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CHAPTER ONE

Detroit, Michigan--Tuesday, October 14, 2003


Eli glanced at the wall clock at the rear of the lecture hall.  He'd finished fifteen minutes early.  "We're done for this evening.  Next week there will be a short quiz at the start of the period on tonight's material.  Any questions?"  Several students groaned, but no hands went up.  "Please read chapter thirteen for next time."


While he packed up his notes, one of the female students approached him.  "Professor Howard, I just wanted to tell you how much I'm enjoying this class.  Your perspective makes it sound like you were there and experienced it."


Every semester that he taught Black History 1865-to-present, he could count on at least one student making that remark.  He always replied with, "I was born in 1838 in Jackson, Mississippi.  I was there."  The student's eyes would invariably widen and a smile usually--but not always--would follow from the assumption that it was a joke.


"I appreciate the compliment, Miss Michaels."  Eli shut his attaché.  Out of curiosity, he tapped into her thoughts.  She wasn't sure which surprised her more: the remark itself, or her history professor pulling a presumed joke out of thin air.  "And I will see you next week."  He donned his leather coat and left, with her gaping after him.



Outside, the Wayne State University campus streets glistened from the brief thunderstorm of an hour before.  The storm had left muggy air and deserted campus streets in its wake.


Ahead of him, a young woman exited a classroom building carrying a folded denim jacket on top of the books under her arm as she walked toward the parking lot.  His light-sensitive eyes easily discerned her attractive facial features and flawless skin.  He also spotted the two individuals lurking in the shadows nearby.  He stopped next to a tree and set his attaché on the ground.  The Blue Light Security Phone at the far end of the lot wasn't close enough for quick access by either of them.


Three cars remained in the parking lot.  The woman pulled a set of keys from her jeans pocket and pointed her keyholder.  The door locks on the red Saturn thunked.  Maybe she'd reach her car in time and he wouldn't have to intervene.


The two men sprinted toward her.  She jerked her head up at the wet squeak of sneakers on the asphalt and quickened her pace.  The more muscular of the two, a clean-shaven White in his late twenties or early thirties, darted out of the shadows.  The woman lunged for her car and slipped on some wet leaves.  She caught her balance, but her books, jacket, and keys fell and scattered on the asphalt.  The man pressed himself against her back, squeezing her between him and the car.  She screamed.


Eli fought to control his emotions.  He projected a thought at the man.  No effect.  The distance was too great even for him.


The man clamped his hand over her mouth.  "Shut the fuck up, bitch!"


She struggled and attempted an Aikido maneuver that Eli recognized, but she wasn't experienced at it.  The man turned her around and wrestled her to the ground, ripping her blouse in the process.  She screamed again.


The man slapped her, then pinned her arms and straddled her.  "Don't piss me off, bitch.  Ain't no one around to hear you."


The second man, slender and a few years older, exited from the shadows.  "Hurry up, Donny.  I want some, too."


"Get your lazy ass over here and gag her!"  He leered at the woman.  "Quit fightin' and you might enjoy it."


Emotions too long suppressed rose inside Eli.  Several long strides brought him behind the two men.  Now he was close enough.  His telepathic stun temporarily disabled the second man.  Almost simultaneously, Eli dug his fingers into the back of the other man's neck and yanked him off the woman.


"What the fuck!"


He spun the man around and stared hard at him.


"Who the fuck are you?"


The man jerked back; Eli's strong fingers wrapped around his neck and found the pressure points.  Deep inside him a door unlocked.  Behind it lay memories of a different world, a different time, and a different Eli Howard, one well acquainted with anger and violence.  The worst of those memories pushed the door ajar.


The man choked; his face turned red.  The smell of his fear mingled with the humid, fall-scented air.  With his feet nearly dangling, the man's eyes began to close.


Eli abruptly dropped him.  He stepped around the woman to where the second man was reviving and pulled him up by the jacket.  Forming his left thumb and forefinger into a V, he pressed them under the man's throat, lifting him, gagging him.  He drove his free fist into the man's nose.


The man gurgled.  "Fu--" escaped his lips a moment before the telepathic blast put him to sleep.


Eli stood there, facing away from the woman while he reined in his emotions.  He couldn't change what she had seen, but in her hysterical state of mind she might believe some of it imagined or exaggerated.  He turned to her.


"Are you all right?" he asked in a voice that he forced to be calm and soothing.


She scrabbled away and pushed her back against the side of her car.


