he didn’t know how. And he did smell good. | didn’t have the wordsto say how good he
amelled. Bresking his boneswould be wrong.

| bit him—just aquick bite and release on the mesty part of his hand where his thumb was.

“Goddamnit!” he shouted, jerking his hand away. Then he made another grab for me before | could get
the door open. There were severd buttons on the door, and | didn’t know which of them would makeit
open. None of them seemed to work. That gave him a chance to get his hand on me athird time.

“Bedill!” he ordered and gave me ahard shake. “ Y ou'll kill yoursdlf! If you' re crazy enough to try to
jump out of amoving car, you should bein menta hospita.”

| stared down at the bleeding marks 1’ d made on his hand, and suddenly | was unable to think about
anything else. | ducked my head and licked away the blood, licked the wound | had made. He tensed,
amogt pulling his hand away. Then he stopped, seemed to relax. He let me take his hand between my
own. | looked a him, saw him glancing a me, felt the car zigzag alittle on the road.

Hefrowned and pulled away from me, dl the while looking uncertain, unhappy. | caught hishand again
between mineand held it. | felt him try to pull away. He shook me, actudly lifting meinto the air alittle,



trying to get away fromme, but | didn’t let go. | licked at the blood welling up where my teeth had cut
him.

He made anoise, akind of gasp. Abruptly, he drove completely across the road to a spot where there
was room to stop the car without blocking other cars—the few other carsthat came along. He made a
hugefist of the hand that was no longer needed to steer the car. | watched him draw it back to hit me. |
thought | should be afraid, should try to stop him, but | was cam. Somehow, | couldn’t believe hewould
hit me.

He frowned, shook his head. After awhile he dropped hishand to hislap and glared at me. “What are
you doing?’ he demanded, watching me, not pulling away at al now, but looking as though he wanted
to—or as though he thought he should want to.

| didn’t answer. | wasn't getting enough blood from his hand. | wanted to bite him again, but | didn’t
want him afraid or angry. | didn’t know why | cared about that, but it seemed important. Also, | knew
hands weren't as good for getting blood aswrists and throats were. | looked at him and saw that he was
looking intently & me.

“It doesn’'t hurt anymore,” he said. “It fees good. Which isweird. How do you do that?’
“I don’'t know,” | told him. “Y ou taste good.”

“Do |7’ Helifted me, squeezed past the division between the seats to my side of the car, and put meon
hislap.

“Let mebiteyou again,” | whispered.
Hesamiled. “If | do, what will you let me do?’

| heard consent in hisvoice, and | hauled mysdlf up and kissed the side of his neck, searching with my
tongue and my nose for the largest blood source there. A moment later, | bit hard into the side of his
neck. He convulsed and | held on to him. He writhed under me, not struggling, but holding me as| took
more of hisblood. | took enough blood to satisfy ahunger | hadn't redlized | had until afew moments
before. | could have taken more, but | didn’t want to hurt him. He tasted wonderful, and he had fed me
without trying to escgpe or to hurt me. | licked the bite until it stopped bleeding. | wished | could make it
hedl, wished | could repay him by hedling him.

He sghed and held me, leaning back in his seat and letting me lean againgt him. “ So what wasthat?’ he
asked after awhile. “How did you do that? And why the hell did it fed so fantastic?’

He had enjoyed it—maybe asmuch as| had. | felt pleased, felt mysdf smile. That was right somehow.
I’d doneit right. That meant I’ d doneit before, even though | couldn’t remember.

“Kegp mewithyou,” | said, and | knew | meant it the moment | said it. Hewould have aplacetolive. If
| could go there with him, maybe the things | saw there would help me begin to get my memory
back—and | would have a home.

“Do you redly not have anywhere to go or anyone looking for you?’ he asked.

“I don't think | have anyone,” | said. “1 don’t remember. | need to find out who | am and what happened
tomeand. . . and everything.”

“Do you dwayshbite?’



| leaned back againgt him. “1 don’t know.”
“You'reavampire, you know.”
| thought about that. The word stirred no memories. “What'savampire?’

Helaughed. “ Y ou. Y ou bite. Y ou drink blood. He grimaced and shook his head. “My God, you drink
blood.”

“I guess| do.” I licked &t his neck.

“And you'reway too young,” he said. “ Jailbait. Super jailbait.”

Sincel didn’'t know what “jailbait” wasand | had no ideahow old | was, | didn’t say anything.

“Do you remember how you got that blood on your clothes? Who else have you been chewing on?’
“I killed adeer. Infact, | killed two deer.”

“Sureyou did.”

“Keep mewith you.”

| waswatching hisface as| said it. Helooked confused again, worried, but he held me againgt his body
and nodded. “ Y eah,” he said. “I’m not sure how I’m going to do that, but yeah. | want you with me. |
don't think | should keep you. Hell, | know | shouldn’'t. But I'll do it anyway.”

“I don’'t think I'm supposed to bedone,” | said. “I don’t know who | should be with, though, because |
can’'t remember ever having been with anyone.”

“Soyou'll bewith me.” He smiled and his confusion seemed to be gone. “I’ll need to cal you something.
What do you want to be called?’

“I don't know.”
“Do you want meto give you aname?’

| smiled, liking him, feding completely a easewith him. “Givemeaname,” | said. | licked at hisneck a
littlemore.

“Renee” hesaid. “A friend of minetold meit meant ‘reborn.’ That' s sort of what’ s happened to you.

Y ou’ ve been reborn into anew life. You'll probably remember your old life pretty soon, but for now,
you're Renee” He shivered againgt me as| licked his neck. “Damn that feddlsgood,” he said. Then, “I
rent acabin from my uncle. If | take you there, you'll have to stay inside during the day. If he and my aunt
seeyou, they’ Il probably throw us both out.”

“I can degp during the day. | won't go out until dark.”

“Jugt right for avampire,” he said. “How did you kill those deer?’
| shrugged. “Ran them down and broke their necks.”

“Uh-huh. Then what?’

“Ate some of their meat. Hid therest in atree until | was hungry again. Ateit until the parts | wanted
were gone.”



“How did you cook it? It'sbeen raining like hell for the past few days. How did you find dry wood for
your fire?’

“Nofire. | didn’t need afire”

“You ate the deer raw?’

“yes”

“Oh God, no you didn't.” Something seemed to occur to him suddenly. “ Show me your knife.”
| hesitated. “ Knife?”

“To clean and skin the deer.”

“A thing? A tool ?”

“A tool for cutting, yes.”

“I don't have aknife.”

He held me away from him and stared at me. “ Show me your teeth,” he said.
| bared my teeth for him.

“Good God,” he said. “Arethose what you bit mewith?’ He put his hand to hisneck. “You are a
damned vampire.”

“Didn’t hurt you,” | said. He looked afraid. He started to push me away, then got that confused look
again and pulled me back to him. “Do vampires eat deer?’ | asked. | licked a his neck again.

Heraised ahand to stop me, then dropped the hand to his side. “What are you, then?” he whispered.

And| said the only thing | could: “I don’'t know.” | drew back, held his face between my hands, liking
him, glad that | had found him. “Help mefind out.”

three

Onthe driveto his cabin, the man told me that his name was Wright Hamlin and that he was a
construction worker. He had been a student in anearby place called Seettle at something caled the
University of Washington for two years. Then he had dropped out because he didn’t know where he was
heading or even where he wanted to be heading. His father had been disgusted with him and had sent him
to work for his uncle who owned a construction company. He' d worked for hisuncle for three years
now, and his current job was hel ping to build housesin anew community to the south of wherehe'd
picked me up.

“I likethework,” hetold me as hedrove. “I still don’t know where I’ m headed, but the work I’ m doing
isworth something. People will livein those houses someday.”

| understood only that he liked the work he was doing. As hetold me alittle about it, though, | redized |
would haveto be careful about taking blood from him. | understood—or perhaps remembered—that
people could be weakened by blood loss. If | made Wright weak, he might get hurt. When | thought
about it, | knew | would want more blood—warnt it as badly as| had previoudy wanted meat. And as|



thought about mest, | redlized that | didn’t want it anymore. Theideaof eating it disgusted me. Taking
Wright's blood had been the mogt satisfying thing | could remember doing. | didn’t know what that
meant—whether it made me what Wright thought of asavampire or not. | redlized that to avoid hurting
Wright, to avoid hurting anyone, | would have to find severd peopleto take blood from. | wasn't sure
how to do that, but it had to be done.

Wright told me what he remembered about vampires—that they’ reimmorta unless someone stabsthem
in the heart with awooden stake, and yet even without being stabbed they’ re dead, or undead. Whatever
that means. They drink blood, they have no reflection in mirrors, they can become bats or wolves, they
turn other people into vampires either by drinking their blood or by making the convert drink the
vampire sblood. Thislast detail seemed to depend on which story you were reading or which movie you
were watching. That was the other thing about vampires. They werefictiona beings. Folklore. There
were no vampires.

So what was 1?

It bothered Wright that al he wanted to do now was keep me with him, that he was taking meto his
home and not to the police or to ahospital. “1’m going to get into trouble,” he said. “It’ sjust ameatter of
when.”

“What will happen to you?” | asked.

He shrugged. “I don’'t know. Jail, maybe. Y ou’ re so young. | should care abouit that. It should be scaring
the hdl out of me. It is scaring me, but not enough to make me dump you.”

| thought about that for awhile. He had let me bite him. | knew from the way he touched me and looked
at methat he would let me bite him again when | wanted to. And he would do what he could to help me
find out who | was and what had happened to me.

“How can | keep you from getting into trouble?” | asked.

He shook his head. “In thelong run, you probably can't. For now, though, get down on the floor.”
| looked at him.

“Get down, now. | can’'t let my uncle and aunt or the neighbors see you.”

| did from the sest and curled myself up on thefloor of hiscar. If | had been alittle bigger, it wouldn’t
have been possible. Asit was, it wasn't comfortable. But it didn’t matter. He threw the blanket over me.
After that, | could fed the car making severa turns, dowing, turning once more, then stopping.

“Okay,” he sad. “We' re at the carport behind my cabin. No one can see us.”

| unfolded mysalf, got back up onto the seat, and looked around. There was a scattering of trees, lights
from distant houses, and next to us, asmall house. Wright got out of the car, and | looked quickly to see
which button or lever he used to open the door. It was one | had tried when he was threatening to take
meto ahospita or the police. It hadn’t worked then,

but it worked now. The door opened.
| got out and asked, “Why wouldn’t it open before?’

“I'lockedit,” hesaid. “I didn’t want you smearing yourself dl over the pavement.”



“...owha?

“I locked the door to keep you safe. Y ou were trying to jump from amoving car, for Godsake. Y ou
would have been badly hurt or killed if you had succeeded.”

“Oh.”
Hetook me by the arm and led meinto his house.

Oncel wasinside, | looked around and immediately recognized that | wasin akitchen. Even though |
could not recdl ever having been in anintact kitchen before, | recognized it and the thingsin it—the
refrigerator, the stove, the sink, a counter where afew dishes sat on adish towel, adish cabinet above
the counter, and beside it, a second cabinet where my nose told me food was sometimes stored. |
remembered the blackened refrigerators and sinks at the burned ruin. But thiswas what a kitchen should
look like when everything worked.

The kitchen was smal—just acorner of the cabin, redly. Beyond it was awooden table with four chairs.
Alongside the kitchen on the opposite side of the cabin was asmall room—a bathroom, | saw when |
looked in. Beyond the bathroom was the rest of the cabin—a combination living room-bedroom
containing abed, achest of drawers, a soft chair facing astone fireplace, and asmall television on top of
ablack bookcase filled with books. | recognized al these things as soon as| saw them.

| went through the cabin, touching things, wondering about the few that | did not recognize. Wright would
tell me and show me. He was exactly what | needed right now. | turned to face him again. “Tell me what
elseto do to keep you out of trouble.”

“Just don’t let anyone seeyou,” he said. “Don’'t go out until after dark and don't ...” Helooked at me
dlently for awhile. “Don’t hurt anyone.”

That surprised me. | had no intention of hurting anyone. “All right,” | said.

He smiled. “Y ou look so innocent and so young. But you' re dangerous, aren’t you? | felt how strong you
are. And look what you' ve done to me.”

“What have| done?’

“You bit me. Now you'redl | can think about. Y ou're going to do it again, aren’t you?’
“l'am.”

He drew an uneven breath. “Y eah. | thought so. | probably shouldn't let you.”

| looked up a him.

Hetook another breath. “ Shit, you can do it right now if you want to.”

| rested my head againgt hisarm and sighed. “It might hurt you to lose more blood so soon. | don’t want
to hurt you.”

“Don’t you?Why not?Y ou don’t even know me.”
“Y ou're helping me, and you don’'t know me. Y ou let meinto your car and now into your house.”

“Yeah. | wonder how much that’ s going to cost me.” He put his hand on my shoulder and walked me
over to thetable. There he sat down and drew me close so that he could open one of my filthy shirts,



then the other. Having reached skin, he stroked my chest. “No breasts,” he said. “Pity. | guessyou redlly
areakid. Or maybe ... Areyou sure you' re fema e?’

“I'mfemae” | said. “Of coursel am.”

He peded off my two shirts and threw them into the trash can. “I’ll giveyou aT-shirt to deepin,” he
sad. “One of my T-shirts should be about the size of anightgown for you. Tomorrow I’ll buy you afew

things”

He seemed to think of something suddenly. He took my arm and led me into the bathroom. There, over
the sink, was alarge mirror. He stood mein front of it and seemed relieved to see that the mirror
reflected two people instead of only one.

| touched my face and the short fuzz of black hair on my head, and | tried to see someone | recognized. |
was alean, sharp-faced, large-eyed, brown-skinned person—a complete stranger. Did | look like achild
of about ten or eleven? Was 1? How could | know? | examined my teeth and saw nothing startling about
them until | asked Wright to show mehis.

Mine looked sharper, but smaler. My canine teeth—Wright told me they were called that—were longer
and sharper than his. Would people notice the difference? It wasn't abig difference. Would it frighten
people? | hoped not. And how wasit that | could recognize arefrigerator, asink, even amirror, but fail
to recognize my own face in the mirror?

“I don't know thisperson,” | said. “It'sasthough I ve never seen her before.” Then | had another
thought. “My scarsare gone.”

“What?’" he asked. “What scars?’

“I wasdl scarred. A few nights ago ... three nights before thisone, | was scarred. | remember thinking
that | must have been burned—all over. And | couldn’t seefor awhile when | first woke up, so maybe
my eyeswere scarred, too.” | sghed. “ That’ swhy | hurt so much and why | was so hungry and so tired.
All I've doneiseat and deep. My body had so much hedling to do.”

“Scars don’t vanish just because wounds heal,” he said. “ Especidly not burn scars.” He pushed up the
deeveof hisright arm to display ashiny, creased patch of skin bigger than my hand. “I got thiswhen |
was ten, fooling around our barbecue pit. Caught my deeve onfire.”

| took hisarm and looked at the scar, touched it. | didn’t likeit. It felt the way my own skin had when |
examined my scars. | had thefeeling | should be able to make his scars go away too, but | didn’t know
how. | turned his hand to look at the bite mark I’ d made, and he gasped. The wound seemed to meto
be hedling asit should, but he snatched his arm from me and examined the hand.

“It' sadready heding!” hesad.

“It should be hedling,” | said. “Areyou hungry?’

“Now that you mentioniit, I am. | had abig med at acafé not far from the job site, but I'm hungry again.”
“You should est.”

“Yeah, but I'm not into raw mest.”

“Eat what' sright for you. Eat what your body wants.”



“But you ate raw meat to heal 7’ he asked.

Hiswords triggered something in me—amemory. It felt red, true. | spokeit doud: “All | need isfresh
human blood when I’ m hedlthy and everything’snormdl. | need fresh meet for heding injuriesand
illnesses, for sustaining growth spurts, and for carrying achild.”

He put his hands on my shoulders. “Y ou know that? Y ou remember it?’
“I think so. It soundsright. It feelsright.”
“So, then,” he said, “what are you?’

| looked up at him, saw that | had scared him, and took one of his huge hands between mine. “I don’t
know what | am. | don’t know why | remembered just now about flesh and blood. But you helped me
doit. You asked me questions and you made me look into the mirror. Maybe now, with you to help me,
I’ll remember more and more.”

“If you' reright about what you’ ve remembered so far, you' re not human,” he said.

“What if 'mnot?’ | asked. “What would that mean?’

“I don’'t know.” He reached down and tugged at my jeans. “ Take these off,” he said.

| undid the shirt that | had twisted and tied around me to keep the jeans up, then | took them off.

Hefirst seemed frozen with surprise that | had done as he said. Then, dowly, he walked around me,
looking. “Wdll, you' readgirl, dl right,” he whispered. At last, he took me by the hand and led me back to
the main room of the cabin.

Heled meto the chest of drawers next to the bed. There, in the top drawer, he found awhite T-shirt.
“Put thison,” he said, handing it to me.

| put it on. It fell past my knees, and | looked up at him.
“Youtired?’ he asked. “Y ou want to go to deep?

“Not deepy,” | sad. “Can | wash?’ | hadn’t minded being dirty until the clean shirt made me think about
just how dirty | was.

“Sure,” hesaid. “ Go take a shower. Then come keep me company while | eat.”

| went into the bathroom, recogni zed the shower head over the bathtub, and figured out how to turn the
shower on. Then | took off the T-shirt and stepped in. It was a hot, controlled rain, wonderful for getting
clean and fedling better. | stayed under the shower longer than necessary just because it felt so good.
Then, findly, | dried mysdf on the big blue towe that wasthere and that smelled of Wright.

| put the T-shirt back on and went out to Wright who was sitting at histable, eating thingsthat |
recognized first by scent then by sight. He was egting scrambled eggs and chunks of ham together
between thick dices of bread.

“Canyou eat any of this?” Wright asked as he enjoyed the food and drank from a brown bottle of beer.

| smiled. “No, but | think | must have known people who ate things like that because | recognize them.
Right now, I’ll get somewater. That'sal | want.”



“Until you want to chew on me again, eh?’

| got up to get the water and touched his shoulder as| passed him. It was good to see him est, to know
that hewaswell. It made mefed relieved. | hadn’t hurt him. That was more important to methan1’d
redized.

| sat down with aglass of water and Sipped it.

“Why’d you do that?’ he asked after along silence. “Why’ d you let me undressyou like that?’
“Youwanted to,” | said.

“Y ou would let anyone who wanted to, do that?’

| frowned, then shook my head. “I bit you—twice.”

“ g7

“Taking my dothesoff withyouisal right.”

“Isit?’

| frowned, remembering how badly | had wanted to cover mysdlf when | was naked in thewoods. | must
have been used to wearing clothesin my life before the cave. | had wanted to be dressed as soon as |
knew | was naked. Y et when Wright had taken my shirts, | hadn’t minded. And | hadn’t minded taking
off the jeans when he asked meto. It had fdt like what | should do.

“I don’'t think I’'m asyoung asyou bdlieve,” | said. “I mean, | may be, but | don’t think so.”
“You don't have any body hair a dl,” hetold me.

“Should 17" | asked.

“Most people over eleven or twelve do.”

| thought about that. “1 don't know,” | said findly. “1 don’t know enough about myself to say what my
age might be or even whether I’m human. But I’m old enough to have sex with you if you want to.”

He choked on his sandwich and spent time coughing and taking swallows of beer.

“I think you' re supposed to,” | continued, then frowned. “No, that’ s not right. | mean, | think you're
supposed to be freeto, if you want to.”

“Because | let you bite me?’

“I don’'t know. Maybe.”

“A reward for my suffering.”

| leaned back, looking at him. “Doesit hurt?’
“Y ou know damn well it doesn’t.”

He drank a couple of swallows more, then stood up, took my hand, and led meto hisbed. | sat on the
bed, and he started to pull the T-shirt over my head.



“No,” | said, and he stopped and stood looking a me, waiting. “Let me seeyou.” | pulled at his shirt and
unbuttoned one of the buttons. “Y ou’ ve seen me.”

He nodded, finished unbuttoning his shirt, and pulled his undershirt over his head.

His broad chest was covered with amat of brown hair so thick that it was amost like fur, and | stroked it
and fdt him shiver.

He kicked off his shoes and stripped off his pants and underwear. There was agreat deal more fur on
him everywhere, and he was already erect and eager.

| had seen aman thisway before. | could not remember who he had been, could not recall a specific
face or body. But al thiswasfamiliar and good to me, and | felt my own eagerness and growing
excitement. | pulled the T-shirt over my head and let him push me back onto the bed, et him touch me
while | petted and played with hisfur and explored his body until, gasping, he caught my hands and held
them. He covered me with his huge, furry blanket of abody. He was so tall that he took careto hold
himself up on his ebows so that my face was not crushed into his chest.

Hewasvery careful at firdt, afraid of hurting me, still afraid that | might be too young for this, too small.
Then, when it was clear that | was not being hurt at al, when | had wrapped my arms and legs around
him, heforgot hisfears, forgot everything.

| forgot mysdlf, too. | bit him again just beneath his|eft nipple and took alittle more blood. He shouted
and squeezed the bresth from me. Then he collapsed on me, empty, spent.

It bothered me later, as he lay deeping beside me, that | had taken more blood. If | didn’t find another
source of blood soon, | would weaken him too much.

| got up quietly, washed, and put on his T-shirt. | would not let mysalf be seen, but | had to go out and
look around. | had to see who and what &lse might be nearby.

four

Wright lived in an areawhere houses were widely scattered aong aroad. They sat well back from the
road, and sometimes they were surrounded by trees. It was as though the people in each of these houses
were pretending they lived done in the woods. Most of the other houses were much larger than Wright's
cabin. His closest neighbor was one of these larger houses—a two-story house made of wood, painted
white, and now full of light. This must be where Wright' s aunt and uncle lived. | could hear people talking
downstairs and music coming from upstairs. Best to | et these people alone, at least until they dept.

Three houses away there were no lights, and the people were dready adeep. | could hear the soft, even
breathing of two of them upstairsin afront bedroom.

| went around the house looking for aquiet way in. The house had plenty of windows, but the oneson
the lower floor were closed and locked. On one side, though, where the trees screened the house from
the road and the neighbors, | found alittle platform next to a second-floor window, and the window was
partly open. | stared up at the platform, recognizing it, remembering that it was called a* balcony,” but
knowing nothing about it beyond that. Things kept coming to mein thisfrustrating, dmost uselessway.

| shook my head in annoyance and decided that | could leap the distance from the ground to the balcony.
I”’d made longer legps on my two deer hunts, and the balcony, at least, wasn't moving. But | was
concerned that | might make too much noise.



Will, if | awoke more than one person, | would run. If | were quick enough, maybe no one would caich
me

That’' swhen | remembered that more might happen to me than just capture. | might be shot. | recalled
being shot once before—perhaps more than once. This, like the balcony, proved to be another of my
limited, nearly usdess divers of memory. | remembered the hammering impact of the bullet. |
remembered that it hurt me more than anything had ever hurt me. But who had shot me? Why? Where
had | been when it happened? Did it have something to do with my winding up in the cave?

Nothing.
No answers.
Just diversof memory, tormenting me.

| stood dightly back from the bal cony, seeing and understanding how far up it was, how | must grasp the
somehow familiar wrought iron, hold it, and haul mysdlf up. It was like watching adeer and figuring out
whereto legp so that | could seizeit, or at least run it down with the least effort.

| stooped, looked up at the place on the balcony where | intended to land, jumped, landed there, caught
the wrought-iron railing, pulled myself up and over it. Then | froze. Had anyone heard me?

| didn’'t movefor several seconds—not until | was sure no one was moving nearby. The breathing | could
hear was the even, undisturbed breathing of deeping people. The room | dipped into was occupied by
one person—awoman, seeping aone. | crept closer to her bed and took a deep breath.

Thiswoman didn’t sméll as enticing as Wright had. She was older, no longer able to have children, but
not yet truly old. For her age, though, she was healthy and strong, and from what | could see of her body
stretched out on the bed, shewas dmost astal as Wright, but dender. | didn’t like her age, and | thought
shewastoo thin, but her height and her good hedlth beckoned to me. And her aoneness was good,
somehow. There were other people in the house, but none of them had been in her room for along time.
Shedidn’t smell of other people. Perhapsit was only because she had bathed, but | got theimpression
that no one had touched her in along while.

Most important, though, she could feed me without harm to herself. Wright was larger and could give
more blood, but thiswoman had possihilities. | needed to know severa more people like her.

| moved closer to the bed and the deeping woman—and knew suddenly that there wasagunin the
room. | smdledit. It wasaterrifyingly familiar smell.

| amost turned and ran out. Being shot had apparently done me more harm than | realized. It had left me
anirrationa fear to deal with. The pain had been very bad, but | was not in danger of being shot now.
No one was holding thisgun. It was out of Sght somewhere, perhgpsin one of the drawers of thelittle
table that sat next to the head of the woman’s bed.

| stood till until my fear quieted. | would not be shot tonight.

When | wascam, | lay down beside the woman and covered her mouth with my hand as she woke. |
held on to her with my other arm and both my legs as she began to struggle. Once | was sure of my hold
on her, | bit into her neck. She struggled wildly at first, tried to bite me, tried to scream. But after | had
fed for afew seconds, she stopped struggling. | held her alittle longer, to be sure she was subdued; then,
when she gave no moretrouble, | let her go. Shelay ill, eyes closed.

| fed dowly, licking rather than sucking. | wasn't hungry. Perhaps tomorrow | would come back and



take afull mea from her. Now | was only making certain of her, seeing to it that she would be here,
availableto mewhen | needed her. After awhile, | whispered to her, “Isit good?’

She moaned—a satisfied little sound.

“Leave your bacony door unlocked from now on, and don't tell anyone about me.”
“You'll come back?’

“Shdl 17’

“Come back tomorrow.”

“Maybe. Soon.”

She started to turn to face me.

“No,” | said. “No, Stay asyou are.”

She obeyed.

| licked a her neck for awhile, then asked, “What' syour name?’
“TheodoraHarden.”

“I'll seeyou again, Theodora.”

“Don’t go. Not yet.”

| left her, content that she would welcome mewhen | came back. | wandered up and down both sides of
theroad until | had found four more—two men and two women—who were young enough, hedlthy, and

big enough. One by one, | collected them. | would stay with Wright but go to these others when | needed
them. Were they enough? 1 didn’t know.

| went back to Wright's cabin, still wide awake, and sat at histable. | wanted to think about what | had
done. It bothered me somehow that it had &l been so easy, that | had had no trouble taking blood from
sx peopleincluding Wright. Once | had tasted them, they enjoyed the way | made them fed. Instead of
being afraid or angry, they werefirst confused, then trusting and welcoming, eager for more of the
pleasurethat | could give them. It happened that way each time. | didn’t understand it, but | had done it
in acomfortable, knowing way. | had doneit asthough it waswhat | was supposed to do.

Was there something in my salivathat pacified people and pleasured them? What else could it be? It
must o help them heal. Wright had been surprised with how quickly his hand was healing. That meant
healing must normally take longer for him. And that meant | could at least help the people who helped
me. That felt important.

On the other hand, it felt wrong to me that | was blundering around, knowing dmost nothing, yet
involving other peoplein my life. And yet it seemed | had to involve them. | hadn’t hurt anyone so far, but
| could have. And | probably would unless | could remember something useful.

| thought back asfar as| could remember, closed my eyes and thought mysdlf back to the blindness and
pain of thelittle cave. | had emerged from it dmost like achild being born. Should | go back there?
Could I evenfind the place now? Yes, | thought | could find it. But why go back? Could there be
anything there that would help me remember how I’ d gotten there?



| had gone from the cave down to the site of the burned houses. | had found nothing that |ooked familiar
at the houses, but maybe it would help me to know when the houses burned and why and who had done
it. Also, it might help to know who had lived at the houses. | had found no burned bodies, although there
had been places that smelled of burned flesh. So maybe the people who lived there had been hurt but
had gotten away, or maybe they had been killed and were taken away. If | had lived there, | had
certainly gotten away. Maybe in the confusion of thefire, we d gotten separated. But why hadn’t the
others—whoever they were—looked for me, searched the forest and the hillsde? Why had | been |eft to
fend for mysdlf after being so badly injured? Maybe they were dl dead.

| went back again, to my memory of the cave. | had awakened in terrible pain—blind, lost, naked. And
then some anima had come to me, had come right up to me, making me a gift of itsflesh. And | had
killed it and eateniit.

| thought about the anima and its odd behavior. Then, in memory, | saw the remains of the animal,
scattered around the cave. | had seen it briefly, just before | |eft the cave. | had been able to see then, but
| had not been aware enough to understand what | was seeing. What | had killed . . . and eaten . . . inthe
cave had not been an animadl. It had been aman.

| had not seen hisface, but | had seen his short, straight black hair. | had seen hisfeet, his genita's, one of
hishands. . .

A man.

He had come up through the trees and spotted me in the shallow cave. He came to me. He touched my
face, sought apulsein my wrist, then my throat. It hurt when he touched me because my burns were il
raw. He had whispered something. | hadn’t understood the words at the time, hadn’t even understood
that they were words. He bent over me. | could feel him there, warm—allarge, edible-smelling patch of
warmth—so tempting to my starving, damaged body and to my damaged mind. Close enough to touch.
And | grabbed him and | tore out histhroat and | ate him.

| was capable of that. | had done that.

| sat for along time, stunned, not knowing what to think. The words that the man had whispered when he
found mewere, “Oh my God, it'sher. Please et her be dive.” That waswhat he said just before | killed
him.

| put my head down on the table. The man had known me. He had cared about me. Perhaps | had had a
relationship with him like the one | was developing with Wright. | must have had such relationships with
someone—several someones.

How could | have killed such a person?

| couldn’t kill Wright. Could 1?1’ d been with him for only one night, and yet there was a bond between
us. But | had not recognized the other man. | couldn’t see his face—had no memory of ever seeing his
face—but his scent should have told me what he was. How wasiit that he had smelled only like food to
me and not likeaperson at all?

| heard Wright wake up. Heard his breathing change. After amoment, he got up and came over to me.
The room was dim but not dark. There was awindow in the kitchen areawhere the moonlight shonein.

“What'sgoing on?’ he asked. He put his hands on my shoulders and rubbed me pleasantly.

| sat up. “I’ve been trying to remember things,” | said.



“Any luck?

“Pain, hunger, bad things. Nothing from before | woke up hurt and blind inthe cave.” | couldn’t tell him
about theman I’d killed. How could | ever tell him about athing like that?

“Giveittime” hesad. “You'll get it back. If you' d see adoctor—"
“No! No hospital. No doctor.”
“Wi.]y?l

“Why?" | stood up, turning to face him. He stepped back, startled, and | realized | had moved too
quickly—faster than he expected me to move. No matter. It helped me make my point. “Wright, | don’t
know what | am, but I'm not like you. | think maybe . . . maybe | look alot more human than | am. |
don’t want to draw attention to myself, maybe have peopletry to lock me up because they’ re afraid of
me”

“For Godsake, girl, no one€ sgoing to lock you up.”

“No?1 look likeachild. I might belocked up for my own safety even if they weren't afraid of my
differences. Y ou thought | wasachild.”

Hegrinned. “1 don’'t any more.” Then he hugged himsdlf, hands rubbing hisfurry forearmsalittle.

| realized that he had gotten cold standing naked in the unheated room while he talked with me. “Come
back to bed and get warm,” | said.

He got back into bed, pulling me againgt himas| did in beside him.
“Can you get information for me?’ | asked.

“Information?’

“ About memory and not being able to remember things.”
“Amnesia” hesad, and just like that, the word was familiar to me.

“Amnesia, yes. And about vampires,” | said. “Most of what you told me.... | don’t think it has anything to
do with me. But | do need blood. Maybe there are bits of truth mixed into the movies and folktales.”

“I’d like to know how old you are,” he said.

“When | know, I’ll tell you. But, Wright, don’t tell anyone about me. Don't tell your friends or your
family or anyone.”

“You know | wouldn't. I'm more likely to get into trouble than you are if anyone found out about you.”
“I think your trouble would be shorter-lived than ming,” | said.
“I won't say aword.”

After awhile, | thought of something ese. “ There was afire, Wright. Some houses surrounded by
farmland and woods. Eight houses not far from where you picked me up. Do you remember hearing
about it?’

He shook his head. “ Sounds big, but no, | don’t remember hearing anything abouit it. Do you know when



the fire happened?’

“No. | found the ruin when | was able to get up and walk around. There weren’t any bodies or bones or
anything. It wasjust aburned-out ruin.”

“How closeisit to wherel picked you up?’

“I don’t know. | had been wandering away from it sincejust after sun-down when | met you. | wasn't
going anywherein particular. | wasfeding frustrated. I’ d been hunting, eating, deeping, and going over
theruin for three days, not even knowing what | waslooking for.” | shook my head against the pillow. “I
believe| could find the place because I ve been there. It seemsthat | have avery good memory for the
little I’ ve done and sensed in the past few days.”

“Maybe thisweekend you could show metheruin.”

“All right.”

“Meanwhile, it'salmost time for meto get up and get ready for work.”
“It'snot dawn yet.”

“Y eah, how about that? But before | go, I’'m going to show you how to use my computer. Do you
remember computers?’

| frowned, then nodded. “1 remember what they are. Like refrigerators. But | don’t think | know how to
useone”

“Likerefrigerators?’

“I mean, sometimes when you say something or | see something—like when | saw your refrigerator—I
know what it is, what it’ sfor, but | don’t remember how | know or if I’ ve ever had one.”

“Okay. Let’ sget you online, and you can gather some information yourself.” We got up again, and he put
on awhite terry-cloth robe and put one of hisvast plaid shirtson me. | wasn't cold, but | didn’t mind.
His computer was a dender laptop that he took from the back of the black bookcase where | had not
noticed it. He opened it on his kitchen counter where there was an eectrical outlet and a phonejack. He
turned it on, making sure| saw everything he did and what he typed in to get online. Then he shut
everything down and made me do it. It dl felt vagudly familiar to me. | was comfortable with it. When I'd
gone through the process, he was happy.

“I don't use the thing much anymore,” he said. “1 thought for amoment I’ d forgotten my password.”

It occurred to mejust then that his memory would improve. | managed not to say it, but, yes, his memory
should improve because | was with him, because now and then, | would bite him, injecting whatever |
injected into peoplewhen | bit them. | didn’t say anything about it because | didn’t want him to ask me
questions| couldn’'t answer—Iike what other changes might bein store for him.

“I’'m going to stop by thelibrary on my way home,” he said. “I'll seewhat | can find for you about
vampiresand amnesia Maybe | can even scare up something on your fire.”

“Thank you.”
Hegrinned. “We am to please.” He went off to take a shower and get dressed.

By the time he came out, clean and shaved, dressed in blue jeans and ared plaid shirt like the one | had



on, | had aready looked through a huge amount of nonsense about vampires. Apparently they werein
fashion with some people. There were television shows, movies, plays, and novels about them. There
were groups devoted to talking about them endlesdy in online chat groups. There were even people who
tried to look the way they thought a vampire should look—a cloaked figure with long, sharp teeth, and
long, dark hair . . .

“Anything useful 7’ Wright asked me,
“Nothing,” | said. “Worthless suff.”

He nodded. “ Stay away from the TV stuff and movies. Go with folk-lore and mythology, maybe
anthropology. And there are some medical conditions |’ ve heard of. There' s one that makes people so
dlergic to sunlight that they only go out at night, and maybe supertitious people of the past thought they
were vampires. There’ saso adisease or apsychological condition that makes people think they're
vampires”

“Y ou mean they’ reinsane?’
“I don't know. If apsychiatrist found out what you eat and drink, he might think you' reinsane.”
“Evenif | bithim?’

He looked away. “I don't know. | think that might convince him whether he liked it or not. Renee, are
you going to go unconscious during the day?’

“I'll probably deep for awhile.”

“But will it be normd deep? | mean, would you be able to wake up if the house were onfireor if
someone broke in—not that either of thosethingsislikey?’

“I just deep,” | said. “Norma deep. The sun hurts my eyes and my skin, and | seem to prefer to deep
during the day—the way you prefer to deep at night. | don’t catch fire or turn to ash or dust or anything
likewhat I’ ve read about so far on your computer. Anything that would wake you up would wake me

up.”

“Okay, good. Lock the door when | leave. Nobody should be coming in here when I’m not home. If
someone knocks, ignore them. If the phonerings, don’t answer it.” He started to leave, then turned back,
frowning. “ Ordinary sun exposure burns your skin even though you' re black?’

“I'm..." | stopped. | had been about to protest that | was brown, not black, but before | could spesak, |
understood what he meant. Then his question triggered another memory. | looked a him. “I think I’m an
experiment. | think | can withstand the sun better than . . . others of my kind. | burn, but | don’t burn as
fast asthey do. It'slike an dlergy we dl haveto the sun. | don’t know who the experimenters are,
though, the ones who made me black.”

He became intensdly interested. “ Do you know if the experimenters were like you—sort of vampires—or
werethey like me?’

“Don’t know.” | looked at him. “But keep asking me things. Whenever you think of a question, ask me.
Sometimesit hdps”

He nodded, then kissed me. “I’ve got to go.”

“Breskfast?’ | said.



“| aeitlast night. I'll pick something up on theway to work. I’ ve got to go grocery shopping this
evening. It'sagood thing you don't eat.” And he went out the door and was gone.

five

| spent most of the day at the computer making no real progress. There were diseases that people might
once have mistaken for vampirism. One of them was caled porphyria. It was probably what Wright
thought of asasun-dlergy disease. In fact, it was agroup of diseases caused by pigments that settled in
peoples’ teeth, bones, and skin. The worst of the porphyriac diseases made people so vulnerable to light
that they devel oped huge sores as parts of their flesh eroded away. They might losetheir noses or their
lips or patches of their cheeks. They would ook grotesque.

That wasinteresting, but it awakened no memoriesin me. After dl, | had already proved that if | were
badly burned or wounded, | would hedl.

There were river-borne microorganisms that caused people to devel op problems with their memoriesjust
as there were microorganisms that could cause people to look hideous and, in the past perhaps, be
mistaken for vampires. But that had nothing to do with me either. Whoever and whatever | was, no one
seemed to be writing about my kind. Perhaps my kind did not want to be written about.

| wandered from Site to Site, picking up more bits of interesting, but useless, information. Findly;, |
switched to hunting through information about recent fires. | found acouple of articlesthat probably
referred to what | was coming to think of as“my fire.”

They said the houses had been abandoned. The fire had happened three weeks ago and had definitely
been arson. Gasoline had been splashed about liberally, then set dight. Fortunately, the fire had not
spread to the surrounding forest—asiit probably would have if the houses had truly been abandoned.
There would have been plenty of bushes, vines, grasses, and young treesto carry the fire straight into the
woods.

Instead, there had been abroad clearing around the houses, and there had been farm fields, stubbly and
bare.

The houses had not been abandoned. | was not wrong about the scents of burned flesh that | had found
here and there in them. Those houses were close to the cave where | had awakened. | had gone straight
to them from the cave as though my body knew where it was going even though my memory wasgone. |
must have ether been living in one of those houses or visiting one. And there had definitely been other
people around & the time of the fire. Why would the articles deny this?

Wright had said we could go back to the ruin on the weekend. According to the computer, today was
Thursday. The weekend was only aday away.

| wanted to go back now, on foot, and comb through the ruin again. | was more dert and aware now.
My body had finished hedling. Maybe | could find something.

But it was daytime, dmost noon. | felt tired from al my running around the night before and <tiff from
ditting for hours a the computer. | turned it off, got up, and decided to soak for awhilein the tub beforel
went to bed. That may have been a mistake. Someone knocked on the door while | wasfilling thetub. |
turned the water off, afraid they’ d dready heard it, afraid they would know someone wasin the cabin
when it was supposed to be empty.



The knock came again, and awoman’svoice caled out, “Wright? Are you home?’

| kept quiet. After awhile, | heard her go away. | soaked nervoudy in the water | had aready drawn and
went to bed.

When Wright got home— ong after sunset—he brought groceries, an “everything” pizza, alibrary book
about vampires written by an anthropologist, and some clothing for me. There were two pairs of jeans,
four T-shirts, socks, underwear, apair of Reebok athletic shoes, and ajacket with ahood. Everything
except the shoes were alittle big. Somehow he' d gotten shoesthat were just theright size. He'd held
each of my feet in hishands, and that must have helped. And he' d bought a belt. That would keep the
jeansup. Therest of it worked fine even though it was alittle large.

“You' reeven amdler than | thought,” he said. “I' m usudly pretty good at estimating the Sze of things|1’ve
seen and handled.”

“I'mlean,” | said. “1 feed on blood mogt of thetime. | don't think | could get fat.”

“Probably not.” He stowed the groceriesin hisrefrigerator, then turned and looked a me. “My neck is
completely heded.”

“I thought it would be.”
“I mean, no scar. Nothing. No scar on my hand, either.”

| went to him and looked for mysdif. “Good,” | said when | had seen. “1 don’t want to leave you all
scarred. How do you fed ?’

“Fine. | thought | might fed alittle weak, likel did when | donated blood, but I'm fine. | don’t think you
took very much.”

“I think 1 probably took more than | should have from you yesterday. Who did you donate blood to?’
“Friend of minewasin acar wreck. They saved him, but he lost alot of blood.”

“Hetook blood from you?’

“No, nothing likethat. He. . . do you know what atransfusion is?’

| thought about it and then redlized that | did know. “In the hospita, blood was sent from a container
directly into your friend’ sveins”

“That’sright, but it wasn’t my blood. Heand | aren’t even the same blood type. | just gaveto offset a
little of what he had used.” He bent, picked me up, and kissed me. “It isn’t nearly as much fun aswhat
you do.”

| had aready found that | enjoyed any skin-to-skin contact with him. For afew moments, | gave mysdlf
up to that enjoyment. Then, reluctantly, | drew back. “ Someone was heretoday,” | said. “A woman
cameto the door while | wasfilling the tub for abath. | think she heard the water running. She knocked
and cdled your name.”

“Older woman?’ he asked.
“l couldn't seeher”

“My aunt, maybe. My aunt and uncle live it the big house out front.” He gestured toward the front of the



cabin with the arm that wasn’t holding me. Then he put me down. “Y ou probably saw it last night. They
had company so it wasadl lit up.”

“Can she get in here? Does she have akey?’
“Y eah. My uncle does anyway. But they don’t snoop. | think you'll be okay in here.”

| wasn't so sure, but | let it go. If the woman ever came into the cabin while Wright was at work, | would
bite her. Then she would accept my being here, keep it secret, feed me, and then maybe help mefind
some of the answers | waslooking for.

“I’'m glad we're going back to the site of the fire thisweekend,” | said. “1 found articlesthat said the
place was abandoned and that vandals set it &fire.”

“Good work,” hesaid. “1 thought you' d find something online.”

“But why would it say that?’ | demanded. “I’ m sure it wasn't abandoned. In fact, I'm pretty surel was
there. It was close to the cave where | woke up and not really close to anything else.”

He thought about that, then shook hishead. “I found articles at the library that said the samething,” he
sad. “They were from two small newspapersin the area. The reporters wouldn't have any reasontolie.”

| shook my head. “If | can find them, | can get them to tell me why they lied. But first | want to go to the
ruin. I’'m connected with that place somehow. I'm sure | am. And Wright, the clothing | was wearing
when you found me, | got it at one of the burned houses. It had been folded and put away . . . maybeina
drawer or on ashelf. When | found it, it was at the bottom of abig pile of half-charred clothing, and it
had only been burned alittle. Why should an abandoned house have piles of clean, folded clothing in it?’

Wright nodded. “1'll take you back there then,” he said. * Saturday?”

“Friday night.” | stood on tiptoe and still could not reach him. | was annoyed for once that he was so tall,
but he picked me up again and held me againgt him. | bit him alittle at the base of histhroat, drew afew

drops of blood. It wasn't necessary, but we both enjoyed it. He stood till, holding me, letting melick at

the wound.

After awhile, he Sghed. “ Okay, Friday. Areyou going to let me eat my pizzawhileit’shot?’

| licked once more, then pulled away from him reluctantly and did down hisbody. “Eat,” | said, and
picked up the vampire book. “I’ll read and wait for you.”

The book was interesting but not that helpful. Many cultures seemed to have folklore about vampires of
onekind or another. Some could hypnotize people by staring at them. Some read and controlled

peopl€ sthoughts. It would be handy to be able to do things like that. Easier than biting them and waiting
for the chemicasin my sdivato do their work.

Not al vampires drank blood according to the book. Some ate flesh either from the living or from the
dead. Sometook in akind of spiritua essence or energy—whatever that meant. All took something from
their subjects, usualy not caring how they injured the subject. Many killed their subjects. Many were
dead themselves, but magically reanimated by the blood, flesh, or energy they took. One feeding usualy
meant the taking of onelife. And that made no sense, at least for those who took blood. Who could need
that much blood?Why kill a person who would willingly feed you again and again if you handled them
carefully’? No wonder vampiresin folklore were feared, hated, and hunted.

Then my thoughts drifted back to the man | had killed at the cave. | killed and fed asvicioudy asany



fictional vampire. | ate aman without ever recognizing him asaman. I’ d not yet read of avampire doing
that, but | had doneit.

Did others of my kind do such things? Had | done such athing before? Had someone found out about us
and tried to kill us back at the ruin? That would seem amost ... just. But what about the other people
who had been at the ruin? Had they been like Wright or like me? Had the ruin been anest of vampires?|
could still remember the scents | had found here and there around the ruin where flesh had been burned.
Now | tried to sort through them, understand who was who.

After awhile, | understood that some of them had been like me and some like Wright—vampires and
other people living and dying together. What did that mean?

Wright got up, came to stand beside me, and took the book out of my hands. He laid it open, its pages
facedown on thetable. “I think I’'m strong enough to take you on now,” he said.

Perhaps he was, but | took only afew drops more of hisblood while | enjoyed sex with him. It seemed
necessary to take smal amounts of hisblood often. | felt aneed for it that was something beyond hunger.
It was aneed for hisblood specificaly. No onedse's. | took it dowly and gave him as much pleasure as
| could. Infact, | took delight in leaving him pleasurably exhausted.

| went out later when Wright was adeep and took afull meal from Theodora. She was smaller and older
than Wright, and she would probably fed alittle weak tomorrow, tired perhaps.

“What work do you do?’ | asked her when she looked ready to drift off to deep.

“I work for the county library,” she said. Then she laughed. “It doesn’t pay very well, but | enjoy it.” And
then, as though my question had opened the door for her to talk to me, she said, “I didn’t think you were
redl. | thought I’d dreamed you.”

“I could bejust adream,” | said. | stroked her shoulder and licked the bite. | wondered what work was
donein libraries, then knew. | had beenin libraries. | had memories of roomsfilled with books. Theodora
worked with books and with people who used books.

“You'reavampire,” she said, breaking into my thoughts.
“Am17?’" | went onlicking her bite.

“Areyou going to kill me?’ she asked as though she didn’t care what the answer might be. And there
wasnotensonin her.

“Of course not. But you shouldn’t go to work tomorrow. Y ou might be alittle weak.”
“I'll bedl right. | don't like to take time off.”
“Yes, youwill bedl right. Stay home tomorrow.”

She said nothing for amoment. She moved restlessly against me, moved away, then came back,
accepting again, at ease. “ All right. Will you come back to me again? Please come back.”

“In aweek, maybe.”
“That long?’
“I want you hedthy.”



She kissed me. After amoment of surprise, | kissed her back. | held her, and she seemed very
comfortablein my arms.

“Bered,” shesad. “Pleasebered.”
“I'mred,” | told her. “Slegp now. I'mred, and I'll cometo you again. Sleep.”

She went to deep, happily fitted against me, one arm over and around me. | lay with her afew moments,
then dipped free and went home to Wright's cabin.

On Friday evening after dark, Wright drove me back aong the road where he had found me. The road
was dmost as empty on Friday asit had been when | waked it, barefoot and soaking wet. One or two
carsevery now and then. At least it was't raining tonight.

“| picked you up near here,” Wright said.

| looked around and couldn’t make out much beyond his headlights. “Pull off the road when you can and
turnyour lights off,” | said.

“You can seeinthedark likeacat, can't you?’' he asked.
“I canseeinthedark,” 1 said. “1 don’'t know anything about cats so | can’t compare mysdlf to them.”

He found a spot where there was room to pull completely off the road and park. There, he stopped and
turned off his headlights. Acrossthe road from usthere was a hillside and, on our side of theroad, a
steep dope downward toward alittle creek. Thiswas a heavily wooded area, athough therewas a
clear-cut areanot far behind us.

“WEe re not far from the nationd forest,” he said. “We re running parallel to it. Does anything look
familia?’

“Nothing yet,” | said. | got out of the car and looked down into the trees, letting my eyes adjust to the
darkness.

| had walked thisroad. | began to walk it now, backtracking. After awhile, Wright began to follow mein
the car. He didn’t turn hislights on but seemed to have no trouble seeing me. | began to jog, dways
looking around, knowing that at some point it would be time for meto turn off onto aside road and go
down into the woods.

| jogged for severd minutes, then, on impulse, began to run. Wright followed until finaly | spotted the
Sderoad that led to the ruin. | turned but he didn’t.

When hedidn’t follow, | stopped and waited for him to redlize he'd lost me. It seemed to teke a
surprisingly long time. Findly, the car came back, lights on now, driving dowly. Then he spotted me, and
| beckoned to him to turn. Once he had turned, | went to the car and got in.

“I didn't even seethisroad,” he said. “I had no ideawhere you' d gone. Do you know you were running
about fifteen milesan hour?’

“I don’t know what that means,” | said.
“I suspect it means you should try out for the Olympic Games. Areyou tired?’

“I’'m not. It was agood run, though. What are the Olympic Games?’



“Never mind. Probably too public for you. For someone your size, though, that was afantastic run.”
“It was easer than running down adeer.”
“Where are we going? Don't et me pass the place.”

“I won't.” | not only watched, | opened my window and smelled the air. “Here” | said. “ Thislittle road
coming up.”

“Private road,” Wright said. “Open the gate for me, would you?’

| did, but the gate made me think for amoment. | had not opened a gate going out. | had climbed over it.
It wasn't ared barrier. Anyone could climb it or walk around it or open it and drive through.

Wright drove through, and | closed the gate and got back into the car. Just afew momentslater, we
were as closeto theruin asit was safe to drive. There were places where rubble from the houseslay in
the road, and Wright said he wanted to be careful with histires.

“Thiswas awhole community,” he said. “Plusalot of land.”

| led him around, showing him the place, choosing the easiest paths | could find, but | discovered that he
couldn’t see very well. The moon wasn't up yet, and it was too dark for him. He kept ssumbling over the
rubble, over stones, over the unevenness of the ground. He would have fallen severd timeshad | not
steadied him. He was't happy with my doing that.

“You'reahdl of alot stronger than you have any right to be,” he said.
“I couldn’t carry you,” | said. “You'retoo big. So | need to keep you from getting hurt.”

He looked down at me and smiled. “ Somehow, | suspect you would find away to carry meif you had
tO,”

| laughed in spite of mysdlf.
“You're pretty sure thiswas your home, then?’

| looked around. “I’'m not sure, but | think it was. | don’t remember. It'sjust afeding.” Then | stopped.
I’d caught a scent that | hadn’t noticed before, one that 1 didn’t understand.

“Someone sbeen here,” | said. “Someone...” | took a deep breath, then several small, sampling bregths.
Then | looked up a Wright. “I don’'t know for sure, but | think it may have been someone like me.”

“How canyou tel?’

“I samdl him. It' sadifferent scent—more like me than like you even though he smae.”
“Y ou know he'smale?Y ou can tel that from asmel|?’

“Yes Mdesamdl mde. Itisn't something | could miss. You smdl mae.”

Helooked uncomfortable. “Isthat good or bad?’

| smiled. “I enjoy your scent. It reminds me of al sorts of good fedings.”

He gave me along, hungry look. “ Go have the rest of your look-around on your own. You'll finish faster
without me. Suddenly | want to get out of here. I'm eager to get back home.”



“All right,” | said. “We can go assoon as| find out about our visitor.”
“This other guy, yeah.” Suddenly, he sounded |ess happy.

“Hemay be ableto tell me about mysdf, Wright. He may be my relaive.”
He nodded dowly. “Okay. When was he here?’

“Not that long ago. Last night | think. | need to know where he came from and where he went. Stay
here. | won't go far, but | need to follow the scent.”

“I think I’ll come with you after dl.”
| put my hand on hisarm. “Y ou said you' d wait. Stay here, Wright.”
He stared at me, clearly unhappy, but after amoment he nodded. “Watch yourself,” he said.

| turned away from him and began to zigzag through the rubble until 1 felt | had the direction of the
scent—the direction from which the man had come and in which he had gone. It was like a thread that
drew me.

| followed it as quickly as| could to the opposite end of the ruin and beyond, through a stand of trees
and on to a broad, open meadow. It ended there. | walked through the trees and into the meadow,
confused, no longer understanding what | was looking for. | found marks on the ground, marks that were
wrong for acar or atruck. There were two of them—Iong, narrow indentations too narrow and far apart
to be tire marks. The word helicopter occurred to me suddenly, and | found that | knew what a
helicopter was. | had a picture of onein my mind—clear bubble, rotor blades on top, meta structure
sweeping back to thetail rotor, and two long runnersinstead of wheels. When had | ever seen such a

thing?

Had a helicopter landed here, then? Had a man of my people gotten out and looked around the ruin, then
gotten back into the copter and flown away?

That had probably happened. | couldn’t think of any reason why it would be impossible.

Would he come back, then? Was he my relative? Had he been looking for me? Or had he had something
to do with setting the fire?

If | had stayed in the areainstead of wandering out to the highway and getting into Wright's car, | might
have already been in contact with people who knew who | was, knew much more about methan | did.
Or | might have been hurt again or killed.

| walked around where the copter had landed, looking to see whether anything had been dropped or
thrown away. But there was nothing except that faint ghostly scent.

Then | caught another scent, fresh thistime. Two scents. Another person—amae like Wright, but not
Wright. And there was a gun of some kind. Where had the man come from? The wind—what there was
of it—came to me from beyond where the helicopter had landed. That was how | had cometo notice the
scent of thefirst stranger. This new man must have passed me on hisway to theruin. If he had passed far
enough away, | wouldn’t have noticed, focused as| was on the helicopter and its occupant. But now |
thought he must be somewhere near Wright. He and his gun must be somewhere near Wright.

| turned, ran back through the trees towardWright. | spotted the man with the gun before | got near him.
Hewas moving closer to Wright, not making himsalf known, watching Wright from hiding.



| meant to confront the man with the gun and perhaps take his gun away. | wasintensely uncomfortable
with his having it and being able to see Wright while Wright could not see him. | saw him as| emerged
from thetrees. | saw him raise the gun—arifle, long and deadly looking. He pointed it at Wright, and |
wastoo far away to stop him. | ranflat out, asfast as| could.

| headed towardWright and tried to put mysalf between him and the gun. | expected to be shot at any
moment, but | had time to hit Wright in his midsection and knock him down, knock the air out of him just
astheriflewent off. Then, with Wright safely on the ground, | went after the shooter.

Hefired once more before | reached him, and thistime, in spite of my speed, he hit me. Aningtant later, |
hit him with my whole body. And while could il think, while | was aware enough to be careful, | sank
my teeth into histhroat and took his blood—only his blood.

SIX.

| didn’t care whether | hurt or killed the gunman. | had knocked him unconsciouswhen | hit him. Now |
took his blood because hel d pilled mine, and because suddenly, | wasin pain. Suddenly, | needed to
hed. He was lucky | was aware enough not to take hisflesh.

Moments later, | heard Wright' s uneven steps coming toward me, and | was afraid. | went on taking the
gunman’ s blood because it seemed to be the least harmful thing | could do a the moment.

| let the man go when Wright stood over us. | looked up a him then and, to my relief, did not in the
dightest want to eat him. He stared at me, eyeswide.

“Areyou shot?’ he asked.
“My rightleg,” | sad.

Hewas on hisknees, lifting me, pulling my jeans down to examine my bloody leg. It hurt dmost too
much. | screamed, but | didn’t harm him.

“I'msorry,” hesaid. “I'm so sorry. | thought you might be bleeding—l osing too much blood.” He
hesitated. “Why aren’t you bleeding more?’

“| don’'t ever bleed much.”

“Oh.” He gtared at the wound. “ That makes sense, | guess. Y our body would know how to conserve
blood if anyone sdid. The bullet went al the way through. Y ou have to go to adoctor now.”

| shook my head. “I'll hedl. | just need mest. Fresh megt.”
Helooked at the gunman. “It'sashame you can't eat him.”

| stared down at him. “1 can,” | said. The gunman didn’t wash himsdlf often enough, but he was young
and strong. His bite wound was aready beginning to close. Hewasn't going to die, even though I'd
taken quite abit more blood from him than | would from Wright or Theodora. If he had managed to
shoot Wright, | would have made sure hedied. “I can,” | repeated. “But | redly don’t want to.”

Wright smiled alittle as though he thought | wasjoking. Then, still looking at the wound, he said, “ Renee,
you'll get aninfection. There are probably al kinds of germs dready crawling around in that wound and
maybe pieces of your jeans, too. Look, I’ll get you fresh mest if you'll just see adoctor.”



“No doctor. I ve been shot before. Some of the wounds | woke up with in the cave were bullet wounds.
| need fresh meat and deep, that' sal. My body will hed itsdf.”

Therewasalong slence. | lay where | was, fedling leaden, wanting to deep. | had taken perhapstwice
as much blood from the gunman as | would have dared to take from Wright or Theodora, and | il
wasn't satisfied. | needed to deep for awhile, though, and let my body hed alittle before | ate flesh.

The gunman would awaken thirsty and weak, maybe feding sick.

And how did | know that?

It was one more diver of memory, incomplete, but at least, thistime, not useless.

“Shdl | take you home?” Wright asked findly. “I can stop at the store for acouple of steaks.”

| shook my heed. “I don't want to be with you when | wake up. I’ll be too hungry. | might hurt you.”
“I don't think there' s much chance of that,” he said with just ahint of asmile,

Hedidn't understand. “I’ m serious, Wright, | could hurt you. I ... I might not be thinking clearly when |
wakeup.”

“What do you want meto do?’

“Look around for a sheltered place herein theruins. I'll need to be out of the sun when it comes up. Y ou
might have to hegp some of the rubble up around me to make enough shade.”

“Y ou want meto leave you here? Y ou want to spend ... what, tonight and tomorrow out here?’

“I will spend tonight and tomorrow out here. Come back for me Sunday morning before sunrise.”
“But ther€’ sno need—"

“Don’'t buy steaks unless you want them for yourself. I’ll hunt. There are plenty of deer in the woods.”
“Renee—!”

“Build ashdter,” | said. “Put meinit. Then go home. Come back Sunday morning before sunrise.”

There were severd seconds of slence. Findly, he said, “What about this guy?’ He nudged the gunman
with hisfoot. “What do we do with him? Why did he want to shoot you anyway? Wasit just because
you scared him?’

“Me?’ | said surprised. “Hewasaming a you when | hit you. | couldn’t reach him intimeto stop him
from shooting you. That’ swhy | knocked you down—so he’d miss. Then | went after him.”

Hetook amoment to absorb this. “God, | didn’'t know what the hell happened. What if he' d killed you?’
“He could have, | guess, but | didn’t think he' d be fast enough. And he was't.”

“He shot you!”

“Annoying,” | said. “It redly hurts. Y ou' d better take hisgun and keep it.”

“Good idea” He picked it up.



“Find me aplace that will be out of the sun. Otherwise, I'll have to heal aburn aswell asabullet
wound.”

He nodded. “Okay, but you haven't answered. What about him?’ He nodded toward the gunman.
“I'll talk to him. I want to know why hetried to shoot you.”

“You aren't afraid to have him here?’

“I don’'t want him here, but he' shere. I’ll try not to hurt him, but if 1 do, | do.”

“When you' re adeep, he might decide to finish what he started.”

“Hewon't. Aslong asyou' ve got hisrifle, hecan’t.”

“You bit him. That' swhy you aren’t afraid of him, isn’'t it?’

“I'mafraid for him. I’'m afraid | might not be ableto stop mysdf from killing him.”

“Y ou know what | mean.”

| did know what he meant. He was beginning to understand his relationship with me—as | had aready
begun to understand it.

“Because| bit him, he'll obey me” | said. “Hewon't hurt meif | tell him not to.”
Hefingered the place where I’ d last bitten him and stared down at me.

| took adeep breath. “I think you can gill walk away from me, Wright, if youwant to,” | said. | wet my
lips. “If you doit now, you can il go.”

“Befreeof you?' he asked.

“If you want to be free of me, yes. I'll even help you.”

“Why?Y ou want to get rid of me?’

“You know | don't.”

“But you want to help meleave you?’ He made it aflat statement, not aquestion.
“If that’ swhat you want.”

“Why?

| took a deep bregth, trying to stay dert. “Because | think ... | think it would be wrong for me to keep
you with me againgt your will.”

“You think that, do you?’ Again, it wasn't ared question.
So | didn’t bother to answer it.

“How?’ he asked.

“What?'

“How can you help meleave you?’



“I cantell youtogo. | think I can makeit . . . maybe not comfortable, but at least possible for you to go
and haveyour life back and just . . . forget about me.”

“I didn’'t know what it would be like with you. | didn’'t know | would fed . . . dmost asthough | can't
makeit without you.”

