The Wizard of Lovecraft's Cafe

"Natasha!" McGuire said.
What happened

* k% %

"Somebody died in that eevator, Mac. Died horribly."
"Y es, two Bureau agents,” said McGuire, nodding..
"No. . .therewasonly one"

McGuire shook hishead. "There were two. Agents Silver and Whelen. And one police officer. He
survived, but he'sin the hospitd, in critical condition.”

Natasha shook her head. "No ... no, that can't beright,” sheinsisted. "Only one man died in that elevator.
The psychic impressons are extremely strong. | could dmost hear his mind screaming.

"Magic," she continued as she started to circle around the apartment, walking dowly with her arms
dightly spread out from her Sdes, her eyeswide and dert, glancing al around, her bresthing shallow.
"Magic happened. There were several extremely powerful adepts here. I'm talking about the people who
were living here. And the one who came for them.”

"It wasaraid, Natasha," McGuire said. "Silver and Whelen came here to make an arrest.”
She shook her head. "No ... he came here to kill."
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Fifteen yearslater and were at it again.

Just goes to show you, be nice to the people you meet on the way up, they're the same people you're
gonna meet on the way down.

With grateful acknowledgmentsto Robert M. Powers, consultant and confidant; Peggy Wiley, aman
who'strying to do about a hundred things at once couldn't ask for abetter "gal Friday"; Bruce Wiley, for
lending me hiswifeto bring order to the chaos, Marge and James K osky, the Black Nag will never be



the same; TinaMorin, Emily Tuzson, Eve Jackson, and Michel Leckband, for caling every now and then
to seeif I'd sdlf-destructed yet; Adele Leone and her saff, for helping to keep dl the balsin theair; and
al my fans, who help keep the madness going.

PROLOGUE

Detective Lieutenant John Angelo had never busted a sorcerer before and he wasn't crazy about the idea
of starting now. In fact, he was furious about the whole thing. Fresh out of the academy, he had started
out in vice, which meant working undercover, something that appealed to Angelo. He enjoyed the thrill,
the edgework. He had stayed there, turning down atransfer to the more glamorous homicide divison and
piling up an enviable record of arrests until he was assgned to the D.A.'s specid Organized Crime Task
Force. He had never worn auniform and didn't look anything like a cop. What he looked likewas a
gangster, or acheagp hood, or apimp. Angelo could look like amost any sort of lowlife, but he had
trouble looking like a cop. Still, when the B.O.T. agents had arrived at headquarters, it had been his bad
luck to be there, pulling files on a case he was working on, and he had been swept up for the Bureau's
rad.

"Y ou don't understand,” he had protested, "1 work for theD.A . : . ."

"Not today," the agent had replied. "Today you're working for the Bureau.”
"No way, Jack," Angelo said. "I'm undercover.”

"Perfect. We can useyou.”

Listen, jerkoff, I'm undercover, you know what that means? Organized Crime Task Force. | get spotted
on your raid, my fucking cover's blown. Forget about it."

"What's your name, Detective?'

"Angelo. Lieutenant John Angelo. And if you've got aproblem, you can takeit up with the D.A. | don't
havetime for—"

"I'm not the one who's got aproblem, Lt. Angelo,” the B.O.T. agent had said. "What I've got isawarrant
signed by Superior Court Judge Chambliss and a carte blanche from Chief Morgan to requisition any
personne | need. Y ou just got requisitioned.”

"Yeah? Well, requigition this™ said Angelo, grabbing his crotch. "1 work for D.A. Mathews."

"If I want your balls, Detective Angdlo, I'll have them on aplate,” the agent replied dryly. "It so happens
the D.A. isvery interested in this case. She'sliable to ride into the mayor's office on thisone, so | don't
redlly think she's going to give a shit about one undercover cop's cover being blown. Now you can either
come with me right now or you can hand over your shield. | don't have timeto argue. What'sit going to
be?'

There had been nothing more to say. He knew the Bureau man could take his badge, just like that, and
getting it back would be damn near impossible. All he could do was go along on the damn raid, try to
keep his head down, and hope like hell he wasn't spotted by anybody who could blow his cover. The
Bureau didn't care.

He had never worked with the Bureau of Thaumaturgy before, but he had seen how they could throw
their weight around. When the Bureau snapped their fingers, the entire department jumped. And they



snapped their fingers pretty much anytime they felt likeit. Crimeinvolving magic use was avery big dedl
and the B.O.T. had solejurisdiction in that area. Angelo did not begrudge them that. Not being an adept
himsdlf, he had no desireto go chasing crimind adepts. Chasing ordinary criminaswas chalenging
enough. What he resented was the Bureau'slording it over the department, as

if the copswere just abunch of flunkiesthey could cal on anytime they needed some warm bodies. Like
thistime.

They werein ahurry. They hadn't even bothered with afull briefing. It was a sensitive case, they sad,
and the department personnel were on a strict "need-to-know" basis. What that meant was there were
some minor detailsthey didn't want the rank and file to know; about. The sort of minor detailsthat could
get somebody killed, thought Angelo. He hadn't wanted to go on thisdamn raid in the first place, and as
things developed, he felt less and less enthused abot it.

Why had they swept him up init? Because they had also swept up about half the copsin the entire city,
or o it seemed, at least. When they got to Sutton Place, enough unmarked cars had converged on the
block to start aused car lot, and even more black-and-whites had taken up position in the surrounding
six-block area. He noticed snipers stationed on the rooftops and severa choppers cruising over the East
River. Whatever the hell was going down, Angelo thought uneesily, it had to be pretty damn big. The
reason hefet uneasy about it was that he would be one of thefirst to go in.

"Thisin't arad, it'safuckin' invasion,” Angelo said to the Bureau man seated next to him in the back of
the unmarked unit. "Just what isit thisguy Cornwall is supposed to have done?"

"He'sacop killer,” Agent Siver replied. "And he's taken out severd of our top Bureau agents.”
"No shit. So how come I've never seen a sheet on him?"
"Because you weren't cleared to,” Silver said curtly. "Thisisatop priority I.T.C. case.”

"The Commisson wantsthisguy?' saidd Angelo. Hewhistled softly. If the International Thaumaturgica
Commission had jurisdiction in this case, then it was magor magic crime and international in scope and
that would explain why the Bureau was so hot and bothered. The Bureau answered to nobody . . .
except thel.T.C. "Who the hdll is he?'

"A renegade adept,” said Silver's partner, Whelen, from the front seet. "That's all you need to know."

"Wrong, Ganddf," Angelo said. "'If you expect meto go in there and put my sweet dabaster asson the
line, I'm gonna have to know alot more.”

"All we expect you to dois provide abrief distraction,” Agent Whelen said. "Well take care of therest.
We know what were doing.”

"Y eah, right. That'swhy you assembled a goddamn army to take thisguy down," said Angelo. "What is
he, afuckin' necromancer, for Chrigt's sake?"

The B.O.T. men smply stared a him in stony silence.

"Aw, fuck me," said Angelo, dumping back againgt the seet. "It'shim, isnt it, the guy who wasted all
those peoplein L.A. and New Mexico?"

"You seem rather wdll informed,” said Silver.

"What do you think, | livein acloset?If thisisthe same guy, he'sthe biggest serid killer snce Count



Dracula. And you expect meto go in there and distract him while you blow thewhistle?"
"WEell beright behind you," Siver said.

"That'sared comforting thought,” Angelo replied wryly. "Why me?Why do | get this dubious honor? I'm
not an adept.”

"That's precisely why," said Silver. "He might well be ableto detect it if you were. Also, you don't look
likeacop. You may be ableto take him off guard.”

"May?

"There are no guaranteesin life, Lieutenant. But if you pull this off, you'll be able to write your own ticket.
Theremay evesbe acaptaincy init for you."

"Andif | don't pull it off, I'll be adead man. And to think | was only worried about my cover being
blown." Angelo snorted. "What exactly isit I'm supposed to do to distract this guy?”

"It'sample enough,” said Agent Silver. "Y ou will ddiver pizzato him."
"Pizza?"

"Bizza"

"Y ou gottabe kiddin' me. Hed have to be amoron to fal for that."

"Which s precisdly why it'sgoing to work," said Silver. ' Hewould never suspect something so obvious.
Y ou're young and you don't look like a cop. And you dress like adob, which helps. Hewill smply think
it'san honest mistake and you got the wrong address. Y ou will be inastent, and—"

"Yeah, yeah, | know the dodge, it's one of the oldest tricksin the book," said Angelo, shaking his head.
"A two-bit dope deder wouldn't even go for it."

"Well, if hedoesn't go for it, then you've got nothing to worry about,” said Silver. "He smply won't let
you up and we shdl have to try amore direct approach.”

"And meanwhile he's been warned that something's going down,” said Angelo.
"Perhaps," said Whelen. "That depends on how convincing you are.”

"Swell," said Angelo.

An unmarked unit pulled up beside their car. "I got your pies,” the driver said.
"Okay, Angelo, youreon,” said Agent Silver.

"Shit," said Angelo.

The man in the unit with the pies gave him ajacket and a hat from the pizza ddivery service, then handed
him two steaming pizzaboxes.

"All units, sand by," said Silver into his handset. He turned to Angedlo. "Well be coming in right behind

you," hesaid. "Just act like addivery boy, that'sall. Don't try any heroics. This man's askilled adept and
he'sakiller. What's more, he's probably got at least two or three confederatesin there with him. Just get
them to open the door and keep them talking, then when we make our move, get the hell out of the way.



Shoot only if you absolutely have to, but try not to hit any of us."
"Very funny,” Angelo said wryly. "What do | do if the bastard throws a spell at me?”
"Duck," said Whelen.

"You guys are acouple of real comedians,” said Angelo, zipping up the red, white, and blue jacket and
adjusting hiscap. "How do | look?"

"Likeaguineaddivery boy from Brooklyn,” Whelen replied.
"Upyours" said Angelo. "Okay, we goin'?"

"Weregoing," Silver said, getting out of the car. He spoke into his handheld. "Thisis Silver. All units,
stand by to move on my word. All backup uniform units, start sedling off the arearight now. | want the
roadblocks up, nobody in or out. That means nobody, no exceptions. Sharpshooters, stand by for
targets of opportunity. First team, moveinto position now. Silver out." He glanced up at the darkening
sky. "Lookslikeit'sgoingto ran.”

"Y eah, therés abig storm front coming in," said Whelen. "1t's going to ground the choppers. And the
sharpshooters won't be able to see adamn thing when it hits.”

"Then wed better not waste any moretime,” said Silver. Heturned to Angelo. "Okay, let's get this show
on theroad."

They crossed the street to the building entrance, Angelo carrying the pizza boxesin an insulating warmer.
They went through the front door into the acove. Angelo glanced at the rows of buttons on the buzzer

pandl.

"Wait," said Silver. He pointed at the camera mounted over the panel. He made adight gesture at the
inner door and the locking mechanism quietly clicked open.

"What the hell do you need mefor?" Angelo asked as the door silently swung open by itsdlf.

"| told you, adigtraction,” Silver said. He spoke into his handheld. "First team, repest, first team. . .
movein now. All other units stand by."

They waited amoment or two, then heard the sound of running footsteps asthe SW.A.T. team came
around the side of the building and up the steps to the front entrance, weapons held ready. Silver held the
door for them asthey moved quickly indde. "Stairs," hesad. "Moveit."

The SW.A.T. team members fanned out across the lobby and headed for the stairway doors. Whelen
and Silver followed them insde, while Angelo waited in the acove. Whelen went to get the elevator.
When the door did open, he quickly checked insde, then waved to Silver. Silver motioned Angelo to hit
the buzzer.

Angelo pressed the button for the penthouse. A moment later ayoung female voice responded, 'Y es?”
"Pizzaman," said Angelo in amonotone. We didn't order any pizza."

Angelo made apretense of checking the address, then glanced up toward the camera. "It says here two
large pies, one plain, one pepperoni, ddiver to penthouse, this address.” "There must be a mistake.”

"Your nameant Belamy?'

There's no one here by that name. I'm afraid you've got the wrong address.”



'Fricken' Chrigt," said Angelo. "They screwed up on me again. What the hell am | supposed to do with
these pies?' 'I'm sorry."

" Shit. Hey, lady, look, how's about | give 'em to you haf price? Keep 'em from goin' to waste. Help me
out, whaddya say?"

"Half price?"

"Y eah, two large pies, ten bucks, includin' tip. Such adeal. Nice and hot. How's about it? Whaddya
27

"What kind arethey again?"

"One plain, one pepperoni. Come on, lady, gimme a Creak. These are good pies. Be a shameto waste
Ie,nlll

"Oh, dl right. Comeon up.”

The buzzer sounded. The door was aready open, however. Whelen had wedged it when he went
through.

"Okay, dl units, count down thirty secondsand movein!" Silver said into his handheld. "Repest, count
down thirty seconds and movein!" He grabbed Angelo'sarm and hurried him toward the elevator. "Wl
done," he said with anod at the pand. The floor button was keyed, so they would have to bring him up.

Angelo pressed the intercom button. "Hey, lady? It'sme. The pizzaguy.”
"All right," said the female voice over the spesker. "Hold on.”
The door did shut and the elevator started to ascend.

"Okay, werrein,” said Angelo, turning around. "Jesus, | can't believethey fdl for . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off
as he saw Whden's body dump to the floor of the elevator. "What the. . ."

Silver turned to face him. His eyes were glowing with abright bluefire. Angeio tried to drop the piesand
go for hisgun, but not asingle musclein his body would respond. He felt himself suddenly go cold all
over asicy tentacles squirmed into hismind. Inwardly, he screamed, but outwardly, he couldn't make a
sound. He felt a curious, numbing, vertiginous sensation, and then he could no longer see or hear or smell
or fed athing.

Chapter One

Who wasthat?' asked Wyrdrune, coming out of the kitchen with a cup of coffee.
"Pizzaman," said Kira
Billy looked up from the computer screen. Y ou ordered pizza?'

"Well, no," Kiraexplained, "he delivered to our address by mistake, but said he'd give me half off ontwo
large piesif | took them anyway, so | figured what the hell. We haven't esten yet and | was getting kind

of hungry.”



Wyrdrune stopped in the center of the room. "He ddlivered to our address by mistake? To the
penthouse?"

Kirashrugged. "That'swhat he said. | checked him out. He looked okay, so | buzzed him in."
"That was rather careless, wasn't it?" Billy said, swiveing his chair around.

"He's on hisway up right now," said Kira. "Why, you don't suppose—"

Thelights suddenly started strobing rapidly.

"Somebody'sjust set off the spell wardsin the stairway,” Wyrdrune said.

Billy quickly turned back to the computer. " Archimedes, security check!"

"Working," said thelittle sentient computer, speaking in avoice that sounded like a chipmunk on helium.
The monitor screen flashed quickly from one remote security camerato another. "Intruders present on
the stairs and in the front lobby," the computer said.

"Shit," said Billy, looking at the screen. "Weve got an entire SW.A.T. team on the stairs, coming up fast,
and the wholelobby's crawling with cops”

The sound of srensdrifted up from the street.
"I'm sorry,” Kirasaid, looking chagrined. "I thought—"

The devator door did open behind her. As she turned, Wyrdrune legpt toward her, shape-changing into
his Modred aspect in the blink of an eye.

"Look out!" Modred shouted, shoving her aside.

The energy blast that came out of the evator struck him squardly in the chest. It lifted him right off his
feet and threw him back clear acrossthe room.

"No!" screamed Kira.

As Silver came out of the eevator, he suddenly found himsdlf face-to-face with Billy Slade. Heraised his
armto hurl abalt of thaumaturgic force at him, but Billy's eyes strobed with ablaze of bright blue fire and
twin bolts of energy lanced out from his pupils, striking Silver in the chest and knocking him backward.
Billy followed with another burst of force, but then Angelo came out of the elevator, arm raised, avacant
look on hisface, a9-mm semiautomatic in hisfist. Hisfirst two shots missed, but the third struck Billy in
the shoulder. Before he could fire afourth time, Kirawas on top of him. Shelegpt and brought him
down, wrestling with him for the gun, and then the heavy stairway door exploded off its hinges and the
SW.A.T. team came pouring through into the penthouse suite.

They were exhausted from fighting their way up thefind flight of stairs. They had double-timed it dl the
way to the top floor and broken through the stairwell doorway leading to the penthouse only to hit the
gpell ward at thefina flight of steps. Suddenly it was asif they had run into asolid wal of invisble
molasses. They piled up againgt each other, trying

to force their way through, but it waslike trying to run underwater. Knowing that officers had already
gonein and »erein need of backup, they had bulled their way through by sheer weight of numbers, but it
had taken amost every ounce of energy they had left, and when they blew the door and forced their way
into the penthouse, they were completely unprepared for what awaited them. They suddenly found



themselves faced with aknight in full armor, complete with shield and broadsword.

Thefirgt two SW.A.T. men through the door were involuntarily brought up short by the amazing sight,
and their fellow officers behind them ran right into them. It caused aup, and asthe disoriented officers
scrambled to their feet, armored knight hit them full tilt, shield first. Like abulldozer, he plowed them
back through the open doorway, forcing them back into their fellow officers and pushing them back
down the stairs. They went down like dominoes. Nobody had to get a shot off, nor wasthere an
opportunity to do so without hitting their own men. They tumbled backward down the stairs, going down
much faster than they had come up, and when they redlized the knight had retreated, they attempted to
regroup, but found the stairs beneath them suddenly coated with athick layer of ice. Asthey struggled to
find their footing, they kept falling back into each other and going down in ajumble once again.

Billy came back into the penthouse. Kirawas lying on the floor, trying to get up. Therewas no sign of the
other two men. The elevator doors were closed. He rushed over to Kiraand helped her to her feet.

"Areyoudl right?'
"l think s0 ... | got hisgun, but he nailed me with a shot to thejaw and . . .oh, God! Modred!”

They hurried to where Modred lay on hisback . . . only it wasn't Modred anymore. He was Wyrdrune
once again, younger, unbearded, with longer hair . . . and badly hurt. His chest was burned and
blackened, the shirt cooked right into the flesh. He was unconscious and his breathing was ragged and
shdlow.

Kiragared at him, aghast. "Ishe. .. ?"

"Hesdill dive" sad Billy, crouching by him, "but just barely. Weve got to get him out of here. Those
SW.A.T. copswon't be held back for long."

"What are we going to do?"
"Well haveto teeport. Quick, get Broom and Archimedes.”

Severa shots shattered the diding-glass door as Kirawent across the room. She dove onto the floor and
rolled.

"Christ! They've got sharpshooters on the roof across the street!”
"Kiii-rasaeh . . . ."

There was aclunking sound asthelittle computer fell over onitsside, its monitor screen and casing
smashed by therifledugs.

"Archimedes!" shecried.

"Forget it, it'stoo late!" shouted Billy. "Broom! Wherethe hdl areyou?'

Kiracrawled back across the floor toward Billy. "Can you teleport dl of us?' she asked.
"Merlin could have," Billy said. "No reason why | shouldn't be ableto.”

"Y ou mean you're not sure?"'

He shook his head. "No, but we don't have any other choice. Wyrdrune needs help and we're caught
right in the middle of ahornet's nest. We've got to get out of hereright now. Broom! Wherethe hell is



that bloody stick?"

"Probably hiding,” Kirasad. "I'll go look—"
"Therésnotime," said Billy. "Weve got to go now."
"Wait! Shadow!"

"Forget the bloody cat! There's no damn time!™

"I'm not leaving without—"

Machine-gun fire stitched the wal | behind them asthe SW.A.T. cops managed to struggle back up the
icy gairs. They burgt into the penthouse suite, firing asthey came, then stopped abruptly, looking al
around them. Therewas no oneleft ingde

Deputy Police Commissioner Steve McGuire stood in the center of the penthouse living room, looking
around at al the damage. All around him, the lab boys were bustling about with their equipment, dusting
for prints, bagging evidence, and taking photographs. "What the hell happened here?' McGuire said,
turning back toward Ron Gavorachek, captain of the SW.A.T. team.

"It wasaB.O.T. operation, Sir,” Gavorachek replied, looking at McGuire uneasily. He knew that tone,
and it did not bode well.

"Bullshit," said McGuire. "It wasan N.Y .P.D. operation, complete with SW.A.T. team, choppers,
sharpshooters, and awhole goddamn divison. Why the hell didn't my office know anything about it?'

"Sir, | wastold that Chief Morgan gave his authority—"
"Whereis Chief Morgan?'

"I'mtold heson hisway, gir,” Gavorachek replied. "He's supposed to be coming with aBureau
representative—"

"Right," said McGuire, impatiently interrupting him. "Meanwhile, you sill haven't answered my question,
Captain. What happened here?"

"Bureau Agents Siiver and Whelen were in charge of the operation, sir,” Gavorachek replied. "They had
reason to believe afugitive adept named Michael Cornwall and severd of his confederates were holed up
inthis penthouse—"

"Nobody 'holes up' in a penthouse,” McGuire said wryly.
"Uh...yeah,wdl..."
"Goon."

"The building was surrounded and sharpshooters were stationed on the nearby rooftops," Gavorachek
continued. "My team wasto go in first and take the stairs. Agents Silver and Whelen went up in the
elevator with aplainclothes officer disguised asapizzaddivery guy—"

"Whet plainclothes officer?"



"Detective Angdlo, Sir. He was an undercover guy the Bureau agents brought in. The whole operation
was put together very quickly. They requisitioned unitsleft and right. Chief Morgan gave them—"

"Gave them hisauthority, yes, | know," McGuire said impatiently. Hewaved him on. "Get on with it."

"Right. Wdll, my men took the stairs, but we ran into aspell on thelast flight up, just before we reached
the penthouse.”

"What sort of spell?”

"I don't know, exactly," Gavorachek replied. "There was something dowing them down, making them
struggle for every step they took, but it was nothing they could see. And then there was the knight—"

"Thewhat?'

"Theknight,” Gavorachek said. "Guy all dressed in armor, with ashield and asword—"
"Yourekidding."

"No, sir. He charged my men and pushed them back down the stairs—"

"One man did this? Armed only with asword?!

"W, he had the advantage of surprise, sir. And the stairs had turned to ice—"

lllmll

"Yes, 9r. My men had ahard time getting their footing. And by the time they got back up here, well, they
were gone."

"Who was gone?’
"Theknight, the girl—"
"What girl?"

"Therewasagirl, Sr, and a least one other mae, both young, my men didn't really get agood look at
them. There may have been others present, I'm not sure. | figure they must have teleported. Therewas
no other way out. When the elevator came back down, both Agents Silver and Whelen were onit, dead.
Detective Angelo was il dive, but he was unconscious. He was taken to the hospital. | haven't heard
any word on his condition." Gavorachek looked past him. "Oh, there's Chief Morgan, Sir.”

McGuire turned around to greet the chief. "Ed," he said.
The Wizard of Lovecraft's Cafe 15

"Hello, Steve," said Morgan. He indicated the man beside him. "Thisis Agent Case, he'sthe new head of
the Bureau officein the city.”

"Weve met,” McGuire said with a curt nod at the Bureau man. "Weve got a problem here,” he
continued. "The mediasal over us about this, and we don't know what the hdll to tell them. The
commissioner wants me to give him something yesterday, so he can make astatement, but so far, dl I've
got isamassive policeraid, six city blocks cordoned off, shotsfired, two dead Bureau agents, and a
goddamn knight in shining armor, right out of King Arthur. If you think I'm going to the presswith that,
yourenuts."



"Why don't you let usworry about a statement to the press?* said Case. "Tell the commissioner to refer
them to me and I'll take care of it. It's nothing you need to concern yourself about.”

McGuirestared a him. "That'sit?' hesad. "That'sall you're going to give me?'
Case stared at him steadily. "' For the moment.”
"Wdll, I'm afraid that's not good enough, Agent Case. Who'sthisguy, Cornwall?"

"A renegade adept the Bureau has been after for along time. Thel.T.C. hasaspecid interest inthis
matter. This caseisinternationa in scope, but it's somewhat sengitive. We don't need alot of publicity.”

"Well, your people should have thought of that before they staged one of the largest policeraidsin the
city'shistory,” McGuire said. "That sort of thing tends to attract attention. Especialy when it fails so

Spectacularly.”

Casenodded. "Yes, well, it seemsthat Agents Silver and Whelen somewhat exceeded their authority in
thisingance."

"Isthat s0?' said McGuire.

"Apparently, Agent Silver took it on hisown authority to obtain the warrant from Judge Chambliss, and
he went directly to Chief Morgan without checking with his superiors, firs."

"Meaning you," McGuire sad.

"Meaning me."

"So you're saying you didn't know anything about it," said McGuire.
"That's correct.”

"And now both Silver and Whelen are dead,” McGuire said. "Makes things rather convenient for you,
doexntit?'

"Takeit easy, Steve," Chief Morgan cautioned him.
"That'sdl right, Chief," said Case.

"Likehdl it'sdl right," McGuiresad. "It ginks."

"Steve. . ." said Morgan uneasily. "Y ou're out of line here.”

"It'squitedl right, Chief," said Agent Casein an even tone. "The deputy commissioner isright. It does
gtink, and | fully appreciate his position. Unfortunately, there's not very much | can do about it now.
Fortunately, on the other hand, we do not have to effect agreat ded of damage control. A raid took
place, it failed; two Bureau agents are dead and one police officer isin the hospital. Some peoplein the
areawere inconvenienced. It could have been much worse. My office will take care of any statementsto
the media. If the commissioner fedlsit necessary to make his own statement to the press, he can merely
say the department was extending its cooperation to the Bureau, at our request, in an attempt to
gpprehend some fugitives wanted for felony magic crime. And he can then refer them to mefor any
detalls”

"Which you will fudge" McGuiresad.



"Of course. But the department will be off the hook.”
"Y eah? Tel that to the guy in the hospitd.”

"Regrettable” said Case. "But at least he's dtill dive. I've got two men who are dead.” He glanced around
at the activity in the penthouse. "When your people are finished here, | would appreciate a copy of the
full report.”

"Y ou don't want to have your own people in here?

"I'm sure your lab people are quite competent,” said Case. "I'll be satisfied to seetheir report. And |
would appreciateit if you would forward whatever evidence you may collect to my office. Thereésno
need for you to burden yourself with an additiona investigation.”

"Theresalot you're not telling me, Case," McGuire said.
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"I don't likeit. | don't like when the Bureau comes along and tells the department to ook the other way
and mind our own business. If it impacts on our city, it isour business.”

"Duly noted,” Casereplied. "I'm sorry about your man. | hope he recovers. Chief ..." The Bureau man
nodded to Morgan, then turned and | eft the premises.

"That'sit, huh?' said McGuire. "Thank you very much, turn over everything you find and stay the hell out
of it. Jugt likethat."

"Steve, don't rock the boat," Chief Morgan said. "It's the Bureaw, for chrissake.”
"Fuck the lousy Bureau," said McGuire with ascowl.

"We're dedling with adepts here, Steve," said Morgan. "We don't want the headache. Were not
quaified. Leave the adepts to the adepts.”

McGuire sighed heavily. "l supposeyou'reright,” hesaid. "I guess| just don't like being pushed around.”

"They're not the bad guys, Steve," said Morgan. "They're just worried about the public perception.
Magic crime can be anasty business, especidly when the mediagets hold of it. That'swhy the Bureau
playsit closeto the vest."

"Playing it closeto the vest with the mediais one thing,” said McGuire. "Doing it with the commissioner's
officeisanother.”

"Weve had leaksin the past, you know," Morgan reminded him.

McGuire pursed hislipsthoughtfully and nodded. "Y eah. | guess| seeyour point. But | ill don't likeit. |
haven't been on the Streetsin along time, Ed, and my assis getting fat from sitting on it, but my nose il
worksand it'stelling me that something isal wrong here.”

"Likewhat?"'

"Likewhy didn't he want to bring his own investigative team in? The Bureau trusting our lab boysto
come up with everything? That would be afirgt.”

"It's probably just palitics,” said Morgan. "His people screwed up. He doesn't want to ruffle our festhers



any morethan he hasto.”

"Maybe," said McGuire. "But | think whatever he wanted here, he dready got it. He wasn't exactly
dragging his hedls getting out of here. | think I'd like to have one of our own specid forensics peoplein
here”

"Steve. . . if you'll take my advice, youll leaveit done" said Morgan.
McGuire smiled a him. "Duly noted,” he said.

Morgan grimaced and shook his head. "Y ou're never going to get the old man's job unlessyou learn how
to play bal."

"I can only think about onejob at atime, Ed," McGuire replied. "And right now, somebody's telling me
how to do mine and getting on my nerves."

"Screw you, McGuire," Morgan said with awry grimace. "Don't take my advice. | wasacop in thistown
when you were still getting potty trained, but what the hell do | know? Do what you haveto do. Just
keep meout of it, okay? | don't need any turf battles with the Bureau. I'm only six months from my

pension.”

"Surething, Ed. It'smy decison; I'll take whatever heat comes down."

"The Bureau can generate an awful lot of heat," said the older man.

"Wdll, you know what they say. If you can't takethe hest . . ."

"Y eah, yeah. Just don't say | didn't warn you."

"My best to Gloria, Ed."

Morgan grunted. "Thanks. I'll passit on." He turned and headed for the elevator.

McGuire beckoned to one of the investigators. " Get on the horn and get the Gypsy down here, right
away."

"Yes gr."

McGuire looked around, wrinkling his nose asif there were abad odor inthe air. "Okay, Case," he
mumbled to himself. "I'll see your adept and raise you one psychic.”

"Wherethe hell arewe?' Kiraasked, looking around at the unfamiliar surroundings.
"Sebadtian's" Billy said. "It wasthe only place| could think of inahurry."

They had materidized in the living room of athird-floor walk-up above abar in the Village, near the
corner of MacDougd and Fourth Street, within view of Washington Square Park. The apartment was
not very large, but high ceilings gaveit theilluson of greater space. Still, what space there was had been
crammed full, mosily with books. Almaost every inch of wall space was taken up with bookshelves, and in
addition to the books, the shelves held al manner of strange bric-a-brac. There were small, fantastic
sculptures made of bronze and pewter; various magica amulets and talismans; tarot decks and incense
burners; brass and glass votive candle holders; various smal black iron caldrons and ceremonia daggers,
tobacco humidors and pipe stands; strangely shaped polyhedrd dice and curious, little ceramic potsfilled



with herbs and powders. . . . The whole resembled a cross between an antiquarian bookshop and an
occult notions shop. Books spilled out of the shelves onto the carpeted floor, where they were piled in
precarious stacks in the corners and underneath the coffee and end tables and just about anywhere else
there was any room.

Kirahad never been to the home of Dr. Sebastian Makepeace before, though Billy obvioudy had. The
eccentric New Y ork University professor was one of the few who shared their secret and knew al about
the runestones. Makepeace was not in, so they carried Wyrdrune to the sofa, an old Queen Anne that
had been battered into submission and covered with tobacco burns and beverage stains. He was ill
unconscious and breething raggedly. Billy started carefully removing hisshirt.

"Oh, my God," said Kiraas she saw how badly he was burned. "Ishe going to be dl right?"

"l don't know," Billy replied. "Modred took that blast full force. It should have goneright through him.,
His runestone mugt have saved him."

"Therunestone!" Kirasaid, staring at Wyrdrune's blackened chest with sudden redization. "It's gone! "
"Y ou noticed that," said Billy tensdly.
"Youdontthinkitwas..."

"Destroyed?’ said Billy. He shook his head. "I don't know. Y our guessis as good as mine. But | suppose
itspossible”
"Then that would mean Modred is gone, aswell," Kirasaid in ahushed voice.

"It would mean much morethan that," said Billy with ahard edgeto hisvoice.

Kiraswallowed hard asthe full import of hiswords sank in. If the runestone had been destroyed, it
would mean more than just Modred's desth, but the deaths of al the animating spirits that inhabited the
enchanted gem. She stared at her own runestone, the sapphire magicaly bonded to the flesh of her right
palm, then raised her gaze to the emerald embedded in Wyrdrune's forehead. The third runestone, the
one that had been Modred's, had been embedded in his chest. Now it was gone. Through Wyrdrune,
Modred had lived on, sharing consciousness with him, and the spell of the Living Triangle had survived
intact. But now, she thought. . . What would happen now?

Billy took adeep bresth, gathering his energies, and held his hands over Wyrdrune'sinjured chest.
"Merlin could have donethis," he murmured to himsdlf. " And Gorlois could have doneit. That should
mean that | can do it, too. Except I've never tried.”

"You candoit, Billy," Kirareassured him. "Y ou know you can. Y ou have to."

Billy closed his eyes and moistened hislips as he held his hands out, palms down, over Wyrdrune's
burn-ravaged chest. As heinhaed deeply and concentrated, blue thaumaturgic energy crackled around
his outstretched fingertips like electrica discharges. Kirabit her lower lip as she watched silently, barely
ableto breathe. It appeared asif she had aready lost Modred. She could not bear to lose Wyrdrune, as
well.

A blue auraformed around Billy as he sat there, concentrating intently. It pulsated, expanding and
contracting, strobing dightly, then wide beams of thaumaturgic force streamed out

from Billy's pdms, bathing Wyrdrune's chest and enveloping himin ablue auraaswell. AsBilly'saura
dimmed, the aura around Wyrdrune grew brighter, avisble manifestation of the heding exchange of life



energy. Then the blue glow suddenly faded and Billy collapsed.
“Billy!"

Kiracaught him before he fell and eased him to the floor, leaning back with him againgt the front of the
sofa

"I'm ... dl right," he murmured, resting hishead on her shoulder. "Just . . . week." Hiseydidsfluttered.
"Didit...work?"

Kiraglanced at Wyrdrune's bare chest, from which the burns were aready disappearing. The skin of his
upper torso was red and fading even as she watched.

"Yes, Billy, it worked. You did it."

"Good." He sighed and closed his eyes, utterly exhausted by the effort. "l wasn't sure... | could. .. ." His
voicetrailed off and seconds later his chest was rising and faling rhythmically ashe dept.

"l wasn't sureyou could, ether,” Kirasaid softly.

Therewas till agreat dedl about Billy that she didn't know. Not even Billy knew. Not anymore. A great
dedl had happened to him in ardatively short time. He had gone through more changes than most people
could be expected to survive, much less understand. From atroubled, young, multiethnic street urchin
living by hiswitsin London's East End, he had gone to being an avatar of alegendary archmage,
possessed by the spirit of hisancestor, Merlin Ambrosius, who had involved him in a struggle dating back
to the very dawn of time,

It had not been an entirely benevolent possession. The two persondities, Billy and Merlin, had often been
at odds with one another, astuation that was further complicated when Billy cameinto possession of an
enchanted ring that held the spirit of a sorcerer knight named Gorlois, Duke of Cornwall, the last
surviving member of the Council of the White—and Merlin'sfather.

Gorlois had been one of the Old Ones, an immorta race of magic users who had been the dominant race
on earth when humans were till walking on al fours. It was from them that human legends of gods and
supernatura beings came, for they had regarded primitive humans as nothing more than anima's, sources
of life energy to empower their thaumaturgic spells. In time, however, as humans Sarted to evolve, many
of the Old Ones cameto fed that it was wrong to use them in this manner and so the ruling Council of the
White decreed that humans could no longer beritualy sacrificed for their life force, asthey were
developing into intelligent creatures. Thiswas the beginning of white magic, thaumaturgy thet called upon
thelife force of the spellcaster or dse employed life energy from other living creatures only in away that
would alow that energy to be naturally replenished.

However, not al the Old Ones had obeyed the dictate of the Council. There were those who had
rebelled and refused to give up necromancy—the sorcery of death. These were the Dark Ones, and the
conflict between them and the Council led to war. It was a devastating struggle recdled in Norse legends
asthe Ragnarok. In Germanic myth, it became known as the Gotterdammerung, the Twilight of the
Gods. The upheava had its counterpart in many creation myths, because from it humans had emerged as
dominant. Not many of the Old Ones had been |eft dive. The Dark Ones were defeated and entombed
inthe Euphrates Vdley, held in amagica sate of haf-life by apowerful spell devised by the surviving
members of the Council of the White, dl of whom—save one—gave up their lives, or at least their
corpored existence, to infuse their life energiesinto three enchanted runestones that held the Dark Ones
prisoner. These stones became the spdll known asthe Living Triangle, and they were placed within the
Eternd Circle where the Dark Ones were confined. The one who placed them there was Gorlais, the



youngest and the last surviving member of the Council, who then went out into the world to live among
the humans.

Asthe ages passed, Gorlois made hisway to the lands of the north, where he became awarlord. He
took a De Dannan witch to wife and had a son with her named Merlin, who inherited the sorcerous
powers of hisfather. When hiswife began to age, Gorlois abandoned her and found another, ayoung
We shwoman named Igraine, with whom he had three daughters. He named them Elaine, Morgana, and
Morgause. And each of them inherited his powers, too. Oneday, ariva warlord saw Igraineand fell in
lust with her. Aided by Merlin, Uther Pendragon overcame Corlois, who redlized too late that Uther had
magic on hissde, and ashedied, heinfused hislifeforceinto thefire opa ring he wore, aring that
passed on to his daughter, Morgana, who became known as the sorceress Morgan Le Fay.

To revenge herself on Merlin and his pupil, Arthur, son of the man who had brought about her father's
death, Morgana cast aspell on Arthur and took him to her bed. Theissue of this union was aboy named
Modred, part human, part immortal mage. Then Morganatricked Merlin with the aid of ayoung witch
whom she sent out to seduce him. She cast aspell on him, immuring him within the cleft of alarge oak,
where he would deep for the next two thousand years. Arthur and Modred then faced each other on the
field of battle and both fell, but being part immortal, Modred had recovered from wounds that would
have killed an ordinary man. Heleft Britain and for the next two thousand yearstraveled the world asan
embittered mercenary, living many different lives and amassing a huge fortune. When Kira had first met
him, he was a shadowy hit man known as Morpheus, who had accepted a contract on her life.

In the meantime, the world forgot the ways of magic. Thaumaturgy became rel egated to storybooks and
legends until the day technology came grinding to ahdt in the global disaster known asthe Collgpse. It
was then, when anarchy reigned at the close of the twenty-second century, that Merlin awoke from his
long deep and brought back the old knowledge. It was the beginning of the Second Thaumaturgic Age.
Merlin founded school s throughout the world, training adepts in the discipline of magic, and theold
infrastructure of technology revived, supported by thaumaturgy as anew energy base. But the return of
magic to the world awvoke the Dark Onesin their tomb, and with the aid of one of Merlin's pupils, who
had removed the runestones, they managed to escape. And ever since that day, Kiraslife had no longer
been her own.

Sherecalled the day it started for her, the day she choseto stedl the runestones from Christie€s auction
house. It was not her usua sort of job. She was a cat burglar, not a snatch-and-grab artist, and the idea
of sealing the gemsin broad daylight, in aroomful of adepts, seemed crazy—yet she had been unableto
resst. From the moment she had read about the auiction in the paper, she had felt strangely compelled to
make the heist. In fact, she had been quite literally compelled, both by fate and magic, though she had not
redized it a thetime.

That wasthe day she had met Wyrdrune. She smiled as sherecdlled her first impression of him. It had
been far from favorable. A scruffy, young warlock with amass of curly blond hair and the look of aboy
caught with hisfingersin the cookie jar. He had been born Mevin Karpinsky. Wyrdrune was his mage
name. Most adepts had by then dispensed with the tradition of using mage names, but Wyrdrune had
received hisfrom his old teacher, none other than Merlin Ambrosius himself, and he preferred it to his
birth name. But legdlly, he could not lay claim to being an adept. He had been expelled from the College
of Sorcerersin Cambridge, Massachusetts, for practicing magic without certification. He had returned to
his native New Y ork City, where helived in arailroad flat located on East Fourth Street, along with the
most unusua familiar Kirahad ever seen—a straw broom that he had animated and that had become
impressed with theirascible persondity of hislate mother.

As an adept, Wyrdrune possessed greet natura talent, but it was undisciplined and unrefined. With his



education interrupted, he had been casting about for some way to completeit on hisown, but that
required money, and for some peculiar reason, he had also become fixated on the auction of the
Euphrates artifactsbeing held a Christie's,

They had both tried to steal the runestones at the same time and circumstances had forced them to team
up for the theft.

Theredfter, despite their initial didike of one another, they had been unable to break up the team. Each
timethey tried to fence the runestones, the gems had magically returned to them, which led to at least one
well-connected fence putting out a contract on them. With the police pursuing them aswell, they had
been forced to turn for help to Wyrdrune's old professor, Merlin, who had been thefirst to redize the
true nature of the runestones. When they encountered Modred, who had been sent to kill them, theliving
runestones had forged alink between the three of them, magically bonding with them, making them
avatarsfor the spirits of the mages whose life energiesimbued the stones. From that point on, their lives
had changed irrevocably.

It wasfate that they, the descendants of Gorlois, should have al been brought together to align
themsalves againgt the threat posed by the Dark Ones. It wasfate that after Merlin died, his spirit should
have possessad his sole surviving rdative, ayoung English delinquent by the name of Billy Sade, and it
was fate that Morgan Le Fay's enchanted ring, which had held the spirit of her father, should have come
into Billy's hands, bringing the spirit of Gorloisto his descendant. Fate, magic, synchronicity, whatever it
was, thought Kira, they had al become caught upiniit.

