Font j Font Color I j Font S'ze| :Iv Background Color
| [







SMOKE and ASHES
TANYA HUFF

From TanyaHuff, the author of the acclaimed Blood novels, which followed the adventures of private
detective Vicki Nelson and vampire Henry Fitzroy, comesthe third nove in her brilliant new
contemporary fantasy series, SMOKE AND ASHES.

Thefirst nove in the series, SMOKE AND SHADOWS, reintroduces us to Henry and to Tony Foster,
aformer street kid and “ snitch” rescued from his dead-end existence by Vicki and Henry and given a
chancefor a better life.

Relocating to Vancouver with Henry, Tony lands ajob as aProduction Assistant at CB Productions,
working on the syndicated TV series, Darkest Night, a show about a vampire detective.

This should be Tony’ s perfect job, the first step on the path to becoming adirector. And it would be,
except that strange and dangerous things keep happening both on and off the set.

Firdgt it'san encounter with shadowy forces of dark magic, and though most of the crew livethroughit,
surviva isnot without its price. Tony discovers asurprising truth about himself and is offered achanceto
become far more than amere Production Assistant. But heisn’t certain he wants to take that next step.
And so, though he occasiondly practices the skills CB Productions former special effects wizard has
gifted himwith, Tony continuesto fill thejob of Production Assstant.

Then ashoot in ahaunted house goes awry, and Tony isforced to learn the fine art of wizardry on thefly.

Now, in SMOKE AND ASHES, Tony’ s been promoted to a Trainee Assistant Director on the show,
and he' shoping that the only supernatural events he'll be caught up in arethosein the script. But, of
course, that just isn't meant to be, for unbeknownst to the young wizard, a Demonic Convergenceis
about to begin. Thiswill create weak spots around the world through which lesser demons may find a
means to enter our world.

To complicate matters, Leah, theincredibly sensua and seductive stuntwoman who free-lancesfor the
show, isin redity animmortal Demongate—or, as she putsit “the oldest piece of magic in theworld.”
Around 3,500 years ago, the Demonlord adored by her village went on akilling rampage. Lesh isthe
only survivor, and her Lord hasworked a powerful runic spdl for which sheisthe vessdl. Should Leah
die, the Demongate will open and her master will once again be ableto have hisway with the
unsuspecting human race. In the meantime, since her Lord and Master isasex demon, Leah’s means of
communing with him are pleasurable for dl whom she encounters.

Can Tony—with the help of Leah, Henry, atabloid reporter, aMountie, and the cast and staff of
Darkest Night—halt ademonic invasion, keep Lesah dive, and stave off the end of the world?
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For Violette and Paul,
who rebuild our house, look after our cats,

and are even atempting to teach me how to

dress. Definitely above and beyond!







Chapter One

ALTHOUGH BOTH MOON AND stars were hidden behind cloud, the night was not as dark as it
could have been. The light from streetlamps bounced off pale concrete, providing illumination enough to
make the two men waking dong the empty sdewak clearly visble.

The dark-haired man shoved his hands deeper into the pockets of his brown suede jacket. “I know we
didn’t have much of achoice, but | don’t like how that ended.”

“It ended the way it had to end,” the blond replied with aweary smile. And if histeeth werejust alittle
too white and preternaturaly long, there was no one there to noteit. They might have been the only two
men aivein the entire city. Their footsteps should have echoed. .. that’s how aone they seemed.

“I don't like circumstances making my choicesfor me.”

“Who does?’

“Y ou don't seem to be having any trouble.”

“I’vejust had alot more practice at hiding...” Hisvoicetrailed off and, frowning, helooked up.
“That’sit. Good. Leg, follow hisgaze. A woman screamsand...”

A plaid flannel body pillow, clearly weighted, dropped down onto the Sdewalk about three feet in front
of the actors.

“... and the unfortunate lady lands. Cut!” Peter Hudson moved out from behind the monitors, pulling off
his headset and tossing it back in the generd direction of hisblack canvas chair. Tina, his script
supervisor, reached out and snagged the set just before it hit the pavement, her left hand marking the
place she’ d stopped lining her copy of the script, her eyes never leaving the page. “Mason, | liked the
same old/same old thing you had going during the didogue,” he continued as he reached the pillow. “It
was ahice counterpoint to Lee swhole morta indignation thing.”

“Nice?” Mason Reed—aka Raymond Dark, syndicated televison’s most popular vampire detective and
gar of Darkest Night—folded hisarms, and curled alip to expose one fake fang. “ That’ sthe best you
can do?’

“It' safter midnight,” Peter sghed. “Be thankful | can till come up with nice. Once Angdlaaddsthe
echoing footstepsin pogt, | think the scene'll play...” The sound of large machinery revving up reduced
the rest of the director’ s observation to moving lips and increasingly emphatic gestures.

Still standing on the top of the ladder from where he' d thrown the body pillow—~Peter liked to be certain
about lines of sght—Tony Foster caught one of the gestures aimed at him, clambered down, and ran
over to the director’ sside.

“I want one more take before we bring in Padmal” Mouth by Tony’s ear, Peter all but screamed to
make himsdlf heard. “ Ded with it, Mr. Foster!”

“How?



“Any way that' Il get my footage!”

Any way.
Y eah. Tony headed for the construction site. Like he didn’t know what that meant.

Promoted back in August from production assistant to TAD, trainee assstant director, Tony found
himself in October till doing much the same thing he' d been doing as a PA—which surprised no one,
him least of al, snce Chester Bane, the notorioudly frugal head of CB Productions, hadn't yet gotten
around to hiring someoneto do hisold job. Still, TAD meant he was now moving up in the Directors
Department with araisein pay and aclear, union-sanctified path to the director’ s chair. Not necessarily a
short path, but he was on it and that was the main thing. Since he d been in the business less than afull
year, heredlly had nothing to complain about. Besides, CB’ s penny-pinching ways ensured that he was
learning alot more than he might have on a show with alarger personnd budget.

And on ashow with alarger locations budget, he' d have never learned how to take advantage of
roadwork in order to get anormally busy Vancouver street cleared of traffic without having to go through
al the hasdesat city hdl or pay off-duty police officersto safely keep it that way. Half the permits. Half
the money spent. Digging for a sewer line guaranteed empty streetsfor blocks awvay from the actual
machinery and city hal had been more than willing to halve the inconvenience to Vancouver drivers.

There was, of course, adownside. They’ d been working around the noise—construction seemed to
follow the same “hurry up and wait” schedule that televison did—»but that machine. ..

Backhoe, Tony redlized ashe drew closer.

... Seemed to be settling in for along roar. Sure, they could remove the sound in post, but Peter hated
looping diadlogue. Mostly because Mason wasn't particularly good &t it, and the results always looked as
though a big rubbery monster was due to ssomp Tokyo.

Any way didn’'t include actudly talking to the construction crew. The foreman had madeit quite clear
earlier in the evening that they needn’t bother. He had ajob to do and no fancy-assed, la-di-datelevison
show was going to put him off schedule.

With that attitude in mind, Tony stopped about six meters from the backhoe and watched the huge
bladed bucket bite through the asphalt. After amoment, he noticed that the operator worked in what was
essentially an open cab. Noticed, after amoment more, that her line of sight didn’t extend asfar down as
the keys dangling off to one side of the double bank of bright yellow-and-black levers.

That could work.

Turning on one hedl, he started back toward the trallers. There was aways the chance the operator might
glance down—it was asmall chance, but given the size of the biceps on the woman, he wanted to make
sure there wasn't the dightest possibility she even began to contemplate the thought of considering him
responsible.

Cdl him acoward, but those arms were the Size of histhighs.

Besdes, hedidn’t need to see the key. He knew whereit was. Knew the shape it occupied in the
universe. Okay, maybe the universe was going alittle far, but he had loca space nailed.

“Mr. Foster?”

He had to strain to hear Peter’ svoicein hisear jack.



“Any time.”

Now seemed good. He concentrated and closed his fingers around ahandful of keys as, behind him, the
backhoe sputtered to a stop.

Wizardry, according to Arra Pelindrake, the wizard from another world who' d left him alaptop with
instructions both detailed and annoyingly obscure, was dl about focus. New spells required words or
symbols or embarrassing contortions—Tony suspected that the wizards of Arra sworld were either
double-jointed or had a vicious sense of humor. After awhile—where a while generdly referred to years
of practice—the words, symbols, and contortions could be replaced by the wizard' swill.

Back in the summer, Tony had discovered that trying to keep alocation crew aive in ahaunted house
could condense a while into one high-stress night. These days, if he wanted something to cometo him, it
came. Other spdlswere adifferent story. Hewas Hill trying to forget what happened thefirst time he
tried a clean cantrip on his bathroom. Nothing said, Hey, I’'m a weirdo! like having adate attacked by
scrubbing bubbles.

Asfar as other spellswere concerned... Well, there were surprisingly few placesin and around the
lower mainland to practice Powershots, given population dendity and the expected explosive results, but
just in case he ever had to blast hisway out of another haunted house, he had the theory nailed.

He reached the craft services tablein time to see Lee—one hand still shoved in the pocket of hisleather
jacket, the other wrapped around a Styrofoam coffee cup—flirting with Karen, the craft services
contractor. As Leedipped hischin and looked up at her through afringe of thick, dark lashes, she
giggled. Actualy giggled. Not asound Tony’ d ever connected to Karen before. Laugh, yes. Also swear
likeasalor. But giggle? No. Lee sanswering smile and amurmured comment Tony wasn't quite close
enough to hear brought aflush to her cheeks, the rosy color under the freckles clearly visblein the
double set of halogen spotlights aimed at thetable.

“When you'reready, Mr. Nicholas!”

In answer to Peter’ s summons, Lee winked, drained the cup, and tossed it into the nearer of the two
garbage cans, turned, and half smiled as his gaze siwept over Tony. Then the gaze kept sweeping, that
haf smile the only acknowledgment he gave.

Tony watched him walk back to where Mason and Peter were standing by the scene' s starting mark.
The shadows following hard on the actor’ s heel s were nothing more than the result of solid objects
blocking the path of both naturd and artificia light. No otherworldly shadow warriors dogged his
footsteps. The chill Tony felt on the back of his neck was afal breeze, awarning that winter, such as
winter wasin British Columbia, wason itsway. If the dead were walking, they weren’t waking here.
Everything was S0 aggressvely normal it was amost possible to believe he' d imagined Lee screaming, his
body tortured from within by an insane dead wizard. Almost possibleto believe he d imagined Lee sitting
in the back of an ambulance and admitting that. .. well, essentidly admitting that when he’ d kissed him,

he' d been fully aware of whose lips were involved.

Of course, he’' d aso said that the show had to go on.

That had been August. It was now early October. The show had been going on for nearly two months
and was getting very good at it. Unlike alot of actors, Lee had always been friendly with his crew and
that “friendly” had aways extended to Tony. Nothing about that had changed; he trested Tony no
differently than he treated Keisha, the set dresser, or Zev Sero, the music director. The kiss and the
confession were safely buried under what Tony thought was one of Lee' s better performances.



Since the ladder and the pillow had been moved away from the shot, Tony assumed that Peter was doing
thislast take without his assstance. The backhoe keys did off hisfingertipsinto the garbageto lie hidden
under a haf-eaten muffin. Watching the boom operator—a skinny middle-aged man named Water Davis
who' d replaced skinny middle-aged Hartley Skenski who hadn’t made it out of that haunted house
aive—Tony reached for ahandful of marshmalow strawberries.

“Thosethings |1 kill you, you know.”
One of them took ashot at it.

Coughing and blowing bits of soggy pink marshmallow out of hisnose, Tony glared up into the amused
face of RCMP Congtable Jack Elson and contemplated severa responses that would get him fifteen to
life. When he could talk again, saf-preservation prodded him to settle for amerely moderately sarcastic,
“Aren’'t you out of your jurisdiction?’

Congtable Elson, like CB Productions, was based in Burnaby—a part of the Greater VVancouver area
about ten miles east of the city.

The congtable shrugged. “I' m off duty. Heard you lot were out on the streets, thought I’ d come down
and take alook.”

“Quiet, please!” Adam Padlous, the first assstant director, began the familiar litany. “Let’ s settle,
people!”

Tony jerked hishead back toward the trailers and started walking. Smiling dightly, Jack followed,
snatching a couple of cookies off the corner of the table as he passed. He' d been around often enough in
the last month or so that Karen, usudly pit bull protective of the show’ sfood, no longer tried to stop him
and, even more disturbing, sometime in the last few weeks Tony had started thinking of him as Jack.

“Ralling!”
Half adozen voices, including Tony’s, echoed the word.
“Scene 193, take three. Mark!”

The crack of the date bounced off the buildings a couple of times and findly disappeared under the
distant profanity of the road crew.

AsPeter cdled action, Tony figured they were far enough away and murmured, “Okay, fine, now you're
here, what are you looking for 7’

Jack grinned. “1t’ s been dmost two months since you were found next to adead body. | figured you
were about due.”

He was probably kidding.

The RCMP constable had been unhappy about the verdict of Accidentd Desth after the Shadowlord
had been and gone, but that was nothing on the way he d felt when Tony’ d finally forced open the doors
to Caulfield House on that August night. He' d seen the kind of weird-and-wonderful that even television
writers would have had ahard time making people believe, and what he' d seen, combined with agood
cop’ s ability to sift out the bullshit, had |eft him with no choice but to believe Tony’ s promised
explanation. He' d believed it. He just hadn't liked it much.

Given hisadversarid history with the police, Tony till was't surewhy hel d told Jack and his partner



Geetha Danversthe truth about what had happened in the house—dlightly edited of persond information
and back story. Maybe he’ d hoped that it would keep them from hanging around and scowling
suspicioudly at al and sundry. It had worked on Constable Danvers, not that she’ d been the scowling
suspicioudy sort to begin with, but it had done sweet fuck al to get Jack Elson out of hislife.

“Look at them.” The constable gestured with a cookie, including actors and crew in the movement.
“They’ re acting like nothing happened.”

They were acting like the backhoe was quiet and that meant they could shoot, that was dl they cared
about. Except that wasn't what Jack meant. Peter, Adam, Sorge—the director of photography—Mason
and Lee; they'd al been in the house. Karen and Ujjd, the genny op, had been outside trying to get in.
Or get the others out. The rest of the crew had been involved only to the extent that they’ d heard the
dories.

Tonight they were al working to get the scene in the can as though nothing had happened.
Tony’ sturnto shrug. “I1t' sbeen awhile”

“That shouldn’'t matter.” Jack had taken to an expanded redlity like afan-girl who knew her favorite
actor wasin town. Now that he believed, he suspected the supernatural of lurking around every corner.
Sometimes he even spotted it. Sometimes he called Tony.

“What' s about six centimeters high and can take a bite out of a car bumper?”

“ What?”

“1 think | saw one in the impound yard. Maybe more than one.”

Finally recognizing the voice, Tony’ d rolled over and squinted at the clock. “It’ s three in the morning.”
“ Does that matter? Do these things only come out between midnight and dawn? What are they?”
“ How the hell should | know?”

“You'rethe...” Elson’svoice—he d gtill been Elson then, not yet Jack—had dropped below
eavedropping levd. “... wizard.”

“Yeah. Wizard. Not a database for things that go bump in the night.”

“ So you won't tell me.”

“It’ sthree in the morning, for fuck's sake!”

“Why do you keep repeating the time?”

He d Sghed. “ Because it’ s three in the morning.”

Inajust world, Jack would have gotten discouraged by now. Or distracted.

“Bunch of hikersjust spotted a Sasquatch up by Hope—probably not ared one,” Tony added quickly.
“We'reold news.” A shadow moved just at the edge of the light, and herolled hiseyes. “Well, to
everyone but you and him.”

Him. Kevin Groves. Their very own tabloid journdist.



Fortunately, after the house incident, Mason had hogged the spotlight, and for Mason it was al about
Mason. Unfortunately, Kevin Groves had apparently heard the bits of truth nearly buried under ego.

To hisgreat disgppointment, after officid statements were taken—and with three dead under mysterious
circumgtances officid statements wer e taken—no one redlly wanted to talk much about what had
happened. They seemed amost embarrassed about having been a part of aparanorma experience, given
the kind of people to whom those sorts of things generdly happened. In the public perception, haunted
houses came just under aien anal probes and dightly above thousand-year-old lizard babies. Group
gedtdt indsted on arationa explanation for everything that could possibly be given one and refused to
admit to therest, leaving Kevin Groveslurking unfulfilled around the soundstage and being regularly
escorted off location shoots.

Although it was clear that an unwillingnessto talk didn’t mean that anyone had actually forgotten the
experience. No one ever seemed to be under a certain place on the sound-stage between 11:00 and
11:15 AM or PM and Tony’s abilities were used whenever they’ d save afew moments or dollars.
Televison people dedlt with the surrea on adaily basis and had managed to work a couple more bitsin
withlittledifficulty.

It helped that Tony had been aPA back in August, bottom man on the television totem pole, so anything
too bizarre coming from his position wasn't exactly hard for them to ignore.

“I wouldn’t be so fast to dismiss Mr. Groves, if | wereyou,” Jack observed around afinal mouthful of
oatmedl raisin. “It mostly got lost in al of Mason Reed' s posturing, but don’t forget that there were
interesting things said about your actionsthat night.”

Tony sighed. “Yes, | havevast and incredible powers.”
“Y ou talk to dead people.”

“S0?1 aso talk to my car and the bank machine.”
“Dead peopletak to you.”

“What, you never caught an episode of Crossing Over back when it was on six or seven times aday?
Apparently, dead people talk to everyone.”

“You...” Hewaved ahand.

Tony raised an eyebrow, the movement attaching a certain smuttiness to the unspoken part of the
constable' s observation.

Jack snorted, refusing to be baited. “The word wizard was mentioned.”

“Y eah, s0 were the words mass hdlucination and gasleak. If I'm such amighty wizard, don’t you think
I’d have better things to do than stand around on the edge of a construction zone at one o’ clock in the

morning?’

“What, and give up show business?” Brushing cookie crumbs off hisjacket, Jack grinned, golden stubble
glinting in the saill of light from the Streetlamp.

The grin made Tony nervous.

It was supposed to. And knowing that didn’t help.



“I'll go have aword with Mr. Groves.”
“l can’t sop you.”
“Y ou know, you' re not as dumb as you look.”

Since“ neither are you” would be an enormoudy stupid thing to say, Tony bit histongue asthe RCMP
officer walked toward the reporter.

“Cut! Good, that’sgot it!”
“Tony.” Adam’'svoicein hisear. “ Go get Padma.”

The conversation with Jack had moved him nearly back beside the trailer shared by makeup and
wardrobe. He leaned in through the open door and saw it was empty but for Padma Sathaye, the victim
of the week. Ready for her scene, shewas sSitting in the makeup chair, absently rocking it back and forth
with the pointed toe of one shoe, and reading an Elizabeth Fitzroy romance novel. Sveet Savage Seas,
Tony noted; one of the older ones.

“Padma? They’re ready for you.”

She murmured a distracted reply, read for a second longer, and then closed the book around a folded
piece of tissue. “I’'m afraid | have abad addiction to trashy romance novels,” shetold him apologetically
as she stood.

“Who saysthey’retrashy?’

“Pretty much everybody.”

“l don't.”

“But you wouldn’t be caught dead reading one.”

“I’veread acouple”

The caked blood kept her from amiling too broadly. “How very sensitive new age guy of you.”

He shrugged and stood to one side to let her pass. He' d read them because Elizabeth Fitzroy wasthe
pseudonym of Henry Fitzroy, once Duke of Richmond and Somerset, bastard son of Henry VI,
vampire, and one of hisexes.

Sort of ex.
Sort of ... not.

Henry Fitzroy—Prince of Man, Prince of Darkness—wasjust alittle on the possessive side. Asfar ashe
was concerned, Tony would aways be one of his.

Mostly, that wasdl right by Tony. He liked to keep things friendly with dl hisexes. Hell, he saw Zev all
thetime at work and they <till occasiondly hung out. It used to belike that with Henry. Even acouple of
months ago, he' d have given the vampire aheads up on this night shoot so they could hang together for a
while, but things had cooled between them since the incident with the house.

Sinceit had become obvious that Henry’ d developed some kind of connection with Chester Bane.



Okay, drictly spesking, things hadn’t so much cooled as Tony’ d cooled things.

Hedidn't like Henry becoming apart of hisdaytimelife. He might be Henry’ s, but this show, thisjab,
was his—and Henry could just piss off and stop bonding with his boss.

Hewished he had the gutsto ask CB if they were ill in touch.

Following Padma across the street, he noted Everett, the makeup artist, standing by the video village, a
gdlon of fake blood at hisfeet. Beside him, Alison Larkin from wardrobe sketched costumesin the air;
her every gesture threatening to drench the immediate areain coffee. Asfar as Tony knew, she' d never
lost adrop. He placed the genny op, light techs, sound techs... the greater part of hisjob on location
was knowing where people were so he could find them if needed.

Jack and Kevin Groves seemed to have | eft the area. Probably not together. Hopefully not together.
Unless Jack had arrested the reporter for loitering with intent.

No. Not even then. Jack knew enough that Tony wanted the reporter nowhere near him for any length of
time even if that timeinvolved handcuffs. And not in afun way.

“Come on, people, let’smovel” Adam’ svoice set the crew in motion. “We ve only got the street for one
more night and second unit’'sgot it dl tied up!”

Padmalaughed a something L ee said as she arranged hersdlf on the pavement and Mason smacked his
codter lightly on the arm. Peter shuffled the two men into position, Adam called for quiet, and they were

rolling again.
Raymond Dark and James Taylor Grant stared down at the body that had just landed at their feet.

They weren't the only ones.

Tony’ s gaze flicked up to the rooftop.

Something €lse was watching. ..

Wonderful.

It was like having fucking gaydar for the supernaturd.

“So | have to be careful now because I'm a player 7’ It was one of the last conversationshe’ d had
with Henry before he d stopped returning the vampire scdls. “What was | before?’

Henry’ seyeshad slvered dightly, asign that the Hunger was near the surface. “ A victim. But there's
enough of them that you had a chance of being lost in the crowd. Now, you stand out.”

He d very nearly responded with something stupidly cliché about how he thought he’ d been more than
just amed to the other man. Stomping hard on hisinner dramaqueen, he'd snarled, “ I’ m not saying |
don’t appreciate your help, but I’ ve been taking care of myself since | was fourteen.”

“You survived...”
“Yeah, my point. Before you came along to hold my dick, | survived just fine.”
“ Things are different now.”

“ And that gives you the right to bite down on the rest of my life?”



“What?”

The conversation had deteriorated around then, but the point was, if Tony was sensing asupernatural
watcher on the roof, he was probably sensang Henry playing Mother Hen of the Night. Sure, he hadn’t
told Henry about the shoot, but Henry had new contactsin the business now.

Heflipped afinger in the generd direction of the feding.

“CB Productions, can | help you? Uh-huh. Uh-huh.” Tucking the phone under her chin, Amy waved her
left hand in Tony’ sgenerd direction while she doodled on amessage pad with her right. “No, I'm sorry,
that’ snot possible”

He crossed to her desk during the other half of the conversation and noted that up close her fingernails
weren't auniform black. Each nail so wore atiny, white stick-on skull.

“Look...” She methodically scratched out what she' d dready written. “ ... why don't | just put you
through to our office manager? Okay. Just stay on theline.” Pushing the hold button, she hung up the
receiver and frowned up a Tony over the blinking red light. “What are you doing here? Y ou’ re working
second unit tonight.”

“CB wanted to see me.” Tony glanced around to see that Rachel Chou, the office manager, was
noticesably absent. “ Shouldn’t you find Rachd ?’

((WI,N?l
He nodded toward the phone.

Amy snorted. “ She' snot in the office today. That asshat can stay on hold until she gets back for al |
care”

“Nice.” Tony picked up one hand and took acloser look at the nails. “ Skulls glow in the dark?’
“Uh-huh.”

“Hair, too?” White strips of hair bracketed her face. They seemed dightly greenish next to the matte
black of therest.

“Please; too tacky.” Lids lowered, shetipped her face up. “But my eye shadow does.”

Wondering why glow-in-the-dark hair was tackier than glow-in-the-dark eye shadow—and skulls—he
leaned forward for a closer look.

“Don’t doit, Amy. He' Il make you watch old black-and-white movies.”

“Don’'t do what?’ Tony demanded, turning in time to see the door to post close and Zev start acrossthe
office

“ She looked like she was about to make an unhedthy commitment.”

“Asif. And what’ swrong with black-and-white movies?” Amy leaned to the right so she could seethe
music director.



Zev grinned within the shadow of hisdark beard. “He keeps pausing so he can comment on the way they
used to set up scenes.”

Shejerked her hand out of Tony’sgrip. “Ishekidding?’

“No, but...”

“Dude, you've got to work alittle harder at getting alife.”

“I used to have one.” Tony nodded toward Zev. “He broke up with me.”
“Yeah. Qud surprise”

Shoving his handsinto the front pockets of hisjeans, Zev frowned thoughtfully in Tony’ s generd
direction. “I thought you were doing second unit tonight?’

“l'am.”

“CB wantsto seehim.” Amy’ stone suggested last requests, last medls, last rites.

“Why?"

Tony shrugged. “1 don't know.”

They turned as one toward the closed door of the boss' office. The scuffed wood gave nothing away.
“He sjugt running over the stunt with Danidl,” Amy murmured.

“Danid’ snot doing the sunt.”

“Gee...” Eyesrolled. “... | can’'t seewhy not. Daniel’ d be so convincing asanot very tal, gorgeous
Indian woman.”

“Wadll, the not-very-tal would give him afew problems,” Zev reflected, measuring a space some two
meters from the floor.

Danid was the stunt double for both Mason and Lee. He also acted as coordinator for any stunts
performed by outside talent. “Why isit when Frank writes an episode,” Tony wondered, “we aways
need to hire astuntwoman?’

They turned toward the bull pen. From behind that closed door came the rhythmic sound of someone
reading aoud.

Zev frowned. “Maybe he thinks the only way he can get adate iswith someone used to risking her life.”
“Frank dating?’ Amy shuddered. “My mind just went to the scary place.”

In the awkward silence that followed, Tony heard maniacal laughter. He might’ ve been worried except it
clearly came from one of the writers.

“Not agpecific scary place,” Amy amended quickly.

They both turned to look at Tony. Amy was the exception to the generd rule that those who'd beenin
the house ignored what had gone on and Zev, as an ex, had certain rights and privilegesinvolving shared
history and exploded beer bottles.



“S0.” She picked at the edge of askull, then looked up hopefully. “ Seen any dead people lately?’

He d nearly seen Henry keeping tabs on him the night before. But Henry, not being exactly dead, just
differently dive, didn’t redly count. “No.”

“But you'll tdl meif you do?’

At the edge of hisvison, Tony could see Zev shaking his head dmost hard enough to didodge his
yamulke. “Sure...”

Zev Sghed.

“... | promise”

“Brianna has been asking after you.”

“Brianna? Redlly?’ From the expression on CB’ sface, that clearly sounded as stupid as Tony suspected.
Brianna had been asking for him pretty much every time she spoke to her father. “Uh, in what context?’

CB’seyes narrowed as he leaned back, hislesther office chair creaking ominoudy under hisweight. “In
what context do you imagine, Mr. Foster?’

“Boss, | swear | never told her shewas awizard!”

“Soyou'vesad previoudy. And, once again, | believe you.” He steepled fingers the size of well-muscled
bratwurgt. “However, as Brianna does nat, | think it’ stime we move on.”

“Move on?’ Tony cleared histhroat and tried again an octave lower. “Move on?’
“YSH

No. He was not going to teach CB’ s youngest daughter how to be awizard. First, wizardry was atalent
more than a skill, and while Briannahad proved sensitive to the metaphysical, he had no ideaiif that
equaled talent. Or what, exactly, did equal taent, for that matter. Second, he was till teaching himsdlf
how to be awizard and, frankly, as ateacher, he sucked. Scrubbing bubbles and one pissed-off
eater-waiter had to be incontestable evidence of that. Third, giving this particular eight-year-old accessto
actual power would belike... hismind shied away from comparisons and settled on the height of
irrespong bility. No one, including her father, could control the kid now. And fourth, he’ d rather have
toothpicks shoved under hisnails.

Mouth open to lay everything but the last point out in front of CB—not smart to give the big guy
ideas—he closed it again as CB continued speaking.

“I have afriend putting together aPBS miniseriesfor Black History Month, so | called in somefavors,
and he gave my ex-wife asizable part. She staking both girlsto South Carolinawith her. Shooting ends
December twentieth. Y ou have until then to come up with a permanent solution.”

The pause lengthened.
“Wasthere anything el se?’



Likeinvasionsfrom another world or awaxy buildup of evil.
“Um, no?’

“ GOOd,”

“Permanent solution. Permanent solution.” Tony paused, one hand on the door leading out to the parking
lot, frozen in place by the sudden memory of his mother Stting at the kitchen table twisting her hair onto
multicolored rollers shaped like bones. A home perm. And the permanent solution had totally reeked. He
remembered because they were called Tonys and his mother used to tease him about being a
hairdresser.

Later, like around the time he hit puberty, hisfather stopped finding the hairdresser jokes quite so
funny—Warren Besity’ s enthusiagticaly hetero performancein Shampoo conveniently ignored.

Hisfather was no longer a problem given that they hadn’t spoken to each other for about ten years.
Brianna sfather, however...

The door jerked out of his hand, and he sscumbled forward, damming up against asolid body on itsway
in.

Hisway in.

Tony recognized the impact. And the black leather jacket he was currently clutching with both hands.
“Lee” Two fast steps back. He stared down at hisarms still stretched out... Right. Release the jacket.

“Tony.”

Just for a second, Tony was unsure of what Le€' s next words were going to be. Just for asecond, it
amost looked asif the show was over for the day and redlity was going to get itstimein. Just for a
second. Trouble was, a second later Lee pulled his hail-fellow-well-met actor-face back on.

“You okay?1 didn’t redize there was someone standing there.”

“Wdl, why would you?Y ou know, solid door and al and you not having X-ray vision.” X-ray vison?
Could he sound any more geeklike?“| wasjust leaving.”

“Right. Y ou' re doing second unit work tonight.”
Everyone seemed to know that. Were they posting his schedule now or what?

L ee shifted hismotorcycle helmet from under hisleft arm to under hisright but didn’t actualy move out of
the doorway. “ So you were hereto...”

“Mesting. | had ameseting with CB.”
“Good. | mean, it was good?’

“Yeah. | guess. Still dealing with Brianna sreactionsinthe...” Shit. Never bring up the house thing with
Lee



The actor-face dipped. “In the house?’
Unlesshe bringsit up first. “Y eah. In the house.”

Lee' seyesclosed briefly, thick lasheslying againgt his cheekslike the fringe on athesater curtain. Only
darker. Not gold. And without the tassels. Tony realized he was babbling to himself, but he couldn’t
seem to stop. They hadn’t been aone together, standing this close, since, well, since the house. For a
moment, he hoped that when L ee opened his eyes, the actor-face would be gone and they could maybe
gart dedling with what had happened.

L ee had to make the first move because L ee was the one with the career he could lose. It was Lee sface
plastered on T-shirtsworn by teenage girls and forty-year-old women who should know better. Tony
wasaTAD. Professondly, no one gave a crap about him.

The moment passed.

Lee opened hiseyes. “Well, | haveto say that it' s been nice running into you and al, but | need to get to
my...” Dark browsdrew in, and he waved the hand not holding the helmet.

“Dressing room?’
“Yeah.” The amilewasfake. Wdl done, but fake. “My memory sucks some days.”
Tony reflected the smile back a him. “Old age.”

“Yeah.” Thesmilewas il fake, but the regret flattening hiswords seemed redl. “ That hasto beit.”

Tony squinted up at the top of the building, trying to count the number of people standing &t the edge of
theroof. Sorge’ s request for a steadicam had been overruled by the budget, so there should only be two:
Leah Burnett, the stuntwoman doing the fal, and Sam Tappett, one of Daniel’ s safety crew. Two. Not a
hard number to count. Most nights he could even do it with his shoes on. So why did he keep getting
three? Not every time—because that would have made sense. Every now and then, he thought—no,
cancel that, he was sure—he could see athird figure.

Not Henry.
Not tonight.

Not unless Henry had been growing an impressive set of hornsin his spare time and had then developed
the ability to share his personal space with mere mortals. The same actua space. Sort of superimposed.

We come to the wonderful world of weird.
Dgavudl over again.
The question now: should he do anything about it and, if so, what?

It wasn't like his spidey-sense was tingling or something in his subconscious wasflailing metaphorical
amsand waliling Danger, Will Robinson! Danger! He didn’t have a bad fegling about things, and he
had no ideaiif thiswas athreat or some kind of symbolic wizard experience. Maybe it was something al
wizards saw on top of buildings at—he checked hiswatch—11:17 on Thursday nightsin early October



and he' d just never been looking in the right place at the right time.

Stll, asagenerd rule, when he saw things others couldn’t, the Situation went south in abig way pretty
fucking fadt.

Unfortunately, none of the second unit crew had been in the house. They’ d heard the Stories, but they
didn’'t know. Not the way those who' d been trapped and forced to listen to hours of badly played thirties
dance music knew. If hetold Pam, the second unit director, that he intermittently saw atranducent,
antlered figure on the roof, she’ d assume controlled substances and not metaphysica vigtations.

Tony hadn't done hard drugs since just before Henry pulled him off the sireets. Point of interest; he'd
never seen hig, see-through guys with horns while he was shooting up.

He glanced down asagust of wind plastered agrimy piece of newspaper to hislegs. Evening weather
reports had mentioned astorm coming in off the Pacific, and the wind was starting to pick up, sweeping
up al kinds of debrisasit raced through the artificia canyons between the buildings. Before he could
grab the newspaper, another gust whirled it away and dapped it up against the big blue inflated bag Leah
would land on.

If Danid thought it was too dangerous, he' d cancel the stunt regardless of the shooting schedule. Tony
hurried over to where the stunt coordinator was checking the find inflation of the bag.

“It sgetting kind of windy.”

“Yes itis”

“Four goriesisalong way tofdl.”

“Uh-huh.” He straightened and bounced against the side of the bag. “ That’ swhy they call it ahigh fal.”

“Yeah, it'sjudt that faling four storiesthewind' |l have longer to throw her off...” AsDanid turned to
look at him, Tony sputtered to astop. “But you' ve taken that into account.”

“I have” Stern features under dark stubble suddenly dissolved into asmile. “But | thank you for staying
on top of things. It never hurtsto have another person thinking about potentia problems.” He unclipped
the microphone from his callar. “Hey, Sam, what’ sthe wind like up there?’

“ Little gusty. Not too bad.”
“What's Legh think?’

During the pause, the antlered figured came and went and came again. It dmost seemed to wave when
Leshdid.

“ She says she’ s good to go whenever you give the word.”
“WEe re ready down here. Pam, we can go any time.”
“Glad to hear it.” Pam’'svoiceinthe ear jack. “ Let’s have a date on the scene and get started!”

Tony backed away from the bag as Danid’ s people took up their positions. Since ahigh fall relied 100
percent on the stuntee’ s ability to hit the bag safely the stunt crew were essentiadly there to ded with a
miss. Tony wouldn't have wanted to see the backboard so prominently displayed were he about to jump
off aroof, but, hey, that was him.



“Quiet, please, camerasareralling.”

A repeat of “Rolling!” in haf adozen voicesrippled out from the director’ schair.

“Scene 190, high fdll, take one. Mark!”

“Action.”

Far enough away now, Daniel’ svoice sounded in Tony’ sear jack. “ On three, Leah. One...”
Up on the roof, Sam would be echoing the count, fingerslicking up to give visud cues.

A gust of wind blew ahit of dirtin Tony’seye. He ducked his head just in time to see that same gust
about to fling aten-centimeter piece of duminum with awickedly pointed end into the bag.

“Two.”

Impact wouldn’t make anything as ssimple asahole. At that angle, at that speed, it wasgoing to bea
gash. And abig one.

“Three”

The wham whoosh of impact and applause from the crew covered the sound of duminum dapping into
Tony’spam. The jagged piece of debris had probably blown down from the congtruction site. Revenge
of the backhoe.

“ CLIt! ”

Helooked up as Leah climbed down off the bag, Daniel, grinning broadly, reaching out a hand to steedy
her. Thefal had clearly not been a problem; the high hedls, on the other hand, were giving her alittle
trouble. She was smiling, definitely happy, but less overtly euphoric than alot of stunteeswere after
nailing afour-story fdl.

Shedidn’t look like Padma. She looked like a stuntwoman wearing the same costume over some
drategic padding.

So much for the magic of television.
It took amoment for Tony to redlize she was staring at him.
No, not & him. At the piece of duminum sill in his hand.

Asthough she’ d suddenly become aware of his attention, she lifted her head. Lifted one dark, inquiring
brow.

Even the see-through guy with horns sharing her space seemed interested.



Chapter Two

NIGHT SHOOTSALWAY STHREW Tony’s deeping patterns out of whack. When aguy his age got
off work, he was supposed to go out and do things. He wasn't supposed to drive straight home and fall
over. It wasn't just wrong, it was old. It was what old guysdid.

Except there wasn't awholelot to do a 2:30 on a Thursday morning in beautiful downtown Burnaby.

Cradling abag of overpriced groceries from the 7-Eleven, Tony kicked the door to his apartment closed
and shuffled into the tiny kitchen. The shuffling was necessary because he' d sarted sorting laundry back
on Monday, hadn’t quite finished yet, and didn’t want to Sart again from scratch because he' d mixed the
piles. The bread and milk went into the fridge. He tucked the bottle of apple juice under hisarm and
carried the bag of beef jerky and the spray cheese into the living room—where living room was defined
asthe part of thelong rectangle that contained an unmade sofa bed instead of astove, afridge, and a
ank.

The television remote was not in the pizzabox under the couch. It findly turned up on top of the
bookcase by the window, haf buried in the pot with the dead geranium. Raising it in triumph, he settled
back against the pillows, sprayed some cheese on apiece of jerky and started channd surfing with the
mute on.

Replay of ahockey game on TSN, end of hurricane season on Outdoor Life, remake of Smokey and
the Bandit...

“Which after The Longest Yard and The Dukes of Hazard pretty much provesthereisno God,” he
muttered, jabbing histhumb at the remote.

... Some guy eating abug on ether the Learning Channel or FOOD—he didn’t stay long enough to seeiif
it came with alecture on habitat or araspberry vinaigrette—three movies he' d aready seen, two he
didn’t want to see, abug eating some guy on either Discovery or Space, someone knocking at the
door...

Histhumb dilled.
Someone knocking at his door. Carefully. Specificaly. Trying not to wake the neighbors.

It didn’t sound like Henry’ sknock. He checked hiswatch: 2:57. Besides the vampire, who did he know
who'd be up at this hour? Even tabloid journdists eventually crawled back under their rocksfor anap. It
wasn't Jack Elson or his partner; the police had a very distinctive knock.

Might be Conner, that friend of Everett’ s he'd met while vigiting the makeup artist in the hospita. They'd
gone for coffee but hadn’t been able to hook up since—Conner worked in the props shop at one of the
other Burnaby studios, and hishours were asinsane as Tony’s. Maybe their schedules had findly
matched up.

Of course, Conner’d have no way of knowing thét.
Unless Everett had told him.

Hell, if hewas going to imagine hot guys, why not drop al the way into fairy-taleland and assume it was



Lee, no longer conflicted and unable to deny the blistering passion between them. Okay, for passion
subgtitute a couple of possessed kisses—but they’ d been pretty damned hot.

Another knock.

Of course, | could just get off my ass, walk a few meters, and find out. Dropping the spray cheese
downinapileof blankets by the jerky, Tony headed for the door.

There was aspell on the laptop caled “ Spy Hole” that alowed the wizard to see through solid objects.
Thefirgt time Tony’d tried it, he' d given it alittle too much juice and gotten way too good alook at Mr.
Chansky acrossthe hdl in gpartment eleven. Tak about being scared straight. The experience had
convinced him that sometimes the old ways were the best. Leaning forward, he peered through the
security peephole.

Lesh Burnett.

And the tranducent overlay of the big guy with antlers.

She grinned up at the lens and lifted abag of Chinesefood into Tony’ sfield of vision.
All right. She had his atention.

Stepping back, he opened the door.

“Hey.” Shewaved the bag. “| thought we should talk.”

“All three of us?’

“Three?If you have company...”

“No.” Hejust moved enough to stay solidly in her line of sight, blocking her view of the gpartment. “Y ou,
me, and the guy sharing your space.”

Dark eyeswidened. “ Guy?’

“Big guy.” He held his hand about haf a meter over her head.

“Redly? What doesthis guy look like?’

“Hard to say, he' sallittle fuzzy. Got arack on him like Bambi’ s dad, though.”

“And you can see him right now?’

“Not right now. He kind of comes and goes.”

“Uh-huh.” A quick glance up and down the hall. “Maybe we should discussthisinsde.”
“Got something to hide?’

“Jugt trying to keep you out of trouble with your neighbors.”

That seemed fair. Besides, there were precautionsin place in case he was actudly in any danger from
her. Them. Although, given the Chinese food and dl, he doubted it. Opening the door dl the way, Tony
tucked himsdf up againgt the wall and beckoned the stuntwoman in.

The glyphs painted across the threshold were supposed to flare red and create an impenetrable barrier if



danger approached—it had taken days of fine-tuning to stop them from going off for the pizzagirl, Mr.
Chansky, and the ederly cat who lived at the end of the hall. As Leah stepped into the gpartment, they
flared white then orange then green then acouple of colors Tony suspected the human eye shouldn't
actually be able to see. The pattern dammed out to fill the doorway, turned gray, and fluttered to the
floor.

Leah brushed at the shoulder of her jacket, the pae ash smearing across the damp fabric. “ Sorry about
that.” Her nose wrinkled asthe smell of burned cherries momentarily overwhelmed the smell of the
Chinesefood. “What did you paint those on with, cherry cough syrup?’

“Yeah.” When she stared up a him in astonishment, he shrugged. Carefully. His head fdt likehe' d just
been hit repeatedly with arubber malet. “ Cherry was the only flavor that worked. And,” he added,
hoping he sounded like he believed it was possible, “I will firebal your assif you try anything.”

“Likewhat?’

“Sorry?’

She pulled the door out of his hand and closed it. “What are you expecting meto try?’
He had no idea, so he followed her farther into the apartment.

“I suppose | should beimpressed that aguy your age actudly sorts hislaundry,” she muttered stepping
over apile of jeans and up to the kitchen counter where she set the bag down, shrugged out of her
jacket, and started opening cupboards. “ Ah. Plates.” And amoment later. “ Cutlery?’

“In the drawer by thefridge.”
“Right. It smodily plastic.”
“They werefree”

“Fair enough.” She handed him afull plate and stepped over socks and underwear and stood staring at
therest of the gpartment. “Danid told me you were gay.”

“Yegh”

“Way to work againgt the stereotype.”

“What?’

Her gesture took in the walls, thefloor, and most of hisfurniture. “It' sbeige.”
“It was beigewhen | got here.”

“Y ou have aflag tacked up over the window.”

“I'mapatriotic kind of guy.”

“Theonly thing onthewadll isaposter for Darkest Night.”

“It wasfree”

“I figured. Y ou seem to have spent everything you' ve made in the last year on that entertainment center.”

“Look...” Tony pushed the laptop to one side and set his plate down on the small squaretable. “... if



you're here on some weird makeover thing, | don’t want my apartment redecorated or my life
rearranged.”

“You ure?’

Her smile changed the whole shape of her face. Made her ook years younger. Made her eyes sparkle.
Made her look like someone he' d like to get to know. Redlly well. Made him want to dide the swester
off her shoulders, push back the dark curlsand...

... he suddenly noticed that the trand ucent antlered guy looked alot solider. Except for the horns, and
the weird way his eyes had no whites, he seemed to be human. His skin tone was alittle degper than
Leah’'s—aregular coffeeinstead of a double double—he had alot of long dark hair twisted into dreads,
and hewas naked. And, dthough it was difficult to tell for certain, given that he and Lesh were il
sharing the same space, remarkably well hung.

What the fuck?

Tony shook his head and Leah was once again just anot very tal suntwoman eating chow meinin his
living room. Alone. No overlay of antlered guy. Eyes narrowed, he took a step back and raised the
plagtic fork. “What was that?’

“A test.” She caught abean sprout beforeit fell off the edge of her plate. “Ninety percent of menfail it.”
Tony did the math. “Well, good for me. I’'m redlly most sincerely gay.”
“And yet you gill can’t afford agdlon of periwinkle paint?’

“Yeah, wdl here’ sathought...” He moved apile of old Sdes—the haf-gze sheetswith dl the
background information for each day’ s shoot aswell as the necessary script pages—and sat on the
seadier of histwo folding chairs. “... unlessthat guy isyour inner interior decorator, how about you let
the beige thing go and tdl me what the hell isgoing on?’

She thought about it for amoment, then nodded and sat on the edge of hisbed. “Y ou' reawizard.”

Tony just barely managed to resist coming back with, | know | am, but what are you? It was just past
three in the morning, for fucksake. He was alittle punchy. He swallowed a mouthful of beef fried riceand
sd “Youre... 7

“Not.” A wave of her fork, dangling a piece of overcooked bok choi, cut off hisreply. “It's complicated.
Maybe you should cal your teacher, and I'll only haveto go through it once.”

“My teacher?’

“Mentor. Whatever you call the senior wizard in charge of your education.” Dark eyes sparkled again.
“I"'m assuming that in this brave new millennium you don’t use the word master.”

“What makesyou think | have ateacher?’

Leah sighed. “Y ou' re young. Far too young to be on your own.”
“Surprise.” He spread hishands.

Browsrose. “What happened to your teacher?’

He pushed chow mein around his plate. “| thought we were going to talk about the naked horny dude.”



Fortunately, only alittle rice went up her nose. When shefinished laughing and snorting and blowing her
nose on the crumpled handful of toilet paper Tony’ d brought from the bathroom, she said, “Hisnameis
Ryne Cyratane. It means. He Who Brings Desire and Destruction. He' sa Demonlord.”

“Oh, man.” Thefork bounced as he dropped it on the table. “Not again.”

“Excuse me?’

“A few years ago, some friends of mine stopped a Demonlord from coming through in Toronto.”
“Coming through?’

“Y eah, there was thislesser demon writing the Demonlord’ s name on the city in blood and...” He
frowned, trying unsuccessfully to remember the specifics Henry had told him about how they’ d findly
defeated it. 1t got complicated, but he didn’'t makeit.”

“Obvioudy.” Her tone went beyond dry to desiccated. “Well, there' s no need for you to worry about
thisone. I’ ve got him contained.” She stood and pulled up her swester.

“Nicetat.”

“Thank you.” It circled her navel, row after row of black glyphs spreading almost up to the edge of her
ribslike ripples moving out from the point of impact. “1t'saDemongate. Aslong as| live, the gate Says
closed and my lord is denied reentry to thisworld.”

“Your lord?’
“Long story.”
“Okay. Reentry?’

“He was here about four thousand years ago. For dmost five hundred years, worshiped asagod, he
ruled aterritory in what's now Lebanon. Ish. Same generd geography anyway, near as| canfigure. He
had atemple, he had handmaidens, he had alot of sex.”

That would be the desire part, Tony figured.

“Then something came up—he' s never said whai—and he created a gate to return to the hell he came
from. It took alot of power. To get it, hekilled everyonein the village and, with their blood, anchored
the gatein his sole surviving handmaiden.”

And that would be the destruction. Tony leaned closer. The tat was't black. Not exactly. It was avery,
very dark red-brown. “Y ou’ re the handmaiden.”

“Handmaiden, priestess, lover; | washis...”

“Girlfriend?’ Hewinced at her expression. “ Sorry. | wasjust channeling Young Frankenstein, you know
when Frau Blucher isexplaining and... Never mind. Sorry. Totaly ingppropriate interruption. I’ ll just, uh,
be quiet now.”

She waited amoment longer.

Tony picked up hisfork and ate some morerice and tried to look like there was some other idiotin his
gpartment who couldn’t keep his mouth shut.



“I was hismost beloved.” Lesh continued at last. Her fingertips lightly stroked the edges of the pattern,
raising goose bumps on her skin. “He cut the gate into my flesh, glyphs written in the blood of my people,
because he intended to return but would be unable to open the gate from the other sde. Gates from the
hells have to be opened from our side or we' d be overrun by demonsin a heartbeat.”

“And they haveto be asked in?’ Then he remembered that he' d said he' d be quiet and he shrugged
gpologetically, but she seemed resigned to the interruption.

“Y ou're confused, that’ svampires.”

It didn’t seem like the right time to correct her. Henry went where he wanted. “Why didn’t thisRyne
Citaion...”

“Ryne Cyraane”
“Right. Why didn’t he just |eave the gate open?”’

“Because that would have been just asking for another Demonlord to come along and try to take it over.
And, before you ask, the wizard who had opened the origina gate waslong dead.”

“Dead wizard.” Y eah, that sounded encouraging. “Nice.”

“Probably not. Anyway, Ryne Cyratane figured that I’ d be able to stand what he’ d done to my people
for just long enough for him to finish up hisbusiness a home and then grief and guilt would cause meto
take my own life. Should | be stronger than my grief, it wouldn't much matter because timewason his
sde and ahuman lifeis pitifully short to the demon kin—and, back then, pitifully short was even shorter.
Unfortunately for his plans, he made asmdll error—although, to befair, | was squirming abit while he
incised the protection runes.” Shetraced the outer ring. “He intended to protect the gate from me, to
keep me from defacing the pattern, thus destroying the gate and preventing him from returning, but he
ended up writing in amuch more powerful and genera protection.

“The gate protectsitsalf and, in protecting itself, protects me. | can’t be injured because that would affect
the gate. | can’t age because that would affect the gate. | am held as| wasthe day he left thisworld.”

“Four thousand years ago?’ And that would make her... “Y ou re four thousand years old?’

She shrugged and sat back down on the end of the bed, retrieving her plate and looking mid-twenties at
the absolute outside. Jeans. Sweater. High-tops. “More or less. Probably closer to thirty-five hundred.
Y ou losetrack after awhile.”

Given the whole vampires, wizards, other worlds, sentient shadows, trapped ghosts dedl, he saw no
reason to doubt her. Precedent suggested the world was about a hundred and eighty degrees welirder
than most people suspected and, these days, nothing much surprised him. Besides, herswasn't the kind
of story asane person would make up. On the other hand, she did fall off buildings and set herself on fire
for aliving, so perhaps sanity wasn't agiven here.

“S0...” He groped hisway back to the beginning of the story. “... this Ryne Cyratane daughtered
everyoneyou knew?’

“Every dngle person. Even cdled the goatherdsin from the hills”

“I don't want to bring up old shit, but...” Tony pushed a cashew around his plate until it did off the edge,
bounced across the table, and off onto the floor. Only then did he look up and meet her gaze. “He
daughtered everyone, and you don’'t seem too upset by that.”



“What do you expect?’ Her shrug was perfect twenty-first century ennui. “I1t happened avery long time
ago. I’ ve dedlt. Y ou should have seen meright afterward, | wasamess.” She widened her eyes, raised
both hands, fingers spread, and shook them from side to side. “| was the crazy lady who lived in the
wildernessfor about three hundred years. One day | was awarning to misbehaving children, next thing |
knew | was being fished out of the Nile by the servants of apriest of Thoth. He cleaned me up, brought
me back to myself. He wasawizard.” Her eyes unfocused and the corners of her mouth curled into a
amile as she examined the memory. “And kind of cutein ashaved head, totally fanatical sort of way.”

“What happened to him?”’
“He got alittle too ambitious and the governor fed him to the crocodiles.”

Crocodiles? Tony wished the threats on his life were so mundane. “ Couldn’t have been much of a
wizard.”

“They were very large crocodiles. And there were alot of them.”
“What happened to you?’

Attention snapped back onto Tony’ sface. “Do you redly want the whole life story? Because until the last
couple of centuries, it’s been pretty much centered in and around the beds of powerful men.”

It d been more than that—frighteningly more—Tony could see abloody history Iurking behind Leah's
glib comment. But he could also see she didn’t want to share. Not a problem. He didn’t like handing out
every detall of hisback story either. “ So this demon has been trying to get back through the gate for
thirty-five hundred years.”

Dark browsdrew in. “No. What makes you say that?’

“Wadll, he's... you know.” Hewaved a where the trand ucent image would be and redlized it hadn’t been
around since Lea' slittle orientation “test.”

“Oh, that. We re connected, of course, but after al thistime heknows I’m not going to kill mysdlf, so he
liveshisown life. HE s probably hanging around the gate right now because of the Demonic
Convergence.”

“Say what?’

“Thereason I'm here”

“Right”

“And he' susudly around during sex.”
Tony raised the fork again.

She grinned and rolled her eyes. “ Stop panicking, we ve dready established that’ s not going to happen.
Butif it did, the energy created while | adjusted your lifestyle would go through the gate and into my
lord—aslong as he' s close enough to the gate at hisend.”

“The Demonlord gets off through you?’ That sounded just alittle ethically kinky.

“Not exactly off. He gains power from sex. Always has. The man/woman variety only, though...” Her
voice picked up adightly mocking tone. “... which seemskind of limiting for ademon powered by
sexud energies, but there you go.”



“Y ou' re feeding him? With sex?” Scraich the qudifier.
Tony liked to think he didn’t judge, but there was a definite ethical kink in the suntwoman’slifestyle.

“Wdl, he was my god,” Leah reminded him pointedly. “And,” she continued before he could respond,
“there ve been benefits on my side over theyears. Like... theyears. And acertain...” Dark eyes
gleamed. “... vitdity.”

“He daughtered your people!”

“Y ou're going to haveto let that go,” she Sighed.

“Why?

“Becauseit’ sancient history, it’snot important, and we have bigger problems.”
“Bigoar?

“The Demonic Convergence.” Tony could hear the capitd |ettersin her voice. “Energiesare aligning.
Powerful energies. Powerful enough to crack the barriers between here and the hells?’

He had to agree that didn’t sound good. “Hells? More than one?’
1] M aN more.”

“Well, isn't that just fucking great.” All a once, Chinese food seemed trivid. He put down hisfork. “ And
these energies are powerful enough to open a Demongate?’

Her hand dropped to cradle her scomach. It was the same gesture Tony’ d seen pregnant women make
and in this context that creeped him right out. “Not thisgate. Like | said, it's protected. New gates will
be created. Okay, not really gates, more like access points that can be exploited just long enough for
something to come through.”

“Oneto acustomer?’ That sounded good.
She nodded. “ But there could be hundreds of them.”
That didn’t. “Hundreds?”’

“Rough estimate.” When her expression grew reassuring, Tony figured he must have looked as stunned
as hefdt. “But don't worry, most of these holeswill only go through afew layers, just to the closest hdlls.
The convergent energy hasto hit the same spot over and over before we get to anything much bigger
than imps.” She got up, walked into the kitchen, and set her empty platein the sink.

Empty. She' d kept eating while she was telling him about demons, and Demongates, and daughter. |
guess she really has gotten over it. It’sjust a story to her now. Maybe someday the Shadowlord and
the house would be just storiesto him. Maybe. Probably not. Thirty-five hundred yearswas alot longer
than he' d get. He watched her rinse the plate, set it on the counter, and turn to face him.

“Wel?
“Wel what?’

Her expression did from reassuring to impatient. “Don’'t you have questions?’



“Yeah. A couple.” Understatement. He had so many questions he could barely drag one free of the
mess. “ Okay. Imps. They’re not a problem?”’

“Without awizard they can be one hdl of aproblem, pardon the pun, but you should be able to ded with
any that manage to get through.”

“Manage to get through?’

“Didn't | tell you?" Leah's sudden smile had so much wattage behind it, her Demonlord made a brief,
trand ucent appearance, flickering in and out again before Tony fully redized he wasthere. “We |l be
smoothing out redity’ s potholes before anything can come through. I'll find them,” she added when he
shook his head, “and you'll close them.”

“| don’t know how!”

“1 do.” Sheall but patted him on the head as she passed on her way back to the sofabed. “1 just needed
awizard to implement the knowledge.”

Just. Asfar as Tony could tell theword just didn’t belong in any sentence spoken since Leah had
walked through his door. Just thirty-five hundred years old. Just got a Demongate on the old turn. Just a
Demonic Convergence. Just imps. Just needed awizard. Wait aminute... “How did you know?’

“Know?’
“Thet | wasawizard?’

“| felt you use your power when you kept that piece of flying metal from puncturing the bag, of course.
Over the years I’ ve become attuned.”

“To power?’

“ Among other things.” Her expression as she looked up from rummaging in her purse was subtly smuittier
than anything Tony could have ever managed. He felt his ears grow hot. Hotter when he realized she was

doing it on purpose.
“Stopit.”
“Sorry. Bad habit. Sugarlessgum?’

“No, thanks.” She seemed more amused than contrite. “Hang on; | thought the...” Hewaved ahand in
the general direction of her ssomach. “ ... the gate thing was supposed to protect you.”

Her hand dipped under her shirt again. “It does.”
“Then why did you need me out there saving your asstonight?’

“What makes you think that you weren't there because | needed you to be?” Three and ahdf millennia
of confidence in the question.

“Wel, I...”

“They tried to burn me a the stake once—wadll, actually, they tried anumber of times, but in this
particular ingtance, it rained for eight days. The wood was too wet to light, and finally onewall of my cell
washed away and | escaped.”



“I'msurprised you didn’t judt...”

“Fuck my way free? Devout Dominicans; alittle too fond of barbeque but devout. They weren't
interested. So...” She stood and dowly walked over to stand beside his chair, pushing a pile of laundry
out of theway with the Sde of her foot. She wasn't exactly looming over him—shewasn't exactly
tall—but she was so there that he had to fight the urge to move away from her, to give her space. “...
areyou going to help me out or not?’

“Help you close up imp holes made by a Demonic Convergence?’ He was amazed he got that sentence
out with agtraight face.

“Thisign't funny.”
Okay. Maybe not entirely astraight face.

“If ashdlow holeign't filled in and the convergent energies keep hitting it and making it deeper, then
something alot more demonic could get through. If that happens, people will die”

That took care of thesmiling. “1 figured.” Nikki, Alan, Charlie, Rahd, Tom, Brenda, Hartley... “They
awaysseemto.”

“Yeah, they do.” Her pam cupped his cheek for a second and he saw thousands of years of people
dying while shelived on. He d have jerked back, but she was gone before he could move, Sitting once
again on the end of the sofa bed. It had happened so fast he could dmost convince himsdlf he' d imagined
it. Infact, he had every intention of convincing himsdlf he'd imagined it.

“S0...” Sheleaned back on her elbows, crossed her legs, and kicked one sneakered foot intheair. “ ...
what happened to your teacher?’

And here they were back at the beginning. And why not answer? It seemed he owed L eah a confidence
or two. “ She went back to her own world.”

“Her own world. Another world?” Lesh asked when he nodded. “Not ahell?”
There were wizards nailed to a blackboard. “Not exactly.”

“Damn.” Apparently, after living for so long, nothing much surprised her either. Tony gppreciated how
much that amplified things. “ Redity’ s getting alittle crowded.”

“Tel meabout it.”
“No.” Her foot kicked out and pointed. “Y our turn.”

So hetold her. About the Shadowlord because that was tied up with the whole wizard thing but mostly
about Arraand how he hadn’t wanted to leave and she hadn’t been able to stay. “But sheleft alot of
information on her laptop about how to be awizard and I’ ve been...” He stopped when Leah raised a
hand. “What?’

“Y ou're learning how to manipulate cosmic energies from ahome study course designed by awizard
from another world?’

13 Ya‘l_”
“Unbdievable”



“What is?”

“Her cosmic energies aren't your cosmic energies.”
“What?’

“She snot from this world.”

“Duh.”

Gripping the edge of the sofa bed, Leah sat up and leaned toward him. “ Okay, I’ll try and make this
ample. It sdl about energy, right? This Arradid teach you that?’

“Yeah.” Hetried not to sound defensive and had afeding hewasfailing miserably at it.

“So the energy of her world has to have been different from the energy of thisworld because the
whole...” One hand roseto sketch acircleintheair. “... world isdifferent. Different planet. Different
dars. Her energy pattern istherefore different. Following me so far?’

“Yeah”

“So, on thisworld she had to adapt everything she knew to fit anew pattern. To make a square
peg—her—fit in around hole. What worked for her here won't necessarily work for you. Y ou are not a
sguare peg. You' rearound peg. The holeisaso round. Y ou need to find a teacher who knowswhat’s
going oninthisworld.”

Beginning to get pissed about the distinctly patronizing tone, Tony reached out for the spray cheese and
the container dapped into his hand. “I seem to be managing.”

“What isthat?’

She sounded more appalled than impressed. Not the reaction he' d expected but then, he reminded
himself, she claimed to have met wizards before. “It'sacan of spray cheese.” Heturned it so she could
seethelabd. “I was eating it on beef jerky.”

“On beef jerky?’ Leah rummaged around in the blankets, pulled out the open bag of jerky, stared at i,
and shuddered. “1 can see |’ ve got my work cut out for me. Never mind, we' |l deal with your eating
habits another time.”

“Hey, I’'m not the one with ademon in my belly!”

“Oh, for crying out loud, | didn’t eat him! And | certainly didn’'t cover himin...” Leaning forward, she
snatched the can out of hishand. “... an edible cheese product. Doesn't it worry you that the
manufacturersfed they haveto defineit asedible?’

[1] NO,”
[1] Fi rﬂ ”
“All right, then!”

Leah glared down at the can in one hand and the bag in the other and her lipstwitched. Then her whole
body. Just for amoment, Tony was afraid that spray cheese and beef jerky were the secret ingredients
Ryne Cyratane had been holding back and now, with them both in close proximity, the gate was opening.
Then he redized she was trying not to laugh.



Then shewasn't trying anymore.

She laughed like they hadn’t been talking about demons and wizards and the possibility of people dying.
She laughed like this moment, the moment when laughter overwhel med her, was the only moment that
mattered. Tony smiled as he watched her; it wasimpossible not to.

It wasjust asimpossible not to joinin.

They amost managed to stop a couple of times, then one of them would wave the can of spray cheese
and they’d loseit again. Findly, they ended up lying side by side on the sofa bed, gasping for bregth.

“Oh, yeah. | needed that.” A long breath in and she sat up, twisting just enough to look back over her
shoulder at him, pushing dark curls off her face. “Wasit good for you?’

Tony ignored her, frowning as he tugged afamiliar plastic bag out from under her butt. “Y ou' ve crushed
my jerky.”

The brow he could see lifted in adecidedly smutty manner. “Isthat what you crazy kidsare cdling it
now? Damn.” And the brow dipped down. “Isthat the time?’