“I know.” | closed my eyesin pain. “1 didn’t know what | was starting when | bit you the first couple of
times. | didn’t remember. | till don’t remember much, but | know the bitestie you to me. That
comforted me—that you were with me. But now, maybe you don’t want to be with me. If that’ s what
you've decided, tel me. Tell menow, and I'll try to help you go.”

There was nothing from him for along time. | felt asthough | were drifting. My body wanted to go to
deep, demanded deep, and somehow, | did doze alittle. When he put his palm against my face, | jerked
awake.

“I’m going to take you to one of the chimneys,” he said. “I’ll make ashdlter for you there.”

“If you want to go,” | said, “you should tell me now.” | paused. “1 won't be able to stay awake long. And
... Wright, if you don’t take this chance, | don’t think you'll be ableto leave me. Ever. | won't be ableto
let you, and you couldn’t stand separation from me. | know that much. Even now, it’s probably hard for
you to make the decision, but you should go if you want to go. It'sdl right.”

“It'snotdl right,” hesaid.
“Wright, itis. Y ou should—"

“No!” He shook hishead. “Don't tell methat. Do not tell methat!” He grasped my face between his
hands, made melook at him.

“What shall | do?’ | asked.
“I don’'t know. | don’'t want to lose you.”
“Freedom, Wright. Now or never.”

“I don’'t want to lose you. | truly don’t. I’ ve only known you for afew days, but | know | want you with
rre”

| kissed hishand, glad of hisdecision. It would have been hard to et him go—yperhaps the hardest thing |
could recdl doing. I would have doneit, but it would have been terrible. All I could do now was make
things as safe as possible for both of us.

“Okay, then. Choose agood spot and build a shelter around me—something that won't let the sunin.”

Hewaked around the ruin, stumbling and cursing now and then, but not faling. Eventualy hefound a
reasonably intact little corner with two wall fragments still stlanding. That was better than achimney
because it was less of apotentid trap. There was no part of it that | couldn’t break through if | had to. It
might once have been part of acloset. | drifted off to deep while he was cleaning the debris out of it. |
awoke again when he lifted me and put me in the corner.

Once | had found a comfortable position, he walled me in with stones, pieces of charred wood, tree
branches, and pipe. After awhilethelittle shelter he was building was perfect for keeping the sun out.
When hefinished, he reached in through the small opening he d left and woke me up again.



“Go home,” | told him, and before he could protest, | added, “ Come back Sunday morning. I'll have
found something to eet by then. Deer, rabbits, something.”

“Justin casg, I'll bring you a steak or two.”

“All right.” 1 wouldn’t be wanting the steeks, but it had findly occurred to me that getting them and
bringing them would make him fed better.

“What can we do to make you safer from thisidiot?’ he asked about the gill-unconscious shooter.
“Takethe gun. That will be enough.”
“He could knock this shdlter down at high noon while you' re adeep.”

“If hedoesthat, I'll kill him. I'll have no choice. I'll get anasty sun-burn, and it will take me alittle longer
to hedl, but that' sthe worst. Let me deep, Wright.”

| listened and heard him leave. He didn’t want to, but he | eft.

Two or three hours | ater, the man who' d shot me finally woke up. He coughed severa times and cursed.
That’ swhat woke me—the noise he made. Because | didn’t dare confront him yet, | kept quiet. He got
up, stumbled fell, then staggered away, his uneven steps fading as he moved away from me. Hedidn't
seem to notice that hisrifle was gone. And he didn’t come near my little enclosure at all.

| dept through the rest of the night and the day. By the time the sun went down, | was Starving—literaly.
My body had been hard a work repairing itself, and now it had to have food. | pushed away the wall of
rubble that Wright had built and stood up. | was trembling with hunger as | fastened the jeans that Wright
had pulled up after he examined my leg but had left loose for comfort. | took afew deep breaths, then
first limped, then walked, then jogged off in the onedirection | didn’t smell human beings.

Hunting steadied me, focused me. And hunting was good because it meant | would eat soon.

| wound up eating most of someon€' slittle nanny goat. | didn’t mean to take adomestic animal, but it
wasdl | found after hours of searching. It must have escaped from some farm. Better the goat than its
owWner.

Rdieved and sated, | began hiking back toward the ruin to wait for Wright. Then | caught the scent of
other people nearby. Farms. | had avoided them while | was hunting, but now | let myself takein the
scents and sort them out, see whether | recognized any of them.

And | found the gunman.

It wasn't midnight yet—too early for Wright to have arrived. | had timeto talk to the man who had
caused me so much pain and nearly cost Wright hislife. | turned toward the farm and began to jog.

| came out of the woods and ran through the farm fields toward the scent. It came from a one-story, gray
farmhouse with ared roof. That meant | might be able to go straight into the room where the gunman was
snoring. There were three other peoplein the house, so | would have to be careful. At least everyone
was adeep.

| found awindow to the gunman’s bedroom, but it was closed and locked. | could think of no way to
open it quietly. The doors were aso locked. | went around the house and found no open door or
window. | could get into the house easily, but not quietly.



| went back to the gunman’ s bedroom window—abig window. | pulled my jacket deeve down over my
hand and closed my hand around the deeve opening so that my fist was completely covered. Thiswas
made easier by the fact that the jacket, like the rest of my clothing, was alittle too big. With one quick
blow, | broke the window near where | saw thelatch. Then | ducked below the windowsi Il and froze,
listening. If people were derted by the noise, | wanted to know at once.

There was no change in anyone' s breathing except the gunman’s. His snoring stopped, then began again.

| waited, not wanting there to be too many aien sounds too close together. Then | reached in, turned the
window latch, and raised the window. The window opened easily, silently. | stepped in and closed it after
me

At that point, the man in the bed stopped snoring again. The colder air from outside had probably roused
him.

Asquickly as| could, | crossed the room to the bed, turned his face to the pillow, grabbed his hands,
dropped my weight onto him, and bit him.

He bucked and struggled, and | worried that if he kept it up, he would either buck me off or force meto
break hisbones. But | had dready bitten him once. He should be ready to listen to me.

“Bedill,” | whispered, “and be quiet.”

And he obeyed. He lay till and silent while | took alittle more of hisblood. Then | sat up and looked
around. His door was closed, but there were peoplein the room next to his. | had heard their breathing
when | was outside—two people. On the other hand, because his closet and theirs separated the two
rooms, | could bardly hear them now. Maybe they wouldn’t hear us.

“Sit up and keep your voice low,” | said to the gunman. “What' s your name?’
He put hishand to his neck. “What did you do?’ he whispered.

What' syour name?’ | repested.

“Raegh Curtis”

“Who dseisin this house?’

“My brother. My sgter-in-law. Their kid.”

“Soisthisther house?’

“Yeah. | got laid off my job, so they let me stay here.”

“All right. Why did you shoot me, Raleigh?’

He squinted, trying to see mein the dark, then reached for his bed-side lamp.
“No,” | said. “No light. Just talk to me.”

“I didn’t know what you were,” he said. “Y ou just shot out of nowhere. | thought you were some kind of
wild cat.” He paused. “Hey, do that thing again on my neck.”

| shrugged. Why not? He would definitely be sick the next day, but | didn’t care. | took alittle more of
his blood while he lay back trembling and writhing and whispering over and over, “ Oh my God, oh my
God, oh my God.”



When | stopped, he begged, “Do it some more. Jesus, that’ sthe best feding I’ ve ever had in my life”
“Nomorenow,” | said. “Talk to me. Y ou said you shot me because | scared you.”

“Y eah. Where d you come from like that?’

“Why were you aiming your rifle a the man? He didn’t scare you.”

“Had to.”

“Why?

He frowned and rubbed his head. “Had to.”

“Tell mewhy.”

He hesitated, still frowning. “He wasthere, He shouldn’t have been there. It wasn't his property.”

“It wasn't yours either.” Thiswas only aguess, but it seemed reasonable.

“He shouldn’t have been there.”

“Why wasit your job to drive him off or kill him?’

Slence

TeII_ mewhy.” After three bites, he should have been eager to tell me. Instead, he dmost seemed to be
inpan.

He held his head between his hands and whimpered. “I can’'t tell you,” he said. “1 want to, but | can’t.
My head hurts”

Something occurred to me suddenly. “Did you see the man in the helicopter?”’

He put hisface into the pillow, whimpering. “1 saw him,” he said, hisvoice muffled, barely
understandable.

“When did he come? Thursday night?’

Helooked up at me, gray-faced, and rubbed his neck, not where | had bitten him, but on the opposite
gde. “Yeah. Thursday.”

“Did he seeyou, talk to you?”

He moaned, face twisted in pain. He seemed to be about to cry. “Please don't ask me. | can't say. |
Ca,]’tw.”

The man, the male of my kind, had found him, bitten him, and ordered him to guard the ruin and not tdll
anyone why hewas doing it. But what was there to guard? What was there to shoot a person over?

In spite of mysdlf, | began to fed sorry for Raleigh. His head probably did hurt. He was torn between
obeying me and obeying the man from the helicopter. That kind of thing wasn’t supposed to happen. Just
thinking about it made me intensely uncomfortable, and, of course, | didn't know why. | waited, hoping
to remember more. But there was no more, except that | began to feel ashamed of mysdlf, began to fed
asthough | owed Raeigh an gpology.



“Raagh.”
“Yeah?'
“It'sdl right. | won't ask you about the man in the helicopter any more. It'sall right.”

“Okay.” Helooked as though he hadn’t taken a breath for too long, and now, suddenly, he could
bresthe again. He aso looked like he was no longer in pain.

“I want to meet the man in the helicopter,” | said. “If he comesto you again, | want you to tell him about
m"

“Tdl himwhat?’

“Tel him 1 bit you. Tel him | want to meet him. Tdl him I’ll come back to the burned houses next Friday
night. And tel him | didn’t know that you . . . that you knew him. If he asks you any questions about me,
it sokay to answer. All right?’

“Y egh. What' s your name?’

Good question. “Don'’t bother about aname. Describe meto him. | think he'll know. And don't tell
anyone else about ether of us. Make up liesif you haveto.”

“Okay.”

| started to get up, but he caught my hand. Then helet it go. “That thing you did,” he said, touching the
spot I'd bitten. “That was redly good.”

“It will probably make you fed weak and Sck for awhile” | said. “I’m sorry for that. You'll bedl right
inacouple of days.”

“Worthit,” hesad.

And | left feding better, feding asthough he' d forgiven me. Whoever | was before, it seemed | had had
strong beliefs about what was right and what was't. It wasn't right to bite someone who had aready
been claimed by another of my kind. Certainly it hadn’t been dl right to drain Raleigh to the point of
sicknesswhen hewasn't truly responsible for shooting me. Why on earth would one of my own people
take the chance of being responsible for a pointless shooting, perhaps even a desath?

| jogged back toward the ruin. Eight chimneys, much burned rubble, afew standing timbers and remnant
walls. That' swhat wasleft. Why did it need guarding? The guarding should have come before the fire
when it might have done some good.

Finally, | jogged over to the unblocked part of the private road, coming out where Wright and | had
parked the night before. | heard him coming—heard him stop down at the gate, then start again. | waited,
making sureit was his car and not some stranger’ s. The moment | recognized the car and caught his
scent, | could hardly wait to see him. Theinstant he stopped the car, | pulled the passenger door open
anddidingde.

Hewasthere, smdling worried and nervous. And somehow he didn’t see me until | was Sitting next to
him, closing the door.

He jumped, then grabbed me and yanked meinto a huge hug.

| found mysdlf laughing as he examined me, checked my leg, then therest of me. “I’'mfine” | said, and



kissed him and felt darmingly glad to seehim. “Let'sgo home,” | said at lagt. “1 want ahot bath, and then
| want you.”

Hehdd mein hislap, and | was surprised that he had managed to move me there without my redizingit.
“Anytime,” hesad. “Now, if you like”

| kissed histhroat. “Not now. Let’sgo home.”

seven.
A week later, we went back to the ruin.

| wanted Wright to park the car beside the gate to the private road. | thought it would be safest for him
to stay with the car whilel went in done. But | had told him thelittle that Raleigh Curtis had told me, and
Wright was adamant. He was going with me.

“Y ou don’'t know what thisguy will do,” he said. “What if he just grabs you and takes you away with
him? Hell, what if he' sthe one who torched those houses to begin with?’

“He' sof my kind,” | said. “Even if he doesn’t know anything about me, he! Il probably know someone
who does. Or at least he can tell me about my people. | have to know who | am, Wright, and what |

“Then| haveto gowithyou,” hesaid. “And | think I’ d better take my nice new rifleadong.”

| had not made any effort to get Raleigh Curtis srifle back to him. If he didn’t haveit, he couldn’t shoot
some exploring stranger with it. Wright had kept the gun and had gone out and bought bullets for it.

“Thisguy isaman of your kind,” hetold me. “ An adult male who is probably alot bigger and stronger
than you. I'm telling you, Renee, he might just decide to do what he wants with you no matter what you
want.”

Hewas afraid of losing me, afraid this other man would take me from him. He might beright. And hewas
probably right in thinking that the man would be bigger and stronger than | was.

That last possbility was enough to make me want Wright to stay with me and keep the gun handy. We
left his cabin well before sunset because he wanted to get alook at the ruin in something more than
garlight. To be sure he would be able to see well, he took adong aflashlight zipped in his jacket
pocket—the pocket that wasn't full of bullets.

With my jeans, my shirt, and my hooded jacket, | was reasonably well covered up so | didn't mind the
daylight. It wasagray day anyway, with rain threatening but not yet falling. That kind of light was much
easer on my eyesthan direct sunlight.

“Hewon't bethereyet,” | told Wright as he drove. “If he' s coming, he' [l show up after sundown.”
“If?" Wright asked.

“Maybe Raeigh didn’t see him and couldn’t pass dong my message. Maybe he' snot interested in
meeting me. Maybe he had something elseto do.”

“Maybe you' re getting nervous about meeting him,” Wright said.



| was, so | didn’'t answer.

“Y ou should have gotten Raeigh’ s phone number. Then you could have caled and asked himif he'd
passed on your message.”

“Hemight not tell me,” | said. “I’m not sure I’ d trust him to tell me the truth on the phone.” | stopped
suddenly and turned to face him. “Wright . . . ligten, if thisguy bitesyou, you tell him whatever he wants
to know. Do that, okay?’

He shook hishead. “1 don't think I’ll be letting him bite me.”

“But if hedoes. If he does.”

“Okay.” And after amoment, “Y ou don’t want meto suffer like Raleigh did, isthat it?’
“I don't want you to suffer.”

He gave me adtrangelittle smile. “ That’ s good to know.”

We went on for afew minutes, then turned down the side road. By the time we reached the gate, we
should have been close enough to the ruin for me to get agood scent picture of it, if only thewind had
been blowing toward us.

“Wait here,” | said when we reached the gate. “I’ m going to make sure Raleigh or someone elseisn't
waiting for uswith another gun.”

He grabbed me around the waist. “Whoa,” he said. “Y ou don’t need to be shot again.”

| was half out of the car, but | stopped and turned back toward him into hisarms. “I'll circle around and
get whatever scentsthereare,” | said.

“Stay here. Don’t make noise unlessyou need help.” And | dipped away from him.

| ran around the area, stopping now and then, trying to hear, see, and scent everything. As| expected,
there was no helicopter yet. Raleigh had not been near the place recently. Someone else had, but | didn’t
recognize his scent. It was ayoung man, not of my kind, not carrying agun. But he wasn't there now. No
one was there now.

| went back to the gate where I’ d left Wright and managed to surprise him again. He' d gotten out of the
car and wasleaning againgt the gate.

“Good God, woman!” he said when | caught hisarm. *“Make some noise when you walk.”
| laughed. “No one sthere. Thiswhole night might turn out to be awaste of time, but let’sgo in anyway.”

We got back into the car and drovein. At the ruin, we spent our time looking though the rubble and
finding afew unburned or partidly burned things.a pen, forks and spoons, apair of scissors, asmal jar of
buttons... | recognized everything | found until | discovered asmal silver-colored thing on the ground
near where Wright had piled burned wood to wall meinto my shelter. It must have been under the wood
that | had pushed aside when | broke ouit.

“It'sacrucifix,” Wright told me when | showed it to him. “It must have been worn by one of the people
who lived here. Or maybe the arsonist lost it.” He gave ahumorless smile. “Y ou never know who'sliable
to turn out to berdigious.”



“But what isit?’ | asked. “What'sacrucifix? | kept running across that word when | was reading about
vampires, but none of the writers ever explained what it was except to say that it scared off vampires.”

He put it back into my hand. “Thisone sred slver, | think. Doesit bother you to hold it?’

“It doesn't. It' satiny man stuck to atiny “1”-shaped thing. And there' saloop at the top. | think it used
to be attached to something.”

“Probably achain,” he said. “ Another perfectly good vampire superdtition down the drain.”
“What?’

“Thisisardigious symbol, Renee—an important one. It’s supposed to hurt vampires because vampires
are supposed to be evil. According to every vampire movie I’ ve ever seen, you should not only be afraid
of it but it should burn your skin if it touchesyou.”

“Itisn't hot.”

“I know, | know. Don’t worry about it. It'sjust movie bullshit.” He went to ook around the chimneys
and examine broken, discolored remains of water heaters, Sinks, bathtubs, and refrigerators. As| looked
around, | redlized that some of the houses were missing sinks and tubs, and | wondered. Perhaps people
had come here when Ralelgh wasn't on guard and taken them away. Or perhagps Raeigh and hisrelatives
hed taken them. But why? Who would want such things?

Then Wright found something outsde the houses more than haf buried in the ground near one of the
chimneys. agleaming gold chain with alittle gold bird attached to it—a crested bird with wings spread as

though it wereflying.

“I"'m surprised something like thisis till here” hesaid. “I' [l bet plenty of people have been through here,
picking up souvenirs.” Hewiped the thing on his shirt, then let it Sdelikeliquid into my hand.

“Pretty,” | said, examining it.
“Let meput it onyou.”

| thought about whether | wanted the property of a person who was probably dead around my neck, but
then shrugged, handed it back to him, and let him put it on me. He wanted to. And he seemed to like the
effect onceit wason.

“Your har isgrowing out,” hesaid. “Thisisjust what you need to decorate yoursdlf alittle.”

My hair was growing out, crinkly and black and about an inch long, and my head was no longer
disfigured by broken places. I'd had Wright trim the one patch of hair that hadn’t been burned off so that
now it wasal growing out fairly evenly. | thought | dmost looked femae again.

“Did you ever think | wasaboy?’ | asked him. “I mean when you stopped for me on the road that first
time?’

“No, | never did,” hesaid. “I should have, | guess. Y ou were amost bald and wearing filthy, ill-fitting
clothesthat could have been aman’s. But when | first saw you in the headlights, | thought," What alovely,
dfinlittle girl. What in hell is she doing out here by hersdf?”

“Hfin?

“Like an df. According to some stories, an ef isashort, dender, magica being—another mythica



cresture. Maybe I’ [l run into one of them on adark road someday.”

| laughed. Then | heard the helicopter. “He' scoming,” | said. “It’searly for him to be awake and out. He
must be eager to meet me.”

“I don't hear athing,” Wright said, “but I’ ll take your word for it. Shdl | get out of Sght?’

“No. You couldn’'t hide your scent from him. Let’ swait over by that largest chimney.” It wasabig brick
chimney that rose from amassive doublefireplace. It might shelter usif our visitor decided to try to shoot
us

The copter didn’t bother about landing in the meadow thistime. | wondered why he had landed there
before. Habit? Or was this stranger someone who would have come to visit the eight houses when they
were intact and occupied?

The copter, looking like alarge, misshapen bug, landed in what Wright said must have once been abig
vegetable garden. He had been able to identify severa of the scorched, mostly dead plants. The copter
crushed a number of the survivors—cabbages and potatoes mostly.

The pilot jJumped out, ducked under the rotors, and looked around. Once he spotted us, he came straight
toward us. Wright, who had been checking therifle, now stood straight, watching the stranger intently. |
watched him, too. He was atall, spidery man, empty-handed, and visibly my kind except that he was
blond and very pae-skinned—not just light-skinned like Wright, but as white as the pages of Wright's
books. Even so, apart from color, if | ever grew tal, | would look much like him—tall and lean, probably
not dfinat al.

“Shori?’ the man asked. | liked hisvoice at once, and he smelled . . . safe somehow. | mean his scent
made mefed safe, although | couldn’t say why. Then | realized that he was|ooking a me, had spoken to
me. And what had he meant by that one word?

| stood away from the chimney.

“How did you survive, Shori? Where have you been?’

Hewas caling me*“ Shori.” | let out abreath. “Y ou know me, then,” | said.
“Of course| do! What' sthe matter with you?’

| bresthed alittle more, trying to decide what to say. The truth seemed humiliating, somehow, admitting
such asignificant weaknessto this stranger, telling him that | knew nothing a al about myself. But what
elsecould | do?1 said, “I woke up weeks ago in a cave not far from here. | have no memory of anything
that happened before then. And ... | don’t know you.”

He reached out to me, but | stepped back out of hisreach.
“I don't know you,” | repeated.

Off to one side, | saw Wright cometto attention. He didn’t point therifle at the stranger, he pointed it
downward. He held it across his body in both hands, his right forefinger near the trigger, so that aming it
at the man would only be amatter of moving it dightly.

The man dropped his hand to hisside. He glanced a Wright, then seemed to dismisshim. “My nameis
losf Petrescu,” hesad. “I’'myour father.”



| sood garing a him, feding nothing for him. I didn’t know him. And yet he might be tlling the truth.
How could | know?Would he lie about such athing? Why?

“AndI'm...Shori?’

“The name your human mother gave you is Shori. Y our surname is Matthews. Y our Inamotherswere
distant relatives of mine named Mateescu, but in the 1950s, when there was agreat deal of suspicion
about foreign-sounding names, they decided to Anglicize the nameto Matthews.”

“My mothers...?

Helooked around at therubble. “Ligten,” hesaid. “Wedon't haveto tak herein the midst of dl this.
Cometo my home.”

“I'lived. . . here?”
“Youdid, yes. You were born here. Doesn't this setting tir any memories?’

“No memoaries. Only afeding that I’m somehow connected to this place. | came herewhen | was ableto
leave the cave where | woke up, but | didn’t know why. It was as though my feet just brought me here.”

“Home,” he said. “For you, thiswas home.”

| nodded. “But you don't live here?’

He looked surprised. “No. We don't live males and females together as humans do.”
| swallowed, then asked the question | had to ask: “What are we?’

“Vampires, of course—not that we cal oursaves by that name.” He smiled, showing hisvery
human-looking teeth, except for the canines, which looked alittle longer and sharper than the other
people's, asmy own did. If histeeth were like mine, they were al sharper than other people's. They had
to be. He sad, “We have very little in common with the vampire creatures Bram Stoker described in
Dracula, but we are long-lived blood drinkers.” He looked at Wright. Y ou knew what she was, didn’t
you?”

Wright nodded. “1 knew she needed blood to live.”

losf sighed, then spoke wearily as though he were saying something he had to say too many times
before. “Welive dongside, yet gpart from, human beings, except for those humans who become our
symbionts. We have much longer lives than humans. Mogt of us must deep during the day and, yes, we
need blood to live. Human blood is most satisfying to us, and fortunately, we don't haveto injure the
humans we take it from. But we are born aswe are. We can't magicaly convert humansinto our kind.
We do keep those who join with us hedlthier, stronger, and harder to kill than they would be without us.
In that way, we lengthen their lives by several decades.”

That got Wright’ s attention. “How long?’ he asked.
“How long will you live?’
13 YSH

losif took adeep breath, then said, “Barring accident or homicide, chances are you'll live to be between
170 and 200 yearsold.”



“Two hundred . . . | will? Hedthy years?’

“Yes. Y our immune system will be grestly strengthened by Shori’ svenom, and it will belesslikely to turn
on you and give you one of humanity’ s many autoimmune diseases. And her venom will help keep your
heart and circulatory system hedlthy. Y our hedlth isimportant to her.”

“Sounds too good to be true.”
“Itismutudigtic symbiosis. Y ou know you'rejoined with her.”

Wright nodded. “1t scares mealittle. | want it to be with her, need to be with her, even though | don’t
redly understand what I’ m getting into.” After amoment, he asked, “How long do your kind live?’

“Long,” losf sad. “ Although we' re not immortal anymore than you are. How old do you think your
Shori is?’

“I've been calling her Reneg” he said. “I’m Wright Hamlin, by the way.”
“How oldisshe?’

“I thought she was maybe ten or eleven when | met her. Later, | knew she had to be older, even though
shedidn’t look it. Maybe eighteen or nineteen?’

logf smiled without humor. “ That would makethingslegd at least.”
Wright' sface went red, and | looked from him to losif, not understanding.

“Don’t worry, Wright,” logf said after amoment. “In fact, Shori isachild. She has at least one more
important growth stage to go through before she's old enough to bear children. Her child-bearing years
will begin when she' s about seventy. In dl, she should live about five hundred years. Right now, she's
fifty-three”

Wright opened his mouth, but didn’t say anything. He just stared, firgt at logf, then a me. | knew that
Wright was twenty-three, sexually mature, and aware of much that went on in theworld. If losif was
telling the truth, | was amost twice Wright' s age, and yet | knew amost nothing. Someone had taken
away most of my fifty-three years of life.

“Who did this?’ | asked, gesturing at the ruin. “Who st the fire? Did anyone else survive?’

“I wasn't here,” losif said. “1 don’t know who did it. And | haven't found ... any other survivors. I've
arranged for the other people who livein this areato keep their eyes open.”

That got my attention. “Y ou were careless. Raleigh Curtiswasn’t just kegping his eyes open. He was
going to shoot Wright. He did shoot me.”

“Accident. He didn’t know you were one of us. If he’d seen you clearly, he wouldn’t havefired.”
“Why would he want to shoot Wright?”

“Hedidn’'t know Wright was with you.”

“logf, why shoot anyone over this rubble? Only the people who did this should be punished.”

He stared at me. “ Someone burned your mothers and your sistersaswell asal of the human members of
your family to death here. They shot the oneswho tried to get out, shot them and threw most of them



back into the fire. How you escaped, | have no idea, but we found the others, burned, broken . . . My
people and | found them. We were coming for avisit, and we actudly arrived before the firemen, which
meant we were able to get control of them and seeto it that they recalled this place as abandoned. When
the fire was out, we cleaned up and covered up because we didn’t want the remains examined by the
coroner. We searched the areafor severd nights, hunting for survivors and questioning the loca humans,
finding out what they knew and seeing to it that they only remembered things that wouldn’t expose or
damage us. In fact, the neighbors didn’t know anything. So we didn’t catch the killers. We thought,
though, that some of them might come back to enjoy remembering what they’ d done. Criminas have
donethat in the past.”

“To enjoy the memory of killing ... How many people?’ | demanded.
“ Seventy-eight. Everyone except you.”

| wet my lips, looked away from him, remembering the cave. “Maybe only seventy-seven,” | said. |
wanted badly not to say it, but somehow, not saying it would have made mefed even worse.

losif touched me, put his hand on my chin and turned my head so that | faced him. He or someoneelse
had done that before. It fet familiar and steadying. He had straight, collar-length white-blond hair framing
his sharp, narrow face and large gray eyeswith their huge dark-adapted pupils. He still didn’t look
familiar. | didn’'t know him. But histouch no longer darmed me.

| said, “ Someone found me as | was waking up in the cave. | don’t know how long I’ d been there.
Severd days, at least. But finally, | was regaining consciousness, and someone found me. | didn’t know
at thetimethat it was ... aperson, aman. | didn't know anything except . . . | killed him.” | couldn’t bring
myself to say the res—that I’ d not only killed the man, but eaten him. 1t shamed me so much that |
moved my face away from hisfingers, took a step back from him. “I ill don’t know who he was, but |
remember the sounds he made. | heard them clearly, athough at thetime | didn’t even recognize what he
said as gpeech. Later, when | was safe with Wright, | was able to sort through the memories and
understand what he said. | think he knew me. I think he' d been looking for me.”

“What did he say?" Wright asked. He had moved closer to me.

It wasterrible that he was hearing this. | shut my eyesfor amoment, then answered his question. “He
said,'Oh my God, it'sher. Please let her be dive.’”

Therewasslence.
losif Sghed, then nodded. “He wasn't from here, Shori, he was from my community.”

| looked at him and saw his sorrow. He knew who the man was, and he mourned him. | shook my head.
“I'm sorry.”

Tomy surprise, Wright pulled me againgt him. | leaned on him gratefully.

“| sent my people out to hunt,” losf said. “We thought you would have survived, if anyone did. Only one
of my men didn’t come back from the search. We never found him. Whereisyour cave?’

| turned to look around, then described as best | could where the cave was. “1 can take you there,” |
sad.

losif nodded. “If hisremains are ill there, I'll have them collected and buried.”

“I'msorry,” | repeated, my voice not much more than awhisper.



He stared at me, first with anger and grief, then, it seemed, only with sorrow. “You are, aren’'t you? I’'m
glad of that. Y ou’ ve forgotten who and what you are, but you gtill have at least some of the morality you
were taught.”

After awhile, Wright asked, “Why did you think she had abetter chance of surviving?’

“Her dark skin,” losif said. “The sun wouldn’t disable her a once. She' safaster runner than most of us,
in spite of her small size. And she would have come awake faster when everything sarted. She'salight
deeper, compared to most of us, and she does't absolutely have to deep during the day.”

“ She said she thought she was an experiment of somekind,” Wright said.

“Yes. Some of us havetried for centuriesto find waysto be less vulnerable during the day. Shori isour
latest and most successful effort in that direction. She' saso, through genetic engineering, part human. We
were experimenting with genetic engineering well before humanity learned to do it—before they even
learned that it was possible.”

“We, who?’ | asked.

“Our kind. We are Ina. We are probably responsible for much of the world’ s vampire mythology, but
among ourselves, wearelna”

The name meant no more to me than hisface did. It was so hard to know nothing—absol utely nothing all
thetime. “I hatethis” | said. “You tell methings, and | ill don't fed asthough | know them. They aren’t
red to me. What are we? Why are we different from human beings? Are we human beings? Are we just

another race?’

“No. WEe re not another race, we' re another species. We can’t interbreed with them. We' ve never been
ableto do that. Sex, but no children.”

“Are we rd ated to them? Where do we come from?’

“I think we must berelated to them,” he said. “We' re too genetically smilar to them for any other
explanation to belikely. Not al of us believe that, though. We have our own traditions—our own
folklore, our own rdigions. Y ou can read my booksif you want to.”

| nodded. “I’ll read them. | wonder if they’ [l mean anything to me.”

“You' ve probably suffered asevere head injury,” losif said. “I’ ve heard of this happening to us before.
Our tissue regenerates, even our brain tissue. But memories. . . well, sometimes they return.”

“And sometimesthey don't.”
1] Ya”

“I' know | had a head wound—more than one. The bones of my skull were broken, but they healed.
How can we survive such things?’

He amiled. “There sarecently developed bdief among some of our younger people that the Inalanded
here from another world thousands of years ago. | think it's nonsense, but who knows. | suppose that
idea s no worse than one of our oldest legends. It says we were placed here by agreat mother goddess
who created us and gave us Earth to live on until we became wise enough to come hometo livein
paradise with her. Actudly, | think we evolved right here on Earth alongsde humanity asacousin species
like the chimpanzee. Perhaps we re the more gifted cousin.”



| didn’t know what to think—or say—about any of that. “All right,” | said. “Y ou said the Inapeoplelive
in single-sex groups—men with men and women with women.”

“Adultsdo, yes. Y oung malesleave their mothers when they’ re alittle older than you are now. They live
thelast years of their childhood and al of their adult yearswith their fathers. I’ m the only surviving son of
my father’ sfamily so my sons have only one father. Our human symbionts may be of either sex, but
among us, sonslive with brothers and fathers.

Daughters live with their mothers and sgters. In acaselike this, though, since you' re not fully adult, you
would be welcometo join my community for awhile—until you get your memories back or relearn the
things you need to know and until you come of age.”

“I livewith Wright.”

“Bring him with you, of course, and any others you' ve cometo need. I’ [| have ahouse built for you and
yours”

| looked at Wright and was not surprised to see that he was shaking his head. “| have ajob,” he said.
“Hél, | havealife. Renee. . . Shori will bedl right with me.”

losf stared at him with an expression | couldn’t read. “And you will teach her about her people and their
ways?’ hesaid. “You'll teach her her history, and help her into the adulthood sheis gpproaching? You'll
help her find mates and negotiate with their family when the time comes?’ He stood straight and gazed
down at Wright. He wasn't that much taller than Wright, but he gave the impression of looking down
from agreat height. “Tell me how you will do thesethings.” he said.

Wright glared at him, his expression flickering between anger and uncertainty. Findly, helooked away.
After amoment, he shook his head. “Where?’ he asked.

“A few miles north of Darrington.”

“I’d want to keep my job.”

“Of course. Why not?’

“It'salongway. We'd. . . have ahouse?’

“You' d be guestsin my house until your houseis finished. WEe reinterested in keeping Shori safe and
teaching her what she needs to know to get on with her life. Y ou' re dready agreater part of her life than
youredize”

“| want to bewith her.”

“| want you with her. But tel me, what’ syour life been like with her? What do your friends and neighbors
think about your relaionship with her?”’

Wright opened his mouth, then closed it again. He stared an losif angrily.

losif nodded. “Y ou’ ve been hiding her. Of course you have—Ilest someone think you were having an
improper relationship with achild. Once you're living with us, there will be no need to hide. And to us,
thereis nothing improper about your reationship.”

eight



That same night, losif flew Wright and me up to see the community that was to become our new home,
Aswe arrived, we could see from the air five large, well-lit, two-story houses built aong what was
probably another private road. There were also two barns, severa sheds and garages, anima pens, and
fidldsand gardens, al afew miles north of the lights of asmal town—Darrington, | assumed.

losif promised to fly Wright and me back to the ruin later that night so that we could pick up Wright's car
and go back to his cabin. If thingswent as losf intended, we would move in aweek. He gave useach a
card that showed his address and phone numbers and that gave directions for driving to his community.
He said he would send atruck and two people to help load Wright' sthings onto it. Anything that didn’t
fit in our temporary quarters could be stored in one of the barns until our house was ready.

“Y ou livein such out-of-the-way places,” Wright complained. “ Thisis even moreisolated than the other
one. I’'m going to have ahell of acommute. | don’t know whether it’s going to be possible.”

losif ignored him. When we landed on alarge paved areanot far from the largest of the houses, he said,
“Y ou need to know that it' s best to avoid cities. Cities overload our senses—the noise, the smells, the
lights. .. They overload usin every possible way. Some of us get used to it, but othersjust get sick.”

“That' sasurprise,” Wright said. “The movies |’ ve seen and the books I’ ve read say vampireslike
cities—that their large populations makesit easy for vampiresto be anonymous.”

losif nodded. “Vampiresin books and movies usualy seem to betrying to kill people or trying to turn
them into vampires. Since we don'’t do either of those things, we don't need cities. Fortunately.” losf
turned and jumped out of his Side of the helicopter, while Wright did out the other side, then reached in
and lifted me out. Then Wright quickly caught up with logf and stood in his path like a human wall.

“I want to know what' s going to happen to me,” he said. “1 need to know that.”
losif nodded. “Of course you do.” He glanced a me. “How long have you two been together?”
“Elevendays” | sad.

“My God,” Wright said. “Eleven days?Isthat dl?1 fed asthough I’ ve had her with me for so much
longer than that.”

“And yet you're hedlthy and strong,” losf said. “ And you obvioudy to want to keep her with you.”

“I do. I’'m not entirdly surethat it smy idea, but | do. What will | become, though? What have |
become? You said shéell ... find amate. What happens to me then?’

“You are her first symbiont, the first member of her new family. Her mating can't change that. She'll visit
her mates and they’ Il visit her, but you' Il live with her. No one could separate the two of you now without
killing you, and no onewould try.”

“Killingme. .. ?Why would | die? What would | die of ?’
“Of thelack of what she provides.”
“But wha—7’

“Comeinto the house, Wright. I'll seethat you get dl the answersyou need. Y ou might not like them dl,
but you have aright to hear them.”

We walked from the side to the front of the large house. losf ’s community was clearly nocturnal. The



Inawere naturally nocturnal, and their symbionts had apparently adjusted to being awake at night. There
werelightsonin dl the houses, and people—human symbionts and their children, | guessed—moved
around, living their lives. A red-haired woman was backing acar out of agarage. She had asmall,
red-blond baby strapped into a special seat in the back. Two little boys were raking leaves, and pausing
now and then to throw them at one another. They were my size, and | wondered how old they were. A
little girl was sweeping leaves from a porch with abroom that was amost too big for her to manage. A
man was on aladder, doing something to the rain gutter of one of the houses. Severa adults stood talking
together in one of the broad yards.

Wright and | followed losif into the biggest house and found ourselvesin aroom that stretched from the
front to the back of the house. Wright' swhole cabin might have filled athird of it. There were severa
couches, severd chairslarge and small, and severd little tables scattered around the room.

losif sad, “We meet here on Sunday evenings or when there' s something that needs community-wide
discusson.”

There was abroad picture window on the backyard side of the great room;it ran acrossthe top half the
wadl from one end of the room to the other. At one of the end walls, there was a huge fireplace where a
log burned with much snapping and sparking. Books filled built-in bookcases on the two remaining walls.

In acorner near thefireplace, two men and awoman—all human—sat at asmall table, their heads
together, talking quietly. There were steaming cups of coffee on the table. Therewas no light in the room
except thefire. losf walked us over to the three people.

“Brook, Yae, Nicholas.”

They looked up, saw me, and were on their feet at once, staring. “ Shori!” the woman said. She came
around her chair and hugged me. She was astranger asfar as| was concerned, and | would have drawn
away from any possibility of ahug, but she smelled of losif. Something in me seemed to accept her. She
smelled of someone | had decided wasdl right. “My God, girl,” she said, “where have you been? | osif,
wheredid you find her?’

Both men looked a me, then at Wright. One of them smiled. “Welcome,” he said to Wright. “Lookslike
Shori was ableto take care of herself.”

losif put hishand on my shoulder asthe woman let me go. “Isany of thisfamiliar to you? Do you know
these people, this house?’

| shook my head. “I like the room, but | don’t remember it.” | looked at the three people. “And I’'m
sorry, but | don’t remember any of you ether.”

All three of them stared at | odf.

“Shewas very badly injured,” he said. “Head injuries. Asaresult, she'slost her memory. And shewas
aoneuntil shefound Wright Hamlin here. I'm hoping her memory will return.”

“Don’t you have your own medica people?” Wright asked. “People who know how to help your kind?’

“Wedo,” losf said. “But for Ina, that tends to mean someone to fix badly broken bones so that they heal
graight or binding serious wounds so that they’ || hedl faster.”

“Y ou don't want to see what they mean by a serious wound,
out, legs gone, that sort of thing.”

one of the men said. “Intestines spilling



“I don’t,” Wright agreed. “ Shori told me she had been badly burned aswell as shot. But she healed on
her own. Not ascar.”

“Except for not knowing hersdf or her people,” losf said. “I would cal that alarge scar. Unfortunately,
it’'snot one we know how to fix.”

“Did | havefriends here?” | asked. “People who might know me especialy well?’

“Your four brothers are here,” he said. Helooked at the three humans. “L ook after Wright for awhile,”
he sad. “ Answer fully any questions he asks. He' swith Shori now. He' s her firgt, but he knows dmost
nothing.” Hetook my arm and began to lead me away.

“Renee?’” Wright said to me, and | stopped. It eased something in meto hear him cal me by the name he
had given me. “Y ou okay?’ he asked.

| nodded. “Yél if youneed me. I'll hear.”
He nodded. He looked as though my words eased something in him.
| followed losf down along halway.

“These bedrooms belong to me and my human family,” hetold me. “They’ re the three you just met and
five otherswho aren’'t hereright now. They’ ve al been with mefor years. Eight isagood number for me,
athough at other timesin my life’ ve had seven or even ten. I'm wedthy enough to carefor dl of themiif
| haveto, and they feed me. They’ refree to hold jobs away from the community, even live e sawhere
part time, and sometimesthey do. But &t least three of them are always here. They work out a schedule
among themsdves”

We went through a door at the end of the hallway and out onto a broad lawn. | stopped in the middle of
thelawn. “Do they mind?’ | asked.

1] M i m?,

“That you need eight. That none of them can be your only one.” | paused. “Because | think Wright is
goingtomind.”

“When he understands that you have to have others?’

“ YS”

“He ll mind. | can seethat he' svery possessive of you—and very protective” He paused, then said, “Let
him mind, Shori. Tak to him. Help him. Reassure him. Stop violence. But let him fed what hefedsand
settle hisfedings hisown way.”

“All right.”

“| suspect thiskind of thing needs to be said more to my sons than to you, but you should heer it, at least
once: treat your people wdll, Shori. Let them seethat you trust them and let them solve their own
problems, make their own decisions. Do that and they will willingly commit their livesto you. Bully them,
control them out of fear or malice or just for your own convenience, and after awhile, you'll haveto
gpend dl your time thinking for them, controlling them, and stifling their resentment. Do you understand?’

“I do, yes. I've made him do things but only to keep him safe—mosily to keep him safe from
me—epecidly when Raeigh Curtisshot me.”



He nodded. “ That sort of thing is necessary whether they understand or not. How many do you have
other than Wright?’

“I’'ve drunk from five others, but Wright doesn’t know about any of them.” | paused, then looked at him.
“I don’t know whether they’ ve come to need me. How will | be ableto tell about the others? Will you
look at them and tell me?’

“Itisn't dght,” hesaid, “it’ s scent. Did you notice Brook’ s scent?’
“Sheandled of you.”

“And Wright smells of you—unmistakably. The scent won't wash away or wear away. It's part of them
now. That should give you someideaof how we hold them.”

“Something, some chemicd, in our sdiva?’

“Exactly. We addict them to asubstance in our saliva—in our venom—that floods our mouths when we

feed. I've heard it called apowerful hypnotic drug. It makes them highly suggestible and deeply attached
to the source of the substance. They come to need it. Brook and Wright both need it. Brook knows, and
by now, Wright probably knows, too.”

“Andthey dieif they can’'t haveit?’

“They dieif they’'retaken from usor if wedie, but their death is caused by another component of the
venom. They die of strokes or heart attacks because we aren’t there to take the extrared blood cells that
our venom encourages their bodies to make. Their doctors can help them if they understand the problem
quickly enough. But their psychologica addiction tendsto prevent them from going to adoctor. They
hunt for their Ina—or any Inauntil it' stoo late.”

“Until they die or until they’re badly disabled.”

“Yes. And evenif they find an Inanot their own, they might not survive. They die unless another of usis
ableto take them over. That doesn't dwayswork. Their bodies detect individua differencesin our
venom, and those differences make them sick when they have to adapt to anew Ina. They’re addicted to
their particular Inaand no other. And yet we dwaystry to savether livesif their Inasymbiont hasdied.
When | redized what had happened to your mothers' community, | told my people to ook for wounded
human symbionts aswell asfor you. | knew my matesweredead. | . . . found the places where they
died, found their scents and smdll fragments of charred flesh ..

| gave him amoment to remember the dead and to deal with hisobvious pain. | found that | dmost
envied hispain. He hurt because he remembered. After awhile, | said, “Y ou didn’t find anyone?’

“Wedidn’'t find anyone dive. Hugh Tang, the man you killed, found you, but we didn’t know that.”
“All dead,” | whispered. “And for me, it' s asthough they never existed.”

“I'msorry,” hesaid. “1 can't even pretend to understand what it’ slike for you to be missing so much of
your memory. | want to help you recover as much of it as possible. That's why we need to get you
moved into my house and dealing with people who know you.” He hesitated. “To do that, we need to
clear away the remnants of the life you' ve been living with Wright. So think. Which of the humansyou’ve
been feeding from has begun to smell as much like you as Wright does?’

| carefully reviewed my last contact with each of the humanswho had fed me. “None of them,” | said.
“But there sone ... she' s older—too old to have children—buit | like her. | want her.”



He gave me along sad look. “Y our attentions will keep her hedthy and help her live longer than she
would otherwise, but with such alate sart, she won't live much past one hundred, and it’ sgoing to be
redly painful for you when shedies. It'saways hard to lose them.”

“Can she stay here?’

“Of course. There salarge guest wing on the side of the great room opposite my family rooms. Y ou and
yours can live therein comfort and privacy until we get your house built.”

“Thank you.”
“You'll need more than two humans.”
“I don't like the othersthat I’ ve been using. | needed them, but | don’t want to keep them.”

He nodded. “1t goes that way sometimes. I’ll introduce you to others. | know adult children of our
symbionts who have been waiting and hoping to join an Inachild. Some of them can’'t wait tojoin us;
otherscan’t wait to leave us. But before you meet them, you' Il have to spend the next week going once
more to each of the onesyou don’'t want. You'll haveto talk to them, tell them to forget you, and
become just aromantic dream to them. Otherwise, chances are they’ll look for you. They don’t need
you, but they’ [l want you. They might waste their liveslooking for you.”

“All right.”

We began to walk again. He said, “I’m taking you to see your youngest brother, Stefan, because you
were closeto him. Y ou spent the firgt twenty-five years of your life with him at your mothers community.
The two of you were dways phoning each other after Stefan moved here. While you' re with him, though,
don’'t mention Hugh Tang.”

“All right.”
“Did you kill Hugh because you' d gone mad with hunger? Did you est him?”’

1] . ya”

“I thought so. He was Stefan’ s symbiont. He had met you severd times, and Stefan chose him to be part
of the search party because he knew Hugh would recognize you. I'll tell your brother what happened
later.”

We entered one of the smaler houses through the back door. In the kitchen, we found three women
working. One was stirring and seasoning something in a pot on the stove, one was searching through a
huge, double-doored refrigerator, and one was mixing thingsin alarge bowl.

“Esther, Cdia, Daryl,” losf said, gesturing toward each of them as he said their names so that | would
know who was who. Two of them, Esther and Celia, had skin as dark asmine, and | looked at them
with interest. They werethe first black people | remembered meeting. And yet the genesfor my dark
skin had to have come from someone like these women. The women turned to look at us, saw me, and
Esther whispered my name.

“Shori! Oh my goodness.”

But they were dl strangersto me. losf told them what had happened to me, while | examined each face.
| could seethat they knew me, but | didn’t know them. | felt tired dl of asudden, hopdess. | followed
losif into the living room where he introduced me to my youngest brother, Stefan, and to more of his



human symbionts—two men and two women. The symbionts left us as soon asthey’ d greeted me and
heard about my memory loss. | did not know them, didn’t know the house, didn’t know anything.

Then | did know one small thing—something | deduced rather than remembered. | could see that Stefan
was darker than losif, darker than Wright. He was alight brown to my darker brown, and that meant . . .

“Y ou're an experiment, too,” | said to him when we' d talked for awhile.

“Of course |l am,” he said. 1 should have been you, so to speak. We have the same black human

| smiled, comforted that | had been right to believe that one of my mothers had been ablack human. “Did
| know her?’

“Y ou were her favorite. Whenever | did something wrong, she' d shake her head and say | wasn't redlly
what she had in mind anyway.” He smiled sadly, remembering. “ She said | wastoo much like losif.”

“And someone murdered her,” | said. “ Someone murdered them dl.”
“Someonedid.”
“Why?Why would anyone do that?

He shook hishead. “If we knew why, we might aready have found out who. | don’t understand how this
person was able to kill everyone—except you. Our Inamothers were powerful. They should have been .
.. much harder to kill.”

“Could it have happened because humans thought we were vampires?’ | asked. “I mean, if they thought
wewereKkilling people, they might have—"

“No,” Stefan and logf said together. Then losf said, “Welivein rura areas. People around us know one
another. They know us—or they think they do. No one had died mysterioudy in my mates home
territory except my mates themsdves and their community.”

“I don’t mean that we have been killing people,” | said. “I mean ... what if someone saw one of us
feedingand . . . drew the wrong conclusons?’

losif and Stefan looked at one another. Finally losif said, “I don’'t believe that could have happened.
Y our mothers and ssters were even more careful than we are”

“| don't believe humans could have doneit,” Stefan said.
“I was burned and shot,” | said. “ Anyone can use fire and guns.”

losf shook hishead. “I questioned severd of the people who live near your mothers community. There
was nothing wrong, no trouble, no suspicions, no grudges.”

“When | went to the ruin today,” | said, “someone had been there. He was human, young, unarmed, and
he' d walked al around the ruin. Did you notice?’

“Yes. He prowls. He livesin your generd area but down toward the town of Gold Bar. HE' s sixteen, and
| suspect he prowlswithout his parents knowledge.” He shook his head. “We combed the area very
thoroughly. He was one of the people we checked. He didn’t know anything. No one knows anything.”

| sighed. “They don't and | don’t.” | looked from one lean, sharp face to the other, redlizing that they had



drawn away from me alittle, and now they looked oddly uncomfortable. They fidgeted and glanced at
one another now and then.

| said, “Tel meabout my family, my mothers. How many mothersdid | have anyway? Were they dl
ggtersexcept for the human one? How many sistersdid | have?’

“Our mothers were three ssters,” Stefan said, “and one human woman who donated DNA. Also, there
were two eldermothers—our mothers surviving mothers. The two e dermothers were the oneswho
made it possble for us—you in particular—to be born with better-than-usua protection from the sun and
more daytime aertness.”

“They integrated the human DNA with our own somehow?’

“They did, yes. They were both over 350 years old, and biology fascinated them. Once their children
were mated, they studied with humans from severa universities and with other Inawho wereworking on
the problem. They understood more about the uses of virusesin genetic engineering than anyone I’ve
ever heard of, and they understood it well before humans did. They were fantastic people to work with
and talk to.” He paused, shaking hishead. “1 il can't believe that they’ re dead—that someone would
murder them that way.”

“Could their work be the reason they were murdered?’ | asked. “Did anyone object to it or try to stop
it?”

Stefan looked at 1osif and 1osif shook hishead. “I don't believe so. Shori, our people have been trying to
do thisfor generations. If you could remember, you' d know what a celebrity you are. People traveled
from South America, Europe, Asia, and Africato see you and to understand what our mothers had
done.”

“Thereare Inain Africa, and they haven't done this?’
“Not yet.”
“Was anyone visting just before the fire?”

“Don’'t know,” losif said. “1 hadn’t spoken to your mothersfor aweek and ahalf. When | phoned them
inthe early morning and told them | wanted to vist the next night, they said they would be expecting me.
They saidif | came, | had to stay afew days.” He smiled, apparently taking pleasurein his memories,
then his expression sagged into sadness. “ They told meto bring at least five symbionts. | took them at
their word. The next night, | gathered five of my people and drove down there. Vasile had wanted to use
the helicopter for something so | took one of the bigger cars. When | got there, | found smoke and ashes
and death.” He paused, staring out into nothing. “Once I’ d seen it and understood it, | called hometo get
Stefan and Radu to come down with some of their symbiontsto help clean things up, to hunt for
survivors, and to keep our secrets secret.”

So that was how Hugh Tang had wound up at the cave looking for me. “What have you learned since
then?’ | asked.

Heturned away from me, paced afew steps away, then the same few back. “Nothing!” Theword wasa
harsh whisper. “Not one goddamned thing.”

| sghed. Suddenly, I’d had enough. “1 think | need to go home,” | said. “Let’ sgo get Wright, and you
can take us back to theruin.”

“You arehome.” He stood in front of me and looked down at me with an expression | couldn’t read,



except that it wasn't an atogether friendly expression. “Y ou must think of this place as your home.”

“I'will,” I said. “I’ll be glad to come back here and learn more about my life, my family. But I'm tired
now. | fed . .. | need to go back to thingsthat fed familiar.”

“I was hoping to convince you to stay here until tomorrow night,” he said.
| shook my head. “ Take me back.”

“Shori, it would be best for you to stay here. Wright has hidden you successtully for thislong, but if
anything went wrong, if even one person spotted you with him and decided to make trouble—"

“Y ou promised to give usaweek,” | said. “ That was the first promise you made me.”
He stared down at me. | stared back.

After awhile, he sighed and turned away. “ Child, I’ ve lost everyone but you.”

Stefan said, “All of our femalefamily isdead, Shori. You'rethelast.”

| wanted more than ever to go home, to be away from them and aone with Wright. And yet they pulled
at me somehow—my father and my brother. They were strangers, but they were my father and my
brother. “I'm sorry,” | said. “| need to go.”

“Welnaare sexudly territoria,” losf said. “ And you're alittle too old to be sharing territory with the
adult maes of your family—with any adult Inamale snce you' re too young to mate. That’ swhat's
bothering you.”

“You mean | fed uncomfortable with you and Stefan just because you' re mae?’
[1] Ya”
“Then how can live here?’

“Let’sgo back to Wright. | think you'll fedl better when you' rewith him.” Heled me away from Stefan
toward aside door. | looked back once, but Stefan had aready turned away.”

“Ishefeding territoria, too?’ | asked.

“No. He' swilling for you to be here because he fears for you—and for himsalf. And you' re not mature
yet, so there' sno real danger ...”

“Danger?’
He led me through the door, and we headed back across the lawn.
“Danger, logf?’

“We are not human, child. Mae and femae Inaadultsdon’t live together. We can’'t. Mates vist, but
thet'sdl.”

“What isthe danger?’

“Asyour body changes, and especialy as your scent changes, you will be percelved more and more as
an avallable adult femde.”



“By my brothers?’
He nodded, looking away from me.
113 By ywl?l

Another nod. “Wewon't hurt you, Shori. Truly, wewon't. By the time you come of age, I'll have found
mates for you. | was already taking to the Gordon family about you and your sisters. .. Now . .. now |
intend to sal your mothers' land. That money should be enough to give you astart a a different location
whenyou'realittle older.”

“| don't think | want to live here.”

“I' know, but it will bedl right. It will only be until you look more adult. Y our brothersand | have our
genetic predispositions—our ingtincts—but we are dso intelligent. We are aware of our urges. We can
gand 4ill even when the ingtinct to moveis powerful.”

“Yousad!l'machild.”

“Y ou are, now more than ever with your memory loss. Y ou can play sexualy with your symbionts, but
you' re too young to mate. Y ou can't yet conceive achild, and you're not yet aslarge or as strong asyou
will be. Y our scent right now isinteresting, but for us, it’smoreirritating than enticing.”

Wewent back into hishouse. “ Y ou' |l take us back to the ruintonight,” 1 told him. *'Y ou said you would.
Were you speaking the truth?”

“I was, but | shouldn’t have said it. I'm afraid for you, Shori.”
“Butyou'll doit.”
Therewasalong slence. Findly heagreed. “1 will.”

We went down the long halway again and into the great room. There, Wright sat donein one of the
large chairs. The other three humans had left him. | went up to him, wanting to touch him from behind,
wanting to lay my hands on his shoulders, but not doing it. | wondered what losif’s symbionts had said to
him, what they had made him fed about being with me. | walked around and stood in front of him,
looking down, trying to sense hismood.

Helooked up at me, hisfacetelling me only that he was not happy. “What happens now?’ he asked.
“Wego home” | said.

Helooked at losf, then back at me. “Y eah? Okay.” He got up, then spoketo losif. “Y ou'reletting her
go?1 didn't redly believe you would do that.”

“Y ou thought | waslying to you?" losf said.
“I thought your . . . paternd fedings might kick in and make you keep her in spite of your promise.”
“She' stough and resilient, but | fear for her. I’'m desperate to keep her.”

“Shewantstogo...and. . .| understand why. Keep her hidden, Wright. Except for my people and
hers, | don’t believe anyone knows she' sdive. | even got that boy, Raleigh Curtis, to forget about her.



Keep her hidden and bring her back to me on Friday.”
Wright licked hislips. “1 don’t understand, but Il bring her back.”

“Even though you don’t want to?’

1] ”

.. YEs.
They looked a each other, each wearing asmilar expression of weariness, misery, and resgnation.

| took Wright's hand, and the three of us went out to the copter. Wright said nothing more. Helet me
hold his hand, but he did not hold mine.

nine

Wright and | didn’t talk until we reached the car. We had flown dl the way back to the ruin in silence,
had said good-bye to losif and watched him fly away. When we got into the car and began our drive
home, Wright finally said, “Y ou have others dready, don't you? Other . . . symbionts.”

“Not yet,” | said. “I’ve goneto othersfor nourishment. | can’t take dl that | need from you every night.
But | haven't. . .| mean none of theothers. . .”

“None of the others are bound to you yet.”
13 Ya”
“Why am|?’

“I wanted you.” | touched his shoulder, rested my hand on his upper arm. “I think you wanted me, too.
From the night you found me, we wanted each other.”

Heglanced a me. “I don’t know. | never redlly had achanceto figure that out.”

“Youdid. When | was shot, | gave you achance. It was ... very hard for meto do that, but | didit. |
would have let you go—helped you go.”

“And you think | could have just gone away and not come back? | had to leave you lying on the ground
bleeding. Y ou insisted onit. How could I not come back to make sure you were dl right?”

“You knew | would hesl. | told you you weren't bound to me then. | offered you freedom. | told you |
wouldn’'t be ableto offer it again.”

“I remember,” he said. He sounded angry. “But | didn’t know then that | was agreeing to be part of a
harem. Y ou left thet little bit out.”

| knew what a harem was. One of the books I’ d read had referred to Dracula sthree wives as his
harem, and I’ d looked the word up. “Y ou're not part of aharem,” | said. “Y ou and | have asymbiotic
relationship, and it' sardationship that | want and need. But didn’t you see dl those children? 1’|l have
mates someday, and you can have yours. Y ou can have afamily if you want one.”

Heturned to glare a me, and the car swerved, forcing him to pay attention to hisdriving. “What am |
supposed to do? Help produce the next generation of symbionts?’



| kept quiet for amoment, wondering at theragein hisvoice. “What would be the point of that?’ | asked
findly.

“Just as easy to snatch them off the Street, en?””

| Sghed and rubbed my forehead. “losf said the children of some symbionts stay in the hope of finding an
Inachild to bond with. Others choose to make lives for themsalves outside.”

He made a sound—amaost amoan. For awhile, he said nothing.

Findly, | asked, “Do you want to leave me?’

“Why bother to ask methat?’ he demanded. “1 can't leave you. | can’t even redlly want to leave you.”
“Then what do you want?’

He sighed and shook hishead. “1 don’t know. | know | wish | had driven past you on the road eleven
nights ago and not stopped. And yet, | know that if | could have you dl to mysdlf, I'd stop for you again,
even knowing what | know about you.”

“That would kill you. Quickly.”
“I know.”

But hedidn’t care—or he didn’t think he would have cared. “What did those three people tell you?” |
asked. “What did they say that’s made you so angry and so miserable? Wasit only that | take blood
from severa symbiontsingtead of draining one person until | kill him?’

“That probably would have been enough.”

| rested my head againgt hisarm so that | could touch him without looking at him. | needed to touch him.
And yet, he had to understand. “I’ ve fed from you and from five other people—three women and two
men. I'll keep one of the women if she wantsto stay with me. | think shewill. The otherswill forget me
or remember me asjust adream.”

“Did you deep with any of them?’

“Did | have sex with them, you mean? No. Except for the one woman, | fed and came back to you. |
stayed longer with her because something in her comforts and pleases me. Her nameis Theodora
Harden. | don’t know why | like her so much, but | do.”

“Swing both ways, do you?’

| frowned, startled and confused by the terrible bitternessin hisvoice. “What?’
“Sex with men and with women?’

“With my symbiontsif both they and | want it. For the moment, that’ syou.”
“For the moment.”

| reached up to dip my hand under his jacket and shirt to touch the bare flesh of his neck. It was
unmarked. | had only nipped him alittle for pleasure the night before, then | went to one of the others
while he dept. He had hedled by morning. Tonight, | had intended to do something that wouldn't hedl
nearly asfast.



And yet when we reached his cabin, we went in and went to bed without saying or doing anything at al. |
didn’t bite him because he clearly didn’'t want meto. | fell adeep fitted againgt hisfurry back, taking
comfort in his presence even though he was angry and confused. At least he didn’t push me away.

Findly, sometime later, he shook me awake, shook me hard, saying, “Doit! Do it, damnit! | should get
some pleasure out of dl thisif | don’'t get anything dse”

| put my fingersover hislips gently. When hefdl silent, | kissed first his mouth, then histhroat. He was so
angry—so filled with rage and confusion.

Herolled onto me, pushing my legs gpart, pushing them out of hisway, then thrust hard into me. | bit him
more deeply than | had intended and wrapped my arms and legs around him as | took hisblood. He
groaned, writhing againgt me, holding me, thrusting harder until | had taken al | needed of hisblood, until
he had all he needed of me.

After along while, heralled off me, sated for the moment in body if not in mind.
“Did | hurt you?’ he asked very softly.

| pulled mysdlf onto his chest and lapped at the ragged edges of the bite. “ Y ou didn’'t hurt me,” | said.
“Wereyou trying to hurt me?’

“I think | was,” he said.
| went on lgpping. Therewas more bleeding than usudl. “Did | hurt you?” | asked.

“No, of course not. What you do ought to hurt, but except for that first instant when you break the skin,
it never does.” He dipped hisarms around me, and it was more the way he usualy held me.

“It'sgood to know we don’t hurt each other even when we're upset.”

“I don’t know how to ded with al this, Renee ... Shori. It'slike being told that extraterrestrials have
arrived, and I’ m deeping with one of them.”

| laughed. “ That may betrue, except that if we arrived, it must have happened thousands of years ago.”