As shewatched Billy deep, Kirathought about al that they had gone through. She thought about what
they had risked, what they had won, and what they had lost. Billy had lost not only hisindividudity, but
he no longer even looked the same. He had become a completely different person. The Billy Sade who
came back with them from London had died in Santa Fe, New Mexico, killed by anecromancer. The
spirits of Gorloisand Merlin had fused their life energieswith hisas he lay dying and the result had been a
sorcerous mutation. Merlin was now gone, and Gorloiswas gone. The Billy Siade she knew was gone,
aswdll. But dementsof al three of them had been magicaly combined to give birth to the young man
whose head now rested on her shoulder. He looked about nineteen years old, but in asense, he had lived
for thousands of years. And in another sense, he was a newborn. Spellborn. There had probably never
been anyone like him before. He was unique. Kirawondered what it felt like. And a the sametime, she
didn't redly want to know.

Wyrdrune and Modred had changed, too. The enchanted, living gems had wrought changesin their
molecular structure, changes that were, according to the laws of science, utterly impossible. When
Modred died, killed by a Dark One's acolyte in Tokyo, Japan, his runestone had absorbed hislife force
and bonded with Wyrdrune, so that the integrity of the spell uniting them could be preserved. Thetwo
men she had loved wound up sharing consciousnessin the same body, abody that could shapechange.
Wyrdrune could physicaly manifest as Modred and both of them were present al the time. It had made
her love life interesting, to say the least, and she had wondered if she would not be the next to undergo
some sort of sorcerous mutation.

Kiraclenched her fist, feding the sgpphire runestone embedded in her palm. She had not asked for any
of this. She had never been given any choice. The runestone was a part of her now, and yet she had
never grown completely accustomed to it. Shewondered if she ever could. It frightened her. It gave her
strange, disturbing dreamsthat defied her comprehension. Often, in the middle of the night, it seemed asif
she could hear voices murmuring to her, and she was never certain if it wasadream or if sheredly heard
them. And each time she tried to remember what they said, the memory dipped away.

She had no ideawhat would happen now. Had Modred's runestone been destroyed, and Modred aong



withit? Or had hislife force fused with Wyrdrune's, asthe life energies of Gorlois and Merlin had fused
with Billy's? The only thing she knew for sure was that she bore the blame for what had happened. She
had allowed her guard to dip and that wasinexcusable. It had all happened sofast . . . She suddenly
smelled hot cocoa. She frowned. Hot cocoa?

"One marshmalow or two?"

She looked up and saw Sebastian M akepeace standing over her, holding a steaming hot mug of cocoain
one hand and a bag of marshmalowsin the other.

"Sebadtian! | didn't hear you comein ... ."
"Well, you didn't exactly use the door yourself now, did you?' Makepeace replied.

He made an imposing sight, as usua. He stood six feet six inchestal and weighed close, to three hundred
pounds. He wore ablack beret a ajaunty angle, and hislong white hair cascaded to the shoulders of his
ankle-length, black lesther coat, beneath which he wore ared and white striped shirt, a bright blue,
Flemish style cravat, apurple tweed jacket, khaki pants, and suede desert boots. For a university
professor, it was quite aflamboyant outfit. On the other hand, for aman who clamed to be afairy, it was
probably conservative.

"Sebhadtian, we were hit," she said.

"So | gathered,” he replied, setting the mug down on the coffee table. "Two, | think." Hewaggled his
index finger and two marshmallows obligingly floated up out of the plastic bag and plopped themselves
into the cocoa.

"You knew?"'

"No, but when I come hometo find two of you unconsciousin my living room, the energy resdue of a
healing spdll permesting the entire place, and you Sitting there with your aura papitating like astrobe light,
it doesn't take agreat legp of deduction to figure out you've had some trouble. Now drink your cocoa.”

Shedared a him. "How the hell can | drink cocoaat atime like this?’

"You amply lift the mug up to your lipsand sip,” said Makepeace. "Careful, though, it'shot.”
"Sebagtian, are you listening to me?”’

"Drink."

With asigh of frustrated resignation, sheraised the mug to her lips and took asip. It tasted indescribably
good. Shetook another, larger sip. The warmth of the hot cocoa seemed to spread dowly throughout
her entire body. Shefdt hersdlf starting to relax as a sense of calm contentment came over her.

"Good, isn't it?" Makepeace sad.

I'Mmmm, it'sdelicious.” She drank some more. Shefét asif she were floating on awarm and fluffy
cloud. A crooked smile played across her lips. "I must beredly tired. | think I'm getting abuzz off this. .

"Drink up."
She finished off the mug, then gaveasmdl belch.



"Better?' Makepeace said.
"Mmmm. Much." Her eyes crossed and she keeled over onto the carpet, unconscious.

"I make the best hot cocoain town," said Makepeace.

CHAPTER TWO

The young woman who came into the penthouse apartment did not ook like anyone who would be part
of apoliceinvestigation. Her long and wavy hair was naturally blond, or so McGuire seemed to recall.
He had aso seen it brunette, hennared, and silver. At the moment it was violet. She wore large hoop
earrings and agold butterfly stud in her nose. Dark violet eyeshadow, dark violet lipstick, dark violet
fingernails out to there, McGuire noted, taking inventory. She had on a puffy-deeved blouse of dark blue
slk, ablack and gold embroidered velvet vest, tight, faded blue jeans, and knee-high leather boots with
high hedls. To complete the ensemble, she wore a profusion of necklaces and amulets, adark blue silk
scarf tied around her head, like a Barbary pirate, and she carried a paidey blue and purple wool serape
draped over one shoulder.

Natasha Ouspenskaya, better known smply as"the Gypsy," had no forma connection with the
N.Y.P.D. Most department officialswould get blank looks if her name was mentioned, though they al
knew about her. They smply weren't very comfortable admitting it. The Gypsy was not an adept. At
least, she was not certified as one, though McGuire could not swear she abstained from practicing magic
without alicense. To the best of hisknowledge, she had never tried to pass herself off asan adept. "I'm
just asmple gypsy fortune-teller,” she would say with alook of wide-eyed innocence that looked as
genuine as it was mideading. However, whether she practiced any illega hocus-pocus on the side or not,
any taents she might have had in that areawere not what interested Deputy Commissioner Steve
McGuire, or anyoneelseinthe N.Y.P.D. for that matter. What interested them was the fact that she was
ahighly gifted psychic, the strongest and most reliable they had ever encountered.

McGuire had dated her briefly shortly after they first met. The memory of that experience ill made him
wince inwardly. The Gypsy had just hel ped the department solve adifficult murder case and the press
had gotten wind of it. McGuire got caught right in the middle and had to take care of the spin control.
Congdering her flamboyance, it hadn't been an easy job. He had fdt attracted to her from the beginning.
She was so completely different from any woman he had ever met, She had immediately sensed his
interest and announced, in athick, Transylvanian accent, ™Y ou find me interesting, no? Something
different, an unusua experience, eh?' She had drawn out the word "un-yoo-shoo-al" the way Count
Draculamight have done. "Y ou wonder if you can maintain control with such awoman. Hah!"

The melodramatic Balkan accent was merely an affectation, of course, something she trotted out from
time to time merdly to amuse hersdlf. Natasha Ouspenskaya, despite her name, hailed not from the
Carpathians, but from Rodyn, Long Idand. And if McGuire had any remaining doubts about her psychic
abilities, they were gone after that first dinner date. She had been able to read him like an open book,
something he had found extremely disconcerting. Their reationship, if it could even be called that, had not
lasted longer than two or three dates, but they had remained friends and M cGuire continued to cal on
her whenever the department was faced with aparticularly baffling case.

He had expected her to come sweeping flamboyantly into the room when she arrived, making one of her
usual grand entrances, but instead she staggered in, supported by apolice officer. Her face waswhite
and shelooked shaken. "Natashal" McGuire said, moving toward her quickly. "What happened?



"Shethrew up in the evator,” the patrolman said.
"Areyou dl right?' said McGuire.

"No," she said, shaking her head. "' Give meaminute." She straightened up with effort and took a deep
breath, pressing her fingersto her temples, then exhaed heavily. She repested the deep breathing severa
times before she spoke again. "Whoo. That's better. 1t's not so bad now. Damn, the hell have you got
here, Mac?'

| was hoping you could tell me," McGuire said. ™Y ou're picking something up aready?'

'Ricking it up? It's practically knocking me down! The vibrationsin that €levator just about floored me.
I've never anything likeit."”

McGuire frowned. "And that wasjust in the elevator?' Somebody died in that elevator, Mac. Died
horribly."

"Y es, two Bureau agents,” said McGuire, nodding.
No. . .therewasonly one."

McGuire shook his' head. "There were two. Agents Silver Whelen. And one police officer. He survived,
but he'sthe hospitd, in critical condition.”

Natasha shook her head. "No. . . . No, that can't be sheingisted. "Only one man died in that elevator,
psychic impressions are extremely strong. | could dmost hismind screaming.”

McGuire pursed hislipsthoughtfully. "Wéll, | supposeit's possible. One of them might have died in the
elevator; other one might have died in here and Angelo may have him back in, not redizing he was
already dead. | guess could have happened that way. In any case, I've got two Bureau agents and one
cop inintensve care. | want to what happened here.” "

Magic," said Natasha as she sarted to circle around the apartment, walking dowly with her aams dightly
spread out from her Sides, her eyeswide and dert, glancing al around, her breathing shdlow. "Magic

happened.”

"We dready knew that much," said McGuire.

"I'm talking heavy magic, Mac,” she sad. "Mage-level suff.”

"Mage level ?" said McGuire. "That'simpossible.”

"I'mtdling you," sheinggted. "There were severd extremey powerful adepts here.”

"Both Agents Silver and Whelen were eighth-level adepts, Natasha," said McGuire. "But they certainly
weren't mages.”

"No. ... No, I'm talking about the people who wereliving here. And the one who came for them.”
"It wasaraid, Natasha," McGuire said. "Silver and Whelen came here to make an arrest.”
She shook her head. "No. ... He came hereto kill ."

"Who came hereto kill’?* McGuire asked, frowning and watching her intently as she moved around the
room.



She stopped for amoment and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to concentrate. She let her breath out in an
exasperated sigh and shook her head. "I don't know. It'sall so confusing .... There€'sjust so much here. .
.. It'sal getting muddled.”

"Okay, takeit easy," said McGuire. "Take your time."
"l need to have everybody out of here," she said. "There'stoo much interference. I'm getting distracted.”

McGuire nodded to one of the detectives, who quickly ushered the forensics team out. Several of them
glanced a the Gypsy and shook their heads with resignation, but nobody said anything in McGuire's
presence. The deputy commissioner was, after dl, the second-highest ranking official in the department.
A few momentslater only McGuire and Natasha remained in the penthouse.

"l don't understand ..." Natasha said, staring down at the floor and cocking her head to one Side, asiif
listening to something. "I'm getting the impression that there were only three people living here, but at the
sametime, I'm registering more. And both impressionsfed right. But that doesn't make any sense.”

"Don't worry about it for now,” McGuire said. "Just give me whatever you pick up. Well sort it out later.
If afew details seem contradictory, don't concern yoursdlf about it."

"That'sjust thething," she said with apuzzled frown. "1 keep getting completely contradictory
impressions. All over the place. | get the sense that the people living herewereyoung . . . and then, at the
sametime, I'm picking up areding of old age."

"Like. .. how old?'

"Extremey old. Ancient. Thousands of years. . . ." She stopped and frowned. "Wdl, now how the hell
can that be?’

"But that's what you're getting?”

She nodded. "Yes, but. . . it's crazy. How could anybody be thousands of years old?"
'But you said you dso had the sense the people living here were young.”

"Well, yes, that, too. It'svery peculiar. ..."

"What else can you pick up about them?Y ou said there were three?

"Two malesand afemde,” she said immediately. Then she frowned again and shook her head. "No, that
in't right. I'm getting one femae and one mae." Another headshake." No, that's only two, and there
werethree..."

"Wel, whichisit?'
"l don't know! Be quiet, Mac, | can't focus. . . ."

Her frustration was clearly evident. McGuire had never seen her react thisway before. Her psychic
impressions were usualy so right on the money that she had atendency to get cocky. Thiswasanew
experience for her. He could see that she was thrown by it.

"It'sthe strangest thing,” she said. "'I'm picking up different impressions, but they al seem to contradict
each other and most of them are completely illogical.”

"Isit possible that could have been done on purpose?’ asked McGuire.



Sheglanced at him with a puzzled expression. "What do you mean?"

"I don't know, exactly. Maybe aspell of some sort, to confuse anyone who tried to get areading on this
place.”

She thought about it for amoment. "'l supposethat's possible,” she said. "It's not redlly my area of
expertise, you know. Y ou'd have to ask an adept. But if there was some sort of spell that ..." Her voice
suddenly trailed off.

"What isit?"
"A spell," shesaid dowly, her voice scarcely aboveawhisper. "Yes, aspdl. .. "

She was on the verge of something. McGuire wanted to press her for details, but at the sametime, he
didn't want to say anything that might throw her off. Come on, Gypsy, he thought, you can do it. Come
on. Tell mewhat went down here.

"Theliving triangle...." she said suddenly.

McGuire quickly took out his notebook and started writing. The Gypsy closed her eyes and spoke again,
inasort of chant:

"Three stones, three keysto lock the spell,
Threejewesto guard the Gates of Hell,
Threeto bind them, threein one,

Threeto hide them from the sun,

Threeto hold them, three to keep,

Three to watch the deepless deep.”

McGuirewrote quickly, getting it al down in his notebook. On the surface, it sounded like some sort of
nursery rhyme. Natasha opened her eyes, blinked, and shook her head, asif to clear it. She looked
dazed. "What was that?' he asked.

"I have noidea," shereplied. "It just cameto me. It must be some kind of spell.”
"A livingtriangle. . . What doesthat mean?"

"How the hell am | supposed to know? This placeisfull of more powerful vibrationsthan I've ever
encountered anywhere before. I'm being flooded with so much, I'm having ahard time making sense of
anything. It'slikeligening to

severd different pieces of music, dl played at the sametime. it'slike apsychic cacophony, and it'sdriving
mecrazy!"

"Y ou want to get out of here for awhile?’

She shook her head. "No. It's exasperating, but I'm al right. | was sick back there in the eevator, but the
feding in hereisdifferent. There's been atremendous amount of energy released here.”

"Thaumeaturgic energy?"
"Unquestionably. Have you had forensic adeptsin here to scan for trace emanations?’

"Not yet. Y ou kicked everybody out."



"Wdll, when they do get around to taking areading, don't be surprised if it knocks them for aloop,” she
sad. "Does the name Morpheus mean anything to you?"

"Morpheus? No. What's that?'

"It'snot awhat, it'sawho,” Natashasaid. "And it's not hisonly name."

"What about Michagl Cornwall?'

"Yes, that resonates.. . . and Modred,” said Natasha. "He's also known as Modred.”
McGuirewrote it down. "Now were getting somewhere.”

Natashafrowned. "But he'sdead. | think." She shook her head. "I don't know, I'mnot sure. ... I'm
getting something about arune. ... It has something to do with the spell.” She cocked her head to one
gde "Werd."

"What'sweird?"

"Therune. It'sawerd rune."

"A weird rune?'

"A runestone.”

"A weird runestone?'

Shefrowned. "No, that'snot right. . . ." She exhaled heavily. "l need sometime donein here, Mac."

Helooked dubious. "The Bureau is going to start getting antsy about that forensics report. They don't
know about you yet and I'd just as soon they didn't find out. How long are you going to need?"

"I don't know. I'm picking up the strangest impressions, Mac. I've never experienced anything like this.
Either I'mlosing it or somebody's trying to confuse the hell out of me. I'm getting something about aweird
rune and ataking broom, for crying out loud. It'slike psychic word salad and it's giving me a headache.
If I can have acouple of hoursaonein here, | should be able to make some sense of it dl.”

"Okay," McGuire sad, "two hours, and then I've got to send the forensics team back in." He checked his
watch. "I'll be back for you by six."

"If I don't have something more concrete for you by then, I'll tradein my tarot deck for The Wall Street
Journal .

McGuire grinned and took the elevator back downgtairs. The forensicsteam was waiting for him down
there, dong with the detectives. There was also acrowd of reporters waiting outside, on the sidewalk,
desperate to get astory in before the evening newscast.

"The Gypsy come up with anything?' asked Detective Hank Sloan, from Homicide.
"She'sdill up there" replied McGuire.

"Alone?' asked one of the forensics adepts with concern. " Sir, we haven't even had a chance to go over
the place yet and—"

"Don't worry, she's seen enough crime scenes to know not to disturb any evidence,” McGuire said.



"Mediasin full howl," said Robinson, Sloan's partner.

"Tdl them I'll have a statement for them at the hospital,” McGuire said. "I want to check on Detective
Angelo, and at the sametime, | want to get them away from here, if possible. Thelast thing we needisto
have them see the Gypsy."

"Toolate," said Soan. "Bunch of ‘em saw her going in. They've been asking about her involvement.”
"Hell, that'sdl | need,” McGuire said. "The bossis going to throw afit.”
"Bringing her inwasyour idea,” Soan said.

"She gets results, Hank," said McGuire. "And right now, we need some results, because we haven't got
sguat. I'm going over to the hospital. I'll be back in a couple of hours. See that nobody disturbs the
Gypsy while she's up there. Oh, and Hank, run these and see what you come up with." He tore a couple
of pagesout of his notebook and handed them to Sloan.

Morpheus, Modred, Living Triangle, Weird Rune, Runestone. . . and what's this? Some kind of nursery
rhyme?’ asked Soan.

"It'swhat the Gypsy picked up,” McGuire said. " She thinksit might be some sort of spell. Morpheus and
Modred might be aliases of Michadl Cornwall. The others.... | don't know what the hell they are. Seeiif
you can come up with anything."

"It'snot much,” said Sloan.
"It'sabeginning, Hank. Get on it, okay?'
"Yougotit."

McGuire dipped out through the basement to avoid the press and had asquad car drive him over to the
hospital, so that he could check on Detective Angelo. All he knew so far wasthat Angelo wasin critical
condition. He wanted to have al the details. When he talked to the press, he wanted to have at least
some answers for them. He was hoping that Angelo could supply them. Assuming he could talk.

At the hospital, he identified himsalf by producing his shield at the desk, then asked to spesk to the
doctor in charge of Angelo's case. He noticed that the nurses exchanged nervous glances when he
mentioned Angelo's name. That wasn't agood sign. A few moments later awhite-coated physician
approached him.

'Deputy Commissioner McGuire? I'm Dr. Ronad Fuller, Chief of Medicine.”

"Thank you for coming, Doctor,” said McGuire, "What can you tell me about Detective Angelo's
condition?Ishe ableto talk?'

"Wdl," Fuller began uneadily, "up until ashort while ago, | wouldn't have thought he was capable of
anything. Detective Angelo wasin acomawhen he was brought into emergency.”

"Was in acoma? Y ou mean he didn't makeit?"

"Well, gpparently, Detective Angelo not only came out of his coma, but he left the hospitd,” said Dr.
Fuller, looking rather upset.

"What do you mean he left the hospital ?'Y ou mean he was in acomawhen he came here severa hours
ago and now he's been discharged?'



"No, no, that would be quiteirregular,” said Dr. Fuller. "I mean he gpparently took it upon himself to
leave.”

"Wait aminute," said McGuire. "What the hdll isthis?'Y ouretdling methat aman who wasinacomaa
mere matter of hours ago suddenly gets up and just walks out on his own steam?”

"Hewas seen leaving the hospitd,” said Dr. Fuller.
"And nobody tried to stop him?'

"Well, I'm afraid | wasabit imprecisethere” Dr. Fuller said. "In point of fact, he was seen leaving his
room and going into the eevator. Apparently, no one actualy saw him leave the hospitd, but weve
conducted athorough search of the entire building and heisn't on the premises.”

"Thisisthe craziest thing I've ever heard of " said McGuire.

"It gets crazier," the doctor replied.

"Who saw him leave?" M cGuire demanded.

"Oneof the nurses—"

"l want to gpeak to her, right now."

"I'm afraid that's not possible,” said Dr. Fuller. "She's under sedation.”
"Why?"

"Because she went into hysterics when she saw him coming out of hisroom," Dr. Fuller replied. "You
didn't quite let mefinish. Detective Angelo was in acomawhen he arrived in E.R. Hewas moved into a
private room and placed on life support. Shortly after that, he was pronounced brain dead.”

"What?'
"Look, I know how thissounds," said Dr. Fuller.
"Doestheword 'nuts ring abell?’

"My firgt response was to ream out the doctor who pronounced him brain dead,” Fuller said, "except he
ingsted 1

check out the patient's E.E.G. mysdlf, which | did, and frankly, | would have made the same diagnosis.
Anybody would. It wasflat, al acrossthe board. Naturaly, | assumed the machine was faulty, so we
tested it and it checked out.”

"So what are you saying, Doctor, Angelo was brain dead, and then he suddenly came back to lifeand
just strolled out of here?!

"| can appreciate your sarcasm, Mr. McGuire," Fuller replied. "Believe me, | would have the same
reaction in your place. Infact, | did. Until | caled in our thaumaturgic pathologist.”

"Y our what?"'

"Our thaumaturgic pathologist,” Fuller repested. "Almost every hospital has a department of thaumaturgic
medicine now, or they'd better have if they wish to remain competitive. Theré'sagreat demand for it.



People are opting more and more for magica heding instead of more traditiona medical therapy. It'sless
invasive, insurance companieslikeit becauseit involvesless drugs and is consequently less expensive
over thelong run, and—"

"Right, get to the punch ling" said McGuireimpetiently.

"I had Dr. Marconis, our staff thaumaturgic pathologist, examine Detective Angelo's chart and then check
his room for trace emanations. Dr. Marconisis a seventh-level adept, with degrees from Johns Hopkins
and the College of Sorcerersin Cambridge. Heis highly respected, both as an adept and a physician.”

"The point, Doctor, please,” McGuire said.

"The point isthat Dr. Marconiswas not only able to detect thaumaturgic trace emanationsin Detective
Angelo'sroom, but he said they were the strongest he had ever encountered. The energy in the residue of
the trace emanations aone, he said, would have been enough to power our entire hospita for six months.
On the recommendation of Dr. Marconis, we have since moved three patientsin and out of that room.
All threeweretermind. All three wereleft in there for no longer than ten minutes, and dl three are now
showing signs of complete recovery.”

"Y ou mean just being in that room for ten minutes cured them?”

"It certainly looksthat way," said Dr. Fuller. "Unfortunately, the effect is only temporary. Thetrace
emanationswill probably disspate by tomorrow. In the meantime, were moving as many termind
patientsin and out of there as possible, and charting everything. | don't know what happened, or how it
happened, but it seemsto be working and I'm not going to look a gift horsein the mouth.”

"WhereisDr. Marconisnow?' McGuire asked. "Can | speak with him?”

"I'm afraid not,” Dr. Fuller replied. "For the time being, he'sin charge of this phenomenon, and heisgoing
to beinvestigating it to the best of hisability for aslong asit lasts.”

"I would very much like to speak with him as soon as he's available, and discuss the results of his
investigation,” said McGuire.

"I'll be sureto passit on," said Dr. Fuller. "Meanwhile, there was one thing that Dr. Marconis wanted me
to ask the police. Exactly what was Detective Angelo exposed to?"

McGuire took adeep bresth and exhaded heavily. "Doctor, | wishto hell | knew."

The Gypsy took the stairs down from the penthouse. It was along way down, but she had no intention of
getting into that elevator again. She had removed her boots and carried them in her left hand as she
descended in her stocking feet. Exercise had never been her strong suit, and it was hard enough going
down dl thoseflights of stairswithout having to do it in high hedls. There was the added benefit that with
her boots off, her feet made no noise on the stairs. She did not wish to attract any attention, especialy
since she was sneaking evidence out of a crime scene.

"Must you carry me upside down?" said Broom.

"I'm sorry," said the Gypsy, taking the enchanted broom off her shoulder, where shed been carrying it
likearifle, and holding it down at her Sdein her right hand. "There, isthat any better?"

"Just be careful and don't hit my head on therailing,” Broom replied.



"You don't have ahead, sofar as| can see”
" Nu?| don't have amouth either, but you hear me talking, don't you, Miss Smarty Pants?"

"Listen, bad enough I'm sneaking out with evidence from a crime scene, | don't need any tsuris from
you."

"Evidence? Who're you calling evidence? Wait aminute. . where does a gypsy fortune-teller who dresses
like astolen car get off using aword like tsuris?"

"I'm Jewish. So sueme.”

"Y ou're Jewish? That'sfunny, you don't look Jewish."

"Oh, and | suppose you do?'

"I must admit you have apoint there," Broom said. "Wheresthe cat?'

Natasha looked over her shoulder. " She's coming down behind us. Y ou sure she's not athaumagene?”

"Nope. Shadow isaperfectly ordinary house cat," Broom said. "Which isto say, no magic. She doesn't
talk, but she's smart asawhip.”

"l cant believe I'm doing this," Natashasaid. "If McGuirefinds out, hell kill me.”
"For what, stedling abroom?"
"A thaumaturgicaly animated, talking broom, who can probably answer dl his questions,” said Natasha.

"Trust me, bubeleh, you're doing the right thing. Those policemen wouldve asked melots of questions
that | couldn't redly answer and then I'd have wound up in some dark closet in their property room.”

"Somehow, | doubt that," said Natashawith agrin. And then her smilefaded. "What I'm worried about is
how I'm going to get out of here with you. They'reliableto ask melots of questions| can't redly answer
if 1 go traipsing through the lobby with you."

"Go down to the basement and out through the parking garage,” said Broom. " Then you can walk over to
First Avenue and hail acab."

"McGuire said he was going to come back and pick me up in about two hours," she said. She checked
her watch. "Boy, heis not going to be happy about this. Just remember, Broom, we've got aded. |
expect some serious cooperation in return for this."

"Youll get it, don't worry," said the broom. ™Y ou may not want it when you got it, but you'll get it. Boy,
will you ever get it. And boy, are you not going to want it. Maybe you should just put me and thecat in
that cab and go back up to the penthouse so you can meet your friend. Y ou really don't want to get
mixed up in this far potshket situation. Y ou look likeanicegirl. A little too much with the makeup,
maybe, and the purple hair | could do without, but you should just live and be happy and not get yourself
involved. Trust me on this, okay? | know from what I'm talking."

"Forget it, Broom, we made adedl. | get you out of there and take you where you want to go, and in
return you let me know what the hell went on up there. Half the things | picked up in that place scared the
daylights out of me and the other half | flat out don't believe.”

"Okay, but don't say | didn't warn you," said the broom.



"Now where exactly are we going from here?'

"TheVillage," Broom said. "If anybody knows what's going on, it'll be Sebastian.”

"Sebadtian?' Natashafrowned. "I'm not getting anything off that name. Who ishe? Is he an adept?’
"No, hesafairy."

"Inthe Village? Therésabig surprise.”

"Not that kind," said the broom.

"What other kind isthere?"

"Thekindinfary tdes"

Natasha stopped. "Now, wait aminute, you don't meanto tell me... A fairy"?YY ou mean, like
Tinkerbdl? Glow in the dark, magica sprite with gossamer wings, that kind of fairy?*

"Wadll. . .no. Not exactly."
"Well, then what, exactly?"
"Maybewed just better wait until you meet Sebastian,”

Broom said. "He's not redlly the easiest person to describe. Y ou sort of have to experience him
firghand."

"Y ou're not doing very much to clear thingsup,” the Gypsy said.

"Don't worry about it, dear,” said Broom. "I promiseyou, it'll only get worse."

CHAPTER THREE

The entrance to L ovecraft's Cafe was below street level, down anarrow flight of steps and through a
heavy sted door painted black and covered with dectric yellow runes. The uninitiated often thought the
dramatic-looking runes spelled out some sort of ward or cabalistic message, but in fact they merely
spelled out the phrase "Mixed drinks, fine food."

Theinterior of the cafe wasawhimsical blend of the occult and Rebest, aretro movement harkening
back to the coffeehouse tradition of the Village in the days prior to the Collapse. The decor was spare
and black. Black walls, black celling, black booths, black everything, including the lycras, jeans, and
turtlenecks of the waiting staff, most of whom were young dancers and actors waiting for their big bresk.
Everyone who worked at L ovecraft's, and many of the patrons, wore the obligatory Rebesat black eye
makeup that completely encircled the eyes. Some of the patterns were round, like painted-on sunglasses,
others were diamond-shaped, giving a harlequin effect; while still others ran down the cheeks like tear
tracks, making the wearers look like weeping raccoons. Save for this masklike eye shadow, no other
makeup wasworn, and avampiric pallor was cultivated by avoiding sunlight. The heavy-duty Rebests,
the real purigts, aso affected aflat monotone, speaking in abored and detached way, all the time keeping
acompletely neutra facial expresson. Emotiond displays of any kind were frowned upon. In fact, frowns
themselves were frowned upon, and smiles were definitely uncoal. It wasimpossible to shock or get a



rise out of atrue Rebeat. Nothing surprised them; they had seen it dl, and none of it was very
noteworthy. They dismissed most things with jaded catchphrases such as "Been there, donethat,” and
"It'sdl nickd-and-dime."

Lovecraft's was not atrendy bar, because the Rebest lifestyle was not very amenable to trendiness. It
was a bit too odd and difficult to maintain for the terminally au courant. It was not enough to smply look
the part, one had to do one's homework. Rebeats were not hedonists; they were diehard intellectudls,
masters of the hip sub-reference. Their drug of choice was reading and their recreation was composing
and ligtening to poetry. They were aso antimusic, regarding it as superficialy emotiona and too
distracting. They liked their poetry performed to the percussive best of bongos or the eectronic
syncopations of their rhythm boxes ... or, better yet, done "hardcore’—with no accompaniment at al.
Rebeat was an antitrend, and so Lovecraft's was not trendy. It was essentially ahangout for bohemian
adepts and the intellectua ly disaffected—in other words, acoholic wizards and college students.

Dr. Sebastian Makepeace dwelled comfortably, if rather ostentatioudly, in this environment. His
doctorate was in Pre-Collapse History, which he taught at New Y ork University, but he aso held
graduate degreesin Metaphysics and Occult Studies. Such esoteric quaifications made him eminently
acceptable not only to his academic colleagues but to the Re-beats as well. Both groups appreciated him
for hisintdlectud abilitiesand hisorigindity. Evenin aplacelike Greenwich Village, the meccaof the odd
and the bizarre, Makepeace was unique. In aworld where everyone who ever took an undergraduate
coursein Thaumaturgy liked to pose as an adept, M akepeace adamantly refused thetitle. He was, he
inssted, neither awizard nor asorcerer. He was afairy.

It irked him that dictionaries defined the term as elther "asmdl, imaginary being with magical powers' or
"amale homosexua." Use of theword "fairy" to describe mae homosexua s was something to which

M akepeace took strenuous exception. It was, he claimed, offensive to both gays and fairies. Hewas on
apersond crusade to redefine the word and his ongoing battle with the compilers of the Oxford English
Dictionary had become something of alegend in academic circles. He obvioudy took issue with the word
"imaginary,” and indsted that hissze certainly gavethellieto theword "smdl." At aheight of six feet S,
and with arather considerable girth, he would not be considered either smal or imaginary by anyone's
definition. That left the "magica powers," and there was no question that he had them. How he came by
them, however, was a subject of consderable debate among his students.

At N.Y.U. hewas consdered an amiable, if somewhat volatile, oddbdl, and each year some of his
students stubbornly set out to prove that old Professor Makepeace was nothing more man atraditionaly
trained adept. To date, however, none of them had managed to prove any such thing. He did nothing to
discourage their effortsto "expose" him. He knew that no amount of research on their part would turn up
any record of anyone named Sebastian Makepeace ever taking any postgraduate coursesin
Thaumaturgy, much less adegree from any College of Sorcerers. The Bureau of Thaumaturgy, under the
aegisof the Internationa Thaumaturgical Commission, administered al programs of magic study and
certification throughout the world, but the name Sebastian Makepeace did not appear in any of their
records.

However, to the skeptics, thisdid not constitute proof of hisassertions. Tuition at a College of Sorcerers
was expendve and the admission process was highly selective and competitive, but dl thetextsused in
the advanced courses could be had at reasonable prices at virtually any used bookstore in the country.
This had created certain problemsthat the B.O.T. had not foreseen. In other nations, where freedom of
information was not always regarded as aright, laws had been passed to prohibit the unauthorized sde
and possession of thaumaturgy texts, but in America, such prohibitions would not be congtitutiond.

Anyone with access to an occult supply store, claimed the skeptics, could easily obtain al the necessary



knowledge and materials to practice magic. However, such home study was not without its hazards.
Hospitals and psychiatric wards were full of people who had tried to teach themselves how to perform
magic without the supervision of a certified adept. Makepeace dways pointed out that it required natura
ability, enormous discipline, and proper training. Nevertheless, the skeptics chose to believe that

M akepeace was either arare exception to the rule or else had received histraining under another name.
No one had ever seen ared-livefairy, they ingsted, and there was no proof of their existence. They
conveniently overlooked the fact that none of the spells Sebastian Makepeace used could be found in
any textbook.

Lovecraft's was the one place where M akepeace was accepted at face value. The Rebeats didn't care
oneway or the other what he was. Supernatura being? Sure, whatever. Pass the pitcher, Dad. Some
people found such blase hipnessirritating. Makepeace found it remarkably refreshing.

"Hey, dad," ayoung Rebesat regular greeted him as he made hisway toward his usud table at the back.

"Hey, daughter,”" he replied. The waitresswas not, of course, his daughter, but if they called him "Dad,”
he dways replied in kind, addressing them as"Son" or "Daughter,” whatever seemed appropriate.
Sometimesit was difficult to tell. He knew that it was not the proper "hip" response, but it seemed to
amuse the young people.

He had left Kiraupstairs, keeping an eye on Wyrdrune, who was sill unconscious, and Billy, who was
fast adeep, exhausted by the healing spell. Kirahad looked pretty tired herself, but she would not deep,
nor would she leave the others. He did not have anything in hisrefrigerator that would make a decent
medl, Since he ate out al the time, so he came down to Lovecraft's to get them something to eat and
ponder what Kirahad told him.

"The usual, Doc?' said a pretty, young, dark-haired waitress with heavy black eye shadow. Shewas
wearing ablack shesth dressthat looked asif it had been painted on.

"Yes, please, Morticia," Makepeace said. "And please tell Eduardo that | would like some of his
excellent fettucine Alfredo to go. Enough for three or four generous portions. | have some unexpected

company.”

"Surething, Doc,” said the waitress.

"Oh, and by theway, dear, is Gonzago in tonight?*

"He'sat thebar.”

"Heis?' said Makepeace with afrown. "Where? | don't see him."
She merdy pointed up.

M akepeace raised his gaze toward the celling and said, "Ah. Well, be alove and ask him to come down,
would you?'

The man who was plastered up againgt the ceiling did not respond at once when the waitress called to
him. His voluminous blue robes draped from hisfigure like funereal vestments, and hislong white hair and
beard hung down like Spanish moss while he remained pressed up againg the ceiling like atorpid fly.
Taking anap on the ceiling was rather unusua even in abar like Lovecraft's, M akepeaee thought, but
then Dr. Morrison Gonzago was an unusua human being. He was the only member of the faculty at
N.Y.U. who was considered even more eccentric than Makepeace, but then he seemed to work at it
much harder.



The fourth time Morticia caled his name, Gonzago started and woke up ... and promptly plunged straight
toward the bar. Severa of the patronsimmediately legpt asdein darm, upsetting their drinksin the
process, but what looked to be avery messy crash landing was narrowly averted at the last instant when
Gonzago's body cameto an abrupt hat in midair, less than an inch above the bar. Hovering there, his
nose barely touching the bartop, Gonzago started to dowly drift down the length of the bar, noisily
durping up the spilled drinks. Then he turned over in midair, like aman in bed turning over onto his back,
bel ched loudly and profoundly, sat up, and, with adight thump, dropped down onto a bar stool.

"A pint of ale, my good publican, and put it on my tab," be durred,

"'Y our tab hasn't been paid in two months, Gonzo," said the bartender. "Sorry, but I've been told to cut
you off."

"Cut me off ? Why, you impertinent young whelp, | was sing up atab at thisfine establishment while you
were gtill sucking on your mother'stit! My tab pays the bloody mortgage on this place! Now draw mea
pint of del”

"Sorry, Gonzo. No can do."
"Give him hispint, Tony, I'm buying," Makepeace said.

"Ah," said Gonzago, noticing Makepeace for the first time. " Saved by the good fairy! You area
gentleman and ascholar, dr." He made awide, sweeping bow to Makepeace and fell off hisstoal.
Before he hit the floor, however, he levitated and floated back up to the leve of the bar. To anyone not
well versed in the principles of thaumaturgy, it was asight that was merely comica. To Makepeace,
however, who was something of the thaumaturgic arts, it was atestimony to Gonzago's skills as an adept
that he could work these spells so quickly and so effectively, even while thoroughly in his cups.

"Y ou are an incorrigible reprobate, Gonzago," Makepeace replied, "but | forgive you because you have
character."

"Why, bless your heart, Sebagtian," Gonzago replied. That isthe first time anyone has spoken of my
character ance. . . when wasit? Ah, snce that symposium at Columbialast year.”

"The writing conference? | thought they kicked you out,” said Makepeace.
"l did not say they spoke favorably.”

The bartender set apint of ale down in front of Gonzago. The wizard promptly levitated it to the level of
hisface, whereit obligingly floated up to hislips, tipped dightly, and dispensed agulp of brew. Gonzago
sighed and smacked hislips with satisfaction, then came back down to the floor and sauntered over to
join Makepeace a histable. Hispint of ale obediently floated dong behind him, followed by abowl of
beer nuts.

Whiletheregulars at Lovecraft's were al well accustomed to Gonzago's antics, others couldn't help but
gare. Which was partly why Gonzago did it, Makepeace thought. Even high-level corporate, adepts
were conservative in expending their powers, because magic had a price, but Morrison Gonzago did not
seem to know the meaning of theword "conservative." Hewas a study in excess. He drank enough
booze to pickle theinnards of an e ephant and he was aways usng magic profligately, a enormous cost
to hislife energy. Most people would have long since burned out from such relentless self-abuse, but
when it cameto life force, Gonzago seemed to have enough for at least adozen men.

He had graduated from Columbiawith adegree in English Literature, then took a Mastersin Occult



Sciences at Harvard. He was awarded his Th.D. by the Cambridge College of Sorcerers, where he had
studied under none other than Merlin Ambrosius himself, and he had been thefirgt to achieve a perfect
score on his certification exams, afeat unmatched by anyone to date, so far as Makepeace knew. He
had received a stream of lucrative job offers, but instead of joining the corporate sector, Gonzago went
back to school on agraduate fellowship. While teaching English a Y de, hetook aMasters of Fine Arts
in Creative Writing, during which time he aso won three mgor poetry awards and published hisfirst
novel, which was promptly awarded the Pulitzer. Colleges and universities throughout the country fell all
over themselves offering him positions on their faculties. However, that was before they had achanceto
get to know him. Afterward, their initid enthusiasm waned rather quickly. Gonzago had wound up at
N.Y.U. after bouncing around from one school to another throughout most of his career, with long stints
in between where he had tried to write, without success. He was never able to duplicate that surge of
incandescent energy with which he had blazed onto the literary scene. . . and so he drank, instead. He
had worn out hiswelcome a most of the colleges where he had taught, and so he cameto New Y ork
City, where faded literary lions with somewhat scandal ous reputations were not the exception, but the
norm. And a afaculty reception shortly after hisarrival, he had made an astonishing discovery. There
was someone in the History Department who was not only as flamboyant and eccentric ashewas, in his
own way, but who was actudly capable of drinking him right under thetable ... all without ever getting
even dightly tipsy. Thetwo men became instant best friends.

Neither one of them looked even remotely professorial. Makepeace, in Gonzago's words, "dressed likea
golen car,” while Gonzago affected dark blue robes emblazoned with cabalistic symbols, smilar to the
ones Merlin Ambrosius had worn many years ago. Despite the fact that most adepts no longer wore the
traditional sorcerer'srobes, Gonzago indgsted it was the way a proper wizard ought to look. Together, he
and Makepeace made quite a spectacle. Morticia brought a pitcher of beer to the table, and Makepeace
proceeded to drink from it asif it were amug.

'Bring a second one for my esteemed colleague,” Makepeace told her. "Have you eaten yet, Morrison,
or did you forget again?'

"| ateyesterday, | think."

"Hell have apastrami on rye, with hot mustard,” added Makepeace. "Man cannot live on acohol aone,
athough Lord knows, hetries"

"'Stop mothering me, Sebagtian.”

"Y ou don't need amother, you need a keeper,” Makepeace replied. "1 shudder to think what your liver
must ook

"It'sgrowing and crowding out my other organs,” said Gonzago. "'l can fed the pressure. Or perhaps|
merely need to piss. But you should talk. For aman who imbibes as prodigioudy asyou do, the very
least you can do is have the food grace to get inebriated on occasion.”