"I am not going to hurt you.  I'm Professor Howard, and I teach night courses here."  He proffered his hand.


With short, rapid breaths, she pressed her hands onto the pavement.  An imposing, six-foot-three black man--he hadn't gotten used to being "African-American"--dressed in black and with a shaved head would not instill confidence under the best of circumstances.


He stepped back and took out his cell phone.  "I'll call the University Police."


She shivered against the car while he reported the incident.  Distrust filled her eyes.


"They're on the way.  I'll wait with you until they arrive."


"Th-thank you."  Her sobs had lessened.


He proffered his hand again.  Trembling, she reached to accept it.  He effortlessly pulled her to her feet, then retrieved the items she'd dropped and handed her the jacket.  "Put this on."


She turned away while she did, as if she'd just realized her state of undress.


He pointed at the two unconscious men.  "They won't bother you further.  If you wish to file a report, I'll be your witness."


She shook her head.  On the streets of Detroit, unless the attempted rape could be proved, little or nothing would be done.  On campus, she stood a better chance of justice.  The University Police, while commissioned police officers, were a different breed.  Still, she would have to file a report and relive the nightmare.


In the distance he heard running footsteps.  Moments later, two male officers arrived.  "What happened?" one asked.


"I'm Professor Howard," he said.  "I was on my way home when I saw those two men," he pointed, "running at this woman."  He had already fixed the rapists' faces in his mind.  "I tripped one.  He landed on his face; I think he broke his nose.  The other one had grabbed her and torn her blouse.  I pulled him off by the throat, overzealously perhaps."


The officer nodded and proceeded to cuff the two men.


"Are you all right, miss?" the other one asked.


Her breathing had become less labored, but the tears were starting.  "If h-he hadn't been here..."


"Do you need me for anything else?" Eli asked the officers.


"Not right now, sir.  We'd like a statement, but you can do that tomorrow.  Is there a number where we can contact you?"


After giving them his home and office numbers, he walked out of the parking lot and turned right onto Second Street.  When the weather accommodated him, he preferred walking to driving.  Reaching Woodward, he headed north.  Years of practice with his telepathic powers had enabled him to make people not notice him on these streets.  Tonight, he didn't care.  Let them see him.


Crime had existed in Detroit for decades, but never this bad.  For over eighty years Detroit had been his home.  He remembered when young women could walk these streets without being assaulted.  Detroit used to be a proud and safe city, where white people weren't afraid to go into Downtown.


Three blocks later, a hustling drug dealer shoved a small packet at him.  "I'll make you a deal, special price tonight."


Eli stared at him.  A simple telepathic command made the dealer drop the packet and run.  If only it were that easy to rid Detroit of all the drug dealers.  He picked up the heroin and put it in his pocket, to dispose of later so some kid wouldn't get his hands on it.


A woman stepped into his path.  "Fifty to make ya happy?  Hundred for the night."


Young, still attractive.  For how long?  "No, thank you."


When she reached out to rub his groin, he stopped her.  "It's half price.  Big, han'some men don' come by here much."


He peered into her mind.  She had a kid.  Handing her a hundred-dollar bill, he said, "Buy something nice for your son."


Detroit was rich in Black history.  Once comfortable with his vampire side, he'd come here to explore his racial heritage.  He chose a random cross street and walked east.  From one of the rundown houses raised voices pierced the night air: shouting, cursing, blaming.


At Oakland he turned north again and several blocks later entered the Boston-Edison district.  He stopped in front of an old house, once a prominent dwelling in this neighborhood.  Now it was forgettable.  A cracked sidewalk led up to his porch and the dark living room beyond it.  Adrian must be out clubbing instead of enjoying the new bigscreen TV he'd convinced Eli to buy.


"You have to keep up with the latest technology," Adrian had said.


Just as well Adrian wasn't here.  The twenty-two-year-old didn't always take things as seriously as he should and frequently resisted advice and guidance.  On the other hand, the suggestion that Adrian take money from his trust account to purchase the TV had resulted in, "I thought the trust fund was for my retirement.  You've got more money than you could ever spend anyway."


Smiling at that thought, Eli resumed walking.  After tonight's events, several things inside him had to be reconciled.

# # #

Detroit--Wednesday, October 15, 2003


Eli came up beside Ling Lu on the Detroit Riverwalk, looking out across the black, nighttime water.  With the moon and a few distant streetlights the only illumination, his nightsight easily discerned the details of her Asian beauty and the warmth of her brown eyes.  Her modern suit had classic Oriental red and black colors.  She didn't wear this one often.  In it her slender body appeared delicate.  Ling was anything but.