“Do you believe that—that your people come from another planet? | remember your father said
something about atheory likethat.”

“According to losf, some younger Inabelieve it. Some don’'t. He does't. | don’t know what to think
about it. If | could get my memory back, then maybe I’ d have an opinion that was worth bothering
about.”

“Doyou believelosf isyour father?’
| nodded againgt his chest. Then the sweet smdll of his blood made me go on licking at the bite.
“Why?If he' sastranger to you, why do you believe him?’

“I don't know. Maybeit' s something about his manner, hisbody language. But more likely it's his scent.

| kept hoping to remember something while | waswith him, any little thing. But there was nothing. He
introduced meto my brother Stefan, and till, there was nothing. But | never doubted that they were who
they said they were. And dl their human symbionts recognized me.”

“Yegh,” Wright said.



“Y ou talked to three symbionts. Do you think they were lying?’

“No, | don’t think they werelying.” He ran his hand over my head and down my back. “ They said | was
lucky to have you—Ilucky to be your first. That waswhen | redized that ... of courseyou' d haveto
aready have others, even though | didn’t know about them. Then the woman, Brook, told medl Ina
have severa symbionts.”

“How much blood do you think you could provide?’
“You...youtaste mejust about every day.”
“Jugt alittle. I craveyou. | do. And | enjoy pleasuring you.”

“That' stheright attitude,” he said. Herolled over, trapping me beneath him and thrust into me again. This
time | was the one who could not let out agroan of pleasure. He laughed, ddlighted.

Later, aswe lay together, more satisfied, more at ease, he said, “ They’ | be coming for us next Friday.”
“Yes” | said. “I don’'t want to go live with them, but | think we haveto.”
“I wasgoing to say that.”

“I need to learn how to set up my own household—how to make it work. When | can do that, when I’ ve
learned the things | need to know to do that, we'll go out on our own.”

“How big ahousehold?” he asked.

“You, me, five or six others. We don't dl haveto livein the same house the way my brothers do with
their symbionts, but we need to be near one another.”

“It' [l be rough to live together in your father’ shouse.”

“Hesayshe'll sl my mothers property, and when I’ m older, the money will give me astart somewhere
de”

“And he'll hook you up withamale Ina, or rather, with agroup of Inabrothers. My God, agroup of
brothers. . .”

| said nothing. My mothers had lived together in the same community, shared amate, and worked things
out somehow. It could be done. It wasthe Inaway. “ That will al happen in thefuture,” | said. “Next
week, we' |l beinroomsat losif ’shouse, you and | and Theodora. She' s one of our neighbors, afew
doors down. Y ou might know her.”

Therewas along silence. Findly he asked, “1s she pretty?’

| smiled. “Not pretty. Not young either. But | like her.”

“Areyou goingtotdl hertojoinus. .. or ask her?’

“AK her. But she'll come.”

“Because she' sdready falen so far under your influence that shewon't be able to help hersdf?’
“She'll want to come. She doesn’t have to, but she'll want to.”

Hesghed. “I think the scariest thing about dl this so far isthat al three of those symbionts seem



genuindy happy. What do you figure? Old logf told them they wereliving in the best of adl possble
worlds, and they bought it because asfar asthey’ re concerned, he's God?’

“Hedidn’t,” | said.
“Y ou asked?’

“Hetold methat it was wrong, shortsighted, and harmful to symbiontsto do such things. | didn’t ask. |
had aready figured thet out.”

“So you believe that' swhat he believes?’

“| do, at least on this subject.”

“Shit”

| kissed him and turned over and went to deep.

During the next week, | visited each of my people, fed from them, and said good-bye. | became adream
to them, aslosf had suggested, and | left them. Findly, on Thursday, | visited Theodora.

| paid attention to her house and waited until shortly after sunset when shewasdone. Then | visited her.

| hadn’t seen her for awhile, but as| looked at her large, handsome housg, it occurred to me that in spite
of what | had said to Wright, perhaps | should not ask Theodorato join me until | had ahome, something
more than roomsin losif ' s house to offer her. The thought surprised me. It occurred to me after |
reached her front door and rang the doorbell.

| heard her come to the door. Then there was along pause while, | suppose, she looked out through the
peephole and tried to figure out who | might be. She had never seen me before. | had visited her in
darknessthree times and had not alowed her to turn on alight. She must have gotten an idea of my
generd Size, but she had never seen my face, my coloring, or the fact that | |ooked so young.

Findly, she opened the door, looked down at me questioningly, and said, “Hello there.”

“Hdlo,” | said, and as she recognized my voice, as her expression began to change to one of shock, |
sd, “Invitemein.”

At once, she sood aside and said, “Comein.”

Thiswas abit of vampiretheater. | knew it, and | wasfairly sure she knew it, too. She had probably
been brushing up on vampires recently. Of course, | didn’t need permission to enter her home or anyone
dse's | didfind it interesting, though, that human beings made up these fantasy safeguards, little magics,
like garlic and crucifixes, that would somehow keep them safe from my kind—or from what they
imagined my kind to be.

| walked past her into the house. There was, near the front door, abroad staircase on one side and a
living room dmogt aslarge aslosf 's on the other. The wallswere avery pale green, and the woodwork
waswhite. All the furniture was, somehow, exactly where it should be and exactly what it should be. l1osf
’sliving room was more lived-in, more imperfect, more comfortableto bein. | began to fed even more
uneasy about asking Theodorato come with me.

She came up behind me, and when | turned to face her, she stopped, staring a me with akind of horror.

“Isit my skin color or my gpparent age that’ s upsetting you so?’ | asked.



“Why are you here?’ she demanded.
“Totak withyou,” | said. “To haveyou seeme.”
“| didn’t want to see you!”

| nodded. “I1t will make adifference,” | said, “but not as great a difference asyou think.” | went to her,
took her arm, tried to lead her into the perfect living room.

She pulled back and said, “Not here.” She took my hand and led me up the stairsinto aroom whose
walls were covered with books. There was a sofaand two chairs aso piled high with books and papers.
In the middle of the room was alarge, messy desk covered with open books, papers, acomputer and
monitor, aradio, atelephone, abox of pencils and pens, astack of notebooks and crossword puzzle
magazines, along decorative wooden box of compact discs, bottles of aspirin, hand lotion, antacid,
correction fluid, and who knew what el se.

| stared at it and burst out laughing. 1t was the most disorderly mass of stuff | had run across, and yet it al
looked—felt—familiar. Had | once had an equaly messy desk? Had one of my mothersor sisters?|
would ask losif. Anyway, it was the opposite of the living room downgtairs, and that was arelief.

Theodora had been clearing books off achair so that | could sit down. She stopped when | laughed,
followed my gaze, and said, “ Oh. | forget how awful that must look to strangers. No one ever seesit but
me”

| laughed again. “No, thisiswho you are. Thisiswhat | wanted to see.” | drew adeep breath, assuring
myself that shewas il free of me, till unaddicted. She was, and that was agood thing, although it felt
likeaflaw | should fix at once.

“I write poetry,” she said. She dmost seemed embarrassed about it. “I’ ve published three books. Poetry
doesn't redlly pay, but | enjoy writing it.”

| took some of the books off the sofaand piled them on the chair she had been clearing for me, then took
her hand and drew her to the sofa. She sat with me even though she didn’t want to—or she didn’t want
to want to. | felt that she was teaching me about hersalf every moment. | turned her to face me and just
enjoyed looking at her. She had waist-length, dark-brown hair with many strands of gray. Her eyeswere
the same dark brown as her hair, and the flesh a the corners of them was indented with arrays of fine
lines—the only lines on her face. Shewas alittle heavier than was good for her. Plump might have been
the best word to describe her. 1t made her face full and round. She wore no makeup at al—not even
lipstick. She had been at home, relaxing without her family around her.

After amoment, | leaned against her, put my head on her shoulder, and she put her arm around me, then
took it away, then put it back. She smelled remarkably enticing.

“| don't understand,” she said.

“| don't either,” | said. “But the things | don’t understand are probably not the same ones giving you
trouble. How long do we have before your family comes home?’

“They’revigting my son-in-law’ sfamily in Portland. They won't be home until tomorrow.” The moment
she said this, she began to ook nervous, as though she was afraid of what | might make of her solitude,
her vulnerahility.

“Good,” | said. “1 need to talk to you, tell you my story, hear yours. Then | have something to ask of
you.”



“Who areyou?’ she demanded. “What'syour name? What . . . What ...?7’
“What am 1?7’
“...yes.” Shelooked away, embarrassed.

| pulled her down to acomfortable level and bit her gently, then hard enough to start blood flowing on its
own so that | could be lazy and just take it asit came. After awhile, | said, “Youtold mel wasa
vampire”

She had not objected to anything I’ d done even when | climbed onto her lap, straddled her, and rested
aganst her, lapping occasiondly at the blood. She put her arms around me and held me againgt her as

though | might try to escape.

“You areavampire,” she said. “ Although according to what I’ ve read, you' re supposed to be atall,
handsome, fully grown white man. Just my luck. But you must be avampire. How could you do thisif
you weren't? How could | let you do it? How could it fed so good when it should be disgusting and
painful? And how could the wound hedl so quickly and without scars?’

“You don't believein vampires.”

“I didn't useto. And I never thought they would be so smdl and ... like you.”
“I'vebeen cdled andfinlittlegirl.”

“That’ sexactly right.”

“Inaway, itis. I’m achild according to the standards of my people, but my people age more dowly than
yours, and | have an extra problem. | may be older than you arein years. Asfar asmy memory is
concerned, though, | was born just afew weeks ago.”

“But how can that—7"

“Shh.” | started to get off her [ap, and shetried to hold me where | was. “No,” | said. “Let mego.” She
released me, and | sat beside her and leaned againgt her.

“Three, maybe four weeks ago,” | began, “1 woke up in ashalow cave afew milesfrom here. I’'m being
vague about when and where because | don’t know enough to be exact. During my first daysin the cave
| was blind and in and out of consciousness. | wasin alot of pain, and I had no memory of anything that

had happened before the cave.”

“Amnesa”

“Yes” | told her therest of it, told her about killing Hugh Tang, but not about eating him, told her about
hunting deer and eating them. | told her about Wright finding me and taking mein, and about finding my
father and brothers. | told her thelittle | knew about the Inaand about what an Inacommunity waslike. |
told her I wasn't human, and she believed me. She wasn't even surprised.

“Y ou want me to be part of such acommunity?’ she asked.
“I do, but not yet.”
“Not . . . yet?’

“My father is having a house built for me. Cometo me when the houseisready. I'll seetoit thet there's



space for your books and other things—a place where you can write your poetry.”
“How long?’

“I don’'t know. No morethan ayear.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want to wait that long.”

| was surprised. | had been careful to let her make up her own mind, and | had believed she would come
with me, but not so quickly. “1 have nothing to offer you now,” | said. “I’ll beliving in roomsin my

father’ s house. He says you can come, but when | saw what you have here, | thought you' d want to wait
until you could have something Smilar with me.”

“I have no patience,” she said. “I want to be with you now.”

| liked that more than | could have said, and yet | wondered about it. “Why?’ | asked her. | had no idea
what shewould say.

She blinked at me, looked surprised, hurt. “Why do you want me?’

| thought about that, about how to say it in away she might understand. “Y ou have aparticularly good
scent,” | said. “1 mean, not only do you smell hedlthy, you smell ... open, wanting, done. When | cameto
you thefirst time, you were afraid at firgt, then glad and welcoming, excited, but you didn’t smell of other

people.”
Shefrowned. “Do you mean that | smelled londy?’

“I think s0, yes, longing, needing . . .”
“I didn't imaginethat londiness had a scent.”
“Why do you want me?’ | repeated.

She hugged me againgt her. “I am londly,” she said. “ Or | was until you cameto methat first time.

Y ou’'ve made mefed morethan | havesincel wasagirl. | hoped you would go on wanting me—or at
least that’ swhat | hoped when | wasn't worrying that | waslosing my mind, imagining things.” She
hesitated. “Y ou need me,” she said. “No one else does, but you do.”

“Your family?’

“Not redly, no. Thisismy home, and I’'m glad to be able to help my daughter and her husband by having
them comelive here, but snce my husband died, al I’ veredlly cared about—all I’ ve been ableto care
about—is my poetry.”

“Y ou would be able to bring only some of your thingsto my father’ shouse,” | said.
“A few boxes of books, some clothing, and I'll befine.”

| looked around the room doubtfully. “Wright and | will be moving tomorrow. I'll need your telephone
number s0 | can reach you. If you don’t change your mind, we' |l come back for you and your thingsthe
Friday after next.”

“Promiseme.”

“l have”



“Will you stay with metonight?
“For awhile. Have you egten?’

“Eaten?’ Shelooked at me. “1 haven't even thought of eating, although | suppose I’ d better. Do you eat
regular food at dl, ever?’

“ NO_”

“All right. Come kegp me company in the kitchen while | microwave something to est. | don't think |
should miss very many medlsif I’ m going to be with you.”

“Exactly right,” | said, and enjoyed every moment of the flesh-to-flesh contact when she bent and kissed
me

ten.
No one camefor us on Friday.

When the night was half gone, Wright tried to phone losif—tried each of the numbers he had given us. At
firgt, there was no answer, then there was a computerized voice saying that the number he was calling
was out of service. He made severd fruitless attempts.

“We need to go there,” | said.
Helooked at me for amoment, then nodded. “Let’sgo,” he said.

| grabbed a blanket from the bed, thinking that we might have to spend part of the coming day in the car.
| didn’t want to think about why that might happen, but | wanted to be ready for it. Thoughts of the
burned-out ruin that had been my mothers community jumped into my mind, and | couldn’t ignore them.

Wright was not certain how to reach losif ’s community. His maps didn’t show the tiny community, of
course. losif ’s card contained a sketch of amap that turned out to be hard to follow. We got onto what
seemed to be theright side-road, but found no turn off where Wright had expected one. We tried
another side road, then another, but ill did not find the community.

Findly, | did what | hadn’t wanted to do.

“Thisisnogood,” | said. “We reintheright generd area. Find aplaceto park, and I’ll go out and find
the community. | canfind it by scent if not by sght.”

Hedidn’t want me to go. He wanted to keep driving around or, if necessary, go home and try again
during the day.

| shook my head. “Find a safe place and park. | need to go to them and seethat they're dll right. And if
.. if they’renot dl right, if thisisanything like what happened to my mothers, you can't bethere. If my
father or my brothersareinjured, they’ |l be dangerous. They might not be able to stop themsalves from
killingyou.”

“And egting me,” he said. He didn’'t even make it aquestion.

| said nothing for amoment, stared at him. Had the human symbiontstold him or had he guessed? | hated
that he knew but clearly, he did know. “Yes” | admitted finally. “ That's probably what would happen.



Park and wait for me.”

He parked on the highway at a place where the road’ s shoulder waswide. “ Thiswill do aswell as
anywhere,” hesad. “If anyone wantsto know what I’'m up to, | got deepy and decided to play it safe
and catch anap.”

“If you haveto move,” | said, “wait for me somewhere south of here dong theroad. I'll find you. If you
haveto leave the area—"

“I won't leave you!”

“Wright, hear me. Do this. If you' rein danger from the police, from an Ina, from anyone at al, leave me,
go home. I'll get therewhen | can. Don’'t look for me. Go home.”

He shook his head, but he would do it. After amoment, he said, “Y ou honestly believe you could find
your way to my cabin from here?’

“I could,” | said. “If | haveto, | will.” | took his hand from where it was till resting on the steering whed!.
Such ahuge hand. | kissed it then turned to go.

“Shori!” he said.
| had opened the door to get out of the car, but his tone stopped me.
“Feed,” hesaid.

Hewasright. | was probably going to have to cover afew milesand face I-didn’ t-know-what. Best to
be at full strength. I shut the door and knedled on the sest to reach him. He lifted me over onto hislap,
kissed me, and waited.

| bit him deeply and felt him spasm and go hard under me. | hadn’t bitten him thisway for aweek, hadn’t
taken afull mea from him. I had hoped we would share this night in our new quarters. | liked to take my
timewhen | truly fed from him, tear sounds from him, exhaust him with pleasure, enjoy hisbody aswell
as hisblood. But not now. | took his blood quickly, rocking against him, then stayed for just afew
minutes more, licking the wound to begin its hedling, comforting him, comforting mysdlf. Findly | hugged
him and got out of the car. “Stay safe,” | said.

He nodded. “Y ou too.”

| left him and began to run. We werein the right genera area but were, | thought, south of our target.
Wright had turned off too soon. | ran aong the road, alert for cars and for atelltale wisp of scent. | was
moving in ageneraly northerly direction through woods, alongside ariver that Sometimes veered avay
from the road and sometimes came closeto it. | passed the occasiond house, cluster of houses, or farm,
but these were Strictly human places.

After awhile| did catch ascent. | didn’t bother about finding the side-road. | followed the scent
cross-country through the woods, past a house that had been almost completely hidden by trees. | didn’t
care about private property or rugged terrain. All | cared about were the scents drifting inthe air and
what they could tell me. | stopped every now and then to take afew deep breaths, turning into the wind,
sorting through the various scents. Running, | might miss something. Standing gtill, eyes closed, breathing
deeply, | could sort through far more scents—plant, animal, human, minera—than | wanted to bother
with.

Therewas agradua change. After awhile, what | smelled most was smoke—old smoke, days old, and



ash clinging to the trees, stirred up by my feet, by the feet of animals, by cars on the narrow little roads |
crossed.

Smoke and burned flesh. Human flesh and Inaflesh.

When | found my father’ sand brothers homes, they looked much like the ruin of my mothers
community. The buildings had been completely destroyed, burned to rubble, and then trampled by many
feet. My father and my brothers had been there, but they were gone now. | could smell death, but | could
not seeit. | did not know yet who had died and who had survived. Someone had come for my mae
family, and whoever it was had been as thorough as they had when they came for my mothers and my
ggers.

The place that had been 1osf’s community was full of strange, bad smells—the scents of people who
should not have been there, who had nothing to do with losif or his people. Whose scent was| finding?
The arsonists? Firemen? The police? Neighbors? All of these, probably.

| stood amid the rubble and looked around, trying to understand. Was losif dead? And Stefan? | hadn’t
even met my other three brothers and their symbionts. All dead? None wounded and surviving in hiding?

Then | remembered that some of losf *s symbionts worked away from the community, even lived avay
from it part of thetime. Did they know what had happened? If they didn't, they would be coming back
here soon. They would come, needing losif or one of my brothers. When they found out what had
happened, they would have to find another Inato bond with just to survive. Could | help? Was| too
young? | was definitely too ignorant. Surdly they would know of other Inacommunities. If they had come
home and found only rubble, they might aready have taken refuge in some other community.

When had the fire happened? Days ago, surely. The place was cold. Even the freshest human smells|
found were dl at least aday or two old.

Who had done this and why? First my mothers community, now my father’s. Even losif had had no idea
who attacked my mothers. He had been deeply angry and frustrated at his own ignorance. If hedidn’t
know, how could | find out?

Someone had targeted my family. Someone had succeeded inkilling dl of my rdatives. And if thishad to
do with the experiments that had given me my useful human characteristics—what e'se could it be?—then
it waslikdy that | wasthe main target.

| began to run again, to circle the community, stopping often to sample scents more thoroughly and
hunting for fresh scents, any hint that some member of my family might be dive, hiding, heding. | found
the narrow private road that led to where the houses had been, and | followed it out to atwo-lane public
road. There, | closed my eyes and turned toward where Wright waswaiting. | could get back to himin
half an hour.

But | didn’t want to go back to him yet. | wanted to learn dl | could, al that my eyes and my nose could
tdl me.

| went back to the rubble—charred planks, blackened jagged sections of wall, broken glass, standing
chimneys, burned and partialy burned furniture, appliances, broken ceramic tilein what had been the
kitchens and the bathrooms, unrecognizable lumps of blackened plastic, a spot where an Inahad died . .

| stood till at that place, trying to recognize the scent, realizing that | couldn’t because it was the wrong
scent, that of adead malewhom | had not met, burned to ash and bone, definitely dead.



| had not known him. He must have been one of my brothers but one I had not met. He had died in one
of the three houses | had not entered.

| stared at the spot for along time and caught mysalf wondering what the Inadid with their dead. What
werether ceremonies?| knew something about human funera services from my vampire research. | had
read through agreat deal of material about death, buria, and what could go wrong to cause the dead to
become undead. It was all nonsense asfar as| was concerned, but it had taught me that proper respect
for the dead was important to humans. Wasit important to Inaaswell?

What had been done with the remains of both my male and my femae families? Had the police taken
them? Where would they take them? | would have to talk to Wright about that and perhaps to Theodora.
Sheworked at alibrary. If she didn’t know, she would know how to find out.

But if I somehow got the remains, what could | do but bury them or scatter their ashes after, perhaps, a
more thorough cremation? | didn’t know any Inarituas, any Inardigion, any living Ina people.

| found another place where someone had died—a symbiont thistime, afemae. | had not met her. | was
grateful for that. After awhile, | made mysalf go to the house that had been my father’s. | walked through
it dowly, found two spots where symbionts | did not know had died. Then | found two that | did
know—the two men | had met in losif’ s huge front room, Nicholasand Yde. | stood for along time,
garing at the spots where the two men had died. | had not known them, but they had been healthy and
alive only aweek before. They had welcomed me, had been friendly to Wright. It did not seem possible
that they were dead now, reduced to two smudges of burned flesh that smelled of 1osif and of their own
individua humean scents.

Then, in the remains of what must have been alarge bedroom, | found a place that smelled so strongly of
losif that it had to be the spot where he died. Had he tried to get out? He was not near awindow or a
door. | got the impression that he was lying flat on his back when he died. Had he been shot?1 found no
bullets, but perhaps the police had taken them away. And if there had ever been asmell of gunpowder, it
had been overwhelmed by all the other smells of burning and death. losif had certainly burned. A small
quantity of hisasheswere gill here, mixed with the ashes of the house and its contents.

He was definitely dead.
| stood over the spot, eyes closed, hugging mysdif.

losif was dead. I’d hardly begun to know him, and he was dead. | had begun to like him, and he was
dead.

| folded to the ground in anguish, knowing that | could do nothing to help him, nothing to change the
Stuation. Nothing at dl. My family was destroyed, and | couldn’t even grieve for them properly because
| remembered solittle.

“Shori?’
| jumped up and back severa steps. | had been so involved with my thoughts and fedlingsthat | had let
someone wak right up to me. | had heard nothing, smelled nothing.

At least | could seethat | had startled the person who had surprised me. | had moved fast, and it was
dark. She waslooking around as though her eyes had not followed my movement, as though she did not
know where | had gone. Then she spotted me. By then | understood that she was human and that she
didn’t see very well in the dark, that she smelled of my father and that | knew who shewas.



“Brook,” | said.
She looked around at the devagtation, then looked at me, tears streaming down her face.

| went to her and hugged her, as she had hugged me when we met. She hugged back, crying even
harder.

“Were you here when this happened?’ she asked findly.
“No. We were supposed to movein tonight.”
“Doyouknow if ... ?1 mean, did you seelosif?’

| looked back at the place where losif had died, where avery smal quantity of his ashes till remained.
“Hedidn’'t survive,” | said.

She stared a me silently, frowning as though | had said words she could not understand. Then she began
to make anoise. It began as amoan and went on to become an impossibly long, ragged scream. Shefell
to the ground, gasping and moaning. “Oh God,” she cried. “Oh God, losif, losf.”

Someone ese was coming.

Brook had comeinacar, | redized. | had been so focused on my own distress that | had missed not
only the sound and smell of a person walking up to me, but the noise of acar aswell. Now someone else
was coming from the ca—another human femae. This one had a handgun, and shewasaming it a me.

| jJumped away from Brook, ran wide around her, leaping through the rubble asfast as| could. | reached
the woman with the gun before she could track me and shoot me, and | knocked the gun from her hand
before she could fire and grabbed her. | absolutely did not want to spend another day and night
recovering from abullet wound.

Thiswoman was aso someone |I’d met—Celia, one of Stefan’s symbionts. She had been in hiskitchen
with two other women whose scents | was glad not to have found.

“Cdlig, it'sShori,” | said into her ear as she struggled againgt me. “ Celial” Shelifted me completely off
the ground, but she couldn’t break my hold on her. “1t's Shori,” | repeated in her ear. “ Stop struggling. |
don't want to hurt you.”

After amoment, she stopped struggling. “ Shori?’
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“Didyou do this?’

That surprised meinto silence. Celiawas one of the two black women in the kitchen. She had seemed
friendly and interesting. Now there was nothing but grief and anger in her expression.

Brook came up at that moment and said, “Cdlia, it's Shori. Y ou know she didn’t do this”
“I know what she did to Hugh!” Cdliasaid.
| et go of her. Hugh Tang was symbiont with her to Stefan. They were family.

Celiajabbed her fist up, clearly meaning to hit me. | dodged the firgt jab, then grabbed one fist, then the
other. Shetried to kick me, so | tripped her and took her to the ground.



She lay stunned for amoment, breathless and gasping since | fell on top of her. Sheglared up at me. |
couldn’t think of anything helpful to say so | kept quiet. Sheand | lay on the ground. After amoment, she
looked away from me and her muscles relaxed.

“Let meup,” shesaid.

| didn’t move or loosen my hold on her.

“What do you want meto do, say ‘please?”

“I truly don’t want to hurt you,” 1 said, “but if you attack me again, | will.”
After amoment, she nodded. “Let mego. | won’'t bother you.”

| took her at her word and let her up.

“Shesayslosf 'sdead,” Brook said.

Immediately, Celia confronted me. “How do you know he's dead? Were you here when al this
happened? Did you see?’

| took both their hands, although Celiatried to snatch hers away, and led them over to the place where
losif had burned. “Hedied here,” | told them. “1 can smell that much. | don’t know whether it was only
thefire or whether he was shat, too. | couldn’t find any bullets. But he died here. A few of hisashesare
dill here”

| looked at one woman, then the other. Both now had tears streaming down their faces. They believed
me. “I don't remember anything about Inafuneras or beliefs about desth,” | said. “Do ether of you
know other Inafamilies—losf s mothers perhaps—who would be able to do what should be done?’

“Hismotherswerekilled in Russiaduring World War 11,” Brook said. She and Celialooked at one
another. “Wewent to Seettle to shop and visit our relatives. That’ swhy we weren't here. Theonly Ina
phone numbers | know from memory are the numbers of severd of the people who lived here and some
of your mothers phone numbers.” Shelooked a Cdia

“I knew some of our community’ s numbers and Shori’ s mothers numberstoo,” Cdiasad. “That’sdl.”

It occurred to me then for no reason | could put my finger on that Celiawas much younger than
Brook—young enough to be Brook’ s daughter. Brook was only afew years younger than Theodora but
except for very small sgns, she appeared to be the same age as Cedlia. That, | realized, was what
happened when ahuman became an Inasymbiont while she was till young. Wright would age dowly the
way Brook had.

| pulled my thoughts back to the rubble we stood in. “When did you go into Seattle?’ | asked.
Cdiaanswered, “Fivenightsago.”

“I won't be ableto visit my relatives many moretimes,” Brook said. “My sister and my mother are aging
alot faster than | am, and they keep staring at me and asking me what my secret is.”

Celiaand | both raised an eyebrow and looked at her in the same way. She noticed it, glanced at the
spot where losf had died, and whispered, “Oh God.”

| took a deep breath, glanced at Cdlia, then left them and walked toward Stefan’ s house. They followed,
saying nothing. Then they stood out-sde the Site of the house while | walked through the rooms, finding



five symbionts, including thetwo I’d met when | met Cdia. And | found amisshapen bullet insdea
charred plank. | had to break apart what was | eft of the plank to get at it, but once | had it, | found afaint
blood scent. One of the symbionts. The bullet had passed through the man’s body and gone into the
wood.

Findly, | found the place where Stefan’ s body had fallen and burned in one of the bedrooms near part of
the window frame. Had be been trying to get out or . . . might he have been firing agun at his attackers?|
couldn’t be certain, but it seemed likely to me that he died fighting against whoever had donethis.

| went back to Celiaand shook my head. “I’m sorry. He didn't survive either.”
Sheglared at me asthough I’ d killed him—alook filled with grief and rage.
“Where,” she demanded. “Wheredid he die?”

“Over here”

They both followed me to the place where Stefan had died curled on hisside, limbs drawn tight against
his bodly.

“Here” | said.

Celialooked down, then knelt and put her handsflat in the ashes, taking up some of what remained of
Stefan. For along time, she said nothing. | glanced to the east where the sky was growing alittle more

light.

After awhile, Ceialooked up at Brook. “He was shooting back at them,” she said. “He could have
made himsdf do it, even if they came during the day. Days were hard on him, but he could wake up
enough to shoot back.”

Brook nodded. “He could have.”
“That' swhat | thought,” | said.
Celiaglared at me, then closed her eyes, tears spilling down her face. “Y ou can't tell for sure?’

“No. But | know there was shooting. | found abullet that smelled of one of the other members of his
household. And Stefan’ s position . . . somehow it seemed that he might have been shooting back. | hope
he hit some of them.”

“Hehad guns” Cdiasad. “logf didn't like guns, but Stefan did.”

It hadn’t helped him survive.

“It'sdmost dawn,” | said. “Will you drive me back to where Wright iswaiting? | can direct you.”
They looked at each other, then a me.

“Drive meto Wright, then follow usto hiscabin,” | said. “ Although we' |l have to find another place soon.
The cabinisamost too smdl for two people.”

“losf owns—owned—ahouse outside Arlington,” Brook said. “ Some of usused it to commute to jobs
or to entertain visiting family members. There are three bedrooms, three baths. It' sanice place, andit's
ours. We have aright to be there.”



| nodded, relieved. “That would be better. Could other symbionts be there aready?”
Brook looked at Celia
“| don't useit,” Celiasaid. “1 haven't kept up with the schedule.”

“I don’'t think anyone sthere,” Brook said. “If thereis... if some of us are there, Shori, they need you,
too.”

| nodded. “ Take me back to Wright. Then we'll go there.”

During the sad, silent trip back to Wright' s car, | had time to be afraid. These two women'sliveswerein
my hands, and yet | had no idea how to save them. Of course | would taketheir blood. | didn’t want to,
but | would. They smelled like my father and my brother. They smelled amost Ina, and that was enough
to make them unappetizing. And yet | would make mysdf take their blood. Would that be enough? losif
had told me amost nothing. What else should | do? | could talk to them. What | told them to do, they
would try to do, once |’ d taken their blood. Would that be enough?

If it wasn't, they were dead.

eleven

To get to the house that my father had bought for his symbionts and my brothers', we followed the
highway through dense woods, past the occasiona |onely house or farm, past side roads and alongside
theriver. | asked Wright whether the river had aname.

“That’' sthe north fork of the Stillaguamish,” hetold me. “Don’'t ask mewhat * Stillaguamish’ means
because | have noidea. Buit it’sthe name of aloca Native American tribe.”

Eventually we reached more populated areas where houses and farms were more visible, scattered along
the highway. There were still many trees, but now there were more smells of people and domestic
animals nearby. In particular, there was the scent of horses. | recognized it from thetime I’ d spent
prowling around Wright' s neighborhood. Horses made noises and moved around restlessy when | got
close enough to them to be noticed. My scent apparently disturbed them. Y et their scent had become
one of the many that meant “home’ to me.

Wright and | followed the women’ s car talking quietly. | told him what had happened to my father's
community and that Celiaand Brook had survived because they werein Seettle.

He shook hishead. “1 don’'t know what to make of this,” he said. “Y our kind have some serious
enemies. What we need to do is find some place safe where we can hunker down, pool information, and
figure out what to do. There s probably away to tip the police to these people if we can just figure out
who they are”

Ashe spoke, | redlized that | was willing to go further than that. If we found the people who had
murdered both my male and my female families, | wanted to kill them, had to kill them. How ese could |
keep my new family safe?

My new family ...

right,” | said softly and saw him glance a me. “Cdiaand Brook will be with us now. They haveto
mn



Therewas amoment of slence. Then the said, “ They’re not going to die?”
“Not if | can takethem over. I'mgoingto try.”
“You'll feed from them.”

“Yes” | hestated. “And | don't know what's going to happen. | don’t remember anything about this.
losif told meit had to be done when an Inadied and left symbionts, but he didn’t tell me much. He
couldn’t know . . . how soon | would need the information.”

“Maybe Brook and Celiaknow.”

| turned away from him, looked out the window. The sun waswell up now, and in spite of the threatening
rain clouds, it was getting bright enough to bother me. | reached into the backsesat, grabbed the blanket |
had brought, and wrapped mysdlf init. Once I’ d done that, except for my eyes, | was dmost
comfortable.

“Look in the glove compartment there,” Wright said gesturing. “ There should be apair of sunglasses.”

| looked at the glove compartment, decided how it must open, opened it, and found the glasses. They
were too big for my face, and | had to keep pushing them up my nose, but they were very dark, and |
immediately fet better. “Thank you,” | said and touched hisface. He needed to shave. | rubbed the
brown stubble and found even that good to touch.

Hetook my hand and kissed it, then said, “Why don’t you want to ask Brook and Celiawhat they
know?’

| sghed. Of course he had not forgotten the question. “ Embarrassment,” | said. “Pride. Imagine adoctor
who hasto ask her patient how to perform alife-saving operation.”

“Not a confidence builder,” he said. “I can seethat. But if they know anything, you need to find out.”

“I do.” | drew adeep bregath. “Brook isolder. Maybe I’ [l feed from her first and find out what she
knows.”

“She can’'t be much older. They look about the same age.”
“Do they? Brook is older by about twenty years.”
“That much?’ Helooked skeptical. “How can you tdll?’

| thought about it. “Her skin showsit alittle. I guessit’sas much theway she smells astheway she
looks. Shesmélls. . . much more Inathat Celiadoes. She' s been with my father longer than Celia s been
with my brother. | think Cdliais about your age.”

He shook hishead. “Brook does't have any wrinkles, not even those little lines around the eyes.”
“I know.”

“No gray either. Isher hair dyed?’

“Itig’t, no.”

“Jesus, am | till going to look that young in twenty years?’



| smiled. “Y ou should.”
He glanced a me and grinned, delighted.
“I think we'rehere,” | said.

The car ahead of us had turned and pulled into the driveway of along, low ranch house. There were no
other housesin sight. We turned down the same driveway, and when Brook stopped, Wright said,
“Hang on amoment.” He jumped out and went to speak to the two women. | listened curioudy. He
wanted them to pull into the garage that | could see farther back on the property. It bothered him that this
house was connected with logf ' sfamily. He thought the killers might know about it.

“Y ou heard that didn’'t you?" he asked me when he came back.

| nodded. “Y ou may beright. | hoped we could settle here for awhile, but maybe we shouldn’t. Even the
police might come hereto look for information about 1osif.”

He pulled the car into the garage alongside Brook’ s. The garage had room enough for three cars, but
there was no other car init. “True,” he said. “But wewon't be able to use my cabin for long either. |
aready told my aunt and unclethat | wasleaving.” He hesitated. “ Actualy, they sort of told me | had to
go. They know ... well they think that I’ ve been snesking girlsin.”

| laughed in pite of everything.

“My aunt listened at the door afew nights ago. Shetold my uncle she heard * sex noises.” My uncletold
me he understands, said he was young once. But he says |’ ve got to go because my aunt doesn't
understand.”

| shook my head. “Y ou' re an adult. What do they expect?’
He pulled me againgt him for amoment. “ Just be glad they haven't seen you.”

| was. | got out of the car and stood waiting, wrapped in my blanket, in the shadow of the garage until
Brook had opened the back door, then | hurried insde. There was, even from the back, not another
house in sight. There were other people around. | could smell them. But they were acomfortable
distance away, and the many trees probably hel ped make their houseslessvisible.

Inside, the rooms were clean, and there were dishes in the cupboard. There were canned and frozen
foods, towels, and clean bedding.

“Therule,” Brook said, “isto leave the place clean and well-stocked. People tend to do that. Tended to
dothat.”

“Let’ssettle somewhere” | said to Celiaand Brook. “1 need to talk with you both.”

Wright had walked down the hallway to look out the side door. Now he was wandering back, looking
into each of the bedrooms. He looked up a me when | spoke.

| shrugged. “I changed my mind,” | told him.

“About what?" Celiademanded. | looked at her and noticed that she was beginning to swest. The house
was cool. As soon aswe got in, Brook had complained that it was cold. She had reset the thermostat
from fifty-five to seventy, but the house had not even begun to warm up. Y et Cdiawas hot. And she was
afrad.



| waited until we' d dl found chairsin theliving room. “ About our becoming afamily,” | said.
Both women looked uncomfortable.

“If you know any other Ina, and you would prefer to go to them, you should do it now, whileyou can,” |
sad. “If not, if you' re going to join with me, then | need your help.”

“We'rehere” Cdiasaid. Shewiped her forehead with a hand that trembled alittle. “'Y ou know we don't
know anyonedse”

“And you know | have amnesia. | have no memory of seeing or hearing about the handling of symbionts
whose Inahasdied. logf told mealittle, but anything either of you know—anything at all—you should
tell me, for your own sakes.”

Brook nodded. “1 wondered what you knew.” She took adeep breath. “I1t scares me that you' re achild,
but at least you' re femde. That might save us”

“Why?" | asked.

Shelooked surprised. “Y ou don't know that either?” She shook her head and sighed deeply. “Venom
from Inafemalesis more potent than venom from males. That’ swhat losf told me. It has something to
do with the way prehistoric Inafemales used to get and keep mates.” She smiled alittle. “Now females
find matesfor their sons, and maesfor their daughters, and it sal very civilized. But long ago, groups of
sisters competed to capture groups of brothers, and the competition was chemical. If agroup of sisters
had the venom to hold agroup of brothers, they were more likely to have several hedthy children, and
their sonswould have a safe haven with their fathers when they came of age. And their daughterswere
more likely to have even more potent venom.”

“The sonswould have more potent venom, too,” Wright said.

“Y es, but among the Ina, the fema es competed. It' s like the way maes have competed among humans.
There was atime when abig, strong man might push other men aside and marry alot of wives, passon
hisgenesto alot of children. His size and strength might be passed to his daughters aswell as his sons,
but his daughterswere il likely to be smaler and weaker than his sons.

“Inachildren, mae and femae, wind up with more potent venom, but the fema€e sis still more potent
than the male's. In that sense, the Inaare kind of amatriarchy. And alittle thing like Shori might beared
power.” Shetook adeep breath and glanced at Cdlia. “Inamen are sort of like us, like symbionts. They
become addicted to the venom of one group of sisters. That’ swhat it means to be mated. Oncethey’re
addicted, they aren't fertile with other females, and from time to time, they need their females. Need . . .
likel need losf.”

She knew more about Inareproduction and Ina history than | did. She should, of course, after so many
yearswith losf. But dill, hearing it from her made me uncomfortable. | tried to ignore my discomfort.
“Youwerewithlosf alongtime” | said.

“Yeah.” She blinked and looked off into the distance a nothing. “ Twenty-two years,” she said. She
covered her face with her hands, curled her body away from me on the chair, crying. Like Cdlia, shewas
alot bigger than | was, but for amoment, she seemed to be asmall, helpless person in deep distress. Y et
| didn’t want to touch her. | would have to soon enough.

She said through her tears, “1 dways knew that | would die before him and that was good. | was so
willing to accept him when he asked me. God, | loved him. And | thought it meant | would never be



alone. My father died when | was eight. | had a brother who drowned when he was seven. And my
sster’ s hushand died of cancer when they’ d been married for only two years. | thought | had finally
found away to avoid dl that pain—away never to be done again.” She was crying again.

“I'm logf’ sdaughter,” | said. “I hope that my venom is strong and that you'll cometo me. It won’t be the
same, | know, but you won’t be done. | want you with me.”

“Why should you?’ Cdliademanded. “Y ou don’t know us.”

“With my amnesia, | don't know anyone,” | said. “I’m getting to know Wright. And there sawoman
named Theodora. I'm getting to know her. And, Cdlia, I'm only beginning to know mysdlf.”

Shelooked at me for severa seconds, then shuddered and turned away. “I hate this,” she said. “Damn, |
hatethigl”

And thiswas the way a symbiont behaved when shewas missing her Ina. Or at least thiswas the way
Cedliabehaved—suspicious, short-tempered, afraid. Brook and Celiawere both grieving, but Celiamust
have been longer without Stefan than Brook had been without 1osif.

| got up and went to Celia, trying to ignore the fact that she clearly didn’t want meto touch her. She was
sensible enough not to protest when | took her hand, drew her to her feet, and led her away into one of
the bedrooms.

“I hatethis,” she said again and turned her face away from me as| encouraged her to lie down on the
huge bed. She smelled more of Stefan than she had before, and | truly didn’t want to touch her. Where |
would have enjoyed tasting Theodora or Wright, | had to force mysdif to touch Cdlia

She turned back to face me and caught my expression. “You don’'t want to do it,” she said. Shewas
crying again, her body stiff with anger.

“Of coursel don't,” | said, and | did into bed next to her. “ Stefan has posted olfactory keep-out sgnsdll
over you. Didn’t you ever wonder why Inacan live together without going after one another’s
symbionts?’

“It happens sometimes.”
“But only with new symbionts, right?’
“Y ou have amnesig, and yet you know that?’

“I'mdive, Cdia My senseswork. | can’'t help but know.” | unbuttoned her shirt to bare her neck.
“What | don’t know is how thiswill be for you. Not good, maybe.”

“Scaresme,” she admitted.
| nodded. “Bear it. Bear it and keep ill. Later, when | can, I'll make it up to you.”
She nodded. *Y ou remind me of Stefan alittle. Hetold me | reminded him of you.”

| bit her. | was more abrupt than | should have been, but her scent was repelling me more and more. |
had to do it quickly if | weregoingtobeabletodoit a all.

She gave alittle scream, then franticaly tried to push me away, tried to struggle free, tried to hitme. . . |
had to use both my arms and my legsto hold her till, had to wrap myself al around her. If she'd been
any bigger, | would have had to knock her unconscious. In fact, that might have been kinder. | kept



waiting for her to accept me, the way strangers did when | climbed through their windows and bit them.
But she couldn’t. And strangely, it never occurred to me to detach for amoment and order her to be till.
| would have done that with astranger, but | never thought to do it with her.

She managed not to scream anymore after that first strangled sound, but she struggled wildly, frantically
until | stopped taking her blood. | had only tasted her, taking much lessthan afull medl. It was as much
as| could stand. | hoped it was enough.

| gave her amoment to understand that | had stopped, and when she stopped struggling, | let her go.
“Did | hurt you?’ | asked.

Shewas crying silently. She cringed as| leaned over to lick the bite and take the blood that was il
coming. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed but managed not to push hard. | went on licking
the bite. She needed that to help with hedling.

“I dwaysliked that so much when Stefan did it,” she said.

“It should be enjoyable,” | said, athough | wasn't enjoying mysdf at dl. | was doing what seemed to be
my duty. “And it helps your wounds hed quickly and cleanly. It will be enjoyable again someday soon.”

Sherelaxed alittle, and | thought | might be reaching her. “Maybe,” she said. “Maybe you’ ve got some
kind of keep-out sign on you, too—as far as1’m concerned, | mean. | panicked. | couldn’t control
mysdf. Your bitedidn’t hurt, but it was. . . it was horrible.” She drew away from me with a shudder.

“But do you fed better?’ | asked.
“Better?’

“Y ou' ve stopped shaking.”

“Oh. Yeah. Thanks. . . | guess”

“I don’t know exactly how long it will be before we can take pleasure in one another, but | think it's
important that you do fed better now. Next time will be easier and more comfortable” Now that I'd
bitten her, it would. It seemed best to tell her that.

“Hopeso.”

| 1eft her donein the huge bed. She wouldn't have been ableto deep if I'd stayed. | wouldn’t have been
abletodeepif I'd stayed.

| went to the bathroom, washed, and then just stayed there. | knew | had to go to Brook soon. The
longer | waited, the harder it would be. Maybe Brook would have an easier time since she hadn’t
seemed so needy. Or perhaps it would be worse because she' d been with losif for so long. Was
twenty-two years along time when she would live to be maybe two hundred? If only | knew what | was
doing.

| sat on the Side of the bathtub for along time, hearing Cdiacry until shefel adeep, hearing Wright
moving around the kitchen, hearing Brook breathing softly in one of the bedrooms. She was not adeep,
but she was not moving around ether. Shewas Sitting or lying down—probably waiting for me.

| got up and went to her.

“| thought you could wait,” she said when she saw me. “If you wanted to, you could wait until tomorrow.



I mean, I’'m al right now. I’'m not getting the shakes or anything.”

| didn’t sigh. | didn’'t say anything. | only went to the bed where shelay atop the bedspread and lay
down beside her. Her scent was so much like my father’ sthat if | closed my eyes, it wasamost as
though | werelying in bed beside losif, and even though | had begun to trust losif and eventolikehim, |
had not found him gppetizing in any way at al.

“Wewill get through this” | said. “What you fed now will end.”
She sghed and closed her eyes. “1 hope s0,” shesad. “Doiit.”

| didit. And when | wasfinished, | left her crying into apillow. She was no more able to take comfort
from me than Celia had been, and there was no comfort for mein either of them. | went out, hoping to
find the comfort | needed with Wright. He wasin the living room, eating aham sandwich and a bag of
microwave popcorn and watching atelevison that | had not noticed before. He aimed the remote and
stopped the program as | camein.

“No cable,” hesaid, “but moviesand old TV shows galore.” He gestured toward the shelves of tapes
and DV Dsin the cabinet. Then, after amoment, he asked, “How are things?’

| shook my head and went to Sit next to him on the arm of hischair. | had worried that he would draw
away from me, resent my bringing two strangersinto our family, but he reached up, lifted me with ahand
under one of my arms, and put me on hislap. | made myself comfortable there, hisarmsaround me. |
sghed with contentment.

“Thingswere horrible,” | said. “But they’ re better now.”

That waswhen | heard the people outside, first two of them, then, as| sat up and away from Wright's
chest and the best of hisheart, | heard more. | couldn’t tell how many.

Then | amelled the gasoline.

twelve

| turned to speek very softly into Wright'sear. “ Thekillersare here.” 1 covered his mouth with my hand.
“They’ re here now. They have guns and gasoline. Go wake Brook and Celia—quietly!—and look after
them. Keep them safe. Watch the side door. When | clear away, get them out of here. Don't worry
about me. Don't try to help me. Go. Now.”

| did off hislap, avoided his grasping hands, grabbed my blanket and glasses, and ran for the side door.
There were men—human maes—at the front and back doors, and at |east one was heading for the sde
door at the end of the hall, but no one reached it before | dipped out of it and down the three concrete
stepsto the ground.

The men were spreading gasoline dl around the house, quietly splashing it on thewood siding so thet it
puddled on the ground. | threw my blanket on the ground alongside an oak tree that waslosing its leaves.
It was probably overhanging the house too much to survive what wasto come. It gave me shade, though,
and kept me from burning. | put the glasses on, then turned toward the sounds of a man who was
gpproaching from the front yard, spreading his gasoline as quietly as he could.

Hewaslike the deer | had killed—just prey. Hewas my first deer that day. Before heredized | was
there, | was on his back, one hand over his nose and mouth, my legs around him, riding him, my other



arm around his head under his chin. | broke his neck, and an instant later, as he collapsed, | tore out his
throat. | wanted no noise from him.

He' d had agun—abig strange-looking one. | picked it up by the barrel, thrust it into the house through
the door I’d come out of. Then | moved the dead man’ s gasoline can to the oak tree.

Another man was coming around from the backyard, and he was my second deer, as quickly dispatched
asthefirg. It wasdmost ardief to use my speed and strength without worrying about hurting someone.
And it was good to kill these men who had surdly taken part in killing my families.

Someonein the house opened the side door a crack, and | beckoned with both hands, calling them ouit.
That same ingtant, someone threw something through two or three of the windows, smashing them.
Someone in the backyard lit the gasoline, and flames roared around the house on every side but the one
had cleared. Through awindow, | could seethat there wasfire insde the house, too.

Wright, Celia, and Brook spilled noisily out of the house, but the roar of the fire probably drowned out
the noisethey made at least asfar as the gunmen were concerned. Wright had the gun | had left for him. |
snatched up the second man’ s gun and thrust it into Celia s hands. Of the two women, | thought she
would be morelikely to know how to useit. She garted to say something, but | put ahand over her
mouth.

She nodded and positioned hersalf so that she and Wright had Brook and | between them. She watched
the front while Wright watched the back.

| went to Wright who was edging away from the heat of thefire, but still looking toward the backyard.
He glanced back at me.

| touched his mouth briefly with my fingersto keep him slent, then stepped ahead of him, acting on what
| had heard and he had not. For the second time that day, | had to evade his hands. One more gunman
was coming around the house, around the fire at arun, perhaps to see what had happened to hisfriends.
Hewas my third deer. Best not to make noise until we had to.

How many gunmen were eft? How many had there been? There hadn’t been timefor meto listen and
estimate, but | tried to think back to what | had heard. Then my concentration was shattered by the
sudden, deep, quick spitting of Celia s gun. She had shot aman who had come around the house from
the front.

The man fell, and even if no one had heard the strange spitting sound of Cdlia s gun, someone must have
seen him go down. The element of surprise was gone.

| snatched the gun of the man I’ d just killed, shouted to the others, and all of us sprinted for the shelter of
trees. They would give us cover when the other gunmen came to see what the shooting was about.

Wedl reached thetreesin time. | was with Brook behind the oak, which, high above, was dready
catching fire where it overhung the house. | gave her the gun and she frowned, studying it. Meanwhile,
Wright and Celiawere dready firing. | could see men firing back from both the front and the backyards,
but they could not aim very well because they lacked cover where they were. We had trees, but they had
only the burning house. If they had tried to reach trees that might have shielded them, Wright or Cdlia
would have gotten aclear shot at them. If we survived, | would get Wright and Celiato teach meto
shoot.

Then there was the sound of srensin the distance. | heard it and froze, wondering how we could avoid
being caught ether by the gunmen or by the police. Then Brook looked up from her gun, and | redized



she was beginning to hear the sirens, too.

And the gunmen heard them. The shooting from the other sde dribbled away to silence. Wright and Celia
stopped their very careful firing because suddenly they had no targets.

| could hear the remaining gunmen running, their footsteps going away from us, toward the Street. |
showed mysdlf, walking out away from the tree, providing atarget for anyone who had stayed behind.

No one shot me.

| ran to the garage, lifted one of the doors, and glanced toward the side of the house, where | hoped
Wright, Celia, and Brook were paying attention.

They were coming, dl three of them, a arun.
| opened the other garage door and waited until they were all inthe cars. Then | got in and we fled.

Wefled dowly. Wright said we shouldn’t speed, shouldn’t do anything that might make us memorableto
anyone who saw us or bring usto the atention of the police. He was leading thistime so hisjudgment
kept Brook’ s speed down. There were no neighbors near enough to see the house or report that we' d
left it (and left severd corpses) just after thefire began. In fact, the guns had made so little noise that |
wondered whether human ears had heard them with the houses so far apart. It was amost certainly the
smoke that had caught someone’ s attention. That meant the emergency cal probably went to thefire
department. Firemen would arrive, begin to put out thefire, find the bodies, and then call the police. They
would aso find the gas cans. We had to avoid getting involved in the investigation that would surely
follow. I had seen too many police programs on Wright' stelevision to believe there was any story we
could tell the police about thisthat would keep us out of jalil.

“Wherearewegoing?’ | asked Wright.
“God,” hesaid. “I don't know. Back to the cabin for now, | guess.”
“No,” | said. “Your relatives are there in the front house. Let’ s not lead anyone to them.”

“Do you think that' slikely? Whoever these people are, they don’t know anything about me.” He shook
his head. What he had been through seemed to be too much for him suddenly. “Whoever they are ...
Who the hell arethey? Why did they try to kill us?1’ve never shot at anyone before—never even wanted
to.”

“We'redl dive” | sad.
Heglanced & me. “Yeah.”

“We should find a place to stop when we' ve gotten afew miles farther away. We need to talk with the
others, find out if they know of another place where we can stay for awhile.”

“Any place they know is probably as dangerous as the place we just left.”

| sighed and nodded. “We need to be far away fromal this,” | said. “I can’t believe that Brook was with
losif for twenty-two years, and yet she knows of no rlatives but my mothers, no friends or business
associates.”

“| waswondering about that,” he said. “ Do you think she’ slying?’

| thought about that for a moment, then said, “I don't think so. | just think she knows more than she



redlizes she knows. Maybe losif told her not to remember or not to share what she knows with anyone
outside hisfamily. | mean, asthingsare, | don’t know where to begin asearch for more of my kind. |
don’t even know whether | should belooking for them. | don’t want to get people killed, but | haveto
do something. | haveto find out who these murderers are and why they want to kill us. And | haveto find
away to stop them.” | paused, then fidgeted uncomfortably. | dready had the beginnings of aburn on my
face and arms, and had |eft my jacket in the house. “Wright, would you be cold if | used your jacket?’

“What?' He glanced a me, then said, “Oh.” | helped him struggle out of hisjacket, pulling it off of him
while he drove. Once | had it, | covered mysdlf with it asthough it were the blanket that | had logt,
probably leaving it beside the oak tree. The jacket was warm and smelled of Wright and was avery
comfortable thing to be wrapped in.

“You and | are conspicuoustogether,” he said. “But you could go into a clothing store with Celiaand
pass as her daughter. Y ou could get yoursalf some clothesthat fit and another jacket with ahood, maybe
apair of gloves and some sunglassesthét fit your face.”

“All right. We should get food, too, for the three of you. It should be things you can open and est right
herein the car. I’m not sure when we' ll dare to settle somewhere.”

“1 should be back a work on Monday.”
| looked at him, then looked away. “I know. I'm sorry. | don’'t have any ideawhen thiswill be over.”

Hedrove slently for afew minutes. Wewere, | realized, still headed southwest toward Arlington. Once
we arrived in Arlington, he seemed to know hisway around. He took us straight to a supermarket where
we could buy the food we needed. Once we were parked, we moved over to the larger car to talk with
Cedliaand Brook.

“Don’t you need to deep?’ Brook asked me as soon as we got into the backsesat. “ Doesn't the fact that
it' sday bother you at dl?’

“I’'mtired,” | admitted. “Y ou're probably dl tired.”

“But don’t you deep during the day?’ Celiaasked. It occurred to me that they had been discussing me.
Better that than terrifying themselves over the fact that several men had just tried to murder us.

“| prefer to deep during the day,” | said, “but | don’t haveto. | can deep whenever I'mtired.”

Brook looked a Cedlia. “ That’ swhy we're not dead,” she said. “ They came during the day, thinking that
any Inain the house would be adegp, completely unconscious.”

“Why didn't it help her save her mothers?” Celiaasked.
Brook looked at me.

“I don't know,” | said. “Have either of you ever heard of acommunity being destroyed the way my
parents communitieswere? | mean, hasit happened before anywhere else?’

Baoth women shook their heads. Brook said, “Not that | know of.”

“Maybethat’sit then.” | thought for amoment. “If no one was expecting trouble, probably no onewas
keeping watch. Why would they? | don’t know whether | usually dept during the day. My mothers did,
s0 | probably did, too, just because it was more convenient to be up when they were. I'll bet the

symbionts had adapted to anocturna way of lifejust as symbionts had in losif’s community. But | don't



know. That’ sthe trouble;l don’t know anything.” | looked a Brook. “Y ou must have spent time at my
mothers community. Wasn't everyone nocturna ?’

“Pretty much,” she answered. “Y our eldermothers had three or four symbionts who did research for
them. They were often awake during the day. | guessit didn’'t help.”

| looked at Celia “Did Stefan always deep during the day?’
“Hesad he got stupid if he didn’t deep,” she answered. “He got duggish and clumsy.”

“losif had to deep,” Brook said. “He would go completely unconscious wherever he happened to be
when the sun came up. And once he got to deep, it wasimpaossible to wake him up until after sundown.”

Wright put hisarm around me. “Y ou' re definitely the new, improved modd,” he said.
| nodded. “I think maybe someone' s decided there shouldn’t be a new, improved modd.”

“We were talking about that,” Brook said. “ About how maybethisisall becauise someone doesn't like
the experimenting that your family was doing. Or someone envied your family for producing you and
Stefan. | don't know.”

“How could it be about her?” Wright wanted to know. “Those guys were human, not Ina.”
“They may be symbionts” Cdiasad.
“Or one of them might be asymbiont and the rest hirelings,” Brook added.

Wright frowned. “Maybe. But it ssemsto methey could just as easily be ordinary human beingswho
imaginethey’ refighting vampires”

“And who have focused only on my family,” | sad.
“We don't know that. Hell, we' re in the same boat you are, Shori. We don't really know anything.”

| nodded and yawned. “We probably know more than we redize. | think we'll be able to come up with
at least afew answers after we' ve gotten somerest.”

“Why areweinthisparking lot?’ Brook asked.

“Toget food for you,” | said. “ After that, we'll find aplace to park in the woods. We can get some deep
inthe cars. Later, when we' re rested, we' |l see what we can figure out.”

“I thought we would go to your house,” Cdliasaid to Wright.

“Hisrelatives homeistoo closeby,” | said. “1 don’'t want them to get hurt or killed because someone's
after us—or after me. | don’t want that to happen to anyone. So no hotel for now.”

The two women exchanged another 1ook, and thistime | had no ideawheat they were thinking.

“Let’sgo buy what we need,” Wright said. “Celia, while Brook and | shop for food, can you be Shori’s
mother or her big sister? There saclothing store ...” He opened the glove compartment, found a pencil
and asmall wire-bound notebook. “Here sthe address,” he said, writing. “And here’ s how to get there. |
did somework herein Arlington last year. | remember the place. This clothing storeisonly afew blocks
from here, and it' sagood place for buying cheap casua clothes. She needs a couple of pairs of jeans,
shirts, agood hooded jacket, gloves, and sunglasses that will fit her face. Okay?’



Celianodded. “No problem if you have money. | spent most of what Stefan gave mein Sedttle. HE's
going to—" She stopped, frowned, and |ooked away from us across the parking lot. She wiped at her
eyeswith her fingers but said nothing more.

After amoment, Wright got hiswallet out of his pocket and put several twentiesinto her hand. “I seean
ATM over there)” hesad. “I’ll get more—enough for afew days.”

“We need gas, too,” Brook said. She looked at me, then looked past me. “| have my checkbook and a
credit card, but they’ re both losif’ s accounts. | don’t know whether using them will attract the attention
of the police—or of our enemies. | have enough money to fill our tank, but if thislasts, if we re ontherun
for more than afew days, money islikely to become a problem.” There was an oddly fase notein her
voice, asthough she were lying somehow. She smelled nervous, and | didn’t like the way she looked
past me rather than at me. | thought about it, and after amoment, | understood.

“Money will not beaproblem,” | said, “and you know it.”

Brook looked alittle embarrassed. After amoment, she nodded. “1 wasn't sure you knew . . . what to
do,” shesad.

And Wright said, “What do you expect her to do?’

“Sted,” | said. “ She expects meto be avery good thief. | will be. People will be happy to give me
money once I’ ve bitten them.”

Helooked at me doubtfully, and | reached up to touch his stubbly chin.
“Y ou should get arazor, too,” | said.
“I don’t want you getting in trouble for stedling,” he said.

“I won't.” | shrugged. “I don't want to do it. | don’t feel good about doing it, but I [l do what’ s necessary
tosustainus.” | glanced a Brook, feding dmost angry with her. “ Ask me questions when you want to
know things. Tell me whatever you believe | should know. Complain whenever you want to complain.
But don't talk to other people when you mean your words for me, and speak the truth.”

Sheshrugged. “All right.”
My anger ebbed away. “Let’s go buy what we need,” | said.

“Hang on aminute,” Wright said. He wrote something e se in the wire-bound notebook. Then he tore out
the page and handed it to Celia. “Those are my sizes. If you can, get me apair of jeans and a swesatshirt.”

Shelooked at the Sizes, smiled, and said, “ Okay.”

Weleft them. Celiaand | took her car—one of losif ’s cars, she said—and drove to the clothing store.
Shefound it easily, following Wright’ sdirections, and that seemed to surprise her.

“I' usualy get lost at least once and have to stop and ask somebody for directions,” she said. And then,
“Listen, you're my sister, okay? | refuseto believe | ook old enough to be your mother.”

| laughed. “How old are you?’
“Twenty-three. Stefan found me when | was nineteen, right after I’d moved out of my mother’ s house.”

“Twenty-three, same as Wright.”



“Yeah. And he' syour first. You did very well for yourself. HE s a decent-looking big bear of aguy, and
he' snice. That jacket of hislookslike away-too-big coat on you.”

“When he found me, when he stopped to pick me up, | couldn’t believe how good he smelled. My
memory was so destroyed that | didn’t even know what | wanted from him, but his scent pulled meinto
the car with him.”

Cdlialaughed, then looked sad and stared at nothing for amoment. “ Stefan would say things like that.
I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be one of you, so tuned in to smells and sounds, living so
long and being so strong. It doesn’t seem fair that you can’t convert uslike dl the Stories say.”

“That would be very strange,” | said. “If adog bit aman, no one would expect the man to become a
dog. He might get an infection and die, but that’ sthe worst.”

“Y ou haven't found out about werewolves yet, then.”

