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For Adel e,

wi th thanks for a decade of working together. Here's to the next ten.

PROLOGUE

London had changed little in tw hundred years. It was hard to believe he'd
been

away so long. The neatly bearded blond nan with the gold wire-rimred gl asses
si pped an unbl ended Scotch as he stared out the wi ndow of his suite in the
Dorchester Hotel. He was wearing a white silk shirt with lace trimand an

el egant, high-collared black suit. It was a cool, early-autum evening, and

t hrough the open wi ndow he could hear the orchestra playing in the pavilion
in

Hyde Park. He Iit a cigarette and removed his coat, revealing the black 10-nmm
sem automati ¢ he wore in a shoul der holster under his left arm

Peopl e and fashions cone and go, he thought, but the city always stays the
sane.

Li ke Rome and Veni ce, London was a city that stubbornly resisted change.
Londoners took great pride in their city's history. They cherished the
bui I di ngs

t hat dated back hundreds of years. They installed blue plaques on houses
wher e

famous peopl e had once lived. 48 Doughty Street had been the home of Charles
Di ckens; 34 Tite Street boasted Oscar W/ de; Thomas Carlyle had once kept

| odgi ngs in Cheyne Row. Londoners took mneticul ous care of their ancient
monurrent s and statues and fastidiously restored their old mansions, nmews, and
churches, maintaining a tangi ble connection with their noble past. But the
artifacts of London, fromits Tudor architecture to its Victorian gas |anps
to

t he ni ghtmari sh Bauhaus of fice buil dings of the Wndsor Era, were nere

novel ties

to him He remenbered a rmuch ol der Engl and, when London had been little nore
than a thatch-roofed village eclipsed by that great stone monunent to the
roaring ego of his father—a castle fortress known as Canel ot.

Al most two t housand years had passed since Modred first left England at the
cl ose of the sixth century. Back then, he never thought he would return. They
had all believed himdead, all except Mrgana, who had never given up. And
now

she, too, was gone. England held nothing for himanynore, and yet he had cone
back once again. It had al ways been that way. Years would pile up into
decades,

decades into centuries, and he would find hinself once nore inexorably drawn
back to Engl and, to see what new generations had acconplished and what, if
anyt hi ng, remai ned of the England he once knew.

He had known since chil dhood that he was descended fromthe O d Ones, but he
had

never truly known just what that meant until his first century had passed and
he

still looked like the wild young boy who had brought down a | ong. He had aged
since then, although extremely slowmy. Now, within two hundred years of his
second mllennium he |ooked like a man of forty. There were streaks of gray
in

his blond hair and beard. The tinted, gold-rinmed gl asses were an eccentric



touch. He didn't really need them but they gave hima clerical, antiquarian
| ook that was often usefully deceptive. His body was | ean and wel |l nuscl ed,
hi s

refl exes and instincts as sharp and qui ck as ever

H s grandmot her, 1graine, had been a human, as was his paternal grandfather
U her. As a result, when Uther raped Igraine, the issue-Arthur—swas a nornal
human child. But his maternal grandfather, Gorlois, the Duke of Cornwall, was
of

the O d Race, and Mddred's nother had inherited the genes and eldritch powers
of

the O d Ones. Mirgan Le Fay had been a hal f-breed, as was Merlin. They both
had

t he sane bl ood running through their veins. Neither of themwas conpletely
human.

Morgana hersel f did not know what she was till she net Merlin and he becane
her

teacher. Merlin had told her the secret of her past and instructed her in the
nmystic arts of thaumaturgy, but he never suspected her true purpose. Her
boundl ess anbition and her lust for vengeance had consumed her and
cont ami nat ed

everyt hing she touched. She seduced her own half brother, Arthur, and gave
birth

to Modred. Through hi m she had brought down Arthur's kingdom but when it was
over, she had been left with nothing. She could take no satisfaction in the
bitter irony of Arthur being destroyed by his own son. The spoils of her
vengeance were deni ed her. There had been no ki ngdom she coul d rul e through
Modr ed, because wi thout Arthur, the kingdomfell apart and there was no

Modr ed

to try to hold it all together.

Wth Arthur dead, the poison had gone out of Mdred. He renmenbered Lucas and
Bedi vere standi ng over himas he lay upon the battlefield, inpaled on his
father's spear, and he heard Bedivere saying flatly, "He is done." Then they
had

left himlying nere and went to help their king, but Arthur did not survive
hi s

wounds. Modred had been certain that he would die of his as well. At that
nonent

he had | onged for nothing quite so much as death, and yet his body |ingered,
clinging stubbornly to life in a way that no nerely human body ever coul d.

He renenbered lying on the corpse-strewn field of battle, |ooking up at the
dar keni ng sky as the ravens feasted all around him his body flushed with
agony,

tears of despair flooding his eyes. He grieved for the waste his life had
been,

never suspecting how nuch life was still ahead of him It was as if the hate
that fueled himall his life had spilled out with his bl ood, and now he was
an

enpty vessel, lying shattered and di scarded on a field of broken dreans.

He had dragged hinself away to heal and then had left England, to live first
as

an itinerant bard, then as a thief, and finally, having no other marketable
skills, he became a nercenary. It was a line of work for which he was
emnently

suited. He fought w thout passion or ideals and with no thought for
princi pl es



or norals. He knew only too well that even a knight |ike Lancel ot could be
destroyed by passion, and a worman pure as QGui nevere coul d betray her own

i deal s.

Modred had seen how easily principles could be perverted and norality
mani pul at ed. He had known the self-righteous hypocrisy of Canelot, where

m ght

made right and adultery was tolerated so | ong as the appearance of virtue
coul d

be mmi ntai ned. He wanted no part of chivalry or honor. He cared even |ess for
| ove and glory. The consuming enotions of his youth were banished utterly, to
be

repl aced by the ruthless pragmati smof a black knight errant ruled only by
cold

| ogi c.

He travel ed the world and watched it change throughout the centuries. He
becane

the consunmate master of invisibility, living many different |ives under
countl ess aliases, hiding his vast wealth and his true identity in an

i npenetrabl e cl oak of secrecy. He nade his way by neans of his physical and
intell ectual powers rather than thaumaturgic skill. Hi s nother's training and
the natural gifts he had inherited fromher had made hi m an adept, but magic
was

Morgana's way, and Merlin's. Mbddred wanted no part of it.

Yet the choice was never really his to nake. He had | earned that he coul d not
escape his destiny. He rubbed his chest and felt the hardness of the small

r uby

enbedded in the skin over his heart. He unbuttoned his lace-trinmmed shirt and
gl anced down at the enchanted runestone set into his chest. It was gl ow ng
softly.

He did not know why it had started glowing, or why it throbbed the way it
di d.
It seened to pulse like a small heart.

He emptied the bottle of Scotch, picked up the phone, and ordered another
sent

up fromroom service. He rubbed his chest once nore. It felt sore fromthe
strangely throbbing runestone. He felt an intense anxiety that he could not
define. He did not understand what was happening, and it worried him He lit
anot her cigarette. Snoking and drinking were destructive human vices, yet

t hey

had no visible effect upon him At one point or another he had done just
about

every self-destructive thing a man could do. It was as if he had been pl aying
a

gane with Death for all those years, daring the Gim Reaper to cone and try
to

claimhim Mny tinmes the Reaper had al nost done just that, but Mdred had
al ways nmanaged to elude him He had started to believe that he was

i ndestructible, but Merlin's death at the hands of the Dark Ones had firnmy
convinced himotherwise. If Merlin could be killed, then he could die as
wel | .

That know edge had given life a sharper edge. That, and the know edge that he
now had a purpose that was greater than his own survival. A quest, of sorts,
not

unli ke Galahad's relentless search for the Holy Gail.

Modred smled as he thought of his old tutor. He finally understood hi mhow,



after all these centuries had passed. Gal ahad had known that a nan coul d not
define hinself through his relationships with others. He had understood that
hi s

identity was not bound up with his father or his nmother, nor with his fell ow
knights, nor with his king. It was to be found somewhere wthin hinself, and
it

was there that Gal ahad had searched with an angui shed desperation, |ooking
for

that essence of hinself, seeking to define his soul. In the end he found his
Holy Grail, but the quest had killed him Now Modred wondered if he was the
dar ker side of Galahad, and if his own unholy quest would |ead to the sane
end.

As he stared out at the sun setting over the city, he drew deeply on his
cigarette and wondered how a cat burglar, a bunbling warl ock, and a

pr of essi ona

assassin could possibly hope to succeed where Merlin hinself had failed. As
if

in response, the runestone enbedded in his chest flashed and sent a searing
pul se of energy flowi ng through himlike an electric current.

He doubl ed over, clutching at his chest and grimacing with pain. Suddenly the
hotel room becane sonehow transparent. He could see through the walls,

fl oors,

and ceiling to a galaxy of stars. The light around hi mdrai ned away, and he
heard the sound of distant, nocking |laughter. Then it was over and the pain
was

gone, as quickly as it had cone. He stood once nore in the hotel room the
wal | s

around himsolid, his face flushed, his skin warm and danp with perspiration
He

| eaned agai nst the wall, shook his head, and blinked his eyes to clear his
vision. The gemset into his chest was strobing brightly.

"What the devil is happening to me?" he said, as if asking the living gem
t hat
had becone a part of him

There was a knock at the door
"Room service," said a voice outside the door

Unsteadi ly Modred wal ked over to the door and opened it. The waiter came into
the room stooped over to push the serving cart that held several covered

di shes, a pot of tea, a small basket of bread, and a vase holding a single
yel | ow rose

"l didn't order dinner," Mdred said. "I asked for a bottle of Scotch. You
nmust
have the wrong room"

The room service waiter straightened up, and Mdred found hinself staring at
a

grinning, worminfested skull with green fire glowing in its enpty eye
socket s.

Instinctively he jerked back and drew his pistol in a lightning-swift notion
He

fired three tines, point-blank, at the fearsonme apparition. The figure
literally



collapsed. Wth his gun still in his hand, Mdred cautiously approached the
pile

of snoking clothing on the floor. He gingerly lifted up the waiter's jacket.
The

hi deous skull was lying on the floor beneath it. There was only the skull
cracked and brown with age, and nothing el se. As he stared down at it a snake
craw ed out of the left eye socket. A hollow, echoing |augh booned forth from
the skull's gaping jaw

And then the skull exploded, shattering into a thousand bright blue shards of
shi mering, glowi ng crystal that spun around the roomin arabesques and

coal esced into a whirlwi nd funnel of blue fire, encircling himand sucking
al |

the air out of his lungs, spinning himaround and around, faster and faster
and

faster, and then the nmael strom sucked up into itself and di sappeared, taking
hi m

along with it.

There was a loud, insistent banging on the door

"Sirl Sir, are you all right? Sir, what's going on in there? \Wat is that
noi se?
What are you doing? Sir! Sir!"

The room service waiter tried the knob and found that it was open. He took
one

step inside and froze. The roomwas enpty, but it |ooked as if a tornado had
passed through it. It was totally destroyed.

"Bl oody hell!"™ the waiter exclaimed, staring at the weckage with stunned

di sbelief. Then he shook his head and squinted. For a nonment he coul d have
swor n

that the walls inside the room had becone sonehow i nsubstantial. It seened as
if

he coul d see through themto a gal axy of stars. And then he heard the distant
sound of nal evol ent, ghostly | aughter

The bottle of Scotch crashed to the floor as the waiter took off running down
the hall.

CHAPTER ONE

As Wrdrune passed the Washington Square fountain, the white-faced mne fel
in

step behind him Wrdrune was preoccupi ed, deep in thought as he wal ked with
hi s

shoul ders hunched and his hands shoved into the pockets of his brown

| nver ness

coat. A wide-brimed brown felt hat was pulled | ow over his forehead. . He
didn't notice the mine wal king cl ose behind him burlesquing his stride, his
posture, and his facial expression. It was only when he heard the eruption of
| aughter fromthe people who had gathered to watch the m nme that he stopped
and

| ooked up, puzzled. The nine, playing to his audience, didn't notice Wrdrune
stop and wal ked right into him

Wrdrune turned around, frowning, and the m ne backed off a pace,



exaggerating

surprise, then he once nore fell into Wrdrune's attitude, duplicating his
posture and his frown. Wrdrune folded his arns and stared at the minme with a
wy expression. The mine mrrored him enjoying the | aughter of his audience.
Wr drune unfol ded his arnms and took one step toward the mine. The nine

qui ckl'y

backed off a couple of paces, threw up his hands in an exaggerated expression
of

alarm and then "constructed a wall" between hinself and Wrdrune. He m nmed,
pressing his hands up against the invisible wall, indicating that Wrdrune
couldn't touch him The audience loved it.

"Fine," said Wrdrune, scowing, "Have it your way." He munbl ed under his
breat h
and gestured at the mnme, then turned and wal ked away.

Behind him the smle slipped fromthe face of the nminme as he suddenly felt a
real invisible wall before him He spun around, stretched out his hands, and
encountered another invisible barrier. Frantically he felt all around him
hi s

alarm growi ng as he realized that he really was trapped inside an invisible
box.

The audi ence | aughed | ouder and | ouder at his antics.

"He sure makes it look as if he's really in a box, doesn't he?" one nan said
to
hi s conpani on

"Yeah, he's really good," the woman replied.
"Hel p!" the m me shouted desperately. "For God's sake, sonebody help ne!"

The audi ence | aughed as he seened to minme shouting for hel p and hammrered,

pani c-stricken, on the invisible walls with his fists. No one could hear him
t hrough the invisible box, which extended straight up into the air for ten
stories and was open at the top, so he wouldn't suffocate for the three hours
he

would remain in nere until the spell wore off.

"Hey, warlock," said Kira as Wrdrune passed the hot-dog stand. "Over here."

She stood next to the vendor's cart with her hands in the pockets of a black
| eat her jacket with chain-mail trim She had on tight yell ow trousers and

hi gh

bl ack boots. She wore her dark hair short, swept back sharply at the sides
and

down | ow over her forehead at a rakish angle. She was |ong-I| egged,
athletically

trim and pretty in a slightly feral -1 ooking way.

"You said in front of the arch,” said Wrdrune in an irritated tone. "This
isn't
in front of the arch. This is in front of the fountain."

"My, aren't we in a shitty nood today," she said. "I got hungry, okay? So sue
me." She turned to the hot-dog vendor and said, "G mre one with the works."

The vendor, a sepul chral -1ooking black man with large gold earrings and a
shaved
head, ladled chili over a hot dog covered with sauerkraut, relish, onions,



peppers, and grated cheese. Just |looking at it made Wrdrune's stomach churn
"l saw that,"
gr owi ng

nmore frantic by the minute. "You should be ashamed of yourself."

Kira said, gesturing toward the inprisoned m nme, who was

Wrdrune's lower |ip dropped down in a sneer. "I hate mnes."

Among the crowd gathered to watch the nmine was a skinny old man wal ki ng a

I and

squid on a |l eash. The |l and squid was reaching out with its tentacles and
deftly

lifting wallets out of people's pockets, then handing themto the skinny old
man, who dropped themin his purse. Over by the arch, a group 'of young bl ack
kids were street-dancing , with a rapper box. As it danced and spun around on
its chunky little legs, the box was inprovising a fast-paced rap to the beat
boom ng fromits speakers. One of the kids slipped a whooshboard underneath

t he

box, and it took off on a wild, gyroscoping course, finally smacking into the
side of the arch, where it fell off the board and lay on its side, going,

"Uh- huh, Uh-huh! Uh-huh, Uh-huh!" Wrdrune wondered if Merlin had ever

t hought

that it would conme to this when he'd brought back magic to the world.

Kira took the hot dog and bit into it with gusto. A great glob of condi nment
sl op
dri pped down onto the sidewal k. "Mm " she said.

Wr drune shook his head. "It beats me how you stay in such terrific shape
eating
t hat garbage,"

he sai d.
She turned to the hot-dog vendor. "Man's got no taste,"” she said.

"This froma wonman who uses twel ve-year-old Scotch to wash down nachos, "
Wr drune sai d.

Kira shrugged. "There wasn't any beer." She held her hand out for her change.
The hot-dog vendor froze, staring w de-eyed at the gl eani ng sapphire enbedded
in

t he pal m of her right hand.

"What sa matter, you never seen jewelry before?" she said. She snapped her
fingers twice. "Come on, sonetine today, all right?"

The vendor counted out her change, then did a double take as she suddenly
vani shed into thin air. Wrdrune had di sappeared as well.

"Magi c users," the vendor nmunbl ed uneasily. He quickly nade a warding gesture
with the forefingers and little fingers of both hands extended, crossing his
arnms right over left, then left over right, then he quickly opened up his
cart

and checked his cash to nake sure it was still there.

Wrdrune reappeared in his railroad flat on East 4th Street with a pop of

di spl aced air. He took off his coat and slouch hat and threw t hem down on the
couch. He was wearing loose-fitting, multipocketed brown trousers, a |ight

br own

war | ock' s cassock, and high-topped red | eather athletic shoes with blue



lightning stripes. A bright green enerald was enbedded in the center of his
forehead. The runestone was partially covered by his shoul der-length, curly
bl ond hair.

"Right," he said, "now what did you... ?" He glanced all around the room but
Kira was nowhere in sight. He squeezed his eyes shut. "Ch, no. Not again."

There was a sharp, insistent rapping at the wi ndow. Kira was standing
out si de,
on the fire escape.

Wr drune exhal ed heavily with relief. He hurried over to the w ndow and
opened

it. He extended his hand to her and hel ped her in, then his eyes grew w de
and

he gasped, stiffening with pain as she squeezed his hand in a bone-crushing
grip. "Aah! Aaah! Kira! Stop! Please...."

He went down to his knees, then clutched his hand to his chest protectively
as
she rel eased him

"OM Damm, you're strong! It feels like you broke it!"

"Next time | will break it, so help ne!" she said, glaring at himfuriously.
"Six more inches to the right, you bird-brain, and you woul d' ve dropped nme on
t he sidewal k! "

"I"'msorry! It was an accident....

"That's what you say every tinme! What the hell is wong with you? Wy can't
you

learn to cast one lousy little teleportation spell w thout screw ng sonething
up? What've you got agai nst cabs, anyway?"

"Oy, gevalt! Enough already with this m shegoss!" A spindly-I|ooking straw
broom

cane swaying into the roomon its bristles. It had thin, rubbery arnms wth
f our

fingers on each hand, and its matronly voice seemed to be com ng from
sonewher e

near the top part of its handle, although it had no mouth. It had no hips,
either, but that didn't stop it fromputting its hands were its hips m ght
have

been if it had hips. "Argunents, argunents, always with the argunents! Al ways
with the yelling! A person would think you . two were nmarried! Wat is it
this

time?"

"You want to know what it is? I'Il tell you what it is," snapped Kira. "I'm
getting sick and tired of being popped into closets and dropped into
dunpsters

and teleported onto fire escapes and— She broke off and rolled her eyes up
at

the ceiling. "WIIl you listen to this, for cryin' out loud? I'mexplaining to
a

stick?

"Well! Excuse me for living," the broomsaid huffily. "Is that gratitude, |I'm
asking you? I work around here till | could plotz, scrubbing ny fingers to



t he

bone, cooking, cleaning, ironing, washing out sonebody's skinmpy little black
panti es who never wears a bra, but | won't nmention it, and now all of a
sudden

' mnot good enough to talk to?"

"She didn't nean it, Broom" said Wrdrune, sighing heavily. "She's just
upset."

"Upset ?" The broomturned to Kira. "You want upset? Five bristles | |ost

t oday,

Mss Hoity-toity, but do | shout at you when you cone honme?" The broom turned
back to Wrdrune and wagged a spindly finger at him "And as for you, M.
Wzard, with yom farpotshket spells, you should be nore careful before
sonmebody

gets hurt! Pay attention to what you're doing with all this neshuggah popping
and poofing all over the place. Wiy you can't take a bus like a normnal

per son,

['"lI'l never understand. So we're finished with the yelling now? Yes? Good.
There's fresh coffee and some hot apple strudel on the table. Sit! Eat! And
now,

if you'll excuse nme, 'the stick' has to go and do your l|aundry."

As the broom swept out of the room Kara shook her head and shucked her

| eat her

j acket. She pl opped down onto the couch and put her feet up on the |arge
wooden

cabl e spool that served as a coffee table. She was wearing a w de chai n-mai |
and

| eather belt and a skintight, sleeveless black tunic, sheer enough to |eave
nothing to the imagination. "You could ve had a nice cat for a famliar," she
said wyly, "but no, not you."

"Never mind the broom" said Wrdrune, going into the kitchen to pour them
bot h
some coffee. "Did you | earn anything from Makepeace?"

Dr. Sebastian Makepeace, a professor at New York University, was one of
Modred' s

contacts in New York. Aside fromteaching courses in pre-Collapse history, he
was al so sonehow connected wi th governnent intelligence. He knew Mdred by

t he

code nane Morpheus and the alias Mchael Cornwall. He had no i dea who Mbdred
really was.

"No, Makepeace hasn't heard a thing," said Kira. "I take it you didn't have
any
l uck, either?"

Wr drune shook his head. "Nobody's seen him nobody's heard fromhim And it
took me all day just to find out that nuch. Even knowi ng who his people are
and

t he proper procedures and recognition signals, trying to get any of themto
tal k

is next to inmnpossible.”

"I know what you nean," she said. "Mkepeace was suspicious as hell, and
Modr ed
had specifically told himabout us. He's a weird guy, that Makepeace."



"Modred's got his people trained real well, no question about that," said
Wrdrune. "What makes it difficult is that hone of them know any truly
essenti al

i nformati on. Most of themare only message drops. And none of them knows who
he

really is. To sone he's John Roderick; to others he's Mchael Cornwall or

M khai | Kutozov or Antonio Mdesti. It just goes on and on. | don't know how
I

ever kept it all straight. In fact, I'mnot even sure | did."

"What do you nean?"
"Have you ever heard of Phillipe de Bracy?"

She frowned. "No, | don't think so." Then she brightened. "Ch, sure, it's one
of
Modred's aliases. He uses it in France when he—=

"How di d you know t hat ?" Wrdrune asked, interrupting her, watching her
intently. "Did you renenber that just now, or did you all of a sudden sinply
know it ?"

She stared at him "What are you sayi ng?"

"I"'msaying that | think your first response was the correct one," he said.
"

don't think you ever heard that nane until | nentioned it just now and your
mlestone filled in the bl anks."

"But... no." She frowned and shook her head. "Are you sure?"
"Think carefully,” said Wrdrune. "Did you ever hear that nane from ne
bef or e?"

She bit her lower lip, concentrating. "I suppose | must have, |—=
"Don't suppose. Do you renenber me or Mbdred ever nentioning that nane?"

She shook her head. "Well, if you put it that way, no, | don't renmenber, but
just because | don't remenber doesn't nean it didn't happen.”

"I never nentioned that nane to you before,” Wrdrune said enphatically,
"because until a short while ago | didn't even knowit. | had called every
single contact of Modred's | could mink of, and 1'd run fresh out of ideas.
And

then, all of a sudden, | realized that Mddred al so used the name Phillipe de
Bracy. And the noment | realized it, | also knew who Phillipe de Bracy's
cont act

in Marseilles was."
"Jacquel ine Monet," said Kira. Her eyes grew wide. "My God, you're right! |
didn't know that until just now It's like those dream visions the mlestones
gave us." Nervously she noistened her lips. "You think it's Mddred trying to
get

in touch with us?"

"Why didn't he use the mnd |ink?" Wrdrune said.

Kira had no answer. She renenbered Mddred's words to themthe |ast tinme he
had



conmuni cated with themtel epathically.

"We've hurt them and they've fled to hide and lick their wounds. As long as
we

remain alive, they'll never be as strong as they once were. They'll be

vul nerable. W'll find them And when they're ready, they'll try to find us."

"That's what the dreamwas all about last night," she said softly.

They had bot h awakened abruptly in the mddle of the night, at the sane tine.
Each of them had had a dream where they sat up in bed and saw the wall across
the bedroom fromthem where a bookshelf stood, transfornmed into a bare wall
constructed of huge bl ocks of nortared stone, dark and danp and ancient.

Lar ge

iron rings were set into the wall, and Mddred hung fromthemin chains. He
was

bar e-chest ed, saggi ng down, and the vision was so real that they could hear

t he

chains clink as he noved weakly, raising his head to ook directly at them
The

runestone over his heart was glowing faintly. He opened his nouth to say
somet hing, and at that nmonent the vision abruptly faded away and they both
awoke, sat up in bed, and stared at each other. The both had had exactly the
same dream and they knew that it was no coi nci dence.

Kira swal | owed hard. "They've got him haven't they?" she said.

Wrdrune took a deep breath and let it out slowy. "I"'mafraid they do," he
said. "But where?"

"They've got him" Kira said again, as if she were trying to nake herself
believe it. "And now they're after us."

Billy Slade kept hearing voices. This worried Billy a great deal, especially
since he had never taken drugs or gotten drunk or even suffered a strong bl ow
to

the head. He had no idea if there was any history of insanity in his fanily,
because he had never known his famly. He didn't even know what his ethnic
background was. Looking in the mirror didn't help nuch. He was either a very
i ght-skinned black or an Hi spanic, he couldn't tell for sure. Maybe he was
Italian. For all he knew, he m ght be part Jamai can. O perhaps he was a
Creol e.

And it also | ooked |ike maybe there was a little Asian in there sonmewhere,
Indian or Oriental. Wiat the hell, he thought, they threw a bit of everything
into a blender and | was what cane out.

He was small and why, with attractive, delicate features that gave hima
slightly androgynous |look. His lips were-thin and had a natural tendency to
drop

down a little at the corners of his mouth. H s nose was straight and

bl ade- edged, al nost elfin, and his cheekbones were high and pronounced. H s
eyes

wer e dark and al nond- shaped, Eurasian-Ilooking, and his eyebrows had a thin,
graceful arch. He was, in fact, insufferably pretty, so he tried to cultivate
a

mean | ook to offset it. His dark hair was worn very short on the sides and
[uxuriantly thick and long in the center, descending in a ponytail down the
m ddl e of his back, alnmost to his waist. It had the appearance of a horse's
flowi ng mane. He dressed in the manner of a tatterdenalion thug—scuffed bl ack



arnmy boots, a long-fringed jacket sewn from pieces of recycled |eather in
various shades of black and brown, and patched military fatigue trousers,
crudely altered to fit his considerably less than mlitary size. He

habi tual 'y

wore thin, black, studded |eather gloves with the fingers cut off, and
beneat h

his jacket his thin black tunic was soiled and torn.

He had run off from one foster honme after another until he was finally placed
in

a community school, a polite British euphenmismfor reformatory, but he had
run

off fromnere as well, and for the past several years he'd been living on the
streets of Whitechapel. He was thirteen years ol d. And he was hearing voices.

Actually it was one voice in particular. He knew it wasn't his, because his
own

voi ce hadn't changed yet. The thought occurred to himthat perhaps he was
possessed. He thought he'd rather be possessed than crazy, because at | east
possessi on was sonet hing that cane in fromthe outside and naybe you coul d
fight

it. Crazy was the mnd coming apart fromthe inside, and he didn't see what
t he

hell he could do about that. So, with a certain draconian logic, Billy was
hopi ng that his problemwas a denon.

The first time it happened, he was looking in a mrror, brushing out his

n dO, n

and suddenly his eyes went very wi de and a strange, deep, cultured-sounding
voi ce cane out of himand said, "Ch, my God!"

For a nonent Billy wasn't sure where the voice had come from and he turned
around qui ckly, thinking someone was behind him but there wasn't anybody

t here.

A second |l ater the voice was there again.

"No, back here, you guttersnipe! Look in the mrror!"

He turned back and | ooked into the mrror and realized ' with a shock that he
had said that. He saw his own lips noving, as if of their own volition

"Ch, no!" said the strange voice. "This can't possibly be happening! | won't
allowit! I won't stand for it!"
Billy squinted at his own reflection in the mrror. "'Ere!" he said

belligerently. "Who in bloody "ell you talkin' to?"

Then he blinked tw ce, shook his head as if to clear it, and stared back
uncertainly at his reflection in the mrror. "You're talkin' to yourself,
Sl ade,

you bleedin' twit. Come on, pull yourself together! Stop it!"

And then a deep groan suddenly escaped him "Chhhh, God! First that
m ser abl e,
squirrel -infested oak tree, and now this!"

""By!" Billy said, frowning angrily at his reflection in the mrror. "Wo the
bleedin' "ell's in there?"

There was no response.



"Gor', I"'mcrackin' up, | am" said Billy, turning quickly away fromthe
mrror
and hurrying out into the street.

For a while the voice did not return, but Billy couldn't shake the certain
feeling that he was bei ng wat ched, that someone was constantly | ooking over
hi s

shoul der, eavesdropping on him At night he had strange dreans, and when he
awoke, he was often tired. He had the sense that someone had been using his
body

whil e he was asleep. He took to drinking coffee by the gallon and staying up
until he coll apsed from exhaustion. He began avoiding mrrors. He becane
nervous, irritable, and high-strung. He flinched every time he heard a deep
voi ce speak.

The young toughs who nmade their living in the street did not mnk that he was
par anoi d, because they did not deal in sophisticated concepts such as

par anoi a.

They marked the change in himand sinply decided he was | oony. And havi ng
decided this, they started referring to himas "Loony Sl ade" on every
possi bl e

occasi on, a devel oprment that Billy took strenuous exception to. He was taking
strenuous exception to it in an alleyway one afternoon, despite the fact that
he

was bot h out nunbered and outsized by five ol der boys.

He had delivered an el oquent kick to the essentials of the first one, got in
a

fast lucky shot to the nose of a second, and then inevitably things had

t ur ned

agai nst him They had bl oodi ed his mouth and brui sed his eye and cut his ear
and

pumrel ed hi m down onto the ground when out of nowhere a deep voice had cried
out, "Stand off, you mserable little troglodytes, or you'll regret it!"

The young street toughs didn't notice the strange, wild cast to Billy's eyes;
ot herwi se they mi ght have taken heed of the warning. They were nonentarily

t aken

aback by the deep voice, turning and | ooki ng behind themuntil they realized
it

was Billy who had spoken. Then they recovered quickly, driven by a sinple,

el emental urge to take out their aggressi ons on soneone who was weaker.

"Wt's that ya called me, ya sodding little bastard?" the |argest of them
sai d,
snarling and | eaning down toward Billy nenacingly.

Billy was half lying, half sitting, his back against the alley wall, blood
running fromhis nmouth and nose. But his eyes blazed with a cold,
preternatura

rage. That gaze should have warned them off. That voice shoul d have warned
t hem

of f. The sound of it should have told themthat they were faced with
sonet hi ng

far beyond the norm but all they saw was soneone who was smaller man they
wer e,

someone who was down and bl eedi ng.

"You heard me, you loathsone little pismre,"” Billy said with a voice far



ol der
than his years. "Stand off or suffer the consequences!"”

""Ere, listen ta him 'ey?" the gang | eader said, grinning at the other boys.
"Must've 'it '"imin the throat. 'E sounds |ike ne bleedin grandfather!" He
turned back to Billy. "Consequences, it is? I'll give ya bl oody consequences,
ya

littl e wanker....

He drew his foot back to give Billy a savage kick in the ribs, but Billy
stretched out his arm fingers splayed wi de, and a crackling bolt of
cobal t - bl ue

t haumat urgi ¢ energy leapt fromhis hand and struck the gang | eader squarely
in

the chest. It hit himw th such force that he was picked up and buried back
against the alley wall. He dropped down to the ground, sensel ess. The other
young toughs stared at Billy with stunned disbelief. Blue sparks were dancing
in

his eyes like electric fire. The boys turned and fled back down the all eyway
as

fast as their feet would carry them

The blue firestormin Billy's eyes dimed, then went out. He slowy picked
hi nsel f up off the ground and wi ped the blood fromhis mouth with the back of
his hand. He stared 'down at the notionless formof the gang | eader

"What in the bleedin' blue blazes did | do?" he said with awe. Then he
snhorted

at his unintentional pun. "Blue blazes? Right, that's a bl oody good one!
Cor',

what the "ell's '"appenin' to ne?"

And then the deep voice spoke again, only this tinme it was in his mnd. "If
you're going to use the King's English, lad, try not to speak it as if your
mouth were full of soggy biscuits. A blue-arsed Pict would sound nore
intelligible than you!"

"Ch, Lord." Billy npbaned, putting his hands up to his face. "I'mdone! |'ve
| ost
it, surel”

"If you're referring to that pathetic little undevel oped organ that you cal
your mnd, no, you have not lost it, so calmdown. You' re beginning to
hyperventilate."

" Ayper - wot ?"

"Hyperventilate, you little bog trotter. It neans... oh, never mnd! Try to
rel ax before you give us a nervous breakdown. | knowit's hard to believe,
but

you are not going insane, | promi se you. You're not imagining this.

Unfortunately | really am here, inside you."

"Who are you? What are you? Are you the devil, then?"
"Well, 1've been accused of that, but | can assure you that | am nost
enphatically not the devil. My name is Merlin Anbrosius, and | am-er perhaps

it
woul d be nmore correct to say | was—an archrmage. As to how this di saster cane
about, I"'mafraid that will take a good deal of explaining, so please pay



cl ose

attention. | don't want to repeat nyself ."

As Billy linped home, Merlin began to tell hima strange and terrifying
story.

There had been a tine, he said, before the dawn of history, when anot her

ol der

race of beings had lived on Earth. They had left behind only traces of their
presence—n the ruins of ancient Egypt, among the crunbling tenples of the
I ncas

and the Mayans, in the huge stone idols of the Pacific islands, and in the
forgotten shrines of Kali in the nountains of the H ndu Kush. Prinmtive
humans

had worshi ped them They were the terrible deities of Egypt, the gods of

G eece

and Rome, the avatars of India. The Arab tribes knew them as the djinn.
Native

Ameri cans knew them as Kachina. And to the Celts, they were known sinply as
t he

ad Ones.

There were signs of themin the nythol ogy of every human culture. Varriors
who

were imortal yet who could be killed in battle; supernatural beings who
coul d

becone invisible or transformthensel ves into other creatures, sonetines
terrible, sonetimes benevolent. Wrewol ves, vanpires, witches, spirit beings
who

could mate with nortals, all such tales had their beginnings with the AQd
Ones.

They had consi dered humans an inferior race, and they used themfor

per form ng

| abor. And because life energy was one nmethod of utilizing thaumaturgic
principles, the Add Ones had used the humans in their magic rituals as well.

The nore powerful the spell, Merlin explained, the nore energy it required.
Such

was the price of magic. But while there were many spells that used energy in
such a way that it could be replenished, others depleted it conpletely. And
if

t he source of energy was another |iving being, that being was destroyed. The

human sacrifices of the druids and the Aztecs, the ritual killings of the
Thugee

cult, the barbaric rites of the Egyptian Pharaohs, all were practices that
grew

frommenories of these ancient thaumaturgic rituals. Necromancy. The sorcery
of
deat h. Bl ack magi c.

But as time passed, many of the O d Ones cane to believe that it was crue
and

wasteful to use the humans in this way. They cane to feel that the energy
shoul d

be conserved and nurtured, and that energy used for magic should al ways be
repl eni shed. This, Merlin said, was the beginning of white magic. Yet there
wer e

still those anong the A d Ones who were unwilling to give up all the power
t hey

controlled. To increase their power further, they slaughtered humans by the
thousands. It led to conpetition for the human resource. It led to war. A war



nore terrible and devastating than any war humans had ever fought.

It survived in human | egends as the Ragnarok. The Cotterdamerung. The
Twi | i ght

of the Gods. In the end the white faction had energed victorious. Al though

t he

white mages were able to subdue the necromancers, whomthey called the Dark
Ones, they were unable to destroy them So the ruling council of the white
nages

devised a spell to contain the unrepentant Dark Ones for all tine. They gave
their lives to empower the incantation, inbuing their own life energies into
t he

synmbol s of the spell.

"Three stones, three keys to lock the spell
Three jewels to guard the Gates of Hell.
Three to bind them three in one,

Three to hide themfromthe sun
Three to hold them three to keep
Three to watch the sl eepl ess sleep.™

"'By, that's nice, | like that,"” Billy said. ""Ere, | got one. There was a
bird
whose nane was Sherry, she thought she 'ad a gol den—=

"Pl ease! W're tal king about spells, not infantile Iinericks!"
"Well, all right, guv, don't get yer cock up."
"CGod, why ne?" said Merlin.

" "By, look, | didn't ask to "ave you in there, y' know. Go on, then. Finish
t he
story. It's not like | could get up an' wal k out, anyways."

Merlin sighed and continued. The keys to the spell, he said, were three
enchanted ni | estones—a sapphire, an emerald, and a ruby. And when it was done
and the white archmages had infused their life spirits into the synbols of

t he

spel |, the youngest and the last of the ruling council of white nmages, a
sorcerer named Corlois, stood alone in the vast underground cavern that woul d
be

the prison of the Dark Ones for all eternity.

He placed the nil estones inside a snmall brass box, which he then placed inside
a

gol den chest. He placed the chest upon the lip of a stone | edge high above

t he

deep pit to which the Dark Ones had been consi gned. The chest he sealed with
a

spell and fixed in place so that it could not be noved. The pit he surrounded
with a warding pentagram and then he sealed up the cavern, burying the
entrance

beneath tons of stone. He then took off his sorcerer's robes, never to put

t hem

on again. He left themwhere they fell and went out to join the others of his
ki nd, the few who had survived and scattered all throughout the world.

"What 'appened to 'en?" Billy said.



"I'f you'll kindly refrain frominterrupting, I will tell you," Merlin said
"Sorry."
"That's all right."

"It's just that | ain't never 'ad no archmage in nme 'ead before, y'know?
Takes
gettin' used to."

"So does your grammar," Merlin said wyly. "Now, then, where were we?"
"dd CGorlois and the rest of the A d Bl eeders done scattered after they fixed
the Darkies," Billy said.

"I think I understand now," Merlin said norosely. "You' re a punishnment from
God. "

"Yeah, an' you're probably a bloody case o' indigestion," Billy said. "Get on
withit."

Billy had the sense that Merlin was slowy counting to ten. A nonent |later he
continued with the story.

The few remaining A d Ones soon |learned to conceal what they were if they
want ed

to survive. They hid anbong the hunmans and interbred with them producing
children who often displayed unusual abilities, abilities that in future
years

woul d be referred to as "paranormal." Abilities that these children al so soon
| earned to conceal, because the A d Ones and their descendants were

nmercil essly

hunt ed down.

The hunt had continued through the centuries, said Merlin, even when the true
reason for it was no |onger remenbered clearly. Anyone who was even slightly
different was inmedi ately suspect. The persecution of the druids, the

exterm nation of the Aztecs, the Spanish Inquisition, the Sal em w tch-hunts,

t he

efforts of Fundamental Christians to suppress the quest for know edge... the
old

fears remai ned deeply enbedded in hunman racial nenory.

Corlois was one of the few who had survived the persecution of his race. He
traveled far fromthe Euphrates Valley, where the Dark Ones had been

ent onbed,

maki ng his way to a cold and wi ndswept island in the north. There he took a
human wife froma tribe known as the De Dannan. She bore hima son naned
Merlin.

"'By, that's your nanme," Billy said.

"It was nme, you young idiot."

"So this Gorlois bloke was your old man, then?"

"Brilliant deduction."

"Well, bleedin' Christ, "owthe "ell was | supposed to. know? | thought this
al |



"appened a long tinme ago!"
"It did happen a long time ago. Al npbst two thousand years ago, in fact!"
"CGor' y'don't tell mel™

"I'f you don't stop interrupting, | won't tell you!"™ Merlin said irately. 'Ww
|'ve forgotten where | was again!"
"An' you told me to pay attention,"
"imself a bird an' she 'atched you."

Billy said. "Ad Corlois went an' got

"She didn't hatch nme, | was born in the conventional manner," Merlin said
stiffly.

"Right, right, get on with it."

Merlin counted ten once nore, a bit nmore slowy this tinme, then expl ai ned

t hat

because his nother was a human, tine passed nore quickly for her than it did
for

Corlois, and when he could no | onger bear to watch her growing old, Gorlois
| eft

her, vow ng never again to take a human wife.

"Fine chap, your old man, 'ey?" said Billy.

"Yes, indeed, he was a bastard,"” Merlin said. "My poor nother died of a

br oken

heart. But as the years passed, Gorlois forgot his vow He had lived with
humans

for so long, he had beconme vul nerable to their weaknesses. He succumbed to
human

passions and to human flaws. A lust for power and possessions grew in him
and

he took another wife, a beautiful young Wl shworman naned |grai ne. She bore
hi m

t hree daught er s—El ai ne, Mrgause, and Morgana."

One day, Merlin continued, smtten by the beauty of Igraine, a savage kni ght
naned Ut her—aided by a spell cast by Merlin—+took on the appearance of Corlois
and had his way with Igraine, then killed Gorlois in battle. In this way,
Merlin

sai d, he had revenged hinmself on Gorlois for abandoning his nother. Not |ong
afterward Igraine gave birth to Uher's son, who was naned Arthur. Arthur
grew

up to becone the King of Britain, with Merlin as his adviser. And Mrgana,
who

was hal f-sister to both Arthur and Merlin, came to Merlin and asked to be his
pupil. She | earned well and she | earned quickly. She used her powers to
ensorcl e

Arthur and seduce him and so Mbdred was concei ved.

"What, you nean she did it with "er own brother?" Billy said.

"Hal f brother,"” Merlin said. "Still, you're quite right, it's the sort of

t hi ng

that sinmply isn't done. However, Mrgana never bothered with such things as
nmorality and ethics.”



As Modred grew, Mrgana—who had become known far and wi de as the sorceress
Morgan Le Fay—passed on to himthe know edge she had | earned from Merlin. She
prevail ed upon the finest knights in the kingdomto teach himthe skills of
physi cal combat. And then she brought himto Canelot, to take his place anong
t he Kni ghts of the Round Tabl e.

Arthur was always formally correct around him but little nore than mat. He
flinched visibly whenever his son cane near him and when they spoke, Arthur
was

al ways stiff with disconfort, distant in his tone. Mdred was his shane, his
sin

cone back to haunt him And as Morgana had pl anned, Mddred's bitter pain at
hi s

father's rejection of himlaid the groundwork for her plot. Merlin had
revenged

hi nsel f on CGorlois through U her, and now Mrgana woul d revenge hersel f on
Ut her's son through Mbdred. And as for Merlin, who had brought about her
mother's ruin and her father's death, Mrgana had made ot her pl ans.

As his pupil she had learned all that she could fromhim not only of his

t haumat ur gi ¢ know edge, but of his strengths and weaknesses as well. She took
on

pupils of her own, and fromthem she sel ected a young witch called N nue,

whom

she had chosen for her elfin, sultry beauty and her descent fromthe De

Dannan

tribe. Under Morgana's gui dance N nmue enbarked upon a carefully conceived

pl an

of seduction, and when Merlin was distracted and weakened by their |ovenaki ng—

Billy chuckl ed. "You ol d=

"Never mind," said Merlin. "Wzards need a little conpani onship, too, you
know. "

"Are you sure it was just 'er company you 'ad in mnd?" said Billy, grinning.
"Are you quite certain that you're only thirteen?" said Merlin.

"I"'mold enough to know better an' young enough not to give a dam," said
Billy.
"Cet back to the story. Sounds like we're gettin' to the good part."

"I'"ve forgotten where we were again."
"Some bird 'ad you distracted,” Billy said.

"Yes.. .1'll say she did," said Merlin. "And she was a far nore clever little
witch than | ever gave her credit for."