He squinted toward the TiVo. 4:46. He had to be up for work in three hours and fifteen minutes. “ Fuck.”

Her turn to ignore him. He was kind of amazed by that actualy, al things considered. “1’ ve got to get
some deep.” She did to the edge of the mattress and stood. “I’ ve got atwo o' clock call for aCBC
Movie of the Week.”

“Sunt?’

“It'swhat | do.” Scooping up her purse, she hung it on her shoulder and headed for the door. “If you're
finished with work before sunset—they want the light for the shot, reflections on the water and all that
artigtic crgp—can you come by VanTerm? 1’|l leave word with security.”

“Hang on!” He jumped to hisfeet and followed her. “ That’ sit? We eat chow mein, you tell mewe' re
having a Demonic Convergence with ahigh chance of imps, and then we just go off to work?’

“Unfortunately, saving the world doesn’t buy the groceries” Rummaging in the depths of her bag, she
pulled out adightly crumpled card and passed it to Tony. “My cdl number. Cal if you're going to belate
or you can't makeit.”

“«And?
“Andwe |l reschedule. Thisis't going to go away; we' ve got lots of timeto fix it.”
“Yeah, but when did it start?’

“A week ago Monday afternoon at 2:10.”

“Redlly?’

“No. And yes. Approximately.” He could hear her smile even though he couldn’t see her face. “You
redly aregulliblefor awizard.”

“Maybe.” Reaching out, he stopped her from opening the door. “But one thing before you go; are you
here, in Vancouver, because thisis where the convergence is happening, or isit happening here because
it swhereyou are?’



Her expression was amost proud when she turned; like she was about to praise apuppy. “You're
smarter than you look.”

“Thank you. Y ou didn’t answer the question.”

“This...” A light, dmost reverent touch against her ssomach. “... isthe second oldest and most powerful
continuoudy running bit of magicintheworld.”

“What'sthefirs?’

“I’'m not allowed to say.”

“Serioudy?’

“No, I'm just bullshitting you again.” A firmer pat on the swesater abovethetat. “Thisisthe oldest.”

Heliterdly fet hisheart start besting again. Theway hislife had been going lately, if there was an older
bit of magic in theworld, he could expect it on hisdoorstep a any time. “ That’ sa sick sense of humor
you' ve got there; | can see why you were ademon'’ s favorite handmaiden.”

“Sticksand stones...” Ryne Cyratane flashed as she amiled. “... won't actudly touch me.”

“Lucky you. Soif you re walking around with the oldest magic in the world, then the convergenceis here
because you are? Nothing persona,” he added when she nodded, “but | wish you were somewhere
d %.”

“Too late now, things have started. And when | say things, | am, of course, referring to the Demonic
Convergence egting holes through our redity into amyriad of hells. Bright Sde, though, with awizard in
the immediate area, the world stands a better chance.” Dark browslifted as she grinned. *Y ou wouldn't
wish aworse chance on the world, would you?’

He made a show of thinking about it but didn’t fool her.

“You'reagood man, Tony Foster.” Taking hold of his shoulders, she kissed him gently on both cheeks
and murmured something in alanguage he didn’t know. “ Sumerian blessing,” shetold him stepping away.
“Roughly trandates as * the gods help those who help themsalves!” | |eft out the part about the goats.
Redo the wards before you go to degp—they won't stop a Demonlord, but they might stop lesser
demons”

“Might?”
“Should””

“Should' s not alot more encouraging.”
“Best I'vegot.”

Ryne Cyratane flickered again as Leah went out the door. Head half turned, he seemed to be paying
more attention to Leah’ s surroundings than to his handmaiden athough, since Tony wastrying to get a
better look at his ass, there may have been subtleties missed.

He had just enough cough syrup left to reset the wards. Finished, he closed the file on the [aptop,
powered down, and closed the door.

They won't stop a Demonlord, but they might stop lesser demons.



He locked the door, put the chain on, and shoved a chair up under the handle. Onething he'd learned
over the years—it didn’t hurt to take precautions and not taking them often hurt alot. Where hurt could
be defined as, Oh, look, here | am back in the ER.

He could still catch two hours and forty minutes of deep if hefdl over right now. When the paper bag the
Chinese food had comein rattled as he tossed it onto the counter, he redlized that they hadn’t eaten the
fortune cookies. He grabbed one and cracked it.

“The blow from sunlight is more unexpected than the blow from darkness.” That was new. “ Cookie guys
must have gotten themselvesanew Magic 8 Ball.” Shoving the dip of paper in his pocket, he stripped off
his clothes and dropped onto the bed. As he leaned acrossto get the light, something crinkled under his
elbow.

Somehow a copy of TV Week magazine had gotten shoved under the bottom sheet. It had been folded
open at “ Star Spotting” and the photo of Lee and the blonde du jour. 1t looked like they were coming out
of aclub. She had both hands wrapped around Lee' sarm, her gaze following the strands of long, pale
hair blowing up into hisface. He looked like he was saying something clever to the crowd of paparazz,
his hand holding ashapeintheair.

“Wizards see what' sthere,” Tony told the picture.

He wasn'’t touching her. Hewasn't looking at her. She was an accessory.

A smoke screen.

Alie

“Yeah.” The magazine hit the far wall and fluttered to the floor. “ Bitter much?’

Hel€ft the televison on a blue screen with the sound off. A high-tech night-light for people who knew
there were thingsto be afraid of in the dark.

“Hey, Tony, | got an e-mail from Brianna.”

Tony lowered his coffee and peered blearily acrossthe office at Amy. He must be getting old. Two hours
and forty minutes deep just didn’t do it for him anymore. “ So?’

“Y ou want to know what it says?’
1] NO-”

“It says, ‘ Tell that jerk-face Tony to check hise-mail.” You know...” Sheleaned back in her chair and
flicked an eraser at him. “ ... you might want to try and establish arelationship with someone your own

age.

He should have gotten alarger coffee he redlized as the eraser bounced off hisforehead. Except that he
didn’t think they made alarger coffee. “We don't have arelaionship.”

“No? Then why’ d you give her your e-mail?’

“I didn't.”



“Sureyou didn’t. You look like shit, by the way. Late night?’
“Vay.”

“Hot date?’

“Not even remotely.”

“Cold date?”

Henry’ s body temperature was severa degrees below norma. Tony wondered why his brain decided to
throw that into the conversation. “No date.”

“Ah, so you stayed up drowning your sorrows. Dude, I'm there.”

Amy had gone off again with Brian—her on again/off again boyfriend—just after theincident in August.
Sheingged it had nothing to do with what had happened that night, but Tony Hill felt vagudy guilty even
though nothing had specifically happened to Amy. Of course, given that it was Amy... well, that might
have been the problem.

Tuning out Amy’slitany of dating woe, he negotiated amaze of papier-méaché tombstones and headed
for the soundstege.

He wasn't sure how he made it through the morning.

Mason's close-ups.

Lee' sclose-ups.

Padma s close-ups.

The same lines, over and over.

Sorge s anticipated rant about matching light levels between studio and location.
“Wedcometo thethrilling and exciting world of syndicated televison.”
Peter half turned. “What was that, Mr. Foster?”

Oh, shit. Had he said that out loud?

“I...um... wasjud...”

“Why don’t you go make sure Raymond Dark’ s office isready.”
“Right.”

The next scene would be one of the first scenesin the episode, the scene where Padma s character
arrived to hire Raymond Dark, someone or something in an advanced state of decay having been lurking
about her windows at night. People who worked in the entertainment industry got very blase about the
dead walking.



“Thisian't just astalker, Mr. Taylor. Stalkers don’t shed parts of their body... Sorry.”

“Don’t shed body parts behind the hedge,” Peter called from behind the monitors. “1 like the emphasison
just and we' redill ralling.”

“Thisian't just astdker, Mr. Taylor...”

Tony let the words wash over him. And over and over, and the moment Peter called lunch, he dropped
onto the office couch and closed his eyes.

“Laenight?’

No mistaking that crushed-velvet voice. He opened his eyesto see Lee gazing down at him from alittle
over an arm’s length away. For one damn-the-torpedoes moment Tony thought about asking, Afraid I'll
drag you down here with me?—but sanity prevailed and hesaid only: “Very.”

“Hot date?’

Been there, done that, had the conversation once aready today. “Not even remotely.”
“Hey, too bad.”

Oh, no. You don't get to be all happy my love life sucks. “Biteme.”

“Pardon.”

Oh, shit. Had he said that out loud, too? So much for sanity prevailing. Missafew hours deep and his
sense of sdlf-preservation took off for parts unknown. He shoved hisfist in his mouth to block ayawn
and, when he could talk again, said, “Sorry. I'm so out of it, | don’t know what I’'m saying.”

“Sure”

What was that supposed to mean?
“Pleasant dreams.”

Or that, he wondered as L ee walked away.

Worrying about it probably kept him awake for al of three or four minutes. He tossed. He turned. He
redlized he was probably dreaming about the time L ee suddenly acquired an impressive and familiar set
of antlers. Usually, that kind of awareness woke him up but not today. He heard Leah’ s voice say
something about feeding on sexud energies, and he settled back to enjoy the show.

“Tony!”
No.

“Come on, wake up.”

Not going to happen. Not now. Not when...
“I haven't got timefor thisshit.”

Hedidn't have awholelot of choice about waking up when he hit the floor. Rolling over onto his back,
he glared up at Jack Elson. “What?’



“I’ve got abody | want you to look at.”
“What?’

“They found a construction worker just down from where you lot were shooting last couple of nights,
torn to pieces.”

Tony took the RCMP congtable' s offered hand and alowed the larger man to drag him up onto hisfest.
“Sucksto be him, but what’ sthat got to do with me?’

“Something bit hisarm off.”



Chapter Three

“COUGAR. DIDN’'T THEY HAVE onein Stanley Park a couple of years ago? Probably ran out of
house pets to eat out in the suburbs and wandered into the city.”

“Coroner ruled it out.”
“Bear, then.”
13 NO_”

“Really big raccoon.” When Jack took his eyes off the road long enough to glare across the cab of his
truck, Tony shrugged. “ Raccoons can be pretty damned big. | saw one once about the size of small

“You ure?’
“ About what?’

Jack downshifted and accelerated through a changing light. “ About what you saw. Maybe it wasn't a
raccoon.”

“Youthink | saw asmdl dog?’

“Don't tell mewhat | think.”

“Fine” Tony sghed. “If you don’t think | saw araccoon, what do you think | saw?’
Another glance acrossthe cab. “You tell me.”

“Oh, for fuck’ s sake; sometimes araccoon isjust araccoon!” He sank down asfar asthe seat belt strap
would alow.

Tony hadn’t wanted to go look at a dead body, particularly not a dismembered dead body, and he' d haf
hoped that CB would refuse to dlow him the time off. Although CB hadn’t been happy about losing his
TAD for the afternoon, he was well aware of the benefit of remaining in the RCMP s good graces and
he’ d waved off Tony’s protests that he was needed on the soundstage with one massive hand. “ As
difficult to believe asit may be, Mr. Foster, | believe production can continue for a few hours
without you.”

“ Boss, there’ sno PA out there yet. I'mit.”
“ S0 if an errand needs running, someone on the soundstage will have to run it.”

Tony’ d opened his mouth to point out how unlikely it wasthat grips or eectricians or carpenters would
do any such thing and then closed it again when CB added: “ They' Il do it for me.”

Y es, they would. Because no one who worked for Chester Bane would be suicidal enough to refuse
athough they’ d tdl themsdlves they were doing it becauseit never hurt to do the bossafavor.

Whichwas aso true.



As Jack pulled into the underground parking a Vancouver General Hospital, Tony’s ssomach growled.
“Y ou made memiss lunch,” he muttered.

“You may thank mefor that,” Jack told him, turning off the truck. “Come on.”

The city morgue was in the basement near the end of along hall made narrow by line of gurneys,
wheelchairs, and alocked filing cabinet. Cramped conditions aong the outside walls of the outer office
made the reason for outsourcing thefiling cabinet clear. A middle-aged Asian woman wearing the
end-of-her-rope expression common to professionas who fought with bureaucracy on adaily basis sat at
one of the cluttered desks forking noodles out of a Styrofoam bowl.

“Dr. Wong.”

She waved the fork in Jack’ s general direction and continued chewing.
“Thisisthewitness| mentioned earlier. Should we just go onin?’

Fork tines pointed toward the set of double doorsin the back wall.
“Thanks. Wewon't belong.”

A large hand between Tony’ s shoulder blades got him moving again in spite of his brain locking things
down by suddenly repeating dismembered dead body over and over asthough it had just realized what
that meant.

“Elson.”

Jack paused in the doorway, leaving Tony staring into aharshly lit room at abank of stainless sted
drawersfamiliar to anyone who'd ever turned on ateevison st.

“If he pukes, you clean it up.”
Jack snorted. “1f he pukes, he cleansit up.”

“Hey!” Heturned just far enough to glare back through the open door at the doctor. “1’m not going to
puke.”

“Yeah.” She plunged her fork back into the noodles. “ That’ swhet they dl say.”

And then the door was closed and Jack was walking across the room and opening a drawer.
Pulling it open.

Exposing the dead body.

The dismembered dead bodly.

For himto look at.

Look at the dismembered dead body.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Foster. Y ou’ ve seen bodies before.”

“I know.”

“S0 get your assover here”



It wasn't so much the body, it was the morgue and the drawer and the smell—the place smelled like the
gradeten biology lab just before the whole fetal pig fiasco; he' d dropped out aweek later—the
combination made it creepier than he was used to.

Creepier than a dead baby in a backpack, its life sucked out by an ancient Egyptian wizard?
Creepier than a man bouncing off a window, every bone in his body broken? Creepier than
watching a wardrobe assistant gurgle out her last breath through the ruin of her throat?

Well, if you put it that way...
At least thisguy waslikely to stay dead.
Fingers crossed about that whole staying dead thing, Tony walked over to the open drawer.

He didn’t recognize the construction worker, but then he hadn’t seen any of them naked so that might be
afactor. Theleft arm was missing about ten centimeters below the shoulder, the edges of the wound
ragged, the end of the bone crushed. “Where sthearm?’

“No one knows.”

“Nice”

“Probably not. Losing thearm didn’t kill him; whatever took it aso broke his neck. What do you see?’
“Dead guy missnganam.”

“Tony.”

“Serioudy. That'sdl I...”

“What?'

Frowning, Tony walked around the drawer and stared at the construction worker’ s other side. Head
cocked, he spread hisfingers and tried to match the tips of the first three and histhumb into aline of
gouges ending in deep punctures. “Isthere a set just like this on the guy’ s back?’

“Why?"
Wizards saw what wasthere. “Becauseif thereis, it'show it hdd on whileit bit the arm off.”
Therewasa st of identical puncturesin the guy’ s back.

“1t?7" Jack demanded.

Tony shrugged. “Y our guessisasgood as mine.”

“Probably not!”

Y eah, okay. That was valid. He took another look at the body. Something with three fingersand
impressive claws had definitely bitten the poor bastard’ sarm off. And that was all he had.

Not an imp, though. Not unless the Demonic Convergence imps were bigger than the regular kind, and
Leah’ sattitude had implied they weren't. She' d said he wouldn’t have any trouble dedling with them and,
athough his ego was plenty healthy, he suspected he' d have alittle trouble dedling with whatever the hell
had been snacking on construction workers.



Worker.
Sofar.

Grest. This meant there was something going on in Vancouver besides the Demonic Convergence. And
Henry. Yeah, we're a happening kind of place.

“If you' ve got something, Tony, spitit out.”
He rubbed the edge of the stainless stedl table with histhumb. “1t’ s not about this”

“For Christ’ s sake, try and stay focused. I’ ve got adead man here, and...” When Jack’ svoicetrailed
off, Tony looked up to find the constabl€' s pae eyeslocked on hisface. “1t's more weirdness, isn't it?
There' retwo sets of weird going on. This...” Hewaved ahand over the body. “... and whatever you

decided didn't do this.”

“It' snothing.”
“Oh, no. Thisis something so the other thing, it doesn’t get to be nothing until | say it’snothing.”
Tony ran over that in his head and wasn't sure where he ended up. “What?’

“Tak. Or we stay in here until you do.”

“So this Demonic Convergence thing, it started aweek ago but it isn’'t responsiblefor this?’

“No. Probably not.” Jack’ s expression suggested he be more definite and since hanging around in the
morgue was beginning to freak him out, that seemed like agood idea. “ Definitely not,” he amended.

“Demonic Convergence says demons to me, and ademon could have done this.”

“Y eah, but there' s barely even been enough time for it to wear redity away to the point where imps
could get through.” Tony wasimprovising now off very littleinformation, but Jack didn’t need to know
that. “No way the Demonic Convergence had anything to do with this unfortunate man’ s deeth.”

Jack stared at him for along moment and then dammed the drawer. Fortunately, the seals absorbed
most of the sound. “So what did?’

“l havenoidea”

“Layersof hdls?’

“Yesh”

“Butif hdl exigs, then... jugt, no.”

Tony braced himsdlf asthe truck briefly lifted up onto two whed s while taking the exit off Lougheed. “If



it heps, it'snot hell like achurch-sponsored hell. It shell like aredly shitty place to be stuck in, so why
not cal it hdl. If you live there, you probably call it something like Scarborough.”

“What?’
“It saToronto thing.”

“Then no one outside of Toronto cares.” Paming the wheel around, Jack hit the gas and set about trying
to break the sound barrier heading south on Boundary Road. “So | can expect demons asthis
Convergence goeson?’

“Firgt, demonswould be along shot even if there was no one around to take care of things. Second, I'm
onit”

“Isthata‘no’?’

“That’ sano. Although there might be afew imps.”

“Imps?

“Sort of small, mostly harmless demons.”

“Can | shoot them?’

“How should | know?’

“Y ou'rethewizard. How long isthis Convergence going to last?’
“Noidea”

Like many very fair men, Jack turned amost purple when upset. Tony took pity on him before he blew
an artery. “I’ll check some stuff out, okay? When | have answers, you'll have answvers”

“What kind of stuff?’
“Wizard stuff.”
“Thisistotaly insane”

“Don’t blame me, you' re the one who decided to go al Nightstalker. Y ou know, alittle denid can bea
lot hedithier.”

“Not inmy line of work. I'm after thetruth.” He narrowly missed running down ayoung woman pulling a
two-meter-high Dutch windmill on adolly and sighed. “ That sounded inanely pompous, didn't it?’

“Had a certain Fox Mulder-like quality to it, yeah.”

The truck rocked to astop in front of the studio, momentum fighting brakes hard enough that Tony’ sface
nearly impacted with the dashboard. From his sudden vantage point, he could see other vagudly oily scuff
marks. Hisface hadn’t been the first. He supposed it was encouraging that Jack’ s driving hadn’t been
amed specificdly at him—he' d been starting to think he inspired a certain lunacy behind the whed. Some
kind of wizard leskage thing.

“I'mfine, thanks for asking,” he muttered as he straightened, fumbling for the seat belt.

“You'rewelcome. Y ou' ve got my cdl number?’



“Yeah.” Jack’ s card wasin hiswallet right next to Leah's. The cop and the stuntwoman. The RCMP and
the Demongate. Small world. He jJumped out of the truck and turned to close the door.

“Hey.” Jack leaned toward him. “If you find out what killed that guy, you cdl me.”

“I'll cdll,” Tony sighed. He closed the door and looked in through the open window. “But whatever it is,
youwon't be ableto arrest it.”

“I can arrest anything | can get apair of cuffson,” Jack snarled, dammed the truck into gear, and roared
off. Traffic stuttered to give him room, and Tony had an ingtant’ s unobstructed view of the other Side of
the Strest...

... and Kevin Groves. Thetabloid reporter looked like he' d just won alottery.

“How long until we can shoot at UBC?’ Eyesrolling, Amy beckoned Tony over. “Y ou have got to be
kidding me! Who? That can't take morethan a... What, them again? Right. Fine. If anyone cancels, will
you call me? Thank you.” She dropped the phone onto the receiver and sighed. “ Once again, UBC is
gtanding in for every dien city in syndication. Y ou’ d think it was the only placein the lower mainland that
looked sciencefictiony.”

He balanced half hisbutt on the edge of her desk. “ So why do we want to shoot there?’

“Giant mutant plants escape from ageneticslab and start blinding people. Raymond Dark goesin at night
when they’ re doing whatever plantsdo at night.”

“Like Day of the Triffids.”
“WI,H?’

“RKO moviewith Howard Ked and Janette Scott. Although | think it was ameteor shower that actualy
blinded people. They mention it in the Rocky Horror Picture Show.” Frowning, he reached for aplastic
six-legged octopus and got his hand dapped.

“So there are no new ideasin televison. Qud surprise. Not.” She moved the octopus out of his reach.
“No onewill noticewe stoleit.”

“I'll notice.”

“Yeah, and if you spent more time learning wizard shit and lesstime watching Movie Centra, you might
be useful.”

“For what?’

“That’ sthe question, isn't it?’ Leaning back in her chair, she laced her fingers over theline of skulls
embroidered onto her raw cotton shirt and smiled. Tony mistrusted the smile. “ So, an afternoon off with
the new boyfriend?’

And that waswhy. “You're ddusond.”

“I just want you to be happy.”



“Wewere a the morgue.”

“Cool. Why?"

“He wanted meto look at abody.”

“Kinky. Pre- or post-autopsy?’

Tony couldn’'t remember any stitching, o he guessed. “Pre.”
“Kinkier.”

Before the conversation could devolve further, they were distracted by ayoung woman fighting to get a
Dutch windmill through the front doors and into the office. She looked familiar.

“Thisisthelast onethey have,” she gasped over the noise of balsawood and canvas hitting the floor, “so
it better be the right one.”

“They?" Tony asked, ducking aflimsy-looking blade. “WindmillsR Us?’

“Prop shop over a Bridge,” Amy explained. “We borrowed it. And before you ask, | suspect it was part
of some bucolic dien landscape.”

“I was actudly going to ask if they know we plan on burning it down in ablatant Frankenstein rip-off.”

“With any luck, that would be abig fat no and, according to the writers, it snot arip-off, it'san homage.
Krigta, thisisTony, our TAD. Tony, thisisKrista, the new office PA.”

“Hey!” Krisawaved ahand in Tony’ s generd direction. “1 don’t suppose you could help me get this
onto the sound-stage.”

“Through there?’ He glanced toward the scuffed door that led to the hall that led to the soundstage that
led to the show that CB built. Lined with racks of extra costumes, the hall was barely wide enough for
one and not even remotely wide enough for one and awindmill.

“Well, duh.”
“Not possible. You'll haveto take it outside and go around to the carpenter’ s door.”

Krigtalooked at the windmill and then at the bloody knuckles she' d acquired getting it into the office.
“Y ou' refucking kidding me.”

“Heredly in't,” Amy told her cheerfully.

The new PA’sbrows drew in, stretching the blue crescent moon on the left side of her forehead. “ Thisis
ated, isn'tit?

As Amy shook her head, Tony leaned close and murmured, “Y ou're lucky. Thelast two got sent to
Starbucks.”

“Bad?’
“Oneof them’'s ill there”

“Right.” Shetook a deep breath and began to force the windmill back outside.



“Need some help?’
“No, thanks. I've got it.”

Tony backed toward Amy’ s desk as something cracked. View blocked by the base of the windmiill, it
wasimpossibleto tdl what.

“Get out of my way, you fucking asshat,” Krista' s voice snapped out like awhip.
Or who.

“I think I'm gtarting to like her,” Amy said, grabbing for the phone. “ She has away with words. CB
Productions.”

“I definitely like her,” Tony growled as Kevin Groves cameinto the office cradling hisleft am. Anyone
who recognized Grovesfor the fucking asshat he truly was, was a person worth knowing. “Hey,” he
waved ahand in front of Amy’sface. “I’m out of here.”

She nodded a him and began explaining the company policy regarding their actors and redity shows. As
far asTony knew, CB didn’t actudly have acompany policy, Amy just enjoyed mdigning the intelligence
of redlity show producerson CB’sdime.

“Tony Foster.” Groves voice matched hislooks; thin and unmemorable.

“Can'ttak.” Tony spun on one hed, rubber squedling against tile, and headed for the exit. “Haveto
work.”

“Jugt afew minutes of your time.”

“No.”

“Why were you out riding with RCM P Constable Jack Elson?’
“Askhim”

“Isit trueyou're lovers?’

Tony turned in the open doorway and laughed in Groves face. “Y ou know, you should ask Congtable
Elson that—but wait until I’ m there so | can watch you get your ass kicked.”

“I just intended to get your attention.” Grovestook a step closer. Hisjaw worked at awad of gum.
Spearmint from the smell. He was holding up his PDA, the record icon flashing. “Were you with him
today because of the construction worker who was killed last night by your location shoot?”

“My location shoot?’

“Fine. By the show’ slocation shoot. By the location being used by the television program known as
Darkest Night. Whatever. Do the police believe that supernatural forces are responsible for the removal
of theman’'sarm?’

Groves knowing the arm had been removed was better than him knowing it had been bitten off, Tony
supposed. Over one of the reporter’ s polyester-clad shoulders, he saw Amy stick her head in Mason's
office. “Areyou on cheap drugs?’ he asked conversationdly.

“Do you use drugs to heighten your senses?” Groves asked in turn.



Tony smiled as Jennifer, Mason’ s persond assistant, emerged. Part of Jennifer’ s job wasto protect
Mason from unwanted press attention. When she was in agood mood, she extended that protection to
the rest of the studio. His smile widened as one set of impeccably manicured fingers clamped down on
Groves shoulder and the other reached low to give the wedgie to end dl wedgies.

Hejoined in Amy’ s applause as Jennifer frog-marched the reporter across the office by the grip she
maintained on the waistband of histighty whiteys—which was now consderably higher than hiswa<.

“Fogter!” Not surprisingly, Groves' voice sounded shriller than usud. “Doesthis have anything to do with
the Demonic Convergence?’

He stopped applauding and ducked quickly through the door, closing it behind him before Groves could
seehisface.

“Demonic Convergence?’

Too late to hide his expression from Lee who' d gpparently been lurking in the hall, one arm draped
nonchalantly over arack of faux Gypsy-wesr.

“Tabloid reporter.” Tony shrugged, hoping he sounded alot more dismissive than hefdt. “That sort of
shit'shisstock in trade.”

“Like haunted housss.”

“Sure.” Shit. Not sure. The last thing he wanted was for Lee, who knew damned well haunted houses
werered, to start thinking they were about to be involved in an actuad Demonic Convergence. Which
they were. Tony worked hisway past apair of gorilla suits wondering how the hell Groves had known
about the DC. Had Leah spoken to him? And if she had, why? And if she hadn’t, how ese... ?

“Ta"y! ”

Heturned just far enough to seethat Lee had followed him. Given his ongoing obsession with the actor,
not noticing that kind of proximity had to be healthy. Hedlthier had he not been distracted by the thought
of Leah taking Kevin Groves, of al people, into her confidence, but lately he' d take any emotional
gability he could get.

“Wdl?
From Lee stone of voice, he'd missed haf of an entire conversation. “ Sorry. | wasn't listening.”

“Yeah. | noticed.” And Leewasn't happy about it. Another time, atime when Tony didn’'t have an
immortal stunt-woman, agung ho RCMP congtable, and a Demonic Convergence to dedl with—and
let’ s not forget there’ s also something out there that reduced a grown man to snack food—Le€'s
unhappiness at hislack of attention would be bringing on a case of thewarm fuzzies.

Another time.

Right now, he had rather alot on hisplate. Did Jack expect him to go hunting the snack food reducing
monster? Becalise that so wasn't going to happen.

13 Tw! ”
“Right. Sorry. Digiracted.”

Lee sghed and ran ahand up through his hair. “1 was just asking if there was anything in what Groves



said. That you were out with Constable Elson because a construction worker got killed.”

He wanted to be a part of it—whatever it turned out to be. It was obviousin hisvoice, in hisexpression,
inhisbody language. Everything said: Let me help you.

Oh, yeah, like Tony was going to let that happen. In the last six months, Lee had been possessed three
times and there was no way in hell—any hell—that he was going to add to thet list.

Let me help you.
Why?

Because | seem to have a deep-seated metaphysical death wish I’m not even aware of. Maybe it
stems from my repressed sexual identity, but since that’stied up with you, too, | guess|’min the
right place.

No fucking way. He was not going to be responsible for Lee getting whammied yet again. Tony managed
anear gpproximation of asmutty grin and flashed it in the actor’ sgenerd direction. “Hate to admit it, but
Groveswasright. | was with Constable Elson because we were having hot Mountie sex in the cab of his
truck.”

Long pause.

Lee stared.

Tony kept grinning.

Findly, Lee sghed again, the exhdation atype of surrender. “CB let you off work for that?’

“Y eah, the bossisdl about keeping the cops happy.” He started walking again. Once in the soundstage,
Peter’ d have them both back at work and this conversation would be over. “ Just be thankful Jack’s not
interested in your ass, or he'd pimp you out, t0o.”

“You cal him Jack?’
“When | cdl him other things, he reminds me he' sarmed.”

Tony sped up just enough to keep Lee' shand from landing on his shoulder. Goddamn it! Thered light
was on, and they were stuck together at the end of the hall, waiting for the camerato stop rolling ina
space barely a meter square. They were not going to talk about the Demonic Convergence. He was not
going to give Leethe chance to talk him into changing his mind, then somehow put himself in danger, and
confuse the hdll out of both of them when Tony had to ride to the rescue. Again. “ So, how’ sthe blonde?’

Leefrowned. “Which blonde?’
“You can't keep track?’
“Sure, but...”

“The one you took to the latest premiere.” Hands curved out in front of his chest indicated her dominant
features. “Nice picture of the two of youin TV Week.”

“Ah, yeah... Judith. She'sfine. Great.”



“Rented?’

“Jesus, Tony.” Leerolled hiseyes. “No, she was not fucking rented.”
“Borrowed?’

“Where do you go to borrow ablonde?’

Tony snorted. “Probably not the same place you do. So how was the movie?’
“What movie?’

“The one you went to with the borrowed blonde.”

“Obvioudy, not greet; | don’t remember it. How was the morgue?’
Nicetry. “What morgue?’

“The one you went to with your borrowed blond.”

“Before or after the hot Mountie sex?’

“Look, Tony, if you don’'t want meto have any part of this—whatever thisis—all you haveto dois say
0.

A long moment passed, and it was asif al that guy banter hadn’t happened. They were back at the
Demonic Convergence part of the conversation.

Tony’ d never noticed before that the red light made a noise when it went off. Sort of afaint plock. “I
don't want you to have any part of this,” he said, yanked open the door, and stepped out onto the
soundstage.

He hadn’t expected to be done with work by sunset let done have time to get from the studio to
VanTerm before Leah finished her stunt. But at 5:50, dmost an hour before the sun actualy went down,
hewasin his car and heading west on Hastings, squinting behind the shield of hisdark glasses.

VanTerm was acontainer termina up on Burrard Inlet. Eventually, everyone shooting any kind of
shipping in the Vancouver area ended up there because itslayout made it easy to crop the shot. For the
short time Tony’ d been paying attention, it had stood in for San Francisco, New Y ork, New Jersey,
Singapore, Gotham City, and at least two dien planets not to mention the half-dozen times it had actualy
played itsdf. It was the UBC of shipping locations.

Heturned right on Victoria Drive, drove more or less the speed limit to Stewart Street, turned left and
then right onto the terminal grounds.

“I’'m herefor the CBC shoot.” He fumbled out his Director’s Guild Card, but the middle-aged security
guard in the box barely looked up from hislaptop before waving him through.

Berth three was past the reefer yard, past the container yard, jutting out into the inlet across the end of
the jetty that also held berths one, two, and four. Tony parked by thefirst truck—freshly purple, the
CBC logo bright and shiny on both sides and across the back—| ocked his car, and started walking.



Quickly. It was il abit of ahike and he wanted to make sure he saw L eah take her dive. It was more
of astunt than CB would ever be willing to pay for—even if the season one Darkest Night DVDs sold
aswell as Oliviain marketing predicted. Since Oliviain marketing was ten thousand or soin debt to a
bookie named Icepick Ernie, no one put much faith in her ability to pick awinner.

They had four cameras st for the shoot. One up on the back end of the container ship to catch the fall
from above, one in a Ports Canada Police boat about ten meters out, and two on the jetty. The two on
the jetty were, Tony was happy to notice, one model older than the cameras used by CB Productions.

“Let’shear it for government spending,” he muttered, hands in hisfront pockets as he watched the
second unit director set the shot. “Repaint the trucks before you replace the equipment.”

Still, hard to argue with the kind of pull that got clear skiesand atotaly killer sunset in acity that got
roughly three hundred days of rain ayear. When the CBC wanted a sunset, they got one.

A familiar voice shouting his name turned his atention away from the water.
“Danid?

CB Productions entire stunt team jogged over, grinning.

“What are you doing here?’

Danid patted hisradio. “I’m on the safety crew. Y ou don’t honestly think | can support afamily onthe
hours | get from CB, do you?’

“I thought your wife supported your family.” Danid’ swifewasin advertising. Tony wasn't exactly sure
what that meant, but it had, at one point, involved Danid bringing in packages of wienersfor everyoneon
the shoot.

“Ouch. Way to kick aguy inthe nuts.” But hewas gill grinning when he said it, so Tony decided not to
worry about insulting aman who had black beltsin three martia arts and who cheated death for aliving.
Okay, maybe not degth, not most of the time, but he definitely cheated soft tissue damage on aregular
basis. “ So, you're done early today.”

“l amthat.”

“You hereto see Leah'sdive?’

“Yeah.” Tony nodded up a the container ship. “ She going from the back end there?’
“It'scalled the stern, you ignorant git.”

“Looksstern. Also high.”

“And thisis one of the smaller ones. There' s ships out there today that can carry up to and above 8,000
TEU—thisone, I’d say no more than 4,000.”

“No shit.”

“You have no idea of what | just said, do you? TEU stands for twenty-foot equivaent unit and... uh,
never mind. Essentialy, thismay look big, but there' slots bigger.” He waved ahand; a Blue's Clues
bandage wrapped around one finger. “ Approximately seven meters, railing to surface, into water
goproximeately fifteen meters deep.”



“Deep enough?’

Daniel snorted. “Morethan. And cleaner than usua, too. Ports Canada guys on the boat were saying it
was highest tidal backwash they’ d ever seen up the inlet. Swept al sorts of crap out to sea”

“And that’ sgood?’

“Very. Hitting ahunk of crap that floated in past the cleanup crew isaways afrightening
possibility—where dways means not today.”

Not today, not for Leah, Tony thought as Daniel took on the unmistakable characteristics of someone
listening to voicesin hishead. Coincidence or Demongate? He didn’t have enough information to answer
that. He redlly didn’t want enough information to answer that, but then, it sucked to be him.

“Diversarein thewater.” Daniel clapped him on one shoulder hard enough to rock him back astep.
“We'reready togo. I'll tak to you later.”

“Y ou know you' ve got aburning windmill in your future, right?”
He paused, haf turned. “ Frankenstein rip-off?’

“Homege”

“That'swhat they dl say.”

True enough, Tony admitted as Danid jogged back to join the rest of the safety crew on the jetty. The
sunset had painted the tops of the waves red-gold and burned highlights along the edges of the ship.
Leah, wearing a short blonde wig and ashorter red dresswas standing at the rail talking to a heavyset
man with agleaming shaved head and adown vest. Probably the show’ s stunt coordinator. As Tony
watched, she glanced down and lifted ahand to acknowledge the divers, then positioned herself with her
back to therail. She had to be on abox. She wasn't that tall.

Bad-and-gleaming moved back to stand by the camera.
The entire crew gathered itself up.
“Ralling!”

Tony repeated the word slently asit bounced up and down the jetty. Asit faded, he knew the director
would be telling Bad-and-gleaming that Leah could go when she was readly.

Leah’ sarmswent out; she jerked back, and went over.

Seven meterslater, she hit the water buitt first, folded just enough to take the heavy dap off her back.
From the pumped fist rising up over the video village, the splash, lit by the setting sun, was everything the
DP wanted.

He couldn’t see her surface, the edge of the jetty wasin the way, but he heard her.
“Damn! Tha'scold!”

Hejoined the crew’ s gpplause and moved closer as the divers swam up to help her to the aluminum
ladder Daniel had just lowered into the water. The strappy, red high heels seemed to be giving her abit
of aproblem, but hands reached down to pull her the rest of the way. She accepted their congratulations
with a coy and dripping curtsy, waved toward the director’ s double thumbs up and again to



Bad-and-gleaming. By the time she got to Tony, she waswrapped in athermal blanket.
“You okay?’ he asked, faling in to step beside her.

“Please. Went out of the crow’ s nest once on a pirate ship in the Caribbean—1716, it was. Now that
wasafdl.”

“I thought you said you spent your timein the beds of powerful men?’

Shewinked a him from under adripping fringe of wet wig. “What do you think | was doing in the crow’s
nest?’

“Keegping watch?’
“I had my eyes open if that counts.”

Tony followed her up into the makeup wagon where she sat, still wrapped in the blanket so that a
middle-aged Japanese woman could work the wig off without ripping the lace that attached it to her face.

“Tony, Hama. Hama, Tony.”

The makeup artist nodded without looking up.

“Tony works over at CB Productions.”

“Thevampire show?’

“That’ sthe one.”

Shelooked up then. “Everett Winchester till with you?”
“Y eah. But don't quote me on that.”

Hamagrinned a Everett’ ssgnatureline. “Tdl him | said hi. All right, that’ sgot it.” Shetossed thewig
onto the counter whereit looked like blonde roadkill. Drowned blonde roadkill. “ Get into dry clothes,
and I’ll take out the pins.”

Her own hair gtill up under anet cap, Lesh left the towd in the chair and dipped in behind the set of
shelvesthat separated makeup from wardrobe. It was alayout Tony was familiar with and therefore just
abit on the chegp side for any other show. Still, with only Leah on camera, there wasn’t alot of point in
bringing out two separate trailers.

“ S0, you the boyfriend?’
Given the ped of laughter from behind the shelves, Tony didn’t see much point in answering.
Hamaraised adelicately arched brow. “ Apparently not.”

“We'rejust...” Then he paused. What were they? Friends? Not yet. Metaphysical accidents? Closer,
but hard to explain.

“We're compatriots,” Leah declared emerging from behind the screen in jeans, awhite T-shirt, and a
ydlow hoodie, dress dripping from one hand and apair of yellow high-topsin the other. “ Partnersin
crime. Paesano!” She dropped back into the chair and drew her feet up to |ace on the sneakers as
Hamatook the pinsout of her hair. Released, it fell in thick black curls reaching just below her shoulders.



“Y our mouth isopen,” she snickered, looking up from tying her second shoe. “What?’

“How the hell do you fit dl that hair...” He waved a the wig on the counter. “... under that?’
“Magic.”

Tony believed her.

Bouncing out of the chair, she zipped up the hoodie and turned just far enough to kissHama on the
cheek. “You areawizard of the makeup chair. I’ ve dtair falls next week, will | seeyou there?’

“Youwill.”

“Bueno!” She scooped the strap of a plaid shoulder bag up and over her shoulder, and grabbed hisarm,
not quite dragging him out the door. “Come on, Tony, I’ ve got to sign off, then we can go.”

“Thegair falsfor the same movie?’
“Yep. Hell of away to makealiving, en?”
“Thenwhy doyou doit?’

“Areyou kidding? It sthe most fun I’ ve had with immortality since the thirteenth century.” Sheraised a
hand. “Don’t ask. And the money’ s nothing to sneeze at. | mean we' re talking $500 aday base rate plus,
for this shoot, the CBC increase of 25 percent. | get called for abig budget movie and the increase can
be as high as 130 percent—you should maybe learn some basic physical protections and think about it.”

“No, thanks, | want to direct.”

“Of courseyou do. Hey, I’'m starving. The moment | finish the paperwork, let’s head for somefood.”
“We reedting?’

“And talking. | think you proved last night you can handle both.”

Last night. Right. “Wherée's... 7’ He gestured at the space over her head.

“Ryne Cyratane? Probably asfar from the gate as he can get. He' slike acat, hateswater. Shit.
Shoelace. Hang on.”

Tony who' d taken a couple of extra steps, turned as she dropped to one knee. The sunset was behind
her, thelast of the light unexpectedly bright. He raised ahand to shade his eyes, and saw something
move. At first he thought it was the Demonlord, then he redlized it was Sgnificantly solider and swinging a
human arm directly through the space Leah’ s head had just occupied.

She dropped flat, warned by the swish or the smdll or both, and rolled away from akick that would have
disemboweled her had the claws made contact.

Disemboweled anyone dse.

AsLeah roseto her knees, he thought he saw afamiliar breadth of tranducent bare shoulders behind her
athough with the sunin hiseyesit washard to tdll for certain. “ Do something!”

“Dowhat?’ Therewere scales and horns and whoa! Teeth!

“Wizadit!”



Right.

Hefolded the middle two fingers of hisright hand in and swung hisright arm back and then around and
over his head. He was supposed to shout the eleven words of the spell clearly and distinctly, but clear
and distinct got dumped in favor of speed. Things that were mostly serrated edged were fucking
motivating! Aslong asthe arm motion and the words finished asthe sametimeit should. ..

Energy surged up from hisfeet, roared through his body, and blew out of his outstretched arm, arcing
between forefinger and little finger then blagting forward.

The sudden flash wasimpressive.
“Tony?" Leah scrambled across the asphalt toward him. “Areyou al right?’

Good question. Bits hurt. Hardly surprising since the spell had knocked him back on hisass. He blinked
away brilliant blue afterimages. “1 think | broke my tailbone.”

“Yeah...” Shedipped an a'm behind his shoulders and levered him up. Fortunately, her Demonlord
seemed to have taken a powder because being cuddled by them both would have been too weird. “...
and your fingernalls are anoking.”

Onelast narrow wisp of smoke drifted off into the twilight from the ends of both blackened nails. “Ow.”
“Wdl put. What do you cdl that?’

“Arracdled it aPowershot.” Hisfingersfet scaded, but he could use his hand. “What the hell wasthat
thing?’
“That wasademon.”

“A demon? Like a Demonic Convergence demon? Like nothing to worry about because we' ll only have
to deal with imps? That kind of ademon?’

“It shouldn’t be herel”
“No shit!”

Still supporting most of hisweight, she glared down at him. From this close, Tony could seeatiny scar at
the edge of her right eyebrow. “Quit ydling a me! It'snot helping!”

He could also see that she was redly most sincerdly freaked and that threatened to send him into strong
hysterics. When thirty-five-hundred-year-old immortal stuntwomen got fresked, it wastimefor the rest of
the world to fucking lose it. Fortunately—for some weird definition of fortunately he didn’t want to go
into right now—nhe was too exhausted to start up the whole oh, my God, we' re all going to die thing.
After acouple of deep breaths, he managed afairly cam, “What happened to it?’

“Ash”

“And thearm?’

L eah nodded toward along, narrow lump of black on the pavement. “It got just alittle overcooked.”
“But thedemon isash?’

“The demon was other, the arm wasflesh.”



That dmost made sense. Tony struggled to sit up alittle straighter, but someone seemed to have snuck
into hisbody and replaced al his muscleswith marshmallows. “1 don’t fed so good.”

“Conddering the way you just blew your wad, I’'m not surprised.”
“Niceimagery.”

“Thank you. Canyou...” Approaching voices cut her off and suddenly it became necessary he sit up on
his own as Leah withdrew her arm and stood. “ Oh, no, here comesthe cavary. They must’ ve seen the
flash. Y ou get that arm packed up and let me ded with them.”

Ded? Tony managed to brace himsalf on one hand and turn enough to see three men gpproaching from
the jetty. Then Lesh crossed into hisline of sight, hips moving to an ancient rhythm. She laughed in
answer to something one of the men said, alow, throaty sound that held heated suggestion.

And if even he could fed the hegt, the odds were very high that none of the three men were now paying
any atention to anything ese.

You get that arm packed up.

Y eah. Right. Like that was the sort of thing he did every day. Well, actudly, given the content of Dar kest
Night, he’d done it a couple of times helping out the set dresser. He rolled up onto hisfeet, swayed for a
moment, and staggered back to the makeup trailer where he begged a garbage bag from the box on the
counter.

“Areyou feding dl right?” Hama asked as she handed it over. “Y ou don’t look so good.” Her eyes
narrowed. “Y ou should be amedium beige and you're down to alight ivory.”

“I'mfine. Just alittletired.”

“Y ou need more protein and less pizza. Especidly if you' re going to spend timewith Leah.”

“I"'m not spending that kind of timewith her.” He' d just rest for amoment longer against the open door.
“Uh-hun”

“l’m gw.”

“I'm generaly fairly cheerful mysdf,” shesaid dryly. “ Trust me about Lesh and red meat. Now closethe
door and go; you'reletting cold air in.”

It wasn't easy finding the remains of the arm. The banks of overhead lights shining down on the stacks of
containers created nearly impenetrable shadow and, haf blind, he dmost tripped over it before he saw it.
It looked like along lump of charcoal roughly carved into the shape of an arm—adight bend in the black
where the elbow might be and little stubby fingers on one end. Given that the construction worker’ s other
hand had been relatively normal, he had to assume the stubbiness occurred after death. Had the
Powershot burned the fingers away? Or had the demon snacked on the end of hiswespon?

“Demon snacks. Right. Why can't | ever spend time thinking about cars or getting laid, likeanormal
guy?’ He sighed as he shook out the garbage bag. It was one of the small white ones made for garbage
pailsunder the snk and it smelled vaguely of mint.

The scar on the palm of hisleft hand twitched as he dropped heavily to one knee beside the arm, and he
hesitated, fingers spread out about five centimeters over the burned flesh.



“Problem?’ Leah’svoice behind hisright shoulder.
“Thelast timel picked up anarm, it was't... fun.” Hello, understatement.

“Wall, thisone's pretty much pure carbon, so | don’t imagineit’ll giveyou any... Oh, my God! The
fingersmoved!” She snickered as he threw himsalf back so quickly he toppled over and pulled the
garbage bag from his hand. “Kidding. Here, I'll get it.”

“Y ou seem to be feding better,” he muttered from the asphalt.

“There snothing like alittle dap and tickle to remind agirl of what' simportant.” Sipping the bag over
her hand, Leah bent and scooped up the arm like she was scooping an enormous turd. An enormous
burned turd. With fingers. Stubby fingers. “I’m going to be feding better than you will for awhile,” she
added, straightening. “ Y ou just ripped that energy right out of your guts, didn’t you?’

“I guess.” Feet, legs, guts eventualy. Tony rolled up onto his knees as Leah closed the bag and reached
into his pocket for the twist tie Hama had given him. A narrow piece of paper fluttered to the ground, a
amdl line of white againgt the dark asphalt.

“What' sthet?’

“Fortune from last night’ s cookie.” He picked it up and turned it over, leaning back just alittle to bring it
out of shadow. “ The blow from sunlight is more unexpected than the blow from darkness. That
demon just attacked you in the last of the sunlight,” he said dowly ashe got to hisfeet. “And I’ d say that
was unexpected.”

Leah rolled her eyes. “ Y ou got afortune cookie that redly tellsthe future?
“You' ve got atattoo that's a Demongate.”

“ S0 you're saying stranger things have happened?’
“You'reholdinganarm.”

She glanced down at the bag. “ Good point.”

“Can | ask you something?’

“Sure”

It took dmost more effort than he had available to pull his car keys out of hisjacket pocket. “Can you
drive?’

Tony didn’t notice therip in the Sde of her hoodie until they were going into the steek house and he
stumbled. Leah turned to steady him, and he saw the fabric gape. “Looks like that demon almost got
you.”

She glanced down at the sweater and shrugged. “It' sthe almost that matters; | can't be hurt, remember?
Unfortunately, that doesn’t extend to my clothes. Theimportant thing isthat | ducked at exactly the right
moment and you were therein timeto blast the little bugger into dust.”



“Not solittle,” Tony grunted. “And not animp!”

“Would you let that go?" She maneuvered them around atable, toward the back of the restaurant. “So
therewasalot of convergent energy hitting the same spot early on, and something alittle bigger than an

imp got through. It happens.”

“Isit likely to happen agan?’

Sheflashed him asunny smile. “Well, if it does, you'll bethere to ded with it, won't you?’
“Yousadimps,” he muttered. “That wasn't animp.”

“And speaking of how much size matters...” Shewaited until she’ d helped him into ahigh booth against
the back wall and they were holding laminated menus before she continued. ... you might want to dia
your Powershot down abit. | think you' re going to lose those nails.”

The nail on his pinkie had begun to curl. It wasn't painful when he poked it, but it wasn't a pleasant
feding. Sort of acondensed memory of the energy surge.

When he looked up, Leah was shaking her head. “Y ou don’'t know how to did it down, do you?’

Tony thought about lying, but there was an arm in his trunk and transporting detached, carbonated body
parts made lying seem alittle pointless. “ That wasthefirst | ever did. I'll get better with practice.”

“Uh-huh. HE Il have the sixteen-ounce T-bone,” shetold the waitress,
“Ilcan'teata...”

Both women turned to stare at him. Leah’s gaze flicked down to hisfingernails.
He had the sixteen-ounce T-bone.

All of it.

And two baked potatoes with sour cream and chives.

And aside of creamed corn.

And aside of fried mushrooms.

And three huge pumpernicke rollswith butter.

And two beers.

Once he got started, he barely paused to breathe.

Leah had alot less of the samethings.

“S0,” she said at last when he set the gnawed bone on the plate and sat back with a satisfied sigh, “you
got lucky.”

“Lucky?’” Maybe wizards had a second stomach. He should have fdlt sick, but he only felt comfortably
full. Infact, hefdt like dessert. He yawned. And anap.

“Y ou got lucky with your first Powershot. Y ou didn’t blow off your hand.”



“And | saved your ass,” hereminded her, through another yawn. “ Stress the negatives much?’
“Sorry.” Thedimplesflashed. “You did, indeed, save my ass. Y ou got lucky.”

“lsn’'t that what happens around you? My day ends early enough to let the only person who can save you
ariveintimeto saveyou?’

“Yes, but...”

“I seeno buts.”

“You've just eaten enough for two people...”
“Why isthat bad?’

“Y ou needed to replace the energy you used.”

“But that’ s normd for awizard, right? It' s not bad. Demons running around VanTerm are bad. But, like
you said, | dedlt, so that’sgood.”

“Fine” Sherolled her eyes. “If you want bad, | have aholein my favorite hoodie!”

Tony grinned as Leah shoved her hand through the hole and waved it a him. “You'reright, that’s...”
He stopped grinning.

Shefrowned. “What?’

“Your T-shirt.”

She twisted and looked down, pulling the yellow fabric asde. Therewasasmdler holein the T-shirt.

And under that, the very tip of the demon’s claw had lightly scratched Leah’ s skin. Her finger shook as
shetraced the tiny burgundy beads of dried blood on the centimeter-long scratch. “No. That's
impossible. | can't be hurt.”

“That’ snot exactly hurt,” Tony began but she cut him off.
“Y ou don’t understand. That’ s blood!”
The scratch was bardly visible from across the table. “Not much...”

“My blood!” Leah spat the words out through clenched teeth. “1 haven't seen my blood in thirty-five
hundred yeard”

“Youmus have...”

“No!”

Other peoplein the restaurant were beginning to turn and stare. “Come on. We need to go.”
“Where?’

“Back to my place.” All of asudden hedidn’t fed like dessert. Her eyeswere wild and he wondered just
how closethe“crazy lady in the desert” wasto the surface.



“What are we going to do about thisthere?’

Good question. Too bad he didn’t have an answer. Wait... “We can start by reading your fortune
cookie”



Chapter Four

“I'HAVETO SAY THAT I’'m not surprised you lost the fortune cookie in this mess.”

Tony sat back on his hedsin time to see Leah shake her head at the pair of boxer-briefs dangling
between thumb and forefinger, then toss them to one side. She’ d calmed down alot in the car, and by
the time they got to the gpartment, she’ d either got ahandle on things or did so deeply into denia she
wasliving in Egypt. Tony wasn't sure which, but that was okay because he didn’t care which. Whatever
worked. “I told you, | was sorting laundry.”

She prodded a pile of jeans with the toe of one sneaker.

“Higtorically, most people sort laundry in order to do laundry.”

“l wasgoingto get to it.”

“When you get down to apair of paint-stained sweets and a T-shirt you got free from apromo guy?’

“Pretty much, yeah.” He smothered a yawn with the back of his hand and nodded toward the kitchen.
“The garbage isunder thesink. Try there.”

“Yousaid you didn’t throw it out.”

“I didn’t throw it out on purpose.” Shoving a pile of old newspapers out of the way, he dropped to his
belly to look under the sofa bed. Dead batteries. Firefly disk two. Blue slk tie. One dress shoe. Where
the hell was the other one? Assorted balled-up socks. Empty Timbit box. Threeissues of Cinefex. As
the cheap parquet floor warmed under him, it got harder and harder to stay focused. Empty sample
bottle of guava-flavored lube. Empty beer bottle. Unopened can of generic cola. No fortune cookie.

Clutching the can of cola, he shuffled backward until his head cleared the bed frame, dragged himself up
onto hiskneeswith ahandful of mattress, and allowed his upper body to collapse onto the bed.

Something crinkled.
Setting the can aside, Tony rummaged in the tangle of sheets. “ Found it.”
Lesh stared down at him in disbelief as she turned from the sink. Y ou dept with it?”

“Cdm down, we' rejust good friends.” Although the packaging had maintained physica integrity, the
cookie within had been crushed. He got himself up on hisfeet just long enough to shuffle around and Sit
down on the edge of the bed. Then he reached out and dropped it into her hand.

Her other hand moved to cover the scratch on her side. “Thisisfoolish.”
[13 M Wm”

“Y ours could have meant anything. It didn’t have to refer to the demon; that could have been
coincidence.”

“Could have. But | doubt it. Wizard,” he added with a shrug when she glanced at him.



Crumbs whispered against each other as she shook the package, the motion hiding the way her fingers
had started to tremble. “Y eah, but thisis my cookie, and I’'m no wizard.”

He understood why she was delaying; a certainty she had held for her whole life had changed and, given
the length of her life, that was saying something. Change could be terrifying. He understood; hejust didn't
havealot of patience with it Snce these days hislife changed every twenty minutes. “Would you just
open the damned thing!”

She hesitated a moment longer, then caught the edge of the plastic between her teeth and ripped. A smdll
strip of paper spilled out of the pile of amber crumbs on her palm.

“Ambitious change requires help; timing is everything. Oh, yes, very clear and extraordinarily
anticlimactic.” Eyesrolling, she dusted the crumbs off into the Sink. “That could mean anything.”

“It could mean that your Demonlord is getting ambitious and is using the Demonic Convergence to send
through minions with the ability to kill you so that the gate opens and he can come through.”

“Minions?’
“Demonic minions.”

“Yes, | got that.” She sat beside him on the bed, dark brows drawn in. “The rest of it, though—you're
redly reaching.”

“I'mredly not.” Grinding the heds of hishandsinto hiseyesonly blurred hisvison. The steek seemed to
be wearing off. Tony patted the blanket until he found the cola, popped the tab, and took along swallow.
“When you were attacked,” hetold her, feeling the sugar and caffeine hit his bloodstream, “when that
demon drew blood—such as it was—he was there, Ryne Cyratane. | saw him.”

“So?1 told you last night he' d be close because of the Convergence.” Her hand went back to her side.
“He had nothing to do with this.”

“Helikes sex, he hates water. Y ou were with me so that takes care of the sex, or lack of sex, and you
were till closeto lots of water. He had to bein that parking lot with you for another reason.”

“Tony...” The paper crinkled dightly asshewaved it. “... thisisafortune cookiefortune. It'sa
mass-produced platitude. Ambitious change could mean anything.”

“Y ou said he made amistake on the spell. He' s had thirty-five hundred yearsto figure out how to fix it.
Hecan't get through himsdif...”

“Why not?’

“How the hell should | know? He can’t because he didn’t, but he can send...”
“Minions?’

“Y eah. He' sgot motive and opportunity, and al the piecesfit.”

“Based on afortune cookie.”

He snatched the paper from her, crumpled it up, and threw it at apile of T-shirts. “Wizards seewhat’s
there”

“Y ou'relearning to be awizard from a correspondence course. Did it ever occur to you that you're



seeing thewrong thing?’
“Okay. Fine. What do you think’ sgoing on?’ They were sitting Side by side. Not looking at each other.
“Ryne Cyratane would have nothing to do with this”

“With hurting you?’ When she didn’t answer—and given that the Demonlord had carved those runesinto
her flesh using the blood of her people, Tony figured she didn’t redlly have an answer—he asked,
“Would he let another Demonlord use the gate?’

“No.”
No question there.

“Then since he' s<till around, he' sgot to be the one trying to open it. He probably figured out away to
direct the convergent energy to one spot.”

“Okay, fine, you have dl the answers...” Leah twisted around to face him, eyes narrowed. “Why did that
demon bite the congtruction worker’ sarm of f?’

Tony sghed. “Duh. Demon.”

He downed half the can of colawhile she thought about it.

“It explainseverything.”

“Yegh.”

“I bet you're feding pretty smug about figuring thisout,” she muttered at the toes of her high-tops.

He assumed she was actudly talking to him. “Not redly. It was kind of obvious.” For along moment the
soft squesk of hisfingers rubbing the cola can was the only noisein the apartment. “I guessyou' refeding
kind of betrayed.”

“Well, yes!” After contemplating her shoesawhilelonger, shelifted her head and pushed her hair back
off her face. “And no.” Her laugh was abit shaky, but to Tony’ s surprise, it wasn't faked. “1 mean, heis
aDemonlord, after al. He did daughter everyone | knew, so thisisn't exactly out of character for him. It
just took him awhileto make his next move.”

“Maybetimerunsdifferently where heis”

“Probably not. He was never very bright.” One hand did under her clothesto stroke the tattoo, and she
gmiled. “The s=x was greet, though.”

Tony stared at her with as much astonishment as he had the energy for. “ And that makes everything
okay?’

“Wadl, no, not okay; but it putsit in perspective, doesn’t it? So,” she continued before Tony could
respond, “assuming that he' Il try it again as soon as he' s used the convergent energy to open anew hole,
how do we keep these minions of hisfrom killing me?’

“And releasing a Demonlord into the world.”

“That’ s part two. You'll excuse me...” Her hand moved around from the tattoo to the scratch. “... but
I’ m more concerned about part one.”



Since keegping Leah dive would keep the Demonlord out, Tony decided there was no point in calling her
on that. They needed aplan. And while they were planning... “Can he hear us?’

“No. He says he getsimpressions of my life, but our only red conduit is sexud energy.”
“Good.” Hang on. “He says? Y ou have conversations?’

“ Sometimes, when he' sright up by the gate, | enter ameditative state and wetalk.”

“ Sometimes?’

“Pogtcoitd.”

Why did he even ask?* All right, we re not totally helpless; | dusted the demon with thearm.”

“And got knocked on your ass,” Leah reminded him. “It' s been what? Three and ahaf hours, and
you're still too wiped to get it up again.”

“I could s0...” Actually, no, he couldn’t. Not even thinking of Leein hismotorcycle jacket and chaps got
aresponse.

“That was a metaphor, Tony.”

Her expression suggested she knew what he' d been thinking. He could fed hisearsgo red. “It doesn't
matter. I’ ve got timeto recover ... for another Powershot,” he added hurriedly as she grinned. “It’ll take
him awhileto get another minion through, right? So we just have to stick with the origind plan. Wefind
out where the weak spot is, and you teach me how to close it down.”

13 NO_”
“Why not?’

“If Ryne Cyratane is sending demons through to kill me, my going anywhere near the weak spot would
be like waving astesk outside alion’s cage. It might provide enough incentive for a breakout—resulting
inaredly bad timefor the steak.”

Tony fought hisway through this second metaphor—which was, at least, not about sex. “Fine, you don'’t
have to go near the weak spot. Y ou tell me whereit is, teach me what to do, and I'll dedl.”

“It' snot that Smple.”

Hesghed. “It never is. All right, what do we do? How do we stop your Demonlord from opening the

gate?’
“Wekeegp medive”
“Yesh, | got that.”

“Serioudy, that'sal we have to do.” She reached out and touched hisarm. “1 teach you how to send the
demons back without destroying yourself, and every time one shows up, you zap it.”

“That soundssmple. Or not,” he amended when her expression threatened bodily harm.
“One question: what' Il the demon be doing while I’ m zapping?’

“Trying to kill me.” Her expression added aclear and succinct You idiot.



“Or trying to kill me, and you can’t stop it because, guess what—oh, yeah—it can kill you, too. I'm
thinking we need some backup.” Leaning forward, he could just barely reach his jacket hung over the
back of akitchen chair. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket, turned to Leah, and grinned. “Who you
gonnacal?’

Shelooked confused. “I’'m not caling anyone.”

He sighed. “No one watches the classics anymore.”

“Nelson.”

“Nice phone manner, Victory. You dways bark at your clients?’
“Good to hear you' ve regained consciousness, Tony.”

“l waan't...”

“Y ou weren't? Then you had another reason for not calling?’
“lwes...”

“Busy?Hang onasec.” Her voice faded dightly as she moved the phone from her mouth. “Drop the pins
and step away from the doll.”

“Vicki?’
“Yeah?’

“Areyou working?’ Victory Nelson had once been a much decorated Toronto cop, now shewasa
vampire P. |. —just like Raymond Dark only without the sidekick, the contrived plots, and the need to
keep the violence under PG-13. Tony heard a couple of muffled thuds and some moaning.

“It'sno big. These guys are total wannabes. What can | do for you?’
“I have afriend with abit of aproblem.”
“Isthisfriend another wizard?’

Oh, crap. She knew. He hadn’t called because he hadn’t known how to tell her and make it sound
believable. “How... 7’

“Henry told me, idiot.”

Right. Because Henry till considered Tony’ slifeto be his. HisHenry’ s, not his Tony’s. God, he was too
tired for this. “No, she' snot awizard. She'sastuntwoman and an immortal Demongate.”

“Not redly.” He outlined the problem.

Vicki let him talk without interruption. “Okay,” she said when hefinished. “Here swhat you do... You
ligening?”



“Yesh. I'mligening.”
“Stop acting likean assand call Henry.”
“I'mnet...”

“Bullshit. Look, I’'m not saying he'snot indulging in abit of testosterone-fueled assness as well, but one,
he' s out therein Vancouver and I'm not. Two, he owns agrimoire. Maybe more than one. He
understands the whole demon thing. And, three, he needs to know what' s going on, unlessyou' d rather
he found out that you were dedling with demonsin histerritory and didn’t tel him.”

“l don't think...”
“l know.”

Tony waited and when she didn’t say any more, he sighed. Of course she heard it, even three thousand
miles away. She could hear the blood moving through the hand holding the phone.