“I’ve read about them on Wright's computer. A lot of the people who write about vampires seem to be
interested in werewolves, too.” | shook my head. “Inaare probably responsible for most vampire
legends. | wonder what started the werewolf legends.”

“I’ve thought about that,” Celiasaid. “It was probably rabies. People get bitten, go crazy, froth at the
mouth, run around like animals, attacking other people who then come down with the same problems.....
That would probably be enough to make ancient people come up with the idea of were wolves. Shori,
what did you get mad at Brook about afew minutes ago?’

| looked at her and, after amoment, decided that she had asked ared question. * She touched my pride,
| think. Sheworriesthat | can't take care of the three of you. | worry that | won't aways know how to
take care of you. | hate my ignorance. | need to learn from you since there is no adult Inato ask.”

“Before| saw what you did today, | figured we' d be the onestaking care of you.”
“Youwill. losf cdled it ‘mutudistic symbioss” | think it'salso called just “mutudism.””

“Y eah, those were hiswordsfor it. Before Stefan brought me to meet him, I’d never even heard those
words used that way before. | thought he had made them up until | found them in ascience dictionary. So
you want usto be straight with you even if you don’'t dwayslike what we say?’
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“Worksfor me. Let’ s get you some clothes.”

| wound up with two pairs of boy’ s blue jeansthat actualy fit, two long-deeved shirts, one red and one
black, apair of gloves, ajacket with ahood, sunglasses, and some underwear. Then Celia used the last
of her own money aswell asthe last of what Wright had given her to get him apair of jeansand a
hooded swesatshirt. Then we headed back to the supermarket to meet Wright and Brook.

“Brook and | arelucky we left our suitcasesin the back of the car,” Cdliasaid. “A Laundromat would be
agood ideafor us, but otherwise, we' re okay. Did you hear that sdleswoman? She said you were the
cutest thing she' d seen dll day. Shefigured you were about ten.”

| shook my head. I’d said dmost nothing to the woman. | had no idea how to act like a ten-year-old
human child. “ Doesit bother you that I'm so smal?’

Shegrinned. “It did at first. Now | kind of likeit. After seeing you in action today, | think you'd be



goddamn scary if you were bigger.”
“I will grow.”

“Y eah, but before you do, I'll have time to get used to you.” She paused. “How about you? Are you
okay with me?’

“Youmean do | want you?’

“...yeah. Youdidn't exactly choose us.”

“I inherited you, both of you, from my father’ sfamily. You remine”
“Y ou want us?’

| smiled up at her. “Oh, yes.”

thirteen:

We turned northeast again and drove until we found a place where we could go off aside road and camp
in the woods, far enough away from the road and the highway to beinvisible. | took alook around
before | went to deep, made sure there was no one near us, no one watching us.

After | got back, | asked Cedliato stay awake and keep one of the guns handy until dark. Shewasa
good shot, she'd had somerest, and she said shewasn't very tired. We had the three guns | had taken
from the gunmen and Celid s handgun—a semiautomatic Beretta. She told me the gunmen had used
silenced Heckler & Koch submachine guns. She said she’' d never seen one before, but she' d read about
them.

“The gunmen meant to kill usdl, but to doit quietly,” shesaid. “1 don't think anyone heard the shooting
over the noise of the fire and the distance between houses. We need to avoid these people, at least until
wefind afew morefriends.”

| agreed with her. But at that moment, | just wanted to deep. | went to deep in the backseat of Wright's
car and woke briefly as Wright lifted me out and put me down in Brook’ s car, where someone had
folded the back seats down and spread clothing on them to make them less uncomfortable.

“What are you doing?’ | whispered.

He climbed in, lay down beside me, and pulled me against him. “Go back to deep,” he said into my ear. |
did. The makeshift bed turned out to be not so uncomfortable after all.

Then Brook lay down on the other side of me, and her scent disturbed me, made me want to get up and
go deep somewheredse. | tried to ignore it. Her scent would change, was aready beginning to change. |

dept.
Sometime later, after dark, | bit her.

She struggled. | had to hold her to keep her still and silent at first. Then, after aminute, she gavealong
sghand lay as !’ d positioned her, accepting me as much as she could. Shedidn’t enjoy hersdlf, but after
that first panic, she a least did not seem to be suffering.

| had only tasted her before. Now | took afull meal from her—not an emotiondly satisfying medl, but a



physicaly sustaining one. Afterward, | spent time lgpping at the wound until shetruly relaxed against me.
She eased back into deep and never noticed when | got up, stepped over her, and got out of the car.

| closed the door as quietly as| could and stood besideit. Not being fully satisfied made me restless. |
paced away from the car, then back toward it. | found mysalf wondering whether Brook, Celia, and
Theodorawould be better able to sustain me when they were asfully mine as Wright was. Would they
be enough? | was much smaller than my father who had preferred to have eight symbionts. My demands
must besmdler.

Mustn't they?

| shook my head in disgust. My ignorance wasn't just annoying. It was dangerous. How could | take
care of my symbiontswhen | didn’'t even know how to protect them from me?

| stopped beside the car and looked through its back window at Brook and Wright, now lying next to
each other, both still adeep. Both had been touching me. Now that | had moved, they were dmost
touching one another.

My fedlings shifted at once from fear for them to confusion. | wanted to crawl between them again and
fed them both lying comfortably, reassuringly against me. They were both mine. And yet there was
something deeply right about seeing them together asthey were.

Celiacame up behind me, looked a me, glanced into the car, then drew me away from it. We went to
the other car and sat there. “1 long for ashower,” | said.

“Metoo,” Cdiasad. “Youmindif | goto deep now?’

“Go ahead.” She had dready climbed into the backseat of Wright's car. She put her handgun on the
floor and lay on her back on the seet.

“I think | need to say something you won't like hearing,” she said.
“All right.”

She closed her eyesfor several seconds, then said, “ Stefan told me what happened to Hugh Tang. He
told me and hetold Oriana Bernardi because he knew we both loved Hugh.”

Loved?1 listened to her with growing confusion. | didn’t know what to say so | said nothing.

“Therelationship among an Inaand severd symbiontsis about the closest thing I’ ve seen to aworkable
group marriage,” she said. “With us, sometimes people got jed ous and started to pull the family apart,
and ... wel ... Stefan would haveto talk to them. He said the first time that happened, he was il living
with his mothers and one of them had to tell him what to do, and even then he could hardly do it because
he was fedling so confused himself. Hedidn't say ‘jedlous’ Hesaid * confused.””

| nodded. “Confused.”
“| don't really understand that, but then, we are different species.”
“How did you wind up with Hugh?’

She smiled. “Hugh had been with Stefan for afew years when Stefan asked meto join him. When I'd
been there for awhile, Hugh asked for me. Stefan said that was up to me, so Hugh asked me. It scared
me because | didn’'t understand at first how an Ina household works, that everyone went to Stefan, fed



him, loved him, but that we could have relaionships with one another, too, or with other nearby
symbionts. Well, | didn’t go to Hugh when hefirst asked, but after awhile, | did. He was agood man.”

“I'msorry,” | said. “1 wish he hadn’t found me when he did.”
“I know.”
| looked at her lying there, not looking at me. “Thank you for tellingme,” | said.

She nodded and looked at mefinaly. “Y ou rewelcome. | didn’t just say it for your benefit, though. |
figure | might want to have akid someday.”

| wanted that—a home in which my symbionts enjoyed being with me and enjoyed one another and
raised their children as| raised mine. That felt right, felt good.

| left Celiaaone so she could deep, and | checked the area again to make sure we were still asaone as
we seemed to be. Once | was sure of that, | set out at ajog, then arun to find out who our nearest
neighborswere. | followed my nose and found afarm where two adults and four children lived, dong
with horses, chickens, geese, and goats. | found three other houses, widely separated aong the side
road, but without farm fields around them. | found no real community on the territory | covered.

It seemed we had privacy and alittle more time to recover and decide what to do. | could question Celia
and, in particular, Brook.

| went back to the cars and used some of the disposable wipes that Wright and Brook had bought to
clean up asbest | could. Then | put on clean clothes. As| got my jeanson, | heard Brook wake up and
dip out of the car behind me. She made dightly different noises bresthing and moving around than Wright
or Cdiadid.

“God, it'sdark out here,” shesaid. “If | weren't asymbiont, | don’t think | could seeat all. Aren’'t you
cold?’

| wasn't redlly, but | pulled on an undershirt, then put my long-deeved shirt on, buttoned it, and pulled on
my new jacket. “I'mal right,” | said. “I’m glad you' re awake. | need to talk to you.”

“Sure”

“Eat first. Do whatever you need to do. Thiswill probably take awhile.”

“That doesn’t sound good.”

“I hopeit won't be too bad. Y our neck okay?’

She pulled her collar aside and showed me the haf-hedled wound. “It . . . wasn't so bad thistime.”
“It will get better.”

“I know.”

She pulled open the white Styrofoam cooler they had bought and filled with ice and food. She took out a
plastic packet of four strips of pepper-smoked salmon and a bottle of water. She made a sandwich with
the salmon and some bread from one of the grocery bags. When she' d eaten that and drunk the water,
she got more water from the chest and dug out a blueberry muffin and two bananas from one of the bags.
It didn’t seem to bother her that | sat in the car watching her—that | enjoyed watching her.



Findly shetook the plastic can of wipes and went away into the treesto make her own effort to clean up.
While she did that, Wright awoke and sumbled off in adifferent direction. A few momentslater he came
back and got another plastic can of wipes, scrubbed his face and hands, then got into the food.

“You okay?" heasked me.

“I'mfine. I'm going to seewhat | can learn from Brook. | need some ideawhereto find adult Ina. Now
that | know what my parents communities faced—humans with gasoline and guns—I think | can ask for
help without endangering other Inaor their symbionts.”

“You didn’t think so yesterday.”

“I do now. | till don't want to stay at the cabin near your relatives. Anyone | go to will have to post
guards, stop shutting down during the day, be willing to fight and kill, be able to plant false storiesin the
memories of any witnesses, and be able to ded with the police. Inafamilieswith symbionts can do that if
they know they should. They can survive and help remove athreat.”

He shook hisheed. 1 just can’t figure out why human beingswould be killing your kind plusahdl of a
lot of their own kind unlessit’s some kind of misguided vampire hunting.”

“Itmay be” | said. “I don’t know. But I’'m pretty sureit’ s something to do with my family’ s genetic
experiments. Will you st with us and speak up whenever you think of anything useful 7’

“Sure. Not that I’ m going to know what’ s useful.”
“Unless something she says shakes |oose some part of my memory, you' [l know asmuch as| do.”
“Scary thought,” he said. Then, “Here' s Brook.”

“I’'mcold,” shesaid, rubbing her hands together. “Let’ s get back into the car.” Once we had moved the
clothing we' d dept on and put the back seats up, we al climbed in, Brook in front and Wright and | in
the back. “Okay,” she said, “what do you want to talk about?’

“Weneed help,” | told her. “1 need to find adult Inawho will help me get rid of these assassins and then
help me learn what | need to know to do right by the family | seem to be building. So | need you to tell
me whatever you can about |osf’ sInafriends and relatives.”

“I told you, | don’t know how to contact any of them. Outside of our community, the only ones| had
phone numbers for were your mothers.”

“But you would have heard of others” | said. “Whether or not you know how to reach them, you would
have heard their names, maybe met them.”

She shook her head. “losif was unusual because he was so alone. He was too young to take part in the
various Ina council meetings, and he had no elderfathersto represent hisfamily. His brothersand his
fathers, like hismothers and sisters, are all dead. Most of his relatives used to be scattered around
Romaniaand Russiaand Hungary. They died during the twentieth century—most of them during and
after World War 11 when alot of European Inawere killed. His ssters died with his mothers during the
war. The Nazis got them. And his brothers and fathers were killed later by the Communigts. They were
some kind of nobility—had alot of land taken from them before the war. Afterward, with dl the
destruction, | guess there was nothing left to take but their lives. losf was barely ableto get out. They dl
should have left well before the war, but they were stubborn. They said no one would drive them from
their homes.”



“Weredl Inaoriginaly based in Romania—Transylvania?’

“No, they’ ve been scattered al over Europe and the Middle East for millennia, or so their records say.
They clam to have written records that go back more than ten thousand years. losf told me about them.
| think he believed what he was saying, but | never quite believed him. Ten thousand years!” She shook
her head. “Written history just doesn’t go back that far. Anyway, now Inaare scattered al over the
world. You just happen to be descended from people who lived inwhat 1osif used to call *vampire
country.” | think some of your ancestors there were outed and executed as vampires afew centuries ago.
losif used to joke about it in abitter way. He said that, physicaly, he and most Inafit in badly wherever
they go—tall, ultrapale, lean, wiry people. They usually looked like foreigners, and when times got bad,
they were treated like foreigners—suspected, didiked, driven out, or killed.”

“Hetold Wright and methat thereis an Inatheory that claimsthe Inawere sent here from another
world.”

“Y es, that's something young Ina have come up with. They read and go to movies and pick up and adapt
whatever’'s current. For awhile, there was an ideathat Inawere angels of some kind. And there' sthe old
standby legend of the Inabeing sent here by a great mother goddess. Y ou're dl supposed to be stuck
here until you prove yourselves” shesad. “Did losf tell you that one?’

“Hedid,” Wright said. “It'salittlelike Chridianity.”

“Itisn’'t, redly,” Brook said. “ They’ re not supposed to go homein some spiritual way after they die.
Some future generation of them is supposed to leave this world en masse and go to paradise—or back to
the homeworld. It might be mythology or it might be that you and | havefinally found—and
joined—those extraterrestria adiensthat people keep claiming to spot on londly back roads.”

Wright laughed. Then he stopped laughing and shook his head. “ There s another intelligent species here
on Earth, and they’ re vampires. What am | laughing at?’

| took hishand and held it, looking at him. He looked at me, put his head back against the seet, and
curled hisfingers around my hand.

“Didn’'t other Inavist logf?’ | asked. “Did you ever meet others?’

She nodded. “That was scary sometimes.”

“Why?

“Because not everyone trests symbionts as people. | didn't redlize that until I'd been with losif for afew
years, but it’ strue. | remember one guest—actually, he came back recently to negotiate with losif for an
introduction to you and your sisters. Y ou weren't old enough yet, but he hoped to win dl three of you for
himsalf and his brothers when you came of age. That was never going to happen because your father was
smart enough to see what he was.”

“There werethree of us?’ | said, my mind latching on to this new it of information about my past, about
my family. “I didn’t know that. | asked losf, but | was asking him so many questions. . . he never got
around to answering that one.”

“There were three of you. Thiswas not aman losf would ever have introduced to you or your Ssters.
Thisman liked to ... anuse himsdlf with other Ina s symbionts. He was very careful and protective of his
own, but he liked sending them among uswith ingtructions to start trouble, raise suspicions and
jedlousies, gart fights. He liked to watch arguments and fights. His symbionts were so good, so subtle



that we didn’t reglize what was happening &t first. It excited the hell out of him when two of Radu’s
symbionts almost killed one another. He got something sexua out of watching. The symbionts would
have died if they hadn’t been symbionts—but then, they never would have been endangered if they
hadn’t been symbionts.”

“Radu,” | said, remembering that losif had mentioned the name.

“Y our brotherswere Stefan, Vasile, Mihai, and Radu. It was your father’ sright to name them, and he
named them for the dead—histwo brothers and two of hisfathers who died in Romania. Y our mothers
liked plainer, American-sounding names. Y our sisters were Barbaraand Helen. Y ou were lucky. Y our
human mother clamed theright to nameyou.” She amiled. “* Shori’ isthe name of akind of bird—an
East African crested nightingale. It sanice name.”

“Oh,” Wright said. We looked at each other, then | reached into my shirt and pulled out the gold chain
with the crested bird.

“Wasthismine before?’ | asked, showing it to her. “Wright found it in the rubble of my mothers
houses”

Sheturned the car’ sinterior light on and looked at the bird, then looked at me. *Y our human mother
gaveyou this. | think sheloved you asthough she had given birth to you hersdf. Her name was Jessica
Margaret Grant.”

JesscaMargaret Grant. | shut my eyes and tried to find something of thiswoman in my
memory—something. But there was nothing. All of my life had been erased, and | could not bring it
back. Each time| was confronted with the redlity of this, it waslike turning to go into what should have
been afamiliar, welcoming place and finding absolutely nothing, emptiness, space.

After amoment, | said, “I wouldn’t want to meet the Inayou described. What about others? Who's
vidted losf or one of my brothers recently?’

Brook frowned. “ There was one afew months ago. He and Vasile owned some sort of business
together. He wasinterested in joining with you and your ssters, and Vasile thought it might be agood
match. losf waswilling to be convinced so this man—what was his name? One of the Gordon family . . .
Danid Gordon! He had his brothers come to see us. Their ancestors were English, | think. They
immigrated firgt to Canada, then to the United States. All the symbionts of losif s community weretold
to notice them, notice their behavior, talk to their symbionts, and listen to them. Wedid, and no one
spotted anything bad. They seemed to be good, normal people. Shori, you met them yoursalf and liked
them, even though it was way too soon for you to mate. They had heard about you and they wanted to
meet you. losif went down, collected you, and brought you to stay with usfor afew days.”

“All because of my dark skin?” | said.

“That' s the most obvious reason. Y ou' re not only able to stay completely awake and dert during the
day, but you don’t burn.”

“I burn.”
“Youdidn't yesterday.”
“I blistered alittle. | tried to keep covered up, and it was cloudy yesterday. Did the brotherslike me?’

“Have you heded?’ Wright asked, interrupting. “I meant to buy you some sunscreen, but | forgot.”



“I hedled,” | said and wondered what al thistalk of my mating was doing to him. | looked at him but
couldn’t read anything more than mild concern in his expression as he examined my face—probably for
burns.

“The Gordon brothers were ddlighted with you,” Brook said. “ They wished you were alittle older, but
they were willing to wait. They planned to go down to meet your sisters and your mothers. | don’t know
whether or not that had happened, but it would have been necessary. Y our mothers would have to meet
the whole Gordon family and then give or refuse their consent.”

“Where do the Gordons live?’ | asked.
She hesitated, frowned. “ Somewhere on the coast of northern Cdifornia.”
“Y ou don't know exactly where?’

She shook her head. “Their community has aname—Punta Nublada—but it’ snot ared town. It'sonly
the four brothers and their three fathers and a couple of ederfathers who were born in the sixteen
hundreds. It' samazing to meet peoplelike that.”

“Y ou met them?’ Wright asked.

“I went with losf and one of Shori’s mothers and some other symbiontsto vigt them. | loved thetrip, but
| didn’t know where| was most of thetime. | know we flew into San Francisco Airport—at night, of
course—and a couple of symbionts from Punta Nublada met usin vans and drove us up. It was more
than two hours north of San Francisco Airport and on the coast. That'sdl | know. They have alot of
land. Inland, away from their community, they own vineyards. They have awine-making business, which
iskind of funny when you think about it.”

Wright laughed. “Yeah. I'll bet they ill don't drink it.”
“What?" | demanded.

“Old joke from avampiremovie,” Wright said. “From the BelaLugos verson of Dracula. Someone
offersthe Count aglass, and he says,'| donot drink . . . wine.””

| shrugged. Maybe I’ d watch the movie someday and see why that was funny. “We'll go to Punta
Nublada” | said. “You'll findit for us, Brook.”

Shelooked distressed. “I don't know whereit is, | swear.”

“Did you deegp while you were being driven?’

“No, but it was dark.”

“Y ou can seein this darkness—here, under the trees. Y our night visonisgood.”
“Itis. But mogt of what | saw was headlights and taillights.”

| nodded. “They can be aproblem. But | think you saw more than you redize.”
“I didn’'t,” shesad. “I redly didn't.”

“We need help, Brook,” | said. “Can you think of anyone else—anyone other than the Gordons—who
might help us?’



She faced me and shook her head. “But these people may not help us, even if wefind them. | don’t
know whether there was a confirmed agreement between your family and theirs. And even if there was,
they ... I'm sorry, Shori. They might not want you without your sgters. It's hard for only children to find
mates. losf said it would have been hard for him, but he was aready mated when his brothers were
killed. His mates were just smart enough to get out before he did.”

| shrugged. “All right, even if the Gordons don't still want to mate with me, they should be willing to help
find and stop the assassins. That’ swhat | redlly need help with, after all. Human gangs wiping out two
whole communities of Ina. Any Inashould be willing to do something about that—out of salf-preservation
if nothingese”

“They should”

“Then you find them, and I'll put it to them in just that way. Sdlf-preservation. losf must have seen some
good inthem.” | looked at her, and she looked away. “1 fed asthough | know humans better than |
know my own kind—not that that’ s saying much. Am | missing something here? Is there some reason
these people might not help us?’

She shook her head. “| think they will help, even if they don’'t want you asamate. I'm just scared |
won't be ableto find them for you.”

“Yesyouwill,” I said. “You'll find them. Then once we get some peace, we can begin to assemble a
household. The Gordons should be able to give us phone numbers and addresses of other Ina—my
mothers brothers, perhaps. Arethey aive?’

“Your mothers' brothers? Yes. I've never met them, but you have.” Suddenly she put her handsto her
face. Shedidn’t cry, but she looked as though she wanted to. “How can | do this?’ she demanded. “Y ou
can't depend on me. | don't redlly know anything.”

“Youcan.” | sad. “Youwill. Don’t worry about it. Just know that you will.”

Wright said, “We can drive down—all the way to San Francisco Airport if we have to. From there, we
can turn north again, and maybe Brook can find the way.”

“Well gart tonight,” | said.
He nodded. “What about Cdia? She might know something.”
“She needed to deep. WE Il tell her when shewakes up, and I ll find out what she knows.”

“We need maps,” Wright said. “I don’t know the way, except that we'll be going south, probably on |-5.
WEe I| make San Francisco Airport our destination, so when we reach California, we should stick to a
coastal route—probably U. S. 101—until we reach the airport or until Brook recognizes something.”

“We should go back to your cabin first,” | said, “or if you don’t want to do that, you can let me out afew
blocks from there. | need to talk to Theodora and see whether or not she should come with us.”

He nodded. “1 need to talk to my uncle anyway, to let him know that | haven't just disappeared on him
and that | want my job. | want him to be willing to hire me again when thisis over. | want to get some of
my stuff, too. Hell, | was dl packed to leave anyway.”

“Let’'sgonow,” | said. “We ve got hours of darkness |eft. By daybreak, we should be well on our way.”



fourteen:

Once we got back to Wright’ s cabin, | went to visit Theodora. | dipped into her bedroom by way of her
bal cony, woke her, and told her what had happened and what we were going to do. Her scent was till
mostly her own so | knew | could leave her, londly but safe.

“I want to go with you!” she protested.

“I know,” | told her. “But it will be better if you wait. | can't protect you now. | don’t even havethe
prospect of ahome now, and | have no Inadlies. It was only luck that none of uswas hurt or killed at
the Arlington house”

“Y ou protected them.”

“Luck,” | said. “They could so easily have been burned or shot. Wright could have |eft the television on,
and | might not have heard the intruders until it wastoo late. | want you with me, and you will be. But not
yet.”

She cried and wanted meto at least Stay therest of the night with her. | bit her alittle—only to taste
her—then held her and |apped at the wound until she was focused on the pleasure. She was like Wright.
She had some hold on me beyond the blood. At last, | knew | had to go so | told her to deep. She
resisted briefly, took something from the very back and bottom of the middle drawer in her night table,
and put it in my hand. “Y ou might need this,” she whispered. “Takeit. I’ve got more.” Then she kissed
me and let hersdlf drift off to deep.

She had put money into my hand, athick roll of twenty-dollar bills with arubber band around it. | took it
back to Wright' s cabin. He was in the main house, talking to his uncle. He and the two women had each
had ashower. By the time Wright came back, | was having one, and the women were egting the meal
they had prepared. We were dl wasting time, and | knew it, but | enjoyed my shower and let them enjoy
their microwaved mugs of vegetable soup, dabs of canned ham, and dinner rolls heated in the convection
oven—smple, quickly prepared food.

They finished, cleaned up, took out the trash, and made sandwiches of the last of the ham and some
cheddar cheese Wright had had in hisrefrigerator. Meanwhile, | put Wright' s two suitcases and the
canvastravel bag he had given mefor my thingsinto his car. Wright aready had abook of maps called
The Thomas Guide: King and Shohomish Counties—we were in Snohomish—and amap of Pierce
County. We would get whatever else we needed as we traveled, dthough, according to Wright, al we
really had to do was get on I-5 and stay on it until we got to California, then switch over to U. S.101.
None of that meant anything to me. | meant to look at the relevant mapsin The Thomas Guide whilewe
traveled. | needed, for my own comfort, to have someidea of where we were going.

Wright came out ahead of the two women, and | put the money Theodora had given meinto his hand.
“Takethis” | said. “If | get separated from the rest of you, you take care of Brook and Celia. All of you
would haveto find other Inaas quickly as possible”

His hand closed around the money, then helooked at it in the light from the back door of the cabin. His
mouth dropped open. “Where did you get this?’

“From Theodora. She said we might need it, and we might.”

He put the money in an insde pocket of hisjacket and zipped the pocket. “I'll useit to kegp usal as
safeas| can,” hesad. “But don't imagine | would just drive off and leave you, Shori. | wouldn't. |
couldn’t.”



“I hope it won’t be necessary. But if it is necessary to keep you safe, to keep Celiaand Brook safe,
you'll doit. Youwill doit!”

He drew back from me, angry, wanting to dispute, yet knowing he would obey. “ Sometimes | forget that
you can do that to me,” he said.

“I doitto saveyour life)” | said.
After awhile hesighed. “ Y ou'reascary little person,” he said.

| had no ideawhat to say to that o | ignored it. “ Theodora wanted to come, too,” | said. “I couldn’t let
her, even though | wanted her to. The only person | want moreisyou. | heed you to be safe, and | need
you to keep Brook and Celia safe.”

He shook his head, then put his arm around my shoulders, his expression going from angry to bemused.
“That isthe most unromantic declaration of love |’ ve ever heard. Or isthat what you' re saying? Do you
love me, Shori, or do | just taste good?”

“Youdon't tastegood,” | said, smiling. “Y ou taste wonderful.” | grew more serious. “1 would rather be
shot again than lose you.”

“More and more romantic,” he said and shook his head. He bent, lifted me off my feet, and kissed me. |
nipped him, tasted him, and heard him draw a quick breath. He held me hard against him, and | closed
my eyesfor amoment, submerged in the scent, the fed, and taste of him.

Then Brook came out with her own suitcase. She had taken it from the back of her car to get at her
toiletries. “We d better get going,” she said, noticing the way Wright and | held each other, then looking

avay.
We sighed. Wright put me down, and we |et each other go.

Celiacame out carrying the sandwiches, each bagged with the gpples and bananas that Wright had had in
the cabin. She handed a bag to Wright and one to Brook, then said, Y ou guys got everything?’

We nodded, and Wright went to turn off the lights and lock the door.

Wedrove, Wright with mein one car and Celiawith Brook in the other. We drove through what was | eft
of the night and into the day. By daybreak we had reached Salem, Oregon. We were till, according to
the maps, hundreds of miles north of San Francisco Airport. We got two motel rooms at a place that did
not force usto park our cars where they could be seen from the street—just in case someone was
hunting us. We picked up amap of the area, the others ate the food they had brought, and we all went to
bed.

| lay awake for awhile next to Wright, wondering whether | should even bein bed. Perhgps| should stay
awake, keep watch. But | couldn’t quite believe that humans would have been able to follow us without
my noticing them. And | couldn’t believe they would be willing to kill amotel full of humansunrelated to
Inaif they did find us. Also, the motdl wasfilled with windows—eyes—and perhaps with curiosity. Our
enemiesliked concealment and quiet. | could deep. Infact, thiswas an excellent placeto deep. | let
mysdf drift off.

Once Wright had dept off some of his weariness, he woke me up and told meto try biting him now and
see what happened.

| laughed and bit him. | didn’t take much blood because | had taken afull meal from him only two days



before. Still, | was eager to see what happened, and he didn’t disappoint me.

After afew hours, we got up and got on the road again. We didn’t hurry. We stopped for medls, stayed
within the speed limit, and, as aresult, spent one more night inamotd. Thistime | was hungry enough to
leave the room while Wright was adegp and wait until | spotted a stranger letting himsalf into hisroom. |
dipped in with him before heredized | wasthere. | bit him and had anourishing, but unsatisfying, medl.
Afterward, | told him to keep the bite mark hidden until it healed and to remember only that he’ d had an
odd dream.

Sometime | ater, after we got underway on our third night, | redlized that | should be riding with Brook to
dowhat | could to encourage her memory. | didn’t really know whether she would remember more
clearly or focus her attention more narrowly if | were thereto prod her, but | meant to find out. When we
stopped for gas, | switched cars.

“Do you want meto send Cedliato keep you company?’ | asked Wright. “Or would you rather have
sometimeto yoursaf?’

He heditated, then said, “ Send her. I'll ask her questions and find out more about this symbiont business.”

| looked at him and saw that he wasn't asking me to send Cdliato him, he was daring me. And he was
amiling alitieashedidit.

“Ak,” | said. “I’'m afraid for you to tak to them and learn what they know—abecause | know so little.
But you should talk to them. We' reafamily, or the beginnings of one. W€ Il be together for avery long
time”

“It sdl right,” he said, immediately contrite. “A little solitude might be good for me.”

“No,” | sad. “Talk to her. Get to know her. AsK your questions. It isn't dl right, but it will be.” | walked
away to where Brook was putting gasinto her car.

“What?’ she asked.
“I’'m switching cars,” | said. “1 want to do what | can to prod your memory.”
Shedghed. “I'm il afraid | won't remember.”

“I'll drive, then,” Cdliasaid through her open window. “We re more likely to survivethetrip if the driver
isn't looking dl around trying to remember stuff.”

Shewasright. Brook hadn’t been driving when she visited these people before. Best for her not to be
driving now. | went back and told Wright he would be driving done after al and told him why.

He grinned. “Decided you didn’'t want me to know everything, then,” he said.
| grinned back a him. “That must beit.”

They went into the store that was attached to the gas station and bought more maps, food, bottled water,
and ice. Then Wright and Celia consulted over the new maps. Somewhere in Sonomaor Mendocino
County in Californiawe decided to use State Route 1 instead of U. S. 101 aswe' d planned because
Brook said State Route 1 “felt” like the right road. This apparently had to be discussed again. Then,
findly, we were on our way. Celialed off.

Brook and | sat in the backseat, and she studied a huge, sheetlike map. Finaly she put the map down



and looked at me. “We're close enough,” she said, “but | don't recognize anything yet.”
“Areyou still worried about your memory?’ | asked.
She nodded. “ Of course | am.”

“You will remember,” | said. “When you see things you' ve seen before, you' re going to recognize them.
Y ou’ ve been to this place before. Y ou’ ve seen the way, going and coming. Now you'll seetheway a
third time, and you'll get usthere. Look out the windows. Don’t worry about the map.”

She took a deep breath and nodded.

And yet we drove dl the way to the Golden Gate Bridge before she began to see things that looked
familiar to her. By then we had to cross the bridge, then find a place to turn back. On our way back,
though, she kept seeing familiar landmarks, businesses, signs.

“I think | paid more attention when we were traveling to Punta Nublada from the airport,” she said. “We
were headed north, the way we are now, and | know this place now. It al seemed so new to mewhen |
camethisway with losif. | hadn’t been anywhere far from home for along time. | was so excited.”

Just over two hours later, anewly confident Brook had us turn down anarrow paved road that took us
to agravd road that led, findly, to Punta Nublada, acommunity of eleven large houses with garages and
severd other buildings scattered along either side of the road. It was almost avillage. Behind some of the
houses, | could see the remains of large gardens, most of them finished for the year, stark and empty. The
community was dark and still, asthough it were a humansonly place and everyone were adeep. |
wondered why. | could smell Inamales nearby.

“Which house belongs to the oldest son, or perhaps we should see one of the elderfathers?’ | asked,
then had another thought. “Wait, which isthe home of Danid Gordon, the one you said first gpproached
logif.”

“Danid?’ Brook asked. “Heisthe oldest son.”
“Show mewhich homeishis”
“Third house on theright.”

We stopped there. | got out and understood something interesting and frightening at once. There were
people—human and Ina—watching uswith guns. | smelled the guns, | saw some of the people hidingin
the darkness. | smelled them and knew they were dl strangersto me, but | sorted through them anyway.
The scents of the Inawere very disturbing. These people were nervous. Some of the humanswere
frightened. At least none of the humans present had been among those who attacked Wright, Cdlia,
Brook, and me. That possibility had not occurred to me until | smelled dl the guns.

“Don’t get out yet,” | said to Celiaand Brook. But behind us, Wright had aready gotten out and cometo
stand beside me. It frightened me how vulnerable he was, how vulnerable we dl were, but if these people
wanted to shoot us, surely they would aready have doneit.

| took Wright's hand, or rather, | touched one of his huge hands and dlowed it to swalow mine, and we
walked to the front porch of Daniel Gordon’ s house.

“Thisthe guy who wants to be your mate?’ he asked in a soft voicethat | thought hetried hard to keep
neutrd.



“Things have changed,” | said, knowing that he was not my only listener. “1 don’t know what they want
now. But for the sake of the past, | hope they will speak with me and not just point guns at me.”

Wright froze, drew me closer to him, and | redlized he had known nothing of those who watched us. He
saw no one until the tall, male Ina stepped into view on the broad front porch.

“Shori,” he said, making agreeting of my name.
Of course, he was astranger to me. “Y ou're Daniel Gordon?’ | asked.
He frowned.

“If you and your people arethisaert,” | said, “you must know what’ s happened to my family—to my
mothers, my sisters, my brothers, and my father. It amost happened to me, too. | had a serious head
injury. Because of it, | don’t remember you at dl. | don’t remember any part of my life before getting
hurt. So | haveto ask:Are you Daniel Gordon?’

After what seemed to be along while, he answered, “Yes, I'm Danidl.”

“Then | need to talk with you about what’ s happened to my family and, very nearly, to me and my
symbionts”

Danidl looked at Wright, at our joined hands, at the two women in the car. Finally, he nodded. “Y ou and
your people are welcome here,” he said.

There was an amostsilent withdrawal of armed watchers. | saw afew of the humans around Daniel’s
house and the houses of his nearest neighborslower their guns and turn away. | turned to the car and
beckoned to Brook and Celia.

They came out of the car and up to us, and Danidl looked at them, lifted his head and sampled their
scent, then looked at me again. He recognized them. | could seethat in his expression—redization and
urprise.

“Thosetwo ...” Hefrowned. “They aren’t yours, Shori.”

“They were my father’ sand my brother Stefan’s. They’ rewith menow.” | knew they smelled wrong, but
if he knew what had happened to my family, he must know why they smdlled the way they did—of both
the dead and theliving.

“We must question them,” he said. “We ve heard what happened on the radio, read about it in the
newspaper, seen it on televison. Two of my fathers even went up to look around. And yet even they
don’t understand any of this. Who did these things?’

“WEell share everything we know,” | said, “athough that isn’t much. We came here because we need
help againgt the assassins.”

“Who are they? Do you have any idea?’

“We don’'t know who they are, but we killed some of them when they attacked us.” And | repested,
“Well tdl you dl wecan.”

“How did you survive?’

| Sghed. “ Cdl your brothers and your fathers from the shadows, and let’ s go into your house and talk.”



Hisfathers and brothers had gathered around usin near sllence and just far enough away to prevent my
symbionts from seeing them. They were listening and sampling our scents and looking usover. | didn’t
seethat it would do them any harm to examine usin comfort and with courtesy.

Perhaps Daniel thought so, too. He turned, opened his door, switched on alight, and stood aside.
“Comein, Shori,” hesad. “Bewecome.”

We went up the stepsinto the house, into alarge room of dark wood and deep green wallpaper. A large
flat-screen television set covered much of one end wall. Beneath it on shelveswas alarge collection of
tapes and DV Ds. At the opposite end of the room was amassive stone fireplace. Along one side wall
there were three windows, each as big as the front door, and between them and alongside them, there
weretall bookcasesfilled with books. On the other side wall there were photographs, dozens of them,
somein black and white, somein color, most of them of outdoor scenes—woods, rivers, huge trees,
rock dliffs, waterfalls. They would have been beautiful if they had not been so crowded together.

Therewere agrest many chairs and little tables around the room. We and the brothers and fatherswho
camein after usfound placesto sit. Wright, Celia, Brook, and | sat together on apair of two-person
sedts a the fireplace end of the room. The fathers and brothers Gordon sat around us, surrounding us on
three sides, crowding us. Our world was suddenly filled with tall, pae, vaguely menacing, spidery men,
and | was annoyed with them for being even vaguely menacing and scaring my symbionts. | watched
them, wondering why | was not afraid. They seemed to want meto be afraid. They stared at the four of
usin silence that was as close to hostile as silence could be. Or maybe they only wanted my symbiontsto
be afraid.

My symbionts were afraid. Even Wright was afraid, dthough hetried to hideit. He couldn’t hide his
scent, though. Celiaand Brook didn’t try to hide their fear at all.

| looked at Daniel who sat nearest to me. “Do you believe that | or my people murdered my families?’
He stared back at me. “We don’t know what happened.”

“| didn’t ask you what you knew. | asked whether you believe that | or my people murdered my
families?

He glanced back at hisfathers and brothers. “I don’t. | don’t even believe you could have.”
“Then stop scaring my symbionts. If you have questions, ask them.”
“You'reachild,” one of the older men said. “And the two women with you are not your symbionts.”

| looked at him with disgust. He had already heard me answer this. | repeated the answer exactly: “They
were my father’ sand my brother Stefan’s. They’ rewith me now.”

“You don’t have to keep them,” he said. “They can have ahome here. . . if you took them only out of
duty.”

“They’rewith me now,” | repeated.

The older man took adeep breath. “All right,” he said. “ Tell uswhat you know, Shori.” And the pressure
on us eased somehow, asit had when the guns were lowered outside. | felt it, even though | hadn’t been
afraid. | looked a my symbionts and saw that they felt it, too. They wererdaxing alittle.

| turned back to face the Gordons and sighed. After amoment of gathering my thoughts, | summarized
the thingsthat had happened to me. | talked about avakening amnesiac in the cave, about Hugh Tang,



finding theruin, finding Wright, and later finding my father, who told me that the ruin had been the
community of my mothers, then losing my father and dl of his community except Celiaand Brook, going
to the Arlington house and almost dying there, discovering that our attackerswereal human. . .

One of the Gordonsinterrupted to ask, “Were you able to question any of them?’

| shook my head. “WeKkilled severa of them. The rest escaped. We only just escaped ourselves. Thefire
had attracted attention, and | didn’t want to have to deal with firemen or the police.”

“Youweren't seen,” Danidl said. “Or if you were, it’ sbeing kept very secret. There' s been nothing in the
media about cars escaping the scene, and none of the sources my fathers crested have phoned to tell us
about anyone escaping. The police seem very frustrated.”

“Good,” | said. “I mean | didn’t know whether or not we were seen. We spent the next night in our cars
in the woods. Then, because Brook had been here once, | thought | could get her to bring us back here.”

A Gordon who looked about fifty and who was, aimost certainly, one of the two oldest people present
spoke with quiet courtesy: “May we question your symbionts?” He had a British accent. | had heard
BBC reporters on Wright' sradio back at the cabin talking the way this man did.

| looked at Celiaand Brook, then at Wright. “It'sall right,” | said. “Tell them whatever they want to
know.” They looked dert but not afraid or even uncomfortable. | nodded to the older man. “All right,” |
sad. “By the way, what’ syour name?’

“I’'m Preston Gordon,” he said. “I’m sorry. We should dl introduce oursalves.” And they did. Preston
and Hayden were the two oldest. They were brothers and looked amost enough alike to be twins,
except that Hayden wastdler and Preston had athicker mop of white-blond hair. Their sonswereWsdlls,
Manning, Henry, and Edward. And they in turn were the fathers of Danidl, Wayne, Philip, and William.
Williamwas, | suspected, only fifteen or twenty years older than | was. Although no one said so, | got
theimpresson that I’d met most of them, perhaps dl of them, before. What did it say to them that |
couldn’t remember any of them now? It embarrassed me, but there was nothing | could do about it.

Preston directed hisfirst question to Brook. “Did you recognize anyone among those your group killed?
Had you seen any of them before?’

“No,” Brook told him. “I didn’t get to see all their faces, but the ones| saw, | had never seen before.”
William asked, “How many did you kill, Shori, you persondly, | mean.”

“Three” | said surprised. “Why?’

“Threemen,” he said and grinned. “Y ou must be stronger than you look.”

| frowned because that was afoolish thing to say. Of course | was stronger than | looked, just as hewas
stronger than he looked.

Danid said, “ Shori, we didn’t know about your mothers. There was apparently no news coverage. Do
you know why that was?’

“losif and two of my brothers covered it up. He said they did. And even so, there was some local
coverage. He convinced loca reporters and gpparently the police that my mothers' community had been
abandoned, that someone burned a cluster of abandoned houses. That’s news, but it’ s not important
news. And he saw to it that some of my mothers' neighbors kept an eye on the place. He thought the
killers might come back to gloat.”



Preston shook hishead. “| see. losif must have worked very hard to keep things quiet. Brook, did he say
anything to you about his effort to cover up and, perhaps, about his effort to investigate?’

“Hetold me what happened,” she said. “He didn’t understand how it could have happened, who could
have been powerful enough to do it. He said it must have happened during the day—that that wasthe
only way Shori’ s mothers could have been surprised. And he thought Shori might have survived if anyone
did. But ... | don’'t believe he thought of it as something that would happen again. | never got the
impression that he was worried about it hgppening to our community.”

Cedlianodded. “ Stefan flew down with him to help with the neighbors. They took Hugh Tang and some
other symbionts with them to search for survivors. They redly did think it wasjust asingleterrible crime.
| mean, you hear about people committing mass murder—shooting up their schools or their workplaces
all of asudden—or you hear about serial murders where someone kills people one by one over a period
of months or years, but serial massmurder . . . | don't think I’ ve ever heard of that except in war.”

“logf didn’t know anything,” | said. 1 talked to him about it. He was frustrated, grieving, angry . . . He
hated not knowing at least asmuch | hateit.”

There was a brief silence, then Daniel spoke to Wright. “What about you? Y ou'’ re the outsider brought
into al thisamost by accident. What are your impressons?’

Wright thought for amoment, frowning alittle. Then he said, “Chances are, thisis al happening for one of
three reasons. It’ s happening because some human group has spotted your kind and decided you're dl
dangerous, evil vampires. Or it’s happening because some Inagroup or Inaindividud isjedous of the
success Shori’ sfamily had with blending human and InaDNA and having children who can stay awake
through the day and not burn so easily in the sun. Or it’s happening because Shori is black, and
racists—probably Inaracists—don't like the idea that agood part of the answer to your daytime
problemsis meanin. Those are the most obvious possbilities. | wondered at first whether it could be
someone or some family who just hated Shori’ s family—an old fashioned Hatfields and McCoys family
feud—but losif and his sonswould have known about anyone who hated them that much.”

Philip Gordon, younger than Danid, older than William, said, “Y ou're assuming that if Inadid it, they
used humans astheir daytime wegpons.”

“| am assuming that,” Wright said.
“Wedon't do that!” Preston said, his mouth turned down with disgust.

“I'm glad to hear it,” Wright told him. “Of course| didn’t think that anyone losif would introduceto his
femde family would do that. But there are other Ina. And your species seemsto be as much made up of
individuas asmineis. Some people are ethical, some aren't.”

| watched the Gordons as he spoke. The younger oneslistened, indifferent, but the older onesdidn’t
much like what he was saying. It seemed to make them uncomfortable, embarrassed. | wondered why.
At least no onetried to shut Wright up. That was important. | wouldn't have wanted to stay ina
community that was contemptuous of my symbionts.

| also liked the fact that Wright wasn't afraid to say what he thought.

The Gordons talked among themselves about the possibilities Wright had offered, and they didn’t seem
to like any of them, but | suspected that their objections came more from wounded pride than from logic.
Inadidn’t use humans as daytime wegpons againg other Ina. They hadn’t done anything like that for
centuries.



And Inawere careful, both Preston and Hayden insisted. No Inawould leave evidence of vampiric
behavior for humansto find. And according to Danidl, Inafamiliesal over the world were happy about
my family’ s success with genetic engineering. They hoped to use the same methods to enable their own
future generations to function during the day.

And the Inaweren’t racists, Wellsingsted. Human racism meant nothing to the Ina because human races
meant nothing to them. They looked for congenia human symbionts wherever they happened to be,
without regard for anything but persona apped.

And of course, there was no feud. According to Preston, nothing of that kind had happened for more
than athousand years. Nothing of the kind could happen without a great many people knowing abot it.
losif certainly would have known, and he and his mates would have been on guard.

“Speaking of being on guard,” | said loudly.
The Gordons stopped and one by one turned to look at me.

“Speaking of being on guard,” | repeated, “it’ s good that you have people guarding this place now, but
are you aso keeping watch during the day?’

Slence

“We haven't been,” Edward said at last. He was probably the youngest of the fathers. “We' |l haveto
now.” He paused. “And, Shori, you' |l haveto stay with us until thisbusinessis over, until we ve found
these killersand dedlt with them.”

“Thank you,” | said. “1 came here hoping for help and refuge. If | stay, | might be most useful as part of
your day watch.”

That seemed to interest them. “Y ou can stay awake all day, every day and deep at night?” William asked
me

| nodded. “1 can aslong as| get enough deep,” | said. “If I'm alowed to deep most of the night, | should
beadl right during theday. And ... it will keep me out of your way.”

There was an uncomfortable silence. | had noticed that a couple of the unmated sons were already
beginning to fidget as my scent worked on them. And Danid tended to Stare at mein away that made
me want to touch him. | liked hislooks aswell as his scent. | wondered whether | had liked him before,
when my memory wasintact.

“I'll need you to tell your day-watch symbiontsto listen to me. When the killers attacked the Arlington
house, they were fast and coordinated. If I’ d been just alittle dower or if Wright had been dower to
wake up Cdliaand Brook and get them out, we might have died.”

“Well talk to our symbionts,” Preston said. “WEe |l introduce them to you and tell them to obey you in
any action againgt attackers, but Shori . . .” He stopped talking and just looked at me.

“I'll do al I canto keep them safe)” | said.

fifteen.

The Gordons had a guest house at Punta Nublada.



It was acomfortable two-story, five-bedroom house, smaller than the sprawling family houses but easily
large enough for us and as ready to belived in aslosif s guest house had been. It was usudly used by
vigting Inaand their symbionts or visiting members of the Gordon symbionts families. Danid said such
people imagined that their relatives lived in acommune that had somehow survived from the 1960s. Then
he had to tell me something about the 1960s. | might not have asked, but | found | enjoyed hearing his
voice.

My symbionts and | moved our things from the carsinto the house and relaxed for the rest of the night.
There was canned and frozen food, as there had been in the Arlington house, and Wright, Celia, and
Brook put together amedl. A short time later we were dl adeep.

Just before dawn, though, | |eft the bed | was sharing with Wright and went to the room Celiahad
chosen. | was hungry but didn’t want to be in too much of ahurry with her. | dipped into her bed, turned
her toward me, and kissed her as she woke. Once the surprise and stiffness had gone out of her, | found
the place on her neck where | could fed her pulse most strongly. | licked the dark, salt-and-bitter skin
where| would bite her. Shedidn’t struggle. Her body jerked once when | bit her, then it was ill.
Afterward, she dozed off eadily, resting against mewhile licked thewound | had made. Like Brook, she
gtill wasn't enjoying hersdlf, but at least she was no longer suffering.

When she was adeep, | got up, showered, dressed, and went outside while it was till comfortably dim. |
meant to wander around, take alook at the place. But | found Preston sitting on a seat that swung from
chains attached to the ceiling on the front porch of the guest house. He looked up at me, smiled, and said,
“I hoped you would get up before | got too drowsy. I'm here to speak with you on behaf of the son of
one of my symbionts”

| sat down next to him. “All right,” | said.

He amiled. “Welove our mates,” he said. “Their venom never letsus go. Wewould belogt if it did. But
our symbionts. . . they never truly understand how deeply we treasurethem. Thisboy . . . | fill misshis
mother.”

| waited, very curious. | liked him. That wasinteresting. | didn’t know him, but | liked him. He smelled
good somehow, not in the dightest edible, not even sexudly interesting, but good, comfortable to be with.

“One of my symbiontshad ason,” he said. “ Then about ten years ago, she was killed in atraffic accident
in San Francisco. She had gone thereto vidit her sister. | might have been ableto help, but | wasn't
notified until shewas dead. Her husband is il dive, till here. HE's one of William's symbionts. But in
thismatter ... Wdll, | promised father and son | would speak to you. The son is twenty-two and just out
of college. He s heard about you and seen your picture. Last night when you arrived, he saw you for the
firg time. He sayshewould like to join with you if you'll have him. He has adegreein business
adminigration, and | think you' Il eventualy need someone like him to help you manage the business
affarsof your families.”

| drew adeep breath and smiled sadly. “I don't know about that, but | think | need more symbionts
soon. | don't believe three is enough, and I’'m worried about hurting the ones | have.”

“1 wondered whether you were aware of the danger,” he said. “Y ou do need more people quickly. In
fact, you need three or four more symbionts.”

“I left one back in Washington. We have an emotiona connection, but that’ sall sofar. | refused to bring
her because | didn’'t know what | would find here, and | didn’t know whether | could protect her.”

“With our help, you should be ableto do that.”



“And | haveno home” | said. “I'll haveto start from nothing. I'll do that, but with my memory gone, I'll
need alot of information from you. | don’t really know how to be Ina.”

“Youdo, | believe, even though you don't redize that you do. Y our manner isvery much that of an
intelligent, somewhat arrogant, young Inafemale. | think you learned long before you lost your memory
that you could have things pretty much your own way.” He smiled.

“You seethat in my behavior?’ | asked surprised.
“Yes, | do. Don't worry about it. A little selfconfidence may be just what you need right now.”

“I have nothing to be confident about,” | said. “I redly do need tolearn dl | can from you and your
family.”

“Of courseyou do. Ask usany questionsyou like. Best to ask only the fathers. Y ou won't torment us
quite O much.”

| nodded. “I' m sorry about that. | know my scent bothers you.”

“Do you remember?’

“No. losif told me.”

“I see. Will you have my symbiont’sson?”

“Of course | will, if it turnsout he and | like each other. What' s his name?’

“Joel Harrison. | think you'll like him, and as I’ ve said, he' s seen you and he wants to be with you. And
asabonus, hisfather saw you last night, too. They were both on guard. He got alook at you and liked
the way you stood up for your symbionts. He said you would take care of Joel.”

“Asbest | can,” | said. “But—"

“You' rewith usnow. You aren’'t done. And what you said earlier about having nothing . . . that probably
iVt true. Y our mothers and your father owned large tracts of land, severd gpartment buildingsin Sesttle
run by a management company, and interestsin severa businesses. They had substantia incomes. Danidl
was involved in some sort of business venture with one of your brothers. He knows something about their
affairs, and we can find out more. Eventually, what they owned will be yours.”

“Thank you,” | said. “1 knew they owned the land they lived on, but | didn’t have any ideawhat else
there was or how to find out about it.” | frowned, remembering something | had read about on Wright's
computer. “Would they have left wills?’

He frowned. “Wdll, yes, but they would never have foreseen being so completely wiped out. W€ ll find
out. Somewhere dong the line, there will be alawyer or two who' s been bitten and who, as aresult, will
be very helpful and very honorable about seeing that your rights are respected.”

| nodded and repeated, “ Thank you.”

He stood up, and it was as though he suddenly unfolded, tall and lean. “Y ou’ re welcome, Shori. Now, |
think I’ d better introduce you to Joel so that | can get to bed.” He raised hisarm and beckoned. A young
man emerged from one of the houses across the road. The man was astall as Wright, but not as heavily
muscled. And this man was as dark skinned as | was and had hair like mine. He walked toward me with
alittle smileon hisface. | got the impression he was excited—both happy and very nervous.



| liked the way he looked—strong and wiry and healthy and brown, striding as though there were springs
inhislegs

“Youwill haveto talk to your first,” Preston said.

| glanced up at him, Startled.

“Y ou don't want them fighting or competing with one another in ways that make the rest of you
miserable. Each must find away to accept the other. Each must find away to accept the other’s
relationship with you. Y ou must help them do this”

| sghed.
The young man came up to me, towering over me, smiling down.

“Shori Matthews, thisis Joel Harrison,” Preston said. “1 believe the two of you will be very good for one
another.”

“Thank you,” | said to him. And to Jod, “Welcome.”

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you,” Jod said. Sowly, ddiberately, he extended hisarm, wrist
up, clearly not so that we could shake hands.

| laughed, took the hand, kissed hiswrist, and said to him, “Later.”
“Date,” hesaid. “Isthere room for me over here?”

“Ther€ sroom.”

“I'll get my Suff.”

| watched him walk away, then said to Preston, “He smelswonderful.”

Preston crooked his mouth in something lessthan asmile. “Y es. He' sbeen told that, I'm afraid. Be good
to each other.”

He had started to walk away from me when | stopped him. “Preston, do you know whether | had my
own family of symbiontsbefore. . . beforethefire?’

He looked back. “ Of courseyou did. Y ou can't remember them at al?’
“Not at al.”

“Good.”

| stared at him.

“Child ... you have no ideahow much it hurtswhen they die. And you've logt dl of yours. All seven. If
you remembered them, the pain would be overwhelming . . . unbearable.”

“But they weremine, and | don’t recall their scents or their tastes or the sounds of their voices or even
their names.”

“Good,” Preston repested softly. “Let them rest in peace, Shori. Actudly, that’sal you can do.” He
walked dowly away to the house Jod had goneinto. | watched him go, wondering how many symbionts
he had lost over the years, over the centuries.



The sunwasrising now and growing bright enough to be uncomfortable even through the low clouds. |
went back inside and found Cdlia frying frozen sausages from the refrigerator.

“How areyou?’ | asked.
“I’'mgood,” she said. “How about you? Y ou didn’t hurt me, but you filled up on me, didn’t you?’

“I did.” I looked at the sausages. “Do you need more food? Y ou can get things from one of the other
houses.” That felt right. No one here would wonder why a symbiont needed to eat well.

“Some butter?’ she asked. “ There are frozen wafflesin the refrigerator, and there' s syrup in the
cupboard—good maple syrup—but no butter.”

“Go to the house next door and tell whoever answersthat you' re with me. If they don’t have what you
want, they’ll tell you who does.”

She nodded. “Okay. Don’t let my sausages burn.” And she ran off to the nearest house, introduced
hersdlf, and asked not only for butter, but for fresh fruit and milk aswell. | listened while turning her
sausages. Wright hadn’t managed to teach me to cook, but he had cooked food around me often enough
for meto be able to keep pork sausage from burning. The symbiont who answered Celiajust said sure,
introduced herself as Jill Renner, put the things Celiawanted into a bag, and told her to have agood
breakfast. Celiathanked her and brought them back to the guest-house kitchen. Brook camein just then,
and she dove right into the bag, took out a banana, and began to ped and edt it.

“A new symbiont will be coming in sometime soon,” | told her. “ Offer him breskfast, would you?’
“Ooh,” Brook said. “Him?’

“Damn,” Cdiasaid and sighed. “ See, now here swhere | don’t envy you guys. Y ou' re going to go
upstairs and kick that nice hairy man of yoursright in hisbals, aren’'t you? A new man aready! Damn.”

“Keep the new guy down here until | come back,” | said.
| left them and went up to talk to Wright.

Wright had showered and was shaving. There was another sink in the bathroom—one that had achair in
front of it and alarge low mirror with lightsaround it. | sat down in the chair and watched him shave
before asimilar, higher mirror. He had collected his eectric razor from his cabin when we stopped there
and was using it now to sweep hiswhiskers away quickly and eeglly.

Then helooked a me. * Something wrong?” he asked.

“Not wrong,” | said. “But perhaps something that will be hard for you.” | frowned. “Hard on you. And |
don’'t want it to be.”

“Tdl me”

| thought about how to do that and decided that directness was best. “ Preston has offered me another
symbiont, one whose mother, when she was dive, was one of Preston’ s symbionts. The new on€' sname
isJod Harrison.”

Heturned his shaver off and put it onthesink. “I see. Is Preston the father?’

| stared at him in surprise. “Wright, that’ s not possible.”



“I didn’t think it was, but | thought I’ d ask, sSince you didn’t mention the father.”

“I don’'t know who Jod’ sfather is, but he' s here. He' s one of William’s symbionts. Jodl’ s mother was
killed in atraffic accident ten yearsago.”

“What doesthe father think about his son coming to you?’
“Hewanted his son to come to me. He asked Preston to introduce us.”
“So he' spimping hisown son.”

| hesitated. “I don’t know what that means, but your voice saysit’s something disgusting. Jod’ sfather
hasn’t done anything disgusting, Wright. He and Joel both |ooked at me and decided | would be good for
Jodl. He' s been away at school. He could have stayed away, could have come back now and then to
vigt hisfather. But he chose alifewith the Ina, with us. I'm glad of it. | need him.”

“For what?Y ou need him for what?’

| looked at him, wanting to touch him, knowing that at that moment he did not want to be touched.
“Three of you aren’t enough to sustain mefor long without harm to you. I’'m going to try to have
Theodora brought here, too.”

He shook hishead angrily. “I don’t mind the women so much | guess. | kind of like the two downdtairs. |
was hoping you' d get al women—except me. | think | could deal with that.” He turned around, filled
with energy and violence, and punched thewall, bresking it, leaving afist-sized hole. And he had hurt his
hand. | could smell the blood. But he did not seem to notice. “Hell,” he said, “you don’t even know
Harrison. Maybeyou' || hate him.”

| shrugged. “If I don’t like him, I’ ll have to find someone el se and soon.”
Helooked a me sadly. “My little vampire.”
“Sill,” | said.

He stepped over to me, picked me up with ahand under one arm, sat down, and sat me on hislap. |
took hisinjured hand and looked at it, licked away the blood, saw that he hadn’t done himsalf much
damage. It would hedl overnight like ashdlow hite.

“I could get alot more pissed with you if you were bigger,” he said softly.
“I hopenot,” | said.

He wrapped both arms around me, held me against him. “1 don’t think | can do this, Shori. | can’'t share
you.”

| leaned back againgt him. “You can,” | said softly. “Youwill. It will bedl right. Not now, perhaps, but
eventudly, it will bedl right.”

“Judt likethat.” The bitterness and sorrow in hisvoice wasterrible.
| turned on hislap, straddled him, and looked up at him.
After amoment, he said, “1 want you for mysdlf. It scares me how much | love you, Shori.”

| pulled his head down and kissed him, then rested my forehead againgt his chest, savoring his scent, his



wonderful furry body, the beat of his heart. “ Preston says our symbionts never know how much we
treasurethem,” | said.

“You treasure me?’
“You know | do.”

He held me away from him and looked a me. *Y ou’ ve taken over my life,” he said. “And now you want
me to share you with another man.”

“I do,” | said. “ Shareme. Don't fight with him. Don't hurt the family by fighting with him. Accept him.”
He shook hisheed. “| can’'t.”
“Youcan,” | repeated. “You will. HE s part of the family that we must form. He sone of us.”

When [ left him and went down to the kitchen, | found Jodl sitting at the table drinking coffee with Brook
and Cdia

“Hey,” hesaid when | camein. He had two large rolling suitcases parked near his chair.

“Hey,” | sad reflexively. “Cometak to me.” | took his hand and led him to the other end of the houseto
what | had been told was the “family room.”

“Don’'t you mean that you' re going to talk to me?” Jod asked as he sat down in one of thelarge
leather-covered chairs. | sat onthe arm of hischair.

“Frga thingsfirst,” | said and took the wrist he had offered earlier. He watched meraise it to my mouth
and kissit asecond time, and he amiled. | bit him.

Hewasddicious. | had intended only to taste him and get alittle of my venom into him, but he was such
atreat that | took alittle morethat ataste. And | lingered over hiswrist longer than was necessary.

Finaly, I looked up a him and found him leaning back bonelesdy in the chair. “God,” he said. “1 hit the
jackpot.”

“How have you managed to stay unattached?’ | asked. “Didn’t anyone here want you?’

He smiled. * Everyone wanted me. Everyone except Preston and Hayden. They said | wastoo young to
joinwith them. The others.... they |eft me alone when | asked them to, but before that, they were dl after
me. And | didn’t want to join with aman. There stoo much sexua feding involved when you guysfeed. |
wanted that from awoman. Preston said he would check with nearby female families after | finished
college, and he' staken meto see a couple of them, but | wasn't interested. Y ou arethe only Inal’ve
ever been attracted to.”

“After seeing me only once?’

“Yeah. | didn’'t even see you when you were here before ... before your parents died. | had goneto San
Francisco to spend time with some friends from college.” He shook hishead. “| liked your looks when |
saw the pictures the Gordons had of you and your sisters. When | saw you last night, | didn’t have a
chance.”

| didn’t know what to make of that. “I’m only beginning to form my family,” | said. “Y ou would probably
have an easier life with anyone here or any of the female families you' ve seen. Y ou know my memory
only goes back afew weeks.”



“I heard.”
“Andwhen | leave the Gordons, I'll beaone.”
He nodded. “ Then let me help you make anew family.”

| looked at him and saw that his expression had changed, had become more serious. Good. “| want you
to be part of my new family,” | said. “Morethan that, | need you. But you and my first will haveto
accept each other. Y ou will accept him. There will be peace between you. No fighting. No endangering
the rest of uswith destructive competitions.”