"Fairiesdon't get drunk, old boy," said Makepeace. "Then | fail to see the point.”
Makepeace grinned and raised his pitcher. "Cheers.”

"L'chayim," said Gonzago.

"Are you sober enough to have this conversation?' Makepeace asked.

"That depends on how many functiond brain cells| haveleft," replied Gonzago. "Y ou don't need dl that
many to teach Freshman Comp. What's on your mind, old friend?"



"How long have we known each other, Morrison?”
Gonzago consdered for amoment.

"Entirdy too long. Why?"

"Have you ever known meto prevaricate?'
"|sthisa serious conversation?'

"Deadly serious.”

"Deadly serious? Dear me. What have you done, Sebagtian? Don't tell me you've gotten involved with
one of your nubile, young students. | thought you knew better than that.”

"Thisis consderably more seriousthan thet, I'm afraid,” said Makepeace. "I consider you one of my
closest friends, Morrison, and yet... thereisagreat dea about me you do not know."

"Oh-oh. | sense agrave confesson coming on.”

"I'm serious, Morrison. There are things I've never told you, and with good reason, | might add.
However, | am going to tell you now, because | need your help. | need someone | can trugt.”

Gonzago raised his bushy eyebrows. "This does sound serious. Are you in some sort of trouble?”
"Not I," said Makepeace. "But avery good friend of mineis.

"l see. What can | do?

"Beforel tell you," Makepeace said, "you should know that it could be very dangerous.”

"Indeed? Define dangerous.”

"Potentidly lifethreatening.”

"I would call that an accurate, if somewhat aarming, definition,” Gonzago said with anod. "Do go on,”
"It'srather along story,” Makepeace said.

"Finasare over, dear boy, and | have no immediate plans other than to curl up with a case of Scotch and
pass the summer in aplessant stupor. So let 'er rip.”

"Y ou studied with Ambrosius, Morrison,” Makepeace said. "'Y ou knew him. Y ou were one of hisprize
pupils, were you not?!

| am proud to say | was, yes. Why?"
"Widl, you remember when his mangion in Beacon Hill burned down severd years ago?"

'Yes, of course," said Gonzago, looking down into hisae. "1t made headline news not only in Boston, but
throughout the world. A tragicloss”

"What if | wereto tel you that Merlin did not diein that fire?"

Gonzago looked up at him with surprise. "Good Lord. Y ou don't mean to say he's ill dive?”



" You arefamiliar with the spell of life force transference?" Makepeace replied.

"Well, yes, naturdly, but it would be beyond the capability of most adepts. It would take nothing less
thanamageto. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off as comprehension dawned.

"His corpored sdf died, dthough not in that fire," Makepeace replied. "But hisastral self survived.
However, the whole story is even more complicated. In fact, it began even before Merlin was born,
when—"

Makepeace stopped abruptly.
"What isit?" asked Gonzago.

"I'm not sure," saild Makepeace. Gonzago followed his gaze. M akepeace was |ooking toward the
entrance.

A stunning young woman with flowing, violet hair was making her way toward their table. Y et, as striking
as her appearance was, she was not what everyone was looking at. Everybody in the bar was staring at
her companion, an ambulatory broom holding ablack cat in its rubbery-looking arms as it swept across
the floor, preceding her and heading directly toward Makepeace with dacrity.

"I takeit back," Gonzago said. "'l am not sober enough to have this conversation.”

John Angedlo stood looking around at his surroundings, feding they were vaguely familiar, yet at the same
time having no ideawhere he was or how he had arrived there. The last thing he remembered clearly was
waking up in ahospita. He had no memory of how he cameto the hospitd in thefirst place, or even
why. He had checked to seeif he wasinjured, but so far as he could tell, he seemed to be all right.

Barefoot and wearing nothing but the white hospital gown he avokein, he had walked out into the
hallway and encountered a nurse carrying atray. When she saw him, she dropped the tray and

screamed. He bolted past the nurses station and into the eevator, ignoring their shouts for him to stop.
He remembered pushing the button for the lobby ... or had he pushed the button for the lobby? It seemed
asif that waswhat he would have done, must have done, but though it was starting to come back to him
in little bits and pieces, none of it was linear. The very next thing he remembered was standing in the living
room of the apartment where he now found himself. Only how in theworld did he get here?

| got into the elevator, he thought, and | pushed the button for the lobby . . . and then . . . Then what?
Then | was here. Only how the hell did | get here? And wherethe hdll is"here"? He walked over to the
window and looked out. He wasin a high-rise apartment building on the Upper West Side. The Street
was far below, perhaps twenty floors down. Only what street was it? He had the feding he should know,
but he couldn't seem to make things fit together somehow.

He turned and glanced around &t the apartment. It puzzled him that he could not remember how he got
here. He could not remember anything after entering the elevator. He did not remember coming out into
the lobby or hailing acab. . . . Surely someonewould have tried to stop him if he came out of the
elevator and into the hospital lobby looking the way he did. But why couldn't he remember?

Hetried to organize his thoughts and concentrate. Where the hell am I”? And then, an even more chilling
thought. Who the hell am 1?7 With a shock, he suddenly redlized that he had absolutely no idea. God, he
thought, what happened to me? Why can't | remember? And how did | get here from the hospital ? It
seemsasif | got into that elevator only seconds ago, and now I'm in this strange apartment. Do | live



here?

Something about the place sort of vaguely felt like home, and then again, it didn't. Perhaps, he thought,
there was something in the gpartment itself that would clue him in. There was nothing in the living room
that seemed to help. Black leather sofaand easy chair, gray carpet, stee and glass coffee table, end
tables, lamps, entertainment center, severa paintings of nude women on thewalls ... He frowned. Did he
redly likethat sort of thing? The whole place seemed rather tasteless. There was nothing intheliving
room to give him any clue asto hisidentity—if, in fact, thiswas even hisplace. He didn't seemto likeit
much.

He went into the bathroom and |ooked into the mirror. He stared at the face he saw reflected back at
him. He wasn't even sure he recognized it. The man in the mirror had shaggy black hair, neatly trimmed to
just abovethe callar; afull black beard, aso neatly trimmed; brown eyes, vaguely amond-shaped and
deepy-looking, what women often caled "bedroom eyes.” He frowned a the thought. Did that mean he
was aladies man? Or was he married? Did he have afamily? He checked hisleft hand. No wedding ring.
Would they have taken it off at the hospital? He didn't think so. And there was no tdlltale ring mark. So
he probably wasn't married. But did he live lone?

Thetoilet articlesin the bathroom suggested that he did— assuming, again, that thiswas his apartment. A
check of the closets in the bedroom revealed no women's clothing. Just suits, shirts, dacks, and sport
coats, flashy and well tailored. He found clean underwear in the bureau drawers. It fit. The clothesfit,
too, like they were made for him. Perhaps they were. The jacket had atag sewn on the inside, Stating
that the garment had been custom tailored by Zangarraand Son for Giovanni Angelico. That must be me,
he thought. Or isit? The name seemed vaguely familiar somehow. But only vagudly.

While he was getting dressed, he had noticed a strange gemstone implanted in the skin of his chest, over
his heart.

A ruby. It looked redl. Then again, why would anyone bother to have an artificid gem made apart of
their body? He stared & it in the mirror, seeing its peculiar highlights, touching it lightly, wondering why it
was there. Purely abit of decadent ornamentation, apparently. Whoever | am, he thought, | must be quite
acharacter.

In the drawer of the end table by the bed, he found aroll of cash large enough to choke ahorse, but no
wallet, no ID and not asingle credit card. He found asmall, black enamel jewelry box that contained a
large and flashy diamond ring set in gold; an expensive Swisswatch, dso gold; and aheavy, gold ID
bracelet engraved in fancy script with the name " Johnny Angd." He dso found agun.

It was @ 9-mm semiautomatic of Itaian manufacture. He picked it up, removed the magazine—fully
loaded—and racked the dide back. The motions seemed very natural and familiar to him. It seemsl
know about guns, he thought. A pricey gun, custom-tailored suits, expensive jewdry, alot of cash, but
no |D and no credit cards. Two names, one of which sounded like an dias. . . Johnny Angdl. Sounds
like acheap hood. He considered the gold jewelry, the expensive suits, the large rall of cash. Maybe not
S0 chesp. If | am Giovanni Angelico, he thought, then | may be some sort of crimina. And, somehow,
that thought seemed very familiar, too.

"What do you mean you don't know where he lives?' McGuire said with disbdief. "How can you not
know where he lives? He works for the department, doesn't he?”'

"He's detached to special duty, Organized Crime Task Force," said the young sergeant, staring at her
monitor screen. Shelooked up at McGuire. "His current operationd files are restricted.”

McGuire gave along, exasperated sigh. Was anything going to work out normaly on this case? The



commissioner wanted facts, because the mayor wanted to know what was being done and the media
was driving him crazy. So the commissioner was driving McGuire crazy. He wanted answers, except that
McGuire had no answersto give him. Whatever answers were available, the Bureau had, and they were
not disposed to share. The press wanted to know why they had been told essentialy nothing about one
of thelargest policeraidsin the city's history. They were screaming that people had aright to know. And
now they had gotten hold of the fact that an officer who had been injured in that raid and was supposedly
brain dead had smply gotten up out of bed and walked out of the hospitd. It had sent them into afeeding
frenzy that made a school of piranhafish look like abunch of sardines. The whole thing was driving
McGuire nuts.

"Angeo'sfiles have been transferred to the O.C.T.F. database," the sergeant said. "Without proper
authorization, were locked out. He's one of the D.A.'s people.”

"No, Sergeant, he's one of my people, on loan to the D.A. And she's managed to rig things so that |
can't even find out where one of my own peopleis supposed to live. Jesus. Get her on the phone.”

About an hour later, he had finally gotten through to Digtrict Attorney Mathews. "Chriging" hesaid, "I've
got aproblem. | require accessto the files of one of my people on loan to your Organized Crime Task
Force."

"Sorry, Steve, you know | can't do that,” shereplied.
"Chrigtine, ook, I've got a Stuation here—"

"Steve, | told the mayor when we set thiswhole thing up that in order to safeguard the lives of the officers
and maintain the integrity of our investigations, | had to have complete and absolute control over dl files
and dl interna policy and communications reating to the task force. As| recdl, your office supported me
in this undertaking and promised full cooperation.”

"I know that, Chrigtine, but thisisaspecia case. | need—"

"I'm sorry, Steve, | can't make any exceptions. There have been leaksin the past and officers have died
asaresult.”

"Don't you think | know that, Christine? Now will you listen to me, please?' And he quickly brought her
up-to-date.

"All right, now wait aminute," she said when he had finished, "just let me get thisstraight. You'retelling
me that Angelo arrived at the hospital in a coma, was pronounced brain dead, then got up and walked
out?"

"That'sright.”

"That'simpossble.”

"That'swhat | said."

"Well, obvioudy, there must be some mistake.”

"l only wish there were, but Angelo had aliving will stipulating that no heroic measures should be taken to
keep him divein the event of something likethis, so not long after he was officidly pronounced brain
dead, they took him off life support in the presence of the department physician. And that was dl she
wrote. There was no heartbeat, no respiratory function, no brain waves, nothing. Only the fact remains
that while they were getting ready to take him to the morgue,’ Angelo got out of bed and was seen



leaving his hospital room, barefoot and wearing only a hospital gown. He got into the elevator and was
never seen again. He smply disappeared.”

"What do you mean he disappeared?”

"I mean he disgppeared. FHat out vanished. The people on duty in the lobby swear they never saw him
get off the elevator. He may have gotten out some other way, like maybe through the maintenance
corridorsin the basement or something, but either way, nobody saw him. He's gone, and no one knows
what's happened to him."

"Well, I'd say their diagnosisleft something to be desired,” D.A. Mathews said dryly.
"Chrigtine, the man was stone cold dead."
"Or so they claim, at any rate," shereplied. "Soundsto me asif somebody'strying to cover their ass.”

"There were witnesses, Chrigtine,” McGuire said. "They took Angelo off life support and al hisvita
functions stopped, period. The nurse who saw Angelo leaving hisroom had a nervous breakdown. She
saw adead man walking. The doctors over there are serioudy upset about this. | had one of our forensic
adepts check the room out. He said there were enough thaumaturgic trace emanationsin there to light up
Y ankee Stadium.”

"'Not even magic can bring aman back from the dead, Steve,” the D.A. said.
"Wll, then | guess Angelo must be dead, but he doesn't seem to have the senseto lie down.”

"What was he doing on thisbig raid of yours, anyway?" she countered. "The task forceis under my
authority."

"A, itwasn't my raid,” McGuire said "and B, he was commandeered by the Bureau agent in charge, who
claimed to have received your personal okay."

"Wel, hedidnt."

"I didn't think so. Either way, he's dead now; the local Bureau chief istelling me to keep my nose out of
it; and you and | have both got amess on our hands.”

"What do you mean, 'you and | both"?What havel to do with it?"

"'Wéll, Angelo was undercover with your task force, wasn't he? | don't know what the hell hewas
working on, presumably you do, but he's out there somewhere, walking around, with God only knows
what going through hisbrain. Do you know what he's going to do?"

"l seeyour point,” shesad. "All right. What do you meto do?'

"Release hisfilestome" McGuire said. "I need his current address, to start with. Who knows, maybe
well get lucky and find him at home, having abeer and watching

"This sounds absolutely crazy, you know that, don't you?"

"I know," McGuiresad. "Believe me, | know. But there is one possible explanation. Angelo might bea
zombie"

"A wha?'



"A zombie. A body that's being thaumaturgicaly animated and controlled by someone. Our adeptstell
methat it's possible. It would take some pretty advanced sorcery, and it's highly illegd, of course, but
they say it can be done, theoreticaly. Thiswhole thing has got necromancy written al over it."

"Brother, that'sal we need," she said. She sighed heavily. "All right, where are you cdling from, your
office?' "Yesh."

"Okay, I'll pull thefile and meet you therein twenty minutes. | want to go dong on this persondly, and
thefile doesn't leave my hands" "Fair enough. I'll be here." "This better be on theleve, Steve." "Come
on, you know me better than that.” "Yes, | guess| do. If anybody else weretelling methis, I'd say they
had been drinking."

"Right about now, | could useadrink. A gtiff one™ "I think I'll join you. Okay, I'll bethere assoon as|
can." "Thanks, Christine." McGuire hung up the phone and put his head in his hands, rubbing histemples.
He was garting to get amigraine. He picked up the phone again and dided. "ThisisMcGuire," he sad.
"Any word on the Gypsy? No, huh? Damn that woman. All right, put out an A.P.B. on her. | want her
picked up and booked on interfering with a homicide investigation and any other goddamn thing you can
think of. | don't careif she pullsin adozen lawyers. | want her held until | can get achanceto talk to her
persondly.” He hung up the phone again.

"Areyou dl right, Sr?" asked the sergeant with concern. "No," replied McGuire. "No, I'm not dl right. |
wish to God someone would tell me what the hell isgoing on here" "Sir, I've got Channdl Seven on the
line" "Terific,” hesaid with agrimace. "Tell 'em | died and went out for awalk.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Bedieveme, it would be far better for you if you did not becomeinvolved,” said Billy.
"It'salittle late for that, | dready am involved," Natashareplied.

They were ditting in the living room of Makepeace's gpartment, drinking coffee. Makepeace wasin the
bedroom, on the phone. Gonzago sat quietly, spping from hismug and listening to their conversation.
Wyrdrune had recovered fully from hisinjuries, though he il looked alittle drawn and pale.

"It would bring you nothing but trouble," he said.

"I've dready got trouble. If I know McGuire, he's probably got the whole department out looking for me
by now," said Natasha. "But | picked up enough in that penthouse of oursthat it's going to drive me crazy
if | don't learn dl the answers.™

"Curiogty killed the cat,” said Kira. ™Y ou took a pretty big risk coming here. The police think wekilled
those Bureau agents. How do you know well even let you out of here dive?’

"I'm psychic, remember?’ said the Gypsy. "l trust my ingtincts. And they tell me you people arent
murderers. But you're mixed up with some powerful black magic, and | don't understand why you won't
go tothe authorities.”

""Because it wouldn't do any good. Were mainly concerned with keeping the authorities out of it,"” said
Wyrdrune. "And you work for the police.”



"l consult for the police," she said. "That makes abig difference. | don't carry abadge and I'm not on
their payroll. They can't tell mewhat to do."

"Maybe not, but they can arrest you for being an accessory,” said Kira. "Just Sitting here with us makes
you guilty of afelony. Aiding and abetting.”

"I know the law," Natashareplied. "What | don't understand is why you won't go to the police or the
Bureau if you're innocent."

"Neither the police nor the Bureau would be cgpable of handling thissituation,” Billy said. "Eventhe
Bureau's top-ranking adepts would be no match for the forces we're up against. Besides, there would il
be the matter of convincing them.”

"Wdll, you can start by trying to convince me," Natashasaid. "For openers, who's Modred?”
"You'rethe psychic, you tell me." said Wyrdrune.

"I'm not atelepath,” shereplied. "l pick up psychic impressions. Sometimes they come through red clear,
sometimesthey don't. Sometimes| just get feelings and | have to try to make sense out of them. And in
thiscase, | can't make much sense of anything.”

"For ingance?' Wyrdrune said.

"Widll, for onething, you look about twenty-five, but you read like you're positively ancient. | get the
feding that you're centuries old.”

"Try millenniums”
"That'scrazy."

"I'm dso twenty-five. Go on."
"What isthis, atest?'
"Humor me"

Natashasighed. "All right. Y ou don't read like you're one person, but awhole bunch of people. Kira,
too. Asfor Billy, | smply can't get anything out of him at dl. Hes shidding.”

"What else?' said Wyrdrune. "Exactly how much have you been ableto pick up?*
"Y ou want meto go over thewhole thing?'
"Please”

She sighed. "I'm not surewhereto start. It'sal ajumble. With the exception of Sebastian and Gonzago,
here, the rest of you are putting out incredible amounts of energy. Y ou've got the most powerful auras
I've ever seen.”

"Y ou can actudly seethem?'
"I don't even haveto try. Thear around you seemsto vibrate."
'Back in your penthouse, | got something about somebody ailed Morpheus. And Modred. | think they're



both the same person. And | got alot of pain associated with him. | aso picked up something about
Merlin being there, but he's supposed to have died when his house burned down in Boston severd years
ago. And there were some incredibly maevolent impressions associated with somebody or something
caled the Dark Ones. Thereés more. Should | go on?"

"No," said Wyrdrune. "Y ou dready know more than enough to cause usagreat dedl of trouble.”
"The question is, what are you going to do about it?" she asked.

""The smart thing to do would be to make you forget everything you know," he said.

Billy shook his head. "We can't do that," he said.

"Why not?'

"She'sapsychic. A spell likethat could easily destroy her gift. That's not what we're about.”
"No," Wyrdrune agreed glumly, "it'snot.”

"Y ou could actudly do that?' Natashaasked with aarm.

"Yes, but wewont," said Billy. "It would be aviolation of the path. I'm afraid we don't have any choice
but to tell you everything. Asyou said, you dready areinvolved. But you're going to wish you werent.”

"Y ou want to tell her?" Wyrdrune asked.
"Why don't you start?" Billy said. "After al, it began with you and Kira"

"It began alot longer ago than that," said Wyrdrune. "It'salong story. I'll try to makeit brief. Being
psychic, you can probably pick up alot of it yoursdf as| go dong. A long, long time ago, when humans
were gtill walking on dl fours, another race of beingslived on this planet. We call them the Old Ones.
They looked agreat dedl like us, except that they had golden skin and they al apparently had fiery red
hair. They were magic usars. To them, humans seemed little more than animals, and they used us much
the same way we use animals. That is, they didn't eat us, but in asense, they did consume us. Humans
provided the lifeforcefor their rituas.”

"Necromance's,”" said Natasha

Wyrdrune nodded. "As humans evolved into more ntelligent creatures, the Old Ones gradually
abandoned the practice of sacrificing them in their magicd rituds, regarding it as being too cruel. For a
long time, they smply didn't think of humans as sentient, but as a sort of subrace. The way we might
regard monkeys. They started to use their magic in amore conservative way; thet is, they would till
practice then-rituas, but they no longer killed. They would draw off only a portion of the subject'slife
force, so that recovery was possible. Thiswas the beginning of white magic, or thaumaturgy. However,
there were those among them who refused to give up the old ways. These were the Dark Ones, the
necromancers.”

"The oneswho wouldn't give up killing," said Natasha.

"Right. They could get more power faster by absorbing dl thelife force of a subject instead of only part
of it, and they inssted that it was our natural function to serve that purpose, and that killing humansin
their rituals was necessary to keep their population in check. In that sense, | suppose, they had apoint,
because humans reproduced much more quickly than they did. Compared to them, we were like rabbits.



The question created arift between them that eventudly led to war, amage war that devastated their
population. It's probably where the human myths of the Ragnarok, the Twilight of the Gods, came from.
In fact, we can trace much of our mythology back to the Old Ones. Stories of sorcerersand
shape-changers, vampires—in a sense, that's what they were—the gods of the Greeks and Romans, the
Norse pantheon, it al probably dates back to them.”

"That'samazing,” said Natasha "Why didn't any trace of them show up in the fossil record?”

"We're not redlly sure. It would probably be very difficult, if not impossible, to differentiate the remains of
modern Homo sapiens from theirs, for one thing. For another, the Old Oneswereimmortd. If they were
not killed, they lived forever. Their cells apparently had no limit to regeneration. In any case, when the
Dark Oneswere defeated by the Council of the White, the ruling body of the Old Ones, they were
entombed in a subterranean cavern in the Euphrates Valley, held there in a sort of comatose Sate by a
spell the Council had devised. It was the most powerful spell they had ever cast. The Living Triangle. By
that point, the Council redlized their time was past. The human population had been growing steedily and
their own population had declined. The war had reduced them even further. So the Council cast their
gpell in such away that they infused their own life energiesinto three enchanted runestones, the keysto

the spell."

"Three stones, three keysto lock the spell, three jewel sto guard the gates of Hell," Natashasaid. "So
that'swhere that came from!"

Wyrdrune nodded. "Only one member of the Council was jeft diveto put the living runestonesin place
and sedl the cavern. He was the youngest member of the Council, amage named Gorlois, and when he
was done, he cast off his sorcerer's robes and went out into the world to live among the humans, passing
asone of them. Therest of the surviving Old Ones had to go underground and pass as human, too,
because the humans outnumbered them and they had started hunting them. It was the end of the Firgt
Thaumaturgic Age. Wdll, not quite the end. Gorlois eventualy made hisway to what are now the British
Ides, where he married a De Dannan witch and had achild with her. That child was Merlin. But Gorlois
was immortd, and when hiswife grew old, he left her, became awarlord in Cornwall, and took a
younger wife, aWelshwoman named Igraine. With her, he had three daughters—Elaine, Morgana, and
Morgause. Kiraand | are descended from them. And, being half-breeds, they al inherited the ability to
do magic. Merlin never forgave hisfather for abandoning his mother, so he helped ariva warlord named
Uther Pendragon to defeat him. By the time Gorlois redlized that Uther was being aided by magic, it was
too late and he had been dealt amortal blow. At thelast ingtant, he flung his astrd spirit from hisdying
body and it entered the fire opa in the ring he wore. That ring then passed to his daughter Morgana, and
it became the source of much of her power. She became known as the sorceress Morgan Le Fay. And
to take revenge for her father's murder, she seduced her half brother, Uther's son, Arthur, and had a child
by him named Modred."

"That's who Modred is?' Natasha said with astonishment. "King Arthur's son?"

"Thesame," said Wyrdrune. ™Y ou know the story from there on, or &t least the mythic part of it. Modred
exposed the affair between Arthur's champion, Lancel ot, and Queen Guinevere, and brought down
Arthur'skingdom. By that time, Morgan Le Fay had aready taken her revenge on Merlin. She posed as
his pupil to learn everything he knew, then arranged to have him seduced by ayoung De Dannan witch
named Nimue, who dipped him adeeping potion. While Merlin was adeep, Morgan Le Fay had him
placed in the cleft of alarge oak tree and sedled him up insdeit, under aspell to deep for the next two
thousand years. A living death. According to the legend, Modred and Arthur killed each other on the
field of battle, but Modred had the blood of the Old Ones flowing in hisveins. He recovered and
survived for the next two thousand years, mainly asamercenary in one war after another, amassing an



incredible fortune over the centuries. Although he was a sorcerer, he gave up magic. It had never brought
him anything but pain, and as the years passed, he grew more embittered and more cynica, dying by
inches on the ingde, even though he was practically immortal. He didn't know how much life he hed, he
was a half-breed and he knew he wouldn't live forever, but hislife span was many times the human norm.
In time, he became known as Morpheus, a predator who preyed on other predators, but dwaysfor a
price. The world's top professional n. The law enforcement agencies of theworld believethat it'sa
family tradition, handed down from generation to generation, and that there have been many different men
named Morpheus, when in fact, it'sbeen Modred dl aong. He had survived for al those years, up to the
beginning of the Second Thaumaturgic Age, when Merlin awoke from his enchantment and brought back
magic to theworld."

"We first met him when he accepted acontract on us,” Kirasaid. "l wasworking asacat burglar in
Manhattan, and | read an article in the newspaper about the auction of the Euphrates artifacts, which had
been unearthed in adig. An Arab sorcerer who was one of Merlin's pupils had detected magicd trace
emanations coming from a subterranean cavern. He found the runestones and removed them from the
circlewhere the Dark Ones were confined. And they possessed him. But in the meantime, the runestones
were placed with the other artifacts that were discovered and they were to be sold at auction in New

Y ork, to licensed adept bidders. | read about it, and for some reason, | knew | had to have those stones.
It was crazy; it was not my sort of job at al. A robbery in broad daylight, in front of aroomful of adepts,
| don't know how | thought I'd pull it off. But | Smply had to doit. | figured I'd tedl the stones and fence
them. Only it turned out Wyrdrune had the sameidea.”

"l was agraduate student of thaumaturgy in Cambridge," Wyrdrune said, "and I'd just had my scholarship
yanked for practicing magic without alicense.” He grimaced. "'l was|low on money, and | was dways
looking for shortcuts back then. | came back home to New Y ork, thinking to raise some money
somehow o | could finish school, and | read that same article. And, like Kira, | was seized with an
irresstible compulsion to get those stones. We both wound up hitting the auction at the sametime. Kira
snagged the stoneswhile | effected our escape with ateleportation spell—"

"Which you couldn't do worth beans,” Kiraput in. "l dmost wound up materidizing ingde thewall of his
goatment building."

"Wadl, anyway, we were stuck with each other until we could fence the sones," said Wyrdrune, not
anxiousto dwell on the subject. "At least, that's what we thought. Only the stoneswouldn't stay fenced.
We sold them to one fence, and they came back. We sold them again, to another fence, and they came
back again. On top of that, the Dark Ones had sent their acolyte after usto get the stones back and
destroy them. The police were after us; the B.O.T. was after us because magic had been used in the
commission of the crime, and one of the fences that we sold the stones to was well connected. He
couldn't afford having it get around that he could be ripped off, so he was willing to spend the money to
put out a contract. He wanted to get the best man in the business for the job, partly so he could say hed
gotten the best man in the business, and he got him."

"Modred," said Natasha.

"Exactly. Except when Modred finally caught up to us, something happened that nobody could have
expected. By that time, I'd swallowed my pride and gone to Merlin for help. He was my old teacher, and
| knew | wasinvolved in something magica that wasway over my head. It was Merlin who first figured
out what the runestones were. But it looked asif Modred was going to take us out before Merlin could
do anything to help. Of course, we didn't know it was Modred at the time. We just knew there was a hit
man on our trail. And when Modred found us and came to make the hit, the runestones worked their
magic. The spirits of the Council had been manipulating things al aong, because we three were the



descendants of Gorlois—Modred through his mother, Morgan Le Fay, and Kiraand | through his other
daughters, Elaine and Morgause. They had chosen usfor that reason astheir avatars, the ones through
whom they would manifest their power. When we came face-to-face with Modred, the runestones
became spellbound with us." He took off his headband, reveding the emerald stone. "Mine became
magicaly embedded in my forehead. Kiras becameimplanted in her pdm. And Modred's stone fused
into the skin over the left Sde of hisches.”

"Head, hand, and heart," Natasha murmured. " So that's why you read like you're so much older than you
redly are. Y ou've become united with the spirits of the Council, in the stone. But where do Billy and
Sebadtian fit in?"

"| was getting to that," said Wyrdrune. "The Dark Ones weren't able to escape right away. They were
week from al those centuries of confinement, and they were using their acolyte to kill for them and funne
thelife energies of hisvictimsto them. When we became united with the stones, we suddenly knew the
whole story and we redized we had to stop them. We had no choice. We dmost got therein time.
Merlin got there just ahead of us. Hetried to fight them off until we could arrive and manifest the power
of the Living Triangle, but they overwhelmed him and he died. We managed to get some of them, but
some escaped. We don't know how many. But we thought we had lost Merlin.”

"What they didn't know wasthat Merlin had lft hisbody in hisastral spirit, in alagt-ditch effort to save
hissoul,” Billy said. "He drifted for awhile, until he found me. | was an orphan living on the streetsin
London, inand out of jail most of my young life. | wasjust fourteen. And then suddenly, one day, |
awoke to find mysalf possessed. | thought 1 was going crazy. But it was Merlin's spirit. He had entered
me because | was his descendant. Nimue, the witch who had seduced him for Morgana, had borne his
child. In the beginning, we did not exactly get dong too well. | wanted no part of him. It wasjust as
difficult for him, suddenly finding himsdf in the body of ajuvenile ddinquent.” Billy smiled. "Eventudly, |
met these two, and immediately knew who they were, because Merlin had known them, of course. And
we've been together ever since, trying to track down the surviving Dark Ones. Asfor Sebadtian . . . well
now, trying to explain Sebastian isabit of atrick,"

"Modred and Sebastian have known each other for years,” said Wyrdrune. "A lot of years.”
"And Gorlois?' Natashasaid. "Why do | have the fedling he's here, too?

"Because heis," sad Billy, tapping his chest. "In here. Magic often worksin mysterious ways. Call it fate,
cal it serendipity, or forces we don't completely understand, but his ring came into my possession and
oncel put it on, | couldn't get it off. | became the repository of both Merlin's spirit and that of hisfather,
whom Merlin had hel ped Uther kill. 1t was not exactly the happiest of family reunions. It waslikebeing a
split persondity until | was attacked and mortally wounded by one of the Dark Onesin New Mexico. |
would have died, but Merlin and Gorlois gave up their life forces to fuse them with mine, in order to save
my life. Y ou might say I'm sort of amagica mutation, three different personalities blended into one. |
aged in the process, and my entire physical gppearance changed rather dramaticaly.”

"And Modred? What became of him?' Natashaasked. "I somehow get the impression that you were
Modred," she added, looking at Wyrdrune with a puzzled expression. "But after what you've sad ..."

"Your impressionisright on,” sad Wyrdrune. "I was Modred. We tracked one of the Dark Onesto
Tokyo, Japan, and while we were there, Modred was attacked and killed. His runestone absorbed his
life essence and bonded with me. Up until yesterday, we shared the same body, and Modred was able to
manifest physically through me. But when we were attacked, Modred manifested and took the brunt of it.
Wethought it killed him. 1t dmost killed me. But now we know he's il dive and out there somewhere.”



"What makes you so certain?' asked Natasha.

"The runestones,” Wyrdrune said. "'If he were dead, Kiraand | would fed it. Theresalink between us.
And then theré's what you told us about that police detective who participated in theraid on our
penthouse. There was astory about him on the news this evening. He was supposedly brain dead, but
right after they disconnected the life-support machinery, he got up and Ieft the hospitd. When we heard
that, we knew that if he really was dead, then the only way he could haverevived isif Modred's
runestone bonded with him.”

"On the other hand, it could be atrap set by the B.O.T. to draw usout,” said Kira.

"They did not rdlease hisname,” said Billy. "If it was atrap, the Bureau would have given out more
informetion.”

"Angelo," Natasha said suddenly.
"What?' sad Billy.

"The detective who was taken to the hospital. His name was Angelo. | just remembered that McGuire
mentioned it, but | don't know hisfirst name. | wasn't trying to read McGuire, and evenif | was, dl the
impressions | was being bombarded with would have distracted me."

"Well, at least that's something,” Wrydrune said. "It's certainly more than we had before.”
"More coffee?' asked Broom.
"Thanks, Broom," said Wyrdrune weerily, holding out his cup.

"Oh, so now it's'thanks, Broom," isit? Where was dl your gratitude when you just took off and left
me?'

"Broom, not now, okay?'

"Sure, never mind me. I'm just aservant around here; | don't count for anything. Nobody ever thinks of
me. Sowhat if | haveto drag my old bristlesdl over the city trying to find you?"

"Drag what bristles? Y ou took a cab, for crying out loud!"

"Y ou ever try riding in ataxicab when you can't bend over to St down? And the way that cabbie drove,
it'slucky we madeit herein one piece, I'm telling you."

"Broom, put alid oniit, will you?" Wyrdrune said with exasperation.

"Y ou hear theway hetalks? That'sthe thanks| get for daving over ahot stove for his supper, doing his
laundry, mending the holesin his socks, making his bed every day, and fluffing up hispillows...."

"Broom!"

"All right, al right, I'm going aready,” said Broom, sweeping back into the kitchen in a petulant huff. "So
what if | get dishpan hands and dustballsin my bristles? I'm only a poor, old broom, just prop mein the
closet and leave methere, dl doneinthedark. ..."

"Arethey dwayslikethis?' asked Gonzago.

"No, sometimesthey'reredly apan,” sad Kirawith agrin.



"I heard that," Broom said.

"Agtonishing piece of conjuring, that broom,” Gonzago said. "Redlly quite amazing. Tel me, what spell
did you use?'

"If I could remember, then maybe | could figure out how to undo it," Wyrdrune said sourly.
"I heard that, too!" Broom called from the kitchen.
"Can we get back to the Stuation at hand?' said Billy.

"Right," said Wyrdrune, turning to Natasha. "Well, you've heard the whole story, in anutshell. So you il
think we ought to go to the Bureau with it?"

Natashagaveasmal snort. "I must admit | see your point. If | wasn't psychic and didn't know that you
weretdling methetruth, I'm sure | wouldn't have believed it, either. But surely, therés got to be away to
convincethem.”

"Convincing an individua isalot easer than trying to convince an entire entrenched bureaucracy,” sad
Billy. "Besdes, the Bureau is vulnerable. After al, we were attacked by a Bureau agent who had been
possessed.”

"Thistimeweveruninto aDark Onewho isred smart,” said Wyrdrune. "A B.O.T. agent makesthe
perfect acolyte. They can command considerable resources, as you've seen.”

"How can you stop them if the Bureau can't?' Natasha asked.

"Through the power of the runestones,” Wyrdrune said. "The only problem is, without Modred, we can't
manifest the Living Triangle. And without the power of al three runestones acting in concert, we don't
know if we can stop them."”

"But if you knew to come here," she said, "and Modred has taken over Angelo's body, then wouldn't he
know to come here, too?"

"That's the question we've been asking oursalves,” said Wyrdrune. "If that was the case, he would have
been here by now. Something'swrong. Were going to have to find him."

" Y ou redlize we have more than just the problem of finding Modred,” Billy said. "Wewere hit in our own
place. That means we've been compromised. And Natashatold usthat shefelt only one man died in that
elevator. It wasn't Angelo, so it must have been the other Bureau agent. 1'd guessthat the acolyte killed
the other agent in the elevator and compelled Angelo to do hisbidding. Then, when the attack failed, the
necromancer abandoned the body he wasinhabiting and fled.”

"So you're saying that a dead man organized the entire police raid?' Natasha said.

"No, not necessarily," Wyrdrune replied. "Remember that athough they both employ the same principles,
necromancy isinherently agreat deal more powerful than thaumaturgy. The Dark Ones are capable of
thingsthat ordinary human adepts can't do. Magic is ademanding discipline, and they've had thousands
of yearstorefinethar art. Hell, it wasthersin thefirst place.”

"But. . .raising the dead?' Natasha said.

"It'snot exactly raising the dead," said Billy. "Essentialy, an acolyte, aswe cdl them, is anyone who has
been possessed by the Dark Ones, either placed under a spell of compulsion or literaly taken over. They



can do that with either alive body or adead one. If they do it with a corpse, then the body doesn't
actualy cometo life. Basicdly, it'sazombie that moves at the will of the necromancer. It continuesto
decay, of course. Take away that will and it collgpses. But if it's done with alive person, then the
individua could be possessed, enchanted, and controlled by the will of the necromancer, or elsethe
person could enter the service of the necromancer of their own volition."

"What probably happened with that Bureau agent was the necromancer possessed him, invaded hiswill,
and then when he was through with him, he absorbed hislifeforce,” Wyrdrune said. "That probably
happened just prior to the attack on us. The necromancer needed an extra boost before he launched the
attack, so he used the agent'slife force. Smply consumed it.”

"Jesus," said Natasha
"That only givesyou aglimpse of what we're up againg,” said Kira

At that moment, M akepeace came back into the room and announced that Jacqueline was leaving Paris
on the next available flight for New Y ork. "1 think we're going to need dl the help that we can get,” he
said. "Which iswhy I've asked my friend, Morrison, to join us. And | aso thought Ms. Ouspenskaya
could be quite hel pful, consdering her specid gift."

"I don't know how specid itis" she said. "It hasn't told me asingle thing about you. | don't sense that
youre shidding, but | still can't get areading on you."

"Ah, wdll, that's because I'm afairy, my dear,” Sebastian said.
Natashafrowned. "What does being gay haveto do with it?'

Wyrdrune winced and said, "Ouch.”

"Not that kind of fairy," Makepeace said stiffly.

"Thenwhat . . . Now wait aminute, you don't meantotell methat . . . You?'
"What did you expect, Tinkerbdl?'

"Thishasto bethe strangest day of my life," Natasha said, shaking her head.

"I have afeding that things are going to get much stranger beforethisis over,” said Gonzago. "But | must
say, it beats hell out of grading papers.”

"Some crew," said Natasha. "A dropout warlock, acat burglar, aformer juvenile delinquent, an alcoholic
wizard, an overgrown fairy, and a psychic gypsy. Oh, and ataking broom, aswell. The only thing were
missing isawitch with apointy hat."

"Correction,” Makepeace said. "We have awitch. Only | wouldn't mention anything about a pointy hat
when Jacqueline arrives. It might offend her fashion sense”

Natasharolled her eyes. "Please let thisbe adream,” she said.
"It'sliableto beared nightmare,” Kirasaid. "Areyou quite sure you want to be a part of this?"
"Suppose | said no?' Natashareplied. "Then what?"

"Then you'd be freeto go,” said Wyrdrune.



"With everything | know now?"
"What would you do, tell the deputy commissioner? And what do you think his reaction would be?"

"Knowing McGuire, hed think I've gone off the degp end,” she said. "No, | don't think thisis something |
can turn my back on. Knowing what | know now, | don't think 1'd ever get agood night'ssleep. But | do
think 1 should go back to McGuire. | could be more help to you if | kept you posted on what the police
were doing in this case.”

"An excdlent ideg," Billy said. "But you redize what would happen if you were caught collaborating with
ngl

"I don't imagine it would be anywhere near as bad as what would happen if one of those Dark Ones got
his handson me," she said.

"Good point," said Wyrdrune. "We can certainly use your help. But how will we keep in touch? We're
safe enough herefor the time being, but we may have to leave on very short notice.”

"Allow me," said Makepeace. He went over to one of his bookshelves and sdlected an amulet from the
shdlf. It was alarge amethyst mounted in gold, on amatching chain. He placed it around Natasha's neck.
"It matchesyour hair," he said with agmile.

""What does this do?" she asked.

"Itskeyed to me" hesaid. "If you want to reach me, smply take hold of it and think of me."
"That'sdl?'

"That'sdl."

"But whet if | should loseit?'

M akepeace smiled. " See that window over there?
"y e

"Tossit out."

"What, you mean just throw it out the window?"
"Asfar asyou can.”

"Areyou sure?'

"Trus me."

She did as he requested. She went over to the window, took the amulet from around her neck, glanced
back a him uncertainly, and, when he nodded, threw it out the window as hard as she could. Then she
turned around to face him once again. "Wédll, it'sgone. What now?"

Makepeace simply lowered his gaze to her chest. She looked down. The amulet was hanging around her
neck, between her breasts.

"Now that's what | call agood trick," she said. "Isthisarunestone?’

"No, it'sablarney stone," said Makepeace.



Sheraised her eyebrows. "I thought that wasarock in Ireland.”

"That isablarney stone, aswell," Makepeace replied. "A blarney stoneisany minera that has been
infused with fairy glamor.”

"Lookslike you're stuck with it now," said Kira "And with us, aswell."

CHAPTER FIVE

"| can't believe you actudly had the nerve to come here," Case said, staring at the dapper-looking man
seated across from his desk. Except, of course, he wasn't aman. Case knew that.