“Y ou know I’'mright.”
Hesdghed again. 1 guess”
“Fine. You'reright. Happy?’

“Ecdatic. Let me know how it turns out. Unless, of course, | find out on the news and then you needn’t
bother.”

“Becausethen I'll be dead.”
“That’ snot as much of an excuse asit used to be. Now... you cal Henry, I’m going to grab abite.”

The background moaning grew louder.

Henry paused outside the door to Tony’ s apartment. He could fed the power painted around the frame.
He could smdll the cherry cough syrup. It seemed that in the weeks since they’ d talked, Tony’ s studies
had progressed. And adapted.

Tony had dways been adaptable. It had hel ped him survive on the Street. 1t had helped him accept that
the world held wonder and darkness beyond the barriers most people thought marked the edge of
redity. It had certainly helped him working in an industry that created yet another redlity and very nearly
beievedinit.

Y es, adaptable was good.
Y oung, arrogant, prickly, possessive; not so much.
And if Tony didn’t exactly go out looking for trouble, he certainly seemed to cal it to him.

A noise pulled Henry’ s attention to the far end of the hall, and he turned in time to see an overweight



tabby dip out of the last gpartment. The cat’s owner kept the door open on the safety chain so that the
cat could wander in and out a will. Henry had never met the owner, but he and the cat had cometo an
understanding months ago.

The tabby’ syedlow eyes narrowed; he raised histail and sprayed the wall just outside the apartment
door.

Mine.
Henry sghed and raised a hand to knock. That was exactly the sort of welcome he was anticipating.

He could fed alife on the other sde of the door. Hear a heart beating. Fedl power... When the door
opened, he smiled. It was more of awarning than athrest. “Lesh Burnett?’

She was no more than five foot five, Mediterranean |ooking—south side of the inland sea. Almost, but
not quite, Arabic. Under black-and-yellow clothing she had the kind of curves most women in thisage
dieted away. Thick dark hair fdll in soft curls just past her shouldersframing aface with full lips, high
cheekbones, and dark eyes narrowed in afrown.

“You're Henry Fitzroy?’

“l am.” He could fed old power clinging to her like smoke. No, not merely old. Hewas old. Thiswas
ancient.
“I thought you'd betaler.”

At six feet, hisfather had been huge—even before his girth had expanded to fit hisego. At five six, Henry
was moretypica of hiscentury. “ Sorry.”

“No, it'sdl right. | likeaman | canlook in the eye without getting acrick in my neck.”

And she was looking him in the eye. Wondering what she was trying to prove, helet alittle of the mask
fdl and alittle of the Hunger rise.

She smiled in away that told him she knew exactly what she saw. Then she drew her tongue over her
lower lip, leaving it glistening, and tossed her hair back off her face to expose the curve of her throat.
Looking up a him through thick lashes, she drew in adeep breath and exhaled a chalenge.

Henry felt himself respond and only barely managed to keep himsalf from moving toward her. He
dragged the Hunger—both hungers—back under control and asked, “ Should we be doing thisin the
hall?’

She laughed and stepped aside, her power masked as hiswas. “ Tony’ sadeep.”

The wards on the doorframe stroked against him as he stepped over the threshold but made no attempt
to keep him out. Leah seemed satisfied with that as she closed the door, and Henry wondered just how
sengtiveto Tony' swizardry shewas.

“Did hetdl you he dusted ademon this evening?’
“Dusted?’

“Wll, specifically ashed. He called it a Powershot. Took alot out of him,” she added quietly asthey
stood together looking down at the young man on the bed. “How much did hetell you on the phone?’



“Hetold meyour history. Y our pertinent history with the Demonlord,” he added when she snorted. “He
told me of the Demonic Convergence, and he told me how this Demonlord is planning to useit to kill
you.”

Pushing her hair back off her face, she nodded. “ Demonic minions. Aslong asthe spdl contralling the
Demongate holds, they shouldn’t be able to hurt me, but they have.”

Minions. He could hear Tony intheword. “May | seethe spell?’
Moving away from the bed, she unzipped her hoodie and raised her T-shirt. “Be my guest.”

It was an amaxzing tattoo. Even... no, especially knowing what it was. He dropped to one kneeto get a
closer look. And frowned. “1 have seen the language of the damned,” he said softly, head cocked to one
sde as he followed the curve of the characters, “and thiswriting | do not recognize.”

“Thereismore than one hell, Nightwalker.” She matched hisforma cadence. “ And more than one
heaven, | suspect.”

“Blagphemy.”

The two fingers she placed under his chin were warm, and he alowed her to lift hishead. “A religious
word. And astrange word coming from a man whose church beieves him soulless and damned. | say
thereismore than one hell and | am in a better position to know. By the time your lord was born, | had
been carrying mine for over athousand years.”

“Your lord is...”
“I know whét heis. You take yourson faith.”
“Mineisnat trying to kill me”

“His...” And she grinned, breaking the mood, suddenly looking no more than the young woman she
gppeared to be. “... minionswould.”

Again with the minions. Henry strongly suspected Tony had provided it. “ The church does not think of
itsdf in that way.”

“Y egh, like that matters.”
She had apoint. “They would kill you aswell.”
“Oh, they’ vetried.”

Which brought them nestly around to the matter a hand. Holding her hips, he moved her around so that
he could see the wound. It was smdll, aminor flaw on the smooth curve of café-au-lait skin and only
barely deep enough to bleed. Not worth noting had it not been the first blood drawn from thisbody in
over three thousand years. Bending closer, he drew in along, dow breath. The scent of her blood was
familiar, neither the demon that had attacked her nor the demonic power that enveloped her had marked
it. The scent around the blood, her scent, was almost smoky and he found himself wanting to taste. To
lick amoist line aong the curve from hip to ribs. Could he feed? Would the protective power perceive
the threst or the seduction?

The flesh of her hipswaswarm and yielding under hisgrip. The air between them began to heat. Henry
caught the scent of her arousa and growled low in histhroat. She wound her fingersinto his hair and



subtly shifted her weight to bring bared skin closer to his mouth.

The growl snapped Tony fully awake. One moment hel d been dreaming of driving his car from the
backseat and the next he was up on his elbows staring at Leah and Henry at the foot of his bed.

Actudly, Henry on hisknees, his hair wrapped around Leah’ sfingers, his mouth about to descend to skin
was pretty damned hot. Tony could fedl hisbody responding like it always did when Henry got the
vampire mojo going. His responses had gotten abit kinky after al those years of teeth and, under normal
circumstances, he' d be more than happy to lie here and watch while they went at it.

Unfortunately, the word norma had sweet fuck dl to do with hislife.
“Not agood idea, Henry.”

Oh, yeah, interrupt avampire when he' s about to chow down. Not the best way to live along and happy
life. Henry' s eyes were dark, and he had the whole Prince of Darknessthing on full blast.

Too bad.

Their history helped him hold Henry’ s attention but only just. “Ryne Cyrataneisin the building and he
doesn't look happy.” In fact, for aguy who supposedly fed off sexua energy—and there was enough
floating around that Tony strategically draped afold of blanket over his boxer-briefs as he sat up—the
Demonlord looked decidedly unhappy. Possessive even. Possessive and pissed. Tony recognized the
expression even when he could seethewall of his gpartment through it. “Henry! I'm guessing he doesn't
like to share with other powers! He' s dready sending demons after Leah; it won't help her if he Sarts
sending them after you, too.”

Henry’slipsdrew back off histeeth.
Great. Vampire, prince; they both saw the whole thing as a challenge.
“Leah! Turnit off!”

Y eah. Like that was going to happen. Her head was back, her skin practically glowed, and even he was
garting to find her tempting.

Henry was after blood. Leah was after sex. Together, they’ d make a bad situation worse. Asfar as Tony
could see, there was only one thing to do. He picked up apillow and threw it as hard as he could at the
vampire' shead.

The next ingtant, he wasflat on his back, Henry’ s hands around hiswrists, Henry’ sbody driving his
down into the thin mattress. Tony’s hips bucked up as Henry’ s teeth closed through the skin of histhroat
and concerns about demonic interference abandoned ship. .. dong with pretty much anything else
resembling cognitive thought.

“Oh, please, there’ sno need to be embarrassed, it’s not like I’ ve never seen gaculate before.”



“Make her shut up,” Tony muttered as Henry handed him aglass of juice,
“How?

“I don't know, vamp her or something.”

“| don't think we want to go there again.”

Tony wasn't sure he could go there again. At least not for acouple of days. Provided those days
included thirty-six hours of deep and alot of liquid. He handed the empty glass back to Henry, wrapped
the sheet and the shredded remains of his dignity around him, and stomped off to the bathroom to clean

up.

The shower helped. Although he had to brace himsalf againgt thettile to keep the water from pounding
him down onto hisknees.

After, wrapped in his one thinning bath towel, he wiped the mirror clean and studied the mark on his
neck. It was... noticeable. In spite of the coagulant in Henry’ s saliva, the actual bite within theimpressve
bruising still seeped blood. Fortunately, in the almost empty medicine cabinet, he had one sterile pad
remai ning from the exploding beer bottle incident. No gauze, but there was arolled-up tensor bandage
with very little tense left that should do, provided he kept it fairly loose.

Tomorrow...

Crap.

Hedidn't think he even owned aturtleneck.
“Tony?

Henry outside the bathroom door. Worrying.
“I’'m okay.”

It seemed alittle pointlessto bak about being seen inatowd, al things consdered, so Tony squared his
shoulders, stepped out into the hall and acrossit to his closet. He' d have gone back into the bathroom to
dress except Henry needed afew momentsin there. Leah was out of sight, so she had to bein the
kitchen end of the room where the angle was too tight to see or be seen from the hall. He pulled on
jeans—Henry had destroyed hislast clean pair of underwear—a T-shirt and a sweatshirt over that, then
socks and shoes. Dressed, he walked into the living room and quickly stripped the bed, throwing the
bedding onto apile of dirty laundry in the corner and folding the mattress up into the sofa. It was alittle
iff; hedidn’t close it often. The two cushions went back on as he shoved debristhat had been under it
out of the way with the sde of hisfoot.

There.
That ought to help bring things back to what passed for normal.
Heturned to find Lesh standing behind him. *“ Could you not fucking do that!”

“Sorry.” She offered him alarge glass of what looked like chocolate milk. “It’' san instant breakfadt. |
dropped a couple of packages from the craft servicestable into my purse.”

“That'snot...”



“Please, it saCBC show. Think of it asyour tax dollars at work.”

It didn’t seem worth it to argue. Tony sat at one end of the sofaand took a cautious swallow. “It' salittle
dimy.”

“How old wasyour milk?’

“Oh, ha” Another swallow. He frowned as she pulled a chair out from the table and dropped onto it.
“Areyou.. um... Tdl, dark, and naked isgone, did you... um...”

“Get off?" She crossed her legsand smiled a him. “Don’t worry. | took care of it. Although, if truth be
told, you guys amost took care of it for me. Woof!”

Hisblood pressure was too low to raise adecent blush. “ Could you not talk about it?’
“Atdl?

“Bver.”

“Y ou know, you're weirdly prudish for someone with aNightwalker asalover.”

“It'snat... it' shaving an audience.” A memory of anight in an dley off Charles Street back in Toronto
surfaced. “No, it's having you asan audience.”

“Hey. You will never find amore gppreciative audience than me. Although the audiencesfor thislive sex
show | wasin back in Londonin...” Dark browsdrew in, and the yellow toe of the sneaker intheair
drew circles. “... 1882 were great.”

“At theMidnight Lily?’

Tony was childishly pleased to see her jJump as Henry appeared behind her.
“Thewhat?’

“The Midnight Lily—wasthat the name of the club?’

“Yes...”

Henry nodded thoughtfully and walked past her to sit on the other end of the couch. “1 thought you
looked familiar.”

Ralling hiseyes, Tony reached for the remote. “I’ll just watch alittle TV while you two trade flashbacks.”

Then the remote was gone. “I don’t think so.” Thefingers of Henry’ s other hand gently touched the
rough bandage on his neck. “Y ou took a chance.”

Shaking his head hurt. “Not much of one. Y ou never redly damage what you consider to beyours.” He
was impressed by how nonchalant he sounded about the whole thing.

“A good thing you stopped us, then.” Fingertips lingered amoment longer then withdrew. “A good thing
you saw the danger.”

“Yeah, wdll, wizard. We see what' sthere.”

“True.” Henry sat back againgt the sofa cushions. “And occasondly what isn't there.”



It might have been wiser to just let that go but, given what he' d aready survived tonight, Tony wasfeding
alittlereckless.

Heturned and faced Henry, eyes narrowed. “Are you telling me you' re not doing CB?’
“And are you deciding who | can and cannot feed from?’

“Y ou have the whole damned lower mainland. CB, the studio, that’s mine!”

“Y our employer might argue that.”

“Areyou two aways such dramaqueens,” Leah demanded, “or isthis specia for me? And,” she
continued before either of them could respond, “whileit’ s painfully obvious you two are deding with the
kind of persond shit that would give Dr. Phil reason to retire, thisisn't the time. Let’ s concentrate on the
important thing here. Me. You,” she pointed a Henry, “ are here for backup. Tony seemsto think you'll
be ussful—the brawn to our brains and beauty combination athough there was some mention that you
might have accessto information we can use. | doubt you' re going to know anything about demons|
don’t, but, hey, better safe than sorry. Also, given what you are, and given how stupidly territorial
vampires can be, I’ d rather have you with usthan against us. You...” Her finger movedto Tony. “...
need to conserve your strength. Between that spell you threw earlier and your ex’ sfeeding habits, you
haven't got energy to sparefor arguing.” She paused just long enough to ensure she had their fulll
attention. “Now then, who hasaplan?’

“I think,” Tony said dowly, “we should bring Jack Elsonin on this.”

One red-gold brow lifted as Henry drawled, “Now, do | say anything about you and Constable Elson?’
“There is no me and Congtable Elson; the man is straight!”

“You'redoing it again,” Leah snapped.

“Fine.” Thelook Henry shot her would have caused strong men to run. Leah rolled her eyes. “Why
Elson?’

Tony finished swallowing the last mouthful of liquid breskfadt. “1 have an armin my trunk.”

“Thisisahumanarm.”

“And he' swhat? Only four hundred and sixty-ish?” Leah shot an anime-sized ook of wonderment in
Tony’ sdirection. “What amazing deductive powers” And to Henry. “1 have to know; how did you work
itout?

“It smellslike burned pork,” Henry told her dryly, not rising to the bait. “Not to mention, it' swearing the
remains of awatch. From what you said about Tony dusting ademon, | had assumed it was ademonic
am.

“Wewouldn't need Jack for that.” Tony yawned and nodded toward the arm. “This got bitten off a
construction worker. Jack took me to see the body this afternoon.”

“Why?



“Because he doesn't believe in giant raccoons and he wanted some answers.”

“I’'m moderately disturbed by how much sense that makes,” Henry muttered. “ And you think we should
givethisarmto him?’

“Sure. He can put it with the rest of the body.”
“And you don'’t think that would cause more questions?’

“Wdl, we'd... I'd... answer his questions. Mosily. He knows what’ s going on. | mean, he knows
there’ s stuff going on. | told him about the Demonic Convergence.” Tony yawned again. “He still at
least one version of the script behind, but it won't take long to bring him up to speed.”

“I was't actually thinking of questions from Constable Elson,” Henry pointed out. “I wasthinking of the
coroner and thevictim’ srelatives. It might be best if they continue to believe that the arm was bitten of f
by awild anima and eaten. Another urban myth of man-eating cougarsin the city would be preferable to
an investigation. Modern forend cs can be remarkably thorough.”

“Let me guess, you've been watching CS.” Thistime, Tony yawned so widedly hisjaw cracked.
“Besides, we' Il need Jack to work backup in the daylight.”

“Demonsdon’t...” Henry began and stopped.

“Thelast one did. Which leaves uskind of screwed if you'redl we have.”

“Thank you.”

Crap. “Sorry. That was...”

“Tectless,” Leah offered. “Buit true.”

Henry nodded, gracioudy acknowledging the point. “ And you think Jack Elson can stop ademon?’
“Hehasagun.”

“Will agun have any effect on these crestures?’

Forgetting the wound in histhroat, Tony shrugged and ground out, “I have no idea,” through gritted teeth.

“Then perhaps we d best not involve Constable Elson until we know more. Why don't you start by
tdling me exactly what happened this afternoon.”

“I’'vegot it.” Leah lifted ahand to cut off Tony’ s protest, but he hadn’t actually planned on one.
Exhausted, he sagged back againgt the sofa cushions hdf listening to theimmorta stuntwoman tell Henry
about the demon attack but mostly thinking how immortal stuntwoman sounded like acool ideafor a
show and wondering if he should pitchit to CB.

Héll, at some point someone had to have thought that vampire detective was agood idea.
“Tony?

“I'mawake.”

“Of courseyou are.”

Leah'seyeswere so dark abrown he could barely make out where the irises ended and the pupils



began. “Wha?’
“Henry’sgoing to get rid of thearm.”
Tony shot Henry, gtill standing by the arm, athumb’sup. “How?’

“Leavethat tome,” Henry said quietly, “Leah knows a better way of returning the demonsto hells, one
that won't nearly kill you. She'll teach it to you. But not tonight,” he added. “ Tonight you need to regain
the energy you spent.” And the blood you lost. Tony felt hisheart beat just alittle faster. Henry’ seyes
darkened dightly, aware of Tony’sresponse.

“You'redoingit again,” Lesh sSghed.

“Y ou are not totaly without fault here,” Henry told her, masking the Hunger. “ Y our presenceis
provocative.”

“Why, thank you.”

“What about more construction workers?’ Tony asked.

Dimplesflashed as Leah turned her attention to him. “I’m very much in favor of construction workers.”
“Y eah, funny. Remember the arm. That demon that attacked you killed someone dsefird.”

The Vampire and the Demongate exchanged nearly identica glances.

Tony sighed. Figured that he’ d be the only one who thought of the little guy. “If either of you saysthe
words collaterd damage, I’m going to beredly pissed.”

“Ta,'y. . .”

Henry cut her off. “If we concentrate on keeping Lesh dive, on keeping the gate from opening for this
Demonlord, we prevent mass daughter. With the demons focused on her, there will, hopefully, be few
other liveslost.” Henry’ stone suggested thiswasthe last he was prepared to say on the matter.

Can’'t make an omelet without breaking eggs. God, | must be tired if I’'mthinking in bad clichés.
“So tomorrow | learn a better way to return demonsto hell and then | become Leah’s bodyguard for the
duration of the convergence. As each demon pops out and attacks, | send it home. If it attacks at night,
areyou willing to make sure | stay divelong enough to do the spell?”

“lam.”
“Andif it attacksinthedaytime...”
“Itisultimatey your choiceif you involve Congtable Elson.”

“Sureitis” Both Leah and Henry looked asif they wanted to respond. Tony ignored them. “ Okay, I'm
seeing one big problem here. | dready have ajob.”

Henry folded hisarms. “1 will talk with CB.”
“And get me sometime off.”
“It seemslike the best idea”

“With pay.”



“Y ou have ahigh opinion of my powers of persuasion.”
“Am| wrong?’
“No. And now, you need to deep. Where do you keep your clean sheets?”’

Tony glanced around the room at the piles of laundry. There were less of them than there had been, but
that was only because they’ d been unsorted over the course of the evening. “1 only have one set.”

“Then we won't worry about it.” Henry crossed the apartment at close to mortal speed and knelt by the
sofa. “1 don't suppose one night without sheetswill hurt you.”

Tony nodded. “Once | was pissed off about having no sheets, then | met aman with no blankets.” When
the only response was confusion, he sghed. “1t' savariation on the shoeffeet thing.” The confusion
deepened. He waved ahand; hardly hisfault if he was being profound and they were being dense.
“Forgetit.”

“I don't think that’ | be hard,” Henry murmured dipping one arm under Tony’ slegs and the other behind
his back.

“Hey, don't...”

Henry ignored him and straightened. Big surprise. Tony squirmed abit but nothing he could do was going
to change the fact that he was being held in Henry’ sarmslike an overgrown infant. “1 hate it when you do
this”

“I know. Leah, would you fold the bed out, please.”
“Sure thing. I'm good with beds.”

Too tired for innuendo, Tony let that go. Besides, it seemed to be the smpletruth. In aremarkably short
time, he was shodless but still dressed and stretched out under a blanket.

“Okay, it'salong shot, but what if another demon attacks tonight?’ he asked as Henry turned off the
overheed lights.

“These are lesser demons, not the Demonlord himself. They may not even be able to get through your
wards and, if they can, I’'m sure| can at least dow them until you wake.”

“Atleast dow them?’

“Good night, Tony.”

“S0...” Lesh pushed acurl back off her face. “... what do we do while we re waiting for dawn?’
“| suggest you deep.” Henry nodded toward the bed. “ Tony won't even know you' re there.”
“And you?’

“I’m going to get my laptop from the car and do some work.”



Shedid out of her swegter. Y ou can do that; work with me lying right over there?”

“I am perfectly capable of maintaining control regardless of your provocation—however involuntary that
provocation ismost of thetime.”

“Maybe together we could provoke Ryne Cyratane into making afata mistake.”

Hislip curled, showing teeth. “ Since the only person in thisroom likely to be afatality is Tony, I'd have
to say no, thank you.”



Chapter Five

TONY WAS CHASING A PENGUIN around the Darkest Night set when the phone rang. Which
waswhen he redlized he was dreaming. Given his experiencein teevision, penguin chasing was adistinct
possihility; a phone ringing on the soundstage was not. The last time it had happened, Peter had promised
to cadtrate the next recipient of an incoming call, and he'd promised it with such sincerity that even the
women on the set had been nervous.

It was dmost fortunate that Arra s gate reopening had destroyed cell phone reception, downgrading the
threat to amoot point.

Asthe penguin shuffled off past Raymond Dark’ s coffin, Tony dragged himself up out of deep and
groped amid the debris on the bedside table. Lukewarm liquid splashed onto his shoulder ashe
attempted to answer the haf empty can of cola. When he findly found the handheld, he sank back
againg the pillows.

“What?’
“Mr. Fitzroy just explained your situation, Mr. Foster.”
None of histhree functioning brain cdlls alowed him to mistake CB’ sless-than-dul cet tones. “Uh...”

“He seemsto think that it will be too dangerous for you to be Ms. Burnett’ s bodyguard at the sametime
asyou'rebeingmy TAD.”

“Demons...”

“Yes. Mr. Fitzroy mentioned that there may be demonsand, as 1’ d just as soon not have demons on my
soundstage disrupting my production schedule, you may have the time you need to ded with them.”

“Thanks, Boss, I...”
“Don’t make ahahit of this, Mr. Foster.”
“No,I...”

“And while you' re Stting around waiting for something to attack Ms. Burnett, | suggest you answer your
email.”

“Boss, | won't exactly...”

But he wastalking to the did tone. Wondering what Henry had said, or more importantly, what CB had
heard, Tony tossed the phone down onto the tangle of blankets on the bed beside him.

The tangle snorted and swore in alanguage he didn’t recognize.
Three guesses who and the first two don’t count.

He grabbed one of the tangl€’ srising curves and shook it. When it gave under hisfingers and kept
shaking on its own, he snatched hishand away. “ Hey! Where' sHenry?’



“Heleft about an hour ago...”

Tony squinted toward the entertainment unit. 6:55. Sunrise was at 6:49. He must have caled CB from his
car.

“... hesaid | should wake you, but | figured the wards would give enough warning.”
“Why didn’t he wake me?’

Leah's head and shoulders emerged from benesth the covers. “Hey, you guys have issues|’m not going
near.” When she stretched, Tony had an epiphany.

“You're naked!”

“I hate degping in my clothes.”

Hewas4till in hisjeans and T-shirt dthough someone had removed his socks and sweatshirt.

“Reax.” Sheyawned. “ Although I’ ve contaminated your space with girlie bits, your honor remains safe.”

“It'snot my...” Taking adeep breath, he sat up and swung hislegs out of bed. “1 just think you got
naked alittlefast.”

Warm fingers patted hisarm. “ Sweetie, I’ ve gotten naked alot faster.”
Okay. Should'’ ve seen that one coming.

Another deep breath as he shifted hisweight forward. He seemed fine. Internd fluid levels had to till be
low, but he wasn't fedling faint or light-headed. In fact, he was feeling pretty good. If he had to, he could
probably toast another demon.

Three. Two. One.

When something with horns and scales missed its cue to break down the apartment door, Tony stood
and made hisway past the piles of laundry to the bathroom.

The bite on his neck till looked like hell. A hickey of the damned. In dl the years he and Henry had been
together, Henry’ d never lost contral like that.

| ssues.
Yeeh. Right.

L eah was up and dressed by the time he got out of the shower. The bed had been reconverted into a
sofaand she was stuffing clothing into a pillowcase. “I’ ve got awasher and dryer. Y ou can do some
laundry a my place.”

“Your place?’ Had he missed something?
“Y ou didn’t think we were staying here, did you?’
Tony shrugged.

It seemed to be the answer she’ d expected because she grinned and tossed the stuffed pillowcase down
besdeitsequaly stuffed mate. “ Get together everything you can't leave behind. We'll grab some
breekfast on theway.”



“So those files your wizard mentor |eft you, they’ re cued to you, right?”

Tony resisted the urge to glance toward the laptop case in the back seat, keeping his eyes on the road
instead. “Y ou booted up after | fell adegp?’

“I wascurious. All | got was spider solitaire.”

“Sheused it to tdll the future.”

“t7

“Games of spider solitaire.”

“Wdl, who hasn't used that excuse to justify not working? Hash brown?’
“Sure”

Leah lived out in Sullivan Heights and the fastest way there from Tony’ s gpartment was to get onto
Lougheed and head west. When they crossed Boundary, Tony had to remind himsalf not to turn. It was
weird driving amost right past the studio on a Thursday morning.

| should be there. They need me.

Or worse, they don't really need me and | should be there so they don’t find out.

“Did you seethat?’

“Seewha?’ Caught up in his concerns about remaining employed, Tony had no ideawhat Leah’ d seen.
“There was a spot back there, by the gas station, where the rain wasn't.”

He glanced over at her, but the back of her head didn’t tell him alot. She' d twisted around in her seat
and was staring out the window, back the way they’ d come. “ Say what?’

“| saw an interruption in the rain. Some demons don’t like to get wet.”

Tony snorted. “Man, are they converging in thewrong place.” And then the program loaded. “Hang on!
There sanother demon through?”

“Looksthat way. Drive faster,” she commanded, throwing hersalf back into the sest.
“What? No! | can get off Loughheed on Douglas and back on at Springer.”

Leah turned to stare a him. He could fed incredulity hit the side of his face as he changed lanes. “ And do
what?’

“If there’ sademon back there, it might eat someone. Or part of someone. | can't let that happen.”
“So if we go back and wave me around like bait, and you Powershot it, what happens then?”

“No one gets eaten.”



“Y eah, but you' re out on your assfor another twelve hours. Y ou’ re too wiped to learn the new spell and
you' re not able to protect me. Then, during those twelve hours, another demon shows up and eats me,
opening the Demongate and ending the world aswe know it.”

“If it eatsyou, will the gate open inside it? Ow!” He rubbed his thigh where she’' d smacked him.

“If you drive faster, wée'll put more distance between usand it, and it' [l take that much longer to find me.
During that time, you can learn how to send it back to hell so that, when it finally catches up, you'll be
ableto save me without taking yoursdlf out of thefight.”

They were dmogt at the off ramp.

“I can't just let ademon run around loose.”

“You can't just let aDemonlord into the world elther.”
Vdid point.

Past the ramp. Too late to go back.

“If someonedsedies...”

“Better themthan me.”

Hefought the urge to hit the brakes and skid to adramatic halt. It was the kind of reaction that would
look great on screen and accomplish absolutely nothing in redl life. Hewanted to snarl, 1t isn’t all about
you! but, until the Demonic Convergence was over, it was. He wanted it to be about imps again. HE d
kind of been looking forward to that.

“All right.” Deep breath. No option but to dedl. A little more gas and they were matching speeds with the
fastest car on the road. “Why won't this new thing you' re going to teach me knock me on my ass?’

Her seat creaked as she shifted her weight, tucking her knees up to brace her feet against the dashboard.
“You'll be manipulaing energy instead of just hurling it.”

“Say what?”

She sghed impatiently. “Well, I’'m no wizard, but that Powershot of yours|ooked like the magical
equivaent of picking up the biggest rock you can find and crushing your enemieswith it. Of course
you' re exhausted afterward; you' re aso looking at pulled muscles, back trouble, and probably hernias.”

“Hernias?’

“Magica equivdent of. What I’ m going to teach you is more like rolling the rock to the edge of acliff and
pushing it off asyour enemies pass under it. There' salot less effort involved and result is the about the
same”

“Redlly?’

“No, not redly.” Souching asfar asthe seat belt would allow, Leah propped her yellow high-tops up on
the dash. “It' sactudly a pretty lousy andogy and only appliesto the amount of power involved.
Powershot lots. My way, less.”

“Y eah, but you said you' re not awizard...”



“No, I'm not. I’'m just the one who stands to be eviscerated if you don't get it right.” She gave hislega
patronizing peat, her fingerslingering just alittle too long. “ And then the world aswe know it ends.”

Y eah. Yeah. No pressure.

Leah's condo wasin aclump of high-rise concrete towers overlooking the TransCanada and arailway
ravine, and it wasn't hard to understand why she objected to hisbeige. Her walls were shades of
ydlows, oranges, and reds. Her furniture was large and heavy and predominately wood and leather with
cushions the same shades as the walls softening the angles. Every piece looked sturdy enough to take the
weight of two moving adults.

From the sparsdly furnished second bedroom on the north side of the corner unit, Tony could amost
convince himsdf he could see Smon Fraser University high on the heights of Mount Burnaby—where
height was arelative term given the actua peaks of the Rockies|ess than an hour’ sdrive to the esst.

He couldn't see any interruptionsin therain.

“All right.” Leah opened the bottom of the white silk shirt she' d changed into after an impressively quick
shower and, pushing her black track pants dangeroudy lower on her hips, stepped closer to the
gooseneck lamp they were using as aspotlight. “ Theinnermogt circle of runes definesthe actud gate. All
you haveto do, because we' re not talking about creating an actua gate as much as reminding redity that
demons don’t belong here, isburn these four into the air...” Onefinger, acareful distance from skin,
indicated the runesin question. “... each rune more or less an equd distance from the other, with the
demon in the middle of the pattern. When you finish the fourth rune, redity will reset itsef and no more

With his nose so close to her skin, she smelled like soap and cinnamon. Or cinnamon soap. Which wasa
weird choice, but it suited her. “ All | haveto do?” Tony muttered, peering at the intricate tattoo.

L eah chose to ignore the sarcasm. “ Because the demon doesn’t belong here, you don’t have to be
specific about its name or its ultimate destination. Once you weaken the barrier, it’ Il snap back to where
it belongs. It'savariation on what we were going to be doing before Ryne Cyratane upped the
stakes—only then you' d have been pushing the runes through the wesk spot to reinforce it.”

“Yeah. Okay.” Theindividua runeswere alot more complex up close than they were when they were
just apart of thelarger pattern. “What happensif | screw one of these up? Squiggle when | should
sird?’

“Probably nothing...”
The probably wasalittle worrying.

“... dthough if, by chance, you re-cregte an entirely different power definition...” She shrugged, the
curve of her belly risng and falling with the motion. “Maybe death. Destruction. Perpetud rerunsof The
Family Guy.”

“Hey, that show’'saclassc!”

“Every now and then,” Lesh muttered, flicking Tony on thetop of the head with onefinger, “1 think, why
not let him in? How much worse could things get? Y ou’ d better draw the runes on paper first.”



“Sure.” He straightened. “ But what did...” Tucked into the front pocket of the laptop case, his cell phone
played the Darkest Night theme; Zev had made adigitd file available to anyone in the sudio who
wanted to useit. Tony suspected he was hoping it would get picked up as a download by one of the big
online ring-tone sites, but so far there were no takers. Ficking the phone open, he checked the display.
“It sAmy.”

“Who?’

“ Assstant office manager at the studio. | should takeit.”
“Why?"

“It might be about work.”

“YoureaTAD.” Lesh dlowed her shirt to fal closed. “Nothing you do is more important than learning
how to keep medive.”

Since she put it that way, he answered the phone.
“Tony?" Amy had conspiracy in her voice. “Y ou okay?’
“I'mfine, why?’

“Because CB said you weren’'t coming in today. Or tomorrow. CB. The boss. Hedidn't show up at
your placelast night and beat you into acoma, did he?’

“No. Why would he?’” Did Amy know something about CB’ sfedlings toward him that he didn’t?
“Why would he carry your messages unless he was feding like mondo guilty?’
“| asked him for some persond time.”

“Persond time?” Amy snorted so vehemently, he had to move the phone away from hisear. “Loss of
consciousnessis CB’ s definition of persond time. It'snot...” Shelowered her voice dramatically. “...
the other Suff isit?’

“The other Suff?’

“Thisisn't asecureline, nimrod.”
“Iticn'talineat dl.”

“Exactly my point. Well?’

And who wasto say that Kevin Groves wasn't crouched in a bush outside the studio attempting to
intercept his phone cals? It was the kind of snesky underhanded, not exactly legd thing that tabloid
reportersdid, wasn't it?“It’ s sort of the other stuff.”

“Bagtard. Just so you know, if you haveany...” Her voice moved away from the phone. “ CB
Productions, please hold.” And back. “... extracurricular fun without me, | will kick your ass up onto
your shoulders”

“It'snat... fun.” He said the last word to no onein particular.

Leah sat down and pushed the lamp out of her line of sight. “ So Amy, the assistant office manager at the



studio, knowsyou' re awizard?’
“Yegh”

“And your boss knows?’
“Wdl...”

“Well,” she mocked, fingers tapping out annoyance on the polished tabletop. “Most people who have,
let’ssay, unusual powersdon’t go talking abouit it to adl and sundry since dl, and particularly sundry,
don't usudly ded well with unusud.”

“Thing is, we were trapped in a haunted house together.”
“All three of you?’

“No, CB was outside.”

“But he knows?’

“He knew before, during the Shadowlord thing.”

“So Amy and your boss...”

The Darkest Night theme interrupted.

Tony glanced down at the screen. “It's Zev. He sthe music director at the studio.”
“Does Zev know?’

“Hewasin the house.”

“Along with how many other people?’

“Not many.”

“Good.”

“About thirteen.”

Dark browsrose amost to her hairline. “ About?’
“Three of them died.”

“Yay.” Her fingerstilled.

It's when the drums stop that you have to worry. The Darkest Night theme looped back to the
beginning and kept playing.

“Tony, answer the damned phone.”

The conversation with Zev pardleed the conversation with Amy minus the specul ation about a comaand
thefind thrests

“You'll cal meif you need me?’

“Qre”



“Andyou'll be careful?”

“Countonit.”

“Because you're an annoying pain in the ass, but I’ m used to you being around.”

“I’m used to being around. Don’t worry.” As he hung up, Leah did a sheet of blank paper in front of him.
“Practice,” she snapped, handing him apencil. “Before someonedse...”

The Darkest Night theme.

Once.

Leg scdl number.

Tony had, of course, memorized it even though he’ d never used it. He stared at the phone, but Lee had
obvioudy reconsdered calling.

“Earthto Tony.” One bare foot kicked him, not particularly gently, in the shin. “Let’ stry and remember
we're on the clock here!” Leaning back, she reexposed the Demongate. “Now that your fan club has
checked in, can we get on with this?’

“Sorry.” He peered a her belly, put pencil to paper, and stopped. “L ook, when you said, burn these four
runesinto theair, what did you mean?’

“You know.” Thetip of onefinger sketched invisblecircles. “ Draw them inthe air with lines of energy.”

“Okay.” He remembered Arra creating golden lines of power as she caled on light to banish shadow. “I
don’t actually know how to do that.”

“Everything in hereis about energy. There sjust nothing specificaly about energy.”

“Well, that’ susdless.” Leah pushed a curl awvay from her face and tried to shove Tony away from the
lgptop. “Look up drawing.”

Tony flicked the same curl away from his face and refused to be shoved as he scrolled up thefilelist.
Drawing, of the Dark.

Vaguely familiar but not helpful.

Drawing, Down the Moon.

Also familiar. He opened thefile.

Thisiswoman’smagic. You don’t need to know it.

Then why the hell did you list it, you crazy old...

Drawing, Blood.



“What did shethink shewastraining,” Leah snorted, “awizard or aparamedic?’
“So she was a bit rushed when she put thistogether.”

“A bit rushed? DaVinci was abit rushed when he was finishing the Mona Lisa. Thiswizard of yours
seems more like a complete incompetent.” Her breath hit the sSide of his head, warm and impatient. “Y ou
scrall; I'll sop youif | see anything useful.”

Storms, Caming.
Poison, Checking for.
Water, Purifying.
Demons, Banishing.

“Hold on. Right there.” One fingertip tapped the screen. “ Y ou have a spell to banish demons.” The
fingertip moved to tap him on the forehead. Hard. *Y ou think maybe you should have mentioned that?

Just in passing, perhaps?’
“I forgot it wasthere.” He jerked away before she could tap him again and opened thefile.

Calling demons is among the stupider things you can do with your power. | aminclined to allow
stupidity to beits own reward; however, it is possible that someday you may need to clean up
another’ s mess. Begin by drawing six drops of blood from the idiot who called the demon. Do it
quickly before the corpse cools.

“Thisisusdess” Leah straightened, turned, and dropped onto the edge of the table. “ These demons
weren't caled, they’ re being sent. There' s nothing we can usein there...”

“It sayswe should use an unnaturd rope to hold thefiend.”

“And then do what with it?Why don’t | just kill mysdalf and save them the bother?’ Dragging both hands
back through her hair, she began to pace. “I can’t believe thiswizard of yours would leave out something
o basic”

Tony scrolled up and down the list one moretime and frowned. “Hell, if it'sdl that basic, maybethere's
something about it in theingructions.”

The sudden silence was so complete, he could hear the traffic passing on the TransCanada six stories
down and dmost ahalf akilometer away. He twisted around on his chair to find Lesh staring at him from
across the room. “What?’

“There sindructions?’
“Yeah. | didn’t read them, but...”

“You didn't read the ingtructions? Of courseyou didn't,” she continued before he could answer. “Y ou
just opened the spell list and Started trying things out, didn’t you?” While he was thinking about denying
it, she closed the distance between them and smacked him on the back of the head. “Men!”

13 HQ/! ”
Leaning back sheflashed him anarrow-eyed glare. “Hey, what?”



“Nothing.” It just seemed like abad timeto go into the whole gender stereotyping thing.
“Good. Now then...”

He could fed every one of those thirty-five hundred yearsleaning over his shoulder with her.
“... let'shave alook at the instructions, shal we?’

Power, Responsihilities of.

Power, the Focusing of .

Her finger touched the screen. “ That’ s got subdirectories.”

“Onit.” Thenext layer down had been divided into basic, intermediate, and advanced. As Tony moved
the cursor onto advanced, Leah’s hand closed around hiswrist and moved it back to basic. “1 thought
wewereinahurry.”

“We are. But asmuch as | don’t want to be killed by ademon, I'd aso rather not be killed by you. Start
at the beginning. Read fagt.”

Fortunately, the lesson was, well, basic and it seemed he d been ingtinctively doing most of it aready.
Therest of it seemed smple enough. When he mentioned that to Leah, she snorted.

“Lotsof things seem smple when you read the ingtructions, but it' s an entirely different story when you
actualy try to hook up the DVD player.”

Fair point. “It doesn’t seem that complicated, though. Mostly, | just haveto shift my interna focusto
externd.”

“Do you even know what that means?’

Tony pushed his chair out from the table and stood, forcing her to take a couple of steps back. “It’s sort
of like choking up on the Powershot.”

“Choking up on the Powershot?’ Muttering under her breath, she moved around until she stood behind
him. “Y our keen grasp of description fills mewith confidence.”

“I need to practice.”
“You think? Make it fast and don’t destroy my apartment.”

“Y our faith isunderwhelming,” he muttered, bouncing lightly on the balls of hisfeet and shaking the
tension out of hisarms. He could do this. He called things to his hand by knowing where they were, by
being aware of the space they defined. According to Arra s notes, focus meant being aware of the space
he defined and pulling in energy tofill it. That wasthe part he'd been doing indinctively.

Once he had the energy, al he had to do was pick aspot outside his body, shift the focusto that spot,
and re-form the energy in his chosen paitern. Like writing with sparklers only the images would stick
around longer. Arra s notes suggested he practice with aneutral symbol, something that could only be
what it was.

Okay.

Right index finger extended—best not toss the scar on hisleft hand into the mix until he had a better grip



on what he was doing—he picked apoint about halfway to the window, refocused until hisright eye
gtarted to water, and began burning his chosen symbol onto the air.

Leah'scurtains caught fire.

Crap! That wasn't supposed to happen. Glancing down at the laptop, he checked the screen. No,
definitely not supposed to happen.

He opened hisleft hand. Thefire arced toward it.
The curtains separated at the char line, the lower third dropping to the floor.

Tony coughed, smoke pluming out on his breath. Back in histeens, although he couldn’t afford the habit,
he' d bummed the occasiona cigarette from other guys on the street. The coolest guys could aways make
the biggest plumes of smoke. Apparently, for wizards, the cigarette had become optional—although he
wasn't sure that the present circumstances were any hedthier.

He was sure blowing out anice big plume, though.

Lesh crossed the room and picked up the burned fabric. Ash crumbed off between her fingers, drifting to
lielike dirty snow on the hardwood floor. She stared at the ash, at the curtain, and finally at Tony.
“Damn. What did you do?’

“It was an accident.”
“After the accident. When you put the fire out.”
“Oh.” He coughed again. Therewas alittle lesssmokethistime. “I cdled it to me.”

“Thefire?” Still holding the piece of curtain, she started back toward him. Y ou called thefire toward
you?’

“It'sjust another kind of energy, right?’

“Yeah. Right.” Her fingers|eft dark gray smudges behind when she patted hisarm. “Y ou just keep
believing that, okay?’ A wave of theruined curtain for emphasis. “Try diding it back thistime.”

“It?” Onelast puff of smoke as punctuation. “Y ou want meto do it again?’

“Curtains can be replaced,” she reminded him as she returned to her place out of theline of fire, “I can't.
Oncemore, with lessfeding.”

“I don't think...”
“Good. Y ou think too much and we' re running out of time. Do what you just did, only less.”

“Less. Right.” Tony wiped damp pams on histhighs, extended hisfinger again, and very carefully
refocused. To hissurprise, abright blue light burned in gpproximately the right position and then went
out. Okay, almost there. He needed lessless. That's more, right? Licking dry lips, hetried again. The
bluelight burned longer. A little more. And again. Thistime thelight maintained; becamealine; theline
bent into acircle; the edges of the circle sputtered, but the shape held. Within the circle, two dots of
power for eyes. The curve of asmile.

It was dightly lopsided but recognizable.



“What isit?’
Or not.

“It'sahappy face.” Even when he turned away, the power he' d used to create the symbol hung in the
air. It was bone usdless but way cool. “1 told you it would be...” Hisvoicetrailed off asthe sound of
laughter filled the condo.

Tony whirled around, both hands up, expecting some kind of demonic clown charging in from the
balcony. There was only hishappy face, dl blue and glowing and hanging in the air. Given the way it was
laughing, it seemed to be very, very happy indeed.

“Smple,” Leah said, raisng her voice enough to be heard. “ Y ou said it would be smple. | think you
meant to tell me that you were smple. And when | say smple, | don’t mean that you' re easy, | mean that
you're..."

The Darkest Night theme joined the laughter to drown out her last word.
Since he couldn’t think anything el seto do, Tony answered his phone.

“Tony! There'ssomething in the soundstage! It’ sripping the place apart. There s crashing and screaming

“Legl”
“No, it sSAmy, you ass!”

Heknew that. “1 meant...”

“| don't give agood goddamn what you meant! Get in herel”

“What...”

But there was only the did tone. Over by the window, the happy face kept laughing.

Shoving the phone back in his backpack, Tony hung it over one shoulder as heran for the door. “The
demon’sat the studio!”

“Tony! Wat!”
“Forget it, Leah. Y ou want your body guarded, you come with me.”

“I intend to.” She grabbed his backpack and dragged him around. “But you can’t leave that thing hanging
inmy condo!”

The happy face kept laughing.

Tony stretched out hisleft arm and sucked the energy back through the scar. He had the giggles all the
way to the underground garage.

Leah' sdriving madeit difficult to practice the four runes he needed to know. He d taken haf adozen



pictures of the tattoo with the camera on his phone and, with his knees pressed against the dash and the
phone open on his knees, he tried to memorize the swoops and curls as he sketched.

Tried to sketch.
“Leahl”

“Y ou want to get therein time or what?' Considerably over the 100K limit, she cut in and out of
westbound traffic in order to maintain her speed.

The TransCanadawas adightly less direct route back to the studio, but it had no lights and they were
making amazing time—even consdering the amount of laterd movement. Flung right then left, Tony
wondered again why every time something metaphysica came down, he ended up in acar with people
who drove like complete maniacs. Henry, Arra, Mouse, Jack, Leah...

“Hey!” The car sarted to hydroplane on the wet pavement, the back end fishtailing for about thirty
meters before Leah got it under control. Tony caught the phone before it hit the floor but lost his pencil.
“We' renot dl immortd herel”

“Trust me. I’'m aprofessiond stunt driver.”

“They aren't!” Thedriversof alate *90s Buick and alittle imported hybrid flipped them off in quick
succession. Hoping Leah'’ s protective coating would work against road rage, he bent to find the pencil.
He' d just about decided to take off his shoulder belt when he heard the siren and straightened so quickly
he cracked his head on the dash. “ Shit. Isthat for us?’

“Seemsto be. Areyou crying?’

“No. My eyes are watering, | hit my head. Y ou’ re not stopping!”

“Neither isthe demon at the soundstage.”

Good point. Hewasn't looking forward to explaining it to the police but, till, agood point.

“If itisademon.” She did between two transports, passed on the right shoulder, and somehow ended up
back intheleft lane.

“What do you mean if?” Tony demanded.

“If it sademon, why isit a your soundstage? Why isn't it hunting for me?’ Asthey passed the
Kensington on ramp, an unmarked car squealed onto the highway in front of them, siren aso wailing, the
light on the dash just barely visible through distance and rain. “ They’ retrying to cut us off!”

He grabbed the whedl before Leah could change lanes. “No. Follow them.”

“Areyou insane!”

“They’re not dowing down, and the car behind us has fallen back.”

“l logthim.”

“No.” Therewas no mistaking Jack Elson’s pale blond hair in the unmarked car. 1 know these guys.”

Leah shot him aquick glance. “Y our Mountie buddy?’



“Eyeson theroad! My Mountie buddy and his partner,” he expanded when his heart started beating
again. An East Indian woman was driving and he was willing to bet she had to be Constable Danvers
regardless of how much ethnic recruiting the RCMP did.

“I forgot to add them to the list of the people who know what you are, didn’t 1?7 Why didn’t you just tell
the papers?’ she continued before he could answer. “1t'd savetime.”

Asthetwo cars sped toward the studio, he tried to remember if he’ d told her about Kevin Groves. And
what it was about Kevin Grovesthat he' d intended to tell her. “Well, technically...”

“l don't want to know.”

They fishtailed off the ramp onto Boundary, squed ed tires through the gate of the industrial complex, and
sprayed gravel in tandem asthey pulled up in the parking lot at CB Productions.

Jack was out of the car, gun in his hand, before the gravel hit the ground again. “When they cdled in your
plates, | figured something was up. What isit?" he demanded falling into step as Tony sprinted for the
building.

Tony hesitated, wondering if Jack had kept his partner in the loop. Television cops never kept secrets
from their partners. “ There' sademon ripping up the soundstage!”

“A what?’ Danversydled asthefour of them pounded in through the office doors.

“A demon!” Tony skidded to astop asthe dozen or so people in the office turned to stare.
He stared.

They stared.

“Jesus, Tony...” Amy’sbrows dipped to nearly touch over her nose. “... what the hell happened to your
neck?’

“Not important.” Trust Amy. He couldn’t stop himsdlf from touching the bite as he hurriedly counted
heads. “Not everyone sout.”

“Such agrasp of the obvious,” she said to theroom et large. “Thisiswhy | called him.”

“Amy.” Tina stone suggested that was enough. “A few people got out the back,” the script supervisor
continued, rocking the new and teary assistant set decorator in the circle of her arms. “ There' safew ill
inthere”

“CB?
All headsturned toward CB’ s office as though they were on asingle string.
“Hewent in aswe came out.”

Of course he had. Tony took aquick menta inventory of CB’ s office but could think of nothing that the
big man could use as aweapon.

“Okay.” Deep breath. A quick, purposeful crossing to the door—made dightly less purposeful by the
people milling about in hisway.

“Y ou brought the cops?’ Zev asked, pushing through to hisside.



“They brought themselves.” He reached for the door and paused. Thiswasn't acase of reacting to an
attack, blasting before he could consider the consequences; this was ddliberately going after ademon.
Deliberately going after something with teeth and claws and attitude. Try not to look like you're nearly
pissing your self.

You went after the thing in the basement, alittle voice reminded him.
Did you miss the part about teeth and claws? he asked it.

A quick glance back over hisshoulder. *Y ou guysdon’'t haveto...”
Jack reached past him and shoved the door open. “Move!l” he snapped.
So he moved.

They ran in single file between the double racks of costumes—awizard-in-training, two RCMP officers,
and an immorta stuntwoman/Demongate bringing up the rear. It sounded like the punch line of abad
joke. All they needed was aduck. Tony’ d been alittle afraid thet either Zev or Amy would follow, but
they both seemed to have more sense.

The door to the soundstage was closed.

When Tony reached to open it, Jack stopped him, hand without the gun wrapping around hiswrist. “Y ou
don'tjust go chargingin! Ligenfirg.”

Leah raised an eyebrow in Tony’ sdirection, sharing her amusement. “The door’ s soundproof. We might
aswell go chargingin.”

“Fine. We...” Jack used hiswegpon to indicate that “we’ in this case meant him and Danvers. “... goin
firg”

“Good idea”

The congtable fixed Leah with a pale stare. “Who the hell are you?’

“Lesh Burnett.”

“And?

“I'm astuntwoman.”

“Let merephrase. Why are you here?’

“I don't even know why we're here,” Danvers muttered.

“Believeit or not...” Shepointed a Tony. “... the safest place | can beisnext to him.”
“Not,” Jack snorted.

Tony could fed momentum dipping away. Onceit was gone, he was afraid he' d never be ableto force
himsdf onto the soundstage. Ignoring the others, he yanked open the door and charged through, heading
for the area under the gate.

The Demonic Convergence was happening on the lower mainland because Leah and the oldest spell in
theworld currently lived here. But she didn’t have the only spell around. It might not even bethe



strongest. It sure as hell wasn't the freshest.
Looking for that nice, fresh demonic feeling?
Oh, man, | seriously need some downtime with my brain.

Inthe last few weeks, the set under the gate that had brought Arra Pelindrake into thisworld and then
taken her out again had been theliving room of grieving parents, amedieva dining hdl, and aveterinary
office—anything they could fit into the space without moving the walls or windows. CB disapproved of

unnecessary rebuilding.

The end wall had been reduced to ajagged bit of framing and a dangling piece of plywood. Standing
surrounded by debris, one deeve ripped from his suit jacket and the exposed arm hanging limp by his
sde, CB shook alength of pipe up at the lighting grid. “Get your scaly red assdown hereso | can kick it
back to whatever overblown specia effect it crawled out of!”

A shriek of tortured metal from above.
One of the big lamps plummeted toward the floor.

Time was supposed to dow as certain death approached. That was the theory. Total bullshit asfar as
Tony was concerned. The lamp exploded against the painted concrete floor, CB dove out of the way,
swinging the pipeto deflect a shard of glass away from hisleg, and Tony barely had time enough to
redlize he should do something. No time at al to think of just what he should do.

The sound of another lamp ripped from the grid made one thing clear; he had to get the demon down.
Tony held out hishand and called.

The demon was about the size of aten-year-old but remarkably heavy for al that. The impact knocked
the breath from them both and for amoment they sprawled together on the concrete, arms and legs
tangled in interspeciesintimacy. Then it blinked orange eyes, and amouth, far too wide for the face that
held it, opened.

Black teeth.
Shiny and black like that lavarock Tony could never remember the name of.
Lotsand lots of black teeth!

Pain flared in hisleft shoulder, something squeezed around hisright leg, and the demon’ s head snapped
forward.

Fuck! Teeth!

Four shotsjerked it back far enough for Tony to get hisleft leg free. He kicked out, hard. It reared back,
hissing and snarling, till attached by the tail wrapped around Tony’sleg. Hekicked it again, alittle lower,
and black claws on the hind legs shredded his jeans below the knee.

Jack took another shot. Thetail whipped away. Danvers grabbed his shoulders, dragging him up onto his
feet.

“Why are you wrestling with it?’ Leah screamed, crouched behind ayellow chaise lounge. “ Get those
runesinthear!”



Tony ducked as the demon launched itself over him, heading for Lesh. Ducked alittle lower asit
returned the other way, arms and legsflailing as CB yanked it back by thetail.

It folded back on itsdlf, squirmed free, and legped straight up.
If it regained the high ground...

No way in hell he remembered the runes.

So we stick with what we know.

Miraculoudy still standing, Tony made amental note that a Powershot released insgde was blinding.
Hopefully, temporarily blinding.

“Mr. Foster!”

Patterns of blue light danced acrossthe ingde of Tony’slids. At least, he thought he had his eyes closed.
“Yeah, Boss?’

“Wasthat you?’

“Yegh”

“Didyou hit it?’

“I don’'t know.”

“Isanyone being disemboweled?’ Sarcasm dripped from Leah’ svoice.
It seemed that no one was.

“Wdll, isn't that lucky.” Not so much dripping now asflowing fredy.
“What wasthat?’ Jack’ s voice, demanding an answer.

“The demon? Or Tony’s pyrotechnical answer to the demon?’

“Hey!” Heturned toward where Leah’ svoice put her. “Wewere dl screwed if it got back into the light
ord”

“Damned right.” Danversthistime. Nice that someone understood.

A hand closed around hisarm and by blinking rapidly he could dmaost make out the silhouette of the
person attached to the hand. At least he hoped it was the person attached to the hand.

“You'rebleeding.” Danversagain.

“He should count hisblessngs he' sdiveto bleed.” Leah, closer now, sounded distinctly unsympathetic.
“What happened to the plan, Tony?

“You guys had aplan?’ Jack didn’t sound like he believed her.
“There saway to send the demons back where they came from without wiping out our best defense.”

“If thisashisal that remains of the demon, he' s out of the picture.” CB. From near the floor. “ Except for
afew minor punctures, | believe Mr. Foster—who, | assume, you were referring to as our best line of



defense—isfine”
“Tony, canyou seeyet?’ Leah. Right in hisface.
He could sort of make out shapes, but he got alittle dizzy when he turned his head. “Uh...”

“No. Hecan't. We can. He can't.” Probably Leah’ s hand on his cheek. Thefingerswere trembling a
little. “ Someone had better grab him before he cracks his skull open on thefloor.”

On cue, Tony felt hisknees buckle.
“I’'vegot you, kid.” A dark Jack-shape with blond highlights.

“These holes |ook clean, and they’ re not as deep asthey could be.” Danvers, as she pulled his shirt off

and started working on the puncturesin his shoulder. Tony was sarting to redly like her. “Damp denim
seems to make decent body armor. | don't think he did much damageto your leg ether. Isthere afirst
ad—Thanks”

No mistaking CB’s presence up close and personal. There was a sudden lack of open spacein the
immediste area.

Jack shifted his grip to give Danvers a better angle on the shoulder. “ So what’ swrong with him?”
“Y ou mean besides the holes? It was the Powershot. Not the smartest thing to do.”
Jack answered Leah’ s question with one of hisown. “Who are you?’

He' d keep asking until he got an answer, like the world' s biggest, red serge-wearing terrier. Given
Leah'searlier opinion of al and sundry, and given that Jack was definitely one of the sundry, the odds
were good shewasn't going to tel him. Thetrick wasfiguring out how much of the truth would shut him

up.

“She’ sademonic consultant,” Tony told him, trying not to think about what Jack’ s partner was doing to
his shoulder.

“A what?'
“Demonic consul ... OW!”
“Sorry.”

“It' sokay.” And it was. Theflash of white light accompanying the pain seemed to have cleared hisvision.
Where cleared meant he could see people standing around him and pretty much figure out who they
were. Beyond about three meters, thingswere ill alittle fuzzy—Iike hisfocus had been pulled so he had
no depth of field—which likey meant there’ d be something with teeth and scdes charging in from the
fuzzy any minute now.

[13 Td]y?,
Or not.

Lee gradually came into focus as he came closer. Then cameinto focus alot faster as he broke into arun
and dropped to one knee.

“What happened?’ he demanded, his hand closing around Tony’ swrist.



Tony opened his mouth, but Jeck filled thewordsin. “It' sthe aftereffects of frying ademon.”
“You'rehurt!”

“It'suh...” He glanced over at the blood-soaked pad in the RCMP officer’ s hand and decided not to
bother with the whole manly denid thing. “Yeah.”

“It'snot asbad asit looks.” Danvers matter-of-fact tone made it convincing. Given that it was his blood,
Tony wasn't entirely convinced, but Lee seemed to be.

Seemed to be glaring at Jack.
Who till held Tony cradled againgt his body while Danvers finished with his shoulder.
Leewasglaing?

Tony had no idea how Jack was responding, but something in the way his grip shifted and the way
muscles moved in his chest, made Tony think he felt amused.

“How arethe others, Mr. Nicholas?” CB’sbulk regppeared like amahogany wall at the end of Tony’s
feet, theforce of his persondity enough to break through Lee's... wdll, to break through whatever the
hell wasup with Lee.

“Fine. They'regood.” The actor sat back and turned, visibly distancing himsdf from the scene on the
floor—athough his fingers maintained their grip. “Mouse thinks the gaffer’ s nose might be broken.”

“And Mason?’

“Would be on the phone to his agent if there was a phone around to be on.”
“I'll gpesk with him in amoment.”

“I can't say that | blame him, CB.”

“Demons.” Jack ignored Lee sreindtated glare, but there was nothing that suggested amusement this
time. He shifted Tony’ sweight onto his partner, who caught it, steadied it, and raised a skeptical
eyebrow when Tony muttered, “1 can St on my own.”

“What about them?” CB demanded as Jack got dowly to hisfeet.

“She said demons. Asin more than one. They had a plan to send the demons back where they came
from. That...”

All eyesturned with his gesture to the smear of ash on thefloor. Tony could just bardly makeit out. “...
isn't theend of this. Isit?’

And dl eyesturned to Leah.
Who looked a him.

His stomach growled.



Chapter Six

“HOW LONG IS THIS Demonic Convergence going to last?’
“I don't know.”

“Youdon't know?’ CB repeated Leah’s answer as a question, an eyebrow raised for punctuation. There
were rumors that eyebrow had once caused aloan manager to wet himself—a rumor that Tony, having
more than once been on the receiving end of said eyebrow, wasinclined to believe.

L eah proved to be made of sterner stuff, but then she' d already survived plagues, the Inquisition, disco. ..
“Information on the last Demonic Convergence was passed on as an ora history for centuries before
finaly being written down by an insane monk in 332. He was alittle vague on duration.”

“Rather an important point, don't you think?’

“Asamatter of fact, | do.” She matched hisdry, sarcastic tone precisely and then sat back and crossed
her legs. “Fortunately, we know that the Convergenceis of limited duration, just not exactly how limited.
My best guesswould tieit to the moon through one full cycle. A month, no more. Maybe alittleless”

“And your worst guess?’ CB growled.

She shrugged. “ The planets change position dowly and the stars dower till.”

“You're saying thiscould last years?’

“It could.”

“Demons could be dropping into my studio for years?’

“Or the one Tony destroyed could be the only oneyou'll see. There' sno way of knowing for sure.”

Liar, Tony thought. He was impressed by how much like a consultant she sounded and lessimpressed
by how heavily edited the story had become. She hadn’t mentioned that the demons were only coming
through because a Demonlord was directing the convergent energy. Nor had she said anything about
being an immortal Demongate, confident that Tony would keep her secret. Since he’ d dready lied for her
once today, he supposed she had reason for the confidence. After al those years with Henry, hewas
good at secrets. And given that the residue of Arra s spell seemed to be exerting astronger pull than
Leah, the whole Demongate thing seemed alittle lessrelevant than it had.

“I have aquestion!” Perched on the edge of CB’s desk, Amy waved her hand above her head, the
charms hanging off the polished bicycle chain she wore wrapped around one wrist glinting under the
fluorescent lights. “How does one become ademonic consultant? Exactly?’

Amy hadn’t been included in the “we’ when CB’d growled, “ We need to talk.” When those who'd been
involved in the battle—plus Lee who' d arrived on the scene before anyone thought to adjust the
sory—followed CB into his office—where followed, in Tony’ s case, meant hanging off Jack’sarm and
more or less putting one foot in front of the other—she' d invited herself dong, dragging Zev behind her.
Tony was glad they were there. Although the odds were good Zev would have understood, keeping
Amy out of theloop had limited survivability, and even CB seemed to redizeit would be easier inthe



long runto let her Say.

“I have abetter question,” Constable Danvers sighed, rubbing the bridge of her nose. “Who the hdll is
going to believe dl that damage in the soundstage was caused by a deranged fan?’

“Drugged fan,” Lee corrected. He d suggested the cover story.
“Whatever. Drugged, deranged; no onewill buy it.”

“Mason did,” Lee reminded her. Mason had been thrilled to think that one of hisfans had gone berserk
g]r(rj] trashed the soundstage. Mason wastthrilled to believe pretty much anything that made it all about
“Once Mason startstalking about it,” CB explained, “everyone dsewill believeit, too.”

“Likehell givethem achoice” Amy snorted.

CB nodded. “My point exactly. Y ou should use the tools you have to hand.”

Everyoneturned to look at Tony.

“You calingmeatool?” heroused himsdf enough to mutter.

“yYes”

So much for humor.

“I shdl sum up, then.” CB leaned back in his chair which cresked darmingly under hisbulk. “Wearein
the midst of a Demonic Convergence of indeterminate length. The demons are atracted to thisbuilding
because of ...”

Tony hoped no one had noticed the dight pause—where no one referred to the RCMP officers who
hadn’t been told about the gate or Arra or the Shadowlord when they were told about what had
happened in the house. Given that they’ d been standing on the front lawn when the heavens opened, the
story of the house had been unavoidable, but—so far—Tony’ d managed to avoid filling in thewhole
metaphysica backstory.