Ni mue cast a spell upon him making himfall into a deep sleep. Mrgana then
Rzglin placed into the cleft of a giant oak tree, and nmere she seal ed himup
;?eep within a living tomb. Wile Merlin slept, inmured in the enchanted
:LgeQnrld was once nore plunged into barbarism Kingdons rose and fell. The
Dar k



Ages passed and the Renai ssance began. Wth the birth of the Industrial Age
cane

the rise of technol ogy, which reached its zenith with the Nucl ear Age. Then
cane

the Col | apse, when the power-hungry technocrats exhausted the weary world's
resources and the nmachines had finally stopped. The world was once nore

pl unged

i nto darkness until the spell that had held Merlin prisoner was broken and he
returned to bring back magic to the world.

"I ended the Collapse by fusing magic with technol ogy, w th thaumaturgy as

t he

new energy base," explained Merlin. "In the years since | awoke, |'ve

est abl i shed progranms of thaumaturgic study so that now every nation has a
coll ege of sorcerers in at |east one major university. The world had
forgotten

the ways of magic, and | wanted to bring it back to them They had forgotten
so

much. | wanted to teach themhow to live in harmony with the natural forces
of

the world. But | had overl ooked one thing. The world may change, but
fundanmental |y human nature will remain the same. One of my nost gifted
students

could not be content with carrying on the honorable traditions of the white
mage. Rashid wanted nore. He wanted power. And as his feet began to stray
from

the rightful path, his way brought himever closer to the Dark Ones."

"But | thought they were dead an' buried," Billy said.

"Buried but not dead," said Merlin. "The Dark Ones do not die. They nust be
killed. Over the centuries they have fed off the evil deeds that men did, and
little by little they grew stronger, until they were able to reach out and
sei ze

Rashi d and take his soul. They brought himunder their control and led himto
the place where they were buried. By now Rashid had become a weal thy man, and
he

financed an archaeot haumat urgi ¢ expedition to unearth what he thought were
enchanted relics. And, in a sense, that was exactly what he found. He renoved
t he enchanted runestones fromthe gol den chest w thin the wardi ng pentagram
and

t hus he opened up the way for the Dark Ones to escape."

"An' did they?" Billy said, caught up in the story, not noticing how people
stared at himas he wal ked down the street, talking to hinself.

"Not right away," said Merlin. 'They were still weakened fromtheir eons of
confinenent and they needed to gather their strength. Rashid had |ost the
runestones, and they knew that so |long as the runestones still existed, they

could never attain their full power."

"So they 'ad to destroy the runestones first," said Billy.

"Exactly," Merlin replied. "Only the runestones were not so easy to destroy.
Remenmber that the life force of the ruling council of white nages was
cont ai ned

within them Yet, by thenselves, the runestones could do little, so they
needed

to chose chanpions, three people with whomthey could unite, so that they
woul d



becorme the avatars of the old white magic. And since the enchantnent of the

rune- . stones was built upon the living triangle, the runestones chose three
descendants of the three daughters of Gorlois. A young warl ock naned
Wr dr une,

descended from Morgause; a thief named Kira, descended from El ai ne; and
Modr ed,
for Morgana's son still lived."

"CGor', so it all comes full circle, then!" said Billy. "But | still don't
understand what all this '"as to do with ne. Wiy 'ave | got you inside ne
' ead?"

"Billy, do you know what the word reincarnation means?" asked Merlin.
"When someone comes back fromthe dead as someone el se, right?"

"Something like that,"” Merlin said. "This may be difficult for you to
understand, but there is a netaphysical relationship between life cycles and
t he

natural forces in the world. New souls enter the world all the time as old
soul s

| eave, but often it takes many lifetines for a soul to conplete its cycle.
Sonetimes a soul conmes into the world and bl azes brightly, igniting a shining
light that illum nates all those who came in touch with it Iong after that
soul

recedes into the darkness. Oher times a life cycle is conpleted before the
soul

can finish the work it had to do."

"So it conmes back again as soneone else," said Billy. "'"Ey!l Wait a m nute—=

"We tried to stop the Dark Ones fromescaping, Billy," Merlin continued. "W
failed. W destroyed some of them but many nmanaged to escape. And in the
struggle I was killed."

"No," said Billy, shaking his head. "Ch, no, don't tell ne..."

"My work is not yet finished, Billy, and it appears that | have been
reincarnated into you. It's not supposed to work this way, but | think I know
why it happened. You are descended from N rue, lad. | am your
great-great-grandfather, Billy, sone twenty-five times renoved."

"Sweet bleedin' Jesus!" Billy said. "You mean |'m stuck with you for the rest
o
me lifel"

"It had to be one of nmy descendants, Billy, so that | could use your

i nherited

abilities to bring ny powers to full strength. The Dark Ones nust be stopped.
I

needed to conme back, lad, and | had nowhere else to go."

CHAPTER TWO

VWhi techapel, originally part of Stepney, was now a crowded suburb of the
spraming City of London. The chapel after which the district had been naned,
the parish church of St. Mary Witechapel, known sinply as St. Mary's, dated
back to the fourteenth century. For hundreds of years Witechapel had been



t he

hone of poor tradesmen, dockworkers, and inmmgrants who lived in squalor in
its

congested, fog-enshrouded, mazelike courts and alleys. But the district was
per haps nost famous—er infambus—for the | egendary Whitechapel Mirders of
1888,

the grisly work of Jack the Ri pper

During the latter part of the twentieth century, and well into the
twenty-first,

much of the area had been redevel oped. Nunerous office buildings were
constructed, as well as sone apartnent buildings, but as the econony faltered
in

fits and starts until the inevitable Collapse, construction projects were
started and abandoned and then started once again by new devel opers, with the
result that the area had becone a surreal cacophony of architectural styles.
Here woul d be a nonolithic tower nmade of steel and glass, there a ferroplast
cluster of geometric shapes rising up like sonme mutant stalagnite, dwarfing a
Victorian courtyard at the end of a narrow all eyway.

Many of the buildi ngs were abandoned. A few had been picked up by
specul at ors,

but the reasons for the cheap purchase prices soon becane apparent. Few of

t he

buil di ngs were in any stage resenbling conpletion. Most were little nore than
shell's, with such, things as plunbing and environnental systens either

i nconpl ete or not installed at all, rendering the structures virtually

uni nhabi t abl e. None of the wi ndows opened. They were there to see out of, not
to

let in breezes. What little had been done on the interior of the buildings
had

been gutted during the Collapse. Still, this did not prevent the desperately
poor from seeking shelter in them and it was difficult, if not inpossible,
to

clear the often savage squatters out and keep them out |ong enough to effect
any

i mprovenents. And what would be the point? It was hardly the sort of

nei ghbor hood that would attract desirable tenants.

So, for the nost part, \Witechapel had been left in linbo, a gl oony,

post - apocal ypti c urban jungle. The hal f-fini shed nodem buil dings jutted up
into

the sky like pieces of dark, broken quartz, vertical purgatories to which the
| ost souls of the city were consigned. At night fires could be seen burning
on

many of the floors behind the dark glass walls, nost of which had been broken
for ventilation, leaving the large panels veined with cracks resenbling giant
spi derwebs. Sonetinmes the fires would get out of control, and before | ong an
entire building would be burning like a torch. The fire brigades usually
woul d

refuse to go inside the burning building. Anyone who came out woul d be
rendered

cursory assistance, but those who had been trapped inside were on their own.
The

bri gade's sorcerer adepts would call up a cloudburst to wet down adjacent
bui | di ngs and keep the flanes from spreadi ng, and chances were, if the

i nhabitants survived, that many of them would continue to make their homes

i nside the snmoking ruin. A short distance away was London, el egant and
stately,

but to those who lived in the dark and deadly urban war zone that was



Whi techapel, it was |ike another planet. In sone respects things hadn't
changed
very much at all since 1888

It was unlikely that Joey Lynmon had ever heard of Jack the Ripper. It was
unlikely that any thought nore conplicated than one associated with the seven
deadly sins had ever crossed his mnd. Make that six deadly sins. Joey Lynon
had

no pride.

Joey was a very unconplicated young man. He was not particularly stupid, nor
was

he particularly smart. He had a certain innate shrewdness that had all owed
hi m

to survive for twenty-two years, an ability to scratch out a subsistence
l'iving

one way or another, sonething that was no nean feat since the spectacul ar
failure of Britain's experinment in enlightened socialism Wat nmade life
difficult for Joey was his surpassing ugliness.

At an age when his sexual hornones were in full roar, Joey could make Medusa
turn to stone. He was tall and gangly, thin as a stick, and he noved with
spastic nmotions, like a spider with Parkinson's disease. He had a nervous tic
at

the corner of his nmouth, and his nose was always running. H's hair was |ank
and

dark and greasy, and his skin had an unhealthy, sluglike pallor. He had warts
and pun-pies that were so pustulant and so profusely scattered all over his
face

and body that he | ooked as if he were a victimof sone grotesque fungus. His
eyes were bl oodshot and his teeth were rotten. He had lice, and he snelled
wor se

than a week-old road kill. Even the rankest whores in \Witechapel fled at his
approach. It had always filled himw th self-Ioathing when that happened, but
| ately he had begun to direct that |oathing outward, toward all the wonmen who
| ooked at himw th such disgust, especially the whores of Whitechapel

G ven the circunstances, it was Joey Lynon's tragic fate to have a sex drive
three times as strong as any ordinary man's. He would stand in the shadows,
chewing on his lower lip, desperately trying to work up his courage, feeling
awful, dirty, ugly... and when he could no |longer bear it, he would accost
some

prostitute. He often tried to pick the oldest and npbst unattractive ones on
t he

theory that they would be equally as desperate as he, but invariably they
woul d

recoil fromhimin disgust or, even worse, they'd laugh, at. him. It. made
t he

hate in himgrow and. grow until he thought that it would make hi m burst. And
the tine came when he could not contain it any |onger

Her nanme was Mary Spring, but Joey didn't know that. He'd been standing in

t he

shadows for close to half an hour, watching her, trying to work up his nerve.
Just once, he thought, just once so | could know what it's |ike. Perhaps then
t hese awful yearnings that filled himw th such shame woul d go away. Maybe
this

one would be different. In the time that he'd been watching her, no one had
passed by. It was late, and a thick fog had descended. Anyone with any sense
woul d be inside by now, hiding fromthe predators who roaned the streets at



ni ght. She was shivering, yet she was still displaying as nuch of her
enaci at ed

body as she could, hoping to attract some customers. She obvi ously needed
noney

very badly. Perhaps she could not afford to turn hi mdown.

"Evenin', luv," said Joey, stepping up to her and trying hard to sound
casual
"Nice night for a stroll, eh? 'O~ s about—=

Mary recoiled fromhimin disgust.
of
it, ya ugly brute! Gorblimey, what a bl oody stench—=

"Gwahn wif ya!" she shrilled. "Gt out

Wt hout thinking, Joey uncorked a right cross at her jaw and dropped her like
stone. He stood there, quivering with fury, his fists clenched, and he felt
like

giving her a savage kick in the ribs for good nmeasure before he left, but

t hen

anot her idea occurred to him He quickly |ooked around, picked the
unconsci ous

whore up by the ankles, and dragged her into a dark alley.

He quickly tore off all her clothing. So what if she was unconscious? He'd
EZY? anyway, |eave her to cone to naked in the alley. It would serve her
ng?abught. Maybe he'd even wait around till she came to and pound on her
igrg, make her beg for it, beat some of that bloody arrogance out of her

"Serve the bleedin' bitch right if | killed "er," Joey said, the hate boiling

up
within him

"Why don't you?" a soft voice behind himsaid.
Joey gasped and spun around, the color draining fromhis face.

About twenty feet away, near the nmouth of the alley, stood a strikingly
good- | ooki ng man dressed in el egant evening clothes with a generous anmpunt of
| ace at the throat and cuffs. A long, dark coat was thrown over his

shoul ders.

He was cl ean-shaven, with an angul ar jaw and hi gh cheekbones. H s nmouth was
wi de

and sensual, his green eyes had a nocking, know ng |ook. Hi s hair was flamng
red, full in the front, and swept back at the sides. He slowy sauntered

t owar d

Joey, a wy smile on his face.

"Go on," he said, casually lighting a cigarette. "Kill her. You know you want
to."

"'Ere, stay back, you!" yelled Joey, panicking. "You stop right there! You
st ay
away fromme!"

The red-haired man stopped nmonmentarily and smiled in a friendly manner

"No need to be afraid, Joey," he said. "I won't harmyou. In fact,



under st and
exactly how you feel ."

"You just 'old it right there!" Joey said, backing away fromhim "Wo are
you?
'OV d you know nme nane?"

"I know a | ot of things about you, Joey," said the red-haired man. Hi s eyes
seened to see down to the very depths of Joey's soul. "I know how you were
abandoned by your nother, and that you grew up in a foundling hone. Al one.
Unwant ed. | know how you've been nmade to suffer all your life, sinply because
you don't |l ook the sane as others. | know all about the painful taunts, the
i nnurer abl e beatings, those countless expressions of disgust and | oat hing,

t he

comments made not quite out of your hearing"—the red-haired stranger | ooked
down at the unconscious Mary Spring—and the rejection, even by such as

t hese, "

he added softly.

Joey trenbled as he listened to the red-haired stranger catalog his life. H's
jaw hung sl ack and his breathing becane | abored. H s entire world had becone
centered around the red-haired stranger's |um nous, conpelling gaze. He heard
nothing but the Iilting, haunting sound of the red-haired stranger's voice.
He

couldn't speak. He coul dn't nove.

The red-haired stranger sadly shook his head. "This slut would degrade

her sel f

for the price of a cheap drink, with anyone, anyone at all... only not with
you. "

Joey was on the verge of tears.

"And why?" the red-haired stranger continued, |ooking deeply into Joey's
eyes.

"What do they know of you, of what you think, of what you feel ? What do they
care? Qutward appearance is the only thing they see. You could have a heart
as

bl ack as pitch, a soul a thousand tinmes nore | oathsonme than a rotting,
maggot - ri dden corpse, yet give you pleasing features, a charm ng manner, and
an

easy smile, and they would come and lay their whole world at your feet. Very
well, so be it. Behold..."

The red-haired stranger made a | anguid gesture and an ornate, gilt-framed,
full-length nminor appeared mounted on the alley wall. It seened to gl ow
faintly.

Startled, Joey glanced at it, and his breath caught at what he saw reflected
there.

It was the face of a young man of stunning beauty, with flow ng, wavy,

j et - bl ack

ban: and cl assic, darkly handsone features. The nouth was full and sensual
t he

teeth were dazzlingly white and perfect, the chin was firmand slightly
poi nt ed,

t he cheekbones prom nent, the jaw ine graceful, the skin w thout a blem sh
Intense, dark eyes | ooked back at himw th a knowi ng, blatantly sexua

expr essi on.



"I's that what they all want, you think?" the red-haired stranger said as Joey
stared, transfixed, at his reflection in the ninor

He slowy brought his hand up to his face, staring as the handsone i nage
reflected in the mrror did the sane. He shook his head slowy as he traced
hi s

jawline and felt the smooth skin of his cheek

"That isn't ne," he said, and he gasped with surprise at the sound of his own
voi ce. It had becone deep and nel odi ously masculine, the diction perfect, a

voi ce that spoke of el egance and breeding. "It doesn't even sound like ne,"
he

sai d. He shook his head and stared at the red-haired stranger with awe and

di sbelief. "You're a wizard!" he said. "I've never net a real w zard. Wo are

you? What do you want from ne?"

The red-haired stranger sniled. "Wat does it matter who | amor what | want?
The inmportant thing, Joey, is what you want."

"You're no w zard," Joey whispered. "You're the Devil!"

The red-haired stranger chuckled. "Suppose | were," he said. "At |east |
understand you, Joey. At least | care. \What has God ever done for you?"

Joey mouth was dry. "It's my soul you're after, isn't it?"

"No, Joey," the red-haired stranger said. "Not yours.
unconsci ous prostitute. "Hers."

He gl anced down at the

He nade anot her graceful gesture, slowy sweeping his armout, pal mopen, and
Joey saw an array of |ethal-Iooking steel blades appear upon the ground,
razor-sharp and gl eam ng, spread out upon a soft, black |eather roll-up case.

Mary Spring nmpoaned softly and began to stir.

"She deserves it, Joey," said the red-haired stranger softly. "She and al

t he

others like her. Al the ones who've hurt you. Al the ones who spread their
filth, preying |like parasites on all those who are unloved, on all the poor
soul s who did not receive the gift of beauty and nust |ive al one and unwant ed
in

the worl d. They've already made their choice. They chose hell, Joey. And
you're

the one who's going to send themthere."

"I"'mthe one," said Joey in a dull voice.

The red-haired stranger was no | onger there, but his words came to Joey like
a
whi sper on the w nd.

"G ve her to nme, Joey. Send her black soul straight to hell."

Joey suddenly found hinself holding the snpboth, ebony handl e of a |ong,
shar p,
gl eam ng bl ade.

Mary Spring nmoaned once again, and her eyelids fluttered open. She saw the
bl ade
descendi ng and she screaned—



Dr. Sebastian Makepeace was a very |arge man, but he nmoved with surprising
agility for his size. He weighed three hundred pounds and stood six feet six
inches tall. He cane striding across the park, carrying a shapel ess briefcase
and puffing on a big cigar, his D ckensian gray hair stream ng out from
beneat h

his black beret, his ankle-lIength black |eather overcoat unbuttoned and

bill owi ng behind himlike a cape, he nade straight for Wrdrune and Kira |ike
a

j ugger naut, knowi ng people woul d make way for him Wen anything that big
cones

beari ng down on you, you make way.

He cane up to them where they stood by the fountain and stopped directly in
front of them towering over themboth |ike a nountain.

"Hello, my dear," he said to Kira, after first taking the cigar out of his
nmout h. He had a boom ng voice that any stage actor woul d have envied. He took
her hand and nade a snmall bow. "Thank you for conming so pronptly." He put the
ci gar back between his teeth and glared at Wrdrune. "You nust be young
Wrdrune. We've spoken on the phone."

"No, sir, | don't think we have," said Wrdrune. "You spoke to Kira before."

"Quite right, quite right," said Makepeace gruffly. H s eyes narrowed beneath
his bristling eyebrows. "Wat's your truenane? | must be sure, now "

"Kar pi nsky, " Wrdrune sai d.
Makepeace grunted. "First nane?"

Wrdrune hesitated. "Melvin," he said. "But no one ever calls ne that," he
qui ckly added. "I go by ny mage-nane."

"Of course you do, Melvin," Mkepeace said, and Wrdrune grimaced sourly as
he

realized that Makepeace was probably never going to call himanything el se.
"You

m nd renovi ng your hat?"

Wrdrune conplied with his request. Mkepeace squinted at the runestone and
grunted. "One can never be too careful. Tell ne, does Mrpheus have one of
t hose

little gens as wel | ?"

"Yes," said Wrdrune, putting his hat back on

"What ki nd?"

"A ruby."

"Wher e?"

"Over his heart. Are you satisfied now, or do you want me to produce ny

birth
certificate?" said Wrdrune wyly.

"One can never be too careful,’
t he

Makepeace said. "Hunor me, okay? Wat does



nane Appol | onius nmean to you?"

"A sentient hyperdinensional matrix conmputer that was hijacked while en route
to

Langl ey," Wrdrune said. "Mrpheus used it to raid classified data banks. It
was

destroyed in a fire when the | ate Shiek Al 'Hassan hit the Park Avenue

pent house

Mor pheus was renting under the nanme John Roderick. That's one of the reasons
he's the late Shiek Al 'Hassan. Any nore questions?"

Makepeace grunted. "No, that will do. I"'mquite satisfied."

"Wwuldn't it have been sinpler just to have Kira vouch for me, since she'd
al ready passed your rmuster?"

"Per haps, perhaps," said Makepeace, "but on the other hand, you night have
Esfging her at gunpoint or sone such thing. O she night have been under a
fgeLche her cooperation. You never know. Possibilities abound. |I'ma carefu
man, Mel vi n. Morpheus pays nme to be careful, pays ne handsomely. Now what is
:tcan do for you?"

Wrdrune and Kira exchanged gl ances. "You called us," said Wrdrune.
Makepeace grunted. "Ah, yes, yes, so | did. Slipped my mind for a nonent." He

sat down on the edge of the fountain, took out a huge purple handkerchief,
and

nmopped his face with it. "You'll have to excuse ne, it's been a |long day. The
norl ocks are trying to yank nmy tenure once again. Looking for |oopholes so

t hey

can get me. Accusing nme of inconpetence, teaching ny classes drunk. Hah

Rubbi shl | can teach twice as well drunk as any of those nobrons can sober. M
| ectures are al ways packed! Packed, | tell you! Those bastards are just

j eal ous

because | publish nore than they do, and |I'm popular with the students. Wy—=

Wrdrune cleared his throat. "Uh, Dr. Mkepeace? Can we get to the point,
pl ease?" He gl anced at Kira. She shrugged.

"The point?" said Makepeace, |ooking up at them his eyes bl oodshot. "Ah,
yes,

of course, the point, the point." He | ooked at Kira. "You asked ne to cal
you

if I heard anything."

"You' ve heard from hi n?" said Kira anxiously.

"Well, no, not exactly, not exactly," Mkepeace said, shifting his i mense
wei ght slightly and reaching into his pocket for his steel cigar case.

A thin tentacle came up out of the fountain, wavering |ike a stalk, reaching
stealthily for his pocket. Makepeace's hand brushed the tentacle as it was
reaching into the very pocket he was going for. He leapt up with a roar and
pl unged both arns into the fountain up to his el bows, snarling with the cigar
butt clenched between his teeth. The water in the fountain churned, and
severa

tentacl es cane out, wrapping thenmsel ves around Makepeace's neck. Stil



hol di ng

on to the creature with one hand, Makepeace tore the tentacles away, then
yanked

the squid up out of the water and proceeded to batter it savagely against the
wal I of the fountain. A short distance away, a skinny old man with a | arge

pur se

hangi ng from his shoul der started to wal k away qui ckly. Makepeace spotted him

"Hey! Cone here, you!"
The old man started running.

"Cet back here, you old fruit!" hollered Makepeace at the top of his |ungs,
throwing the dead squid after him It sailed through the air and hit the old
man

in the back with a wet smack, knocking himdown. He scranbled up again and

t ook

to his heels in a panic, glancing over his shoul der fearfully.

"Dam di ps are everywhere," grow ed Makepeace, w ping his hands on his coat
as

he wat ched the old man recede into the distance. He held his right armout to
the side and snapped his fingers. The skinny old man's purse appeared
dangl i ng

by the strap fromhis right hand.

"You're an adept!" said Wrdrune.

Makepeace turned around and knitted his brows at him "I amnor an adept," he
said stiffly. "I'ma fairy."

"You're a what?" said Wrdrune.

"Afairy, a fairy! Wat are you, deaf?"

"You mean... you don't |ike women?" said Kira.

"Not that kind!" said Makepeace. He growled. "CGod, | hate that! | |ike wonen,
all right? | Iove wonen! | crave women constantly. | amnot gay! | ama
fairy!"

"Whoever heard of a three-hundred-pound fairy?" said Wrdrune.

"I also like food," said Makepeace, his eyes narrowing to slits. "You want to
make something of it?"

"Noooooo, " said Wrdrune, "I don't think so. I... think... we'd better go."
"Wait a minute," Kira said, "we haven't heard what he's got to tell us."
"Kira, the man says he's a fairy."

"G

"A six-foot-six, three-hundred-pound fairy?" Wrdrune | owered his voice.
"Kira,

the man i s a banana."

"What, you can be a warlock and he can't be a fairy?" she said.



"Fairies are tiny, supernatural beings who flit around |ike humm ngbirds on
gossamer wi ngs and hang out with Peter Pan," said Wrdrune. "If this guy's
got

wi ngs, they must've cone off a pterodactyl!"

"I heard that, Melvin," said Makepeace, scow ing and pointing an accusatory
finger at him "You know, a thousand years ago they woul d' ve burned you as a
wi tch. They woul d've said you communed with spirits and ate babi es! They
woul d' ve said you were afraid of silver and could be burned by holy water!
They

woul d' ve said all sorts of nonsense because they didn't know any better!"

H s face started turning purple. H's eyes bugged out. Hs voice kept rising
until it reached a mani acal crescendo.

"Who the hell told you that fairies are tiny creatures who have w ngs?" he
screanmed. "Where did you get that crap? Hans Christian Andersen? The Brothers
G i m? Wl t - bl oody- f ucki ng-Di sney! What the hell do you know about fairies?"
"Right. That's it. W're leaving." Wrdrune took Kira by the arm

"Don't!" she said, jerking away fromhim "You' re not going to do it to ne

again! | don't give a damm even if he does say he's a fairy! He could say
he' s
Snow White for all | care! We're going to listen to what he has to say!"

"Kira, for CGod' s sake—=

"Listen to her, Melvin," Mkepeace said. "You' re going to need ny help."
Wr drune stopped and gl anced at him sharply. Makepeace stood there with his
ar s

fol ded, staring down at himinperiously.

"This had better be good," said Wrdrune, pointing at him "Qherw se you're
going to wish that squid had drowned you in the fountain."

Makepeace rai sed his bushy eyebrows. "Are you threatening a fairy?"

"Al'l right, I"'mgoing to count to three, Tinkerbell," said Wrdrune, scow ing
ﬁ?nl "One..."

"You're awful sure of yourself, aren't you?" Makepeace said.

"Two..."

"What the hell. Go ahead, kid. Take your best shot."

"That does it. Three!"

Wrdrune gestured at himviolently with both hands... and nothi ng happened.
He

frowned, nunbled a spell under bis breath, and repeated the gesture. Nothing.

"Was this nore or less what you had in m nd?" said Makepeace, and Wrdrune
suddenly started to float up into the air.

"/fey!"



He rose until he was about six feet off the ground, then Makepeace took a
deep

breath and blew it out at him Wrdrune started to spin in mdair like a
pi nwheel , faster and faster and faster.

" Aaaaaaaaaah! Put nme downnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn!"
"Certainly," said Makepeace.

Wrdrune went down with a splash into the fountain. Kira stifled a | augh as
he

got up shakily, water streaming fromhim Several passersby had stopped to
wat ch

when Makepeace levitated him and now others had joined them The crowd was
enj oyi ng the show

"What the hell are you | ooking at?" Wrdrune shouted at them
"Uh, Dr. Makepeace, | think it's time we took this soneplace else," said Kira

"I think you're right, ny dear,
t he

fountai n, Makepeace inhal ed deeply and bl ew out at himagain. Wrdrune yel ped
as

a fierce, hot desert wind hit him blowing so hard that it al nost knocked him
off his feet. He grabbed the side of the fountain as the hot, hurricane-force
wi nd how ed around him until he stood there, conpletely dry, gasping for
breath. The onl ookers gave Makepeace a polite round of appl ause.

' said Makepeace. As Wrdrune clinbed out of

Thank you, thank you," Makepeace said, bowing to them He turned back to
Wrdrune. "Come on, kid. No hard feelings. 1'll buy you a beer."

Lovecraft's on MacDougal Street was a small and relatively unpretentious bar
for

t he nei ghborhood. The lighting was dim the tables were rickety, the

t abl ecl ot hs

were bl ack, and the candles were all set in white ceranmic skulls. The
bar t enders

and waitresses were all dressed in black and nade up to | ook |ike zonbies,
with

huge circles of heavy bl ack eye shadow that seemed to drip down onto the
cheeks

pai nted on their faces.

"You cone here often?" Kira said, |ooking around at sonme of the other patrons
dubi ousl y.

"The place has a certain decadent charm" said Makepeace. "It's a popul ar
literary hangout. Everybody in here | ooks either dead or depressed. Mkes the
witers feel at hone."

A slinky, black-clad young waitress set two pitchers of beer and two gl asses
down on the table. She bent over and gave Makepeace an affectionate kiss, and
he

patted her on the bottom

"Ah, thank you, Morticia," he said, sighing contentedly as he picked up one
of
the pitchers and drank straight fromit. Kira poured a beer for herself and



Wrdrune fromthe other pitcher. Wrdrune | ooked shell-shocked.

"I don't understand,"” he said. "Wiy didn't my spell work? How d you manage to
turn it around on ne?"

"Sinple, Melvin," Makepeace said. "You were thinking inmpure thoughts. You

i ntended to use your power in a petty, spiteful manner, and the nil estones
weren't going to allow that. What kind of person attacks a fairy, for God's
sake?"

"You know about the m | estones?" Wrdrune said, staring at him
"Of course | know about the nilestones,”
did

you think | ..thought they were, costune jewelry?" He quaffed half the

pi t cher

in what seemed |ike one swallow and bel ched profoundly. "Mddred told ne the
whol e story."

Makepeace replied irritably. "Wat

"Mbdred? Then you know everything!" Wrdrune shook his head in astoni shnent.
"l
can't believe he told you."

"Ch, really?" Mikepeace said, glaring at him "And why not? You can't see why
Modred woul d share his secrets with sone wacked-out acadenic, a schizoid
sorcerer who's slipped a cog or two and thinks that he's a fairy?"

"No, | didn't say that..." Wrdrune began, hesitantly, though it had been
exactly what he was thinking.

"Look, get this straight," said Makepeace, |eaning toward himand putting his
hands down flat on the table. "I'"mnot a wi zard or a sorcerer. |'mnot sone
neurotic thaumaturgy professor who's teaching history because he's' going
senile

and can't keep his goddammed spells straight anynore. I'ma sprite. A spirit
being. A fairy, got that? A fairy! Afairy!"

H s screamwas | oud enough to rattle the glasses in the overhead racks. The
waitress cane over to their table and stood | ooki ng down at Makepeace with
her

hands on her hips. She spoke to himas if to a small child.

"Now you stop that right now, Sebastian! If you don't behave yourself, |I'm
cutting off your beer!™

"Morticia, nmy love, you tell them okay?" said Makepeace, giving her a
pl eadi ng

| ook.

"He's a fairy," said Morticia patiently, looking at themwith a wy
expr essi on

and rolling her eyes.

"There, see?" said Makepeace.

"I"'mgetting a headache,” Wrdrune said, shutting his eyes and rubbing the
bri dge of his nose.

The waitress left, shaking her head with resignation



"Dr. Makepeace, about Mdred..." Kira said.

"Yes, yes, of course," said Makepeace. "That's what | called to talk to you
about . "

"Somet hing' s happened to him hasn't it?" said Kira. "I can feel it."
"I"'mafraid it has," said Makepeace. "I had a dream about himlast night."
Wrdrune gl anced up at himsharply. "Wat kind of dreanf"

"I dreaned he was being kept a prisoner sonewhere, chained up in sonme kind of
a
dungeon, " sai d Makepeace.

"W had the exact sane dream ™ said Kira. "I knewit! | knew he was trying to
send us a message! He's tried to reach you the same way!"

"That doesn't make any sense," said Wrdrune. "Wy would he send us dreans?
Wy
woul dn't he sinply get in touch with us through the nmnd Iink?"

"Mnd |ink?" said Makepeace, frowning. "You have sonme sort of telepathic |ink
wi th hi nP"

"Well, | guess he didn't tell you everything, did he?" Wrdrune said
sarcastically.

"WIl you settle down?" said Kira. "What's wong with you?" She turned to
Makepeace. "The m | estones sonehow all ow us to conmuni cate tel epathically,
even

over great distances," she explained. "Mddred seenms to have better contro
over

it than we do, maybe because he's a naturally nore powerful adept. He can
form

the mind link with us at will, but we can't always do it anytime we want to,
t he

way he can."

"Hrm " Makepeace said with a grunt, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "Perhaps
that's because his descent fromthe O d Ones, through Gorlois, is nore direct
than yours."

"Jesus, you know that too?" said Wrdrune

Makepeace closed his eyes wearily. "Melvin, give it a rest, will you, please?
' mnot just anybody, you know "

"Yeah, | know, " said Wrdrune sourly. "You' re never-never land s answer to
Ki ng
Kong. "

Makepeace glared at himand started to twitch at the corner of his nouth. A
| ow,
runbling grow came from deep down in his throat.

"WIl you stop?" said Kira. "l've about had it with you two! We haven't got
tine
for this!"



Makepeace took a deep breath and let it out slowmy. "OF course. You're
absolutely right, ny dear. However, young Melvin, irritating though he may
be,

does have a good point. |If Mddred can establish a mind link with you at will,
why hasn't he? And it would seemthat sone sort of mnd |link would be
necessary

for himto send a telepathic dreaminage, even briefly, and | have never had
such contact with himbefore. Neither has Jacqueline."

"Jacquel i ne?" said Wrdrune. "Jacqueline Monet?"

Makepeace nodded. "She called ne this norning. W' ve never spoken to each

ot her

before, you understand. W didn't even know each other. Mdred was al ways
very

careful to keep his contacts separate, but she found out about ne sonehow-she
sai d she suddenly just knew—and so she called ne. She had a sinilar dream"

"What the hell is going on?" said Wrdrune, baffled.

"Wait, there's nore," said Makepeace. "Her experience was slightly different.
She remenbered nore of the dreamthan | did, or she was given nore of it. She
said that Modred was in England. ™

"Engl and?" Wrdrune said. "How did she know?"

Makepeace shook his head. "I couldn't really get that part of it straight. It
wasn't a very good connection. But she seemed absolutely certain that he was
in

Engl and, being held prisoner by one of the Dark Ones. Sonewhere in or around
London. "

Kira nodded. "I don't know why, but it sounds right." She glanced at
Wr dr une.

"I can't explain it, but suddenly I'msure he's there."

"None of this makes any sense at all," said Wrdrune, shaking his head, "but
I

have the same damm feeling. | can't explain it, but the m nute he said
London,

it just felt right."

"That settles it, then," said Makepeace, getting up fromthe table. "W're
goi ng

to London. I'Il make arrangenents to have one of ny coll eagues take ny

cl asses.

"Il meet you back at your place in about an hour."

"Whoa, wait just a minute there, Sebastian," said Wrdrune. "Wat do you
nean,
we're going to London? Who said you were com ng?"

"You're going to take on the Dark Ones all by yoursel ves?" said Makepeace.
"Even
Modred coul dn't handl e them al one. \Wat nakes you think you coul d?"

"Because together the three of us are infinitely stronger than we are apart,"”
said Wrdrune. "If you know about the runestones, then you know why that's
so. "



"Yes, the three of you together make up the living triangle," said Makepeace
gruffly. "But before you can unite your forces, first you nust get to Mbodred.
And wi thout him any fairy can drop you in a fountain. Hah! Ha-ha-ha!" He
threw

several bills down on the table and wal ked out of the bar, cackling crazily.

Wrdrune stared after him "That man is certifiably bughouse.™

"But Modred obviously trusted him" said Kira.

"Did he?" Wrdrune said.

"What do you mean?" she said. "How el se could he have known all that?"

"I don't know," said Wrdrune, scowing. "l just can't figure it. Maybe

Modr ed

confided in himbefore he went off the deep end. Maybe Mddred figured it
woul dn't matter what he knew, because who the hell would believe a guy built
like a gorilla who goes around saying he's a fairy?"

"Or maybe he really is a fairy," Kira said

"Yeah, and |I'm Queen of the May," said Wrdrune. "Has it occurred to you that
he

m ght be the opposition?”

Kira's eyes grew wi de. "Mikepeace? | can't believe it! You think he's under
their control ?"

"It's possible," said Wrdrune. "Think about it. The mnute you start | ooking
at

it that way, everything starts to fall into place. It's even possible that he
could be one of them hinself. Mikepeace could be a necromancer. One of the
Dar k

Ones. "

CHAPTER THREE

Billy Slade was | ess unhappy when he nmerely thought that he was going crazy.
In

retrospect, he now thought that going i nsane was sonething he could learn to
handl e. Having a | egendary archmage reincarnated in himwas sonething el se
again. It mght have been interesting if he'd sinply inherited the nmage's
powers, but unfortunately Merlin's personality had been part of the package.
And

Merlin seemed intent on taking full control anytine it pleased him And that
didn't please Billy one dam bit.

After the set-to with the five toughs in the alley, Billy had started wal ki ng
hone while Merlin explained t6 himabout the m|estones and the age-old
struggl e

bet ween white magi ¢ and necronmancy. Billy had |istened, fascinated, until he
suddenly realized that he had absolutely no idea where he was going. Merlin
had

taken over surreptitiously, and by the tine Billy realized he wasn't in

conpl ete

control, he was in a truly nasty nei ghborhood, indeed. A place he didn't like
much, even in the daylight.



"'Ere, where're we goin'?" he said, stopping suddenly and | ooki ng around,
alarnmed. "This ain't the way! Were the 'ell'd you bring us to, old man?"

"/ would appreciate it if you could refrain fromcalling nme 'old man,'" said
Merlin. "There's no reason for us to continue staying in that hovel you' ve
been

living in. It's filthy, cranped, and rat-infested. It's not a fit place for a
human being to live."

"An' you think this is?" said Billy, |ooking up at the dark, foreboding,

t ower

of black glass |ooning over themlike some gargantuan, obsidian tonbstone.
"1 f

you mink I'mgoin'" in nere, you' re out of your bloomin' mnd! There ain't
nothin' but freakin' screaners in that place! They'Il tear ne bleedin' 'eart
out

and 'ave it cooked for supper!"

"They will do no such thing," said Merlin. "Now cone al ong."

Billy involuntarily took three steps forward before he coul d make hinsel f
st op.

One foot lifted up to take another step, but with a determned effort Billy
planted it back down.

"I ain't goin" in there," he said obstinately.

"Now, Billy, don't be difficult."

"I ain't gettin' nmeself killed for the likes o'you," said Billy. ""Ey, if I
get
it, you get it, too, y'know. "

"Nobody's going to "get it,' all right?" said Merlin. "In fact, you've
al r eady
been in there before."

"l "ave? Go on, | 'ave not! When?"
"When you were sl eeping,"”
shoul d

say we have been here before. W have living quarters on the top floor."

Merlin said, patiently. "I have... or perhaps

Billy frowned. "W do?"

"We do. The people in there know us and won't bother us. Now cone along, it's
getting chilly out here.”

Billy sighed. "I don't know about this...
"Trust ne," Merlin said. "You have nothing to fear. | will protect you."

Billy swall omed hard, took a deep breath, and allowed Merlin to guide his
st eps
i nto the building.

There were no front doors. They'd been smashed off |ong ago. The entrance | ed
into a dark courtyard | obby with a large fountain in the center. There was no
water in the fountain. Instead a small refuse fire was burning in the



fount ai n
basin, and there were several dark figures gathered around it, warm ng
t hemsel ves. Billy hesitated.

"Have no fear," said Merlin.
"Yeah, easy for you to say."

Trying hard to cal mhinself, Billy bit his lower |ip and noved forward. His
mouth felt dry. He could feel his heart beating faster and faster and his
breat h

growi ng short. The figures gathered around the fire | ooked up at him as he
approached, the firelight illumnating their coarse and dirty features. One
by

one they stood as he cane closer, and Billy saw that one of them was hol di ng
a

pi ece of iron rod. Another held a heavy piece of wood |Iike a club. Another
reached into his pocket, and Billy al nbst bolted when he saw the | ong knife
bl ade gleamin the firelight.

"Steady, lad, steady," Merlin said.

H s heart hammering with fear, Billy came closer, his fingers closing around
t he

flick knife in his pocket. He stepped out of the shadows. The nonent the
firelight caught his features, an i medi ate change took place in the ragged
nen.

Several of them backed away at once. The one with the knife quickly put the
bl ade away and hurriedly pulled off his filthy cap, contritely holding it
before

himin his hands as he inclined his head toward Billy. H s whol e body took on
a

servil e posture.

"Beggin' yer pardon, nme lord," he said, to Billy's conplete and absol ute
astoni shment, "we didn't rek'inize ya at first."

He stepped aside, bowi ng and scraping, and Billy went past him amazed at his
reaction. The savage derelicts outnunmbered hiny they were all arned and nore
than twice his size, yet they had given way before him He noved past them
into

t he darkness, toward the el evator banks.

"They don't work, you know," said Billy. "They 'aven't worked for years. No
power. W'll 'ave to take the stairs."

The el evator doors slid open soundlessly. The light in the ceiling of the
el evator cane on

"Right," said Billy. "What do / know?" He stepped inside the elevator, and
gggrs cl osed behind himw th a whisper. "Were to?"

"Push the top button,” Merlin said.

"What, the one with no nunber on it?"

"That's right."

Billy pushed it and the el evator began to rise swiftly.



"Can anyone use this lift, then, or just us?" asked Billy.

"Just us," said Merlin. "It's spellwarded. It won't open for anyone el se, and
only we can make it run."

"That's cozy,"
swiftly.

The el evator was traveling at an astonishing rate of speed. There was al nost
no

sensation of notion. And then it stopped at the penthouse floor and the doors
opened.

Billy said. He watched the Iights over the door changi ng

Billy couldn't believe his eyes. He stepped out of the, elevator onto a soft,
t hi ck, handwoven Persian carpet. The huge penthouse |iving room opened out
before him softly illumnated with indirect |ighting. The dark glass wall

| ooked out over the glow ng nightscape of the city. The center of the living
room was dom nated by a sunken conversation pit containing a waparound sofa
uphol stered in soft black | eather and a gl eam ng mahogany coffee table. The
wal s were |ined with bookcases hol di ng hundreds of ancient, |eather-bound

t omes

with titles witten in many di fferent | anguages. Anmong them Billy recogni zed
Arabic, Ad English, dd French, Chinese, and even Aranuaic, though he knew
none

of those | anguages and had no idea how he could tell what they were. There
wer e

several old, iron-banded, wooden chests placed around the room as well as

bi zarre bronze scul ptures, primtive wood carvings, and a stuffed oW fixed to
a

perch. In the corner was an ornate wooden desk covered with scrolls and
parchnents. There was a pipe rack on the desk, as well as a wooden hum dor and
a

human skull with the top of its craniumrenoved so that it could hold a gl ass
ashtray. A small, square-shaped personal conmputer with thaumaturgically

et ched

and ani mated chips al so stood atop the desk. As Billy entered, it stood up on
chunky little |l egs and narched across the desk, turning to face him

"Did you get me a noden?" it asked. It had a voice that sounded the way
peopl e's
voi ces sound when they inhale helium

"No," said Merlin, speaking through Billy. "I didn't have a chance."

"l need a nodem"

"l know that."

"How do you expect me to work w thout a nodenf"

TVVII you stop pestering ne?" said Merlin. "There aren't even any phone lines
Lﬂis bui |l di ng. How do you expect to use a noden®"

"There isn't any power, either, but | notice you got the elevator and al

t hese

lights working just fine. You got power for your damm Gordon Li ghtf oot

t apes—you
can't get ne power for a nodenP"



"That's different. | understand about generating electricity; it's a
relatively
sinmple spell. But | don't understand the first thing about conmputers.™

"What's to understand? You get a modem that functions on the sane principle as
a

radi ophone. | can take care of the rest. | don't know why you get so

i ntim dated

by technology. It's not as if |I'masking you to wite me a new program for
CGod's sake. This is sinple stuff. Achild could do it."

"Archi medes, you are becoming very tiresone,” Merlin said wearily. "I"Il work
on
it, all right?"

"What's to work on? You—
"Ar chi nedes. . ."

"Al'l right, all right, just don't blame me if | can't get anything done,
that's
all.”

Merlin sighed. "Whoever canme up with the idea for conputers, anyway? And
t hought crystal balls were tenperanental =

"You '"ad ne bring all this stuff up '"ere while | was sleep-in'?" Billy said,
interrupting him "No wonder | was so bloody tired when I woke up!"

"You did not actually bring all these things up here physically,” Merlin
explained. "I teleported them here magically. Some of these things were

sal vaged

fromthe fire when ny house burned down, others came from storage, and sone
wer e

inm office at the college in Canbridge, Missachusetts. However, the
exhausti on

that you felt was a direct result of energy expended thaumaturgically."