Helooked perfectly normd, gtting there very calm and sdlf-possessed in his custom-tailored suit, with his
legs casually crossed. The golden coppery tone of his skin might have been acarefully cultivated suntan.
Hiswell-groomed hair was an uncommon, fiery shade of red, but it only served to accentuate his striking
appearance. His eyeswere a brilliant emerald green, so bright they amost seemed to glow, but it was
hard to tell because of the tinted glasses that he wore. He looked like a highly successful young

bus nessman. People might stare at him on the street, especialy women, but only because he looked so
fit and handsome. There was something about him, what maost people would call presence, but Case
knew it wasthe aura of a predator. A predator who was not human. And he actualy had the nerve to
cometo hisoffice.

"Why isthat so difficult to believe?' the necromancer asked with adisarming smile that sent achill
through Case.

"You just walked into Bureau headquarters, as camly asyou please?’ said Case.

"What of it? The so-cdled adepts on your staff are like somnambuligts. Their abilities are patry and
ludicroudy stunted, as are yours. What have | to fear from them?”

Or me, thought Case grimly. "I don't likeit,” he said. "It'staking abig chance. Y ou promised meI'd be
protected.”

"The only protection you need to concern yoursdlf with is protection from mysdf. | could easily destroy
your will or drain you of your lifeforce. Y ou exist at my indulgence, Case. Never forget that."

"There's not much chance of that,” said Case with weary resignation. He sighed. "That little escapade of
yours has brought a hornets nest down around my head. Why did you haveto kill those men?”

"Because it was necessary. | could hardly have alowed witnesses.”
"Widl, it wasdl for nothing. Y ou let them escape.”

"If the police had done their job properly, the avatars would be dead by now and the runestones would
have been destroyed. Asit s, | had to cover my tracks as best | could.”

"What wasthe plan? To frame them for the death of Whelen?!

"And the police detective, Angdlo. If the SW.A.T. team had arrived on time, they would have seen two
bodies and me engaged in magica combat with the suspects, as| believe you cal them. They would have
opened fire and it would have been finished in amatter of seconds. But they were delayed and | was



forced to drain energy from Angelo and Silver and retreat. | should have known better than to depend on
humans™

"What the hell, were merdly mortal," said Case with agrimace.
"Spare me your sarcasm. What have you managed to learn?”

"Not much,” said Case. "The police are fill holding on to their forensics report. McGuire's a cagey
bastard. He might prove a problem.”

"Then he shal haveto be disposed of "

"That would cause an even greater problem. Y ou don't off the deputy police commissioner. McGuire's
got alot of friendsin thistown, alot of pull. HE's been around for awhile and he'swell connected”. You
don't messwith somebody who's got clout like that.”

"Then he shall be your responsibility. Make sure he doesn't interfere.”
"Il do my best."

"Remember that you have just as much to fear from the avatars as| do," said the necromancer. "You are
in my service now. They shall not differentiate between us”

"Y ou're saying they could come after me?' said Case uneedily.
"If they are not stopped first."

"And I'm expendable, isthat it?"

"Not s0 long as you remain useful .

"Right. And what happens to me when they're dead?"

"That depends entirely on you. If you continue to remain useful to me, you would benefit highly from our
relationship, | can assureyou. If not... Remember what became of Agent Silver.”

Case moigtened hislips. ™Y eah. I'm not likely to forget.”
"What isthe current Situation?"

"I've got to let McGuirefinish his priminary investigation. He's taken apersond interest in this, because
of dl the attendant publicity. I could order him to back off completely, but if | flex my musclestoo much,
it would only aggravate the Situation. I've got to at least pay lip service to theideaof working with him. In
any event, whatever hisforenscs people come up with, it'll be forwarded to me. That's standard
operating procedurein acase likethis. The N.Y.P.D. forensics adepts aren't idiots. They're bound to
come up with something. Obvioudy, they'll redize Silver and Whelen were killed by necromancy, but
they'll think that Cornwal did it.

If that's even the name he's using currently, which | strongly doubt. Helll redlize that aias has been
compromised.”

"So what youretelling meisthat you have no ideawhere they are now?"

"Not at the moment. But they're not likely to be leaving town. Were watching al the busterminas, train
gations, and airports. Were keeping tabs on al rentas. We've got their descriptions circulated al over



the city. Those people are hot as cods right about now. They're not going anywhere.”
"That is not good enough. | want them found.”

"Wereworking onit, believe me. It's our top priority case. I've had every field agent in this office drop
everything el se to concentrate on this exclusvely. And the police are out combing the streetsfor them, as
well. It'sonly ametter of time, believe me."

"Do not make the mistake of underestimating them,” the necromancer said. "Remember that they are not
ordinary humans. They are united with the spirits of the runestones. When that power is manifested, they
arefar more dangerous than you can imagine.”

"I'll kegp that in mind. In the meantime, what have you done with Detective Angel0?"
The necromancer frowned. "Angelo? Angeloisdead.”

"Well, for adead man, he sure seems pretty spry,” said Case. "He had himself awalk, right out of the
hospitd.”

The necromancer stiffened. "Why didn't you tell me this before?”
"Wel ... | thought you knew. Y ou mean . . . you weren't reponsible?!
"No. No, | was not responsible.”

"l don't understand.”

"Fool! It can only mean onething. One of the runestones must have bonded with him. Angelo isnow an
avatar. That meansthey are dtill at full strength. He must be found, at al cogs.”

"That may not be easy," Case said. "Angelo was on the D.A.'s Organized Crime Task Force, working
undercover. That means hisfiles are restricted.”

"Redtricted? What does that mean?”
"It means only the D.A..'s office has access to them.”
"Does not the Bureau have authority in crimesinvolving magic?'

"It does, but we don't have proof of any crime here. That is, any crimeinvolved in Angelo leaving the
hospita. The mediaistregting the story the obvious way, asif the hospital screwed up in pronouncing him
dead prematurdly. Getting hold of Angelo'sfiles could betricky."

"Why are hisfiles so necessary?'

"Because without them, there's no way of knowing where he's been living, or what he's been doing, or
with whom he's been associating. That's the whole point of O.C.T.F. Specialy selected police officersgo
undercover, acting as criminasin order to infiltrate organized crime operationsin the city. They quite
literally go underground. New lives are manufactured for them, and they establish new residences and
entirely new patterns of behavior. They don't check in with their superiors at the police department;
they're onloan to the D.A.'s Office of Specid Investigations.

"All thisis of no consequence," the necromancer said. "'If Angelo has bonded with arunestone, then he
will seek to join the others. Find them and you will find him, aswell. How you do it makes no difference
to me. Just seethat it isdone, and soon, or ese | shal take mattersinto my own hands." He got up. "The



next time | seeyou, | expect more progress. Or dse..."

Case suddenly fdt ablinding painin hisskull, asif it were being crushed. He opened his mouth to
scream, but no sound came forth. He grabbed his head in agony, gasping for breath, his eyes bulging.
Then, just as druptly asit came on, the pain vanished.

"Merdy asmdl reminder,” the necromancer said. "Do not disgppoint me, Case."

The telephone rang in the gpartment. Angelo Stared at it for amoment. After three rings, the answering
machine clicked on. A moment later, there was a beep, and the message began to record.

"Angd?Where the hell are you? Y ou were supposed to meet me an hour ago, for chrissakes! Y ou think
| got nothing better to do than cool my heelswaitin' on your ass? 'Y ou'd better have some damn good
excuse, that'sal | gotta—"

Angdo picked up the phone. "Hdlo?'

"Johnny? What the Christ? Do you know what timeit is?'

"Whoisthis?"

"Who isit? What, are you kidding me? It'sme, Vinnie, asshole! Wherethe hdll have you been?
"I've. .. had sometrouble."

"Trouble?What kind of trouble? With the police?" Theword "police’ seemedtoring abell. "Areyou
okay? Did they bust you?'

"Uh ... no ... no, they didn't bust me. It wasn't that. It ... uh ... was persond.”

"Persond, my ass. | ain't got time for persona. What's the dedl, are you gonnamake it down here, or
what?'

"Where are you?"

"Wheredo you think | am?I'm at Luigi's, waiting for you, you clown. Y ou were supposed to be here an

hour ago! Weve got businessand | haven't got al night. If you queer thisded, I'm not gonna be a happy
man, you get my drift? | don't care how well connected you are, nobody screws with Vinnie Madonado,
got me? Nobody! Now get your assin gear and get down here.”

The receiver was dammed down on the other end. Angelo frowned. Vinnie Ma donado? Was he
supposed to know that name? Apparently, he was. They had a meeting scheduled at Luigi's. Only where
the hell was Luigi's? During the call, he had heard noise in the background, people talking, laughing,
music playing... A bar or restaurant, most likely. He looked around for the phone book and found one on
the lower shelf of the nightstand where the telephone was. He opened it and, amoment later, found what
he was looking for. Luigi's Clam and Oyster Bar. The addresswasin Little Italy.

Okay, he thought, | recognized the address. That's something. And whoever Vinnie Madonado was, he
certainly seemed to know him. Apparently, they were business associates. Why couldn't he remember?
The obvious thing to do was go meet Vinnie Madonado and seeif it jogged loose any memories. For
some reason, he had a strong fedling that VVinnie Maldonado was not a friend, not someone to be trusted.
He opened the drawer where the gun was. It wasin ashoulder holster. He took off hisjacket and
dipped the holster on, then secured it to hisbelt. It felt good. Familiar. He put the jacket back on and
checked the mirror. There was no telltale bulge. The jacket had been tailored to concedl it. Whatever



"business' he had with Vinnie Madonado, he had agood hunch it wasn't legdl.
"Sir, | have Ms. Ouspenskaya on the phone,” the sergeant said.

McGuire snatched up the receiver. "Natasha? Where are you?'

"I'm at the Frog and Dragon,” she said.

"The coffeehouse down in the Village? What in God's name are you doing there? Do you redize I've got
an All Points Bulletin out on you?'

"On me? Why?'

"Areyou serious? | bend the rules by leaving you done at a crime scene and you smply disappeared! Do
you redize the position that put mein?'

"I'm sorry, Steve," shesaid, "l just had to get out of there. | was on overload. The psychicimpressonsin
that place were making mesick.”

"None of the officers down in the lobby and nobody else saw you leave."

"| took the stairs down. | couldn't go back in that elevator again. It wasjust too much. My head was
pinning and | missed thefirst floor. 1 got mixed up, | guess. | kept going down the stairs until | got to the
basement, so | went out through the parking garage and hailed a cab.”

"Wonderful. Why didn't you call and let me know where you were?'
"Because | was drunk, that'swhy."
"Y ou were drunk?"

"I had to numb my brain out. It happens sometimes, when | asorb too much. The only thing that takes
the edge off isalcohal. It fogs my brain and dulls out my receptivity. I'm sorry, | didn't mean to cause you
any trouble, but don't you think you overreacted just abit? | mean, you redlly have an order out for my
arest?'

McGuiresighed. "Hell, I didn't know if something happened to you or if you weretrying to pull
something.”

"What did you think I'd done?"

"I didn't know what to think," he said. "I never should have left you aone up there. For al | knew,
something happened to you, or maybe you took it in your head to do something stupid.”

"Why would | do that?'

"It wouldn't be thefirst time, Natasha. | till remember the time you picked up one of your impressionsin
the East Side Strangler case and decided to check it out for yoursdf. It dmost got you killed."

"Y eah, but you caught him, didn't you? So isthis going to be alecture, or do you want to know what |
found out?"

"All right, go ahead."

"No, | think maybe you'd better cancel that A.P.B. first, before some off-duty cop comesin here and



hauls me off in handcuffs. If that happens, | swear to God, I'll sue.”

"Okay, okay, I'll take care of it. But you stay right where you are. It'snot that | don't trust you, Natasha,
but ... I don't trust you. Stay put. I'll meet you down there in about an hour. | have to meet somebody
fird."

"Takeyour time. I'm not going anywhere. | just ordered dinner. I'm aways hungry when I'm getting off a
drunk. I'll see you when you get here. Oh, by the way, how's that detective who went to the hospital ?*

"Y ou mean you haven't heard? It's been on dl the news shows."

"No, what happened?"

"I'll fill you in when | get down there. Just sober up and don't go wandering off."
She hung up. "I'm pretty sure he bought it," she said.

But that wastaking abit of achance, wasn't it? What if they had traced the call ?*
"It would have led them to a public telephone in Brooklyn," Makepeace said.
"How did you manage that?"

"Fairy magic."

"Right. | had to ask. Anyway, the detective's full nameis John Angelo. | picked it up from McGuire when
| asked about him. He's easy when hisguard isdown. | aso picked up something about how he had to
get Angdo'sfile from Chrigtine. That's Christine Mathews, the digtrict attorney. He's on hisway to meet
her now."

"Why would the deputy police commissioner need to get apolice officer'sfilefrom the D.A.?" asked
Wyrdrune. "Angelo's with the Organized Crime Task Force," said Natasha. "It'sa specia unit Mathews
put together with the hacking of the mayor's office. A specialy picked group of police officers assigned
to work undercover to infiltrate organized crime activitiesin the city.”

"And he doesn't have their files?" Wyrdrune asked.

"They're al working deep cover," Natashareplied. "Only Christine Mathews and her immediate staff
administering the task force have access to the details of the operation. It was abig controversy in the
department. She said there had been too many leaksin the past, so the current operational filesare al
restricted. Only two or three people have accessto them.”

"It makes sense,” said Kira "Theresalot a stake. It wouldn't be thefirst time police officials had been
corrupted.”

"So what happens now?' Natasha asked.

"Y ou go and meet McGuire at the coffeehouse,” said Wyrdrune. " Stick with the story we worked out.
And try to find out as much as you can without seeming too obvious.”

"That shouldn't be aproblem.”
"Oh, right. Of course."

"l wishwe gtill had Archimedes,” Kirasaid. "He wouldve had no trouble getting us Angelo'sfile.”



"What happened to Archimedes?' asked Makepeace.

"Unfortunatdly, he took asniper's bullet back in the penthouse,” Billy said. "I'm really going to missthat
littleguy.'

"We're not talking about a person, arewe?' Natasha said.

"No, but he was very much dive. Archimedes was avery specid little computer,” Wyrdrune said. "He
could have broken into any data bank in the country as easy as you please. But without Archimedes,
we're going to have to do thisthe hard way."

"Wefollow McGuire?' Kirasad.

Wyrdrune nodded. "In the meantime, well need to set up anew base of operations. We obvioudy can't
go back to the penthouse, and | don't want to compromise Sebastian. It'stoo risky for us here. Too

many people coming and going.”
"Leavethat to me" sad Billy. " Sebastian will need to meet Jacqueline at the airport.”
"What about me?' Gonzago asked. "How can | help?’

"By staying here and holding down thefort,” said Wyrdrune. "If any of usrunsinto any problems, well
contact you. Until we know more, we can't really make any other plans. Well haveto play thison thefly.
And Modred, or Angelo, might show up here while werre gone. | hope. That would solve our biggest
problem at the moment.”

"What worries meiswhy he hasn't come here by now," said Kira. "Y ou'd think thiswould be thefirst
place hed go."

"Unless he doesn't remember that," said Billy.
"What do you mean?' asked Wyrdrune.

"Hetook the full force of that attack and Angelo was brain damaged. There's aso no way of knowing to
what extent the runestone itself may have been affected. In order to protect itself, keep both of you alive,
and then effect the bond with Angelo, the runestone had to have expended a great dedl of energy. The
laws of magic can't be violated. Even the runestones can be depleted.”

"In other words, it's possible that Angelo may not have recovered fully,” Wyrdrune said.

"And with the trauma, he may not be able to remember anything,” said Billy. "Which puts him into even
greater danger. We know ther€'s at least one necromancer out there, and he knowswho Angelois.”

"And if he's been following the news, he knows the cop who wasinjured in that raid hasleft the hospitd,”
sad Kira

"Exactly,” Billy said. "It wouldn't take much for himto put it al together.” ,
They weredl slent for amoment, until Wyrdrune swore softly.

"I couldn't have said it better,” Billy said. "We don't have any timeto lose. If the Dark Onefindshim
before we do, he may not even be able to defend himself."

"And if the Dark One takes hislifeforce, helll absorb the life force of the runestone, too,” said Wyrdrune.
"And then ther€ll be no stopping him.”



The cab dropped him off in front of Luigi's. He paid the .cabbie with money from theroll hedd found.
There was more than enough | eft to support him for awhile, but it would not last forever. And he was not
sure where he would get more. He did not even know what he did for aliving. By the look of things so
far, whatever it was, it was probably illega. He was not sure how he felt about that. 1t bothered him that
he didn't know, but it did not seem to disturb his conscience. Perhaps this Vinnie Maldonado, whoever
he was, would be able to shed some light on matters. But he was not sure how much to tell him. I'll
smply haveto play it by ear, he thought, as he went into the restaurant. Now the question was, how
would he recognize Vinnie Madonado?

Luigi'swas hardly afashionable, upscale restaurant. For al the working-class aura of its name, however,
it was avery clean and pleasant, middle-income sort of place, smdl and intimate, with along bar running
along the right sde and square-tabled booths covered with red and white checkered tablecloths d ong the
left Sde. There were tablesin the back, with Chianti bottles acting as candle holdersin the center of each,
and slverware neatly folded up in crimson napkins.

There were posters depicting scenes of Italy and Sicily framed on the walls and the place seemed to do a
brisk business. A nicelittle neighborhood Italian restaurant.

"Johnny! Over herel”

A man waswaving at him from abooth adong the back dividing wall that separated the rear section from
the lounge He waslooking right at him, with an impatient expresson Apparently, thiswas Madonado.
Angelo made hisway over to hisbooth and did in opposite him.

"Jeez, it took you fuckin' forever to get down here," Madonado said. "I was starting to get real nervous
about you, Johnny boy. Therésalot ridin’ onthisded. Y ou eat yet?'

"Uh ... no, actualy."

Maldonado raised his hand and snapped hisfingersloudly severd times. "The linguini with clam sauceis
real good tonight. Go ahead, it'son me."

"Soundsfine. Thank you."

A waitress came and Madonado gave her the order like an impresario. "And bring us another bottle of
thisnice Chianti," he added, "and aglassfor my friend, here.”

Thewaltresssaid, "Certainly, sir, coming right up,” then turned, smiled at Angelo, and gave him awink.

"Hey, | think shelikesyou,"” Madonado said as shel&ft. ™Y ou oughtta get yoursalf some of that. Sweet.
Anyway, heréswhat it is" Heleaned forward and lowered hisvoice, "The shipment's coming in soon,
but | don't trust those bastards. They're actin'’ like they're tryin' to do business, but | wouldn't put it past
‘em to pull afast one. And the padrone wouldn't like that, you know what | mean? We aready lost those
two big shipments last month and that stuff doesn't come chegp. Once maybe, they get lucky, pick up
some noise on the street, who knows? Twice in arow, it doesn't look so good. Somebody's got abig
mouth. Word isyou did good work up in Detroit. Y ou came highly recommended and Tommy saysyou
made ared favorableimpression. He's got his eye on you for bigger things. Anyway, thething is, he
thinkswe may have a problem with Joey."

"Which Joey isthat?' asked Angelo.

"Joey Battaglia, you know, you met him. Cocky little son of abitch, with the attitude and the fuckin'



earring, likesto tak big?'
"Oh, him," said Angelo, not having any ideawho hewas.

"Y eah. Tommy wouldn't have taken him on, but he's Franco's sster's boy and, well, you know how it is.
But thelid'sa punk. He's got no class, and not much smarts, either. He's taken up with agoddamn
whore, for Christ's sake. She got a place over in Soho, works the lounges over on Spring street, pickin’
up on the gdlery crowd. Makeslike she'san artist. Bullshit artist, if you ask me. Personally, the kid wants
to make it with ahooker, it'sno skin off my nose. It's hisgonads that are gonnafall off, not mine. But
maybe he's been talkin' too much. He ain't exactly subtle, and they've been seen around together alot.
It'sbad for business, if you know what | mean. Like, it wouldn't take much for some cop to lean on her a
little. Tommy thinks Joey's got amouth on him, and he wantsto find out if he's been talking to the broad.
And if she's been talking to anybody else.”

"And you want meto find thisout?' said Angelo.

"Y ou got the picture. Tommy'sred anxious about this, so if Joey isthe legk, we gottafind out now. |
figure you and me take aride over to Soho. | know where she's gonna be tonight. She's got habitslike
clockwork, that broad. | point her out, then you take it from there."

"I'm not sure exactly what it isyou want meto do,” said Angelo.

"Whatever it takes," said Madonado, looking him directly in the eyes.

"Right," said Angdlo.

The waitress brought the food.

"Enjoy your medl," Maldonado said.

McGuire sat lesfing through the folder. "Angelico, huh? Wasn't thet alittle obvious?'

"Maybe, to somebody who knew him. But he worked street-level undercover vice before, under a
number of different names, and he wasn't in contact with any of the people he's been investigating on this
assignment. Weworked with the F. B. |. to manufacture a cover identity for him as Giovann Angelico,
dias Johnny Angd, former mob muscle from Detrait. They had amob lieutenant there nailed cold and
turned him into an informer. They set it up so Angelo was ableit use him asareference. Besdes, Angelo
looks completed different now. When he wasworking Vice, helooked like redl dirtbag. Even hisown
mother wouldn't have recognized him. Hes got ared talent for changing his appearance.” She paused.
"Or should | say had?'

McGuire shook hishead.”I don't know. Thiszombiething ... it gives me the cregps. Soundslike
something out of a horror movie. Magic isonething, but this..."

"If hisbody is being controlled by someone, you don't think he ... it ... would have gone home, do you?"

"I don't know what to think. I'm till not redlly sold on theidea, but at least it will give usaplaceto dart.
Our adeptstell me that when someoneis possessed like that. theoreticaly, the controlling adept has
access to hismemories. Of course, none of them have ever tried it, so they don't know for sure. It's not
the sort of thing they teach in graduate programs of thaumaturgy.”

"So then how do they know?'

"The B.O.T. holds periodic briefings for police adepts in necromancy. Apparently, they've encountered it



before. But our peopletell methey're not sure how it works with acorpse. If he were dtill dive when the
possession occurred, or very recently deceased, then possibly the controlling adept would be able to
have access to hismemories, but that sort of thing isredly beyond their level of expertise.”

"Then shouldn't we be bringing the Bureau in on this?' she asked.

McGuire pursed hislips. "Technicaly, we should. It'sther jurisdiction. But then, technically, as deputy
commissioner, | shouldn't even beinvolved directly in apoliceinvestigetion.”

"Except?'
McGuire sighed. "Except | don't have the sense to mind my own business.”

"Thisthing redly got to you, didn't it?' shesaid. 'l don't like not knowing what the hell isgoing on,” he.
"And | don't likethefeding | have about this case. | dso don't like the fedling that the Bureau knows alot
more about this than they're admitting to. My department was played for abunch of suckers, and |
especidly don't likethat.”

"You know, | just had areal unpleasant thought," said Mathews. "If your police adepts are correct in
their supposition that whoever is controlling Angelo's body might have access to his memories, then what
happensif he goes back to being Johnny Angd?'

McGuire shook hishead. "I don't know. How much about your operation does he know, beyond just his
end of it?'

"Alot."

"Then | guessyou'd have ared problem."

"Areyou donelooking at that file?"

He handed it back to her. "I got the gist."

"Okay, let'sgo.”

McGuireraised his eyebrows. "Go where?

"To Angelo's gpartment, where e se?

"l don't think that would be smart,” McGuire said. "Let me take it from here.”

"No way, Steve. I've got to know. I've got to find out if the task force has been compromised. If so, then
we're going to have to move very, very quickly to pull al our people out.”

"Chances are we won't find anything at that apartment,” said McGuire. "And | don't want to put you at
risk. You're an attorney, Christine, not atrained police officer. And I've got just as much of astakein this
asyou do. Your task force people are my officers, after all. Look, | promise to keep you personally
posted on everything we learn, as soon aswe learn it. Fair enough?’

She moistened her lips nervoudy. "1 supposeit will haveto be. But | want you to know I'm not very
comfortable about leaving the Bureau out of it. If anything goeswrong, you'll have your head handed to
you."

"Don't you think | know that? Thanksfor the help, Christine.”



"Don't mention it. And | do mean, don't mention it. We never had this discusson.”
He smiled. "Would you perjure yourself by swearing to that under oath?"
Shedid not return his smile. "Just watch me."

He watched her leave and then glanced at hiswatch. He il had twenty minutes to meet the Gypsy. He
hoped Natashawould ill be there. She was a gifted psychic, no question about that, but when it came
to things like keeping her appointments, she was not very responsible. Cometo think of it, she was not
very responsible about alot of things, he thought.

The drive down to the Village was expedited by the siren and the flashing light, one of the perks of being
deputy police commissioner. Another perk was carrying agun. He hadn't carried agun in along time, but
before he left, he had taken his old semiautomatic out of its box in the desk drawer and strapped on his
belt holster, though as he drove down to the Frog and Dragon coffeehouse on Bleecker Street, it
occurred to him that there might not be much point to shooting aman who was aready dead.

A part of him did not want to involve Natashain this any further, but another part of him knew he'd need
apsychicto figure out this crazy case. He dready had severd detectivesworking on it, assisted by police
adepts. Why was he getting involved persondly? It probably wasn't smart. But Christine had been right.
Thisthing had gotten to him. And for some reason, he didn't trust Case.

He couldn't put hisfinger on why, but his cop ingtincts had always been good. They hadn't had aworkout
in quite awhile, true, but his nose wastelling him that there was something wrong with Case. Part of it, he
had to admit, was persona prejudice. He smply didn't like the man. Ever since he took over the New

Y ork Bureau office, Case had maintained a condescending attitude toward the department, asif they
were mere scut workerswhile it was the Bureau that handled al the important matters. To some extent,
of course, that was true. The department was neither trained nor equipped to dea with magic crime,
except for minor misdemeanors and the like, but Case had an attitude problem. He was a petty power
junkie.

McGuire had seen histype many times before and they were dways the same. Little men who sought
comfortable nichesin bureaucracies that would enable them to lord it over people. Unlike people who
had real power, they could not discriminate. They took refuge in thingslike policy and regulation and
were utterly inflexible. More often than not, they could be found holding down adesk at apublic utility or
in an adminigtrative branch of some hospita or corporation, where the pecking order wasrigidly
established and their authority was clearly defined. At best, they could be merely irritating. At wordt, they
could be maddening impediments to progress. There was usudly only one way to ded with them, and
that wasto go over their heads to someone with more clout, play the game their way, and either usea
connection or become amild irritant to someonein aposition well above them. Suspend an anvil ona
string above their heads and then draw their attention to the scissorsin your hand. Then suddenly they
became very cooperative and polite.

Case, however, was one of the worst examples of the breed, a man who had actualy managed to worm
hisway into aposgtion of some sgnificant power. The only way to go over hishead would beto goto
Bureau Headquarters in Washington, and M cGuire had no legsto stand on. No one in the Bureau owed
him any favors, and while there were some favors he could call in with people who would have some
influence, thiswas not the time or the Stuation for that. He was clearly out of bounds. He had purposely
delayed in having the forens cs reports submitted to the Bureau office, and instead of turning the entire
matter over to Case, as he was supposed to do, he was poaching on the Bureau's turf, to say nothing of
acting outsdethelimits of his office by playing detective.



"Y ou'velost your objectivity, McGuire," he mumbled to himsdf. The proper thing to do wastell the
driver to turn this car around, levitate it right back to the garage, then get those reportsto Case and just
forget about the whole damned thing. That was exactly the right thing to do. " Screw that,” he said.

CHAPTER SIX

The lounge, as Madonado called it, was really no more than abar and nobody seemed to be lounging. It
wasalarge, high-ceilinged room with aheavily varnished wood floor and along mahogany bar behind
which three bartenders were kept busy. The place was crowded and few people were sitting. Everyone
was milling about, dressed very fashionably in outfits of neo-Edwardian and renai ssance punk, seeing and
being seen, posing and deprecating other poses. There was music playing, some kind of high-stress,
metronomic, syncopated dirge punctuated by inner-city noises such as sirens, shots, and jackhammers.
The undertone of conversation blended with it in astrange, ethered way. It gave the atmosphere of the
place adecided edge.

"That's her over there, with thelegs," said Madonado, pointing out ayoung woman in achain-mail and
black leather jacket, ashort red skirt dashed clear up to her hips, so that it was practically aloincloth,
and graceful, high-hedled sandds. She had long blond hair artfully stresked with blue, and she wore
bright, wet-looking lipstick. She was rocking her head dightly in time to the music and, at the sametime,
casudly looking dl around the room. She had, thought Angelo, the look of ahungry tigress.

Her name's Donna, but she calls herself Blue," said Madonado. "Rents aloft just down the street, callsit
her studio. Has aroommate, an artist's model or something, but she never seemsto be around. Joey's
been bragging that both of ‘em have pulled the train for him. Who knows, maybe they have. If you like
what you see, nothing saysyou can't have yoursdlf alittle fun before you start takin' care of business. Do
what you gotta do. Nobody's gonna cry over adut like that. Call me tomorrow and let me know what
you found out."

Maldonado clapped him on the shoulder, got up, and left. Angelo smply stood there, not knowing what
to do. Madonado's words had been ambiguous, but the implication was clear. He was expected to at
least rough her up, "whatever it takes," to get information out of her about Joey Battaglia, whom he didn't
even know, or if he knew him, he could not remember. And Madonado had even hinted that if hekilled
her, no one would shed any tears.

What kind of people was he mixed up with? What was this shipment that was coming in? It sounded like
drugs, or something equaly illegd. Jesus, | must be with the mob, thought Angelo. What wasthiswork
he was supposed to have done in Detroit? Was he akiller? That thought brought him up short. He
suddenly felt certain that he had killed before, not once or twice, but many times. And at the sametime,
he fdlt repugnance for the thought.

| can't go through with this, hetold himsdif. But &t the very lesdt, I've got to warn thiswoman. Smply
because she was a progtitute, that was no reason for her to be beaten up or even killed. And if he didn't
do it, someone el se probably would. And what would happen to him if he didn't do it? Ma donado
expected to be called tomorrow. He didn't even know Ma donado's phone number. Perhapsit was
somewhere in the gpartment. He suddenly decided he would not go back there. The place had felt
vaguely familiar, but it wasn't home, and there was nothing there he wanted. And when he did not do
what was expected of him, it wasthe first place they would ook for him.

Hewaited until there was an empty space at the bar and walked up next to her. Her eyes did over him as



he took his place at the bar. She smiled. "Well, hi," she said, and dowly moistened her lips. "What's your
name?'

"Johnny."

"Hi, Johnny, I'm Blue."

"I'm sorry to hear that. Will it cheer you up if | buy you adrink?’

Shelaughed. "Hey, that's origind, | likethat. | like guyswho are quick. But not too quick.”
"What are you drinking?' he asked.

"Vodkaand tonic."

"A vodkaand tonic for the lady,” Johnny said, "and I'll have ..." What did he drink?"I'll have your best
sngle mdt Scotch,”" he said, which wasthefirg thing that cameinto hismind.

"Oooh," she said, "aman who's serious about his Scotch.”

"So..." Hewasn't quite sure how to begin. "I see you're done here. Are you waiting for someone?”’
"No, just hanging out. Why, what's on your mind?*

"That could be adangerous question,” he said.

"So give me adangerous answer,” shereplied. "What do you like?"
"Areyouworking?'

"Everybody works. Why, you a cop?'

"Do | look likeacop?'

"Cops dress sharp and grow beards these days,” she said.

"Maybe you'reacop,” hesad.

"Thenwheream | hiding my gun?’

"Under that jacket, maybe."

"Thejacket comesright off,” she said, dipping out of it. Underneath, she wore achain-mail hater that left
nothing to theimagination. " So, you like what you see?'

"Nice" said Angelo.
"I've got a placejust down the Street. Y ou interested?”

The bartender brought their drinks. Angelo took out hisroll to pay for them. Her eyes got big when she
saw it.

"Widl, | guessyou do dl right," shesaid, staring at therall greedily. "Two hundred and I'm off for the
wholenight."

"Okay," he said, and started to ped off the bills.



"Hey, not here, dl right? Come on, well go to my place.”

She tossed back her drink, put her jacket back on, took hisarm, and walked him outside. On the
sdewalk, she snuggled closer to him and bumped her hip up againgt hisside. Abruptly she pulled away.

"Hey, that'sagun!” shesaid. "Y ou are acop, you scumbag!”

She started to move away, but he grabbed her arm. "Wait . . ."

"Let goof me!”

"I'm not acop,” heinssted. But for some strange reason, that sounded wrong somehow.

"Y egh, bull—shit!"

"Listen to me, you'rein danger.”

"Y egh, from you, asshole. Let go of me!l" Shetried to jerk away.

Hekept hisgrip firm. "Not from me. From Joey Battagliasfriends."

She stopped struggling suddenly and stared at him. "What the hell isthis? How do you know Joey?"
"Joey ever tak aout any of hisfriends?' said Angdo. "Tommy? His uncle Franco? Vinnie Madonado?'
"What are you, anarc? Who the hell areyou?"

"l don't know," he said.

"What do you mean, you don't know?"

"I mean something happened to me and | woke up in ahospita the other day and | couldn't remember a
thing. | seem to be somebody named Johnny Angel and Madonado just brought me here to work you
over s0 | could find out if Joey's been talking about the shipments. Maybe even kill you. But I'm not
goingtodoit, | swear. | just wanted to warn you."

"Holy shit," shesad, turning pae. "Holy fucking shit.”

"L ook, I'm not going to do anything," said Angelo, "but I'm supposed to call Madonado tomorrow and
let him know what happened. When he doesn't hear from me, he's probably going to come looking for
me. And Joey'sfriends are going to comelooking for you."

"Oh, God. Oh, Jesus, no. . . ."
"They know whereyou live. Y ou've got to get away somewhere.”
"Chrigt. Why areyou doing this?'

"l told you, | lost my memory somehow. All | know isthat I'm supposed to be somebody named
Angelico, who's aso known as Johnny Angel, and apparently I'm involved with the mob. But if that's
who | was, I'm not that person now. | don't want any part of it."

"Thisisonthelevd, it it?' shesad.

"It'sanightmare, that'swhat it is" Angdlo replied.



"They're going to come after you, too, when you don't do . . . what you're supposed to do. Y ou know
that, don't you?"'

"I know. | don't care. | just can't go through with it. | smply can't believe | was someone like that, but
Maldonado seemed to know me, and he said something about somework | did up in Detroit. ... | think |
must belosing my mind." Hishead was starting to hurt.

"Hey, you dl right?"

"No. | don't think so. | fed dizzy."
"Come on, wéell go to my place.
"Didn't you hear what | just said?'

"I heard, believe me. But you're supposed to be working me over tonight, or maybe dumping my body
somewhere. They're not gonna come looking until tomorrow, & least. Meanwhile, | gottaget some stuff
together so | can split and you look like you're about to fal down. Come on, lean on me.”

He suddenly felt weak. It seemed to him asif he were hearing voicesin his head, like adistant chorus of
whispers, but he could not make out what they were saying. She helped him down the street about two
blocksto her building. They took an old freight eevator up to her loft. There wasn't much toiit. It was
gpacious, but very sparsdly furnished. Therewas ablack lesther couch and lovesest, a coffeetable, a
few potted plants, akitchen table and some chairs by the kitchenette at the back, an expensive
entertainment system, alarge futon bed with amirror on the wal beside it, but mostly the place was bare,
save for the paintings on the walls and an artist's easdl set up on alarge, paint-spattered canvas dropcloth
underneath the skylight. She helped him to the couch and headed for the kitchen, where she opened the
refrigerator and took out a bottle of vodka.

"Y ou look likeyou could useadrink," she said, bringing it to him with aglass. "Sorry, | don't have any
Scotch."

He poured himself aglassful and took a healthy dug. It warmed him and he seemed to fed alittle better.
She sat down on the chair beside him.

"Y ou redly don't remember who you are?'
"l can't seem to remember anything.”
"How do you know you're Johnny Angel ?*

"I found mysdlf in his apartment. | found the gun, the money, hisID bracelt, hisuits. . . they seemed to
fit like they were made for me. And then Madonado called and recognized my voice. He said we were
supposed to meet at Luigi'sand when | got there, he recognized me and waved me over. | didn't know
him from Adam. That'swhere | learned everything dse, listening to him while hetold mewhat | was
supposed to do. It seems the police have seized severd of these shipmentsthey're bringing in—drugs, |
guess—and somebody named Tommy thinks Joey's got abig mouth. They know Joey's been seeing you
and they don't likeit. They think he's been bragging to you, talking big and boasting about what they
were doing, and they suspect you've been tipping off the police. And that's about al | know."

"Jesus Chrigt," she said. "We're fucking dead. They'll probably kill Joey, too."

"No offense, but for some reason, I'm not too worried about Joey."



"To hdll with Joey. He'saredl sick puppy. Herel think I've met mysdlf ared high roller and turnsout all
he wants to do iswatch me with my tricks and then dap me around and call me names. He getsinto my
lifeand then | can't figure out how to shake him. He scared me. with al histalk about his connections.”

"So hedid talk to you?'

"Yeah, but | didn't say nothing to nobody. Like| said, he scared me. | wastrying to find another place so
| could move and maybe lose him, but it looks like | waited alittle too long. Damn, we've gotta get out of
here." She got up, removed her hedls, and started running around the place, collecting her belongings and
throwing them into asuitcase. "Y ou better cal usacab,” she said as she ran around, wasting no time.

"Us?' hesad.

"Well, | can't just run out on you after you saved my life," she said. "Y ou've got annesia. Where you
gonnago?'

"l havenoidea."

"That'swhat | mean."

"You believe me?'

Shedidn't sop moving. "Yeah, | believeyou.”
"“Why?"

"Who'd make up agtory like that?"

"What if it'sjust abluff to get you to leave with me?

She stopped for amoment and looked at him, then shook her head. "No, | don't think so. If you wanted
to do me, you'd do it right here. Who's around to see? Besides, you're hurtin', honey. | can tell.”

"| gppreciate your trugt," he said wearily.

"Hell, themessI'min, I've gottatrust somebody," she said, throwing thingsinto a suitcase. "Besides,
we've both gotta split and you're the one with al the cash. Cdll that cab.”

"Where arewe going?'

"To ahotel. Someplace they won't think to look for us." She thought amoment. "The Plaza. What the
hell, you can afford it. Well figure out what to do when we get there.”

Angelo reached for the phone.

"He's been here," said Natasha, looking around the bedroom.

"Areyou sure?' McGuire asked, checking the drawers and the closets.

"I'm sure,”" shereplied, picking up the white hospital gown from the floor beside the bed.

"Oh," said McGuire, alittle shegpishly. "1 wouldve found that, eventualy.” He shook his head. "How the
hell did he get dl the way here from the hospital dressed like that?"

"Maybe hetook a cab," Natasha said.



"|sthat right? Where did he keep hiswallet?

"I'm picking up ared fedling of confusion,” she said, squeezing the gown in her hands. "He'slogt. He
doesn't seem to know who heis. | don't think he even knew how he got here.”

McGuire saw the light blinking on the answering machine and punched the playback button. " Angel?
Where the hell are you? You were supposed to meet me here an hour ago, for Christ's sake! You
think I got nothing better to do than cool my heels waitin' on your ass? You'd better have some
damn good excuse, that's all | gotta—" The message tape clicked off.

"He must have picked up the phone,” McGuire said.
"Do you know who that is?" Natasha asked.
McGuire shook hishead. "No."

"Don't touch the phone,” shesaid. "L et me seeit.”

He moved away. She rewound the tape and played it back again while she held on to the receiver, her
eyes closed.

"Madonado,” she said, her eyes ill closed as she held on to the receiver.
"Vinnie Madonado?' said McGuire.

She opened her eyes. "Yes, | think that'sit.”

"You'regood," he said with admiration.

"Y eah, you only want me for my mind. So you do know him."

"I know of him. He'sone of Tommy Leone's chief lieutenantsin the Lucchese family. Christiné's not going
tolikethis. Did you get anything els=?"

"Something about ameeting.”

"Widl, that part'son thetape,” he said wryly.

She grimaced. "L et metry again.”

She rewound the tape and played it back again while she held on to the receiver, concentrating. "Luigi's.”
"I know the place. It'sin Little Itay. Y ou done with that phone?"

"l guess”

Hetook it from her and called in, ordering a stakeout on +t gpartment, then he hung up and said, "Let's
go."

"Where are we going?"
"Luigi's Clam and Oyster Bar."
"Greet, I'm hungry."

"| thought you just had dinner."



"All this psychic stuff gives me an appetite,” shesaid.

He shook his head. "Y ou're an expensive date.”

"Y eah, but on the other hand, | know exactly what you like."

"l don't want to talk about it."

She started making clucking noises, like a chicken.

"Hell, comeon," he said with exasperation, taking her arm.

"Oaoph, | loveit when you're masterful,” she said as he pulled her out of the gpartment.

"They'releaving," Kirasaid, watching from the cab double-parked across the street as McGuire and
Gypsy came out of the gpartment building and got into their car.

"That didn't takelong," she said.

They watched as McGuire's car sped off.

"They found something," Kirasaid. "They seeminan awful hurry."
"Follow them," said Wyrdrune to the cabbie.