“... theresidua energy; energy most likely connected to Mr. Foster’ s abilities.”
That’'sright. Make it believable. Blame me.

“Ms. Burnett,” CB continued, “who has made astudy of demonology...”

No one seemed to have any trouble believing in a stunt-woman as a student of demonology.

“... just happened to have recently contacted Mr. Foster to inform him about this Demonic Convergence
and to ingtruct him on how to return said demonsto the hell they came from—although, as circumstances
have forced Mr. Foster to fry both demons he has aready faced, whether or not he can return them
remanstheoretica.”

Tony rubbed the bandage on his shoulder. Nothing much about this seemed theoretica to him. Hiswhole
body ached.

“Because both demons have been reduced to ash, we have no proof should we decide to make the story
public, so rather than be mocked by those who have not shared our experiences, we are maintaining that



today’ sincident was caused by adrugged fan of Mason Reed's. Constables Danvers and Elson will
support that story in their reports.”

“I can't believe we' re going to fasify areport!” Constable Danvers punctuated each word by banging the
back of her head against the wall.

CB laid both hands flat on his desk. The fingers of the left hand started to tremble. Musclestensed in the
arm the demon had didocated and Jack had snapped back, and the trembling stopped. “ Given that you
arrived herein an officia capacity, the report is unavoidable. Y ou may, of course, choosetotdll the
truth.”

Danverslooked at CB, she looked around the room, and, finally, shelooked at her partner. Who
shrugged. Jack had been remarkably quiet snce he' d brought up the point about multiple demons. Tony
wondered what he was thinking. His partner seemed to be wondering the same, but after along moment,
she sighed and muttered, “Fine. But what happensif these things go public? Y ou know, suddenly show
up on the six o’ clock news climbing the Lions Gate Bridge?’

“They don’t show up on camera,” Leah told her.
“Why not?’

“They don't have souls”

“What?’

“A camerasteals apiece of your soul,” Leah explained. “ Demons have no souls, so they don’t show up
on camera.”

“That'stota bullshit.”

A raised hand cut off the murmur of agreement. Lesh leaned toward the constable, smiling dightly. “Why
don’t demons show up on camera, then?’

“Becausethey... | mean, they...” When no one seemed willing to help, Danvers shoulders sagged. “I
can't believe I’m even having this conversation.” Bang. Bang. Bang againgt thewall.

Jack reached out and grabbed her shoulder, stopping the motion. Once she' d stilled, he stepped past
her, swept a narrow-eyed gaze around the room—uwhich would have been more effective had most of
the people in the room not recognized it as having been inserted for effect—and finally locked hiseyeson
CB. “Aslong as demons are attracted to your soundstage, for whatever reason...”

Trandating the emphasis, Tony could see another “talk” with the congtable in his future. Probably
accompanied by shouting.

“...you'll haveto closethe studio.”
Zev hummed afew portentous bars of music under his bresth.

Amy moved off CB’sdesk and out of the line of fire as the producer smiled. “1 have an episode and a
half of ashow gill to shoot, Congtable. | have to do no such thing.”

“People are going to get hurt. Someone' s dready been hurt. Someone besides Tony.”

“It wasthe gaffer,” Tony murmured. “ He sthe guy who setsthe lightsto get the effect the DP wants,” he
expanded when Jack turned to glare. “When things get weird, it' s good to hold onto the stuff you know.



Not you, persondly,” he added quickly. “Usyou.”
“Did you get hit on the heed?’
“I don't think s0.”

“Check.” Jack’ s attention relocked on CB. Y our gaffer’ snoseis broken. He' s on hisway to the
hospita. Y ou were lucky no one was serioudy hurt. Or killed. Y ou're closing the studio.”

“I am contractualy obligated to provide twenty-two episodes of Darkest Night within aspecifictime
frame,” CB told him. “If | close the studio, thiswon’t happen, and we will bein violation of our contract.
There will be no season two. My people will belet go. Most will not be able to find new work as many
of the network showsthat were filming in VVancouver have moved back acrossthe border.”

“So you think your ‘peopl€’ ...”
That wasthe most sarcastic set of air quotes Tony had ever seen.
“... would rather be exposed to demonic attacks than unemployment?’

“Speaking as one of hispeople...” Perched now on an arm of the couch, Amy waved again. “...
definitely.”

“Y ou are not the average employee,” Jack pointed out.

“I am,” Zev brokein before Amy could respond. He shuffled forward to the edge of the couch cushion.
“I vote wefinish the season.”

Jack stared at the music director for along moment. “Why are you even here?’ he asked.
A nod toward Amy. “I camein with her.”

“That’snot helping your case, you know thet, right?’

“Yes, but...” Hewinced and fell silent as Amy smacked him on thearm.

“And,” Jack continued, “as | understand things, neither of you spend much time out on the soundstage
where the demons are going to be.”

“I do.” Leerose dowly off hisend of the couch and moved until he stood face-to-face with Jack. “And |
say we don't close the studio.”

Tony had afeding that, right at that moment, Lee would say black if Jack said white. He cleared his
throat and was more or less gratified when it drew everyonge' s attention back to him. “Look, I’'m going to
be hereanyway...” Hetried to sit forward like Zev had, found he didn't have the energy, figured screw
it ashefdl back, sagging dightly into thewarmth Lee had |€eft. “... and it would be alot eeser on meif |
didn’'t have to waste time and energy...” A short rest for emphasis before hefinished. “... keeping
friends and coworkers from being eaten while | dedl.”

“Eaten?” Amy and Zev together. Lee camein alittlelate.

“WEe ve got adead guy without an arm in the morgue. Killed by ademon who ate the arm.” Jack folded
hisarmstriumphantly.

Hedidn't know the arm hadn’t been eaten, and since he was hel ping Tony make his point, Tony wasn't



planning on mentioning it.

“S0...” CB gteepled hisfingers and peered over the mahogany triangle a hisTAD. “Y ou think | should
closethe studio.”

“No.” Leah jumped in before Tony could get his mouth open. “1 don’t think you should close the studio.”
She stood and spread her hands, looking earnest. “We don’t know how long the Demonic Convergence
will last.” Tossing her hair back over her shoulders, she adjusted her posture subtly. “There€ sno reason
to risk putting so many people out of work. Tony will be here. I ve taught him everything he needsto
know.”

The smple statement sounded pornographic.
Lee, who was closest to her, made a sound low in histhroat. CB and Jack leaned in.
Ryne Cyratane flexed trand ucent muscles and ran his hands down Leah’ sarms.

“Thenit'ssettled.” CB’svoice dipped past Barry White and headed toward registering on the Richter
scae. “We Il keep the studio open.”

Jack nodded, absently drying his pams on histhighs. “ That sounds reasonable.”
“Nothing about this sounds reasonable,” Danvers muttered. “What the hell are you talking about, Jack?’

“ She sthe demonic consultant.” A nod and an appreciative smile toward Leah. “We re out of our
depth—we should listen to her.”

“You'reout of your mind.”
Charms chimed as Amy waved. “1"d like to second that, except | want the studio open, so | won't.”

All right. Enough was enough. If Leah didn’t want her secretstold to al and sundry, she needed to lay off
taking advantage of dl and sundry. Tony frowned at Lee. Especidly this particular sundry. “ She' susing
demonic sex apped to convince you.”

Leah'sdark eyeswidened, and her lower lip went out. “ Tony!”
“Do you have proof of thisaccusation, Mr. Foster?’

“No, but...”

“Thendon't makeit.”

“Hdlo! Wizard!” Hetried to stand and fell back onto the couch. His second attempt was more

successful but only because Zev helped. “ Okay. Wizard. Let’sassume | know more about what’ s going
on herethan...” The room shifted out of focus and back in again. “... than not-wizards, okay? And let’s
assumethat | can...” Whoa His head fdlt like araw egg balanced on astrand of cooked spaghetti. “... |

“Y ou can bardly stand, Tony.” Leedidn’t sound particularly sympathetic, but then Lee was as enthralled
by Leah as Jack and CB.

Okay, forget the room. Focus on Lee’ s face. You're good at that. Hewas. But it had never been so
hard before. His brain attempted to tossin a smutty innuendo but didn’t quite manageit. “Behind her...
there sabig... abig naked...”



On naked, Leeturned his attention back to Leah.

Crap.

Tony’ sknees gave out, and Zev was a second late keeping his head from bouncing off the floor of CB’s
office.

“That sounded likeit hurt.” Amy frowned down at him.

Way to state the obvious.

“He needs to see adoctor.”

Constable Danvers was rapidly becoming one of Tony’ sfavorite people.

“No, he just needsrest. A Powershot usesalot of personal energy, and that’s not something a doctor
can fix. No wonder he’ sbabbling.” Leah sounded convincing. Tony would have been more convinced if
when his head fell to one side, he hadn’t been looking through a bare foot. An enormous bare foot.

“What happensif another demon attacks before he recovers?” Jack demanded.
“We're screwed.”

Tony wondered if he was the only one who heard, You're screwed.

“I can shoot it.”

“That' s sweet, but bulletswill only dow it down. All you can do is hope Tony recovers and that from
now on, he doesthings my way.”

Tony was starting to think Leah had some serious control issues. He closed hisfingersaround Zev's
wrig. “All... about... sex.”

Asdarkness claimed him, he heard CB snort. “\Welcome to the wonderful world of televison, Mr.
Foster.”

He cameto, siretched out on the couch in CB’s office, dl his attention on the vegetable soupina
Styrofoam bowl steaming on the coffee table beside him. Ignoring the spoon, he grabbed it with shaking
hands and downed it in four swallows. Or, more accurately, three since agood portion of the fourth he
coughed out his nose.

A familiar hand passed over awad of paper napkins.
“Where s everyone gone?’ he asked when he could talk.

“Back towork.” Ryne Cyratane had vanished and Leah looked no more than normally attractive. “Y our
friends on the force have reports to file and a nonexistent drugged fan to pretend to track down. Y our
coworkers arefinishing the day’ s pages—well, except for Mason Reed who leaked news of the incident
to the pressand isnow giving interviews.”

Tony snorted out an aphabet noodle; an F or maybe an E deformed by its passage through his sinuses.



“The tudio’ s staying open.”
“Yes”

“The demonswill come here”
“Ves”

“Becausethe gateis putting out the kind of residua power that attracts them more powerfully than you
do.”

“ YS,”

“If there re people in the studio, the demon won't just check out the gate, realizeit’ s not you, and go
hunting asinstructed by itsboss. It'll try for asnack and make itsalf obvious. If it’sdistracted by amed,
it'll be easier for meto send it home.” His subconscious had put the pieces together while he' d been out.
“Y ou' re stting up the people here as bait.”

She gared a him for amoment, then she smiled. “Only during business hours. Y our vampire can gtill dedl
with it after dark. More soup?’

“Sure.” Tony drank, dower thistime, and considered his options. Hisbrain fdlt like it waswrapped in
barbed wire. It hurt to think and, asfar as he could tell, he didn’t actualy seem to have any options.
Sucked to be him. “1 could tell them.”

“About what?’

“About them being bait. About you being a Demongate. About the Demonlord' s plan to kill you and take
over theworld. | could tel them everything.”

“And that would accomplish what?’ she asked reasonably, crossing the office and perching on the edge
of the coffee table so she could stare earnestly into hisface. “CB has very good reasons for not shutting
the studio down. | agreed with him, so | helped him convince your friend Jack. Y es, your crew will bein
ahit of danger, but if you get your head out of your butt and learn how to dedl with the demons, it'sdll
incidental anyway. Y ou'll send them back before they do any damage.”

“Yeeh, tell thet to Ritz.”

“Who?’

“The gaffer.” Hewaved a hisnose.

“Y our gaffer’ snameisRitz?’

“Probably not, but that’ s what he goes by.”

“Right.” Shetucked agtrand of hair behind her ear. “If you' d been here, instead of a my place...”
“I was protecting you!”

Leshignored him. “... Ritz wouldn't have gotten hurt.”

“So what happened was my fault?’

“It wasno one sfault.” Leaning forward, she patted hisknee. “Tony, thisisworking out perfectly. The



gate obvioudy has amore powerful signature than | do or that demon wouldn't have come herefirs.”
First. Hefrowned. First?*“ That wasn't the first demon.”

Leah wrapped acurl around afinger. “Wdl, no, but...”

“And thefirst demon didn’'t come herefirst.”

“Ah!” She held up a cautioning finger. “We don’t know that.”

“Itkilled aguy, ripped off hisarm, and then came after you.”

“It probably came to the studio at night when there was no one here, then it found my scent at the stunt
stewhereit killed the construction worker. It was the next day beforeit found me. If there' d been a
wizard in the studio prepared to send it back...” Her voicetrailed off dramaticaly.

“I"'m seeing a problem with that.”
“I'm not saying it was your fault that man died.”
“Y eah. Bite me. Let’ s consider the word ‘ probably.” ”

She frowned as she went back over what she' d said. Then sherolled her eyes. “Fine. But the second
demon definitely came here firs—even though we droveright by it—so the odds are certainly in favor of
the first demon having done the same thing. Demons at thislevel aren’t known for independent thought.
They'rejust big scary, scaly killing machines. Fortunately, this ot has been given amission, so there's
lessrandom killing.”

“That'scomforting.” Tony’s head hurt, his shoulder was throbbing, the soup had barely taken the edge
off hishunger, and at some point while hewasin la-laland, historn and bloody clothes had been
replaced by geek wear off the costume rack. He couldn’t decide if he was pissed off, resigned, or just
hungry, and hewas doing it al while wearing polyester. “ So I'll be Sitting under the gate, 24/7 until the
convergenceisover.”

“You'll have breaks between demons. It takestime to divert enough convergent energy to get ademon
through even athinned barrier, and | can’'t imagine that my lord will be able to pop them out any closer
together.”

“He snot il your lord! HE strying to kill you!”

“Sure, now, but he’ s been my lord for thirty-five hundred years. It’s not going to be an easy habit to
break.”

“And you likeusing his power.”
“Wel, duh.”

Kind of ahard response to argue with. Tony wasn't sureif he admired her honesty or was appalled by it.
Bit of both, probably. He dropped his head into his hands and scrubbed at hisface. “I took out
demon-with-the-arm last night and red-and-toothy this morning, that's barely twelve hours apart.”

“No, it's closer to twenty-four. Demon-with-the-arm acquired the arm the night before he attacked us,”
shereminded him. “And look at the bright side, when you' re not sending demons back to hell, you can
do your job and, more importantly, collect a paycheck. Y ou couldn’t work or get paid if you were il
following me around.”



Hedidn't redly have an argument for that ether. “My laundry is at your place”
Senging thewin, shesmiled. “I’ll dedl with your laundry.”

“Yeah.” The edge of the Styrofoam cup flaked apart under hisfingernails. “Look, the only way | can see
ruling out that probably—asin probably the demonswill come herefirs—isif you're here with me. Then
the demonswill definitely come herefirst.”

Her hand dropped to her side, and the smile disappeared. “Tony, | bled.”

“So0?" When he moved, the adhesive tape holding the gauze pad over the hole in his shoulder pulled at
sengtiveskin.

“The demons can hurt me.”

“Yeah, well, big scary killing machines, remember?Y ou got off easy.” There were three deep scratches
under his polyester pant leg. “We both did.”

Leah’seyes narrowed. “ Are you being ddliberately stupid, or did you hit your head harder than |
thought? They’ re the only thing in the world that can hurt me!”

Ah. “So, given the chance, you' d rather they weren't given the chance?”’
“And asecond brain cell comes online!”
He supposed he could understand her reaction. Except...

“Y ou cameto me so that | could help you deal with the Demonic Convergence, and now you’ re putting
other peoplein danger.”

“Oh, no!” Both hands went up, palmstoward him. “Don’t put that on me. | came to you so we could
spackle the weak spots and maybe ded with afew long-legged beasties that’ d scuttled in from the
closest hdlls. | never intended to face down demons. And people? People arein danger every time they
gep into the shower. Do you know how many household accidents happen in the bathroom? Should they
stop showering? Or what about the chance of choking and dying? Should everyone stop egting? These
demons are the only thingsthat can hurt me, and | don’t think it's unreasonable that | should avoid

them!”

“But they can't only hurt you! Y ou've lived for thirty-five hundred years, don't you think shorter lives
should be protected because they are shorter?’

She sat back and frowned. “No.”
Actudly, he should' ve seen that coming.

“Look, let’ sforget about me for the moment and talk about you. Y ou’ re awizard, and wizards pretty
much havethree options.” She flipped up afinger. “ An ascetic life of learning.” A second finger. “World
domination.” A third finger. “Or supporting the greater good. What' sit going to be?’

“World domination.”
All three fingers snapped down. “Wrong answer.”

Wasit fair that she could go for so long without blinking? Findly, he looked awvay and sighed. “Do | get a
big red W on my chest?’



“Why would | know about your skin problems?’
“Jugt asking.”

Her expression bordered on triumphant as she patted hisarm and stood. “ Y ou redlly shouldn’t waste any
time learning those runes. CB saysyou can stay here and use his office.”

“Me?Where are you going?’

“To get your laundry.” Tone and expression together suggested that if hewas all that stood between the
world and demonic domination, the world was doomed.

“Right. Laundry.” He watched her walk to the door. “Leah?’
She paused, holding the door handle.
“What if you'rewrong? What if the next guy doesn’'t come here first? What if it goes after you?’

She chewed the corner of her lower lip, looking alot younger than someone who' d seen her entire village
daughtered thirty-five hundred years ago. Then she tossed her hair back over her shoulder and smiled. It
wasn't aparticularly believable smile, not when one hand dropped to rest against the curve of her belly.
“Then | race back here and you get to be my hero again.”

“Butif...”

“Tony, reax, we drove right past that demon this morning and it still came herefirst. Sincel seem to have
another option, I'm not going to spend the rest of the Demonic Convergence, however long it lasts,
cowering behind you. Nor will I let thislatest plan of Ryne Cyratane s control my lifeany morethan | let
hisfirgt plan control me. You'll dedl with the demons; I'll get onwith living.”

“And my life?

“Doyou have alifethat doesn't involve your job?’ Her wave gathered in the studio beyond CB’ s office.
“And, hey, hereyou are.”

The door closed behind her. Tony stared at it amoment longer. He felt like he should have argued
harder. If Leah stayed at the studio, then the demons would head here guaranteed, and he had afedling
there weren't many guaranteesin demonology. But even on short acquaintance it was obvious that Lesh
was al about having things happen for her, her way. 1t'd likely become habit after the first couple of
millennia—right about the time she' d got out of the habit of relying on other people who inconveniently
died just when they were needed.

Still, at least shewasn't cowering behind him. That wasagood thing, right?

The four sketches he'd made in the car were spread out on CB’ s blotter. His weight on the edge of the
desk, Tony picked up the least complicated and stared at it for along moment, histhumb leaving a
vegetable-soup-colored print on the paper. Heraised his other hand. He focused. He picked his spot.
He drew the pattern.

Or not.
The blue lines sputtered and broke apart, tumbling out of the air like fireworks.

Tony braced himsdf and somehow managed to neither dide to the floor nor end up sporawling and
drooling across CB’ s desk.



Afterimagesfloated across hisvison. Blue sparks tumbling and faling. Tumbling and faling. Tumbling
and...

He swallowed hard, belched vegetable soup, and didn’t throw up.

“Gome,” he muttered, staggering forward to ssomp out a bit of smoldering carpet. Going actually
sounded like agood idea. He needed food. Lots and lots of food.

Who the hell had moved CB’ s door so far from his desk?

Since Amy’d never let him live down alittle heavy breathing, he clutched at the door handle and tried to
stop panting before he went out into the office. It was quiet. Too quiet. The hair lifted off the back of
Tony’sneck...

... and settled down again as he realized that Amy wasn't at her desk. That aways lowered the noise
level. She' d probably sent Krista out to the soundstage to find someone and then, with the office PA ill
gone, had to deliver the next urgent message hersalf. Given the belt of red lights blinking acrossthe
bottom of her phone, she' d been gone for awhile.

Even though there seemed to be a perfectly mundane reason for the unnatura cam, Tony walked
carefully out into the middle of the room, his heds barely touching the floor. Caution, yes, but also he had
asuspicion that the wrong step would cause his head to fdl off his shoulders. After the year he'd had,
rhetorica statements became frighteningly possible and he much preferred his head whereit was.

He could hear voicesraised in the bull pen asthe writers bashed the last rough edges off the season’s
final script. It didn’t take much concentration to make out the actua words.

“Because we need alittle physical action here! It'saclassc bit and it dways gets laughs. We can’t lose!”

It sounded like Mason was going to get nailed in the nuts again. The writers never got tired of dipping
physica humor into the script. So far, Peter and the other directors had managed to keep this particular
piece of physica humor from actudly happening to their temperamenta star, mollifying the writerswith
guest stars and hit players curled around their crotches and moaning. The writers had someissues.

He could hear Rachd Chou, the office manager, talking quietly to someone in the smal kitchen.
“And just what, exactly, do you mean by that?’

Mason' s voice boomed out of hissmdll office on the other side of the main doors. Was he still with the
press? And, if so, shouldn’t he be back on set by now? Tony tried to remember Raymond Dark’ s call
sheet for the day and drew a blank.

He shuffled a couple of stepsforward but still missed the reporter’ sreply.

Mason, however, had done Bard on the Beach and knew how to project above the sound of flapping
canvas and not so distant traffic crossing the Burrard Bridge. One hollow-core door was nothing to him.
“How dare you insnuate that about my fang!”

Mason' s fans were predominantly middle-aged women with Web stes and frighteningly explicit
imaginations. Less common were those who believed that vampirestruly lurked in the darkness—beyond
that, they couldn’t seem to agree on the particulars. Tony wasfairly certain he’ d never seen Henry
actudly lurk. Rarest of al were the fans who admired Mason’ s acting.

“My fansare the st of the earth!”



Who redlly talked like that? Tony wondered, moving closer till. Although, in dl fairness, some of those
Web sites had some pretty salty language, not to mention an interesting concept of mae anatomy. Or a
least of Mason’ sanatomy. And, while he was hardly one to complain about hot man-on-man action, he
was alittle confused by dl the Raymond Dark/James Taylor Grant stuff out there. Leaving the actors
preferences out of it entirdly, Raymond Dark was atomcat with anew conquest every week and half a
hundred tragic love affairsin his past. Even James Taylor Grant had buried one true love and staked
another.

Lee d dated the second actress for awhile until achanceto star in aremake of Time Tunnel had drawn
her to Toronto.

The door of Mason's office flew open, snapping Tony’ s attention back to the matter at hand. He barely
had enough time to look like he hadn’t been eavesdropping when the star of Darkest Night made a
dramatic exit—or entrance, depending on point of view—announcing, “ Thisinterview isover!”

“Mr. Reed, you have to be aware that this show has been attracting an unhealthy amount of paranormal
atention.”

Tony knew that voice.

“| don’'t haveto be aware of anything,” Mason snapped as Kevin Groves followed him out of the office.
“And | very much didikewhat you' reimplying!”

“Whichis?

Lip curled, Mason turned on his hed and headed for the exit. “ My assistant will deal with any further
questions.”

Groves blanched—which wasn't surprising given hislast encounter with Jennife—and alowed Mason to
leave unimpeded. Physically unimpeded. “1 will discover the truth, Mr. Reed!”

Even from across the room, Tony could tell Mason was considering whether or not he should respond.
Please, not the Nicholson!
After along moment, Mason snorted and walked out of the production office.

Tony released a breath he didn’t remember holding, then looked up to see Kevin Groves heading his
way.

“Weneaedtotak.”

About to suggest abiologica impaossibility, Tony suddenly remembered just what exactly it was about the
reporter he' d wanted to pass on to Leah. Kevin Groves knew about the Demonic Convergence. Tony
hed to find out how much. “Okay.”

Groves opened his mouth and then closed it again, looking confused. “ Okay?’

“But not here.” He had to work here and the last thing he needed was for someone to see them together.
Where someone meant Amy. He' d never live it down, especidly since his breathing was decidedly il
on the heavy side. “| need to eat. W€l go across the road.”

Still clearly taken aback, Groves shrugged. “ Sure.”

“Solet’smove!” Before Amy got back. Tony led theway out to the street and almost didn’t makeit.



Had that outside door aways been so heavy? Groves reached past him, laid asurprisingly large hand
againg the glass, and shoved. “ Thanks.”

“Areyoudl right?’

“I'mfine.” If anyone saw them, he could just say he was doing a bit of follow-up damage control. It
never hurt to know what Mason had told the press before the headlines made it onto CB’ s desk.

The green light barely lasted long enough for him to shuffle across Boundary.

“WEe re not heading to the Duke' s?” Grove asked as Tony turned and walked past the damp and
deserted patio.

“Man, you redly are an investigative reporter, aren’t you? Y ou don't missathing.”
“I thought dl you guys dwayswent to the Duke's”
“Thought wrong.”

The Duke swas a gathering place for the various actors who made the Burnaby areatheir home, or at
least their place of employment—actors, directors, producers, but ssldom crew. Crew had their own
place cut from the front of an old warehouse, three quarters of the building still used by one of the bigger
studiosfor storage.

“Okay, here sthededl.” If he concentrated, he could talk without panting. “Y ou only talk to me, and you
keep your voice down.”

“Oor?’

“Or you'll never know what’sgoing on.”
“You don't look so good.”

“Who asked you?’

“I’'mjust saying,” Groves muttered as Tony led the way into the Window Shot, adding asthey paused to
alow their eyesto adjust to the gloom, Y ou’ d think there’ d be more windows.”

“That’snot what it means.” He could fed Groveswaiting for an explanation. Why not give him afreebie?
“Crews used to get paid daily. They’ d get what they were owed in cash from a payroll window after
shooting ended, so the last shot of the day was cdled the window shot.”

“And now you come here after the last shot of the day for thefirst shot of the day.”

“Y ou're smarter than you look.” Bigger, too, Tony redlized asthey made their way across the scuffed tile
floor to the empty booths under the single window. Tony was five ten; Groves was a couple of inches
taller and broader through the shoulders. Not much meat on him, though, and the cheap gray suit did alot
to hide what size he had as did the way he curled in on himself as though he expected to be hit. All things
considered, not an unreasonabl e expectation.

The booth smelled like beer and fries and damp clothes, but Tony felt alot more secure with the dark

wood supporting him. If he craned his head just right, and the traffic on Boundary cooperated, he could
see the main entrance to the studio parking lot through the streaked glass. Leah seemed pretty sure that
nothing would happen for awhile, but he felt better being able to keep an eye on things. Even aminima

eye.



“Tony!” The owner of the bar approached, drying her hands on a green apron. “What can | get for you?’

“Large poutine and aglass of milk, please, Brenda.” Milk was likefood. He d seen aPBS program
about it.

“Oh, yeeh, that’ s hedlthy. And your friend.”

“He' snot my friend,” Tony put in quickly before Groves could speak. “He sareporter for the Western
Sar.”

“Ah.” One stedl-gray brow rose as she turned and gave the reporter the once over. “That cover picture
last week, the creature of the night? It looked like araccoon in a Dumpster. Y ou guysaren’'t even

trying.”

Groves lip curled. “1 have nothing to do with the cover photos.”

“Yeah, | bet I'd havealittle trouble finding someone who admits they do. What do you want?’
“Coffeg sfine.”

“My coffee s better than fine,” she snorted and headed toward the kitchen.

“Why did you tell her who | waslikethat?’ Lacing long fingerstogether, Groves braced hisforearmson
the table and leaned forward.

“So she' Il watch what she says around you.”
“Y ou think she knowsthings?’

Tony shrugged and sucked air in through histeeth asthe claw holesin his shoulder pulled with the
mation.

“What isit?’

Pointlessto lie about the obvious. Lies should be held against need when they could be camouflaged by
bits of thetruth. “1 hurt my shoulder.”

Behind the glasses, dark eyes narrowed at the straight answer. “How?’

Tony’ sturn to snort. “Y ou were talking to Mason, how do you think?”

“I can say you were hurt in the attack?’

“Goahead. 'maTAD...” Heremembered painin timeto cut off the shrug. “... no onewill giveashit.”
“You saw thisderanged fan?’

“Duh. You know it'sfunny. You believein al sorts of paranormal crap, yet you don't believe that one of
Mason' s fans could go bugfuck.”

“It'snot that | don't believe...” He paused and leaned closer ill. Tony got awhiff of mint and
wondered, since there seemed to be no gum chewing going on, if it was adefault odor. “I’ ve met some
of Mason Reed' sfans,” hesaid, “and it'sashort trip to bugfuck. But there' s more going on.”

“More?’



“Why arewe here?’
“| wanted some poutine,” Tony told him asthefood arrived.

Groves waited until they were done again, until he'd emptied three creamersinto his coffee, and said,
“Why are we here together?’

“Y ou said we needed to talk.”

“You agreed with me.”

“Y ou've been stadking ussince August.”
“Because | know whenI’'mbeing lied to.”
“ About what?”

“Anything”

“Like creatures of the night?” Tony asked. Histone implied he couldn’t believe they were talking about
guff no oneintheir right mind believed in.
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Tony nearly choked on his mouthful of friesand gravy and cheese curd. “Y ou' re serious?’

“It'sa...” Groves stared into his coffee as though he could find the missng word. Findly, heraised his
head and met Tony’seyes. “... curse”

“Y ou know when you're being lied to?’

“l do.”

Hedid. And more, he expected Tony to believe him.

“What are you doing?’ he asked as Tony frowned at the scuffed wood beside his bowl.
“I'm trying to decideif beating my head againgt the table will beworthit.”

“Why?

Because like drew to like. The Demonic Convergence wasin Vancouver because Lesh wasthere and
the gate was there and he was there and—oh, yeah—Henry was there. Since he' d first met Henry,
there’ d been ghosts and werewolves and walking mummies. ..

It was like murders dways happening around Jessi ca Fletcher. Who the hell would want to live in the
sametown asalittle old lady who solved crimes?

Or never noticing a white van until you owned one and then they were all over the goddamned
place.

There was agate to another world in the studio where he worked.
The house they used for alocation shoot just happened to be haunted.

When Darkest Night needed astuntwoman, they hired an immortd Demongate.



It waslike eight o' clock on the WB.

And Kevin Groves, who knew when he was being lied to, was still waiting for an answer. Tony sighed.
“I’'m having one of those days.” Absolutdly not alie. “So let meguess...” Hetook aswalow of the milk.
“... you went to work for the tabs because they’ re the only ones who dare to print the truth?”

“That'sright.” After along moment, Grovesrolled hiseyes. “Now what?’

“Sorry.” Tony blinked and started eating again. “ Just having an MiB moment. Y ou’ d like the regular
papersto print the truth?’

“Who wouldn’t?’
Good point. “Under your byline.”
“I don’'t do what | do for the good of my hedlth, Mr. Foster. I'm ajournalist.”

Or he wanted to be seen as one, which, for al intents and purposes, amounted to the same thing. “ So,
are you saying Mason lied to you?’

“Mason Reed believes everything he says.”

“That’snot an answer.”

Groves only shrugged and took along drink of his coffee. Waiting.

He knows | have something to say or we wouldn't be here together.

He believes that | have metaphysical powers, that weird metaphysical shit is happening around
the studio, and he’ s looking for proof.

Let’ s not be too impressed by him sharing his lie detecting ability since I’ m guessing he tells
everyone. Of course he probably doesn‘t expect everyone to believe him.

Probably.

“Y esterday, you said the words Demonic Convergence like you expected me to know what they meant.
Why?’

Groves smiled. “Because | expected you to know what they meant.”
“WM!
“Nope. You asked aquestion, now | ask aquestion. That's how these things work.”

Maybeit was. Almost able to fed the caoriesin the poutine winging off to various body parts, Tony
pushed his empty bowl aside, laid hisforearms on the table, and leaned forward, deliberately mirroring
the reporter’ searlier position. “Not thistime,” he said quietly. “1 ask the questions, you answer them, and
if I'm happy with the answers, maybe I’ll tell you some of what you want to know.”

Groves started at him for along moment, then he sneered and stood. “I don’t haveto...”

“Y eah, you do. Thisisyour only chance, Kevin. Screw it up and you spend the rest of your life on the
outside looking in. Knowing things are happening but never being a part of it.”

Hislips drew back off coffee-stained teeth. “Idiot. | want to exposeit, not be a part of it.”



Tony locked their gazes and refused to let the other man look away. “Bullshit.”

“Everything okay here, gentlemen?’

“Fine, Brenda. | could use acoffee now if you wouldn’'t mind. And Mr. Groves could use arefill.”
“He snot leaving?’

“No.” He sat down, hands shoved under the edge of the table alittle too late to hide the trembling. “I'm
not leaving. Refill would be good. Please.”

Tony sat back feding powerful. Feding like awizard in control. Fedling like he' d just kicked a puppy. A
mangy, annoying, nippy puppy that no one liked but a puppy nevertheess. He shot what he hoped was a
reassuring smile at Brenda who frowned at them both as she set a clean mug on the table and then filled it
before refilling Kevin's. She frowned once more, just at him, before she waked away.

“Y ou thought I’ d know about the Demonic Convergence because of what you believe | did last summer
at that location shoot, right?’

“Witnesses said you spoke with the dead. Witnesses agree you...”

“Yeah.” Tony raised his hand. Hisright hand. No point in flashing the rune burned into his|eft at this point
inthe game. “1 don’t need to know what you believe did. Just answer the question.”

“That'swhat | thought.” Sullen but cooperating. Wanting desperately to be on the inside. With the cool
kids.

“How do you know about it?’

“I was researching you, what you might beinvolved in...” Black masses and dedswith the devil were
strongly implied by histone. “... and | found an old book in aused bookstore. It was written in German.
| could read just enough to recognize that it was about talking to the dead, so | bought it figuring | could
get it trandated.” The sullen arted faling away. Tony had afeding that being taken serioudy was anew
and exciting sensation for Kevin Groves. “ There was a piece of folded paper init... except it wasn't
paper. It was vellum. Y ou know whet that is?’

“l havenoidea”

“It' sapiece of caf hidetanned redly finefor writing on. Point is, it'sold. Redlly old. On thevellumwasa
chart drawn up by some astrologer. He wrote that the powerswould aign to create a Demonic
Convergence and the walls between the world and hell would thin. | took his caculationsto the
astrologer at the paper and she worked out the dates.”

“Isshethered thing?’

Groves snorted. “Not hardly. She' sgot aPh.D. in math, but she hates teaching.”
Damn. Tony scrapped hisideaof ametaphysica Justice League.

“It’ s hgppening now, isn't it? The Demonic Convergence?’

Why not? He' d aready done the math. Or had the math done for him. Mouth open to admit that yes, the
Demonic Convergence wasin fact hgppening now, Tony got distracted by the sight of hisown car driving
by and turning into the studio lot. Then he redlized that if Leah had gone back to her place for hislaundry,
of course she had to take his car.



Then he noticed that there was a pot by the entrance to the parking lot where the rain wasn't quite
fdling.



Chapter Seven

“WHAT THE HELL ISUPwith you?

Tony ignored Kevin Groves yelling behind him, concentrating on getting through the traffic on Boundary
without being killed. Wizardry wouldn't keep him from dying under the oversized whedls of someguy’s
SUV—or under the whedls of one of the new hybridsfor that matter. He might be more environmentally
dead, but he’ d be just as dead. Horns blared, tires skidded sideways on the wet pavement, cregtive
profanity blasted out of half adozen open windows, but he made it to the other sde dive. From the
continuing sound of horns, tires, and profanity, Kevin wasright behind him.

Grest.
In about thirty seconds, deciding how much to tell him would no longer be a problem.

Tony could see the headlines now: IMMORTAL STUNT-WOMAN SLAUGHTERED IN
BURNABY; DEMONGATE OPENS AND THE WORLD ENDS! Bright sde—he d be dead and
someone else would be cleaning up the mess.

He could see his car & the far end of thelot and thought he could see Lesh twisted around, rummaging in
the back seat. Then the driver’ s Side door opened and an enormous white-and-red umbrella emerged,
tipped down to keep the rain from blowing up under the outer edge. Unfortunately, tipped down, it was
a o keeping Leah from spotting the anomay moving across the parking lot toward her.

Lifting hisleft hand, Tony caled the umbrela. The demon appeared as nylon and wire and wood passed
through the same space it was occupying, and Leah, mouth open to demand answers, had just enough
timeto fling hersalf back insde the car as claws struck sparks off the closing door. For a heartbest the
car filled with atrand ucent, naked, and very pissed-off Demonlord, then it was only Leah.

Yeah, well, 1’d be pissed, too, if my way back into the world kept ducking at the last minute.
“That'sa...”

“No shit.” Tony thrust Leah’sumbrdlainto Kevin’sarms. “Y ou might want to get behind something
solid.”

“I don't...”
“Or not. Just stay out of my way.”

Fortunately, the demon was intent on pedling his quarry out of her strange new shell. Where fortunately
didn’t refer to the damage being doneto his car. As he started focusing energy, Tony redlized he' d pretty
much run out of options. Another Powershot would use al the energy he' d regained and then some—the
“and then some”’ wasthe worrying bit. He' d done alittle gaming in his day and he knew what happened
when gtats fell into negative numbers. Leah’ s runeswere his best chance. He was pretty sure he could
remember thefirgt one and then, with any luck, the otherswould fall into line behind it.

Except he couldn’t quite remember the first rune.

Curves here. Crosses back. And there’ s sort of a circlething...



Crap!

The demon shot him adisdainful sneer over one shoulder—given the excessive teeth and the glowing
yelow eyes, it was a pretty damned effective sneer—and then dammed its pam down on the window.
The window cracked.

He could hear Leah screaming.

Fuck!

No timeto get thiswrong!

He wiped out half the glowing symboal, redlized it now looked sort of liketheword go...
Pam againgt glass. A louder crack. More screaming.

... ahd went with plan B. The rune on hisleft hand grabbed ghosts. Ghosts were energy |eft over when
flesh rotted. Therefore, the rune should allow himto grab thisenergy.

Grab it and throw it.

The glowing blue go hit the demon between the shoulder blades and sucked into the scaled skinwith a
disconcerting 9zzle.

The demon spun around...

H

... shifted itsweight onto two different legs...
0

... and charged.

M

Tony didn’t have to keep throwing the | etters. The demon charged through them, no longer sneering,
clearly intent on ripping apart this puny morta who dared to interfere,

Puny mortal ? Where the hell had that come from?
Sze.

Szie.

Szie.

Too close!

The world had not gone into dow motion. Too bad because he could have used abit moretime. Eyes
locked on the charging demon, his breath coming fast and shalow; he was only going to get one chance.
Panic lending speed, more focused than he’ d ever been in hislife, he scrawled the last | etter inthe air.

E

Not so much asizae asa ZAP. Likethe world' s biggest bug hitting the world’ s biggest bug zapper.



Theimpact threw Tony backward as the demon flared a brilliant lime green and disappeared, leaving
nothing behind him but a piece of smoking pavement and the smdll of charred fish. It was over before his
ass hit the parking lot; alarge, deep puddle absorbing most of the impact.

“What wasthat al about?’

He could fed power racing over his skin as he peered up through the afterimages at Leah. “You're
welcome.”

“It was kind of hard to see what you weredoing...” Her voice grew shriller with every word. “... but
those weren't the right runes!”

“They worked.”
“They shouldn’'t have!”

Tony would have shrugged, but his shoulder hurt way too much and, from the line of warmth dribbling
down his chest, he had afedling the bandage had come loose. He should have fdlt like crap, but he
didn’'t. Hefdt invincible. It was like the way he knew where things were when he reached for them
except... more. He knew where the whole world was. He knew where he wasin the world. No. More
dill. He was the world. Just him, no backup singers.

It was the most incredible fedling. There was nothing he couldn’t do, and no one could stop him. Without
redlly thinking about what he was doing, he healed the puncture woundsin his shoulder.

And was amazed by the new and exciting levels of pain.

“SonofafuckingBITCH!”

Then world was abig ball of rock again, and hisplacein it involved apuddle and a parking lot.
“Tony!” Leshwasright in hisface. “What did you do to the demon?’

“I told it to go home.”

Her mouth opened and closed a couple of times. She took a step away. “Go home?’

“Yeah.” Even on thelower mainland, October rain was cold. As the water soaked through the cheap
polyester, hisbdlstried to climb up and St on hislap. “Y ou said it yoursdlf, the demons don’t belong
here. | sent it back whereit belonged.”

“It'snot that easy!”

“Itisif | want it to be.” Teeth clenched, he checked to make sure hisarm still worked, then he got to his
feet. “Thisismy world, not his.” No need to define the pronoun. * He may need to daughter whole
villages and draw complicated esoteric symbals, | don't.” Rain ran under his collar and down his back.
“Intent isnine tenths of the law.”

“No, itisnt!”

“Itis” herepeated dowly and deliberatdy, “if | want it to be.” He could fed the world waiting for him.
What wasit Leah had said earlier? He was the round peg in the round hole and, here and now, it wasa

perfect fit.
She shook her head, rain flinging from the ends of dripping curls. “Itisn’'t...”
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“No.”
“He stdling thetruth.”

“Who the hdll are you?’ Leah snarled as Kevin Groves and her umbrella emerged from behind a parked
van and joined them.

Tony smiled. Thismight be fun. “Leah Burnett, Kevin Groves. Kevinisareporter for the Western Sar .

“The press? Y ou brought in the press?” She grabbed a double handful of white and red and yanked the
umbrellaout of the reporter’ shands. “ Thisisming! Why does he haveit?’

“So my handswerefreeand | could save your ass. Again.”

“Savemy ass?’ Her eyeswidened and her posture changed subtly, her focus shifting from him to Kevin.
“From aspecid effect? Don’'t bedlly.”

“Itwasn't a... agpecid effect.” Kevin scrubbed his pams againg his suit. Kind of pointless given that the
suit was soaking wet, but Tony had to admire the fact that he was ill thinking for himsdlf. No other
straight boy had managed as much when Lesh turned it on.

“Of courseit was.” Shemoved alittle closer. Tony amused himsdf by watching Kevin's Adam'’ s gpple
bob up and down as he reacted to Leah’ s proximity. “What else could it have been?’

“D... demon.”

Speaking of demons, Leah’ s Demonlord seemed more present than usua. He noticed Kevin, frowned,
and dismissed him—although Tony wasn't sure how he knew that since Ryne Cyratane hadn't actualy
focused on anything in thisworld. There was just something in the way he stared through the space Kevin
was occupying that said, | know you and you mean nothing. Then the antlered head went up and his
nogtrilsflared as he searched for. ..

Me.

He' s searching for the power that sent his demon home.
But the Demonlord' s—attention?—did right past him.

Like I’m not even here...

And hewasn't, Tony redlized suddenly, not according to the Leah-filter Ryne Cyratane experienced the
world through. He wasn't reacting to Leah’s I’ m an enormous metaphysical slut performance, so to
the Demonlord he didn’t exist. Except that he obvioudy did since there was a demon back home
blubbering about the big mean wizard who' d kicked demon butt. The Demonlord had come looking for
thewizard but wasn't finding him.

Two possibilities.

Straight woman. Gay man. In the far end of both options where there was no attraction at al to what
Lesh was offering.

A kind of strangled moan jerked his attention back to the here and now. Offer accepted; lip lock
commencing.



“For crying out loud, get aroom, you two!” Rolling hiseyes at such blatant and public heterosexudlity,
Tony took four steps back and yanked open the side door of the van Kevin had been hiding behind.
Peter never locked it. He was hoping some lowlife would jack it so that he could replace it with whedlsa
little less suburban.

It wouldn't be comfortable, but it would be private. Privater. More private?

Leah, in spite of being quite clearly inthe midst of giving afairly thorough tonsllectomy with her tongue,
acknowledged the open door, gave Kevin ashove, steered him through half a dozen stumbling steps,
pushed him into the van, climbed in after him, and pulled the door closed.

Let’shear it for centuries of practice.
Kevin ye ped once, the muffled sound verging on desperate.

All that adrendine had to go somewhere, Tony figured, waking away. Leah probably just wanted to
forget she' d been attacked by yet another demon and, more importantly, she wanted Kevin to forget the
demon entirely. It was amore physical solution than Arra’s memory erase spdll, but both partiesinvolved
had to be enjoying it more.

He hadn’t even reached the back door of the soundstage when a shout stopped himin histracks and he
turned to see Lesh emerging, adjusting her clothes.

“That wasfadt,” he observed when she joined him. Not that he' d been moving particularly quickly or
anything since every step sent reminders of extraordinary pain up from hisfeet to hisskull, but till...

“Tell meabout it.” But she looked happier. Grounded. The familiarity of sex erasing the terror evoked by
the possibility of death and dismemberment.

Jesus, that’s profound.

“He still knows what happened,” he said, nodding past her to Kevin who was hoisting his backpack up
over one shoulder and looking alittle happier himsaif.

Leah glanced over her shoulder and looked smug. “He knowswhat | told him.”

“And you told him it was specid effects.” Tony waited until Kevin had crossed the parking lot,
anticipating what was about to happen with a certain amount of petty glee. “ So, Kevin, what did you
think about those specid effects? Not Leah's specid effects” he clarified hurriedly, “before that, in the
parking lot.”

The reporter shrugged and, a Tony’ s gesture, blushed and zipped up. “It was ademon.”

Tony leaned againg the building where he was out of therain and lesslikely to fal over. “Hehasa
power,” he explained before the astounded immortal Demongate found her voice. “He knowsthe truth.”

Lesh frowned a him. * Serioudy?’

“Yeah”

Turned and frowned at Kevin. “ Serioudy?’
“Ves”

Back to Tony; till frowning. “ So, what?'Y ou got yoursalf asidekick?’



Wizardman and Reporterboy!
That waswrong on so many levels.

The glee evaporated as he looked up and realized the shooting light was on and they were stuck outside.
Only afew metersto the back door and warmth and coffee and it might aswell bein Alberta. “No,” he
told her flatly, “I got mysalf someone who may know how long the Demonic Convergenceis going to
legt.”

“Wait aminute, the Western Star.” Leah' sfingers closed around Kevin’ swrist and she hauled him
around to face her. “Y ou know someone slying and you still print crap like ‘| wasimpregnated by a

Sasguatch’ ?’
He chewed on a corner of hislower lip. “Who saysthat wasalie?’
“And you' re going to report on dl this?’

“I don't...” More chewing. Tony thought he seemed torn. He wasinside the story now, he' d had alook
at what Tony could do, and had to believe Tony’ sthreat about stuffing him back outside with his nose
pressed againgt the glass. But demons, actud demons and wizards, that was a byline on the front page. “I
mean, if someone noticed...”

“No onenaticed,” Tony assured him. “And if anyone did, they’ll think it was aspecid effect. Even
without Leah’s... reinforcement.”

Kevin gtared a him like he had oatmea coming out hisears. “ They’ d think a charging demon
dissppearing in aflash of lime-green light was aspecid effect?”

“Y ou should see what the guys at Bridge get up to in their parking lot,” Tony snorted as he pushed off the
wall. The demon had obvioudly rattled him more than he d thought. The craft servicestruck was parked
no more than three meters from the back door—he didn’t have to go insde for sustenance, he could go
to the source. He paused on the meta stairs that led into the back of the truck and glanced down at the
other two who were watching him like he might do something interesting. Like blow something up. Or fall
over. Or fal over while blowing something up.

“Y ou guyswant a coffee?’

“Areyou sure you should be touching stimulants?’ Lesh asked.
“yYes”

“Okay, then. Double cream, no sugar.”

“Kevin?

“I'mgood.”

Tony didn’t quite hear what Leah muttered as he went insde and he was just as happy not to given that,
when he came out holding the two coffeeswith amuffin in his pocket, Kevin was il blushing.

“All right,” he said, pushing back in under the scant overhang. “When we go in, you guys go straight
through to CB’ s office. Leah, tdl him what happened. Kevin.” He held up ahand for emphasis. “Don’t
talk to anyonein the soundgta... What?’

Kevin pointed to the rune on his pam with a shaking finger. “ The demon had one of those. | saw it when



it was charging at you!”
“Likethisone?’ Tony demanded, turning his hand so he could see therune.
“How should | know?’

“Right. Sorry.” He pointed the rune at Kevin again, who ducked. “Relax, it’s for making energies solid
enough to hold.”

“Yeah, wdl, she hasthem, too. All over her... um... her...”

“Stomach? Jesus, Kevin, you just had sex with her in the back of avan. Y ou ought to be able to name
body parts.”

“I don't do that.” The reporter looked serioudy freaked, like redity had finally caught up and smacked
him on the back of the head. “| don’t have sex with women | don’'t know. My God! We didn't use
protection! Do you know what the STD datisticsare in thiscity? could have caught somethi... OW!”

“You were hysterica,” Leah explained, picking her coffee up again.
He rubbed hischeek. “1 wasnot! | wasreacting in aperfectly... A cult!”
Tony blinked a him over the edge of hiscup. “A what?’

“You belong to acult! You and her, and that' swhy you' ve got those things and that’ s why the demon
did, too. Y ou’ re both mixed up in something that’ s out of your control!”

“It'snot acult.” Tony waited for Kevin to redize the truth of that and carefully said nothing about things
being out of hiscontral. Although, technically, they’ d never been in his control. “The Demonic
Convergence brought us together, and now, with or without your help, we have to save the world.”

Kevin straightened, grabbing his backpack just before it hit the ground. “Y ou don’t scare me.”

“Heshould,” Leah snorted. “He doesn’t know what he’ s doing. Making it up as he goesaong. Wild
cannon. Could go off a any moment. And speaking of going off a any moment...”

“Don’'t,” Tony told her. Thiswas not thetime to hit back at the reporter for that STD comment. To his
surprise, shedidn’t. “Was this the rune on the demon’shand?’ he asked Kevin again.

He shook hishead. “No. It wasmore... squiggy. And fresher.”
“Fresher?’
“Not ascar, awound. And not burned, cut.”

Tony finished his coffee and started on his muffin while staring down at hispam. If the demonswere
coming from Ryne Cyratane, why would he be marking them?* He' s marking them so they can hurt you,”
he said at |last. “ Sipping them between the runesin the exigting spdll.”

“Yeah.” Leah brushed crumbs off her deeve. “I got that.” She grabbed a double handful of the track top
and the shirt under it and pulled them up. Her track pants were riding low on her hips and most of the
tattoo was exposed. “Did it look like one of these?’

Kevin stared. And blinked a couple of times, overcome by memory. “I... uh... I... tha’snot... |
don't...”



“Would you concentrate!”
13 NOI?I
“No you won'’t concentrate, or no it wasn't one of these runes?’

“Forget that for now,” Tony sighed asthered light over the door finally went out. What had they been
shooting in there? Raymond Dark meets The Fellowship of the Ring?* Show him againin CB’soffice
when you' ve got a chaperone. Right now, let’s move before we' re stuck out here for The Two Towers.”

“What?’
“Jugt move.”

He got them most of the way across the soundstage before anyone noticed, and by then they were close
enough to the other exit that he gave them ashove and turned to face the approaching first assistant
director.

“Wastha who | think it was?” Adam demanded as Tony moved to block hisline of sight.
“The stuntwoman we used the other night? Y eah. That was her.”

“Not her. The guy. That wasthat reporter that’ s been hanging around. Graves.”

“Groves”

“Right”

“Mason caled him in to brag about the deranged fan.” Asthe star of the show, Mason was pretty much
untouchable. Made him handy to blame thingson. “I saw him hanging around out back and had Leah
takehiminto see CB.”

Adam had no specid lie detecting powers, but he was responsible for seeing that actors and crew
managed to get their collective shit together long enough to produce aweekly show. He didn’t need to
know the truth as much as he needed to know what would get the job done. “Mason needs his
goddamned ego examined. Why isthe stuntie hanging around?’

“She swithme”

Dark brows rose. Adam had been on the haunted |ocation shoot and on the soundstage when the demon
attacked—even if he hadn’t been part of the battle or its aftermath. He knew... things. Maybe not
specificsbut definitdy things.

Armsfolded across abarrel chest, he frowned a Tony for along moment, but al he said was, “Good
enough.” Then hiseyes unfocused.

Recognizing the expression, Tony reached for the volume on hisradio, remembered he wasn't wearing
one, and waited, growing increasingly twitchy. It was one thing to be momentarily aware of hisplacein
the universe and another entirely to be on the soundstage unplugged. He hated not knowing what was

heppening.

“It’ sthe same goddamned coffin lining we' ve used since the beginning, Sorge,” Adam barked into his
microphone. “Why isit making Mason look ruddy now? No, | don’t know. Hey! Don't be caling me
namesin French; you want to call me names, you do it in English. Or Greek. Fine. I'll beright there.” He
pivoted on one hed, paused, and turned back. “ Get your ass back to work as soon as humanly



possble”

“I"ll dowhat | can.”

The set under the gate had been cleaned. The broken wall had been cleared away and, from the rhythmic
spit of nall gunsin the distance, was being repaired. The painted plywood floor had been swept. Tony
dropped to one knee and dragged a damp fingertip over the floor where the demon’ s ashes had been.
Nothing.

Crap.
“Y ou look disgppointed.”

Helooked up. Leewore apae khaki golf shirt tucked into darker khaki Dockers under ablack lesther
jacket, over black ankle boots. James Taylor Grant was supposed to ook preppie-tough; today, they’ d
gotten it right. Other days... well, no onelooked tough in tenniswhites. Except maybe Serena Williams.
“I wanted to look at the ash.” No need to lie to Lee; he knew as much as any of them. Besides, there
were enough lies between them dready. And cue the world’s smallest violin...

“The demon ash? Why?’

“I don’'t know. | guess | thought maybe it could tell me something.”
“Because you' reworking for CS: Second Circle of Hell ?’

Tony snickered and stood. “Y ou want to bet they pitched that?’

“No bet. Tony, you...” Leefrowned, his gaze tracking up from the damp spot Tony’ s knee had left on
thefloor. “You' rewet.”

“Yeah.” Reaching back, he yanked the cheap polyester pants away from hisbody. “I’'m just glad I’m not
wearing underwesar.”

Green eyes gleamed.
Had he said that out loud? Crap again. “ Sorry. TMI.”

“A little. Maybe.” The actor shifted hisweight as Tony wondered what he meant by maybe. “ So, uh,
your friendis... dtractive.”

“My friend?’ Heran over the friends he had that Lee knew. “ Jack? For the last fucking time, man, he's
draght.”

“I meant Lesh.” The asshole was silent but understood.
“Oh. Right.” Duh. Attractiveto Lee.
“She'sgot acertain... | mean, you can’t help but react to her.”

That amost sounded like an gpology. Tony rubbed histemples and tried to figure out what Lee was
gpologizing for. Demons werefairly straightforward compared to most conversations he and Lee had
these days.

“And | saw you with Kevin Groves.”



Half asmile. “He sgraight, too.”

Haf asmileback. “Y ou sure?’

“Wadl, he'snever had histongue down my throat.”

Unlike you.

The actor’ s expression suggested the subtext came through a bit louder than Tony intended.
“I didn’t mean... Look, | wasn't...”

“It' sokay. It'snat like | thought you were hitting on me or something.” Leetried to makeit ajoke, but
neither tone nor grin matched the way he shoved his handsin his pockets looking suddenly young and
unsure.

Which was weird because Lee wasn't young, he was—Tony frowned as he did the math, Leg shirth
date being all over the Internet. Only ayear older? It was just he was dways so self-assured and Tony
aways seemed to be scrambling to survive that the gap seemed alot larger most of thetime.

Not thistime.

In fact, therewas't much of agap at all.

Between them.

No gap.

Which one of them had moved? Tony didn’t remember moving.

“Jesus, Tony. You're bleeding again.”

“I was” He could fed the heat of Lee' sfingers through the shirt. “It stopped.”

“Hey!”

Lee jumped back, his ears crimson. It was the most awvkward movement Tony had ever seen him make.

Adam scowled at them both from the edge of the set. “ Y ou,” he said, pointing & Raymond Dark’s
mortal sidekick, “are needed, and you...” Hisfinger moved to Tony. “Peter wantsto know if you' |l ever
be doing any actual work again any day soon.”

“I havetotak to CB.”
“Whatever. By the coffin, Lee”

“Yeah, I'll beright there.”” When Adam was gone, he said, “ Someday, you' re going to tell mewhat's
going on, right?’

“Youknow...”
“I meant dl of it. Details”
“What, you didn’t like Leah’ s explanation? Kind of looked like you did.”

Long pause. Probably not aslong asit seemed. Time slows when you have both feet in your mouth.



“Just let me know if | can help, okay?’

Been there. Done that. Got the T-shirt. And since Tony knew from sad experience how the conversation
would go if he said no, he decided to take the path of not having yet another argument with Lee. “ Sure,”
helied.

Leelooked surprised. “With the...” He gestured at thefloor. “Y ou know.”
“Yeah”
Wizardman and Actorboy.

Nope. Not going there either.

“Tony! Why isKevin Grovesin CB’s office?’

Tony glanced down at the hand holding hisarm. Specificdly at the large black spider that covered the
back of it. “New tat?’

“Don’t beridiculous,” Amy sneered. “ A new tat would still be all red and puffy and gross. Now, answer
the question; has CB agreed to give that creep an interview?’

“No.”

Her grip tightened. “ Stop being coy.”

“He... Kevin... saw something, in the parking lot.”

Brown eyesrolled between the double fringe of thickly mascaraed lashes. “ Saw what?’

Tony jerked his head toward the door to the bull pen, currently open a suspicious six inches. “Thewalls
have ears.”

“Yeah? Well, they dso have the coffeemaker from the office kitchen.” Amy’svoiceroseto don’t fuck
with me levels. “ So unless they want meto take it back...”

The door dammed closed with near panicked speed.
“Start talking,” she continued, “before my phone...” Her phonerang. “Bugger. Tak fast.”

“Amy...” She'dfiled points onto her fingernails and those points were now dimpling the deeve of his
borrowed shirt. Congdering how much hisamazing new heding ability hurt, it didn’t ssem smart to just
jerk hisarm free.

“Fadter than that.”

Taking seemed to be his only route to freedom. “ Groves saw me vanquish ademon in our parking lot. |
thought CB’ d be the best guy to ded withiit.”

“Vanuish?

“Amy!” Rachel Chou stuck her head out of the finance office. “ Are you going to get that?’



Not redly aquestion.

Shelet go of Tony and snatched up the phone. “ CB Productions! Our mailing address? Okay, but I'm
warning you right now that we use unsolicited scriptsin the porta John on location shoots. Y eah, exactly
for what you think. Hello? Hal” The receiver went back into the cradle with atriumphant clatter. “Tony!”

He' d have been safely insde CB’ s office if he hadn’t stopped to knock. Knocking seemed like agood
idea given that Leah was behind closed doors with two men. Although the thought of CB and Kevin
Groves astwo parts of athreesome made him want to scrub his brain out with bleach. Since no one had
commanded/invited him in, he turned to see Amy standing by her desk, hands on her hips. Even the
PowerPuff Girlson her T-shirt looked annoyed.

“Vanquish?’ she repeated, pointedly.

“I sent it home.”

“Leah’sway or BOOM! SZZLE! ASH!” Her hands flicked open on each of the last three words.
“Sort of Leah’sway.” He shrugged. “ Sort of not.”

“Can it come back?’

“It'snot dead, s0 | guessit can.” Just in time he remembered Amy knew the Reader’ s Digest verson
and stopped himsdlf from saying, It'1l come back if Ryne Cyratane sends it back.

“I want to help.”

Thanksto Lee, he knew how to cut this off. “Sure.”

“Don’'t bullshit me,” she snorted. “1 mean it.”

“I' know.” Tony tried to sound like he' d meant it, too, even though they both knew he hadn’t.
Her eyes narrowed. “Wdl?’

Odds were good she wasn't going to take I’ |l get back to you on that for an answer. What did it mean
that he could lie to Lee but not to Amy? Was it some sort of weird psychological thing or wasit just
because Amy was scarier? A memory poked at him. Jack had shot the red demon, at least twice.
“Bullets can hurt them. Can you find usagun?’

“Areyouinsane?’

A good question and one he' d been considering himsdlf lately. “ Just for backup. In casel fdl over
agan.”
“Areyou likely to?’ she demanded as the door opened behind him.

Odds were good. Whatever he' d donein the parking lot had healed his physical injuries but had left him
feding werdly fragile. Not tired, exactly. He reached out with hisround peg, looking for the round holein
theuniverse. ..

“Tw?l
Okay. Definitely way past time to ditch that analogy.



“Tory!”

Leah thistime, not Amy. She grabbed hisarm, dragged him into the office, and closed the door while he
tried to decide if she looked any more disheveled than she had. He decided she didn’t but only because
the dternative was too disturbing.

Kevin was gitting on CB’ s couch poking unhappily at hishandheld. “1 can't get an uplink.”

“I told you,” CB growled from behind his desk as the reporter set the PDA on top of hisopen
backpack. “We'rein adead zone.”

“Y our phonewon't work either.” Tony crossed the room and dropped onto the other end of the couch.
Histrousers squished, and he redlized alittle too late he should have stayed standing. But since there
was already adamp imprint of his ass on the cushion, he remained where he was.

“Y ou seem confident, Mr. Foster.”
“Phones haven't worked since... Wait. Not confident about the phone thing?’
“No.”

Confident. Asinfilled with confidence. Hey, why not? He d just sent ademon home by force of will
aone. Hiswill. Hiswill done. He had been the world. He had the power! Although it might be best to
play that down a bit in front of the boss. He shrugged.

“Ow!” Thelinesof blood on the shirt had dried, sticking thefabric to his skin. Specifically to hisright
nipple. Shrugging had ripped it free.

“I’'m pleased to see that this new confidence hasn’t changed you,” CB growled as Tony clutched at his
chest.

Weirdly, in spite of the sarcasm, CB actualy did seem pleased. What had he expected? What had Leah
toldhim?

Tony repeated the latter question out loud as Leah perched on the far edge of CB’ s desk.

“Ms. Burnett told me what happened in the parking lot. That you returned ademon to its hell without
using the proper runes. That wizards who fedl they can ignore the rules are dangerous.”

“| saved her ass” It seemed so obvious and yet he kept having to bring it up.

“She doesn't dispute that, Mr. Foster, but she considersit amatter of luck that you’ ve injured no one but
yoursdf to this point.”

Tony frowned at Leah who waslooking... smug. Not overtly, but it wasthere. “ She does't like that she
can't control me.”

To Tony'ssurprise, CB smiled. “No, | don't imagine that she does.”
“That’ snot—" Leah began, but CB raised ahand.

“Mr. Foster,” he said, “has dways been able to seewhat isin front of him. It' sarare ill. Mr.
Groves...”

Kevin jumped.



“... hasidentified the rune cut into the demon’ s hand asthis.” The sheet of paper helifted held anew
swoop and squiggle. “Itison thethird circle of Ms. Burnett’ sinteresting tattoo. ..”