“All right. | doubt that your first and | will ever be anything like friends, but | know how it is. | suppose
you told him the samething.”

“Of course.” | paused. “He helped me, Jod. When | had no one else, when | had no ideawho or what |
was, he heped me.”

“I wish | had had the chance to do such athing.” He reached up and touched my face. “Likel said, let
me help you make anew family.”

A littlelater that morning, | put on my hooded jacket, sunglasses, and gloves and waked around to each
of the houses of the community. | spotted the guards from outside, then went into the houses to do what |
could to help them be less easily spotted. Being easily spotted by the kind of attackers my symbionts and
| had faced would mean easily shot.

The Gordon symbionts greeted me by touching me—my shoulders, arms, hands. | found that | was
comfortable with that, although | had not expected it. It was as though they had to touch meto believe
that | could be Inaand yet be awake.

“You aren't drowsy at al?’ awoman named Linda Higueraasked. She was anervous, muscular brown
woman, at least Sx feet tall and leaning on arifle. We were on the third floor of William’s house, and she
was one of his symbionts. From what | had seen, William preferred big, powerful-looking symbionts,
maeand femde. Wiseof him.

“I'mnot drowsy,” | said. “Aslong as| don't get too much sun, I'mfine.”

She shook her head. “1 wish William could do that. | would fed safer if he could at least wake up if we
need him.”

| shrugged. “Y our turn to keep him safe.”

She thought about that, then nodded. “Y ou’ re right. Damn. HE' s so strong, I’ ve just gotten used to
depending on him. Guessit ought to work both ways.” She stopped and thought for amoment. “Do you
have a phone?’

“There are phonesin the guest house.”
“I mean acdl phone”
“No, | don't.” | wasn't entirely surewhat a cell phone was.

“Y ou should have one so we can talk to each other if something happens. The house phones are too easy
todisable”

That made sense. “Isthere one | can borrow?’



She sent me down to wake up a huge man named Martin, aman so brown he was amost black. Martin
not only supplied mewith acharged cell phone, but saved several numbers on it and made me repeat the
names that went with them and whose house each person wasin. Then he showed me how to make a
cdl, and | made apractice call to the guard at Danidl’ s house. Findly, he dug out a charger and showed
me how to use that.

“Here syour number,” he said, making it flash across the phone’ s smal screen, *just in case you haveto
giveit to somebody.”

“Thank you,” | said, and he grinned.

“No problem. How' s Linda doing up there?’

“Doingwdl,” | said. “Alert and thoughtful.”

“And how about my son?’ he asked in adifferent tone. “How’ she?’

| looked at him, startled. “Y ou're Jod!’ s father?’

“Y ep. Martin Harrison. Jod move into the guest house yet?”

“Hehas, yes. | likehim.”

“Good. You' rewhat hewants. If you take care of him, he'll take care of you.”

| nodded and left him fedling much better about the safety of the Gordon community. With or without me,
these people would not be caught by surprise and murdered, and now | could communicate with themin
aquiet, effective way.

| walked around the community once more, stopping now and then to listen to the activity around me,
There were symbionts esting meal's, making love, discussing children who were away at boarding
schoals, discussing the vineyards and the winery, pruning nearby trees, washing dishes, ordering
audiobooks by phone, typing on computers ... There were little children playing games and singing songs
inaroom at Hayden' shouse. It seemed that here some symbionts fill carried on most of their activities
during the day while others had switched to anocturna schedule to spend more timewith their Ina.

As| wandered back toward the guest house, | found mysdlf paying attention to a conversation that
Wright and Brook were having there.

“They take over our lives” Brook said. “They don’t even think about it, they just do it asthough it were
their right. And we let them because they give us so much satisfaction and . . . just pure pleasure.”

Wright grunted. “We let them because we have no choice. By the time we realize what' s happened to us,
it'stoo late.”

Therewasalong pause. “It'snot usudly that way,” Brook said. “logf told me what would happeniif |
accepted him, that | would become addicted and need him. That | would have to obey. That if he died, |
might die. Not that | could imagine him dying. That seemed so impossible. . . But hetold medl that.
Then he asked me to come to him anyway, to accept him and stay with him because | could live for
maybe two hundred years and be healthy and look and fedl young, and because he wanted me and
needed me. | wasn't hooked when he asked. He' d only bitten me acouple of times. | could have waked
away—or run like hell. Hetold melater that he thought | might run. He said people did run sometimes
out of superdtitiousfear or out of the puritanica belief that anything that feesthat good must have ahuge
downsde somewhere dong the line. Then he had to find them and talk them into believing hewas a



dream or an ordinary boyfriend.”

Wright said, “By the time Shori asked me—or rather, by the time she offered to let me go—I wasvery
thoroughly hooked, psychologicaly if not physcaly.”

“That was probably because of her memory loss”

Wright made an “mmmm” sound of agreement. “1 suppose. She's shown hersdlf to be aweirdly ethica
little thing most of thetime. It fill bothers me, though, and now there’ sthis new guy shetold me about ...”

“Jod,” Brook said. “You haven’'t met him yet?’

“Shedidn’t hang around to introduce us. | met him in the upstairs hdl. He had the nerve to ask me which
bedrooms were empty. Y ou know she never even told me he was black.”

“They’ re not human, Wright. They don’t care about white or black.”

“I know. I even know she needs the guy—or at least, she needs afew more people. But | hate the
bagtard. I’'m not going to do anything to him. I’ [l dedl with this somehow, but Jesus God, | hate him!”

“You'rejedous”
“Of coursel am!”
“You aren't sure you want her, but you don’t want anyone else to have her.”

“Wadll, it'snot likel can leave. Hell, | can fed the hold she'sgot on me. | can’'t even think of leaving her
without getting scared.”

“Would you change that?’ Brook asked. “If you could escape her, would you?’
“...ldon't know.”
“I think you do. I" ve seen you with her.”

“I can’t imagine being without her, but I’m not sure | would have begun if I'd known what | was getting
into.” There was asilence, then he asked, “What about you? How do you fed about the way she claimed
you?”

“Better,” Brook admitted.
“Better?”’

“She got us out of the Arlington house alive, and she shouldn’t have been able to do that. And she stood
her ground last night. The Gordons were pushing her, trying to intimidate her alittle just to see what she
would do, what she waslike. Well, she’ s strong, and it mattersto her how other Inatreat us. We can
trust her. Celiasaid we could, but | wasn't sure.”

“Y ou're saying you want to be her symbiont, not some man’s? | mean, | thought that after choosing to be
withlosf .. .”

There was another short silence, then Brook said, “I would probably have chosenamanif I’d had a

choiceinitidly. But I’'m okay with Shori. | can find myself ahuman manif | need one. | can't believe what
she’' sdone for Celiaand me. I’ ve seen symbiontswho' velogt their Ina. An old Inawho was visiting died
while hewaswith us. | saw hissymbiontsin withdrawal, and | heard them screaming when other Inatried



to save their lives by taking them over. It was bad. Convulsions, pain, helplessfear and revulsion for the
Inawho isonly trying to help. It went on for days, weeks. It wasredly horrible. One of the symbionts
died. But with Shori . . . she'sfed from metwice, and already it doesn't hurt anymore. It' s not fun, but
it snot bad. | can’t wait to know what it will be like when I’'m fully her symbiont.”

“S0...they don't dl fed the same when they bite?’

“No morethan we dl look the same. Their venom is different—very individua. | suspect her biteis
spectacular. That'swhy she was able to get you the way shedid.”

“And she'sonly akid,” hesad.

They said nothing more. | listened for afew moments for more conversation, then for outsders, intruders.
When | knew that the community was safe, for the moment, | thought about what Brook and Wright had
said. What they had said, overal, was that, except for Wright's problem with Joel, they were content
with me. It felt remarkably good to know this. | wasrelieved, even though | had not realized | needed
relief. Wright would have to find his own way to accept Jod, and Jod would have to do the same with
Wright. There would be a period of uneasethat | would have to pay attention to, but we would get
through it. Other families of Inaand symbionts proved that it could be done.

That day, there were no intruders. The symbionts kept watch, with fresh guards arriving every three
hours so that no one got too tired or drowsy. | met afew more of them and liked their variety—a denti,
an oceanographer, apotter, awriter who also worked as atrandator (Mandarin Chinese), a plumber, an
internist, two nurses, a beautician who was aso abarber, and, of course, farmers and winegrowers. And
those were just the ones | met. Some no longer did the work they had trained to do except on behalf of
the people of Punta Nublada. Some worked in nearby towns or in the Bay Areatwo or three days out of
the week. Some worked in the vineyards and the winery that the Gordons owned. Some, who were self
employed, worked in Punta Nublada. Three of the buildings | had mistaken for barns or storage buildings
proved to be full of offices, studios, and workshops.

“Wefill our timeaswe please,” JlI Renner told me during her watch a Wayne Gordon’ s house, next to
the guest house. “We help support the community whether we have jobs away from it or stay here,
whether we bring in money or not.” She was the daughter and granddaughter of symbionts and had been
much relieved when Wayne Gordon took an interest in her and asked her to accept him. Shehad a
half-healed bite just visible on the side of her neck. | realized that she wanted it to be seen. Shewas
proud of Wayne' s obvious atentionsto her. Interesting.

That night Wayne and Manning, one of Wayne sfathers, droveto alocd arfiedd wherethey kept a
private plane. Each took two symbionts with him, so | assumed they expected to be gone for two full
nights—not that they couldn’t graze on strangersif they had to. The Gordons called it grazing. It was
what I’d donewhen | lived with Wright at his cabin, except for Theodora. Ina often found new symbionts
when they grazed.

Wayne and Manning came to the guest house before they |eft to tell me that they were going up to
Washington to begin to work out the legd affairs of my mae and femaefamiliesand to look at the ruins
of their former communitiesin the hope that they would see something that we had missed. | had Brook
tell them the exact address of 1osif’s guest house near Arlington. Let them look at that, too.

“Shdl 1 go?’ | asked them. “Won't you need me as daughter and only survivor? Anyway, | think I'd like
to collect Theodora.”

“Wewon't need you yet,” Wayne said. Hewastal evenfor an Ing, thetallest in hisfamily. He towered
over even histalest symbionts. “We Il have to produce you eventualy, but for now, we just want to find



out who handled losf’ sand your mothers legd affairs. Then we' Il bite them and see how quickly dl this
can be sorted out. The land should be yours whether or not you want to live on any of it. If you like, you
can sl one parcel and use the money to get a couple of houses started on the other. And your parents
owned gpartment housesin Sesettle and quite abit more than just the land their communities stood on.
We need to learn all we can about their business affairs before you can even begin to decide what to do.

| nodded. “ Can you collect Theodora?’
“Give us her address.”

| called Wright, described Theodora slocation three doors east of his uncle’ s house, and he told Wayne
how to find her.

“TheodoraHarden,” | said. “I’ll phone her and tell her you'll bethere ... when?’
They worked that out. They would pick up Theodora on their way home on the third night.
“Thank you,” | said. “Be careful. Someone should aways be awake and on guard.”

They nodded and went out to their huge, boxy car. Jod told me it was called aHummer and that it cost
more money than some houses.

Then they were gone.

The next day, Punta Nublada was attacked.

Sixteen

The attackers arrived just after ten the next morning. Except for me, al Inawere adeep. | had spent
nearly an hour on the phone with Theodora and was thinking about her, wanting her, looking forward to
seeing her. Then | heard the cars.

They droveinto the community in three large, quiet cars, each dmost as big asthe Gordons Hummer,
and | heard them before | was able to see them from my perch at one of the dormer windowsin the
guest-house bedroom that Wright and | shared. | didn’t know who the newcomers were. They weren't
talking among themselves. They weren’t making much noise of any kind, but the moment | heard their
approach, 1 was suspicious. | phoned two other houses and told the symbionts there to aert everyone
dse

“Wake everyone,” | said. “Wrap your Inain blankets and be ready to get them out of the house. These
people liketo st fires. Watch. If they carry large containers, if they try to spread any liquid, shoot them.”

| wasworried about innocent vigitors being killed by frightened symbionts, but | was even more worried
about the Gordons and their symbionts being killed in their deep, perhaps because of me or something to
do with my family.

| pulled on my hooded jacket and put on my sunglasses and gloves. The sun was shining outside. There
were no clouds. Findly | ran down-stairs and found Wright in the kitchen. He hadn’t spokento me at all
today because | had spent part of the night with Jod. | grasped hisarms. “ Thismay be an attack,” | said.
“Get Brook, Celia, and Jodl. Get guns. Watch! Don't show yourselves and don't fire unless you see gas
containers or guns.”



| needed to be outside so that | could keep an eye on things and take whatever action was needed. |
went out the back door. | had my phone in my pocket—set to vibrate, not ring—but no gun. 1 would kil
quigtly if | had tokill.

The cars came down the private road that led to the Gordon houses. They stopped before they reached
the first house—the guest house—and men spilled out of the doors. Each carried some burdenin his
hand, and a once | could smell the gasoline.

| phoned the nearest house—Wayne's house—and said, “ Shoot them. Now!”

There was amoment when | thought they would not obey me. Then the shooting started. The symbionts
had awild mixture of rifles, hand-guns, and shotguns. The sound was a uneven mix of pops, thunderous
roars, and intermediate bangs. Somehow, most of the invaders went down in that first barrage. They
were used to taking their victims completely by surprise, setting their fires, and shooting the desperate
who awoke and tried to run. Now it was the raiders who were running—at least those ill ableto run.

| heard someone running my way, around the side of the guest house toward the back, away from the
road. The runner was human and smelled strongly of gasoline. He was spilling gasoline asheran. He
never saw me.

| et him come around the house to me, let him get completely out of sight of hisfriends, and then hit him
with my whole body. As he went down, | broke his neck. He was too dow to understand fully what was
happening. He made no noise beyond the rush of air from hislungswhen | hit him.

| left his gun and his gasoline can out of sight behind agarage, then | ran adong the backs of the houses,
hoping that if anyone saw me, | would be moving too fast for them to aim and shoot. | ran around the
community, killing three more men as the symbionts went on shooting and as someone st fireto Henry's
house, then to Wayne's.

| saw that Henry was being |ooked after—three of his symbionts were carrying him from his house
thickly wrapped from head to toein blankets. They took him into William's house. Therest of Henry's
symbionts poured out of his house, too, and three of them found hoses and began to fight the fire. The
other two guarded them with rifles.

| felt aparticular duty towardWayne's symbionts because he had gone up to Washington to help me. |
made sure everyone was out of his house, checked with the symbionts flowing out the doors, and told
them to count themselves. All were present and hedthy, three of them carrying young children whom they
took to William’ s house. The rest got hoses and shovel's and began to fight the fire. They needed no help
fromme

| went through the community, looking everywhere. There was no more shooting. All theintruders
seemed to be dead or wounded. Then | heard footsteps and caught an unfamiliar scent. | redlized there
was at least oneintruder still dive and trying to get back to one of their cars. | spotted him moving behind
the houses. He took off his shirt as he dipped past Preston’ s house. He wanted to blend in, look, at least
from adistance, like one of the mae symbionts who had been awakened unexpectedly and were now
fighting the fires or tending the wounded, shirtless.

Shirtless or not, this man smelled of gasoline and alienness. He was an outsider. There was nothing of the
Gordon community about him.

| ran after him as he sprinted from the back of Preston’ s house toward one of the buildings that housed
officesand sudios. Thisdid not take him closer to any of hisgroup’s cars. He couldn’t have reached
them without running across a broad open space. But the building was unlocked, and it would have given



him aplace to hide and bide histime. It was hisbad luck that | had seen him.

| caught up with him, tripped him, and dragged him down just as he reached the building. Hefell hard and
knocked himsalf out on the concrete stepsin front of the building. | was glad of that. | wanted him
unconscious, not dead. | had questionsto ask him. | took afull meal from him while helay there. | didn't
need it yet in spite of the running around and fighting I’ d done, but | needed him cooperative.

He cameto as| finished and tried to buck me off him.
“Bedill,” | said. “Rdax.”

He stopped struggling and lay till as| 1apped at the bite just enough to stop the bleeding and begin the
hedling.

“All right,” | said. “Let’ s go see how things stand between your people and mine.” | stood up and waited
for him to get up. He was a short, stocky, black-haired man, clean shaven but disfigured by the
beginnings of abig lump over hisleft eye and alower lip rapidly swelling from ablow that had probably
loosened some of histeeth.

He stumbled to hisfeet. “They’ll kill me,” he said, mumbling alittle because of the swdling lip and looking
toward the clusters of people putting out thefires, gathering wegpons, moving cans of gasoline away from
the houses, checking dead or wounded raiders, keeping children away from the bodies.

“Stay closetomeand do as| say,” | told him. “If you' rewith me and if you don't hurt anyone, they
won't kill you.”

“They will!”
“Obey me, and | won't let anyone hurt you.”
Helooked at me, dazed. After amoment he nodded. “Okay.”

“How many of you were there in those three cars?’ | asked, glancing back at the cars. None of this
group should escape. Not one.

“Eighteen,” hesaid. “Six ineach car.”
“That many and your gear. Y ou must have redlly been packed in.”

| walked him back toward the houses, made him pick up hisshirt and put it on again. Then | spotted
Wright. He came toward me, looking past me at the raider.

“Don’t worry about him,” | said. “Are Cdlia, Brook, and Jod al right?’
“They'refine”

| nodded, relieved, and told him where to find the men I’ d killed and their guns and their gasoline. “ Get
other symbiontsto help you collect them,” | said. “ There should be atotd of eighteen raiders, living and
dead, including thisone.”

“Okay,” hesad. “Why isthisone dill dive?’
“I'vegot questionsfor him,” | said. “Are any of therest of them dive?’

“Two. They’re shot, and they’ ve been kicked around alittle. The symbiontswere pissed as hdll at them.”



“Good. Make sure the dead, their cars, and the rest of their possessions are gathered and shut up out of
sight in case the noise or the smoke attracts outside attention.” The Gordons had no neighbors who could
be seen from the houses, but the noise might have reached some not-too-distant farm. And the smoke
might be seen, although there was much less of it now. The fires were dmost out. Two houses had been
damaged, but none of them had been destroyed. That was amazing. “Where are the survivors?’ | asked.

He pointed them out in the yard where they had been laid, then he said with concern, “ Shori, your faceis
beginning to blister. Y ou should get inside. If it gets any worse, you might have scars.”

| touched histhroat just at the pot | had so often bitten. “I won't scar anymore than you do when | bite
you. Thank you for worrying about me, though.” | left him. My raider followed me asthough | were
leading him with arope.

The two surviving raiders were battered and unconscious. They lay on the grassin front of Edward's
house. “Don’t hurt them any more,” | told the symbionts who were guarding them. “When they can talk,
your Inawill want to question them. | will, too.”

“Our doctor will ook at them when she gets around to them,” aman named Christian Brownlee said. He
stared at my raider, then ignored him. My raider inched closer to me.

“Aredl thesymbiontsdive?’ | asked.
He nodded. “Five hurt. They'rein Hayden' s house.”

| knew the Gordons had a doctor and two nurses among the ninety or so adult humansin the community,
and | went to Hayden’ s house, expecting to find her at work there. Shewas.

The doctor was one of Hayden's symbionts. She was an internist named Carmen Tanaka, and she was
assisted not only by the two nurses, aman and awoman, but by three other symbionts. She was busy but
not too busy to lecture me.

“You stay out of thesun,” shesaid. “You'reblistering.”

“I cameto see whether | could be of use,” | told her. “I don’t know whether thereis anything | can do to
help hed symbionts not my own, but | want to helpif | can.”

Carmen looked up from the leg wound that she was cleaning. The bullet had apparently gone straight
through the man’ s cdlf. “If any of them werein danger or likely to be in danger before their Ina awake,
I’d ask for your help,” she said. “But asthings are, you' d just cause them unnecessary pain and create
problems between them and their Ina”

| nodded. “Let me know if anything changes,” | said. “I’m going to do what | can for the raiderswho
survived. We re going to want to talk to them later.”

“Isthisone?’ shelooked at my companion.
1] Ya”

She looked at the bite wound on the man’s neck and nodded. “If you bite the others, you'll help them
avoid infection and they’ll hedl faster and be more managegble.”

| nodded and went out to tend to the raiders. Once | finished with them, | took my raider back to the
guest house, gave him a cold bottle of beer from the stock we' d found in the pantry, and sat down with
him at the kitchen table.



“What' syour name?’ | asked him.

“Victor Colon.”

“All right, Victor. Tell mewhy you attacked this place.”
He frowned. “We had to.”

“Tel mewhy you had to.”

He frowned, looking confused. It was akind of confusion that worried me since it seemed to methat it
could mean only onething.

Celiaand Brook came into the kitchen, saw us, and stopped.

“Comein,” | said. “Did you cometo get food?’

“We missed lunch,” Brook said. “We probably shouldn’t be hungry after dl this, but we are.”
“It'sdl right,” | said. “ Eat something. Fix somefor Victor here, too. And st and talk with us.”

They didn’'t understand, but they obeyed. They cooked hamburger sandwiches for themselves and one
for Victor Colon. They had found loaves of multigrain bread, hamburger mesat, and bags of French fries
in the freezer, and had put the meat and bread in the lower part of the refrigerator to thaw. Now, they
fried the meat and the potatoes in cast-iron pans on the stove. There was salt and pepper, mustard and
catsup, and apickle relish in the cupboard but, of course, no fresh vegetables. At some point we were
going to haveto find asupermarket.

Once they dl had food and bottles of beer from the refrigerator, and | had aglass of water, the confused
man seemed more at ease. As he ate, he watched Celiaand Brook with interest. He was seeing them, |
thought, smply as attractive women. He stared at Celid s breasts, at Brook’ slegs. They knew what he
was doing, of course. It seemed to amuse them. After afew glances at me, they relaxed and behaved as
though Victor were one of usor, at least, as though he belonged at our table.

Celiaasked, “Where do you come from?’
Victor answered eadlly, “L. A. | ill livethere”

Brook nodded. 1 went down to Los Angeles afew years ago to vist my aunt—my mother’ssigter. It's
too hot there.”

“Yeah, it'shot,” Victor said. “But | wish | were there now. Thisthing didn’t go down the way it was
supposed to.”

“If it had, we' d be dead,” Cdiasaid. “What the hell did we ever do to you? Why do you want to kill
us?’ Oddly, at that moment she handed him another bottle of beer. He' d aready finished two.

Victor frowned. “We had to,” he said. He shook his head, reverting to that blank confusion that so
worried me.

“Ohmy God,” Brook said. Shelooked at me, and | knew she had seen what | had seen.
Cdiasad, “What? What?’

“Victor,” Brook said, “who told you and your friendsto kill us?’



“Nobody,” he responded, and he began to get angry. “We're not kids! Nobody tells uswhat to do.” He
drank severad swallows of hisbeer.

“Y ou know what you want to do?’ Brook said.
“Yeah, | do.”
“Do you want to kill us?’

He thought about that for saveral seconds. “I don’t know. No. No, I'm okay here with you pretty
ladies”

| decided he was getting too relaxed. “Victor,” | began, “do you know me? Who am |7’

He surprised me. “Dirty little nigger bitch,” he said reflexively. “Goddamn mongrd cub.” Then he gasped
and clutched his head between his hands. After amoment, he put his head down on the table and
groaned.

It was clear that he was in pain. His face had suddenly gone adeep red.

“Didn’'t mean to say that,” he whispered. “Didn’t mean to call you that.” Helooked a me. “Sorry. Didn’t
meanit.”

“They cal methosethings, don't they?’
He nodded.
“Because I’m dark-skinned?’

“And human,” he said. “Inamixed with some human or maybe human mixed with alittle Ina. That’ s not
supposed to happen. Not ever. Couldn’t let you and you.. . . your kind . . . your family . . . breed.”

So much degth just to keep us from breeding. “ Do you think | should die, Victor?” | asked.
“l ... No!”

“Thenwhy try to kill me?’

Confusion crept back into hiseyes. “1 just want to go home.”

“Victor.” | waited until he sat up and faced me. “If you leave here, do you think they’ Il send you after me
agan?

“No,” hesaid. He swallowed alittle more beer. “1 won't do it. | don’'t want to hurt you.”
“Thenyou'll haveto Say here, at least for awhile”
“I...can| stay herewith you?’

“For awhile” If I bit him atime or two more and then questioned him, | might get the name of our
attackers from him—the name of whoever had bitten him before me, then sent him out to kill. And if I got
that name, the Gordons would probably recognizeit.

“Okay,” he said. Hefinished his beer. Celialooked at me, but | shook my head. No more beer for now.

“You'retired, Victor,” | said. “Y ou should get some deep.”



“l amtired,” he said agreeably. “We drove al night. Y ou got aspare bed?’

“I'll show you,” | said and took him upstairsto our last empty bedroom. | had intended to giveit to
Theodora. Wewould haveto get rid of Victor soon. Maybe one of the other houses would have room
for him. “You'll degp until | awakenyou,” | told him.

“Will you bite me again?’ he asked.

“Shdl 17 | didn't redlly want to, but of course| would.
“Yegh”

“All right. When | awaken you, | will.”

“Ligen,” hesaid when | turned to leave. “| didn't meanto call you ... what | called you. My sigter, she
married a Dominican guy. Her kids are darker than you, and they’ re my blood, too. | would kick the
crap out of anyone who called them what | called you.”

“Y ou only answered my question,” | said. “But | need more answers. | need to know al that you can tell
rre"

Hefroze “Can’'t,” hesaid. “I can’'t. My head hurts.” He held it between his hands as though to pressthe
pain out of it somehow.

“I know. Don’'t worry about it right now. Just get some deep.”

He nodded, eydids drooping, and went off to bed. | felt like going off to bed mysdlf, but | went back
down to the kitchen where Celiaand Brook were waiting for me. Wright and Jodl had joined them.
Wright spokefird.

“All eighteen attackers are accounted for,” he said. “No one got away.”

| nodded. That was one good thing. None of them would be running hometo tell the Inawho had sent
them that they had failed, athough that would no doubt be obvious before long. And what would happen
then? | sghed.

Jod seemed to respond to my thought. “ So some Inais sicking these guyson us,” he said. “When he
seesit didn’t work thistime, he'll send more.”

“It seemsthat way,” | said wearily. | sat down. “I don’'t know my own people well enough to understand
this. | fed comfortable with the Gordons, but | don’t really know them. | don’t know how many Ina
might be offended by the part of me that’s human.” | wanted to put my head down on the table and close

my eyes.
“The Gordons will help you,” Jodl said. “ Preston and Hayden are decent old guys. They can be trusted.”

| nodded. “I know.” But of course | didn’'t know. | hoped. “Tonight we'll talk to the prisoners. Maybe
we |l dl learn something.”

“Likewhich Inahave been trying to kill you,” Cdiasad.

| nodded. “Maybe. | don’t know whether we can find that out yet. It may be too soon. But Victor isn't
redlly injured, so we can begin questioning him tonight. The others, though, they might need timeto
recover, and they might know thingsthat Victor doesn't. Or we might just use them to verify what Victor
says”



“Y ou're sure you can make Victor tell you what he knows?” Wright asked.

“I can. So could the Gordons. It will hurt him, though, stresshim alaot. It might kill him. | don't believe
any of thisishisfault, so | don’t want to push him that far.”

“Y ou remember that,” he asked, “that your questioning him could kill him?’

| nodded. “1 saw hisface when | asked him who | was, and he answered. It hurt him. In that moment, |
knew | could kill him with afew words. But he's only atool—one of eighteen tools used today.”

“What makes you so sure he'snot awilling tool?” Celiaasked.

“Hismanner,” | said. “He s confused, sometimes afraid, but not redlly angry or hateful.” | shrugged. “I
could be wrong about him. If I am, we'll find out over the next few days.”

“You'resureit' sdl right to leave him alone upstairs?” Wright said.

“He Il degp until 1 wake him,” | said. “ And when he wakes, | won't be the only one wanting to question
him.”

seventeen:

| went upstairs fedling tired and allittle depressed. | didn’t know why | should fed that way. | was close
to finding out who was threatening me, and | had taken afull meal from Victor, which should have
restored my energy after dl my running around in the sun and blistering my face until it hurt. Somehow, it
hedn'’t.

| had taken off my shoes and was lying down on the bed Wright and | usualy shared when Brook
looked in and said, “ Cometo my room and lie down with mefor alittle while.”

The moment she suggested it, it was all | wanted to do. | did from the bed and went down the hal to her
room.

| lay down beside her, and she turned me on one side and lay against me so that | could feel her al dong
my back.

“Better?’ she asked againgt my neck. “Or isthis hurting your face?’
| sighed. “Much better.” | pulled one of her arms around me. “My faceis hedling. Why do | fed better?’

“Y ou need to touch your symbionts more,” she said. “Temporaries like Victor don't matter in the same
way, and Jod isn't yoursyet. Y ou need to touch us and know that we' re here for you, ready to help you
if you need us.” She brought her hand up to my hair and stroked gently. “ And we need to be touched. It
pleases usjust asit pleases you. We protect and feed you, and you protect and feed us. That' s the way
an Ina-and-symbiont household works, or that’ sthe way it should work. I think it will work that way
with you.”

| brought her hand to my mouth and kissed it. “ Thank you,” | said.
“Seepalittle)” shesaid. “Itisn't likely that there will be any more danger today. Take anap.”

| drifted off to deep in utter contentment.



“Shori?’

| awoke sometime after dark and disentangled myself from Brook as gently as| could. | got up, listening.
Someone had cdled my name. Danid’ svoice, not speaking loudly, not in the room with me, not evenin
the house, but clearly spesking my nameto me.

| didn't want to wake Brook so | went to the bathroom down the hall. The window there faced the road
and the other houses.

“Yes” | said doud, eyes closed, listening.

“Bring your captive to my house for questioning,” he said. “Y ou can act as his protector, as some of us
will scarehim.”

“Other Inaordered himto kill us,” | said. “He stheir tool, not awilling volunteer.”
Silence. Then, “All right. Bring him anyway. We won't hurt him any more than we haveto.”
“We Il be over in afew minutes.”

| went to Wright' sand my bedroom and got my shoes from beneath the bed. Wright was there, snoring
softly. | didn't disturb him. I went back to the bathroom, put my shoes on, and washed my face, all the
while thinking about how easily Danid and | had spoken. | had heard him even though he had not |eft his
house, and he had known that | would hear him. | stood for amoment in the bathroom and listened,
focusing my listening first on the guest house where Victor and my four symbiontswere al adeep,
breathing softly, evenly. Then | focused on Preston’ s house and heard afemae symbiont tell amae
named Hiram that he should telephone his Sster in Pittsburgh because she had phoned him while hewas
out helping with the wounded. A male wastrying to repair something. He was curaing it steadily, making
metdlic clattering noises, and inasting, apparently to no one at dl, “It’snot supposed to do that!” And a
woman was reading astory about awild horseto alittle girl.

Of course | had been focusing my listening dmost since | awoke in the cave, but | had not been around
other Ina enough to know how sengtive our hearing could be. It had never occurred to me that someone
could awaken me and get my full attention just by calling my namein anormal voice from another house
across and down theroad. Had | heard because on somelevel | was listening for my name? No, this
couldn’t have been the firgt time peopl e talked about me when | wasn't present or wasn't awvake.

But it probably was the first time someone so far away had spoken to me as| dept. And perhaps that
small thing, the tone of Daniel’ s voice done, had been enough to catch my attention.

| went to Victor’ sroom and woke him. Then, because | had promised and because it would help me get
information out of him later, | bit him again, tasting him, taking only alittle blood. He lay writhing against
me, holding meto him, accepting the pleasure | gave him aswillingly as| accepted hisblood. | found
myself wondering whether anyone had ever investigated the workings of Inasdivary glandsor tried to
synthesize our sdiva It was no wonder that Inalike my father worked so hard to concea our existence.

When the bite wound had ceased to bleed, we got up, and | took him over to Daniel’ s house where dl of
the Gordons, except those who had flown up to Washington, waited.

“What' s going to happen to me?’ he asked as we went. He seemed frightened but resigned. He had
been in Inahands long enough to know that there was no escape, no way of refusing hisfate, whatever it
turned out to be.

“I don’'t know,” | said. “'Y ou do your best for us, and I'll do my best for you. Relax and answer al



questionstruthfully.”

When we reached Danidl’ shouse, | saw that the Gordons had gathered in the living room. There were
no symbionts present. That wasinteresting. | had not even thought of awakening my symbiontsto bring
them aong. If Victor died tonight, | didn’t want them to see it happen. | didn’t want to confront them
with the redlity of what could happen to them if some Inawho hated me got hold of them. But they knew,
of course. They were dl intelligent people. They even had someideaof what | could do to them if | were
to lose my mind and turn against them. But they trusted me, and | wanted—needed—their trust. They
didn’'t have to see the wordt.

| sat with Victor. Hewas done and afraid, actudly shaking. He needed someoneto at least ssemto be
on hisside. He wasthe dien among us, the human being anong nonhumans, and he knew it.

“Hisnameis Victor Colon,” | told the Gordons when we were settled. “Victor,” | said and waited until
he looked at me. “Who are they?’

He responded in that quick, automatic way that said he wasn't thinking. He was just responding
obediently, answering the question with information he had been given. “They’ re the Gordon family. Most
of it.” He looked them over. “Two are missing. We were told there would be ten. Ten Gordons and
you.” Heglanced a me.

| nodded. “ Good. Relax now, listen to their questions and answer them all. Tdl thetruth.” | looked at the
Gordons. They must know more than | did about questioning humans who had been misused by Ina. |
would leaveit to them asmuch as possible.

Preston said, “What else are we, Victor? What else do you know about us?’

“That you're sick. That you' re doing medical experiments on people like the Nazis did. That you are
progtituting women and kids. | believed it. Now, | don’'t know if it’ strue.” He was trembling more than
ever. He jJumped when | put my hand on hisarm, then he settled down alittle. “They said we dl had to
work together to stop you.”

“How many of you were there?’ Thiswas from Hayden, the other elder of the group. They were
centuries old, Hayden and Preston, dthough they looked like tdl, lean, middieaged men in their late
fortiesor early fifties, perhaps. Their symbionts had told me they were the oneswho had emigrated here
from England, arriving at the colony of Virginiain the late eighteenth century.

“There were twenty-three of usat first,” Victor said. “ Some got killed. Jesus, firgt five guys dead and
now just about everyoneelse. . . Today there were eighteen of us.

“Eighteen.” Hayden said nodding. “ And were they your friends, the other men? Did you know them
wdl?

“I didn’'t know them at al until weal got together.”

“They were strangers?’

“Yegh”

“But you joined with them to cometo kill us?’

Victor shook hishead. “ They said you were doing dl thisstuff . . .”

“Where wereyou?’ Preston asked quietly. “Where did you get together?’



“L.A.” Victor frowned. “I liveinL. A"
“And how were you recruited? How were you made part of the group that wasto comefor us?’

Victor frowned. He didn’t gppear to be in pain. It was as though he were trying hard to remember and
understand. He said, “1t dmost feds like I’ ve dways been working with them. | mean, | know | wasn't,
but it redly fedslike that, like nothing really matters but the work we did together. | remember | had
been watching TV with my brother and two of my cousins. The Lakers were on. Basketball, you know?
| needed some cigarettes. | went down to the liquor store to buy some, and thistall, skinny, pale guy
pulled meinto an aley. He was goddamn strong. | couldn’t get away from him. He. . . hebit me.” Victor
looked down a me. “1 thought hewas crazy. | fought. I’ m strong. But then he told me to stop fighting.
And 1 did.” He stopped talking, looked at me, suddenly grabbed me by the shoulders. “What do you
people do to uswhen you bite us? What isit? Y ou’ re goddamn vampires!”

He shook me. | think he meant to hurt me, but he wasn't redlly strong enough to do that. | took his
hands, first one, then the other, from my arms. | held them between my hands and looked into his
frightened eyes.

“Answer us honestly, Victor, and you'll bedl right. Relax. You'll bedl right.”
“| don’'t want you to bite me again,” he said.
| shrugged. “All right.”

“No!” he shouted. And then more softly, “No, I'm lying. | do want it again, tomorrow, now, anytime. |
need it!” Hisvoice dropped to awhisper. “But | don’t want to need it. It’ slike coke or something.”

| suddenly felt like hugging him, comforting him, but | didn’'t move. “Relax, Victor,” | said. “Just relax and
answer our questions.”

The Gordons watched both of uswith obviousinterest. Danid, in particular, never looked away from me.
| supposed that | was as much on trial as Victor was but in adifferent way. What did | remember? How
well did | compensate for what | didn’t remember?

Did they till want me? | thought Danid did. His scent pulled a me. His brothers smelled interesting, but
his scent was disturbing. Compelling.

| sghed and dragged my attention back to Victor. | looked from Preston to Hayden. The others had |eft
the questioning to them so far.

“Victor,” Preston said, “where were you taken after you were bitten for the first time?”’

“The guy had abig Toyota Sequoia. Hetold meto get in and just Sit there. | did, and he just drove
around. He was spotting other guys and picking them up. | guess | was hisfirst caich of the night. He
caught five more guys, then hetook usdl out to some houses up above Altadena, up in the San Gabrid
Mountains, kind of &l by themselves on adead-end road. Hisfamily wasthere. They al looked like
him—tall, lean, pale guys. And there were alot of other just ordinary people.”

Therewas a stir among the Gordons. They didn’t say anything, but | could see that they knew something.
Most likdly, they knew which Inafamily lived aboveAltadenain the San Gabrid Mountains. | had no idea
how far away these places might be, but they did.

“Victor,” Hayden said, “when did al this happen? When were you taken and bitten for thefirst time?”



Hefrowned. “More than amonth ago? Y eah, it was that long. Maybe six weeks.”

| could see what was coming. | stared at the rug, needing to hear more, needing to hear everything, but
not quite wanting to hear it. It was only reasonable that Victor had been one of those used to kill both my
families

“So you' ve done other jobs, then, haven't you?’ Hayden continued.
“Up in Washington State, yeah,” Victor agreed. “We did three jobs up there.”
“How did you get there?’

“They flew usup in private planeswith dl our gear. Then we rented cars. Followed the maps we were
given”

“So they gave you new identities? Credit cards?’

“Not me. Five of the other guys. And they gave them plenty of cash. They had cdll phones, too. They’'d
cal in when we were ready to do ajob and tell usto go ahead. Then they’ d cdl in afterward and we'd
be told what to do next, which was mostly to get motel rooms and wait for the call to get into position for
the next job. The five guysthey chose, they were al ex-military. One used to be Specia Forces. They
told the rest of uswhat to do.”

So by now, with no phone call, their bosses must have redlized that something was wrong. | wondered
how long it would take these enemy Inato collect new human tools and send them out to try again.

“You said you did three jobs,” Preston said. “Where in Washington did you do those. . . jobs?’

“One afew miles outsde alittle town called Gold Bar. Another not too far from atown caled ...
Darlington? No, Darrington. That'sit. And one at a house near thetown of Arlington. That'sal upin
western Washington. Pretty country. Trees, mountains, rivers, waterfals, little towns. Nothing likeL. A.”

“Y ou were successful in Washington?”

“Y eah, mogtly. We hit the first two, and everything went the way it was supposed to. Something went
wrong at the third. People got killed. The copsamost got us”

“Weren't people supposed to get killed?’

“I mean . . . our peoplegot killed. We didn't know what happened at first. Later we heard on the radio
that two got shot and three had their throats ripped out. The rest of us never saw what did that—a dog,
maybe. A big dog. Anyway, the cops were coming, and we had to run.”

| thought about telling him exactly what had killed hisfriends, then decided not to. None of it was his
doing, redly. Even o, | didn’'t want to be sitting next to him any longer. | didn’t want to know him or
ever see him again. But he was not the one who would pay for what had been done to my families. He
was not the one | had to stop if | were going to survive.

| took a deep breath and spoke to Preston. “ Do you know who' s doing this?’

Helooked at Victor. “Who are they, Victor? What' s the name of the family who recruited you and sent
youtokill us?’

Victor’ s body jerked as though someone had kicked him. Helooked a me desperately, confusion and
paninhiseyes.



Hayden picked up the question. “ Do you know them, Victor? What istheir family name?’
Victor nodded quickly, eager to please. “1 know, but | can't say . . . please, | can’'t.”
“Isthename’SIIk’?”

Victor grabbed his head with both hands and screamed—along, ragged, tearing shriek. Then he passed
out.

| didn’t want to care. It was clear from the Gordons' expressionsthat they didn’t care. But | had bitten
himtwice. | didn’t want him, wouldn’t have kept him as my symbiont, but | did care what happened to
him. | couldn’t ignore him. It seemed that the bites made me fed connected to him and at least alittle
responsiblefor him.

| listened to his heartbedt, first racing, then dowing to astrong, regular beat. His breathing stuttered to a
regular deegping rhythm. “What can we do with him?’ | asked Preston. | can talk him into forgetting al
thisand send him home, but whét if the Silk family picks him up again?’

“Y ou fed that you need to help him, in spite of everything?’ he asked.
| nodded. “I don’t want him. | don’t like him. But none of thisredly has anything to do with him.”
Helooked around at his brother and his sons. Most of them shrugged.

Danid sad, “I don't think the Silkswill bother about him. They won't know he survived. They probably
don't even know exactly where helived before they picked him up. He' sjust atool. They might have
rewarded himif he survived, but if they think he's dead, that will be the end of it. We need to check what
he' s said with what the other prisoners say. If their stories agree, they can al go home. Y ou can send
them back to their families”

| nodded. “I'll fix Victor. Do you want meto fix the others, too?’

“Once we ve questioned them, you might aswell. Y ou’ ve dready bitten them.” He didn’t sound entirely
happy about this. | wondered why.

“Isthere transportation back to L. A. from somewhere around here?’ | asked.

“WEe Il get them back.” Daniel looked uncomfortable. “ Shori, | think your venom isthe reason thisman is
gtill dive, the reason he was able to answer as many questions ashe did.”

Thiswas obvious so | looked at him and waited for him to say something that wasn’'t obvious.
“I mean, your venom. If one of us had bitten him instead of you, | think he’ d be dead now.”
| nodded, interested. That was something | hadn’t known.

“And that meansthat if the Silks do get him again somehow and question him, hewon't survive. There
may befemaereatives of the Slks—ssters or daughters—with venom that’ s as strong as yours. They
could question him, but chances are, they won't. And he wouldn’t survive being questioned by males.
Their venom would make it necessary for him to answer but not redlly possible. The dilemmawould kil
him. He' d probably die of a stroke or a heart attack as soon asthey began.”

| looked at Victor and sighed. “Isthere anything we can do to keep him safe?’
“No,” Preston said. “It redly isn't likely that the Silkswill pick him up again. He |l probably beal right.



But unless one of uswantsto adopt him as asymbiont, we can’t keep him safe. Danid only wanted you
to know ... everything.” | heard disgpproval in hisvoice, and | didn’'t understand it. | decided to ignoreiit,
at least for now.

| looked at Daniel and thought he looked alittle embarrassed, that he was staring past me rather than at
me. “Thank you,” | said. “So much of my memory isgonethat I'm grateful for any knowledge. | need to
know the consequences of what | do.”

Danid got up and left the room.

| looked after him, surprised, then looked at Preston. “When should Victor be ready to go?’
“A couple of nights from now. After we ve questioned the others.”

“All right,” | paused. “ Can one of you take him?1 don’'t want him back at the guest house.”

Preston glanced at the doorway Daniel had gone through. “Don’'t worry,” he said. “We | take care of
him”

“Thank you,” | said with relief. Then | changed the subject and asked a question | had been wanting to
ask sincel arrived. “Arethere ... do you have Inabooks, histories | could read to learn more about our
people? | hate my ignorance. Asthings stand now, | don’t even know what questions to ask to begin to
understand things.”

It was Hayden who answered, smiling. “I’ll bring you afew books. | should have thought of it before. Do
you read Ina?’

| Sghed and shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. We'll find out.”
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Tomy surprise, | did read and speak Ina.

Hayden brought me three books and sat with me while | read doud from thefirst in alanguagethat |
could not recall having heard or seen. And yet as soon as | opened the book, the language seemed to
click into place with an oddly comfortable shifting of mental gears. | suppose | had spoken English from
thetime | met Wright because he and everyone el se had spoken English to me. If | had heard only Ina
since leaving the cave, | might not know yet that | spoke English.

| shook my head and switched back to English. “I wonder what elseI’ll remember if someone prods
rre”

“Do you understand what you' ve read, Shori?” Hayden asked.

| glanced at the symbols—clugters of graight lines of different lengths, inclined in every possible direction,
and often crossed a some point by one or more S-shaped lines. They told the Ina creation myth. “losf
told mealittle about this” | said. “It’san Inamyth or legend. The goddess who made us sent us here so
that we could grow strong and wise, then prove ourselves by finding our way back hometo her.”

“Back to paradise or back to another planet,” Hayden said. “ There was atime when Ina believed that
paradise was elsewhere in thisworld, on some hidden idand or lost continent. Now that thisworld has
been so thoroughly explored, believerslook outward either to the supernatura or to rather questionable



sience”

“Peopletruly believethis?’ | frowned. “1 thought the story was like one of the Greek or Norse myths.” |
had run across these in Wright' s books.

“There was atime when those were believed, too. A great many of us ill believein the old Sories,
interpreted oneway or another. What you' re holding could be called the first volume of our bible. Y our
parents believed the stories were metaphors and mythol ogized history. We do, too. None of us are much
interested in things mysticd. | don't believe you were either before, but now | supposeyou'll haveto
read the books, talk to believers aswell as nonbelievers, and make up your mind al over again.”

“How old isthisbook?’ | asked.

“We believethat its oldest chapters were originally written on clay tablets about ten thousand years ago.
Before that, they had been part of our ora tradition. How long before that had they been told among us?
| don’t know. No one knows.”

“So old? Are there human things ten thousand years old?’

“Writings, you mean? No. There were wandering family bands, villages of human farmers, and there
were nomadic human herders. They left behind remnants of their lives—stone toals, carved stone
figurines, pottery, woven matting, stone and wood dwellings, some carving on bone and stone, painting
on caveor cliff wals, that sort of thing.”

| nodded, interested. “What sgnsdid we leave?’

“We had dready joined with humans ten thousand years ago, taking their blood and safeguarding the
oneswho accepted us from most physical harm. | suspect that by then we had aready been around for a
very long time. Whenever we evolved or arrived, it was much longer ago than ten thousand years. Ten
thousand years ago, we were adready thinly spread among human tribes and family bands. Even then, that
was the most comfortable way for usto live.

“Our earliest writings say that we joined humans around the rivers that would eventually be called Tigris
and Euphrates and that we had scattered north and west into what’ s now Russia, Ukraine, Romania,
Hungary, and those regions. Some of us wandered as nomads with our human families. Some blended
into gtationary farming communities. Either way, we were not then aswe are now. We were weak and
sck. | don’'t know why. The stories say we displeased the goddess and were suffering her punishment.
The group that believesin an outer-space origin says that our bodies needed time to adjust to living on
Earth.

“For awhile, it seemed that we might not survive. | think that’s when some of us began to find anew use
for the writing we had developed for secret directiond signs, territoria declarations, warnings of danger,
and mating needs. | think some of uswerewriting to leave behind some sign that we had lived, because it
seemed we would dl die. We weren't reproducing well. Our children, when they were conceived, often
did not survive their births. Those who did survive were not strong. Few mated families managed to have
more that one or two children of their own. Everyone took in orphans and tried to weave new families
from remnants of the old. We suffered long periods of an Inaspecific epidemic illnessthat made it difficult
or impossible for our bodies to use the blood or mesat that we consumed, so that we ate well and yet
garved. We bdlieve now that the disease was sporead among us by Inanomads and by familiestraveling
to be near mates.

“Our bodies were no better a dedling with thisillness than our human contemporarieswere at dedling
with their ilinesses. But while our attentions helped them dedl with their infections, defects, and injuries,



they could not help us deal with ours. We died in greater numbers than we could afford. It got harder and
harder for usto find mates. Then, graduadly, we began to hedl. Perhaps we had smply undergone akind
of microbid winnowing. Theillnesskilled most of us. Those |eft wereresstant to it, asweretheir

children.

“Even when we were fit, though, we had to be careful. Nonsymbiont humans might attack us and murder
usto steal our possessions or because we were careless and lived too long in one place without seeming
to age.” He shrugged. “ Some humans wanted to know how we could live so long. What secret magic did
we possess to avoid growing old? What could be done to usto force us to share our magic with them?

“Sugpicions about us grew out of control now and then down through the ages, and we had to run or
fight, or we were tortured and murdered as demons or as possessors of valuable secrets. Sometimes
they hacked at us until they thought we were dead, then buried us. When we healed, we came out of our
graves confused, mad with hunger . . . perhaps smply mad. Wdll, that's how in some cultureswe
became the ‘walking dead’ or the * undead.’ That’ s why they learned to burn or behead us.”

“What about the wooden stake through the heart?’ | asked.

“That might work or it might not. There’ s nothing magica about wood. If the stake leaves enough of the
heart intact, we hedl. One of my fathers was buried with astake in hisheart. Helived and ... killed Six or
seven people when he came out of hisgrave. Asaresult, my families had to leave Romaniaand change

their names. That's how my brothersand | happened to grow up in England.”

He dghed. “Even in the most savage of times, when there were Inafamily feudsthat were like smal wars,
it dmost never happened that we wiped out whole families. What is happening now, what happened to
your families, Shori, israre and terrible.”

“And by coming here, I've brought it to your family,” | said. “I’m sorry for that. | just . . . didn’t know
what to do or where elseto go. And | was afraid for my symbionts.”

Hayden nodded, watching me. “1 don't believe my sons sons would have wanted you to go to anyone
else, dthough you' re dready making Dani€l’ slife uncomfortable.”

| wasn't surprised, but | didn’t know what to say.
He amiled. “You didn’t know, did you?’
“I thought | might be. I'm sorry.”

“You needn’'t be. It snormal. Daniel apologizesfor his behavior. He knows you’ re much too young to
make the kind of commitment he' sthinking of. And your efforts and warnings have kept us safe so far.
No oneis serioudy hurt. What we do next, though . . . wdll .. .” He sighed. “1 suppose we will do what
we must. These murders must be stopped.”

Hewouldn't talk about what he and his family meant to do next. He only told me to keep the books as
long as | needed them and to come to him when | wanted more or if | wanted to talk about what I'd
read.

When he was gone, instead of reading more, | went up to where Wright lay deeping. | undressed and
climbed into bed beside him. He awoke enough to curl his body around mine.

“You okay?’ he asked, his chin against the top of my head.

“Better,” | said. “Better now.”



“Do they know who killed your family or, rather, who' sideait was?’
“They know one family name, and where they live. The two injured captives can’t be questioned yet.”
“IsVictor dive, Shori?’

“Heis” | swalowed. “ Even though he remembers helping to murder both of my families. He even
remembers attacking the house at Arlington where you and | and Celiaand Brook could have died.”

“But it wasn't hisidea”
“It waan't. So far, the Silk family seemsto be guilty of dl three attacks.”
“Sik,” hesad. “Interesting name. | wonder if you knew them before.”

“I don’t think so. None of the Gordons mentioned any connection between them and me, and | think at
least one of them would have.”

“What will be doneto them?’

“I don't know. Hayden wouldn’t tell me. But | don’t think anything will be done until the other two
prisoners are questioned.”

“You bit them.”
“I did. It will hep them hed quickly.”

He moved me so that we lay eye-to-eye and took my face between hishands. “It will help you question
them.”

“Of courseit will.”
“What will happen to them after that, to Victor and the other two captives?’

“When we ve finished questioning them, Il help them forget us because I’ m the one who bit them. Then
they’ |l be sent back to their families.” | rubbed his shoulders. “They’ re not anyone’ s symbionts, Wright.
They’ re only someon€ stools. People who never wanted them, never cared about them, kidnapped them
and used them to kill my families”

He nodded. “I understand that, but . . . they did what they did.”

“The Silks are responsible, not Victor and the others.”

He nodded again. “Okay.”

He didn’'t sound happy. “What?’ | asked.

“I don’'t know exactly. | guess|’m just learning more about what I’ ve sumbled into and become part of.”

| was silent for several seconds, then asked, “ Shall | let you donetonight? | can go deep with one of the
others”

“Not with Victor?’

| drew back, staring at him.



“Whereishe?' he asked.

“At Danid’ s house. Danid had room for him, and Theodorawill be here soon. And ... | didn’t want him
rHe_”

After awhile, he nodded.
“Shdl | go?’

“Of coursenot.” He pulled me against him. He caressed my face, my throat. Then, as he kissed me, he
dipped hisfree hand between my thighs. “ Are you hungry?’ he asked.

| shook my head againgt him. “No, but | want to be close to you anyway.”
“Do you? Good. If you taste me, | want you to do it from my thigh.”

| laughed, surprised. “I’ ve heard of doing it that way, athough | don’t know whether | ever have. You've
been talking to someone!”

“What if | have?

| found mysdlf grinning a him. A ingtant later, | threw the blankets off him and dovefor histhigh. He had
nothing on, and I had him by theright thigh before he redlized | had moved. Then | looked up at him. He
looked startled, dmost afraid. Then he seemed to catich my mood. He laughed—a deep, good, sweet
sound. By touch and scent | found the large, tempting artery. | bit him, took hisblood, and rode hisleg as
he convulsed and shouted.

The next night, the Gordons and | questioned the other two prisoners. Hayden and Preston questioned
them while | prodded and reassured them. | had bitten each of them twice. They trusted me, needed to
please me.

They, too, told us about what sounded like members of the Silk family abducting them at night. One had
been in downtown Los Angeles, looking for one of his girls—one of the prostitutes who worked for him.
Hewas angry with her. He didn’t think she was working hard enough, and he meant to teach her a
lesson. Hayden had to explain thisto me, and at last | found out what a pimp was. The explanation made
me wonder what other unsavory things| didn’t remember about human habits.

The other captive had been on hisway to the Huntington Memorial Hospital in Pasadenato pick up his
mother who was a nurse there and whose shift was ending. Her car had stopped running the day before,
and he had promised to meet her and give her alift home.

One prisoner was apimp. The other was a college student keeping a promise to his mother. Both had
been collected by members of the Silk family and sent north to kill my family and me. Neither had any
information beyond what Victor had aready told us.

When both captives were unconscious, much stressed by being made to talk about things that they had
been ordered not to talk about, the Gordons and | looked at one another. Again, except for the captives,
the company wasdl Ina

“What can we do?’ | took a deep breath and looked at the younger Gordon males—men who might
someday be the fathers of my children. “ These people have killed my family. Now they’ ve come after
you. They'll probably come &fter you again.”

“I believe they will unlesswe stop them,” Hayden said.



Danid nodded once. “ So we stop them.”
“Ohmy,” Preston said, his head down, one hand rubbing his forehead.
“What else can we do?’ Hayden demanded.

“I know.” Preston glanced at him sadly. “1’m not disagreeing. I’ m just thinking about what it will mean,
now and inthelong run.”

Hayden made agrowling sound low in histhroat. “ They should have thought about what it would mean.”

Widls, one of Danidl’ sfathers, said, “I’ ve been thinking about it sSince yesterday. We need to art by
talking to the Fotopoul os and Braithwaite families, and perhaps the Svoboda and the Dahiman families as
well. The Dahlmans are related to the Silks through Milo, aren't they? All these people are related in one
way or another to the Silks and to Shori.”

And | thought, | still have relatives. | didn’'t know them, didn’t know whether they knew me. But they
were dive. What would that mean?

“Don’'t phone the Dahimansyet,” Preston said. “Make them your eighth or ninth call. Try the Leontyevs
and the Akhmatovas, and perhaps the Marcu and Nagy families.”

“You believe we Il have timeto bring together a Council of Judgment before they try again to kill us?’
Daniel demanded.

Hayden and Preston looked at one another—the two elderfathers of the Gordons. Apparently they
would decide.

“As s00n as we get agreement from seven of the thirteen families, I'll cal the Silks,” Preston said. “I
know Milo Silk, or | thought | did. How he and his sons have gotten involved in dl this, | can’'t imagine.
Anyway, once they’ ve been notified that we' re caling a Council of Judgment, that we have thefirst saven
families, they won't indtigate another attack.

They won't dare.”
“Why not?’ | asked.
Everyonelooked at me asthough I’ d said something very stupid.

| stared back at them. “My memory goes back afew weeks and no further,” | said. “I ask becausel
don’t know, and | don’t want to make assumptions about anything thisimportant.” And because | was
annoyed. | let my tone of voice say, You should all realize this. I’ ve explained it before.

Hayden said, “If they attack us after we' ve caled for a Council, the judgment will automatically go
againg them. Our legd system isancient and very strong. That part of it in particular isabsolute. It' s kept
feuds from getting out of control for centuries.”

“And what doesthat mean?’ | asked. “What would happen to them if they attacked you again?’

“The adults would be killed, and their children dispersed among us to become members of other
families” He stared down at me. “We would bring the adultsto you. Y ou are the person most wronged
indl thisand the only surviving daughter. | think you could manageit.”

“Manage. . . | would betheir executioner?’



“Y ou would be, yes. Y ou would bite them and spesk to them, command them to take their lives. |
suspect that you would grant them agentler death than they deserve.”

For amoment, | was shocked speechless. Of course | knew | could kill humans directly by destroying
their bodies or indirectly by biting them and then telling them to do things that were harmful to them, but
kill Inajust by biting them and ordering them to die?

“| was amost tempted not to tell you,” Hayden said. “Y our youth and your amnesiamake you both very
atractive and very frightening.”

“I can redly do that? Bite another Inaand just ... tdll him to kill himsdlf?’
They al looked a one another. Preston said, “Hayden, damnit—"

Hayden held up both hands, palms outward. “ She needs to know. We ve had a chance to see what sort
of person sheis. And let’ sfaceit, it’ stoo dangerous for her not to know. If not for the crime that took
her memory, shewould know.” Helooked at me. “When you' re physically mature, you'll take blood
from your mates, and they’ Il take blood from you. That’ s the way you'll bond. The only other reason for
you to take blood from an Inamae would beto kill him.”

| thought about that for several seconds, then asked an uncomfortable, but necessary, question: “It
wouldn’t work on an Inafemae?’

“It might. Y our handling of the human captives saysyou ' re strong. But if you go againgt another Ina
female, you might die. Even if you manageto kill her, you might die, too.”

| thought about this. It dovetailed with what Brook had told me. “ Do you know,” | said, “1 have no
memory of ever having seen or spoken to an Inafemale. I’ ve only seen my father, one of my brothers,
and you. | try to pictureafemde, and | can’'t.”

“They learn early to be careful of what they say,” Hayden told me. “It' sone of their first and most
important lessons. | believe that’ s alesson you' ve remembered in spite of your amnesia”

| nodded. “I was dways careful with my symbionts, even before | understood fully why | should be. But
now . .. | might havetokill the Silks?’

“Probably not,” Hayden said. “ That kind of thing hasn't happened in living memory. The Silkswill
respect the call for aCouncil of Judgment.”

“I hopeso,” | said. “What can | do now to help?’ They were beginning to get up. Some of them took
phones from their pockets. Daniel went to the kitchen and brought back a cordless phone for Hayden.

“Nothing yet,” Hayden told me. “Y ou'll have to spesk a the Council.”
“All right. But shouldn’t we keep the three captives? Shouldn't they spesk, too?’

He shook his head. “Who would believe them? By now you could have taken them over completely and
taught them to say—and to believe—anything at dl.”

“All right. But why should the Council believe me—or you for that matter?’

Heamiled. “I don’t think they would believe me. I'm 372 years old. | think they might fedl that someone
my age might be ableto lie to them successfully. You' reachild. They’ | assumethat they’ll be ableto
read your body language well enough to know whether or not you'relying.”



“Will they beyour age?”
“Somewill beolder.”

| Sighed. “They’re probably right then. It doesn’t matter. | haven't fdlt inclined to tell lies. So far, my
problem isignorance, not dishonesty.”
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Therewas agrest dedl of telephoning, conference caling, faxing, and e-mailing.

Firgt, what Hayden called “the rule of seven” had to be satisfied. Seven familieswith whom both the Silks
and | share acommon ancestor within seven generations of the oldest living Silk or Matthews had to
agree to send representatives to Punta Nublada for a Council of Judgment that would judge the
accusationsthat | and the Gordon family were making againgt the Silk family. Once that was done,
Preston phoned the Silk family. First Russell Silk, one of the elderfathers, denied al respongbility for
wiping out my families, denied any knowledge of it. Then Milo Silk, the oldest living family member, came
on and he denied everything, too. They had both heard of amass murder in Washington State but had
not realized that it involved two Inacommunities. They were very sorry for me, of course, but none of it
had anything to do with them.

Preston put the call on spesker phone and let all of us hear it.

“Neverthdess,” hetold Milo Silk, “we ve heard evidence that your family isresponsible, and we' ve
cdled for aCouncil of Judgment. We ve met the rule of seven.”

“Thisismadness,” Milo argued. “Wedidn't do it, Preston. | swear to you. Look, we don’t care for the
genetic engineering experiments that the Matthews and Petrescu families have been carrying out, and
we' ve made no secret of it, but—"

“Milo,” Preston said, “thisisthe required notification. Thefirst seven familiesare Braithwaite,
Fotopoulos, Akhmatova, Leontyev, Rappaport, Nagy, and Svoboda. We will also be asking the
Dahimans, the Silvesters, the Vines, the Westfalls, the Nicolaus, and the Kaands. Do you object to any
of these?’