He gave her a light kiss on the right cheek.  "Thank you for meeting me here."


"Your phone call worried me."  She turned her head at him.  "You look like hell."


He shut his eyes.  All last night, he'd walked, finally returning home to sit in his library, reading, meditating, finding ways to distract himself so he could relax and get some sleep.


"I'm tired of it," he said.  His soft voice barely rose above the faint rippling of the water.  "I'm tired of all the pain here."  He rubbed his hands down the sides of his face and braced his palms against the metal railing.


"But it can't touch us," she said.


He didn't believe that.  "In 1920 when I arrived, Detroit was so different.  Today, kids can't play safely on the streets, they respect nothing, and everyone sells drugs."


From the corner of his eye, he saw her shake her head.  "You're living in the past, Eli.  These are human problems, not ours; they'll pass us by."


All vampires received that same indoctrination.  He couldn't fault her for echoing it.  "If the humans die out, so do we," he said.  "We're still mortal, we still depend on them."


"They've been around longer than we have, they outnumber us, and they haven't died out yet."


"It's not like our kind haven't tried more than once to encourage it," he said.  "I know you care about them."


She studied him.  "Since I'm twenty years older, take some advice from your elder and don't get involved."


He thought of her as a sister, never thought of her as an older sister.  "My mother would probably have said the same thing.  She died three years before I was changed, a blessing in a way.  She wouldn't have understood what I became."


"You're already doing enough," she said.  "You teach young people how to avoid the sins of their predecessors."


"That's too slow a process to affect the present."  In some ways he was proud of the dual aspects of his life.  As a teacher, he helped others understand man's conflict and struggles.  Would the day ever come when he'd be teaching about vampires?


"Why do you want to help the humans now?" she asked.  "What has changed your attitude?"


He clenched his jaw as he stared out across the water.  "Last night, on the campus, I nearly killed two humans who tried to rape a woman.  I...lost control."


He heard her breathing speed up slightly.  "I'm not surprised.  You declared yourself a pacifist and have ignored what's going on among our kind for the past half century.  You've had no stress.  Your hot-blooded emotions haven't been an issue."


She knew most his past, but he knew little of hers before she came to the U.S.  "I'm a pacifist for good reason."  His hands gripped the railing.


"I don't doubt you believe that."  She put her arm through his.  "When we first met, sixty years ago, you still had a feisty spirit.  Despite the best intentions, no man or vampire--not even Eli Howard, not even over the course of a century--can force himself to change so drastically."  She had so much wisdom.  Her voice became stronger.  "One vampire against all the evil of humankind is too large a task for even the great Eli Howard.  Even if you--we--can prevent a few crimes, even if we do make a small difference, the humans will undo it soon enough."


"Does that mean you'll help?" he asked.


"I didn't say that.  I do agree that crime here is a little out of control."


"A little?"


"What can only two vampires do to stop it?"  She put her head against his shoulder.


"Between us we've got over three hundred years of experience with humans," he said.  "We can make the city better.  Others of our kind will observe and follow our example to make their cities better.  It's not like we have anything else to do."


"Do you honestly believe those interested in keeping crime and their drug trade alive will let you terminate their activities?  Where whole governments have failed, you expect to succeed?"


"I thought you, out of all of us, would understand," he said.


"I do, Eli, but the odds are not in our favor.  If one sleepless night has you this haggard, I don't want to see you when you fail in this endeavor."


"I'm that bad?"


"Tonight you are not a handsome man."  She bent his head down at the water.  "The ripples are doing you a favor.  Maybe talking to Dietrich and the Council could help.  They're meeting here at the end of this month."


He already knew what the answer would be.  Dietrich was his mentor, and the Council's adviser, but he wouldn't help in this.  Beyond keeping humans and vampires from fighting one another, Dietrich didn't care what humans did to or among themselves.  As for the Council, they'd follow Dietrich.


Years ago, Dietrich and he had disagreed over how and how much vampires should be involved in human affairs.  Dietrich sidestepped the issue by suggesting that Eli get his Masters and teach.  They had not corresponded since.  He found it ironic that this semester he was also teaching a special topics course in peace and conflict studies.


"We both know they won't do anything," he said.


"And Ysabel?"