Interesting? That was a bit of an understatement. Tony glanced at Kevin who was blushing again. HeE d
have heard alie even with his earsthat interesting color of puce, soif Leah hadn’t told them what the
tattoo actualy was, what had she told them?

“... andit seemstoindicate,” CB continued, “that she wasits primary target.”
“Why?" Tony prodded.
“Becauseit' son my tattoo,” Leah told him, smiling. Ryne Cyratane flickered behind her.

Rune-to-rune attraction was apparently true enough for Kevin's gift and banal enough to give nothing
away. Looked like Leah till hadn't given up her backstory, using her demonically-fueled sex appedl to
keep CB and Kevin Groves from asking inconvenient questions. It seemed only vampires and
Demongates got to have secret identities while wizards were |eft flapping in the breeze. Tony frowned a
the rune. “Did the demon in the soundstage have one?’

“There was something,” CB acknowledged. “But it moved too fast for meto get agood look at it.”
“I knew it wasn't afan,” Kevin muttered.
“Actudly, Mr. Groves, there is nothing that saysthe demonisn't so afan.”

The reporter snorted. “Y ou think they watch syndicated TV in hell? Never mind,” he continued before
anyone could answer. “I withdraw the question.”

“Mr. Groves was attempting to access the eectronic copy of the page he found.” CB set the runeto one
side and laced hisfingerstogether. “His astrologer friend was only able to work out the time of the
Demonic Convergencein ageneral way, o | suggest heretrieve the original and bring it here for our
demonic consultant to study it. Perhaps, with her experience, she'll have moreluck.” Thelook he shot
Leah said hefigured she could do anything she put her pretty little head to.

Eww. Tony fet dightly sick.

Thelook Leah shot CB inturn sat just to one side of Are you nuts?*Y ou' regoing to let him walk out of
here?’

“Why not?’
“With thisgtory?’
“Your gory issafewith me,” Kevintold her.

Tony snorted. The ringing tones and the hand over the heart detracted somewhat from the believability.
Seemed that twenty minutes or so removed from the demon, being insde the story was no longer enough
to suppress old habits. “ Safe doesn’t mean out of the paper, doesit?’

Kevin's betrayed expression was dightly less believable than his Sncere expression. After afew moments
of reorganizing hisface, he ended up in the genera vicinity of resigned. “ Okay, fine. But we re aweekly.
I"ve got until next Tuesday a 3:00 to file, so you' ve got until then to change my mind, right?’

“Y eah, that soundsfair except that you' ve been digitaly recording on that handheld, so you' ve got
blackmail materid if nothing ese”



“Kevin!”

AsLeah’s shocked exclamation—heavy on the second syllable—caught his attention, Tony grabbed the
PDA from the backpack. When Kevin lunged for it, Tony held up hisleft hand. “We can't trust you.”

Back in the corner of the couch, asfar as he could get from Tony’ s hand and still be on the couch, Kevin
glared over the barrier of hisbackpack. “I’'m ajournaist!”

“Essentialy.” Still working the rune, Tony stared down at the screen and double-tapped the record icon
with hisright thumb. “If he’ d got the uplink, he' d probably have shot the sound file back to his office.”

“No, I...” Theweight of dishdief cut him off. “Yes. Fine. | would have. But you don't understand.” He
lowered the backpack onto hislap and fiddled with astrap. “ Thisis acomplete validation of my entire
life. Demons and wizards and sex!”

“Sex?’ CB asked. One eyebrow rose.

Tony suppressed a shudder. “Don’'t ask.” Sounded like CB’ svirtue was intact at least. Back to Kevin.
“So you' ve been validated, big whoop; you' ve still got questions. Y ou want to know why the demons
are attacking Leah. Y ou want to know where they come from.” Tony took a moment to study the rune
on his pam, then he grinned at the reporter. Y ou want to know how | sent something capable of
smashing itsway into acar out of thisworld using only the finger of my right hand. Hell, that’ s not even
my good hand.” He waved his|eft, feding power ripple with the movement. “Not even my wizard hand.
Y ou’ ve got to be wondering exactly what I’ m capable of .

Not exactly athrest.

“Areyou thregtening me?’

Okay, maybeit was.

“| don’t even know you guys,” he continued. “Why should | do what you want?’
“Because we' retrying to save theworld here, Kevin.”

“By suppressing the truth?”

“If that’ swhat it takes.”

“And what kind of aworld will that give us?’

“One not strewn with dismembered bodies, you shortsighted jackass.”

“Y ou want that page | found.” Hischin lifted. “1 think I’ ve got bargaining power.”
“Yeah?1 think you'vegot...”

“Mr. Foster.”

Tony sighed. At this rate the Demonic Convergence would be over before the conversation. “Here'sa
thought: you let uslook at that page, you don’t talk about thisto anyone, and | don’t erase your

“No oneiserasng anyone smemory!” CB’s protest added a certain verismilitude to the bluff.



Tossing her hair back over her shoulders, Leah crossed to kned gracefully by Kevin'sfeet. Reaching
out, shetook both his hands—and his backpack straps—in hers. No sign of Ryne Cyratane and no sign
CB was reacting.

She' s playing the long shot. Appealing to Kevin's better nature. Given what he did for aliving,
wondering if he even had one seemed redundant.

“Kevin, please. Work with us. Don't just report the truth, become apart of it. Make a stand against the
darkness you know exigts. Be one of the heroes.”

Herolled hiseyes. “Heroes die young.”
Y eah. Redundant.

“Mr. Groves, if you don’'t want to help, we cannot. .. will not force you.” CB sat back in hischair and
laced hisfingerstogether. “Mr. Foster, return his equipment and show him out.”

“Judt likethat?’ Ragged unison from everyone in the room who wasn't Chester Bane.
[1] Yaﬂ

Kevin pulled free of Leah’ shands and stood. “Y ou’ rejust going to let me go and tell theworld what I ve
seen?’

“Mr. Groves, | have spent my entire career ignoring what the tabloids print about me. | think | can
manageto ignorethisaswell.”

“Y ou don't think anyonewill believe me.”

“Havethey ever?’ Asthe reporter sputtered, Tony caught Leah’s eye and shook his head. Kevin could
spot alieand, so far, he hadn’t accused the boss of lying. She closed her mouth as CB sighed. “People
have no interest in the truth, Mr. Groves. They’ Il enjoy the story whileit' sbeing told and forget it the
ingtant the next story comes dong. I’ swhy television is so successful.”

“Redity TV...”

“lsn’'t. Now, if you don’'t mind, in spite of ddays...” Somehow he made the delays seem like they were
Tony'sfault. ... | have ashow to produce.”

“No. You need the page | found!”
“| expect we'll continue to manage without it.”
“It could have important information!”

“Mr. Fodter, tell Ms. Chou to arrange to have my couch cleaned. Ms. Burnett...” He frowned at her. “If
you intend to continue hanging about my studio, find something to do.”

Kevindidn't quite stamp hisfoot. “'Y ou need theinformation | have!”
“And you haven’t convinced me of that. Good afternoon, Mr. Groves.”
“Then | will convinceyou!”

“Hre



“I'll proveit toyou!”
“Very wel.”
“I'll be back with that page. It hasimportant information!”

“I look forward to you proving it to me. Y ou will, however, have some difficulty returning if you don't
actudly leave.” Thefina word carried enough volumeto lift Tony and Leah to their feet aswell and move
al three of them across the office and out the door.

Kevin pointed afinger at the two of them. “Don’t go anywhere.” Then he turned and ran for the street.

“Don’t let the door hit you on the way out, asshat!” One hand covering the phone, Amy flipped him off
with the other.

“Thank you for holding, Father Thomas, we redly need to usethat graveyard...”

L eah smoothed down her clothes; not because they needed it, more because she needed something to
do with her hands. “Y our bossis an impressive man.”

“Yeah.” Tony carefully detached the rest of the shirt from hischest. “ All hisex-wivesthink so.”
“I meant he samanipulative s.o.b.”

“They’ll probably agree with that, too.”

Amy hung up and grinned a them asthey drew even with her desk. “I got you theg... u... n.”
“| can spell,” Lesh sighed.

“I’'m not spelling it out for you.” She jerked her head toward the bull pen. “I don’t want that lot to get
excited. It'snever pretty. Anyway, the guy’ sbringing it over later.”

“Tonight?’ Tony asked increduloudly.
“Thisvery.”

“That wasfest.”

“I'm the best.”

“You'rekind of scary.”

“Just part of my charm.” Head cocked, she examined him through narrowed eyes. “ So what are you
going to do now?’

“I don’'t know what she’ sgoing to do,” he nodded at L eah as he pulled polyester away from his body.
He might have the whole world in his hand, but he aso had wet fabric in the crack of hisass. “But I'm
going to talk to Rachd and then I’'m going to get my laundry out of my car and change my pants.”



Chapter Eight

“ALL RIGHT, THAT ONE Oworksfor me.” Peter tossed his headphones onto his chair and walked out
into Raymond Dark’ s office, onefist pressed againgt the small of his back to knuckle out the stiffness of a
fourteen-hour day. “Mason, you happy with it?’

“I"'m happy with anything that lets me get rid of these damned teeth,” Mason muttered around the fingers
shoved into hismouth. “I bit my lip again.”

“Bad?’
“Nothing that’ |l show on camera, thanksfor the sympathy.”
“You rewelcome, Lee?’

Lee, sprawled on thered velvet sofa, waved aweary hand. “It was art. Emmysal around. Arewe
done?’

“We'redone. That'sit, people...” Peter raised hisvoice as he turned to face the crew. “... good work,
thanksfor staying late, and make sure you have tomorrow’ s sides before you leave.”

That wasn't it, of course, but with the last shot in the can the mood lifted as everyone found enough
energy to get them through wrap-up and out the door. With no demons currently ripping either place or
people apart, Tony did what he always did. He made sure the radios were back where they belonged,
put the batteriesin the charger, ran an errand for Peter, helped Tina close the trunk she locked her
computer gear into, had a short meeting with Adam about an error in the advance schedule—where
meeting would be defined as Adam pointing it out and telling him to seethat it got fixed—and then he
was done and the rest of the crew were heading for cars and home and the soundstage was empty.

Nearly empty.
Lesh was somewhere around.

And Lee was standing just inside the door, watching him, his face expressionless enough that it was kind
of creepy.

“What?’ Tony demanded. He d stopped just alittle too close, dmost inside the other man’s personad
space, but if he backed up now, he'd look like a dork.

“Y ou're staying in case another demon shows up.”
“That wasthe plan.”
“It'snot agreat plan.”

“Yeah? So far it swizard three, demons big fat zero—nada, zilch, and three asses kicked. | think it'sa
workable plan.”

“Workable,” Lee snorted, rolling his eyes. Expressions were catching up to him—concern, disdain, and
exagperation chased themsalves across hisface. “ Y ou're just going to live in the soundstage until this



Demonic Convergenceisover?’
“It won't last forever.”
“Y ou don’t know that.”

Shrugging, Tony tried to look like awizard on top of things. “When it happened before, it ended.
Precedent suggestsit'll end thistime.”

“Precedent suggests? Precedent?’ A twisted smile appeared to punctuate the silent but obvious give me
a fucking break. “What?Y ou’ ve been watching Court TV?’

Tony choseto answer the actua question. “Nah, CITY’ Shad Ironside running Mondays a& midnight.
Raymond Burr,” he added at Lee’ sblank stare. “Wheelchair lawyer? Black-and-white [awyer show ran
from ‘61 to’68?Dude, it'sclassctelevison.”

“I’'m not big on the classics.” Lee sketched air quotes around the word classics, body language relaxing
asthey moved away from demons and wizards. “I don’t watch anything older than | am.”

“Your loss. You' remissing your own history.”
“My higory?’
“Asan actor.”

“Ah. Well, maybe someday you can expose me.” Chalenging eyes. Hirty smile. Tony took an involuntary
step back, not caring how it made him look. Never a demon around when you need one...

Hang on. Hirty amile?

Was L ee possessed again?

Tony cleared histhroat. “ Expose you?’
“Tomy higory.”

“Ah”

The pause stretched toward uncomfortably long, and Tony frowned as the expression left Lee sface.
And how am | supposed to respond? We don’t do that joking around with sexuality thing
anymore, remember? Not since you took that one step too far—and may | point out that it was
you and not me. But, hey, you responded to Leah this afternoon, so now you' re comfortable in
your sexuality again and I’'mfair game. Hisbrain just wouldn’t shut up about it. “Look, some guys
like black and white, some guys don’t. Some guystry it but end up holding on to the whole Technicolor
thing.” Great. Now hismouthwasinoniit.

Any chancethe anvil missed?
No chancein hdl. Inany of the hdlls.
The coyote wouldn't have missed with that anvil.

And now it’s his turn to pause—except his pauses seem to be meaningful instead of empty. |



wonder if I hurt his feelings by reminding him of how he gets indiscriminating under stress? Now
that’s an idea; he should hang around, and if the next demon’s big enough, | could do him up
against the wall after the fight.

Shut up, brain!

“... | just want you to be careful. Okay? Since there' s seems to be nothing | can do to help—even if |
thought you meant it...”

Martyr much?
“... ljust, well, be careful.”
Without waiting for an answer, he was gone.

Tony stared at the door for amoment, wondered what he’ d been reaching out for, and let his hand drop
tohissde.

“Hewantsyou.”
“Biteme”

“And you have some unresolved aggression toward him.” Lesh fell into step beside him as he turned and
headed for the area under the gate. “Y ou want to talk about it?’

“No.”

“There' snot alot | don’t know about the psychology of sex.”
“Thereisno sex.”

“Why not?’

“Because he sstraight.”

“Please”

“Why are you even il here?’ he demanded moving into her path and stopping suddenly, forcing her to
stop aswell. “| thought you were off to live your life, to take achance, refusing to be held hostage by
your Demonlord' s expectations.”

“That soundslike bad country music.”
“Y ou said you weren't going to cower behind me.”

“I'm not cowering,” she sngpped. “But given what happened this afternoon, | think staying behind you
might be my best option. You're here, so I'm here.”

“Thedemons...”

“The demonswon't be sneeking up on meif I'm gtting here waiting for them, will they?” Somethingin
Leah'sfacetold Tony not to pressit. Told him she’ d been alot more freaked by the demonin the
parking lot than she'd let on, and what she didn’t want to be was done. “Besides,” she added, pushing
past him, “I’ ve got nothing that pressing to do until Tuesday anyway. What on earth makes you think that
Leeisdraght?’



Tony scrambled to catch up. “He degps with women.”

“Oh, yes, that’s conclusive. Moron.”

“He got stupid over you.”

“Ninety percent of the male population does. Means nothing. Didn’t you see Kinsey?’
“Sure. Liam Neeson totaly got screwed by the Oscarsthat year.”

“Granted, but my point isthat if most of the world' s population is neither completely gay nor completely
straight, then even the odds are in your favor. I'm not sure why he' d choose you to break cover with; |
mean, you're just passably attractive, reasonably intelligent, excitingly powerful, remarkably pleasant,
appedingly broad-minded, definitely loyal, and gppalingly sdlf-sacrificing.”

Redling under the torrent of adjectives, Tony opened his mouth to respond, but nothing came ouit.

“Next toaman like, say, Liam Neeson,” she continued before he could find hisvoice, “you're practicaly
invisble. HE ssomeonel’d doinaminute.”

“Right,” Tony snorted, finding hisvoice. “Y ou’ d do ninety percent of the mae populaioninaminute.”
She shrugged. “Eighty max.”
“Kevin Groves”

“Fine. Eighty-one.” She dropped down onto the end of the chaiselounge. “1t' sdways amazed me,” she
sighed, “that two men can ever manage to get together at dl given thewholelack of being articulate.
Maybe he's scared.”

“Lee? Scared? Of me?’
“Don’t be dumber than you haveto, okay?’

Tony dragged hisjeans back up over hiships—they werealittle big and shoving his handsin his pockets
dragged them low—and sat down beside her. “Y ou sounded like Amy.”

“Y ou discussyour sex lifewith Amy?’

“Okay, fird, Lee has nothing to do with my sex life, and two, are you insane? Give Amy an inch and
she'll take akilometer.”

A dark brow rose and one hand patted histhigh. “Mixed metaphors, that’ s what’ s wrong with the
world.” Leah glanced around the empty soundstage as though she' d lost something. “Where is Amy?
Based on our very short acquaintance, | would have thought she' d be here.”

“Sheleft with the rest of the office saff. She had adate.”
“On aThursday? Good for her. I’'m dl for asister getting some.”

“Big surprise. Not. But it’ sjust for coffee at Ginger Joe' s—it’s a Goth coffee place shelikes. She's
meeting aguy she knowsfrom the net.”

“Youtold her to be careful because she didn’'t know this guy, right?’
“Yegh.”



“And shetold you that you were the one waiting for ademon, so you should be the one being careful,
right?’

“Not in so many words, but yeah.”

Leah nodded, smug. “After afew thousand years, people get predictable.”

“So wherée syour partner?’

Jack jumped and only just resisted spinning around and answering the question physicaly. He put most of
the energy into damming the door of histruck and managed to turn with something approaching cam.
“She' shomewith her kids. Tony cdl you?’

Henry Fitzroy nodded and Jack wanted to wipe the smug, superior look right off hisface. Which wasn't
fair because dl the guy had done was nod, but there was something about him, something that made Jack
want to fdl in behind him and charge the shild wall. He wasn't even sure what a shield wall was, but he
fucking hated thefeding.

“Tony tel you what’ sgoing on?’
13 YS”

Yes? That’sit? Fine, you want to be mister one word answer, we don’t need to talk. But the dark
eyeswere srangdy compelling, and Jack’ s mouth kept moving without any gpparent prodding from his
brain. “He thinks the demons are attracted to the soundstage, to his accumulated power at the
sound-stage.”

“But you don’t believe that.”
“He snot telling me everything.”
“Why would he?’

“Because...” Jack had afedling that because | told himto wouldn't fly. “Becauseit’smy job to protect
the public!”

“I think we' ve moved some distance away from your actud job description, Constable.”

“No, we haven't. Look...” Hefolded hisarms, unable to look away but unwilling to appear compliant.
“... | catch the bad guys; that’swhat | do. These are bad guys. In order to catch them—all right, deal
with them,” he added as ared-gold brow rose, “I need to have dl the facts. Which | don't.”

“Perhaps he does't think you can cope with dl the facts.”
“Wdl, he should try me.”
“Y es. Perhaps he should.”

Digtracted by Fitzroy’ stoo-charming smile, it took Jack amoment to redlize that the other man’s eyes
weren't dark at al but hazdl. Frowning, he matched his shorter stride as they headed toward the studio’s
back door.



“| assume you' re here as backup muscle? He sent me out to buy cherry-flavored cough medicine,”
Fitzroy continued before Jack could answer. “ A specific brand that’ s, unfortunately, not particularly
popular.” He hefted abulging canvasbag. “1 had to visit nearly every drugstore on the lower mainland
before | found the volume he asked for.”

“What's Tony going to do with that much cherry-flavored cough medicine?’

“He sgoing to do magic, Constable Elson.”

“Whet the hell wasthat!”
“I think someone' s at the back door,” Leah sighed.

“Right.” On hisfeet, heart pounding, Tony could barely hear short, sharp bursts of the buzzer over the
thrum of blood in hisears. “ Do you think it' sademon?

“I think demons seldom ask to belet in. And | think that your boss gave the security guard the night off,
so you'd better get it.”

“Right.” Tony headed for the back of the soundstage, his bresthing almost returned to normal.

There was no security holein the door and since Lesh hadn't actualy said it wasn’t ademon, he took a
moment to find his focus and wrote “ go home” as smal as he could manage it an inch or so from the
pitted sted!. If there was a demon, and the demon charged when he opened the door, it would charge
right through the command and that would hopefully be that.

Except that the door opened inward.

“Having afish fry?’ Jack asked, grimacing as he stepped over the threshold. “Because if you are, your
fishareburning.”

“I'mnot.” Given that the door was in the only home it had ever known, nothing had happened but sizzle
and smell. At least he hoped it was because the door had no other home to go to because a bad smell
wasn't much of aweapon againgt claws and teeth. “Hey, Henry.” Camly. Businessasusud. Do not
touch the bite on your ... Crap. Heforced hisarm down. “Did you get the stuff?’

“Every bottleleft in this part of British Columbia.”

“Thanks.” Hetook the bag and turned his attention back to Jack. “What are you doing here?’
“The nutbar who worksin your front office caled me.”

Asagenerd rule, that wasn’t a specific enough description, but... “Amy?’

“She said you needed agun.”

“Y ou brought meagun?’

“I'm carrying agun. My gun. Y ou’ re not going anywhere neer it.”

“A gun?’ Henry asked, in atone that managed to squeeze are you insane into the two small words.



“Y ou can shoot demons,” Jack told him before Tony could answer. “1t may not stop them, but it sure as
shit dowsthem down. | shot one this morning half adozen times. Exactly six shots. | know that because
there’ sonefuckload of forms| havetofill out when | firethisthing, so...” Half apivot and he wasfacing
Tony. “... you can thank mefor coming back and risking yet another three hours of
paperwork—involving, let’ s not forget, lying. And, while we re on the subject, let’ s not forget the
interviewswith my superiorsduring which | will dso havetolie”

“You didn't have to come.”

“Y eah, and risk you actualy getting your hands on awegpon? Like that’ s going to happen.”
“I think you' re taking the greater risk being here, Constable. Y our career...”

“Bugger my career. | got aone-armed dead guy in the morgue.”

Tony watched Henry study Jack for amoment and then turn and flash him a smile. “ Perhaps you should
just thank him, Tony. After al, you wanted to bring himin.”

“You did?’ Jack’ s brows rose but he looked pleased.

“| did. Past tense. But Henry...” He glanced over at Henry who was wearing his blandest expression.
Like blood wouldn't clot in his mouth. “Fine. Whatever. Thanks. Come on.” Heled the way back to
Leah and the chaise lounge wondering if he' d actualy been in control for that short timein the parking lot
or if he'd been delusond.

Circumstances were pushing him strongly toward the latter belief.

“And thisis supposed to do what, exactly?’ Jack demanded at last. HE d been amazingly quiet until they
were two thirds of the way around the soundstage, so points for patience. Or he was just too stubborn to
ask until the frudtration levelsrose sufficiently.

Tony was betting on the latter. He finished the last ward along the side wall—or as close to the sde wall
as he could get, which meant, in a couple of places, two to three metersinto the soundstage. “I1t'san
early warning system,” he said as he dipped the number two brush back into the bowl of cough syrup
Henry was holding and bent to paint the more complex runein the corner. “ Something crossestheline
withill intent...” He paused, squinted up at hislaptop open across Jack’ s hands, then added afinal
flourish. *... and wée'll know it in time to brace oursdves”

“How?’
“Will we know? | have no fucking idea. I’ ve never done this before.”
“Thewards on your gpartment—" Leah began.

“Were meant to keep thingsout,” Tony interrupted. “But we don't want to keep them out of here; we
want themin here, so | can ded with them. Thisisnew.”

“Then aren’'t you moving alittle fast?’

Hetwisted around just far enough to scowl &t her. “ Thisisthefourth wall. They’ relong walls. I’ m getting



the hang of it.”

“Okay, but the end of that squiggle has dways turned | eft before.”

“Fine.” A little more cough syrup turned the squiggle to the left. “Happy?’
“Who wouldn't be?”

“I'mnot,” Jack grunted. “What happensif demons drop in from above?’
“It'scovered. Just give meaminuteto finish.”

“And if something with claws and teeth attacks before you' re finished?’
“Then we won't know until someone gets eviscerated.”

“No one gets eviscerated!”

“Not if you'll shut up and let mework.”

Arra singructions said he should visuaize the complex corner runes and then mentaly draw alinefrom
corner to corner, the lines crossing overhead in the middle of the square. Okay, so the space enclosed
wasn't exactly square, but it did offer the biggest bang for the buck, so Tony was ill going with it. He
closed hiseyes. Saw the runes. Drew the lines.

“Cool.” Leah sounded as though she was amiling.

When Tony opened his eyes, there was a cherry-cough-syrup-colored trand ucent dome over the
soundstage.

And then there wasn't.

Although the scent of expectorant lingered.

“Isit gone?’ Jack asked, breathing through the neck of his T-shirt pulled up over his mouth.
Tony checked. “No. It still there. That was like atest pattern to show that it worked.”

A red-gold brow rose as Henry studied hisface. “Redly?’

Made sense, so why not. “Y egh. Redlly.”

The second time the buzzer went off, Tony sighed and headed for the back door asthough he' d never
been gtartled, never jumped to hisfeet a the sound. Not that it mattered much since he could hear Leah
telling Jack and Henry about how he' d reacted the last time. Jack seemed to think it was pretty funny.

First demon that showed up, Jack was going to be out in front.



When the door opened, the pizzaddivery girl handed him aplastic shopping bag containing two bomb
bottles of colaand began pulling the extralarge pizza out of the insulated pouch. “Y ou Tony Foster?’ she
asked without looking up.

“Yeah, but | didn’t order apizza.”

“Come from your boss, Chester Bane. He order. He pay.” She shoved the box into his hands and
grinned as his ssomach growled. “He say | give you message, too. He say you should answer your
damned e-mall.”

“Pepperoni, sausage, olives, tomatoes, mushrooms, green pepper, and double cheese; your boss knows
how to order apizza.” Jack pulled adice from the box and bit off the tip with obvious enjoyment. “None
of this good-for-you broccoli crap.”

“Persondly, | could have done without the olives,” Leah muttered, flicking a piece off her dice.

There was dways someone who bitched about the toppings, Tony reflected as he chewed. It was
practicaly arequirement of pizza eating. Three people in the group, one person bitched. Fiveto seven
people, two bitching. Unless there were anchovies, and then everyone but one person bitched, regardiess
of numbers. Of course, in this particular group, the stats were kind of skewed...

“Y ou not having any, Fitzroy?’

“No, thanks. | ate before | came.”

Jack shrugged and took another piece. “ Great. More for me. Where are you going?’
Bardly two steps away from the chaise, Henry turned and smiled at Jack. “Why?’

“Becausg, | think, given al thewaeird shit going down...” Jack paused to wipe abit of grease off hischin.
“... that if we're going to work together, we shouldn’t leave each other in the dark about what’ s going
on.”

“Fair enough. I’'m going out to the office.”
“Why? There' sno onethere.”

Henry’ ssamile grew alittle edged. Tony shuffled back just far enough to be out of theline of fire—just in
case. Better Jack caught that look than him. “Television people,” Henry explained pointedly, “don’t keep
the same hours as mere mortals. There' s probably afew people till working on post-production...”

Post? Tony stiffened.

“... and Chester Bane never leaves his office before midnight.”
“You and Mr. Bane friends?’

“WEe ve dined together afew times.”

“Son of aBITCH!” Tony tossed aside his crust and clawed at the hot cheese and pizza sauce that had
did off it and onto his crotch. By the time hefinished scraping and swearing, Henry was gone.



Just aswell. Not like | was going to call him on making stupid vampire double entendres in front
of Jack. Hetook another handful of napkins from Leah—who had dmost stopped laughing—and
scrubbed at the denim.

“Y ou guys have someissues,” Jack snorted.

Tony snatched the last piece of pizza out from under hishand. “Do not.” Great. Even straight Mounties
were noticing.

“Uh-huh. Sowhy here?’
“Why not here?’ Leah wondered. “ They have issues everywhere e se”

“No, why arewe waiting here?’ Jack’ s gesture took in theimmediate area, empty but for two folding
chairs, food debris, and the chaise he shared with Leah. “ There’ salot more comfortable placesto wait
in this soundstage, so why specifically here?’

“I did aspdl here)” Tony told him, gesturing with the pizzacrugt. “A big one. It left amark.”
“What kind of spell?’

“I'm not sure.” Teeth dightly clenched, haf ashrug—Tony wasavery good liar. “1 screwed it up.”
“It had something to do with the celling?’

Had helooked up? He didn’t remember looking up. “Y eah. It had something to do with the ceiling. But
therestisclassfied. If | told you, I'd haveto turn you into afrog.”

“You can do that?’
He swallowed and smiled. “I could try.”

Jack shook his head, but what exactly he was denying wasn't clear. “Like | said to your friend Fitzroy, |
don’t think we should be keeping secrets.”

“Isthisapolice thing; asking so many questions?’ Leah leaned in. Tony figured she' d suddenly
remembered she had afew secrets of her own. “Or are you naturally so curious?’

No sign of Ryne Cyratane, s0 at |least Jack had afighting chance, but Lesh on her own, being intense and
interested and brushing breasts againgt bicep, was enough to attract male attention.

She attracted Jack’ s. He probably wasn’t even aware he' d straightened his shoulders. “It’ swhat cops
do, ask questions.”

And spout bad cop show dialogue.

Tony cleaned up whilethey flirted and tried not to think about what was happening in the boss’ office.
Figures. The onetime | could use a little e-mail distraction from a psychotic eight-year-old, I'd
never get an uplink. Even if he had a cable, there wasn't a phone jack on this Side of the soundstage.

“I wasthinking.”

Since he' d gotten used to Henry suddenly appearing by his side years ago, Tony enjoyed Jack and
Leah'sreaction.



“Waan't your origind plan to find the weak points between thisworld and the hdls...”
Four-hundred-and-sixty-odd years of Catholicism gave him alittle trouble with the plurd. “... and have
Tony close them before they open and expe ademon?’

“Wherethe hell did you comefrom?’

“Theorigina plan?’ Henry repeated pointedly to Leah, ignoring Jack’ s question.
“Yes, that wasthe origind plan. So?7’

“So I’'m not surewe shouldn't return to it.”

“Hdlo!” The eyeroll was dramatic. “What happened to hunker down, protect L eah, and save the world?
I’m not going on wakabout across the lower mainland if demons are coming after me persondly.”

“Hang on,” Jack interrupted. “Why are the demons coming after you?’

Tony reviewed various meetingsin CB’ s office and realized that only he and Henry knew Lesh was
anything more than a stuntwoman who did demonology asasideline. CB and Kevin Groves knew
demons were coming after her, but Jack, his partner, Amy, Zev, and Lee knew only the basics of the
Demonic Convergence. Fuck this; | need a scorecard!

“Maybe they want my recipe for goat cheese pizza,” Lesh snapped. “Duh! They'retrying to kill me!”

“Why arethey trying to kill you?” Jack was using his“don’t even try to bullshit me” voice now.
Interestingly enough, it worked.

“Because | know things and that makes me athreat.”
“How do they know you know things?’
“What difference doesit make?’

Jack sighed, ran ahand up through his hair, and took a moment to get comfortable on hisend of the
chaise. “Until you jokerslisten, I’m going to keep repeeting that, under the circumstances, | don’t think
we should keep secrets from each other.”

“Oh, | see” Leah’s second eye roll was more sarcastic than dramatic. “Y ou show up with agun and
suddenly we should trust you?’

“Under the circumstances, | don’'t think we should keep secrets from each other.”
“It' sthe Mountiething, isn't it?" she sneered. “How can we not trust the stalwart in red serge?
“Under the circumstances, | don't think we should keep secrets from each other.”

She spun around to glare at him, their facesinches gpart. “Y ou have only the faintest idea of what’ s going
on here!”

“Under the circumstances, | don’t think we should keep secrets from each other.”
“Stop saying that!”

“Dinner and afloor show,” Tony snickered quietly, well aware that Henry could hear him even over the
sound of shouting. “I’'m having alot more fun than | thought | would.”



“Good.” Henry flashed him an affectionate grin, then turned his attention back to the battle. “ But we're
not getting much accomplished.” He stepped closer to the chaise.

Tony didn’t need to see his eyes go dark. He could read the change in the set of Henry’ s shoulders. In
the gtillness that accompanied him. The Hunter wasin the building.

“Jack Elson.”

Names held power. Unableto resist the pull, Jack looked up and was caught. Safely behind Henry’ sl eft
Sde, Tony saw hiseyeswiden, his cheeks pale, and his hands clutch compulsively into fists. Jack would
never willingly show histhroat, but Henry was't giving him the choice.

“ Some secrets are too dangerous to be lightly shared. Y ou know what you need to know. Accept that
and move on. And,” he added in alighter voice, “I’ ve changed my mind about the vaidity of the origina
plan. Stopping the demons before they emerge now seemsto meto be the safest way to ded with them.”

“Hehasapoint,” Jack acknowledged dowly, frowning as though he was searching through the
conversation to discover how they’ d gotten thisfar. Tony knew the fedling.

“No, hedoesn’t,” Leah argued. “It’ s not safe putting me right up next to ahole. It could goad the demon
to burst through prematurely.”

“So?Tony’ Il beright there”
“I'll beright there”

“Tony?” Henry' suse of hisname drew dl of Tony’ sattention. To befair, hedidn’t think Henry could
help it. “What do you think?’

So they were going to play that game. Pretend that Tony was making the decisions until he made one
Henry didn't like. Pretend that the wizard was in charge and the vampire was just backup muscle. Fine.
Leah and Henry had ditched the origina plan when he was adeep. Unconscious. He forced himself not to
touch the mark on histhroat and redlized hel d get absolutely nowhere if he brought any of that up now.

“Lesh, how do you find the wesak spots?’
Sheghrugged. “ Gut feding.”
Considering what was on her gut, he' d let that stand. “Can you mark them on amap?’

“It'snot that exact. It's more like playing hot, warm, cold; the closer | get to them, the stronger the
feding gets”

“But it should be easier now that there’ snot alot of them, right? Because the convergent energy hasto
be damming down on only a couple of spotsin order for the holesto be going deep enough for demons
to comethrough,” he tossed to Jack before the awkward questions started.

“Not exactly easer,” Leah began. Paused. Frowned. Sighed. “Okay, easier to find. But harder to close.”

“Harder than facing down the actual demon? These weak spots have teeth? Claws? Other unidentifiable
sharp bits?’

“They will if you screw up.”

“No, if when I’'m facing an actua demon.” He started pacing. He was onto something. “How many



weak spots out there now?’

“l don't think...”

“Comeon, Leah. Try, please.”

“Fine.” Shedid ahand under her clothes and closed her eyes.

“I thought she was a demonic consultant?’ Jack stage-whispered dramaticaly.
“She’ sconaulting,” Tony told him.

“Yeah? Who? Or should | say, what?’

“There.” Leah cut off Tony’sanswer. “There' sastrong fedling that way. Deep hole.” She pointed. “And
aweaker one, that way. Still niceand shalow. That'sall.”

“Sotwo?’

“Degp. Shdlow.” Shelooked down at the fingers she' d raised as she spoke each word. “Yes, that's
two. Your grasp of higher mathematics makes mefedl so much safer.”

“WEe I go to the shdlow onefirgt.”
“No.”
Tony turned just enough to frown at Henry. “What?’

“We need to go to the deeper onefirst becauseit is closer to expdling itsdemon. Y ou' Il have moretime
to close the shalow hole”

“Except that I'm making the decisonsand | say we go to the shalow holefirst to seeif Lesh hasan
effect. If she does, there’ sno chance of ademon getting through immediately. No harm, no foul. If she
doesn't, then we take her near the other one.”

Henry shook his head. “Reckless.”
“I think you' ve forgotten what reckless means,” Leah told him as she stood. “Tony’splaying it safe.”
“Tony risks dlowing ademon to break through while no oneis here to protect the soundstage.”

“Thenyou stay.” Hetried not to fedl pleased about how startled Henry had looked if only for an instant.
“Jack, you' d better stay with him.” If thisworked, they wouldn’t need muscle out on the street. “Leah
saysthese things are just killing machines, there’ s nothing magica about them, so if one does show up,
you two ought to be able to knock it onitsassand hold it until | get back.”

“Ustwo? He saromance writer.” Jack shot Henry an incredulous | ook.

Tony didn’t seethelook Henry shot back, but it wiped the incredulous right off Jack’ sface. “Unnatura
rope s best for holding them, and there sawholelot of the yellow nylon shit over with the carpenter’s
gear. Don’t worry about hurting them. Apparently, there’ s not much actua damage you can do. Don't
get eaten. Y ou know, by demons,” he added as Henry frowned.

“Eaten.” Not aquestion, but then Jack had seen the one-armed man.

“We come to the wonderful world of the weird and metaphysical,” Tony told him, shrugging into his



jacket. “ Remember, you' re the one who ingsted on playing; I’ d have happily kept lying to you.”
“You'redill lyingtome”

“Y eah, but not happily. And not about anything that counts.” 1t was important Jack believe that. Tony
refused to look away until he nodded an acknowledgment. “ L eah, where are you going?’

She sghed as she turned. “In theinterests of not having any secrets between us—before we hit the
dreets, I’ m off to thelittle ssuntwoman’ sroom where I’ll pee and then wash my hands. Maybe I’ ll put
some lip gloss on while there' samirror handy. Or do you need a definitive answer on that?’

“Great,” Tony muttered to Jack as L.eah spun on one hedl and strode off. “Y ou see what you started?’
Hejiggled his car keys, stopped when he saw Henry wince. He' d made his point, no need to annoy
sengtiveears.

Hewanted to say: |f something does show up, don’t let Jack be a hero. He breaks easier than you
do.

Hewanted to say: Don’t you be a hero either. Let Jack shoot it a few times before you movein.

And he wanted to say: Maybe we do have issues, but we also have history, and so we' ve got to
wor k through them. Because you're not going to let go, and | don’t think | am either.

He settled for saying, “Be careful.”

And was pretty sure Henry heard al the rest.

“So, what do | do?’
“Go west; toward the city. Drive dowly. I'll tell you when to turn.”

Tony pulled out around an ancient chartreuse minibus covered in lime-green rdigious dogans. More than
one kind of weird ended up on the west coast. “ Can | ask you a question, or do you haveto
concentrate?’

“ After thirty-five hundred years, I’ ve learned how to multitask, so ask.”

“Ryne Cyratan€ s been doing this from the beginning of the Convergence, right? Directing the energy to
where he needsit? So, if you only ever felt a couple of weak spots at atime, why didn’t you expect the
first demon that attacked you?”

“Why didn’t | expect ademon to charge out of the sunset swinging an arm on aCBC Movie of the
Week |ocation shoot?’

1] Ya,].”
“Who the hell would ever expect something like that?’

Tony glanced over to the passenger seat. Leah had her shirt up and her hand resting on the exposed
tattoo. “ Fair enough.”



They found the shalow hole in an dley off Hastings Street between Gore and Main. The Chinese
restaurant along one side wasjust closing, so they waited while a bored young man in kitchen whites
tossed yellow plastic bags of garbage into the Dumpster. Then they waited amoment longer while apair
of Dumpster diversretrieved the edible bits.

“We'rewasting time,” Leah hissed as Tony grabbed her arm and yanked her back into the shadows.

“Sowe ll waste alittle,” he said quietly, watching the two women who looked middle-aged but were
probably younger sort through the restaurant waste. “ This might be the only medl they get al day. What?’
he asked when she turned to glare a him. “In thirty-five hundred years, you were never hungry?’

The glare softened to impatience. “Maybe once or twice, but...”
“Wewait until they’ re done. They’ll want to go someplace safe and est, o it won't take long.”
[tdidn't.

“Why do these kinds of metaphysical things dways happenin dleys,” Tony wondered as they waked
past the Dumpster.

“Why not in the middle of the TransCanada? Or ameter over the sock counter at Sears? Or in
someone' s gpartment?’

“Who saysthey don't?’ Leah asked, looking ready to bolt. “All that’ s necessary isthat something be
missing to anchor the convergent energy.” Sheindicted arough-edged pothole in aremarkably filthy bit
of pavement. “We re just lucky thisone swherewe can get toit.”

13 &?l
“Sowhat?”’

“So areyou affecting it?” The pothole didn’t look like it had changed since they arrived. It didn't look
like the wesak spot between redlities either. It smelled like rotting melon and Kung Pao Shrimp.

Frowning, she prodded the air over the pothole with onefoot. “I don't fed any... Oh, nol” Arms
windmilled as her foot dammed down. “It'sgot me!”

“Leah!” Tony grabbed her, dragged her back, and nearly dropped her in aparticularly pungent bit of
rotting garbage when he redized she waslaughing.

“Kidding. It'sfine. | don't fed anything different.” She pulled out of hisgrip and tucked her hair back
behind her ears, till snickering. “Y ou should close it up now.”

“I don't know how,” hereminded her, folding hisarms.

“Oh, cranky.” A raised hand stopped his step toward her. “ Okay, okay. Forgive mefor being relieved.
Before you can close the hole—or, this early in the game, just strengthen the weak spot—you have to
seeit”

“| seethe pothole.”

“Look harder.”



Therewasn't alot of light in the dley; a couple of yelowing, bug-speckled bulbs over back doorsand
the spill from the streetlights. “I can't see...”

“Yes, you can. Wizards see what' sthere.” She sighed and folded her arms, shifting her weight onto one
hip. “Look harder.”

“| can seewhere the smdl of Kung Pao Shrimp iscoming from,” he said after aminute. “And you're
scraping off your shoe before you get back inthe car.”

“But you don’t see the weak spot?’
“No.”

“Okay, don't look as hard. | guarantee it’ sthere, in the pothole, a place where the absence of what
should be there has | eft an opening.”

“An absence of what should be there? Did it back abit, would...” Tony froze, haf turned away from the
scum encrusted bit of pavement in question. From the corner of his eye, he saw a heat shimmer—except,
of course, it wasn't actudly a heat shimmer—stretched horizontally acrossthe top of the pothole. 1 see
it. What now?’

“Burn the runes one a atime and push them through the weak spot.”

“Through?’ Even cracked, the pavement seemed pretty damned solid. “Right. Why don't | just burn
close up or keep out?

“Tony, usetherunes.”

He shifted hisfoot alittle farther away from a particularly nasty bit of melon. “Why? Go home worked
fine on that charging demon.”

“I know. It shouldn’'t have.”

“Butitdid.” Hewas definitdy taking histurn to be smug.
“But it shouldn’t have”

“Butit did.”

“Yes, it did. It shouldn’t have, but it did. And isthisthe time to be experimenting with new techniques
that may or may not work? That may or may not make things worse? No. The fate of theworld isat
gake. Yourisk my life and everyone es€ sonawhim!”

“But it worked!” Wasn't that the important bit?

“That time. Under those circumstances!” A deep breath, both hands againgt the clothing over the tattoo.
When she spoke again, she wasn't shouting and she sounded sincere. “1 promise you that the runes will
work every time. Under any circumstances.”

Tony wasn't sure how to take sincere. “ Swear thisisn't just part of your whole control issue thing.”

“Y ou want swearing?’ Garbage squelched under her sneakers as Leah stepped toward him. “Ill give
you thirty-five hundred years of swearing in aminute! Write the runes and push them through!”

“Oneat atime?’



“Now you're being deliberately provoking.”
Y eah. Hewas. “If it means that much to you, I'll do it your way.”
“ Sometime soon!”

“What' sthe hurry?’ The shimmer waskind of pretty in an “entranceto hell” sort of way. “Y ou said this
onewas shdlow.”

“It waswhen we got here,” she snorted. “Why are you standing like that?’

He d shifted to stand angled at the pothole, facing Leah, eyebalsrolled into the lower left corner of each
socket. “1 can seeit better if | don't ook at it straight on.”

“You know whereit is; do you haveto seeit?’
“I guessnot.” He turned to face the pothole, rubbing his eyes. “Problem. | don't think | remember...”

“I know you don’t,” Leah interrupted, pulling four sheets of folded paper out of the back pocket of her
track pants. “So | brought your cheat notes.”

Considering how tight she wore the upper part of those pants, fitting four sheets of folded paper in the
back pocket was one of the most impressve things Tony’ d seen dl day.

He ended up shoving the runes through physically with the scar on hisleft hand, ignoring his companion’s
sotto voice commentary about cheating. “Isit cheating for a basketbal player to use their height?”

Okay. Maybe not so much ignoring.

“Y ou're not a basketbd|l player, you' reawizard.”

“AndI’musing what | have. It'snot my fault other wizards haven't had it.”
“Y ou should be moving them with power.”

“Why?"

“Becausethat’s how it’s done.”

Since hewasthe wizard and she wasn't, he decided to ignore her. Asthelast line of energy vanished,
there was a soft, amost soggy pop that lifted al the hair on the back of his neck. The skin around his
eyebrow ring suddenly began to burn.

“I wouldn't touch your face with that hand,” Lesh cautioned.

Hisleft hand had been pressed flat againgt the pavement. Or more specificaly, flat against elderly grease
and rat droppings and more recently deposited bits of chow mein. “Gross...” Hewiped it on hisjeansas
he stood. One knee was damp and he smelled like rotting bean sprouts. By no means aswiped as he
would have been after aPowershot, he dill felt alittle hungry. “ So, on to the next one or back to the
sudio?’ he yawned.

“Why isthat my decison?’
He shrugged. “Y ou' re taking the biggest risk.”

Her fingers siroked the edges of the tattoo and she smiled. The smile said we can beat this, and for the



moment at |least she completely believed it.
Tony smiled the same smile back at her.
“Let’sclose the second one,” she said.

“Great. You'redriving. And | need something to eat.” Asthey passed the Dumpster, he swerved to miss
asmdl pile of suspicioudy moving rice. “But not Chinese”

At aquarter after midnight, they werein Richmond, driving dowly south on No. 3 Road past the old
Canadian Pacific Railway lands.

“Feding’ s getting stronger,” Leash murmured, drumming her fingers againgt the steering whedl. “It feds
likel have dugswrithinginmy navel.”

Tony hurriedly chewed and swalowed his eleventh glazed chocolate Timbit. “ Thank you for that image.”
“Any time.” Sheturned left on Alexandra, dowing further. “We'reclose.”

They found the weak spot halfway up the side of a building, anchored on acrack in the masonry. There
were afew taxis down the street by ahotel, but other than that, the street was empty. Quiet. Once they
parked, nothing moved.

“Isthis because of the weak spot?” Tony wondered as they crossed the street. All the empty was
beginning to cregp him out.

“No, it'sbecauseit’s Thursday night and the bars don't let out for a couple of hours.”

“Right.” Head cocked to one side, eyesrolled up and over, Tony frowned and lost Sght of the blazing
line of energy spilling out of the crack ashisfaceredigned.

“See, thisiswhy you learn to do it properly.” Hands on her hips, Leah glared up at the building. “Unless
we break and enter and dangle you out the third-floor window—uwhich I’'m not philosophically
againg—you're going to have alittle trouble just shoving the runes through thisone.”

Fedling he should protest, more on principa than because he actualy had something vaid to say, Tony
squinted the crack back into alignment. “ Thisone salot brighter than the last one.”

“It'salot deeper. Better hurry.”
“I could probably throw theminto it.”
“Whatever. Just doit.”

Her tone, bordering on panic, pulled his attention off the weak spot and that, he redlized as he took Leah
with him to the ground was probably al that kept him from being blinded aslight flared brilliantly purple
and something big burst out of the crack.

She dapped the asphdt on impact, grunting as Tony’ sweight drovetheair out of her lungs. “ Get! Off!”

“You'rewecome!” Asthe light show from the building dimmed, herolled off, scrambled to one knee,



and aimed hisleft hand down the road, blinking away afterimages and breathing heavily. He wouldn't be
able to see the chesat sheets through the sparkly purple blotches, so he' d have to do thishisway.

Not that sparkly purple blotches suggested imminent danger.

On the other hand, the large asymmetrical shapein the middle of the road did.

Bright Sde, large was easier to hit.

Eyeswatering, he scrawled avery quick go home and threw it.

Blue sparks on impact.

Blue sparks, purple blotches. It’s like demonic Lucky Charms.

A sound like wet sneaker tread dragged against tile. A giant wet sneaker tread.

“What have you done?’

“I told it to go home!” He grabbed Leah’ shand and dragged her with him as he rose to hisfest.
“It didn’t work!”

“I know!” Rapid blinking brought the street into partial focus. The demon till looked alittle blurry around
the edges, but Tony had abad feding that wasn't his eyes.

“| told you it wouldn’t work!”

“You'renot heping! Just stay behind meand...” He squinted. “1 must’ ve done some damage, it’s...”
Running seemed as close adescription ashewas going to get. ... running away.”

Lesh grabbed for his deeve as he started moving. “Where are you going?’

“After it. To stop it from killing people who aren’t you,” he added when she didn’t seem to understand.
“Comeon. It'snot going that fast.” Mostly because bits of it seemed to be moving in opposite directions.

Her fingerstightened to the edge of pain. “What part of ‘if | dietheworld ends are you still missng?’

“The part whereit’ snot after you.” When attempting to jerk free only proved that Leah was stronger
than she looked, he waved his free hand toward the demon. “Hello! Y ou're herg, it' stherel”

Shefrowned. “Right.” And let go. And smiled. Well, showed teeth. “Come on!”

They were no more than three meters behind it as they rounded the corner onto the section of Alexandra
that curved to meet up with Alderbridge Way. The demon turned an eyestalk toward then, put on a
surprising burst of speed, and crashed through a poster-covered door into the only lit building on that end
of the street.

Ginger Joe's.
“Raise your hand everyonewho' s surprised by this” Tony grunted asthey ran after it.

“According to Chekhov,” Leah panted, “you should never hang a coffee shop on thewall unlessyou plan
onusngit”

“Chekhov? The navigator with the bad wig on classic Trek?’



L eah took amoment to sneer. “Read abook.” She paused as they reached Ginger Jo€'s. “Didn't this
used to be the Café Cats Escape?’

“How would | know?’ Tony asked her. “For that matter, how do you know?’
Inside the coffee shop, cymba s crashed and someone screamed.
“Never mind.”

They jumped the debris of the door together and skidded to a stop. The demon had gotten tangled in a
drum kit left on the small stlage when the night’ slive music had ended and lay haf sprawled acrosstwo
tables—athough sinceit still had two legs on the floor, it wasn't exactly lying. Just past the wreckage a
young man crouched, leather-kilted butt in the air, head to the floor, hands over his head, the chrome
studs on his heavy leather wristbands gleaming in the dim light. Tony could just barely make out two
more pae faces up againgt the back wall, their terror lending the whole Goth look a certain authenticity.

It took him another agonizingly long moment to find Amy because the demon’ s bulk blocked hisview. A
meaty squelch gave her position away just before she danced into sight, black-rimmed eyeslocked on
the enemy, the hand holding the skull shaped candle holder raised to land another blow.

“Enough staring aready!” Leah snapped, racing by him. Seemed that the relief of not being the target was
making her alittle reckless. “Make with the runedl”

Tony pulled the papers out of hisjacket pocket as Leah went up and over the demon, planting her hands
between the spikes and flipping in the air to land on her feet on the coffin shaped bar. Possibly not just
coffin shaped...

Thefirgt rune formed as Amy smacked the demon again while Leah kicked it in the head.

It roared, lunged at Leah, got tangled in the snare drum stand, and stumbled, alowing her to leap over
the clawed tentacle whipped around toward her.

Theworld rearranged itself in Leah’ sfavor.
Amy wasn't so protected.

As Tony threw the last loop on the second rune, it wrapped a hand—or whatever the hdll it was on the
end of itsarm—around Amy’ s neck and squeezed.

Screw the runes!
One more Powershot probably wouldn't kill him.

Ashe pulled hisright arm back, Amy reached behind her, scrambled amid the debris, grabbed afull cup
of coffee, and threw it in the demon’ s eyes.

It shrieked.
Dropped her.
And charged for the door.

One meaty gppendage smacked Tony inthe ches, lifting him off hisfeet and damming him into the side
wall. He spent amoment redlly, really hoping the crack was one of the fixtures and not arib, then spent
the moment after that trying not to scream.



He could sort of hear Amy yelling that the demon had broken into the wrong damned coffee shop ashe
raised hisleft hand and sucked the two runes he' d finished back into hisbody. It wasn’t exactly hard to
find his place in the universe now given how well pain seemed to be defining it.

Thisisme.

Thisiseverything else.

Everything else doesn't hurt.

| do.

Turned out the crack hadn’t come from one of the fixtures.

Breathing shallowly, he focused his attention on the broken ribs, smoothing the jagged halves. Pain
exploded into a thousand razor-edged shards.

When he regained consciousness, Lesh was knedling beside him and frowning down into hisface. “When
you hedl yoursdlf,” she said softly—not kindly, but softly, “you gtill experience the same amount of pain
you would have had theinjury hesled normally.”

“l do?’

“Every lagt bit of it. All a once.”

He supposed he was glad of the explanation. “ That totally sucks.”
“It' swhy most wizardsdon’t doiit.”

“Most wizards,” he muttered, pushing himsdf up into something close to asitting position. “Right. Why
don’'t we get some of those fuckersto help?’

“Canyou stand?’

Since there was only one way to find out, Tony let her help himto hisfeet. It wasalittle lopsided, but it
was standing. Except that Amy’ s date was now having hysterics on achair instead of the floor, nothing
looked like it had changed. “How long was| out?’

“Couple of minutes.”
“Youredly...” It wasn't as easy to mime jumping ademon as he’ d expected. “ Y ou know, went after it.”

“Y ou destroyed the rune that would have let it damage me back there on the street when you burned go
home right acrossit. After that, | was safe enough. Although,” she added pointedly, “it didn’t go home.
We need to get back to the studio.”

“Hang on.” He shuffled toward Amy who |&ft her date to meet him hafway. The hug nearly knocked him
on hisass, but he appreciated the sentiment. “Y ou okay?’ he asked asthey pulled apart.

“Not redly, but I'mfaking it well.”
“Thisisgoing to need a crestive explanation.”
Her eyesregained abit of sparkle. “I"m al about creative explanations.”

“Good, ‘ causewe' vegotta...”



“Go. | know.” She waved a shaking hand in the general direction of the door. “ So go! Kick ass.”

The demon was nowhere in Sght asthey emerged onto the sdewalk. Therewas ataxi pulling into the
hotel on the corner but no other people in sight. After what had just happened, the whole area seemed
drangdly quiet. Strangdly normdl.

Totdly devoid of demon.
“Wel never catchit.”

“Wedon't haveto,” Leah reminded him. “We just have to get to the soundstage.” Shetook him by the
shoulders and leaned him up againgt the side of the nearest building. “I’ll go get the car. You wait here.”

Asgheran off, Tony concentrated on staying upright. He knew why the go home hadn’t worked—it had
cometo him just before he healed himsdlf. Standing out on the street, blinking away the aftereffects of the
demon’sentry, he hadn’t been connected to the universe. Well, no more than usua anyway; notina
round peg/round hole kind of way. Back in the parking lot, panic had pushed him into place. Here, just
now, it had been pain. Actualy, there d been pain in the parking lot, too. Pain seemed to be compul sory.

| bleed therefore | am.

To bleed or not to bleed, that is the question.
Ultimate cosmic power! Itty bitty bandages!

This could be the beginning of a beautiful laceration.

Man, | really need a coffee...



Chapter Nine

“CLOSED COURSE. Professiond driver. Do not try thisat home.”

“What are you muttering about?’ Lesh demanded as, with a screech of rubber against pavement, she
deftly maneuvered the car around acorner a significantly more than the posted speed.

“Nothing.” The best part about the level of exhaustion Tony’ d reached; he just didn’'t care. Hedidn’t
care when Leah ran two stop signsand ared light. He didn’t care when she passed on the right using
four empty parking spaces. He didn’t care when she ignored a detour and took a shortcut through some
roadwork, fighting the car through six blocks of chewed-up pavement and scraping the undercarriage on
an exposed sewer grate. Actually, he cared about the last bit since he' d be the one paying for repairs but
not enough to do anything abot it.

Licking thelagt of the chocolate donut crumbs off hisfingers, he watched the streetlights go by so quickly
they were very nearly acontinuous blur. If he turned to look through the driver’ s side window, the cracks
in the glassrefracted them into a thousand flares of moving light. “When you said before you were a stunt
driver... you went to sunt driving schoal, right?’

“Top of my cdass”
“Because you knew you couldn’t be hurt?’
“That, and because | redlly liketo drivefast.”

For aThursday night not long after midnight, the streets were unusualy empty. Tony wondered if that
was Ryne Cyratane s spell helping to keep his Demongate from dying in afiery car crash. “ So that wasa
wicked move you made, back in the coffee shop when you used the demon like avault and flipped up
over its head. Where' d you learn to do that?’

“| played second bull dancer in a Greek production of The Minotaur once. Except that | wasn'tina
loincloth and the demon wasn't tranked out of itslittle bovine mind, it was essentidly the same stunt. With
less ouzo, of course.”

“| thought you said the bull was tranked.”
“Him, too.”

That probably made sensein aworld where hewasn't so tired his eyes kept crossing. “ Do you think we
can besat the demon to the studio?’

She snorted. “In this car?”’
“Sinceit’'sthe car we'rein, yesh.”

“Ther€ sachance. After dl, it'snot a gpeed demon.” Snickering, she flashed him asmile. “ Speed
demon. Get it.”

“Yes” The chanceto fight back had put her in an interesting mood. Using the may you livein
interesting times definition of the word. “Please watch the road.”



With a cop’s nose for contraband, Jack had found the deck of cards shoved in the back of adrawer
over in the carpentry shop. Wiping the sawdust off them, he whistled softly.

“Now these,” he said, returning to the chaise, cardsin hand, “are hard core. Y ou wouldn’t be
interested,” he added as Henry stood, “it’sal man/woman action.”

“Why wouldn’t | beinterested?’

“| thought you and Tony were... You know.”

“Wewere. That doesn’t prevent me from being interested in women.”
“| thought not being interested in women was the point?’

“For some men. Not for me.”

“Yeah. Thanksfor shar...” About halfway through the deck, hefroze. “Holy crap. | don't think that's
possiblel”

Henry leaned around Jack’ s shoulder for alook. “It's possible, but the second woman hasto be very
flexible. And hisback’ sgoing to ache afterward.”

Jack stepped away, turned, and stared at the other man. “How the hell old are you, anyway?’
“Older than | look.”

“Let’'shopeso.” If he' d been asked an hour ago, he' d have said the guy was Tony’ s age, early twenties,
maybe a couple of years older. Now, he wasn't so sure. There was something strange about him,
something more than just being ass-deep into the welird shit that went with having awizard for an ex.
Maybe it was the whole romance writer thing—that was definitely alittle creepy. Maybe he' d researched
exotic postionsfor one of hisbooks. More comforting athought than the possibility he' d spent histeens
asapornographic gymnast. Jack sighed. “Y ou play rummy?’

“Penny apoint?’

Because he d noticed that the queen of hearts was unnaturally worn—noticed and then refused to think
why—Jack was up forty-two dollars when Henry stiffened and dropped his cards.

“What isit?” Damnif it didn’'t look like the guy was sniffing the arr.
“Something' scoming.”

“Something?’ Jack tossed his cards asde and stood, pulling hiswegpon from his shoulder holster. “The
something we're herefor?’

“Probably.”



To Jack’ ssurprise, Henry flipped the chaise up on its side and shoved it toward the wall. “ Get behind
that.”

“Upyours”

“You'll have aplace to brace your weapon as well as some small amount of protection.”
“And you' Il be where?’

A loop of rope dangled from one hand. “I’ll be attempting to...”

A rain of cherries cut him off.

“What thehd?”

Henry looked up and moved just enough to avoid being hit. “I1t’s our warning. The demon isthrough the
wards.”

Jack winced as a cherry bounced off his cheek. “Y ou think?’

And then therewas no timefor thinking asall at once, tentacles and claws and spikes dangled from the
light grid, filling the space between the grid and the floor. It took amoment for the parts to become a
whole and when it did, Jack wished it hadn’t. Mongters didn’t scare him—over the years he' d seen too
much of what people could do—but this one gave it the old collegetry.

With ashriek of rending auminum, one of the strutstore free and Jack decided that maybe being behind
the fancy sofawasn't such abad idea. It had seemed solid. Well made. Likely to survive. He dove over
the piece of furniture, rolled, and came up on hisknees, ready to fire. Suddenly aline of yelow nylon
rope was around the bulk of the demon’ s body. And then around most of the legs, snugging them in tight.

The demon screamed.

Something snarled an answer.

Jack’ s hindbrain sent up flares. Fight or flee! And flee seems like the better idea!

Right at the moment, denial seemed like amuch better ides, but it was way, way too late for that.

Jack popped off three quick rounds at the demon’s... head and held back the fourth when Henry Fitzroy
caught aheavily muscled arm in another loop of rope and began fighting it to the demon’sside.

It seemed the not very tall man was stronger than the demon.
Stronger.

Faster.

Morefucking scary.

“That’snot possible” Under the circumstances, astupid thing to say, but Jack was having just alittle
trouble coping. Romance writer, my ass.

The demon hit the floor with a noise somewhere between a crash and a squelch.

A writhing tentacle-like arm split the air where Henry had been seconds before, twisted around for
another blow as a second clawed tentacle came straight up out of the demon’ s body. No way Henry



could avoid both. No way Jack could get off aclear shot. Trying not to think about what he was doing,
Jack went over the chaise and tackled the arm.

Pinned under the length of his body, it was warmer than he’ d expected.
Warmer, and alittle damp.
It took him amoment to redize why it smelled so strongly of crushed cherries.

Heavy muscles bunched up to try and throw him off and, with the right leverage, Jack was pretty sureit'd
be able to toss him across the soundstage.

It shifted within the confining rope.
Suddenly the floor was farther away.
Oh, fuck...

Henry had faced a Demonlord and bled to keep an ancient grimoire from faling into the taloned hands of
the lesser demon it commanded. In comparison, this creature seemed no more or less than it appeared.
Strong. Fast. Other. But not necessarily evil.

If there are, as the Demongate supposes, a multitude of hells—he did under aclawed tentacle that
would have disembowe ed him—then perhaps, in some of these—another loop of rope secured the
limb—we name the inhabitants demon based on appearance not motivations.

Asthe creature hissed and writhed, he spun about in time to see Jack Elson lifted into the air on the
largest of what seemed essentialy itsarms.

And then the arm flipped over and Constable Elson was heading back toward the concrete floor at high
Speed.

There were no visible jointsto act as weak spots—or rather too many jointsto attack in thelittle time he
had. Racing in toward the creature, Henry grabbed the arm just under the front set of claws and kept
moving, dragging it—and the constable—around until he could brace himself againgt the creature’ sown

body.
Teeth bared, he managed to stop the momentum of the limb and snarled, “Let go!”

Letting go seemed like afineideato Jack. He dropped and rolled and crushed alittle fruit, finally turning
intime to see Henry drag the tentacle down to the body of the creature and secure it with another loop of
the yellow rope.

No onewasthat fast. Or that strong.

“What the hell are you?’ he panted, pulling himsdf up onto hisknees.



He knew when Henry looked up and smiled. He couldn’t put it into words—hell, he didn’t think he could
form wordsright at that moment—but he knew. He knew it in the way the hair rose off the back of his
neck, in the way a sudden drop of swegt ran down his sde under his shirt, in theway he couldn’'t seemto
catch hisbreath or hear himsdlf think over the pounding of his heart. He knew it in his bones.