“I object todl of them,” Milo said angrily. “ Thisisinsanity!”
“Therule of seven has been met,” Preston repested.

After amoment of absolute silence, Russdll’ svoice replaced Milo's. “I object to the Vines,” he said.
“They are not friends of the Silk family, even though they are related to us. During the ninth century, their
family fought oursin along feud.”

Preston stared at the floor, thinking. “Will you accept the Marcus?’

There was another silence, longer thistime. Then findly, “Y es. We accept the Marcus. We a so object to
the Silvesters. Three of my sons had afinancia dispute with two of them five years ago. It was not settled
amicebly.”

Preston looked at Hayden. Hayden asked, “Will you accept the Wymans?’

“No!” athird voice said. “Not that pack of wolves. Do you realize—" Then the voice was cut off, and



therewasalong slence. Finaly Milo came on again.

“Wewill not accept the Wymans,” he said. And after apause, he said, “Individua animus.” Hehad a
deep, quiet voice that somehow made everything he said sound important.

“The Andreis?’ Preston asked, looking at his own family as though he were asking them. Hisfamily
offered no objection.

Therewas aslent pause from the Silks. Findly, Milo said, “Fine.”
“Areyou content with thelist now?’ Preston asked.
Moreslence.

“TheKdands” Russl said. “Wewould prefer the Morarius.”

Preston stretched out along forefinger and pressed the button on the phone marked “hold.” “Objections
to the Morarius?’ he sad.

The Gordons looked at one another.

“I don't like them,” Danid said. They’re proud people with not that much to be proud of. But | don't
suppose that’ s reason enough to object to them.”

The others shrugged.

Preston touched the hold button again and said, “We accept the Morariu family, Milo. Ten nightsfrom
tonight, we will al meet here at Punta Nubladafor a Council of Judgment. Y ou should begin to prepare
for your family’ sjourney. And maybe you should talk to your sons, especialy the younger ones. Y ou
may not know everything.” He switched the phone off.

Just before dawn, Manning and Wayne drove in with their symbionts and Theodora.

She got out of the Hummer and looked around at the houses. All of them were till lit from withinin the

early-morning darkness. There were people moving around both insde and out, and athough she could
not know it, there were people watching. | had been adeep, but | avoke at the sound of the car coming
in. | looked out, saw her climb out of the car and look. Quickly, | put on jeans, pulled a T-shirt over my
head, and ran out shoeless to meet her. Shedidn’t seeme until | reached her and took her hand.

She jumped, turned, saw me, and to my surprise, grabbed me, lifted me off the ground, and hugged me
hard againgt her.

| found mysdlf laughing with joy and hugging her back. When my feet were on the ground again, | took
her into the guest house. “Have you eaten?’ | asked. “Brook and Celiawent shopping yesterday so we
have plenty of food.” Joel had taken them to adistant mall where they could get groceries, some more
clothes, and whatever €l se they might need. Wright and | had each provided them with alist so we were
al taken care of for awhile,

“I had alate dinner,” Theodora said. “ The other people, the symbionts—isthat what they’ re called?’
“Itis, yes. It swhat you'll be cdled, too, if you stay with me.”

She gave me a shy smile and looked downward. “They said | should have a hearty meal before | reached
you.”



| laughed again, hungry for her, suddenly eager. “ Come on upstairs. How are you? Iseverything al right
with your family?’

She got ahead of me and stopped me, hands on my shoulders. “1’m going to have to phone my daughter
inafew hours. She' sworried about me. Shetried to stop me from leaving. Sometime soon, she'sgoing
to want to visit.”

“Phone her whenever you like,” | said. “1 haveto tell you more of what'sgoing on here so you'll
understand why shewon't be able to visit you for awhile. But you can go see her.”

“Sounds like bad news.”

“Difficult, I think, but not bad. Thisisatimeto be careful. We ve found out who has been attacking us,
and we re going to have something called a Council of Judgment to deal with them.”

Shelooked a me asthough she were trying to read my expression. “Isthere danger right now?’

In the early-morning darkness with all the Gordon men awake and aert? With the Council of Judgment
aready being organized?*No, not now.”

“Good,” shesad. “Thentdl me about it in the morning.”
| smiled. “Itismorning. But you' reright. First thingsfirs.”

| took her to the spare room. | had changed the bedding mysdlf and made certain that the room was
clean and ready for her. “I know | promised you morethan this,” | said as shelooked around. “1 will
keep my promise. It'sjust going to take longer than | thought.”

“I| want to bewith you,” shesaid. “It'sdl I’ ve wanted since you first cameto me. | don’t truly
understand my fedlingsfor you, but they’ re stronger than anything I’ ve ever fdt, stronger than anything |
ever expected to fed. We'll find away.”

| shut the door, went to her, and began to undo her blouse. “Wewill,” | said.

The next night | met with Wayne and Manning to find out what | could about my families land and
busnessaffars.

“Y our mothers and father understood how to live by human rules” Manning said. “ Their affairsare very
much in order. Y ou will have to work through the lawyers, but everything your families owned will be
yours, and there’ s cash enough for you to be able to pay your taxes without selling anything you don't
want to sdl.”

“I don’'t know what | want to do, redly,” | said. “I mean, | don’t know anything.” | looked at
Manning—one of the fathers of Danidl, Wayne, William and Philip. Hewas aquiet, kindly man, and
there was something about his expression that looked uncomfortably closeto pity.

“Tell me about the lawyers,” | said quickly. “ Are there one or two who would make good symbionts?’

Manning shrugged. “I’ m not sure what agood symbiont might be for you. Y our Theodoraistoo old, but
shelovesyou absolutely. She' s exactly the kind of person | would expect to be able to resist one of
us—older, educated, well-off—but she couldn’t wait to get to you.”

“Shewaslondy,” | said. “Tdl me about the lawyers”
“One of theones| bit might be good for you,” Wayne said.



| liked Wayne slong, quiet face. He was the only one of the four sonswho towered over me even when
he was sitting down. “ Tell me about that one,” | said.

He nodded. “ She' sthirty-five. She has agood reputation among the others at her firm. She’ sagood
attorney even though she hates her work. She fedlsthat she made amistake going to law school, but
now, she does n't know what else she might do. She's an orphan with a brother who died six years ago.
She sdivorced and has no children.”

“You investigated her. Y ou planned to suggest that | go after her.”

“Yes. You'll need alawyer. She'll help you, she'll teach you, she'll be your connection to therest of the
legd world, and once you have her—if you' re asright for each other as| think—she'll be completely
loyd to you.” Hetook afolded paper from his pants pocket and handed it to me. “Her name, home
address, and work address.”

“Thank you,” | said and put the paper in my own pocket. “I don’t think I'll be able to go see her until
after the Council of Judgment.”

“I think that would be best,” Manning said. “The lawyers Wayne and | bit will ook after your interests
until then. But you should find her as soon as the Council ends. Y ou need more than five symbionts.”

| continued to keep watch every day. | didn’t believe there would be another attack, but why take
chances?

| saw the bodies of the attackers buried with agreat ded of a powder called quicklimein along, deep
trench dug by asmall tractor around one of the gardenswell away from the houses. | saw the attackers
carsdriven away by gloved symbionts, followed by a Punta Nublada car. And, of course, only the Punta
Nublada car returned.

| saw the three living attackers taken away to San Francisco where they would be three ordinary men
catching three different Greyhound buses back to southern Caiforniawhere they lived. They wouldn’t
attract attention. No one would be likely to remember them. The Gordons had supplied them with
money, and | had supplied them with the outline of amemory of going north to do some work driving
trucks, hauling cargo up and down the coast. They could each fill in the details according to their own
past work experience. Asit happened, they had al driven trucks of one kind or another professionaly,
so they would be able, as Hayden put it, to confabulate to their hearts content. But they would not
remember one another, Punta Nublada, my families communities, or the house near Arlington. | told
them to forget those things completely and to remember only the truck-driving job. It was unnerving to
seethat | could do such athing, but clearly, | could. | did. | even helped the pimp decide that he was sick
of abusing women for aliving. His cousin had alandscaping company. He would work for his cousin for
awhile or for someone el se and then go back to school. He was only twenty-one. | made him tell me
what he bdieved he should and could do. Then | told himto go do it.

Meanwhile, the Gordons and their symbionts worked hard to prepare for the fact that they were soon
going to have agrest dedl of company. The Sk family—all their Inaand most of their symbionts—would
be coming. Two representatives from each of thirteen other familieswould be coming, each bringing three
or four symbionts. A Council of Judgment traditionally lasted three days.

Most of the Gordon symbionts were excited and looking forward to meeting friends and relaives they
hadn’t seen for months or even years. Would Judith Cho sym lon Andrei be there? Or Loren Hanson
sym Elizabeth Akhmatova? Did anyone know? What about Carl Schwarcz sym Peter Marcu? No one
bothered asking me sinceit was clear that | knew nothing, but they chattered among themselves around
me, happily ignoring me except to say that it was ashame | wouldn't get to enjoy any of the parties.



Only afew of them were apprehensive. To mogt, the Council of Judgment was an Inathing that had little
to do with them. Their Inahad disputesto settle. The symbionts planned to have parties. | enjoyed
watching and listening to them. It was comforting somehow.

Severd went out to buy the huge amounts of food and other suppliesthat would be needed to keep well
over a hundred extra symbionts comfortable. Others prepared the guest quartersin each of the houses
and transformed offices, studios, storage space, and even space in the two barnsinto placesfit for human
and Ina habitation. Every house had guest quarters—three or four bedrooms and a couple of bathrooms.
These would be enough for a couple of traveling Inaand afew symbionts. And then there was the guest
house itsdlf, intended especialy for human guests. My symbiontsand | had arrived at atime when the
Gordons symbionts had no guests visiting, so we had had the whole guest house to oursalves. Now we
would have to share the kitchen and the dining room and give up the downstairs bathroom, aswell asthe
living room and family room.

The Council meetingswould be held in one of the metal storage buildings. Martin Harrison, Joel’ sfather
and William' s symbiont, the man who had given me acell phone and taught me to useit, now seemed to
bein charge of preparationsfor the visitors. Once | understood that, | found him and asked if | could
follow him around for awhile to see what he did and to ask him questions.

“I redly want you to tell meif I'mintheway or if I'm being too irritating, because | can’t dwaystell,” |
said, and he laughed. It was aloud, deep, joyful-sounding laugh that was a pleasure to hear even though |
knew hewaslaughing a me.

“All right, Shori, I'll do that,” he said. “1 was a high-school history teacher when Hayden found me. It will
be good to have a student again.”

“Hayden found you? Not William?’

“Hayden found me for William.” He shook his head. “William hadn’t yet come of age, and Hayden
thought the boy could stand to learn more of human history. Hayden thought I’ d make agood
bodyguard, too, snce William goes completely unconscious during the day. He said | smelled right, for
godsake. | understand that now, but | didn’t then. | wanted to believe he was crazy, but he d bitten me
by then, and | couldn’t just ignore what hetold me.”

“Did you mind that you would be symbiont to another man?’ | asked, remembering the question that
Wright had asked Brook.

He gave me an odd look. “Y ou don’'t care what you pry into, do you?’
| didn’'t answer—since | didn't know what to say.

“There are plenty of women here,” hesaid. “I married one of them shortly after | decided to stay.” He
lifted an eyebrow. “How’ syour new symbiont—the onewho camein last night?’

“Theodora?’ | smiled, seeing the connection. * She says she does’t understand her feglings for me but
that they areimportant to her.”

“I'll bet. 1 saw you two. Y ou were al over each other. That’ stheway it goes. It doesn’'t seem to matter
to most humans what our lives were before we meet you. Y ou bite us, and that’ sl it takes. | didn’'t
understand at al. Hayden ambushed me as| got home from work one day. He bit me, and after that |
never redly had achance. | didn’t have any ideawhat | was getting into.”

“Areyou ever sorry you got into it?’



He gave me another strange look, this broad, tall black man. Jodl had his coloring but would never have
hissize. Martin just stood, looking down at me as though trying to decide something. After awhile, he
said, “ The Gordons are decent people. Hayden brought me here, showed me around, introduced meto
William, who wastall and spindly but looked dmost as young as you do now. Hayden let me know what
was going to happen if | stayed. Helet me know while | could il leave, and | did leave. They didn’'t
stop me. William asked meto stay, but that made me run faster. The whole thing was too weird for me.
Worse, | thought it sounded more like davery than symbiosis. It scared the hell out of me. | stayed away
for about ten months. I’ d only been bitten threetimesin al, so | wasn't physically addicted. No pain, no
sckness. But psychologicdly . .. Well, | couldn’t forget it. | wanted it like crazy. Hell, | thought | was
crazy. All of asudden, | lived in aworld where vampireswereredl. | couldn’t tell anyone about them.
Hayden had seen to that. But | knew they werered. And | wanted to be with them. After awhile, | quit
my job, packed my things, put what | could in my car, gave the rest away, and drove here. God, it was a
relief.” He stopped and smiled down a me. “Y our first does't want any other life, girl, no more than
Joel does. Theonly differenceis Jod knowsit. Wright isstill finding out.”

“You'vetaked to him?’
“Yeah. He Il bedl right. How' s he getting dong with Joel 7’
“When he can, he pretends Joel isn’t there. When he can't do that, he' scivil.”

“It’ srough on him. Rough on both of them, redly. Ease their way as best you can. This Council of
Judgment should help alittle—distraction, excitement, new people, plenty to do.”

“It scaresmealittle”

“The Council? Sensory overload for you and the other Ina. That’swhy Councils are only three days
|(],,g.”

“No, I mean. .. having Wright and Jodl aswell as Brook, Celia, and Theodora. It scaresme. | need
them. | care about them more than | thought | could care about anyone. But having them scaresme.”

“Good,” hesaid. It ought to. Pay attention. Help them when they need help.” He paused. “Only when
they need help.”

| nodded. “1 will.” | looked into his broad dark face, uncertainly. “Do you want your son to be with me?’
“It' swhat he wants.”
“Isitdl right with you?’

“If you treat him right.” He looked past me a nothing for saverad seconds. “1 wanted himto livein the
human world for afew years, get more education than we could give him here. He did that. But to tell the
truth, | wanted him to stay out there, make alife for himsdf, forget about vampires. Then he comes back,
and al hewantsto do isfind himsdf anice vampiregirl.” He smiled, and it wasn’t an dtogether happy
amile. “I think he'll want to do more once he' s been with you for awhile. He' Il want to write or teach or
something. Too much energy in that boy for him be to just some kind of house-husband.”

“Theodorawants more, too. Once this Council of Judgment isfinished, I'll have to decide what to do,
how best to build ahomefor usal. When that' s done, my symbiontswill be able to do what they want to
do.”

“Good girl.” He took adeep breath and started toward the nearest building of offices and studios. “Now
let’ s go figure out how many people can be jammed into these studios. Thank God the weather hasn’t



gotten cold yet.”

twenty

The night before the Council wasto begin, members of the Leontyev family arrived. | didn’t know them,
of course, and until they arrived and Martin mentioned it, no one had bothered to tell me that L eontyev
was the name of my mothers mae family—the family of their fathers, elderfathers, brothers, and
brothers' sons.

The Leontyevs and their symbionts arrived in two cars—apair of Jeep Cherokees—while | was coming
back from showing the very cool and distant Zoé and Helena Fotopoul os and their symbiontsto their
roomsin one of the office complexes. Martin had given me alist of who was coming and where they
wereto deep. Hesad, “If you want to learn, you might aswell help. Thiswill give you achance to meet
people.” Hewas, | had noticed, good at putting people to work.

The Leontyevs were older males, Kongtantin and Vladimir, each with three symbionts. Martin intended
them to stay with Henry Gordon. | came to get them, introduced mysdlf, and redlized from their
expressons that something was wrong.

“I’'ve had aserious head injury,” | told them. “Asaresult of it, | have amnesia. If | knew you before, I'm
sorry. | don't remember you now.”

“Y ou don’t remember ... anything?’ the one Martin had pointed out to me as Konstantin asked.

“Not people or events. | remember language. | recognize many objects. Sometimes | recall disconnected
bits about mysdlf or about the Inain generd. But I'velost my past, my memory of my families,
symbionts, friends. . . The people of my familieswho are dead are so completely gone from methat |
can't truly missthem or mourn them because, for me, it's as though they never existed.”

Kongtantin gazed down at me with amost too much sympathy. A human who looked that way would
surely cry. After amoment, he said, “ Shori, we' re your mothers fathers. Y ou’ ve known usal of your
life”

| looked at them, took in their tall leanness, trying to find in them something | recognized. They looked
more like relatives of Hayden and Preston Gordon—just two more pale blond men who appeared to be
in their mid-to-late forties but who were actudly closer to their mid—-four hundreds.

And suddenly, | found mysalf wondering what that meant. What had their lives been like so long ago?
What had the world been like? | should ask Martin who had once been a history teacher.

The faces and the ages of these two e derfathers—my elderfathers, my mothers fathers—triggered no
memories. They were strangers.

“I’'msorry,” | told them. “I’'ll have to get to know you al over again. And you' |l have to get to know me.
| can’t even pretend to be the person | was before theinjury.”

“I’'m grateful the Gordons were able to take you in and carefor you,” the one called Vladimir said. “How
did they find you?’

| stared at him, surprised, suddenly angry. “I found them. I" ve survived three attacks, and twice helped
fight the attackers off. | hel ped to question the surviving attackers who came here afew days ago. Only
my memory of my life before | washurt isimpaired.”



They looked at each other, then at me. “My apologies,” VIadimir said. Helifted hishead alittle and
smiled down hislong nose a me. He managed to look more amused than condescending. “Whether you
remember or not, you still have my Shori’ stemper.”

| took them to the rooms that Henry Gordon had set aside for them in hishouse. Before | |€ft, | showed
them Martin’slist and asked one more question. “Are any of these people close femae relatives of
ming?’

They looked at the list, then looked at one another, each of them frowning. In that moment, they looked
amodt identicd. Then Vladimir said, “1 believe your closest surviving female blood relatives are too
young to beinvolved it this. They’ re children or young women busy with children. For instance, your
brothers were mated and had two girlsand aboy, al of whom are still very young children. Y our
mothers brothers have adult female children, but those children are too young for Council duty.”

“Wouldn't they be around my age or older? Some of them must be adults.”

“Yes. They' re mated s0 the youngest of them isyears older than you. But, unlessthey’ re directly
involved, people aren’t usudly caled to Councils of Judgment unlesstheir children are adult and mated.”

That explained why everyone I’ d seen so far seemed to be around the ages of Hayden and Preston.

“All right,” I said. “I’ ve been told that al Council members are related to me in one way or another. Who
among the women members are my closest relatives? And did any of them know me before?’ | asked.

Again the two paused to think. At last, Konstantin said, “ The Braithwaites. The Braithwaite el dermothers
are Joan, Irene, Amy, and Margaret. Two of them will be coming. They’ re the daughters of your second
elderfathers”

| frowned trying to understand thet.

“They are the daughters of your father’ sfather’ sfather,” Vladimir clarified. “ They know you, knew you
before. Y ou can talk to them. But, Shori, you can talk to us, too. We are your family. We ve come here
to see that your interests are protected and that the people responsible for what happened to you and to
S0 many of our relatives pay for what they’ ve done.”

| remembered hearing from Hayden that Joan and Margaret Braithwaite would be coming. In fact, they
were arriving tonight. “Thank you,” | said. “I ... | just need to see and talk to an Inafemde. | have no
memory of ever doing that before today. I’ ve met several males since my injury, but until | met Zoé and
Helena Fotopoul os this morning, no females. It' svery strange to be an Inafemale and yet have no clear
ideaof what Inafemdesarelike.”

Kongantin smiled. “ Tak to the Braithwaites then. Elizabeth | was on the throne of England when Joan
and Irene were born, so I’m not sure you' |l learn much from them about being ayoung Inawoman now.
But dl four ssters have met you, Shori, and | think they like you. Go ahead and talk with them when they
come.”

| kept watch for the Braithwaite women, pestering Martin to look whenever female Inadrovein. The
Braithwaites arrived just after midnight. Before | could ask Martin about them, Daniel came out to
welcome them. | heard him cdl them by name. | watched as he stood talking with them.

Joan and Margaret Braithwaite were a head shorter than Danid, but till taller than Ceiaor Brook. They
were very sraight, very pale women in white shirts and long black skirts. Their hair was twisted and
pinned up neatly on their heads. One was brown-haired—thefirst brown-haired Inal’ d seen—and one



was blond. Their chests, beneath their clean, handsome, long-deeved shirts, were asflat asmine. |
suspected that that meant | would not be growing the breasts Wright liked on women. Y et asignorant as
| was, even | wouldn't have mistaken these two for men. There was something undeniably feminine and
interestingly seductive about them, even to me. Wasit their scents? Did my scent make me seem
interesting to other people?

| realized that | wanted Joan and Margaret to think well of me, to like me. That wasimportant somehow.
Their scent was definitely influencing me. Wasit something they were doing deliberately, | wondered.
Could they contral it? Could 1?1 would ask them if | could manage to be a one with one of them.

“Shori?” the brown-haired one said to me as | stood off to one side, dmost hiding in the shadows,
watching them. Danidl had called the blond woman Joan, so this one must be Margaret.

| wasimmediately ashamed of mysdlf for hiding and staring. “I’'m sorry,” | said, stepping forward. “1 have
no memory of seeing Inafemaes before today. I’ ve been waiting for you because | wastold you are my
closest femde rdatives on the Council .”

Danid looked at mewith that strange, strained ook of his that ranged between hogtility and hunger. | had
come to see that look more and more as my stay with the Gordons lengthened. | had seen it on Danidl,
William, Philip, and Wayne. Without saying aword, Danid turned and walked away. | wasfairly sure his
longing made him seem even more ill-mannered than my ignorance made me. We would haveto tak,
Danid and I. If my presence was disturbing him so much, we should at least take afew momentsto
speak privately together, to get to know each other alittle.

“That wasinteresting,” Joan Braithwaite said. Shelooked at Danidl’ s retreating back.

“When thisisover, I'm hoping | can leave herefor awhile and stop irritating Daniel and his brothers” |
sad.

Margaret said, as though we d known one another for along time, “Will you mate with them?’

“I think so. | wasafraid at firgt that they might not want me, now that | have to get to know everything al
over again ... and now that I'm aone.”

“Y ou truly don’t remember anything about your mothers, your Ssters?” Margaret asked. “Y ou don't
remember any other women?’

“| don’'t remember anyone,” | said. “Asl said, | haven’t seen an Inawoman since my injury until today.
I’ve only seen males”

The two Braithwaite sisterslooked at one another. After amoment, Margaret said, “ Take usto our
quarters, then I'll talk with you.”

| hesitated, remembering thelist. “ Y our quartersarein the offices. Thisway.” | took them and their six
symbionts, each carrying asuitcase or agarment bag or both to the offices and the studio that wereto be
their living quarters. The symbionts were four men and two women. All four of the men werelarge and
gtrong looking. They must have smelled very interesting before the Braithwaites claimed them. Two of the
men were brown with very straight, very black hair. They were enough aike to be brothers. The other
two were pale, muscular men. One of the women—the smallest of them—was startlingly beautiful. She
was smaller than Celia, my smallest symbiont, and I’ m not sure | would have chosen her asa symbiont
out of fear that | would take too much blood from her. The other woman wastall and strong looking and
deeply interested in one of the brown men.



“Thosetwo got married last week,” Margaret told me when we had | eft the symbiontsin their roomsand
Joan in hers. | was done with Margaret in the office she had chosen as her bedroom. Her arrangement
seemed to be to have aroom of her own and have her symbionts come to her when she needed them.
“Eden, the young woman, ismineand ArunisJoan’s,” she said. | redlized she had noticed me noticing
the affectionate pair.

“Do they mind sharing each other with you and Joan?’ | asked. “| mean, are they still content to be
symbionts?’

“Ohyes” Sheamiled. “ Symbionts usualy choose to mate with one another because, as symbionts, they
share alifethat other humans not only couldn’t understand or accept, but . . . well, think about it, Shori.
Symbionts age much more dowly than other humans, depending on how young they are when then
accept us. How could they have along-term relationship with someone who ages according to the human
norm? People havetried it, but it doesn’t work.”

| nodded. “1 have no coherent idea of what doeswork. I'm still finding out how Inafamilieslive. | know |
should leave here as soon as | can, but then what? | can provide for mysalf and my symbionts, but |

don’t know how to be part of the web of Inasociety that obvioudy exists. How can | offer my symbionts
the contacts they’ Il need with other symbionts?’ | sighed. “I’ ve forgotten dmost everything | spent
fifty-three yearslearning.”

“But you're till achild,” Margaret Braithwaite said. “Y ou could be adopted into one of your secondary
families. Once this businesswith the Silksis attended to, you' Il be welcomein anumber of communities.”

“If I did that, what would happen to my connection with the Gordons?’

She thought about that, then shook her head. “If you' re adopted into another community, you mate
where they mate unless you could convince them to accept the Gordons. And you' d haveto find a
community with unmated daughters so that you can join them before the group of you mated. First
adoption, then mating.”

“My family was negotiating with the Gordon sons to mate with my sisters and me, and the Gordons have
helped me, taken risksfor me.”

“Y ou want to mate with them, then? It isn’t just that at the moment, they’redl you' ve got?’
“I think I do. I like them. But it’ strue that right now, | don’t know any other digible mates.”

“Thenyou'll haveto do what your father did. Helost hisfamily in the European wars. Y our motherslost
afew people, too. Y ou had five e dermothers. Three were killed. At that point, your mothers left eastern
Europe. Did you know that you were the only one of your sistersto be born herein the United States?’

“1 didn’t know. The others were born in Romania?’

“Two in Romaniaand onein England. | met your mothersin England. They had young children, and two
of them were pregnant when they reached England. They made themselves over, became English
women, and begged your fathersto join them. But your fathers had once owned a grest estatein
Romaniauntil it was taken from them after World War | and broken up and sold to smal farmers. Y our
fathers family had lived therefor at least two thousand years under severd different names, and they truly
didn’'t want to leave. My own family lived there long enough for my mothers to mate with the fathers of
your elderfathers. Eventudly, though, we went to Greece, then to Italy, then to England. We were dways
willing to move to avoid trouble or to take advantage of opportunity. From England, we moved to the
United Statesjust after World War I. My mothers said there would be another war soon, and they



wanted to avoid it as much as possible. No place on Earth was safe, of course, and we lost people, but
we were never winnowed down to one person as your father’ sfamily was. He had absolutely no primary
relatives left who were of hisage or older.”

“He said my motherswere hisdistant relatives,” | said.
“Y ou remember him?’ Margaret asked.

“I met him after my injury.” | told her about finding my father, my brothers, then dmost a oncelosing
themagain.

When I’ d finished, she shook her head. “You'll tdl of that severa more times during the nights of the
Council.” She drew a deep breath. *Y our father fled Romaniajust before the Communists took over.
Most Inahad aready |eft or died. | don’t believe any stayed after the war, and | don’t think any family
has gone back.

“Anyway, your father went to your mothers. He and hisfour remaining symbionts had little more than
their clothing and afew pieces of jewery that had belonged to his mothers, who were dead. He and your
mothers and their symbiontsleft England for the United States shortly after he joined them. When your
mothers settled in the State of Washington, they invited him to live with them for awhile, until his oldest
son came of age, but your father chose to follow our ways and live apart from his mates. Until his sons
grew up, hewas aone with his symbionts, acquiring property and money, building hisfirst houses, and
acquiring afew more symbionts—people who could help him establish acommunity and help prepare his
sonsfor adult life”

“So that when his sons were men and went to him, he was able to help them begin their adult lives” |
sad.

“Y es. He must have been very londly, but he was a proud man. He did what he believed he should do.”

| watched her as she spoke. “It’s not the samefor me,” | said at last. “When my father’ s kinsmen were
killed, he was an adult, already mated, and most of his children dready born. I’ ll be lone with my
symbionts, growing up, then bearing and raising my children. I'll have no one to help me, no one to teach
them how to be an adult Ina”

She nodded. “ That will happen if you permit it. It would be wiser, though, to make friends with severa
communities of your female secondary families and work for them. Learn from them. I" ve been told that
you can stay awake during the day and go out in the sun like humans. Isthistrue?’

“I can gtay awake,” | said, “but when | go outside, | need to cover as much skin as possible and wear
dark glasses. Otherwise, | burn, and | can't see very well except with very dark glasses. The sun hurts

my eyes”
“But you'vewdked init?’

“I have. | think it makes me hungrier towak it in, though. | burn alittle—my face mostly—then | haveto
hed. My first wants me to wear sunblock, and one of the Gordon symbiontstold me| should get
something called a ski mask to cover my face. With that and with dark glasses and gloves, | would be
completely covered, but | think | would look very strange.”

“That’s. .. Child, do you understand your uniqueness, your great value?’

“The Silksdon't see me asvauable.”



She closed her eyes and shook her head. “ Stupid, stupid people,” she whispered admost to herself. Then
to me, “ Areyou deepy during the day? Isit hard to stay awake? Hard to think?’

“No, I'mdert,” | sad. “| tirefaster during the day than | do at night, but it isn’t important. | mean, it
doesn’'t stlop me from doing anything. And | can deep as comfortably at night as during the day.”

“You are atreasure. Y ou would be an asset to any community since most of humanity works during the
day. Most human troublemakers cause trouble during the day. WEe ve evolved methods for dealing with
this, but there isn't acommunity that wouldn’t be happy to have an Ina guardian who could be awake
and dert during the day. | know of severa caseswhere it would have saved lives.”

“It didn’'t save my families” | said. “It did save the Gordons, athough I’ m pretty sure that it was my
being here that put them in danger to begin with.”

“Only because some of usarefools.” Shelooked at mefor severa seconds, then said, “When this
businessisover, spend ayear or two with each of your secondary familiesif they’ |l permitit. They can
teach you and you can guard them. Later, when you come of age, you might even adopt asister from
among their more adventurous young daughters before you mate. Find ayoung girl who fedslost anong
too many sisters and eager to go out on her own.” She paused. “ Do you remember how to read?’

“I read Englishand Ina,” | said. “ Those are the only two languages |’ ve seen in written form since my
injury.”

“You read Ina? Excdllent! | hopeyou |l teach your children that skill. Some of our people don't bother to
teach their children to read Inaany longer. Some day our native language will be forgotten.”

| frowned. “Why should it be forgotten? It’ s part of our history.”
“Shori,” she said sadly, wearily, “what do you know of our history?’

“Almost nothing,” | said, echoing her tone. I’ ve been reading it, though. Hayden |oaned me some of his
books. That’s how we found out that | could read Ina.”

“| see,” she said, and she seemed happier. “What are you reading?’

“The Book of the Goddess,” | said. “1 don’'t know yet how much of it istruly history. It seemsto be
some combination of religion, metaphor, and history.”

“Perhaps. But that’ sa very long conversation initself. Someday, when you' ve had time to relearn more
of what you'velog, | would loveto discussit with you.”

She gave me a card that contained her name and address, her phone number, her fax number, and her
e-mail address. Shelaughed as| looked it over. “We used to be so isolated from one another,” she said.
“We sent messages by travelers or hired humansto carry messages or packages. Werarely traveled
because it was so uncomfortable and so dangerous. Not only were there highwaymen, but local
authoritieswho had to be bribed, and there was dways, always the sun. Now travel and communication
are so easy. If you need to talk, call me.”

| thanked her and turned to go but then stopped at the door for alast question. “1 wanted to ask you
something that is probably very persond,

but | think | need to know.”
She nodded, waiting.



“Y our scent ... do you deliberately useit to influence people? | mean, can you control theway it effects
people or who it affects?’

Shelaughed doud, laughed for severd seconds, sopped, then laughed again. Finally, she said, “ Shori,
child, I’'m an old woman! My scent isbarely interesting compared to yours. | don’t want to imagine what
you'll be like by the time you come of age.”

twenty-one

Iran into Daniel on my way out of the building where the Braithwaites were staying. | got theimpression
he was waiting for me. “Leave the greeting of guestsfor alittlewhile,” hesaid. “You and | should talk.”

| agreed with him, so | followed him back to his house, enjoying the dark, smoky scent of him. It
contrasted oddly with his pale, dmost tranducent skin and hiswhite-blond hair. There were more people
than ever milling around the grounds. Peter and Thomas Marcu and their saveral symbiontswere hauling
suitcases into Danid’ s guest quarters. Danid led me past them back toward his own rooms. He kept
amogt taking my hand. Hewould reach alittle, then catch himself, and drop hishand to hisside.

His quarters were two large wood-paneled rooms, aroom-sized closet, and a big bathroom. He sat
downinatdl chair and said nothing while | explored. In the bathroom was a huge tub—Ilarge enough for
two, perhaps three people. There was dso ahuge walk-in shower with a built-in seat and two shower
heads. One shower head was fixed to the tile-covered wall, and the other could be held like ahair dryer
and directed anywhere. | had no memory of ever having seen such an opulent bathroom, but there was
nothing init that confused me.

The bedroom contained a huge bed in the middle of the floor surrounded by bookcases, a stereo system,
and alargetelevision.

| went back to the first room where Danid waited, looking impatient but not complaining. Therewasa
desk there, a computer, more bookcases, atelephone, file cabinets—Ilike Theodora' s office but much
tidier. Therewere other tal chairs. | pulled one of them closeto him, placing it in front of him, and | sat
down.

“Isthere any way for meto be here without tormenting you?’ | asked.

“No,” hesad. “But it doesn’'t matter. | want you here. I’ ve wanted you here since | first saw you before
you lost your memory. Y ou will mate with us”

“I will if you and your brothers till want me.”
He seemed to relax alittle, to let his body sag in the chair. “ Of course we do.”
“Hayden says |’ m too young to make such acommitment,” | said.

He shook his head. “Hayden saysagreat many things. He says you' re too great arisk because you're al
aone. He sayswe should look around, find afamily with several unmated females. He says you might
leave uswith only one son or none. He says he would welcome you in amoment if you had even one
ggter, but you done. . . He saysit’ stoo dangerousfor our family.”

| drew adeep bresth, and | think | sagged alittle, too. “I thought he liked me, that he wanted me as your
mate.”



“Did hesay hedid?’
“Hedidn’'t. But heseemed . . . | don’t know.”

“Preston wants you. He thinks you' re worth the risk. He says your mothers made genetic dterations
directly to the germ line, so that you'll be able to pass on your strengthsto your children. At least some of
them will be able to be awake and dert during the day, able to walk in sun-light. Preston says you have
the scent of afemae who will have no trouble producing children. His sense of smdll islegendary among
Ina | believe him.” He paused, leaned forward, took my hands. “My brothersand | will mate with you.”

| smiled and answered, “I will mate with you and your brothers.” It felt likethething | should say. It felt
forma andright.

Danid closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then he opened them and without warning cameto his
feet, pulling me up with him, lifting me off the floor to wrap mein arough, hard embrace. Nothing more.
It didn’t frighten me, didn’t even startle me. On someleve, | had expected it. | accepted it. | touched my
closed lipsto hisface, histhroat, but not his mouth. | gave him small, chaste kisses. | didn’t bite him. |
was surprised that | wanted to. He was Ina, not human, not a potential symbiont, not atemporary food
source. And yet, | wanted very much to bite into the tender flesh of histhroat, to taste him, to let the
sweet, smoky scent of him become aflavor aswell.

| rubbed my face against him, caught up in his scent and my unexpected longing. Then | drew back. He
didn’t put me down, but held me comfortably against him. “Why do | want to bite you?’ | asked.

He grinned. “ Do you? Good. | thought you might actudly doiit.”
“Shdl |7

“No, little mate, not yet. Not for afew more years. | admit, though, that | half-hoped you would, that
maybe with your memory gone, you would smply givein to my scent, my nearness. If you had, well ... If
you had, no one could prevent our union. No one would even try.”

“Y ou would betied to me, wouldn’t you? Y ou would be infertile with other Ina.”
“I’'m dready tied to you.”

“You'renat. | haven't tied you to me. | won't until I’'m fully adult. I'll cometo you then, if you and your
brothers are till unmated and if you still want me. If | live to become adult, then I'll tieyou to me.”

“Of courseyou'll livel”

| kissed hisneck again. Thistime| licked histhroat. He shuddered and et me dide down his body to the
floor. “I'll liveif this Council of Judgment is able to stop the attemptson my life” | said. “Can wejust St
and talk about the Council for afew minutes, or would it be easier onyou if | went to Preston?’

“Stay here,” hesaid. “I’d rather have you with mefor alittle longer. Here, | can touch you without
people thinking that I'm a sdfish monster who doesn't care about hisfamily.”

| smiled, thinking about the fed of hishands. “Y ou can touch me. Y ou can trust me.” He smelled even
more enticing than Joel, but | would not taste him.

He sat down, reached out with hislong wiry arms, caught me around the waist, and lifted me onto hislap.
Wright did the same thing whenever he could, and Jodl had begunto doiit. | decided | liked it and
wondered whether | would someday grow too big for them to be ableto do it. | hoped not. | leaned



againg him, content, listening to the deep, steady best of his heart. “What will happen?’ | asked. “Tdl me
about the Council.”

“I’'ve witnessed seven Councils of Judgment,” he said. “Hayden and Preston take me or one of my
brothers along whenever they’ reinvited to one. They want usto experience them. Wewon't be called to
serve until we' re around their age, but at least we can begin to understand how thingswork. We can see
that our Councils aren’t games like the trids humans have. The work of a Council of Judgment isto learn
the truth and then decide wheat to do about it within our law. It isn’'t about following laws so srictly thet
the guilty go unpunished or the innocent are made to suffer. It isn't about protecting everyone srights. It's
about finding the truth, period, and then deciding what to do about it.” He hesitated. “Have you seen or
read about the tridsthat go on in this country?’

| thought for amoment, hoping some memory would come to the surface, but nonedid. “I don’t
remember any,” | said. “Except on afictiona show | saw on Wright'sTV.”

“Good and bad,” he said. “Human trials are often gamesto see which lawyer is best ableto usethe law,
the jury’ sbeliefs and pregjudices, and his own theatrical ability to win. There stalk about justice, of
course, but if amurderer has agood lawyer, he might go unpunished even though his guilt isobvious. If
an innocent person has abad lawyer, he might lose and pay with hislife or hisfreedom even though
people can see that he' sinnocent. Our judges are our elders, people who have lived three, four, five
centuries. They sense truth more effectively than people my age, athough | can senseit, too.”

He settled me more comfortably against him. At least | was more comfortable.

“The problems arise when friendship or family connections get in the way of honest judgment. That can
happen to humans and to us. That’ swhy there are o many on a Council. And that’ swhy everyone on
the Council isrelated to both sides.”

“IsaCouncil ever wrong?’ | asked.

“It' s happened.” He drew adeep bresth. “ And when it happens, everyone knowsit. It'susualy aresult
of friendship or loydty causing dishonesty. Or the problem might be fear and intimidation. That kind of
injustice hasn’t happened for over athousand years, but I’ ve read about it. It dishonors everyone
involved, and everyone remembers. Members of the familiesthat profit from it have difficulty getting
mates for their young. Sometimesthey don’t survive asfamilies”

“They are punished?’ | asked.

“They are odtracized,” he said. “They might survive, but only if they move to some distant part of the
world and manage to find mates. Today, with communication so improved, even moving might not work.

“But you need to know procedure and propriety for thistria. Will you remember what | say? Do you
have any trouble remembering new things?’

“Noneat dl,” | sad.

Helooked at me for amoment, then nodded. “Y ou will speak after everyone iswelcomed and the
proceedings are blessed. Preston will welcome them as host and moderator. Then the oldest person
present will offer blessing. Then you'll speak. Y ou’ re making the accusations, so you'll need to tell your
gtory. You must betired of doing that, but you'll do it one more time, very thoroughly and accurately. No
onewill interrupt you, and most will remember exactly what you say. The Council will listen. Some of
them will just want to learn enough to make a decision based on the truth or falsity of what you say.
Otherswill want to find reason to doubt you so that they can better attack you and defend the Silks. And



then there are those who will want to defend you againgt attack.”
“Why should | need to be defended? The Silks need to be defended.”
“They will be. And their advocate will probably—"

“Wait amoment. Their advocate? Who'sthat?’

“Y ou and the Silkswill both be asked to choose an advocate from among the Council members. Y ou
should think about who you' |l want. | suggest you consider Joan Braithwaite, Elizabeth Akhmatova, or
ether of the Leontyev brothers. Wewon't know for sure which member of each family will be on the
Council until thefirst sesson.”

“l haven't met Elizabeth Akhmatovaat dl.”

“She’'ssmart, and shewas agood friend of your eldermothers . She or one of the otherswill help you if
anyone on the Silks side triesto show that because of your memory loss, you may belying or confused
or perhaps not even sane.”

| frowned, feding pulled toward severa questions. “Evenif | weredl those things, it would not make the
Silkslessresponsible”

“But it could, Shori. It could mean that you might not know the difference between lies and truth. You
might be ddlusiond, for ingtance, and ableto tell liesthat you actudly believe. If you' re ddusiond, if you
could be shown to be delusiond, then anything you say becomes suspect. Anything you' ve sensed or
done may not be asit seems. Tell the complete truth, and remember what you' ve said.”

“Of course. | would have done that anyway. But what about the SIIks' lies? If they say they didn’'t doit,
even though they did, how could my being delusona maiter?’

“It might not. But you' re one small person, one child, and the Silks are alarge and respected family.
There may be people on the Council who are sorry that your two families are dead and who see the guilt
of the Silks, but who don’t want to see athird Inafamily destroyed. Y ou can count on us—my whole
family—to back you up on what amost happened here a Punta Nublada and on what we learned from
the prisoners, but you must represent your mothers and your father. Y ou must bring them into the room
with you and stand them beside you whenever you can. Do you understand?’

| frowned. “1 think so. | wonder, though, if the Inaway is so much better than the one the you say the
humans have.”

“It' sour way,” hesaid. “It' sthe system you must work within if you' reto be safe, if you' re to keep your
symbionts safe, and if, someday, you' re to keep our children safe.”

| took one of hislong handsand helditin my lap. “All right,” | said.

“And don’t lose your temper. Therewill be alot of questions. Tomorrow, after you' vetold your story,
you'll be questioned by whomever the Silks choose as their family representative, you' |l be questioned by
the advocate of the Silks, and you' Il be questioned by any other member of the Council who choosesto
guestion you. It won't be easy. Y ou shouldn’t make it easy on them either. Y ou get to ask questions,

too. And you can—should, in fact—call on usto support your memory of what happened here. On the
first night, you and the Silk representative will be the ones asking and answering questions. On the
second, both of you can call othersto support what you' ve said, and they will be questioned. On the
third, the Council will ask any fina questionsit has, and adecison will be made. Thiscan beflexible. If
you or the Silks need to ask more questions on the third day, you can. But that’ sthe way it will goin



generd.” He hesitated, thinking. “1t will probably provoke the hell out of you. The Council members can
guestion you or the SIIks' representative or anyone either of you call for questioning. So if you get asked
the same question ten times or twenty or fifty, give the same answer, briefly and accurately, and don't let
it bother you.”

“l won't.”

“And never answer an accusation that hasn't been made. Even if you believe someoneis hinting that
you're delusond or otherwise mentally damaged, don’t deny what they say unlessthey make the
accusation out-right.”

“All right.”

“Someone might offer you pity and sympathy for your disability. Make them state the disability. Make
them say what they mean. Make them support it with evidence. If they say that you're delusond or
mentally deficient or too grief stricken to know what you' re saying—which, | believe, you definitely
would beif your memory were intact—make them explain how they’ ve come to that conclusion. Then,
by your questions and your behavior, prove them wrong. If, on the other hand, they can’'t say what it is
they’ re pitying you for, they must be the oneswho are confused. Y ou see?’

“l %.H

“Someone might pretend to misunderstand you, might misstate what you' ve said, then ask you to agree
with them. Don't let them get away with it. Pay attention.”

“I'will.”

“Everything will be recorded. Every Inafamily getsto see and hear Council proceedingsthese days. It
didn’t used to be that way, of course, but now that we can keep an accurate audio-visua record, we do.
That meansyou can ask for areplay if anyonetriesto insst on amisstatement of anything you' ve said.”

“How likdy isthat?”

“I don't know. Most of us have excdlent memories. That’ swhy your amnesiawill cause some Council
membersto distrust you at first. Just be yoursdlf. They'll know your intellect isall right as soon asthey’ve
heard your story. Anyway, it's dangerous for anyoneto lie about someone else' s questions or answers.
I’ve seen it happen, though. People fed that things are going against them. They’ re afraid. We have no
prisons, after al.”

| thought about that and found that | knew what prisons were. Humans often locked up their lawbreakers
in cages—prisons. “No Ina prisons? Why?’

“None of usarewilling to spend our livesin prison with the lawbreskers. Maintaining aprison isn't quite
as unpleasant asbeing a prisoner in one, but it's bad enough. And levying fines would be meaningless.

It stoo easy for usto get money from the human population. For lesser crimes, most likely we amputate
something. An arm, aleg, both arms, both legs. . . If the sentence is death, we decapitate the
lawbreskers and burn their bodies.”

“Decapitate?’ | stared up a him. “Amputate. . . ? Cut off peopl€e' s heads, arms, or legs?’

“That sright. Amputations and executions are al so recorded. Amputations are punishments of pain,
humiliation, and inconvenience. Limbs grow back completely in afew months, maybe ayear or two for
legstaken off at the hip. Of course, when it' s done, people are given nothing for the pain, and the painis
terrible. It hurtsfor along time, athough once people are returned to their families, the families can help



them with the pain. They’ re permitted to, not required to.”
“You're surethat arms and legs cut off . . . grow back?’

He hdd hisleft hand in front of me. “1 wasin atraffic accident ten years ago. | lost threefingersand part
of my hand. In aout amonth and ahdf, | had awhole hand again.”

“That long?’ | hesitated, then asked, “Did you eat raw megt?’

“Atfirdt. | don't digest it well, though. If | had been able to eat more of it, | probably would have hedled
faster.”

“Y ou probably would have,” | said. And | wondered if he would heal more quickly once he was mated
with me. | thought | would liketo give him that.

He continued: “The Silkswon't be having anything amputated, though. What they’ ve done istoo serious
for that. If the Council condemnsthem, they’ Il either be killed—the adultswill be killed, | mean—or they
will be broken up asafamily. Their youngest memberswill be scattered to any familiesthat will have
them, and the older oneswill be left to wither done. They might try anything they can think of to avoid
those possibilities”

“They ... they would losetheir children?’
“Y es. They would not be seen asfit to raise them.”
“That seems crue to the children. And .. . . what if they have more children?’

“It might happen. Or their mates might shun them, blame them for the loss of young sonswho have been
separated and sent to live thousands of miles apart, probably on different continents. Adoption is not
crudl, by theway. There are blood exchangesto ease it and sedl it. People miss one another, of course,
but by letter, phone, and compuiter, they can keep contact. | hear they tend not to, but they can.
Adoptees are truly accepted and accepting once they’ re in their new circumstances. But for the adullts,
it sthe end. What adult wouldn't fear such athing and do amost anything to avoid it?’

“If they had let my familiesdone, they wouldn't befacing it.”

“They must have fdlt very strongly compelled to do what they did. And . . . Shori, if you had been anyone
else, they would have succeeded. Y ou not only survived twice, but you came to us with what you knew,
and you led thefight to destroy most of the ns and to question the survivors. They thought mixing
human genes with ours would weaken us. Y ou proved them very wrong.”

We sat together for awhile longer in warm, easy silence. | fdlt that | had known him much longer than the
few daysthat I’ d been living at Punta Nublada.

| turned toward him and opened his shirt.

“What are you doing?’ He was shocked, but he did nothing to stop me.
“Looking a you. | wanted to see whether you had hair on your chest.” He didn't.
“Wetend not to have much body hair.”

He had very smooth skin. | kissed it and ran my hands over it, loving thefed of him. Then | stopped and
dipped down off hislap because | wanted so badly to taste him, drink him, to lie beneath that tall, lean
body and fed himingdeme.



He watched me, |eft the decision to me. If | tried to bite him, even now, hewould let me do it. And then
what?If | died, he, a least, might age and die childless. His brothers might mate € sawhere, but he could
not. “How can you risk yoursdlf thisway?” | whispered.

“1 know what | want,” he said.

| decided that | had better protect him from hiswants. He wouldn't send me away, and he should have. |
took his hands, his broad hands with long, long fingersthat were dmost unlined, that were like, but
unlike, the hands of my symbionts, larger versions of my own. | took hishandsand | kissed them. Then |
left him.

Onthefirst night of the Council of Judgment, proceedings wereto begin at nine.

They would be held in alarge storage building afew dozen yards beyond the last

house—Henry’ s—aong the private road. The building had been emptied, and the equipment usually
stored in it was Sitting outside in the cold, rainy weather—two pickup trucks, two smdl tractors, asmall
cranethat I’d heard called a cherry picker. Lesser tools had been stored in other buildings. Stacks of
metd folding chairs and tables had been rented and trucked in. All this had been done quickly and
efficiently by the Gordons and their symbionts with my symbionts and me hel ping where we could.

Attending were dl thirteen of the Silks, dl ten of the Gordons, of course, and two representatives each
from the thirteen other families, al strangersto me, or near strangerslike the Leontyevs and the
Braithwaites. They would judge the Silks ... and me and perhaps make it possible for meto get to know
mysdlf again and get on with my life without having to be on guard every day againgt another attack.

Could a Council of Judgment redly do that?What if it couldn’t?

The thirteen families were Fotopoul os, Marcu, Morariu, Dahlman, Rappaport, Westfall, Nicolau, Andrei,
Svoboda, Akhmatova, Nagy, and of course, Leontyev and Braithwaite. One representative would act as
a Council member and the other asasubstitute. There were sx mae families and seven female. | asked
Preston whether the balance of sexes meant anything.

“Nothing at dl,” hetold me. | wasworking with my symbiontsto set up rows of metal chairs, and hewas
doing something to one of the video cameras that would be recording the Council sessions. “Y ou heard
how the decisions were made. The Silks traded names with us until we had a group that both would
accept. We have acted as your representative in this because you no longer know these people.”

“Did | know them al before?” | asked.
“Y ou knew them. Some you knew well. Others you knew only by family and reputation.”
“If you tel me about them now, I'll remember what you say.”

“I don’'t doubt it. But for now, you shouldn’t know them. They must seethat you don’t know them, see
how much has been taken from you. Just be yoursdlf. They should see that you have been serioudy
wounded, but that it hasn't destroyed you.”

“It has destroyed who | was.”
“Not asthoroughly as you think, child.” He gave me along, quiet look. “Did you taste Daniel’ s blood?’

The question surprised me. “I will tasteit,” | said. “I will when I’'ve survived dl this,” | said. “When |
believe | can join with someone and not have it be a death sentence for either of us. And when I've
grown alittlemore.”



“He sad he offered himsdlf to you.”

“And | promised that | would mate with him and his brothers. But not now.”

He smiled. “ Good. Even done, you' re the best mate my sons' sons could hope for. They al want you.”
“Danid sad that Hayden—"

“Don’'t worry about Hayden. Helikes you, Shori. He sjust afraid for the family, afraid for so much to
depend on onetiny female. Once we get through this Council, I'll convince him.”

| bdieved him.

He left us—Wright, Joel, Theodora, Celia, Brook, and me—to finish making neat rows of ahundred and
fifty chairs. There wasroom for more, and there were more chairsif it turned out that more symbionts
wanted to observe, but most of them had intended to be outside roasting mesat over contained
fires—barbeque pits—and eating and drinking too much. With the rain, many were partying insde the
houses. There was even asmdll party for the children of the Gordon symbionts.

Wright had decided to stay with me through the proceedings, athough | had told him he could go enjoy
himsdf if hewanted to. After the chairs and the folding tables had been set up as Preston had instructed,
| told Celia, Brook, Joel, and Theodorathat they could go or stay asthey chose. Jod stayed, probably
because he knew Wright was staying. Brook and Cdliawent off to renew old friendships, and Theodora
went with them. Theodora seemed cheerful and excited.

“I’'ve moved to Mars,” shetold me. “Now I’ ve got to go learn how to be agood Martian. Who better to
teach methan the other immigrants?”

It surprised methat | understood what she meant. And it pleased me that she was so happy. Therewas
no fedling of stress or falseness about her; shewastruly happy.

“She' sexactly where shewantsto be,” Wright said when she was gone. “ She’ swith you, and you're
going to keep her with you. Asfar as she's concerned, she' s died and gone to heaven. People keep
fdling in love with you, Shori—men, women, old, young—it doesn't seem to matter.”

| looked up at him, surprised that | understood him, too. “Why don’t you want to learn from the other
immigrants?’ | asked.

“Oh, | do,” hesaid and grinned at me. “Of course| do. But right now, | want to learn from the Martians
themsdlves”

“Y ou want to see how the Council works.”
13 Exmly.”

“Sodol, dthough | wish | weredoing it asjust an interested spectator.” We finished our part of the
preparation—bringing trays with covered pitchers of water and plastic cups to the storage building. We
distributed them among the front tables for the Council members and put some on the tables next to the
wall in the back for everyone else. Then we chose seatsin thefirst row. | thought | should be in the front
so that | could stand and speak when necessary, and | wanted Jod and Wright beside me sincethey’d
chosen to stay.

“Have you ever been to one of these Council meetings?’ Wright asked Jod, surprisng me. With me
encouraging them, giving them small commands, they had recently begun to spesk to one another beyond



what was absolutely necessary.

“I never have,” Joel said. “ There' s never been one here during my lifetime, not while | was at home,
ayway.”

There was something comforting about having them on ether sde of me. They eased the stress | had
been feding without their doing anything a dl.

Inaand some symbionts had begun to come in and choose seats. Thisfirst night of the Council wasto
begin at nineand run until five the next morning.

There was no specia clothing worn by members of the Council or by audience members except for the
many jackets and coats. The building was unheated, and the symbionts seemed to need extraclothing
over their jeans and sweatshirts, their casua dresses, or their party clothing. Severd symbiontscamein
from their parties, gpparently deciding that they preferred to watch the proceedings of the Council to
eating, drinking, and dancing. Earlier that evening, just after it wasfully dark, Joel and | had wandered
into the noisest party—the one a William’ s house—for afew momentsto see, as Jod sad, what was
going on. It wasthefirst time | could remember seeing people dance to music that was being played on a
stereo.

“It lookslikefun,” | said.
Jod smiled. “Itisfun. Want to learn?’

“I do,” | said. “But not now. Not tonight.” And we had gone back to help with the preparations. | looked
back, though, liking the joy and the sweat and the easy sexiness of it al, wishing | could have stayed and
let him teach me,

twenty-two_

Ironically, the oldest person present was Milo Silk. He was 541 years old—ancient even for an Ina.
According to the world history | had been reading, when he was born, there were no Europeansin the
Americasor Audrdia. Ferdinand and Isabella, who would someday send Christopher Columbus out
exploring, were not yet even married. All Inawere in Europe and the Middle Eat, traveling with

Gypsies, blending as best they could into more stationary populations or even finding their waysinto this
or that aristocracy or roya court. That world was Marsto me, and if Milo Silk were anyone elsg, |

would have wanted very much to spend time with him and hear any stories he would tell about the worlds
of hischildhood and youth.

Asthingswere, though, | had avoided him and hisfamily until now. And yet, he was asked to blessthe
opening of Council proceedings. | thought they should have changed the custom and invited an eder who
waslessinvolved in causing suffering and desth to speak what Preston had told me should be words of
unity and peace. But everyone seemed to expect Milo to do it. After dl, he hadn’t been judged guilty of

anything—yet.

Milo Silk stood up in his place directly acrossfrom where | had eventually been told to sit. Heand |
were at opposite ends of abroad arc of cloth-draped, metal-framed tables. Twelve members of the
Council sat two to atable. The odd Council member, Peter Marcu, had atable to himsdlf, asdid Milo
Silk and | and Preston Gordon, who sat at the center of the arc and who was moderating and
representing the host family.



The Gordon symbionts had set up asound system. They’ d scattered speskers dong the length of the big
room and put on each of the tables a dender, flexible microphone for each person. Therewasadso a
standal one microphone centered between the two prongs of the arc of tables.

Martin Harrison had shown me how to use my microphone—how to turn it on or off, how to take it from
itsstand and hold it if | wanted to, how closetoit | should be when | spokeinto it. Wright and Joel had
watched all this, looking around as the other Council members and Milo were seated. Then Wright
kissed me on the forehead and said, confusingly, “Bresk aleg.” Then he’' d gone back to his seat in the
front row where he had left his jacket holding his chair and sat there done.

Jod had stayed with me alittle longer, holding my hands between his. “ Are you afraid?’ he asked.
| shook my head. “Nervous, but not afraid. | wish it were over.”

Hegrinned. “You'll impressthe hell out of them.” He kissed the pams of my hands—each of them—then
went back to St one seat from Wright, my former seat empty between them.

No one had told them they couldn’t Sit at the table with me, and | would have been happy to have them
there. Even before | sat down at the table, it had looked like alondly place. But both men had seen, as|
had, that there were only Ina at the tables, and they had drawn their own conclusions. They were
probably right. Moments later, Brook camein and sat down between them.

Then Preston stood up, introduced himsalf, welcomed everyone, and asked Milo to blessthe meeting.
Milo stood up and, microphonein hand, began to spesk.

“May we remember awaysthat we are Ina,” he said in his deep, quiet voice. “We are an ancient and
honorabl e people with more than ten thousand years of recorded history. We are a proud and powerful
people, well aware of our duty to our families, to our kind, and to the truths that make us who we are.
May welook after our human symbionts with kindness and firmness. May we care for them and keep
them from harm. May we be loving, loya, and generous to our mates. May the proceedings of this
Council of Judgment be carried on with honor, justice, and truth. May we remember and honor the
Goddess aswe strive to do and to be al that she expects of us. May we put aside those things that do
not honor her. May we put them aside and take care never again to be touched by them, never seduced
by them, never soiled by them. May we remember dwaysthat our strength flows from our uniqueness
and our unity. We are Inal That iswhat this Council must protect. Now, then! Let us begin.” He closed
his straight line of amouth and sat down.

Milo had looked directly at me as he spoke hislast few sentences. He was straight bodied and white
haired, six and a half feet tall, and even leaner than most Ina. He was sharp featured and fierce looking
somehow. If he were human, | wouldn't have been surprised to hear that he was sixty, perhaps sixty-five
yearsold. He had, | thought, spoken condescendingly of human symbionts and contemptuoudly of me,
and yet in his deep voice, hiswords had had a mgjestic sound to them.

Preston Gordon straightened in his seet at the center of the arc. | got the impression Preston was actudly
enjoying his position. He repeated hiswelcome to the members of the Council, their deputies, and thelr
symbionts. He assured them that if they needed or wanted anything at al, they had only to spesk to a
member of the Gordon family. Then he introduced each Council member, athough probably everyone
knew them except me, some of the newer symbionts, and, ironicaly, some of the younger Silks. | listened
carefully and remembered. Preston had aready told me alittle about each of the visiting families. Now |
was getting a chance to put faces to the names.

There was Zoé Fotopoul os, whose family had once lived in Greece, but who, for a century now, lived on



acattle ranch in Montana.

There was Joan Braithwaite, whom | was glad to see again and whose family lived in western Oregon
wherethey raised, among other things, Christmastrees.

Therewas Alexander Svoboda, whose family had come from what was, at the time, Czechodovakiaa
few years before World War 11 to establish acommunity in the northern Sierra Nevada Mountains where
they now owned a vacation resort.

Peter Marcu had come down from British Columbia where hisfamily owned severa touristoriented
businesses, including one that helicoptered touriststo isolated areas and guided them on memorable
mountain hikes.

VlIadimir Leontyev and hisfamily had lived in Alaska since Alaskawas gill Russan territory. They owned
afleet of fishing boats and interestsin a cannery and a plant that processed frozen food.

AnaMorariu sfamily were neighbors of the Gordons, living only about two hundred milesaway in
Humboldt County where several of her people were teachers, writers, and artists and owned two hotels
that served people visiting the national and state parks.

Katharine Dahiman’ sfamily ran aranch that was atourist resort in Arizona, but they were planning to
move to Canada, away from the sun and toward the longer nights of northern winters. Katharine and her
sster Sophiawere noticeagbly short for Inawomen. In fact, that wasthe first thing | noticed about them.
Other Inafemales who had cometo the Council were at least Six feet tall. But the Dahlmanswere only
Cdlid sheight, and Cdiahad told me she wasfive feet seven inchestal. She'd said sheliked being
around me since other Inafemales made her fed short. She had measured me gleefully and discovered |
was an inch under fivefeet tall. But | still had some growing to do. | wondered how Katharine and
Sophia Dahiman felt about their height.

Alice Rappaport’ sfamily had aranch in Texas where shewas, for legd reasons, actually married to her
first. He had taken her namelegdly and was enjoying himsealf, doing what he had dways wanted to do:
run aranch and run it profitably. Alice, her Sgter, and the six symbionts they had brought with them were
using theliving, dining, and family rooms of the guest house astheir quarters so I’ d had achanceto talk
to them. According to Alice, femade Inafamilies had passed for human for thousands of years by
marrying mae symbionts and organizing their communitiesto look like human villages.