""What the 'ell does that nean?"

"I't neans that nagic use exacts a price in energy,"” said Merlin. "In other
words, the nore nagic you use, the nore it takes out of you, and the nore
tine

you need to recuperate. Ordinarily, teleporting these things here would have
been effortless for me, but | hadn't counted on the fact that, you' re not
physically mature yet. Your body sinply won't take the same anount of stress
that an adult body woul d be capabl e of handling, especially an adult body
accustoned to the strains placed upon it by magic use.”

"So what you're sayin' is you worked me 'alf to death an' then sat back an'
| eft
me to feel it all. Well, thanks ever so bleedin' much!"

"You're quite right," admitted Merlin. "That wasn't very fair to you. However,
I

didn't have nuch choice. W're pressed for tinme and | had to hurry things

al ong. "

"Why? What's the rush?"



"Lives are at stake,"” said Merlin earnestly. "Many lives. Something

nonst rously

evil has been | oosed upon the city. | can feel it. And it's up to you and ne
to

stop it, Billy. If we can.”

Joey Lymon di scovered something strange after he nurdered Mary Spring. For a
little while the act of killing sonehow made the dirty, shameful feelings go
away, while at the same tine giving hima profound sense of relief and

sati sfaction, a feeling that he had done sonething inportant and correct. And
he

knew t hat what he had done was right. He had elininated a source of
tenptation

fromthe world. He had made sure that Mary Spring's body woul d never tenpt
anyone agai n.

Afterward he had | ooked for the redheaded stranger, but there had been no
sign

of him There was sone noney in the roll-up |eather knife case. And there was
a

card, engraved on fancy white rag stock, with an address handwritten on the
back. The front of the card read, "Lord N gel Carfax."

Perhaps he really was the Devil, Joey thought, and part of himwas terrified,
but another part didn't care. For the first time in his life he could wal k
down

the street without having people recoil fromhimin disgust. He could enter a
pub without having anyone stare at hi mexcept the wonen, but they no | onger
stared at himthe way they used to. Now there were invitations in those
stares.

And he despised themfor it. He downed his pint, w ped his nouth, and ordered
up

another, all the while staring at the card |lying before himon the bar

H s hand was shaking as he picked up the card and turned it over, reading the
address. Mayfair. O course, he thought, where el se would a bloody lord live?
There was no question but that he would have to go. The card was not an
invitation, it was a sumons. A command. He had no choice. He'd have to go,
and

he coul d not del ay.

"*Allo, ducks. Buy a girl a drink?"

He | ooked at her and she m stook his snol dering gaze for passion. She |eered
at

hi m and pressed up agai nst him her hand rubbing the inside of his thigh. She
nmoi stened her |ips and wi nked at him

"I "ave a place not far from'ere," she said suggestively.

Vel |, thought Joey, perhaps he could delay a little while. Lord Carfax would
under st and.

* k%

Terri O ancy was heartachingly beautiful. She had | ong, raven-black hair and
bl ue-gray eyes so light that they seened to give off a silvery glow Her skin
was flaw ess, her nose was slightly turned up at the end, and her nouth ful
and



sensual . She was | ong-1 egged and narrow wai sted, and her breasts were | arge
and

firm She could do nore to arouse a nman with a slight |owering of her

eyel ashes

t han nost any woman could do with her entire body. She had a wal k that nade
nen

bunp into | anpposts and wonen | oathe her on sight. It was as if her every
curve

had been purposely designed to provoke the maxi mum anmount of lust. Tern knew
this, of course, and had | earned to take advantage of it at an early age.

Many nmen made the m stake of thinking that a woman as beautiful as Terri
coul d

not be especially intelligent, since the obsessive cultivation of beauty and
t he

pai nst aki ng enphasis on its display were superficial preoccupations that did
not

require much intelligence at all. But Terri was different. Terri was both
extremely beautiful and highly intelligent. She catered outrageously to the
sexual imaginings of men... the better to destroy them

In many respects Terri O ancy was the exact reverse of Joey Lynon. She

despi sed

men because of the effect she had on them A tragic chil dhood of physica
abuse

and emotional neglect had left her with an enpty heart and a tw sted nind
She

wanted to be |oved, but she didn't really know what | ove was. She dreaned of
finding the man who woul d want her for herself rather than the way she

| ooked,

but she felt the only way she'd ever know if she had found himwas if he
proved

to be immune to her considerable arsenal of charms, so each man who cane into
her life was struck with a barrage of sexual tenptation, the |likes of which
had

not been seen since Sal one had danced for Herod.

And, predictably, since nen are only nmen, and paragons of virtue such as

Gal ahad

are few and far between—ene conmes al ong every two thousand years or so—the
nen

that Terri net invariably succunbed to her allure. It didn't take much,

ei t her.

A knowi ng smle. A lingering, suggestive |ook. A slow, deliberate noistening
of

the Iips. A show of leg, a slight display of cleavage; it really was absurd
how

little it would take to nmake a man's brain turn to oatneal and his hornones
rage

out of control. And having thus proved once again her innermnmpst conviction

t hat

all nmen were basically scum Terri would proceed to |lay waste to their |ives.

She left a long trail of broken marriages and bankrupt businesses, of men who
turned to drink or were convicted of enbezzlenment or fraud or theft, all for
her

sake. She brought men to an intimate acquai ntance with their baser selves and
set their feet irrevocably upon the path to self-destruction. And with every
mal e thus brought to justice, Terri grew wealthier and nore enbittered. Then
one day, she finally found the nan she had been seeking all her life. It was



her
great msfortune that he wasn't hunan.

He was attentive, charnming, cultured, and as handsone as she was beauti ful
He

was tall, red-haired, and elegantly slim striking in his appearance and
obviously wealthy. At the sane time he was so shockingly inmune that he
regar ded

her repeated attenpts to seduce himw th an anused tol erance. And when, in
desperation, she had finally accused himof not |oving her, of being inpotent
or

honosexual , he had nerely snmiled and set the trap. She never even saw it

com ng.

He told her that if it was what she really wanted, he would go to bed with
her,

but only on one conditi on—+that she woul d give herself to himconpletely, body
and soul .

She had | aughed at him She knew she had himthen. He was no different than
i?ythe others. Terri had never met a man she could not mani pul ate. And she
:23er known a man who did not become her abject slave once she had taken him
Lgd. This one had resisted | onger than anyone ever had, and she was al npst
fgr;ie the gane drawing to a close. She prepared for their assignation |ike
ngassin getting ready for the kill

She turned down all the lights and lit some scented candl es. She put

br and- new

bl ack satin sheets upon the bed. She chilled a magnum of French chanpagne and
prepared a tray of iced oysters and caviar. She sprinkled the sheets with
perfune and lightly touched some behind her ears, in the hollow of her

t hr oat

in the crook of each el bow, between her breasts, and in that special place,

t hen

she put on her spike heels and her sexiest, sheerest black lingerie, an
ensenbl e

cal cul ated to make even the nost restrained nman drool like a St. Bernard. W
shal | see, she thought as she | ooked at her reflection in the mrror, who
will

bel ong to whom body and soul

The house was enpty and she had given himthe key. She checked the time. He
was

al ways very punctual. He would arrive at any nmonent. She sniled, pleased with
her efforts, and arranged hersel f upon the bed in a pose that was guaranteed
to

make a man's bl ood boil. Suddenly a chilly breeze bl ew through the room and

t he

candl e flames flickered and di med, then flared up, giving off a bright green
light. She stared at them unconprehendi ng, then gasped when she saw him
standing in the doorway to her bedroom

She had not heard himcome in. Suddenly he was sinply there, standing
noti onl ess

in the doorway, his flamng red hair blowing slightly in the ice-cold breeze
t hat came sweeping through the room as if every wi ndow in the house were



open
and there was a storm outside. She shivered, goose bunps standi ng out al

over

her, and she tried to regain her composure, to take control of the situation
but she could not tear her gaze away formthose burning eyes that seened to
see

right down to the depths of her very soul. She tried to speak but couldn't.

He cane toward her, but he did not seemto be wal king. Incredibly, he seened
LZ floating toward her, gliding across the floor until he was at the foot of
Eg;. Hi s intense gaze never left her for an instant. She was cold. The breeze
that eddi ed around her was freezing, and she was shivering violently, both
ngz and fear. He's a sorcerer, she thought, suddenly afraid that she had nade
Sad nmi scal cul ati on.

She had al ways steered cl ear of adepts before, because she felt they were too
dangerous, to unpredictable, but he was still a man, she told hersel f—-not
knowi ng just how wong she was—and she had yet to neet a man she coul dn't
handl e. Besi des, she thought, she had never yet experienced magic used in
foreplay. The thought excited her. She noistened her |ips and noved on the
bed

invitingly, her bosom heaving as she breathed heavily, her lips slightly
parted,

her eyelids lowered... and then he suddenly stretched out one hand toward her
and the bed burst into flane.

She cried out as the flames rose up all around her. She could feel the
searing

heat, but though the entire bed was burning, the spot on which she |ay
remai ned

unt ouched. She was unable to nove, paralyzed with terror, surrounded by a
wal |

of fire. Through the crackling flanes she saw him naked, crouching on the
footboard like a cat, the dancing flanmes reflected in his eyes. For a noment
it

seened to her that she saw sonething el se, sonething dark and terrifying,

i nhuman. As he | eapt, she screaned.

Chi ef Inspector M chael Blood was not having a good day. Spread out on the
desk

before himwere the daily papers. The headlines were sensational, as usual
only

this time he figured in them prom nently. WH TECHAPEL MJURDERER RETURNS?

Rl PPER

ON THE LOGCSE! and, the worst of the lot, R PPER SEEKS BLOCOD! BLOOD SEEKS
Rl PPER!

And that one fromthe Tinmes, no | ess. Constable Shavers knocked on the door
and

stuck his head in.

"Sir? It's the superintendent on |line one."
"Yes, of course it would be,"
cup. "Very well, thank you, Danny.
Superi nt endent . "

Bl ood said with a sigh, putting down his coffee
" He picked up the phone. "Good norning,



"M chael , have you seen the papers?

Bl ood winced. It was the sixth or seventh time that norning that soneone had
asked himif he'd seen the papers. "Yes, sir, I'mafraid | have."

"I'"ve had reporters calling in all nmorning," said the superintendent. "I've
managed to avoid themso far, but | suppose |'mgoing to have to tell them
somet hi ng sooner or later, so | thought I'd call and find out just what the
hel |

is going on. What is this Ripper business, anyway? First |'ve heard of it."

"It apparently started with the murder of a young prostitute in Witechape

t he

day before yesterday, sir, as reported in the press,” Blood said. "Her nane
was

Mary Spring. They got that right, at |east. G uesonme business. Stabbed with a
very sharp knife, possibly a nunber of different knives, which has led to
some

conjecture that we rmay have nore man one killer, but there's nothing firmon
that at the nonent, one way or the other. Several of the papers claimthat a
man

was spotted running fromthe scene, but frankly I think that's a | oad of
rubbi sh. We haven't been able to find any witnesses at all. And then
yest er day,

t he body of another prostitute naned Anni e Sayl or was di scovered in her flat.
Agai n, stabbed numerous times, apparently killed on the same night as Mary
Spring. In both cases the bodies were severely nutilated. In the Sayl or case
there was bl ood spray everywhere, internal organs flung about the room=

"Christ, Mchael, spare nme the details," the superintendent said. "I'm having
br eakf ast."
"Sorry, sir," said Blood. "I'll have the reports sent to your office. In any

case, some bright boy or girl on Fleet Street sawfit to do a bit of
horrewor k,

and they canme up with a series of brutal, unsolved murders that occurred in
Whi t echapel in 1888—*

"1888?7" said the superintendent.

"Yes, sir, the so-called Whitechapel Miurders, allegedly conmitted by a man
calling hinself Jack the Ri pper, also known as Saucy Jack and Springhee
Jack—=

"Wait just a nmonent," said the superintendent. "You did say 18887?7"

"Yes, sir, that's correct. Anyway, to continue, the six victins in those
cases

were also prostitutes, all except one, and they were all killed within a
one-square-mle area of Wiitechapel, each body found with a slashed throat
and

preci se, alnpbst surgical mutilations—

"M chael, for God's sake!"

"Sorry, sir.

"Are you seriously telling me that the papers are nmaki ng a connection between
these two murders of yours and sonething that happened in the nineteenth



century?' said the superintendent with disbelief.

"Apparently so, sir. You rmust admit, there are certain rather sensationa
simlarities—the geographical |ocation; the victins being prostitutes, both
nmur dered on the sane night, as happened with two of the original Ripper's
victinms; the... uh... nurderer's nethodol ogy. You can see where an
enterprising

journalist could draw sone rather lurid parallels and indulge in sone
creative

specul ation. It does sell newspapers."

"Yes, but really!" the superintendent exclained. "I've never heard such a
| oad
of nonsense!"

"Perhaps not entirely nonsense, sir," said Blood. "Adnittedly, it seens

unli kel y

that some sort of psychopath m ght have fixated upon a killer fromthe

ni neteenth century, but it's not inpossible. I've been doing sonme research
as

I"msure the press has, and it seens that Jack the Ri pper was never brought

to

justice. The \Witechapel Mirders becane infanous, taking their place in

fol klore, and apparently there was such a public outcry over the failure to

arrest the nurderer that the police superintendent at the time was forced to
resign."”

There was a long silence on the line. Blood cleared his throat awkwardly and
conti nued.

"In any case, sir, it may indeed have started out to be a | oad of nonsense,
as

we' ve had nmore than our share of murders in that sort of nei ghborhood before,
but with the press picking up this angle, as it were, and playing it up the
way

t hey' ve done, our murderer mght very well decide to pick up on it as well,
even

to the point of adopting the identity of Jack the Ripper. These sort of
seria

killers are compul sive, and they seemto enjoy all the attention."

"Good CGod," the superintendent said. "Then by the very fact of naking this
conparison, the press is contributing to the problem™

"Possibly, sir,"
added,

"However, with all due respect, mght | suggest that it would not be in our
best

interests to point this out to then"

said Blood with slight enphasis on the word possibly. He

"Yes, quite," said the superintendent. He sighed. "Hell. . This could becone
ﬁnnstrous m graine for us all. Look, Mchael, I'mgoing to make sone sort of
statement to the effect that we're giving this our top priority and that you
?;ﬁing charge of the case personally, highest confidence in your abilities,
2ﬁ and so forth. Let's dispose of this one with alacrity, shall we?"

"Yes, sir, I'll do my very best," said Bl ood.



"Good. See that you do. |I'mcounting on you. Keep ny office posted, will you?"
"Yes, sir, of course," said Blood, and he replaced the phone on its cradle.

He grimaced and ran a hand through his short brown hair. Well, that was that.
He' d just been appointed official scapegoat. If the Ri pper wasn't brought to
justice posthaste, it would all cone down on Chief Inspector M chael Bl ood.
At

least, at thirty, he was still young enough to | ook for another |ine of work.
H s youth had al ways worked agai nst nun before. He knew that many people in

t he

departrment felt that he was nmuch too young to be Chief Inspector, and even
with

his mustache he still |ooked at |east five years younger than he really was.
"Youngbl ood." He knew that was what they called hi mbehind his back. He was
only

too painfully aware of his position. He took great care not to be too

aut horitarian, not to direct any of his subordinates to do anythi ng he woul d
not

do hinself. He was careful not to fraternize or flaunt his extensive
educati on.

He was unconfortable about his fam |y background, just as his famly was
unconf ortabl e about his choosing police work, which they felt was far beneath
him Yet it was what he'd al ways wanted, work that was interesting and
stimulating, with a new chall enge every day. Wrk that was neani ngful

H s father would have preferred himto be a financier, to join the famly
firm

but M chael had always wanted to be a policeman, ever since his chil dhood.
He' d

grown up on swashbuckling adventure stories of the Urban Police Service—+the
vaunted UPS, with their dark green arnored vans—tondon's paramilitary police
organi zation during the dark days of the Coll apse. He could not renenber ever
wanting to do anything else with his life. H's older brother, lan, could be
found in the House of Lords, and younger brother Andrew usually could be
found

in sone house of ill repute, but M chael Blood kept nodest bachel or | odgi ngs
in

Soho, where he could al nost never be found unless he was in bed. Al one or
nor e

frequently, with a good book.

"He's a handsone, likely enough lad,” his father always said of himbefore
shaki ng his head sadly and addi ng, "But he has no dammed ambition, none
what soever . "

That wasn't really true. Mchael did have one anbition. To be the best at
what

he did. And if his father could not appreciate that, his superiors at New
Scotl and Yard could and did. He was the superintendent's fair-haired boy, as
some of the senior police officials were always quick to say, and M chael

al ways

wi nced whenever he heard it, especially the telltale enphasis on the word
boy.

Still, that would not prevent the superintendent fromthrowing himto the
wol ves

if he did not produce results. He stood with his hands cl asped behind his
back,
staring out the window of his office at the city streets bel ow



"So M chael Blood," he said softly to hinmself, "you wanted a chal |l enge. Now
you've damm well got one. What are you going to do about it?"

Shavers knocked at his office door again and stuck his head in.
"Yes, Danny, what is it?"

"Uh..." Shavers cleared his throat uneasily. "There's a... uh... a lad to see
you, sir."

Bl ood frowned. "A |lad? What do you nean, a |ad? You nean a chil d?"
"Uh... well... sort of a child, | suppose," said Shavers awkwardly.

Bl ood raised his eyebrows. This was not at all |ike Shavers, who was normally
unfl appable. "Sort of a child?" He shrugged. "Well, send himin, then, and
we'l |

see what sort he is."

The door opened and Billy Sl ade cane in.

CHAPTER FOUR

Jacquel i ne Marie-Lisette de Charboneau Monet, whose nane was pronounced
"Zha- kl een" and who preferred not to be called Jackie, was in her late
forties,

yet she had the body of a woman in her twenties. A very fit woman. Despite
her

athletic build, she chain-snmoked un-filtered French cigarettes that snelled
like

a forest fire and slugged down 180-proof Russian vodka froma silver hip

fl ask

she kept in her purse. She wore an expensive, Neo- Edwardi an nmaroon vel vet
sui t

with tight trousers tucked into high boots, a high collar and lace trim all
exquisitely tailored to flatter her slimfigure. Her hair was dark, heavily
shot

through with gray, and she wore it shoul der-length, |oose and casual. Her
Voi ce

was a husky, whiskey baritone, only slightly accented; her English was

flaw ess;

and she had the manner of a regimental sergeant mmjor. Makepeace fell in |ove
with her at once.

She net them at Heathrow Airport and had a linm waiting to take themto their
hotel, the Dorchester in Park Lane. The sanme hotel Mdred had di sappeared
from

On the way in, between nmanic puffs on her cigarette, slamdunks with the

fl ask,

and sharply barked commands to the chauffeur to watch what the hell he was
doi ng, she filled themin on what she had nanaged to di scover.

"The | ast place he was seen was at the Dorchester," she said. "Watch what
you're

doing, idiot!" (This last remark was to the chauffeur, who was so nervous at
havi ng such a volatile passenger that he was having trouble maintaining his

levitation and inpul sion spells.) "He checked in shortly after noon,"



Jacquel i ne

continued. "He brought with himonly one small suitcase, which he never even
unpacked. He ordered a bottle of Scotch sent up to his room took a |ong
wal k,

had di nner, returned to his room ordered another bottle of Scotch, and that
was

the [ ast anyone ever heard fromhim"

"\What about - Makepeace began, but she held up a hand to forestall him
"Wait, there is nore.”
for

her. She grunted her thanks, apparently not noticing that Mikepeace hadn't
used

a lighter or a match. He snapped his fingers, and the flame came out of his
t hunb.

She took out another cigarette, and Makepeace lit it

"The roomwas torn apart," Jacqueline continued, exhaling a |ong stream of
snoke. "Completely destroyed, as if, in the words of one of the hotel staff,
'a

hurricane had bl own through it.' Overturned furniture, broken glass in al

t he

wi ndows, shattered mirrors, and so on. A room service waiter who was bringing
up

t he whi skey was the first to discover it. He was reluctant to speak with ne,
since the police had already questioned him but |I gave himsome noney and he
told me that he heard 'echoing | aughter' when he came into the room But
there

was no one there. Also, he said that for a nonment he could see through the
wal l's, the floor, and the ceiling, as if sonehow the entire room had becone
transparent."

"Or as if it tenporarily had becone a dinmensional portal to some other
pl ace, "
sai d Makepeace, and she gl anced at hi m sharply.

"He said he could look through the walls and see stars floating in space,"”
she

said. "He was very frightened by it. He did not tell any of this to the
pol i ce,

and he swore he would deny everything if | told themwhat he said to ne. He
had

no question in his mnd that there was sorcery involved. Ch, and there was
one

nore thing-—a discarded roomservice waiter's uniformwas discovered |ying on
the floor of the room"

"Yes, clearly a visitation of some sort,"
was

snat ched by sone denon, no question about it. Certainly no ordinary nan woul d
have been able to abduct him"

sai d Makepeace with a grunt. "He

"On that | will agree," said Jacqueline enphatically. There was sonething in

her

tone that made Kira glance at her with interest. Jacqueline had spoken with a
sort of proud defiance, alnost as if she were chall engi ng anyone to deny that
Mor pheus coul d not be taken so easily. She loves him Kira thought.

The undercarriage of the car smashed briefly against the ground as the
chauf f eur



lost his concentration in the face of all this talk about denonic
visitations.

Jacqueline swore at himin French, and though he didn't understand the words,
the tone of her voice was clear enough. He redoubled his efforts at

mai nt ai ni ng

his levitation and inmpul sion spells, which were rel atively undermandi ng,
really,

somet hing any first-year warlock could do without much effort, but it was
precisely that sort of spell that got people into trouble.

If a transportational adept was easily distracted as, indeed, nmany of them
wer e,

ot herwi se they woul d have gone on to nore advanced (and thereby nore
profitable)

| evel s of adept certification, then the vehicle would | ose levitation and/or
i mpul si on and crash. This was one of the reasons why nost transportationa
adepts kept their speeds down very | ow Another was that collisions were al
t oo

frequent.

The best of the transportational adepts becane airline pilots, a job with an
extremely high pay scal e because it took an enornous amount of energy to hold
up

a plane. The job sinply wore out pilots at an amazing rate, not to mention
what

could happen if they lost control of their levitation and inpulsion spells.
Many

peopl e woul dn't even get on board an airplane unless there was at | east one
sorcerer along as a passenger on the flight, able to assist the pilot in case
of

an energency. For this reason wi zards and sorcerers always flew for free, in
first class, and a mage was treated as absolute royalty.

Wrdrune hated flying, because he knew all too well how easily sonething
coul d

go wong, if not with an exhausted pilot adept, then with an overtaxed ah-
traffic controller, whose eyes would start to cross after sitting hunched
over

for several hours, staring at all the tiny planes circling in a mnature
hol di ng

pattern inside a crystal ball. Wrdrune's nerves were already badly frayed
from

the transatlantic flight, and now, the careening |linmo, skimrmng along way too
fast merely three feet or so above the ground, was finishing the job of
unnervi ng him conpl etely.

"Could we please slow down a little?" he said.
"We are alnost there,”
saw

driving less as a node of transportation than as a contact sport.

Jacqueline said inpatiently. Like all the French, she

"It's just that | would prefer to arrive in one piece," said Wrdrune.

This vote of confidence upset the harried driver even nore, and the lino
veer ed

wildly before he got it back under control. H's collar was danmp with
perspiration, and he kept glancing at themnervously in the rearview nirror

"Look, it's all right," Wrdrune told him "Just relax. Sl ow down. W' re not



in
that rmuch of a hurry. We'll get there when we get there, okay?"

Jacqueline glanced at himwith a wy grinmace but she didn't argue, and the
chauf feur flashed hima grateful look in the rearview mrror. Before |ong

t hey

were pulling up in front of the Dorchester Hotel and the doorman was
escorting

themout, to the chauffeur's inmrense relief. They checked in and found that
anong the rooms Jacquel i ne had reserved for themwas the same room from which
Modred had di sappeared. As they signed the register Wrdrune picked up a
conplimentary copy of the London Tinmes. The headline read, Rl PPER STRI KES
AGAI N.

Chi ef Inspector M chael Blood was having a nightmare. He was chasing the
killer

t hrough the streets of Witechapel. Unfortunately he couldn't see what the

Ri pper really looked like. The killer always appeared as a shadowy figure in
t he

di stance, stal king sonme unwary victimwhile Blood ran gasping through the

f og- enshrouded streets, his coat flapping behind himas he plunged down one
narrow al |l eyway after another, always seeing the shadow form of the Ri pper
turning around a corner just ahead of him And when he arrived upon the spot,
there woul d be no one there, only a nisty courtyard, not a sign of life. He
woul d stand there breathing hard, wildly I ooking all around him... and then
a

t hroat-rendi ng screamwould ring out, shattering the stillness of the night
and

echoi ng through the deserted, foggy streets. And al ways, each and every tine,
the victimcried out the same thing, and the sound of it would reverberate
like

t hunder in the night.

"M chael !'"

Over and over and over, it would echo through his mnd. "M chael! M chael

M chael! Mchael!" And he would start running once again, chasing phantons in
the night while terror-stricken voices called his nane. "M chael! M chael

M chael !'"

He awoke with a cry, sitting up in bed and gasping for breath, then he sighed
wearily and rubbed his eyes, wondering what tine it was. He groped for the
cigarettes on the nightstand, shook one out of the pack, put it between his
lips, and struck his lighter. As the flane flared up, it illum nated the
tatterdemalion figure of Billy Slade, sitting cross-legged in the chair

acr oss

the room

"\\fe really ought to 'ave another talk, y' know, " said Billy. "You' re out of
your depth on this one, Mck."

Bl ood started, the cigarette falling frombetween his |ips. He dropped the
lighter and lunged for the | anp on the nightstand, but when he turned it on
t he

chair was enpty. He | ooked all around the room but there was no sign of the
boy. He stared at the enpty chair for a long nonent, then lit the cigarette
with

a shaky hand.



"Steady, Mchael,"” he said to hinmself. "Mnd's playing tricks on you. You're
just overtired, that's all."

Under the circunmstances that wasn't terribly surprising. This Ripper thing
was

occupying all his tine, and it was really getting to him The savagery of the
nmurders was unli ke anything he'd ever seen. Then there was that visit
yest er day

fromthat poor, demented Sl ade boy. Apparently it had upset himmuch nore

t han

he had realized, which was a clear signal that his nerves were getting badly
frayed.

The poor little bastard had started babbling in an affected deep voice, sone
sort of nonsense about necronmancy and i nhuman wi zards and being Merlin

Anbr osi us

rei ncarnated when news of the |atest nurder had conme in and he had rushed out
of

the office, shouting sonething over his shoulder to Danny Shavers about

seei ng

to the lad, only when Shavers had gone into the office, the boy had

di sappear ed.

Gone out the wi ndow, undoubtedly, and clinbed down to the street. Those sl um
kids were like little nmonkeys. Thorough as ever, Shavers had | ooked up the
lad' s

record, and sure enough, he had one. He'd been in and out of trouble since he
was eight years old. And now, as if his prospects weren't di menough already,
apparently the poor little sod had | ost his senses. Thought he was Merlin
Anmbrosius of all people! Well, why not? The sort of desperate lives these
poor

kids lived, it would take an archmage to hel p them

Bl ood took a deep drag on the cigarette and got up out of bed. There was no
point in trying to go back to sleep. It was al nost dawn, in any case. He had
felt bad about the boy and he'd pushed it fromhis mnd, so nowit had cone
back

just to remind himthat there was some unfini shed business in that |ocked
file

mar ked "Enotions."'
he

didn't quite know how to clean it out. You see things on the job every day

t hat

woul d break the stoutest heart, he thought, and you tell yourself that you
can

take it, that you won't let it get to you, but it's a blade dance all the
way.

Only you can't dance on the knife edge and expect not to get cut, he thought.
At

what point do you stop caring and becane a cold and heartl ess nachi ne, as
dead

as the corpses you see every day? O do you start to care too rmuch and becone
paral yzed wi th agony, unable to think, unable to function, unable to do
anyt hi ng

except hurt?

That file was getting overburdened. The only probl em was,

He went over to his desk and poured hinself a whiskey fromthe bottle he'd

| eft

there last night. It was half full. He winced, hesitating as he brought the
glass up to his lips. He'd started taking a couple of drinks to help get him



to

sl eep, and now he was having a drink to help himget started in the norning.

Not

a good sign. Not a good sign at all. To hell with it, he thought, and tossed

back the Scotch. It felt like fire going down. He held up the enpty gl ass and
| ooked at it with a wy grinace.

"Be careful, Mchael," he said to hinself. "You like this evil stuff too
dammed
much, you keep this up and it'll be your undoing." He put down the glass and

filled it up again. He raised it. "Well, sod it, here's to ny undoing."

The second one went down nore smoothly than the first. He wal ked over to the
wi ndow and rai sed the shade. The sky was getting gray over the city. The
phone

rang.

He flinched, and his hand involuntarily squeezed so hard that the gl ass
shattered in his grasp. "Dam," he said, opening one of the bureau drawers
and

fumbling for a fresh handkerchi ef while the tel ephone kept ringing. He

wr apped

t he handkerchi ef around his bl eeding hand and pi cked up the phone.

"Yes, yes, what is it?"
"Sorry to wake you, Chief Inspector, but I'mafraid we've got another one."
He cl osed his eyes. "Ch, bloody hell," he said.

"Yes, sir. It certainly is that."

At twenty, Andrew Lloyd Bl ood was overwei ght, weak-chi nned, and rather pasty,
but he made close to ten tinmes the noney that his ol der brother M chael nade
as

Chief Inspector. He was in training for the famly business, which nmeant that
he

was | earning to become a shark, and he was an astonishingly quick study. He
was

not quite ready for the subtle world of investnment banking yet, because those
pol i shed predators took carefully selective bites and sheared the flesh off
very

neatly, whereas Andrew had a tendency to chonp at everything in sight as if in
a

bl ood-crazed feeding frenzy. So, appropriately, he had become a stockbroker
Cccasional ly he even made sone noney for his clients. However, that was not
hi s

chi ef concern. Andrew was chiefly concerned with maki ng enough noney to
support

hi s hobby, which was self-gratification. Consequently he was eagerly | ooking
forward to the evening's entertai nment, and especially to neeting the

nyst eri ous

Lord Carfax.

It seened that everyone who was anyone was tal king about him but no one
really

seened to know just who he was. It was inpossible to trace the fellow s
I i neage,

which was a pity, Andrew thought. There was no help from anything |ike



Debrett's

anynore; the whole thing was so corrupt that one could practically rent a
peerage for a fortnight these days. A bloody fishnmonger could print up cards
and

call hinself Lord Wanki ng Bunki sser or whatever; even the House of Lords was
full of the worst sort of people nowadays. The only way that one could judge
anynore was by the way a fellow carried hinself, by his manner and his sense
of

style, and if it turned out later that he was descended froma long |line of
tradesnen, then one could al ways harrunph and rai se one's eyebrows and say,

" How

shocki ng!" and hope that one's own pedigree was not too closely scrutinized.

Carfax, by all reports, was quite the real thing, and if he wasn't, well,

t hen

he shoul d have been, which amounted to the sane thing, nore or |ess. He was
fabul ously weal thy and ol d-school to the core, despite having grown up in

I ndi a

or Thailand or wherever, some dammed wog country, but for all that, he knew a

thing or two the locals didn't. Yes, indeed, |I'll bet he does, thought
Andr ew,
living like some bl oody maharaja in Kafiristan or wherever the hell it was he

cane from Handsone, young, el egant, and charm ng, Carfax was the epitone of
what the enmpire had stood for in the old days, and he was said to give
fantastic

parti es.

Andrew had all this on the best authority. He'd heard it fromone of his new
clients, a young chap named Joseph Lynmon who'd cone into a kingly inheritance
froman uncle in Los Angeles or something; it didn't really nmatter because he
was a splendid fell ow who was well on his way to turning his apparently

consi derabl e inheritance into a staggering fortune. He conpletely disregarded
all of Andrew s best advice and insisted on picking his own stocks, which
subsequently performed amazingly. In short order, knowi ng a good thing when
he

saw one, Andrew had hitched his star to Lynmon's, buying when he bought and
selling when he sold, and invariably Andrew prospered. Andrew had cultivated
a

friendship with Lynon, sponsoring himinto his club and introducing himto
al |

the right people, and one night Lynmon had confessed that he actually received
his stock-market tips froma friend of his naned Lord Carf ax.

This news had electrified Andrew, as he had been hearing fascinating things
about the young Lord Nigel Carfax ever since he had arrived in London from
Sumatra, or wherever it was he canme from No one really seenmed to know,

t hough

everyone agreed that it was sonme far-off, exotic place in the Far East. O
was

it the Mddle East? No matter, the point was that everyone had heard of him
yet

it seemed that few people had actually met him though some peopl e clained
havi ng been to his parties at his el egant Georgi an town house in Charles
Street,

or at his .newy reconstructed nedi eval castle on the outskirts of London

And

stories of these exclusive parties grew nore and nore fantastic with each
telling. Reportedly they were not parries quite so much as orgies, but orgies
of

a highly refined nature, admitting only the best sort of people and providing



only the finest sort of cuisine and entertainnent.

And what entertai nment! Andrew had heard incredible stories about the wonen
at

Lord Carfax's parties. The nan was said to have a magnetic personality and a
vor aci ous sexual appetite. Society wonmen of Andrew s acquai ntance were either
scandal i zed by these stories or slyly clainmed to have attended his parties,
and

even if they hadn't, all of them doubtless wanted to. In any case, it seened
that; everyone had been tal king for weeks about the party Carfax was throw ng
that night. It was to be a masked ball. And Andrew, thanks to his good
friend,

Joey Lynon, had received an invitation

Andrew had dressed as Napol eon. Joey Lynon had arrived to pick himup dressed
in

a dark costune with a top hat and a | ong black cloak with a high collar

"Who are you supposed to be?" asked Andrew.

Joey had smiled. "Can't you tell, Andrew? |I'mthe R pper."

"Ch, | say!" Andrew had exclai med, chuckling. "Wat a capital idea! Wsh I'd
t hought of it!"

"Well, we can't have two Rippers at the sane party, can we?" Joey said
openi ng
the car door for him

"No, | suppose not," said Andrew. "Still, | ought to have done better than
Napol eon, don't you think? There're bound to be several Napol eons at the
party,

aren't there? | nean, it's sort of an obvious choice."

"Whi ch may be precisely why nost people would shy away fromit," said Joey as
the car levitated and started noving forward, floating gracefully down the
street, the driver invisible behind the darkly tinted glass that separated

t he

front seat fromthe passenger conpartnent. "Chances are excellent that
everyone

t hought it woul d be an obvi ous choi ce, so perhaps nobody nade it, which will
probably | eave you as the only Napol eon in attendance."

"You know, you're right. | hadn't thought of that," said Andrew, feeling
better,
t hough still disappointed that he hadn't thought of going as the Ri pper

"Ni gel says that people's reactions .are really very easy to predict," said

Joey. "That's why playing the market is so easy."
Easy! Andrew t hought. Good God!

"He says that people are |like sheep,” Joey went on. "They have a herd

i nstinct,

and because of that they're easily led. One only has to understand this and
have

a basic grasp of the aws of probability, and anticipating market trends
becones

a snap."



A snap! Incredible, thought Andrew. He could hardly wait to meet this nman.
He' d

have to make a point to listen carefully to his each and every word. He'd
have

to see if he could steer the conversation around to these "|aws of
probability,"

to see how Carfax saw them Was it possible that one could apply the sane
principles to trading in the narket as one used in ganes of chance? Both were
a

formof ganbling, after all, but to think that one could actually apply sone
sort of system as professional cardsharps did..

"Joey," Andrew said, "you never told nme, how did you cone to neet Lord
Car f ax?"

"Ch, we just sort of ran into each other one night,"
"He

really changed ny life, you know. Sort of took me under his w ng, rather |ike
you' ve done, Andrew. Lord knows, you've been sinply an amazing help to ne,
sponsoring me and introduci ng me around—

said Joey with a smile.

"Ch, posh, it was nothing," Andrew said with false humlity. "One does what
one
can to help one's friends, you know. "

"Yes," said Joey, "yes, indeed, that's as it should be, which is why |I'm so
pl eased to be able to introduce you and Nigel to each other, to bring

t oget her

two of my closest friends. |I think you'll have a lot in common. You both
enj oy

the finer things in life, eh?"
"Ah, yes, well," said Andrew, pouring hinmself a drink fromthe bar. "One nust
cultivate one's tastes, nustn't one?"

"I ndeed, " said Joey.

"I ndeed, " said Andrew, thinking what a splendid chap young Lynon was, while
Joey
sat there thinking, Wat an incredible berk

They chatted amiably till the car pulled up in front of the el egant
stone-faced

town house on Charles Street that was the hone of Lord Nigel Carfax. Tall

spi ked wrought-iron railings surrounded the entrance, and they were adnmitted;
t hrough the form dabl e-1 ooking gate by a liveried footman who carefully

exam ned

their invitations before allow ng theminside.

They clinmbed the short flight of stone steps leading to the ornately carved
front door with the tall and narrow | eaded stained-glass wi ndows framng.it
on

ei ther side. The door was opened for themby a blond girl who made Andrew s
eyes

bug out. She couldn't have been a day over seventeen, with a
peaches- and- cr eam

conpl exi on, freckles dusted lightly across her nose and delightful dinples,
t he

sort of girl one night expect to see in church on Sunday norning in the
Yorkshire Dales, only this one was decked out in a black-and-crinmson nerry



wi dow

strained to the breaking point, net stockings, and spike-heel ed punps, an
i vory

caneo on a bl ack vel vet choker gracing her |ovely throat.

"Good evening, gentlenen," she said, in a small, polite, little-girl voice.
" Do
pl ease conme in and nmake yourselves at hone."

After he got his breath back Andrew foll owed Joey through the door, only to
have

his breath taken away once nore by the sight that greeted himinside. The

el egant CGeorgi an facade of the town house was just that, a facade. Inside the
pl ace had been redone conpletely in the nost nbdern Post-Romantic style. The
floors were bare black marble, the walls were dark pastels, the furniture was
al |l noveau-nedi eval, and the decor was D onysian. Bronze scul ptures depicting
hal f - human beasts and denons were placed around the | obby. There were |arge
paintings on the walls done in the style of Dore and Bosch, but even those
denented visionaries had never committed such carnal fantasies to canvas.

I ngeni ous flying stairways, apparently suspended in mdair, led to the upper
floors, and skillfully placed dim indirect lighting gave the interior a
surreal, chiaroscuro- atnmosphere. Throbbing, driving rmusic canme fromthe
ballroomto the right, where costuned figures undulated wildly on the dance
floor. Sone of those costumes were very spare, indeed. Andrew swall owed hard.
This was going to be even better than he'd expected.

"Ah, here is our hostess,"
Terri

G ancy slowy com ng down the stairs.

Joey said, and Andrew s jaw dropped as he saw

She was wearing a skintight black kidskin | eather junpsuit that was open

al nost

to her navel; high, spike-heeled boots; a studded |eather belt; and a spiked,
bl ack | eat her choker. Her jet-black hair hung | ong and | oose, and she wore a
smal I, black satin mask that covered just the area around her eyes. She
carried

a short, silver-handl ed whip in her left hand.

"Good Lord," said Andrew, swallow ng hard as she approached. "Is... is nmat..
Lady Carfax?"

"What, Terri?" Joey said, chuckling. "Lady Carfax? Heavens, no. Nigel is a
confirmed bachelor. Terri is... umm how shall | put it? N gel's social
director?"

"Then she isn't...?

"No, she isn't, old boy," said Joey with a grin. 'Tally-ho, eh?"
"Joey, how nice to see you,"
cheek.

"And this nmust be Andrew, whom|'ve heard so nuch about."

Terri said, giving hima light kiss on the

She slipped her hand into his and squeezed it softly, then continued to hold
on
toit.

"What has he been telling you about ne, then?" Andrew said, |leering at her
" Not
the truth, | hope?"



"I"ve been telling her what an absolutely depraved rascal you are," Joey
sai d.

"A shanel ess pervert. A sexual deviant of the first rank."

"He's an awful liar, you know," Andrew said uneasily.

"I's he?" Terri said, her eyes staring deeply into his. "Wat a shane! | was
so

hoping it was all true. Most nen one neets are so depressingly boring. So..
uni magi nati ve. And Joey nade you sound so very interesting. "

"Did he now?" Andrew gushed, practically drooling. "Well, perhaps we can
di scuss
it further over a small drink, eh?" He w nked at her

"Ch, let's," she said, returning the wink and taking his arm pressing
her sel f
up against him Andrew was starting to hyperventil ate.

"Sh-shoul dn't we greet our host first?" he said, stammering.

"Ni gel ? Oh, why bother? He's bound to be about somewhere," she said. "l've
wor ked ever so hard to bring this party off, | should be entitled to enjoy
nmyself a little, don't you think? I'msure Nigel will understand. You won't
m nd

if | steal your friend for just alittle while, will you, Joey, darling?

"Steal away, love," said Joey with a wink at Andrew. "Good |uck, old boy.
It's
every man for hinself, eh, what?"

Andrew grinned sal aci ously and gave hima thunbs-up as Terri |ed hi maway

t owar d

the bar. Behind him the smile suddenly slipped fromJoey Lynon's face, and
hi s

expression becane cold and feral. He turned and went back out the door, down
t he

steps, through the gate, and to his waiting car. He opened up the trunk and
t ook

out a black | eather roll-up bag, then he slamed the trunk lid shut and got
into

t he backseat. "The dark-tinted partition between himand the chauffer slid
down

soundl essly. The driver renmoved his chauffeur's cap and ran a graceful, pale
hand t hrough his flanming red hair.

"Where to, Your Lordship?" he said, glancing up into the rearview nirror

"\Whi techapel ," said Joey softly.

At first he thought it was anxiety. Perhaps it was sinply stress fromthe
transatlantic flight, or jet |lag, but the headache refused to go away. It
kept

on growi ng worse, and now it was a constant, dull, throbbing pain, alnobst a
burni ng sensation. They went up to their roons—he and Kira woul d share
Modred' s

old suite, while Makepeace and Jacquel i ne each had their own roonms—and the
first



tiling he did was toss his hat onto the bed and head for the bathroomto

t hr ow

some cold water on his face. As he went through the bathroom door he brought
hi s

right hand up to rub his aching forehead and felt the runestone. It was hot.
He

gl anced into the bathroommnmrror and his eyes wi dened. The runestone was

gi vi ng

of f a soft green gl ow.

"Kira?" he said, but at the same tinme she cane in behind him | ooking down at
her hand.

"Hey, warlock, did you notice if—=

She stopped when she saw him The sapphire runestone set into her pal mwas
giving off a soft blue gl ow

"You, too, huh?" she said, staring at his forehead. "Does it hurt?"
"Sort of a burning ache,"” said Wrdrune. "I thought it was just a headache
from

the flight over."

"Yeah, nmine aches like hell too," she said, holding her wist and flexing her
fingers. She bit her lower lip nervously. "What do you think it means?"

He shook his head. "I haven't the faintest idea. Where are the others?"

'The fairy was naki ng noi ses about having dinner," she said. "Jacqueline only
seened interested in drinking it."

"You don't like her."

Ki ra shrugged.

"\Why 2"

"I don't know. Rubs me the wong way, | guess."

"Coul dn't have anything to do with Mddred, could it?"

She gl anced at hi msharply. "Wat nakes you say a thing |like that?"

Wr drune paused before replying. "She gets a special son of |ook when she
tal ks

about him" he said.