No, in hisblood.

And then hefdl into dark eyes and he forgot that he knew.

“Hey! You guys There' sademon heading this...” Tony skidded to a stop, dragging Leah, who was half
supporting him, to astop aswell. He stared at the demon—uwhich may or may not have been staring
back. The eyesta ks were flipping around in away that madeit hard to tell. “Never mind.”

“What’ swith the cherries?” Leah demanded, scraping pulp off the bottom of her high-top.
“Tony’ searly warning system,” Jack grunted, getting to hisfeet.

“It made cherries?’

“Apparently.”

Sheturned to Tony, who shrugged. They had bigger problems than fruit. He shook free of Leah’s hand
and shuffled carefully toward Henry. Trouble was, when aromance writer dash vampire fought ademon,
it was't the romance writer that then had to be dedlt with. He could see the Hunter in the set of Henry’s
shoulders. In theway he was standing, his back to them, perfectly, impossibly till.

At Henry’ sside, heleaned forward, careful not to touch, and murmured, “If you need...”

“Not fromyou.” A quiet voice. Barely audible. A voicethat stroked danger against Tony’sskin. “Not
after last night.”

Last night. Thistime, he didn’t stop himself from touching the mark on his neck. No wonder he was
exhausted; it wasn't just thewizardry. “ Then who?” The emotiond kickback was asimportant asthe
blood and Jack, as he' d been indsting to al and sundry, was straight. Lesh was far too dangerous.

“Glve meamoment.”

“Sure.” Terror was as valid an emotion as any other and the shadows in Jack’ s eyes suggested he' d seen
something more frightening than the big rubbery mongter tied up on the floor. Tony tried not to wonder
what would have happened had they got there alittle later and had pretty much buried the question by
the time Henry turned, the mask of civilization firmly back in place.

Pretty much.
A red-gold brow rose.
Tony shrugged.

“S0...” Lesh sghedloudly. ... if you two arefinished with dl the silent communing, you think we could
get going on sending Maurice here home?’



“Maurice?’ Jack snickered, the sound just this side of hysteria.

She pushed ahandful of curlsback off her face and smiled, deep dimples gppearing in each cheek.
“What?Y ou don't think he lookslike aMaurice?’

About to tell her to knock it off, Tony redized what she was doing as Jack’ s shoulders squared and he
rubbed a hand back though his hair, standing it up in damp, golden spikes.

“If you'reasking, | think he lookslike aBarney.”
“lsn’'t Barney adinosaur?’ Her tongue licked a glistening path dong her lower lip.
Jack’ seyes hdf closed. “Barney, Fred' s neighbor.”

The only thing keeping them from consummating the repartee was the demon, tied and pissed off, filling
the space between them.

When Ryne Cyratane made his expected agppearance, Tony frowned. The Demonlord looked...
frustrated?

Because Leah waan't actud|ly getting any in the here and now?
Because hisdemonic minions kept failing?
Because he couldn’t find the wizard who kept defeating him?

Except this demon hadn’t been sent back to hell, so how would he know it had been defeated? And why
did he look frustrated rather than angry? A glance down and Tony realized the Demonlord wasn't even
particularly interested in the whole Jack/L esh dynamic. Interested, yes, but not, well, fully.

“Tory!”

“Sorry.” He shook his head as L eah turned her attention to him and Ryne Cyratane faded. He was
missing something, something important, but he was just too damned tired to make the effort and figure
out what it was. “I’ll start drawing the runes.”

“Areyou strong enough?’

“Sure” Why not lie on the side of truth, justice, and the wizardly way given therewas adistinct lack of
choice regardiess of how he felt. The demon was fighting against the ropes, rocking back and forth and in
afew other less easly defined directions. “Although...” His stomach growled oncue. “... | wouldn't say
no to food.”

“There shdf abomb bottle of colaleft,” Jack offered, clearing histhroat and looking everywhere but at
Leah. “And some cherries”

“Close enough.” Or not. The cherries had no pits and tasted like cough syrup. Fortunatdly, the cola,
essentialy sugar and caffeine, faked nourishment.

“It'sweird how it can't break the rope.” Jack circled the demon dowly as Tony began to burn the first
rune on theair. “Weknow it’ s strong and the ropeisn't that thick.”

“It' san unnatura rope,” Tony reminded him, squinting through the blue lines. “What' sweird isthat Arra
would know that it would work. She never faced demons herein thisworld.”



Leah snorted. “Where do you think her demons came from? Wal-Mart?’

“These are not the demons | know from the past,” Henry said quietly as Tony started the second rune.
“This poor creature is nothing more than an animd out of its place.”

“Let’ snot forget these things are killers,” Jack pointed out.

“They kill to eat,” Henry told him. “So do you.”

“Yeah, wdll, so far I've managed to avoid ripping any arms off while I’ m having lunch.”
“Good for you.”

“You're not entirely wrong,” Leah brokein before Jack could respond. “Neither of you. These guysare
on thelow end of the demonic pecking order.” She waved a hand at the demon on thefloor. It writhed at
her. “They’redl about the rending and the killing and, yes, the ripping off of arms, but they’ re not redlly
very motivated by anything other than the rending and the killing. Relatively speaking, they comefrom
farly close by. The hdl that the ancient mysticssaw...” Sheturned her attention to Henry. “.... the hdll
adopted by your religion, that was considerably farther away.”

“Y our Demonlord isno beast. If he uses these creatures, then he has moved closer without using the

gete”

“There s some movement within the hells,” Leah admitted. “But he can’t get here without help. If you
want the big guys, the demons with dialogue and motivations, then you haveto call for them specifically.
It takes alot of power to punch agate through to their level, acouple of artifactsthat aren’t easy to get,
and, if you want to surviveit, awill of iron.”

“Actudly, it'snot that hard.” Henry folded hisarms. “1 know anot very bright young man who brought
through a creature capable of speech and independent evil with asmal barbecue and afew cheap
candles”

“Did hesurvive?’
“Not ultimately, no.”

She spread her hands. “1 rest my case.” Before anyone could demand to know what that meant, she
added, “ And with that kind of power he was probably an untrained wizard.”

“Not likdly,” Henry snorted.
“Outsder?’
“Yes but...”

“It' sbeen my experience...” A twitch of her swester hem directed attention to her abdomen and the
physica evidence of that experience. “... that potentia isn't particularly rare. Actualy accomplishing

something with it, now that’ sunusud. If Tony here hadn’'t met Arra, he wouldn't be fighting demons

today. Heroes rise when we need them.”

Tony let the observation pass without responding as he finished off the third rune, going over the last
curve three times before it stopped sputtering. The buzz from the cola had burned off and it was getting
harder and harder to focus.

“Tory?



A coal, familiar touch againg hiswrigt. He blinked a couple of timesin Henry’ sgenerd direction. “I'm
okay.”

“Canyoufinish?’

“Do | have achoice?’ The demon waswrithing again, bulging around the rope. “Why doesn’t it make
any noise?’

“Perhaps it communicates by motion.”

“No, it made anoise before. Although...” weak sneaker-againgt-tile noise could have easily been made
by rubbing demon against asphdt. “So we vetied and gagged it.” He snickered, but he didn’t redlly think
it wasfunny. It wasjust easier to laugh than run screaming from the room. Besides, he was starting to fedl
sorry for the big squishy thing. That burned in go home looked painful.

13 Tq,,'y.”
“I’'m okay.”
“Look a me.”

“Henry, I'm...” Henry’s eyes were dark and the masks were gone. Hunger. Danger. Tony fdt his heart
race and a sudden wave of energy flood his body. He jerked back, blinked, and Henry’ s eyeswere
hazd again.

“Canyou finish now?’
“Oh, yeah. Word up for adrendine.”

The red-gold brows dipped. “| have no ideawhat that...” A slent pivot toward the soundstage door.
“Someone scoming.”

“Tony?Y ou around?’
“Zev?’ Damn. It was Thursday. Zev left midafternoon Fridays, so he dwaysworked late Thursday.

“Good, you're il here. | was finishing up the score on that |ast episode, and | just wondered if you were
on the sound-stage.” Rising volume suggested he was walking toward them. “Y ou know, given the
possihility of demonsand dl. I've got this great complicated harp piece and...” Hiseyeswidened ashe
came around the corner of the set and he stopped so quickly he rocked back and forth. “... never mind.
So.” The pause extended amost abeat too long. “ That's ademon?”’

No reason to deny it. “Yeah.”

“Redly? Okay. It's, uh, you know, big.” He frowned, opened and closed his mouth a couple of times,
shoved his handsinto hisfront pockets, and took a bravado-inspired step forward. Then glanced down
at thefloor. “What' swith dl the cherries?’

“They’re part of the early warning system,” Jack said dryly, picking one up and flicking it into thewall.

“They must have cost afortune. They’re out of season,” he added when it became obvious no one got
the point. “ Appleswould have been sgnificantly more cosahhhhh!” Y anked off hisfeet by the tentacle
around hisankle, he screamed as he did dong a path of crushed fruit toward the demon.

“Don't shoot!” Tony grabbed for Jack’ s arm as Henry grabbed for the tentacle.



Still screaming, Zev dapped into the demon’ ssde.

Henry twisted aloop into the excess flesh, tightened it, and shoved the music director away with the sde
of hisfoot as the demon went after more immediate prey, driving the end of the tentacle spikdike toward
Henry's head.

The possibility of the demon getting free, not to mention eating his ex, added awhole new burst of
adrendine. Tony sketched the fourth rune. “Crap!” Erased thelast line. Drew it again.

There was asudden, intense smell of sulfur and Henry hit the floor beside Zev and atangle of yellow
nylon rope as the demon disappeared. Fortunately, the runes only worked on creatures not native to this
redity.

Fortunatdly.

Redly, redly fortunately. Tony wiped sweaty pams on histhighs and tried to remember if he knew that.
“| assumethere’ sareason for al the noise?’

Swaying, he fought to focus on CB’ sface. “Demon.”

“ Screaming?’

“That wasmel” Zev scrambled to hisfeet and thrust hisarm toward his boss. “1t had amouth inits side!
Initsside! Not itsface! It bit aholein my deevel”

“How fortunate it didn’t remove your arm.” As Zev absorbed the truth of that, CB stepped forward and
caught Tony as his knees unlocked and he began to topple. “And the smdll of sulfur?’

“Tradition?’

“Areyou asking me?’
Tony sneezed. “No.”
“And the cherries?’
“Long story.”

“I see. Mr. Fitzroy, if you could place the chaise upright again, please. Constable Elson, there should be
food of somekind in the office kitchen.”

Tony managed to remain on hisfeet asthey crossed the set, but he suspected that had more to do with
the grip CB maintained on hisarm rather than any macho shit on his part. Although the chaiselooked
hard and lumpy, it was the most comfortable piece of furniture he' d ever collapsed on. No need for
anyoneto worry; he was just going to take afew minutesto recover thefeding in his extremities.

A little easier to do, actudly, after CB let him go and moved away.

“Ms. Burnett, | thought your technique of dealing with the demonswould use less energy and leave Mr.
Foster on hisfeet.”

“It did uselessenergy,” Leah protested indignantly. “ After the day he' s had, any other way—hiswhole
mano amano way, for indance—would have killed him.”



Y eah, yeah. D§avu dl over again.

“WE |l haveto take your word for that. Mr. Grovesisin my office with the page of demonology he
found. If you could bring him here, I’ d gppreciateit.”

“Kevin Groves?’ Tony lifted hishead to check if the disapprova he could hear in Henry’ s voice matched
hisexpression. It did. “ The tabloid reporter who' s been hanging about the show?’

“That’ sthe one.” Leah answered, walking backward toward the exit. “It turns out he knows about the
Demonic Convergence and may have primary source information.”

“How does someone like that get hold of primary source information?’
“The easy way,” she snorted, one hand against her belly as she turned and I eft.

“She'san odd one,” Zev muttered. He had a plastic broom in his hand, the kind with a scraper aong one
edge. “Even for agtuntie.”

“He sright,” CB murmured, stepping closer to Henry as Zev began sweeping up the cherries. Tony
Strained to hear him; thiswas not a conversation he was going to miss. “ There’ s something about that
young lady that's... different. Unusud.”

No shit.

Fortunately for Leah, Henry had secrets of his own. “ She studies demons; that’ s got to skew thingsa
litle”

And again, no shit.

“It seemsto betime,” CB sad, still talking quietly to Henry, “for Mr. Foster to put some serious work
into that memory erase spell of Arrd's”

Henry glanced down a Tony and then up at CB. “It’slike you' re reading my mind.”
“It wouldn't be the strangest thing that happened today.”

“Word.” Tony snickered at their expressions, or a as much of their expressions as he could see through
eyesthat kept diding closed. “Y ou two need to get out more.”

“Mr. Foster?’

“Lethimdeep.”

“Areyou certain he sdeeping?’

Henry laid ahand gently againgt Tony’ s chest, listened to his heart beating dow and sure. “I’m certain.”

“I’ve never seen anyone edat that fast. | mean, that was almost awhole carton of potato salad and amost
aliter of milk, gone between one blink and the next.” Jack brought his hands together, crushing the empty
milk carton. “1 don’t know why he didn’t choke. Or puke. Or both. Y ou know, choke and puke.
Especidly considering it was potato sdlad and milk, for Christ’s sake.”



Henry exchanged aglance with CB.
“Areyou dl right, Congtable Elson?’

“Me?" Jack’ schin lifted and his chest went out. Henry hid asmile. Although the RCMP officer wasn't a
small man, there was no way he could avoid being dominated by CB’sbulk. “I'm fine. Why wouldn't |
befine?’

“Y ou have been exposed today to not one, but two demons.”
“So haveyou.”
“Yes butI’'minteevison.”

Jack jerked his head toward Zev who was sweeping up the last of the cherriesin theimmediate areaand
muttering quietly. “He sin televison and hel sfresked.”

“Hewas nearly eaten.”

“Yeah, well, ’'mfine” Armsfolded, he swept a scowl around the soundstage. “1’ d be better if | knew
how that thing got in.”

“That’ s easy enough to answer; we left the door to the carpentry shop unlocked. | didn’t want any more
of my property destroyed,” CB added as the constable’ s scowl lit on him.

“Wewanted it in here,” Henry reminded him, coiling the yellow nylon rope, “so it could be taken down
without risking innocent lives”

“Right. Wewanted it in here.” A glance toward the place where the demon had lain. “Okay. Then tell me
this? If we knew it was coming in aspecific door, why did Tony put hiswarning thing around the whole
place?’

“For the same reason we' re ankle-deep in fake fruit,” Leah snorted coming around the edge of the set,
Kevin Grovesfollowing behind like a puppy. “ Tony doesn’'t know what he' s doing. HE' s making things
up ashegoesaong.”

Jack shifted dightly so that he was between Leah and Tony. Familiar with the protective ingtincts of the
police, Henry decided to let it pass. It was interesting that on some ingtinctive level the constable thought
Tony needed protecting from Leah. “He sdoing fine.”

Stopped about two meters away, Leah folded her arms, metaphysical seductress buried under
indignation. “Well, according to you, everything sfine. You'refine, Tony’ sfine. Everythingis not fine
We have demons...”

“Who don’'t dways use doors,” Henry interjected. “ L eaving a door open does not guarantee they’ll go
through it. Tony laid out his wards wide enough to take that into account.”

“And the cherries?’ she asked, kicking at apiece of fruit Zev had missed.
Henry waited until it rolled to astop. “1’m not saying he doesn’t need to refine histechnique.”

“Perhapsit would beagood idea...” CB’stone had nothing of perhaps about it. “... if we moveto
another part of the soundstage and leave Mr. Foster to hisrest.”

Jack shook his head. “We shouldn't leave him done.”



“No, we shouldn’t.”

“I'll stay with him,” Zev offered, stepping carefully over the pile of fruit he' d collected and walking to the
chaise. “Y ou guys can go make plansfor deding with demons and just leave me out of them.”

“If you're sure, Mr. Sero.”
“Oh, yeah.” He held the broom across his body like awespon. “I'm sure.”
“If you hear or seeanything, anythingat dl...”

“Trugt me. Il yell.”

Henry had dways liked Raymond Dark’ s office. It was, he thought, the kind of office avampire should
have—all dark wood and heavy velvet curtains and shelves of ancient knick-knacks. It had weight.
Authority. It wasn't anything like his office, which tended toward beech veneer, piles of research books,
and stacks of author’ s copies he hadn’t been able to give away, but that was the difference between
atificeand redity.

The black leather desk chair creaked as CB lowered himsdlf carefully into it. “Now then, Mr. Groves,
your documentation.”

But Kevin Groves was staring a Henry. He swallowed once, punctuated by his Adam’ s applerisng and
fdling in the column of histhroat. “You'renat... | mean, you're...”

“He'swhat?’ Jack asked from where he leaned against the corner of the set, positioned so that he could
see both the desk and a bit of Tony’ s head on the upper end of the distant chaise.

“Good question.” Frowning, Henry caught Kevin's gaze and held it. The Hunger had been buried deep,
the masks were in place disguising the Hunter, and yet this reporter knew exactly what he was—which

was both disturbing and useful. He smiled and then alittle more broadly as, behind his glasses, Kevin's

|eft eye began to twitch. “I'm what?’

“Nothing.” Kevin started to shake as his muscles tensed for aflight not permitted to him. He stank of
fear. Fear and...

Henry’ s attention flicked for an instant to Leah, tucked up in one corner of the red velvet sofa. That
explained why it had taken her those extramomentsto retrieve the reporter from the office.

She blew him aonefinger kiss.

“Nothing,” Kevin repeated as he staggered, released but ill unableto run. “Y ou're nothing.”
“You didn't see him earlier,” Jack muttered.

Before Kevin could turn, Henry shook his head and the reporter froze.

“The page, Mr. Groves.”

His head jerked around toward CB. Then back to Henry.



Stll smiling, Henry stepped away. “We Il tak later, you and I. Right now, | think you should get Mr.
Banethat page.”

“Oh, for pity’ssake,” Leah sighed as Kevin dropped his backpack off his shoulder and began to
rummage franticaly inits depths, “leave the poor guy done.”

“| have done nothing to him. Which is more than you can say.”

“Hey, | did nothing to him. With him, yes. Not to.”

“Areyou S0 sure of that?” Demongate.

She graightened. “Don’'t push me.” Nightwalker .

CB cleared histhroat.

Slencefdl.

“Whét the hell isgoing on?’ Jack demanded.

“Mr. Groves has brought us a piece of amanuscript that seems to define the Demonic Convergence.”
“From the crazy monk guy Lesh mentioned this afternoon?’

“That has yet to be determined.” With the page on the desk in front of him, CB leaned back and steepled
hisfingers. “Mr. Fitzroy and Ms. Burnett are going to have alook at it.”

“What; is he ademonic consultant, too?’

“Inamanner of speaking.” CB shot alook at the reporter that cut off an aready somewhat strangled
laugh.

“Tony’ sthewizard,” Jack said pointedly. “He should examineit.”

“Later,” Henry said as he moved around the desk. “Right now, he needsto regain his strength.” The
vellum was badly yellowed, the edges touched with water damage.

“That's not from the monk’ sbook,” Leah sghed as shejoined him. “It'sal numbers.”

“It' sastrologica charts.” Kevinlooked up from fussng with Raymond Dark’ sinkwell and added
defiantly. “I told you that.”

“How did you know it had to do with the Demonic Convergence?’
“It says so on the other side.”

Frowning, Leah carefully turned the page over. In the margin, about halfway down, someone had written
charts Demonic Convergence in pencil.

“Not me!” Kevin protested quickly. “ That was there when | found the page.”
“An earlier researcher?’ CB suggested.

“Probably. Hang on.” One hand holding back her hair, Leah leaned forward and squinted at the bottom
of the page. “ There smore writing, but it'sfaint.” She carefully flipped the page. “It' son both sides. |
think it was done a the same time as the charts.”



“It looks around the same age,” Henry agreed, when she moved out of the way so he could examine the
barely visible brown marks. “ But those aren’t words; that’ s a pattern.”

“Just because you don't recognize them, junior...” With onefinger, she spun the vellum around and bent
to breathe gently on thelettering. “ Damp will sometimes bring theink up abit.”

“Or damage an irreplaceable artifact.”
“I think the margin notes have dready lowered the value a bit.”
“Sill.”

She flashed Henry asmile he' d very nearly seenin hismirror. The dimples were noticegbly absent. “I
know what I'm doing. Bresth giveslifeto death.”

“That'satotd...” Helet hisprotest trail off when it became obviousthe ink was growing darker.

“It' saprayer,” Lesh announced after amoment. “Or part of one. Keep us safe, Guardian of the West
. Sheturned the page again. “ In light and life | beg thee.”

“Let me seethe other Ssdeagain.”

She sighed but complied. “Y ou're il not going to be ableto read it.”

“No.” Frowning, hetraced the largest of the letters, itsloops and swirlsnow visible. “But | recognizeit.”
“How?" CB demanded.

Henry straightened. “1I’'m not entirely positive, but | think | own the rest of the book.”

“Y ou own an ancient book on the Demonic Convergence?’ Armsfolded, Leah raked him with a
disbelieving gare. “ Y ou don't think you might have mentioned this earlier?’

“I didn’t know it earlier. But thislettering...” Hetapped the ar abovethe prayer.“... isthe same. The
same shape and in the same place on the page.” The document as an object was familiar. It was only the
content he didn’t recognize. “ Unfortunately, because | couldn’t read it, | didn’t know what the book was
about. If thisisapagefromit, I do now. And you can read it.”

Slightly mallified by his acknowledgment of her ability, Leah shook her head. “Why would you own a
book you can't read?’

“Heownsit so otherscan’t,” CB said quietly.

“Oh, my.” Her eyes widened in mock outrage. “ Censorship. | need to see that book,” she continued
when Henry didn’t bother denyingit.

Helooked at hiswatch. “1t'samost three. I’ ve timeto get it and bring it back here.”

“Bring back coffees, too,” Jack told him, reaching for hiswadlet. “Hit aTimmy’s. Extra-large double
double and whatever anyone e se wants. Oh, and grab some of those specid Halloween donuts with the
black and orange sprinkles.”

“Way to work the stereotype,” Leah snickered as Henry suggested the constable call it anight.

“No.” Andif Jack didn’t meet his gaze, he came closer than many who' d seen what he’ d seen. “I’m here



until thisends.”

“Y ou don't have to work tomorrow?’

“I'll takeasick day. I’'m not leaving until 1 know what’ s going on.”
“Youknow...”

“And,” heinterrupted stubbornly, “until you can guarantee no more horror movie rgectswill be out and
about on my streets.”

“Your streets?’ Leah asked.
“It'sacop thing,” Henry told her before Jack could answer. “They’re dl remarkably possessive.”

“Wall, you'd know possessive. | should go with you,” she added crossing the office as he took Jack’s
money and folded it into the front pocket of hisjeans. “Just in case.”

“In case there' san attack on you while Tony deeps?’

She moved alittle closer and tossed her hair back over her shoulder. “With Tony out, you' re my best
bet.”

Henry stared for along moment at the creamy flesh below the curve of her ear. “No,” he said at | ast.
“Too great arisk.”

“Youthink that’s agreater risk than running into anew demonic minion?’

He gave her back the smile she'd given him earlier. “1 do.”

“What the hell is going on between those two?” Jack muttered as Lesh returned to the astrological charts
on the desk and Henry headed for the back door.

“You don't know?”’

He turned to see Groves standing tucked in behind hisleft shoulder. “No,” he snapped, putting some
decent distance between them. “1 don’t know.”

The reporter shuddered. “Lucky.”
“You know?’ Stupid question. He obvioudy thought he did. “ So, what’ s going on?’
And why is a romance writer a better choice to protect her than an armed police officer?

Groves answered the actua question instead of the subtext. “ She tried for power over him. He
threstened to kill her.”

Jack blinked. “Y ou’ re completely bugfuck; you know that, right?’



It wasn't so much abook Henry dropped on the desk as a collection of 1oose pages stuffed between
wooden covers. The pageswere paler and the writing darker, but that, Jack realized, had more to do
with theway Groves page had been stored than any actua differences.

Hewasn't abig bdiever in inanimate objects having an aura—in the last few months new and unusua
animate objects had pretty much used up al available ability to believe—but under oath on the stand he'd
say this book felt unpleasant. He was just as glad he wasn't the one with his nose barely an inch above
the writing.

“Do you think you could avoid dropping sprinkles on apricelessliterary artifact?” Henry carefully swept
abit of orangeicing off the top sheet.

Jack backed up a step. Not like he minded being farther away from that book. “ So what' sit say?’

“I'll let you know when I’ ve got it in order.” Leah sat back, rubbing her eyes, then bent forward again.
“This page seemsto be more dates. Thisisadescription of abody, theinjuries, and how it was found.
Oh, thisis about the woman who found it and what relationship she wasto the... well to either the dead
guy, adead guy who might not be that dead guy, or to the person writing. Boring stuff so far.”

“It sounds like a police report.”

Shelooked up and nodded. Jack barely resisted the effort to reach out and push her hair off her face. “It
could be. Somewherein here, there' s probably information on who' swriting and why. It’ sgoing to take
awhilebefore| can find anything that’ s going to do us any good. If there’ sanything in here.” She
yawned. “1’m best, and my eyes hurt. | need some deep.”

“We need theinformation.”

“Thenyou stay up and get it.”

“Hecan'tread it,” Jack reminded her as Henry checked hiswatch. “And we'real tired.”
Dimplesflashed. “ Then we should al find abed.”

“Cute.” A strangled noise flicked his attention momentarily to the reporter. From the expression on
Groves face, he couldn’t take ajoke. “But you'reright...” Back to Leah. “... we ve got to deep
sometime.” And finally to Chester Bane. “If you closed the studio, we could make this our command
center.”

The big man shook hishead. “1 can’t afford to lose aday’ swork. Make it your command center with the
Sudio open.”

“And if ademon shows up when the director yells quiet, we dl just pause until the camera s of f?”
“Yes. That should be sufficient.”

Jack studied hisface and redized: “Y ou’ re not kidding.”

“I don’'t kid. The studio stays open.”

“We should be safe enough tomorrow,” Leah told him, covering another yawn. “One way or another, we
dedlt with the two weak spots| could sense.”

“Fine” Since no onewas listening to reason and since the RCM P wasn't backing hisplay, giving him no



officia weight to throw around, he' d just have to make the best of things. “Tony’ s security system has
been breached. Isit il functiond ?’

“No.” Leah pulled the deeves of her sweater down over her hands and folded her arms. “1 crossed it
with no reaction when | got Kevin from the office.”

“Why would it respond to you?’
“Everything respondsto me.”

She sounded so matter-of-fact about it, Jack decided not to argue. “All right.” He drained the last sveet
dredges of his coffee. “If we can get some more cough syrup, Tony can resecure the perimeter when he
wakes up.”

“Cough syrup?’
Jack explained quickly, and Chester Bane nodded.
“Get me an empty bottle, and I’ ll seethat he haswhat he needs.”

“Good. And tell your peoplethat arain of cherriesisthe Sign to hit the deck.” He glanced around the
office st. “Y ou got ashower in this place?’

“Two.” The producer held up the requisite number of fingers. “ There are en suitesin both of thelarge
dressing rooms athough I’ d advise you not to use Mason’s. Mr. Nicholasislikely to be much more
reasonable, particularly as heisaware of what’sgoing on.”

“Maybe you' d better talk to him, then.” Jack tilted his head back and stared over the tops of thewalls,
up into the grid hanging from the ceiling. “It’ sabig place. When your crew shows up, we' ll just stay out
of each other’sway. We'll send...” He paused, leaned back until he could see the end of the chaise and
frowned. “What the hdll isthe name of the guy with Tony?”

“Zev Sero. Themusical director. Although he and Mr. Foster areno longer...” A pause. “Ah. With.
Currently. Never mind.”

“Send him home. Whether he comes back is up to you two.” If it was up to Jack, he' d send Chester
Bane home aswdll. Thelast thing they needed was more civiliansaround. “You...” Grovesjumped. “I'm
not inclined to let you out of my sight in case thisal shows up on page one next to the cow that does
Elvisimpersonations”

“Itwon't.” Hewasfacing Jack but looking at Henry, picking at the cuticle around hisright thumb, two
spots of color high on each cheek. “I promise.”

Thelook was either terror or love, and in this crowd, Jack figured the odds were pretty much even.
“Y ou break that promiseand...”

“Trust me, Constable Elson,” Groves interrupted, his Adam’ s gpple bobbing as he swalowed, “there's
no need to make threats. | know what’ s at stake. Oh, God!” Both hands rose to cover his mouth. “I
didn’t mean to say stake!”

Clearly, Tony wasn't the only one alittle brain fried. “ Go home. Seep. Come back.”
Thistime Grovesturned to face Henry as he asked, “Now?’

Thistime Jack wasn't going to put up withit. “Hey. I'm telling you to go.” And then he decided not to



notice that Henry nodded, an dmost friggin’ regd incline of the head before Grovesfinaly got off hisass
and started moving.

Paudng. “My page...”
13 SWSH
Leah leaned forward and caught the reporter’ seye. “I’ll take good care of it.”

How the hdll did she make that sound pornographic? Jack shifted hisweight to make an adjustment. And
it wasn't just him. There was shifting going on al over the room.

“I'll beleaving aswell.” Henry came out from behind the desk. “I have commitments| cannot bresk.”

“Hey.” Jack stepped into hispath. “If | can break mine, then... uh...” It wastoo damned dark and he
couldn’t find hisway out. He had no backup. No wegpon. Hewas... was... Eyes, they werejust eyes.
“Fuck. Okay, go.”

“I'll be back assoon as| can. Mr. Groves, I'll wak you to your car.”

Jack watched them leave, wondering how high Groves would jump if Henry Fitzroy reached over and
tapped him on the arm. He turned to find himself under examination by Chester Bane.

“Y ou seem to be taking thisin stride, Congtable.”

He reached for another donut and realized there were bruises on his back that were going to hurt like hell
come morning. “Wdll, the perpsare uglier, but it' s hardly the first stakeout I’ ve been on.”

“Y ou are serving and protecting?’

“Yeah. That'swhat I'mtdling mysdf.”



Chapter Ten

TONY HOPED HE WAS dreaming athough, given the way hislife had been lately, he figured there was
afifty-fifty chance he was actudly physicdly sanding somewhere... white. White up above, white dl
around, white and solid underfoot. At least he was dressed. One of those naked and somewhere white
dreams would be more than he could handle right about now.

If he was dreaming.

“Helo?

No echo. No bounce at &l. Not inside, then.

Unless he was under a giant white insulated dome that was sucking up the sound of hisvoice.
Y eah. That waslikdy. It'd be like The Truman Show only without Jm Carrey. Or a s&t.
Thear waswarm and smelled like. ..

Well, that was embarrassing. The whole place smelled like him. Still, he supposed aguy who'd had a
three-demon day was entitled to stink a bit if anyone was.

Helifted hisleft hand to run it back through swesty hair. Stopped it at eyelevd.

The rune burned into the palm of hisleft hand—usualy athin white line—had turned adark blood red.
Therunealowed him to hold energy. Energies. Did the color change mean that the rune was holding dl
the whitein place or was that too much of alegp?

Okay, let’s go over what we know.
White place.

Red rune.

That was about it.

Asfar as Tony could figure, there was only one way to find out if there was a connection. He dropped to
one knee and poked at the ground. It felt like areally good kitchen countertop, that stuff where the
pieces got melted together and couldn’t be scratched. Henry had it in his condo.

And that was asfar as he got for awhile.

Hard to tell how much time had passed because nothing changed, but Tony wasfairly sure he' d been
knedling there for hours. Or he' d gone somewhere else and was just getting back because that sort of
thing could happen in adream. Thiskind of adream anyway. Thetruly weird kind.

Before it could happen again, before he could convince himsdlf that this was aremarkably bad idea, he
raised hisleft hand and dapped his palm down on the ground.

It gave dightly. A noticeable ripple moved out from the point of impact. Herose and fell asit passed
beneath him, like riding a solid wave. He watched the shadow that followed the crest until it wastoo far



away to see. Histimein teevision had taught him that a shadow meant a definitive light source, but
gpparently that rule didn’t gpply in dreamland.

“That was productive. Not.” Rubbing the rune againgt hisjeans, he stood.
And squinted.

A black dot marred the perfect white of the horizon. Or of the distance anyway since horizon might be
giving the distance more credit than it deserved.

Tony waited and when the dot didn’t get any bigger, he started walking toward it.
And waking.

Andwaking.

And not redly getting anywhere.

Of course, it wasn't like he had anything e se to do.

“Hey! Y ou want to meet me hdfway? And I'm anidiot,” hesaidin alesscarrying tone. “What,” he
asked hisimmediate surroundings, “isthe onething I’'m good a? Y es, | am amazingly good a my job,
but I' m speaking metaphysicaly here, here being somewhat metaphysical. | can cdl thingsinto my hand.
| say ‘come here’ and things come. Now, admittedly | don’t know what this...” In spite of squinting until
his eyes ached, the dot remained adot. “... is, but it appeared after | smacked the white with the rune
and o, therefore, if | cdl it to the hand with the rune that should make up for alack of defining
characteridtics. Right?’

Nothing disagreed with him.
He waited amoment longer.
“Okay, then.”

Holding up his hand, reaching, Tony could fed ... something. Something that was either bigger than
anything he' d ever moved before or something that didn’t want to come to him. Since thefirst theory
alowed for alittle more peace of mind, he went with that and pulled harder.

He hadn’t had to use the words that focused this particular ability since the haunted house extravaganza
back in August. He used them now.

Shouted them out, one a atime. By the sixth word, he could fed movement. By the seventh the black
dot was longer than it waswide, kind of person-shaped. Panting, he lowered his arm and squinted again.

Person-shaped with antlers.

Seemed like he' d been trying to call aDemonlord to his hand.

So, now he knew that, the question was: Did he keep doing it?

Was Darkest Night the highest rated vampire detective show on syndicated televison?
Duh.

Hiswhole arm shook as heraised it, lowered it, raised it again. Apparently hisarm wasn't convinced this



wasagood idea, but if hewas't dreaming, Ryne Cyratane might be hisonly way out. Hell, if he was
dreaming, Ryne Cyratane gill might be hisonly way ot.

Thistime when he cdled, the Demonlord didn’t move. He did. Hisfeet skittered along the countertop
surface until he could see the Demonlord’ s face and then stopped so suddenly he nearly pitched forward.
Too far away to touch—and that was probably a good thing—close enough to see expression. The
Demonlord didn’t look happy, that was for sure. He looked frustrated. Like he knew the thing he was
looking for was right there, right in front of him, but he couldn’t find it.

Me again. Tony couldn’t have explained how he knew. It was like when he was on the street and some
nights when the cops cruised by they were just out and about and some nights they were actively looking
to score some law-and-order points, and it got so he could tell the difference. Thisfedling felt like that
feding.

Although, if Ryne Cyratane was |ooking for the wizard who kept sending his demons back to hell with
their dicksin their hands, shouldn’t he be angry?

13 Hw! ”
No response.
“Dude! If youwant to tak to me, I'mright herel”

Here and not moving any closer. He could step back but not forward. There didn’t seem to be any kind
of aninvishblebarrier, hejust couldn’'t doit.

Tony did his gaze down Ryne Cyratane’ s body, got distracted for amoment or two—Damn!—and
realized that the Demonlord’ sfeet were likewise held in place. Back up the long expanse of skin, another
moment of digtraction—Damn, damn, damn!—and thistime he saw that the Demonlord' s mouth was
moving.

“Okay.” Heran ahand back through his hair. The frustrated expression was beginning to seem likea
good idea. “You can't hear me. | can’t hear you. So what the fuck is the point?’

When no answer was forthcoming, Tony reached into his pocket and pulled his only twoonie out of a
handful of change. Two bucks seemed asmdll priceto pay if thisworked.

Itdidn't.

The tossed coin went through the Demonlord asif he wasn't there, hit the ground behind him, and rolled
for acouple of meters before toppling over to wobble into stillness.

“Headsor talls?’
No answer to that either.
“Y eah, well, from what Lesh says, you'd prefer tails, wouldn't you?’

Hewas abig guy; powerful looking with great muscle definition and enormous hands. Tony wasn't much
for gym queens, but these muscles had a purpose and that made all the difference. It looked like he could
rip the heads off smdl animals and what was more, looked like he' d do it, too, if the mood struck him.
Although thick dreads covered the base of the antlers, the curved horn didn’t look glued on. They looked
like wegpons.



He was proportional.
Oh, come on, it’s hanging out there. I’ m supposed to not look at it?

Fortunately the whole rip-the-heads-of f-smal-animal s observation was putting a damper on his
completely understandable reaction.

Or not.

Theingdeof hisright arm was suddenly very warm. Lines of warmth trailing over the skin gpplied with
the perfect amount of pressure. It felt really good. Had he not been stuck in adream with afrustrated
Demonlord, it would havefelt like foreplay.

He closed his eyesfor amoment, and when he opened them again, he had an ingtant’ s flash of Ryne
Cyratane sface, onyx eyes actually focused on him, then the onyx turned to jade and the Demonlord
became L ee kneeling beside the chaise, one hand wrapped around his upper arm, fingers rubbing the soft
skin on theinsdejust under the edge of his T-shirt.

Dream, then.

Hell, maybe dream now. He' d had this dream before, he realized as his brain took the opportunity to
repest, felt like foreplay haf adozen times.

143 HW.”

Tony thought about pretending to still be adeep becauseit felt so good to have Lee touching him. Sure, it
was kind of taking advantage, but he’ d had arough day and he knew that the moment he showed any
awareness Lee was back in the happy hetero land of denid. Why shouldn’t he take amoment’s
advantage? Because, unfortunately, he was one of the good guys.

S0 he blinked and focused and said, “Hey” back.
Weird. Lee kept up the caress. Not that it was abig deal or anything, but it was definitely a caress.
Maybe Leedidn’t realize he was awake. So he added, “What timeisit?’

“Almost three.” Although the fingers quit moving, the hand stayed whereit was, and since Lee was
amiling right into hisface, it seemed like he knew who he was holding.

Hang on. If it was dmost three, then he' d only been adleep for about an hour and what the hell wasLee
doing at the soundstage when he' d been told to stay out of danger?

“Friday afternoon,” Lee added, smile broadening.
Had he said any of that out loud? Or was heredlly so easy to re—"It’ swhen!”

Lee sgrip on hisarm kept him pinned to the chaise. “Leah says you can't do the ‘with one bound he was
up and away.” Shesaysyou Il fal over.”

His brain kept repeeting, Friday afternoon! but he managed to catch the last two words. “Fall over?’

“Seemslike your busy day turned into abusy night,” Lee explained, fingerstracing tiny circles. “Lesh said
you needed to recover, so we' ve been keeping an eye on you.”

Tiny circles Warm fingers. Focus damn it! “We?’



“Me, mostly.” He shrugged. “1 finished up just before we broke for lunch and | was going to head home,
but Jack said that aslong as Leah wastied up in trandations, | might aswell make myself useful.”

“Jack?
“Sound adeep in CB’ soffice with hisjacket over hisface.”
Tony ran downtheligt in hisheed. “CB?’

“Has ameeting with hisinsurance people.” Lee glanced at the pile of broken lumber that had been part of
the set on Thursday morning. “ Can’t think why.”

1] Ze/?7

“l assumehe' sat hisboard.” Thetiny circles sopped as dark brows drew in. “Y ou know, it's
interesting, | seem to be the only person who knows about thiswho wasn't herelast night.”

“You'd be surprised at what people who think they know don’t know.”
“Pardon?’
Y eah, Tony wasn't sure he understood that either. “Amy wasn't here.”

“Apparently, Amy was apart of the road show.” He sighed and the frown morphed from annoyance to
frugtration. “1 just don’t seem to be getting through to you. | am over what happened last summer...”

Then why all the touchy-feely now? Oh. Right. Over being possessed.

“... and | don't want you to protect me. | don’t need you to protect me. In case it’ s escaped your
notice, I'm afair bit bigger than you.”

“Whip it out and proveit,” Tony muttered. “ Sizeisn't the point,” he added quickly. “Whenyou're...”
No. “l don't...” Uh-uh. “Thisis...” Nope. Probably shouldn’t go there either. He closed hiseyesand
sghed. When you' re involved, | think about you. Not about saving the world or whatever part of
it'sin danger this month. You. | don’t think | can handle seeing you in danger again. Thisis hard
enough without all that extra emotional baggage. How hard could it be to say that out loud? When
he opened his eyes, Lee waswatching him. Still holding hisarm. Waiting.

Stupid question.
It was fucking impossible to say dl that out loud.
Leg' sturnto sigh. “Asshole. Come on, St up dowly. I’ ve got you.”

The world made afew interesting adjustments as, with Lee' s help, he dropped his feet to the floor and
managed to get at least partidly vertica. The soundstage dipped sideways for amoment and, trueto his
word, Leewasright there, hisarm around Tony’ s shoulders. Waking up was turning out to be even more
surred than hisdream. Although one thing hadn’t changed.

“l gink.”

“You do. Think you can makeit to ashower?’ He pulled away alittle, haf turned to face the far side of
the sound-stage. “ Props might still have that wheelchair. | don't think we completely destroyed it.”

“We st it onfire, pushed it down theramp a a parking garage, and it dammed into a concrete block



wadl.”
“Sill...”
“No.” Deep breeth and asurge upright. “I’'mfine. I'mjust alittle ftiff.”

“Whip it out and proveit.” Almost under his breath. Almost not loud enough to hear except thet his
mouth was close enough to the sde of Tony’s head for the words to brush againgt his ear.

If hewasn't before, he was now.

Hedidn't close his eyes, dthough he wanted to. He wished he knew what Lee was thinking. What

Lee d been thinking when he d been gtting and stroking and waiting for Tony to wake up. Conscious of
every point of contact, he said, “ Stop screwing around, Lee. Unlessyou'reready to crosstheline, it's
not far.”

The other man flushed and suddenly there were half as many points of contact. “Can’t aguy help afriend
who'sbeen fried?’ he asked, his mouth twisting into an gpproximation of asmile.

Were they friends? They’ d been friendly athough they’ d never been the “go out for a beer together” kind
of friends. Made sense. Beer and subtext was a bad combination. For the sake of getting where he was
going, he supposed he could fake friend if that was how Lee wanted to play it.

“Sure. Speaking asthe friend who got fried, I’ m glad of the help.”

Asthey shuffled across the soundstage, Tony nodded toward the back wall of Raymond Dark’ s office.
A couple of gripswere opening the trgp and wrestling the camerathrough the space where the imitation
Turner had been. “What' sup?’

Fortunately, Lee d had enough of innuendo. “Mason’ s doing the existential moment that leads usto the
final episode and dl those frigging flashbacks.” Hewasn't in the flashbacks, which cut histimein thefinal
episode to the teaser and the tag. There' d aready been discussions about an extra feature on the DVD
to make up for it. “Mason and existentid,” he snorted. “ Those are two words | never thought I’d put
together.”

“Does Mason even know what existential means?’
“It meansit’ s about Mason. He' s happy with that. HE' s an uncomplicated guy, our Mason.”

Uncomplicated would be nice. Tony leaned against a Gothic revivd pillar as Lee reached for the door.
It'd be a nice fucking change.

Before Lee sfingers closed around the doorknob, it moved. They shuffled back as the door opened,
shuffled back abit farther as Adam came into the soundstage carrying a huge sheet of white foam board.

“S0, how’ sthefdlen warrior?’ he asked, peering around it at them.

Wizard. But it seemed pointlessto protest. “I’'mfine,” Tony told him and when Adam snorted, expanded
it to, “alittle unsteady.”

The lAD craned hishead until he could get aline of sight on Lee. “Don’t drop him,” hetold the actor as
if hewassaying, Don’t miss your mark. “We ve got one more episode to shoot and I'd liketo have a
roof to do it under.” Without waiting for aresponse, he adjusted his grip and walked away muittering,
“Demons want to invade, they can bloody well timeit for hiatuslike everyone ese”



“Heknows...”
“CB did alittle explaining when the crew arrived thismorning.”
“I don't think...”

“CB thought,” Leeinterrupted again, “that the known isn’t half aslikely to be gossped about asthe
unknown. Also, given what some of us have aready been through, we deserved better than bullshit.”

“That explainsit,” Tony muttered, asthey proved that it wasn't entirely impossible for two people to get
through the costumesthat lined the hdl outside the soundstage. Best to just ignore the implication that CB
had given Lee permisson to beinvolved in thefight.

“What does?’

“Y our sudden attention. We re fighting akind of awar here, so it’ satwo guysin the trenchesthing.”
“That sounds vaguely pornographic.”

“I meant like in episode fifteen.”

“That was vaguely pornographic. Mason’sfan mail jumped seventeen percent after the World War |
episode” Maneuvering around the gorillasuits pressed Lee sbody tight againgt his.

Safest to blame the gorillas. It d kegp him from punching Leein theface. “Y ou know what | mean.
Helping afalen comradeisvery butch. Very safe”

Onerack of costumes ended at the door to the women’ s washroom, opening up enough room for them
to stand side by side—face-to-face with alittle distance between them. Albeit avery little distance. Tony
wanted to mutter, Take a picture, it’'ll last longer, except that would be childish and there was nothing
even remotely childlike about the look on Lee sface. For along moment, he was convinced that Lee
was going to kisshim. Right there. Right in front of the women’swashroom and the tattered sign about
no fucking when the red light was on.

Then the moment passed.

L ee nodded toward the dressing rooms, still half adozen meters down the hall. “ Come on, you need to
get cleaned up.”

Maybe it came from facing demons. Maybe he was lightheaded from hunger. “ Chicken.”
“Fuck off.”

Leeredly sounded pissed, but to Tony’ s surprise, he didn’t let go—although his grip on Tony’ s upper
arm tightened until hisfingerswere digging into flesh. They waked in slenceto the door of hisdressing
room where Tony baked.

“I"'m using your shower?’
“You' d rather have Mason walk in on you?’

He was a heartbeat away from saying what he' d rather have. He said nothing as L ee opened the door.
Nothing as he walked insde. Nothing as Lee released his arm, stepped back, and asked, “Y ou going to
be okay?’



“I'll befine”
Well, that was something but not exactly relevant.
He said nothing as Leetossed him atowel. Said nothing as Lee left.

As he dropped to the end of the couch and bent to fight with his shoes, he muttered, “Who's chicken
now?’

At leadt if they were both chickensthat was sort of a species step in theright direction. Or possibly he'd
moved beyond light-headed to completely fucking insane.

Amy was setting atray of food on the battered coffee table as he stepped out of thetiny en suite, the
towel wrapped around hiswast. Therewas no sgn of Lee.

And the repressed gay interlude seems to be over; back to business as usual.

“Just s0 you know, I’'m not accepting asupporting role.” Amy stuck afork upright in thelasagna. “I1 lied
my ass off to the cops last night,” she continued, straightening, “and | demand aspot in the front...
Whoa, Tony, those are some interesting scars.”

It took him amoment to reslize she meant the Crosshatching on hisleft pec. Most people who saw him
with hisshirt off didn’t mention them.

“Who did thisto you?” Henry traced cool circles over the damaged skin.

“1f I tell you, what'll you do?”

His smile had been like a knife in the dark. “ Make them pay.”

So Tony’d told him. Hell, he was elghteen. Revenge had seemed like agood idea. He il didn’t regret it.

Zev had said nothing, merely acknowledged the evidence of old pain with agentlenessthat had broken
Tony gpart. And then acknowledged that by putting him back together again more gently till. | so didn’t
deserve him.

“Arethey tribd markings?” Amy asked as he rummeaged a shirt out of the garbage bag of hisclean
laundry.

“Sort of.” They were what happened to those who got caught on the wrong turf.

Not redly, no. But Amy waslooking at darkness from the outside where it was alot safer and practicaly
branded. “Wheat the hell are you wearing?’

She pulled the front of her T-shirt out far enough to be able to look down at the picture of anearly
skeleta man climbing out of the bisected body of arotting bear. “New movie shooting in the park. |
scammed it off one of the publicity guys. Werebear!”

“Where castle?’ He shimmied jeans up under the towel and let it drop.



“What?’

“Areyou kidding me?’ When she continued to look blank, he shook his head and dropped down onto
the couch. “No one cares about the classics these days.”

“Y eah, yeah, tdl it to your next boyfriend. And speaking of, that cutie cop wants to see you on the
soundstage when you' ve eaten; he' s taken your spot on the chaise. Lee saysyou can leave your clothes
in here aslong asyou need to. Zev saystry not to get killed before tomorrow sunset because he' d like to
say good-bye. Adam wants to know why you can’'t work since you' re in the building anyway. And I'd
be kind of pissed about taking messages for you except I’ m sucking up in the hope you'll take me demon
hunting.”

He muttered a negative around amouthful of lasagna
“I can get my hands on some holy water.”

“Wrong kind of demons.”

“There saright kind of demon?’

“Damned if | know.” He smiled up at her.

“Ew. Mouth closed while egting, pig person.” Wiggling her fingersat him in what may have beenasign
againg the evil eye although it looked more like she was trying to flick abooger free, Amy backed out
the door. “Don’t forget the cop on the chaise,” she warned as she closed it behind her.

Sometimes, Tony acknowledged, stuffing another forkload of pastaand cheeseinto his mouth and this
time chewing with his mouth closed, the tricks aguy learned grossing out girls at twelve ended up helping
him out for therest of hislife.

“Y our friend Fitzroy doesn’'t answer his phone.”

Tony shrugged in Jack’ sgenera direction. It had been Henry last night. Now it was Fitzroy again. At
least he hadn’t shortened it to Fitz—Henry reacted badly to diminutives. “He s probably on deadline.”

“Oh, yeah. Romance writer.” Reclining on the chaise, fingerslaced over his somach, wearing the pde
blue dress shirt with the handprint scorched on to it that Mason had worn in episode five, Jack crossed
hislegs at the ankles. “I don’t know many romance writers who can do what he did last night.”

“How many romance writers do you know? And how many of them have you seen dedl with ademon?’
“Good point. Points.”

He crossed to the chaise, fighting the urge to look up at the gate as he passed under it. Technicaly, he
fought the urge to look up into the lighting grid at the place the gate would beiif it was till opening, but
that was more complicated than he was up to right now. “Amy said you wanted to see me?’ His attempt
at not sounding defensive failed miserably.

Jack grinned. “ Thought you' d like to know what you missed after you went al Slegping Beauty on uslast
night and before Prince Charming showed up this afternoon.”



“Who?’ So much for defensive—now, he wasjust trying not to sound confused.

“Leah sent that actor guy you're so hot for in to watch over you.” The grin broadened in a decidedly
shit-disturbing manner. 1 suggested he wake you with akiss. How' d that go? I’m curious,” he added as
Tony opened and closed his mouth a couple of times, “because he looked like he was considering it.
Good-ooking guy if | wasinterested in guys, which I’'m not.”

“Neither ishe”

“Bullshit. I pointed out that the place is being overrun by demons and we could al be dead tomorrow, so
he should take the chance.”

“He's4...” Tony couldn’t get the word out. Apparently his subconsciouswould only alow hypocrisy to
take him so far. “He snot interested.”

“Thehdl heisn't. I'm atrained observer...” Jack unlaced hisfingers and thumped himsdf on the chest.
“... your tax dollars a work. The girls are either camouflage or he’ swilling to switch hit.”

“Spare me the lame sports analogy, Dr. Ruth.”

“Shut up, I'm not done. He' s decided he wants you, but he' stoo fucking freaked to take that final step.
Can't say as| blame him, him being in the publiceyeand dl.” A thoughtful frown. “Or hewould be if
anyone actualy watched this dumbass show.”

“Hey! We ve got the highest numbers of any vampire detective show in syndication.”

“That and a buck seventeen will buy you abad cup of coffee.” Swinging hisfeet to the floor, Jack sat up.
“S0, the story thusfar: Y our reporter buddy Groves showed up with that page of his. Y our romance
writer buddy Fitzroy went home and got the rest of the book. Y our very hot stuntwoman buddy Leah
knows how to read the book, and she’ sworking on the trandation. Basically, we' re adl waiting to find out
what the hell isgoing on. Oh, and your freak buddy, Amy, kind of grows on you. |s she seeing anyone?’

“Not right now.” He dropped onto the end of the chaise. “ And forget it.”

Jack made anoise Tony couldn’t identify—although he was pretty sure it wasn't agreement—and said,
“So, who'sArra?’

“Arra?’ He needed to find out how much Jack knew, then he could craft thelie. “How do you know
about Arra?’

“Y ou mentioned her lagt night.”
Crap.

“We were talking about the rope, the unnatura rope, and you said it wasweird that Arra d know it
would work since she' d never faced demons herein thisworld. Then Leah said that if you' d never met
her, you wouldn’t be fighting demonstoday.”

“Y ou remember dl that?’
“It' s part of my job to remember the details.”

That wasn't the part of hisjob Tony had trouble with. 1t was more the parts that involved the government
and arresting people and sure he' d been willing to falsify reports and get involved on his own time, but
how long before the weird built up past the point he could justify not mentioning it. Justify not bringing out



the big gunsto try and stop it. And would that even be a problem? People had died. Tony stared at the
toes of his Doc Martens. They were in the midst of a Demonic Convergence; odds were good that more
peoplewould die.

“Y ou want meto take aguess?’ Jack leaned forward, forearms balanced on histhighs. “I’'m guessing she
was the wizard who fingered you as awizard and that she was from another world, like the demons are.

| figure this happened back last spring when | got fed a bullshit line about what happened to Charlie
Harrisand Raha Singh.”

He didn't need to be reminded of their names.

“| figure she either died then, too, or went home since she wasn't around this summer while you were
talking to the dead and sheis’t around now.”

Tony opened his mouth and closed it again when Jack kept talking.

“Atfirst | thought you may have made somekind of mistake when this Arrawas starting you out asa
wizard and that’ s how those two men died—and that’ swhat you’ ve been hiding from me.”

He could fed Jack’ s gaze on the side of hisface. Hedidn't turn. “It’snot.”

“I know. Leah said something eselast night.”

“Um... takeme? Take me, I'myours?” A week attempt to lighten the mood but pretty much agimme.
“She said that heroes rise when we need them.”

That forced the turn. “Y ou think I'm ahero?’

Jack shrugged. “I did abackground check on you,” he said matter-of-factly. “1 know what battles
you' ve dready won.”

“Holy after-school specid, Batman,” Tony muttered, cheeks flushed. He hadn’t won any battles, he'd
donewhat he'd had to in order to survive.

“So what happened last spring?” Still matter-of-fact.

Why not. “Arraand | fought off aguy called the Shadowlord invading from her world. After we won, she
went home.” Cole€' s Notes version.

“The Shadowlord was responsible for the deaths?’
“Yesh”

“What happened to him?’

“He got egten by thelight.”

“Isthat some kind of wizard metaphor?’

“Not redly.”

“Here?’ Hisgesture took in theimmediate area.

1] Ya.l.”



“Good.” Jack nodded. “Good,” he said again, sounding more satisfied the second time, asthough he'd
taken that moment to consider things and now was ableto let it go.

They sat slently for amoment, Jack staring down into hisloosely clasped hands. V oices acrossthe
soundstage sounded like they were coming from another world. Tony glanced up into the lighting grid and
then back down at his shoes. “ An old friend of mine says there’ stoo often a difference between law and
judtice”

“Would that old friend be Detective-Sergeant Mike Cdluci?’
“Chrigt, no!”

Fortunately, any discussion that might bring up Vicki Nelson was cut off by the bell and cdls of “Rolling!”
from the permanent sets. It sounded like they were shooting by Mason’ s coffin—far enough away for
quiet conversation but just aswell Jack didn’t know that. Tony did not want to talk about Vicki Nelson
with Jack.

Taking about Vicki would only lead to more lying and basking in the warm glow of even atruncated
confession, Tony didn't fed like lying. With any luck, the feding wouldn’t last, but for the moment he
decided to go withiit.

“Cut! Reset! We Il go again from the top.”
They heard the door open dmost immediately after the light went out.

“Must benice,” Congtable Danvers muttered, stopping at the foot of the chaise, armsfolded over her
damp, brown corduroy jacket. “ Sitting around, head up your buit, not actualy accomplishing anything.”

“We had ademon last night,” Jack protested.

“Yeah?| had a six-year-old who disassembled the DV D player, an eight-year-old who wants a tattoo,
and dog vomit dl over the living room rug. Trade you.”

When she motioned for Tony to move over, he stood. “I’ [l get achair.” No way he was sitting between
two cops. That brought back bad memories.

“... good newsis, no bodies,” shewas saying as he returned. “No body parts either. We had Sammy
Kline making his biweekly cal about lightsin the sky and, thistime, he might actualy be onto something
snce there was adightly more credible report about aflash of light acrossthe Arm from the airport.” She
turned the page of her occurrence book and squinted at her notes. “Pilot saw it when hewas circling for
hisfina gpproach and thought it might be an explosion. Richmond detachment sent acar over, and it
turned out to be some kind of gaslesk and blow in a Goth coffee shop. Goth coffee shop,” she repested
with asnort. “That amogt quaifiesasweird shit onitsown.”

“A demon knocked the door down.” Tony told her. He hid agrin as her head jerked up. “ That flash by
the airport was the wesk spot opening.”

Her eyes narrowed and suddenly he didn’t feel much like grinning. “Wesk spot?” she demanded.
“Between here and the hdlls”
“Y ou were there?

He shrugged. “1 wastrying to cut it off at the pass.”



“Gregat,” she amiled insncerely, the expression barely reaching her mouth let done her eyes. “You'rea
cowboy now. So there was ademon at a Goth coffee shop? They must’ ve been thrilled.”

“Not redly. Not dl of them,” he amended, remembering Amy.

“Y ou'd think that the sort of people who'd drink at a Goth coffee shop... What?’ she demanded as
Jack growled something under hisbresth. “I just like saying it. We, where we refersto the policein
general as opposed to our detachment in particular, also received anumber of calls about vandaized
satellite dishes, a couple of downed power lines, adestroyed pigeon coop, and, not far from here, a
ba cony railing ripped right off the twelfth floor. No one saw anything, though.”

“It took the high ground between the coffee shop and here,” Tony redized. “ That’ swhy there were no
casudties”

“Not alot of healthy pigeons|eft in that coop,” Constable Danvers pointed out dryly. “ And when you
say it, you'retaking demon, right?’

“Right. They moveredly fagt.”

“No shit.”

“Can you check for more flashes?”’

She shook her head. “ There was only the one reported last night.”

“Not just from last night,” Jack brokein. “ Go back at least aweek,” hetold his partner, then turned to
Tony. “Y ou want to compare the flashes to the demons you dusted, get a count, and find out if there's

any gill hanging around.”

“It'll get usthetiming, too. Unlesstheintervas are completely random, we' Il know when to expect the
next one.”

“Y ou're smarter than you |ook.”

“| hate to put adamper on the mutua congratulations,” Danvers sighed. “But last night’ s report wasa
fluke. Pilot just happened to be passing over at theright time. Noonedsecdleditin.”

“There snot much around there.” It was on the edge of an industrid park, asfar as Tony could
remember and, that close to the airport, what locals there were would be used to blocking out lights and
sound. The guests a the hotel down the street wouldn't know what passed for norma in that part of
Vancouver and the staff would be too busy to care. “If aweak spot opened where there were more
people, someone probably called the cops.”

L ooking thoughtful, she snapped the occurrence book closed, did it into an inside pocket, and pulled out
her PDA. “Worth atry, | suppose. | can accessthe eectronic filesfrom here.”

“Not from here, you can’'t. Y ou can't get an uplink any closer than the other sde of theroad,” he
explained in answer to the questioning curl of her lip, impressed by the amount of information she could
convey in asneer.

“Fine” Shestood. “I'll check and then I’'m gone. Some of us can't waste precious Sick days saving the
world. Oh, hell, I’'m going to have to come back, aren't 1?1 can't just call you with theinfo.”

“Let’ s settle down, peoplel” Adam’svoice, rising from around Raymond Dark’ s coffin, dampened the



ambient noise. “ Quiet on the s&t!”

Tony glanced over toward the door. The light was till off. “Y ou won't get to come back if you don't go
a/\/@/_”

“You cantak after he saysquiet?’
“Y eah, but you can't leave after the red light goes on.”

Shetook two steps toward the door and half turned, one hand rising to touch the loose knot of hair at the
back of her neck. “Lee Nicholas?’

“Isin Chester Ban€'s office with the demonic consultant,” Jack told her. “1 thought you didn’t havetime
to hang around and save the world.”

“I may need to ask him a couple of questions about that deranged fan.” She flashed him a*two can play
at thisgame’ look and ran for the door.

“Lee' swith Leah?’ Tony asked when no oneydled rolling. He was aiming for nonchalant. He suspected
he missed.

“That’' swhere| left him. | took over out here, remember?” Leaning on the curve of the chaise, Jack
raised an eyebrow. “Y ou think he' sin there shoring up hisincreasingly dubious heterosexudity?” He
snickered as Tony shrugged, once again missing nonchalant. “Yeah, it’sdl right there on your face.
Except the increasingly dubious bit. | added that mysdif.”

“So what' swith the lightsin the sky?”

Jack gtraightened, alowing the subject to be changed. “ Sammy Kling sajanitor out at SFU. Every
payday he goes on abender and reportslightsin the sky.” Pae browsdrew in. “ Any chance he could be
right?’

Another shrug. “Beatsme. | don’t do diens.”

“I can’'t work like thisl” Mason's protest cut off whatever smart-ass response Jack was about to make.
When he wanted to get his point, acrossthe star of Darkest Night fell back on skillshe' d learned doing
summer theater unmiked in lesky tents Stuated by amajor highway that was uphill—both ways—from
his drafty and unheated garret room. No one had suffered for their art like Mason. “Look! Right there!
Thereisacherry in my coffin!”

“Mason...” Peter’ svoice faded just below where they could hear it.
Mason and a cherry; that was just too easy. Even across the soundstage, Tony could hear the snickers.

“| called quiet, peoplel” Adam had been around the business too long to alow any amusement to show
inhisvoice. “Settledown! And rolling!”

“Ralling,” Tony repesated softly.
“Mark!”
They couldn’t hear the scene called, but they heard the clapper.

“Action!”



“Action...” He wanted to be by the camera watching Mason overact, the only demons on the set the
metaphorical demonsin Raymond Dark’ s past. He wanted bad coffee and long hours and he very much
didn’t want to be tucked off to one side while he dedlt with the weirdness du jour. He wanted hislife
back. There had to be away he could deal with this shit instead of just reacting toit. Leah’sorigind idea
of preventing the demons from crossing over was agood one, but finding them by driving around the
lower mainland was stupid and inefficient.

He had to stop thinking likea TAD and start thinking like awizard if he ever wanted achanceto bea
TAD agan.