Harold Westfal was dso married to hisfirst for lega aswel as socid reasons. He lived in South Carolina
and fdt that anything he could do to seem norma and unworthy of notice was agood thing. Heand his
family had been in South Carolinafor 160 years, and yet | got the impression that he ill was not
comfortable there. | wondered why he stayed.

KiraNicolau and her family had left Romaniafor Russa, then left Russajust before the Communist
Revolutionin 1917, and had eventually settled in Idaho in avalley so isolated that they felt they had no
reason to put on ashow of human normality. They'd dug wells, cut their own logs, built their own cabins.
They used the wind and sun to make their dectricity, planted their crops and kept enough chickens, hogs,
goats, and milk cowsto supply their symbionts with food and make asmall profit. They shopped maybe
twice ayear to buy the thingsthey either couldn’t make or didn’t want to bother making. If they hadn’t
had to visit their mates and atend the occasionad Council of Judgment, they might have vanished
completely from the awareness of other Ina.

lon Andrei, on the other hand, lived in a suburb of Chicago. Hisfamily, too, were planning to moveto
Canada. They owned interestsin several Chicago businesses. They had been in the Chicago areafor
over acentury, but now they were beginning to fed swallowed by the growing population.



During the northern hemisphere swinter, Walter Nagy and hisfamily lived on afarm on Washington's
Olympic Peninsula. During the southern hemisphere swinter, the whole family moved to aranchin
Argentina. Infact, they had just gotten back from Argentina “We could get even more hours of darkness
if we moved farther north and farther south,” he had told me when | met him. * But we like comfort, too.
We don't mind alittle cold weether, but do mind snow and ice.” Hisfamily aso owned income property
in New Y ork City and in Palo Alto and San Francisco. The few among them who bothered to work
were artigts, writers, and musicians.

Finally, there was Elizabeth Akhmatova, whose family lived in Colorado in a Rocky Mountain
community. They had gradually developed the land surrounding their community, building houses, stores,
shops, and anearby resort areauntil afair-sized town had grown around them. They had held on to the
property until it became popular and highly vaued, and now, they were gradudly sdlling it off at very high
prices. She and her family had come to North Americain 1875, and they were about to make their third
major move, thistime to Canada. They liked to find areas with potentia, acquire vast stretches of land,
and develop it.

Preston introduced them dl, then introduced me and welcomed me. Findly, he asked meto stand and tell
my gory.

| stood, holding my microphone theway Milo had. | began my story with my first memory of awakening
in the cave, confused, in pain, without my memory, and racked with intense hunger. | told them about
Hugh Tang—all of it—about the ruin that | had not recognized as my home, about Wright and my father
and the destruction of my father’ s community—the whole story up to and including theraid on the
Gordons and the capturing and questioning of Victor and histwo friends. The telling took more than an
hour.

Atladt, | finished and sat down. There were several seconds of absolute silence. Then Milo Silk stood
up. “Doesthis child have an advocate?’ he demanded. He spoke the word “child” as though he wanted
to say amuch nagtier word but restrained himself.

Beforel could say that | didn’t yet have an advocate, Vladimir Leontyev spoke up.

“I am one of the fathers of Shori Matthews smothers,” hesaid. “1 believe I’m her nearest living relaive
on the Council. My brothersand | may be her nearest living relatives period. If Shori wishesit, | will be
her advocate.”

| leaned forward so that | could see him and said, “I must ask questions because of my memory loss. |
mean no offense, Vladimir, but if you become my advocate, will it be a problem that you and | don't
redlly know each other anymore?

“It won't beaproblem,” he said. “Family iswhat matters here. Y ou are of great importance to me
because you are one of my descendants.”

“Will you spesk for me or will you help me understand rules and customs so that | can spesk for
mysdf?”

“Both, probably,” he said, “but | would prefer the latter.”
| nodded. “Sowould I. | understand that the Silks will also have to have an advocate.”

VlIadimir gave measmall amile, thenlooked a Milo Silk. “Who on the Council will beyour family’s
advocate, Milo?’



“I gpesk for my family,” he said.

Preston Gordon said, “Milo, in our negotiations with your family, one of your sons mentioned that a
member of the Dahlman family might be persuaded to be your advocate.”

“When have you known me to need someone to speak for me?’” he demanded.

Preston looked at him, looked down &t his own spidery hands resting on the table, then faced Milo again.
“Let me adviseyou, just thisonce. Y our family needs more protection than you can giveit. Don’t let your
pride destroy your family.”

Milo looked away from him, kept quiet for several seconds. After awhile, he said, “ Katharine Dahlman
isthe oldest daughter of my sisters,” Milo said. | ask that she be my advocate.”

Katharine Dahiman managed, by ditting very straight, to look not only important, but alittletaler. She
lowered her head in adow nod. “ Of course,” she said in adeep, quiet contralto—afemale version of

Milo' svoice. It wasthe voice of alarger woman, somehow. “Will you question the child, Milo, or shall
1?7

Milo looked down at the table, and | remembered that he had been writing while | spoke. Perhaps he
had not trusted the two video cameras that were being used to record the session. Perhaps he had made
notes of the questions he wanted to ask me. Or perhaps he had his own memory problems. | faced him
across the arc, ready to be questioned, but he turned his body and tried to face Preston.

“I have my doubts, Preston, whether this child should even be here,” he said. “ She has suffered terrible
losses, and she admits that she hasn't recovered from her injuries.”

| resisted an impulseto say that | had recovered, or had recovered asmuch as| waslikely to. Instead, |
waited to see what Preston would say. He looked a me, then at Vladimir.

Vladimir sad, “ Shori, have you recovered from your injuries?’

“I am recovered,” | said. “My memory may or may not return. I’m beginning to relearn what I’ ve log,
and | remember clearly dl that has happened to me since | awokeinthe cave.” | looked acrossat Milo
and decided that he would speak directly to mein aminute or two. He didn’t want to, but he would.

“Hasthe child been examined by aphysician?’ Milo asked. “I understand there is ahuman physician
among the symbionts here. If not, one of my family’s symbiontsisaphysician.”

That was too much. | had been a Punta Nublada long enough to recognize that Milo was being openly
insulting. He was saying that my body was not Ina enough to hed itsdf, that the human part of me had
somehow crippled me,

“Milo!” | said, not loudly, but sharply. Helooked at me before he could stop himself and then looked
away smoothly, asthough he had only glanced a me by accident. | leaned forward, facing him acrossthe
arc.“l anlna Milo.”

He stared at me, then turned again to Preston. “For the child’ s own sake, | request that she be examined
by aphysician.”

| said, “What are those notes you’ re making there, Milo? No one elseistaking notes. Are you having
difficultieswith your memory, too?’

Heglared at me. Katharine Dahlman glared a me.



“I am Ina, Milo, and if the doctor must examine me, then for your own sake, | request that she dso
examineyou.”

“You'renot Inal” he shouted. He dammed his pam down on the table, making asound like a gunshot.
“You'renot! And you have no more business at this Council than would aclever dog!”

People jumped. Katharine Dahlman said, “ Preston, could we bresk for afew minutes?” Shedidn’t wait
but stood up and went around to Milo who had risen to hisfeet and was leaning forward, fists on the
table, glaring at me.

“Fifteen minutes,” Preston said and glanced at hiswatch.

Peopl e poured themsealves glasses of water, got up to stretch their legs, or turned to talk to one another.
At first no one on the Council spoketo me. Most didn’t even look at me.

Some went to speak to audience members, and Wright, Joel, and Brook took thisto mean that they
could cometak to me. They reached me at the same moment as Vladimir Leontyev and Joan
Braithwaite.

Thetwo Inaand the three humans stared at one another for amoment, then Joan leaned on the table,
clicked off my microphone, and said, “ Shori, there are peoplein this room who have loved that old man
for centuries.”

| focused on her and bit back al the things | could have said. She knew them aswell as| did. That old

man either ordered my familieskilled or sat by and watched while hissonsdid it. That old man had just
told me | was no better than a dog because | had human aswell as Inagenes. That old man isnot sane.
All true, dl obvious.

“What should | have done?’ | asked her.
She looked surprised. “Nothing,” shesaid. “Nothing at al.”

“You should havelet medoit,” Vladimir said. “1’m only about ninety years younger than heis. A rebuke
from me would have been more easily accepted.”

“Would you have doneit?” Wright asked him.
Vladimir took adeep breath. “Eventudly.”
“It' sdone,” | said. “What happens now?’

“You didn’t think of that question before you humiliated him?’ Joan asked. *Y ou didn’t wonder what
would happen afterward?’

“I didn’'t humiliate him,” | said, findly stating the obvious. “I would not have humiliated him. | just stood
back and let him humiliate himsdlf.”

“Otherswon't seeit that way.”
“Arewerid of him?’ | asked. “Will he step aside and let one of his sons represent the family?”

Shelooked a me asthough she didn’t particularly like me. “Hemight,” she said. “What good do you
imaginethat will doyou?’

“Perhaps the new representative will at least didike me as one-individua-to-another, and not as



man-to-animd..”

“And no doubt that will make you fed better,” shesaid. “But it won't help you. Y ou’ ve shown your
teeth, Shori. They're sharp and set in strong femae jaws. Y ou are now less the victim and more the
potentially dangerous opponent. Y ou begin to overshadow your dead.”

| thought about that, although | didn’t want to think about it. | wanted to go on fedling angry and justified.
But findly | Sghed. “You'reright. What shdl | do?’

She nodded. Apparently | had asked the right question. “Remember your dead,” she said. “Keep them
around you. And remember what you want. What do you want?’

“To punish them for what they’ ve done,” | said. “ To stop them from hunting me. To stop them from
killing anyonedse”

She nodded once, then turned and walked across the arc toward where people were very gently arguing
with Milo.

“She'sright,” Wright said to me, “but she' scold.”

“She'sjud femde,” Jod said.

“And oldest sgter,” Brook added. “I’ll bet the younger one, Margaret, is gentler.”
“Sheis” | said.

“Neverthdess, Joan'sadviceisgood,” Vladimir told me.

“I know,” | said.

“Thetruth isyour best wegpon,” he said. “ Put aside that temper of yours. Usethetruth intdligently.” He
turned and went back to his placein the arc.

Brook watched him go. Then she stepped behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. She massaged
my neck and shoulders so that | began to relax before | realized | needed to. | looked up at her.

“Good?’ she asked.
“Good,” | said.

Jod laughed. “Inaneed to be touched, especidly young Ina. | don't think you aways redlize how much
you need it, Shori.”

“WEe Il have to seethat she gets what she needs,” Wright said, looking at me. Thelook made me smile
and shake my head.

“Y ou should all go back to your seats,” | said. “ They’ re about to start the Council again.”

They went back to their seats, and on the other side of the arc, another of the Silks—Russdll, | had heard
him called—sat down in Milo’ s place.

twenty-three
Russdl Silk had no story to tell. He denied al involvement in the death of my familiesand in the attacks



on the Arlington house and on the Gordons. He denied that hisfamily wasinvolved in any of it. He
suggested that | was confused or mistaken or that the humans who had been used as weapons had been
given faseinformation intended to incriminate the Silk family—uwhich happened to be the only male Ina
family in Los Angeles County. Who would creete such afiction? He did not know. He and hisfamily
werevictims. . . just as| was.

That was a 5ckening enough lie to make me wonder if | would have been able to keep my temper had |
not lost my memory. If | could remember my mothers, my ssters, and my symbionts, if | could recal my
father and my brothers as anything more than kindly strangers, | might not have been ableto bear it. |
thought Russdll might have said it hoping to make me angry, hoping to pay me back for what | said to
Milo.

Vladimir Leontyev spoke up. “Russdll, are you saying that you know as amatter of fact that neither your
father, your brothers, your sons, or their sonswere involved in collecting agroup of human maes, making
them your tools, and then sending them to kill the Petrescu, Matthews, and Gordon families?’

Russdll looked offended. “1 don't believe any member of my family would do such athing,” he said.

Vladimir shook hisheed. “ That isn't what | asked. Do you know for afact that no member of your family
did this?

“I haven't investigated my family,” he said. “I’ m not ahuman police detective.”
“So you don't know for certain whether or not members of your family did this?’

“I don't believethey did!” He paused and looked away fromVIadimir. “But | don’t know with absolute
certainty.”

| didn’t believe him. | don’t think | would have believed him even if | hadn't hel ped to question Victor
and hisfriends. Russdll knew what his relatives had been up to, and now he waslying about it. By his
slence or by hisactive participation, he had helped to murder my families.

“I have aquestion for Shori,” Katharine Dahlman said.

| looked at her with interest. | hadn’t made up my mind about her yet. How close was sheto the Silks
and what they had done?

“I’'m sorry to ask you about things that may be painful to you,” she said, “but what do you remember
about your mothers and your Ssters?’

“Nothing,” | said. “Nothing at all.”

“Their names?’

“I’ve been told that my sisters were named Barbaraand Helen.”
“And your mothers? Y our e dermothers?’

“I don’'t know.”

“Y our symbionts. . . how many symbiontsdid you have?’
“I’'mtold | had seven. | don’t remember any of them.”

“Y ou recal no names? Nothing?’



“Nothing.”
“So you fed nothing for these people who were once closer to you than any others?’

| looked downward. “It's as though they’ re strangers. It’ sterrible to methat | can't recall them even
enough to mourn them. | hate that they are dead—my families—but for me, it’ s asthough they never
lived

“Thank you for your honesty,” she said. | ill didn’t know what to think of her. Shedidn’t like me, but
shewas palite. Did she didike me because what | said endangered the Silks? Or did she didike me
because | was part human?

“Do you know how old you are, Shori?” Russall asked.

“My father told me | am fifty-three.”

“And. .. doyouknow how tal you are, how much you weigh?’

“I'm 4 feet 11 inchestal. | don’'t know what | weigh.”

“Do you know what the average height isfor an Inafemae your age?’
“I have no idea”

“Theaverageis 5 feet 6 inches. What doesthat say to you?’

| stared at him, then gave the 5 foot 7 inch Katharine Dahlman along look. Findly, | faced him again. At
least | was't the only person who asked questions without fully considering the effects of the answers.
“I"'m not sure what you want meto say,” | told him.

Heglared at me for amoment, then said, “ Apart from what you say the three captive human captivestold
you, do you have any evidence a al that the Silk family has done anything to harm your families?’

“Three humans questioned separately and al telling the same story? Yes, that' sal | have, Russell.”

We questioned each other repeatedly, Russall Silk and | and our advocates. Factua questionsonly.
Wereyoutold ...? Did you see ...? Did you hear ...? Did you scent ...? Did you taste ...?

No speeches were permitted, no arguments except through questions, no interrupting each other. Preston
Gordon could and did cut us off, though, whenever he heard us stray from these guidelines. He did this
with afairnessthat infuriated both Russell and me, and he paid no attention when we glared at him.

The Council members could ask us questions and question our answers. The purpose of accused and
accuser questioning one another wasto give the Council the opportunity to make use of their formidable
senses. They watched, listened, and breathed the air as we spoke. Together, they had thousands of years
of experience reading body language.

When our questions to one another waned, we began the second night’ swork early. By mutual
agreement, we began to question others, first Russdll, then me. Any of the Silks or the Gordons could be
asked to spesk. If asked, they could not refuse. | intended to work my way through the two youngest of
the four generations of Silks—four fathers and five unmated young sons—and have them cometo the
free-standing micro-phone one by oneto answer my questions and any that Russdll or the Council
members might want to put to them. The unmated young ones were of the greatest interest to me. They
were the ones | most wanted to be heard and seen by the Council. | thought my own scent would reach



them and trouble them, and perhaps they would have a harder time keeping their minds on any liesthey
meant to tell. But now it was Russdll Silk’sturn. Thefirst person he called was Daniel Gordon.

“Did you actudly see the attack on your community that the child Shori Matthews says she defeated?’
Russdl| demanded.

“Shedid not say she defeated it,” Daniel answered. “ She and several Gordon symbionts worked
together to defest it.”

“Did you seethig”

“It happened during the day,” Danid said. “No Inaother than Shori could have seen it. Over half of our
symbionts saw it, though. They not only helped fight off the attack, but captured two of the attackers
alive so that they could be questioned. Shori captured the third. She prepared the captives for
interrogation but did not touch any of our symbionts.”

Russdl stared at him, frowned as though he did not believe him, and changed the subject. “Have you
ever known Shori to seem confused or uncertain of her surroundings, her intentions, her perceptions?’ he
asked.

Danid shook hishead. “Never.”
“Have you ever heard Shori show disregard for the welfare of other Ina?’
“No, never.”

Russdll shook his head, asthough in disgust. “And yet, isn't it true, Daniel, that Shori Matthews has
bound you to her as her mate?’

“Shehasnot,” Danid said.

Russdll looked at the Council members. 1 believe thisto be untrue,” he said. “He was seen taking the
child into hisquarters.”

There was amoment of silence. Council memberslooked carefully at Danid, breathing deeply to
examine his scent. Finally two of them spoke.

“Heisnot bound,” Alexander Svoboda said.
Elizabeth Akhmatova echoed, “Heis not bound.”

They were, according to what I’ d heard, the oldest male and female Council members. One by one, the
other members of the Council nodded, either accepting their elders perceptions and judgment or coming
to the same conclusion by way of their own senses. Alice Rappaport took several deep breaths, making
ashow of taking in Danid’ s scent and judging it. She was the last to nod.

| wondered who had seen Danid and me together, come to their own conclusions about what we were
up to, and then run to tell the Silks dl about it. Had it been the Marcu family who was staying in Daniel’s
house? Or perhaps it had been someone outside who saw him approach me and take me into his house.
Orwasit aSilk symbiont? If symbionts could be used as weapons, they could also be used as spies.

Russdll looked surprised by the Council’ s concluson. “Y ou have no connection with Shori then?’ he
asked Danidl.

“We are promised to one another,” Danid said. “When thisis over, when she' solder and physically



mature, my brothersand I will mate with her.” Helooked a me and smiled. | couldn’t help smiling back
ahim.

Council member AnaMorariu said, “Do you bdieve the things Shori hastold ustonight?’

“I do,” Danid said. “I’ve seen some of it for mysdlf. | was present when the captives were questioned.
Shori and my fathers and el derfathers questioned them. | saw, | heard, | breathed their scent. Because of
that, | believe her.”

“Areyou surethat’ swhy you believe her?’” Russdl demanded. “Would you believe her if Shori were
aready mated with other people or if you were?’

He repeated, “| was present when the captives were questioned. | know what | saw and heard.”

They didn't make him say it athird time. | think they saw that they could not move him, and their senses
told them that he believed that he was speaking the truth. Martin Harrison, of al people, had explained
thisto me days before. “ Of course, the Ina.can’'t sense absolute truth,” he'd said. “ At best, they can be
fairly certain when someonefully believeswhat he' s saying. They sense stress, changing degrees of
gress. Y ou do that yoursdlf, don’t you? Y ou smell sweet, adrendine, you see any hint of trembling, hear
any difference in the voice or breathing or even the heartbest.”

“I do,” I said. “1 notice those things and othersthat | don’t dways have namesfor, but | don’t dways
know how to interpret what | sense.”

“Experience will take care of that,” he said. “That’ swhy the older Inaare so good a spotting truth and
untangling lies. They usetheir senses, their intelligence, and their long experience.”

“How can you know al that?’ | asked him.

“It' swhat wedl do, Inaand human,” hesaid. “TheInaarejust alot better at it. They do it conscioudy
and with more acute senses. They usudly have better memories, and they can pile up more years of
practice than humans can. We humansdo alittle of it and give it nameslike ‘intuition’ or ‘ingtinct’ or even
‘ESP." Infact, it’ sjust good old conscious and unconscious use of your senses, your experience, and

your intdligence”

| asked Preston about it later, and he grinned. “ Been talking to Martin?’
“I have” | sad. “Isheright?’

“Oh, yes. The man lovesto teach. You' reablessing to him.”

“How can he know what very old Inaare doing? Did you tel him?’

“No, hejust keegps his eyes and ears open. His nose is no better than most other humans', but his
intdlligenceisfirdrate. Hissonisalot likehim.”

That left methinking again of Jod and wondering how like hisfather hewould turn out to be.

Thefirst day of the Council of Judgment ended with an effort on the part of the Silks to make melook
irresponsible (at best) and make Danid and, by extension, the Gordonslook as though they werelying.
They failed in both efforts. They would have one more day to try to undermine us. On thethird day,
judgment would be argued, truth acknowledged, and the Council would say, according to Inalaw, what
must be done.



That wasdl. It seemed dmost . . . easy. Would the Silks smply give themselves up to bekilled or alow
their unmated young sonsto be sent away to other communities? Could anyone do that?

Asthe Council ended its session just ahour before dawn, | felt the need to talk to someone. Then
Brook, Wright, and Jodl cameto collect me, and | redlized | was amost weak with hunger. Jod and
Brook both recognized the signs, though | don’t think Wright did yet.

“Let’'sgo home,” Brook said.

| nodded. | wanted to go find Martin Harrison and ask him questions, but | thought that might be better
done during the day when other Ina.could not listen.

| let my symbiontswalk me home, then kissed each of them, and went to find Celia. | had not touched
her for four nights. Tonight she would be expecting me. She was not entirely mine yet, not bound to me,
as Danid would say. Not quite. Tonight would be her turning point. Her scent told me shewas most
there. Tonight, she would be mine.

She was adegp, warm and smelling of the soap she had used when she bathed earlier that night. In spite
of her bath, she dso smelled of the man she had had sex with before washing. | took in the scent and,
after amoment, was able to picture the man—a symbiont of Peter Marcu’s. He was a short, muscular
man with very smooth skin—skin so dark it looked truly black. Someone had said he was from Ghana
and that his name was Kwas Tuntum. He had tired her out, made her deepy. Eventually | would wake
her up. | didn’t think she would mind.

But when | dipped into bed beside her, she opened her eyes. | didn't think she could see me, but she
sad, “Hey, Shori, | thought you forgot about me.”

“Youdidn't think that,” 1 said. *'Y ou were enjoying yoursdf too much with Kwas to worry about me
forgetting you.”

She froze next to me. | could feel her body gorigid.

| kissed her face, then her mouth. “Do you redly carethat | know?’ | asked. “I can’t help knowing.”
“You...don'tmind?’

“Should | mind?’

She shrugged againgt me. “ Stefan didn’t mind. He said | had the right to have human partners and have
kidsif | wanted them. After dl, he couldn’'t give mekids.” She frowned.

| sad, “Why did it bother you that he didn’'t mind?’

Shewas slent for along time. | used the time to explore what Kwas had done with her. He had kissed
her mouth and her neck and her breasts. He had kissed her between her breasts and taken her nipples
into hismouth . . . | tried that, and she giggled. I’ d never heard her giggle before. Then her scent
changed, and she made adifferent sort of noisein her throat.

“What are you doing?’ she asked.

“Learning,” | said after amoment. “Why did it bother you that Stefan didn’t mind your having sex with
other people?’

“ think | wanted him to love me more—Iove me so much that he couldn’t not carethat | went with



another guy.”

“Hecared. I'm femaleand | care. But if you're mine, | can accept the rest. And you do havetheright to
have your own human mate, your own children, or just have pleasure with aman when that’ s what you
want.” | lay on my back and moved her so that her body rested against mine. “I know how to take my
pleasurewith you,” | said. “Will you teach me to pleasure you?’

“Y ou will pleasure methistime, | think. I want you to feed. | love thefed of you againg me. | amost fedl
theway | did when | knew Stefan wanted me, when | wanted him.”

| smiled, hungry for her, starved for her, but taking my time enjoying the anticipation as much as| would
soon enjoy feeding.

She looked up a me, perhaps able to see me alittle now. “1I’ll teach you more when this Council thing is
over. And you can teach me what else | can do to make you feel good. But for now, you're hungry. Y ou
have that scary, gaunt look.” She rubbed the back of my neck. “Y ou’'d think I’ d be afraid of you when
you look like that, wouldn’t you? Come hereto me.” Sherolled us over onto our Sides, facing one
another, holding me againgt her, so welcoming that | couldn’t wait any longer. | bit her deeply, hurt her a
little, but also pleased her. She held me as though she thought | might leave her too soon. Sheheld me as

though layingdamtome.

That afternoon, right after Celiaand | got up, Martin Harrison came to see me. | had intended to find him
eventudly. | was surprised that with dl the work he had to do satisfying the Gordons guests, he had time
to comelooking for me. And | was surprised at the way helooked—tired, angry, sad, but struggling to
keep his expression under control.

“You and | have gotten to know each other alittle,” he said. “I’ve come to you now because | believe
it s better for you to hear what you have to hear from someonewho isn't astranger.”

| stared back at him suddenly afraid, dthough | didn’t know what | was afraid of . His expression made
me not want to know.

“Hear what?’ Celiaasked. She spoke to Martin, but she waslooking at me. She got up and came over
to stand beside me. | had been keeping her company while she cooked and ate a huge med and took
vitamins and an iron supplement that she’ d had in her luggage. She said Stefan had aways made her take
vitamins and an iron supplement because she had been his smalest symbiont, and he worried about her
hedlth. She had stopped taking them when he died. Now she had dug them out of her suitcase and begun
using them again.

She was wearing apullover swegter that fully displayed her haf-heded bite. Asit happened, Martin aso
had a half-healed bite on his neck. It showed just above the collar of his shirt. “What do you want her to
hear?” Celiaasked again. Wright, Jodl, and Brook camein just then, flanked by two Gordon symbionts.
| redized suddenly that the Gordon symbionts had gone out and found my symbionts and brought them
tome, and | could see by their facesthat they didn’t know why any morethan | did.

Martin glanced a them, then looked a Cdlia—akind look. A frighteningly kind look. “ Stay closeto her
today and tonight,” he said to Celia. “All of you, stay close. She'll need you.”

“What do you mean?’ Celiademanded.

Suddenly, it occurred to me that someone was missing. “ Theodoral” | said. “What' s happened to
Theodora?’



Martin sghed and turned to face me. * Carmen was going into San Francisco today,” he said. “She
needed some medica supplies, and she wanted to see her youngest sister who' sjust had twins. Carmen
found Theodoralying on the ground between Hayden’ s house and his garage. Theodora s dead, Shori.”

twenty-four

Severd Gordon symbionts had gathered around Theodora' s body, but they had not touched it. Only
Carmen had done that, checking to see whether Theodorawas alive, whether she could be helped ...

Martin told me that when Carmen told him Theodorawas dead, he asked her to stay with the body and
keep everyone else away while he went to find me and send othersto find the rest of my symbionts.

| was not fully in control of mysdlf as| gpproached Theodora. | had demanded that Martin take meto
her, but | was not truly seeing or understanding what was happening around me. | could not believe my
Theodorawas dead. It made no sense that she would be dead. None. Then | touched her cold flesh.

“ She' sbeen dead since early thismorning,” Carmen said behind me.

My own eyes and nose had dready told me that much. Hours dead. Dead well before sunrise. Dead
while Russdll Silk and | tore a one another. Dead while | lay making Cdliamy own. Dead.

| found mysalf on my knees beside Theodoramaking sounds| could not recall ever having made before.
She had come to me because she trusted me, loved me. She had been so happy when | asked her tojoin
me here at Punta Nublada where she should have been safe. | had promised her agood life, had had
every intention of keegping my promise. | would have kept her with me for the rest of her life. How could
she be dead?

| wanted the people around me gone. | wanted to be let a one to examine Theodora, to understand her
death. | must have made some gesture because the watching symbionts al took afew steps back. | knelt
on the ground alongside Theodora, selecting out scents that were not her own, separating them into
odors and groups of odorsthat | recognized. Theodora had goneto at least one of the parties, and that
made for a confusion of scents—swest, blood, aftershave, cologne, food and drink of severa kinds,
sexua arousa, many persona scents. There were fourteen distinct, personal human scents.

The odor that screamed loudest at me was the strong blood-scent in Theodora s hair—her blood. |
looked and found the wound there. Her hair was stiff and matted with dried blood. Dead blood. |
touched her head, ran my fingers over it, and found the place where there was a softness, an indentation.
Someone had hit her so hard that they broke her skull.

Someone had murdered her.

Who had done it? Why? No one knew her here. No one had reason to harm her. No one would have
harmed her . . . except, perhaps, to harm me. Would someone do that? Murder one person in the hope
of causing pain to another? Why not? Someone—the Silks, surely—had murdered nearly two hundred
people, human and Ina, in the hope of killing me, killing al that my el dermothers had created.

| closed my eyes, tried to quiet my thoughts and focus on Theodora. After amoment, | breathed deeply
again and continued sorting through the scents. She had been in contact with fourteen different
humans—Gordon symbionts and visitors. | didn’t recognize dl of them, but six | could picture. These
were people | had met or had had pointed out to me. The others ... the other scents | would remember.
When | found the people they belonged to, | would know them. Any of them could have killed her, or



perhaps they had only brushed against her at one of the parties. Perhaps they had danced with her or
touched her in some other casua way. She had not had sex with anyone recently.

There seemed no way to tell which of the fourteen might have hit her, but . . . Had her blood splashed on
the killer? Had the killer kept the weapon used to kill her? Had the killer touched her at al beyond
battering her to death, perhaps to examine her to be certain she was dead?

| put my face down closer to her broken, bloody head. But then the scent of dead blood, of Theodora's
beloved body, ten or more hours dead, became all that | could smell, and | had to turn away from it after
amoment. | stood up and stepped a short distance away, gasping, sick, desperate for clean air.

Someone spoke to me, came near, and | shouted, “Let me done! Get away from me!” A moment later, |
redlized that | had shouted at Wright, my first. | had told him to go away. Stupid of me. Stupid!

| looked up at him, saw that he was already backing away, not wanting to go but going.
“I'msorry,” | said. “ Stay here, Wright. Stay near mewhilel finishthis”

| breathed deeply for amoment, then turned back to Theodoraand tried again. | rolled her from her
back onto her side so that | could see and smell whatever had been trapped under her. The significant
odors were more blood, of course, and the scents of five more people. Again, | recognized some of
them—three of the five. Through the night, then, nineteen people had had enough contact with Theodora
to leave their scents on her—nineteen people, any one of whom might be her murderer. | would haveto
find each of them and speak to them or to their Ina

| stood up, findly, and went on looking at my dead Theodora. | would have to go to her daughter and
son-in-law and tell them that she was dead. They couldn’t know everything, but they had aright to know
that. After | found her killer, | would go to her family.

| looked around for Martin. Hewas il there. The onlookers had gone away, but Martin and my four
symbionts il waited.

“Has anyone | eft the community today?’ | asked.
He shook his head. “Not that | know of.”

“Could someone have left without your knowing?’
“Of course. | haveto deep, too, girl.”

And William Gordon had bitten him early thismorning. | looked back at Theodora “I don't know what
should be done with the dead, Martin.”

“She should be cleaned up, given afunerd, and ... well, buried. We have our own cemetery here.”

| ill didn’t know what to do. Theodora should be prepared for burid. A memorial service of somekind
should be arranged. Her killer should be caught, should bekilled. And yet in afew hours the Council of
Judgment would begin its second night, and | would have to be there.

“Shori, girl,” Martin said. He spoke with such gentlenessthat | wanted to run away from him. | could not
dissolve emotionaly and lose mysdlf in grief. | did not dare. There was no time.

“Shori, we'll take care of her body. We'll prepare her for burial. We can have servicesfor her after the
Council isover. You go find out who did this. That’ swhat you want to do, isn't it?’



| looked at him, and al | could do was nod.

“Leave her to us.” He aimost turned away, then stopped and drew a deep breath. “ Two things, Shori.
They’ reimportant.”

“All right,” | said.
He looked down and met my gaze with a different expresson—nharder, unhappy, but determined.

“Tell me, Martin,” | said. *Y ou’'ve been afriend. Go ahead and say whatever it isthat you don't want to

He nodded. “Don't kill anyone. No matter how certain you are that you' ve found the right person, don’t
kill. Not yet. Chances are, the murderer is one of the visitors—one of the Gordon family’sguests. You
aremorethan aguest. You'll be mated to the sons of thefamily in afew years. But lill ... Tell Preston or
Hayden what’ s happened before you take alife.”

| stared at him, unable to answer at first. Until that moment, if | had learned that Martin himsalf had killed
Theodora, I’'m not sure | could have stopped mysdlf from killing him. And yet, | understood on some
murky emotiond leve and from divers of recovered memory that it would be a serious offense againgt
the Gordonsto kill one of their guests. | could n't remember anyone ever doing such athing, but | felt
enough horror and disgust at the thought of doing it to know that | must not.

“I won't kill anyone,” | said findly.
Another nod.
“And don’t bite anyone.”

That onewas even harder. But | could see the reason for it. If | found the killer, he or shewould bethe
symbiont of someone here. Again, | knew—again without understanding fully how | knew—thet it would
be wrong to interfere with someone else' s symbiont.

“Thelnamight bethe guilty one,” | said. “Probably would be.”
“All the more reason not to abuse the symbiont.”

“1 won't bite unless someone attacksme,” | said. “1 would rather bite than break bones or tear flesh.”
And | waked awvay from him. My symbionts followed me.

When we were alone, Wright pulled me to him and hugged me and held mefor awhile. | felt asthough |
wanted to stay that way, safe with him, breathing his good, familiar scent. It mattered more than | would
have thought possible that he was dlive, that he loved me and wanted somehow to comfort me. | knew
that if | let him, he would take me home and put me to bed and stay with me until | fell adeep. | knew he
would do that because | had come to know him that well. | longed to let him do that.

But therewas no time. If possible, by the time tonight’s Council session began, | wanted to know who
had killed Theodora. | wanted to prevent the murderer from leaving or killing anyone e se, and | wanted
to put this new crime before the Council to see whether they would dedl with it. If they didn’t, | would.

| pushed back from Wright and realized that he had lifted me off the ground and was holding me so that |
could look at him amost at eye level. | kissed the side of hismouth, then kissed his mouth and said, “ Put
me down.”



He set me on my feet. “What do you want usto do?’ he asked.

And | dmogt disintegrated again. He understood. Of course hedid. “1 need you to stay together,” | said.
“Protect one another.” | looked at each of them, missing immediately the face that was not there. “1 don’t
know whether Theodora s murder has anything to do with the other attempts on us or with Council of
Judgment, but it seemslikely.” | paused. It hurt to say her name. | took a breath and went on. “Go talk to
JII Renner sym Wayne. She spent some time with Theodoralast night and left her scent for meto find.
Shewouldn’t have hurt Theodora, but she might have seen her having trouble with someone or leaving a
party with someone. Wasthere aparty at Wayn€e s house last night?’

“Sym Wayne?” Wright said, frowning. “Isthat how you say it, then, when someoneisasymbiont? That's
what happens to our names? We' re sym Shori?’

“Youare” | sad.
“ Something you remembered?’
“No. Something | learned from hearing people talk. What about Wayne' s house? Was there a party?’

“Not at Wayne's,” Celiasaid. “But therewas a party at Edward’ sand abig party at Philip’s. Jill,
Theodora, and | were at both of them. Theodorawas alittle shy at first, and she kind of hung out with
me a Edward’'s. We ate there and talked with alot of people. But at Philip’s she met a couple of guys.
They got her dancing, and the three of them just sort of stayed together, dancing and flirting and enjoying
themsdves”

Wright frowned at Celiaas though she had said something wrong, but Celiaignored him.
“Who were thetwo men?’ | asked.

“A couple of older guys. | don't know their names or who their Inais. They were both graying, maybe
five-ten, well built. They could have been brothers. They looked alot dike.”

“Did you touch them?’ | asked. “ Shake hands or squeeze past them?’
She shook her head.

“Tell mewhat you can about them. See them in your memory, and tell mewhat you see.” We were
walking toward Wayne' s house where Jill Renner was probably still adeep.

Celiafrowned and |ooked desperate for amoment, as though she were grasping for something that she
couldn’t quite reach but had to reach. She glanced at me, then closed her eyes, focusing, remembering.
Findly she said, “They both had the same salt-and-pepper hair—black with alot of white. One of them
had amustache. It was sdt-and-pepper, too. They aren’t with the Gordons. I’ m sure of that. Westfal! |
think they’ re the two male Westfal symbionts. Therest of the Westfal syms are women. These guystak
like they’ ve been here for along time, but every now and then you could hear alittle English accent . . .”
Shelet her voicetral away. Then she said, “ The one with the mustache, he has ascar on hisforehead, or
maybeit’ sabirthmark. I’'m not surewhich. | don’t know how bigitis. It startsjust below the hairline and
goes back into the hair. It sared ovd, or | think it would have been ovd if | could have seen dl of it.”

“All right,” | said. “Relax. | know who you mean. I’ ve never spoken to them, but | saw them and got
their scent when the Westfdls arrived. Their scents were on Theodora. Y ou're right. They probably are
brothers. I'll find them. Therest of you go talk to Jill Renner.”

“Let me stay with you,” Jod said. “I know alot of the vigitors, and they know me. | might be ableto



help.”
| glanced up at him and nodded. *Y ou three, watch out for one another.”

Brook, Celia, and Wright went off to knock on Wayne' s door, and Joel and | went down the road to
Wells Gordon’ s house where the Westfalls—Harold and John—uwere staying with their eight symbionts,
including the two who may have been among the last people to see Theodora dive.

| didn’t suspect them of killing Theodora. The Westfdls, from what Preston had told me, were not
closdly related to me or to the Silks, but they were very interested in the success my e dermothers had
had mixing human and Ina DNA and giving me the day. They were not offended by it asthe Silkswere.

| thought about Milo, about his contempt for me and hislesslethd, but no lessred, contempt for
symbionts—probably for al humans. Inacould not survive without humans, and yet Milo seemed to
consder them little more than ussful domestic animals. What must life be like for his symbionts?

And how did familieswho thought like the Silks get aong with other Ina? Joan Braithwaite had said that
there were many who loved Milo. They must have loved him in spite of hisarrogance. Or perhapsthey
loved him for what he had been when he was younger. He was far from lovable now.

| had read in one of the books I’ d borrowed from Hayden about the periods of feuding between Ina
families during which Inafought mainly by doing whét the Silks had done to my families—using humans
as weapons—using them to kill members of one another’ sfamilies. Hayden said that hadn’t happened
anywherein theworld for centuries. It was considered as barabaric among Inaas boiling peoplein ail
was among humans.

And yet, somehow it had come back into fashion.

“I need to see the two male Westfall symbionts, 1 told Dulce Ramos, the Wells Gordon’ s symbiont who
happened to be awake.

She nodded and said, “Okay.” Then, “Hey, Jod,” and took Jodl and me upstairs and into to the house's
guest quarters. “Those two are brothers—twins, | think—Gerald and Eric Cooper. Eric’sthe one with
the mustache.” She paused. “| heard what happened. I’m sorry.”

| nodded. “ Thank you.”
“Do you think the Westfadl symsdidit?’
“No. But they might have seen something.”

The Westfal symbionts were adeep, keeping the same hours astheir Ina. Awakened, the Cooper
brothers came out together, short salt-and-pepper hair stlanding up in spikes al over their heads. They
wore hand-some robes made of very smooth, deep red materia. They were just as Celia had described
them, now deepy but interested.

“I had heard you could stay awake during the day,” Eric said. “But | didn’t believeit until now.”

| shrugged. “I can,” | said, “but while | was adeegp this morning someone killed one of my symbionts.”
Both men went very Hill. “Theodora?” Gerad asked.

“Theodora,” | said.

“Oh my God, I'm so sorry. Killed? Someone killed her? My God.”



“Early thismorning. She' s been dead now for about ten hours.”

He nodded. “ And you' re talking to us because we spent some time talking to her last night.”

“I’'m talking to you because both your scentsare on her,” | said.

“We both danced with her,” Eric said. “ She was so happy, having such agood time. She was addight.”

“Shetaked mainly about you,” Gerald said. “ She made us remember what it wasliketobeina
brand-new symbioss. She was very much in love with you, said she thought her life was pretty much
over until you brokeinto her house one night, swept her off her feet, and confused the hell out of her.”

| wanted to laugh about that. Then | wanted to run away from these strangers, find adark corner, and
huddle there rocking my body back and forth, moaning and mourning. They were spesking honestly
about Theodoraasfar as| could sense, and yet | hated them. They had been with her talking to her,
ligtening to her, touching her during her last hours. They were strangers, and they had been there with her.
| had not.

Besde me, Jod took my hand and held it. That helped alittle, steadied me alittle.

| struggled to keep my voice and my expression neutra because frightening these men would not get me
theinformation | wanted. And | couldn’t just stir their memories by telling them to remember. They
weren't mine. The best | could do would be to ask their Inato nudge their memories when he awoke.
For now, | could only try to persuade them. “ Do you remember what time it waswhen you left her?” |
asked.

“Sheleft us” Gerdd said. “ She said she was tired and wanted to go to bed. Said she wasn't used to
having asocid lifeagain. | think it was around two thismorning.” Helooked &t his brother. “ Two?’

“Closer to threg,” Eric said. “We offered to wak her home, but she just smiled and kissed us both and
went on her way. | saw her go out the front door. That’ sthelast time | saw her.”

“Did you see anyone paying attention to her?’ | asked.

Both men frowned, then Eric shook hishead. “1 waslooking at her. | might have missed what someone
elsewasdoing.” He glanced at me. “No offense, but | would have taken her to bed if | could have.”

| nodded. | had understood that. “1 don’t think she was ready for that yet.”

“Shewasn't.” He paused. “As soon as she was gone, though, two men left. | don’t know them or which
familiesthey’rewith. Hell, | don't even know if they weretogether. They did leave at the sametime,

though.”

“Tell mewhat you remember about them,” | said. “Did you seetheir faces?’

“Only for amoment,” Eric said. *'Y oung-looking men. Brown hair. Medium brown. Both of them.”
“Another pair of brothers?’ | asked.

They looked at one another, then back at me. “No, | don't believe s0,” Gerald said. “They werea
Mutt-and-Jeff pair.”

| frowned.

“A tdl fellow and ashort one,” Gerdd explained. “And they didn't look aike at al except for the hair.



Just two guys.”
“How short was the short guy?’ Joel asked.

Gerdd frowned. “Too short to be asymbiont, redly. | think most Inawould worry about taking on a
suchasmal man.”

Mentally, | went through the list of people who had |eft their scents on Theodora s body. Of the ones|
could identify, three of them were brown-haired men. Only one might be called short by everyone except
me. Gerdd wasright. The man | was thinking of was dender and short, actualy too smal tobea
symbiont. Most Inaworried about hurting smaller humans. In grest need, even | might take more blood
than asmall human could survive losing. “ Estimate the height of the shorter man,” | said, just to be sure.

“He was maybe five-three or four,” Eric said.
Jod whigtled. “That might mean hislnawasfemde,” hesad.

“Jack Roan,” | said. “His scent was on Theodora. Jack Roan sym Katharine Dahlman. And Katharine
Dahiman and her Sster are the shortest adult Inall’ ve ever seen. Did Jack dance with Theodora at al?”’

“If hedid, it was before we arrived,” Eric said. “We were at another party at Manning’s house. She
would have had plenty of time to dance with other people before we arrived.”

But she probably hadn’'t. Theodora had not left Cdiauntil Eric and Gerald took an interest. | needed to
talk with Jack Roan as soon as possible,

But Jack Roan had gone—had left Punta Nublada. | went to the office complex where the Dahimans
were gaying and he wasn't there.

The complex was dso where the Braithwaites were staying, and one of Margaret Braithwaite's
symbionts, aman named Zane Carter, told me he had seen Roan go—had seen him take one of the
Dahlman cars and leave that morning. Carter assumed Roan had been sent out on some errand for
Katherine or her sster Sophia.

Also, the other brown-haired man from the party turned up—the one who had left the party at the same
time as Roan. He turned out to be someonethat | knew or, at least, that | was aware of. He was Hiram
Majors sym Preston, and his scent had not been on Theodora. | was relieved to know that once | knew
he was with the Gordons. He came to me on his own when he heard that | waslooking for Roan . . . and
heard why | waslooking for him.

“I wastalking to Jack last night,” he told me when he caught up with me as Jod and | were leaving the
office complex. “Turns out he and my sster both went to Carnegie Mdlon in Pittsburgh at the sametime.
He knew her. Saw her in some play—she was a drama mgjor—and then ran into her the next day and
invited her to have coffee with him.” Hiram shrugged. “I’m cut off from my family out here. It was good
to talk to someone from home.”

“Did heleave abruptly last night?’ | asked.
“Yes,” Hiram admitted. “1 think he had been watching your . . . Theodora?’
“That was her name.”

“I hadn’t redly noticed her until she walked past us and out the door, and Jack looked at her and said he
had to go do something for Katharine. Said he' d forgotten until that minute.” Hiram shook his head.



“That'swhy | remember him so clearly.”
“God,” Jodl said. “What a stupid thing for one symbiont to say to another.”
“Why?" | asked, not thinking.

They both stared at me. Jodl answered, “Y ou don’t forget something your Inatells you to do. Y ou can't.
That's one of thefirst things you learn as a symbiont. Jack Roan was—| guess—so eager to go after
Theodorathat hetold aredly stupid lie.”

twenty-five.

| asked Layla Cory, Preston’sfirgt, to let me know when he was awvake. Then | went back to the guest
house to talk with Wright, Brook, and Cedlia. “ Jill Renner saw Jack talking to Theodora,” Brook said
when | told them about Jack Roan. “ She recognized him because he' s so short,” Wright said. “ She'd
noticed him before.”

“Where werethey talking?’ | asked.

“Outsde,” hesaid. “Near Hayden' s house. It was around two thirty or three this morning. She wason
her way home.”

“Jll said she couldn’'t hear what they were saying,” Cedliasad. “But it didn’t ook like anything bad was
happening. | mean, JlIl said hewasn't touching her or anything.”

As soon as Layla Cory phoned me, | left my symbionts at the guest house, went to Preston, and told him
what had happened and what | had learned. Wetalked in his den, next to his bedroom. The den wasa
windowless, wood-pand ed room with leather-covered chairs, oriental rugs on the floor, and many
shelves of old, leather-covered books. It felt, somehow, like a cave—the cave Preston was born from
each day.

“Katharine Dahlman,” he said, and he shook his head. “I’ ve known Katharine for three centuries. Her
family and mine. . . wel, | can't say we ve been friends, but we ve usually gotten dong. Areyou sure?’
We sat facing one another in the vast leather chairs. | had dipped off my shoes and curled up in the chair
because it was easer than Sitting with my legs sticking straight out or sitting forward on the edge with my
feet dangling well abovethefloor. It was acomfortable chair to curl upin.

Under different circumstances, | would have been completely content there.

“I’'m suremy Theodoraisdead,” | said, “murdered by being hit so hard that part of her skull was
broken. I’'m sure Jack Roan sym Katharine Dahlman followed her from the party a Philip’ s house after
lying about why he wasleaving the party. JIl Renner went to the same parties as Theodora, and she said
early thismorning she saw Roan taking to Theodora near Hayden' s house. Sometime after that, Zane
Carter saw Roan leaving Punta Nublada. | can’t claim to know more than that, but that should be

enough.”
Preston looked at me for a moment, then shook his head.

“I loved Theodora, and shewasmine,” | said. “ She cameto me willingly, eagerly. And now, because she
loved me, she'sdead.”

“Y ou don't know that,” he said.



“I can't proveit,” | said. “But | know it. So do you.” | took adeep bregth. “I promised Martin Harrison
| wouldn't kill anyone before | talked to you or Hayden. And because the Council goes on tonight, |
can't try to track Roan.” | took another breath. “ Preston, what can | do? She trusted herself to me. |
want alifefor her life. | will havealifefor her life”

Preston turned hisface away. “Roan’ slife?’
“Katharing slifel”
1] NO_”

| said nothing more. | would have Katharine Dahlman'’slife. We would not play the game of killing off
one another’ s symbionts as though they weren't even people, as though they were nothing.

| jumped down from the chair, grabbed my shoes, and started to walk away from him.

“Who will protect the rest of your symbiontsif you kill Katharine?” Preston demanded. “Her family will
come after you. You'll have stepped outside the law, and they will be free to protect themsalves. They'll
kill you, and they’Il kill your symbionts, too, if they try to help you. And of course they will try. Do you
want the rest of your people dead?’

“The Dahlmans are the ones who stepped outside the law!”
“I agree with you; they dmost certainly have. But that isn't yet proved.”

“My family isgone!” | said, turning to face him again. “My memory of themisgone. | can’'t even mourn
them properly because for me, they never redly lived. Now | have begun to relearn who | am, to rebuild
my life, and my enemies are il killing my people. Whereisthere safety for my symbionts or for me?’

“Go on with the Council of Judgment.”

If he had been anyone other than Preston, | would have walked away without bothering to comment. But
Preston had become important to me. It wasn't only that | liked him. He was Danidl’ s elderfather. And
he favored a mating between his sonsand me. “Why?’ | demanded. “Why should | wait?’

“Think about why thiswas done, Shori. Think. Y ou were very much in control of yoursdf last night. If
your memory were intact, you wouldn't have been, you couldn’t have been so cam asyou sat inthe
same room with the people who probably had your familieskilled. | don’t think you were expected to be
cam. | think the Silks and perhaps the Dahlmans expected you not only to look unusua with your dark
skin, but to be out of your mind with pain, grief, and anger, to be a pitiable, dangerous, crazed thing. We
Inadon’t handle lossaswedl as most humans do. It'samuch rarer thing with us, and when it happens,
thegrief is. .. amost unbearable.”

| looked away from him. “I know what the grief islikel”

“Of courseyou do. Y ou stand there hugging yoursdlf as though you were trying to hold yourself together.
They did thisto you, Shori. They want you thisway!”

| found mysdlf leaning againgt the wdll, wanting to dide down it, wanting to dissolve to the floor. “What
can| do?’ | said. “How can Katharine be punished when the Silks are the only ones everyoneis paying
attention to?’

“Thefacts are what the Council is supposed to pay attention to.”



“But Katharine Dahlman isamember of the Council.”

“Chalenge her tonight. Tell the Council what has happened just as you told me. Facts only. Let them
draw their own conclusions. Let them question you. Then ask that Katharine be removed from the
Coundail.”

“Andthey’ll doit? All I haveto doisask, and they’ll do it?’

“Yes. They'll question her. Then they’ll do it because they’ Il know you' re tdling the truth, and they’ Il
decide her guilt or innocence aswell as her punishment—if thereisto be punishment—tomorrow night,
when they decide what to do about the Silks. But once she leaves the Council, someone e sewill haveto
go, too. Chances areit will be Viad.”

If there was to be punishment? If? If they didn’t punish her, | would. I would kill her. | would find away
to do it, away that would not leave my symbionts unprotected. Perhaps | could find ahuman crimind—a
murderer—and have him kill her and then die himself before he could be made to say who had sent him.
Katharine' s people would know as | knew, but if she could get away with it, so could I. | had to do
something. What | wanted to do wastear her gpart with my teeth and hands. Maybe it would cometo
that.

Then my mind registered the other thing that Preston had said. VIadimir Leontyev, my advocate, one of
my mothers fathers, off the Council. “Why?’ | demanded.

“Numericd balance. All Councils of Judgment must have an odd number of members. If Katharine were
to leave the Council because of an injury or an emergency at home, her sister Sophiawould take her
place. Under the circumstances, | don’t think you or your advocate would find Sophiaany more
acceptable than Katharine.”

“I agree,” | said. Who knew whether this was something both sisters had agreed to do or something
Katharine had thought of on her own.

“Also,” Preston said, “it will strike people as reasonable that both you and the Silks lose your
advocates.”

“It' sasthough they’ re playing agame. After dl, I’m not trying to get at her because she' sthe Silks
advocate.”

“It'snot agame, Shori. The Council will know why Katharine must go. But it will be best for you if you
do thisaccording to custom.” He frowned, looked at me, then looked away. Y ou, more than anyone,
must show that you can follow our ways. Y ou must not give the people who have decided to be your
enemies any advantage. Y ou must seem more Inathat they.”

“I don’'t know how to do that.”

“Y ou know enough. When you don’t know, ask.”
“Who shdl | ask? Who will be my advocate now?’
He thought for amoment. “ Joan Braithwaite?’

| had to think about that, too. “If Margaret were the Council member, I'd say yes, but Joan . . . Just how
friendly isshewith the SIIks?’

“Because of the way she spoke to you last night?’



“That and . . . when shefinished with me, she went over to talk with the Silks.”
“Y ou should have listened to what she said to them, to Milo in particular.”
| waited.

“Shetold him to give his place to one of his sons or she would, before the Council, question his mental
Sability.”

“As he questioned mine.”

“Yes. Stupid of him. But as I’ vetold you, you were not what the Silks expected you to be. Y ou should
have been, by dl reckoning, only ahusk of aperson, mad with grief and rage or smply mad.” He
paused. “1 wonder if that's part of why your memory is gone, not just because you suffered blowsto the
head, but because of the emotiona blow of the death of al your symbionts, your sisters, and your
mothers—everyone. Y ou must have seen it happen. Maybe that’ swhat destroyed the person you were.”

| thought about that. | tried to let hiswords touch off some fedling, some grief or pain, some memory. But
those people were strangers. Right now, there was only Theodora and the pain of just thinking her name.
“I don't know,” | said. “Maybe I’ ll never know.”

“Go talk to Joan, Shori. See her before tonight’ s session begins.”

| looked into hiskindly face, and it scared me how much | liked him and depended on him, even though |
didn’t redly know him very well. But then, | didn’t know anyone very well. “What would Joan have done
differently if she had been my advocate from the beginning?’ | asked.

He gave me afaint, unhappy smile. “From what | know of her, | think she would have spoken to you just
as harshly as she did speak, perhaps even more so. But she wouldn't have spoken to the Silks at dl, and
perhaps Milo would have gone on representing his family and eventually offending dmost everyone. Go
talk to her, Shori. Do it now.”

| went, stopping at the guest house to check on Wright, Joel, Brook, and Celia. | needed to see them to
be certain they were dl right, | needed to touch each of them. They were sharing amea of roast beef, a
mixture of brown-and-wild rice, gravy, and green beans with the Six Rappaport symbionts.

“I need dl of you to cometo the Council tonight,” | said. | didn’t think | could stand it if they stayed
away, if | couldn’t seethem and know that they were dl right for so many hours.

“Wefigured,” Cdiasad.

“Don’t worry,” Wright said. “We were going to go to the Council hal as soon aswe finished dinner.”
The storage building had become “the Council hdl” overnight.

“Stay together,” | said. “Take care of one another.”

They nodded, and | |ft them. | went to the offices that the Braithwaites were using asliving space. |
would have given alot just to Sit with my symbionts, watch them eet, hear their voices, wak them over to
the Council hall where| would make sure they got seetsin the front so that | could aways see them.
Instead, | went to find Joan Braithwaite.

| tripped and dmost fell on the stepsthat lead up into the offices. | hurt my foot enough to stand till for a
moment and wait for it to stop throbbing. It occurred to me as | stood there that | could not recall
sumbling like that sncethe day | I&ft the cave and had healed enough to hunt. Thiswas what Preston had



meant. Theodora had been murdered so that | would begin to ssumblein all sorts of ways.

| stood il for aminute more, breething, regaining my balance asbest | could. Then | went in and found
Joan.

She wasin the office that was her bedroom, sitting at the desk, writing in awire-bound notebook. She
closed the notebook as| came in. The folding bed that had been moved in for her was heaped with
blankets that she had thrown aside. Her clothing, books, and other things were scattered around the
room. She kept a messy room the way Theodora had. Somehow, that made me like her alittle.

“| suppose you' ve come to ask meto be your advocate,” she said in her quick, nononsense way.

“I have,” | said, relieved that she aready knew. Zane Carter, who had told me about seeing Jack Roan
drive away, had probably told both Joan and Margaret everything.

“Y ou haven't hurt anyone?’ Joan demanded.

| shook my head. “| promised Martin Harrison that | wouldn't. | said I’d wait until | talked with Preston
or Hayden. When | talked with Preston, he sent me to you.”

Sheturned her chair so that she faced me, hands resting on the arms of the chair. “ So you' re pretty much
in control of yoursdlf, then?Y ou're over the shock?’

| just stared at her.

After awhile, she nodded. “When your rageis choking you, it is best to say nothing. How are your
remaning symbionts?’

“Fine” Yes. Fine. Putting up with me and my need to hover over them.

“There are people on the Council who are going to ask you much more painful questionsthan | have so
far, Shori. Someone will surely ask you whether you killed your Theodorayourself.”

My mouth fell open. “What?1 . . . what?’
“ And someone will want to know whether she had accepted you fully, whether she was bound to you.”

| couldn’t say anything for severd seconds. On someleve, | understood what Joan wasdoing. | didn't
love her for it, but | understood. Still, it took me awhile to be able to respond coherently.

“She had accepted me,” | said at last. | cleared my throat. “ Theodoraloved me. | bound her to me here
at Punta Nublada. She was mine when she died. Before she arrived severa days ago, we hadn’t been
together often enough to be fully bound, but she wanted to be. She wanted to be with me, and | wanted
her. I loved her.”

“Do you understand why | ask that?’
“l don't.”

She looked downward, licked her lips. “ Symbionts—fully bound symbionts—give up agrest ded of
freedom to be with us. Sometimes, after awhile, they resent us even though they don't truly want to
leave, even though they love us. Asaresult, they behave badly. | don't blame them, but—"

“Shedidn’'t resent me. Shedidn’t redly know what shewas giving up yet. And . . . shetrusted me.”



“Let mefinish. Our senses are o much more acute than theirs, we' re so much faster and stronger than
they arethat it' sagood thing they have some protection againg us. In fact, it's extremely difficult for us
kill or injure our bound symbionts. It' s hard, very hard, even to want to do such athing.

“Even Milo hasn't been able to do it. He resents his need of them, seesit as aweakness, and yet he
loves them. He would stand between his symbionts and any danger. He might shout a them, but even
then, hewould be careful. He would not order them to harm themselves or one another. And he would
never harm one of them. | think it'san ingtinct for self-preservation on our part. We need our symbionts
more than most of them know. We need not only their blood, but physica contact with them and
emotional reassurance from them. Companionship. I’ ve never known even one of usto survive without
symbionts. We should be able to do it—survive through casua hunting. But the truth isthat that only
works for short periods. Then we sicken. We either weave ourselves afamily of symbionts, or wedie.
Our bodies need theirs. But human beings who are not bound to us, who are bound to other Ina, or not
bound at dl . . . they have no protection against us except whatever decency, whatever morality we
chooseto live up to. Y ou see?’

| did. And she had just told me more about the basics of being Inathan anyone else ever had. |
wondered what other necessary things| didn’t know. | took a deep breath. “1 see,” | said. “ Theodora
was bound to me. And | never hurt her. | never would have hurt her.”

She watched me as| spoke, no doubt judging me, deciding whether | wastdlling the truth, whether | was
worth her time. “All right,” shesaid. “All right, I'll be your advocate when the time comes.” She glanced
at her watch. “Let'sgo to the hdl.”

twenty-six.

When Katharine Dahlman heard what | had to say, she denied everything. Neither she nor her symbiont
Jack Roan had anything at all to do with the degth of “the person Shori Matthewsis attempting to claim
asher symbiont.”

“They had chosen one another,” Vladimir Leontyev said. “We dl saw that they had.”
“Whereis Jack Roan?’ Joan Braithwaite asked.

“I don't know,” Katharine said. “My other symbionts have told me he had to go—some family
emergency. He hasfamily in Los Angdles, in Phoenix, Arizona, and in Augtin, Texas.” Shesaid dl this
with an odd, dy, smiling expression that | had not seen before. And, of course, shewaslying. Everything
she'dsaid wasalie. | got theimpression shedidn’t care that we knew.

Vladimir looked disgusted. “ Y ou’ re telling us Roan is yours, but you have no ideawhich of those three
large citiesin three different sates he’ sgoneto visit?’

Katharine gave asmdl shrug. “I1t was an emergency,” she said. “He couldn’t wait until | awoke. | trust
my people.”

“You should,” | said. “Y our people are clearly very competent, especialy when it comesto murdering an
unsuspecting symbiont who' s never done them any harm.” | looked dong the arc at the other Council
members. “1 request that she be removed from this Council.”

“You request!” Katharine seemed to choke on the words. “I request that you be removed from this
room! You'reachild, clearly too young to know how to behave. And | challenge your right to represent



the interests of families who are unfortunately dead. Y ou are their descendent, but because of their error,
because of their great error, you are not Inal

No one can be certain of the truth of anything you say because you are neither Inanor human. Y our
scent, your reactions, your facial expressons, your body language—none of it isright. Y ou say your
symbiont hasjust died. If that were so, you would be prostrate. Y ou would not be able to sit heretelling
liesand arguing. True Inaknow the pain of losing asymbiont. We arelna Y ou are nothing!”

Therewasaswell of voicesfrom the audience—much denid, but some agreement. All the visiting and
locd Inawere present in the audience or on the Council. Therest of the seatswerefilled by symbionts
who aso had opinions about me. Not surprisingly, the symbionts who spoke were on my side. It wasthe
Inawho were divided.