Without aword, the cabbie levitated the car and it skimmed off about afoot off the ground after
McGuire's unmarked unit. The cabdriver was alower-grade transportationa adept, which meant he only
knew the basic spells of low-leve levitation and impulsion, enough to get him his hack license. Hewould
have been no match for Wyrdrune, even without his runestone. Wyrdrune had no real qualms about
placing him under aspell of compulsion. It was gtrictly unethical, of course, but he told himself the cabbie
wasn't doing anything he wouldn't have done anyway, more or less. He would smply find himsdf in
another part of town much later, unable to account for ablock of histime, and with nothing on his meter.
But hewould have avery largetip.

"We're heading toward Little Italy,” Kirasaid. "l wish | knew what they found out up there."

"They found out Angelo got acall from ahood named Vinnie Madonado,” Wyrdrune said, "and hewas
supposed to meet him at a place caled Luigi's Clam and Oyster Bar in Little Italy.”

Kiragtared at him. "How the hell did you know that?*

Wyrdrune pulled an amulet out from under his shirt. It was an exact match of the one Makepeace had
given Natasha. "Thereceptionis particularly good,” he said, tapping his head with hisforefinger. 'l guess
her being psychic helps.”

"Very sneeky,” Kirasaid. She punched himin thearm. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"I didn't have a chance. Sebagtian only dipped thisto me aswewere leaving," he said, tucking the amulet
back underneath his shirt. "We worked up the spell together about two weeks ago, asaway of trying to
keep in touch with our friends. The only problemiis, it'slimited by distance. Theré's only enough
resonance to broadcast clearly for about three miles, and the reception starts getting rapidly weaker after
that until it fades out completely at about five. We were hoping to find aspell that would incresseits
strength, but the troubleis, you'd need larger and larger stonesto a point whereit getsimpractical. But in
thiscasg, it comesin red handy."



"Y ou don't trust her?' Kiraasked.

"No, it isn't that," hereplied. "Gypsy's okay. She understands what we're up againg. | just don't think she
fully appreciatesthe danger. She'simpulsve and she strikesme asarisk taker."

"I guessit takes one to know one, huh?"'
"You should talk."
"Why would Modred go to meet some hood?"

"Modred wouldn't," Wyrdrune said. "Angelo might, though. Gypsy told McGuire she picked up
something thorn Angelo feding confused and logt, not redlly knowing who hewas. It fitswith what Billy
suggested. Modred's probably got amnesiafrom the trauma. Either that or he'sjust out of it. Maybe he's
not even Modred anymore, but someone new, acombination of Angelo and himsdf, the way Billy'sa
combination of himsdf, Merlin, and Gorlois.”

"So that means we've lost Modred?!

"Not necessarily. We didn't lose Billy when he changed, did we? He smply became something more than
what hewas."

"But he suffered a severe trauma, aswdll," said Kira. "He amost died. Why didn't the same thing happen
tohim?'

"Hard to say," said Wyrdrune. "For one thing, don't forget both Merlin and Gorloiswere alot stronger
than Modred. And then there'sthe fact that Modred's dready died once before, in amanner of speaking.
| don't know. There's dso the fact that Angelo had been possessed by the Dark One and it soundslike
he had hislifeforce drained. There seemsto have been enough Ieft to sustain him for awhile, until he got
to the hospital, but he was pronounced brain dead shortly after he got there. The runestone had aready
bonded with him by then. It had to have happened just after the Dark One siphoned off Angdlo'slife
energy through his acolyte. The runestone bonded with ahost that was hanging on by abare thread. And
Modred had been hurt. That'salot of damage to overcome and even the runestones have to have their
limits"

"Can you pick up what they're talking about now?" asked Kira, looking ahead of them through the
windshield at McGuiréscar.

Wyrdrune nodded. "McGuire's worried that thisthing is escal ating more and more out of his control, not
that he had any control to begin with. He didn't tell the D.A. hewas bringing Gypsy in on this, and he's
concerned about how he's going to explain the whole thing to the commissioner. Gypsy's picking up alot
from him, too, and I'm getting that, aswdll. It'sred interesting.”

"How 07"

"He knows she can read him, but he doesn't seem very concerned about it. He likes her and apparently
they've got some history."

"Oh, it'slikethat."

"Sort of. Push never really cameto shove, apparently. The thing that'sredly interesting isthat he doesn't
seem to trust Case, the local Bureau chief. He doesn't like him to begin with, but he also thinks Case
knows more about thisthan he'sletting on. At least to him.”



"Well, we know that's true enough,” said Kira. "The Bureau's got afile on us, except they've got it
backward. They think we're the necromancers.”

"McGuire could be useful," Wyrdrune said. "'l redlize that part of what I'm getting isfiltered through
Gypsy's perception of him, and shelikes him, but look at what he's doing. The deputy commissioner is
not supposed to be working on a case himsdlf. He's got detectives assigned to this thing, but he's decided
to handle this personally. He took the book and tossed it right out the window, because he's got hisown
way of doing things. Remind you of anyone we know?"

"Mike Blood of Scotland Yard," she said.
"Bingo. Seemslike they're both cut from the same cloth.”
"Y ourethinking of bringing himin with us?'

"Maybe. Let's see what he does. But having the deputy police commissioner of New Y ork City on our
team would certainly makethingsalot easier for usin thistown.”

"They're stopping,” Kirasad.

"Yep, thereésLuigi's," Wyrdrune said. He had the cabbie stop a short distance down the block. "Okay,
|et's see what happens now.”

"McGuire, commissioner'soffice," he said, showing the bartender hisshield and ID.
"I know who you are, Mr. McGuire," the man said. "What can | do for you?'
"Was Vinnie Madonado here today?"

"He sure was, but you didn't hear it from me."

"Did he meet anyone?'

"Y eah, some guy. Don't know hisname. Dark hair, beard, flashy clothes. They were Sitting over inthe
back booth there. Don't know what they talked about, though. Don't want to know."

"How long ago did they leave?"
"I dunno. Couple hours, maybe. Can't say for sure. Place was busy. Toni waited on'em.”
"Can | spesk to her?!

"Sure." He cdled the waitress over. The waitress essentially corroborated what the bartender said,
except she gave a better description of the man Madonado had met. 1t was undoubtedly Angelo. She
pointed out the booth where they were gitting. It was occupied. McGuire went over to the middle-aged
couple gtting there.

"Excuse me, folks," he said, showing hisshield and ID to them. "I'm sorry to interrupt your meal, but
there were some felony suspects sitting here alittle earlier today and I'd like to ask you to let us examine
this booth for amoment. I'm sorry for the inconvenience; if you'll wait over by the bar, the department
will pick up your tab."

The man looked a hiswife. "Soundslike agood dedl to me," he said, diding out of the booth. "Help



yoursdf."
Asthe couple left, McGuire and Gypsy did into the booth. "Well, can you get anything?' he asked her.

She shook her head. "I don't know. They've changed al the silverware, of course, and there've been
people gitting here since then. That'll muddy everything out.”

"Try."

She closed her eyes and sat very still for amoment. Then she made aface and shook her head again.
"I'm sorry, Steve. I'm picking up more about the couple who just |eft than anything ese.”

"Damn. Wait aminute." He waved the waitress over. "Toni, you gtill have the check for those people we
asked you about, don't you?"

"Surething. Got it right here,” she said, taking it out of her gpron pocket.
"Would you giveit to her, please?' McGuire sad, indicating Gypsy.

She handed the check to Natasha

"WEell giveit back when we're finished looking at it, thank you," said McGuire.

The waitress shrugged. "Don't know what thereisto see. They had somewine and linguini isdl. Take
your time, though." She went off to see to her other tables.

"Anything?' McGuiresaid.

Gypsy held the check in her hand, frowning dightly. " Angelo didn't touchiit,” she said. "I'm getting the
other guy, Maldonado. And the waitress. She's having boyfriend trouble.”

"l don't want to hear about the waitress," said McGuire.
"'Something about shipments," said Natasha, frowning. "And somebody named Joey. Mean anything?'
McGuire shook hishead. "Could be anybody. Can't you get anything else?"

She crumpled the check up in her fist and closed her eyes. After amoment she opened them quickly.
"Oh, boy," shesaid.

"What isit?'

"Maldonado wants Angelo to take care of somebody, awoman,” she said. "A hooker, | think, or maybe
hejust thinks of her as being awhore. Something to do with Joey and these shipments. I'm not redlly
getting anything ese.” She flattened the check on the tabletop and smoothed it out alittle with her hand.
"Somebody named Tommy," she said.

"Tommy Leone?'

"Maybe. He's angry about the shipments. And Joey.” She shrugged. "Joey Something. Something Itdian,
withaB. That'sdl | can get. I'm sorry, Steve.”

"Maybeit'senough,” he said. "L et's cross our fingers. I've got to make aphone call.”

They relinquished the booth back to the people who were sitting there, McGuire took care of their bill,
then asked to use the phone in the office. He looked at hiswatch, then diaed.



"Chrigtine? McGuire. Look, I'm at Luigi's. | found out Angelo met with Vinnie Madonado here afew
hours ago. Does Tommy Leone know anybody named Joey, last name something with aB, Itdian?”

"Joey Battaglia," she said immediately. "Franco Maranallo's nephew. A red deaze. Likesto beet up
women, especidly hookers."

"Was there someone in particular he was associating with? A hooker, | mean, or some other woman?'

"Hold on amoment, | can check Angelo's most recent reports,” she said. "Why, have you got
something?'

"Yeah, | think so. Tommy Leone's upset about |osing some shipments. And he'sangry at Joey. It looks
asif hethinks Joey's been talking too much to some woman, a hooker, perhaps.”

"Y eah, we had the D.E.A. seize two of their shipmentslast month, street vaue of over two million
dollars. Angelo gave usthetip. It must have redly hit Leone whereit hurts. Let me see, Battaglia, Joey . .
. herewe go." He heard the rustling of papersin the background. "Known associates. . . hmmmm. . .
I'm sorry, Steve, nothing here about any women, hookers or otherwise. Apparently Angelo didn't think
there was anyone sgnificant.”

"Shit," said McGuire.
"Why, what have you come up with?'

"You're not going to likethis. | think Madonado sent Angelo out after some woman this Joey Battaglias
been asociating with."

"What do you mean, he sent him after some woman?"
"Maybeto work her over, possbly evenkill her."

"Wait aminute,” shesaid. "Areyou sure? | thought you said Angelo was being controlled by some
adept?'

"That's how it looks,"” McGuiresaid.

"So what the hdll is he doing taking orders from Madonado?!

"I don't have thefaintest idea. It's possible he's not being controlled, after dl.”
"| thought you said he was azombie?'

"| said that my people said it was possible," McGuire said. "There may be some other explanation for
why he died and didn't stay dead. Maybe the hospita redlly did screw up. | don't know. But thereésa
chance he may not know who heredly is. That isto say, he may actudly think his cover identity ishis
red identity."

He heard her sgh. "Y ou're telling me that Angelo might think he'sredlly Johnny Angdl and he'staken a
contract on some woman?'

"I'm afraid it's possble.”
"Dear God. You'vegot to stop him."

"I will, if I can find him. But you werethe best lead | had. | can check with some of my people, but it



would be a crap shoot. They won't have your intelligence, because you've played it so closeto the vest
with your task force."

"Get off my back, Steve. Hell. I'm sorry. Look, I'll ssewhat | can do. I'll check with some of my people,
seeif anybody knows more about who Battaglias been seeing. It might take some time, though.”

"Wemay not have much.”
"Then get the hdll off the phone." She hung up.

CHAPTER SEVEN

"What the hdll isthis?' said Case, staring a histermina monitor screen. "Thefileson Angelo are
restricted?’

"Detective John Angelo has been detached to specia duty with the Organized Crime Task Force," the
computer replied. "'l am unable to access his personne files."

"Did you inform the N.Y.P.D. data bank that thisisaB.O.T. priority request?’

" am programmed to do that as standard procedure,” the computer replied. "Clearance isrequired for
accessto al N.Y.P.D. personnd files."

Case sighed with exasperation. "All right. Make the request again, well do it by the numbers. Give my
full name, title, ID, shield number, and clearance authorization code.”

"Working," said the computer. A moment later the same "Restricted” message appeared on the terminal
screen. "Request denied,” the computer said.

Case swore. "What the hell do you mean, request denied?'
"I mean that access to Detective John Angelo's personnel file has been refused,” the computer replied.

"I know that," Case said irritably. "It's not supposed to be refused. Can you determineif thisisa
computer error?"

Why couldn't he seem to think straight? He was practically dead on hisfeet, yet he hadn't really done
anything that he should fed so utterly exhausted. It must be stress, he thought. Or perhaps the aftereffects
of whatever trauma he'd sustained that had made him lose his memory. He came out of the bathroom to
find Blue stretched out on the bed. She had taken off everything except her panties.

"| ordered some champagne and caviar,” she said with asultry smile. "But we can Start working up a
thirst until it getshere." She patted the bed beside her.

"Don' teke thisthe wrong way," said Angelo, "but I'd redly rather not.”
"What's the matter?' she asked, atouch defensively. "Isit me? Or don't you like girls?"

"It'sneither one," said Angelo, Sitting down wesarily on the other bed. "For onething, | don't really know
you, and for another, | couldn't even if | wanted to. | wouldn't have the energy. I'm absolutely dead on
my feet and I've got a splitting headache.”



"Not tonight, I've got a headache, huh?' she said. She got up and came over to Sit beside him on the bed.
"Here, stretch out and lean back againgt me," she said.

"Redlly, Blue, | gppreciate the gesture, but—"

"Gesture nothing, | dso happen to be alicensed masseuse,”" she said. "Here, put your head back . . . ."
She gtarted to massage histemples.

"Ahhh," hesaid. "That fedswondeful "

"Yeah, it helps me get better tips,” she said wryly. "1 took acoursein acupressure at the free university.
Here, let'sget your shirt off. I'll give you the full treatment.” She helped him off with his shirt and her eyes
widened when she saw the runestone. "Hey, wow, isthat a ruby?'

"l suppose s0,” hesaid. "I don't remember how it got there, though.”

"Jeez, ook at the Size of that thing!" she said, leaning closer to examineit. "1t must be worth afortune!™
As shereached out to touch it, her bare breasts brushed Angelo'sface. "Hey! It fedlswarm!”

Angeo cleared histhroat dightly. "Body temperature, | guess.”

She shook her head. "No, | don't think s0," she said. "Trust me, one thing agirl knows about, it's jewelry,
and your body temperature wouldn't warm it up like that. It's got these little symbols carved iniit.”

"It does?| hadn't really noticed."

"They look likerunes," shesaid. ™Y ou sure you don't remember anything about this?'
"No," said Angdo. "I'm not redlly sure of anything."

"Here, turn over," shesaid.

He turned over onto his stomach and she straddled him to work on his neck, back, and shoulders.
Angelo fdt himsdf starting to rlax abit. She redlly was avery good masseuse.

"You know what?' she said. "I think thisisamagic sone. Maybe you're an adept.”

"I wouldn't know," Angelo replied. "What would an adept be doing with people like Joey Battagliaand
Vinnie Madonado?'

"Y ou got methere," she said, kneading the musclesin usback. ™Y ou know something, youreredly in
great shape. Y ou must work out alot.”

"If I do, | don't remember," Angelo replied.
"Y ou redly don't remember anything?"

" Not redly. Little bitsand pieces of things. Like just now, 1 was standing by the window, looking out at
the park, and 1 seemed for amoment asif the view was somehow familiar, only the angle waswrong.”

"So you think maybe you used to live around here?!
"l don't know."

"God, it must be terrible not to be able to remember anything. Maybe if we work onit, we can jog
something loose”



"l imagine you've got your own problemsto worry about right now," said Angelo. ™Y ou can't go back to
your place. Madonado and hisfriends will belooking for you. What are you going to do?'

"I don't redly know. I haven't exactly had much chanceto think about it."
Y ou have any money?'

"I've got some squirreled away in an account,” she said "A few thousand. | was saving up to open my
own gdlery. | guessnow I'll go to the bank tomorrow and take it al out. I'll need it to get out of town."

He grunted.

"MaybeI'll goto L.A. Or maybe Chicago, who knows | didn't leave anything behind | can't replace.
Likemy wholelife," she added sourly. ™Y ou know, aslong as| can remember, | wanted to be an artist.
It'snot asif | wanted to be ahooker, you know. Thingsjust get kind of complicated sometimes. A girl's
gotta do what she can to get by. Thistown will chew you up and spit you out. Way it Started out, aguy
propositioned me and | was broke and hungry and 1 figured, well, just this once, you know, what can it
hurt? And it was easy money. | just sort of turned my head off and got through it and afterward | felt like
hell, but then the next time it was easier, and then the next time after that and the next time after that, and
well, you know how itis. You jus find yoursdf in these Stuations.”

There was aknock at the door.
"That'sroom service," shesad. "Just relax aminute, I'll beright back.”

She got up and threw on arobe, then went to let in the room service waiter with his cart. She signed for it
and poured herself aglass of champagne. She picked up the bottle and the other glass and went back
into the bedroom.

"Y ou sure you don't want some of this champagne?* she said. "It'sredly good.”
Angeowasfast adeep.

"No, thank you, Blue," she said. She shrugged and emptied the glass. She stood over the bed, staring
down at him. He was bresthing deeply and heavily. "Angelo?' she said. He did not respond.

She repested his name again, but he seemed sound adeep. Moving dowly and carefully, she went
through his pockets until she found theroll of bills. She put therall into the pocket of her leather jacket
and got dressed. Her gaze fell on the semi-automatic in the shoulder holster he had |eft hanging on a
chair. Shetook the pistal out of the holster. It felt large and heavy in her hand.

She considered whether or not she should take it, aswell. if Joey'sfriends came after her . . . but then,
about al she would really know how to do was point it. She knew nothing about guns, except that
automeatics were more complicated than revolvers. She knew that much from the entertainment programs
she had seen and from watching Joey with his gun. He used to like to show it off. He would do thisthing
with the top part of it, where he would sort of dap it back, and the top part would move. It had
something to do with loading it or getting it ready to fire. Therewere dso little levers or something on it
and she had no ideawhat they did. She put the gun back in its hol ster.

She had the money, that was dl that counted. She didn't know how much wasin theroll, but it wasalot.
Enough, certainly, to buy her aticket out of town. Shelooked back at Angelo's deeping form and
hesitated. Guy saves my life, she thought, and | wind up rolling him. Great. Then she thought, who am |
kidding?I've got to think of mysdlf. The only thing hereally saved her from was himsdlf. And Joey. And
his mobster friends. She took the roll out of her jacket pocket and stared at it for amoment, then took a



deep breath and replaced it in her pocket. The hell with it, she thought. Lifeishard and then you die. A
girl'sgottalook out for herself. She started walking toward the door, but stopped before she reached it
and smply stood there.

Her shoulders dumped and she sighed, looking down at thefloor. "Aw, hdl," she said to hersdlf. "I cant.
| just can't.”

She took the roll back out of her pocket and turned around to put it back. She gasped. Angelo was
gone. In his place on the bed, sitting back against the headboard, was an old man with a deeply lined
face and skin that was the color of bronze. He was dressed in awhite robe and long, fiery red hair hung
down amost to hiswaist. Hiseyeswere abrilliant, unsettling emerad green, dmost like acat's, and they
were S0 bright they seemed to glow. And they were watching her. She dropped theroll of billsto the
floor and stared, her jaw dack Then her knees buckled beneath her and shefell to the floor in afaint.

"Wadl, that'sit," McGuire said, leaning back wearily againgt the car seat. "I can't think what elseto do.
I've dready got an A.P.B. out on Angelo. Sooner or later, well find him, but by then that woman he's
gone after may dready befloating intheriver."

"There must be something el se that we can do,” said Gypsy.
"I'm open to suggestions,” said McGuire.
"Couldn't you bring in thisguy, Madonado, for questioning?'

McGuire shook hishead. "No, he'sawise guy. Hewouldn't say aword and hislawyer would have him
outinnotime"

"Maybeif | could get areading on him—"

"Forget it," said McGuire. "I've dready stretched the rulestoo far involving you asmuch as| have. And
involving mysdlf, for that matter. Christine's trying to build acase against Tommy Leone. If therésevena
hint of apsychic being involved, it will taint al the other evidence. It'stoo much of agray area. Besides,
you don't want to get anywhere near aguy like Madonado. Y ou want to wind up in alandfill
somewhere?’

"So youresmply going to giveup?"

"No, but there doesn't seem to be anything to do right now except wait. I've got Angelo's apartment
staked out, and therésan A.P.B. out. | can question my detectives and seeif any of them know anything
about who Joey Battaglia's been seeing, but he'sredly not amgor player. Maybe Christine will come up
with something. Thetroubleis, thetrail's gone cold on us, and for that matter, | don't even know who or
what we're after. Is Angelo an amnesiac cop who's had a near-death experience or is he a corpse being
controlled by some necromancer? This whole thing started with that crazy raid and now it's gotten
completely out of hand. | should just sash my hands of the whole thing and turn it over to the Bateau. Let
Case have the headache.”

"But you're not going to do that," she said.
McGuire gave asmdl snort. "Does your psychic'sintuition tell you that?"

"No, | just know you."



"Wdll, you've been abig help, Natasha, and | appreciateit.”
"Tha soundslikeadismiss.”

"Don't take it the wrong way. It's an honest thank you. But you've done about al that you can do. From
here on, it's Sraight police work. I'll go and have atak with that adept physician at the hospital. Maybe
he can give me a better picture of exactly what we're dedling with. I'll drop you off at your place.

'What will you do when you find Angeo?'

"Try totakehimin. But | just don't know if well have that option. Whatever Angelo's become, he's
clearly out of contral. If he redly has become azombie, then were going to have to bring him down. |
don't even want to think about <hat's going to happen if the media gets hold of this. In any case, Angelo
isn't my main problem. It'swhoever's behind this, Cornwall or whatever hisnameis, and his
confederates.

"| thought they were the Bureau's problem,” Gypsy said.
"If they're turning cops into zombies, they're my problem,” said McGuire grimly.

He dropped her off in front of her gpartment building and as the car skimmed away, the cab with
Wyrdrune and Kirapulled up. Wyrdrune opened the back door. "Get in," he said.

"Wevegot trouble," Gypsy sad.
"l know," Wyrdrunereplied. "I heard."

Shefrowned. "Y ou heard? How did you ..." And then her eyes got big. Her hand went to the amulet at
her throat. "1 don't believeit. Y ou bugged me?"

"It wasfor your safety,” Wyrdrune said.

"I can't believe you actudly bugged me!" Gypsy said Shetook off the amulet angrily and threw it out of
the window of the cab. It immediately regppeared back around her neck "Damniit!" she said. Shetook it
off again and threw it out again. And it came back again.

"Y ou're wasting your time," said Wyrdrune.

"How the hdl do | get rid of thisthing?' she demanded
"You can't. Not unless Sebastian takes off the spell.”
"I'm going to have aword or two with that big fairy!"

"I wouldn't go losing my temper with him, if | wereyou,” said Kira. "Fairies don't get mad. They just get
even."

Gypsy sighed with exasperation. "Where are we going?"'

"Back to check in with Gonzo," Wyrdrune said. "Maybe well get lucky and he's heard something.”
"What worries meisthat we haven't heard anything about that necromancer,” Kirasaid.

"That worriesyou?"' asked Gypsy. "'l should think no newsisgood news."

"Notinthiscase" Kirareplied. "In the past, what's enabled usto track them is their uncontrollable



hunger for power. They start killing to build up their lifeforce. Usudly, their murders have a pattern, but
there haven't been any stories about anew series of killingsin the city.”

"And that's bad news?'

"Widl, no, of course not, but what it meansisthat either the Dark One is committing murdersin away
that they haven't been discovered, or ese he's confident enough of his strength that he doesn't fedl he
needsto kill to grow more powerful."

"Or esehessmart and he's preparing aspell that will dlow him to takein agreat ded of lifeforcedl a
once," saild Wyrdrune,

"Y ou mean like amass murder?’ Gypsy asked.
"Exactly."

"And if we don't find Modred intime," said Kira, "we may not be able to stop him. Without Modred, we
can't cal upon the full power of the runestones.”

"Can't you work up some sort of spell that will enable you to find him?' Gypsy asked.

"l wish it werethat easy,” Wyrdrune replied. "Unfortunately, magic hasitslimits, even with the
runestones. Thereisalink between us, but it isn't something we can conscioudy control, and the fact that
we've had no feglings about Modred one way or other suggests that his runestone is either damaged or
depleted.”

'What happensthen?'

"I don't know," said Wyrdrune. "'l suppose the runestones can be destroyed, though | don't know how.
The Dark Ones certainly seem to think they can be, otherwise they'd never dare to attack us. The trouble
is, they can gain strength through necromancy, which is something we can't do.”

"So they can get stronger faster,” Gypsy said. "'If Modred's runestone is damaged or down on energy,
how doesit get replenished?’

"'l don't know that either,” Wyrdrune replied. "With ordinary white magic, recovery occurs naturaly.
How long it takes depends upon how much energy has been expended. The runestones are agrest ded
more powerful than any white magic I've ever run across. The Old Ones have morelife force, but if
they'reinjured? | don't know. We are, of course, the weak link. Physicaly, were far more vulnerable
than the runestones. But they need usto maintain their energy.”

"How? Y ou mean, like parasites?’

"Well, | don't know if I'd put it quite that way," said Wyrdrune. "It's more of asymbiotic relationship.
They make usalot stronger than we'd be without them. For example, I've never completed my
thaumaturgicd training. Technically, | shouldn't even be ableto passmy fird-level certification exams. But
the runestone has made me awizard. But the stones themselves are inorganic. They're alive because they
contain the spirits of the Council, but they're not living organismsin the same sense we are. They do not
metabolize”

"So you've got to eat to keep their strength up,” Gypsy said.

"Sometimeslikeahorse" said Wyrdrune. " The more energy they expend, the hungrier we get afterward.
Under ordinary circumstances, we eat alittle more than the average person. After alarge expenditure of



energy, we pig out like you wouldn't believe. It'sagood thing Modred's fabuloudy wedlthy, otherwise
our grocery bills aonewould wipe usout."

They arrived at M akepeace's gpartment building and Wyrdrune sent the cabbie to the other side of town,
where the spell of compulsion would wear off and he would remember nothing. When they got upgtairs,
they saw that Jacqueline had dready arrived.

M akepeace introduced the two of them. Jacqueline had aready met Gonzago, who was obvioudy taken
by her. Gypsy could not fail to note the contrast between them. Jacqueline Monet was astudy in
understated elegance. She was dressed in ablack neo-Edwardian suit and awhite silk shirt with alace
jabot. She wore low-heded black boots and held hersaf well. Unlike hersdlf, thought Gypsy, the woman
had perfect posture. She had aways counted on her flamboyance to make her the center of attention.
Jacqueline was one of those rare women who could do it with mere presence. She was an older woman,
though how much older was difficult to tell from her gppearance done. Shewasin her lateforties, but she
looked ten years younger. Her dark hair was starting to go gray and she did nothing to hide it. The effect
of the gray stresksin her hair was actually quite becoming. She spoke with a French accent, but it was
not pronounced, and her English was perfect. Gypsy found hersdlf liking her at once.

"Weneed aplan,” said Wyrdrune, asthey al took their seatsin the living room, but before he could
continue, Broom came sweeping in from the kitchen with atray of coffee cups.

"Isthat dl who's coming? I'm out of cups. Do you redize this man has nothing in hiskitchen? Theresa
thing in the refrigerator, | don't know what the hdll it is, but | swesr, it'sgrowing. A roach couldn't
aurviveinthisplace, I'mtelling you.”

"I do not have roaches," Makepeace said Hiffly.

"No, but you've got dustballs you could play soccer with,” Broom replied." The last time this place had a
good cleaning, subway tokens were a quarter and cabdrivers spoke English.”

"So clean the place, aready!” Wyrdrune said.

"Before or after | finish cooking for thisarmy? 'Y ou think maybe it would be too much trouble to ask
someone to go out for groceries, or are we dl going to live on pizzaand Chinese?"

"Makealist of what you need and well cdl out,” said Wyrdrune, "but if you don't mind, we've got things
to talk about right now, okay?"

"Why should I mind? Why should you trouble yoursdlf about the little necessities of life, like food, for
instance? | understand, you're busy saving the world. I'm expected to take care of thesellittle,
unimportant things, but you'd think it would be too much trouble for me to get some cooperation. Nasty
necromancers are out there, threatening the human race, but meanwhile were out of toilet paper. You
want nasty? Try wiping your tuchis with the Daily News."

Jacqudinelaughed. " Bonjour, Broom. | have missed you, mon ami .

"Well, at least somebody around here noticesme," Broom aid. "How are you, bubeleh! It's good to see
you, too. You'relooking alittle thin, sweetheart. Have you been eating well?"

"Can we get on with this?' asked Wyrdrune.

"Well, excuse me, Mr. Wizard!" Broom said. "Here€s your coffee, and it should keep you up dl night
thinking about what arude and insengitive person you are." The broom set down the tray and swept off
back into the kitchen in a huff.



Wyrdrune gazed up at the ceiling."Don't just look down,” he muttered, " help me!”

"I redly must find out what sort of spell you used to creete that fascinating creature,” Gonzago said. "'l
amply have to have one of my own."

"Take that one, pleasel” sad Wyrdrune.

"Oh, I couldn't possibly do that," Gonzago said, pouring alibera amount of whiskey into his coffee cup
from apocket flask. "It would be like separating a child from its mother.”

"Which isthe child and which isthe mother?" Jacqueline asked, holding out her cup for some whiskey.
"Good point,” Gonzago replied, pouring adash into her cup. "Cheers."

"Areyou people through?' asked Wyrdrune testily.

"Go ahead, my boy, we aredl ears," Gonzago sad.

"Thank you," he replied wryly. "Now, heréswhat we've managed to learn sofar. ..."

After he had brought them al up-to-date, he asked if anyone had anything elseto add. Billy reported that
he had found atemporary place for them as subletters of aloft on Waverly Place and he had engaged a
red estate agent to start searching for more suitable accommodations. " Getting new digsin Manhattanis
not exactly easy,” hesaid.

"Well, a leest it'sadtart,” said Wyrdrune, nodding. " The question now is, how arewe going to find
Modred?'

"Y ou have felt nothing through the runestones?* Jacqueline asked.
"Not athing,” said Kira "But if he was dead, we'd know it."

"No, we know he'salive” said Wyrdrune. "What we don't know iswhat kind of shape he'sin.
Apparently, he doesn't remember who heis. He thinks he's a hood named Giovanni Angelico, aso
known as Johnny Angdl. That means Angelo was not completely brain dead when Modred's runestone
merged with him, taking Modred'slife force dong with it. So Modred had accessto &t least some of his
memories. Angelo was an undercover cop. He must have gotten into his cover identity so deeply thet it
was & theforefront of hismind mogt of thetime."

"l guess held need to do that to maintain his cover," Kirasad

Right," said Wyrdrune. " So that's what Modred isfunctioning on. The problem isthat, in some ways, it's
not al that far off from his own sense of identity. He was amercenary for mogt of hislife, andthena
contract killer. Becoming Johnny Angel couldn't have seemed like much of astretch. If hisown memories
were confused, Angelo's probably seemed familiar. Or at least those memories associated with his
cover."

"So then we must try to think like this gangster, Johnny Angd," said Jacqueline. "He has been given ajob
to do, without this woman. How would he go about it?"

"Assuming, of course, he decidesto go through with it," aid Gonzago. ™Y our friend Modred was akiller,
however ouch he may have changed since then. But Angdloisapolice officer."

"True, but we don't know how much of Angdloisleft,” sad Kira



"No, he'sgot apoint,” said Makepeace. "If Angelo was il dive when the runestone bonded with him,
then surely it would not have let him die. Angelo may belost somewherein the matrix of the new gestalt
identity he has become, but heis nevertheless present and could not countenance committing a
cold-blooded murder.”

"So you're saying it could have set up amassiveinterna conflict?’ Billy asked.
"It makes sense,” said Wyrdrune. "Which meansthat if we're lucky, he hasn't gone through with it.”

"And that means the people who sent him out on the job will be after him," said Kira. " So we not only
have to find him before the Dark One does, but we're going to have to beet the police and the mob to the
punch, aswell."

"And don't forget the B.O.T.," said Billy. "They'll belooking for him, aswell.”

"We need to find out what Angelo was doing as Johnny Angel. The details of the operation. Gypsy, you
said McGuire had the D.A.'stask force file on Angelo?" Wyrdrune asked.

"No, he saw it, but shetook it with her,” Gypsy said. "He said she wouldn't let the thing out of her sight.”
"So you didn't get alook at it yoursalf?" asked Makepeace.
"I wasn't with him when he met her,” shereplied.

"Well, then | guesswell smply haveto get it fromthe D.A. oursdves" said Wyrdrune.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The mansion overlooking Oyster Bay was one of the most well appointed and luxurious on Long Idand's
exclusive north shore. It stood on ahigh bluff looking out over the bay and Long Idand Sound, and on
thelandward side, the hill gently doped down across the expansive and meticuloudy land-scaped
acreageto thetall, wrought-iron gates leading to the road. The owner of the mansion was awedthy and
reclusive entertainer who lived there with his new wife and asmal staff of servants. They weredl
physicaly present in the house, but in a sense, none of them wereredly thereat all.

The house wasfairly isolated, and it was not the sort of resdential areawhere neighborswould drop by.
People who lived in such places valued their privacy and generally minded their own business. To dl
outward appearances, nothing had disturbed the routine of the place. The landscape maintenance crews
aways arrived on schedule, did their work, and departed without disturbing the residents. The monthly
billswere dways paid on time. Each week, one of the staff would drive out through the gatesin one of
the vehicles belonging to the estate and go into town to do the shopping or take one of the carsin for
servicing to get the thaumaturgic batteries recharged. All billswere mailed directly to the accounting firm
that represented the mansion's owner, al business matters were forwarded to the management firm, and
al other mail was routindly picked up at the box down by the gate, the way it always had been. Insde the
mansion, on the other hand, things had changed considerably.

They changed the day three strangers had arrived, two men and awoman who looked, at first glance, to
be related. In away, they were. They had smply walked into the mansion and taken over. The minds of
the owner and his young wife, and of the saff, were no longer their own. When caled upon, they came
to do the bidding of their new masters, but otherwise, except to take care of routine, scheduled tasks,



they al remained in one room in the east wing, Smply sitting there and staring straight ahead of them,
remaining very quiet.

"We are wasting too much time," said one of their new masters, pacing back and forth acrossthe
gpacious living room. He was dressed in loose-fitting khaki dacks, adark green polo shirt, and tan boat
shoeswith no socks. By his outward appearance, he looked like nothing more than ayoung business
professond having aquiet, casual weekend at home. But he spoke in alanguage that predated any that
were known to history. "I did not come here merely to wait in this house day after day. When arewe
goingto act?"

"Y ou have waited for severa thousand years, Calador," said his companion. He was dressed
comfortably in ablack silk robe and dippers as he sat in areading chair, studying a newspaper. "Isit too
much to ask to wait afew days more?

"Itisif nothing isbeing accomplished, Beladon,” Caador replied irritably. "I waswell on my way to
egtablishing my own domain when you found me."

"Yes," Beladon replied. "1 found you. That is precisely the point. Y ou were careless and profligate in
your methods. | had little difficulty in locating you as aresult. And that was fortunate. It could easily have
been the avatars who found you first."

"And then where would you be?" asked Delana, lounging stretched out on the sofa, Spping acold drink.
She was wearing some of the clothes she had found in the bedroom closet of the young woman who was
now her dave. They were dark blue sk lounging pgjamas, and they made astark contrast with her bright
green eyes and long red hair. She was the youngest of the three, and looked no more than nineteen or
twenty by human standards, though each of her years could easily have been measured in centuries.

"I would have dedlt with them asthey deserve," said Caador, stopping his pacing to stare a her angrily.
"Which | more than either of you would have done."

"Y ou would have died, asthe others died,” Delanasaid with a shrug. "None of us are strong enough to
prevail againg the Council individualy. Y ou would do well to profit from the mistakes the others made,
as Beladon has donein bringing us together.”

"So, we have joined our forcestogether,” Calador replied. And since then, what have we accomplished
of any consequence?"

Y our overeagerness shal be your undoing, Caador,” said Beladon. "Y ou, perhaps, have not
accomplished anything, but | have doneit for you. I have found this dwelling for us, and | have enlisted an
acolyte among the humans who sin a position of some power intheir society. | had also found the
avatars, and nearly succeeded in destroying them, al without any direct risk to us."

"Yes, but you falled,"” Cdador sad.

"Not completely,” Beladon reminded him. "One of the avatars was serioudly injured. His runestone has
now found anew hogt, but that host isweak and vulnerable.”

"Then now isthetimefor usto Strike out at the others,” said Caador, "when they cannot unite to form the
Living Trianglel™

'Why strike at two who are at full strength when we can strike at one who isweak?' Beladon countered.
"We need only to destroy that one and the spell of the Living Triangleisforever broken.”

Then by dl means, let usdoit!" Caador ingsted.



"Before ahunt can be successtul, it isfirst necessary to locate the prey,” Beladon replied camly. "And
that shall be done soon. | have dready taken stepsto insureit. In the meantime, it is your task and
Deanasto prepare the spell of Quickening, so that we may be at full strength when we must face the
others.”

"We have been doing our part to prepare the spell,” said Cdador. "Thereislittle elseto do here while
you are gone."

Beadon smiled. "All those eons of confinement in the pit and now you fedl trgpped in thislargeand airy
place? Patience, Caador, patience. That was what the others lacked. | know the hunger for fresh life
force grows within you by the day, asit doesin Ddanaand mysdf. Y ou think we areimmune? That has
alway's been the price of necromancy, and we have always accepted it. However, things are different
now. The humans arefar, far greater in number than they werein our day, and though you may think
them inferior till, the fact remainsthey have evolved consderably. Even with the avatars diminated and
the runestones destroyed, they can still pose aformidable danger to us.™

"| find that difficult to believe,” said Calador. "Y ou overstate the case, Beladon. They had posed no
threat tomeat dl."

"That is because you had chosen to establish your domain in aremote and primitive area of their world,"
said Beladon. "Y ou should take advantage of your time to study them more thoroughly. Read their books
and newspapers, watch the television, as Delana has been doing.”

"Thereis nothing on that box but mindless drivel,” Cdador said scornfully.

"Y ou must be selectivein your viewing," Beladon replied. "Y ou have learned the language of thistribe of
humans, but you have learned little else about them. Watch their news programs and educationa
channdls. And even the'mindless drivel,' asyou call it, hasthingsto teach about their culture and society.
Their wespons, for example, are far more formidabl e than the crude tool s they had used when they were
under our dominion inthe old days. They can kill a agreat distance, and we can be killed, Calador.
Study their history books. | have placed anumber of themin thelibrary. Y ou will see how the surviving
Old Onesfared after we had been defeated by the Council in the Great War. For centuries theregfter,
the humans persecuted them, hunting them down and killing them. Even after the last of the purebred
were gone, they till continued with their persecutionsin an effort to winnow out the half-breeds among
them. Read about the Burning Times and the Inquisition. Read about their Holy Wars, waged to depose
the half-breeds who rose to prominence among them. For centuries, they had condemned magic until
they eventudly cameto bdievethat it was no more than amyth, yet now it has taken root among them
and while none of their disciplesindividualy can match our strength, together they could overwhelm us
eadly. Eliminating the avatarsis but the first step to regaining our dominion. Conquering the humanswill
not be as easy asyou think. We shall need to seek out our old companions, wherever they havefled to,
as | have sought you out, so that we may dl unite our strength together.”

"With you asleader, | presume?’ said Caador.

"That isametter for the othersto decide, once we have gathered them together,” Beladon replied. "If
someone eseischosen, or if the othersal decideto rulein congress, it isall the sameto me. Thereisno
need for usto compete among ourselves. Thereis now plenty of the human resource for usal. That is
what the others never fully understood. Or elsetheir greed for power blinded them to practicdity. They
thought only of themselves, first to escgpe from the avatars and hide until they could recover fully, thento
build up their own power as quickly as possible. They marked out their domains, asyou did, some
wisdly, some unwisdly, and those that were the greediest were thefirst to fal. The humans have

devel oped intricate systems of communications of which the avatars can take advantage. Few placesin



their world are now so far removed that news of what occursthereis not disseminated elsawhere. If you
would not disdain to examine this newspaper, for example, you would seethat it reports events that
occur al throughout the world, and their televison programs do likewise. They have dso developed
networks of information that utilize devices caled computers, which are more efficient than most spells,
and these computers link their world, one nation with another, from the smalest village to the largest city.
The Old Ones wereright, Calador. The humans have developed into ahighly intelligent and advanced
species, just asthey predicted. It meansthat they shal serve us better once they have been subjugated,
but it shdl take all therest of usworking together to accomplish that task. And if | can make you
understand that and accept it, then we will have taken the first step toward our eventud victory.”

A book came floating out of the library and stopped, hovering in midair before Caador.

"Read this," said Beladon. "It isabrief history of their world, written by aman named H. G. Wdlls. It will
make agood beginning to familiarize yourself with our new dominion.”

Caador stretched out his hand and the book obediently dropped into it.

"In themeantime, | shal proceed with our plan to find the missing avatar,” said Beladon. "And thistime,
Deana, | shall ask you to assst me. There will be apart for you to play, aswell, Calador, but for the
present, as the humans say, you have your homework."