Yeah. That'sit. Aimhigh.
“So thisisthe infamous game of spider solitaire.”

“Infamous?’ Tony smacked Jack’ s hand away from the keyboard and winced asit returned to impact
againgt the back of hishead.

“The game that masks the wonders of wizardry.”

Tony shot him asideways|ook as he scrolled down theindex. “Y ou’ ve been talking to Amy.”
“Nolaw againgt it.” He winked over the cardboard lip of his coffee cup. “And like | said, she'scute.”
“She' snot your type.”

“You don’t know that.”

“You're not her type. Y ou' reway too normal.”

A paebrow arced up. “I took asick day to hunt demons.”

“Maybe norma isn't theright word.” Tony paused and frowned &t the screen. “Hereit is. Finding.”
“What? Nemo?’

Tony double-clicked theicon. “ There' reafew filesin here. Finding Living Creatures...”
“Thedemonsareliving.”

“Y egh, but we' re not trying to find demons, we' re trying to find where demonswill be.”
“Timetrave?’

“Not alowed.”

Jack finished his coffee and crushed the cup. “Too bad.”

“Finding Inanimate Objects.”

“I'velogt my TV remote.”

“It' sin the sofacushions.”

“I amin awe of your power. Nothing on finding your way to hell?’

“Wrong reference materiad.” Tony grinned as Jack snorted. “Hereit is. Finding a Power Source.”



“Y ou need to be plugged in?’
“I don’'t think s0.” He scanned the ingtructions. “1 need amap.”

“I'vegot onein my truck.”

The wardrobe department needed more space. Which was pretty much true of every department but
finance; they had plenty of space but needed more money. Wardrobe made it obviouswith aleaning
tower of shoe boxes, shelves sx deep in hats, and bolts of fabric piled by color and weight. Since most
of the fabric had been bought as remainders, some of the colorswere alittle frightening. A huge chart
delineating what costumes were needed and when covered one wall. Sketches had been pinned up to
every nonmoving surface aswell as acouple of surfaces that weren’t moving now but would be later.
The actud clothing hung out inthe hall.

When Tony camein with Jack’ s map, he found Alison Larkin on her kneesin front of the thinnest of the
daff writers adjusting the length of an apron over afull peasant skirt. Dana, her most recent assistant, sat
bent over one of the three sewing machines.

“I need toiron amap.”
“We rebusy,” Alison snapped without looking up.
“I don’'t need you toironit,” Tony amended, wondering if she'd ever swalowed apin. “I needtoironit.”

“Why? Never mind. Don't touch that dirndl on the ironing board! Toss the sheet of white felt down on
the cutting table and do it there. And Roger...” She dapped ahairy caf. “... stop fucking moving, or I'll
stick you on purpose. WEe ve got another eight of these to get through.”

Be sure the map is free of creases.

Ironing the map, not a problem. Not much of a problem anyway. Getting it back to the soundstage
without folding it was alittle trickier. Tony shuffled sideways through the costumes, arms outstretched,
swearing softly under his bresth and wondering why they had haf arack of silver lamé jumpsuits.

The door out into the production office opened as he passed and only alast second, desperate lunge to
the right kept Leah—and L eeright behind her—from damming new creasesinto his map.

“Tony! Good news!”
He continued shuffling toward the soundstage. “1 could use some.”

“It' s possible that because of the way the energy is being used this Demonic Convergence won't go on
aslong asit hasin the past.”

“According to?’

“According to the book that your friend Henry provided last night.” Following close behind, she waved it
inhisgenerd direction.

Tony peered at it over the upper edge of the map. It didn’t look much like abook. It looked morelikea
lot of loose, yellowing pages crammed ingde aworn, brown legther cover.



“Whileyou were degping,” she continued, “1 was working on atrandation.”

With first Jack and then Leein the office with her, Tony doubted that was al she' d been doing. A glance
past her at Lee showed the actor was looking alittle ruffled. And wizards saw what wasthere, didn't
they? Hey, more power to him. Tony wasall in favor of everybody getting some. A happy Demonlord
wasa... well, he was a happy Demonlord, that’ swhat he was, and a happy Demonlord was probably
lesslikely to send over demonsto daughter hisfavorite handmaiden. More' s the pity.

“Areyou grinding your teth?’

“No.” He stepped over apair of old sted-toed work boots painted in patterns that might ook like urban
camouflage on athirteen-inch TV. InHDTV, not so much.

“Ryne Cyrataneis using the energy up.”
That was enough to stop him. The ironed paper rustled. “What?’

“The Demonic Convergence produces alimited amount of energy. Usually, it’s spread out more and the
world isdedling with small shit for months. One or two demons show up near theend.”

“Because the energy burnsthrough the hellslike acid rain,” Lee expanded. “ Astime passes, sronger
drops burn right through the upper layers and end in deeper, nastier places.” From histone, he’ d been
the one to come up with that bit of description.

Before or after the two of them tested the strength of CB’ s coffee table? They wouldn't have used
the couch, or thefloor, or the desk... it had to have been the coffee table. Why am | thinking about
this? he asked himsdlf as he started moving toward the soundstage agai n—uwhich meant moving away
from Leah and Lee. Giving them room. They, of course, followed. So much for symbolism.

And hang on...
Another look at Lee. “ Shetold you?’
The actor nodded. “End of the world aswe know it.”

Was he blushing? Thelight in the hall was so bad Tony couldn’t tell. Not that it was any of his damned
business. “So dl this means the Demonic Convergenceisgoing to end... when?’

“Sooner. WEe're not talking months; a month maybe. Maybe not even that if he keeps up this pace.
Which raisesthe question, why ishe going to al thiseffort? If demons dways show up at the end of the
Convergence—which, according to this...” The book was waved for emphasis. “... they dwaysdo.”

“Always?’ Tony interrupted.
“According to this book.”
“Didn’t you tel methey sometimes show up at the end of the Convergence?”’

“That was before | had a first-person account to read. And they happen more often than | thought, too.”
She smiled. It was aremarkably sarcastic expression. “ So now I've proved I'm not infalible, can we
moveon?’

He shrugged, careful not to crinkle the map.

“Ryne Cyrataneisnot big on...” Dark browsdrew in. “Why are you carrying amap of the lower



mainland and why you are carrying it like such aspaz?’

“It sforagpel.”

“Oh. All right, then.”

He managed to hold back abitchy Glad you approve, long enough for Leah to continue talking.

“Ryne Cyratane,” she repeated, “isnot big on persona effort. It would be more like him to wait and use
whatever was going to get through at the end regardless. Thisis bigger than we thought. He sreally
motivated.”

“WW?!
“How the hdl should | know?’

“Okay.” Good to know the time frame had been shortened—a half season of Convergence instead of the
full twenty-two episodes—but from where Tony stood, that didn’'t make alot of difference. He flattened
againgt the soundstage’ s outer wall to give them room to get past. “ Can one of you get the sound-stage
d...”

The soundstage door opened.
“... never mind.”

“Héllo, pretty lady!” Framed in the doorway, Mason smiled unctuoudly down at Leah. “If you're hereto
watch me tape, we' re done for the day, but I’ d be happy to make the trip worth your whileand sign a
few photos. | have somein my dressng room...”

“She' snot afan, Mason,” Tony interrupted before Leah took him up onit. Not the signed photos but the
other non-verbalized offer. “ She'sastuntwoman hereto talk to Peter about the last episode.”

“Ah.” Red-gold brows drew in as he vishly retreated back out of sexua harassment territory. Fans
wanted his attention. Coworkersweren't fans. “Am | throwing you off the windmill?”

“Very likdy.”

Gray eyesgleamed. “I’'msure!’ll enjoy having you in my ams.”

Ryne Cyratane flickered as she smiled up at Mason. “ Y ou have no idea.”
“Legh! The stunt!”

“What &... oh. Right.” Sherductantly dided it back and the Demonlord disappeared. “It was nice
mesting you, Mr. Reed.” Dimplesflashed. “My mother loved you in StreetCred!”

Tony winced as Mason deflated. Thiswasthefirst he'd ever seen Leah turn off aguy’ sinterest asfast as
sheturned it on. Nothing like a reminder you used to be a network cop and now you‘'re a
syndicated vampire, he mused as Mason stepped into the hall and squeezed past his costar. With the
soundstage open before him, he could move alittle fagter.

Too fast to catch just what Mason muttered to Lee that Lee denied so vehemently. Given the sdlacious
tone to the muttering, and the source, it wasn't hard tofill in the blanks.

“I hear stuntwomen are very athletic and flexible.” Wink. Wink. Nudge. Nudge.



“1 would never take advantage of a coworker, you cad!”
Grest. His brain seemed to be lifting dia ogue from Henry’ s books.
“What' sthe spell?” Leah demanded, catching up.

Tony listened to be sure Lee' s footsteps were following behind them. “I’'m going to search for the power
sgnatures of the weak spots. The spell should tell us not only where they are but how closethey areto
opening, o we' |l know which onesto closefird. It spossible...” Not very likely, he admitted silently to
himself, but possible. “... that it'll dso map out where the next few weak spots are going to be.”

“Predictive magic? Wow. Y ou worked that out yourself?’
“Thanksfor sounding so surprised.”

“No.” Hand againgt her heart. “I’'m impressed. Y ou' re taking charge.”
Hey, hewasahero. “Yeah, | am.”

Asthey crossed to the chaise, Sorge | eft Jack’ s Side with awave and instructions to have agood
weekend.

“What were you two taking about?’ Leah demanded as Tony carefully laid the map on thefloor.
Jack snorted. “1 have noidea.”

Somehow, staring down &t the map lying flat made Tony intensaly aware of how thin most people's
versions of redity were. Most people believed that thiswas dl there was. He kind of missed believing
that. Dropping to his knees, he bent carefully and began to breathe on the paper.

Leah broke off explaining demonic acid rain to Jack to ask him what he was doing.

“Theinstructions say that the map must know the wizard. Thiswasthe least gross option.” He finished up
by panting at Richmond and stood. “ Jack, could you...” His open laptop appeared at the edge of his
peripheral vison. “ Thanks. Now everyone step back. | need to circle the map three times.”

“Shouldn’t you be naked?What?" Lesh protested as he turned. “ So nothing would happen; | still liketo
look.”

Jack waved a hand. “Pass on the naked: public indecency. I’ d be forced to use the cuffs.”

“Don’t worry about the naked,” Tony snorted. “I’ll just be reading some words out loud while | walk.
Long, complicated words so, once | start, no interruptions.”

“Y ou don’t go through thiswhen you cal thingsto you,” Lee reminded him. “Y ou just reach for things
and they’re there.”

He' d reached for Lee once.

“That’ sagood point.” Jack nodded an acknowledgment at the actor. “What makes this different?’
“Doyou play aningrument?’ Tony asked him, grateful for the redirect.

“Yesh”

“What?'



The RCMP Congtable glanced over a Leah and Lee and dragged a hand back through his hair, fingering
it up into pale spikes. “ Accordion.”

Much mutud blinkage.

“Okay,” Tony said quickly before Leah found her voice. “Y ou know how, when you were learning, you
had to think about everything you were doing—right hand, Ieft hand, bellows, melody, words, rhythm,
and mostly, you had to wonder why you didn’t learn a cool instrument? And then, after a shitload of
practice, asong clicks and you could just play without thinking about the bits? Cometo Meislikethat. It
clicked. Other spells, I’'m ill figuring out as1 go.”

Since that was as good a cue as any, he started hisfirgt circle. The words were not only long and
complicated, but there were a shitload of them and he barely managed to get them dl in. Third circle
complete and the last few words crammed in tongue twister fast, he knelt by the edge of the map,
breathed on hisfingertips, and pressed them down on the edge of the ironed paper.

“What areyou... 7’
“Shhh.” Leah. Who' d worked with wizards before.

He concentrated. Nothing happened. He could fed the map waiting. Could fed the information he
needed just beyond his fingertips. He concentrated harder, focusing power. He could do this. He had to
dothis. Thisiswhat I’'m supposed to do. Wait. Not do. He didn't do wizardry. He was awizard.
Something shifted and blue light spread out from hisfingers pouring like water across the map. Then,
suddenly aflare. And ancother.

And aburg of light.

Coughing and waving away streamers of smoke, Tony looked down at the light dusting of ash on the
concretefloor. “I think I’m going to need another map.”

Thefour of them stared down at the pattern of little burns on the second map. Bad news, therewere alot
of them. Maybe he was pissed about losing so many demons, but Ryne Cyratane was definitely
motivated. Good news, most of the burnswere very faint. Only three were significantly darker than the
rest.

“What'sit mean?’ Lee asked, arms folded.

“If it worked...” Tony rocked back off his knees, picked up the map and stood. “... it meansthere’'sa
lot of weak spots building at the same rate, and when they break through...”

“Wall-to-wall demons” Jack finished grimly.

Leah shook her head. “ That can’'t be right. Henry’ s book said the Convergence had alimited amount of
energy.”

“ Atomic bombs have alimited amount of energy,” Jack snorted. “Y ou need to define limited.”

“We know for sure that Ryne Cyratane wants you dead and his gate open,” Tony reminded her over the
upper edge of the map. “I’m guessing he' sworking the convergent energy to create alot of weak spots,



50 he can send through awhole bunch of demons at once, figuring at least one will get through meto
yw.”

“And these darker ones?’ L ee tapped the back of the map where the darker burns showed through.

“Best guess, they're distractions. | figure these guyswon't be after you, they’ |l be free agents. If even one
getsthrough, it'll start rampaging through the lower mainland and keep me too busy to close the multiple
weak points before they open.”

Armsfolded, Leah sighed heavily. “That’ s one complicated assumption there, Tony.”

“He s smarter than helooks.” Jack gently pushed the top edge of the map down and stared at Tony.
“Now, let’ sfill inthe blanks. Who is Ryne Cyratane?’

“He saDemonlord.”
“Tony!”

Whoa. If looks could kill. “ Jack’ sinvolved in this, Leah. He hasaright to know.” Still holding the map,
he jerked his chin toward the actor. “ Y ou told Lee, and he’ slessinvolved.”

“Whosefault isthat?’ Lee muttered.

“You'reacivilian,” Jack snapped. “Tony had every right to try and keep you safe.”
Leetook astep forward, chin up. “He sacivilian!”

“He'sawizard!”

“He has no secrets” Tony sighed. “Leah?’ He didn't need her permission, but he didn’t want afight
ether.

She dropped to the end of the chaise and crossed her legs. “Fine. Whatever.”

“Ryne Cyratane’ sa Demonlord who used L eah as a part of agate spell more than three thousand years
ago and, if hekills her, he getsto come back.”

Jack turned toward the chaise. “Y ou' re three thousand years old?’

Her turnto sigh. “Moreor less”

“You look great!”

The dimples made abrief appearance. “ Thank you.”

“If he killsyou, he getsto come back?’

She spread her hands. “ The gate opens.”

“I’'m guessing it’ s going to take more than ayelow ropeto hold thisguy?’

Tony shrugged. “From what I’ ve seen, it depends on what part you' re holding.”



Chapter Eleven

“ALL RIGHT, THISiswhat we' re going to do.” They’d moved across the soundstage to Adam’s
office—three wooden stacking tables arranged in an L shape, ahome for unavoidable union forms, the
battery chargers, and a decapitated head from episode three that the lAD had grown inexplicably fond
of. Tony carefully moved astack of ACTRA forms and spread out the map. “These three spots...” He
tapped the darker burns. “... haveto be closed fast, so | can get as many of the rest shut before the shit
hits the fan. The Demonlord knows there’ sawizard on this side, but he doesn’t know about you lot and
he doesn’t know that the residue in the studio is drawing his demons. Those two things might give usan
edge”

He glanced around at the world' s best chance to remain demon free. CB and Amy, Lee, Jack, and Leah.
And Lesh was pulling double duty as probable cause. They were watching him like he knew what he was
doing, and he could only hope they weren't delusional.

“WE ll break up into three teams. Amy and CB, Jack and Lee. Leah stays with me because she' s safest
there eveniif it turnsout thislot' s not after her, just herefor generd, al-purpose mayhem. We'll gotothis
spot here...” Hetapped the map. “... closest to the studio and shut it down. The rest of you, you' re my
eyes and ears. CB, you and Amy will go here, due south down Boundary to North Fraser Way.”

“South to north,” Amy snickered. When everyone turned to stare, she shrugged. “Well, | thought it was
funny.”

Amy had come from the office with CB and refused to leave. “ Either I’'min or not, and after last
night, the train to not has left the station.” Reuctantly, after he’ d figured out what the hell she was
talking about, Tony’ d agreed.

“Jack, you and Lee are heading out dmost to Simon Fraser.” It was insane, completely and absolutely
insanefor Leeto beapart of this given that metaphysica energy looking for ahome seemed to consider
hisbody primered estate. It redlly pissed Tony off that his | don’t want you involved had been
canceled by one you should stick around from Lesh. Hewastrying to keep Lee safe. Shejust liked
having attractive men around. And, okay, he liked looking up and seeing L ee on the other side of the
table, too, but he’' d also seen Lee on his knees screaming, tortured by the dead to force him to
cooperate, and he never wanted to see that again. He' d stuff Lee into acloset and lock the door—fuck
the symbolism—if it was up to him. But it wasn't.

“The burn’s showing in thisindustrial park here off Eastlake Drive. It' slate enough that there shouldn't be
anyone around.”

“S0 no one out there except usto get eaten,” Jack put in.

“No one gets eaten,” Tony snapped. “It’ sentirely possible that nothing will happen tonight, but...” He
raised ahand and cut Amy off before she could spesk. “... if it does, get clear and then call me, and I'll
haul ass back to the studio instead of heading out to the next weak spot.”

“We'll al haul assback to the studio.”
Heads nodded at Jack’ s statement.



“Fine.” A grudging admission that he couldn’t stop them. *“But don’t go charging in until I'm here. Jack,
you know how hard it isto take one of these things down.” Jack nodded reluctantly as Tony continued.
“We go &fter them with everything we have, or we leave them aone. Y ou go in without metaphysical
backup, and these things could take you out like that!” He sngpped hisfingers and something large hit the
floor on the far Sde of the soundstage with asustained crash.

After along moment of silence, CB folded hisarms. “Mr. Foster.”

“I didn’'tdoit!” Hefrowned. “Atleast | don't think | did it.”

“Wadll, thisisfilling mewith confidence,” Lesh muttered as Jack pulled his gun and moved to check it out.
“Maybel should...”

CB laid aheavy hand on Amy’ s shoulder. “Y ou should let the police handleit.”

“Chaird” Jack called, heading back. “A pile of those meta folding chairsfell over.”

“They were stacked pretty high,” Leerecaled. “Last couple of days, Adam’s been talking about
restacking them before they fell.”

“Coincidence,” Amy snorted. “No boogeymen in the shadows?’ she asked as Jack rgjoined them at the
map.

“Not that | saw.”

“But you wouldn’t see them, would you? Was | the only one who heard skittering?’ She glanced around
the group. “ Okay, | guess| was.”

“Canwejust deal with the trouble we know we have instead of looking for more?” Tony sighed. “Or are
three demons not enough for you?’

Leeraised hishand. “ Enough for me.”

“Thank you. When Leah and | finish closing thefirst weak spot, we'll join CB and Amy and then, when
we're done there, head east. Remember, if anything happens, don’t try and be ahero, just call me.”

“Thewhole ‘you shdl not pass thing aways ends badly,” Amy added, shrugging aplaid plastic raincoat
on over ablack hoodie.

“Isn’'t that what you' re telling these things, Tony? That they shdl not pass?’
Heturned to Leg, intending to deny it, and heard himself say, “Yeah.”
“Andif it ends badly for you?’

“I"'m hoping for weeping, wailing, and gnashing of teeth. Joke,” he added when no one seemed to
gppreciate the humor. “If it ends badly for me, throw everything you have at keeping Leah dive. The hdll
with secrets, the hell with not causing mass panic. Mass panic sucks less than mass daughter.”

“Do we know ther€ | be mass daughter?” CB asked.

He sounded as though he was requesting confirmation so that he could hire enough extras to make mass
avalid description, but it was ill agood question. Tony let Leah answer it.



“Demons gain power from each life they take, and there are alot of lives crammed onto the lower
mainland.” Her right hand lay againgt the tattoo, her left pushed her hair back off her face, tucking it
behind her ear. “ Enough lives for a satisfactory number of worshiperswith plenty left over to spend on
other things. Also,” she added, the words gaining emphasis, “ Since any mass daughter will start with my
daughter, I’'madl in favor of soppingit.”

“Start with?” Amy was on thewordslike aterrier.

Right. Amy didn’t know that Lesh was the Demongete.

“CB.”

The producer nodded. “I’ll give her the new information in the car.”

Jack folded hisarms, leather jacket creaking as he ignored the exchange, his attention locked on Leah.
“People are alot more powerful than they used to be,” he pointed out flatly.

“True,” she acknowledged. “ And you may have powerful enough weaponsto stop him, but don't think
for amoment that with this many livesto feed on, he'll be the only one coming through an open gate. The
last time, he was called and the gate was destroyed behind him. Thistime, he'll contral it.”

“And we dready know that Demonlords have demon minions,” Amy put in, shifting her weight back and
forth, hedl to toe. “He could, like, throw them at the military while he feeds and gets too strong to stop.
Then the only option would be a surgical nuke. Pow! Hundreds of thousands more die, radiation
spreads, one of his minions escapes the blast and absorbs the radiation and mutates so that nothing...”

CB returned his hand to her shoulder, cutting off the flow of words. “I don'’t like the thought of leaving
the studio unprotected,” he growled.

Tony didn’t much like the thought either. Even if he knew whereto send the bill, it seemed ethicaly
guestionable to charge for saving the world, so he' d redlly like ajob to come back to on Monday
morning. However, if he had to choose between abuilding and warm bodies. .. “1 don’t want anyone out
thereaone”

“Perhaps | can help with that.”

Lee, Amy, and Jack jumped; Jack’ s hand dropped to his gun. Leah looked like nothing much surprised
her anymore. CB looked unimpressed. Tony tried not to givein to nerves and snicker.

“Where the hell did he come from?’ Jack demanded as Henry walked up to the table and studied the
map. “No one movesthat quietly.”

“Clearly, someonedoes,” CB told him as Tony started in on the highlights of what Henry had missed.

When hefinished, Henry nodded. “I'll stay here. If unnatura rope works on al demons, | can work on
securing anything that might show up until Tony arrivesto ded with it.”

“More metaphysica backup,” Jack announced amost too quietly to hear. And then he point-blank
refused to explain what he meant, cheeks flushing as Henry caught hiseye.

Tony could see that CB wanted to say he' d stay behind. It was his studio, and he was, in hisown way,
as possessive as Henry. But he was smart enough to know he couldn’t do what Henry could, and so he
said nothing. That pretty much proved he knew what Henry was, but Tony found he didn’t much care.
Sometimein the last couple of days, he' d gotten over it. Hell, if CB wasn't big enough for them to share,



Nno one wes.

“Let’'sgo.” Hefolded the map and stuffed it into his jacket pocket. “ Those three holes were almost
burned through. We don’'t have much time.”

“I thought you said that nothing should happen tonight?” Amy reminded him.

“Yeah, well.” Tony shrugged. “I wastrying to raise morale. And nothing should. Maybe. But we
probably gill don’'t have much time.”

“Haveyou any ideaof what'sgoing on?’
“Biteme.”

Amy flipped him off and headed for the door. “Be vewy vewy quiet,” she muttered as Jack fdll into step
besde her. “We eh hunting demons.”

Jack did a passable Elmer Fudd laugh.

“Mr. Groveswill be by later,” CB told Henry as he followed.

L ee opened hismouth. Closed it. Sighed and findlly said, “1’d be better at thisif | had ascript.”
Since that was pretty much agiven, Tony said nothing.

“Look, | just want... | mean. Fuck it. Be careful, okay?’

“Yeah. You, too.”

He nodded and hurried after the others.

“You know,” Leah said thoughtfully as she zipped up her jacket, “| wasthinking it wasjust you, but |
waswrong. Y ou're both pathetic.”

“Don't bother sayingit. I'll meet youinthecar.”

Tony listened to the soft sound of her footsteps die away. He shrugged a backpack strap up onto one
shoulder and looked Henry inthe eye. “Vicki told meto cal you. Y ou know, back when this started.”

Henry amiled. “I know.”
“Y ou' re ahard man to be separate from.” Tony wasn't sure he understood that, but Henry seemed to.
“I know.”

“With any luck, I'll close those three spots before they open, and you' |l have aquiet night.” Didn’t cost
any moreto look on the bright side.

“Good luck, then.”

Cool fingersrested for amoment againgt his cheek and, just for amoment, Tony longed for the days
when he was the sidekick. “ Y eah. Y ou, too.”



“I can't believe you don’t know how to pick locks,” Leah muttered, one hand flat against the steel door,
the other working the pair of straightened bobby pins back and forth.

“Why would | know how to pick locks?’ Tony demanded quietly.
“Wadll, you're clearly aman with apast.”

“And my entire B& E career congsted of heaving abrick through a grocery store window and then
gprinting two blocks carrying awatermelon.”

“Two blocks?’
“Ran into acop. Big guy. Splat. Knocked meflat on my ass”
“Hmmm.”

The noise may have been in response to his story or to the lock on the gpartment door, Tony wasn't
sure. He glanced down at the open laptop, silently ran over the words to the Notice Me Not one more
time, and hoped he wouldn't have to useit. Not only because new magic was aways an exciting
crapshoot, but aso because he needed to hoard as much persond energy as possible given what the
immediate future was likely to hold. Although he d topped the tank with a double bacon cheeseburger
and largefries on the way to thefirst Site, he had no ideahow long that would last. He probably should
have bought a second milkshake, just to be on the safe side.

Leah' sdimples had gained them access to the high-rise as an el derly gentleman wasleaving. Ignoring
Tony entirely, he'd held the door open and waved her through, making arather explicit suggestion that
Tony very much doubted he—or any man over sixty—would have the saminato carry out, little blue
pillsor nolittle blue pills.

Dude, if yours are lasting more than four hours, someone should check for rigor mortis.

Finding theright floor had been smple. They’ d taken the eevator up onefloor a atime until Leah’sgut
had pinged. Finding the actua weak spot had been alittle trickier, but they were about 90 percent certain
it wasinsgde gpartment 708. Unfortunately, it seemed the tenants weren't.

Or fortunately, given how little he' d been looking forward to explaining what was going on.
“You dthink it' d be in gpartment 666, wouldn’t you?’

“Likel keep teling the vampire,” Leah snorted. “Wrong kind of demons.”

“Hey!”

“I’'m picking alock here, Tony. If someone hears us, the words vampire and demon will be the least of
our problems.”

She had apoint.

He could hear &t least one tel evis on—maybe two—and acouple of different kinds of music, but at just
after nine on aFriday night, most of the people who lived on the seventh floor seemed to till be out. Or
they were Sitting silently in the dark behind their locked doors. Tony had no intention of ruling the latter
out.



The hall smelled like sausages and a spice that bounced around the back of his nose like a pinecone,
doing multiple points of damage with every landing.

“That'sit.” Leah rocked back off her knees and stood, reaching for the door handle. “But if there sa
chan...”

There was. It was dangling down inside the door, unlocked.
“Niceto seethey’ re taking home security so serioudy.”

“Y ou come home drunk and the chain’ sapain in the assto get open,” Tony explained asthey moved
insde and closed the door behind them. “ And why do you know how to pick locks?’

“I hang around with abad crowd in thefifties.”
“Y ou mean hung around.”

“No. | mean that every century, | hang around with abad crowd in thefifties. | like having a schedule.”
She didn’t sound like she was kidding. Reaching back, she flipped on the lights. “Good lord.”

Tony snapped hislaptop closed and raised hisleft hand, palm out, rune in defensive postion. “What!”
“It lookslike your place: beige walls, cheap furniture, and an overpriced entertainment system.”

“That wasit? | thought you saw something dangerous.” He started breething again and his heart rate
began to dow.

“No, just bland.” Walking out into the living room, she shook her head. “ And if it wasn't so bland, the
amilaritieswould befrightening.”

“Firg of dl,” Tony muttered, diding hislaptop into the backpack, “that’ s a sheet on the window not a
flag, and second, this has a separate bedroom.”

“Whichisprobably beige.”

“Hey, he has a set of RexTeck speakers—3-D sound effects and an awesome bass boost.” Leah's
slence pulled him around. “What? I ve heard great things about them.”

“Heard great things about demonstaking over the city?’

Oh, sure. But she could take the timeto discussinterior decorating. Half turned from examining the
speakers, he paused. “ The weak spot’ sright there.” He could see the shimmer hanging just in front of the
floor-to-ceiling shelves of DVDs. “But | thought there had to be something missng?’

Leah moved closer and examined the shelves. “He smissing the third Aliens movie”
“He snot missng much.”

“And Star Trek, the Motion Picture dthough hehasal therest.”
“Moationlesspicture,” Tony grunted.

“Oh, my God, he' sgot acopy of The Princess Diaries. Oneand Two!”

“Maybe | should just close this up before he comes home and finds you dissing Julie Andrews.” Setting
the backpack on the floor, he wiped damp palms on histhighs and pointed afinger to art thefirst rune.



A horrible groan came from the far wall. “What the hell wasthat?’
“Thedevaor.”
“Isit... 7

“Him?’" Her gesture made it clear she meant the usua occupant of the apartment. “How should | know?
Jugtwiz”

“Wiz?
“Wiz!”
Thefirst rune went through thewall of DV Dswith no problem. So did the second. Thethird got stuck.

“Stuck?’ Leah moved away from her listening post by the door and glared at him. “It can’t get stuck if
you'vedoneit right.”

“It' sright.”
“Areyou sure? Check the cheat sheet.”
“I didn't bringit.”

“Oh, for...” She camefarther into the apartment, and hauled up her track jacket and the shirt unde it.
“Check theorigind, then.”

Tony gave the rune another ineffective shove and dropped to his knees, thumbs hooked behind the
waistband of Leah’ strack pantsto pull them low enough to see the rune. Head cocked to one Side,
squinting alittle, he moved so close he could fed the air between them warm.

The apartment door opened.

Tony glanced up to see ayoung man blinking at them blearily, keys dangling from one hand. When he
findly managed to take in the tableau, he grinned and flashed a double thumbs-up. “ Dude!”

“Ignore him,” Leah snapped, tapping the tat with one scarlet-tipped finger. “ Check the rune.”
“Wait aminute.” He was sounding less bleary by theword. “Why areyouinmy...”

“Got it.”

“... gpatment?’

Tony stood as Leah turned, dimplesflashing an offer no straight boy could refuse. He tugged the center
of the glowing blueline farther out from the center of the pattern then pushed. With asizzleand afaint
smel of burning plastic, the rune dipped the rest of the way through.

Onemore.

HAf finished with the fourth rune, refusing to be distracted by what was happening on the sofa, Tony felt
the hair lift off his body—his entire body, not just the back of hisneck. Man, never going to get used to
that. Turning, he got an eyeful of Ryne Cyratane and had barely made the very short trip from
appreciation to apprehension when a spray of red-and-purple sparks arced out into the room.

They were coming from the shelves of DVDs.



Crap!

Tony finished off the fourth rune so fast he nearly sprained hiswrigt. Left hand flat againgt it, he shoved it
after the others.

And stumbled forward unableto lift his hand.

A heartbest |ater, he was wrist-deep in the DVDs.

“Legh!”

“Busy.”

“I don’'t carel” Y anking back only threatened to didocate hiselbow. “Le—!”

Hands closed on his shoulders, fingers digging in painfully tight. Next thing he knew hewasflying. A short
flight and abad landing. Lying in acrumpled heap on the ruin of a cheap coffee table, Tony checked to
make sure hisarm had actualy comewith him.

“Timetogo.”

“Ow. Ow! OW!” Protests didn’t seem to matter. Leah hauled him to hisfeet and hustled him toward the
door. Seemed like everything worked. Not quite to the original specs, but he was up and moving. He
snagged his laptop case as they passed. “What about... 7’

“He got agreat memory and abroken coffeetable,” Leah snapped, dragging him out into the hall and
shutting the door. “1 think he came out even. Come on. If we get into the elevator before he gets his pants
back on, he'll never know what we looked like.”

“What if we haveto wait for the devator?’
They didn't.

She shoved himin, charged in after him, hit the button to close the door, hit the button for thefirgt floor,
and sagged againgt the stainless sted wall. “What did you do?’

“Me?
“That spot wasn't close enough to blow like that.”

“It was plenty close.”

“Not close enough. I'd havefdt it!”

They glared at each other for amoment.

“Okay.” Tony flexed thefingers of hisleft hand. The scar fdt hot. “Let me think about thisfor aminute.”
“Don't strain anything,” she muttered, adjusting her clothes.

“Nice. | think we hit ametaphysica overload.”

“A what?’

“Between that weak spot being so close, you and your tat, meand my...” Hewaved thescar. “...
power, then the whole distracting with sex invoking your Demonlord, | think we reached a point where



things started to happen.”
“That actudly makesacertain logicd sense”
“Yeah. Thanks.” Sighing, he mirrored her position on the oppositewall. “ And thanks for hauling me out.”

She stopped buttoning her shirt long enough to shrug. “Even | can’t get aguy to ignore you if you keep
hanging around.”

“Not then. When you pulled me out of the DVDs.”

Dark browsrose.

“You didn’t pull me out of the DVDs?’

“I didn’'t pull you out of the DVDs.”

“Thenwho...” Hisgaze dropped to the tat, disappearing under white silk.

“No.” Leah shook her head asthe door opened and they moved quickly across the apartment building
lobby. “Firg of dl, he has no corporea form on this plane and second, why would he help you? You're
trying to sop him.”

“Maybel’m not.”

“What? Stopping him?’ She linked her arm through his and dropped to a sedate walk as they moved
away from the gpartment building and toward his car. He wanted to run, but he made himself match her
pace. “Since | remain undaughtered, | think you' re topping him fine so far.”

“Not what | meant. Maybe...” Thethemefrom Darkest Night cut him off. Siding hiscdl phone out of
the pocket on his backpack, Tony flipped it open and glanced at the screen. “1t's Amy.” Thumbing it on,
hehdd it to hisleft ear.

“Tony! It sout! Thereweredl kinds of wild lights, and then it was like abomb went off! Thistanker by
Bdlard Power Systemstotaly blew! | had to call 911 before| caled you!”

Shit. Shit. Shit. “CB?’

“He' smaking sure everyone' s out of the building. I’ m heading to the Future Shop warehouse to do the
same! Tony, thisthing was nasty looking. It took aswipe at me asit went by.”

The metaphysical taint! He d totdly fucking forgotten it when he’ d sent Amy out to face ademon.
To observe aharmlesslittle weak spot.

Y eah. Big difference.

“Areyou okay?’

“It knocked me on my ass, but it waslike | wasn't worth itstime. I'm...”

Cadl waiting beeped out the last few words.

He checked the screen. Lee. Who' d been shadow-held twice. And possessed. If Amy had afaint taint
just from acting as an anchor while he spoke with a dead housemaid, Lee must have abig red
metaphysica target painted on hischest. “Amy, tell meyou refine!”



“I'mfing”

“Stay that way!” Left hand thumbed the link. Right hand unlocked the car. Stomach twisted as he fought
the urgeto puke. “Lee?’

“Tony! Thetear ripped just after we got to it!”

“Areyou hurt?’

“What?No! Jack emptied haf aclip into the demon, and it lost interest in us.”
Lost interest in you. “My fault.”

“What the hell are you talking about?’

“| sent you out there.”

“Hey, grown man here. | knew the risks.”

Hedidn't know dl the risks because Tony hadn’t thought to tell him. How could | have forgotten
about... Hang on. Therewere darms going off in the background. “What' s happening?

“Our demonic buddy didn’t so much explode out of the building as explode the building!”
“Hre?’

“No. Rubble. | thought there was smoke, but it was steam. Jack says there must’ ve been aboiler plant in
the basement. A few of the surrounding buildings took some collatera damage. The whole place looked
empty; the lightswere off and dl, but Jack’ s checking for casualties. | cdled it in before | caled you.
Tony, we' re going to have to stick around here. We won’t make it back to the studio before...”

Good, because there' s going to he demons at the studio! Whereit looked like it would be just him
and Leah and Henry, and that was how it should be. No norma people—however tainted—getting hurt.
Circumstances had stepped up to the plate.

“Don't swest it.” Phone clamped between ear and shoulder, he dammed the car into gear and roared out
of his parking space and down the empty Street. “Y ou’ re sure you' re okay?’

“Y eah, we' re good!”
We? Right. Jack. “ Stay good.”
“Canyouhande... 7

“Yes.” Tony took hishand off the gearshift long enough to turn off the phone and tossiit toward Leah.
“Both of the other weak spots blew.”

“ Another metaphysica overload?’ Shedidn’t seem to be making fun of him.

“Probably the same one. They were timed to go off together, remember. When ourstried to open, theirs
did, too, but only ours got closed. We re heading for the studio.”

“I guessed.” At the edge of hisvision he could see her clutching the dashboard, knuckles white. “Is
everyone okay?’

“Y egh. Things blew, but no one got hurt.”



“No one we know.”

“Hey, if you know how | can fucking save everyone, tel me now!”

“I wasjust...” Her protest trailed off as he ran astop sign. “Sorry.”

“We know where they’re going, and if they do any more damage, it'll just be en route.”
“And oncethey arrive”

“Yeah.” A light rain speckled hiswindshield. He flicked on the wipers. Trashing the studio meant trashing
alot of expensive equipment.

“They won't be expecting avampire.” Her tone suggested she was trying to cheer him up. It amost
worked.

“Who does?’

The damp roads were greasy. Speeding around a corner, the car started to fishtail. Tony stomped on the
gas and fought to straighten out, cursing under his breath. Something crunched as he passed an old blue
Buick Regd, but he convinced himsdlf it was garbage on the road and not adoor pand.

“Youjud...”

“No, | didn’t.”

“Why are you driving? Specificaly, why are you driving instead of me?’

“Good question.”

“Okay.” After amoment, she said, “Balard Power Systemsis ahydrogen fuel development company.”
“How do you know that?’

“I did some wire work around one of their tanks.”

“Big boom?’

“Then, no. Tonight, very.”

“Good thing CB and Amy wereright thereto cdl itin.” It made him fed alittle less guilty about sending
them.

“ Seems strange that there were two Stesthat led to explosonsplusa... Jesus, Tony!” Her fingerslocked
back down on the dash. “What was that for?’

“Squirrd.”

“Y ou swerved into oncoming traffic to missasquirre ?’
“He s not protected by a Demongate.”

“Y ou don't know that.”

“Very funny.” Not much farther. Napier Street would take them right to Boundary. “Two explosions plus
awha?’



“An gpartment building.” He heard her settle back in the seat and wondered about her expression, buit it
didn’t seem smart to take his eyes off the road.

“S0?'Y ou said the weak spots happen anywhere something’ smissing.”

“Well, yes, but if these three are ddliberate, aimed for maximum shit disturbing, asit were, why an
goartment building?

“Population dengity. Lots of people screaming.” Boundary traffic was annoyingly heavy. Tony did
between atruck and a hatchback and sped south toward the studio. “Furniture thrown off balconies. A
distraught mother screaming that the monster has her baby.”

“Y ou had me at population density.”
“I like to be thorough.”

And sometimes, just one word was enough. South of the studio, the streetlights were blowing out dl
along the east Sde of the road. Bam. Bam. Bam. Heading north. Shards of glass showered down,
glittering in the passing headlights. Tires screamed. Horns blared. No accidents yet.

No accidents in sight, Tony amended, barely dowing to head into the studio parking lot. Therewasa
wholelot of road in between the Fraser and CB Productions. Thelot lights blew as he parked the car,
and a shadow passed between him and the building.

A big shadow.
So much for beating it back to the studio and setting atrap.

Feeding off Kevin Groves had been reflex. The reporter had walked into the soundstage, redlized they
were aone, and bared histhroat, a desperate desirerolling off him like smoke.

Henry could have stopped himsdlf, but the emotiona need drew him as much as the blood. He expected
the sharp intake of breath as histeeth met through soft skin. Thelook of peace as he swalowed asingle
mouthful of blood then drew back wasless usual.

“Completetruth,” Groves sighed. “No codicils, no compromises.” Then his eyes snapped open, and he
gared at Henry inrising panic. “It' sjust, you know, lies. | get so tired of them. Everyonelies. You don't.
Even when you are. Lying. Please don’t hurt me.” He stared at the drop of blood rising from the puncture
on hiswrist and hiseyeswidened. “Y ou redly didit. Oh, God.” Shaking fingersfumbled his PDA from
his jacket’ sinside pocket. “1 need to ask you some stuff.”

“No.”
The PDA fdl from nervelessfingers, the plastic case cracking against the concrete floor. “Okay.”

“Go to Raymond Dark’ s office and st down. Stay there. Don’t move unlessyou' re avoiding athresat.”
He could hear glass shattering outside.

“What about...”



“ NON_"

Raymond Dark’ s office was safer, given that it was not directly under the power residue drawing the
demons. Safer. Not safe.

Concrete block walls, no windows into the soundstage. The weakest point was the large door the
carpenters used. It had, once again, been left unlocked.

Metal screamed.

Henry raised a speculative brow. Apparently tonight’s demon would rather go through the door than
openit.

Expected, the shower of cherrieswas no less annoying.

“Son of afucking bitch!”

The big diding door had been pulled half off itstrack, the stedd scored in three paralel lines. CB was
going to be pissed.

Something howled. A cherry bounced out into the parking lot.

Tony dropped his laptop case by the wall and took a deep, steadying breath. “ Get inthere and seeif it's
marked for you. If not, help Henry.”

“Andifitis?’

“It won't be. Maximum mayhem, remember? There salot lessmayhem if it headsright for the person
standing beside the guy kicking demon ass back home.”

“That was actudly very convincing.”

He glanced up to see her staring speculatively down at him. “ Thank you. Now haul ass.” Without waiting
for aresponse, he turned his attention back to the lgptop, clutched the pull thing on his fly—the spell
needed ametal ground—and recited the words of the Notice Me Not.

This demon was no tentacled monstrogity. It walked on two legs like aman and had a caricature of a
man’ s face—two eyes, one nose, and amouth. Except the eyes were orange lid to lid, the nose nearly
invishle under aplate of its chitinous body armor, and the mouth lipless, with more of the body armor
growing up into gleaming tusks. The armor changed color to match its surroundings, and it was now
fading down from night-sky black to concrete gray. Henry got acloselook at one of thearm platesasit
knocked him across the soundstage to dam into the outsde wall. When it withdrew the arm, it dangled a
length of yellow nylon rope from onethick wrigt.

It was fast but no faster than Henry.

Strong, but no stronge.



Four arms, however, that’s a bit of a problem. Thistime, at |east, he managed to keep hold of the
rope. He rolled back under a dash that gouged the floor and managed to get aloop of rope around one
leg asit lifted to ssomp him. Ducked. Whirled.

“Nightwalker!”
Threw the coil of rope over the left armsto the Demongate.
She caught it. Whipped it back aong the floor.

Henry kicked at the side of the demon’ s knee. Heard chitin crack. Scooped up the rope as he took a
blow hard enough to crack even hisribs. He crashed to the floor and thought just for amoment he heard
hisfather’ s voice bellowing at him to get up. Hisfather had never gpproved of him being unhorsed.
Snarling, Henry caught the next descending arm and threw himsdlf back gtill holding it, trapping it under
another loop of the rope.

Too clos!

One of thelower tusksraked his shoulder, ripping through shirt and skin and filling the room with therich
scent of hisown blood. At first he thought the flash of light was based in pain, but then he saw the rune
take shape.

The demon veered away from the lines of bluefire, giving the Demongate achanceto damit inthesde
of the head with what looked like a microphone stand.

Closing three hands around one end of the meta pole, the demon yanked it from her hands, raising it
over itshead to bring it down in akilling blow. At the apex of its backswing, the microphone stand went
flying from its grip to land with a clater behind one of thefdsewalls.

“You must hate it that your master’ s spell protects her even from you,” Henry growled and ripped a plate
of chitinfromits shoulder.

It shrieked.
A second rune hungintheair.

He couldn’'t see Tony athough it was obviousthat Tony was there. Not obvious to the demon, thank
God. It continued to keep clear of the runes but made no attempt to find the wizard drawing them.

Henry was hurt.

Leah wasn't. Theworld rearranged itsdlf so that that demon kept missing her. The resulting contortions
would have tied a human spinein knots. Demons were more flexible.

Lotsmoreflexible, Tony realized as, chitin plates creaking, the demon curled around limbs wrapped in
rope and charged toward Henry from a completely unexpected angle.

Concentrate on the runel

He' d dready screwed the third rune up once tonight. He couldn’t afford to do it again. More specifically,
Henry couldn’t afford for him to do it again.



Threerunes.

His head pounded as he began the fourth, keeping it next to the third as hefinished it. If he drew thefina
runein its proper place, the demon might realize hisintent before he finished and go after him instead of
Lesh and Henry. The demon wouldn’t be able to see him, not if the Notice Me Not was still working,
but any kind of achargein hisdirection would take it out from between the runes.

With any luck, hisability to move energy around was unique enough it would be unexpected. After dl,
how many wizards got trapped in haunted houses redolent with the waxy buildup of evil and ended up
symbalicaly branding themsdvesin order to save the day? Well, the rune on his pam was symbalic; the
branding part had been agonizingly red.

Tony’'d just sketched in the find swooping crosspiece when the door between the offices and the
soundstage bounced off the wall of Raymond Dark’ s sanctuary and crashed to the floor.

Thewadl swayed but stayed up.

It had been a soundproof door. Big, and thick, and heavy, it used to be attached to the wall with large
metd hinges. The demon that had thrown it was mostly two enormous arms and the supporting torso. No
head to speak of but just under wherelogic insisted the lower edges of its ribs should be—had logic not
decided discretion was the better part of vaor and buggered off for coffee—was a huge fang-filled
mouth. There were no runes or glyphs or Pogt-it notes alowing it to take out Leah.

Jack and Lee' sdemon.

It had fucking well better be Jack and Lee’ s demon! Becauseif it wasn't, they’d missed ahole, and if
they’ d missed one, then they could have missed a dozen and a dozen extra demons were twelve more
than Tony wanted to deal with.

Hefinished thefina rune but didn’t moveit into place, waiting until the second demon joined thefirst
under the gate.

It stood, weight forward on its knuckles, and watched the fight. Maybe it sensed the trap—hardly
surprising with three blue patterns of glowing energy suspended in the air and nothing distracting it.
Maybe it was waiting until the first demon took the edge off acommon enemy. Maybe demons liked to
see other demons get the chitin kicked off them. Whatever the reason, the gate wasn't enough to draw it
between the runes.

What could he add as enticement?
What did demons want?

Foot on knee, on elbow, on shoulder—L eah legped for the light grid, kicking the demon hard in the face.
It fell back, she dangled, and Tony called her jacket and shirt into his hand.

Fabric tore, buttons bounced off demon, vampire, and concrete.
Most of the Demongate was exposed between track pants and white lace bra.

The oldest operating spell in theworld. Leah’'d said it was what had drawn the Demonic Convergence,
so demons were obvioudy interested in it even when they hadn’t been marked to destroy her. Since they
hadn’t been marked, Leah was half dressed but still completely safe, protected by the spell.

From thelook on Leah’sface, if thisdidn’t save the day, demonswould be aminor problem asfar as



Tony, persondly, was concerned.

The second demon roared and charged forward.

Tossing the handful of white silk aside, Tony shouted out the words for the clean cantrip.
Scrubbing bubbles covered the floor of the soundstage, knee-deep.

The second demon started to dide, threw out amassive hand to stop itself, overbalanced and, other arm
flailing, dammed into the first demon. Chiton cracked. They both went down.

Tony threw the fourth runeinto place.

L eah dropped onto aspotlesdy clean circle of floor empty of demons and bubbles both, landing ina
deep crouch as her kneestook up the shock of the landing. Henry straightened, |eft arm held tightly
againgt hissde, blood soaking through the shoulder of his cream-colored swester. The empty loops of
ydllow nylon rope gleamed, cleaner than they’ d ever been.

Slipping and diding through the scrubbing bubbles, picking up speed once he hit the dry concrete, Tony
raced to Henry’ sside. Thiswas where he' d been dragged into the story, back in Toronto after another
demon attack had left Henry nearly dead. He had hisjacket off before he stopped moving.

Henry’ sgaze did past him. “Tony?’
Crap. The Notice Me Not.

“Where areyou, you little shit! How dare you use me asbait!” Leah stomped across the soundstage
toward the place the fourth rune had been, kicking bubbles out of the way.

How did heturn thisthing off?

“Quit screwing around, Tony. Turn the spdll off.”
Hewaggled the tab on hisfly. Nothing. “I don’t know how.”
Henry cocked his head.

Leah threw up her hands. I bet you don’t know how to turn it off, do you? I’ m telling you, square pegs
round holesand if | ever get my hands on this Arra person, I’ m going to kick her ass.”

“He shere” Henry murmured, his eyes darkening.
“No shit, Nightwalker. | think the overactive cleaning supplies are adead giveaway.”

Thistime when Henry called him, there was no question, no doubt that Tony would answer. He said,
13 Ta.]y.”

Tony heard, “ Mine.” and stepped forward to meet the darknessin Henry’ s eyes.

They stood for amoment, barely an arm’ slength gpart, Tony breathing heavily, listening to the song of his
blood responding to the call. When Henry made no move to close the distance between them, he
swallowed and said, “You'rehurt.”

Henry glanced at the wound on his shoulder. “So it seems.” And back at Tony. “I’ ve been hurt worse.”

“Not because of me.”



“Thiswasn't your fault.”

“You haveto feed.” Tony watched the Hunger rise, and offered hiswrist. Ignored the way his hand was
trembling.

To hissurprise, Henry shook his head and his eyeslightened. Not completdly, but it was clear he'd
locked the Hunger down. His good arm reached for Tony, pulled him close. Coal fingers clasped the
back of hisneck, drew his head down onto a broad shoulder. That Tony was agood two inchestaller
didn’'t seem to matter. “We can’'t go back to the way we were.”

“I don't want to go back.” But he did. Right now, right at this moment, right after sending two very large
demons back to their hell, right after stopping athird, right after sending friends out into danger, he
wanted nothing more than to go back to when Henry made the decisions. When life went on around him
without him having to be so damned involved. “Y ou need blood.”

((YS”
Hedrew in adeep breath and let it out dowly. “But not from me.”

Fingertips caressed the bite on histhroat that was till only partialy heded. “1t’ stoo soon. And the wrong
time”

They meant the same thing. Except they didn’t.

Thewizard in charge didn’t get to lie down and have it done to him, no matter what the current value of it

“Will you Hunt?’
“No.”

“Amy’ |l be back later tonight.” Isthishow Vicki had felt? Like she was pimping for Henry?* She'd be
thrilled.” She’'d beimpossible to live with, but since he only had to work with her, he thought he might
urvive

“Kevin Grossisin Raymond Dark’ s office.”

“Ah.” Tony stepped back, Henry’ shand faling avay. “Ishe... you know, okay with it?’
Henry amiled, histeeth very white. “He likesthat | tell him thetruth.”

“Yeah?| kind of preferred it when you lied.”

“No.” Again fingertipstouched the bite on histhroat. “Y ou didn’'t.”

Tony turned before he had to watch Henry walk into the office set. He drew in along breath, let it out
dowly, and noticed Leah staring at him as she shrugged into her shirt.

“I'mfine” Tying thefront tailsinto aknot, she yanked it tight. “ Thanks for asking.”
“Y ou were protected.”
“That didn't give you theright to use me asbait.”

“I know. I'm sorry.”



The apology seemed to take her by surprise. “ Oh. Okay, then. And it worked—so good idea.”
“Thank you.”

“Jugt athought, you might want to avoid that invisible wizard thing until you learn how to turn it off.”
Had Henry not been here, how long would he have remained unnoticed?“1’m planning on it.”
“Good. So, about these bubbles...”

The remaining bubbles, those that had been outside the runes, were continuing to clean, moving out and
over the soundstage.

“Jugt ignore them. Eventudly, they’ll dry out and pop.”
“Leaving agticky magic residue?’
“How do you make that sound so smutty?’

“Practice” She grinned and shrugged back into her track jacket, ignoring the ruined zipper. “Now
what?’

“Now | need a confab with Ryne Cyratane.”
“Awha?’

Tony squared his shoulders and looked as resol ute as a man could with a clump of scrubbing bubbles
halfway up hisleg. “We need to talk.”



Chapter Twelve

“ALL RIGHT, LET' SASSUME, just for interest’ s sake, that you haven't completely lost your mind.”
Finger combing hair disheveled by the fight, Leah crossed over to the chaise lounge, waited until awave
of scrubbing bubbles finished cleaning the last bit of grimy upholstery, and sat, saring up a Tony as
though hislost mind was aforgone conclusion. “Why do you want to talk to Ryne Cyratane?’

“Dedling with two demons at once dmost got our collective buttskicked. I'm il finding it alittle hard to
believe that the dapstick defense actudly worked.”

“Y ou' re suggesting that we' re not in a Three Stooges movie?’

He snorted, and ran a hand back up through his hair. “Look, evenif | deal with most of the weak spots
before they open—and that’ s doubtful because they’ re not dl going to be in easy-to-access
places—we re il screwed. Three demonswould have won that fight, and if they win the fight, they’ll

open your gate.”

“What about the rest of the troops?’

“Wedon't have troops!”

“Okay, fine. Kegp them out of it.” Leah rolled her eyes. “Y ou' re till missing the obvious solution.”
“Okay?

“| get on aplane as soon as possible and get the hell away from here. Ryne Cyratane has committed his
power to bringing the demons through at those pointsin this place. He's not going to be able to follow
rre”

Tony frowned. That seemed 0 reasonable he automatically suspected it. “So he'll break off the attack?’
“Areyou ligening to me? | just said he's committed his power.”

“So hewon't break off the attack?’

Her smile was scathing. “ Asyou kidstoday say: duh.”

“Then that’ sonly asolution for you. And only atemporary one. He' Il know where you are because of
the gate, right? Then aslong as the Demonic Convergence is still going on,” Tony continued when she
nodded, “he'll redirect things and just shove the next demons through there. Where you'll face them
aone. Without the wizard. Because I’ Il probably die when the studio gets swarmed. And then you'll be
dead,” he elaborated when she didn’t look convinced, “just like you would have been with that first
demonif | hadn’t been there.”

She crossed her legs and scowled at the toe of her shoe. “Y ou don't know that.”

“Yeah, | do. So, your obvious solution is crap. The only way we' redl going to survivethisis by staying
together and stopping that swarm.”

“By taking to the Demonlord who' s sending it?’



“I don't think it shim.”
Brows drawn in, she peered up a him. “Did you get hit on the head?’

“No!” He bent to pick up the ropejust to give his hands something to do. The scrubbing bubbles had left
it not only clean but smelling faintly of lemons and free of atic cling. “Jack asked me the same question
yesterday,” he muttered, feding dightly picked on.

“It’ sareasonabl e assumption when you' re saying things like you don’t think the demon who created the
gate istrying to reopen the gate by taking out the person he created the gate on that only he' d know
about,” she snapped.

“WI,]y?l
“Whet?”’

Holding one end of the rope in hisleft hand, Tony began to cail it between hand and ebow. “Why would
Ryne Cyratane be the only who knows about you? There' s clearly more than one demon down there.
Out there. Wherever the hell their hell is. Odds are good they talk to each other. Get together Friday
nights, drink alittle demonic beer, play alittle demonic poker, talk about gates they’ ve got set up to get
back into aworld where the inhabitants are easy to rend and will worship you in order to keep from
being rended.”

“Demonic beer?’ Leah tossed her hair back over her shoulder. “Please.”

“Stop fixating on the details. The theory is sound and those other Demonlords have aso had thirty-five
hundred years to make plans about how they’ |l use the gate yours left behind. And besides...”

The Demonlord didn‘t look happy, that was for sure. He looked frustrated. Like he knew the thing
he was looking for was right there, right in front of him, but he couldn’t find it.

“... hewantsto talk to me.”

“Hewantsto feast on your seaming entrails.”
“Maybe”

“You'renot histype. Trust me.”

“Look, he' s been appearing when these attacks are going on, even when you' re not aroused. Thefirst
time, helooked angry, and | figured it was his motivation showing and he was angry at not getting back
here to the worship and the daughter. Or maybe it was the too-close-to-water thing. Who knew? Then,
after it became obviousto anyone with half abrain that there was awizard involved, he showed up
looking for me. But | don’t react to you, so he couldn’t find me and that was making him frustrated. Then
| had adream about him...”

“Oh, that’ sa good reason for me to stick around. Y ou had adream.”

Tony ignored her, both hands working the rope. “He was wearing the same expression L ... other people
do when I’'m obvioudy not getting their message.”

Leah snorted. “Good luck with that since he hasn't decided what message he' s sending.”

“What? Wait, you' re not talking about Ryne Cyratane there, are you?’ No. Shewasn't. “Y ou think we
could ded with one communication problem at atime?’



“Hée s conflicted.”

“| got that,” Tony sighed, tying off the cail. “Now could we...”

“Y ou should kick hisfeet out from under him and beat him to thefloor.”
“Isthat what you did?’

Dimplesflashed. “1 never have to work thet hard.”

That answered that question. Lee wasn't just using the women as a blind; he liked women, or he
wouldn’t have fallen for the prima “do me, baby” Leah was offering. Of course, liking women didn’t
necessarily preclude liking men. Take Henry, for example. He was about as enthusiagtically
nondiscriminating asthey came.

Not that Lee had ever been enthusiadtic.
Except that once.

With him, anyway.

He could have been enthusiastic with any number of other men for al Tony knew and was just being
carefully closeted a work. Or dl the metgphysica shit Lee d been through in the last Six months
combined with Tony’ s not so secret attraction had serioudly fucked with his head.

Yeah. Let’s not forget option B.

Or that a whole herd of demons on the way is more important than your pathetic lack of a love
life.

He leaned the coil of rope against the far wal of the set where it would be out of the way but il
convenient for immobilizing creatures from hell and turned to face theimmortal Demongate. “Ryne
Cyratane has something to say to me, and | need to hear it.”

Theimmortad Demongate snorted again. “Well, unlessyou have aredly good caling plan, you' re out of
luck, aren’t you?’

“You said you' d been in contact with him. That you meditate...”

“It' sapogtcoital meditation, Tony, and onething I’ m sure of isthat since you and | have no coital in our
future, there’ s going to be no post. Oh, wait, | have anidea. Y ou, me, and Lee. Might be just the thing to
breek theice.” Grinning, she leaned back on her hands and crossed her legs. * Y ou' re thinking about it.”

Hewas.

But then he was aguy and he wasn't dead, so that was pretty much agimme. Actuadly, the evidence
suggested a growing number of guysdidn’t et being dead stop them.

“I'm not kidding about this.” Tony tried to ook like he wasn't kidding. “ So unless you know another way
to contact him...”

“Y ou could dwaystry switching your long distance service and then having afast wank.”

1] La,].”



Shedared at him for along moment. “Y ou're serious,” she said in amazement, Sitting up straight.
“Completely. We' ll haveto use Henry as a conduit between us.”

“Henry? Well,” she admittedly dowly, one hand disgppearing under the knot in her shirt, “that’ |l definitely
get hisatention.”

“Yeah.” Tony touched histhroat, the skin still puckered under hisfingertips.

Leah Hill didn’t look entirely convinced when she raised her head and locked her gaze with his. “ Do you
even know how to meditate?’

“I don’'t think I'll haveto. | think your Demonlord wantsto talk to me badly enough that as soon ashe
has away to grab onto me, he'll make the connection. And with any luck, he' Il want to talk to me more
than he' [l want to destroy Henry for messing with you.”

“Do you think Henry will go dong with this?’
“Along with what?’
Tony turned as Leah answered. “A threesome to save the world.”

Red-gold brows rose briefly and dipped again when he redlized that no onewas kidding. “Whoseideais
thet?’

“Not mine,” Leah smirked. “ Guy ripsyour clothes off, and suddenly he wantsto get hinky.”

The hazel eyes darkened just alittle as he turned adisbelieving gaze on Tony. “I can't wait for the
explanation.”

“Because your placeisadump, Henry does't trust me enough to let meinto his sanctuary, and | havea
king-szebed.”

“No surprise,” Tony grunted.
Leah leaned over CB’ sdesk to poke him in the chest. Hard. “I can still get on that plane.”
Hewaved her quiet as Amy finaly answered her phone.

“Tony!” He could hear drens and angry shouting in the background. “ There waslike thismassive
accident by the stadium!”

“Areyoudl right?”

“Y eah, we' re good, but there’ s no way we can get by. Boundary’ sjust thistotal mass of twisted metal
and emergency vehicles—fire, police, ambulance. We can't even go around ‘ cause we' rein the middle
of theblock. CB’salittle annoyed.”

That explained the angry shouting. “Whereishe?’
“Right in thethick of things. | think he' strying to get the road cleared.”



“When he stops shouting, tell him that we took out the two demons and the soundstage has never |ooked
cleaner.”

“Cleaney?’

“Long story.” The scrubbing bubbles had petered out just past Raymond Dark’ s coffin. “Downside, the
big stedl door got bent, the soundstage door is now lying on the floor of Raymond Dark’ s office, and the
front door got shattered. If you guys can’t make it back...”

“Wecan't friggin’ move!”

“Okay, then can you cdl the security guy and have him come around? Henry and Lesh and | have
something we haveto do.”

“ Something kinky?’

Hisjaw dropped. Not a lucky guess, he reminded himsdlf picking it up. Just a smart-ass Amyism.
“Oh, my God! Isit something kinky?’

Shit. He'd paused too long. “No, it isn't! It's something demonic.”

“Demonic does't preclude kinky.”

“You'reright,” Tony told her, hoping that the whole best defense is a good offense thing wasn't just
blowing air. “It is something kinky and will likely involve apair of handcuffs and a couple of liters of

maple syrup.”

Her snort came through loud and clear. “What, is Jack playing, too? Fine, don't tell me, and the number
for the security company ison thelist by Rachel’ s phone. Cdll them yoursdif. I'll find a phone booth and
look up twenty-four-hour glass companies. Zev's gonna be so pissed he missed this.”

“Inwhat universe?’

“Y ou know helikes to be around when things are happening.”

“Sowell try not to have things happen on the Sabbath from now on.”

“It' sgood to have aplan. Oops, | gottago; CB just assaulted ataxi.”

“A taxi driver?” Lesh asked when Tony repested the high points of the conversation.
He shook his head as he thumbed in the number for Lee' s phone. “ Probably not.”
Lee answered partway through the second ring. “Tony? Areyou dl right?’

“Henry took acouple of hits, but Leah and | are fine and the demons are gone. Y ou?’