Preston stood up. “Listento me!l” heroared in avoice Milo Silk would have been proud of, and the
room went utterly silent. After afew seconds, he repeated more quietly, “Listen to me. Shori Matthewsis
asInaastherest of us. In addition, she carries the potentialy life-saving human DNA that has darkened
her skin and given her something we ve sought for generations:.the ability to walk in sunlight, to stay
awake and dert during the day.” He paused, then raised hisvoice again. “Her mothers, her sisters, her
father, and her brothers were Ina, and they have been murdered aong with al but two of their symbionts.
All of Shori’sown firgt symbionts have been murdered. This Council has met to determinewho’s
responsible for those murders, and now it must aso consider the murder of Theodora Harden, one of
Shori’ s new symbionts. We are here to discover the guilt or innocence of those accused of these murders
and, if they are found guilty, to decide what is to be done with the murderers. Based on what we' ve
heard so far, | don't believe Katharine Dahlman should be amember of this Council .”

Katharine Dahlman sat very straight and stared angrily at Preston. “Y ou want your sonsto mate with this
person. Y ou want them to get black, human children from her. Herein the United States, even most
humans will look down on them. When | came to this country, such people were kept as property, as
daves. You are biased in Shori’ sfavor and not avoting member of this Council. | won't give up my
place because you say s0.”

Preston stared at her, expressionless, sill. “ Council members, count yoursalvesfor or againgt Katharine
remaining one of you.” He paused until al of them had turned to look at him. “Zoé Fotopoulos?” he said,
turning to look at Zoé. She sat farthest from me, next to Russdll Silk’ stable.

Zoé looked from Katharine to Preston, then shook her head. “Katharine should go,” she said. “And we
need to consider what to do about her directing her symbiont to kill Shori’s symbiont. Like the Silks, she
must be judged.”

“She must be judged,” Preston echoed. “ Joan Braithwaite?’

“Katharine should go,” Joan said dtiffly. “Her fears have made her stupid. We cannot afford to have
stupid Council members. The decisions we make here are important. They should be made with aclear
head.” She did not look at Katharine as she spoke, but Katharine stared at her with obvious hatred.

“ Alexander Svoboda?’ Preston continued.

“Katharine should go,” he said, “but we' d better decide now who will go with her to keep our numbers
right.”

“Peter Marcu?”’

“She should go,” he said. “But she' sthe Silk advocate. Maybe Vlad should be the other member to go.”



“Vladimir Leontyev?”

My elderfather looked angrier than the rest of them. It had taken me amoment and alook from him to
redize that he was angry on my behdf. Something more had been done to me, and he was furious about
it. “Katharinemust go!” he said. “If that means| go, too, then so beit. How could she have imagined that
thiswould be overlooked? Our symbionts are not tools to be used to kill other people’s symbionts.
Those days arelong past and nothing should be permitted to revive them.”

“AnaMoraiu?’

Anahesitated and stared down at the table. “Katharine should stay,” she said. “Let’ stake care of one
guestion at atime. After dl, Katharine may be telling the truth about her symbiont. We shouldn’t judge
her so quickly.” Severd people frowned at her or looked away. Others nodded. VIadimir wasright.
Katharine had made little effort to make her lies believable—as though she expected at least some of the
people present to go dong with her because using her symbiont to murder the symbiont of someone as
inggnificant as | was such asmal thing. It was alittle sin that could be overlooked among friends. Friends
like AnaMorariu.

“Alice Rappaport?’

“She should go.” Alicelooked at Katharine, then looked away and shook her head. “ Over the centuries,
I”ve seen too much racid pregjudice among humans. It isn't aweed we need growing among us.”

“Harold Wedtfdl?”
“She should go. I, too, have seen more than enough racism.”
“KiraNicolau?’

“Katharine should go. She may be right in what she says about Shori, but she did send her symbiont to
kill ahuman whom Shori caled her symbiont. No member of a Council of Judgment should have done
such athing, and no Council of Judgment should tolerate such athing.”

“lon Andre?’

“I believe Katharine should stay. If she's made a mistake—if she's made amistake—well, we can look
into it ancther time.”

“Walter Nagy?’

“She should go. None of uswant to go back to the days of feuds carried on by murdering one another’s
symbionts”
“Elizabeth Akhmatova?’

“She should go. How can she murder another Ina s symbiont and not think anything of it? What sort of
person could do such athing?

That was avery good question.

Katharine seemed surprised that the vote went againgt her. She had truly expected to benefit from what
she had done. She had gotten her symbiont out of my reach so that | couldn’t track him and kill him
before she awoke. In fact, | wouldn't have killed him. Hislife did not interest me. Hersdid. But she
didn’t know me, and she wasn't willing to take chances with Jack Roan’ s precious skin. She had



imagined that her fellow Council members—all Ina, dl around her age—would accept what she had
done, evenif they didn't likeit. She believed | would either lose control and disgrace myself before the
Council—possibly by attacking he—or if | didn’t, she could use my apparent lack of fedling to point out
how un-Inal was. She won either way. What did the life of myTheodora matter?

Katharine left the table, glaring at me asthough | had somehow done her aninjury. | hadn’t. But | would.
| surely would.

After alittle more discussion, Vladimir left, too. | was sorry to see him go. Wright caled him my
granddad. Ina, for some reason, didn’t use the words humans used to described kinship—" grandfather,”
“aunt,” “cousn”—hut | liked theideaof Vladimir and Kongtantin as my elderfathers. It comforted me
that | still had elderfathers, that | was ayounger-daughter to someone.

Both Vladimir and Katharine went to St in the audience. Wayne and Philip Gordon brought them chairs.
Once that was done, the Council could return to the question of whether the Silks had killed my families.

The Silksfirst questioned severd of the Gordons, including Preston, who stood up like the others at the
free-standing microphone and quietly answered the same offensive questions. He answered them without
protest.

No, hewas not concerned about alowing his sonsto mate with someone who was, among other things,
agenetic experiment.

“I’ve had achanceto get to know her,” he said. “ She' san intelligent, hedlthy, likable young femae.
When she' solder, she'll bear strong children, and some of them will walk in sunlight.”

Then Russdl caled Hayden and asked the same question of him.

“1 am concerned because sheisaone,” Hayden said. “I hope that she will adopt a sister before she
mates with my youngersons. My brother isright about Shori. Sheisbright, hedthy, and likable. When her
sgtersweredive, | saw amating between them and my youngersons as a perfect match—or as near
perfect asany joining can be.”

| felt better about Hayden after that. He seemed to be telling the truth. | hoped he was. Hewas old
enough to dip alie past me and perhaps past everyone e sein the room. But why should he?

The Silks had brought along a doctor who was one of their symbionts, poor man. Russell asked the
Council to alow the doctor to question me about my injuries. It wasintended to be offensive, another
effort, like Milo’s, to treat me as human rather than Inaand, of course, to humiliate me.

“Hemay be ableto give ussomeinsight into Shori’samnesia,” Russdll said innocently. “Humansare
more familiar with memory problems.”

lon Andrel, Russdll’ s new advocate said, “ Russall hastheright to stand aside and let someone with
gpecidized knowledge spesk for him.”

Joan Braithwaite sighed. “We could waste alot of time arguing whether or not to permit the doctor’s
questions. Let’snot do that. Shori, are you willing to be questioned by this man?’

“I'mnot,” | said.

She nodded, looked at me for amoment. “Theimplications of the request are offensive,” she said.
“They’reintended to be. Nevertheless, | advise you to let the doctor question you. He means no harm.
He s only one more symbiont being used to cause you pain. Ironic and nasty, isn't it? No matter. | advise



you to bear the pain so that anyone on the Council who has doubts about you can see alittle more of
who and what you are.”

| did not like Joan Braithwaite. But | thought | might eventually love her. She was one of the few fairly
closerdatives| had left. “All right,” 1 said. “I’ [l answer the doctor’ s questions.”

The doctor was called to the free-standing microphone. He was atall red-haired man with freckles, the
first redhead | could recall seeing. “Do you have any pain, Shori?’ he asked. “Have any of theinjuries
you suffered caused you any difficulties?’

“I haveno pain now,” | said. “I did before my injuries hedled, of course, but they’ ve healed completely
except for my memory.”

“Do you remember your injuries? Can you describe them?’

| thought back unhappily. “I was burned over most of my body, my face, my head. My head was not
only burned, but ... the bones of my skull were broken so that in two placesmy head fdlt . . . felt dmost
soft when | touched it. | wasblind. It hurt to breathe. Wéll, it hurt to do anything at dl. | could move, but
my coordination was bad at first. That'sdl.”

The doctor stared at me, and his expression went from disbelieving to alook that | could only describe
as hungry. Odd to see ahuman being look that way. Just for an instant, he looked the way Ina do when
we' revery, very hungry. He got himself under control after amoment and managed to look only mildly

interested. “How long did it take theseinjuriesto hed ?’ he asked.

“I'mnot sure,” | said. “1 dept alot at first, when the pain let me deep. | was mostly aware of the pain. |
remember al that happened once | was able to leave the cave, but I’'m not sure about some of what went
on beforethat.”

“But you remember killing and eating Hugh Tang?’

| drew back and stared at the man, wondering how much of what he asked was what he had been told
to ask. Were Joan and | wrong? Was the doctor having fun?*“1’ve said that | remember killing and eating
Hugh Tang,” | said.

Helooked uncomfortable. “ Could you tdl us,” he said, * about anything at al that you' ve been ableto
remember of your life before you wereinjured.”

“I recal nothing of my past beforethe cave,” | said, asthough | hadn’t said it a dozen timesthe night
before.

“Doesthistrouble you?' he asked.

“Of courseit does.”

“What isyour answer to it, then? Do you smply accept your memory |oss?’

“I have no choice. | am relearning the thingsthat | should know about myself and my people.”
“Do you fed yoursdlf to be a different person because of your loss?’

| had an dmost overwhel ming impulse to scream a him. Instead, | kept slent until | could manage my
voice. Then | spoke carefully into the microphone. “My childhood isgone. My familiesare gone. My first
symbionts are gone. Mogt of my education isgone. Thefirg fifty-three years of my life are gone. Isthat



what you mean by adifferent person’ 7’

He hesitated.

Russdl Silk said, “It isn’'t yet your time to question. Answer the symbiont’ s question.”
| ignored him and spoke to the doctor. “Have | answered your question?”

He did not move, but now he looked very uncomfortable. He did not meet my gaze. “Yes,” hesad.
“Yes, you have”

The doctor went on to ask several more questionsthat | had aready answered in one way or another.
By thetime heran out of questions, | thought he looked more than alittle ashamed of himself. His manner
seemed mildly apologetic, and | was feding sorry for him again. How had he happened to wind up in one
of the Silk households?

“Isthe doctor boring you, Shori?” Russdll asked, surprisng me. Hedidn't like addressing me directly. It
wasafamily trait.

| said, “I’'m sure he' sdoing exactly what you' ve instructed him to do.”

“I have no more questions,” the doctor said. He was a neurologist, Carmen told me later, adoctor who
specidizesin diseases and disorders of the central nervous system. No wonder he had been so interested
inmy injuries. | wondered whether he hated the Silks.

Finaly, it was my turn to ask questions. | used my turn to call Russdll’ s sonsand their unmated
young-adult sons to the microphone for questioning. | asked each of them whether they had known that
anyonein thar family was arranging to kill the Petrescu and Matthews families.

Alan Silk, one of the younger sons of Russdll and his brothers, was my best subject—a good-looking,
180-year-old male who hadn’t learned much so far about lying successfully but who ingsted on lying.

“I know nothing about the killing of those families,” he said in response to my question. “My family had
nothing to do with any of that. We would never take part in such things.”

| ignored this. “ Did you help other members of your family collect humansin Los Angeles or in Pasadena,
humans who were later used to kill the Matthews and the Petrescus?’

“I did not! None of usdid. Infact, | wouldn't be surprised to learn that your mae and female families
destroyed each other.”

Russell winced, but Alan didn’t see it because hewas glaring a me.

“Isthat what you believe?’ | asked. “Do you believe that my mothers and sisters and my father and
brotherskilled one another?’

He began to look uncomfortable. “Maybe,” he muttered. “1 don’'t know.”
“Y ou don't know what you believe?’

Heglared a me. “1 believe my family had nothing to do with what happened, that’ swhét | believe. My
family ishonorableand it' sInal”

“Do you believethat my familieskilled each other?’



He looked around angrily, glancing at his new advocate, lon Andrei, who had apparently decided not to
get into this particular foolish argument. “1 don’t know what they did,” he muttered angrily. He held his
handsin front of him, one clutching the other.

| Sghed. “All right,” | said. “Let’s see what you believe about something else. Several humans were used
to kill my families. How do you fed about that? Are humans just tools for usto use whenever wefind a
usefor them?’

“No!” hesaid. “Of course not.” He looked a me with contempt. “No true Ina could even ask such a
question.” He suddenly swung hisarms at his sides, then held them in front of him again, asthough he
didn’'t know what to do with them.

“What are human, then. What are they to you?’

He stopped glaring a me and looked uncertainly at Russdll.

Russ| said, “What do his opinions of humans have to do with the degths of your families?”
“Humanswere used asthekiller ssurrogates,” | said. “What do you think of using them that way?’
“Me?’ Russdll asked.

“You,” | said.

“Have you finished quegtioning Alan, then?’

“I haven’'t. But you did jump in and it'smy timeto ask questions. Y ou’ ve had yours. If you would like,
though, 1 will question you assoon as| finish with Alan.”

Helooked both confused and annoyed. Since he didn’t seem to know what to say, | returned my
attention to Alan.

“Are humanstools, then? Should we be free to use them according to our needs?’
“Of course not!”

“Isit wrong to send humans out to kill Inaand their symbionts?’

“Of courseit’ swrong!”

“Do you know anyone who has ever done that?’

“No!” He amost shouted the word. The sound of his own voice magnified by the microphone seemed to
gtartle him, and he was silent for amoment. Then he repeated, “No. Of course not. No.”

Every one of hisresponsesto my questions about humanswerelies. | suspected that his brotherslied
when | questioned them. | wanted to believe they were lying. But my sensestold methat Alan, with his
little twitches and hisfdse outrage ... Alan was definitely lying.

If I could seeit, anyone on the Council could seeit.

twenty-seven
When the second night of the Council ended, | was exhausted and yet restless. | wasn't hungry, and |



couldn’t have dept. | needed to run. | thought if | circled the community, running asfast as| could, |
might burn off some of my tenson.

| got up from my table and joined my symbionts. | waked outside with them, and we headed back
toward the guest house.

“What' sto stop Katharine Dahlman from escaping?’ Wright asked. “ She could decideto join her
symbiont in Texas or wherever heis”

“Shewon’t run,” Joel said. “ She’ sgot too much pride. She won't shame herself or her family by running.
Besides...” Hepaused. | glanced back at him. “Besides,” he said to me, “she might believe that shehasa
better chance of surviving if she stays here and takes her punishment.”

| said nothing. | only looked at him.
He shrugged.

At the guest house, the four of them went straight to the kitchen. While they were preparing themsdvesa
medl, | went out to run. | didn’t begin to fed right until I’ d had done not one, but three lgps around the
community. | wasthe only one running. Everyone ese, Inaand human, had trudged back to their meals
and their beds.

When | camein, | avoided the kitchen and dining room where | could hear al four of my symbionts and
the six Rappaport symbionts moving around, talking, eating. | went upstairs and took ashower. | was
planning to spend the night with Jod. My custom wasthat | could taste anyone anytime—asmal ddight
for me and for my symbionts, a pleasure greater than akiss, but not asintense as feeding or making love.
| made sure, though, that | took a complete meal from each of them only every fifth night.

Now it would have to be every fourth. | would soon have to get more symbionts, but how could | think
about doing that now?

Dry and dressed in one of Wright's T-shirts, | somehow wound up in Theodora sroom. | wasn't
thinking. Her scent drew me. | sat down on her bed, then stretched out on it, surrounded by her scent. |
closed my eyes, and it was as though she would come through the door any minute and see me there and
look & mein her sdelong way and come onto the bed with me, laughing.

A couple of nights after she arrived, she had found me reading one of Hayden’ s books written in Ina, and
I’d read parts of it to her, first in Ina, then in English. She had been fascinated and wanted me to teach
her to read and speak Ina. She said that if she was going to have alonger life span than she had
expected, she might aswell do something withiit. | liked the idea of teaching her because it would force
me to go back to the basics of the language, and | hoped that might help me remember alittle about the
person | had been when | learned it.

| lay there and got lost in Theodora s scent and in grief.
| must have stayed lost for sometime, lying on the bed, twisted in the bedding.

Then Jod wasthere with me, taking the bedding from around me, raising meto my fest, taking meto his
room. | looked around the room, then at Jodl. He put me on the bed, then got in beside me.

After awhile, it occurred to meto say, “Thank you.”

“Seep,” hesad. “Or feed now if you like.”



“Later.”

“I'll be here”

| turned and leaned up on my elbow to looked down at hisface.
“What?’ he asked.

| shook my head. “Why did you want me?’ | asked.

“What?'

“You know what | am, what | can do. Why didn’t you escape us when you could have? Y ou could have
stayed in school or gotten ajob. The Gordonswould have let you go.”

He dipped hisarms around me and pulled me down againgt him. “I likewho you are,” hesaid. “And |
can ded with what you can do.” He hesitated. “Or are you thinking about Theodora? Are you feding
responsible for what happened to her? Do you believe that she was killed because she was with you, and
so why the hdll would | want to be with you?’

| nodded. “ She was killed because she was with me. She trusted me. Her degth is not my doing directly,
but | should have left her in Washington, where she was safe, until al thiswas over. | knew that. | missed
her so much, though, and | had to have more symbionts here with me.”

“If she hadn’t been here, one of the rest of uswould have died,” he said. “ Theodorawas probably the
weakest of us, the easiest tokill, but I'll bet if she hadn’t been here, Katharine would have sent her man
after Brook or Cdia.”

| nodded. “I know.”
“Katharing sguilty. Not you.”

| nodded againgt his shoulder and repeated, “I know.” After awhile, | said, “Y ou knew much more than
most would be symbionts. Y ou redlly should have stayed away, made alife for yoursdlf in the human
world.”

“I might have gone away if you hadn’t turned up. Y ou’ re not only alovdly little thing, but you' rewilling to
ask me questions.”

Instead of just ordering him around, yes. That would be important to a symbiont, to anyone. “I won't
awaysask,” | admitted.

“I know,” he said. He kissed me. “I want thislife, Shori. I’ ve never wanted any other. | want to liveto be
two hundred yearsold, and | want al the pleasure | know you can give me. | want to live disease free
and strong, and never get feeble or senile. And | want you. Y ou know | want you.”

Infact, he wanted meright then. At once. His hunger ignited mine, and in spite of everything, | did ill
need to feed. | wanted him.

| lost mysdlf in hiswonderful scent. Blindly, | found his neck and bit him deeply before| fully redlized
what | was doing. | hadn’t been so confused and disoriented since | awoke in the cave. | needed more
blood than | usudly did. He held me even though | took no care with him. Afterward, when | wasfully
aware, | was both ashamed and concerned.

| raised myself above him and looked down at him. He gave me asideways smile—ared smile, not just



patient suffering. But fill . . . | put my face down againgt hischest. “I’'m sorry,” | said.

Helaughed. “Y ou know you don’t have anything to gpologize for.” He pulled the blanket up around us,
rolled us over, and dipped into me.

| kissed histhroat and licked his neck where it was still bleeding.

Sometime | ater, aswe lay together, sated, but till taking pleasurein the fed of skinagaingt skin, | said,
“You're mine. Did you know that? Y ou’ re scent is so enticing, and I’ ve nibbled on you so often. You're

- ”

mine
He laughed softly—a contented, gentle sound. “1 thought | might be,” he said.

That afternoon, we were al awake and restless, so Celia suggested we get away from Punta Nublada for
awhile and take adrive, have a picnic—ameal to be eaten outside and away from so many strangers. |
liked theidea. It was a chance for usto get to know one another alittle better and a chance to think
beyond the last Council night.

While | added my hooded jacket, gloves, and sunglassesto my usua jeans and T-shirt, the four of them
prepared amed from the refrigerator. Ceiatold me | looked as though | were about to go out into the
dead of winter.

“Aren’t you hot?’ she asked.
“I'mnot,” | said. “Thewesather iscool. I'll befine.” They felt changesin the westher morethan | did.

They took me at my word and packed their food and some cold soda and beer in the Styrofoam cooler
that we had bought for our night in the woods in Washington. They had made sandwiches from leftover
turkey, roast beef, and cheddar cheese, and took along afew bananas, some red seedless grapes, and
the remains of a German chocolate cake. We dl fit comfortably in Celiaand Brook’ s car, and Brook
drove us out to the highway and then northward toward a place Joel knew about.

We chose a space on the bluffs overlooking the ocean where there was aflat patch of grass and bare
rock to sit on and from where we could watch the waves pounding the beach and the rocks below.
Brook had thought ahead enough to bring dong ablanket and a pair of large towels from the guest house
linen closet. Now she spread them on the ground for us, sat down on one of the towels, and began egting
athick turkey-and-cheddar sandwich. The others took food from the cooler and sat around eating and
drinking and speculating about whether the Silk symbionts hated their Ina.

“I think they do,” Cdiasaid. “They must. | would if | had to put up with those people.”

“They don’'t,” Brook said. “1 met one of them when they first arrived. She' sahistorian. She writes
books—novels under one name and popular history under another. She says she couldn’t have found a
better place to wind up. She says Russell’ s generation and even Milo help her get thelittle detail sright,
especidly inthefiction. She says she likesworking with them. Maybe she' sunusud, but | didn’t get the
feding that she resented them.”

Jod said, “1 think that doctor who questioned Shori yesterday joined them so he could learn more about
what they are and what makes them tick. | wonder what questions he would have asked if he'd had a
choice”

“He sdefinitdy hungry to know more,” | said. “He wantsto understand how we surviveterribleinjuries,
how we hedl.”



Joel nodded and took a second roast-beef sandwich. “I wonder what he' d do if he discovered
something, some combination of genes, say, that produced substances that caused rapid healing. Who
would hetd!?’

“Noone” | sad. “The Silkswould never let him tell anyone.”

“Maybe he just wantsit for himsdlf,” Wright said. “Maybe he just wantsto be able to heal the way Shori
did.”

| shook my heed. “1 don’'t believe anyone would want to go through aheding likethat. | can’t begin tell
you whét the pain waslike.”

They dl looked at me, and | redlized that the doctor wasn't the only one who wanted to heal the way |
did.

| soread my hands. “I’' m sharing the ability with you inthe only way | can,” | said. “Y ou're aready better
at heding than you were.”

They nodded and opened more food, soda, and tall brown bottles of beer.

After awhilel sad, “I haveto ask you something, and | need you to think about the question and be
honest.” | paused and looked at each of them. “Have any of you had a problem with either of the
Braithwaites or their symbionts?’ | asked.

There was silence. Brook had lain down on her back on her towel and closed her eyes, but she was not
dozing. Cdiawas Sitting next to Jodl, glancing at him now and then. Her scent let me know that she was
very much attracted to him. He, on the other hand, was glancing at Wright who had sat down next to me,
taken my gloved hand, kissed it, bit it alittle as he looked at me, then held it between his own hands. He
was showing off. And for the moment, | wasletting him get away withiit.

“TheBrathwaites,” Cdiasad. “Joan could cut glasswith that tongue of hers, but | think she' sredly
okay. Shejust sayswhat she means.”

“Areyou thinking about moving in with the Braithwaites?” Jod asked.

“I am, yes, for awhile. . . if they’ll have me. That’swhy I’'m asking al of you whether you' ve seen
anything or know anything against them. If you have reason to want to avoid them, tell me now.”

“I likethem,” Jodl said. “They’ re strong, decent people, not bigotslike the Silks and the Dahlmansand a
couple of the other Council members.”

“| barely know the Braithwaites,” Brook said. “| danced with one of their symbiontsat aparty.” She
smiled. “Hewas okay, and | got the impression he was happy, that he liked being their symbiont. That's

usudly agood sgn.”

| got the impression she thought the Braithwaite symbiont was more than just “okay.” Brook might wind
up enjoying our stay with the Braithwaites more than the rest of us—if the Braithwaites agreed to let me
vigt themfor awhile.

“So you' re not thinking of trying to get them to adopt you?” Jodl asked.

“I don’'t believe | want to be adopted,” | said. “I can’t remember my female family at dl, but I’'m part of
them. | can learn about them and see that their memory is continued by continuing their family. If I'm
adopted, my female family vanishesinto history just like my malefamily did. And I’ ve promised to mate



with the Gordons.” | thought of Danidl and almost smiled. “1 don’'t know whether that will happen, but |
hopeit will, and I'm not going to do anything to prevent it.”

“Soyou' Il wind up having six or eight children al by yoursdf,” Wright said. “Isthat the way it will be?’

“Eventudly,” | said. “But I'm thinking about doing what Hayden said last night—adopting arelative, a
young girl from afamily with too many girls. That way there will betwo of us. Preston says| can't do that
until I’ m an adult mysdlf, dthough | can look around. | hopeto be ableto live with severd different
families and learn what they can teach me. I'll read their books, listen to their elders”

“You'retrying to get yourself an education,” Jod said.

| nodded. “I have to re-educate myself. Right now, you probably know more about Ina history and
about being Inathan | do. | haveto learn. Problem s, | don’t know what my re-education will cost.”

He amiled. “Better ask,” he said. “Although, actualy, | think Joan will tell you whether you ask or not.
Learning is good, though. My father made sure | picked up as much education as | could even before |
went off to college. From what Hayden hastold me, I’'m one of maybe afew hundred humansin the
world who can speak and read Ina.”

And Theodora would have been ancther, | thought.

“It will beawhile before we haveahome,” | said. “But asmy families affairs are sorted out, and we
begin to have more money, you' |l be able to have the things you want and do what you want to do.
Maybe one of you wants to write books or learn another language or learn woodworking or red estate.”
| smiled. “Whatever you like. And there will be more of you. At least three more, eventudly.”

“Seven people,” Wright said. “I understand the need, but | don't likeit.”

“I like theideaof moving around for awhile,” Brook said. “When | waswith losf, we didn’t travel much
at al. Except for elders going to Councils of one kind or another, most adult Inado very little traveling,
probably because traveling is such a production, with so many people needing to travel together. I'm
definitely reedy to do sometraveing.”

“Onceyou vetraveled for awhile, you'll probably be ready to settle down again pretty fast,” Cdiasad.
“My father wasin the army while | was growing up. We moved dl thetime. As soon as| made friends or
began to like a school, we were gone again. This sounds as though it will belike that. Meet afriend, spot
anice guy, start aproject, then you' re on your way somewhere else.”

“We |l be staying mosily with femae families, won't we?’ Wright asked.

“Wewill,” | said. “If it doesn’t cause trouble, we'll pay short visitsto the Gordons and the Leontyevs,
but as | understand it, my pheromones are going to give males more and more trouble as | approach
adulthood.”

“Bound to be true,” Wright growled into my ear. The growl made my whole body tingle.
“Stop that,” | said, laughing, and he laughed, too.
“So dl we haveto do,” Cdliasad, “isget through tonight. Then we can get on with our lives.”

| talked with Margaret Braithwaite that evening. | went to her office-bed-room before the third night of
the Council could begin.



“Shori, you shouldn’t ask me about this now,” she said. *Y ou should have waited until judgment was
passed and the Council had concluded its business.”

| had found her looking through abook she' d borrowed from Hayden. | hadn’t seen her borrow it, but
the book smelled deeply of him and only alittle of her. One of hisolder Inahistories.

“Why should | have waited?’ | asked. “Have | broken somerule?’

“Oh, no. Norule. It'sjust that . . . It'sjust that you might not want to come to us once you hear the
judgment.”

| thought about that. 1t seemed impossible that anyone had failed to hear the liesthat the Silksand
Katharine Dahlman had told. The el ders were much more experienced than | wasin reading the signs.
“Isit possible that the Council memberswill fail to see what the Silks have done?’ | asked.

“Itisnot possible” shesaid. “The problemisn’t their guilt and Katharing' s. The problem iswhat to do
about it. What punishment to impose?’

“They killed twelve Ina—all of my mae and fema e families—and nearly ahundred symbionts. From
what I’ ve heard, none of the people they killed had ever harmed them. How can they be allowed to get
away with what they’ ve done?’

“Y ouwant themto die.”

“I want them to die.”

“Would you hdp kill them?’

| stared back at her. “1 would.”

Shesghed. “They’ll die, Shori, but not in the quick satisfying way you probably hopefor. That won't
happen—except, perhaps, in Katharine' s case. She and her family haven’t been good about maintaining
friendshipsand dliances. Very stupid of them. But the Silk family will not be killed today.”

“Why?

“Because asterrible astheir crimesare, | don’t believe the Council vote will be unanimous. Understand,
I’'mtelling you what | believe, not what | know. I might be wrong, although | doubt it. The Council won't
want to wipe out an ancient and once-respected family. They’ll want to give them achanceto survive.”

| didn’t say anything for awhile. | hated Katharine Dahlman. | would see her dead sooner or later, no
matter what anyone said. | hated the Silks, too, but it was a different, lessimmediate hate. They had
killed people| no longer knew, and they had killed without knowing me. | wanted to see the Silks dead,
but | didn’'t need to see them dead in the way that | needed to see Katharine dead. That wasn’'t the way
| should havefdlt, but it wastheway | did fed.

| said, “Daniel told methat the Silks unmated sons might be taken from them and adopted by other
families”

Joan nodded. “| think that will happen. If it does, the word will be spread tonight by mail, by phone, and
by email to dl theworld' slnacommunities. I'm glad Danid |et you know what could happen.”

“What if the Silks decide to come after me again? | wastheir main target dl along because | wasthe one
in whom the human genetic mix worked best. They killed so many just to get to me.”



“They havethe possihility of rebuilding their family if Russall’ssons generation can convince their mates
to try to have more children. They will lose that opportunity if they make another attempt on your life or
on thelives of your people—even if they fail. If they try again, they will bekilled.”

| looked at her for severa seconds. “Y ou truly believe thiswill stop them from secretly trying kill me or
perhapstrying to kill my childrenin the future?’

“Inaare linked worldwide, Shori. If the Silks give their word—and they mugt giveit if they areto leave
here alive—and then bresk it, they will al bekilled and any new sons adopted away. Their family will
vanish. They know this.”

“Then. .. will you permit meto cometo you with my symbionts, learn from you for awhile, work for
you to pay our way?’

She sighed. “For how long?’
| hesitated. “One year. Perhapstwo.”

“Come back to me when the Council hasfinished with itsbusiness. | believe that we will welcome you,
but | can’'t answer until I’ ve spoken with my sigter.”

Therewasaforma fed to al this—as though we had spoken ritua words. Had we? | would find out
eventudly.

“What about Katharine?’ | asked.
She shook her head. “I don’'t know.”
“I| don't believe | could let her go.”
“Wait and see”

“Theodorawasn't even aperson to Katharine. She wasjust something Katharine could snatch away
from me to make me wesker.”

“I know. Don’'t give her what she wants. Wait, Shori. Wait and see.”

twenty-eight

There were no parties on the night of the third Council session. The hall was so full that there was not
enough segting for everyone. People stood or brought chairs from the houses. No one seemed to want to
st on the concrete floor. Seats had been roped off for my symbiontsin front, as had seats on the
opposite sde of the hal for the Silks and their symbionts.

The members of the Council seated themselves as usud, in the same order, and when they were dl
setled, Preston stood up. Thiswas everyone ssigna to be quiet and pay attention. Preston waited until
slence had worked itsway from the front to the back of the room. Then he said, “Russdll Silk, do you
have anything further to say or any more questionsto ask of Shori Matthews or of anyone that you or she
has asked to spesk to this Council 7’

Thiswas Russdll’ slast chance to speak, to defend hisfamily, and to make me look bad. Of course,
anyone he called, | could question, too.



Russdll stood up. “1 have no oneelseto cal,” he said, holding his microphone, looking out toward the
audience. Then he turned and faced the Council. “1 supposein asensg, | call on dl of you to remember
that my family has maintained good and honorabl e friendships with many of you. Remember that the Silk
family helped some of you immigrate to this country in times of war or paolitical chaosin your former
homes. Remember that in dl the time you’ ve known us, we have not lied to you or cheated you.

“What matters most to us, to every member of the Silk family, isthe welfare of the Inapeople. We Ina
are vagtly outnumbered by the human beings of thisworld. And how many of us have been butchered in
their wars? They destroy one another by the millions, and it makes no difference to their numbers. They
breed and breed and breed, while we live long and breed dowly. Their lives are brief and, without us,
riddled with disease and violence. And yet, we need them. We take them into our families, and with our
help, they are ableto live longer, stay free of disease, and get dong with one another. We could not live
without them.

“But we are not them!
“We are not them!
“Children of the great Goddess, we are not them!”

He shook with theintensity of hisfedling. He had to take severd breaths before he could continue. “We
are not them,” hewhispered. “Nor should we try to be them. Ever. Not for any reason. Not evento gain
the day; the cost istoo great.”

He stood for a second longer in silence, then sat down and put his microphone back on its stand. The
room had gone completdly slent.

Once he sat down, Preston broke the silence. * Shori, is there anyone you would like to question or
anything you would liketo say?’

“I have questions,” | said, standing up with my microphone. | had thought of something as Russdll
spoke—something prompted by what he had said and by my having seen Joan Braithwaite reading a
history book just ashort while ago. It seemed to me that Russall had just admitted that hisfamily hed
killed my families. He wanted usto believe that he had done it for agood reason. | said to Preston, “I
want to ask you afew questions, if that’sdl right.”

Preston looked surprised. “All right. Russell questioned me so | do qudify as someone you can question

| nodded. “1 ask this because of my limited knowledge of Inalaw. Preston, isthere alegal, nonletha way
of questioning someone' s behavior? | mean, if | believed that you were doing something that could be
harmful to other Ina, would | be ableto bring it to the attention of a council of some kind or some other
group?’

Preston did not smile, did not change expression at dl, but | got the impression he was pleased with me.
“Thereis” hesad. “If you believed | were doing something to the detriment of the Ina, something that
was not exactly againgt law, but that you serioudy believed was harmful, you could ask for a Council of
the Goddess.”

Russdll snatched up his microphone and protested. “ Council of the ... That hasn't been donefor at least
twenty-five hundred years.”

“You are aware of it, then?’ | asked him.



“It wouldn't have been taken serioudy. No one' sdoneiit for two thousand—"
“Didyoutry?’
“Y our families made no secret of the fact that they didn’t even believe in the Goddess!”

From the hypothetical to thered. Cardless of him. “Would that have mattered?’ | asked. “Could my
family haveignored acdll to take part in a Council of the Goddess?’

Russdll said nothing. Perhaps he had remembered where he was and exactly what was being argued.
“Preston, would it have mattered?’

“Therule of seven would apply,” Preston answered. “If the rule of seven is satisfied and the accused
family refusesto attend, the Council would be carried on regardless of its absence. The family would be
bound by any vote of the Council, asthough it had been present. If the family were ordered to stop
whatever they were doing, and they refused to stop, they would be punished.”

| stared across at Russell. “Preston, has the Silk family ever tried to assemble a Council of the Goddess
to discuss or warn againgt the genetic work of my el dermothers?’

“Not to my knowledge,” Preston said. “Russdll?’

Again, Russall said nothing. It didn’t matter. Surely he had dready said enough. | sat down and put my
microphone back inits place.

“Does any Council member have questions?’ Preston asked.
No one spoke.

“All right,” he said. “ Council members, | ask you now to count yourselves. Isthe Silk family guilty of
having made human beings their tools and sent those human tools to kill the Petrescu and the Matthews
families? Arethe Slks adso guilty of sending their toolsto burn the Petrescu guest house where Shori
Matthews and her symbionts were staying? Are the Silks guilty of sending their toolsto attack the
Gordon family here at Punta Nublada? And aso, was Katharine Dahiman, the Silks first advocate, guilty
of sending one of her symbionts, Jack Roan, to kill one of Shori Matthews s symbionts, Theodora
Harden?’ He paused, then said, “ Zoé Fotopoul 0s?’

| had decided that Zoé was the most beautiful Inal had ever seen. Her age—over three hundred—didn’t
seem to matter. Shewastdl, lean, and blond like most Inabut was a striking, memorable woman. When
shearrived, | had asked Wright what he thought of her. He said, “ Sculpted. Perfect, like one of those
Greek statues. If she had boaobs, I' d say she was the best-looking woman I’ ve ever seen.”

Poor Wright. Maybe one of the Braithwaite symbionts would have large breasts.

“Shori Matthews hastold usthe truth,” Zoé said. “1 have not once caught her in alie. Either she has been
very careful or sheisexactly what she seemsto be. My impression isthat sheis exactly what she appears
to be—achild, deeply wronged by both the Silk family and Katharine Dahiman. Members of the Silk
family, on the other hand, have lied again and again. And Katharine Dahlman haslied. It seemsthat all
thiskilling was done because Shori’ s families were experimenting with ways of using human DNA to
enable usto walk in daylight. And it ssemsthat no lega methods of questioning or stopping the
experiments were even attempted.” She took adeep breath. “1 stand with Shori against both the Silks
and Katharine Dahlman.”



“ Joan Braithwaite?’ Preston said.

“Shori told the truth, and Katharine and the Silkslied,” Joan said. “ That' sdl that matters. | must stand
with Shori againgt both.”

“ Alexander Svoboda?’

“| stand with Shori againgt Katharine Dahiman,” he said. “But | must stand with the Silks against Shori.
Shori hastold thetruth, asfar as she knows, asfar as sheis able to understand with her damaged
memory, but | can’t condemn the Silks as afamily because of what one child, one serioudy impaired
child, believes”

And yet, every Silk who had spoken to the Council had lied about what he had done, about what he
knew, or both. How could Katharine Dahlman be punished for killing one symbiont and the Silks let off
for killing twelve Inaand nearly ahundred symbionts? But that was Alexander’ sless than courageous
decison.

“Peter Marcu?’ Preston said.

“| stand with Shori,” Peter Marcu said. “I don’t want to. My family has been friends with the Silksfor
four generations. There was even atime when we got along well with the Dahlmans. But Shori has been
telling the truth all dong, and the others have been lying. Whatever their reasons are for whét they’ ve
done, they did do it, and for the sake of the rest of our people and al our symbionts, we cannot alow
thisto go unpunished.”

“AnaMoraiu?’

“| stand with the Silks and with Katharine Dahiman,” Anasaid. “ Shori Matthewsis much too impaired to
be permitted to speak against other Ina. How can we destroy peopl €' slives, even kill them on theword
of achild whose mind has been dl but destroyed and who, even if shewere hedlthy, isbarely Inaat dl?
It isatragedy that the Petrescu and Matthews families are dead. We shouldn’t deepen the tragedy by
killing or disrupting other families”

She was the one who had said Katharine Dahlman might be telling the truth. Now she seemed to be
saying that my families had smply been unlucky and had, for some unknown reason, died, and thet it
would be wrong to punish anyone for that. Nothing wrong, she seemed to think, with letting your friends
get away with mass murder.

“Alice Rappaport?”

“I stland with Shori,” Alice said. “ Katharine and the Silks are liars, people who use murder but never
think to use the law. They know better than anyone here that we can’t let them go unpunished. And what
about the rest of you? Do you want to return to aworld of lawless family feuds and masskilling?”

“Harold Wesfdl?'

“| stand with Shori,” Harold said. “To let thisgo would be to endanger usal in thelong run. Both the
Silks and Katharine must be punished for what we dl know they’ ve done.”

He glanced at me unhappily. | got the impression he didn’t want to be here. He didn’t want to stand with
me. | suspected he didn’t even like me much. But he was doing his duty and trying to do it as honestly as
he could. | respected that and was grateful for it.

“KiraNicolau.”



“| stland with Shori asfar asKatharineis concerned,” Kirasaid. “What Katharine did was completely
wrong, and | have no doubt that she did it. | don’t believe she even meant to convince us otherwiseg; it
just didn’t seem very important to her. But asto the other problem, | must stand with the Silks. | don't
believe Shori’ s memories and accusations should be trusted. I’ m not convinced that Shori understands
the Stuation as well as she believes she does. She believes what she says, that’ s clear. In that sense, she
istdling thetruth. But like Alexander, I'm not willing to disrupt or destroy the Silk family on the word of
someone as disabled as Shori Matthews clearly is”

Nothing about the liesthe Silks had told. Nothing about my dead families. And yet, Kirahersdf was
telling the truth asfar as| could see. Sheredly seemed to believe that | was so impaired that | didn’t
know what | was talking about. She had somehow convinced herself of that.

“lon Andrel?’

There was amoment of silence. Findly lon said, “1 stand with the Silks and with Katharine. | don’t want
to. | believe the Silks may have murdered Shori’ sfamilies. It's certainly possible. And Katharine may
have sent her symbiont after Shori’s symbiont. But, like Kira, | cannot in good conscience base such a
judgment on the words of someone as disabled as Shori is”

It was painful to listen to them. | wanted to scream at them. How could they blind al their senses so
selectively? And how could they see me as so impaired? Maybe they needed to see me that way. Maybe
it helped them ded with their conscience.

“Walter Nagy?’

“I stand with Shori,” Walter said. “And | would stand with her even if she were out of her mind because
itisso painfully obviousthat the Silks and Katharine Dahlman were lying dmost every timethey
answered a question. They have committed murder and, in the case of the Silks, mass murder. If we
excuse that in those we like, we open adoor that we tried to lock tight centuries ago. Make no mistake.
If we ignore these murders, we invite people to settle disputes themsalves, and we risk exposurein the
human world. We are, every one of us, vulnerableto the firesthat consumed Shori’ sfamilies”

There wasamoment of slence. Findly, Preston said, “ Elizabeth Akhmatova?’

“I stand with Shori,” Elizabeth said. “ For al the reasons Walter’ sjust given, | stand with her. And | stand
with her because I’ ve watched her. She isimpaired. | can't imaginewhat it would be liketo losethe
memory of nearly dl of the years of one slife. Her memory was stolen from her. But her ability to reason
wasn't stolen. The questions she's asked—questions that were answered again and again with liesand
misdirection—were good, sensible questions. The questions she answered, she answered honestly. The
murdererswho killed her families and her symbiont, the thieves who stole her past from her—should
these peopl e be rewarded because they did such a savagely thorough job? No, of course not. Shori, on
the other hand, should be rewarded for using her intellect to protect hersdf and to find the murderers.”

twenty-nine.
A nd that wasthat. There was amoment of silence, then Preston stood up. “The decisonismade,” he
sad.

“A mgority of seven members of this eeven-member Council of Judgment have stood with Shori
Matthews and against both Katharine Dahlman and the Silk family. Therefore, Katharine Dahlman and
the Silk family must be punished for the wrongs they have done. But because the decision was not



unanimous, their punishment must be other than deeth.

“For the wrongs the Silk family has done—for their complete destruction of the Petrescu family, for their
nearly complete destruction of the Matthews family, and for their attempted destruction of the Gordon
family—the pendty, by written law, isthe dissolution of the Silk family. The five unmated Silk sons must
be adopted by five familiesin five countries other than the United States of America. Each will mate as
the maes of hisnew family mate. They will be Silk no longer.”

The room was utterly silent. Even the Silks made no sound. | wondered how they could keep silent. Was
it pride? Wasit pain? Were they refusing to believe the sentence or only refusing to let others see their
pain? | looked acrossthe room at Russall Silk.

He stared back at me with utter hatred. If he could have killed me, | think he would have done it with
pleasure. | redized coldly that | felt the same toward him. If he came after meand | could kill him, |
would—joyfully.

Preston said, “ Russdll, you' ve heard your family’ s sentence.”
Russdll managed to turn away from me and direct his hateful stare at Preston.
“Stand,” Preston ordered.

Russdll made no moveto rise. He turned to look at me again. He looked as though he wanted to kill me
50 badly that it was hurting him.

“Russl Silk,” Preston said in that big, deep, clear voice of his. “ Stand,” he said, “ Stand and speak for
yoursdf and your family.”

Russdl Silk rose dowly, and | watched him. He was at the very edge of his contral. If he lost control, he
would certainly come for me. He was haf again my height and easily twice my weight—an adult Ina
male. Not adeer. But he was old. Perhaps not as fast as adeer. Watching him, | decided | could ride
him. | could be on him before he could stop me. | could tear out histhroat. It wouldn't kill him, athough
my venom might tame him for me, make him obey. If it didn’t, it would surely dow him down, givemea
chanceto twist hishead right off. No one could recover from that. | could do that. | could.

“Y ou must accept the sentence,” Preston said. “ Then each member of your family must stand and accept
it. By your acceptance, you give your word, each of you, that there will be peace between the Silks and
the Matthews, peace between the Silks and the Gordons, peace for aperiod of at least three hundred
yearsfrom today.”

Preston paused, his eyes on Russdl|l asintently as mine were. “ The pendty for refusing to accept your
sentence or for breaking your word once you' ve given it isimmediate desth—deeth for you, Russdll, and
for each mated member of your family.” He paused and looked at the Silk family waiting in the audience.
“Do you accept your sentence?’ he demanded.

Rus=| launched himsdf toward me.

| stood up and away from the table, ready for him, eager for him. It was like being eager for sex or for
feeding.

But before he could reach me, before | could taste his blood, two of his sons and one of his brothers
legped up from the front row, grabbed him, and dragged him down. They held him while he struggled
beneath them, screaming. At firgt, it seemed that he wasn't making words. He was only looking a me
and screaming. Then | began to recognize words: “Murdering black mongre bitch. . .” and “What will



shegiveusdl?Fur? Tals?’

Hedidn’t shed tears. | wondered suddenly whether we could cry theway humansdid. Russell just lay
curled on his side, moaning and choking.

| watched the whole group of Silks, clustered in the first few rows on Russell’ s side of theroom. Milo
glared & me, but the others were focused on Russdll, who seemed to be dowly regaining his sanity.

Wright and Joel got up and came toward me, but | waved them back to their seats. They couldn’t
regrow lost parts. Better for them to stay clear.

Milo looked from me to them—along, dow look. Then helooked at me again. It was an obvious threst.

Daniel Gordon, hisfathers, and his brothers came up to stand behind me. In silence, they looked back at
Milo.

The pile of Silkson the floor untangled itself, and dl four of them stood up. After amoment, Russdll went
back to histable and stood by it. Therest of hisfamily watched him, as the three who had restrained him
went back to their seats.

At the same time, the Gordons behind me melted away and went back to their seats as silently asthey
had come. | sat down a my table.

Preston repeated in an oddly gentle voice, “ Russall Silk, do you accept your sentence?’

It was as though there had been no interruption. Russdll looked down at histable, then stared at me.
“Whét isto be done with the Matthews child?’ he demanded.

“Nothing a al,” Preston said.

“ She should be adopted. Shel sachild. She'sill. She should be looked after, brought into afamily that
can teach her how to at least pretend to be Ina.”

“Y ou created Shori’ s problems,” Preston said. “But solving them is not your concern. Y our only concern
now iswhether you accept your sentence or regject it. Now, for the last time, do you accept your
sentence?’

Russdll looked at hisfamily—hisfather, his brothers, his sons, and his five youngersons who would soon
be leaving the Silk family to be adopted by others. Adoption was apparently so permanent athing that
therewas no possibility of their sneaking back home or uniting as Silks in another country or another part
of the United States. For one thing, they would eventudly be mated to different families of females. And
their sonswould never be Silks.

It took Russdll amost afull minute to make himsdlf say thewords. “I . . . accept . . . the sentence.”
“Milo S1k?’ Preston said.

Milo stood up. In an ancient, paper-dry voice that | had not heard from him before, he said, “1 accept the
sentence.” Then he sat down again and sagged forward in his chair, staring at the floor, elbows resting on
his knees.

Once he had said it, each of therest of his sons could say it. Then their sons could say it. Finally the
youngest, unmated sons—those who were giving their word that they accepted absolute, permanent
banishment—could say it. It still seemed wrong to me that they should be the onesto bear the worst of



the punishment. Each might never see hisfathers or his brothers again, and three of them were children.
They were the only onestruly not responsible for what their €l ders had done to my families.

It occurred to me suddenly that Russell had asked about my being adopted becauseif 1, like his sons,
became amember of adifferent family, he might not be legaly forbidden from attacking me. If | were not
Shori Matthews, but Shori Braithwaite, for ingtance, | might befair game. The Braithwaites might befair
game. | had no intention of being adopted, but | did intend to ask Preston if my suspicionsweretrue.

The Gordons quietly separated the Silksfrom their unmated sons. The sons' symbionts joined them
quickly, and that was agood thing. It would ease their pain to have these loved and needed people with
them, people they had probably known most their lives. The sonswould be taken from their fathers but
not from the humans who were closest to them. In fact, someone would have to collect the rest of their
symbionts back at the Silk community and reunite them with their Ina. | was glad to see that one of the
son' s symbionts was the doctor who had questioned me. It was good that he could be away from the
ugly contempt of the adults. The Silk son to whom he was bound wastaller than | was, but he looked no
older.

The youngest Silks and their symbionts were herded out of the room by severa adult Ina—the siblings of
those who had served on the Council of Judgment. Perhaps these were the people who would have had
to carry out the death sentence if there had been one. Was that the arrangement? One brother or sister
passed judgment and the other helped to carry out the sentence?

The adult Silks watched, distraught. Their obvious pain was so much at odds with their utter tillness that
it was hard to look at them. They stared at their children, their family’ sfuture, walking away, and in that
vast room, no one spoke aword.

Then the youngest Silks were gone, and we dl sat looking at one another.

Preston coughed—an odd sound from him since he did it to get our attention rather than to clear his
throat. “We must aso attend to the matter of Katharine Dahlman,” he said. He looked at her where she
sat near the Silks. “ Stand, please, Katharine, and come forward.”

Very dowly, she stood up and came to the microphone that stood alonein the arc.

Preston, also standing, faced her. “ For the wrong that you' ve done, Katharine Dahlman—for using your
own symbiont, Jack Roan, as amurderoustool, for having him kill Theodora Harden, the symbiont of
Shori Matthews—you must, according to written law, have both your legs severed at mid-thigh.” He
took a breath. “Katharine, do you accept your sentence?’

She leaned forward to speak into the microphone, then had to lower it to her height. “1 do not,” she said
when she had finished. “ The punishment istoo extreme. It does not fit the minor crimethat | committed.”

“Minor crimel” | said loudly. “How can murdering awoman who never harmed you, who never even
threatened you be aminor crime?’

Shedidn’'t even glance a me. “I ask that the members of the Council consider my punishment and count
themsdvesfor or agang it.”

| looked at Preston. | found it intolerable that K atharine would be permitted to live. Now shewas
whining about having to suffer at dl. If she accepted her punishment, in ayear or two, she would have
legs again and be fine, but Theodorawould still be dead. Minor crime?

“I will give up my left hand to pay for my . . . crime,” Katharine said. “ That’s more than justice.”



“Or perhaps only afinger!” | said. “Maybe afingernail would do. But if the penaty isso smadl, then |
should be able to do to you what you did to me. Which of your symbionts shall | take?’

Shelooked at me with more hatred and contempt than | would have thought she could manage, then she
turned away and spoke to Preston. “I demand a count of the Council. | have aright to that.”

“There has been a count asto your guilt. Once that vote went againgt you, your guilt and punishment
were decided. Y ou have no right to negotiate, and you know it. Y ou knew the law long before you
decided to bresk it.”

She looked away from him, stared past him, and said nothing for several seconds. Findly, she shook her
head. “I can’t accept it. I’ sunjust. That human was not a symbiont because Shori isnot Inal And. . .
and a my age, the punishment would probably kill me.”

What did that mean? Was she saying she thought it was all right to kill innocent human beingswho were
not symbionts?

Preston hesitated, then spoke gently. “Katharine, thisisn't a death sentence. It will be bad. It's supposed
to be bad. Consider what you did to earn it. But your family will ook after you, and in ayear or two,
you'll have hedled. But refusing the sentence, Katharine. . . that would be degth.”

She shook her head. “ Then kill me! Go ahead. Kill me! | cannot accept the punishment you' ve ordered.”

The two of them, not far apart in age, stared at one another. “We' Il take a short bregk,” he said.
“Katharine, go talk with your sister and your symbionts. Think about what you' re doing.” He stepped
away from his place a the table and glanced at his sllent audience. “We Il resumein one hour.”

My symbionts hesitated, then came up to me. | didn’t know why they hesitated until they stayed back
and let Wright be the first to touch me. He took my hand, and when | took his huge hand between both
of mine, the others came up to me.

| realized that they were afraid of me. What had | said or done? How had | looked or acted to make
these people whom | loved and needed most afraid of me? | stood and hugged each of them, holding
Brook for alittle longer than the others because she was trembling so.

“Thetensoninthisplaceislikeabad smell,” | said. “Let’' sgo back to the house for alittle while.”

Weleft the hal and headed toward the guest house. We weren't talking. | think we all wanted what | had
sad—alittle time away from the anger and hatred and painin the hdl. Joel had put hisarm around me
and was, | think, deliberately distracting me with his scent. | needed to be distracted. Both he and Brook
knew enough about the Inato do something like that.

| sat with them in the kitchen while they had coffee and cinnamon-apple muffins. Wright wastaking
about building our first house himsdf, and the othersdidn’t believe he could do it. | did. | kind of liked
theidea

They dared meto taste the coffee, and | tasted it. It was less appealing than plain water, but not
disgusting. | wondered what other human food or drink | could tolerate. When | had moretime, | might
find out.

We talked for awhile longer, then got up and headed back. Suddenly there was confusion and shouting.

Not too far ahead of us, people came spilling out of Henry’ shouse. Before | could understand what was
going on, Katharine Dahlman was therein front of us. She had run from Henry’ shouse, run faster than a
human could, but not that fast for an Ina. She was holding something in front of her, clutched in both



hands.

It took amoment for me to understand that she was holding arifle. She ran ahead of the crowd, then
stopped suddenly and leveled the gun at my symbionts and me.

| charged her. | wasterrified that she would kill another of my symbionts before| could stop her.
Again, | had not kept them safe.

Shefired.

And | felt asthough I d been punched hard, hammered in the ssomach by something impossibly strong.

It was asthough | hung in midair for an instant, not going forward, not dropping. It didn’t happen that
way, of course, but | felt asthoughit did. In fact, my momentum carried meinto her. | hit her with my
feet, and she sarted to fall. | hit theriflewith my hand, shoved it upward, and made her next shot go
wild. Her wegpon was an old bolt-action rifle, perhaps one of those kept handy while the Gordons were
worried about being attacked. If it had been automatic like the ones our attackers had used against us, or
if Katharine had been quick with it, she might have shot me again before | reached her. She might have
battered me down with bullets, then while | was helpless, she could have finished killing me.

Instead, | reached her. Aswe struggled on the ground | tore the gun from her hands and threw it away. |
was surprised that | could. Shewas an adult and larger than | was, even though she was smdl for an Ina.
| could fed her in my hands as she twisted and tried to push me away, tried to tear hersdlf free of me,
tried to bite me.

My own strength was bleeding away. She was winning, holding on to me, pulling me close so that she
could bite and tear. With the last of my strength, | rammed my hand upward, hit her hard under the chin,
pulled mysdf up, and bit down hard into the flesh of her throat.

She screamed. Either she wasterrified of my getting control of her or her pain overwhelmed her. | had
not bitten her for nourishment or out of affection. | meant to destroy her throat, tear it to pieces. Shelet
go of my shouldersto grab my head and push my face away, and in the instant of opportunity that gave
me, | went for a better grip on her with my teeth. | bit through her larynx. She would do no more
screaming for awhile. And | broke her neck—or tried to. | wasn't sure whether | managed it or not
because | lost consciousness before the worst of my own pain could catch up with me.

And thenit wasover.

epilogue
| regained consciousness dowly. It was like struggling up through mud.

| was naked except for one of Wright’ sbig T-shirts. Someone had undressed me and put me to bed.
Theroom was very dark, and | lay doneinbed. | couldn’'t seewell at first. | wasn't in pain from my
wound, but | felt wesk—weak on awhole different scale from anything I d felt sncethe cave. Infact,
thisfet like awakening in the cave. Thistime, though, | thought I’d only lost anight or two.

Then | smelled meat somewhere just beyond to bed. | turned toward it, literally starving. My body had
used up itsresources hedling itsalf and had reached the point of beginning to consumeits own muscle
tissueasfud.



| scuttled toward the mesat, desperate for it.
Someone said, “ Stop, Shori!”
And | stopped. It was Wright. My first.

| pulled back, seeing him now, tdl, broad, and shadowy, sitting in achair next to the bed. | hadn’t
touched him, wouldn't touch him. | pulled back, away from him, clutching the mattress, whimpering. The
hunger was a massive twigting hurt inside me, but | would not touch him. | heard him moving around, then
| caught adifferent scent. Beef. Food.

“Here” hesaid. “Takeit. Eat.” He gave me abig dish filled with lean pieces of raw mest. It wasn't as
freshly killed as | would have preferred, but it was good enough. | gulped the mest, bit the piecesinto
smaller chunks, and swallowed them barely chewed, then gulped more. | finished the platter and grabbed
the new one that Wright offered me, gulping much of it, then, with growing contentment, finishing the rest
more dowly, actualy chewing before | swallowed, feding dmost content, finally content.

| put the platter down, leaned back against the headboard, and sighed. “ Thank you,” | said. “But next
time—if this ever happens again—don’t stay with me. Just leave the mest.”

“I don't ssewhereyou put it dl,” hesaid. “You're so smdll. If you were human, I’ d expect you to be
sck after egting like that.”

“| was sick—from the need to eat.”
“I know but ... oh, it doesn't matter. I'm just grateful you'redl right.”

“Y ou shouldn’t have been here,” | told him again. | shook my head, tried to shake off the memory of
Hugh Tang. “How could the Gordons let you stay here with me?’

“They didn't,” he said. “ They said we should put the mesat in acooler and leaveit in here with you. They
said none of us should go in, that we should wait until you came out.”

“Y ou should have.”

He put something in my hands. It turned out to be severa disposable wipes. | used them to clean my
hands and face. Then he poured water from a pitcher into aglass and handed methe glass. | had seen
neither the pitcher nor the glass until he picked them up from the night table. | was focused on him—his
scent, the sound of his heartbeat, his breathing, hisvoice. It was so good to have him nearby even though
he shouldn’t have been.

| took the glass and drank. “Thank you,” | said. “Why did you disobey the Gordons? Y ou know what |
could have done.”

“I'm not Hugh Tang,” he said. “ And you didn’t have ahead wound thistime. | knew you wouldn’t hurt
rre”

| stared at him, amazed and angry. Y ou don’t understand. The hunger isso terrible. . . Even without a
head wound, | might have killed you.”

“Y ou stopped the ingtant | spoke. | don't believe you would have touched me. In fact, without the head
injury, | don’t think you would have touched anyone € se who had the presence of mind to speak to you.
| was pretty sure | was safe here.”



“You don’'t know what it' sliketobe o . . . so hungry.”

He put hishand on my arm. “I don’t. And | wish you hadn’t had to go throughit. | know you were afraid
Katharine was going to shoot one of us” Very dowly, he gathered meto him. | let him becauseit felt so
good, so completely comfortable to rest against him.

“Aretheothersal right?’ | asked, knowing they were. His manner would have been very different if
someone had been badly injured. Or killed.

He amiled. “They’refine. They' reworried about you. They’ ve been tting with you when | had to take
breaks. It' s been three nights. Preston told usit would be at |east three nights. Hayden said it would more
likely befive or six nights, but Jod said that for Inamedical problems, you can just about aways trust
Preston.”

| shook my head, amazed, thinking about what could have happened. What if | had awakened and
scared Celiaor Brook or attacked them because they tried to run away?“1’m glad | woke when you
were here.”

“Metoo.”
“And . .. what about Katharine?’

“Dead. Wellsand Manning took care of it Since executions are the business of the host family. They can
do it themselves or bring in other familiesto help. But thistime they didn’t need help. They beheaded her,
then burned both the head and the body. She might have healed from what you did to her. Her throat
was already beginning to. But she refused to accept the judgment against her. She preferred degth. She
said shewas just sorry she couldn’t take you with her. Her Sister Sophia accepted the judgment on
behdf of the Dahlman family. Preston says that means we won't have to worry about them coming after
Us”

“Good. | hope that promiseis as good asthe Gordonsthink it is.”

“| asked Hayden about that. He s kind of the Gordons' historian. He said we shouldn’t worry, that not
many people want to risk sacrificing the lives of their whole adult family to violate ajudgment. It's
supposed to be amatter of honor, anyway. He said the Dahimans aren’t alikable family, but it ssemsthat
they are, by their own standards, an honorable one. Sophia Dahiman is the oldest of them now, and she's
given her word. They'll keep it.”

| Sghed. “1 wonder how you can be honorable and il kill the innocent?
“Don’t know,” hesaid. “ They’ re your people.”

| looked up a him. “We Il haveto learn about them together.”

“Wadl,” he said, “Katharine was the guilty one, and now she' sdead.”

Hewasright. That' swhat mattered Theodora was avenged and the rest of my symbionts were safe.
What about my mothers and sisters, my father and brothers? What about my memory?

They were dl gone. The person | had been was gone. | couldn’t bring anyone back, not even mysdif. |
could only learn what | could about the Ina, about my families. | would restore what could be restored.
The Matthews family could begin again. The Petrescu family could not.

“All the Council members have gone home,” Wright said. “ Joan and Margaret Braithwaite left you a



letter and their addresses and phone numbers. They' re okay with us spending ayear or two with them
after you' ve straightened out your parents affairs and talked to Theodora sfamily. Joan saysif you're
going to survive on your own, you' Il need good teachers, and she' swilling to be one of them. Sheaso
said she thought you’ d make adamn good aly someday.”

| thought about that and nodded. “ She'sright. | will.”
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