When Blue cameto, she waslying on the bed. The red-haired man with coppery skin and the bright
green eyes was Sitting beside her, staring down at her intently. His gaze was so direct and unsettling that
sheflinched fromit. She sat up quickly and moved away from him, scrambling to the opposite side of the
bed.

"Who the hell are you?" she demanded in afrightened tone. "What happened to Johnny?*

"Ligten to me carefully,” the old man said. "Thereis not much time. The manifestation takes strength that
isrequired for the avatar to hed. Y ou must tell him that heisnot who he thinks heis. He must find aman
named Sebastian Makepeace, who livesin a place known asthe Village, above Lovecraft's Cafe. He
must go to him and tell him that hisnameis Modred. Aswe gather our strength to make him whole again,
his memory shdl return, but there may not be enough time. The Dark Ones know that heisvulnerable
now, and they shal comefor him.™

"I don't know what you're talking about,” she said. "I don't understand. What the hell is going—"
The bright green eyesflared with abrilliant inner light and her voice suddenly froze in her throat.

"Y ou will remember, and you shdl tell him," said the Old One. And in the next ingtant, he was gone and
Angelowasin his place, sitting on the bed. The transformation had taken placein the blink of eye.
Angelo dumped over and steadied himsdlf with ahand on the bed.

"What happened?' hesaid. "I must havefalen adeep. ..."
She blinked severd times. "Y ou're not who you think you are," she said.
"What?'

"Y ou have to find aman named Sebastian Makepeace, who livesin the Village, above Lovecraft's Cafe,
and tell him that your name is Modred. Y ou're going to get your memory back, but there may not be
enough time. The Dark Ones are coming for you."



"What are you talking about?' asked Angelo.

She blinked again, severd times. "I don't havethe faintest idea,” she replied. "That'swhat the old guy
sd.”

"What old guy?'
"Theold guy you turned into."
Angelo stared at her. "'l turned into an old man? Were you dreaming, or what?'

She shook her head. "Not unless I'm dreaming right now. This happened like a couple of seconds ago.

Y ou fell adeep and you turned into this old guy with long red hair and agreat tan. Hewas dressed ina
white robe and he made me give you that message. He did something with his eyes. Put me under a spdll,
| guess." She shook her head. "Onething's for damn sure. Y ou sure ain't Johnny Angel. Y ou're
somebody caled Modred. And you're an adept. Either that or you've got somebody dseliving insde
there”

Areyou putting meon?"

"Okay, s0 it sounds pretty crazy, but it'strue. Y ou mean you don't remember anything about what just
happened?'

Angelo shook hishead. "No. Thelast thing | remember isyou giving me arubdown. And then | guess|
fel adeep.”

"Yeah, well, | did something else, too," she said sheepishly. "After you fell adeep, | took your roll and |
was gonnasplit, but at the last minute, | decided | couldn't go through withit. | was hafway to the door
and | changed my mind. When | turned around, you were gone and there was this old guy in your
place

"Why areyou tdling methis?'

"Because when you get your memory back, | don't want you thinking | wasn't ahundred percent straight
withyou," shesaid. "Migter, | don't know who you are, except that you're somebody called Modred, but
we're talking mgor sorcery hereand | ain't gonna mess with that. That stuff scares me even more than
Joey'sfriends.

"Modred," said Angelo. "The name sounds familiar.”
"It should,” shesad. "It'swho you redly are.”
"So then who's Johnny Angel ?

"Y ou're asking me? Until afew hoursago, | didn't even know you. But if you're just some hired muscle
working for Tommy Leone, then I'm the Queen of England.”

Angdo exhded heavily. "Thisisrather alot to ded with," he said.
"Y ou believe me, don't you?'

Henodded. "Yes, | believe you. The name Modred rings abell. So does the name Makepeace. And I've
got avery unessy fedling about the Dark Ones, whoever they are.”



"Maybethisold guy, Modred or whatever hisnameis, iswho you redly are" she said. "Maybe you used
some kind of spell to become Johnny Angel for some reason and then something happened and you lost
your memory and you got stuck."

Angelo frowned. "I suppose that's possible. Still, it doesn't seem right, somehow. | don't know why. But
| haveto find out." He got up and stumbled, amost faling down.

"Areyou okay?"
"I'm just feding wesk and dizzy," he said.
"The change probably took alot out of you," she said. "The old guy said something about that.”

Angelo started putting on his shirt. "I have to find this man, Makepeace." He stopped and glanced at her.
"It was good of you to tell me about the money. Do you need someto get away?'

She grimaced. "I can dways use some cash.”
"Here," said Angelo, peding off severd large billsfrom theroll. "I appreciate your help.”

"Thanks. But ook, you're not going to get very far, the kind of shape you'rein. Why don't we call down
for acab and I'll go with you asfar asLovecraft's. | know whereitis. It'sat MacDouga and Fourth.
Least | can doismake sure you get there okay and find thisguy.”

Angelo nodded. "Thanks, I'll take you up on that. But afterward, you make sure you get out of town."
"Don't worry. Soon aswe find this guy Makepeace, I'm on aplane and I'm outta here.”

They caled down to the front desk and asked for the doorman to flag down a cab. Within five minutes,
they were on their way down to MacDouga Street. In the meantime, Makepeace, Billy, and Jacqudine
had gone to prepare the loft on Waverly Place for occupancy, while Wyrdrune, Kira, and Gypsy were

on their way to see Steve McGuire.

"He'sdready seenthe D.A.'sfile on Angelo,” Gypsy pointed out, "and if we've got to get anything else
out of Christine Mathews, he's our best bet. Besides, | don't know where shelivesand | don't think we
want to go watzing into the D.A.'s office tomorrow. Y ou guys are wanted, after al."

"Thereisthat littleinconvenience," Wyrdrune agreed. "Asde from which, McGuireisthe only oneina
position to lift that A.P.B. on Angelo. The last thing we need right now isfor him to get arrested. No jall
could hold Modred, but if Modred doesn't remember that he's Modred, things could get sticky if he was
takenin."

"They probably wouldn't put himinjail, though,” Kirasaid. "Wouldn't they be morelikdly totakehimto a
hospitd ?'

"He'swaked out of ahospita before," said Wyrdrune. "Besdes, therés no telling what he'slikely to do if
they try totake himin. If heresstsarrest, he'sliable to get shot. No, McGuire's the man we've got to
see. | just hope we can convince him without having to compe his cooperation.”

"Youll haveto tdl him everything,” said Gypsy.

" wasn't planning on lying to the man," said Wyrdrune. "The question is, how much ishe going to
bdieve?'

"With me vouching for you, al of it, I'm sure,” said Gypsy. "He doesn't consider me the most dependable



person in the world, but he knows I'd never lieto him. Just lay it out for him the way you did for me. He's
agood man to havein your corner.”

The cab dropped them off in front of McGuire's apartment building and Gypsy buzzed up from the |obby.
Shedid not tell him she had brought anybody with her, just that she had some new, important information
about the case and had to see him right away. Consequently, McGuire was taken aback when he opened
his apartment door to admit her and Wyrdrune and Kira quickly stepped in behind her.

"What isthis?' he said, backing up a couple of stepswarily.

"It'sokay, Steve, they'refriends,” said Gypsy. "I want you to listen to them.”

"Therésno need for darm, Deputy Commissioner,” said Wyrdrune. "We're hereto help.”

McGuires eyesinvoluntarily flicked back toward where held lft his gun. Kira caught the quick reaction.

"Y ou won't need your gun, Mr. McGuire," she said. "We could stop you before you tried to useiit,
anyway."

"l think I know who you people are,”" he said uneesily.

"Y es, we were the tenants of that penthouse your department raided,” Wyrdrune said. "Two of them, at
any rate. However, theresalot about what happened you don't know. Were not the ones you should be
after. We came here hoping to convince you of that. And to help you stop the redl necromancers.”

"Ligten to them, Steve,” said Gypsy. "Please.”

McGuire glanced at her briefly, then looked back at Wyrdrune. "How do | know she hasn't been placed
under aspell of some sort?"

"You dont, | suppose,”, Wyrdrune replied. "But you know that you haven't been placed under a spell.”
"At leadt, not yet," McGuire said, tenson in his bearing.

"If I wanted to place you under aspdll of compulsion, Deputy Commissioner, | could do so very easly,”
sad Wyrdrune. "Thefact that | haven't should tell you something. We just came hereto talk. I'm sure you
have alot of questions about what's been going on. We're the oneswith al the answers. Believeit or not,
we're the good guys.”

"You are, huh?You'll haveto convince me of that."

"I'll do my best,” said Wyrdrune. "I was hoping Gypsy's presence would help in that regard, but if you
fed she'sbeing coerced, | can provide you with the names of anumber of people who will vouch for
what I'm about to tell you. One of them is Captain Rebecca Farrell, of the L. A.P.D. Another is Chief
Inspector Michael Blood of Scotland Y ard. And there are others, such as Inspector Armand Renaud of
the Paris police, and Agent Akiro Katayama of the Tokyo office of the|.T.C. And if you fed that weve
somehow managed to coerce al those people, aswell, you can aso check with aman named Y ohaku, in
Japan, unless you think were powerful enough to suborn one of the highest-ranking magesin the world."

"Y ou drop some pretty impressive names,” McGuire said. "All right, go ahead. I'm listening.”
"Perhaps wed better St down,” said Wyrdrune. "Thisisgoing to takeawhile.”

Angelo pressed the buzzer for Makepeace's gpartment. When aman's voice answered, he said, "I'm
looking for Sebastian Makepeace.”



"And who isit that'slooking?' asked the voice over the speaker.
Angelo hesitated dightly. He moistened hislipsand said, "Modred.”

"Good heavens! Come on up, my boy." The door buzzer sounded and Angelo opened the door. He held
it for amoment and turned to Blue. "Thanks again for everything,” he said.

"Hey, you helped me out, it wastheleast | could do," she said. "Y ou sure you're gonnabe dl right?'

"I'm not redlly sure of anything,” Angelo replied, "but theré'sreally nothing more that you can do. Y ou'd
best be going. The cab'swaiting.”

Blue nodded. "Y ou know, part of me'sreal curious about what the story iswith you. But another part of
me doesn't really want to know, and that's the part that |ooks out for number one. It's kept me out of
trouble dl these years. Well, mostly out of trouble, anyway."

"l understand,” said Angelo.

She hesitated, then leaned forward quickly and gave him akiss on the cheek. " Good luck, whoever you
are" shesad.

"Good luck to you, too, Blue. And watch out for men you meet in bars.”

She smiled wryly. "Y eah. Story of my life." She turned and ran to the cab without a backward glance.
Angelo watched asit skimmed away. She didn't wave. She didn't even look at him. She was aready
gone. He turned and started walking up the sairs.

The man who answered the door was dressed in the robe of an adept. He had white hair and along
white beard. There was something about his appearance that tugged at Angelo's memory, but he couldn't
seem to put hisfinger onit. " Sebastian Makepeace?’ he sad.

"No, but he should be back shortly. My name is Morrison Gonzago, I'm aclose friend of his, and | know
all about you. My friends call me Gonzo. Please, comein. Everyone's been quite concerned about you.”

"Everyone?' said Angelo, entering the apartment and looking around.

"Y ou don't remember?" asked Gonzago.

Angelo shook hishead. "No, not redly. If | tell you how i got here, | don't think you'd believe me."
"Try me. Y ou might be surprised.”

"All right..| waswith ayoung lady . . . well, aprostitute, to be exact. It'srather along story, but | was
trying to help her get away from some people who were after her.”

"Tommy Leone's people?' said Gonzago.

Angeo looked surprised. "How did you know that?"
"Never mind that for now. Please, st down."
"Thanks. I'm about dead on my feet."

They took their seetsin the living room. "Do go on," Gonzago said. ™Y ou were abouit to tell me how you
came here."



"Well, wewerein ahotdl, and | fell adeep, and while | was adeep, | gpparently turned into someone
else. An old man with long red hair and awhite robe, who told her that my name was Modred and | had
to find aman named Sebastian Makepeace, who lived above Lovecraft's Cafein the Village. And to
make sure she got it right, he placed her under aspell. She gave me the message and | came straight
here"

Gonzago leaned forward, an expression of intenseinterest on hisface. " They actually manifested?"
"Who'sthey?' asked Angelo with afrown.

"The Old Ones," said Gonzago. "The spirits of the runestone. ™

Angd o opened hisshirt. Y ou mean this?'

"Yes" said Gonzago. "Y ou have no memory of its sgnificance?’

Angelo shook hishead. "No. | have no ideahow it got there. | don't even know who Modred is. All |
know isthe message | was given, and the fact that this. . . transformation took ahell of alot out of me.
I'm sotired | can barely keep my eyes open.”

"Would you like some coffee?" asked Gonzago. "Or perhaps something a bit stronger?
Thanks. | could redly use acup of coffee.”

"One moment,” said Gonzago. He got up and went back into the bedroom. Angelo heard him say, "We
have avigtor who'd like some coffee. Y oull never guesswho it is.”

"More coffee? What do | ook like, apercolator?'Y ou redlize we've dmost gone through dl the filters?
Y ou know what dl that caffeine does to your system?"

"Thisisfor our guest—"

"More guests? Gevalt! Thisplaceisgetting to belike Grand Centrd Station. All right, never mind, I'll
just drop everything in here and go and make more coffee. So what if the bathtub's got aring around it
that looks like araly stripe? And that's another thing, we need more cleanser. | made alist, did anybody
bother even looking at thelist?"

"Broom," said Angelo suddenly.

A moment later Gonzago came back into the living room, preceded by astraw broom with spindly,
rubbery-looking arms. "' So, and who might you be?" it said.

"Broom," said Angelo again, "Y our nameis Broom."
"I know who | am, bubeleh,” said Broom. "l was asking about you. Y ou have a name, handsome?’
"Modred, | think."

"Oy!" said Broom, bringing one of its hands to whereits chest would have been, if it had achest. "Isit
redly you?' It shuffled closer.

"l suppose s0,” Angdoreplied. "That is, I'm not redly sure. | can't redly remember. But | seemto
remember you."

"Open up that shirt alittle more," said Broom.



Angelo held his shirt open so Broom could see the runestone, though he had no ideahow it could see
without any eyes.

"Gottenyu, it redly isyou! Thank God! Do you know how worried we've dl been, young man? Where
have you been dl thistime? Y ou couldn't call? It was too much trouble to pick up aphone and say, 'I'm
al right, you shouldn't worry, | haven't been run over by acar? Y ou think maybe we didn't care where
youweredl thistime?"

"Broom, he'slogt hismemory," Gonzago said.
Angelo stared at the broom with fascination. "I'm sorry," was dl he could think to say.

"Ach! Forgiveme, bubeleh, | don't know what's the matter with me. | knew that,” Broom said. And
then it sniffled, asingularly curious phenomenon, sinceit didn't have anose.

It'sjust that |'ve been so worried, my bristles have been faling out. But at least you're safe now, that's
what counts. How do you feel? Have you eaten anything? Want | should make you some nice soup? A
quiche, maybe?"

"I could do with something to est,” said Angelo.

"Oy, wait, what am | talking?' Broom said with chagrin. "There's nothing in the kitchen! Nobody went for
groceries! A list, hetelsme. Makealist. Okay, so | make alist, and what does he do? Leavesit on the
kitchen table, that dumbkopf. Veys mir?"

"It'squitedl right, Broom," said Gonzago. "Well smply step out downgtairsto the cafe and have
something. That 6. if you would be so kind asto wait by the phone, in case any of the otherscal. If they
do, you can tell them Modred's back and were downstairs at Lovecraft's.”

"That dive? | can imagine what kind of food they servein aplace like that, where the waitresses al ook
like raccoons and the waiters ook like waitresses.”

"Actudly, it's very good food, Broom," Gonzago said. "1 can vouch for that personally. Sebastian and |
have many of our mealsthere. However, | will make sure someone goes out for groceries as soon asthe
othersreturn, evenif | haveto do it mysdlf. Frankly, I'm looking forward to trying some of your cooking.
| hear you make excellent kreplach.”

"Well, excellent, | wouldn't know," said Broom modestly, "but it'll stick to your ribs, at leest.”

"Then we shall obtain al the necessary ingredientsfor you at the first opportunity,” Gonzago promised.
"In the meantime, well be downgtairs. Cdl down if you hear from any of the others.”

Angelo buttoned up his shirt, put his jacket back on, and accompanied Gonzago down to the cafe. "l
seem to remember Broom,” he said vaguely, "but I'm afraid | don't remember you. Have we met
before?"

"Actudly, we havent," said Gonzago. "l teach at the universty, with Sebagtian.”
"Y ou teach thaumaturgy?"

"English," said Gonzago.

"Y ou're not an adept?’

"Yes, but | am aso awriter,” said Gonzago as they walked down the stairs. "I fear | am abit, shdl we



say, too errdtic to teach thaumaturgy.”
"Erratic?"

"I have, my boy, what isknown as adight drinking problem, and inebriation is not exactly conduciveto
ingructing young mindsin the finer points of magic. It is, however, absolute requirement in grading
undergraduate composition Here we are. After you. ..."

They went down the steps from the sidewalk to the entrance of Lovecraft's, and Gonzago was
immediately greeted by one of the staff, who seated them at atable near the back.

"The usud, Gonzo?' asked the waitress.
"Please, my dear, and amenu for my friend, here. He feeling somewhat peckish tonight.”
"Right away," she said, and brought amenu.

Angelo stared at it for amoment, then shook hishead. " don't redlly know what | like," he said. "It's
strange. | had some linguini the other day, but they don't seem to serve that here. Perhaps you could
recommend something?'

"Ddighted to, my boy. They serve some of the best hamburgersin town here. Y ou can't go wrong with
thet."

"All right."

"One Miskatonic Specid for my friend," Gonzago told the waitress.
"Surething. And something to drink?'

"Black coffee, please," said Angdlo.

"Right away," she said, and went to place their order.

"'S0, does anything seem familiar?' asked Gonzago.

"I'm not sure,” Angelo replied. "Have | been here before?!

| believe Sebastian mentioned that you have, yes," Gonzago said.

"But I've never met you here?' No, we have never met, but it isentirely possiblethat | present during one
of your visitsto these premises. Present, that isto say, but not necessarily conscious.”

Elvirabrought coffee for Angelo and alarge, double Irish whiskey for Gonzago. "So, heresto fond
memories,” he said, raising hisglassin atoast, "and hoping you will soon recover yours.”

Angelo amiled. "It'sodd,” he said. "I'm supposed to be somebody called Modred, and your friend
Sebastian knows me by that name, as does Broom, but though it ssemsvaguely familiar, it doesn't redly
fed like my name. Madonado caled me Johnny Angel, gpparently some sort of diminutive of Giovanni
Angdico."

"And that name fees more familiar to you?'
‘Somewhat. But it still doesn't seem quite right, somehow.”

"How about the name Angelo?’



"Angd0?'

"John Angelo," Gonzago said.

Angelo frowned. "Angeo. Yes, that strikes a chord.”
"It'swho you are, you know," Gonzago said.

"I thought my name was M odred?"

"That, too, in acertain sense," Gonzago sad. "It's actudly rather complicated. Y ou are, or perhaps, more
correctly, were John Angelo, adetective lieutenant in the New Y ork City Police Department.”

"l wasacop?' said Angdlo. "Then. .. what was| doing working for aman like Madonado?'

"Y ou were aspecia undercover officer with the Organized Crime Task Force," Gonzago explained.
"Chrigine Mathews," Angelo said suddenly.

"Thedigtrict attorney," said Gonzago. "Y es, she runsthe task force. Excdllent. Y ou're remembering.”

Angelo shook hishead. "That just came to me, suddenly. Little bits and pieces, like remembering Broom,
but | can't seem to pull any of the threads together. Where does Modred fit in?"

"Ah, wdll, that's the complicated part,” Gonzago said "Let's seeif we can pull some of these threads
together, you put it. ..."

Asthey spoke, a man on the other side of the bar leaned over and spoke quickly to the woman he was
with, then moved toward a pay phone and quickly diaded anumber. He didn't take his eyes off Angelo
and Gonzago.

"Vinnie? Franco. Y ou'll never guesswho I'm looking at right this minute. Johnny Angel. Yeah. I'm at
Lovecréft's.

Hejust camein with some old guy, lookslike an adept. They got their heads together a atablein the
back. Right, | figured you'd be interested. First he falls down on ajob and disappears, then there's cops
gtakin' out his place, and now mestin' with some adept, just about the time we got shipment comin'in. |
told yayou had Joey al wrong, might be cocky, but he ain't no stoolie. Angel's your man. What you
wanna bet the guy he'swith isaBureau agent? No, | think they're gonnastay awhile. They ordered food
Y eah, you bet your assI'll be here.”

He hung up.

CHAPTER NINE

McGuire hung up the phone and turned back to them with agrim expression. "Wdll, your story checks
out," hesaid. But if it wasn't for the fact that you have some of the top police officidsin the world
vouching for you, I'd think you were dl crazy.”

"I wouldn't blame you,” Wyrdrune said. "But now, at least, you know wereteling you the truth.”



"Either that or you've pulled off one hell of an internationa conspiracy,” McGuire said wryly. "But | don't
believe that. Inspector Renaud and Chief Inspector Blood impressed me as very sober and responsible
individuals and they backed up your story one hundred percent. However, | think they're both dead
wrong."

"Wrong?' said Kirawith afrown. "What do you mean?"

"If they've convinced me of anything, it'sthat thisthing is much too big for you people to be handling all
by yourselves™ McGuire said. "Trying to keep something like thisquiet isinsane. Y ou smply can't sit on
thiskind of information.”

"Can you imagine the panic it would cause if thisgot out?" asked Wyrdrune.

"That's like telling me I've got to suppress information about a serid killer, because the citizens would
panic," said McGuire. "And that's exactly what we're talking about here, isn't it? Serid killers.
Necromancy isafelony punishable by desth. And if theré's a necromancer on theloosein thiscity, the
people have aright to know about it, so they can take stepsto protect themselves.”

"And just how do you expect them to do that?' Kiraasked. "It's not just amatter of not going out alone
after dark, McGuire. Y ou have no ideawhat you're dealing with. There's no defense against a
necromancer, unless you happen to possess magic thet is stronger.”

"A necromancer can accumulate power much more quickly than athaumaturge,” added Wyrdrune, "and
these beings areimmortal. Any one of them is at least ten times more powerful than ahuman mage. If you
went public with this, al you would succeed in doing would be to tart aworldwide panic. Canyou
imaginethekind of climate that would create? Y ou'd have people arming themselves and forming
vigilante groups. Every adept would suddenly be suspect. Everybody with red hair would be at risk.

Y ou'd have rioting, and innocent people would be killed. That's exactly the kind of Situation the Dark
Ones could take advantage of . Y ou'd be playing right into their hands.”

"I doubt that," said McGuire. "In any case, thiswholething is out of my jurisdiction. It's got to be turned
over to the Bureau."

"The Bureau? Have you forgotten that it was a Bureau agent who staged the raid on our placein an
attempt to kill us?' Kirasaid. "The Bureau represents no thresat to the Dark Ones. Y ou saw what they
could do with just one Bureau agent in their power. And who knows how many othersthey may aready
have under their control ?*

"All the more reason for the proper authoritiesto be informed of this" McGuireinssted. "If these Dark
Ones are as powerful asyou say they are, then they represent the single greatest threet this city, the
country, and even the entire world has ever faced. It's smply too much for you to ded with al by
yourselves. And you haven't got the right to make that kind of decision for everybody ese. | don't know
how you convinced Blood and Renaud and the others to keep quiet about this, but they're way off base.
TheBureau and thel T.C,, at the very least, have to be informed.”

"I was hoping we could make you understand,” said Wyrdrune. "1 didn't want to have to compel your
cooperation.”

"Isthat athreat?' McGuire asked tensely.
"Steve, listen—" Gypsy began, but McGuire interrupted her.

"No, you listen, Natasha. Y ou brought these people here. Maybe you think what they're doing istheright



waly to go about this, but | don't. And just because | don't agree, smply because I'm trying to do my job
to protect the people of this, they're threatening to force my cooperation through magic. Well, now how
in hell doesthat make them any different from the Dark Ones? If they get to make those kinds of
decisions, and use magic to enforce them, then who's going to protect usfrom them?'

For amoment no one spoke, and then Gypsy said, "He's night, you know."

Kiraand Wyrdrune exchanged glances. Wyrdrune took a deep breath and exhaled heavily. "I can't say
that | don't see your point,” he said."But you're putting usin avery difficult postion. A part of me hasto
admit that your argument has alot of merit, but another part of me, the part that isthe milestone's avatar,
doesnot agree.”

"Yeah," said McGuire. "That's the inhuman part. And however well intentioned the spirits of this Council
might be, they're still not human. Their motives may be good, but they till regard humans asinferiors.
From what you've told me, that's been their entire history. But whatever they are, you are human,
regardless of the runestones. Ask yourself what you would do if you werein my place.”

Wyrdrune gazed at him steadily for amoment, then sighed and shook his head. "'I'm not sure I'd do any
different, to be perfectly honest with you. But the fact remainsthat were faced with athreat that's a great
ded more deadly than ahuman serid killer, and if news of thisgot out, it would have atremendous
impact on society. First, there would be the matter of convincing both the Bureau and the |.T.C. Granted,
with the help of people like yoursdf, Mike Blood, Becky Farrdll, Katayama, and Armand Renaud, that
may not be so difficult, but both the Bureau and the1.T.C. think we're the ones responsible for the
killings, and before anything el se happens, they'd want usto turn ourselvesin. There would be
investigations, and testimoniesto grand juries, and dl sorts of bureaucratic hasdes and meanwhile wed
be out of circulation. We smply can't afford to do that. Then there wouldn't be anything to stop the Dark
Ones"

"Maybe there's another way," McGuire said. "If we could take one of these Dark Ones alive—"

"Forget it," Kirasad. "Evenif you could figure out away to do that, thereisn't ajail on theface of this
earth that could hold one of them.”

"What about your friend Sade?' McGuire asked. "If he's Merlin reincarnated or whatever, and he can
provethat, then hisword would carry a considerable amount of weight. Especidly if he can manifest as
one of these Old Ones, the way he did back in your penthouse.”

"We need Billy," Wyrdrune said. "Besides, you know aswell as | do that they wouldn't be content with
just him. They'd want dl of usto comein and testify. And if the Dark Ones have suborned any of the
high-ranking Bureau or I.T.C. officids, which isentirely possble, they could control the Stuation.”

"Not if the runestones can detect these acolytes, asyou clam,” McGuire said.

"Oh, sure," said Kira. "All we'd have to do was point at sometop Bureau or I.T.C. officia and say, 'He's
being controlled by the Dark Ones. My runestone's glowing.' I'm sure they'd buy that right away."

"They might, if you gavethem achance" McGuire sad.

"Y ou've got alot more faith in due process than we have, McGuire," Kirasaid. "I've been through it
before, you know. I've got arecord. | know exactly how it works. Or doesn't work."

"So then where does that leave us?' asked McGuire.

| guessthat's up to you," said Wyrdrune. "1t would be nice if we could do thiswith your cooperation. But



if not then wéll just haveto do it on our own.”
"Wyrdrune, wait—" Gypsy began, but at that moment the phone rang.

McGuire glanced at them. "Mind if | get that?' And without waiting for areply, he went into the kitchen
to answer : They heard him give a couple of short, terse answers, and then amoment later he came back
in.

"That was the commissioner,”" he said. "l've been ordered to turn the entire case over to the Bureau. As
of this moment, I'm out of it."

Wyrdrune nodded. "They got to somebody,” he said.
"Y ouretdling methey got to the commissoner?' said McGuire with disbelief.

"Not necessarily,” said Wyrdrune, "dthough it's certainly possible. But they got to somebody who had
enough clout to pull some strings and get you out of the way. Have you annoyed anybody in the Bureau

lately?

"Case" McGuiresaid. "The New Y ork Bureau chief. But that doesn't mean anything. Case has
jurisdiction in crimesinvolving magic and I've been stepping al over histoes. Hejust finaly ran out of
patience and placed acall to Washington and dapped me down."

"Maybe," Wyrdrune said. "And on the other hand, maybe not. There's one way of finding out for sure.”
"Y ou mean get you near Case and seeif your runestone dows?' McGuire said.

"Exactly."

"And if it doesn't?’

"Then you caled it and it'sjust aroutine bettle over turf,” said Wyrdrune. "Either way, it looks asif the
meatter's no longer in your hands."

"I might have afew thingsto say about that yet," McGuire said. And suddenly he produced agun.
"Y ou're both under arrest. Y ou have theright to remain silent. Y ou have the right to an attorney. If you
chooseto give up those rights, anything you say can be—"

The gun suddenly wrenched itself out of his hand and went flying across the room. It struck awall and fell
to thefloor, behind achair.

McGuire smply stared. Finally, he said, "That was stupid. It might have gone off on impact.”

Wyrdrune merely opened his hand to reved the pistol's magazine. He held up around in his other hand.
"And onein the chamber,” he said.

"Very impressive" sad McGuire.

"Child'splay," said Wyrdrune. "Wait'll you see what the Dark Ones can do."
McGuiréeslipstightened in agrimace. "All right,” he said. "It'syour play.”

" think well be leaving now," said Wyrdrune,

"I'm not going to keep my mouth shut about this,” said McGuire.



"Do whatever you think you haveto do,” said Wyrdrune. "I'm tired of arguing about it. And I'm not going
to impose my will on yours." He tossed the pistol magazine back to McGuire, then handed him the
remaining bullet. "But before you go off half-cocked, no pun intended, at least think about what we said.
Y ou asked mewhat I'd do if | werein your place. Well, I'd think about it real hard. Because if you do
choose to go public with this, whatever happenswill be your responsbility.”

They walked out and shut the door behind them.

"Asdrangeasit dl sounds, | have no doubt that it'sdl true," said Angelo asthe waitress brought their
after-dinner drinks. "It all seemsto fed right, in apeculiar sort of way. If that makesany senseat dl.”

"| supposeit does," Gonzago said. "Did anything start coming back to you as | was spesking?"

"A few things" Angelo replied. "But it'slike being in afog. Every oncein awhile, therésaclear spot and
| can see something, and then it closesin again.”

"Giveit time" Gonzago said. "It will al come back to you, I'm sure.”

That'sif thereistime,” Angdo replied. "What if these Dark Ones strike again and | don't remember how
to use the runestone?'

Widll, if | undergtand correctly,” said Gonzago, "it isn't redly amatter of you knowing how to useit, it
works sort of on its own, the way it did in the hotel when one of the spirits manifested. | find that aspect
of your story particularly fascinating. So far as| know, none of the others has ever had smilar
experience.

It'sironic,” Angelo said. "Not only are these spirits of the runestone part of who I have become, but sois
Modred. Perhaps that's why | was so ready to believe that | wasreally Johnny Angel. I'm acop, and yet
apart of meisaprofessond killer."

A former professond killer," said Gonzago.
That's supposed to make it better?”

No, | suppose not,” said Gonzago. "I can see where that would give rise to a certain amount of inner
conflict.”

That's putting it mildly, don't you think?' said Angelo.

"Perhaps you shouldn't think about it that way," Gonzago said".

How should | think about it?"

Well, do you believein reincarnation?’

"Under the circumstances, it would be kind of slly if | said no, wouldn't it?" said Angelo.

"Mmm, yes, good point. Well, if we are to assume that you have had other past lives—besides the ones
we've been discussing, that is—would you fedl responsible for what occurred during those lives?'

"] don't see how | could.”

"Precisaly. Inasense, thisismore or less the same sort of thing,” Gonzago said. "Y ou are not exactly



Modred, that isto say, the son of King Arthur, who lived as amercenary and eventually became the

n known as Morpheus. That «as another life, another incarnation, asit were. Thereis no way you
could have been responsible for that. Y ou weren't even born yet. Nor are you exactly John Angelo, the
police detective, dthough your memories of that particular past life, such asthey are, may be the ones
you identify with most. That John Angelo died. Nor are you the Old One you manifested in the Plaza
Hotel. Those are dl past lives, past incarnations. Except unlike most people, in your particular case, there
isastronger thread of continuity. Y ou arethe result of different life forcesthat have dl united in one
person, and that person iswho you are right now, not who you were before. In amanner of speaking,
you're just anewborn babe. Until arelatively short while ago, the person you are now did not even

exig."

"So then, who am I? Am | Modred? Or am | John Angelo?”

Gonzago shrugged. "Well, asnear as| cantdl, my boy. that isentirely up to you. Sinceyou area
newborn, more or less, you are starting off with aclean date. It seemsto methat you can be anyone you
want to be."

"How about Donald Duck?' asked Angelo wryly. "Hislife ssemsalot less complicated.”

"Y es, but think of the stresslevels,” said Gonzago. "It must be hell to be wired thet tight dl the time.”
Angedlo smiled. "Youredl right, Gonzo. A little strange, perhaps, but | like you anyway."
"Thefeding'smutua, my boy," Gonzago said.

"It'sal sovery strange,” said Angelo. "I remembered Broom, and | seem to remember Wyrdrune and
Kira, but | can't for thelife of me remember what they look like. | remember Merlin now, but | can't
remember Billy. And | seem to have an image of Makepeace as arather large and boisterous man.”

"Y ou see? Y our memory is starting to come back to you," Gonzago said.
"But only in avery haphazard way," Angelo replied. "It'sincredibly frustrating.”

"Dont try to forceit. Just let things happen at their own pace. Doubtless, the runestone isworking to heal
you even as we speek. It must have expended agreat dedl of energy smply inthe act of saving your life.
To some degree, itsrecovery must be directly related to your own.”

"So I'm thewesk link, then?"

"Y ou could look at it that way, | suppose,” Gonzago said, "but on the other hand, without you, the
runestone would not redlly be able to function.”

"'But they functioned without anybody esefor al that time," said Angelo.

"It was adtatic Stuation,” Gonzago explained. "They had to exert their spell over one narrowly defined
locdity. They had no need of bodieswith which to move around. Nor did they need to channel their
energies through organic beings. People, in other words. That sort of thing exerts a certain amount of
wear and tear."

"Soin order for the spirits of the runestone to be fully recovered, | have to befully recovered.”
"Even magic hasto follow the laws of energy,” Gonzago

"The old man has nothing to do with this, Vinnie," said Angelo. "Leave him out of it."



"Oh, I'm supposed to take your word for that?' said Madonado with asneer. "Like your mestin' a
Bureau adept has nothin' to do with that shipment comin' in tomorrow? Y egh, right. You think I'ma
fuckin' moron? We're al gonnatake alittle walk. The old man, too. Moveit."

"l don't think s0," Angelo said.
"What?'

"l said, | don't think so. Y ou're planning on killing us both anyway. Why should we makeit any easier on
you? We're not moving."

"Y ou want it here?Y ou want innocent people to get hit by stray fire, huh, cop?'

"Y ou going to kill everybody in here, Vinnie, just to make sure there aren't any witnesses? That's what,
sixty, seventy people? Y ou boys got that many bullets?"

"Sixty, seventy people makes sixty, seventy different eyewitness accounts,” said Madonado. "I ain't too
worried about it. So what's it gonna be, cop? Somebody e se gets hurt, ain't no never mind to me."

"l don't think you've got the nervefor it, Vinnie," said Angelo. He tensed, ready to make amove.
"Haveit your way," Madonado said.

Suddenly both Angelo and Gonzago vanished.

"What the hell ..." said Madonado.

"Whered they go?' said Franco.

They glanced dl around them. There was no sign of the two men.

"Would you gentlemen like atable?"' asked the walitress, coming up to them.

The men kept their guns concealed. They glanced uneasily at Madonado. "No," said Madonado. "No,
wewerejust lookin' for someone.” He glanced at the others. " Shit, let's get the hell out of here.”

They quickly moved toward the door. The waitress watched them go, then shrugged. She looked up.
"Y ou need anything, Gonzo?"

"No, thank you, dear, werefine," Gonzago said from where he and Angelo were lying pressed up flat
agang the calling. " Just the check, if you don't mind."

"Surething, hon. Don't fal, now."
"Never!" Gently asfeathers, they drifted back down to toefloor.
"That was rather a unique solution,” Angelo said, gill abit taken aback by what had just happened.

"Wadll, as| have atendency to rather overindulge in spirituals consumption,” said Gonzago, "sometime
ago | struck upon the notion of having awee kip on the celling, the better to avoid people stepping on my
progtrate form and possibly incurring injury. The management does not object, asit does not redly
interfere with business and has occasion to cause some mild amusement. I've doneit in my cups so many
times, | candoit in my deep, by now. Infact, | have. It's become something of ahabit. Never thought it
would comein handy for being set upon by ruffians, though.”



it'sagood thing they did not look up,” said Angelo.

"Well, I'm sure | would have thought of something if they had,” Gonzago replied. "Not exactly friends of
yours, | takeit"

"They work for Tommy Leone," Angelo replied. "That was Ma donado, the one | wastelling you about.”

"l see. Not avery pleasant fellow, ishe? They seemed to think | was an agent of the Bureau of
Thaumaturgy.”

"Yeah, | caught that, too," said Angelo. "I wonder why? From what Madonado said, it apparently has
something to do with this shipment coming in tomorrow. | had assumed it was drugs, but why would the
B.O.T. be concerned with narcotics?'

They would if it was Ambrosia," said Gonzago.
"Ambrosa? What'sthat?"

"If you had al your memory, you'd know," Gonzago aid. "It'sanew wrinkle in thaumagenetic
engineering. A grain of magically developed hemp that comes from the Orient. Y ou can either smokeiit or
ingest it. It seemsto have caught on with some students at the university, which is how

| know about it. It enhances tactile and visual perceptions and has mild halucinogenic properties. But
primarily, it'san incredibly powerful gphrodisac that turns maesinto rampant satyrs and femalesinto
insatiable nymphomaniacs.”

"l can seewhy it would be popular with college students,” Angelo said.

"It's nothing to joke about, my boy," Gonzago replied. "The stuff isvirulently addictive. | understand you
may not get hooked the first or second time, but once it hasahold onyou, it virtualy takes over your life.
Y ou can turn someone into asexua dave with that suff, and if you're not in absolutely peek physical
condition, you can literdly fornicate yoursdlf to death.”

"Who the hell would buy something likethat?' said Angelo.

"Y oung people, who areless afraid of risk and think they'll live forever," said Gonzago. "And
unscrupulous people, who seek to control and manipul ate others. Thaumagenetically engineered drugs
are dtill something relaively new, but it was, perhaps, an inevitable development. Necromancy is not the
only way in which magic can be misused.”

"They'll have to be stopped,” said Angelo.

"Perhaps you'd best |eave that to the Bureau,” said Gonzago. "At the moment, we're concerned with
something much more dangerous than Ambrosa.”

"But I'm the only one who knows the shipment is coming in tomorrow," Angelo said.
"Do you know where it'scoming in?'

Angelo sighed and shook his head. "1 either don't know or élse| can't remember. But Madonado
knows."

"And Madonado just tried to kill you," said Gonzago. "Me, too, cometo think of it, but that's not really
the point. Y our cover has been blown. There's nothing you could possibly do now. Quite aside from
which, you are not a police officer anymore.”



"No, | suppose I'm not,” Angelo replied. "But on the other hand, | guessthat means | don't have to worry
about doing everything nice and legd, by the book."

"I don't think | like the sound of that," Gonzago said. "1 hope you're not thinking what | think you're
thinking."

"What other choicedo | have, Gonzo? | can't smply look the other way while they bring in a shipment of
thaumagenetically engineered drugs. Besides, eveniif | wanted to, | don't think | have that option.
Maldonado's not going to give up on me. It'snot just the shipment, it'sameatter of credibility for them.
They have to take me down. And now they think you'reinvolved in this, aswell. Were going to haveto
stop them, before they stop us, permanently.”

Gonzago sghed heavily. "Unfortunately, | cannot find any flawsin your argument. But those gangstersare
not our only problem. The Dark Ones are not going to give up, either. And asfar as| know, you are il
wanted by the police. Kira, Wyrdrune, and Gypsy have gone to meet with Deputy Commissioner
McGuire. With any luck, that may take care of at least that one problem, but thereis till the matter of the
Dark Ones."

"Gonzo?' said the waitress, coming up to their table. Therésaphone call for you.”

"Thank you, dear,” Gonzago said, getting up to answer it. "Maybe that's good news. Keep your fingers
crossed, my boy. And don't sit with your back toward the door."

CHAPTER TEN

Two of them, thought Case, as he sat behind his desk. staring at the couple seated across from him. They
looked enough alike to be brother and sster. And the way the woman was looking at him, hefelt likean
insect about to be dropped into ajar of alcohol. Anyone else would have mistaken her expression for
desire, but Case knew better. It wasn't sexua hunger she was projecting, but a hunger of an entirely
different sort. Hefelt an impulserising up within him that he hadn't felt Snce hewasasmdl child, an
impulse of blind, unreasoning terror. He wanted to run, but there was nowhere to run to. If it wasn't for
Beladon, he thought, she'd take meright here.

Vampiresredly did exigt, he thought, but they were much more frightening than the ones depicted in the
movies. These vampires, liketheir mythica counterparts, lived forever, only they did not deep in coffins.
They felt perfectly a home out in the daylight, and they were not afraid of garlic or crucifixes. And they
did not drink human blood. They drank something far worse. They drank human souls.