"Does she? | hadn't noticed."

"Bull. She's in love with him You can hear it in her voice. It bothers you,
doesn't it?"

Kira shrugged again. "Wy should it bother ne?"

"You tell ne.

"Don't be ridiculous,"” she said. 'There was never anything between nme and
Modred." She snorted. "Besides, he's a little old for ne, don't you think?"



"I mght think so, if |I believed that something |ike that would make the
slightest bit of difference to you, but | know you too well, kiddo. |I can
hear

it in your voice too."

"Maybe it's just the runestones,"”
t he

bedroom "We're all sort of spiritually bonded. Maybe that's all it is.

she said, turning away and goi ng back into

"Maybe. What do you think?"

She spun around. "Wat do you nmean, what do | think? | just told you what |
t hi nk. Why don't you just cone out and say what's on your nind?"

"I love you."
"Ch, shit." She turned around, sighing with exasperation
"You said to say what's on ny nind."

"Yeah, well, you would say that! What, have you been taking guilt-trip
| essons
from your broon®"

"I's that what you think I"'mtrying to do?"
"Well, what are you trying to do?"

"I"'monly trying to find out how you feel," said Wrdrune. "I'Il tell you how
I

feel. | have a feeling that we're getting into sonething very heavy here, and
I

don't mean potential problenms with our relationship. The last time our

m | estones started gl owi ng, we becanme involved in a direct confrontation wth
the Dark Ones. And if you'll recall what happened, we al nost |ost our lives
because Modred broke the |ink when Morgana was attacked.”

"What are you saying, that he shouldn't have tried to help his own nother
for
God' s sake?" said Kira.

"This is going to sound terribly cold, and I'msorry for that," Wrdrune said
gravely, "but it was too late for Myrgana, anyway." He gently took her by the
shoul ders and | ooked into her eyes. "Because Mddred broke the |ink between us
at

the crucial nonent, we were unable to contain the Dark Ones, and now there's
no

way of knowi ng how many of them nanaged to escape. Now we bear the
responsibility for that, all three of us, not just Mddred. We can't afford to
thi nk of our own priorities any longer. None of us is entirely an individua
anynore. On one hand, there's the three of us—you, nme, and Mddred—-and on the
ot her hand, We're each nuch nore man mat. The life forces of the Council of

t he

Whi te have been passed on to us through the runestones. And they're changi ng
us.

Every day, in sone small way, we're changing, becoming much nore than what we
were before.”

He rel eased her, took a deep breath, let it out slowy, and rubbed his aching
f or ehead.



"I don't know," he said, shaking his head. "I don't really understand what's
happeni ng to us. Mdred al ways understood nore about this than we did; he was
al ways stronger, nore intuitive. He was closer to them"

"What do you nean was?" she said.

"I's,"” Wrdrune said, quickly correcting hinself. "I mean is."
"You don't think he's dead!"

"Dam it, Kira, | don't know" he said. He squeezed his right hand into a
fist.

"I just—don' t—know. Maybe that's what this is all about," he said, bringing
hi s

hand up to his forehead.

Involuntarily Kira stared down at the blue light in her hand, a cold feeling
of
dread buil di ng inside her

"No," she said, shaking her head. "I can't believe that. He couldn't be dead.
I
mean... we'd know it sonmehow. We'd know it for a fact. W'd feel it."

"I hope you're right," said Wrdrune. "But even if we were dead, we'd stil
have

to go on sonehow. There's far too much at stake for us to think only of
ourselves. The inmportant thing is the link that we can forge together, and
don't even know how strong that |ink can be now. W' ve never tried it wthout
Modred. Maybe we can't even do it without Mdred, and if that's the case, CGod
hel p us. W may not be conpletely in control of what the milestones can do,
Kira, but we can still control ourselves, and the point I'"'mtrying to nake
here

is that we mustn't allow our individual feelings to overcome our greater
responsibility. You see that, don't you?"

She nodded. "Yeah, | guess | do. But, damm it, no one ever asked ne how I
felt

about it! | never even had the option of a choice!"

"Neither did I," said Wrdrune. "Neither did Modred, for that matter. But
even

t hough we may not al ways have choi ces about what happens to us in our lives,
we

still have choi ces about how we're going to handle it. | didn't really have a
choi ce about you coming into nmy life, and maybe | didn't have a choi ce about

[ oving you, either, but | think that when you | ove sonebody, you shoul dn't

put

conditions onit. | just wanted you to know that. However things turn out."

They stood there | ooking at each other for a |ong nonent, then she came into
hi s
arnms and they held each other tightly.

"I'"mscared, warlock," she said.

"So aml, kid," he said. "So am|."



Andrew Bl ood |l ay on his back, conpletely naked, staring up at his reflection
in

the I arge overhead mirror. He was handcuffed to the brass bedrails behind
hi m

and his |legs were spread, ankles held in strong |l eather restraints. A snall
rubber ball had been placed into his nouth so that it acted as an effective
gag

and a leather strap with a hole cut into it that held the rubber ball down
was

fastened around his neck. He felt absolutely helpless, and in fact he was. He
was trenbling with anticipation

Terri stood at the foot of the bed, staring down at him She |icked her lips.
Andrew was breathing through his nose like a bellows. Slowy she unzi pped one
boot and pulled it off, then the other. Then she renpbved her studded
bracel et s,

then the studded belt. She pursued her |ips and held the doubl ed-up studded
bel t

t houghtfully for a monment, sniled faintly, then very lightly ran it across
Andrew s paunchy stomach. His pasty flesh got goose pinples, and he npaned
behi nd the gag.

She dropped the belt down on the floor and provocatively started to renove
her

| eat her junpsuit. Andrew was shivering and making little whinpering noises.
Terri slipped out of the one-piece, skintight suit and let it fall to the

fl oor.

She stood conpletely naked at the foot of the bed, wearing only the black
mask.

Her anple breasts rose and fell heavily as she stared down at him Her tongue
slipped out and licked her lips, but it seemed very |ong suddenly, and Andrew
bl i nked, staring at her... was it forked?.

Her hair was noving. Sonething was com ng up beneath it... he saw the tufted
tips of long, pointed ears energe. Her nose | engthened. Her |ips drew back
over

fangs dripping with saliva. A grow ranbled up fromdeep down in her throat.

Andrew started thrashing on the bed, making hysterical sounds against the gag.

She rai sed her hands, fingers now inordinately |ong and hooked |i ke tal ons,
and

razor-sharp claws slowy slid out of her fingertips. She slowy crawl ed up
onto

the bed. ...

CHAPTER FI VE

It was dark. Somewhere water dripped. Mddred could hear the cluttering of
rats.

Hundr eds, thousands of them They were keeping their distance... for now
There

was a pile of furry corpses beneath him where he hung chained to the cold,
danp

wall. The rats had | earned the hard way that this was no ordinary norsel they

could devour at their leisure. This one could fight back, even when chai ned.
But



rats were not easily intimdated, not even by magic. They withdrew and
wai t ed.

In time they knew that he woul d weaken. Sooner or later he'd have to go to
sl eep.

Modred no longer felt the cold, danp stone against his skin. He had passed
beyond caring about the burning pain in his arnms and shoul ders. He had been
hangi ng by his manacl ed wists for days, w thout a wi nk of sleep, suspended
several feet above the floor by thick iron chains enmbedded in the wall. He
had

no i dea where he was. The |ast thing he could renenmber was a whirlw nd of
crystalline blue fire sucking himinto its vortex. Wen he came to, he was
chai ned and hanging in the cell. He had seen no one. He had not been fed. He
had

not been given anything to drink. He didn't know what day it was, or even if
it

was day or night. He had lost all track of time. The only light in the dark
wi ndowl ess cell came fromthe faintly glowing ruby set into his chest. It was
the only thing keeping himalive. The chains that held himhad been
spel | war ded;

he coul d not break free. And something in the cell was slowy sapping all his
strength, draining his life force. The stone walls seened to throb with
eldritch

emanat i ons.

At first he thought he was hallucinating when a pale blue glow started to
fill

the cell, but then a figure weathed in an aura of blue |ight appeared before
him standing about ten feet away. As the blue gl ow ebbed, he made a | anguid
gesture with his right hand, little nore than a flick of his fingers, and a

torch set in an iron wall sconce erupted into flane. Mddred stared at the
strikingly handsone man with elegantly styled, fiery red hair. He was wearing
a

soft black cabretta leather suit cut in the noveau nmedi eval style. He | ooked
i ke an androgynous cross between a dom natrix and Beau Brunmel.

"Sorry to have kept you waiting," he said softly, "but I"'mafraid |I had sone
business to attend to." He glanced down at the pile of rat corpses beneath

Modred's feet. "I see you've managed to keep yoursel f amused."
"Water..." Modred said raspily.
"Water? Well...why not? Only a little, though. | wouldn't want you to regain

your strength."

He nade a slight gesture, and it began to rain lightly on Mddred. Only on him
and nowhere else in the cell. Mdred raised his head, turning his face up to
t he

rai ndrops, and licked the noisture fromhis |lips. He opened his nouth and
tried

to catch as many of the droplets as he could, but the cool, Iight shower

| ast ed

for only a nonment or two and then stopped, |eaving himdanp. He groaned and
shi ver ed.

"Who... who are you?" he asked weakly.
"Your death," the necronmancer said. H's gaze centered on the faintly gl ow ng

runest one over Mddred's heart. "Wich of you are contained therein, | wonder?
Azr ael ? Mbab? Zachari ahs? Or have you |l ost your own identities even as you



| ost

your bodi es? Look what has beconme of you. The nighty Council of the Wite,
reduced to three gaudy little pebbles. Hel pless without this common flesh
t hat

you have bonded to."

The ruby over Mdred' s heart suddenly blazed, and his eyes becane suffused
with

bl ood-red light. Twin crinmson beanms of pure thaumaturgic energy shot from

t hem

striking the necromancer full in the chest, but the force beams nerely passed
t hrough his insubstantial form spending their tremendous force against the
far

wal | of the cell, opening a fissure in the wall as the huge stones cracked,
sendi ng chi ps and dust whirling through the nusty air.

"That was foolish," said the shade of the necromancer. "Did you really think
that I would risk confronting you in the flesh? No, | have waited far too

| ong

to be so careless now. You should have saved your strength. Now you are
weaker

still. You only hasten the inevitable. Another such bl ast—-assum ng you could
sumon up the strength for it—aould only succeed in bringing tons of stone
tunbl i ng down upon you."

"Way not kill me and have done with it?" said Mdred, his voice a hoarse
whi sper, his breathing ragged.

"You, halfling, | could kill without a nonment's thought. You are nothing to
ne.

But for those whose life force is nowjoined to yours, | would have | ong

si nce

consumed your energy. But their strength protects you. At |east for now Yet
I
grow stronger while they weaken. And soon | shall be stronger than they ever

were. Still," he added, sounding wistful, "it will be a poor revenge on those
who kept me buried alive for eons, because | will not see their faces and
will

not hear themscream But | will take what solace | can find in the agony

t hat

you shall suffer, knowing they will share init. And when | have nil ked your
soul of all its sanity, I will rip that stone out from your chest together
with

your still beating heart."

The runestone flickered with a feeble glow Mdred s head sagged down upon
hi s

chest. He was dizzy with thirst and hunger, exhausted fromlack of sleep, and
drai ned by the attack upon the necronmancer, which had taken every | ast ounce
of

strength he had left. It was all over. He could feel his life force ebbing.
Per haps, he thought, after two thousand years it was only fitting for it al
to

end in a cold stone dungeon of some ancient castle. A deserving end for one
who

had committed both patricide and regicide in one fell blow

"It really is a pity in a way,"
f adi ng,

| eaving his voice to echo in the cell. "It is all so easy. Perhaps the other

the necromancer said, his inmge slowy



t wo
will provide me with a bit nore sport.”

They dined at Runpole's, a chic pub restaurant on Curzon Street, near

Shepherd' s
Market. Kira, characteristically, had ordered hanburger. Jacqueline was
havi ng

only soup and bread sticks. Wrdrune was sonmewhat di sappoi nted. He had want ed
to

order a steak and ki dney pie and some Yorkshire pudding, not that he had the
slightest idea ' what Yorkshire puddi ng was or how steak and ki dney pie was
prepared, just that he thought it was the sort of thing that English people
ate—enly neither was on the nenu. In fact, the nenu offered nothing very
different fromthe average fare in nost American fern bars. The npst
British-looking thing on it was fish and chi ps, which was what he chose.
Makepeace was gorging on the same, having ordered four portions—all for

hi nsel f.

Wrdrune watched with disbelief the way the food just kept going in

ceasel essly,

like coal being fed into a roaring furnace. A liberal sprite of vinegar on

t he

fish, a messy gob of ketchup on the chips, a dinner roll torn in half and
slathered with butter, shoveled in and washed down with a hearty slug of ale,
all without the slightest pause in conversation

"So all of his contacts each knew a different man," he said. 'To Jacqueline

he

was a Bel gi an naned Phillipe de Bracy. | knew himfirst as John Roderick, of
New

York, and only later |earned that he had al so established a fully docunented
identity as an Engli shman named M chael Cornwall. That was after his

pent house

in New York was destroyed in a fire and he was forced to abandon the Roderick
identity." He turned to Wrdrune. "And to think that you first knew himonly
as

a nanel ess professional assassin who had taken a contract on your |ife!

I ncredi bl e! But why! Who wanted you dead?"

"A fence nanmed Fats," said Wrdrune. "Kira and | met when we both tried to

st eal

the mlestones at the sanme time. At first we thought it was only a

coi nci dence

that we had both independently planned the same job, but the fact is that we
were under the influence of the runestones even then. Still, it was a long
tine

bef ore we understood what was happening to us. In the begi nning we just

want ed

to get rid of the runestones and each other. So we tried to fence the stones.
When they magically returned to us after we had sold themto Fats, he thought
we'd pulled a fast one and he hired Mddred to track us down, kill us, and get
back the stones.”

"This is what | do not understand,"” Mkepeace said, frowning. "How would a

[ owl y

deal er in stol en goods have access to someone |ike Mrpheus? This Fats person
must have been nore than just a fence."

"Fats?" said Kira with a snort. "Not in a nmllion years. He was about as
lowrent as they conme, but he clained he was connected."



"Ah, connected, yes. That nust have been the reason,
" Sonmeone

Mor pheus coul d use as an internediary. And he doubtl ess only undertook this
contract as a courtesy, n'est-ce pas?"

Jacquel i ne sai d.

"Something like that, | guess," said Wrdrune dryly. "You'll excuse ne, but
somehow | find it a little disconcerting considering my dem se as not hi ng
nor e

significant than an exchange of business cards.”

Jacquel i ne chuckled throatily. "The | anguage of business is the sanme the
whol e

worl d over,'
non

am , because sooner or |ater everyone does business with everyone."

she said. "Only the coinis different. It helps to be flexible,

Wrdrune rai sed his eyebrows and gl anced at Kira. "You know, she rem nds ne a

little of you," he said.
Kira scow ed.
"I"d still like to know one thing, though," said Wrdrune, turning back to

Jacquel i ne. "What makes you so sure Modred is here?"

She shook her head. "I cannot explain it," she said with a sigh. "I just know
it. You will think me mad when | say that it is no nore than a feeling, a
powerful intuition that nade ne bring you here, and yet somehow | am sure

t hat

it is much nmore than that. In my dream| have seen a house. A town house, with
a

tall, black wought-iron fence with spi kes and bl ack roses—

"Bl ack roses?" Kira said. "Are you sure?"
"It is what | saw," Jacqueline insisted.

"It could be a thaumagenetic hybrid," said Wrdrune. "The English |ove their
rose gardens."

"They were black, | amcertain of it," Jacqueline said enphatically.

"Yes, but a town house with black roses in the garden," Makepeace said, "it
really could be anywhere! London, Paris, Ronme—

"It is here, | tell you, in London!"

"Yes, but a town house?" Wrdrune said. "Kira and | saw Moddred chained in a
dungeon of sone sort."

"I saw that as well," said Jacqueline, |eaning toward them across the table.

"And the town house was not all | saw. In ny dreamthere was al so the inage of
a

castle...” She frowned, trying to find the words to descri be what she saw in
her

dream "It was as if | could see the castle through the town house once | had
passed beyond the gate."

"What did this castle |look |ike?" Makepeace said.



She shrugged. "A castle,"” she said. "Built of stone, with towers... what does
a

castle |l ook |Iike?" She shook her head. "I amnot a student of ancient
architecture."

"Wuld you recognize it if you saw it agai n?" Makepeace said.

"I think so."
"Then first thing in the morning we'll go to the library and see if we can
find

a picture of this castle of yours. And in the nmeantine we can ask around and
see
i f anyone knows of a town house with a garden of black roses.”

"Bit of a long shot, isn't it?" said Kira.

"At the monent | can't think of anything else to do," said Makepeace. "Wy,
have
you any ot her suggestions?"

"Well, not really," she said. "W don't have anything else to go on but these
dream nmessages that we've been getting. But how do we know they're coning
from

Modr ed?"

"That's been bothering ne all along," said Wrdrune. "If he can send us these
dreans, why hasn't he tried to contact us directly? For all we know, these

dr eam

vi sions we've been getting could be meant to lure us into a trap or to

m sdi rect

us."

"I see your point,"
have

we got to go on?"

sai d Makepeace, "but | repeat nmy question: "Wat el se

"W may not be going about this the right way," said Kira. "All four of us
don't

need to foll ow up on what Jacqueline saw in her dream" She gl anced from
Wrdrune to Makepeace. "There m ght be another trail we could follow Magic
al ways exacts a price, right? Only necromancers |like to make sure that
sonmebody

el se pays it for them It allows themto accunulate life-force energy to
increase their power. If we started |ooking for a pattern of =

Wrdrune smacked hinmself in the forehead with the pal mof his hand, "Yes! O
course! The paper!"

"Paper?" said Makepeace. "\WWat paper?"
He smashed his fist down on the table. "Damm! | left it back at the hotel

Vi t

a mnute...."

He quickly nunbled a teleportation spell under his breath and di sappear ed.
"\Where has he gone?" Jacqueline said, frowning.

Kira shook her head. "Sonething in the newspaper? He picked up a copy of the



Times at the front desk of the hotel. He nust have—

A scream and a crash of dishes announced Wrdrune's return as he materialized
on

top of one of the tables next to them A woman junped up with a yell, her
white

wine all over the front of her dress.

"Al bert!" she wail ed.

"Young man, will you kindly keep your bloody hands off ny wife's buson?" said
t he woman's husband, going red in the face.

"I —-eh!" Wrdrune jerked back his hands. "No, wait, you see, | was only
W ping..." Wthout thinking, he wi ped her chest again to denonstrate.

"Al bert! He's doing it again!"
"I -what? No! | was only—=

"Right! That does it!" stormed the woman's husband, and he punched Wrdrune
in
the jaw.

Wr drune staggered backward into a waiter who was carrying a tray with
severa

pitchers of beer on it. The beer went flying, soaking down a tableful of

r ugby

pl ayers, one of whom grabbed the hapl ess waiter and threw himacross anot her
table at which a group of tourists from Texas were seated, and they were in a
surly nood to begin with. Meanwhile Kira had junped out of her chair and
decked

the man who had punched Wrdrune. He fell back into a table at which sone
musi ci ans were seated, knocking over their pints and giving them an excell ent
excuse to start poundi ng on anyone who was wearing a suit, which happened to
i ncl ude sone off-duty policemen. The policenmen went after the musicians, the
rugby players went after the policenmen, and the Texans went after everybody.

Wrdrune got up off the floor and lurched back to their table, ducking
beneat h
flying furniture and gl assware. "You think maybe we should | eave?" he said.

"That would seem politic," said Makepeace, turning his head in time to see a
gl ass pitcher come binding at his face. He raised his eyebrows, held up his

i ndex finger in an adnonitory gesture, and the pitcher froze in mdair, about
four inches fromhis face. He pushed hinself back fromthe table, got up
cleared his throat, and said, "Ckay." The pitcher resunmed its nmonmentum and
crashed against the wall.

Wrdrune gave nun a strange |ook. Kira was busy punchi ng one of the Texans,
who

couldn't seemto understand that he was supposed to lie down if he was
unconsci ous. Jacqueline flowed gracefully through the donnybrook w thout so
nmuch

as losing the ash on her French cigarette. She got only as far as the door
however, before the bobbies came swarm ng in and turned her around as they
swept

down upon conbatants and i nnocent bystanders alike, figuring they'd sort the
whol e ness out after they had saved what little furniture was left. Kira
smashed



one last hard right into a Texan's face and turned to Wrdrune, snarling at
hi m

through gritted teeth. "Damm it, warlock, when in hell are you ever going to
| earn?"

She felt a hand on her shoul der, turned quickly, and uncorked one... right to
the jaw of a sergeant of the Metropolitan Police. He went down like a felled
tree.

"Qoops!" she said.

"You were saying?" Wrdrune said.

M chael Bl ood turned away fromthe gory ruin of his brother's body and was

si ck

agai nst the wall. The policenen present averted their eyes. Al though the nude
body had been savaged abomi nably, the face had not been touched, and they al
knew who it was. One of the plain-clothes detectives silently offered the

chi ef

i nspect or his handkerchi ef.

"Quite all right, Marston," Blood said weakly. "Thank you, | have ny own." He
wi ped his nmouth, conposing hinself with an effort.

It had not been a surprise to him That would have been unspeakabl e. He had
been

warned that it was his brother, and Marston had tried to di ssuade himfrom

| ooki ng at the body, though he had known, of course, that it was pointless.

Bl ood was a cop and not just any cop, but chief inspector. Yet nothing, not

even

seeing five of the Ripper's victins, could have prepared Bl ood for the sight
of

hi s younger brother's corpse.

It |ooked as if Andrew had been torn apart by a wild animal, but no animal
coul d

have carved those... things into his chest, whatever they were. Mcabre

desi gns

of some sort, alnost like letters in sone arcane al phabet. Bl ood had never
seen

anything like it. They | ooked obscene. But they were nothing conpared to the
hi deous manner in which the body had been nutil ated. M chael shut his eyes
tightly and | ooked away. He prayed that the body had been nutil ated, that
Andr ew

still had not been alive when those appalling, horrifying things were done to
him Wth an effort he made hinmself gl ance down at the body once again. A
trenor

went through him

"My God," he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. "Look at his
face. "

"I know," said Marston. "I can't inagine what he nust have seen." He gently
t ook

the chief inspector by the armand turned himaway. "Cone on, sir, please.
Pl ease. There's no need for this. W'll take care of it. I'Il oversee this

personal ly and give you a conplete report, but do please cone away now. "

He | ed Bl ood away, toward the squad cars at the nouth of the alley. Marston



reached into his coat pocket and renoved a flask. He offered it to Bl ood.

Bl ood wi ped his nouth and took a slug fromit. Good Irish whiskey. He smacked
his |lips and gasped, then took a deep breath and let it out slowy, handing

t he

flask back to Marston.

"Thanks. "

"Have anot her."

"No, that's all right—=
"Go on now, do you good."

Bl ood sighed and cl apped Marston on the shoulder. "No, it really won't. Here,
be
a good | ad and take it."

Marston took the flask back. Blood took another deep breath and shivered in
hi s

coat. "Ch, Andrew," he said. He swallowed hard. "I don't know what |'m goi ng
to

tell H's Lordship."

"You'd best tell your father soon, sir, before the damm reporters get to
himn
said Marston.

"Hell, you're right. dad one of us is thinking clearly. Shit. Shit, shit,
shit."

"Go on, sir," said Marston. "I'll take care of things here."
"Thanks, Ross," said Blood. He gave Marston a tight-lipped smle and got into
his car. "Back to headquarters, MCafferty," he told the driver.

As the police driver levitated the car and pulled away, Bl ood reached for his
not epad and opened it to the sketches he had nade of the strange characters
carved into his brother's chest. Andrew s dead, and |I'm sketching pictures of
what the killer carved into his chest, he thought bitterly. Sod all. A cop's
a

cop and a clue's a clue. He wi shed he had Marston's flask. Discipline,

M chael ,

di scipline, he told hinmself. He passed the notepad over the seat to the
driver.

"What do you make of these?" he said.

McCafferty was technically a police officer, but actually he was only a

gr aduat e

student in thaumaturgy who drove for the police while studying for advanced
certification. He reached a hand over his shoul der and took the notepad,
glancing at it briefly, careful not to | ose his concentration on levitation
and

i mpul si on spells.

"I don't know," he said, shaking his head. "Runes of sone sort, perhaps."

"They mean nothing to you, then?"



"Never seen the like. But then, I'monly a | ower-grade adept. You really
ought
to ask a wizard or a sorcerer."

"Or a mage?" said Bl ood.

McCaf ferty gave an abrupt |augh. "Yeah, right. If anyone woul d know, a mage
woul d. That's if you can find one and if you can nanage an appoi nt ment.
There're

only about three of "emleft living."

Bl ood stared out the car window. "I wonder..." he said.

The scene at the Metropolitan Police headquarters at New Scotland Yard on
Victoria Street was an absol ute madhouse. The police superintendent had
assenbl ed a special task force to investigate the Ri pper nurders (everything
t he

police superintendent did was special, though it was rarely efficient), and
t hough Bl ood was nominally in charge of this special task force, he did
everything in his power to avoid them Consequently the task of supervising
t he

task force fell by default to Inspector NMorris Fitzhugh Harper-Snythe, (or
Hyphen- Snyt he, as his coll eagues in the departnent habitually referred to
him,

a man to whom such jobs usually fell because he thrived on themlike a rose
in

hor se manure.

Turn Hyphen-Snythe | oose with a couple of file clerks and a typist, and
before

you knew it, the place was awash in confidential nmenps and eyes-only reports.
Gve himan entire task force to play with and he could create veritable
arabesques of bureaucratic confusion. Teamwork was the watchword of the day,
as

Hyphen- Snyt he constantly rem nded everyone. There was a teamtaking calls
from

psychi cs who had "seen" the Ripper in various visions and inpressions. There
was

a team searching through the records of every sex offender who had ever
opened

up a raincoat, and another team searching through past homi ci de cases to see
if

any "conmon threads" could be found. Hyphen-Snythe was obsessed w th comon

t hreads, as one could see readily by the evidence of his wardrobe. And to
hel p

him | ook for comon threads he also had a teamof. interview ng psychol ogi sts
and psychiatrists and assorted chat-show experts by the dozens, "assenbling a
profile” of the killer. Yet another teamwas actually attenpting to draw that
profile as everyone who claimed to know soneone who knew sonebody who had a
friend who' d spoken to soneone who cl ai ned they "caught a brief glinpse" of

t he

killer was interviewed. Blood' s nigraine returned the monent he wal ked in.

The first thing he saw as he cane in was a matronly woman in a cloth coat
arguing with an ldenti-Gaph that one of the officers had sat her down with.
She

was trying to dictate a description of the "suspicious personage" that she
had



seen, but the Identi-Gaph was having none of it. Apparently it had drawn one
conposite sketch too many and overloaded its thaumaturgically etched
circuits,

because it seenmed intent on drawi ng whatever it wanted to draw, rather than
what

the woman told it.

"No, no, no, mat's not what 'e |looked like a-tall!" the woman shrill ed
nasal ly.
" '"E 'ad a nustache!"

"But that's so passe!" the ldenti-Gaph protested. "A nustache with that sort
of

a hairstyle sinply wouldn't do at all, luv. Look here, see? It |ooks ever so
much better when he's cl ean-shaven. And | ook, what say we do a little
sonet hi ng

with the jawline, hnmm®? | think it would | ook absolutely smashing if he had
one

of those lantern jaws with a cleft chin, don't you? | say, yes, that's
positively Aryan—

"No, no, no, no, no!" shouted the wonman, shaking her head vigorously. "That
aint "ima-tall! That's bloody Lord Nel son!"

"It isn't."

"It is!" she insisted.
"Isn't."

"lst"

"Isn't."

"lst"

"Excuse me," Bl ood said, picking up the ldenti-Gaph and tossing it out a

near by

open window. It screanmed in terror as it fell to shatter on the street bel ow
"We'l |l get you another one, shall we?" he said, smling warmy at the wonman
and

desperately hoping that Constable Shavers had sone aspirin.

Everywhere he | ooked, soneone was being interviewed either in person or over
t he

phone; reports were being typed up; files were being searched; suspects were
bei ng questioned; reporters were being briefed; and conputers were angrily
upbr ai di ng people for not requesting data property. The din was incredible.
He

wonder ed what the chances were of making it to his office and getting the
door

cl osed before sonebody spotted him

Too late. An alert reporter had noticed himcomng in and called out his
nane.

Bl ood wi nced. Screw this, he thought, and bolted for the door. The woman in
t he

cloth coat grabbed at his sleeve.

"Am | goin' to get another o' themldenti-things?" she whined.



"Yes, inmediately! I'mgoing to get one right now" Blood said, trying to

di sengage hinself, only who but Hyphen-Snyt he hinmself should cone wal king in
at

that very monent, bl ocking his escape and trailing a small nmob behi nd him

"Ah, Blood! Just the man I'm |l ooking for!" said Hyphen-Smythe, his square
chin

l[ifting, his blue eyes glinting, every hair lying perfectly in place. He was
a

public-relations dream handsome, clean-cut, imracul ately groomed and

i mpeccabl y

dressed, right down to his old school tie. Everything about him fromhis
stiff

upper lip to his shoot-the-cuffs manner, inplied take-charge authority and
conpetence. The fact that it would take another task force just to make any
ki nd

of order out of the nountains of paperwork he was generating was entirely

i nci dental . Hyphen-Snyt he was goi ng pl aces.

Bl ood sighed with resignation. "Yes, what is it, Hyph-er, Harper-Smythe?"

"Some witnesses |'ve brought up for interrogation,” Hyphen-Snythe said. "Sent
over from Mayfair... arrested . ..sone sort of row' in a pub...."

At that noment the reporters descended upon them

"Chi ef Inspector—=

"Any progress on the Ri pper case, Chief |nspector?"

"W just heard there's been another victim is that true?

"Was this one the sane as all the others?”

"W heard you've just cone fromthe crime scene—

"*Who was the latest victim Chief |nspector?”

"My brother, Andrew, " Bl ood said

That silenced even the press.

"Good Lord," said Hyphen-Snythe softly.

"For your information, gentlenmen, the victims full name was Andrew LI oyd

Bl ood.

He was a twenty-six-year-old stockbroker, son of the enmi nent merchant banker
Lord Ll ewell yn Royce Bl ood. The body was severely nutilated. The direct cause
ggath was not immedi ately apparent. An autopsy is pending. At this point we
:ivgvidence—+ repeat, no evidence—that this |latest nurder was the work of the

Ri pper. The nmodus operand! does not quite appear to match. And that's all the
coment | have at this time. You will excuse ne...."

He pushed his way past themto his office, passing Danny Shavers on the way.

"I"'mso dreadfully sorry, sir
face.

sai d Shavers, a stricken expression on his



"Thank you, Danny," Bl ood said, clasping himbriefly by the shoulder. "No
calls

for a while, okay? Not unless the bastard's vivisected the P.M or sonething.
I

need sone tine."

"Certainly, sir.

He opened the door of his office and went in. Billy Slade was seated in his
chair, his tatterdenalion |eather coat unzipped to reveal a torn black
T-shirt,

his booted feet up on the desk. -

"'By, it's a dam shane about your brother, Mck, but if you want to get the
thing what killed Mn you'll "ave to do it my way."

Bl ood gaped at the boy with disbelief, then | ashed out furiously, sweeping
hi s

feet off onto the floor. "Get your damn feet off of ny desk! How the hell did
you get in here?"

'Take it easy, Mck. | know you're upset, '"an | don't blame ya, after what's
' appened. ..."

The door opened and Shavers rushed in. "What's the—you!" H's eyes wi dened as
he

spotted Billy. "How the devil did you get in here? I'msorry, about this, sir.
I

can't understand how he could have gotten past ne. |I'll have himout of here
in

a_
Shavers suddenly stunbled forward, shoved from behind as Kira pushed past him
into the office. "Look, are you the guy in charge here? Because |'m sick and

tired of trying to talk some sense into this asshole Smth—=

"Snyt he, Harper-Snythe!" said Hyphen-Snythe, hot on her heels. "Really, miss,
I

must insist that you—

"Kira!" said Billy in a very adult-soundi ng voi ce.

"Who the hell are you?" she said.

"Kira, for God's sake, you'll get us all |ocked up," said Wrdrune, com ng up
behi nd her.

"Now see here— Shavers said.

"Karpinski!" said Billy.

"What ?" said Wrdrune. "Who—=

"Silence!" Blood shouted, slamming his fist down on the desk and glaring at
;rfh]"Che more sound, and so help me, I'Il jail the bloody |ot of you and

t hr ow
away the key!"



"Right," said Hyphen-Snyt he. "Now nen—
"And that includes you, too, Hyphen-Snythe!" Bl ood thundered.
The astoni shed inspector sinply gaped at himin disbelief.

"Al'l right," said Blood through gritted teeth, "you"-he pointed at Kira—sit
down!" He pointed to a chair. Kira sat. "You"—he pointed at Wrdrune—over
there." He indicated another chair. "You, young Sl ade, stand right over there
in

the corner where | can see you, and don't you nove a mnuscle, hear ne? You"-he
poi nted at Hyphen- Snyt he—out!"

" But —
"Qut!"
Wth his lips tightly conpressed, Hyphen-Smythe drew hinself up and stiffly

| eft
the office.

"Danny," Blood said, "if one nore person conmes barging into this office—=
"Where the hell is everybody?" Mkepeace said, sweeping into the room
"What ' s

goi ng on? Are we under arrest or what? This is an outrage! | demand to speak

with the American enbassy!"

Bl ood sank down into his chair with a groan and put his head in his hands.
IIO,]’

sod all!" he said. He opened the bottom drawer of his desk and took out a
bottle

of Scotch and a water glass. He filled the glass, kicked back in his chair,
put

his feet up on the desk, and toasted themall. "Cheers," he said, and tossed

back the whol e gl ass.

CHAPTER SI X

Very well, let me see if | have all this straight," said Blood, wearily
rubbing the bridge of his nose. It was about half an hour later, and the
bottle

of Scotch was half enpty. He glanced at Wrdrune and consulted his notepad.
"Your legal name is Melvin Katpinski, but you go by the magenane of Wrdrune,
this despite the fact that you are not certified as an adept."

"There's no | aw that says | have to be certified as an adept to use a
magenane, "
Wrdrune protested. "I'mfree to call nyself by any nane | choose.™

"I ndeed you are, but unless you are a certified adept or enrolled in an
accredi ted program of thaumaturgi cal study, you are not free to practice

nmagi c.

And, according to this arrest report, a nunber of w tnesses saw you use a
spel |

of teleportation. Aside fromthat, you seemto have no visible neans of
support,

and yet you are staying in the Dorchester, one of the finest hotels in



London.

And you are wearing what appears to be a rather |large emerald, for which
somehow doubt you could produce a purchase receipt. That, coupled with the
gem

your lady friend with the forged passport is wearing in her hand, leads ne to
suspect they m ght be stolen gens."

Wrdrune gave Kira a pained | ook. "You forged your passport?"
She shrugged. "How the hell was | supposed to get a passport? | don't even
have

a birth certificate. | didn't figure anyone woul d check."

"Cosnetic inplantation of jewelry is a bit obvious as a smuggling ploy, don't

you think?" said Blood dryly. "It's a unique approach, |1'll grant you that,
but

it helps at least to appear to be wealthy if you're going to pull it off.
Wher e

did you steal then®"

"Look, M ck, you don't understand," said Billy. "It's not what you think
They
didn't—=

"You be quiet, young man, 1'll get to you in a nonent," Blood said, pointing
hi s

index finger at him Billy fell silent and | eaned back against the wall wth
a

sigh, folding his arns petulantly. Blood glanced at Jacqueline. "Mdenoiselle

Monet . "

She smiled at him

"You, at |east, we know sonething about." He picked up a printout. "From
Interpol, no less. It nakes for rather interesting reading. Twenty-five
arrests

for assorted major felonies and not one single conviction. You appear to be a
singularly resourceful woman, M ss Monet."

She gave a slight, self-deprecating shrug and lit up another cigarette.

"Whi ch nakes me wonder what you're doing in this peculiar conpany," Blood
finished, glancing at the others. He | ooked at Makepeace.

Makepeace returned his long stare with an am able snmile

"Dr. Makepeace," said Blood, steepling his fingers, "for a university

pr of essor

on vacation you seemto have taken up with sone rather questionable

conpani ons.

Asi de from havi ng what appears to be a genuine passport and a taste for good
whi skey, | don't know a great deal about you, either."

"Allow ne to offer you some nore of your own excellent Scotch, Chief
I nspector, "
sai d Makepeace.

"No, |'ve had quite enough, thank you. My head's muddl ed enough as it is.

"You don't mnd if [|...?"



"Ch, help yourself, by all neans."
Makepeace refilled his gl ass.

"Now, | don't know what sort of nonsense you might have told Hyphen—er,

| nspect or Har per - Syt he—that made hi m bel i eve you had anything to contribute
to

this investigation, but | have nore than enough to worry about right now

wi t hout

you lot, believe ne," Blood said. "I—=

"Can | say sonethin' now?" said Billy.
Bl ood sighed. "Yes, what is it, Slade?"

"Look, what's it gonna take to convince you I'mtellin' you the truth about
ol'

Merlin?"
"I almbst wish you were, Slade," said Blood wearily, "lIt's going to take a
sodding wi zard to help nme solve this one.” He snorted derisively. "I don't

suppose you coul d make yoursel f di sappear? That m ght convince ne."

"There are limts to what | can do with this boy's body," Billy said, his

Voi ce

suddenly deeper and wi thout a trace of Cockney accent. "He's not fully mature
yet, and magic use tires himeasily. Just speaking like this is a strain on
hi s

vocal cords. | have to allow himto replenish his energies; otherwise | could
cause himagreat harm"

"Well, that's terribly convenient, isn't it?" said Blood with a tight snile.
"Honestly, Slade, do you really think that speaking in some sort of comic
oper a

voice is going to—

"Wth your perm ssion, Chief Inspector,” Wrdrune said, |ooking at Billy
uneasily. "l studied under Merlin and knew himwell. There are things | could
ask nun that only Merlin Anbrosius would know. "

"Ch, why not?" said Blood with an airy gesture of hel pl essness. "You night as
well."

"What were the circunstances of my expul sion from school ?" Wrdrune asked.

"Afire spell you were using as part of a special-effects display for sone
rock

band went out of control and you burned down the concert hall,"” said Merlin.
"You al ways did overreach yourself, Karpinski."

Wrdrune's eyes grew wi de, and he exchanged shocked gl ances with Kira. He
swal | owed hard. "What... what was your father's name?" he asked softly.

Billy chuckled. "CGorlois, may he roast, the last surviving nmenber of the
Counci
of the Wiite. | helped Uther kill the bastard."

"My God," said Wrdrune. "It is Merlin!"



Bl ood sat up in his chair. "Wat? Ch, cone on! Wat sort of idiot do you take
ne
for?"

"There's no other way he could have known t hose things," said Wrdrune.

"He m ght have read about them somewhere,” Bl ood said, though he sounded
uncertai n.

Wrdrune shook his head. "No. That concert fire made the papers, but | doubt
if

it woul d've made the news over here. It night have, but it was five years
ago,

and in any case, the stories never nmentioned ny nane. And there's no record
anywhere of who Merlin's father was. That neans he couldn't have read it
anywhere. "

Bl ood gl anced from Wrdrune to Billy and back again. "It also neans there's
no

way to check your story. How do I know you haven't cooked this up between
you?"

"You know we' ve never seen each other before," said Wrdrune.
"On the contrary," said Blood. "I don't know that at all."

""By, I'mgettin' sick an' tired o' this," said Billy, suddenly speaking in
hi s
normal voice. "Do sonmethin' an' show 'em™

"/ don't want to overtax you, lad," said Merlin, though only Billy "heard"
hi m

"I don't bloody care! 'Ow el se can we convince 'inP"
"I"'msure there are easier ways to—

"Look, just do sonmethin', all right?"

"Very well," said Merlin. "But don't say | didn't warn you."
Everything on Bl ood's desk suddenly floated up into the air.

"What the devil—= Blood snatched at his papers, but they seened to dance out
of

his reach. Pens and pencils rose into the air, his wooden in and out trays,
hi s

appoi nt nent cal endar, his paperwei ght, the bottle of Scotch—Makepeace barely
managed to snatch his glass in time—then everything started spinning end
over

end in mdair. Blood's file drawers opened as if of their own accord and

Bl ood

yel ped in hel pless protest as their contents cane sailing out, as if al
gravity

had been | eeched out of the room Then the chairs floated up into the air,
turning as they rose, and Blood held on tightly to the sides of his chair as
it

slow y spun around.

"Stop it!" he shouted. "Stop it, | said!/ Put ne down!"



The door opened and Shavers cane in. "Wat's the—goodGod!"

The chairs canme crashing down, the files floated back into the drawers, the
papers went back into the trays, everything quickly and smoothly went right
back

to where it was supposed to be, as if nothing had ever disturbed it in the
first

pl ace. Shavers stood in the doorway, staring at them slack-jawed.

"It's all right, Danny," Blood said.
" But —
"It's all right. Don't worry. |I'Il explain later."

"I'f you say so, sir." Shavers backed out uncertainly and gingerly closed the
door behind him

Bl ood turned to Wrdrune with a wy grimace. "That was you, wasn't it?"

Wr drune shook his head.

"Cone on, don't hand ne that,"
doi ng.

You' ve all cooked this up together, haven't you? | don't understand, what are
you up to?"

said Blood inpatiently. "That was all your

"You just don't want to believe it, do you?" Wrdrune said. "How were we
supposed to know i n advance that we'd be brought here for questioning? How
woul d

Billy have known where we'd be and when?"

"You coul d have influenced things sonehow," Blood said, as if trying to
convi nce
hinsel f. "How difficult would that be for a wi zard who studi ed under Merlin?"

"But 1'mnot a certified wizard," Wrdrune protested. "You said so yourself.
I
didn't even finish school."

"You may not be certified by the Bureau of Thaumaturgy, young man, but you're
a

wi zard, just the sane," said Blood. "I'mno expert, but |I know enough to know
that teleportation isn't exactly the sort of spell your average undergraduate
could master. Now, | don't know what sort of gane you're all playing here,

but

frankly I haven't got the tine for it.

"It's not a gane!" said Kira in exasperation. "WII you listen, for God's
sake?"

"Forget it," Billy said, looking tired. "W're just wastin' our tine 'ere.

He spread his arns out in an enconpassing gesture and they all vani shed from
t he
of fice.

They reappeared in the penthouse of the abandoned apartnent buil di ng where
Merlin had established his residence. One | ook around and any remai ning



doubt s
that Wrdrune and Kira m ght have had were bani shed instantly.

"Your library!" said Wrdrune, seeing all the ancient, |eather-bound books
arranged in neticul ous order on the shelves. "You nanaged to save it fromthe
firel™

"Most of the thaumaturgic arcana, anyway," said Merlin. "But a |lot of the

ot her

books were destroyed. Al the Sinon Brett novels, the P. D. James, the entire
Fl ashman series by Fraser—all gone. An agonizing | oss. Absolutely

i rrepl aceable. "

He suddenly coll apsed with a groan
"Professor!" Wrdrune said, running to his side.

"Dam fool kid!" said Merlin weakly. "I warned himabout this, but would he
listen? What is it with you young peopl e? Why don't you ever listen? You

t hi nk

everyone over the age of thirty is senile?"

"Help me with him" Wrdrune said. Kira took his legs while Wrdrune took his
shoul ders. They carried himover to the couch and gently |aid himdown.