Ysabel De La Cruz, the head of the Council.  She lived in Detroit.  He couldn't remember when he'd last spoken with her.  Yes, she'd listen.  Whether she could help...  "Maybe I'll call her," he said.


"Have you thought this through?  How will you carry on this fight and still teach?"


"I only teach part time."


A faint sigh escaped her lips.  "What you propose is a full-time job.  Have you talked to Adrian?"


"I'm not sure he should be involved."


"You've mentored him well," she said softly.  "Give him the benefit of the doubt.  This is more his generation than ours you're dealing with."


Ling put her arm around his waist while he gazed into the river.  The peacefully rippling water offered no answers and no reconciliation with last night's events.

CHAPTER TWO

Detroit--Thursday, October 16, 2003


Glad to be home from a night of strenuous partying, Adrian Shadowhawk pulled his yellow Corvette in the garage, next to Eli's.


He got out of the car and stood outside in the clear, starry night wondering why Eli had called him.  Eli almost never called him.  As far as he knew he hadn't committed any major infractions of the Rules--no more than usual, anyway.


The small table lamp in the living room barely shone through the heavy, living room curtains.  He went inside and was about to remove his jacket when he noticed a light coming from the library.  Might as well get this over with.

Eli's swivel chair was turned away from him and facing the bookcases behind the desk.  The light on his desk lamp was set on its dimmest setting.


"'Zup, Eli?  I got your voicemail.  You wanted to see me?"


Eli swung his chair around.


"Whoa.  You overindulge in something?  You look like shit."


"Still that bad?"


"And a quart low besides.  I keep telling you fresh is better than that canned stuff."


"Why didn't you answer your phone?"


"I shut it off so I wouldn't have cell phone interruptus."  Adrian rolled his eyes.  "I'm a creature of the night, and someone was helping me appreciate what the night had to offer.  You sure you're okay?  Some problem I should know about?"


"It's nothing a few hours of sleep won't help."  Eli gestured at the chair in front of the desk.  "Have a seat."


Adrian slouched into it.  Whatever Eli had going on didn't seem like anything he'd done.  "What's on your mind?"


"I do hope that hair's an accident."


"I think it goes very well with my fine Lakota skin."


"You look like a blue porcupine."


"Just colored gel.  Washes right out.  They call it color without commitment, and it's perfect at the clubs.  I bought neon orange and neon green, too."


"Lakota?"


"I am full Lakota, after all.  I think I should get back to my roots.  What do you think?"


"I think Adrian Shadowhawk has been gambling with humans again."


Here it comes.  Pick-on-me time.  "Just poker.  Unmarked deck, straight dealing.  Honest--"


"Honest?  You didn't use your telepathic ability even once?"


"You know mine's piss poor.  'Sides, I promise I didn't use it...once.  Do you think we ever could, like, communicate completely without talking?  That'd be so cool.  Maybe we could find a way to make mine stronger."


"What happened to your charitable, strip-poker games where you donate the lost clothing to the poor?"


"There's a clothing glut at the moment."


Eli's eyes narrowed.  "Really."


"That's what I was told."


"So you invented feed-me poker."


This couldn't be about that, could it?  "You lose, you feed me.  I think it's highly creative."  Adrian opened his mouth and rubbed his tongue over the tips of his normal, human incisors.  It wasn't fair that vamps didn't have fangs.  "When are my fangs gonna grow?"


Eli narrowed his eyes.  "Aren't the blood lancets working out?"


"Waste of time unless you're into nouvelle cuisine mini-meals.  And quit poking into my head!"  He scooted up, reached into his jacket pocket, and put his latest acquisition on the desk: brass knuckles with needle fangs attached.  "Bought this cool tool from an online site that sells it along with other nefarious pieces clearly not intended for benign purposes.  The fangs are hollow.  I can imagine some nasty uses.  Hurts more and leaves two tiny marks for several days, but this way I'm not gonna suffer from malnutrition.  I'm a vampire, and we're supposed to be badasses.  No pain for them, no gain for me."


"That's not how I taught you to behave toward humans.  I hope these humans willingly let you feed on them."


"They sure do!  I found a sweet technique.  I fang 'em in the neck and suck at the little bit of blood while I press on the neck pressure points you taught me about.  I bring 'em to the edge of unconsciousness, then let 'em bounce back.  They think I'm really draining their blood.  'Course I don't tell them I'm not.  They say it's like a near-death experience.  And it's drug free--I know how you hate drugs.  They love it, and even pay me for the service.  Win-win."