"So what progress have you made?" asked Beladon, as calmly asif he were asking him about some
routine report.

"I've made progress on two fronts," Case replied.

"McGuireisno longer going to be a problem. I've had him ordered off the case and everything he'sgot is
being turned over to this office. So there won't be any more interference from the police. From now on,
the Bureau cdlls the tune. Secondly, I've contacted our Washington headquarters and arranged to have
copiesof dl thedigtrict attorney's Organized Crime Task Force files ddlivered to this office. Chrigtine
Mathews protested strenuoudly, of course, but there really wasn't anything that she could do." He picked
up athick filefolder and handed it to Beladon. "These are dl the files pertaining to John Angelo and his



undercover activities."
Beladon took the file and started to peruseiit.

"Asit turnsout,” continued Case, "the D.A. didn't have 1 leg to stand on. Angelo discovered evidence
that Tommy Leone's bunch were dedling in thaumagenetically engineered drugs. They're expecting a
shipment of Ambrosiafrom the Orient, and that clearly givesthe Bureau jurisdiction in the matter. As of
now, both the police department and the D.A.'stask force are under my direct authority insofar as
anything that pertainsto thisSituation.”

"And that isal you have managed to accomplish?' asked Beladon, raising his eyebrows.

Casefdt asudden chill go through him. "It's not inggnificant, you know," he protested quickly. "It takes
timeto get these things done. Y ou have to work through the system. | mean, after dl, that'swhy you
cameto me, isn't it, to take advantage of the system? We're now in aposition where it'sworking for us.”

"But you have come no closer to locating the avatars than you were before," said Beladon.

Case's glance went from Beladon to the female and then quickly did away. He wished shewould at least
say something. It was giving him the creeps, the way she kept looking at him like ahungry cat. "It'sonly a
matter of time now," hesaid. "Thisisabig city. We've got alot of people out there looking for them, but
they could be anywhere." That sounded too lame. His mind raced to think of a stronger noteto finish on.
"Every cop in town has Angelo's description,” he said. "And I've got every Bureau agent in this office
working on this case. Now that we don't have to worry about McGuire sticking his nosein where it
doesn't belong, well run him down, don't worry."

"| fail to see the purpose of these documents,” said Beladon. "How do they help us?'

"It'safile on the investigation Angelo was working on before he took part in that raid,” said Case.
"Where he was staying, what he was doing from day to day, dl the people he wasin contact with. The
police have aready got his apartment staked out. If he shows up there, I'll know it right away. Otherwise,
there's agood chance he may get in contact with some of those people, since that's what he was doing
before.”

"But you do not have any way of knowing that for certain,” Beladon replied.

"No, but if he doesn't get in contact with them, they'll * start looking for him, too. They've dready lost
several mgor shipmentsto police seizures. Those were just ordinary narcotics, but now that they've got
the Ambrosiacoming in, they'll be especidly anxious. Angelo was working undercover as part of their
operation. If he's suddenly disappeared, it won't take much for them to put two and two together. They'll
figure out he was the informant and they'll put a contract out on him."

"A contract?'

"It meansthey will offer asubstantia sum of money to anyonewho killshim," Case explained. " So either
way, he'sawalking dead man, no pun intended."

"I see. And this man Leoneisthe onein charge of this operation, as you put it? The one who will offer
the money for Angdo'slife?’

"He'stheone," said Case.

"And who isthis man Madonado?'



"His chief lieutenant. HE's the one Angelo was working with on his undercover job."

Beladon pursed hislips thoughtfully and looked back down at the file. Case risked another glance a the
femde. Her eyeswere ill boring into him. He quickly looked away.

"Thereis achance that these men might be useful," Beladon said. "What, exactly, isthis Ambrosathey
are expecting to receive?'

Relieved at what appeared to be areprieve, Case quickly explained about the new thaumagenetically
engineered drugs that had started appearing on the market recently, and he briefly described Ambrosia
and its effects.

Beladon made agrimace of disgust. "And humans are anxious for this substance?’ he said.

"Some humans, yes," said Case. "There's dways been alarge market for illegal narcotics, and the
demand for this new thaumagenetic Suff isgrowing larger every day.”

"Thismay be even easier than | thought," said Beladon. He glanced at his companion. "Who but humans
would manufacture substances that render them weak and vulnerable? They have made much progress,
but they have grown decadent. They themselves are giving us the tools with which to subjugate them."

"What are you saying?' Case asked uncertainly.

"Merdy that if it doeswhat you describe, then this Ambrosia, and the people who distributeit, could
Serve our purposes.”

"Wait aminute," Casesaid. "Y ou're not serioudy thinking of taking over Leone's operation, are you?"

"And why not? If humans have an attraction for this substance that turns them into mindless, rutting
animds, then why not provideit for them? It will merely makethingsessier for us"

Case moistened hislips. "Look, haven't you got enough to worry about with finding these three with the
runestones? Y ou don't want to go getting into the drug business. Y ou've got no ideawhat that involves.”

"l imagine these men Leone and Madonado would know al that was necessary,” Beladon replied. "They
would smply continue distributing this Ambrosia, only they would do so under our supervison, so that
they could attain the widest possible distribution in the shortest possible time.”

"Jesus, you don't understand,” said Case. "'l can't smply look the other way on something likethis. It's
my job to prevent that sort of thing. What you've asked meto do so far, well, that's one thing, and I've
aready taken some pretty big risksfor you, but if there's asudden flood of magically enhanced drugsin
the city, I'm going to have al sorts of people coming down on me wanting to know why, from the mayor
all theway up to Bureau headquarters. And the last thing any of us needsisto have our connection
exposed.”

"And how would that happen, unless you wereto reveal that connection?' Beladon asked.

"Well, now, don't get mewrong," said Case quickly, "I'd never talk, of course, but they'd smply tiemein
with Leone's mob and that would be the end of it. | wouldn't be much useto you injail, would 1?7

"Y ou could be easily replaced,” said Beladon. "1t will be up to you to continue to prove your usefulness
to us. Otherwise, what becomes of you does not concern me. For the moment, | am satisfied with you.
Y ou may livealittlewhilelonger."



"'But you said | could have him," said the female, speaking for thefirst time, and Casefdt asif the floor
had dropped out from beneath his feet.

"Be patient, Delana,”" the necromancer said. This human can till be of some useto us. | know you
hunger. We shall find you someone dse."

"When?' she demanded.
"Soon. Very soon. Before the day is out. Come.”

With asick feding, Case watched them leave the office, then he leaned forward suddenly and vomited
into his office trash pail.

Angelo looked awkward as Kirathrew her arms around him. She sensed him stiffen and backed off.
"My God, you don't remember me, do you?"' she asked with a stricken expression.

"l ...I'mnot redly sure,"” Angdlo replied uncertainly.
"You...you seem familiar, but..." Hisvoicetrailed off and he smply shook his head.

"Don't worry about it," Wyrdrune said. "1t'll dl come back to you before too long. The runestone will see
to that. The important thing isthat you're safe.”

"| fed ... acertain comfort in your presence,” Angelo replied. "1 can't redly explainit, it smply fedsright
being here."

"It should, Modred, old friend," said Wyrdrune, clapping him on the shoulder. "That's the link between
us. It'sonly going to get stronger.”

"Modred,” Angelo said. He shook hishead. "I'm not sureif I'll ever get used to that name.”
"What would you like usto cal you?' Kiraasked.

"John, | guess. That name seemsto fit more, somehow.”

"All right," sald Wyrdrune. "John Angdoitis, until you tell usdifferent.”

"Y ou have no ideahow relieved we areto seeyou . . . John," said Kira. She amiled. "That's going to take
some getting used to, | guess. How do you fed ?*

"A bit confused, gtill, but no longer quite so week as| felt before," he replied. "Gonzo was kind enough
to get me something to eat downgtairs. What's more, he saved my life, too."

"Why, what happened?' Wyrdrune asked with aconcerned expression..
Briefly, Gonzago filled them in on what had happened.

"That'sjust what | was afraid of," Wyrdrune said. "Now we have the mob to worry about, aswell. On
top of that, we've got yet another complication. I'm afraid McGuire's going to be a problem.” Quickly he
filled the othersin on what transpired during their meeting. "1 should have made him forget held ever seen
us," he said when hewas finished, "but | just couldn't do it. | guesswhat he said got to me. If we start
going around contralling people al the time, we're not much better than the Dark Ones. Every timel've
doneit, even when it seemed absolutely necessary, it'sleft abad taste in my mouth. | didn't become a



wizard so that | could use people.”

"You didn't becomeawizard at al, warlock,” Kirasaid wryly. "The runestones made you one. And
maybe they've done more than that. Maybe they've been influencing our judgment too much.”

"So where does that leave us with McGuire?' Billy asked.

"I honestly don't know," said Wyrdrune. "But he had adamn good point. Weve been stting on thisthing
for quiteawhile now, and | think it was only amatter of time before word of it got out somehow. Too
many people know aready. Weredly don't have the right to make thiskind of decision for everybody
else. Maybe it would be better if it was all out in the open. I'm tired of looking over my shoulder dl the
time, wondering if it'sthe Dark Ones, the Bureau, or the police.”

Kiraglanced at him curioudy. It wasthefirgt time she had heard him voice any of the same concerns
shed fdt."Maybeweredl tired," she said. "None of us have had alife snce thiswhole thing sarted.”

"Some of us have had severd lives” said Wyrdrunewryly.

"Oh, that's the other thing | meant to mention,” said Gonzago suddenly. "In dl the excitement, it
completely dipped my mind. John, here, apparently manifested one of the Old Ones.”

"Hedid what? said Wyrdrune.

"One of the spirits of the Council," said Gonzago. "Or an entity that was asort of group representation.
Neither of you had mentioned having experienced such an effect before, so | thought it might be
sgnificant.”

"Y ou thought it might be Sgnificant?' said Kira"Isthere anything e se that you forgot to tell us?'
Gonzago smply shrugged. "No, | don't think so. Unlessit's that notion John has about the Ambrosia.”
"Ambrosia?’ Kirasaid. "Jesus, what doesthat evil stuff have to do with any of this?"

Gonzago glanced a Angelo. "I think perhaps you'd better tell them what you told me, my boy."

"Perhapswe'd all better St down,” said Angelo. "It seemsweve got agreat dedl to discuss, and I'm not
evensure |l understand dl of it."

"That'sagood idea," Wyrdrune said. "Broom! Put on some coffee!"
"Again with the coffee?' Broom caled from the kitchen.

"That'sit! I'm on strike! Y ou people have gone through an entire can in just two days. You'redl going to
ruin your kidneys! Aside from which, how am | supposed to make coffee without any filters? Makealis,
you sad. You want alist? Here, Mr. Big Shot, you've got your list. I'm not lifting another finger around
here until somebody goes to the store and that'sfinal! Y ou can all savetheworld after you've gone

shopping.”
"Right," said Wyrdrune, looking at thelist with agrimace. He held it up. "Anybody fed like making a
grocery run?'

"Donuts,”" sad Kira. "We need some donuts."

"And | am out of cigarettes,” Jacqueline said.



"Ah, | don't suppose it would be too much trouble to stop at the liquor store and pick up a bottle or two
of some Scotch whileyou'reat it?" said Gonzago. "Single mdlt, if you don't mind."

Wyrdrunerolled his eyes, and with aweary sigh picked up apen and started writing.

It had been dmost fifteen years snce McGuire had quit smoking. In dl that time, he had never been
serioudy tempted to Sart again. During those first few weeks, when hiswithdrawa symptomswere a
their height, there had been times when he had experienced strong cravings for a cigarette, such aswhen
he was having morning coffee or an evening drink with friends, or moments when he was under stress,
but his resolve had remained strong. It had been so hard to quit that it had merely strengthened his desire
to stay away from the damned things, and even when new strains of thaumagenetically engineered
tobacco had appeared, resulting in cigarettes that posed no health risk whatsoever, he had remained
smokeless. For al those years, he had kept apack of unfiltered, premagical, emphysemarinducing,
heart-attack-risk-incurring, cancer-caus ng, secondhand-smoke-hazard cigarettes on his bookshdf, in
plain sght, where they could serve asasymbol of hiswillpower and dedication. After fifteen years, those
cigarettestasted stale as hell.

They were so dry they burned like haystacks in the Kansas sun, and inhaling them was like breathing
pure carbon monoxide. McGuire had chain-smoked almost the entire pack, washing them down with
vodka. He had never quit drinking, so histolerance for dcohol wasfairly high. He wasn't drunk yet, but
hewasworking onit.

He had already been on the phone, again, to Chief Inspector Michael Blood of New Scotland Yard and
Inspector Armand Renaud of the Paris police. He had discussed the Situation at length with Akira
Katayama, of the B.O.T. in Tokyo, and with Captain Rebecca Farrell of theL. A.P.D., aswell aswith
Ben Slater, theirascible Los Angeles reporter, who had agreat ded to say about the biggest story of his
entire career— the one he couldn't write. All of them had said more or less the same thing. They thought
disclosure would be a serious mistake. They thought it would cause an upheava in society the effects of
which would beimpossible to predict, and they thought that the negative effects would probably
outweigh the positive ones. But, like Wyrdrune, they thought he had avaid point. It was onethey'd dl
wrestled with themsalves, and some of them were still quite torn about it, but in the end, they had decided
to keep their knowledge to themselves. They had al seen what the Dark Ones were capable of doing,
and they dl thought that full disclosure would probably makelittle differencein thelong run, that only the
power of the runestones could defeat the necromancers.

However, having said that, every one of them had then gone on to say that if Wyrdrune had |eft the
decison up to him, they would al support him in whatever it was he choseto do. And if he chose
disclosure, they would back him up to the fullest extent of their abilities. Ben Slater had said it best.
"Whatever you decide, McGuire, were dl in thistogether,” the gruff reporter said. "I'm here anytime you
need me, day or night. All you haveto doispick up aphone and I'll be on the next planeto New Y ork.
Just say theword.”

The trouble was, McGuire wasn't really sure which way to go. At firgt, hed felt strongly that keeping the
existence of the Dark Ones secret was absolutely wrong. Now, after speaking with the others, he was
having afew doubts. Once thisthing is out of the bag, he thought, therell be no turning back. It wasa
momentous decison. Why did it haveto rest with him?

He needed to talk it over with somebody else, somebody who was not aready in on the whole thing,
somebody who would have a different perspective and whose fresh reaction he could judge, somebody
whom he could trust with the secret if. at length, he decided to alow it to remain a secret. He picked up



the phone and dided Christine Mathews.

"Chrigtine? Steve," he said, durring hiswords dightly. We need to talk."

"McGuire?'

"Y eah. Look, uh, we need to talk. I'm at my place. Can you come over right awvay?"
"Can't it wait until tomorrow, Steve?'

"No. .. no, it can't wait, Chrigtine, | need to talk to you right now. It'sredlly important.”
"Steve, have you been drinking?”

"Y eah, alittle. Oh, and when you come over, can you bring a couple packs of cigarettes?'
"You're smoking!"

"Y esh. How about that?"

"Areyou al right? What isit, what's happened?’

"Just do me abig favor, Chrigtine, and get over here. | don't want to discuss this on the phone. | want to
seeyour face when | tell you about this. | really need your help on thisdecision.”

"Isit about Angelo?'

"In away, yeah. How long hasit been since you had your mind blown?"
"My mind doesn't blow easy."

"It will when you hear this"

"Wel, now I'm dying of curiogity. All right, I'll be therein about haf an hour. Oh, what brand do you
smoke?'

"Anything with awarning labe onit."

"They haven't made those in about ten years.”
"Then | don't care. Whatever."

"Okay, I'm on my way."

He hung up and poured himsdf afresh drink. Then he grimaced, poured it out, and went to make afresh
pot of coffee, instead. Twenty minutes later, he had smoked up the last of his outdated cigarettes. Hefelt
dizzy and he had aheadache. The buzzer sounded from the |obby.

"That wasfagt," he said to himself. But when he pressed the intercom button, it wasn't Chrigtine
Mathews.

"McGuire, it's Case. We need to talk."
"Caxx?'

"Look, | know thisisirregular, but I'm in deep, deep trouble and | really need your help. | know weve



had our problems, but | didn't know who elseto turn to. Can | come up, please?’
"Y ou got any cigarettes?
"Cigarettes ? Y esh, why?'

"Come on up." He buzzed him in. What the hell, he thought, the D.A. and New Y ork Bureau chif. If he
was going to tell anybody about this, he couldn't have picked a better place to start. A few moments later
there was aknock at the door. He opened it to admit a haggard-looking Case.

"Jeez, you look like hell," he said.

"Frankly, you don't look much better,” Case said. ™Y ou been drinking?'
"Some. But I've got afresh pot of coffee on.”

"W, | could sureashell useadrink.”

"Help yoursdlf. Bottle'son thetable. I'll get you aglass”

"Thanks," said Case, ditting down &t the table.

"So, what's the problem?* asked McGuire.

"You'd better sit down for this. I'm about to drop areal bombshell on you.”

"That right? Well, I'll see your bombshdl| and raise you one nuke," McGuire said, setting aglassdown in
front of him. He sat down at the table with him. "Okay. Go ahead.”

Case pouted himsdlf adrink, tossed back about half of it in one gulp, then took adeep bresth. "To tell
you thetruth, I'm not really sure whereto start.”

"The beginning'susualy agood place.”

"Y eah, well, what would you say if | told you that I'm guilty on several mgor felony counts, including
ading and abetting a necromancer?’

"Did you say a necromancer ?'

"Yeah," said Case, taking another drink. He took out a pack of cigarettes and pushed it toward
McGuire. "And what's more, that ain't the wordt of it. Thisisn't any ordinary necromancer.”

"Don't tell me, let me guess” McGuire said. "Thisonés not human.”
Case dmost dropped hisdrink. "Holy shit. You know?

"L ooks like weve both got the same bombshell. Christine Mathews is going to be over herein about five
or ten minutes. | was going to drop it on her, but it's nice to have some corroboration.”

"Jesus Chrigt," said Case. "'l can't believeit. How long have you known?"

"About your involvement?' He shook hishead. "'l didn't. You just told me. But | found out about the
Dark Ones earlier today."

"The Dark Ones? Isthat what they cdl themsdves?'



"WEell, | don't know what they cal themsdves,” McGuire said, "but that's how they wereidentified to
r],E.ll

"My God," said Case. "Y ou've actualy spoken to them, haven't you? The avatars, the ones with the
runestones.”

McGuire nodded. "Y es, they cameto see me and they laid it al out for me. It's one hell of astory.”
"Y ou probably know more than | do, then,” said Case.

"Wel, I'll go over the whole thing as soon as Chrigtine gets here. Meanwhile, why don't you tell me your
end of it. Y ou're on the hook, aren't you?”'

"Yeeh," said Case heavily. Herefilled hisglass. "Big time."

"But you're not under aspell of compulsion,” said McGuire ashelit up acigarette, "otherwise you
wouldn't be here. So what did he do, bribe you? Promise you something? Use blackmail ?*

"All of the above," Casereplied. "They gave me just ahint of what they were capable of doing, and it
was enough to scare the crap out of me. Y ou haven't met them, you don't know. They're capable of
causing pain you just would not believe. And they told me—"

"Wait aminute," said McGuire. "Y ou said they? There's more than one?"

"Theresat least two of them," said Case, "amae and afemde. | thought it was only one, at first. He was
bad enough. Hisnameis Beladon, but | just met the female today, and she makes Count Draculalook
like amosguito. Her name's Delana, or something like that, and | was as closeto her as| am to you right
now, and let metdll you, | was so goddamn scared | tossed my cookies." Case gulped down hisdrink
and reached for the bottle.

"Takeit easy on that stuff,” McGuire said.

"Screw that," said Case, filling up hisglass again. "I've got so much adrendine pumping through meright
now, | don't think | could get drunk if | wanted to. And believe me, | want to." He took another gulp.
"I'm telling you, McGuire, these people are fucking terrifying. They're not people. I don't know what the
hell they are”

"I think I've got someidea," said McGuire. "I'm not going to judge you, Case. | don't think you had much
choice”

Case sghed heavily. "1 appreciate that,” he said. "It doesn't make mefed awholelot better about what |
did, but it's decent of you to say that."

"I meanit,” said McGuire. "1 don't know that | wouldn't have done the same thing in your place. We dl
like to think we know ourselves, but we're only human. And they're not. What did they make you do for
them?'

Case grimaced. "Jump through hoops, iswhat they made me do. | gave Beladon everything he wanted. |
gave him al theinformation | had; | had Bureau headquarters get methe D.A.'sfileon Angeloand |
turned that over; | pulled strings and got you to back off, | just totally caved in.”

"There's not much point to self-recrimination,” said McGuire. "At least you're doing the right thing now.
What findly made you cometo me?'



"I'd liketo think it was my sense of duty findly waking the hdll up, but the truth isit wasfear. The minute
they don't need me anymore. . ." He shook his head. "Y ou should have seen the way that bitch was
looking at me. Now | know what amouse fedslike when it's staring at a cobra. I'm scared out of my
wits, McGuire. I'm just amiserable, fucking coward.”

"But you didn't run,” McGuiresaid. "Y ou could have.
Case gtared at him and licked hislips nervoudy. "Yeah. | guess| could have, at that."

"But the point isthat you didn't,” said McGuire. "And you're probably not so important to them that
they'd waste time trying to find you. No offense.”

Case nodded. "Y eah. Maybe I'm stupid. Maybe | should be looking for some deep, dark hole to crawl
into."

"And maybe you're not quite the coward you think you are,” McGuire said. "Sometimes heroes are just
cowards who were too scared to run.”

Case gave asmdl snort. "Whered you get that?"

"l just made it up. But I'm sure somebody important said it first. The question is, what are we going to do
about it?'

"Damned if | know," Case said miserably. "How the hell do you fight necromancers who can't be
killed?'

"Isthat what they told you?'
"Well, they'reimmortd, aren't they?"

"Theway it was explained to me, they live practically forever because their cells are cgpable of amost
infinite regeneration. But they do age, gpparently, athough at an incredibly dow rate, and they can be
killed."

"How?'

"A well-placed bullet right between the eyes should do thetrick, if | understand correctly. Or any
immediately fata wound."

"You're kidding me. Y ou mean | could have smply shot the bastards?!

"Well, that's eesier said than done,” McGuire said "Y ou're degling with necromancers, after al. They're
much more powerful than any human adept. And these necromancers aren't even human. They've been at
it for along, long time. Y ou'd have to take them completely by surprise, your aim had better be damn
good."

"I never was much good with agun,” said Case. much cdl for it in my line of work."

"Mine, ether," said McGuire, "but | gill remember how to shoot. The problemis, we'rein ared lega
gray areahere We're officers of law, not judges and juries. How do we justify what amountsto
murder?'

"Areyou serious? How else are we supposed to stop them? These people aren't even human.”

"Proveit," said McGuire. "They appear biologicaly smilar to us, right? Well, unless an autopsy can tell



the difference, you kill them and you're liable to wind up facing charges.”
"Right. Find ajury anywhere that would convict me, under the circumstances.”

"That'sjust the point,” McGuire said. "We have to explain the circumstances and make it convincing. |
think there's an excdllent chance we can pull it off, because were not the only people who know about
thisand the others are al willing to testify. But we can't amply take the law into our hands. We both have
to go to our superiorswith this."

"Terrific,” said Case. "And what am | supposed to do inthe
meantime?"

"Meanwhile, you're going to have to hang tough. On best chances till lie with the runestones,” said
McGuire"Angelo is now one of the avatars, as you know. The other two are ayoung adept named
Wyrdrune and ayoung woman named Kira. They've also got some help and, asnear as| antdl, dmost
unlimited resources. However, they're still wanted on internationa warrants. Before we do anything else,
seve got to get those warrants lifted, and weve got to get them the full backing of the authorities.”

That's going to take time," said Case. "And it may not it easy.”

'We don't have any other choice. Isthere any chance you can play along with the necromancersin the
meantime?’

Case moistened hislips nervoudy and shook his head. "'l don't know. They haven't read my mind.
Leastwise, | don't think they have. They function on intimidation, and they're damned good at it, too.
They probably don't think I'd have the nerve to crossthem.” He sighed heavily. "But, man, the very last
thing | want to do is have to face them again.”

Weéll, thisiswhere you start earning your big paycheck,” said McGuire.

Case closed hiseyesfor amoment and compressed hislipsinto atight grimace. "Right. What the hell,
I've got nothing to lose except my soul.”

The avatars are probably going to be in touch with me soon" McGuire sad. "I'll tell them what weve
decided. It would also help if | could give them some idea of what the Dark Ones are up to. Have they
confided anything in you?'

Not alot,” said Case, "but wait'll you hear what they have told me. They saw that file Mathews had on
Angelo's operation, and they've decided to go into the drug business.”

Wha?'
Tommy Leone's sarted dedling in Ambrosia," Case said.

"He's supposed to have a big shipment coming in sometime soon. Beladon has decided it serves his
purposes to make humans weak with thaumagenetic drugs, so he's going to take over Leone's operation
and increase digtribution.”

Good God," McGuiresaid. "That'sal we need. Immorta necromancers taking over organized crime. As
if things

weren't bad enough dready.” He bit hislower lip. "But at it gives us something to work with. If they're
going to



target Leone's operation, then well know where to watch for them.”
The buzzer sounded.

"That's Chrigting," McGuire said, getting up from the table. "Now well get someideaof just how hard
thisthingisgonnabeto sdl."

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Caador had been chafing for the opportunity to do something and now that it had findly arrived, it wasn't
a al what held expected. He had been well on hisway to establishing his domain in the remote
mountains of the country the humans called Afghanistan when Beladon had found him. He dreedy had
Deanawith him then, and Calador chose not to test Beladon's power because he did not think he could
prevall againgt the two of them together. With or without Delana, Beladon was strong. He had been
strong in the days before the war, and he was strong now, though the centuries of confinement had
weskened them all. Calador had not been certain he would have been amatch for him.

If there had only been more time. From the moment he escaped the pit where they were al confined, he
had searched for a place where he could begin to establish his domain, an isolated place that could till
provide sufficient human resources to increase his power. He had known that it would not take long
before the others started to compete among themselves for dominance, and he wanted to be ready when
the time came to determine the matter of supremacy. But Beladon had not given him that opportunity.

Y et, the opportunity had not been lost, thought Calador. It had merely been postponed.

He detested this country where Beladon had brought them. Its flatness and lack of naturd magjesty wasa
poor substitute for the raw and savage beauty of the mountains he had left behind. The human tribes who
lived there had been smple creatures, fierce and primitive, easily brought under his control. They had
regarded him as an earthly incarnation of agod, just asthey had in the old days, and therewasa
comforting familiarity intheir behavior. They seemed not much different from the humans he had known
before, abit more intelligent perhaps, but that was only to be expected as the species had evolved. Still,
they seemed afar cry from what Beladon claimed the humans had become.

On the other hand, he was forced to admit that these humans had made more progress than he had given
them credit for. They had truly accomplished agreat ded. Still, they were merely humans. What amazed
him was that some of them had been able to learn magic. Beladon had said that it was because surviving
Old Ones had mingled with their population after the Great War, and they had interbred. The very
thought filled Calador with disgugt. It was like mating with beadts, for they were little more than thét,
despite dl their advancements. Caador could scarcely believe that Beladon perceived them as athrest.
To animmorta who was weak, perhaps, a sufficient number of them might represent athreat. However,
they were no match for anecromancer at the peak of hisahilities.

In the absence of theimmortass, there had been little to check the growth of their population, and the
planet was now teeming with them. However, dl that meant was that there would be no shortage of the
lifeforce resource for along, long timeto come. This new idea Beladon had put forth, using this
Ambrosiasubstance to make them docile and ensure their continued reproduction, seemed absolutely
pointless. He was beginning to sound like one of the members of the Council, who had aways thought
more of the humans than they had deserved.

Thetime was not yet right to risk pitting his powers, Beladon. He needed to be certain of success.



Deanawasthe key. Shewas a prime young female, afar better mate for him than for Beladon. And as
unattractive as this country was, despoiled by the massive congtructions of the humans, it wasrichinthe
life force resource. Beladon was much too ow to take advantage of it. He was too cautious, too
concerned about the threat posed by the avatars who bore the runestones that had held themin aliving
death for dl these years. Caador would not make the same mistake. The way to deal with the spirits of
the Council was through strength.

"You are unusudly quiet tonight,” Delanasaid.

She was sitting beside him in the crude conveyance the humans caled a"car.” It was one of those
belonging to the estate where they were staying. Its thaumaturgic batteries had just been freshly charged
and they had driven it to the area known as the South Shore of Long Idand, to acommunity known as
Long Beach. It now sat parked across the street from the iron gates of Tommy Leone's home.

"I was merdly thinking," Calador replied. "Doesit not strike you as rather wasteful, this errand we are
on?' He stressed the word "errand,” lacing it with sarcasm to underscore the way that Beladon was
treating them. It wastime to begin planting the seeds of dissatisfaction in her mind.

"Wadteful?* shesad. "In what way?"

"Traveing in this crude vehicle, for instance," Caador replied, "when we could easily teleport. Thistakes
S0 much moretime.”

"But it S0 conserves our energies,” Delanasaid. "Beladon explained that, did he not?"

"Oh, yes, heexplained,” Calador said scornfully. " Since we came here, he has done preciouslittle save
explainthings”

Ddanagave him acuriouslook. "I had thought that you were merely impatient. But you do not agree
with his methods?'

"For dl hisexplanations, | fail to understand them," Caador replied. "We areimmortas, Delana. We are
the Dark Ones. We once ruled all that we surveyed. Y et look at us now. We hide. We masquerade as
humans, cutting our has and wearing these foolish garments. We play at intrigue with these inferior
creatures, treating them as opponents worthy of respect instead of the chattel that they are. Isthiswhat
we have cometo?'

"Beladon has explained what happened to the others, who were carel ess and too quick to act. He—"

"Beladon has explained,” Calador repesated scornfully " Can you not think for yoursaf? What do we redly
know of how the others fell”? Perhaps they failed because they were weak. Perhaps they failed because
they lacked resolve. Perhaps they failed not because they moved too quickly, but because they were not
quick enough. It is strength that ensures victory. When was the last time you felt the power of fresh life
force flowing through you?'

She moistened her lips. "It hasbeen along time.”

"And with each day that passes, your hunger ever increases," Calador replied, "asdoes mine. Y et
Beladon counsdls discipline and patience. Soon, he tells us. Soon we may feed the hunger. But when?Is
it truly the runestones that he fears, or does he fear that we may grow too strong?”

"Bdadon denieshimsdf, aswdl," shesaid.

"We have only hisword for that,” Calador countered. "How do we know what he doeswhile heis



absent? Can you say for sure he has not fed?'

He saw the uncertainty in her eyes and smiled inwardly. He knew that appealing to her hunger, the hunger
he himsdf knew only al too well, would bring immediate results.

"Y ou need not answer," hesaid. "Y our loyalty isadmirable, but | often wonder if it has not been
misplaced.”

"Beladon isstrong,” she said, though there was doubt in her voice. "He knows much more about this new
world we have awakened in than either of us does. He hastaken timeto sudy it, and to formulate his
plans. We can profit from his knowledge.”

"Perhaps,”" said Caador, "but at what cost? | do not fault Beladon for hisambition. Indeed, | commend
himfor it.

However, it ishis ambition and not mine. In the old Beladon was among the strongest of us, but do >
how he maintained that strength? By subjugeting othersto hiswill. By controlling agrester number of
acolytes, and maintaining greater accessto the life force resource. And by making certain that no one
could accumulate more power than he had at his command. It is no different now. He seeksto do exactly
the samething,”

"He sad he wantsto unify the others—"

"Yes, of course. Under his control. He will respect their decision, he claims. But who will question his
right to supremacy when he has become the strongest? Y ou know aswell as| what will become of
anyone who dares to challenge him once he has assumed the mantle of supremacy.”

"And yet you dare to question hismethods and hisaims" she said. "Are you not afraid that | will passon
your remarksto him?'

"I am not oneto live with fear," said Cadador. "Y ou are tree to do as you desire. Beladon trusts you,
because he has selected you to be his consort. At least, for now. And that iswhy he has sent us on this
petty errand for him. It ismerely asmall test, both of your loyalty and of my obedience. Once we have
carried it out, he shall praise usin paternd tones and reward us by alowing usto feed the hunger, but not
too much. He means only to whet our appetites and make us anxious to please him, so that we may feed
again. And that, Delana, ishow he shdl control us, by remaining stronger and making us cometo fedl
dependent on him."

"He has said nothing to me of such things,”" she said.

"Why should he? He dready ownsyou.”

"No oneownsme!" she said angrily.

"Perhaps not," said Calador. "But you have given your dlegianceto him, have you not?!

"I have merely joined my strength to his, the better to destroy the runestones, so that al of usmay live
free of their threat and prosper in our power."

"l see," said Cdador. "And just what isit we are doing here tonight that will further that cause?"
Sheremained slent.

Caador nodded. "Y es, you cannot answer. | do not see how this servesthat purpose, either. The only



purposethis shal serveisto gain Beladon more human acolytes, for it is hisbidding they shall do, not
ours."

"Y ou seek to test his power," she said.

"I seek only to assert my own," Caador replied. "If you wish to subordinate your strength to his, your will
to his, then that isyour decison. But | think it isawaste for you to chegt yoursdlf of your own destiny.”

"Which you see as being linked to yours, perhgps?' she asked archly.

"I will not deny that | sense your power and am drawntoit,” said Calador smoothly. "But | have no
desireto subjugate your will to mine. That would diminish you, and it would diminish me. What need is
there for usto compete among ourselves? There are o many humans now, thisworld is choked with
them. Why waste our energies against each other when we could both grow strong together? Think what
we could accomplish.”

"Those are dmost the very words that Beladon had used when he first found me," she said.

"Indeed? Well, then you must judge hiswords againgt his actions, just asyou may judge mine. Have you
both grown strong together? Have you satisfied your hunger? Or have you been told to wait until thetime
isright? And who isto say when that shall be?Y ou? Or Beladon? Has he told you when that time will
be? Or has hejust said, 'Soon'?"

"| do grow weary of that word," she admitted.

"I do not say, 'Soon, Delana.' | say . . . now. We have been sitting here and watching humans arriving at
thisdwelling al evening long. Shall wewait until they al depart, and then bring back this man Leoneto
await Beladon's pleasure? Or shall we take advantage of this opportunity and then decide how best to
employ the strength that we shdl gain? | am willing to be charitable. Let Beladon have the human named
Leone, if that isdl he wants. Why should we not take the others for oursalves?’

Delana stared hungrily at the house across the street. "Why not, indeed?' she said.

Calador smiled. It had gone even better than he had anticipated. Beladon had underestimated him, and
he had denied Delanafor too long. He did not even suspect it, but he had dready lost hisgrip on her.
And once she had absorbed fresh, invigorating life force, he would not regain it. Together, the two of
them |eft the car and started walking toward the house.

Wyrdrune hung up the phone in the kitchen, took a deep breath, and let it out dowly. Then he went back
to the othersin the living room. "Well, that was certainly interesting. Not exactly what I'd planned on.”

"Don't worry, you did theright thing,” Makepeace said. "L et the police handle these gangsters. Drug
enforcement cannot be our concern.”

"Itisn't just thedrugs" said Wyrdrune. "Theres ill ahit out on John. Not much we can do about that
now, though. Not without taking the law into our own hands, and McGuire was very emphétic about our
gtaying out of it."

"How did he sound?" asked Angelo.

"He asked about you," Wyrdrune said. "He's concerned. He's going to lift that A.P.B. on you, but he's
going to have to do somefancy explaining. And there's been an interesting new development. Case, the



New Y ork Bureau chief, waswith himwhen | caled. And sowastheD.A."
"So then he's gone ahead and brought in the Bureau,” Gypsy said.

"Actudly, it'sthe other way around,” said Wyrdrune. "Are you ready for this? Case has been working
with the Dark Ones."

"What?' said Kira.

"Apparently, there are two of them, and they never bothered actuadly placing him under aspdll,” said
Wyrdrune. "They used terror and intimidation. They fdlt that he would be more useful to them if hewas
ableto function fregly, and it seems he has been. He's kept them informed of dl the details of the
investigation and he's given them the D.A 'stask forcefiles, aswell.” He glanced a Angdlo. "It wastoo
much for Case. He's scared. They just finally pushed him to a point where he got too scared to be
intimidated. They now know al the details of the case you were working on, and they've decided to
meake use of that information.”

"How?" asked Angelo.
"They're planning to take over Leone's operation,” Wyrdrune said.
"Y ou mean digtribute the Ambrosia?'

"Knowing them, they'll probably take over everything he'sinto and make use of his people. Asfor the
Ambrosia, they may just giveit avay," said Wyrdrune. "After dl, why bother usng magic to endave
people when you can get them hooked, instead? They're learning to do things the modern way."

"Damn," said Kira. "But that means we know what their next move's going to be. If they're going to go
after Tommy Leone—"

"I'm way ahead of you," said Wyrdrune. "Unfortunately, so isMcGuire. He's aready gotten in touch with
the policein Long Beach and arranged for round-the-clock surveillance on Leone and his people.
They're going to coordinate with the N.Y .P.D., the Bureau, the D.A.'stask force, and the D.E.A. And
he wants usto stay out of it."

"That's crazy,” Kirasaid. "Did you tell him he doesn't stand a chance? What the hell does he think he's
going to do, arrest them?”

"He seemsto understand what he's doing,” Wyrdrune said. "Or at least, he thinks he does. He said he's
not going to take any chances. HEll have Case with him, and if the Dark Ones show up, they'll smply
open up on them with all the firepower they've got. If they do that, it just might do thetrick.”

“If they do that," Billy sad.

"And might just isn't good enough,” Kiraadded. "McGuirejust doesn't learn. They tried the same sort of
thing on us back at the penthouse, and we got away, didn't we? Unless they have the advantage of
complete surprise, it'll never work. They'real lidbleto get killed. And the Dark Oneswill bethat much
stronger. We've got to be there and you know it"

"That'swhat | figured you'd say,” Wyrdrune replied. The only troubleis, al we know isthat Leonelives
somewherein Long Beach. | dready tried information and heisn't listed. Just where are we supposed to

go?'
"He's got an estate just off Ocean Boulevard,” Angelo said suddenly. He blinked severa times. "1've been



there before. I'm pretty sure | remember whereitis.”
"All right!" said Kira. "Werein busness!”

"Not yet were not,” said Wyrdrune. "He's starting to recall things, but there's till too much he doesn't
remember. We can't afford to take any chances. We need to know if he can form the Living Triangle."

"Well, there's only oneway to find out,” said Kira. Shetook off her glove and held her hand up, palm
facing out. The sgpphire runestone began to glow.

Wyrdrune removed his headband, reveding the glowing emerad st into hisforehead. Angelo swallowed
hard and started to open up his shirt. "I'm not sure | know what to do," he said. But even as he spoke,
the ruby in his chest, over his heart, started to grow bright.

"The runestones know," said Wyrdrune. Then, turning to the others, he added, " Shield your eyes.”
"The hdl withthat," said Gypsy. "I'm not about to missthis.”

The emerald in Wyrdune's forehead suddenly flared with ablinding green light and abeam of pure
thaumaturgic force lanced out fromiit like alaser and struck the sapphire stonein Kiras pam. The gem
seemed to absorb the beam of force and reflect it, adding its own energy to it as a second beam shot out
from it and struck the ruby in Angelo's chest. Angelo gasped involuntarily, and then athird beam shot out
from his own runestone and struck the emerald in Wyrdrune's forehead, completing the triangle. It took
no more than an ingant, but in that instant, the entire room was bathed in searing light that flickered from
blueto red to green, growing brighter and brighter until it washed out everything in the room.

Gypsy cried out, covering her eyes.

Sowly, theincandescently glowing triangle of light started to revolve. Wyrdrune, Kira, and Angelo were
no longer visible. They were somewhere insde the whirling Maglstrom asit spun faster and faster, raising
awind ingde theroom asit formed into apyramid, spun faster still, and elongated into a cone that
suddenly seemed to suck up ingdeitsalf with awhistling, howling noise. . . and then it was gone.

The others sat, dazed, as papers blew about the room and fluttered rustling to the floor and silence
returned to the gpartment.

"My God," Gypsy said with awe.
"My sentiments exactly,” said Gonzago.

Therewas aloud pounding on the celling and they al jumped, startled, except for Makepeace. "All right,
Mrs. Pietruskiewicz!" he cdled out, loudly, toward the celling. "WEell try to keep it down.”

Broom came shuffling in from the kitchen, took one look at the room, and raised itsarms up to its head,
or at least whereits head would have been if it had ahead. " Oy! | just cleaned up in here! What isit with
you people? Y oure al meshuggeneh! I've had it! Y ou can just clean thisup al by yoursdves, thank you
very much. | quit!"

Tommy Leone sat leaning back in the leather office chair behind the desk in hisden, hisfeet encased in
brand-new running shoes and resting on the table, crossed at the ankles. He wore brown velour athletic
swests that had never seen ajogging track or theinsde of agym, something to which hislarge and
overweight frame attested. The zipper on histop was pulled halfway down, reveding ahairy chest, an



ornate golden crucifix on anintricately linked chain, and amedadlion of the Virgin.