"What the devil?" Blood said, utterly bew | dered. "Wiere am|?" No one paid
any
attention to him

"Are you going to be all right?" said Kira. "lIs nmere anything that we can do?"

"Ch, I'msure I'll be fine," said Merlin, breathing heavily. "Billy sinmply
doesn't understand about the denmands that thaumaturgy places on your life
energi es. He has no patience whatsoever. He reminds me a bit of you,
Kar pi nski

He still thinks there's such a thing as a free lunch." Merlin chuckled. "He
t hi nks magi ¢ works |ike magic."

"Very funny," Wrdrune said. "You |ook terrible. Are you sure you're going to
be

all right?"

"Ch, I'lIl live," said Merlin. "I"mjust worn-out, that's all. It's nothing
forty-eight hours of sleep won't cure, but I'mafraid | don't have that

[ uxury.

Billy's on the verge of slipping into a coma. My will is the only thing
keepi ng

himout of it at the nonent. |I"'mrather tired, but 1'mgoing to have to stay

awake; otherwi se he may drag ne right down with him"

"What do you want us to do?" said Kira with concern

"Well, sone strong black coffee would certainly be welcome,” Merlin said,
soundi ng remarkably bl ase about it all. "There's some in the kitchen. And
keep

me tal king, to make sure | don't nod off. That could be hazardous at this
poi nt,

at least until Billy's passed the crisis.”

Kira went into the kitchen to make sone coffee for them all



Bl ood was at the | arge bay wi ndow, |ooking out. "Are we in VWitechapel ?" he
said
in a bew ldered tone. "Were the hell are we?"

"Here, son, have a drink," said Makepeace, handing Bl ood his own hal f-enpty
bottl e of Scotch, which he had managed to snatch just before they were
tel eported fromBlood' s office.

"How did this happen?" Wrdrune asked Merlin. "How did you wind up... like
t hi s?
W saw you die!"

"Good question,” Merlin said. "I puzzled over that one for quite a while
nysel f,

until it occurred to ne to search through Billy's unconscious racial nenory.
Not

an easy thing to do, by the way. And there were sone truly ugly things in

t here.

Smal | wonder he turned out the way he did. He's basically a good-hearted kid,
but boy, does he have rotten genes." Merlin sighed. "He's descended from ne,
God

hel p the poor little bastard."

"Fromyou?" said Wrdrune. "But | thought you never had any children!"

"So did I," said Merlin. "However, after that little witch N nue took

advant age

of my midlife crisis, it seens she becane pregnant with my child. Billy is

t he

last link in a long chain of m screants that stretches back throughout the
ages,

featuring such dubious lum naries as M chel de Nostre-Danme, who was better
known

as Nostradanus, and that old reprobate, G useppe Bal sano, alias Count

Al essandr o

di Cagliostro. And there were some other notable offshoots of the famly tree
that woul d best go unnmentioned. Billy is apparently the |last one left, ny
only

living descendant. The |ad may not be much, but it seems he's all |'ve got."

"So you becane reincarnated as your own |lineal descendant!" Wrdrune said.

"My spirit still had work to do," said Merlin. "And | suppose it gravitated
to

the only body whose genetic makeup woul d provide the necessary conpatibility.
An

ordi nary human body sinmply wouldn't do, you see. | needed a body that was
extraordi nary." He cast a disapproving glance down at Billy's fringed | eather
pat chwor k war drobe. "Although this is rather stretching the point a bit."

"So is calling your resurgence a reincarnation, if you ask nme," said
Makepeace
"If that's what you believe, then you' re just bullshitting yourself."

"What do you mean?" said Merlin. "Wat the devil are you talking about?"
"I mean that you're just playing at semantics, Ambrosius," Mkepeace said.

"Rei ncarnation, properly speaking, means to be reborn in another body. But
you



were not born in this body; Billy Slade was. His is not an old soul that was
you

in a previous life. He clearly has his own separate identity. Your spirit
only

recently arrived and settled in his body. That's not reincarnation, ny
friend.

That's possession.”

"Now just...one.. .nmoment," Merlin said, sitting up with an effort. "Are you
actually inplying that I'ma denmon of sone sort?"

"I"minmplying nothing of the kind," said Makepeace. "Wat |'m saying is that
you

were never reincarnated into Billy's body because, in a manner of speaking,
you

never really died."

"What ?" Wrdrune and Merlin said simultaneously. Kira and Jacqueline |istened
with fascination. Blood stared at themall, conpletely out of his depth, then
he

just sighed, shook his head, and sank down into an arncthair with his Scotch

"Naturally | wasn't there when your so-called 'death' occurred," said
Makepeace

"but | can make an educated guess about what nust have happened. At the
nonent

when you realized that your death was inmm nent and that there was absolutely
not hi ng you could do about it, you were still unable to accept it. Your very
soul screamed its denial. Now, faced with iminent death, npbst ordinary nen
woul d sinply resign thenselves to the inevitable, but you were no ordinary
man,

Anbrosi us. You never were. You saw yourself hurtling down to your death, and
rather than accept the unacceptable, you flung yourself away from your dooned
body and your astral self flew out into the ether. And when you found, as you
put it so appropriately, a body whose genetic makeup provi ded the necessary
conpatibility, you sinply noved in, |like the proverbial cowbird muscling in on
a

sparrow s nest."

"No," said Merlin. "No, it can't be. If that were true, then that woul d
i ndeed
be..." his voice trailed off.

"Admit it, Anbrosius," said Makepeace. "You possessed the boy."

"If what you say is true," said Merlin slowy, "then it woul d answer nany
guestions, such as why | don't remenber dying, or why | have no nenory of
anyt hing that's happened between ny so-called 'death' and ny awakening in
Billy."

"You must have bl anked it out subconsciously,"” said Makepeace. "Part of you,
your physical self, had actually died, though you had renmoved your spiritua
self fromthat event via an out-of-body experience. So, in one sense, you
died... and in another sense you didn't. You broke the rules, Anbrosius. In
ef fect, you became a ghost, trapped between this world and the next. Unti
your

astral self was drawn to Billy.

" Anyvay, "
how

Makepeace continued, "it seens to me that the inportant thing is



Billy feels about it. If he doesn't want you in there, then ethically you're
on

pretty shaky ground. In that case, if you want to be really noral about it, I
suppose you'll have to vacate. But that doesn't seemlike a very practica
solution, does it?"

"Not really, no," said Merlin. He blinked rapidly several tines. Then he took
a
deep breath and npaned.

"What is it?" Wrdrune said.

"The kid's starting to come out of it," said Merlin. "I have to give him
credit-—he's a tough little lad. A real fighter. It infuriates him having to
relinquish control to me. He keeps resisting."

"Can you bl ane hi n?" Makepeace said.

"No, | suppose | can't," said Merlin. "He's a good |ad. He doesn't really
m nd

nmy being along for the ride, he just hates to let ne drive. | suppose |'l
have

to work things out with himas best | can. Anyway, the inmportant thing is
t hat

you're all here. | could certainly use your help."

He turned to Wrdrune. "You were drawn here by the runestones, weren't you?
You
sensed the Dark Ones' presence?"

"Well, not exactly," Wrdrune said.
"What do you nean, not exactly? Wat brought you here?"
"Modred's been taken," Kira said

"Taken?" Merlin started to sit up, but Billy's body was still too weak, and
he
col | apsed back down on the coach. "Wat do you nean, taken! How?"

Briefly Wrdrune related to himthe story of their shared dreans and what
t hey
had di scovered since they had arrived in London

"I have a strong feeling that these Ripper killings are related to Mdred' s
di sappearance,” he finished. "I think the Dark Ones are here, in London. O
at

| east one of themis."

"I believe you're right," said Merlin. "The Ripper killings are tied into it.
What's nmore, they're only the begi nning. Necromancy. The gathering of

t haumat urgi ¢ energy through death. | can sense it. |'ve been trying to get
Chi ef

I nspector Blood here to work with me, but he sinply refuses to believe ne,
and

Billy doesn't make things any easier. He keeps insisting on taking over at

t he

nost i nopportune nonments, addressing Blood in that flippant manner of his. To
say that the boy is socially awkward woul d be the understatenent of the year
One sinmply doesn't refer to an Irish policeman as 'Mck,' even if his first



nane
is Mchael ."

"I give up," said Blood, starting to slur his words. "This is all sone sort
of
al coholic nightmare. "

"Have anot her drink," said Makepeace.

The bottle of Scotch was al nost enpty. Looking a little ropy, Blood tipped
t he

bottl e back and took a big, hearty slug fromit. The |level of the
anber - col or ed

fluid slowy rose back up until the bottle was conpletely full again. Blood
stared at it, dunbfounded.

Wrdrune gave Makepeace a strange | ook. "What are you doi ng?" he said.

"Ch, the poor guy's had a real hard day," said Makepeace. "He needs to get a
little shitfaced. Bottoms up, kiddo," he said to Blood, and the chief

i nspect or

obligingly took another long pull at the bottle.

Merlin frowned, watching Bl ood chug the Scotch down as if it were water.
" Does
that man realize what he's doi ng?"

Makepeace grinned. "Not really, no.

Kira passed her hand in front of Blood' s face several tinmes. He was
obl i vi ous.
"Wow, " she sai d.

As if in slow notion, Blood started to | ean forward, stiff as a board. As he
toppled to the fl oor Makepeace stretched his armout and nade a grasping
noti on

with his right hand. Blood' s nmomentum stopped, and he froze, floating
noti onl essly about three niches above the floor

"Bedr oon?" said Makepeace, raising his shaggy eyebrows.
"That one," Merlin said, pointing at a door

Makepeace wagged his index finger, and Blood, stiff as a carp, rose up unti

he

was about three feet off the floor. Then, as Makepeace slowy noved his armin
a

sweepi ng gesture, guiding him Blood floated toward the bedroom Jacqueline
opened the door and stood aside to allow the policeman's body to pass

t hr ough,

then slowy settle down onto the bed. The door closed by itself behind him

Merlin glanced at Wrdrune and grunted. "Maybe he really is a fairy," he said.

"And maybe he's just a neurotic sorcerer who thinks he's Aiken Drum the
Browni e,"” Wrdrune nunbl ed under his breath so that only Merlin could hear.
He

| eaned cl oser and | owered his voice even nore. "There's really no such thing
as

fairies, is there?"



"*Ow the bloody 'ell should I know?" Billy replied, pushing hinmself up off
t he
couch with an effort. "Gor', the ole geezer nearly done ne in!"

"Billy!" Kira said. "You're all right!"
"*Course I"'mall right, luv. "Sthat fresh coffee I snell?"

"Yes, but should you be drinking coffee?" she said anxiously. "Merlin said
you

were alnmost in a comal"

"Bl ack, please, wi' three |unps,"”
mate, "

he said in an aside to Wrdrune. "'As she got a younger sister?"

said Billy. "Lovely bird you got there

" "Fraid not," said Wrdrune.
"Ah, well, that's "owit goes," said Billy. "'Ere, Sebastian, where's that
Scotch ol' Mck was drinkin'? Go well in the coffee.”

"I't would, indeed, said Makepeace, "but you're not getting any."
"Why not ?"
"Because you're not old enough to drink, that's why."

"What about Merlin? Don't he count for nothin'? 'E s several thousand years
ol d,
or so 'e says."

"That may well be," said Makepeace, "but he's in a body that's only about
twel ve
years old."

"Thirteen," said Billy sourly.

"I stand corrected. In any case, that's entirely too young a liver to handle
an
aged single malt. You shouldn't even be drinking coffee.”

"'By now, look, | need a proper pick-me-up after what |'ve just been through
'Sides, this is ny place, you know "

"It isn't, either," Mikepeace said. "Anbrosius arranged all this, not you.
Still, your point's well taken. 1'Il allow you a tiny drop in your coffee and
no

nore. What the with Anbrosius stuck inside you, you probably need a good
stiff

drink."

"That's the ticket," Billy said, holding out his coffee cup while Mkepeace
poured a small dash of Scotch into it

Sonet hi ng brushed agai nst Wrdrune's | eg. He | ooked down and saw a boxy
little
conput er come waddli ng past, heading toward the couch where Billy sat.

"I beg your pardon," said Archinedes as Wrdrune scooted back his chair in



surprise
"Archi nedes?" he said.

The conputer halted, turned awkwardly, and | eaned back slightly, angling its
screen up so it could scan him "Wrdrune, isn't it? Karpinski, Mlvin. |
recal |

your file."

"Archimedes, it is you!" Wrdrune said.

"Yes. Nice to see you again," said the conputer. It turned to Billy. "Look, |
don't mean to be a pest, especially with your having guests in, but |I've been
waiting and waiting. You promsed ne..."

"Yeah, yeah, right,"
t he

| arge inside pocket of his |eather coat and pulling out a thin, rectangul ar
box.

""Ere, this what you 'ad in mind?"

said Billy, still feeling a bit groggy. He reached into

"My nodem " The little conmputer actually junped with joy. It wasn't much of a
junp, only about two inches off the floor, but it was a joyful reaction just

t he

same. "Can | see it, can | have it now, please? Gve it to ne!"

"Now ' ow t he
got

no bl oody 'ands, you silly twit."

ell am | supposed to give it to you?" Billy said. "You ain't

"You help me with it," Archinedes said anxiously. "You can hook it up."

"'By, | don't know nothin' 'bout conputers, mate,"” said Billy. "I don't even
know what the 'ell that gizmp is. | |ooked for what you told ne to, but |I 'ad
to

nick it quick like, so |l just 'ope it's the right one.™

"Maybe | can be of sone assistance," Jacqueline said.

"Gve 'er ago, luv," Billy said, tossing her the box.

She caught it and exami ned the | abel. "Ah, yes. This should do nicely." She
knelt down and showed the box to Archi medes. "Cone on, non petit, we shal
tune

your new peripheral for renote broadcast conpatibility, oui?"

The conputer waddl ed over to her with the air of a small child anxious to
recei ve a brand-new toy. Jacqueline picked it up and set it down upon the
desk,

where it watched anxi ously as she unpacked the radi o nodem and the

t haumat ur gi cal | y charged power pack

"Well, what happens now?" said Kira. She jerked her head toward the bedroom
"What are we going to do with Sl eeping Beauty in there?"

"He'll conme around in the norning," Mkepeace said. "Then we'll see if we
can't
convince himto cooperate with us."

"I"d settle for convincing himnot to put us in jail and throw away the key,"



said Wrdrune. "How do you think he's going to feel about being ki dnapped and
magi cal |y induced to drink hinself into a stupor?"

"Yes, well, | think he may listen to reason," Mkepeace said. "Nothing like a
hangover to make one nore receptive. After all, we did try our best to
expl ai n

things to him and he sinply wasn't |istening, so sonething had to be done."

"Wl dn't we be better off |ooking for Mbdred on our own?" said Kira. "If we
get
the police involved, we're only going to have problens."

"They can probably save us a great deal of work," said Merlin, causing
Wr dr une,

sitting right across fromhim to do a double take. It was hard to get used
to

the way that Merlin and Billy kept switching personalities back and forth
wi t hout any war ni ng.

"Maybe," Kira said, "but assum ng that we could even get themto believe us
about the Dark Ones, they'd imrediately want to notify the B.OT. and turn it
over to their agents. And when you have that nmany people who know about it,
there's no way you'll be able to keep it fromthe public. They'll panic.
They' ||

suspect every mmgic user they see of being a necromancer.

"Besi des," she continued, "we can't afford to have anyone check us out too
closely. After you died, Professor..." She paused, shaking her head. "Man

t hat

sounds weird! Well, let's put it this way, since the last tine we saw you,

Modred got sone of his people to cut a deal with the Annendal e Corporation
and

Boston Mutual. He paid themoff to drop the charges against us. The United
Semtic Republics were so happy to get rid of Al'Hassan that they went al ong
and

dropped all charges too. But that sinply nmeans that there aren't any

out st andi ng

warrants against us. W're no |onger wanted for stealing the mlestones, but
we're not quite home free, not by a | ong shot.

"The N.Y.P.D. and the Boston Police still have files on us," she expl ai ned,
"and

by now so does the B.OT. I'Il bet the Bureau is just dying to bring us in
for

guestioni ng. Morgana was one of their agents, remenber? And so far as the
Bur eau

knows, she sinply disappeared while working on our case. W know she di ed,
and

we know how it happened, but we can't explain it to the Bureau w t hout
telling

t hem about the Dark Ones, or that Agent Fay Morgan was actually an inmmorta
sorceress naned Morgan Le Fay. And that means we can't talk to the Bureau at

all, which means we can't talk to the police." She jerked a thunb at the
bedr oom

door. "Chief Inspector Blood has just becone a liability. If you want ny,
advice, 1'd give hima good case of ammesia and send hi m hone."

"I can see your point," said Merlin, "but |I'mnot convinced that it would be
t he
wi sest choice. | still think we'd be better off having the police working



with

us rather than against us. Even if they did refer this case to the Bureau of
Thaumat ur gy—sonet hing | was hoping to avoid, though arguments can be made in
favor of it—+ amnot wthout sone influence nere, after all-=* His voice
cracked,

just like a young boy's changing voice has a tendency to crack. For a nonent
he

sounded like Billy once again, only w thout the Cockney accent. He cleared M
throat several tines and continued. "Anyway, |'msure | could explain to them
about Morgana and how she was killed by Al 'Hassan."

"And you coul d expl ain about who killed Al'Hassan?" said Kira. "And who

cl ouded

the mnd of the New York police detective who was in charge of the case? And
who

pai d off Boston Mutual and the Annendal e Corporation and arranged for the
USR

to drop all charges? And where all that noney came fron®"

Merlin took a deep breath and slowy let it out. "Yes, | see the problem The
Bureau of Thaumaturgy cannot very well afford to overl ook thaumaturgic
felonies."”

"Or the fact that our partner, the man we're trying to rescue, is otherw se
known as Mor pheus, possibly the nbst wanted criminal in the entire world,"
sai d

Kira.

"Yes," Merlin said with a sigh, "Mdred always was difficult. You' re quite
right. | had hoped to persuade the authorities to help us w thout actually
having to tell them everything, but | see now that that will be inpossible.

coul d probably deceive the police wi thout nuch trouble, but | could not
decei ve

the Bureau. They are all sorcerers, and | taught every one of them They
m ght

not guess the truth, but they'd know enough to look for it."

"That still |leaves us with one nore option," Mkepeace said. "Sort of a
conprom se sol ution."

"What do you nean?" said Wrdrune.

"We prevail upon our friend Mchael to help us without telling anyone el se
about
it. Put himunder a spell."

"Could you do that?" Kira said. She glanced from Makepeace to Wrdrune. "I
nean,
coul d you guys conpel hinP"

"That sort of thing's beyond ny level," Wrdrune told her. "It takes a
full-fledged sorcerer, and at best I'man unofficial |ower-level w zard."

"Good Lord, Karpinski," Merlin said, "I never thought 1'd live to hear you
admi t
that you had linitations!"

"You didn't," Wrdrune replied wyly.

"Ha, ha, guess 'e told you, 'ey, old nan?" said Billy.



"D-don't call me 'old man'!" said Merlin, his voice cracking once again.
Wrdrune and Kira exchanged gl ances. It was unsettling, watching two people
in

t he sane body argui ng anong thensel ves.

"The point is, Merlin could do it, and | could too," said Makepeace. "I would
prefer having Blood's voluntary cooperation, but if he refuses, well, he can
be

per suaded, so to speak."
"I don't like it," Wrdrune said. "It's wong."

"I agree," said Merlin. "And there is also the fact that a man under a spel
of

conpul sion, especially a spell that conpels himto act in a manner radically
opposed to his basic nature, is not functioning at one hundred percent
capacity.

H s reasoni ng becones inpaired, his reactions are slowed down, he tends to
hesitate. In a policeman such a state would render hi m physically vul nerabl e.
It's not quite the same as naking a man who already likes to drink get drunk
A

spel |l of conpul sion could easily get himkilled. | couldn't justify it."

"Yeah, it would make us no different fromthe necromancers,” Wrdrune said.

"Ckay, forget | mentioned it," said Makepeace. "We'Ill just have to use reason
to

persuade him And if that doesn't work, we'll cloud his m nd about what
happened

during the past few hours, teleport himout of here, and do our best to keep
out

of his way. In the neantime, as soon as Jacqueline gets Archinedes all set up
with that nodem we can try a little creative hacking. W can |ocate the
appropriate public records office, break into their files, and see if can
find

out anythi ng about recent real-estate transactions."

"Real -estate transactions?" Wrdrune said, puzzled.

"You did say you dreanmed that Mdred was being held prisoner in a dungeon?"
Makepeace sai d: "Maybe sonebody bought a castle lately."

Every day after work, Roger Harris hit the pubs, prowing for secretaries or
sal esgirls, always approachi ng them aggressively on the theory that it would
be

more difficult to say no to a man who canme on strong and forcefully. He al so
cane on strong and forcefully in the office, at the watercooler, in the
conpany

cafeteria, in the corridors of the building where he worked, and even in the
super mar ket, where he was not above crashing his cart into a likely prospect,
just so he could apol ogi ze and "break the ice." He believed in occasionally
varying his approach and in working volune on the principle that if you got
turned down nine tinmes out of ten, the tenth tine made it all worthwhile.

He had it all down to a science. He had an entire library of books on how to
pick up girls, howto talk to single wonen, howto find a woman's G spot, how
to

conduct affairs with marri ed wonen, how to make | ove to the nodern wonan, and



how to make your shyness work for you. (This last area was not really a

pr obl em

for Roger, but the book was rather nore Machiavellian than its title

i ndi cat ed,

concentrating on the right way to act shy in order to arouse wonen's materna
instincts). He also made it a habit to read wonmen's magazi nes, which al ways
had

articles in themtelling their readers howto find the right sort of nan.
Roger

studied these articles carefully and tried to act |ike that sort of nan.
Besi des, he thought that being able to converse on topics witten about in
worren' s nmagazi nes made hi m seem quite progressive and free.

He spent tons of money on clothes, hairstyling, jewelry, and after-shave,
wor ked

out hard to keep hinself in shape, and often answered personal advertisenents
in

t he papers, as well as placing them wusually beginning with the Iine,
"Attractive, successful single nale, unconfortable in pubs..." The fact that
Roger often achi eved success in his endeavors with young wonen said | ess
about

himor the validity of his approach than it did about the desperate

| onel i ness

of many young women living in a crowded city.

Still, there was one type of wonan Roger had yet to "make it with," as he
woul d

put it, and that was the sort of woman who appeared on the covers of the
wonen' s

magazi nes (and sonetines the sanme nodels woul d appear in the centerfol ds of
mal e

magazi nes as well.) She was the drop-dead-gorgeous sort of wonen, |ike young
tel evision actresses or the nodels in the shanpoo and makeup ads.
Qccasional ly

Roger woul d encounter such wonmen in his forays through the pubs, but wonen
who

| ooked li ke that encountered |ots of Rogers, and as a result they had no

di fficulty saying no.

Except for this one.
This one had been alone, sitting in the corner of the bar, drinking by

hersel f.
She was the nost beautiful wonmen he had ever seen. She had met his gaze for

j ust

a second when he had nmade eye contact with her, then she shyly dropped her
gaze,

raising it again a monent later to see if he was still |ooking at her, then

i mediately dropping it again with a shy smle. Roger's heart had skipped a
beat .

He had sauntered over to her casually and said hello, asked if the seat next
to

hers was taken, No, it wasn't. WAs she waiting for soneone? She was, but it
appeared that she had been stood up. No! What sort of madman woul d stand up a
worman |i ke her? She smiled shyly and thanked him for the conplinment. He asked
if

he coul d buy her a drink. She nodded, and it had progressed rapidly from

t here,

wi th Roger boldly taking the initiative. They had gone back to his apartment



"for a nightcap,” and it wasn't | ong before they were in a tight clinch on
t he

couch, tearing at each other's clothes. Monents |later they were in the
bedr oom

Roger | ay upon his back, |ooking up with awe at the sheer perfection of her
naked body, at the jet-black hair cascadi ng down her shoul ders, framn ng that
astoni shingly lovely face, at the dusky | ook in her eyes and the lightly
parted

lips, at the way her chest rose and fell as she breathed heavily, and he
coul d

not believe his |uck.

"God, this is the greatest night of nmy life," he said.
Terri smled. "lIt's also the last night of your life," she said, and then she
grow ed and started sprouting fangs.

Roger screaned.

CHAPTER SEVEN

It was a door that she was never neant to open. He had forbidden it
expressly.

And so, of course, she opened it the very first chance she had. It opened
onto

what appeared to be a perfectly ordinary basenment staircase. She tried the
l'i ght

switch. Atorch set in an iron wall sconce erupted into flane.

Terri pulled back, startled. The flanming torch illumnated a stone stairway
t hat

only a nonment ago she could have sworn was wood. The wall was not plaster or
brick but huge stone bl ocks, cold and danp. She reached out for the torch,
and

as her hand passed through the doorway she felt a strange sensation, al npst
as

if she had plunged it into ice-cold water. She jerked her hand back and

| ooked

at it, but aside froma brief tingling sensation, it seemed fine. She reached
out again, farther this tinme, and the eerie sensation returned. It felt like
bracing cold water going up her arm She swall owed nervously, took a deep
breath, and stepped through the doorway, down onto the first stone step

It was just like diving into a deep mountai n | ake, except w thout the splash
g;y sensation of wetness. The feeling was there only for a brief instant, and
she gasped, then just as suddenly, it was gone and she stood on the top step
?Le baserment stairs, feeling no different than she had a nonment earlier, only
;;s slightly cooler... and she wasn't on the top step of the basement.

She stood on a landing, with stone stairs |eading down directly before her

and

up directly to her left. Behind her, where the door to the basenent should

have

been, was a solid wall of huge, rough-hewn stone bl ocks. She reached out to



t he

wal | on her right and took the torch down out of its iron sconce, shaped I|ike
a

gargoyle's head. Below it hung a large ring of iron keys. She took those

al so.

She hesitated, then started down.

The torchlight threw her shadow on the wall as she descended. It was the
shadow

of a wolf. There were rats down there—she could hear hundreds of them-but as
aggressive as they were, they fled at her approach, alnost as if they sensed
somet hing di fferent about her. She got down to the bottom of the stairs and
found herself in a narrow stone corridor with a low ceiling. The top of her
head

just brushed it. The air was danmp and musty. The dust lay thick upon the

fl oor,

but to the right it had been disturbed. She could see a trail of footprints
and

I ong streaks, as if something heavy had been dragged al ong the fl oor

As she wal ked slowy down the corridor, ducking under cobwebs, she passed a
nunber of |ow, heavy wooden doors reinforced with iron. There was a snall
wooden

shutter in the upper portion of each door that could be drawn back, revealing
a

barred wi ndow | ooking through into a cell. So she was in a dungeon! The

t hought

excited her. She was di scovering new things about her |over.

She knew he was a powerful sorcerer, perhaps even a mage, and because of what
he'd done to her, she knew he practiced necronmancy. That nmade hi m even nore
exciting, Terri didn't know a great deal about thaumaturgy, and she knew even
| ess about its history. For that matter, there was no historical record of

t he

exi stence of the Dark Ones, necromancers belonging to a race separate from
humans. All Terri knew was that necromancy was bl ack magi c and that bl ack
magi ¢

was forbidden, a felony punishable by death. And that was the npbst exciting
thing of all.

Terri had never killed a nan before she had been changed. Andrew Bl ood had
been

her first. Roger Harris was the second. And she was eagerly | ooking forward
to

her third. She never would have believed that of herself, that she was

capabl e

of murder. Capable of destroying nmen, yes, but certainly not in the litera
sense. Yet she had found it thrilling, nmore thrilling than anything she had
ever

done before. It was as if she had di scovered sone | ong-buried predatory
i nstinct

that made her long to kill. Had he done that to her? O had he sinply
recogni zed

it in her and brought it out into the open?

She couldn't renenber nuch of what she had done to Andrew Bl ood. She

per cei ved

it all through a haze, a thick, red m st of gore. She renenbered everything
up

to the monent she'd attacked himw th an astoni shing, hard-edged clarity, and



then it was all a fog. She renmenbered the surge of anticipation, the sexua

thrill unlike anything she'd ever experienced before. She had never, ever,
found

satisfaction with a man until the night he changed her, but this was
different... even better. This was the slaking of a thirst she'd never known
she

had, though now she realized that it had al ways been there, hidden deep
beneat h

the surface, driving her. Later she had experienced a sated, |anguid, dreany
aftermat h, and she knew that she had finally found herself. She had been born
to

be a werewol f.

And now, |like the creature of the night she had become, she stal ked through
t he
nmusty corridors of the dungeon, following the trail in the dust, anxious to

learn the secret that he kept fromher. She wondered if this was the secret

t hat

woul d gi ve her power over him The thought nade the hairs on the back of her
neck rise. He would be the ultimte chall enge. But she could never let him
guess

what she was thinking, never, until the time came when she was ready for him
And mat-time would cone. Sooner or |ater she would find his weakness. After
all,

she always did. He was only a man. Wasn't he?"

She came to a heavy door at the end of the corridor. The trail in the dust
stopped here. She set the torch into a wall sconce beside the door and tried
t he

keys in the ancient lock. One of themfinally turned the bolt, and she swung
open the door, leaning against it with her shoulder. It opened with a | oud,
protracted creaking sound. She took down the torch and went through into the
cell on the other side.

It was larger than she had expected. It looked as if it had been built to hold
a

| arge nunber of prisoners. Where she stood, just inside the door, was a sort
of

elevated platform like a landing, with stairs |eading down to the floor of
t he

cell off to her right. The floor was about twenty feet bel ow her. She

i magi ned

that prisoners had once been brought here in chains and thrown down off the
landing to the floor below. She held the torch up higher, and it was with a
thrill that she noticed a body hanging manacled to the far wall. When that
body

nmoaned, she al nost dropped her torch

She hurried down the stairs to the floor of the cell and ran over to where
t he

man hung manacled to the wall. She held the torch up, so that she could see
hi m

better.

H s unkenpt hair was a dusty blond, as was his beard. He had handsone,

cl assically Saxon features, and he appeared to be in his late thirties or
early

forties. H's chest was bare and well nuscled. He couldn't have been hangi ng
there for very long, she thought, or he would have been dead by now At the
very



| east, the ravages woul d have shown on his enaci ated body. As it was, he
appeared severely dehydrated. Hi s eyes were deeply sunken and his breathing
was

shallow. He snelled terrible. And there was a jewel set into his chest,
directly

over his heart. A dark bl ood-red ruby. Her eyes gleamed at the sight of it.

"WA... ter..." he said in a voice barely above a whisper

She shook her head. She had none to give him And then she heard the dripping
sound. She went over to where a trickle of water was seeping down through a
fissure in the wall, and pressed her scarf into it, dabbing at the danp wall
until the scarf was wet. Then she went back to his side, stood up on tiptoe,
and

stretched out the wet scarf. She could just barely reach his nouth. She
pressed

the scarf against his lips, and he nuzzled at it weakly. She couldn't take
her

eyes off the jewel in his chest.

"Who are you?" she said.

He did not respond. He was having a hard tine swallowing. H's eyelids

twi tched,

as if they were too heavy for himto open. H's tongue canme out to lick the
dr ops

of noisture off his lips. She repeated the process with the wet scarf.

"Easy, take it easy," she said, dabbing at his lips with the scarf. "Wy are
you
chai ned up down here?"

"Hel p... me..

"Why is he hiding you down here?" she persisted. "W are you? Wat's this
al |
about ?"

"Hel p..."

"Yes, that's right, I'lIl help you. But first you' ve got to tell nme who you
ZLE why he's done this. What's this? Wth her forefinger she lightly traced
iztline on the skin of his chest around the ruby. "That's a real ruby, isn't
it?

:E.nust be worth a fortune. Why didn't he take this off you?"

She touched it lightly and stiffened with a jerk. It felt as if a small
char ge

of electricity had passed through her, up her finger and into her arm

t hr ough

her chest and... no, down her arm and through her finger, into... She
recoiled

and backed away fromhim feeling alarmed and slightly |ight-headed. The
j ewnel

set into his chest started to enit a soft gl ow

"You're just like him aren't you?" she said softly. "You' ve got the power
too."



As she wat ched, his breathing became nore regular. H's skin tone inproved. He
was becom ng stronger, recovering right before her eyes. She put her hand up
to

her chest. She felt weak and di zzy. And suddenly she realized what he had
done.

He had drawn off sone of her strength, absorbed a portion of her life energy.
And he was feeding on it, using it to revitalize hinself.

As she wat ched, stunned, he inhal ed deeply, exhaled in a sigh, then opened
hi s
eyes and | ooked directly at her.

"Who are you?" he said in a strong, clear voice.

She shook her head and backed away toward the stairs |leading to the door of
t he
cell.

"No, wait, cone back!"

She turned and fled the dungeon

St ephi e Baker shivered in her short, unbuttoned coat as she slowy sashayed
down

the street in what she hoped was an irresistibly provocative manner. She was
wearing an extrenely short dress and high heels, showing off nore of her
attractive |legs than she had ever done before, except at the health club. She
was cold, and for the past two hours she'd been thinking that this had been a
truly stupid idea

She had never done any sort of undercover work before, and when she was
approached about acting as a police decoy to trap the R pper, she had thought
that it would be an exciting assignment and possibly an opportunity to
advance

in the force. She was a | ower-grade police adnmi nistrator, which essentially
translated as clerk-typist, and this assignment held forth the prom se of
real

i nvestigative police work out on the streets, where it was all happening.

The decoy squad had been the brainchild of Inspector Harper-Snythe, who was
directing the special task force. Each police decoy would be dressed up to
| ook

like a prostitute and sent out to work the streets of Witechapel with a
backup

team of two arned police officers dressed in civilian clothing who woul d
wat ch

the decoy at all tinmes and nove in at the | east sign of trouble. The decoy
woul d

be equipped with a tiny wireless transmtter, so that she could keep in
const ant

touch with her backup team It all seened fairly safe to Stephie. She would
be

in sight of her backup at all tines, and if she perceived the slightest

t hreat,

she could call for help and they would respond i mediately. If the Ri pper was
to

attack her, they could shoot himdown at once. She realized nmere was sone
risk,



but it seened reasonable in light of the way that the setup was explained to
her. However, now that she was actually out on the streets of Witechapel
she

wasn't all that certain anynore.

It was dark, and a heavy mi st had descended on the streets. Visibility was
very

poor. The thought that somewhere out there, at that very monent, fifteen
ot her

femal e officers were in exactly the sane straits did little to dispel her
gl oom

and appr ehensi on.

At first, dressing up in her "hooker rig," as Oficers Stuart Canfield and
Bill

Turner called it, seenmed like a bit of silly fun. They had been assigned as
her

backup team and she knew them both quite well, professionally if not
soci al ly.

They had all gone shopping for the clothes together, and Canfield and Turner
had

hel ped her assenble the outfit. At first they had all pretended to take it
very

seriously, but it hadn't |asted. As each nman suggested sexier attire for her
to

try on, it became nore and nore of a game, and she found hersel f enjoying
their

reactions.

"I never knew you had such nice | egs, Steph!"
"Qoh, be still ny heart! Stephie, |ove, you busy Friday night?"

Al delivered in a playful nopod, yet with an underlying seriousness that told
her it wasn't all entirely in jest. And she enjoyed it. She had never really
seen herself as "that sort" of wonman, but it was fun to play at it, and she
had

to admt that although she never would have actually consi dered purchasing
such

clothes for herself, she did | ook rather sexy in them

But it had stopped being a game several hours ago, when it grew dark and
started

getting cold. She felt self-conscious parading down the street in such a
trashy

outfit, and she felt hum liated when the inevitable propositions came. She
treated each one as if he m ght have been the Ripper, and it was nore
frightening than she had thought it would be, even with Canfield and Turner
staying very close and nmoving in to flash their badges before things got out
of

hand. They had stopped their joking too. It was no | onger a game. It was
pol i ce

work, and tawdry work at that—to say nothing of the danger

He cane out of the mist, sauntering slowy down the street, wearing a black
I nverness and carrying a soft black | eather bag. The sound of his boot heels
on

t he sidewal k seened very | oud.

"Hard night for a working girl, eh?" he said with a snile



She was surprised. He was well dressed and very handsome. Obvi ously sl unm ng
in

this wetched nei ghborhood. She wondered why such a nan woul d want a whore.
Per haps for sonething he couldn't get at hone, she thought. She wondered j ust
how many seemingly respectable men went in for this sort of thing.

"'BEvenin' to ya, guv," she said, putting on the Cockney. "Lookin" for a good
time, are ya?" She gave hima hip shot and a sultry | ook, then pursed her
lips

and pantom med a ki ss.

"What did you have in mind?" the man said, staring directly into her eyes.
There

was sonet hing unsettling about that | ook, and she just barely resisted the
tenmptation to | ook around for Canfield and Turner

"I know what ya need, luv," she said, inclining her head coquettishly and

gi vi ng

hima wink. ""'OnNs about we step right into this alleyway, where it's nice
an'

dark, 1ike?"

As he followed her into the alley he reached into the | eather bag. There was
t he

sound of running footsteps and a cry of, "Hold it right there! Freeze!
Pol i cel™

As they had instructed her, she quickly noved away as the man turned, putting
as

much di stance between them as possible and getting over to the side against

t he

wal |, so that she'd be out of the line of fire.

"Don't nake a nmove," said Turner, his gun held out before himin a tw-handed
conbat stance. "Not even a twitch."

"Let's see what's in the bag," said Canfield.

Wth one smooth, breathtakingly swift notion, the man drew a | ong, gl eaning
knife out of the black |eather bag, and the two-foot steel blade whistled
through the air faster than the eye could foll ow

Whoooooshl

The razor-sharp bl ade swept down, severing both of Turner's hands cleanly at
t he

wists, then, in the same snpboth motion, the Ripper's armswept up and he

rel eased the blade, hurling it underhanded with incredible force. Turner
screamed with agony, and Canfield fired as the blade struck hone, enbeddi ng
itself deeply in his chest. His shot went wild and he pitched forward, dead
before he hit the ground. Turner stood there, scream ng hoarsely and staring
wi th disbelief at his hands, one of themlying at his feet, still holding the
gun. His wists spouted blood. The Ri pper reached into the bag and w t hdrew
anot her | ong-bl aded knife, simlar to the first. It whistled through the air,
and bl ood spattered on the alley wall with a sound like rain pattering down.
Turner stopped screaning. As if in slow notion, his head rolled off his neck
and

tumbled to the ground with a soft thud. H s body collapsed like a marionette
with its strings cut.



Stephie's mouth was open in a silent scream She stood petrified, absolutely
frozen with terror, unable to believe the horror she'd just w tnessed. Two
nen,

both armed with guns, and only one had time to get off a shot... and even

t hen

it had been too late. She had no chance. None whatsoever. The Ri pper slowy
turned back to her. Sonething snapped. She turned and ran screani ng down the
al | eyway.

Joey slowy wal ked after her, his pace unhurried. The alley ended in a
cul - de-sac.

She reached the end and stopped, staring at the brick wall with an agoni zed
expression. She spun around and saw hi mconing toward her purposefully. Her
Séfz drawn to the gleam ng steel blade he held at his side. She started to

iaiﬁ she noticed the long black |imousine pull up and stop at the nmouth of

;r?ey. The door opened and someone got out.

"Hel p!" she screamed. "Help ne! Please, help ne!"

The Ri pper turned and | ooked over his shoul der, but the dark figure just

st ood

there by the car, notionless, silhouetted in the Iight fromthe | anppost at
t he

nmout h of the alley.

Sobbi ng, Stephie shook her head, unable to believe that no one was going to
hel p

her. The Ri pper seened to nod at the figure standing at the nmourn of the

al | ey,

then he turned back to face her

"You said you knew what | needed," he said with a snile

And then he started com ng toward her.

Bl ood awoke to the insistent beeping of his pocket pager. It felt like sonic
needl es going through his brain. He slapped at it repeatedly until he managed

to
shut it off, then he grabbed his head and groaned. It felt as if someone had

punped up his brain until it threatened to expl ode his skull.
"God," he said, noaning, "if you make tin's go away, |'m never going to take
another drink as long as | live."

But God was apparently not feeling very synpathetic. The pain of the hangover
persi sted. Against his better judgnment, Bl ood opened his eyes. And

i medi ately

cl osed them once agai n.

"A'l right," he said to hinself, pressing his fingers up against his tenples,
"it seens you didn't spend the night at home. Now think. \Where the hell were
you

| ast ni ght? What happened?"



Through the fog of pain the nenory came back to him and he sat up quickly.
Miuch
too quickly. The room started spi nning.

"Chhh, dear God..." He npaned, closing his eyes and grabbing his head again.
He

slowy counted ten and risked opening his eyes once nore. Then, wth

del i berate

care, he put his feet down on the floor and got up off the bed. He swayed
slightly, then staggered toward the door

"Ah, bonjour. Chief Inspector,” Jacqueline said, padding past him barefoot,
weari ng nothing except a very sheer black bra and panties. It was indicative
of

t he degree of Blood' s condition that he was unable to appreciate the sight.
"Wul d you care for some coffee?"

Bl ood gr oaned.

"I will take that as a yes,'
i nspector!"

she said. "Sebastian, black coffee for the chief

Bl ood wi nced as Makepeace's boomi ng voice canme fromthe kitchen. "Bl ack
coffee
com ng right up!"

A moment | ater a steam ng nmug of coffee canme floating across the room toward
him Bl ood blinked, then plucked it out of the air before it could bunp into
hi s

chest. He could snell breakfast cooking.

A door at the other end of the living roomopened, and Kira cane shanbling
out,

barefoot, in panties and a sheer, sleeveless black tunic. Her hair was
unconbed,

hangi ng down over her face.

"Someone maki ng breakfast?" she nunbl ed.

"Sebastian is maki ng eggs and bacon," Jacqueline said, stretching out on the
couch and lighting up a cigarette, conpletely unconcerned about being en
deshabille. It was like the norning after a fraternity party, Blood thought.
I't

all seened sonehow surr eal

He staggered toward the kitchen
"How do you |ike your eggs?" Makepeace asked Kira.
"Over light," she said, taking a beer fromthe refrigerator

"Over light it is," said Makepeace, standing in the center of the kitchen
dressed in his habitual beret, as well as enbroidered Turkish slippers with
turned-up toes and an outrageous, full-length robe in orange-and-red brocade.
Makepeace held his hand out, pal mup, then quickly turned it pal mdown. The
eggs

neatly flipped thensel ves over

"Good norning," Makepeace booned jovially. "Sleep well?"



Bl ood npaned again. "lI... | have to nake a call...
"Certainly, but it can wait,"
anywher e

right now, in any case. Mght as well sit down and drink your coffee. | don't
i magi ne you have much of an appetite.” '

sai d Makepeace. "You're in no shape to go

Bl ood started to shake his head and qui ckly stopped, realizing that even that
noti on was upsetting his equilibrium He took a sip of his coffee.

"There's whiskey in here," he said.

"Hair of the dog," said Makepeace. "Do you good. Drink up."

"Please,"” said Blood. "Don't say 'drink up.'" He sipped his coffee and slowy
| owered hinself into a chair at the table. "I seemto renenber trying to enpty
a

bottle that kept refusing to stay enpty,’

he sai d.

"Mm |'ve had nights like that," said Makepeace, naking notions toward the
range as if he were conducting an orchestra. Flapjacks did el aborate
sonersaul ts

in the air, turning thenselves over, and strips of bacon craw ed out onto the
range like inchworms committing suttee.

"You people are in a great deal of trouble, you know " said Blood, trying
unsuccessfully to ignore his splitting head. "You' ve not only kidnapped a
police

of ficer, but you're also guilty of several counts of thaumaturgica

mal practice

and—~

"Look, Blood," Kira said, "before you read us our rights or whatever it is
you

Engli sh policenen do, | think you'd better listen to what we have to say.
O herwise I'll be forced to raise ny voice and shout, and you woul dn't want
t hat

to happen, would you?"

Bl ood put his hands up to his tenples. "Ch, good God, no. Whatever you do,
pl ease don't shout."

"Right," said Kira, noving to sit next to himat the table. She held out her
hand to him pal mup. The sapphire set into her pal mwas gl ow ng softly.

Bl ood frowned and gl anced up at her
"You' re not seeing things,"
si nce

we arrived in London. It's very weak now. Look at it closer."

she said. "It's been glowi ng off and on ever

He | eaned over her hand, staring intently at the stone.
"What do you see?"
"There're... sone sort of carvings on it," he said.

"Runes," said Kira. "This is an enchanted runestone, one of three that were
found in an excavation in the Euphrates Valley, Wrdrune and | stole them"™



"So | was right, they are stolen,” Blood said. "You'd do best to tell me al
about it. If you were to cooperate—

"Look, will you stop being a cop for just alittle while and |Iisten?" she
sai d.

"Al'l right, yes, anything," said Blood, wincing. "Jut don't raise your voice.
Pl ease. "

"They're keys to an ancient spell, "
nost

powerful incantations in the world, a spell that goes back to the dawn of
tine.

she expl ai ned. "One of the ol dest and

"Three stones, three keys to lock the spell
Three jewels to guard the Gates of Hell.
Three to bind them three in one,

Three to hide themfromthe sun
Three to hold them three to keep
Three to watch the sl eepl ess sleep.™

As she spoke the incantation the sapphire in the pal mof her hand gl owed
brighter, giving off sparkling rays of light as if it were a star. Bl ood
listened as she told himthe story of the AOd Ones, of the war between the
white

mages and the necromancers, and of how the Council of the Wite had given up
their lives to infuse their powers and life energies into the enchanted
runestones, all except for Gorlois, who had sealed up the tonmb of the Dark
Ones

and gone out into the world to many a girl fromthe De Dannan tribe and
becone

Merlin's father, and later, with another wife, to father the three halfling
gi rl s—El ai ne, Mrgause, and Mrgana—whose descendants they were, chosen by
t he

m | estones as their avatars to seek out and destroy the Dark Ones.

"You mean yourself and Wrdrune," Blood said. "You're telling me that you're
descended fromthese three witch sisters or whatever?"

She nodded.

"Aha. | see. And who's the third descendant, the one who carries the third
runest one? Wul d that be the good doctor, here?" He | ooked at Makepeace.

"Ch, no, not me," said Makepeace, wol fing down his flapjacks and bacon. " She
nmeans the one we came here to find. His real nane is Mdred, though you may
be

nore familiar with his alias. It's Mrpheus."

"Wait a nmonent," Blood said, frowning. "Surely you don't nean the nercenary,
t he
i nternational hit man, not that Mrpheus?"

"One and the sane," said Makepeace, his nmouth full.

Bl ood put his head in his hands and groaned. "I truly wi sh you hadn't told ne
that. My headache just got inmeasurably worse." He sighed heavily. "It's one
thing to put up with a couple of brash, young Anerican jewel thieves, a potty
sorcerer academ cian who thinks he's a danm fairy, a French feme fatale
who' s



been arrested nore tines than a bl oody gangster, and a del uded Cockney street
urchin who thinks he's Merlin the Magician. That's all bad enough, but when
you

go draggi ng a professional assassin |ike Mrpheus into it—=

At that noment Wrdrune and Billy came back, carrying several bags of
groceries
and a nunber of different newspapers.

"Well, the bloody bastard's gone an' done it again," said Billy, tossing the
newspapers down on the table.

"This time he's killed three cops," said Wrdrune.
"What ?"

Bl ood [ unged for the papers, his hangover suddenly forgotten. The headli nes
sai d

it all: R PPER BUTCHERS PCOLI CE DECOY TEAM THREE OFFI CERS SLAI N!' WH TECHAPEL
SLAUGHTER CONTI NUES! POLI CE HELPLESS!

He felt the blood rushing to his face as he quickly scanned the stories. That
dammed i di ot, Hyphen-Snythe! What the hell was he thinking, taking an

i nexperienced officer, an untrained file clerk, for God' s sake, and sending
her

out as a decoy... ? Blood suddenly remenbered his pager going off and waki ng
him And he had turned it off. O course. They were trying to locate him

Thr ee

of ficers slain, and the man who was supposedly in charge of the investigation
was nowhere to be found. The superintendent would be in a frothing rage, and
who

coul d bl ame hin®

Because he had not wanted to get trapped running a paper chase at
headquarters,

he had del egated that job to Hyphen-Snythe while he went out into the streets
to

work in the only way he knew how. But who woul d have expected Hyphen- Snyt he
to

pick up the ball and run with it, to actually display initiative and pick out
his own decoy teans and send themout to...! He threw the paper down onto the
table in a fury.

"This is what comes of your neddl esone nonsense!" he shouted at themin
furious

frustration, ignoring his headache as he leapt to his feet and shoved the
chair

back violently. "If |I'd ve been there, | could have prevented this! So help
nel
['"lI'l have you all in jail for obstructing a police investigation! |I'll have
you

all charged with—=

The enerald in Wrdrune's forehead bl azed, and a bright green beam of

t haumat urgi ¢ energy suddenly shot forth fromthe runestone, striking the
policeman in the chest, not hard enough to injure him but w th enough force
to

knock himoff his feet and send himflying backward into his chair, which

ti pped

over as he struck it, dunping himon the floor



"Al'l right, I've had about enough!" said Wrdrune.
' Take it easy, kid," said Makepeace.

"Dam it, we haven't-got time to take it easy!" Wrdrune shouted in reply.
" And

we haven't got the time to waste trying to convince a stupid cop who can't
see

his own damm nose in front of his face! People are dying!"

"'E's got a point, y'know," said Billy. He went over to where the astonished
Bl ood sat on the floor, holding his chest and staring at them "Look, M ck
what's it gonna be, 'ey? You in or out?"

Bl ood | ooked at them shifting his gaze quickly fromone face to another

They

were all watching himintently. At first they had seemed |ike sone sort of

t haumat ur gi cal bohem ans. a gang of col orful dropouts who had banded toget her
i ke magi c-using Gypsies, not above bending the truth or breaking the |aw
Who

coul d take such an assenbl age seriously? He | ooked down at his chest again.

I't

was if he had been shot at close range, only without having a bullet actually
penetrate. The fabric of his shirt was snoking slightly, and he realized that
Wrdrune just as easily could have killed him

"You don't understand, M chael,"
expl ai n

it to you. What you're up against is sonething nore powerful than you could
possi bly imagine. Sonething that isn't even human. It's a nightrmare. You
haven't

seen anything yet. It's only getting started. Believe nme, wthout us, you
haven't got a prayer."

Kira said gently. "I've been trying to

CHAPTER EI GHT

You really ought to conme, old boy," Hastings had y told him "A night out
woul d
do you a world of good. Take your mind off your troubles.”

"I don't know, Jereny," he'd said, "but I'mnot really up to it, especially
after what's happened. Besides, |1've never really gone in for these society
things. Wrd is this Carfax chap is rather on the young and energetic side.
wWid

parties, loud nmusic, young girls, all that sort of thing. Not really ny cup
of

tea, you know. A bit too old for that. | don't think 1'd quite fit in."

"Too ol d? Good Lord, Royce, you're the sane age as | am Anyway, it's all in
t he

attitude, old boy! Al in the attitude! Wat's the matter, don't you Ilike
young

girls?" Hastings had said half jokingly.
"Ch, Jereny, honestly..."

"You make it sound as if I"'minviting you to sone damm orgy, for God's sake.



You

know, you m ght be surprised to | earn what sort of people show up at Nigel's
parties. Al derdyce is quite a regular, for one...."

"What, not the mnister?"

"One and the sane. And then there's Lord WI I oughby, Bob Paddington, Q C.,
Judge Feat herstone, and—

"d d Featherstone? You're joking! And WI I oughby must be nearly seventy!"

"Ch, it's usually quite a varied group,” said Hastings... "Don't let his
yout h
fool you, Nigel likes too assenble all sorts of interesting people and all ow

themto mingle in their own way. One finds one's own depth, so to speak. Do
cone, Royce. You really ought to get away for a while, get out of town. Look
you haven't got anything on for tonight, anyway, have you? You said there
isn't

any famly com ng by, so you don't really have any plans, do you?"

No, in light of his son Andrew s death, Llewellyn Royce Blood had to admit

t hat

he certainly hadn't made plans. He had thought that perhaps he and his two
remai ni ng sons mght have a quiet famly evening together, talk about what

happened, find a way to live with it, but lan had called up to conmmi serate
briefly and then begged off, and he hadn't even heard from M chael, who, of
al |

peopl e, should have been the first to call. But nothing. Not a word.

Not even his own coworkers knew where M chael was'. There had been a cal
from

some policeman naned Shavers, who thought M chael m ght have been at hone,
consoling his father in his grief, and it was with a great deal of

awkwar dness

that Royce adnmitted that since Andrew s nurder he hadn't even heard from
M chael . That had produced a |l ong silence on the other end, and then a

pai nful 'y

unconfortable, "Ch. Wll, sorry to bother you, Your Lordship."

Dam themto hell, then, Royce had thought. It was the final straw Ever
si nce
his wife, Emly, had died, they had all been drifting farther and farther
apart.

H s sons had made no secret of their dislike for one another. He was tired of
being the only one who had any sense of family, heartbroken over Andrew s
deat h

and enbittered by what he perceived as the failure of his children to get on
with life and with each ot her.

lan was forty-two and had yet to present himw th any grandchildren. AH he
seened to care about was politics, and if he occasionally showed up at sone
function or another with a woman on his arm she was usually as dull as

di shwater, nore often than not one of those university femnist intellectua
types, too old to act like the spoiled brats they were, and not old enough to
be

taken seriously. Yet lan seened to find themmnildly amusing. Royce had a hard
time believing that his son actually could be interested in any of them

Andr ew,

at least, had shown sonme prom se. He had al ways thought of Andrew as the runt
of



the litter, the one who'd have the nost trouble getting on, but despite his
weakness of character, Andrew finally seenmed to have made a start, and now. ..

Royce Bl ood was conpletely ignorant of the fact that lan was a cl oset drag
gueen, and Andrew had al ways been very careful not to let his father find out
about all his debauched excesses. M chael al one had never hidden anything
from

him not even his growi ng drinking problem consequently M chael was the

bi ggest

di sappoi ntnment to him Royce sinply couldn't understand what on earth had
possessed himto becone a policeman, of all things. Every young boy thinks of
being a policeman or a fireman at one tine or another, but M chael apparently
had never outgrown it. \What sort of a career was being a policeman? What
coul d

one accomnplish? You al ways saw people at their worst, day in and day out, and
no

matter how many of them you arrested, you couldn't even nake a dent in the
evils

of society. Al it did was make you callous and bitter. Small wonder that
pol i cemen had such a high divorce rate. Who could live like that? It was |ike
pissing into the w nd.

So, rather than be alone with his grief and his bottle, sonething Royce
considered the ultimte sign of weakness, he had all owed Jereny Hastings to
tal k

himinto this affair at Carfax Castle, a nedieval keep just outside of London
that had been rebuilt during the reign of Henry VIIl and then restored again
during the nineteenth century by some weal thy peer, to be sold
event ual | y—al ong

with the peerage—+o0 an Australian multimllionaire. Since the collapse it had
stood vacant and decaying until the young Lord Carfax had bought it and
performed extensive renovations that had to have been ruinously expensive.

The castle stood upon a hill overlooking a gently sloping valley. The keep
itself had thick stone walls, with four round, crenelated corner turrets
conplete with enbrasures and cruci form | oopholes. Al very authentic, if not
original architecture. The original outer wall had |ong since crunbled into
ruin, but Carfax had reconstructed it after a fashion. He had the wall rebuilt
a

bit closer to the keep and a great deal |ower than the original one nust have
been. An average junper with a decent rider could have cleared it. Carfax had
i ncorporated miniature sally ports and a cosnetic wall walk that ran through
t he

towers placed along the wall at all four corners. The bailey, or courtyard,
was

a beautifully landscaped garden with slate wal kways curving through it and a
nunber of small fountains. On seeing it for the first tinme, Royce thought
wyly

that the only thing that Castle Carfax |acked was a scal ed-down barbican in

t he

narrow noat. Carfax apparently had his main residence in London, sonmewhere in
Mayfair. The castle was a |lovely and fabul ously expensive toy.

Upon arriving, Royce discovered that the evening was to be devoted to a
"neo-nmedi eval festival," conplete with costumes supplied to all the guests.
I't

turned out that Jereny had known about it all along and hadn't mentioned it
because he had been afraid that Royce would find it frivol ous and refuse to
cone. In point of fact, he would have, but since he had cone down with
Jereny,



it seemed that there was no retreat now, and no choice but to put on a good
face
and go along with all the nonsense.

It seened grotesquely inappropriate to Royce to be playing at such glorified
school boy ganes the day after his youngest son had been found nurdered, and
he

regretted his decision to come. He wanted to | eave i Mmediately, but as if
Jereny

had expected just such a reaction, he had pronptly di sappeared the nonent
they'd

entered the great hall.

The spaci ous, two-story-high great hall of the castle bore only a superficial
resenbl ance to what the interior of an actual nedieval castle nust have

| ooked

like, with huge, beamed wooden ceilings—graced with |arge, very unnedi eval
chandel i ers—and an arched cross wall dividing the room Colorful tapestries
hung

upon the stone walls, as well as enbl azoned shields with broadswords, spears,
and battl e-axes crossed behind them Torches set in iron sconces shaped |ike
gargoyl e heads with crystalline eyes blazed upon the walls.

There was a raised dais at the end of the hall, where the lord was neant to
hol d

court, but instead of a lord and his retinue seated at a table, there was a
five-man band wailing away, conplete with a thaumaturgic |ight show
orchestrated

by the band's effects adept. Milticol ored expl osions bl ossoned in mdair |ike
orchids, flowi ng into graphically sexual Rorschach imges that shifted in
tine

to the driving tenpo of the bass |line and then burst apart into flurries of
strobing noths and butterflies or multicolored insects with prismglass w ngs
and car apaces.

El abor at e stai ned-gl ass wi ndows set high up in the walls depicted Dionysian
scenes of a shockingly bl asphenous nature, and hi dden diffraction | aser
[ighting

augnmented the illum nation fromthe torches, making it appear as if a heat
storm

had erupted within the hall. Shadowy figures dressed in a cacophony of

neo- medi eval and renai ssance punk styles gyrated on the floor, and other

groups

congregated around the several bars that had been set up at the sides of the
hall. Royce groaned inwardly. It was just the sort of thing he'd been afraid
of .

He felt about as out of place as an archbishop at a Bl ack Mass.

He fl ed back out through the heavy iron-studded wooden doors to the entrance
hall and out into the garden, where he took a deep breath of the cool night
air.

"Excuse nme," said a low, fem nine voice behind him "I don't nean to intrude,
but you | ooked as though you could use one of these."

Royce turned to see a stunning-I| ooking young worman st andi ng just behind him
hol di ng a gobl et in each hand. She had raven-bl ack hair held back by a thin,
hamrered-gold circlet, and a lush figure draped in a long, clinging white
gown

with a thin gold cord worn | oosely as a girdle around her wai st. She | ooked



like
a nedieval fairy princess.

"Brandy?" she said, offering himone of the goblets.
"Thank you," he said, accepting it.
"A bit close in there, isn't it?" she said.

"Yes, rather,"
on
the frantic side."

Royce said. "I'mafraid it's not really ny sort of thing. Bit

"Isn't it just?" she said. "I don't know what |'m doing here. | feel so out
of

pl ace."

"Real | y?" Royce said, sipping his drink. "Funny, | was about to say exactly
t he

same thing."
"Great minds think alike," she said with a lovely snile.

Royce found hinself strongly attracted to her. Get hold of yourself, old boy,
he

told hinmself, she's young enough to be your daughter. G anddaughter, even.
She

woul d hardly be interested in an old duffer Iike you.

"I"'mafraid | made a m stake incom ng," Royce said. "I was... well, | was
havi ng

some personal troubles, and a friend convinced ne that a night out would be
j ust

the thing, but | fear he msled me somewhat as to the nature of the conpany.
I

t hought 1'd be seeing sonme old friends here. | rather expected... well, |
don't
know what | expected, to be perfectly honest. | just sort of went along with

it,
and now it appears |'m stuck

"It sounds as if we have the sane sort of friends,'
ny

girlfriends talked nme into com ng and pronptly di sappeared w thin nonents
after

she said wyly. "Two of

we arrived. | don't know a soul here, and I'mafraid |I'mnot rmuch for dancing
and cocktail-party levity. |I've only been here about half an hour, and
al r eady

four men have tried to pick nme up.”

"Can't say that | blame them" Royce said, wincing i nwardly even as he said
it.

She raised her eyebrows in pleased surprise. "Well, aren't you nice? Thank
you.
You know, | don't even know your nane."

"Ch. Sorry. Royce Blood," he said. "First nane is Llewellyn, actually, but ny
friends all call me Royce."



She took his hand and held on to it just a bit |onger than necessary. "Hello,
Royce. I'm Terri d ancy."

"Bl ack roses," said Chief Inspector Blood. "Black roses and a dungeon? That's
all you have?"

"I know it isn't much," Wrdrune said.

"No, it damm well isn't," Blood said. "And you say the bl ack roses are
associated with a town house in London, yet town houses do not ordinarily
have

dungeons, do they?"

"I know it doesn't seemto make any sense— said Kira.

"None of this makes any sense," said Bl ood, shaking his head. "For one thing,
why woul dn't these necronmancers, these Dark Ones as you call them all get
toget her and concentrate their efforts on disposing of you if you' re such a
threat to then? Why split up and go off in all different directions?"

"Because magic has its price," said Wrdrune. "The Dark Ones woul d have been
severely weakened after their escape. The Council of the Wite defeated them
before, and they're not likely to forget that. Together, especially in their
weakened state, they'd be an easy target. Wll, no, on second thought it
woul d

hardly be easy, but it would be a hell of a lot easier than if they split up
t he

way they've done. W can't be everywhere at once. This way they can send the
strongest ones anong them up agai nst us, while the others establish

st ronghol ds

for themselves and start building up their strength. Before | ong, individuals
anong themw Il be stronger than all of themtogether woul d have been right
after their escape. And they can recover their powers much nore quickly than
we

can, because we won't take our strength fromkilling, .and necromancers don't
have any reservations on that count."

"So what you're telling me is that eventually you' re bound to |lose," said
Bl ood.

"Maybe not," said Kira. "See, a few things have changed since the days of the
A d Ones. For one thing, thanks to Merlin, humans can use nagi ¢ now. Maybe
not

as well as the A d Ones can, but put enough human wi zards and sorcerers

t oget her

and the Dark Ones would have a hell of a fight on their hands."

"Only then you'd have a full-scale mage war," Wrdrune said, "and the world
al nost did not survive the |ast one."

"So where does that | eave us?" Bl ood said.

"Exactly where we are," said Kira. "W have to try to track them down one at
a
tinme and take themout. If we can.”

"And to do that," added Wrdrune, "we have to conserve our strength as nuch
as
possi bl e, because we can't recover anywhere near as qui ckly as a necromancer



who doesn't rely on his own life energy."

"Those synbol s you saw carved into your brother's body were part of a
necronmancer's spell," said Merlin. His voice was now the sane as Billy's,
only

wi t hout the Cockney accent. "Certain ancient druidic cults, those that
practiced

human sacrifice, used to paint such synmbols on the bodies of their victins.
Simlar rites could be found anong other primtive tribes, fromthe blue
body-painting of the Picts to the war paint of the Native Anericans. They
believe it was a way of increasing their power. Wat you saw on the body of
your

brot her was the original version, only necromancers don't use paint."

"Does that mean his"-Bl ood hesitated—his soul was destroyed?"
"It was eaten," Merlin said.
Bl ood cl osed his eyes tightly. "My God," he whi spered.

"Per haps now you can appreciate what it is you're faced with," Merlin
conti nued.

"The police are not equipped to deal with an i mortal necromancer. If you
send

nore police officers against him nore police officers will die, and their
deaths will only make him stronger."

"What can | do?" said Bl ood.

"What we need now nost of all is information,"” Wrdrune said. "W need to tap
into Scotland Yard' s data banks."

"Wth your help," said Jacqueline, "we could network Archinedes with your
pol i ce

conput ers. Archi medes coul d downl oad what ever informati on your special task
force has managed to cone up with so far, and then we coul d request data

t hr ough

Scotl and Yard that would be fed through your conputers directly to

Ar chi nedes. "

Bl ood stared at her with astonishnment. "You can't be serious! Do you realize
what you're asking? | can't give you that kind of access! You're asking ne to
hel p you set up a security feed fromthe police data banks directly to

Archi medes. That would be crimnal, to say nothing of using counterfeit
pol i ce

authority to call up information!"

"But it wouldn't be counterfeit police authority," said Jacqueline. "The

r equest

for data would be conming from Scotl and Yard's conputers, and they woul d be
receiving it directly."

"And feeding it straight to you," said Blood, "through a security I|ink,

bypassing the police entirely! No, absolutely not. | can't allowit." He
rolled

his eyes in exasperation. "I don't even know what |'m doing here talking to
you

peopl e! 1'm supposed to be running an investigation! By rights, | ought to be
running you all in!l" He shook his head and sighed. "I can't believe |I'm doi ng

this.'



"Believe it or not, Mck, you're doin' the right thing," said Billy. "After
this

is done, they'll prob'ly go an' 'ang a nmedal on you." "They'll be hanging
somet hing, | have no doubt of that," said Blood sarcastically. "Ch, what the
hell. My father never wanted ne to be a policeman, anyway." He got up and
went

over to where Jacqueline sat at the conputer. "Let's get on with it."

Royce hesitated as she opened the arched door to the bedroom They had

cl i nbed

the spiral staircase up to the top floor of the keep because Terri had said
t hat

she wanted to go out on the parapets and take in the view in the noonlight.
But

now she had gone into one of the bedrooms with a coy "I wonder what's in
her e?"

He remai ned by the door.

"Cone on in and cl ose the door,"
Ther e

was no mistaking the invitation

she said, |ooking directly into his eyes.

"I don't think this is a very good idea, Terri
and
| eaving the door w de open

Royce said, not coming in

"Way not? You don't |ike me?" she said, |ooking stricken. "I've done
sonet hi ng
to offend you, haven't [?"

"No, no, it isn't that at all. |I think you're a very lovely girl."

"So what is it, then? |'mbeing too forward, is that it? |'msorry, perhaps
m sunder st ood, but | thought you were attracted to ne."

"I amattracted to you, Terri, any man would be, but my dear girl, |'ve got
boots ol der than you are!"

"What does that have to do w th anythi ng?"

"Everything," said Royce. "There's nothing nore pathetic than an old foo
maki ng

an ass of hinself over a girl young enough to be his daughter. | amfar too
old

and a bit too old-fashioned for a brief romantic fling, however tenpting it
nm ght be, and you are far too young for a serious relationship with someone
of

nmy age."
"That's a |l ot of nonsense," she said.

"It is not alot of nonsense," Royce protested, deternmined to be strong about

it. "I"'mvery flattered, truly I am but | have absolutely no intention of
catering to a young girl's father fixation. It wouldn't be healthy, not for
either one of us. It couldn't possibly last, and as |'ve already said, | have
no

interest in settling for anything | ess. Besides, | have ny position to think



of .

If | suddenly took up with a beautiful young girl and started acting like a
randy young swain at ny age, ny partners would think that I'd gone off ny
nut ,

and | wouldn't blame them So please, let's just forget about this and

pr et end

it never happened.”

"No," she said in a |low voice, and with a deft notion she shrugged out of her
dress and let it fall to the floor. She was stark naked underneath, save for
a

thin gold chain around her hips.

Royce caught his breath. He tried to swallow, but there suddenly seened to be
an

obstruction in his throat. H s heart started to hanmer away inside his chest
like awild thing trying to clawits way out. He had never in his life seen
anyone so lovely, so carnally sensual, so incredibly desirable...

"Royce," she said, her voice sultry, "I want you."

He bit his lower Iip and shut his eyes. Alittle voice within himseened to

say,

"Go on! Are you insane? My God, man, she wants you! Look at her, for Christ's
sake! When will you ever have a chance like this again? G on, for one | ast
shi ni ng moment, be young again!" But with a suprene effort of will, the sane
strength of will that had made himthe success he was, he ignored that voice
and

backed out through the doorway, shaking his head, keeping his eyes shut, not
daring to open themfor fear of losing what little self-control he had
r emai ni ng.

"Roycel! "
He turned and ran back down the spiral stairs.

Terri stood there, stunned, unable to believe what had just happened. There
was

the sound of a soft chuckl e behind her, and she spun around to see himlying
on

t he canopi ed bed, one bl ack-leather-clad | eg stretched out straight, the

ot her

bent at the knee. He wore hi gh-heel ed bl ack boots and a | oose-fitting bl ack
silk

shirt open at the neck to reveal a gold, upside down crucifix on a thin gold
chain. H's hands were clasped behind his head, and a thick shock of flane-red
hai r hung down in his face.

"Apd o, how the mighty hath fallen," he quoted, |aughing. "Well, | suppose
lejhat | get for sending out a girl to do a woman's job."

She stood there, not bothering to cover herself, her face flushed with fury.
"Don't! Don't you dare |augh at me! Don't ever |augh at me or—

He stopped | aughing and gave her a | ook that sent shivers down her spine.

"Or what?" he said softly.



She swal | owed hard and noi stened her |ips nervously. "Nothing." She | owered
her

head slightly and | ooked at himwith a faint smle. "As long as you're
here..."

she said, nmoving toward the bed.

He smiled and pulled her down next to him taking her into his arns and

rolling

over on top of her, kissing her deeply, holding her tightly, so incredibly

tightly.... She gasped and broke the kiss. Hi s eyes stared down at her, and
suddenly they were gol den eyes, eyes with black, vertical-slit pupils. H's

| ong,

forked tongue flicked out at her. His skin gleaned with an iridescent sheen
scal es started to form She felt the |large, powerful coils squeezing her, and
she shook her head, gasping for breath.

"No! No, please, don't...."

And then she screaned

"Lord Carfax?" Bl ood said.

"You know hi n?" asked Kira

"Only by reputation,” Blood replied. "He's the | atest social darling, young

and
fabul ously weal thy. Must have inherited it all, because it seens no one knows
exactly what it is he does, assum ng he does anything at all. Hasn't been in

Engl and | ong. Arrived recently from Hong Kong or Japan or Sri Lanka or sone
dam

exotic place—there seens to be some question about where. There's al ways
somet hi ng about himin the papers. Apparently he keeps to hinself a great
deal

and avoids the press, won't be photographed, yet on the other hand he throws
al |

these | avish parties, which are supposed to be quite exclusive and rather on
t he

wild side. As a matter of fact, only the other day | was speaking to ny

br ot her,

Andrew, about..." H's voice trailed off.

"Go on," said Wrdrune. "What is it?"

"Interesting coincidence," said Blood. "He called ne to pick nmy brain about

t he

Ri pper case. He wanted to have sone inside dope that he could use for party
chat. My younger brother was sonething of a social butterfly. W didn't have
very much in common, |I'mafraid. | recall he was quite excited over having
secured an invitation to one of Lord Carfax's celebrated parties, and he went
on

about it a great deal. I"'mafraid | didn't pay very nuch attention. | was
rat her

anxious to be rid of him" he added with a grimace that underscored the

i rony.

"And the very next norning he was found dead."

"I"'msorry," Kira said



Bl ood shrugged. "We were never really close. | feel a bit guilty about that
NOW.

To be honest, Andrew didn't have a |l ot of character, but to go like that..."
He

sighed. "Hard to believe it was only yesterday. Time doesn't pass, you know,
it

stretches. Especially when you're drunk. The newspapers w || doubtl ess nake
hi m

out to be another of the Ripper's victins, but | don't believe he was. The
M QO

didn't match, and serial killers generally stick to the sane pattern. Poor
Andrew | ooked as if he'd been torn apart by sone wild animal. Wn't know for
certain till | see the lab results.”

"I's there any way you can get hold of themright now?" asked Wrdrune.

"Yes, | expect so," Blood said. "Danny Shavers is a good man, he'll cover for
me. Why? What are you thinking? You suspect Carfax?"

"You're a cop," said Wrdrune, "you tell ne.

"There's absolutely no evidence against Mn" Bl ood said. "Not even
circunstantial ."

"But what does your instinct tell you?" Wrdrune said.

"My instinct is telling me to be very leery of your lot," said Blood. "If
ant agoni ze a man in Carfax's position—

"Just what exactly is his position?" Wrdrune asked. "Is he actually a |ord?"

"Well, difficult to say," said Blood. "Since the Coll apse there's been
not hi ng

like Burke's or Debretts. Records have been | ost and no one really pays very
close attention to that sort of thing these days. The House of Lords is nore
a

gentl eman's political debating society than anything else, and only a handf ul
of

the so-called 'old aristocracy' go in for it. And even they probably couldn't
stand very careful scrutiny. | suppose, to anticipate your next question

t hat

gi ven enough i magi nati on, noney, social contacts, and the right sort of
manner s,

one could easily phony up a title. O sinply buy one outright."

"And Carfax has plenty of nobney, and his parties undoubtedly provide himwth
all the social contacts he needs,"” said Wrdrune. "Seens interesting that no
one

knows exactly what he does or where he came from doesn't it? | wonder if
anyone's ever seen his passport. For that matter, | wonder if there's even a
record of his entry into this country.”

"You're an extremely suspicious young man," said Blood. "Ever think about
becom ng a pol i ceman?"

"Not even once."
Bl ood smiled. "lIt's like that, is it? Still, | should think if he'd gotten

into
the country illegally, the press would have ferreted it out by now They al



dearly love to unearth any sort of scandal."

"And they also |love to get pictures of people who don't |ike being
phot ographed, " said Wrdrune. "They usually manage sonehow, don't they? Has
Carfax ever been phot ographed?"

"Damed if | know," Blood said. "I don't really read the society pages." He
got

up and wal ked over to the conmputer. "Jacqueline, can | cadge one of your
cigarettes?"

She offered himthe pack.

"Doctor, have you any nore of that inexhaustible fairy Scotch of yours?"
"Coming right up, Mchael."

"Right, men," said Blood, sitting down. "Archimedes, if | night avail nyself

of
your keyboard and nodem for a nmonent ?"

"At your service, Chief Inspector," said the conputer

"My sergeant's got a conputer termnal with a secure line on his desk," said

Bl ood, |ooking at the others. "I'Il see if |I can't get himto find out a
t hi ng
or two for us...." He started typing. Moments |ater words appeared on the

Screen.

"Chief Inspector? Is that you?"

"It's me. Canny." Blood typed. "How are things over there?"

"How are things? Don't you know? \Were have you been, for God's sake?
Everyone's

screamng for you. fromthe superintendent on down to the press! Haven't you
heard what's happened? Where are you? Wiy didn't you call? Wy are you
contacting me via ny terninal ?"

"I can't explain now. |'ve heard all about what's happened, Danny. Don't ask
any

guestions. |'mBlood hesitated slightly, then typed, "...undercover. | think
I

may be on to sonething, but I'Il need your hel p, no questions asked.

Under st ood?"
"Under st ood. "

"Good man. First: Hyphen-Snythe must i mediately stop sending out his decoy

squads. | don't care what he says. Tell himit's a direct order fromne. Tel
himl called and told you to tell himthat. | have good reason to believe

t hat

we may be up against a powerful adept, and I'lIl not |ose any nore police

officers, is that clear?"

"Yes. sir.

"Good ol d Shavers," Bl ood said, watching the screen and smling. "Ri ght down
to
busi ness, no wasting time with silly questions.'

He resuned typing.



"Second: CGet the lab report on Andrew s death and enter the details into your
termnal, in a secure file. Wthout telling anyone about It."

"I understand. Anything el se?"

"Assenbl e a dossier on Lord N gel Carfax. Everything we have. In particular
passport records. Date of entry, point of origin, etc. Photographs, If any
are

avail able. Cot that?"

"CGot It. Is there any way that | can get In touch with you?"
Bl ood gl anced at the others.

"We coul d have Archi nedes check his term nal for messages every fifteen
m nut es
or half hour or whatever,'

Jacquel i ne said.

Bl ood nodded and typed, "Leave a nessage for nme on your termnal. Secure
file,
got It? Qur password key will be Archinmedes."

"Under st ood. Archi nedes. Good luck, sir."
"Thanks, Danny. Over and out."

"Well, that's that," said Blood, |ooking at the others. "W'Ill know soon
enough. "

"Yeah," said Wrdrune, "I just hope that it is soon enough."

He stood at the bottomof the stairs, watching Royce Blood at the bar across
t he

room dri nki ng whi skey to steady his nerves. He sniled. It nust have taken al
the nerve the poor man had to resist Terri. And that had to be considerable.
Still, it would be good for her. Take some of the wi nd out of her sails.
She' d

been getting a bit too full of herself and starting to forget her place. She
had

needed a little remn nder

A change cane over himas he watched Royce Blood. H's clothing seenmed to
shi mmer

and blur, like waves of heat dancing on the desert, and when he stepped off
t he

stairs, his black | eather pants and bl ack open-necked silk shirt had changed
to

an el egant dark suit, inpeccably tailored in the height of conservative
fashi on,

the sort of thing a successful executive would wear. He approached Royce

Bl ood

at the bar.

"A bit too much for you, was she?" he said casually as he signaled the
bar t ender
for a drink.

Royce started. "I beg your pardon?"



"l happened to notice you going upstairs with one of Lord Carfax's young
| adi es
a few nmoments ago, and now here you are, having a good stiff drink."

"Sorry, I'mafraid | don't know what you're tal king about," said Royce
stiffly.

"Ah, well, perhaps | m sunderstood you. You see, | recognized you from your
phot ographs in the financial pages, and | was about to warn you. | didn't
know

if you knew about the sort of things that went on here. Perhaps | assumed too
much and spoke out of turn.”

"No, wait," said Royce. "Warn me about what? What did you nean about the sort
of
t hi ngs that went on here? Wo are you?"

"Agent Danon, B.O T.," he said, reaching into his jacket pocket and producing
an

ID that hadn't existed a second earlier. He flashed it covertly, glanced

ar ound,

and put it back into his pocket. "l1've had occasion to work with your son
Chi ef
I nspector Blood. Good man. | take it this is your first time at one of Lord

Carfax's little soirees?"

"Yes. I'mnot really much of a party goer, but a friend of mne tal ked ne
into

com ng. \y?"

He nodded knowi ngly. "I thought as nuch. You had that sort of overdosed | ook
of

someone who's encountered rather nore than he expected." He | eaned closer. "I
gat her you didn't know that Lord Nigel Carfax is one of those people known as
an

"information broker,' if you get ny neaning. Wrks very much behind the
scenes,

but he makes it his business to find out what people's weaknesses are, and

t hen

he exploits them for personal gain."

Royce frowned. "Are you telling ne that he's an extortionist, a blackmiler?"

"One of the very best. H's methods are often quite ingenious. Sonetimes
they're
even | egal .'

He gl anced toward the stairs. "You' ve just net one of them"
"You don't mean Terri? Mss O ancy?"

"Ch, yes. | know it nust be very gratifying, having a beautiful wonan |ike

t hat

seem attracted to you, but at the risk of wounding your ego, the truth is

t hat

Terri Clancy is a cal cul ati ng nynphomani ac—and a felon, to boot. W have quite
a

dossier on her, and we're very famliar with her nodus operandi. First she
will

make her attraction to you seem sel f-evident by subtle means, then she will
start a coy flirtation. After that, if you still have any reservati ons —which



nmost nen don't, | mght add—she'll try to convince you that the difference in
your ages means nothing, that she prefers older nen with nore experience and
wi sdom Younger nen act as if they have so nuch to prove, after all, and they
can be such beasts. And if that doesn't work, she'll—=

"Stop, please," said Royce. He | ooked down at the floor, enbarrassed. "I owe
gogebt of gratitude, M. Danon. The fact is, she did attenpt to seduce ne. To
gﬁite truthful, I was sorely tenpted, but | knew that it would be unw se.
didn't want to act the fool, and | had no confidence in my wllpower, so

{:ig a nervous school boy. However, |'ve had a few drinks in the interimand
E?Zrting to wonder if | hadn't been too hasty, if it wasn't terribly unkind
ﬁL to run out on her like that, and if perhaps | shouldn't go back and

apol ogi ze...." He grimaced and shook his head. "I'mafraid | mght have nmade
a
very bad mstake if not for you. There's no fool like an old fool, eh?"

"I wouldn't be too hard on yourself, sir. She's made a | ot of young fools as
well, if you'll excuse the pun. That's one woman who comes | oaded for bear."

"Yes, indeed," said Royce. "She let ne have both barrels."
"It's a wonder you're still standing."

Royce chuckled. "I wouldn't be, if not for your tinely intervention. | gather
you' re collecting evidence against this Carfax chap? Mist be quite serious
for

t he Bureau of Thaumaturgy to be involved."

"We've been investigating himfor quite sone tine now W' re convinced he
makes

fel oni ous use of sorcery, but we haven't been able to prove it yet. He's
quite

clever. We know he uses sexual entrapment, through wonmen such as Mss d ancy,
but unfortunately that does not come under our jurisdiction."

"But surely the police could help you there," said Royce.

"I"'msure they could, if we wanted to convict himof a | esser offense.
However ,

we're after himon the charge of illegal use of thaumaturgy, and if we're
very

| ucky" —he | ooked around and dropped his voice |lower still—=we mght even be
abl e

to get himon necromancy."

Royce stared at himw th disbelief. "Necromancy!" he whi spered, deeply
shocked.
"Dear CGod! You don't actually nmean he kills people?"

"We don't know that for certain, but we've heard sonme very disturbing runors.
I't

seens that Carfax uses these gala affairs of his to recruit people into his
inner circle of initiates. As the party wears on and inhibitions start to
fall

away, he allows certain people admi ssion into a private sanctum of his here



at

the castle somewhere. A sort of party within a party. And he's highly
sel ecti ve.

Only goes after those who are extremely rich and influential.”

"Whi ch woul d make ne a | ogical candidate, | suppose,” said Royce.

"Exactly. And |, of course, wouldn't have a hope of getting in wthout—=

"Wthout someone in ny position to vouch for you," Royce finished for him
"It's a great deal to ask, | know. | wouldn't blame you one bit if you were
to

refuse.”

"Think nothing of it, old chap," said Royce. "You ve done ne a good turn, so
I'd

be only too glad to help. But I'mafraid that | don't really know this Carfax
fellow. | don't even have any idea what he |ooks like."

"I think we can fix that. Care to go and rneet hin®"

CHAPTER NI NE

I wish there was sonething nore that we could do," said Kira, pacing back and
forth across the room "This waiting is driving nme crazy."

"Now you know how a police detective feels,"” Blood said, "especially when
he' s

pursuing a serial killer. Wen you' ve exhausted everything else, you're |eft
with waiting. Waiting for the killer to strike again so that you can see if
he' s

left any clues for you to work on. On the one hand, you're hoping for
sonet hi ng

nore to go on, but on the other, soneone nust die before that happens. And
there

you are, caught squarely in the mddl e and unable to do anything about it,
one

way or the other."

"There's nothing el se we can do at the nonment," Merlin said.

Wrdrune noticed that he was now speaking alnost entirely in Billy's voice,

t he

mai n di fference being Billy's Cockney accent. There was al so the difference
in

their mannerisns, the nost obvious one being that Billy snoked cigarettes and
Merlin still had a fondness for his pipe. At the nonent he was stretched out
on

the couch, a large bow ed briar with a deep curve to it clanped between his
teeth. He had packed it with his usual blend, a magical concoction that
smel | ed

different with every puff. He was always experinenting with it, never quite
abl e

to get it just right. He took the pipe out of his nmouth and bl ew a succession
of

snoke rings that smelled |like fresh-baked ci nnanon-rai sin buns.



"You're going to stunt his growh, you know, " said Wrdrune.
Billy's face scowed at him though it was Merlin behind the scow .

Makepeace chuckl ed, then frowned. "Phew Wat a stench! How can you snoke
t hat
stuf f?"

The tobacco had nmutated its aroma once again, changing to sonething that
smel | ed
remarkably like tires burning,

"I don't nean to ask an obvious question," said Jacque-line, "but coul dn't
you
use your magic to try to track hi m down?"

"Not really,"” Wrdrune replied. "For the sanme reason Mddred coul dn't contact
us

to tell us where he is. Sonmething is interfering. A spell, obviously, a very
strong one. And Modred is al so probably in a severely weakened condition."

"And you could not get through to hi msonmehow?" she said.

"Perhaps we could," said Wrdrune, "but then we'd have to overcome the spel
that's warding him wherever he is, and that woul d deplete our energies. And
t he

monent we tried it, we'd give ourselves away. It's just what the Dark Ones
want

us to do. They'd realize what we were doing and stri ke back. Hard. Wen the
tine

cones for that confrontation, and it's comi ng soon, we'd better be at ful
capacity."

"Meanwhile... what if he dies?" Jacqueline asked softly.
"That's a risk we're going to have to take," said Wrdrune.

Jacquel ine's voice took on an edge. "A risk you are going to have to take?
What
risk is there to you?"

"Now you just hold it right there, Frenchy," Kira said.
"Kira— Wrdrune said.

"No, screw that! Who the hell does she think she is? I'mnot going to let her
get away with that!"

"Come on, Kira, she didn't mean anything. She's just worried, that's all
W're
all pretty tense."

"Forgive ne," Jacqueline said with a sigh. "I apologize. But | still think
there
is sonething nore we should be doing."

"Perhaps there is sonething we can do," said Blood, |ooking up fromthe
newspaper he was reading. "Here we are, waiting for Shavers to come up with

i nformati on on Lord Carfax, and there's sonething about himright here in the
Daily Mil."



"What's it say?" asked Billy. Or was it Merlin? No, Billy, Wrdrune realized
as

the boy put aside the pipe with a grimace of distaste. "CGor', what's that old
fart been sno-kin' in "ere? Smells like a bl oody bl ancmange!”

""Lord Carfax hosts neo-nedieval ball,'" read Blood. "'The realms chicest
and
sl eekest will be turning out in force this weekend for a gal a neo-nedi eval

festival at Carfax Castle. Hosted by that reclusive raver' —dear CGod

recl usi ve

raver? They really wote that, didn't they? Anyway, it gushes on in that vein
for another six or seven paragraphs before we get to anything substantive,

but

the gist of it seems to be that Carfax is hosting sone sort of costune bal
toni ght, and there's sonme sort of tournanment on for tonmorrow, with actua
jousting, God save us, and a nelee, whatever that is."

"Alot of aggro with swords an' things," said Billy. "You get these two teans

toget her, see, an' then someone blows a trunpet or whatnot, an' they all 'ave
30 smashin' away at one another till only one teams left standin'."

"How the devil did you know that?" said Bl ood.

"I din't knowit," Billy said, "old Merlin did."

"I"'mgetting really tired of your referring to ne as 'old Merlin'!" Merlin
sai d.

"Well, you're two thousand bl eedin' years old, for chrissake!" Billy replied,

his facial expression and body | anguage undergoi ng dramatic, rapid changes as
he

swi tched fromone personality to the other

"That's not the point. You might still show sonme respect,” said Merlin.

"Stuff it!"

"Stuff it? Did you say stuff it?"

"You bl oody well 'eard ne! Stuff it!"