"I want that son of abitch dead, you understand me?' he said. "1 want his head in afuckin' box, delivered
tothat bitch D.A.!I"

"Wereworking on it real hard, Tommy," Maldonado said. "Word's out on the street. We've got ten
grand on Angdl's head. Hewon't be able to hidefor long.”

"You'rered generouswith my money, Vinnie," said Leonewryly. "That dough'll come outtayour ct.
Y ou brought him in. He was your respong bility. What's more, you had him and you blew the hit."

"He had an adept with him that helped him get away," said Maldonado.

"l don't wanna hear no excuses. | just want the job done, period. If we lose this shipment on account of
this, your next address is gonna be the East River, got me?"

"Don't worry, I'll take care of it," Madonado assured him. "He may know when the shipment's coming
in, but he doesn't know where. I'm not that stupid.”

"Stupid enough to think | could've been the stoolie, when it was your man Angd all dong,” said Joey
Battagliawith asneer.

"Y ou shut your mouth, punk,” Madonado said, fixing him with aglare. ""Y ou got no roomto tak. It'sa
funny thing how your whore and Angel disappeared together, ain't it?"

"If Bluetook off, it's because Angdl warned her you were after her,” said Joey. "She didn't know
anything, and even if she did, she knew well enough to keep her trap shut. Y ou can't put this off on me,
Vinnie. Y ou screwed up.”

"I've had about al I'm gonnatake outtayou," said Madonado, stepping toward him, but Franco got
between them.

"Leaveit done, Vinnie" hesad. "Thekid'sright. You blew it. If you'd smply whacked him instead of
running your damn mouth, we wouldn't be worrying about Angd now."

"He wants apiece of me, let him come ahead,” said Joey defiantly.

"Enough!" Leone shouted. "I've had it with this bullshit. Y ou guys want to wave your dicks around, do it
after thejob's done. Once the shipment'sin and Angd's feeding fish, | don't give arat's asswhat the hell
you do. But right now, both of you shut the fuck up.”

"Surething, Mr. Leone," Joey said. "Y oure the boss.”

Ma donado made allittle circle with thumb and forefinger and brought it up to hislips, making little
sucking noises.

"Canit, Vinnie," said Leone. "Jesus, you're acting like a couple of fuckin' twelve-year-olds. Now | want
to know what's being done about—"

A sudden burst of firefrom amachine pistol interrupted him, and then, just as abruptly, it was cut off.
"Whét the hdll wasthat?'

"It sounded like it came from down by the gate,” said Franco, moving toward the door and reaching
ingde hisjacket for hispiece.



"Therest of you, go seewhat it is" Leone said quickly.

The others moved to follow Franco, but as Franco reached the door, it suddenly dammed shut. Franco
grabbed the doorknob and twisted it, but the door refused to open.

"What the hell?* he said.

"Open the goddamn door!" Leone said.

"I'mtryin’, but it's stuck or something,”" Franco said.
"Here, let me," said Joey, reaching for the doorknob.
"l am afraid that no one will beleaving," Cdador said.

The others spun around to see Calador standing behind the wet bar, pouring adrink. Delanawas seated
at the bar, facing them, her long legs crossed attractively.

"Who the hell areyou?' said Joey. "How did you get in here?"
"They're adepts, you fucking moron,” Madonado said.

"How perceptive of you," said Caador sarcagticaly. He handed the drink to Delanaand came out from
behind the bar. "But we are much more than mere adepts. Which of you is named Leone?!

"That'll beme," said Tommy, getting to hisfeet behind his desk. "And whoever the hdl you are, youd
damn wel| better have awarrant.”

"A warrant?' Caador asked casualy. "A warrant for what?"

"Y ou got a paper with ajudge's Sgnature, | want to seeit,” said Leone. "Otherwise, you can get the hell
out of hereright now."

"Such insolence will not be tolerated,” Cdador said. "On your knees and beg forgiveness."
"What?' Leone said with disbelief.

"' said, on your knees, you fat dug." Caador's eyesflared with bright blue light and Leone screamed,
clutching at hishead as he collapsed to hisknees. "I am master here.”

"Fuck you!" Joey Battaglia shouted, shoving Madonado aside as he raised his semiautomatic and
pumped eight 10-mm hollowpoint bullets into the necromancer asfast as he could pull thetrigger. The
first four struck him squarely in the chest, and as he jerked back, the next two hit him in the throat and
mouth. The seventh and eight rounds went right through his skull, sending fragments of bone and brain
tissue out in aspray againgt the wall.

"No!" shouted Delana, and with eyes blazing bluefire, she threw out her arm, fingers extended, toward
Battaglia. The bolt of thaumaturgic force she hurled struck Joey in the chest and burned ahole through his
torso big enough to throw a basketball through.

"You fuckin' bitch!" Franco cried out, and he fired hisgun at her point-blank. The othersfollowed suit,
but they had lost the advantage of surprise and, with it, any hope of surviva. They al kept firing until their
magazines were empty, but none of the bullets reached her. They wereal incinerated in midair asthey
got to within afoot of her, and it looked asif she were surrounded by astar burst of miniature fireworks.
And then there were no bullets | eft.



Like an enraged bull, Ma donado bellowed and charged her, but her eyesflared as she swept her arm
out in a backhanded motion and the big man went flying across the room to crash into the opposite wall,
though she had never even touched him. The others panicked and attacked the door, but it refused to
open. Heat began to build up rapidly insde the room until the temperature was like that insde a blast
furnace. The pandling started to crack and ped away from thewall.

The glass windows exploded and the drapes burst into flame. The men clawed at their throats, vainly
trying to bresthe in the unbearable heat that seemed to suck the air right out of their lungs. They collapsed
to thefloor, their skin turning red and blistering, splitting open like the baked earth of adesertina
scorching drought. It all happened in an instant as the room was turned into an inferno of searing hest and
then the screaming started as Delana took their souls.

Shefet the vibrant force of their life energy flowing through her and she gasped with rapture as she took
itin, feding the strength welling up within her and making every fiber of her body sng. Shedrew it inthe
way aman dying of thirst would gulp down cold, refreshing water and she wanted more. It had been so
long, so very long, and she was so very hungry.

Sheturned her attention to Leone, who was cowering back against the wall, eyesrolling in his blackened,
cracked, and blistered face with stark terror.

"No," hewhimpered, "please, God, no! Don't! I'll do anything you want! Please! Don't! I'll do anything,
| swear, anything!"

"Thendie" she said, bending over and seizing him by the throat. Her eyesflashed as twin beams of force
streamed out of them, burning through Leone's pupils and degp into his brain. He screamed hoarsdly as
shedrained him and threw hislifeless body down onto the floor.

There were shouts and hammering on the other side of the door, and then automatic rifle fire stitched
through it as the men outside attempted to shoot off the lock. With asnarl, Delanathrew her arm out and
hurled a bolt of force right through the door. It was asif the heavy, solid-core door had been struck by a
bazooka. It blew apart in splinters of wood and flame, and there were screams as the men on the other
Sdewere caught in the thaumaturgic blast. Delana came striding through the eddying smoke of the
burning door frame, held out her arms, and took in the life force of the survivors.

More men appeared at the far end of the hall and when they saw her, her skin glistening with sweet, her
red hair wild, and her eyes blazing with unearthly light, they opened fire. The bullets never reached her.
She threw her arm out toward them, fingers splayed, and it was asif she had fired aflamethrower. The
wallpaper bubbled and burst into flame as blue fire streamed down the hall toward them, enveloping
them, and asthey screamed in agony, dropped their guns, and beat helplesdy at their flaming hair and
clothing, shetook them, aswell.

She waked down the burning corridor and came into the large living room of the etate. At the far end of
the room, Tommy Leoneswife stood on the stairsin her robe and nightgown, her small daughter behind
her, clutching at her hem. She saw the smoke pouring into the living room from the corridor and cried out
her husband's name. Delana came out of the smoke like awraith, moving toward her.

The swirling vortex appeared over the front lawn of the estate and descended to the ground. When it
dissipated, Wyrdrune, Kira, and Angelo stood there, staring at the smoking house. The firemen who
were not busy bringing out the bodies gaped at them and backed away.

"Weretoo late," said Angdlo. "They've dready been here.”

Their runestones were till glowing asthey picked up the residue of necromancer magic. In the distance,



there was the sound of rapidly approaching sirens.

"Something went wrong,” said Wyrdrune as he sared at the fire-blackened house. "They came hereto
possess Leone. not kill him."

"It looks asif they killed just about everybody,” Kirasaid.
"I've got to go in there," Wyrdrune said. He started walking toward the house.

"Wyrdrune, wait!" Kiracaled after him. When he kept going, she hurried after him and Angelo followed.
Behind them, a convoy of police vehicles came screeching to astop out in the street. Severd cars
continued on through the gates and up the driveway.

"Hey, buddy, you can't goin there!" one of the firemen shouted as he came out of the house, dragging a
length of heavy hose. They continued on past him. The fireman glanced toward his companions out on the
lawn. "Why the hell didn't you stop them?"

"Y ou want to stop them, be my guest,” one of the others said, and walked back toward hisfire truck.

They went through the relatively undamaged living room and down the corridor, following the sgns of
destruction toward Leone's den. Severd firemen saw them and started to order them out, but fell silent at
the 9ght of the brightly glowing gem in Wyrdruné's forehead. They came into the den, where severa
dickered firemen werein the act of removing the last of the bodies.

"Leavethem done" said Wyrdrune.

The men turned toward the sound of hisvoice. "Wheat the . . . who the hell are you?' one of them said.
"What do you think you're doing? Get these people the hdll out. . ." And then hisvoicetralled off ashe
dtared at the three intruders.

"Leave," said Wyrdrune softly.

Without aword, the men left what they were doing and walked out of the room. Wyrdrune moved
directly to Calador's body and stood over it, looking down. His runestone flickered. Kiraand Angelo
came up behind him.

"Y eah, something went wrong, al right,” said Kira

"You hadto doit, didn't you?' McGuire said from behind them. Asthey turned, he came into the room,
followed by Case and severa other officers. The odor of smoke and char was heavy intheair. The
uniformed officers had their weapons drawn. "Put ‘em away," McGuire said to them.

"Youthink we did this?" Wyrdrune asked.

"What elseam | supposed to think?' McGuire said tightly.

"You know these people?" a police captain who stood with him asked.

"Yes, | know them," said McGuire. "But they're not the ones | thought we'd find here.”
"Y ou mind telling me what the hdll thisisal aout?' the captain asked McGuire.
"It'sabout him," said Wyrdrune, glancing down at Caador's body.

Case moved forward quickly and looked down at the blackened body, then frowned. "He's not the one,”



hesaid.

"What are you talking about?' said Kira. "He's one of them. Thereisn't any doubt, believe me."
"I'mtelling you, thisisn't him," said Case.

"Areyou sure?' Wyrdrune said.

"The body's been burned and the face is unrecognizable," said Case, "but I'm telling you, thisisn't him.
Beladon was abig guy, about six feet six. This one can't be more than five-ten or eeven, tops. What's
more, he didn't die from magic. He's been shot severd timeswith powerful, large-caliber dugs. The entire
top of his head's been blown away. Seefor yoursdlf."

"That means there were more than two of them,” said Wyrdrune grimly. "There were at least three.”

"Would somebody mind telling me what's going on here?" the Long Beach police captain asked irritably.
"What are we talking about? Y ou told me this was going to be amajor drug bust."

"It'salot morethan that, Captain,” Case said. "Thisentire houseis positively vibrating with thaumaturgic
trace emanations. We're dedling with necromancy here. That makesit the Bureau'sjurisdiction.”

"Hell," the captain said. "All right, I'm outta here. Y ou people need anything, you know how to reach
m"

"Captain," Case said, "needless to say, we want to keep the necromancy angle quigt, at least for now."
"It'syour show, Agent Case," said the captain. "Thisis one headache | don't need. C'mon, boys."
"What the hell happened here?" McGuire asked when they sad gone.

"I'm not sure,”" said Wyrdrune. "We only got here minutes before you did.”

"| thought | told you peopleto stay out of it."

"Jesus Chrigt, McGuire, take alook around you," Kirasaid. "Thisiswhat you would've been going up
againg. These men dl had guns. A fat lot of good that did them.”

"It did somebody some good," said Case, looking down at Calador's body. "The fire's damaged the
room severely, as has the water from the firemen's hoses, but there's alot more hest damage than
damage from the flames, and the bodies haven't been completely burned. Thiswasn't arson. At least, not
in the conventiona sense. Thiswas thaumaturgic force, but on alevel of magnitude I've never seen
before.”

"One of Leone's men must've caught this one by surprise and dropped him,” Wyrdrune said. "And then
al hdl brokeloose."

"WEell haveto question the firemen," said Case. "They got here pretty quick. Maybe somebody saw
something.”

"Sir," said auniformed policemen, coming to the door. ™Y ou might want to see this.” He handed Casea
filefolder.

Case opened it and said, "Shit.”
"What isit?" asked McGuire.



"D.A. Mahewsstask forcefile on Leone and his operation,” Case replied. He glanced up a Angelo. "I
guess this was mostly your work. Names, addresses, it'sdl here." He looked back at the cop. "Where
did you find this?'

"In avehicle parked acrossthe street,” the cop said. "The doors were just |eft open and the key was il
intheignition. Were running amake on the plates now."

"It was undoubtedly stolen,” said McGuire. "Wonder why they didn't useit to get away."

"No need," said Wyrdrune. "They probably used it to get here to conserve their energies, but they
absorbed enough life force here to teleport clear across the country without breaking a swest.”

"So you'retdling me they could be anywhere?* McGuire said.

"No, they're dill here," said Case. He glanced up a Angelo and the others. "There's fill something here
they want."

CHAPTER TWELVE

They stood outside on the lawn of the Leone estate, watching as the fire department wrapped up its
operations and the trucks pulled off. Curious onlookers had gathered just outside the gates and the police
out in the street were busy keeping them at bay. The night waslit up with the flashing of revolving lights
on the squad cars.

"L eone was aknown organized crimefigure,” McGuire said. "For the time being, well usethe sory of a
gangland hit over adrug deal gone bad and an arson in an attempt to cover it up. I'll work up thefine
pointslater. Meanwhile, were dl going to haveto talk. Thisthing is getting way out of control.”

"It's never been under control to begin with," Wyrdrune said.

"I'm going to have to do alot of fast talking over the next couple of days," McGuiresad, "and I'll have
Case to back me up. We've got Christine Mathews in our corner, and both Blood and Renaud should be
arriving soon. I've got acal in to Katayama, but I'm going to need you three to help me sl thisto the
higher ups."

"You il don't understand, do you?' Kirasaid. "There just isn't enough timefor dl that. The Dark Ones
are diill out there somewhere. Y ou saw what they did here tonight. They could easily do the samething all
over thecity."

"She'sright,” said Wyrdrune. "They've got to be stopped, and we're the best chance you've got. We
amply don't have time for investigative committees or grand juries or whatever. If that's what you want to
do, you're on your own."

"Now you listen here, Karpinski," McGuire began, but he was cut off.

"The nameisWyrdrune. Me Karpinski was another lifetime. In many ways, he doesn't redly exist
anymore.”

"Look, | don't care who the hell you think you are or what—"

"Sir, weve got the rundown on those plates,” one of the officers said, approaching McGuire. "The car is



registered to Ryan Keith, in Oyster Bay. And it hasn't been reported stolen.”

"Ryan Keith, the actor?' said McGuire.

"| think s0, Sit. There are anumber of expensive vehiclesregistered to that address.”
"Youdidn't cal him, did you?' Wyrdrune said quickly.

"Uh ... no, gr. Mr. Keith hasn't been contacted yet."

"Make sure heisn't,” Wyrdrune said.

"Wait aminute," said McGuire. "What do you think you're—"

"McGuire, listen to me," Wyrdrune said. "We may have gotten lucky. If the car hasn't been reported
stolen, they may be using Keith's place astheir headquarters. They'll redlize they made amistake leaving
it behind. If we move fast, we just may—"

"Hold it," said McGuire. "Nobody's moving anywhere. Before anyone goes off half-cocked, were going
to have to coordinate with the police in that area first and make sure—"

"Screw that," said Wyrdrune. "What's Keith's address?
"l said hold it!" McGuire repeated.

Wyrdrune gazed directly into the young officer's eyes. "What is Keith's address?' he asked in afirm and
level tone.

The officer's eyes glazed over dightly and he gaveit to him.
"Let'sgo,” sad Wyrdrune.

"Y ou're not going anywhere," McGuire said, reaching for him, but the emerald runestone in Wyrdrune's
forehead flashed and M cGuire jerked his hand back, startled, as the beam of force lanced out toward
Kiras upraised pam. It seemed to bounce off her sapphire runestone, change color, and strike the ruby
in Angelo's chest. McGuire, Case, and the others shielded their eyes from the blinding glare asit
increased, growing so bright it blotted out everything else around it. The triangle Started to revolve. It
spun around faster and faster, raising astrong wind and driving the others back asit extended out into a
glowing pyramid and then formed a conelike the funnd cloud of atornado, howling and crackling with
thaumaturgic discharges. And then it sucked up into itself and, with asharp, cracking sound, smply
disappeared.

"Holy shit," McGuire said softly.

"Yeah. Argue with that," said Case.

"How long doesit take to get to Oyster Bay from here?”

"If wego dl out, an hour, maybe, if thetraffic'slight on the parkway."
"Damnit," said McGuire. "Can you use aspell to teleport us?"

Caselooked a him uneasily. "1 can, but it'll take alot out of me. And it'll berisky. I've never been out
there before. | could wind up dropping usinto the bay, or worse."



"I'll take my chances," said McGuire. "Doit."
Case sighed. "All right. Give me about a minute to focus and get ready.”

"Go ahead,” McGuire said. Then, turning to the young officer, he said, " Get on the horn to the police up
there, loca and county, and tell them to get all their available units out to Ryan Keith's place right away."

"Uh...what should | tell them, Sir?"

"Hell, tdl themit'saB.O.T. operation. Chief Agent Case of the New Y ork office and Deputy
Commissioner McGuire

of N. Y.P.D. require d| available assistance for amgjor felony magic crime arrest. And tell 'em we expert
heavy resistance and to load for bear. Got it?"

"Ya s'r.ll

"Waéll, what are you waiting for? Move!"

Beladon knew something had gone wrong when he saw Delana come back aone. And even if it wasn't
for Caador's conspicuous absence, he still would have known from her appearance and the vibrance of
power he sensed surging through her as she came into the living room.

"l seeyou have fed your hunger,” he said, calmly facing her from across the room as she came closer.
"Whereis Cdador?'

"Dead," shesaid.

Beladon nodded dightly. "Somehow, | am not surprised,” he said. " Disappointed, yes, but not really
surprised. Wasit you who killed him?'

"No," she said, stopping ashort distance away from him, her eyes burning. "It was one of the humans.
One of Leone's men who took Calador by surprise and treachery. Heisdead, aswell. They are dl dead.
Cdador isrevenged.”

"Caador was afool,” said Beladon smply. "Hetook his superiority too much for granted. Even an
inferior opponent can triumph if oneis cardess. Asyou, too, have been cardless. | wanted Leone and his

peopledive.”

"Did you truly expect meto let them live after what they did?" she asked. " Should Calador's degth have
gone unpunished?'

"Cdador got no lessthan he deserved," Beladon replied, Stting down in an armchair and crossing hislegs
casudly. Delanaremained standing.

"And athresat to your supremacy has been diminated,” she said.

Beladon shook his head dightly and sighed. "How little you understand me, Delana," he said.™'| had
thought that you would know me better by now. Cdador's death diminishes us dl. There are not so many
of usleft, you know. All those who died trying to escape the Eterna Circle of the pit, the onesthe avatars
had hunted down and killed . . . how mam of us does that |leave? Perhaps a dozen, more or less. A mere
handful of survivors, dl scattered, hiding in their sanctuaries, hoarding and gathering their power, fearing
that the others may grow stronger first. When | think of what we could accomplish werewe all united . .



"He sighed wearily. "I had thought you understood.”

"l understand only that Calador wasright,” she said. "He may have underestimated the humans, for which
he paid the price, but he had not underestimated you."

"And what about yoursaf?' asked Beladon, raising his eyebrows.

"I know what you desired,” she said. ™Y ou wanted me for your consort, and Calador for your retainer.
Y ou wanted acolytes so that you could increase your own power while you kept us weak, so that we
could not chalenge you. Wdll, | am no longer weak, Beladon.”

"No, | can seethat,” hereplied. "Y ou are most compelling in your newfound strength. Vibrant and
exciting. Itiswhat | had always wanted for you."

"And isthat why you had denied mefor so long?" she countered scornfully. "Wasit merely to whet your
appetite? Or mine?'

"Neither," hereplied. "I had explained it dl to you before. Must | explainit al again?'

"l know your explanations al too well," she said. "Calador was not the only one who wesaried of them.
The humans have evolved. They are stronger now, and smarter, and our feeding will only aert them to
our presence in their midst. We must bide our time and make our plans and prepare to deal with the
avatars while we seek out the others. . . . No, Beladon, you are wrong and Calador was right. | see that
clearly now. The way to ded with the avatarsis through strength, strength such as| feel coursing through
me now. Calador's mistake was in believing that the humanswould frighten easily, but they have forgotten
us. Too much time has passed, and our names no longer make them tremble. Tonight, | have given them
but asmal reminder, and it was only the beginning.”

"Y es, now that you have tasted life force once again, and now that you have once more felt the power,
you are hungry for more," said Beladon. " That has dways been our only weakness, Delana, the price of
necromancy. The more power we expend, the more the hunger grows."

"That isasit should be," she said.

"That is how we were defeated,” he replied. "We cannot | et the hunger drive us. We must master it,
Delana We must have discipline, ese our own greed will destroy it. Thereis no stronger wesgpon that the
avatars and, yes, even the humans can use againgt us.”

"The humand" she said with disgust. "They exist only to provide our sustenance and serve our needs. |
made short work of them tonight. | brushed them away like flies and drank their essence. Once they have
seen what we can do, once they have been reminded who we are, they shall al cower at our feet!"

"Y ou underestimate them," Beladon said softly.
"And you have grown soft and weak."

"Isthat what you truly believe?'

"I am not afraid to put it to the test,” she said.
"S0. It hascometo this," he said with resgnation.
"You dill believethat you are stronger?' she said.

"Perhaps,”" Beladon replied. "And perhaps not. But whoever has the greater strength, our strength is



greater still together. Thereisno need for usto put it to the test, Delana.”

"If we do nat, then we shall dwayswonder who is stronger,” she said, "and sooner or later, one of uswill
be tempted to find out. | shal no longer subjugate my will to yours, Beladon, and | am not so foolish as
to think that you would cease in your attempts to dominate me. Our ams are not the same, nor are our
methods | can no longer accept yours, and you refuse to accept mine. | see no other way."

"What if | wereto tell you | am content to let you go your way? It isalarge world, Delana. Surely there
isacorner of it you can stake out asyour own."

"And wait until you have grown strong enough to come and seek me out again? | think not. Besdes, a
mere comer would not be enough. | want it al.”

"That isyour hunger speaking, not your better judgment,” said Beladon. "Y ou are il intoxicated from all
thelife force you have absorbed so greedily. Thisis not the time for usto settle this. Wait until—" *

"l am donewaiting! This matter shall be settled now!"
Bdadon sghed. "Very well, if youing&."

The shotgun blast echoed through the house and Delana's chest exploded. Her eyes bulged as she was
thrown forward to the floor. She fell on her sde and dowly rolled onto her back as Beladon stood over
her, hand outstretched and glowing. With blood bubbling forth between her lips, shetried to raise her
head. Ryan Keith stood there stiffly, eyes vacant, holding the till smoking shotgun.

"| told you," Beladon said softly as he absorbed her life force and took al her newly gained strength for
hisown, "it is not wise to underestimate the humans.”

Then he heard aloud report from outside, most like a clap of thunder, and the sudden noise of howling
wind. He looked up sharply.

"The car,” he said. Helooked down at Delana. "Foolish. Very foolish." He raised his hand and clenched
itinto afist, then extended hisindex finger. Thetip of it began to glow.

Moments later, the front door blew off its hinges and awhirling vortex sparkling with thaumaturgic
discharges swirled into the house. For an ingtant it hovered in the large foyer, then moved into theliving
room. Spinning round and round, it formed into aglowing pyramid asit dowed down, and then the
pyramid became atriangle of light that spun in midair, dower and dower, settling to the floor, until it
winked out and they stood there, surrounding a wind-disheveled Ryan Keith, who stood in the center of
theliving room, holding an empty shotgun in hishands.

He stared a them wide-eyed, looking asif hewerein shock. "l ... | don't understand,” he said. "What
happened? Who are you people?’ And then he saw the body on the blood-soaked carpet. He looked
down at the shotgun in his hands and dropped it. "Oh, my God. | ... | must havekilled her." He gazed up
at them helplesdy and swallowed hard. "I ... | don't even know who sheis! | don't know what happened!
| don't remember anything, | swear to God! You've got to believe me! ™

"Webdieveyou, Mr. Keith," said Angdo, coming forward, taking hisarm and guiding him over to the
sofa "It will bedl right, | promise. I'm surehelpison theway."

Kiraand Wyrdrune stood |ooking down at Delanas lifeless body. "Well, that'stwo down,” she said. "If
they keep this up, they'll be doing our job for us."

"I wouldn't count on it," Wyrdrune said. He pointed at the opposite wall. There was a message scorched



intoitinlarge, flame-blackened letters. It said, "Another time, another place.”
"Shit," Kiraswore. "He's gone. Weretoo late again.”
"W, | guessyou cant winthemal,” said Wyrdrune,

"I wouldn't exactly cal thisaloss," she said, looking down at the femal e necromancer's body. " That
makes two |less Dark Onesto worry about.”

"Only in amanner of speaking,” Wyrdrune said. "This one has been drained. He took al her power. And
she had herself one hell of afeed tonight.”

Kiraglanced over a Keith, who was sitting on the couch, being comforted by Angelo. "1 wonder why he
lethimlive" shesad.

"Who knows? Perhaps as areward for taking this one down," said Wyrdrune, looking at Delanas body,
"athough he clearly doesn't remember doing it. He was obvioudy manipulated.”

"A necromancer with compasson?' Kirasaid dubioudy.

"No, | doubt that,” Wyrdrune replied. "Maybe the only reason he left Kelth dive wasto show usthat he
wasn't greedy.” He grimaced and shook his head. "We blew it. This oné's going to be bad news."

"Areany of them good news?' Kirasaid wryly.

"Yeah," said Wyrdrune. He pointed at the one. And the one back at Leone's.”
"Amento that."

"Wdll, at least we got Modred back," he said.

Kiraglanced toward Angdlo. "I'm not so sure about that. He seems like somebody el se, dtogether.
Modred may bein there somewhere, but | just can't see him.”

"Hedill hasn't got it dl together,” Wyrdrune said. "Give him sometime. All things considered, he'sdoing
very well. Especialy for somebody who died.”

There were two loud thumps above them, asif something fell onto the roof. They both looked up quickly,
then through the high cathedrd celling they heard amuffled shouit.

"Jesus H. Christ!"

Kirasmirked. "McGuire" shesaid.

"He'spersgent asdl hell, I'll give him that,” said Wyrdrune, shaking hishead.
"Case, get us the hell down from here!™

"Now what?' said Keith, staring up toward the ceiling with darm. "What in God's name isgoing on
here?' He brought his hands up to hishead. "Now I'm hearing voices! | must belosng my mind!"

"Takeit easy," Angelo said. "I heard them, too. There's someone on the roof." He looked up at the
others. "Are they going to need help getting down?"

"Probably," said Wyrdrune. " Case had to teleport them both clear across the idand. He's probably alittle
woozy."



"I'll go look for aladder,” Angelo said, getting up.

"No," said Wyrdrune." Leave them up there for awhile."

Angelo frowned. "Whet for?"

"Let McGuire stew abit. It'l do him good."

"Can somebody pleasetell mewhat's happening?' asked Keith patheticaly. "Am | going crazy?"

"No, Mr. Keith," said Kira. "Y ou're not going crazy. Y ou've just been through aterrible orded, but it'l
bedl right. There are afew things you're not going to remember, but you're probably better off that
way."

"Did| ... murder that young woman?' he asked fearfully.
"No, it was more like sdlf-defense,” said Wyrdrune.

"Self-defense?' Keth shook his head helplessy. "I must be in shock or something. | just can't remember
anything.”

"This young woman murdered alot of people, Mr. Keith," said Wyrdrune. "Y ou shot down avicious
serid killer and saved alot of lives. Remember that."

"l did?"
There was the sound of sirensin the distance, rapidly approaching.

"The police are going to be here soon,” Wyrdrune said to the distraught man. "When they get here, you
just tell them the two people on the roof can explain everything."

"Youreleaving?'

"Yes, we haveto go. Youll bedl right now, | promise.”

Keth shook hishead, asif he didn't redlly believe him. "Who are you people?”’
"Well, let'sjust say werefans. I've seen your movies."

"Oh," said Keith, looking disoriented. "Did you want an autograph?*

Wyrdrune smiled. "Some other time."

EPILOGUE

They dl sat together at along table in the back room of Lovecraft's Cafe. It waswell after closing time,
but through a specid arrangement with the management, they had rented the place to have aprivate
meeting. The serving staff had al gone home, but refreshments had been set out for them and therewas
fresh coffee. It wasthe first timethey had all ever been together. Seated at the table were Wyrdrune,
Kira, Billy, Angelo, Makepeace, Gypsy, Gonzo, Jacqueline, and the recent arrivals. Chief Inspector
Michael Blood of Scotland Y ard, Inspector Armand Renaud of the Paris police, Agent Akiro Katayama



of thel.T.C., Captain Rebecca Farrell of the Los Angeles Police Department, and Ben Sater, of the LA.
Times.

"I think it came off quitewell, indeed,” Blood said. "Much better than | had anticipated, frankly. They dl
seemed very much impressed.”

"Well, | don't know if they wereimpressed, but | sureashell was" Sater said, taking aswig from a
bottle of imported beer. "It'sthefirg time I've ever been in the same room with the director of the F.B.I.,
the attorney generd, the director of the U.S. Bureau of Thaumaturgy, the head of the Washington office
of thel.T.C., and the director of the Nationa Security Agency, not to mention assorted aides and
V.I.P.s. And when | met therest of you guys, | started wondering what the hell | was doing there.”

"I thought you injected arefreshing note of candor into the proceedings,” Katayama said with asmile. "l
especidly enjoyed it when you cdled them dll ... please, what wasit again?”

"A bunch of paper-pushing, thick-headed, senile, bureaucratic assholes,” Rebecca Farrdll said with awry
grimace. "Ben dways did have away with winning people over."

"Y eah, wel, they pissed methe hdl off,” Sater grumbled. "They just weren't listening.”

" think you managed to get their attention,” Blood said with asmile. "However, | thought the 'senil€' part
was pushing it abit. The attorney generd is scarcely over forty."

"Weve got her to thank for pulling it al together,” Billy said. "We owe adebt of gratitude to Chrigtine
Mathewsfor calling up her old law school buddy and setting it dl up.”

"Rather like the'old girl network,' to coin aphrase,” said Blood. "However, | think it was your testimony
that redlly turned the trick. When you proved that you were Merlin reincarnated, asit were, the entire
hearing took adifferent turn.”

"l imagineit did," sad Wyrdrune. " Shame we had to missit."

"Y es, they were most anxious to meet the three of you," said Renaud. "However, when we explained the
Stuation about Beladon till being at liberty, | think they understood.”

"Any luck in that area?" Blood asked.

"Unfortunately, no," said Wyrdrune. "He seemsto have disappeared. Weve been combing the city;
we've been out driving al over Long Idand; we've been watching the papers and the TV newsfor stories
of any murdersthat might indicate his presence. . . nothing."

"He'sether lying low or dse he'sleft thearea,” said Kira "WEell keep trying, though.”

"Yeah, wdll, it seemslike weve made a complete mess of it thistime," said Wyrdrune sourly. "We were
just plainlucky that thingsfell gpart for them. We didn't have athing to do with it. We blew it."

"Oh, I don't know," McGuire said as he approached them from the entrance to the bar. "Tommy Leone
never got his hands on that Ambrosia, and he won't be getting his hands on anything else, ever again. We
found some papersin hissafe that'll help Christine put awvay some people we've been after for along,
long time; and thanks in some measure to me and my influence with the didtrict attorney of thisfine city,
from now on, you're going to have the authorities working with you instead of againgt you. | think you
had something to do with dl of that. And you found your friend again. Am | too late to join the party?"

"How did you know whereto find us?' Kira asked.



"I'm acop, remember? | had Chief Ingpector Blood heretailed.”
"You'rejoking," Blood said with astonishment.

"Nope. Astohow | gotin here. . ."Heheld up akey. "Y ou'd be surprised what the threat of ahealth
ingpection can accomplish.”

"The chief ingpector of New Scotland Y ard tailed like acommon crimina,” Renaud said with achuckle.
"And you never even knew it."

"I wouldn't laugh too hard if | were you, Renaud,” McGuire said. "'l had atail onyou, aswell.”
The grin dipped from Renaud's face.
"You had dl of usfollowed?' Katayamasad.

"No, just you three," said McGuire. "'l visit L.A. on occasion, and | don't want to get arrested for
jaywaking or running astop sgn." He grinned at Farrell. "Asfor Sater, | know better than to try tailing a
veteran reporter. They know al thetricksin the book, including the dirty ones.”

"Y egh, we made up most of them," said Sater gruffly.
"Have aseat, McGuire," Wyrdrune said.
"| can't believe you didn't invite meto thisshindig,” said McGuire. "After dl I've donefor you, too."

"Well, we couldn't have you consorting with known felons, Deputy Commissoner,” said Kira. "Besides,
we thought you might till be alittle miffed about being | eft up on the roof .

"Yes, | wasgoing to talk to you about that," said McGuire with agrimace. "We managed to keep what
happened at the Keith house pretty much under wraps, but by now every cop in New Y ork and Long
Idand knows | got stuck up on the roof of some damned actor's home. Nobody knows what really
happened, but you wouldn't believe some of the stories going around.” He glanced at Angelo. "Hdllo,
John. How's the memory coming?'

"I've been working with Jacqueline and Sebastian,” Angelo said, "and Gypsy has been agreat help, too,
but there are fill large gaps.”

"Wdl, hanginthere" said McGuire. "I'm sure you'll recover. All it takesistime. Y ou've got that now.
Officidly, you were wounded in the line of duty and had a near-desth experience. The hospital adept will
back me up on that one. As of yesterday, you're on disability retirement. And there's acommendation in
it for you. You were ahdl of agood cop. The department's going to missyou."

"A police department commendation,” Angelo said "Rather ironic, when you consider that a part of me
was once aprofessond killer."

"Yeah, wdll... we won't talk about that," said McGuire, abit uneasly.

" Speaking of recovering, how is Ryan Keith?' asked Wyrdrune.

"Hell be okay,” McGuirereplied. "That serid killer sory you gave him was agood one."
"It was pretty much the truth,” said Wyrdrune.

"l embelished on it some," McGuiresaid. "l tied it in with some of the killings you've been suspected of,



the ones the other necromancers did, and told him and the other people in the house that they were
heavily drugged. Being an actor, he even wound up filling in some details of hisown. That guy's got some
imagination. Believeit or not, he's even working up a screenplay about the whole thing asavehiclefor
himsdf."

"You'rekidding," Kirasaid.

"Scout's honor," said McGuire, holding up three fingers. "He's dready got his agent working on the
option."

"How's Case?' asked Wyrdrune. "I'm surprised he didn't come with you.”

"He's not doing too well, I'm afraid,” said McGuire somberly. "Hefedsalot of guilty about what's
happened. Thefact that no one's pressing any charges only makesit worse, so he's punishing himself. |
just spoke to him this afternoon. He's going to submit hisresignation to the Bureau."

"It was hardly hisfault," said Wyrdrune. "He had no choice. What was he supposed to do? If he refused
to cooperate, they would only have possessed him and made him do what they wanted anyway."

"l guess he doesn't seeit that way," said McGuire. "It's not easy, confronting your own fear. We al think
we're tougher than weredly are”

"Not me," said Sater, emptying hisbeer bottle. "I'm a confirmed coward.” Heraised hisvoice. "Hey,
Broom, isthere any more beer?'

Broom camein carrying atray with severd bottlesonit. "No, thereisn't any beer. Thisisabar, you
bulvon. What do you think they sdll here, blintzes?"

"Thanks, sweetheart,” said Slater, grabbing Broom asit set the tray down on the table. "Give us akiss.
Wherethe hdl'syour mouth, anyway?"

"Feh! Get your hands off me, you big ape!”

"Y ou know, | think the two of you belong together.” Wyrdrune said. "What do say, Ben? Y ou want to
provide agood homefor adightly used familiar?'

"Bite your tongue!" said Broom, pointing arubbery finger at him. "Honestly, | don't know why | put up
with al of thisabuse. Y ou cook, you clean, you scrub, you rub your bristlesto the nub and thisisthe
thanks you get! Hmmmpf!."

"That reminds me," said Gypsy as Broom retrested to the kitchen. "I need to send my mother a birthday
card.”

"Much as| didiketo bring up arather unpleasant subject,” said Gonzago, "has anyone considered the
possibility of Beladon taking his revenge on Agent Case? He did betray him, after al.”

"But Beladon doesn't know that," said McGuire. "If hetriesto contact him again, Case will let us know
immediatdly. | think he's hoping that'll happen, so helll have an opportunity to redeem himsdlf, but | don't
think therésredly any chance of that. Beladon'slong gone.”

"I'm afraid you'reright," said Wyrdrune. "Hell hole up somewhere, probably very far away, and work on
his next move. And helll undoubtedly try to find some of the others. He's smart. He doesn't | et the hunger
drive him. Hell come at us again, but only when he'sready, and only on hisown terms.”



"WEéll, next time he might not find it S0 easy,” said McGuire. "We know about them now. And next time,
well beready."

Case sat done at hisdesk in his darkened apartment, illuminated only by adesk lamp. There was a bottle
of whiskey on the desk beside him, and aglass. He had given up on the glass, and drank straight from the
bottle. It was almost empty. His hair was disheveled and he hadn't shaved in severd days. He hadn't
bathed, either. He was beginning to notice his own stink. He thought that seemed appropriate. He
jumped when the voice spoke from the darkness.

"What a pathetic sight. I've seen corpsesthat looked better.”
Case dmost dropped hisbottle. " You!" he said.

Beladon stepped forward into the light. "Y ou seem surprised to see me. Did you think | would leave
without saying good-bye to my faithful servant?'

Case hurled the bottle at him. It missed by awide margin and shattered againgt thewall.
"Ah, the courage of the grape,” said Beladon. "Or isit themat? | do believe you're drunk.”
Case got up from his chair, ungteadily, leaning on his desk. " Screw you, you bastard.”

"You areadeplorable sght,” the necromancer said. "'l fear that you will be of little useto mein thispitiful
dae."

"I'm through being of useto you," Case durred, staggering from behind the desk.
"Areyou?'

"That'sright,” said Case. "I told 'em about you, you son of abitch. | told 'em everything.”
"Did you, indeed?' said Beladon, raising his eyebrows. "How very unfortunate for you."
"That'sright, | told 'em," Case said, moving closer. "So what're you gonna do about it?"

"Ah, | think | begin to understand,” said Beladon. ™Y ou are suffering from the emotion you humans call
guilt. You arefilled with remorse for what you have done and now you seek to provoke me, so that | will
take your life and end your misery. Wdll, your lifeforceisapdtry thing, not even worth the small amount
of energy required to takeit."

"Yougoto hel!" said Case, and swung at him. His blow connected and Beladon staggered back. He
brought his hand up to hisface with an astonished expresson and it came away wet with blood.

"Why, Agent Case," he said in atone of surprise. "l do believe you broke my nose.”
"C'mon!" said Case, swaying drunkenly. "C'mon and finish it!"

"No," said Beladon, staring a him hard. "That would be giving you exactly what you want. | have abetter
fatein mind for you."

Casefdt asudden chill in hishead asif icy tendrils were starting to wrap themselves around his mind.

"You will serve medl therest of your days," said Beladon, "and in the most degrading waysimaginable.
Y ou shdl have no will of your own, but you shdl remain aware, with perfect clarity, of every single
loathsome thing you do.”



"No!" Casetrembled with the effort to shake off the invasion of hismind, but theicy presence insnuating
itsdlf into possession of him wasrdentless. He fdt himsdlf sarting to dip away.

With hislast ounce of willpower, he focused his energies on the whiskey glass till on hisdesk. It jiggled
dightly, then did across the desk and legpt into his outstretched hand. He grabbed it and closed hisfist
around it, hard. Asit shattered, cutting him, he squeezed its jagged edges and the pain momentarily
snapped him out of it. With ahoarse scream of triumph, he bolted for the window and hurled himself
through it, smashing through the glass. For an instant Beladon was stunned into immobility, then he rushed
to the broken window.

It wasthirty stories down, and as Case fell, the necromancer heard him laughing.
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