"You mserable little delinquent, 1've turned people into toadstools for

| ess!”

"Yeah? Let's see you turn ne into a toadstool. You'll be a rushie, too, then
won't you? Fat lot o' good that'll do you, won't it?"

"Aarrrgh!"

"Aarrgh, yer bloomers! Get out of it!"

"You believe these guys?" said Makepeace. "It's like putting two alley cats
in

the sanme sack."”

"I think it couldn't hurt to check out that party," Wrdrune said.

"But it's areal toff sort of affair," said Blood. "You have no invitations.



How
will you get in?"

"Same way we used to get into parties like that back hone," said Kira. "W'l
crash.”

"Crash?" said Blood, frowning.

"Excuse me for interrupting," said Archimedes, wal king to the edge of the
desk,
"but 1've just picked up a nmessage from Constabl e Shavers."

They all crowded around the conputer

"Put it up on the screen, Archinedes,"’
from Danny Shavers appear ed.

said Blood. A second | ater the nessage

"Shavers to Chief. Don't know exactly what you're on to, but you're on to
sonmet hing, that's certain. Re: Lord Nigel Carfax—'ve assenbled a file of
what

little Information | could find, along with sonme rel evant newspaper cli ppings
(enter Command LNC for downl oad), but the gist of it is that he's

i ndependent |y

weal thy, reclusive, and averse to the press, yet entertains lavishly at his
recently renovated castle outside London and his Mayfair townhouse."

"That's it! The townhouse!" Jacqueline said. "Were is it?"

"Must be in the file for downl oadi ng," Blood said. "Let's see the rest of it,
first."”

"Carfax appears to be extrenely well connected, but | have no idea what he's
into. My inquiries, discreet though they were, have met with consi derable
resi stance. Carfax apparently carries lots of weight. The superintendent

hi nsel f, no less, had me on the carpet for looking into his affairs. Demanded
to

know what | was doing and on whose authority. Denmanded to know where you were
and what you thought you were doing. | explained that you were undercover,
following up a | ead. The superintendent was not pleased. Perhaps |I'm being
paranoi d, but 1 suspect sonething very peculiar's going on."

"Christ, he's even got the damm superintendent in his pocket!" Blood said.
"Or someone who can pull his string," said Kira.
"Coul dn't di scover anything about Carfax's background. The monent | started

looking into it, steel shutters started slanmi ng down. Access denied..
access

denied... all across the board. Wat is he, a bloody secret agent? S.1.S.7?
B.O.T.? I have no idea. No records avail able. No photographs known to exist,
t hough Carfax is described as tall, dark, very handsone, m d-twenties, about

twel ve stone. Not nuch hel p.

"Interesting sidelight: | called Geoff Chalnmers, at the Gazette, who owes ne
a

few. Had himcheck with their society page reporter. Apparently there's sone
soci al cachet In knowing 'Nigel' and being able to drop his name, but it
seens

that many of those who have been to 'Nigel's' parties break under
cross-questioning and adnmit that they had never actually seen Nigel. Wrd is



that only the right sort of people are actually admtted Into the presence,
rather like being let into the back roomof an ultra-exclusive private club
And, In fact there apparently is just such a club, which his lordship calls
' The

I nner Sanctum' The society reporter clains that the beautiful people would
gl adl y di sembowel each other to get in. Runor has it that some very highly
pl aced VIPs can be found in attendance—which |I can believe, based on the
interference |I've encountered—and that the entertainment there makes Ronman
orgies look like tea with the Queen Mum

If you're thinking what | think you' re thinking, for God's sake, tread softly
and be careful. Over and out."

"Well, that's cheerful news," Blood said. "Looks like our friend' s got his
hooks

well and truly into the Home. Ofice, and God only knows where else. Let's
see

what's on this file Danny has for us."

He called it up, and seconds |later Archinmedes displayed it on the screen

"There it is!" Jacqueline said excitedly. "The townhouse is in Charles Street!
I
knew it was a townhouse here in London!"

"That's in Mayfair," Blood said. "Coincidentally, not very far fromwhere you
were arrested. But you al so mentioned a dungeon of some sort, and | can't

i magi ne any townhouses in Muyfair that have dungeons, unless soneone's
converted

a basenment flat into a prison cell or sonething.”

"No, my nmoney's on Carfax Castle," Wrdrune said.

"And bl ack roses," Blood continued, scanning the screen. "I have no idea what
that means. Were do they fit in? Are you quite certain the neani ng was
literal ?

You actually saw bl ack roses in your dreamvision or whatever it was?"

Jacquel i ne nodded. "I saw them growi ng around the door."
"Well, if that's the case, it won't be hard to check it out," said Makepeace.
"W have Carfax's address in Charles Street. Let's go take a look."

"We m ght be better off splitting up," said Kira. "Half of us can go check
out
t he t ownhouse while the rest of us can crash the party at the castle.”

"Al'l right," said Wrdrune. "Sebastian, you and Jacqueline go check out the
t owmnhouse. Take the chief inspector with you, just in case you run into any
trouble trying to get inside."

Jacquel i ne gave hima wy |ook. "The day | cannot break into a house w t hout
getting caught is the day that | retire, nmon cher. But cone al ong, Chief
I nspector, it will be amusing to have a policenman al ong on a housebreaking."

She | ooked up at the mrror nounted beneath the canopy of the bed and saw
t hat
her entire body was covered with massive purple bruises that curled around



her

like a serpent's coils. She nmopaned and crawl ed weakly fromthe bed. She fel
onto the floor as she tried to stand. Gasping and squeezi ng her eyes shut
agai nst the pain, she struggled to her feet, steadying herself by hol ding on
to

cne of the canopy uprights on the bed frame. She waited until the wave of
nausea

had passed, and then she wal ked unsteadily to where she had let her white
dress

fall to the floor when she'd tried to seduce Royce Blood. Wth an effort she
bent down to pick it up, each little novenent causing her intense pain. It
felt

as if her entire body had been squeezed in a vise. She thought sonme of her
ribs

nmust have been fractured.

She draped the dress around her neck |ike a shawl, then pushed her tousled

bl ack

hair back away from her face, took a deep breath, and wal ked unsteadily over
to

the fireplace on the other side of the room Just a sinple act |ike that took
an

incredible effort. She | eaned agai nst the carved stone mantel pi ece a noment
to

catch her breath, then pressed down hard on one of the stone gargoyl e heads
adorning it. The head pivoted downward, and with "a heavy, scraping sound the
back wall of the fireplace opened i nward, reveling a secret passageway. She
ducked down, stepped into the fireplace, and went through the conceal ed

door way

into the darkness of the secret passage.

Once inside, she pulled down on a lever set into the wall, and the fireplace
wal | slid back into position, leaving her in total darkness. For a nonment she
sinmply stood there in the silent darkness of the stone passageway, breathing
heavily, wanting nothing so nmuch as sinply to Iie down, shut her eyes, and
wai t

for the pain to go away. But she would not allow herself to do that. She
woul d

not give in. She would get even

Her breathing slowed and grew deeper, with a low, guttural rasp to it. She
groaned with pain as her chest rose and fell heavily, the rib cage bul ging
outward and | engt hening' as her system suddenly started manufacturing
adrenal i ne

pepti des and growth hornones at an inpossible rate, altering her body

chem stry

and causing her tenperature to soar. Saliva mngled with blood dribbled down
her

chin as her incisors grew | onger and | arger. Her swollen gunms bl ed as her
teeth

reshaped thensel ves, layers of new calciumreform ng themwi th incredible
speed,

maki ng them | onger and sharper. She felt a tingling sensation as hair started
to

sprout from her forehead and cheeks, the sensation spreadi ng downward as hair
growm h occurred on her throat and chest and stonach, on her thighs and cal ves
and on the tops of her feet, which throbbed with agony as the conpl ex bone
structure was altered and thick pads formed on her souls, at the balls of her
feet. Her entire body trenbled fiercely as her jawbone |engthened, formng
into



a snout, and her fingers dripped blood as sharp claws took the place of her
fingernails. Alow grow runbled fromdeep down in her throat.

She could see clearly in the darkness now. The pain was gone. The accel erat ed
growm h caused by her transformati on had heal ed her physical injuries, but it
did

nothing to heal the harmthat had been inflicted on her nmind. It only
intensified it. She had a sharp, feral focus for her burning hatred now

She noved qui ckly down the dark stone corridor, walking lightly on the balls
ﬁgr feet. Then she dropped down to all fours and began to | ope quickly al ong
szridor. She reached the end, where it curved around and becane a | ong,
zf;[?lleading down to the lower floors of the castle, down to the underground
chanmbers, to the cold, danp, rat-infested dungeons.

There were two liveried guards standing at the doors of the library. They
wer e

both armed with | ong hal breds and nasty-I|ooki ng daggers. Royce wondered how

t hey

managed to stand there in those feathered, floppy velvet hats and silly

nmedi eva

costumes and keep their faces straight, but apparently they took their roles
quite seriously. As they approached the library doors the guards slamed into
a

sort of parade-rest position, crossing their hal breds before the doors to bar
their way, all the while continuing to | ook straight ahead, expressionlessly.

Royce turned to his conpanion with a grin. "I say, Danon, you think these
chaps
woul d actually use those weapons if we tried to force our way past then®"

"Shoul dn't wonder. They | ook quite serious to nme. Let's not push our |uck
eh?"

He spoke to one of the guards. "Lord Llewellyn Royce Blood would |Iike to pay
hi s

respects to Lord Carfax."

Wt hout acknow edgi ng their presence in any way, but continuing to stare
strai ght ahead, the guard knocked | oudly on the door three times with the
back

of the hand hol ding the hal bred. A noment later it was opened frominside by
a

ravi shing blonde in a thin gown very simlar to the one that Terri had been
wearing, only it was black with a silver girdle, to offset her flaxen hair.

"Lord Llewellyn Royce Blood to see Lord Carfax," intoned the guard, | ooking
dead
ahead.

"One monent, my lord," the blonde said in a whispery voice. She gave a slight
curtsy and turned to go back into the library, |eaving the doors open, though
the guards still stood with their hal breds crossed, barring the way.

Royce glanced into the roomand saw that the richly paneled walls were nostly
obscured by built-in mahogany bookshel ves all contai ni ng handsone,

| eat her - bound

editions. Illumnation came fromcrystal chandeliers, and thick Persian



carpets

covered the parquet floor. One wall held an enbl azoned shield with crossed
br oadswords behind it, a crossbow underneath it, and nounted above, what
appeared to be a facsimle of a human skull with a stuffed raven perched on
it.

The shield was enbl azoned with a curious device, an eye within a pyranmd
with

the . nunmber six in each corner of the triangle formed by the pyranid

The guests mingling in the library were all nen, sonme dressed formally,'as
Royce

was, others already in nmedieval costune. Most held drinks in their hands,

whi ch

were continually replenished by young, gorgeous wonmen noving sinuously anong
them carrying silver trays on which sat fresh drinks. Royce spotted a numnber
of

faces he knew, sone of which he was surprised to encounter at such an affair.
One of them | ooked in his direction and recogni zed hi m

"Good Lord, Royce, is that you?"
"Good eveni ng, Judge Feat herstone."

"Hah! Good to see you! Wat the devil are you standing there for? Cone on in
and
have a drink."

"I"mafraid these, uh, gentlenmen have not received instructions to adnmit us
yet," said Royce, glancing at the guards.

At that noment the young blonde returned and, with the courtly instruction
"Let

t hem pass" directed the guards to uncross their hal breds, which they did with
anot her smart sl am bang-cl ash worthy of a couple of reginental color
sergeants

practicing their drill. Royce | ooked for Judge Feat herstone, but he had

al r eady

been swept aside into another conversation and apparently had forgotten them

"Pl ease, follow nme, gentlenen," said the blonde, dinpling prettily and giving
t hem anot her curtsy. Royce couldn't keep fromsmling as he followed the girl
toward a clutch of people standing by the giant fireplace.

"Carfax really has his people do it up right and proper, doesn't he?" he
sai d,

| ooking to his conpanion, but suddenly there was no sign of him It was as if
he

simply had vani shed into thin air. He frowned, but before he had a chance to
wonder where the man had di sappeared to, he was being introduced to his host.

"Lord Carfax," said the pretty blonde, "May | have the honor to present Lord
LI ewel | yn Royce Bl ood?"

The handsome young man who turned to face himwas dressed all in black—black
hose with bl ack vel vet slippers enbroidered with silver, black |oose-skirted
tunic with a large enbroi dered silver dagger over the heart, and a |ong bl ack
hooded cl oak. He had a large, jeweled silver dagger in a gem encrusted
scabbard

at his waist, and except for his black hair, which was worn short, he | ooked
for



all the world like the Black Knight had stepped out of the stories of Sir
Wl ter
Scott.

"Ah, good evening, Lord Blood," he said, sniling charnmngly and offering his
hand. "So good of you to come. | don't believe I've ever had the pleasure.”

"No, we haven't nmet. And pl ease call ne Royce."

"Then you nust call ne Nigel," Joey Lynon said. "Everybody does. Tragic news
about your son. My deepest synpathies. It was a terrible shock.”

"Yes, it was," said Royce. "Did you know Andrew?"

"Only slightly, I"'mafraid. W'd only just met socially."

"Ah," said Royce awkwardly.

"Yes, terrible thing. Still, one nust go on. May | offer you a drink?"

A redheaded young woman of inconparabl e beauty had suddenly appeared at his
si de
with a tray.

"Yes, thank you," Royce said, suddenly feeling the need of one. How did she
know

to bring ne Scotch? he wondered. "I cane with sonmeone..." he began, but was
uncertain of howto finish. He | ooked around for Danobn, thinking perhaps that
he

shoul d performan introduction. "Can't seemto find himnow "

"No matter. If he's a friend of yours, I"'mquite sure he's all right. He's
bound

to be about sonewhere, mngling. W have our own rather exclusive little club
here, you know. "

"No, actually, I didn't."

"Yes, we call it the Inner Sanctum" A self-deprecating smle. "Sounds rather
foolish, doesn't it? School boy sort of thing."

Whi ch was precisely what Royce had been thinking, only Carfax coming out and
admtting it like that nade it seem sonehow | ess ponpous and sel f-i ndul gent.

"Still, I find that's part of its charm in a way. Brings back that whole

boyhood secret society sort of thing. A refreshing bit of foolishness in a
depressingly serious conmercial world. You know, it's often been said that
t he

nore conplex the life one |eads, the greater the need for sinple play. Men
are

just big boys, after all, only with nore sophisticated playthings."

"Yes, I'd noticed," Royce said wyly, |ooking around at the "serving wenches.'

Their hip-rolling gait, coy smles, and come-hither glances seened to be as
nmuch

a part of then" function as their nedieval costunes, which managed to cover
t hem

chastely while at the same tine |eaving precious little to the imagination
He



had to admit that he had never before seen such a stunning group of wonmen. He
had a suspicion that they m ght be professionals, but if they were, they had
to

be the crene de la creme of their profession. He was getting altogether too
strong an exposure to beautiful women for one night, Royce thought. He nade a
note to noderate his drinking for the remai nder of the evening. In such
surroundings it would be all too easy for a man to make a fool of hinself.

But then Royce noticed that it didn't seemas if that consideration was

af fecting any of the other club menbers, all of them powerful and influenti al
men in governnent and industry. The normally staid and terribly proper judge
Feat her st one was sl anmm ng down drinks |ike a paratrooper on | eave, and the
conservative, respectable Queen's Counsel, Robert Paddington 1V, had his arm
around one of the girls and seened to be nibbling playfully on her ear. And
t hat

staunch septuagenarian, Lord WI I oughby, actually had one of the young wonen
in

his lap and was openly fondling her. None of this seened particularly

remar kabl e

to anyone, least of all Lord Carfax, who went on as if nothing out of the
ordi nary was happeni ng.

"Anyway, it's good to have you with us, Royce. |'ve actually been

antici pating

the pleasure of this neeting. | think you'll find that our little club has
some

uni que attractions. And | don't nean only the ladies,” he added with a
| echerous

smle. "Qur neeting hall, for exanple, is sonething |I'mparticularly proud
of ."

"Yes, | see there's quite a collection of books on hand,"” said Royce,

t hi nki ng

that Carfax was fishing for a conplinment.

Carfax smled. "Oh, | didn't nean the library," he said. "This is only the
ant echanber, so to speak. " He glanced around. "Are we all assenbl ed then?"

The | ovely bl onde had appeared unbi dden at his el bow once again, as if he had
gi ven her sone sort of signal, though Royce hadn't noticed it if he had.

"Everyone is here, ny lord," she said in her whispery voice. The doors to the
library were cl osed.

"Good." He cl apped his hands together loudly. "Gentlenen, your attention,
pl ease! Now that we all seemto be present and accounted for, let the neeting
cone to order!"

From somewhere canme the sound of a huge gong, and all the lights went out.
The

gong rang once again, a deafening sound, and Royce covered his ears. Suddenly
he

felt the floor nmoving underneath him The entire floor of the library was

si nking, slowy descending down a huge shaft with walls of solid rock. If
there

was any sound of machinery, it was conpletely drowned out by the repeated
ringi ng of that giant gong. The sound grew | ouder and | ouder the farther they
descended. Soon they reached the bottom and Royce saw an arched cavern
openi ng

appear where the entrance to the library had been. The opening was |ike the



mouth of a cave. It led straight back, down a corridor carved fromsolid
rock.

The walls were thickly veined with crystals. Torches set into iron sconces in
the walls made a dazzling display as the firelight was reflected and
refracted

in the crystalline formations.

At the end of the corridor stood a giant brass gong, fully twenty feet across.
A

large figure in a hooded bl ack robe was ringing it with a massive striker
Conversation was inpossible in all the din that it created, but no one tried
to

speak. They all filed out of the library, two by two, and headed down the
corridor dressed in |long black robes that they nust have donned during their
descent. Royce felt someone conme up behind him holding a robe for him and
wi t hout thinking, he slipped into it as if he were being helped on with a
coat .

The blond girl cane around in front of him sniled and stood up on tiptoe to
kiss himlightly and lingeringly on the lips. He was so taken aback, he

coul dn't

even speak. Then she took his hand and | ed hi mdown the corridor after the
others. Behind them a rock wall slid into place across the entrance to the
corridor.

It was getting late when the cab pulled up to the gates of Carfax Castle.
“1'm

tellin" you, | really don't think they're goin'ta let us in here," the cabbie
said. H's name was Liam McMurphy, and he was an experienced transportationa
adept, which nmeant that over the years he'd | earned how to maintain his
levitation and inpul sion spells while carrying on a conversation at the sane
time. Being Irish helped. "They don't just go lettin' anyone through, you
know.

This here's Lord Carfax's place."

"Yes, we know," said Wrdrune patiently. "It's where we asked you to take us,
if

you'll recall."

"Right, an' if you'll recall, | said |I'd take you anybl ood-where you want ed
to

go, but | didn't think you'd be gettin' into Carfax Castle, 'specially not on
the night of the big bash they're havin'. How d you expect ta get past the
guard

on the gate in a bl oody taxi?"

"You just don't believe we were invited, do you, LianP" Wrdrune said.

"Now, would you be drivin' down in a bloody taxicab if you were the likes ta
get
yourselves invited to a bash at Carfax Castle?" Liam asked sarcastically.

"No, you've got a point. W'd probably be conming in a chauffeured |ino,"
Wrdrune said as they pulled up to the gate. "Which is exactly what the guard
on

the gate will see.”

"Eh? How s that again?" said Liam but the guard on the gate was al ready
approachi ng what appeared to himas a long, mdnight-blue stretch limb with a



uni f or red chauf f eur.

Wrdrune roll ed down the wi ndow and held up his hand. There was nothing in
it,

but the guard saw an engraved invitation. He said, "Thank you, sir," the
gates

opened, and he waved them t hr ough.

"Didja see that, now?" said the astonished cabbie, to whomthe whol e thing
had

appeared as an inexplicable nystery, since he had not seen what the guard had
seen. And then Liamrecalled Wrdrune's words and gl anced up in the rearview
mrror. "Wait a bit! You did sonmethin' back there, didn't you?"

"Sssh!'" said Wrdrune, holding a finger up to his lips. "You'll give it al
away, Liam"

"Holy Mary Mdther o' God," said Liam conprehension finally dawning as he

t ook

themup the long drive to the castle. "And why woul d a reputabl e adept be
sneakin' into this high-class party? I'maskin' nyself. Sure, an' a reputable
adept wouldn't. Whatever it is you're up ta, you've done dropped nme in it as
wel | now, haven't you?"

"Don't worry, Liam" Wrdrune said. "That guard didn't even | ook at you. He
only

saw a chauffeur driving a |long, dark |inmpusine. You know how many chauffeured
| i nbs have gone by toni ght? Anybody | ooking at this cab tonight will see a

['i nmo.

And anyone | ooking at you in it will see a uniformed chauffeur. So you can
turn
around and | eave as soon as you drop us off. No one will ever know that you
wer e

here tonight, and by the tinme you get back to London, you won't renmenber
either."”

"So that's howit is, is it?" Liamsaid.
"That's how it is," Wrdrune said. "I'msorry."
The cabbie sighed. "I see. You're goin' ta toss this place, aren't you?"

"In a way. You might say we have a very old debt to settle with Lord Nige
Carfax."

"Ah, it's like that, is it? An'" how do you know | won't give you away?"

"W don't know that, mate," said Billy, leaning forward over the seat. "But
we
could fix it so you couldn't, see? O we could fix it even worse, if you get
ne

drift', 'ey?"
The cabbie glanced at Billy with alarm then he | ooked at Wrdrune. "Hell, is
he

one as wel | ?" he asked.
Wr drune nodded "And he's real short-tenpered too."

Li am si ghed. "Must be a bl oody prodigy to be an adept at his age. Ah, well.



So
there's nothin' for it, then, is there?"

"I"'mafraid not, Liam Sorry."

"Well, in that case | suppose you'll be needin' a ride back to London when
you' re finished, won't you?"

Wrdrune glanced at Kira and raised his eyebrows. She shrugged.

"I mean, if | won't be renenberin' anythin', anyway," said Liam "I may as
zszk around an' see what it is I'mgoin' ta forget."

"Al'l right, Liam" Wrdrune said with a grin. "But you renenber what | said.
Ve

don't want any trouble, do we?"

"l don't know. You sure about this, warl ock?" Kira said.

"Ch, | think he'll be all right," said Wrdrune. "Hell, if we get caught,
he's

an accessory, isn't he? And he'll be all right so long as he stays with the
cab."

They pulled up in front of the entrance and got out. Wth many of the guests
in

costume, their appearance did not draw any comment, and though there were a
few

puzzled looks in Billy's direction, the general consensus seened to be that

they'd gotten in, so they probably bel onged there.

"Well, so far so good," said Kira. "What happens now?"

"Now we see if we can find a stairway |eading down," said Wrdrune. He
st epped
up close to her and lifted his headband slightly. "Is it gl ow ng?"

Kira nodded. She pulled off her fingerless black glove. The sapphire set into
her pal mwas strobing brightly. She quickly pulled the glove back on

"Mbdred's here," she said "I can feel it."

Wr drune nodded and noi stened his lips. Hi s nourn suddenly felt very dry.
"Yeah,
| can feel it too," he said. "Billy, stay close."

"I can take care of nyself, Karpinski," Merlin said. "Or perhaps | should say
Ein take care of ourselves. You just worry about finding Mdred. Renenber, he
was taken prisoner for the express purpose of drawing the two of you here.
ﬁga that he's served that purpose, there's no |onger any reason for Mdred to
Egpt alive."

"The coast is clear,"” said Blood, returning to their vantage point across the
street fromLord Carfax's townhouse, which they'd been watching carefully for
the past half hour or so. "It doesn't |look as if anyone is hone."



"What coast?" said Jacqueline. "I don't even see any water."

"Never mind," said Blood wyly. "I suppose | was being a bit nelodramatic. It
just feels very odd to be on the other side of the Iaw for a change."

"You never know, you mght get used to it," she said, smling. "Cone on
Sebastian. Let's go quickly while the coast remains clear.”

Makepeace chuckl ed, and Bl ood gave hima di sgusted | ook. They crossed the
street, and Blood tried the gate. "It's |ocked," he said, frowning.

Jacqueline rolled her eyes. "I hope, nmon am, that you are a far better
poli ceman than you are a burglar," she said. "Stand asi de and keep a | ookout."

She reached into her jacket pocket and brought out a cased set of |ock picks.
She was about to select one when Makepeace taped her on the shoul der and
shook

hi s head.

"Don't bother," he said. He waggled his fingers at the gate, and with a click
it

unl ocked and quietly swung open

"Sebastian, ny love, you are wasting your talents in that university," she

sai d.
"When this is over, you and | really nust have a long tal k."

"Pl ease, do you mind?" said Blood. "I'd appreciate it if you would discuss
your

i mpendi ng crimnal partnership some other time. | ama policenman, after all,
remenber ?"

"Qui, non cher,"’
of f ense

of breaking and entering." She pushed open the bl ack wought-iron gate and
beckoned himin with a grin. "After you, Chief Inspector."

Jacqueline said. "One who is about to commt his first

They cl osed the gate behind them and went up the short walk to the front
door.

"Well, it looks like a rather ordinary garden to me," said Bl ood, glancing
around. "And not nmuch of one, at mat. A few shrubs, some creeping ivy, but no
bl ack roses."

"Are you sure?" Jacqueline said. She pointed at the front door. "Look."

On either side of the carved front door were decorative stained-glass w ndow
panels with a black floral design on a bright red-and-violet background.

"Il be damed, " Makepeace said. "Black roses."

"I knew it!" Jacqueline said excitedly.

She ran up the steps to the front door.

"You nmean, we're sinply going to walk right in the front door?" said Bl ood.
"Why not?" said Jacqueline. "I think it will arouse |ess suspicion than if

someone were to see us trying to force open a widow in the back. Besides,
havi ng



Sebastian with us makes it easy.
be
so kind, Doctor?"

She gestured toward the lock. "If you would

"My pl easure,"” Makepeace said. He waggled his fingers at the door |ock, then
bl ew on the door. It swung open. "Voila!"

Bl ood gl anced at hi m and shook his head. "Someone |ike you could make life
exceedi ngly unpl easant for nme," he said. He | ooked around guiltily. "It's
hard

to believe that |I'mactually doing this."

He pushed open the door and went inside, drawing his pistol fromhis belt
hol ster as he entered. Jacqueline pulled a small, |ightweight, polyner-franed
10-mm seni aut omati ¢ from her purse

"Where the devil did you get that?" said Bl ood

"Surely you do not expect ne to reveal all of mnmy professional secrets, do
you,

Chi ef Inspector?" she said with a snmile. She was tenpted to tell himthat it
was

a present from Modred, one of Morpheus's' special pistols that were
spel | war ded

agai nst detection so that it could ride in the hidden compartnent of her

pur se

and never be picked up by scanni ng devi ces.

They paused briefly in the entryway.

"Do you think guns will do any good agai nst one of these Dark Ones?" Bl ood
whi sper ed.

"I don't know," whispered Makepeace. "l've never nmet a Dark One. For that
matter, |1've never fired a gun, either, so | suppose your guess is as good as
m ne."

"Why are you two whi spering?" said Jacqueline.
"I'n case sonmeone can hear us," Bl ood whispered.
"I thought you said nobody was hone."

"Ah, yes. Well..." Blood's voice trailed off lanely. He felt |ike a conplete
fool. OF course, he knew better, but the very idea of breaking into a house
had

himfeeling so preposterously nervous and guilty that he seemed unable to

m nk

straight. And the prospect of encountering an inmortal necronmancer did
not hi ng

to placate his nerves, either

"Look, no one is hone," Jacqueline said, "and | could discover no alarm
system

which neans that if there is an alarmsystem it is a very clever one and we
have already set it off, so whispering will not help us, n'est-ce pas!

Besi des,

if Lord Carfax is what we think he is, then he has no need of al arm systens,
believe ne. In that case we can. expect to encounter something a great dea
nor e



form dable than the police, eh? No offense, Chief I|nspector.”

"None taken," Blood replied uneasily, wondering just what it was they could
expect .

The spacious entry hall had a black marble floor and a crystal chandelier. A
wi de mahogany staircase led to the upper floors. There was a formal dining
room

to their right and a large sitting roomto their left, through a set of
French

doors. It was richly carpeted and filled with val uable collectibles and

pai ntings, and there were sonme antique firearns nounted on the wall, to

ei t her

si de of what nust have been the Carfax crest.

"I must adnmit that | am puzzl ed, though," Jacqueline said, frowning as they
went

t hrough the house "Look at all this. It nmust be worth a fortune. If Carfax is
not a necromancer, then why doesn't he have an alarm systen? And if he is one
of

the Dark Ones, then why have we been able to get inside so easily?"

"Per haps because he wanted us to," said Makepeace.
"What do you nmean?" said Bl ood, glancing at himsharply.

"Well, maybe not us, specifically," Mkepeace said, "but think about it. He
captured Mdred, and having taken him by surprise, he mght just as easily
have

killed him Only he didn't. Wy?"

"So that Wrdrune and Kira would conme after him" said Bl ood.

"Precisely. The three of themtogether constitute the single greatest threat
to

the Dark Ones. They can formthe living triangle and call upon the full power
of

the spell. It would be Iike facing the Council of the White all over again,
enbodied in the three of them™

"But with one of themin his hands, he can hold sonething over the other
two, "

said Blood. "He knows they'd come after him but it's a risk. He's got to get
t hem where they'd be vul nerable, but he can't allowthemto get close to

Modr ed;

otherwi se they can activate the spell and call upon the full power of the

m | estones. So he's got to set a trap of sone sort.'"

"And the nmorment Wrdrune and Kira walk into it, Mdred dies," said
Jacquel i ne.
"Only what if we are the ones who have wal ked into it?"

CHAPTER TEN

She reached the end of the stone passageway and stood, panting, on all fours,
willing the transformation to begin again. She trenbled as it started, and a
dogl i ke whi nper escaped her throat, then she collapsed upon the ground,

j erking



as she began to revert back to human form again. Mnents |later she lay curled
up

on her . side, naked, breathing hard. The changes al ways took a | ot out of
her,

and she knew she'd have no choice but to feed again soon, but there was
somet hing el se she had to acconplish first. She stretched slowy. There was
no

| onger any sign of the injuries the necromancer had inflicted upon her. The
accel erated, spell-nmutated gromh she'd experienced during her
transformations

had heal ed her supernaturally, but the strain on her body was trenmendous.

She got to her feet slowy and waited for her breathing to becone steady, for
her heartbeat to sl ow down. Her dark hair fell to her shoulders in disarray.
She

was burning with fever, covered with a sheen of sweat. She picked up her
white

dress and put it on, then she pulled the lever in the wall that opened the
conceal ed door. She slipped out into the corridor, then ran down the steps

| eading to the dungeons.

It didn't take long for Liam McMirphy to grow bored with sitting in his cab
The

meter was still running, but he had | ong since given up on getting paid. He
grimaced at it with disgust and turned it off. A short distance away, he
coul d

see sone of the other chauffeurs gathered together, having a snoke and

dri nki ng

coffee that had been sent out to them Being a cabbie, he didn't nuch fee
like

hobnobbi ng with the chauffeurs—+they were paid nore than cab-drivers and

t ended

to be snobbi sh about it—but he could use a cup of coffee, so he opened the
door

and got out of the cab

A coupl e passing by, armin arm out for a noonlight stroll, stared at him
strangely as he got out of the cab. He glanced down at hinself, wondering if
perhaps he'd left his fly open, but everything seened to be in order, and he
set

out toward the knot of chauffeurs standing perhaps twenty or thirty yards
away.

"Hello, lads,"” he said, conming up to them "Any nore of that good coffee
t hen?"

They all fell silent and stared at him giving hima onceover. "Wo the devil
are you?" one of them said.
"Ch, I'mone o' your lot," Liamsaid. "Drove a party over in that |inmo over
there." He pointed back toward his cab

"What, dressed |like that?" said one of the other chauffeurs w th obvious
di sbel i ef .

"Here, how did you get in here?" another said.
Li am gl anced down at hinself, and nmen it dawned on himthat he obviously

appeared to these chauffeurs the way he really | ooked. The spell that gave
hi m



t he appearance of a chauffeur nust have been pl aced around the cab! The
nonent
he had left it, everyone saw himexactly as he really was.

"Ah, never mind," he said, backing away. "I wasn't really thirsty, anyway."

He turned and plunged into the garden shrubbery. Damm it all, he thought,
that-w zard nmight've told me it only worked while | was in the bloody cab
Then

he heard a mpan com ng fromclose by. He stepped out of the bushes onto a
gar den

path and saw a man dressed i n neo-nedi eval costune sitting doubled over on a
st one bench.

"Here, are you all right?" said Liam

The man turned an unfocused gaze up to himand npaned. His eyes and his
breat h
told the conplete story.

"Too much to drink, eh?" Liamsaid. "Sone fellas just can't hold it."

As if in agreenent, the drunk npaned again, then pitched forward off the
bench

and onto his face. Liam prodded himgently with his toe. There was no
response.

Li am turned hi mover on his back. The drunk had passed out.

"Well, | guess you've had your partyin' for this night," Liamsaid. "Too bad.
Looks like things are just warmin' up in there." He glanced back toward the
castle, then | ooked down at the unconscious man, who was just about his size.

"An' 1'll bet they serve a good drink too," he said thoughtfully.

He gl anced down at the unconscious drunk again. "Ah, well, ny dear ol' Dad

al ways told ne, 'Liam never waste an opportunity to advance yourself. An' if
this here isn't an opportunity starin' me straight in the face, | just don't

know what is."

He bent down and started to renove the drunken nan's cl ot hes.

Royce had never seen anything like it. The corridor they passed through
opened

out into an underground chanber designed to resenble a small cavern. The

fl oor

was gl eam ng bl ack veined marble, but the ceiling | ooked |ike the rock roof of
a

cave, conmplete with small stal actites hangi ng down. There was a carved stone
dai s at the back, flanked by huge stone idols that |ooked |ike ancient
Egypti an

deities, human figures with the heads of beasts. In the center of the floor
was

a round, gold-inlaid circle with a golden pentagraminside it. Placed around
t he

perimeter of the circular roomwere Roman-style couches and floor cushions.
Bronze braziers stood evenly interspersed around the room with two |arge
ones

on either side of the stone dais. Behind the dais, carved in relief on the
wal |



was a pyramid with an eye inside it. The entire surface of the carving
appear ed
to be covered in hammered gol d.

My God, thought Royce as the blond girl led himto a couch, Carfax was being
absolutely literal when he was tal king about nmen bei ng nothing nore than boys
wi th nore sophisticated toys. He was so overwhel ned with how el aborate the
whol e

thing was that he couldn't even speak. Wat on earth was there to say? Before
he

had seen this, if anyone had told himthat sone of the richest and nost
power f ul

men i n Engl and, peers, heads of corporations, respected jurists, even

m ni sters,

dressed up in black robes and gathered in a secret underground grotto hidden
beneath a rebuilt nedieval castle, where they participated in elaborate

orgi es

with lissome young girls, he would have said it was preposterous.

Al'l right, perhaps not totally preposterous. A few anmong themeasily could
have

had some secret vices along such lines, but for so many of themto actually
join

toget her and openly participate in such a thing as if they were debauched
Roman

senators and Carfax a reincarnation of Caligula, it was sinmply m nd-boggling!
He

had known sonme of these nen for years. They were all nen of position with
fam lies; he never would have believed this. He wanted to go over to Bob
Paddi ngt on and ask himwhat in hell was going on, but Paddi ngton was
ensconced

upon one of the couches with a brunette, and Royce coul d only gape at what
was

goi ng on.

Then the next thing he knew, the bl onde was pushing hi mback down onto the
couch

and fastening her nmouth on his. He felt her warm tongue probing between his
lips, and it was with an effort that he gently pushed her away. H s heart was
poundi ng, and he felt the blood rushing to his face.

In spite of hinself, he wanted her. The male animal w thin himwas asserting
its

brutish nature. His willpower already had been subjected to a fierce assault

fromTerri, and nowthis girl, who couldn't have been a day over eighteen and
whose nane he didn't even know, was pressing up against himand rubbing her

| eg

up and down al ongside his. She was young and beautiful and ever so much nore
than willing as she gazed deep into his eyes, her lips slightly parted, her

t ongue noi stening them seductively. She seemed to have little sparks danci ng
in

her pupils, tiny little fireworks that burst apart, and he felt hinself drawn
deep down into her gaze, unable to tear his eyes away.

He opened the door and | ooked down a flight of wooden steps |leading to the
dar k

baserment. Hi s hand felt strangely cold as he reached out to flick on the
l'i ght



switch, and he blinked, startled, when he saw a torch set in an iron wall
sconce

suddenly erupt into flame. Then he noticed that the wall was no | onger brick
but

nortared stone, and that the stairs | eading down were no | onger wooden but
st one.

"Hey, have a look at this!" he said.
Jacquel i ne and Makepeace cane up behi nd hi m

"I turned on the light switch, and this damm torch suddenly bl azed up!" said
Bl ood. "What's nore, | swear those stairs were wood only a nonment ago

There's

somet hing el se too. There's a strange sort of coldness just past this door, a
sort of... icy watery feeling...."

Makepeace extended his arm past the doorfrane. "Aha, what have we here?"

"What is it?" said Jacqueline.

"I believe we've hit the jackpot, ny dear,"
friend

has just discovered a di nensional portal."

sai d Makepeace. "I think our

"A what ?" said Bl ood.

"A magi cal doorway through space and tine," explai ned Makepeace. "You go

t hr ough

there and you wi nd up sonepl ace else. It could be sonewhere nearby, or on the
other side of the world. Sonmething like this takes a great deal of skill and
an

i ncredi bl e amount of power to mamintain. | don't think there can be any
guestion

about Lord Carfax now. Looks |ike we've found our necromancer."
"And sonething else as well,"
| eat her

roll-up case. "I found this upstairs.’
col l ection of gl eam ng knives.

Jacquel i ne said, holding up a soft black

She opened it, displaying a |l etha

"Perhaps we've found our trap as well," said Bl ood swall owi ng nervously.

"Ei ther way the answer is through there,"
she

st epped through the col dness of the portal, and to Blood it appeared as if
she

had stepped through some sort of clear, sem pernmeabl e nmenbrane. There was a
visible disturbance in the air, an effect not unlike that of water rippling
as

she passed through, took down the torch, and started down the steps.

Jacquel i ne said. She shivered as

"After you," said Makepeace.
Bl ood hesitat ed.
"You don't have to conme if you don't want to, M chael," Makepeace told him

"No
one will blanme you."



"That's where you're wong, Sebastian," Blood said. "I'd blame nyself." And
he
st epped through the portal

Terri opened the door to the cell and ran down the steps with the keys in her
hand. She only hoped she wasn't too late. The man chained to wall was
noti onl ess. How | ong had he been down here wi thout food or water? Surely no
ordinary man could have lasted this |long, but she knew that this was no

ordi nary

man. She lifted up his head and saw that he was breathing but only barely.
Hs

eyes were cl osed.

"Wake up!" she said, slapping his cheek. "Come on, wake up!"
Modred groaned faintly.
"Alive!" she said. "You're still alive! You can make it! Come on!"

She unl ocked the manacl es, and he collapsed to the floor |ike a sack. She
went

down with him Gunting with effort, she extricated herself and rolled him
over

onto his back. She tore a strip fromher dress and danpened it in the water
dri pping down the wall, then applied it gently to his lips.

"Come on, snap out of it! Use your jewel, |like you did before! Go on, take
strength fromne! Go on, it's your only chance!"

He showed no sign of hearing her, but the ruby set into his chest began to
gl ow

faintly. Terri suddenly felt afraid. What if he took too nuch? Wat if he
drai ned her of everything she had—what woul d happen then?

She started to feel dizzy. She was suddenly overwhel med by a vertigi nous,
falling sensation. The runestone was glowi ng brighter. Terri's breathing
becane

nore | abored, and her chest began to hurt. She started to see colored spots
bef ore her eyes. She slunped forward on her hands and knees, gasping for

br eat h.

Too much! He was taking too nuch!

"Stop!" she pleaded. "Stop, please!"

And suddenly the terrifying, falling sensation went away, and she felt the
pressure on her chest ease off. She sat back, taking deep breaths, feeing
weak

and di zzy. She | ooked down at him and saw his chest rising and falling
steadily.

H s eyes opened.

"You," he said, his croaking voice barely audible. "Wo—=
"Don't try to talk," she said. "Save your strength. |'ve come to help you.
V' ve

got to get you out of here. Try to stand up."

He started to sit up but imediately fell back again.



"Come on, try! I'Il help you!"

She put an arm around him but he had weakened her by draining off her

ener gy,

and it was all she could do just to raise himup several inches before she
had

to l et himback down. She sinply didn't have the strength.

"I can't," she said, breathing hard fromthe exertion. "I can't do it. You've
got to nake it on your own. You' ve got to. Cone on, get up, you can do it.
Cone
on .

He tried and fell back once again, shutting his eyes and shaking his head.
"No, don't give up!" she said. "Cone on! Come on, get up! Get up!"
"Need some help, Terri?" came a voice from behind her

She turned and saw five hooded figures standing on the |anding at the top of
t he

steps, just inside the cell door. Four of themwere robed in black, the fifth
was dressed in a dark red robe. He pulled back his hood and smiled at her

"Joey!"

"The nane's N gel, you cheap slut,'
dead. And so are you."

he said. "Lord Nigel Carfax. Joey Lynon's

"Nigel, listen—=

"Listen, nothing!" He pulled a gun out fromunder his robe and leveled it at
her. "And don't you go trying to change on nme, either! This isn't |oaded with

silver bullets, but | understand that plain, ordinary |ead ones will do just
as
wel | . Now get away from him Movel"

He gestured with the gun, and she got up unsteadily and noved away from
Modr ed.

"Joey... Nigel... you don't understand. You've got the wong idea. | was
only—=

"Shut your cakehole, bitch!" he shouted. In his fury he started slipping back
into his Cockney accent. "You take ne for a bloody fool? You're just like
t hem

other slags | done carved up. Oh, |1've been waitin' for a crack at you! He
prom sed nme! He promised nme that | could 'ave you. Ch, |'ve wanted you so
bad!

I've got a nice, long sharp one especially for you!" He stood there, glaring
at

her wildly, the gun shaking in his hand. Then he managed to compose hinsel f
again and gestured to the robed figures behind him "Bring them™

The hooded figures started down the steps to the floor of the cell. Terri

gl anced at Mddred with desperation. He was |ying notionless on his back, his
eyes closed. He was barely breathing. Her heart sank. She'd been too |ate,
after

all. But she couldn't give up now. She knew only too well what woul d happen



to

her if Joey had his way. She could expect about as much nercy fromhimas her
victinms had received fromher. She nade up her mind that she'd make hi m shoot
her before she would subnmit to his savage mni strations.

Two of the robed nen took hold of her while the other two picked up Mdred.
The

men carrying Modred preceded them back up the steps and out the cell door
Joey

followed them his pistol ained at her back. And suddenly she realized
exactly

what he planned to do, what he'd been ordered to do, and she knew that she'd
been neant to be a part of it right fromthe start. She went with them
nmeekl vy,

as if resigned to her fate, and when they reached a bend-in' the corridor
she

sumoned up all her remaining strength and shoved herself hard into the robed

figure on her right, slamming himinto the corridor wall, tw sting out his
grasp

as the inmpact stunned him and i medi ately whi pping the other man around and
sendi ng him staggering into Joey. The gun went off as both men fell, but she
was

al ready | eaping over the two men and runni ng back down the corridor as fast
as
she coul d, stunbling and gasping for breath.

Behi nd her, Joey shoved aside the body of the hooded man who'd taken his
bul | et

and got up, furious. She al ready had gone around a bend in the corridor, so
there was no opportunity to take a shot. The man who'd been sl amred agai nst
t he

wal | started to give chase, but Joey stopped him

"Never mind her," he said. "I"lIl settle with her later.
and

gestured at Modred. "She'll have to wait. We have to take care of himfirst.
Go

on.

He put away his gun

* * %

The G eat Hall of the castle throbbed with deafening rmusic, and illusory

bol ts

of jagged lightning stabbed down fromthe roiling thunderheads conjured up by
the band's effects adept. A synthesizer with thaumaturgically etched chips did
a

waddl i ng sort of dance across the stage, emitting a mxture of rising power
chords and screans that sounded like a chorus of the damed as the |ead

si nger

flailed at it with a long black whip. Bodies dressed in all sorts of

out | andi sh

renai ssance punk and neo-medi eval costumes collided and rebounded on the
dance

floor. Wrdrune had young wonen press thensel ves up agai nst himon severa
occasions, and Kira had angrily shoved away at |east half a dozen nen who had
tried to paw her. The air was filled with the heady fumes of opium and

hashi sh,

as well as some of the newer, far nore potent, thaumagenetic hybrids.

"This is crazy!" Kira shouted into Wrdrune's ear. "W're not going to find



anyt hi ng here!"

"There's got to be an entrance to the |lower |evels sonewhere," Wrdrune
shout ed
back into her ear over the deafening nusic.

"Awmw i ght" shouted Billy, his head banging in tinme to the nusic and noshing
hi s

way into the crowd, slamming into bodies and rebounding off themto spin
crazily

of f in another direction

They followed him pushing their way through the crowd, going through one of
t he

arches in the cross wall to a small corridor with a flight of stone steps

| eadi ng upward to the next floor. Wrdrune started toward it.

"Hey, warlock," Kira said. "W want to go down, not up, don't we?"

"The only other way is to try getting through that crowd again," said
Wr dr une.

"Let's try upstairs and see if we can't cone down on the other side. There's
got

to be another stairway sonewhere. And grab him for God' s sake!"

Kira's armlashed out, and she caught Billy by the coat as he was about to go
back into the Geat Hall.

"Don't worry about ne," said Merlin. "You go on ahead. Find Mddred. Carfax is
expecting you, but he doesn't know about me yet."

"You sure?" said Kira
"'Course |'mbloody sure!" said Billy. "G wan, now Gt!"

Kira shrugged and foll owed Wrdrune. "Man, that's a spooky kid," she said. "I
hope he knows what the hell he's doing."

"Do we?" said Wrdrune.
"Hrfm you've got a point there, warlock. Hell, let's go."

They went up the stairs, past a couple |ocked in a passionate enbrace on the
| andi ng, and through an archway into the corridor on the second floor. The
corridor ran straight along the cross wall for the full width of the
bui I di ng.

As they headed toward the opposite end Kira hesitated and grabbed Wrdrune's
arm

"Hey, warlock. Check this out."

She was | ooking through an open archway into the castle chapel. In the dim

l'i ght

of the candles they could see several couples huddl ed together in the dark
corners. It didn't look |like they were praying. But then, it wasn't that kind
of

chapel . Above the altar, which was covered with a black velvet cloth

enbl azoned

with a golden circle with a pentagraminside it, was a huge, gleaning sliver
cross hung upsi de down. The stained-glass wi ndows showed grisly scenes of



human

sacrifice, on top of Mayan tenples, in Druidic torchlight rituals, in ancient
Egyptian rites and secret cerenpnies in Restoration England. The very walls
seemed to throb with mal evol ence.

Wrdrune sinply stared at it wth astoni shnent.
"You believe this?" Kira said. "Right out in the open, as if he didn't care
who

knew. "

"He doesn't," Wrdrune said, shaking his head.. "There's a |l evel of arrogance
here that's frankly terrifying.

What does it matter what we know or what we think? W're only humans, after
all.”

"Are we?" Kira said.

"What ?"

"Are we still human?" she said. She gl anced down at her palm covered by the
fingerless black | eather glove. "I mean, what the hell are you when you've
got

an enchanted runestone that's becone a part of you, a stone that's ani mated

by
the souls of immortal archmages fromthe dawn of tinme?"

"Christ, at atime like this you start getting netaphysical on ne?" Wrdrune
sai d.

She | ooked up at himand gri maced. "Yeah, sounds nore |ike sonething you'd
do,

huh? Cone on, let's get the hell out of here and go find Mdred. | think I
see

anot her stairway down at the end of the hall."

They went down the spiral stairs, passing sone drunken party goers on their
way,

and cane out in a snmall roomat the side of the Geat Hall. There was a bar
set

up in the corner, and a huge fireplace with a carved stone mantel pi ece

agai nst

the opposite wall. There was a large blond man in an ill-fitting | eather
doubl et

| eani ng on the mantel pi ece, having a drink and talking to a pretty young
worran.

"Hey, isn't mat— Kira asked

"Qur cabbie, Liam" Wrdrune said. "What the hell is he doing here?"

"Crashing the party, obviously," Kira said.

Wrdrune rushed over to him "Excuse ne," he said to the young wonan, "do you
mnd if | have a word in private with nmy friend? It's about his wife and

kids."

She gave Liam a disgusted | ook and wal ked away.



"Well, now, what the hell didja do that for?" said Liam "And how in bl azes
didja know | had a wife an' kids?"

"Liam what the hell are you doing here?"
"Ch, havin' a drink or two or three, takin' in the atnosphere—=
"CGet out of here right now" said Wrdrune. "Get back to the cab at once!"

"Well, is that the way it is, now?" Liamsaid. "A fine thing. You can go
sneakin' into this fine party, and | have to be sittin' in the bloody cab al
ni ght, without even a drink to keep me warn? And here | was nice enough to
stick

around an' give you a ride back—after you went an' burgled the place too."

"Liam you idiot, don't you realize that you're in danger here?"

"No, maybe you'd better explain it to him'" Kira said wyly.

"Yes, maybe you'd better explainit to ne," Liamsaid, |eaning on one of the
stone gargoyles. It sw vel ed down suddenly and dunped himon the floor as the
back wall of the fireplace opened inward with a [ ow, scraping sound "VWat in
bl oody hel | ?" he said.

"A secret passage!" Kira said.

"No wonder we couldn't find a way down to the | ower levels,” Wrdrune said.
"The
entrances nust all be camoufl aged like this. Come on."

He ducked down under the mantel pi ece and stepped over the hearth, batting at
hi s

clothing as the sparks shot up. Kira followed him bending down and lightly
hoppi ng over the blaze. Once on the other side, Wrdrune felt around on the
wal I, and his fingers found the |l ever that closed the secret door. He pulled
it

down, and the door slid to once again, |leaving themin darkness. Kira slipped
of f her |eather glove, and the gl ow coming from her runestone seenmed nuch
brighter now, illum nating the secret passage with a soft blue light.

"Now we' re getting somewhere,"” she said as Wrdrune stood there furiously
sl apping at his snoldering coat. "Cone on, put yourself out and let's get

goi ng. "

Li am got back up to his feet and stared at the fireplace. The door had

cl osed,

and there was no sign of Wrdrune and Kira. The gargoyl e had pivoted back up
again. He frowned and pulled it down once nore. It swiveled, and with a
scrapi ng

sound the back of the fireplace opened i nward once agai n.

"Faith, an' you're gonna regret this, Liam MMirphy," he said to hinself as
he
st opped down | ow and, shielding his face, stepped over the flam ng hearth.

A woman standi ng by the bar poked her conpanion in the side with her el bow
and
slurred, "George..."

Ceorge turned around and fixed her with a bleary stare. "Yes, darling?"



"Ceorge, that man there just went into the fireplace and he didn't come back
out!"

Ceorge glanced at the fireplace. The back wall had swung cl osed. He | ooked
from

the fireplace to her, then he beckoned to the bartender. "I say, old boy,
gi ve

me whatever it is she's having."

Terri collapsed on the stairway, unable to run any farther. She sobbed for
breath, trying desperately to fill her burning lungs. She had passed the
[imt

of her endurance, and she alnbst wept with relief when she realized that she
wasn't bei ng pursued. She put her head down on the step before her, feeling
t he

danp cool ness of the stone, swallowing hard and trying to regul ate her
breat hi ng. She was on the verge of passing out. She had to make the change.
I't

was the only chance she had. Once the transformati on was conpl ete, she would
get

her strength back.

And then what? Escape into the night? Could there ever be any escape from
hi m

Her one chance had been that mage he had inprisoned, the one with that
strange

gem enbedded in his chest, but now that chance was gone. She understood now
t hat

he had been chained up in the dungeon in order to weaken him bring himto
t he

very point of death, where he could no | onger offer any resistance, and
then. ..

She trenbled violently and groaned with pain as the change began. Perhaps
escape

woul d be inmpossible, after all, she thought. Perhaps she'd never get away.

Per haps she'd finally net the one man who woul d be her master, the one man
she

had never thought she'd neet, the one man she'd al ways sought with a perverse
and desperate |onging, hating all other men because she found them wanti ng.
Weak. Contenpti bl e.

She had al ways taken a grimsatisfaction in destroying them telling herself
that she had brought themto their just desserts. The bastards deserved it
for

seei ng her as nothing but the object of their desires, a possession to be

f ought

for and won, then displayed as a badge of their own worth. They deserved it
for

trying to mani pul ate and use her, and nen, through their own weakness

al | owi ng

her to turn it all around on them And so she had grown bitter and cynica
and

hard. And maybe it was only fitting that she had ended up like this, she

t hought, because it was only now that she realized why she hated Joey Lynon
with

a loathing greater than she had ever felt before for anyone or anything



except,
per haps, at that very nmonent, for herself. For Joey Lyman, with his sick
hat r ed
of all wonen, was her mirror image. To |look at himwas to see a reverse
reflection of herself. And for showi ng her that, she wanted to kill him

She suddenly heard voi ces.
"Aha, what have we here?"
"What is it?"

"I believe we've hit the jackpot, ny dear. | think our friend has just
di scovered a di nensional portal."

The voices seened to be coming frombehind the wall. They were tal ki ng about
a

doorway, a magi cal doorway through space and tine... and suddenly she
realized

where she was. She had col |l apsed on the stairs | eading down to the dungeons,
just bel ow the | andi ng where the magi cal doorway connected the castle with

t he

house in Mayfair.

"Ei ther way, the answer is through here," she heard a female voice with a
French

accent say, and a nonent |later an arm came through the wall and took the
torch

down fromthe iron sconce. An attractive, dark-haired wonman in a nmaroon

vel vet

suit stepped through the wall and onto the |anding. She took a couple of

st eps

down, and then she noticed Terri sprawl ed upon the stairs. At the sane nonent
Terri noticed the gun that the wonman was hol ding in her other hand.

For a nonent Jacqueline was frozen with shock at the sight of Terri, halfway
t hrough the change. She | ooked down and saw a grotesque vision, a
raven-haired

worman with fangs protruding from her bloody guns, saliva dripping, fur
sprouting

from her arched back, her fingers hooked |like talons, |long claws scrabbling
at

the stone, and in the same nonment that Jacqueline brought her gun up and
fired,

Terri | aunched herself backward off the steps and onto the floor of the
corridor

bel ow. She rolled and cane up on all fours as Blood fired his pistol, too,
and

then she fled, half running, half |oping down the dark corridor

"Did you hit it?" Blood asked.
"I don't know," said Jacqueline, still stunned by what she'd seen. "D d you?"
"I think | winged it. What in God' s nane was that creature?"

"A werewol f," Makepeace said from behind them

"A werewol f." Blood said. "I always thought such creatures didn't exist!"



"They don't occur in nature, if that's what you mean," said Makepeace. "They
have to be created. They're anong the foul est exanples of the necromancer's
art.

He sei zes upon sonme weakness in the soul and plants his will there like a
cancer, working his perverted spell, bringing the beast forth out of the
subconscious in a transformati on such as you've just seen. Their victinms
becone

the necromancer's victins too. The flesh feeds the werewol f; the necromancer
takes the soul."

"My brother..." Blood said

"Yes, I'mafraid so," said Makepeace.

"WII bullets kill it?"

"Ch, yes," said Makepeace. "And they don't need to be silver. She may not
:??kbut she's still human. You woul d have done that poor creature a favor if

you'd killed her."

"Then let's go finish the damm job," he said, starting down the stairs.
"That isn't why we came,"” said Jacqueline. "We nust find Mddred first."
"Go and |l ook for him then. I"'mnot going to let that creature get away."
"M chael, wait!"

"We'd better go after him" said Makepeace. "That stubborn cop's going to get
hi nsel f kill ed.

"I"mworried about Billy,"'
way
as they went through the narrow passageway.

Kira said, holding her hand up and lighting the

"He can take care of hinself," said Wrdrune, follow ng her

"Hell, he's' just a kid."

"Kira, he's two thousand years old."

"You're tal king about Merlin. I'mtalking about Billy."

"What's the difference?"

"You're talking as if they're the sanme person,"” Kira said.

"They are the sane person!"”

"Look, warlock, I'mnot stupid, all right? | know they're both sharing the
same

body, but the fact is that it's Billy's body and Merlin just sort of noved in
and took control."

"Looks to nme more like Billy takes control nost of the tinme," said Wrdrune.

"You don't think he's entitled to?" she said. "Look, | know how you fee



about

Merlin; he was your teacher. In a way he was the father that you never had,
but

the point is that he's dead."

"He isn't dead. You heard Sebastian explain how*
"He m ght as well be dead," said Kira, interrupting him

"His body is. Al that's left of himis his personality, his soul, his ego,
what ever the hell you want to call it. The fact is, he's a ghost. And if he
gets

hinself in over his head again, he can always flee his body, just like he did
the last time. Only where does that |eave Billy?"

"No," said Wrdrune, shaking his head. "I can't believe he'd do that. He
woul dn't needl essly expose Billy to a risk like that."

"Ch, no? What do you call com ng here? A grade-school field trip?"

"Well, for one thing, Billy's not exactly a grade-school kid. He's nore

nmat ur e

and he's got better survival instincts than nost adults | know What he
didn't

have until Merlin came along was a future. What kind of life did he have to
| ook

forward to? Living in the streets, sleeping in garbage, stealing, getting
arrested...”

H's voice trailed off as he realized what he was saying. He might just as
wel |
have been describing Kira's chil dhood.

"Yeah," she said, |ooking back at himover her shoulder. "I know sonet hi ng
about
that sort of life, remenber?”

He suddenly understood where her concern was coming from It wasn't just
maternal instincts. She identified with Billy. And Billy identified with her
as

wel | . They recogni zed each other, two different people cut fromthe sane

nol d.

Street people. Hustlers. Survivors. People nobody el se ever game a damm about .

"I see," said Wrdrune. "He woul d've been happier the way he was, is that it?
The way you were?"

"Maybe, " she said.

He reached out and took her by the arm stopping her for a noment. "Listen,"
he

said, "I don't know about you, but all nmy life |I've wanted to do sonet hi ng

t hat

mattered. Not necessarily something that would make me famous or rich, but
somet hing that woul d nmake a difference. The nan we came here | ooking for, ne
one

you've got all these feelings for that you don't want to tal k about, he
understands. And he's willing to die for it."

"And that's supposed to be noble?" Kira said. "Look where it got him"



"Hey, | don't know what's noble and what isn't, and frankly | couldn't care
less, all right?" he said. "It isn't about nobility. It's about what matters.
It's about what you believe. It's about making your life count for sonething."

"What does it count for if you' re dead?" she said.

"l guess that depends on what you did with it while you were alive," said
Wrdrune. "And if you didn't do anything, than | guess that's what it counts
for. Don't worry about Billy, Kira. He's a lot nore than just a tough kid
from

the streets now And for that matter, so are you."

He took her hand, the one with the runestone in it, and held it in both of

hi s,

the soft blue glowillum nating their faces.

"This doesn't mean that you were taken over or forced into doing anything you
really didn't want to do, just as Merlin beconming part of Billy doesn't nean
that Billy is possessed. Not really."

"No? What does it nean, then?"

"I't neans he's not al one anynore,” said Wrdrune. "And neither are you."

From somewhere far away they heard the deep sound of a | arge gong being
struck.

"What the hell was that?' " said Kira.
The gong sounded agai n.
"I't came from somewhere bel ow us,” Wrdrune said "And sonehow | have a

feeling
that's not a bell calling folks to church. Come on, let's nove."

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Wth an effort Royce Bl ood wenched hinsel f out of the dreany fugue induced

by
the dancing lights in the blond girl's eyes. He tried to push her away
gently,

but she continued to press down against him her |ips seeking his, and he
finally took her by the upper arms in a firmgrip and forcefully rolled her
over

onto the couch so he could get out fromunder her. He started to get up off

t he

couch, but she pulled himback down beside her again, putting her arns around
hi m and pul li ng hi mcl ose.

"Stop it!" Royce shouted. "For God's sake, stop it, please!l™

But his voice was lost in the boom ng reverberations of the giant gong as
several hooded figures cane into the chamber, carrying the body of a bearded,
bare-chested man on their shoul ders. Carfax came out on the dais, dressed in
hi s



crimson robe and flanked by two hooded acol ytes. He slowy raised his arns,
bent

at the el bows, palns up, and the golden circle and pentagram set into the

fl oor

began to rise, revealing that it was a round bl ack marbl e col um about three
feet high. As Royce watched in stunned sil ence the hooded figures placed the
unconsci ous, bare-chested man down upon the altar, flat on his back. Royce
noticed that there was a red stone over the man's heart.

The man | ooked dirty and emaci ated, his beard and hair were unkenpt, and
there

were the cruel red marks of shackles on his wists. Carfax beckoned to one of
t he hooded figures, and the man came forward. Carfax reached into his robe
and

took out a long, gleamnm ng cerenonial dagger and handed it to the man he had
beckoned forth. Conprehensi on suddenly dawned on Royce, and he | ooked around
in

astoni shment at all the eminent men around him 1|ying on the couches in

vari ous

stages of undress beneath their hooded cl oaks, each with a beautiful young
worran

in his arms, each with a sort of glazed, drugged | ook about him and he shook
his head, nuttering, "No, it isn't possible. They can't actually nean to..."

He | ooked up at the hooded figure stepping up to the altar where the
unconsci ous
man | ay, raising the dagger high overhead in both hands...

"W!" screaned Royce.
The hooded figure hesitated, |ooked up, and his hood fell back
"My God!" said Royce. "lan?"

H s ol dest son stared at him and Royce saw the recognition in his eyes. lan
smi |l ed and raised the knife once nore.

"lan, no/"- shouted Royce, and suddenly there was a |ow, throaty grow behind
himand he felt sharp claws sink into his shoul ders.

Terri gasped with pain as she | oped down the dark corridor. She was bl eedi ng
fromthe side, where Blood' s bullet had struck her. If she had been in human
form the wound woul d have incapacitated her, but the transformtion was
conpl ete now, and raw, animalistic rage surged through her. Even so, with the
strength Modred had taken fromher, and with Blood' s bullet |odged in her

si de,

she was in severe pain and pushing herself to the linmts of her endurance.
She

didn't know who those people with the guns were, but she knew she was | eaving
a

trail of blood, and she could hear at |east one of themnot too far behind,
pursuing her. And she knew just where she was going to |l ead them Perhaps she
hadn't | ost yet.

Li am McMur phy couldn't see a thing. He slowy felt his way along the secret
passageway, running his hand al ong the cool, danp stone. He was beginning to
think that this had been a very bad idea. The darkness was starting to get to
him and he kept up a steady nonol ogue to steady his nerves.



"Al'l right, Liam old son," he said softly, "you saw those two cone in here,

an
you haven't tripped over themyet, so they nust be up ahead sonewhere. This
bl oody tunnel must go sonewhere, rmustn't it? Christ, | wonder if there're any

rats in here?"

He froze and squeezed his eyes shut as he felt sonething slither over his
shoes.

"Ach, McMirphy, you stupid git, you had to go an' say that, didn't you?"

Wth a convul sive novenent he shook the creature off his foot, swall owed
har d,
and pressed on through the darkness.

Billy sat on the stone balcony wall in a | arge arched openi ng overl ooki ng the
Great Hall, nodding his head in tinme to the nusic. He | eaned back agai nst the
side of the stone archway, one |l eg bent at the knee, the other dangling over
t he

side. Directly below himwas the band, playing | oud enough to nmake the stones
groan, and the dancers on the floor had becone even nore frenzied as the

ni ght

progressed. From where he was sitting, roughly at eye level with the huge
chandeliers, Billy could see the entire Geat Hall, nost of the upper

bal cony,

and the outer entry hall

There were ot her people on the bal cony, nostly couples, but two pretty young
worren who were on their own, standing at the bal cony across fromhim spotted
hi m and waved. One of them blew hima kiss and beckoned himover. Billy

| aughed

and shook his head.

"CGor', d'you see that?" Billy said, inhaling sharply. "Best offer I've 'ad
al |
year, an

I"msittin' '"ere shakin' my 'ead |like a bleedin' |oony."

"You can get yourself into a great deal of trouble if you go running every
tine
a pretty girl beckons,"” Merlin said inside his mnd. "Believe nme, | know"

"Yeah, well | wouldn't nmind 'avin the chance to find out for myself, y'know "

"I can appreciate that," said Merlin, "but the timng is rather unfortunate
at
the nonent. We need to stay alert and on our guard."

Billy reached into his pocket and brought out a pack of cigarettes. He stuck
one
in his nouth and started rummagi ng in the pockets of his coat for matches.

"Here," said Merlin. Billy's right hand cane up and he snapped his fingers. A
flame appeared at the tip of his thunb.

"Thanks," said Billy, lighting the cigarette, inhaling deeply and then
bl owi ng
out his thunb.



"Don't nention it."
"Y' think anything' s 'appened yet?"

"Not yet," said Merlin, and Billy felt butterflies in his stomach. "Not yet,
but
very soon. Very, very soon."

Royce cried out with pain and tw sted away, turning as he did so, and he
gasped

at what he saw. The beautiful blond girl had becone transforned. Her ears had
becorme | ong and pointed; her teeth had | engthened into fangs, and her eyes
wer e

yel low, without irises or pupils. She had changed into something i nhuman,
denonic. Saliva dribbled fromher |ips as she bared her teeth at him and
grow ed, reaching for himwith fingers twice their normal |ength, wth | ong,
hooked tal ons at the ends.

"I's that your dreamgirl, Father?" lan asked, |aughing at him

And as the creature grabbed him Royce saw that all the other wonmen were
t ur ni ng
into hi deous nonsters as well.

"Kill him" Carfax shouted. "Kill himnow"

And as lan raised his knife once nore, Royce struggled to break free of the
creature's grasp and screaned, "lan, for God' s sake—=

And then the man lying on the altar opened his eyes, and the jewel enbedded
in

his chest bl azed suddenly, sending out an intense beam of crinson |ight that
bathed lan in a glowi ng red aura.

As Carfax stood notionless, stunned by the sight, one of his acol ytes
screaned,
"No! No, it can't bel Stop him Kill him you fool! Kill him Kill him"

As if suddenly awakened, the other nen slowy started coming to their senses,
but when they saw what horrors their beautiful conpanions were turning into,
they started to screamin mndless terror. Carfax suddenly |leapt off the

dai s,

reaching into his robe and pulling out a gun as he ran toward the altar in

t he

center of the chanber. In desperation Royce tried to wench hinself away from
the creature that held him and only his twi sting action saved his throat
from

being torn out. He felt the fangs sink into his shoulder, and he screamed in
agony—

And then a dark shape cane hurtling across the chanber, neeting Carfax as he
canme running across the floor toward the altar, where |lan stood notionl ess,
swayi ng unsteadily as his life energy was drai ned away.

In a growing, bestial voice, Terri cried out, "Joey!" and | aunched herself
at
hi m



A shot cracked out.
But it didn't come from Joey's gun

Terri how ed with pain as the bullet took her in md-1eap and her nonentum
carried her into Joey. They both fell to the floor, and Joey scranbl ed away
from

her as she dragged herself across the floor, trying to craw away.

M chael Bl ood stood notionless in a conbat crouch on the stone steps that |ed
into the chanmber, his pistol in his hands. He had fired at the werewol f as
she

| eapt, but only now did the scene that confronted himfully register, and he
stood as if rooted to the spot, staring with slack-jawed shock at the macabre
tabl eau before him

"lan..."he said.
"M chael!" Royce screanmed in agony

"Father!" Cal vani zed into action, Mchael shifted his aimand fired. H's shot
struck the creature that had been the blond girl in the head, and it fel
back,

lifeless, but in that sane nonent Joey canme up with his gun and fired twice.

The first bullet nmissed him but the second one struck Blood in the upper
chest

and sent himflying backward, to land hard on the steps. Then Joey turned
qui ckly and | evel ed his gun at Mbdred.

Wth a scream of rage Royce charged as Joey fired.

They came out of the passageway into the dungeons at a point where three
corridors intersected. They stood uncertainly in the open area lit by torches
on

the walls, but there was nothing to tell themwhich way to go. And then they
heard the sharp cracking of gunfire off to their left.

"Shots!" said Kira. And then she grunted with pain and doubl ed over,
cl ut chi ng

at her side.

"Unnnh!" Wrdrune staggered, also grabbing his side. "Cone on,"
grimacing with pain. "Mdred s been shot! Run!"

he said,

"Carfax!"

Bel lowing with rage, Royce slammed into Joey, his fingers going for his

t hr oat

but Joey brought the gun up sharply and smashed it into the side of Royce's
head. Royce went down with a grunt, and Joey kicked himsavagely, then turned
to

aimthe gun at Mddred once again, but another shot cracked out and he felt

t he

bull et whistle past his ear. Jacqueline stood on the stairs hol ding her

sem automatic in both hands and firing rapidly. Joey scranbl ed across the



fl oor
to get out of the Iine of fire.

"Cet them" he shouted. "Kill them"

Wth a chorus of how s the beast-wonmen surged toward the stairs. Jacqueline
pi cked up Bl ood's gun and started firing with both pistols at the attacking
creatures, dropping five of themas they charged her, but there were far too
many for her to shoot. And then Makepeace cane up beside her, took a deep
breath, and exhal ed. The floor beneath the attacking creatures' feet suddenly
turned to ice, and they fell, snarling and spitting, as they piled up at the
foot of the stairs.

Joey scranbled up the steps of the dais, turned, and fired his gun at Mbdred
once again, but in that sane instant lan collapsed to the floor as Mdred sat
up, blood pouring fromthe flesh wound in his side, his eyes burning with red
fire, and twin beams shot out fromthem converging on the bullet that was
hurtling toward himat thirteen hundred feet per second and incinerating it
in

m dair.

Joey fired three nore times in rapid succession, and each bullet was

i nci nerated

the sane way. He hurled the enpty gun at Mddred, and it, too, went up in puff
of

snoke. Then he ran as several of the creatures |aunched thensel ves at Mdred.

A pencil-thin beamof brilliant green light bisected the chamber and struck

t he

jewel in Mddred' s chest. He hurled the beasts off effortlessly, and a bright
red

beam shot out fromhis runestone, striking Kira's upraised pal mwhere she

st ood

on the opposite side of the chanber, at me end of the dais. As Wrdrune noved
toward the stairs a bright blue beam shot out fromKira's hand and struck the
bl azing green enmerald in his forehead.

The triangl e was forned.

The three of them were |inked by beans of thaumaturgic energy as they drew

upon
the full strength of the ancient spell, the nost powerful incantation ever
devi sed by the archrmages of the Council of the Wite, who now lived on

t hr ough

them They raised their arnms over their heads, and the gl owi ng borders of the
triangl e extended upward, formng a pyramd of light that spread out from

t hem

to enconpass the entire chamnber.

The howl i ng beasts created by the necromancer clutched at their throats and
fell

thrashing to the floor, then, with a sound like air rushing in to fill a
vacuum

the pyramid of light collapsed back into itself and they all lay still upon
t he

floor, set free, reverted back to human form

"Carfax!" Jacqueline shouted, pointing toward the passageway where Joey had
gone. "He's getting away! Stop him He's the necronancer!"”



"No," said Mddred. "Forget him He's not the one."
"He's not?" said Wrdrune. "Then who... ?"

"One of the others," said Mddred, |ooking around. "The red-haired one... he's
gone. "

"It wasn't Carfax?" Wrdrune said.
Kira | ooked at Wrdrune with al arm

"Ch, God!" she said. "Billy!"

It had all gone wong. Terribly, terribly wong. He couldn't believe it.
Modr ed

had been on the very edge of death, past the point where even the power of
t he

A d Ones could have kept himalive. How was it possible that he could have
recovered? And to drain a human's life energy to fortify hinsel f? That was
agai nst everything the Council of the Wite believed!

He cursed hinmself as he ran up the steps to the Geat Hall. He had felt the
other two drawi ng cl oser, he had sensed their presence and had tined it al
to

exquisite perfection. And it had all gone wong. Now, instead of them being
caught in a trap, he would be caught hinself if he could not escape. But
there

was still one advantage that he held over his old enem es, whose spirits
lived

on within the runestone.

The fools cared about the hunans.

"I't's happening,"” said Merlin. "It's happening right now"
"What do we do?" said Billy.

"Wait," said Merlin.

"But what if they need us?"

"It's something | learned fromArthur, |ad—you renmenber, | told you about
himand it's the only damm thing | ever learned fromhim because the

t hi ckheaded bastard really didn't know that nuch, in spite of everything
tried

to teach him But fighting, that he knew about. He taught nme that in a battle
with a powerful eneny, where the outcone is uncertain, always hold sonme of
your

strength back in reserve. And if things start to turn against your main
force,

wait until your eneny thinks he has you beaten... and then bring in your
reserves and hit himw th everything you' ve got."

"You nmean so 'e'll be tired o' fightin', and you'll be comn' in fresh with
nor e
o' your boys when 'e | east expects it?"

"Precisely," Merlin said. "You |learn quickly."



"Not hin" quick about it," Billy said. "Street gangs been mixin' it up that
way

for years. Gor', wish I knew what was goin' on down there. Makin' ne bl oody
nervous, waitin' like this."

"There!" said Merlin.
"What ? Wher e?"

"An incredible surge of thaumaturgic emanations. They've forned the triangle!
That rmust be it! That neans Modred is all right! Either that or..."

"Or what ?"
"We' | I know soon enough."

Billy flicked the cigarette over the side of (he bal cony and stood up

cl enchi ng

and uncl enching his fists. He reached into the pocket of his |eather jacket
and

brought out a flick knife. He hit the button and it sni kked open.

"Billy, I told you, there really wasn't any point in bringing that thing. Do
you
seriously think something Iike that can—

"By, | ook, you use what works for you, old man, an' |I'Ill use what works for
nel
all right?"

Joey ran up the stone steps toward the | andi ng where the di nensional porta
connected the dungeons of Carfax Castle to the basenment entrance of the house
on

Charles Street. He stunbled up the steps, staggered, regained his bal ance ..
and ran right into the stone wall.

He rebounded off the wall and fell to the |anding, stunned by the inpact. He
felt warmblood trickling down his face. He had al nost knocked hinsel f out.
He

brought his hand up and di scovered that his nose was broken. And as he felt
hi s

face he al so discovered that Lord Carfax had reverted back to Joey Lynon.

"Too bad, Joey," said a fanmliar voice "It just closed. Another nonent sooner
and you mght've nmade it."

He | ooked up and saw Terri standing just above himon . the flight of steps
| eadi ng down to the |anding where he |ay. She had reverted back to human
form

but her nude body was covered with bl ood. She coughed, and bl ood bubbl ed up
from

bet ween her lips and ran down her chin. Her breath cane in wheezing gasps.
Then

he noticed that she was hol ding the cerenonial dagger that |an Bl ood had

dr opped

back at the altar.



"I'"'mdead, Joey," she said, smling through the blood, "but I haven't lost."

He screaned as she raised the knife and fell down on top of him

He cane running out into the Great Hall, glancing over his shoulder to see if
he

was bei ng pursued. Perhaps they wouldn't cone that way, he thought. Perhaps
they'd tel eport and appear directly in his path. They were at full strength
now,

whil e he had used up alnost all the power he had left. He needed all of it
for

the spell that would help himto escape. He'd bring the entire castle down
around their heads.

He held out his arms and concentrated on the central |oad-bearing pillar of
t he

cross-wall. The volunme of the nusic drowned out the sounds of the stone
cracki ng

and breaki ng apart, but up on the balcony, Billy felt the vibrations as he
| eaned upon the stone bal ustrade.

A shudder went through the cross wall, and chips of stone and nortar started
to

rain down upon the dancers. They | ooked up and started to scream as they saw
t he

fissures spreadi ng through the stone above them

"Billy—

"Right, | see 'im
and

stood up on the wall

Billy put the blade of the flick knife between his teeth

"Billy, what are you... Billy!"

Billy | eapt off the bal cony, junping up and out, his arms stretched out for
ngsive chandelier. For a nonment he seened to glide like a flying squirrel
PLZther coat flapping like wings, and then his fingers just barely reached
fzﬁer rimof the chandelier, and he grabbed hol d, sw nging down and out..

and then he let go.

He cane down at a steep angle, feet first, and plowed right into the

necr omancer, who never expected an attack fromthe air. They both went down
hard. Billy rolled in an attenpt to take some of the force out of the inpact.
The cross wall above themwas crunbling, and people were mlling around in a
panic, yelling and streaning for the doors. Billy swore as he felt pain shoot
through his leg, and he started to push hinmself up, but his left |eg buckled
underneath him He | ooked up

"Merlin, the wall!"
A huge bl ock of stone was plumeting down directly above him Merlin threw

out
his arms, the little finger and forefinger of his |eft hand extended, blue



sparks crackling between them A bolt of pure thaumaturgi c energy shot forth
from his hand, and the huge bl ock of stone disintegrated in nidair. Then
Merlin

qui ckly turned his attention to the Dark One—

—and saw the necromancer on his knees, an expression of utter amazenent on
hi s

face as he | ooked down at the flick knife protruding fromhis chest. He

| ooked

up with disbelief and shook his head.

"A boy," he said. "A nere boy!"
And then he pitched forward onto his face.

"Interestin", ain't it?" Billy said, grimacing with pain. "Didn't know we
coul d
do two things, at the sane tine."

"Billy!" Kira shouted, running up to himwi th Wrdrune and Mddred cl ose
behi nd
her .

"Better do sonmething about that roof, |ove,’
it,
we'll "ave the rain comin' in.

Billy said, "or before you know

Li am McMur phy cane out of the corridor and stopped in his tracks, staring
wi de-eyed at the spectacle before him He gave a | ow whistle and shook his
head.

There were hal f-naked wonen lying all over the place, on the floor, on
couches,

nmoani ng softly, many of them apparently unconscious or asleep. There were
al so

men in various states of undress, nmany of whom he recogni zed. Sone of them
wer e

sitting on their couches, staring straight ahead. Others were curled up and
snuffling softly to thensel ves; many of them had been bl oodi ed, and sonme were
si mply wandering around the roomin a daze.

One of them approached him noving with a disoriented shuffle, a torn bl ack
r obe

thrown over his tattered clothing, bright red scratch marks on his face and
chest. He had a dazed, lost look in his eyes as he cane up to Liam and held
out

his right hand in supplication.

Li am took his hand and shook it with a grin. "Well, good evenin' to you,
M nister. Sure, an' it mnust've been one hell of a party, eh?"

EPI LOGUE

"I still have no idea what in God's name went on out there, Mchael," said
t he

superintendent. "It |ooked |like a dammed war zone. The press are in an

absol ut e



furor over the whole thing; captains of industry and MP.'s running around,
al |

scratched up and with their clothes torn, naked wonmen, dead bodies, people
hur t

in sone sort of a stanpede because the roof was falling in. My God! What the
hel I happened?"

Bl ood shifted uneasily in the hospital bed and grimaced with pain. "It's a

| ong

story, sir, terribly conplicated and rather difficult to explain." He groaned
and snil ed bravely.

"Well... | realize you're in sone disconfort, Mchael, but... dam it all,
can't

you tell me sonething'! | saw your father, and he absolutely refused to

di scuss

it. lan's in critical condition and under doctor's orders to receive no
visitors, and no one else will talk about its. Lord Carfax has di sappeared
somewhere, and all |'ve got is sone bloody Irish cabdriver who keeps grinning
like an idiot and tal ki ng about what a hell of a party it was!"

"Yes, | can appreciate your position, sir," said Blood, shifting slightly and

grimaci ng el aborately, throwing in a couple of soft groans for good neasure.
"Are you all right? You want ne to get the doctor?"

"No, no, shouldn't bother. Perfectly fine, sir. Just a bit of pain—t's

not hi ng,

really."”

"Well... if you're quite sure..."

"Ch, quite... unhhh! Onh, Lord..." He managed a brave smile. "Quite sure, sir.
['"lI'l manage. Al will be in my report, sir, after |1've had a chance to..
unnnh! Chhhh ... get all the details down... aaah!... straight away, after a
bi t

of rest..."

The door opened, and Wrdrune, Kira, Billy, and Makepeace cane in. Kira was
carrying some flowers

"M chael, how are you feeling?" Kira said. She glanced at the superintendent.
"Sorry, | didn't realize you had conpany. Should we wait outside?"

"No, no, quite all right, | was just leaving," said the superintendent. He
gl anced at the four of themw th slight distaste, then glanced at Blood wth
puzzl enent .

"Friends of mne," explained Bl ood.

"Ah," said the superintendent, frowning faintly. He bent down close to Bl ood
and

whi spered, "Real ly?"

Bl ood nodded conspiratorially. "Street contacts,"”
"I nf or mant s,

you know. One has to develop close relationships.”

he said softly.

"Ah," said the superintendent. "Pity." He straightened up and cleared his
throat, "Well, 1'll be off. Al hell breaking | oose, you know. Suppose |'I



have

to tell them something. Statenment forthcom ng, pending full investigation
al |

that sort of rot. Do try to get that report to ne as soon as possible, wll
you?

"Il have a records officer standing by so you can dictate it. Should be a

bi t

easi er, what?"

"Thank you, sir. I'll...ohhh, aaah! Sorry. Slight tw nge. Nothing serious.
["Il... unnnh!... get to it directly, sir."

"Right, then. Get sone rest. |I'll be checking back." He glanced at the others

"Uh... pleasure. Don't overtire him right? Un R ght." He nodded curtly and
depart ed.

"I'f that man was any stiffer, he'd be in the norgue,"” said Makepeace with a
gri mace.

"By, Mck, if you'rein alot o pain, we can come back, y'know " said
Billy,
| eani ng on hi s cane.

"No, I'mnot so bad, really. | was only exaggerating a bit to get rid of the
superintendent because | had no idea what to tell him Wat in God' s nane can
I

tell hin? He's expecting a conplete report!™

"I see your problem" Wrdrune said. "You obviously can't tell himthe whole
story, can you?

"I don't even know the whole story," Blood said.

"Ch, it's sinple enough, really,"” Wrdrune said. "The necromancer caught

Modr ed

of f-guard and ki dnapped him taking himprisoner and chaining himup in the
dungeon of Carfax Castle, leaving himthere without food or water with the

i ntenti on of weakening himso severely that he couldn't be a threat to him
anynore. An ordinary man woul d have died, but the runestone kept Mbodred
alive.

Still, thereis alimt to what even magic can do. It uses up energy, and if
that energy is not replenished, well, it's obvious what happens. Anyway,"
Wrdrune continued, "after taking Mddred prisoner, the necronmancer sent us

t hose

visions to draw us in, knowi ng we would think they were fromMdred. And, in
fact, that's exactly what we thought, even though | suspected at first that
t hey

m ght not be. Either way we had nothing else to go on, and he nmade it
especial ly

convi nci ng by giving Jacqueline nmore information that we had, because we knew
t hat Jacqueline had a | onger relationship with Modred than we'd had, and she
was

in closer physical proximty.

"He neant to lure us to the castle on the night of the party. He arranged for
us

to suspect Carfax—er whoever he really was—thereby providing hinmself with a
conveni ent Judas goat. He left us enough clues to lead us there, and in case
we

wer e spectacul arly stupid, he woul d' ve dropped sone nore hints, maybe in



anot her
dream vi sion. "

"But he got all those people there to go along with him" said Bl ood. "Those
unfortunate young wonmen and some of the nbst respected men in the country. |

know how ny father was duped into being there, but ny brother lan..." He
| ooked

away. "l still can't believe it, that lan would have actually committed
nmurder...."

"He didn't really nmean to," Kira said. "He didn't know what he was doing."

"Your father is a very strong-willed man, M chael," Mkepeace said "and he
al nost fell under the necromancer's influence. |an probably never stood a
chance. "

"Yes," said Blood. "They | ook for weakness in the soul, you said."

"Mbst peopl e have a weakness sonewhere," Makepeace said. "Sone sinply concea
it

better than others."

"And ot her people are sinply evil at heart,” Wrdrune said. "Those are the
easi est for the necromancer to control."

"Li ke Carfax," Bl ood said.

"Yes, like Carfax. He was neant to die, you know They were all meant to die.
Every one of them The idea was to use Mddred to draw us in where we were too
close to be able to escape, then kill himjust before we could get to him At

the sane time those wonen he'd turned into werewol ves and denbns were neant
to

kill those men, so that he could absorb all of that released |life energy at
peak

| evel s, along with Modred's life energy as well. That woul d have nade it

i npossible for us to stand against him And in case anything went wong, he
had

it all set up so that we'd attack Carfax, thinking that he was the Dark One.
Only he never counted on Terri offering sone of her life energy to Mddred, so
that he could be strong enough to act when the tine came and draw | ife energy
fromthe very man who had been neant to kill him"

"lan," Blood said softly.

"Yes," said Wrdrune. "That was another thing that took the necromancer by
surprise, that one of us would resort to the sane nmet hods used by the Dark
Ones.

Only Modred stopped just short of killing lan.™"

"I wonder why," said Blood. "After all, killing should hardly bother him And
lan tried to nmurder him so | suppose it would have been sel f-defense.”

"Modred is a conplicated man," said Kira

"He couldn't cone with you?" said Bl ood.
"He woul dn't cone,"
chi ef

i nspector of Scotland Yard through the disconfort of getting a hospital visit
froma professional assassin.”

sai d Makepeace with a smle. "He didn't want to put a



"I's he really Mrpheus?" asked Bl ood.

"Yes," said Makepeace. "Though that part of his life is over now "

"I"ve actually seen Mrpheus,"” said Blood. "And |1've lived to tell the tale.
I

wonder how nmany people can say that? Still, it's a tale |I'd probably be
better

off not telling. I'lIl have to fudge up sonme sort of fantasy for the
superintendent. The truth might be a bit tough to explain." He | ooked at
Billy

and grinned. "Especially the part about how a two-thousand-year-old
thirteen-year-old saved the day with a bit of acrobatics and a flick knife,
of

all things. No one would believe it."

"Hell, | don't believe it," Merlin said "Next time you pull a stunt like
t hat ,
young man, |'ll Kkick your arse up between your ears."

"I think that would be a bit too acrobatic, even for nme,
grin.

said Billy with a
The grin di sappeared instantly, to be replaced by a scowm as Merlin nuttered
"You know what | damm well rnean! It was fool hardy and reckless.”

"'By, it worked, din't it? So bugger offl"

"What did you say?"

"You 'eard nme, old man, | said bugger off!"

"Why... why, you mserable, msbegotten little toad, | ought to—=

Bl ood burst out |aughing, and the rest of themall followed suit as Billy
scowl ed at them Nobody could tell if it was Merlin or Billy doing the
scow i ng.

Maybe it was both of them

"I can see," said Wrdrune, "that this is going to be the start of a

beauti f ul
rel ati onship."