“We'redill a thedte. They’re digging for a custodian buried in the rubble and so far they’ ve only found
part of him. Jack’ s dealing with the emergency crews, but | can get a cab back to the studio if you need
m"

For sex to save the world.

“Tory?



“Sorry. Got digtracted for aminute. Um, Leah and Henry and | just have someloose endsto tieup...”
Heturned his back on Leah’s obscene gesture. “... before | sart deding with dl those other weak spots,
S0 when you want to leave there, you guys can cdl it anight.”

“Y ou sure?’
Sex to save theworld. The perfect excuse.

“Y eah. Thisiswizard work now, so unless Harry Potter and Gandalf drop by to help out, I'm on my
own for thisnext part.”

“Be careful, then.”

“You, too.”

“So I'll see you Monday unlessthe world ends or something.”
“Y egh, or something.”

“You'll cal meif I canhdp?’

“Sure”

“Tony.”

“I promise”

“You'relying.”

“I'mnot.” If anything came up he thought an actor in the highest-rated vampire detective show on
syndicated televison could handle, he'd call Leefirdt.

“Wdl, thanksfor letting me help tonight...”

Even if it wasn't my choice.

“... evenif it wasn't your choice”

Okay. That was alittle scary. “No problem.”

“I meanit.”

“I know.”

He listened to L ee bresthing for a moment, enjoying the sound.
“I uh, think my battery’ sdying. I’ve got to go.”

“Right.” And thank God for dying batteries, Tony thought, hanging up. So much more believable than
“there’ s someone at the door” or “my appendix just ruptured.” Helooked up to see Leah watching him,
wearing afrankly speculative expression. “Lifewas alot easier when | thought he was completely
draight,” he Sghed, tossing plausible denigbility into the toilet.

“If there sonething I ve learned in thirty-five hundred years,” Leah told him asthey crossed the office,
“it’ sthat dmost no oneis completely anything. We rein the minority.”



“That does't change the fact that life was easier when | thought he was completely straight.”
“Can’'t handle the thought of redity intruding on your fantasy life?’

“Something like that.”

“Ligten, if Harry Potter and Ganddf do drop by, we re going to need abigger bed.”

Tony ignored her. The moment the words had left his mouth, he figured that comment was going to come
back and bite him on the ass and, all things considered, that was barely anibble. “ There' sat least one
dead out by Simon Fraser,” hetold Henry asthey exited into the outer office. “And Amy saysthere sa
shitload of injuriesin apileup on Boundary by the stadium.”

“We got lucky.” Henry dumped a dustpan of broken glassinto the garbage and straightened. “ The
resdua power of the gate is keegping the death toll down by drawing them directly here where they can
beimmediately dedt with, and your forcing both weak points to blow open tonight made sure the
explosions occurred when there was almost no one at either site. Things could have been alot worse.”

“Y ou had to feed off Kevin Groves.”
“I"'vefed off worse.”

“He satabloid reporter,” Tony muttered as he picked up Rachdl’ s phoneto call the security company,
absolutely not thinking of what €lse Henry did when hefed. “If there’ sworse, | don’t want to know.”

Tony put down his toothbrush and stared into the mirror in Leah’s guest bathroom. Quick shower to get
the higher bits the scrubbing bubbles missed. Debris from the recent haf dozen soft tacos—gone. Was
there anything else he should do to prepare?

“Tony! Sunriseisat 6:52—pick up the pace.”
Apparently not.

Lesh and Henry were in the bed when he got to the bedroom, carefully not touching, their respective
powers dialed way back.

“Making sure there’ s no premature communication?’ he asked, turning to stroke glyphsinto the
doorjamb with one toothpaste-covered finger.

“Practicing safe context,” Lesh corrected. “What are you doing?’
“Warding the room.”
“With toothpaste?”

“You didn’t have any cough syrup.” With any luck, cavity protection plus whitening and mouthwash
would work aswell. “This may be dangerous.”

“This? Using avampire as a conduit to contact a Demonlord? Can't imagine why you' d think o,
especidly consdering that the last time it dmost happened you stopped it with your throat.” She folded
her arms under the swell of her breadts. “ Tdl me again why I’ m going along with this?’



“Because you haven't said no to sex in thirty-five hundred years.”
Onedimpleflickered. “Well, it'snot agood reason, but it’sareason.”
“And you don't want to die.”

“That’ sagood reason.”

Wiping the remains of the toothpaste on the towe wrapped around hiswaist, he set the tube down on the
edge of the dresser and approached the bed. “Henry...”

A pae hand roseto cut him off. “If you hadn’t convinced me, | wouldn’t be here.”

“Sure.” He' d been hoping for some kind of reassurance that this was the right thing to do. That
attempting to contact Ryne Cyratane was the right decision. It seemed like anaked vampire was as much
reassurance as he was going to get.

Tony half expected commentary as he dropped the towel, but either Henry’ s presence or what they were
about to attempt—metaphysi cally—kept Leah silent. He dipped into the bed on Henry’ s side as Henry
shuffled over and let out abreath he hadn't realized he was holding. “Okay. Henry hasto be in contact
with both Leah and me when this goes down, so | think we need to...”

“Relax.”
1] WI,H?’

Leah rolled onto her side and up on one ebow. “Y ou need to rdax,” she said, diding her upper hand
along Henry’ schest. “ Y ou' re not suddenly directing an X-rated episode of Darkest Night, so let’sjust
forget about hitting our marks, shall we? We retaking part in an ancient sacrament. With atwist.” She
frowned. “And asmall chance of death and dismemberment. Y ou just lie back,” she continued before he
could respond, “and think about whatever you haveto. Leavethisup to me; | used to do it
professiondly.”

Her superior tone brought him up to mirror her pogition. “Y ou’ re not the only one with apast.”
“Inthisbed?| wouldn't assume | was.”

She 4till sounded patronizing. “ Just remember, | know things you don't.”

“About what?’

Tony did hishand under the sheets. Henry gasped. “About him.”

Henry had not initially gone aong with the idea of contacting the Demonlord. Or rather, he' d agreed with
the idea but not the method suggested. Sex with Leah, given what they were, could never be anything but
apower struggle, and even the possibility of sex had resulted in aloss of control he didn’t want to
remember. Couldn’'t help but remember given that his Hunger still marked Tony’ sthroat.

“That won’t happen this time because you’ ve just fought a demon and that has to have taken
some kind of physical edge off and, besides, I'll be plugged in from the beginning. When the power
starts to rise—metaphysically speaking—I’ Il grab it and ride it to Ryne Cyratane.”



“It'sadumb idea,” Leah had put in, adding, “ but it might work.”

Tony ignored her, concentrating on Henry. “ There won't be a risk of you biting Leah and pissing her
Demonlord off—wham bam feedback blows you into little pieces—because I'll be there for any
tooth action, and because you' ve been topped up recently, there’ s no chance of you getting
carried away.”

Henry had stared at the younger man for along moment, unable to look away from the visible part of the
damage he' d dready done. “ You' d trust me that much?’

“ Jesus, Henry, what kind of a question isthat? I’ ve trusted you with my life from the moment we
met. I’ ve always known what you are.”

That, in the end, was what had brought Henry to this place, to this bed.

He had intended to take amore active role, but perhaps between awizard and an immorta Demongate it
was safest to lie back and be used. To not be drawn into competition. He breathed in the warm, rich
scent of their arousal mixed with hisown and let the Hunger rise just enough to let them know they used
him at his pleasure, that he had power of hisown.

Tony knew how to keep himsdlf separate from what his body was involved in—he couldn’t have
survived the streetsif he hadn’t—but separate wouldn't get Ryne Cyratane' s atention. He had to be as
much a part of what was going on as Leah and Henry. Thiswas not, asit turned out, particularly difficult.
Familiar kin, familiar hands, familiar need got him over the small hurdle of girly bits doing their thing off to
oneddeand in avery short time, he wasfighting to remember that he couldn’t be drawn into the

mael strom—it had to be drawn into him.

Then Leeh cried out.
Henry’ steeth closed through afold of hisskin.

Ashearced up off the bed, he could fed afourth presence and opening himsdf up to the surging currents
of power, he raced to meet it.

It wasalot like absorbing the fire he'd set in Leah’ s curtains.
Except thisfire burned.

His heart pounded, he couldn’t catch his breath, and bits of hislife were passing before his eyes. No.
Wait. That wasn't hislife. He wasn't double-jointed. And then he was back in the white and two very
large, hot hands were wrapped around his bicegps and lifting him into the air.

Someone was talking. Degp rumbling. Shades of Barry White.
Tony struggled to focus and findly managed to hear words.
“What placeisthis, Wizard?’

Good question. It took him amoment to figure out how his mouth worked, but he finally managed to
form thewords, “Neutral ground.”



It was aguess, but it seemed to be enough of an answer since the hands released him and he found
himsdf sprawling at the feet of Ryne Cyratane.

The view from down there was pretty damned amazing.
“Y ou risked much to spesk with me, Wizard.”

“Did 1?7’ That was news. Did he want to know what he’ d risked? No, he decided, getting carefully to his
feet. “'Y ou wanted to talk to me, big guy. | made it happen. Say what you have to so | can go put on
some pants.”

The Demonlord'slip curled, exposing long ivory-colored teeth. Recognizing one of Henry’ s expressions,
Tony redlized Ryne Cyratane had just hung out asign saying Want to be eaten? Ask me how. “You
speak bravado out of fear.”

“Duh.” Had he comeinto this cold, without al those years of Henry behind him, he' d be agibbering
wreck.

“Youdesreme”

That was too obvious to require aresponse. Tony had no idea where the energy was coming from,
congdering the rocket ride he' d taken to get here as well as the mentioned and admitted fear.

“Y ou have been protecting my handmaiden from the attacks of an Arjh Lord.”

“No, she'sbeen attacked by... Hang on.” He could fed hisbrain begin to duggishly work. “What'san
Arjh Lord?

“I aman Arjh Lord. Sye Mckaseeh isanother.” Thefirst statement was very nearly aroar. The second
merely acomment.

“Right.” They'd hardly cal themselves demons. And, apparently, the new one was a Scot. Which
brought up another point. “Why are you speaking English?’

Massive arms crossed over a hairless chest. “1 am speaking what you are hearing.”

“Sure. Okay.” That made as much sense as most thingsin hislife these days and was, at least, useful.
Absently scratching at hisleft pam, Tony backed up afew steps, hoping alittle distance would help clear
his head. “L ook, why don’t | tell youwhat | think is going down, and you can yay or nay the synopsis?’

Dark browsdrew in. “1 am unaware of your meaning.”

“Judt ligten.” Helaid it al out. An Arjh Lord directing the Demonic Convergence to create specific weak
gpots he could use to push through his own minions, marking them so they could kill Leah, thus opening
the gate and allowing the Arjh Lord to enter their world and try to takeit over.

Minions needed explaining, and Tony downplayed just how easy that takeover would be. No point in
giving the big guy idess.

When he finished talking, Ryne Cyratane nodded. “It is as you say; Sye Mckaseeh iswarping what you
cal the Convergenceto her own place.”

“Sye Mckaseehisawo... isfemae?’
“Yes. And amighty warrior among the Arjh Lords.”



“Great. A mighty warrior.” Tony cleared histhroat. “L ook, you wanted to talk to me, what did you want
tosay?

“I wished to give you, asthe wizard protecting my handmaiden, the information you aready possess.
Y our people have grown wiser since last | walked your world.” He didn’t sound like he approved.

“Probably not wiser, we' re just more used to processing information. But if that’ sall you wanted, let’s
move onto what | want... need.” The Arjh Lord's expression suggested Tony’ s needs were so low on
hislist of prioritiesthey were essentially nonexistent. Timeto evoke vested sdlf-interest. “I need your
help, or your handmaiden isgoing to buy it—die, she'll die—and you'll lose dl that energy she keeps
sending you, not to mention any chance you might have of using the gate yoursdf sometimein the future.
Y ou know, in case shefindly gets depressed enough to...” He drew afinger across histhroat.

The gesture didn’t need explaining. “Go on.”

“Sye Mckaseeh is creating twenty-seven weak spots between your world and mine.” He d findly taken a
moment to actudly count them. “ Apparently three nines are amystic number or something, but that’ s not
the point. Very shortly we'll be ass-deep in arjh and the odds are good one of them will get through to
your handmaiden and kill her to open the gate.”

“Y ou are awizard; you hold the eternd cosmosin your hand. Strengthen the weakness before it tears.
With power drawn to so many places, it will take time before the arjh are through.”

“Not enough time. My world is acomplicated place, and | don’t think I’ll be ableto get to al the weak
spots before they rip open. | need you—your handmaiden needs you—to dow things down on thisend.
The arjh end. We need you to interfere with Sye Mckaseeh' s plan.”

“No. | am not one who battles with the other lords for power.”

Tony blinked asthat sank in. “Y ou're kidding me. Y ou're alover, not afighter?’

“As| understand your use of the language, yes. And thereis disunity between Sye Mckaseeh and 1.”
“Disunity?’

The Arjh Lord shrugged. “ Once there was unity. Now thereis not.”

Standing on that featureless white plane, Tony had asudden strong desire for awall, so he could bang his
head againgt it. “ She was your girlfriend and you guys broke up and that’ s how she knows about the
Demongate and that’ swhy she' strying to get it open, to screw you.” Same old story, add atruck and a
dog and they could et it to country music.

Ryne Cyratane shrugged again. “Her arjh watch for me. | could not get closeto her should | desireit.”

“Hey, you fighting your way through afew of her arjh would be adistraction, at least. We could use
that.”

“No.”
“Y eah, we could.”
“No, I will not fight.”

“Yegh, but thisisn't apower struggle with another lord,” Tony reminded him. “Y ou’ll just be smacking
around afew arjh.”



“I do not fight.”

“Then what the hdll are those hornsfor?”

“They areasymbal.”

Oh, that was useful. Not. “Fucking great. Y ou’ re nothing but Bambi’ sdad.”

Ryne Cyratane may not have understood the reference, but he definitely understood the tone.

Actudly, Tony figured as he was once again lifted off hisfeet, it was probably agood thing the reference
sailed right on over. “I’'m sorry, okay! I'm just worried about your handmaiden!” He could see himself
reflected in the onyx eyes—which was more than alittle disconcerting since the hands holding him did not
appear inthereflection.

“I do not wish my handmaiden to die.” Thisclose, the Arjh Lord' s teeth were as out of proportion as
certain other parts of hisanatomy—only not in agood way.

“Bonus, because she doesn't want to die”
“But neither will | put mysdf in danger.”
“Not even for her?”’

This new expression was not one of Henry's. Tony'd last seen it on Mason's face when CB had set up
an interview with one of the science fiction media magazines. The expression of theinnatdy selfish forced
to acknowledge they had respongbilitiesthey didn’t much like.

“If Sye Mckaseeh isindeed attempting to control so many entriesto your world, she will not be ableto
watch dl of her lesser arjh,” Ryne Cyratane admitted reluctantly after amoment. “1t seems her continuing
defeat at your puny hands has caused her to rage againgt you and to overextend.” He smiled but, whether
at Sye Mckaseeh overextending or at her continuing defeat, Tony wasn't sure. “While sheisdistracted
by the great effort she makes, | will mark one of her waiting arjh with my sigil so that when it breaks
through to your world, it will fight a your side and rend the others of itskind.” Rend was pronounced
with enough relish to supply an infinite number of hot dog carts.

“If you could mark one of her arjh,” Tony pointed out, “you could kill it. And if you could kill one...”
“Degth of her arjh, shewould most definitely notice.”

“Okay, back to your origind plan.” Tony’slower armswere going numb, but the Arjh Lord didn’t seem
to betiring. “Problemis, I’'m closing as many of these thingsas| can before they open. What if | close
the weak spot you' ve co-opted?’

“Donoat.”

Y eah. That was helpful.

“If my handmaiden, my priestess, my loveiswith you, she will know which weakness| useasmine.”
Okay, that actudly was hepful.

“Tell the Nightwaker | will dlow hisinterference with what ismine thisonetime and thisonetime only. If
you desire to spesk with me again, find another way. Now go.”



Tony bounced alittle as he hit the ground. Bounced alittle higher. The white began to darken. Higher
gtill. Fighting arush of nausea, he closed his eyes.

“Tory?

Opened them to find Henry bending over him. “Bucket,” he gasped, rolling for the edge of the bed. It
was agood thing the wicker garbage container had a plastic bag in it because there wasn't time to forage
any farther out.

A familiar growl. “Your amsare bleeding.”

“Not... now!” Hisblood was Henry’s. He got that. Given that no one else had ever wanted it, that
usualy was't aproblem. At the moment he was alittle too busy to ded with vampire issues.

He started shaking just before he finished vomiting and barely made it to the bathroom in time to empty
therest of hisdigestive tract. Things got alittle messy anyway, and he closed the door on the scrubbing
bubbles bleaching the color out of Leah’ stowels.

The bedroom was empty when he got back, his clothes folded neatly on the end of the bed. Reaching for
hisjeans, he caught sight of hisreflection in the full-length mirror and paused. Purple-and-green
handprints covered most of both biceps, the soft inner skin of hisarms scored by Ryne Cyratane' s claws.
Tony scratched at adribble of dried blood, decided againgt risking the bathroom while the bubbles were
gtill working, and reached for hisjeans.

They seemed loose. Barefoot and holding his T-shirt, he staggered out into the condo, following his nose.
Leah wasin the kitchen stirring what looked like alarge pan of scrambled eggs.
“Where' sHenry?’

“Gone. Apparently, he didn’t trust my closet space. | put some cheese and some cold ham into these,”
she continued without turning. “ Y ou’ re going to need the fats aswell asthe protein.”

Congdering the fun he' d been having sSince he got back, the last thing Tony wanted was food. “I’m not
hungry,” he groaned, dropping onto a stool by the breakfast counter.

“I know. You're starving.” When he snorted, she turned and glared. “ Do you have any idea how much
energy you used tonight?’ She gestured at his arms with the spatula. “Y ou created a physica form, you
idiot. Okay, maybe that was partly because of how we made contact, but | still can’t believe you were so
Supid!”

“I’'mfine” Tony protested as she began to scrape the eggs out onto aplatter. “1 just got alittle bruised.”

“Y ou could have been killed. How many timesdo | have to remind you that demons gain power by
daughter? Y ou're just lucky that daughtering you didn’t occur to him.”

“It didn’t occur to him, because | wasright; it’s not him sending the demons. He needs me to protect
you.” Tony frowned, suddenly redizing that Leah’s eyeswere bright with unshed tears. “Y ou'reredly

upst.”

“Of courseI’'m upset!” Holding the full deeve of her dark green dressing gown back with one hand, she
dammed the platter down on the counter in front of him with the other. “If you' d gotten yoursdf killed,
what would have prevented dl those demons from coming through and killing me!”



Of course she was upset.

Strangely comforted by thisindication of normal cy—within his current fluctuating definition of the
word—Tony flicked abit of scrambled egg out of his chest hair and back onto the plate. “He' s going to
do what he canto help.”

“You'resure”

“Pogtive.” By thetime he finished repesating everything that had been said in the white, the platter was
empty. Hedidn't remember eating, but since he was holding adirty fork, it seemed safe to assume he
hed.

“Sye Mckaseeh?’

“That' swhat he said.”

“ Scottish?’

“| didn’'t ask.”

“I can't believe I’min danger and | could die because Ryne Cyratane broke up with hisgirlfriend.”
“She' sdefinitdy holding agrudge. And | think he' sabit afraid of her.”
“He could have been lying to you.”

“1 know. | don’t think hewas, but...”

“But you don't have alot of experience judging demonic veracity.”
“Uh”

“Y ou had no way of knowing if he wastelling thetruth.”

“Right.” Tony tapped the fork againgt the edge of the platter. “Maybe | should have taken Kevin Groves
with me. Y ou and Henry have dready had him, it wouldn't have been that much of a stretch.”

He' d been kidding, but Leah rolled her eyes and snatched the fork out of hishand. “Finetimeto think of
that now.”

“Bww.”

“Oh, grow up. And get dressed so we can get started on saving the world. We ve got twenty-seven
weak spotsto find and close before my god’ s ex-girlfriend sscomps through and triesto take over the
world.”

“Y eah, well, you know what they say. Hell hath no fury like ademon scorned.” A broad wave at her
robe. “You'll begoing out in that?’

“I dressvery quickly.”

The obvious comment was, well, too obvious to bother with. His T-shirt seemed to have more holes than
he remembered, but eventually he got it over his head and both hisarms. Hisarms hurt, but that was
hardly surprising. His shoes and socks were till in the bedroom, but when he stood up to go and get
them, the floor moved.



“Or maybe you should deep for afew hoursfirst,” Leah sighed, waking around the edge of the counter
and peering down at him.



Chapter Thirteen

HE HADN'T HAD ENOUGH degp, and in the last—he counted back on hisfingers Saturday to
Wednesday—four days he' d probably lost agood ten pounds. That’ s right, folks, it’s not only a
Demonic Convergence, it's a workout plan. Sgn up now and we'll throw in the Sye Mckaseeh
Diet free! All the carbs you ever wanted, but you have to get them away from an Arjh Lord before
you can eat them.

“T(],W!H
Thelevd of pissyness suggested L eah had been cdling his name for awhile now. “What?’
“We're here”

Here was Richmond, in acompany parking lot nearly empty except for a premillennia Buick and two
Smart Cars.

“Theweak spotisinthelot?’ he asked hopefully. With any luck, number one of twenty-seven would be
an essy fix.

“Thewesk spot isinthe building.”
So much for easy. “Of courseitis”

“It' saSaturday,” Leah reminded him, opening her door. “I’ll distract the security guard, you closethings
up, dam bam, we move on.”

“lan’t that supposed to rhyme,” he muttered getting out of the car. His knees hurt and his back was Hiff;
he felt about seventy-five. “Y ou know, Gandalf was probably no more than thirty and the whole gray hair
and beard thing was payback for being awizard. Explainsthe break dancing with Saruman,” he added as
they walked toward the front doors.” ‘ Cause that' d make them the right age in the backstory.”

Lesh turned to stare at him in confusion. “Wheat are you babbling about?’

“The break dancing scenein the movie. Okay, it was supposed to be afight, but, man, the fight
choreographer redly fell down on thejob.”

Sherolled her eyes. “For pity’ s sake, read abook.”
“There was abook?’
The building containing the weak spot belonged to acompany caled Seanix Technology Inc.

“Number one PC manufacturer in Canada,” Tony announced as they moved out of the fine mist and into
the shelter under the concrete overhang bordering the front of the single story building.

“Y ou know that and you didn’t know Peter Jackson made Lord of the Rings from abook?’
He shrugged. “I’ ve never had time to watch the appendices. And we have a problem.”

“Besdes your gppaling ignorance of anything besidestelevison or movies?”’



“The security guard isawoman.”
“What? That was on the Sign, too?’
Tony sighed and pointed.

Thetdl blonde sitting behind the desk in the main lobby was intent on one of her monitors and hadn’t
Seenthem.

“You'reright. We have aproblem.”

“Fortunately, | have asolution.”

“Y ou know a spell to take care of her?’

“Nope. | don't need magic for this.”

Leah patted him gently on the shoulder. “Tony, you're gay.”

“Thet'll help,” he said, quietly pulling open the heavy glass door, “but more importantly, I'min tedevison.”

The door got the guard’ s attention. Wearing a professiondly neutral expression, she watched them cross
to her desk. “Can | help you?’ she asked, the neutrality touched with suspicion.

Tony smiled and pulled abusiness card out of hiswallet. “1 hope s0,” hetold her, passing it over. “My
boss sent me out to find alocation for our next episode and with any luck, this building will have the

perfect space.”
“You work on Darkest Night?’

“l do.”

“Oh, wow. | love that show! Lee Nicholasisso hot! That episode where he got captured by the coven
and they were going to sacrifice him unless Raymond Dark—who they’ d been hunting for
centuries—surrendered to them and he wastied out over that dtar; that was just brilliant! And that scene
where he was chasing that mad scientist down the street after he was ex-sanguinating people and blaming
it on vampires, that went right past my mother’s best friend’ s ex-hushand’ s storel” Her enthusiasm
dropped about five years off her age. “It sayshereyou'reaTAD?’

He cranked up the camp, just alittle. “I’m a so alocation scout, the photocopier repair person,
decorating consultant, and, occasionally, second dead body on theright.” Heleaned in. “ Thet leg at the
edge of the screen after the massacre on that container ship at VanTerm—mine.” CB had been way too
chegp to have aleg made when he had any number of them walking around collecting a paycheck.

1] NO_”
143 Y&”

She rose up on her toes and peered over the edge of the desk. “Oh, my God, it wasyour leg! |
recognize the shoe!”

No shedidn’t, it was adifferent shoe entirely, but Tony wasn't going to mention that. “Look...
Donna...” Her nametag, now close enough to read, said Donna Hardle. “... | know you can't leave
your post, but would it be possible for usto wander very carefully around the building—not touching
anything, | promise—to seeif we can find the space my bossislooking for?’



“I don’'t know; it's Saturday, and...”

“And there won’t be many people working, so we won't disturb them. We thought about that. And
besides, we' |l want to shoot on a Saturday.”

“On aSaturday?’
“Uh-huh.”
“I’'m here on Saturdays!”

“Hey...” Hischeekswere beginning to hurt from al the lunatic smiling. “... that’sgreet. Y ou know, Lee
lovesto meet hisfans”

Her cheeks went pink. “He does?’
“Lovesto.”

Donnaglanced down at the card, looked over the bank of six monitors, bit her lip, and said, “1 guessit’'s
okay if you don't touch anything, and I’ [| have to make sure you' re not carrying cameras.”

“That' sfair.” Becauseif they wereintent on industrial espionage, they’ d surely have their corporate spy
supplies out where they could be easily found. On the other hand, as he turned out the front pockets on
his jeans and patted down hisjacket, he gave her pointsfor even considering it. Leah had his car keys,
so dl hewas carrying was hiswallet.

“Andyou...” Donnafrowned at Leah. “ Are you with the show, too?’

“Stunts,” Leah said shortly, holding out her bag. “ The location needs asafefal site. Why don't you just
hold onto this”

“You do stunts? That is so cool!” Setting the bag down on her desk, she keyed in afast run of numbers
and the door at the end of the lobby buzzed. “ Go on through. There' s a couple of guys working today;
don't disturb them, okay?’

“WE |l be asquiet asthe mold man in episode nine.”
“That was agreat episode!”

L eah snorted as the door closed behind them. *“ Somebody should tell Donna that womb to tomb she only
gets so many exclamation points and she' swasting them.”

“Benice” Tony muttered, massaging theinsde of his cheekswith histongue,
“No.”

Sye Mckaseeh' s potential entrance was in amultidesk office with windows overlooking what was
probably a manufacturing area. There were long tables and individuad stations of tools, and if it wasn't
manufacturing, Tony had no ideawhat it was. “1 don't see the two guys the guard mentioned.”

“They're probably in R&D if they’rein on the weekend,” Leah told him, down on her knees running a
hand over theteal blue carpet. “It'sunder here. There sabit of abump. | think therewasawall taken
down and the office made bigger.”

When he cocked his head, he could see the shimmer. “Back up.”



“What was with al the hand waving?’ Donnaasked as they came back out into the lobby. “1 could see
you on the security monitors,” she added before they could ask how she knew.

“| was setting up the shots,” Tony told her, peering at her through the square of hisfingers. “Y ou know.”
“Of course! So coal! Did you find what you needed?’

“I think so, but now | havetotell the boss. He makes dl the fina decisions”

“So you don't know what Saturday you'll be here?’

“Not yet.”

“That' s okay, | wrote down all my days off until after Christmas, so can you try and be herewhen | am?’
As Tony took the piece of paper, helaid his other hand over hisheart. “1 will do my best.”

“That'sjust so great!” Shewas handing Leah back her bag, but her attention never left him. “Tony, can |
ask you aquestion?’

He noted the impressive amount of information conveyed by Leah’s we have another twenty-six of
these things to close and not nearly enough time so we need to haul ass expresson and then ignored
it. Donna had done them an enormous favor and right now was definitely not the time to be acquiring a
karmic burden. “ Sure.”

“It'sabout Raymond Dark and James Taylor Grant.” She lowered her voice and glanced to both sides,
asif worried about eavesdroppers. “Isthere, you know, a subtext there on purpose because they aways
stand so close together?”

“Sorry, that' s standard blocking for televison,” Tony told her. “ Actors have to be well within each
other’ s persona spacein order to get them both in asmall screen closeup. There' s no subtext; they’re
just hitting their marks”

Donnaclearly didn't entirely believe him. “But they’ re so perfect together.”

Hewinked, and gave his best imitation of alascivious screaming queen. “Y ou don’t think James Taylor
Grant would prefer ayounger man?’

Giggling, she waved them toward the exit. “ Go on. | have work to do!”

“Subtext?’ Leah demanded increduloudy asthey walked to the car. “What was she talking about?’
“Y ou don't spend much time online, do you?’

“I havealife. And what was with the Queer Eye schtick?’

He snorted as he dropped into the passenger seat and let his head fall back. “I know our fan base. Be
sureto hit adrive-through on the way to number twenty-six.”



“Thisislooking very familiar.” Tony finished his coffee and tossed the empty cup into the back set.
“Isn'tthisnear... 7’

“The place the tentacled demon broke through and terrorized your friend’ s coffee shop? Y es. Same
neighborhood. And thisiswhere our next stopis.” Leah pulled into the parking lot at the Four Points
Sheraton, narrowly missing two middle-aged women dragging an impressive amount of luggage.

“It'snot just aresdud reading from the old place that blew?’

“No. But I'd have thought it wasiif you hadn’'t mapped it and I’ d have gone right on by and we wouldn’t
have closed it and it might have spat out the demon ready to destroy the world as we know it. Not to
mention me.” The parking space she chose was some distance from the building. “ Probably Sye
Mckaseeh' sintent. Good thing she doesn’t know what you' re capable of.”

“Y eah. Good thing.” Right a the moment, he didn’t fed capable of much.

“There safew too many men in therefor meto distract them dl, not to mention women.”

“Not to mention.”

“So how do we play this?’

He sighed and unfastened his seet belt. “We get lost in the crowd.”

“And if thewesak spot’sin one of the rooms or one of the offices or in the middle of the lobby?’

“Why don’t we just crossthat bridge when we cometo it? And spesking of Bridge...” Standing just
outside the car, he stared at the hotel.

“Superficia resemblance at best,” Leah snorted. “Come on. Let’ sdo this”

Dark girders held the Four Points sign out over the main entrance. Tony stared up at them, noticed a spot
where abit of paint was missing, and closed hishand around Leah’'sarm. “Tell meit’snot up there.”

“It'snot up there.”

“Thank you. Just look like you' re supposed to be here,” he murmured as they entered the building.
“There shundreds of peoplein and out every day. We re just two more facesin the crowd.”

“Y ou' ve donethis before?’

Why not. It would look better if they weretalking. He kept hisvoice low. “Big hotelswith conference
rooms have bathrooms tucked away in odd unwatched corners. If you' re not so filthy you get noticed
right off, you can use them to clean up aslong as you missthe suits having their post-conference piss.
Sometimes, you can score a coffee and some food from outside the rooms.”

Lesh looked intrigued as she guided them past the front desk. “ The hotel rooms?’

“Them, too. Half-eaten room service beats Dumpster diving any day, but | meant from outside the
conference rooms. Pastries and stuff. Handful of creamersif nothing ese.”

“For dl it' sbeen short, you' ve had an interesting life.”

“Y eah, and getting more interesting by the day.”



The wesk spot they were searching for wasn't in the lobby.
Or by the poal.
Or inthe Business Center.

It wasin the ballroom. Although there were round tables draped in peach tablecloths set up for later in
the day, at the moment, the ballroom was empty.

“And we catch abreak. Go us.”

“Maybe.” Frowning, Lesh trailed her hand aong one of thelong walls until she cameto anarrow
wall paper-covered door. Opening it exposed adark, empty cubbyhole.

“It' swherethose folding wallsgo,” Tony said, peering over her shoulder and squinting alittle to seethe
familiar shimmer. “'Y ou know, the kind that dividesthe room into smaller rooms.”

“I guessthisone’ smissing.” Motioning him forward, Lesh stepped back out of hisway.
“Excuse me? What are you doing?’

They turned to see aman in anavy blue suit staring at them suspicioudy from just inside one set of double
doors. He was wearing a Four Points Sheridan name tag and the dight bulge at thewaist of his jacket
was either aradio or the hotel businessin Vancouver was excessively competitive.

“I’'vegot it,” Leah murmured and started across the room.

For thefirst couple of steps, she was just a good-looking woman walking, then even Tony could seethe
difference as she cranked up the metaphysical attraction. Checking on the hotel employee’ sreaction,
Tony noticed the gleam of agold band against adark finger.

The guy was married.
Just fucking great.
He sketched out thefirgt rune at full speed, shoved it through the shimmer, and glanced over his shoulder.

Leah wasamogt at the door, the tranducent image of her Arjh Lord flickering around her. “Y ou'rethe
manager?’ he heard her purr. “ Just who | wanted.”

Second rune.

She had her hand againgt the manager’ s chest and he was amiling.

Third rune. At little dower because thiswas the one that gave him trouble.
Tony turned in time to see the door close.

Crap.

Fourth rune and he was sprinting across the ballroom before the shimmer had entirely disappeared.
Fighting off awave of dizziness, he crashed through the door, stumbled, apologized as he bounced off a
passing luggage rack, and caught sight of Leah and the manager going into a conference room.

If the door closed, he wouldn't be able to stop her.



Asit swung shut, he called.
The door jerked out of Leah’s grip. Brass hinges creaked but held.

The look she shot him through Ryne Cyratan€’ storso promised athousand years of torment and an
immediate butt kicking. Tony let hisarm drop back to his sde and croaked, “ Come on. We' re on atight
schedule”

“Theréstime...”
“No.” He sounded definite. Go him. He had no idea.of what he'd do if sherefused to listen.

Fortunatdly, he didn’t haveto find out. Leaving the manager standing confused and unfulfilled in the
conference room, Lesh stomped down the corridor, right past him and out into the lobby, heading for the
exit. Haf expecting to see smoking footprintsin the carpet, Tony followed.

Disoriented by the unexpected sunshine, he had to dance around a shuttle bus and apair of taxisvying
for the same spot. By the time he wasin the clear, she was dready at the car. “ That manager,” he said
before she got a chance to speak, “hewas married.”
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“So hewas married.”

L eah settled back against the trunk and crossed her arms. “ Are you telling me you never got into acar or
went into an aley with amarried man? Most hustlers can't afford those kinds of scruples”

Hedidn’t remember telling her in so many words that he used to hustle. Still, took one to know one.
“That was different.”

“How?'
“Thisguy, the manager, he didn’'t make that choice. You didn’t give him achoice”
Her eyeswidened increduloudy. “ So you were saving his marriage?’

“Maybe”

“Y ou know nothing about him. He could be putting it to half the cleaning staff.”

“That has nothing to do with me. Thisdid. If he decidesto betray hiswife, that’ s his business, but we
don’t get to make that choice for him.” Suddenly, the pavement was alot closer than it had been. “Ow.”
Why was he on hisknees?

“Ta.]y?l
Heblinked up at her.

“Y ou didn’t take the time to focus properly, did you? Y ou used your own interna power for those runes,
didn't you?’

“Could have.” He honestly didn’t remember. “I wasin abit of ahurry,” he reminded her as she helped
him back onto hisfeet. “'Y ou don’t generally demand alot of foreplay.”

He expected more argument, but she was quiet as she opened the car door and eased him down onto



the seat. He couldn’t read her expression and he didn't trust the silence, so just before she did the key
into theignition, he grabbed her arm. “What?’

To hissurprise, she leaned over and kissed him gently on the cheek. “Y ou' re agood man, Tony Foster.
A good man with power. I'm not sureif | find that terrifyingly hopeful or just terrifying.”

As she effortlesdy shook free of hisgrip, Tony sagged back against the seat and frowned. “Y eah, well,
that and five ninety-nine will get you amed ded,” he said after amoment, unable to decideif he should
be flattered or insulted. “Which reminds me; you'll need to...”

“Hit adrive-through on the way to number twenty-five. Yeah, | figured.”

“Tony, wake up!”

Therewasacertain, thisisthe last time I’ m going to say this toneto Leah’ svoice that dragged his
eyes open. He could see trees silhouetted againgt a sapphire sky. “It'samost dark.”

“I know. Y ou ate and then you fell adeep, and | couldn’t wake you.”
“Why am | wet?’
“I said | couldn’t wake you,” she snapped, tossing the empty cup into the back seat and starting the car.

Now he thought about it, it was a pretty stupid question. Although she' d reclined his seet asfar asit
would go, deeping in the car had |eft him tiff. And not in agood way. “ Oh, man, | haveredly got to take
apiss”

“There' sagas station on the corner.”
“Where are we?’

“Just down the road from number twenty-five,” shetold him, pulling up to the pumps. “It'son aprivate
house. Give me your credit card. For gasl” she added when he stared at her blankly.

“What' swrong with your cards?’
“The gasisgoing into your car.”

“Right. Fine. Whatever.” It wasn't until he was getting back into the car having visited both the bathroom
and the convenience store, holding abag of beef jerky and agiant sport drink and feeling much better
that he redlized what she'd said. “On a private house? Not in?’

“There sapiece of soffit missng. Do you know what thet iS?’

“Sure. I'm awizard. We know things.”

“It’ sthe piece that fillsin the angle between the roof to the house.”

“Ah.” He chewed apiece of jerky as she pulled out into traffic. “Bunga ow?’

“Two sories.”



Two storieswith a porch and aflagstone walk and some bushes clipped into tight little spheres. Dark
curtains were drawn over lace sheersin the front window, but athin line of light seemed to indicate
someone was home.

Standing on the sidewalk and craning his head, he could just barely make out the shimmer. “I can get it
from here”

Thefirst rune dammed up against the eaves trough and rained down in ashower of blue sparks. Tony
threw the remains of his sport drink on asmoldering spherica bush. Good thing neighbor in the city
means minding your own business. “Son of abitch. | can't get theright angle oniit, the porchisin the
way. I’m going to have to lean out that second-story window.”

“And how,” Leah snorted, peering up at the house, “are you going to get to that second-story window?’
“I guesswe' re hunting for another location,” he said as he headed back to the car.

She caught hiswrist as he was opening the trunk. “ Tony, people with that kind of repressed shrubbery
arenot likely to befans of Darkest Night.”

“So we expand our demographic.” Shaking free, he pulled out his show jacket and shrugged into it,
dropping hisjean jacket into the trunk. It was the ubiquitous black satin with ablood red logo acrossthe
back, and he didn’t wear it often—there were only so many Donnas aguy could face in aday—but it
made him look more officid and at past seven on a Saturday evening, that could only help. “We' Il get
whoever’sin there to take me to that room becauise we want to use the view out of it on the show.”

“They won't care.”
“And we Il offer them agreat deal of money.”

Leah glanced at the shrubs as they walked up the front path. “ That might work. Except,” she added, “I
get theimpression CB’ s not going to sanction that.”

“We renot actualy going to usethe view,” he reminded her, heading up the porch sairs.
“Fair enough. But once you'rein the room, they’ re not just going to let you lean out the window.”

“No, you're going to distract them. Or him. Or her. Or the Brady Bunch. Without forcing he, she, or
them to break any vows.”

“Okay, Mr. I ve-got-an-answer-for-everything: if it’s not ahim, how?’
“WE I be on the second floor.”
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Tony sighed and pressed the doorbell. Y ou' re a stunt-woman, right? Fal down the Sairs”

“I don’'t understand.” Mrs. Chin clutched at the front of her pale blue sweater with one hand and peered
anxioudy from Tony’scard to Tony. “Ther€ || be atelevison show on our front lavn?’

“No, ma am. Wejust want to shoot... film,” he corrected when she looked gtartled. “We want to film



the scene out thewindow just likeitis”

“But why?”

“For the television show.”

“Yes, you said that, but why?’

“It'll be what one of the characters sees when they look out their window, Mrs. Chin.”

“Except they won't ever bein your room,” Leah added quickly. “We Il put the pieces of film together
back at the studio.”

“| see” Either shedidn’t, or she was confused about something else. “And you' |l pay me money for
this?”

That was dmost a statement and definitely not what she might be confused about.
“Yes maam.”

“Because you dways hear about how much money thereisinteevison.” She glanced a the card again.
“How much money?’

“I can't say exactly, ma am. | need to take alook and seeif it’ ssuitable and then...” He pulled his cell
phone from his pocket. ... send a couple of picturesto the boss.”

Her eyes narrowed. “ Y ou' re not taking pictures of theinsde of my house.”

“No ma am. Just the view out the window.”

“And you want to do this now?’

“The sooner the boss makes a decision, the sooner we can cut you a check.”

“But it'sdark out,” she protested, leaning just enough to see past them and get confirmation.

“That’sokay. It' satdevison show about avampire. But agood vampire,” he qualified as her eyes
began to narrow again. “It' s about a vampire detective who solves crimes and protects people.”

Mrs. Chin nodded, dowly. “That soundsfamiliar. What'sit called again?’

“Darkest Night.” He haf turned so she could see thelogo on his back. “We shoot right herein
Burnaby.”

“I’ve never heard of you,” she declared, but she stepped back and |et them into the house.

“Oh, good heavend Miss? Areyou dl right?’

Tony hadn’'t seenthefall, but it had certainly sounded impressive; lots of bumping, lots of crashing, and
findly some very bdievable moaning. As Mrs. Chin ran out of the room, he leaned out of the
window—fortunately, one of the old-fashioned kind that lifted up and had no screen—twisted around
and, using the frame, pulled himsdlf up to Sit on the ledge. He had to lean away from the building, left arm



stretched right out to get the runes through the weak spot and athough al four did through, he wasn't
entirdly positivethat it had closed. He leaned alittle farther. Squinted...

Theworld tilted in an interesting way, but there was definitely no shimmer.
No window ledge either.

Porch roof, though.

And then abush.

A bush that turned out to be just alittle sturdier than he was.

Oh, that’ s just fucking great, he thought, rolling out onto the lawn, breathing fast and shalow through
histeeth so as hot to scream. Four days of fighting demons, and | get taken out by shrubbery.

Lying there and bleeding seemed like his best option, but unless they wanted to dedl with more questions
than he was prepared to answer, he had to get away from Mrs. Chin before hefell over. More
specificaly, he had to stand up and then get away from Mrs. Chin before he could fal over again.

Bright Sde, nothing was broken.
Nothing important anyway.

Thankful he seemed to bein marginally better shape than the bush, he staggered up the porch steps and
peered into the front hall. Leah was Sitting on awooden chair, head in her hands. Mrs. Chin was
nowherein sight. Opening the door, he waved Lesh quiet and moved as quickly as he could to her sde
as Mrs. Chin came from the back of the house with aglass of water.

“Oh, thereyou are,” she snapped, her gaze flicking to the stairs as she handed Leah the glass. She
obvioudy thought he' d just come down them and just as obvioudy disapproved of hislack of concern for
his companion. “ This young woman should be taken to the hospita.”

Hogpital ? Was the spell no longer protecting her?“Areyou hurt?’

“Shefdl downthe airs” Mrs. Chintold him grimly. “ There could be dl sorts of internal damageand |
am not responsible. Those stairs are safe. | wasn't near her when sheféll. | gave her aglass of water.”

“Of course not.”

“If you try to sue me, that'swhat I’ ll tell the judge.”

“Okay, sure.”

“Maybe you' reright about the hospital.” Leah stood and handed back the glass. “We should go now.”

Tony wasdl infavor of that. Left arm pressed tight againgt his side, he extended hisright. “I’ll help you
out to the car.”

Somehow L eah managed to support most of hisweight and still makeit look like hewas helping her. A
lot of stuntieswere better actors than the industry gave them crediit for, he acknowledged silently ashe
thanked Mrs. Chin for her time and the two of them moved as quickly as possible toward the Strest.

Leah tipped her head toward his. “Y ou fell out the window?’



“What wasyour firg clue?’

“Could have been the way you were upgtairs and then came in through the front door. Or it could have
been the crash you made as you hit the porch roof.”

“Mrs Chin... 7’

“Kitchen’sin the back of the house. She might not have heard it.”

“Isshedill watching?’

Clothing rustled as Lesh half turned. “Yes”

“Then let’smove alittle faster before she comes outside and seeswhat | did to her bush.”
“Y ou damaged one of her bushes!”

“The damage was mutud.”

“If | let you go, can you lean on the car until | get the door open?’

“Sure.” Or not so sure. The adrenaine was wearing off, he hurt in more places than he cared to catal og,
and the world was beginning to tilt again. Fuck that. Tilted world had got him into thismess. Mess.
Messed. Missed. Didn’t missthat damned bush. Wouldn't missit. It could just lay there and well, rot.

“Comeon, Tony. Into the car.”

Leah’ s voice seemed to come from very far away and she seemed taler. Or he had gotten shorter. And
that would suck.

“God fucking damn it!” Cracking his head on the edge of the car roof helped him focus. He collapsed
into the seat and whimpered alittle as Leah buckled himin. You know what needs seat belts? Fucking
window ledges, that’s what.

“Thisisn't good.”

She was sitting beside him in the driver’ s seat and, since he couldn’t remember her going around the car,
it seemed he' d lost afew minutes somewhere. She was looking a adark stain on the palm of her hand.
“Shit. You'rebleeding!”

“No, Tony. You're bleeding. It's soaking into your jacket. That’swhy | didn’'t seeit before. How badly
areyou hurt?’

“I can't fed thefingers of my left hand.” When he lifted them up into the light of the Streetlamp, they
looked kind of like sausages. “But that’sgood | can’'t fed them,” he added. “Because when | could fed
them, they hurt like fuck.”

“Let me seewhereyou're bleeding.”

“I’'m bleeding? Oh that’ sjust great. Henry’ sgoing to kill me. He hates it when | waste... Um...” The
word just wasn't there. And then agood chunk of the world wasn't there. Then what was | eft started

besping.



Henry pulled up behind Tony’ s car and was out of his own almost before the engine stopped.

“The supplies you asked for are in the backseat,” he snarled, pushing past the Demongate and yanking
open the passenger side door. The blood scent, no longer confined but spilling out to dmost overwhelm
the night, would have been dangerous had his anger at the circumstances not been so grest.

Scooping Tony up into hisarms, he led the way into the gpartment building.

“Hey, Henry. | wasjust thinking about you.”
“Wereyou?’ Henry sat on the edge of the bed, his coal fingers gently gripping Tony’sjaw.

“Yeah. | wasthinking you'd... uh...” Interesting that it hurt so much to frown. “1 don’t remember. But
you werethere.” His gaze flicked up over Henry’ s shoulder to Leah and he snorted. “And you were
there. And there was awizard. Oh, wait. That was me.”

Smiling, Henry released him. “Don't frighten me like that again.”
“Y ou'refrightened of me misguoting The Wizard of Oz?

“You've beenin and out of delirium for the last two hours. We were just discussing whether or not we
should take you to a hospital.”

“What happened?’

“Apparently, you fell out awindow.”

It dl came rushing painfully back. The window. The bush. The bleeding.
And now?

Hewasin hisown bed, in his own apartment. Hisleft arm was on top of the covers, forearm wrapped in
atensor bandage, the fingers an ugly shade of grayish purple and still sausagelike. With hisright hand, he
explored the gauze corset wrapped around historso. If he hadn’t been to ahospital ...

“Leah does a decent field dressing,” Henry said, reading the question off hisface. “We don’t think the
wrist is broken, but you won't be able to use the hand for afew days. What happened?’

Duh. “1 fdl out awindow.”
“Hegot cardess,” Leah muttered, somping to the kitchen.

“I didn’'t.” Was her bad mood because she cared, or was that just lingering ddlirium talking?“ The world
tilted.”

“I thought as much.”
A little surprised, Tony turned his attention back to Henry. “Y ou expected atilted world? What? It was



part of the whole Demonic Convergence thing? Next time, warn aguy.”
“| expected something like thisto happen. Not this specifically.”
“Cryptic much. | thought you' d be more pissed.”

“Oh, hewas.” Leah regppeared holding amug. “ The anger and the yelling and the accusing me of trying
to kill you went on for awhile. Henry, lift him into aStting pogtion.”

Tony wasn't given achance to protest, and it didn’t hurt as much as he expected it to.
“Now, drink this.”

Henry had to help him get hisworking arm out from under the covers, but once he had hisfingers
wrapped around the mug, they seemed to be holding. His mouth filled with sdlivaas he breathed in the
meety scent of the soup and he had to swallow spit before he could get to the good stuff. Since he didn’t
think he' d survive another dphabet noodle out the nose, he drank dowly without being told.

No one said anything until he finished.

“There smore.”

“Good.” He passed Leah the mug. “I'm starving.”
“Literdly.”

And back to Henry again. “What?’

“You areliterdly starving. Y our body is not up to the demands you’ ve been making onit. That we' ve all
been making oniit.”

“You haven't been...” Cool fingers brushed the scar on histhroat. “Y eah, okay, maybe acouple.”

“WEe ve been forcing a couch potato to run amarathon,” Leah told him handing him the refilled mug. “For
the last four days, you’ ve been using your power aimost constantly. Y ou’ re not in good enough shape for
this”

“Thanks”

“I’'mserious. Theworld didn’t tilt, Tony. You fainted. Well, dmost fainted,” she qualified, stepping back
from the bed and folding her arms. “ That’ swhy you fell.”

“| dmogt fainted?’
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“That was remarkably unbutch of me.”

“Thisisn't something to joke about, Tony.” Henry pressed his palm against the gauze. “Y ou need to ret,
regain your strength, hedl.”

Tony glanced down a Henry’ s hand. The gentle pressure remained just this side of pain. He was either
saying, | don’t want you getting hurt. Or I'll hurt you if you try to get up. Tony wasn't surewhich.
“How long do you want meto rest?’

“For aslong asit takes.”



“l can't...”

“You don't have achoice,” Leah pointed out, sounding no happier about it than Tony felt. “Y our body is
Setting the agenda now.”

“Y egh, but there’ s till two dozen demons coming through.”

“Tomorrow,” Henry told him in atone that suggested he not bother arguing, “Leah and Jack will go out
and get detailed information on as many of the weak points asthey can.”

“Doesn’'t Jack have ajob?’

“He has Sunday off. Amy will be here, sitting with you. Making sure you deep and eat and don’t do
anything Supid.”

“Amy will be making sure | don't do anything stupid? She attacked a demon with acandle.”

Henry smiled. “Which iswhy we assume she can handle you. As soon as you can use your left hand
again, you'll be driven to the easier points. Y ou'll leave thosein more difficult positions until you'rein
better shape and, hopefully, by then they’ Il be less difficult. CB thought using alocation search to gain
access to private property was agood idea. When we find out where the weak spots are, exactly, he'll
cdl in somefavorsif hehasto. Leg swilling to use his celebrity as a distraction when there sno sairsfor
Leshtofdl down.”

“Y ou've got everything planned.” Didn’t mention Kevin Groves, but Tony wasn't going to remind him.
He could think of ause for aman who knew alie when he heard it and didn’t want that use to occur to
Henry.

He drank his soup. He dept for abit. He ate a plate of eggs when he woke up. And he complained just
enough to keep Henry from getting suspicious.

On hisway out of the bathroom some hours|ater, having stumbled out of bed and to the toilet without
actualy opening hiseyes, he redized the apartment smelled like lasagnaand patchouli. That gave him
enough warning that he didn’t embarrass himself when Amy rose up out of hissinglearmchair likethe
shark from Jaws rising out of the sea. Except it was agreat white and shewas al in pink-and-black plaid
and... Okay, it wasn't avery good metaphor, but he’ d just woken up so tough.

13 Hw."
One of the kitchen chairs was closest to hand, so he sat on that before he fell down. “Hey, back.”
“You look like crap.”

“Funny, that.” Hiswrist ached, he had enough bruises he looked like the one hundred and second
Damatian, and hisstomach felt asif it waslying flat againgt his spine.

Amy handed him abunch of bananas and dropped into the other chair. “Henry said I’ m supposed to
keep feeding you whenever you wake up, but the lasagnaiisn’t ready so you' Il have to eat something
hedthy. Should you be Stting?’



“Instead of 7’

“Lying down.”

“Upisgood for awhile.” That wasthe best banana. .. best two bananas he’ d ever eaten.
“Y ou're not chewing.”

“It' sabanang,” he protested around athird. *Y ou made lasagna?’

“Please,” she snorted. “I bought lasagna; family-sized and frozen. Y ou fell out awindow?’

By thetime hefinished telling her the adventures of Wizardman and Stuntwoman, the food was ready. By
the time he finished eating, he could barely keep his eyes open.

“Hey, have Lee send Donnaa signed picture, care of Seanix Tech, okay?’
“For thethird and final time,” she Sghed as she lowered him onto the sofa bed, “okay.”

The next time he woke up, his gpartment smdlled like chicken, and Amy waswatching The Princess
Diaries|Il. He must have made some kind of noise because without turning she said, “Yes, | enjoy
movies made for teenage girls. Before you make something of it, remember that in your weakened state |
can kick your ass.”

Figuring he had enough going on with two dozen demons, he staggered silently to the bathroom.
“How long was| out?’ he asked, returning to his kitchen chair.

“Almost three hours. | was just going to take the chicken out of the oven. Lesh said thistime you’ d need
food more than deep.”

“Y ou cooked achicken?’

“Likeit'shard. The oven doesdl thework. Y ou didn’'t have aroasting pan, though, so | had to make
one out of three duminum pie plates, haf aroll of duminum foil and thelid off thejar of pickles.”

Hedidn't redly want to know.

“Jack cdled,” shetold him while he ate. “ They—not him but you know, they the cops—found the leg of
that guard from out on Eastlake Drive halfway to the studio.”

“Thewholeleg?’

“Most of it.” She plopped another spoonful of instant mashed potatoes onto his plate. “1 guess the demon
got tired of carrying it. What do you figure; snack or wegpon?’

“Either. Both.”
“Yeah. So you're not going to have time to close al those new weak spots, are you?’

“Not if | haveto lie around here much longer.” Since he couldn’t walk to the can and back without
holding the walls, lying around seemed like the best bet.

“If you don’t take time to recover, Henry saysyou'll die and then where will we be? At least with you
aive when they come through, we have a chance. What do you think they’ll look like?’



“Who?’

Sherolled her eyes. “The new demons, dipshit.”

“What difference doesit make?’

“I'm curious, okay?’

“Leah says the more human evil looksthe more dangerousit is.”

“More dangerous than that one we chased from the coffee shop? Damned thing had tentacles and claws
and spikes and mouthsin weird placesand...”

He held up ahand to cut short the litany. “Maybe it works better as a metaphor in this case.”
“00000, metgphors.” Burgundy lips pursed. “ Someone doesn't want to bea TAD al hislife”
“I want to direct.”

“Y ou and hdf the lower mainland. Come on, deepyhead, back to bed.”

Next time he woke up, he definitely felt stronger. Still punctured, bruised, and unable to use hisleft hand,
but stronger. Therewas abit of blood soaked through the dressing on his side, but he could walk without
holding the walls and he remembered to chew hisfood—at least as much as he ever did. He was back in
control of hisbody instead of the other way around. But what would it hurt to give Jack and Leah the
day to detail the weak spots? It would probably speed things up when he got back out there wizarding.

While Amy spooned red JdlI-O into bowls, Tony phoned Zev because he wanted to talk about
something that wasn't demonic, something normal. Too soon, he found he had amost nothing to say.

Depressing?

No shit, Sherlock.

Asthe gpartment grew dark, he realized he was running out of time.
“I know that look.”

“What l0ok?’

She cocked her head and snorted. “The ‘I’ m about to do something stupid’ look. Henry said I’ m not to
give you your laptop.”

It didn’t matter; he could call it to his hand no matter whereit was.
It didn’t matter; hedidn’'t want it.

“I'mjust going to liedown again.”

“And deep.”

“Sure”

He closed his eyes. Concentrated. Twenty-four soon-to-be-arriving demons had away of focusing the
mind.



He needed to find the square hole to his square peg.
Or was hearound peg in around hole?
He couldn’t remember and wasn't sure it mattered.

If pain was acompulsory part of defining his place in the universe, he had it to spare. Hiswrist ached.
Add it to the definition. HisSide hurt. Add it to the definition. Hisnoseitched. What the hdll...

The universe began to take shape around him.

There,

No.

Therel

Thisispain. Thisisme. The part that doesn't hurt, that isn’t me.
And thisis how those partsfit together.

Ladies and gentlemen, we are the world.

Heredly didn't have much time, but aquick look around from this vantage point might pick up some
useful ingghts. Allowing his consciousness to move out from hisbody, he brushed againt Amy and
smiled to see her spirit asablazing tower of light. Kind of like Sx or seven of those big opening night
searchlightsdl shining up at the same point.

Hiswards were a gleaming crimson cage around the gpartment, promising safety and danger
smultaneoudy. Tony hoped they were supposed to, but what the hell did he know? Way too many of the
last few scenes were being shot on thefly.

Beyond the wards, another tower of light blazed so brilliantly he didn’t need contact to seeiit.
Henry.

Weird that a Nightwalker’ s spirit would be so bright.

Not weird at al consdering it was Henry's.

Henry.

Crap.

No moretimeto play tourist.

No moretimeto beaninvdid.

Sinking back into his own body, he took acalming bresth and forced himsdif to relax into hisplacein the
universe, his square and/or round hole.

Hestated.
Remembered.
Bad idea



Trying not to brace against the anticipated pain, he hedled hiswrist and the wounds the shrubbery had
gouged in hisside.

And then he rode that distilled pain degper. He could see the contradiction in using magic to hed the
damage the use of magic had caused. He could also see how to get around it. His back bowed until only
his head and his hegls were touching the mattress. Just before he lost consciousness, he heard Henry’ s
voice and was glad Amy wouldn't have to explain the screaming on her own.



Chapter Fourteen

TONY WASHEARING VOICES. All things considered, that hardly seemed worth getting worked up
about, 0 helay there, drifting just below consciousness and listened to the rhythmic rise and fal of
sound. After awhile, he realized there were words involved.

Loud words.

“I said hewas no useto usinjured; that does't mean | told him to hed himsdlf, and it doesn't mean he'd
ligento meif | had told him, so just back off.”

A woman’'svoice. He knew that voice.
Leah.

“I don't see the downside, guys.” He knew that voice, too. Knew it better. Trusted it more. Amy.
“Okay, he'sgonnahaveto pig out again and get his strength back, but then he'll be good to go, and
that’ || happen alot faster than it would have taken for hisarmto hedl.”

Hispoint exactly.
“Thank you,” Leah agreed.
“Thisdoes’t mean|’m on your Sde,” Amy snorted. “I’'m just saying.”

“Andwhat if, in hisweakened State, his heart had given out? Or ablood vessd had burst in his brain?

Y ou couldn’'t hear his body fighting to survive what he'd donetoit. | could.” A new voice. A man's
voice. A redly, redly pissed-off voice. Tony had been thinking about maybe trying to open his eyes, but
it suddenly seemed smarter to wait until Henry had calmed down alittle.

Leah Sghed. “The point is, Henry, he did survive. He gambled and he won.”
“He had no idea of what the stakeswere.”

“He strying to keep the world from being overrun by demons. He' strying to prevent amass daughter of
innocents. He knows how high the stakes are.”

“And how could he have donethat if he killed himsaf?”
“But hedidn't kill himself! Have you always been such apessmis?’

Oh, yesh. That was going to calm him right down. Redlizing that if he waited for Henry he'd be lying here
al night, heforced his eyes open. Leah and Henry were facing off by the table. Amy stood a careful
distance away, leaning on the counter.

“Hey.” It came out lesslike aword and more like a cough, but it was enough to get the attention of
everyoneintheroom. “1 smell honey garlic...” He needed asecond breeth to finish. “... ribs.”

Amy grinned. “Leah stopped for Chinese. Y ou hungry?’

“Star...” Catching sight of Henry’ sexpression, Tony decided that admitting he was starving might not be



the best response. “1 could edt... ahorse.”

“That’ stoo bad; she stopped at the good place.” Grabbing atowel off the counter, Amy opened the
ovendoor. “I stuck it in hereto keep it warm.”

“How domestic.”
“Oh, about thismuch. It' samessin here by the way. Y ou should clean your oven.”
“I figured I'djust... move.”

“Men aredisgusting,” Leah announced stepping over to the bed. She pulled acan of nutritiona
supplement out of her shoulder bag, popped thetab, and held it out. “Drink thisfirdt. It'll take the edge
off and keep you from choking.”

Although nothing hurt, he was embarrassingly wesk and just starting to wonder about sitting up when
Henry’ sarm did under his back and lifted him up to lean againgt the pile of rearranged pillows. “You're
good at that.”

“Too much practice.”
“It was my choice, Henry.”

The vampire' s eyes were shadowed. “1 know. But she suspected you' d try a healing when you were
strong enough. She could have warned me or stopped you.”

“Sheisthe cat’smother,” Lesh muttered.

“My grandmaused to say that.” Amy appeared beside her holding a plate of food. “ So you shouldn't.
Andyou...” She switched her attention to Tony. “... should drink that so you can eat so you can get
your strength back, so you can get back out there and kick demon ass.”

Henry watched him while he drank. The supplement was supposed to taste like chocolate. It didn't. It
tasted the way people who' d never had chocol ate thought chocolate might taste based on descriptions of
the cheap waxy shit they sculpted into rabbits at Easter.

Henry watched him while Leah quickly unwound the bandage on hiseft wrist and he flexed the fingers,
checking that everything worked the way it was supposed to.

Henry watched him while he forked Chinese food into hismouth. Actualy, al three of them watched, but
Henry’ s gaze was the heaviest. Leah kept her expression neutra—yprobably so as not to provoke
Henry—and Amy made pig noises.

“Want more?’ she asked when hefinished. “Never mind.” Shetook the empty plate before he could
reply. “ Stupid question.”

Beginning to fed better, Tony sat up straight and Leah leaned in to remove the gauze wrapped around his
torso. Henry’ s hands were there first. She backed up, her own raised in exaggerated surrendey.

Tony shivered as cool fingers touched his skin, checking that the punctures had healed and the bruises
were gone. They lingered last againgt histhroat where the bite mark had been. Thistimeit wasgone. The
skin was smooth.

“Your choice,” Henry said softly and straightened.



“What just happened?’ Amy demanded as she set another filled plate of food on Tony’ s lap.
“Our little boy just grew up.”

Pausing just long enough to glarein Leah’ sdirection, Tony dug in as Amy snorted.

“Asif.”

Just after three, Tony dropped Amy off at her gpartment.

“Areyou going to be okay?’ he asked as she leaned back into the car.

“Me?l’'mfine Why?’

“Y ou’ ve got to be up in three hours for work.”

“I 9t on my assmogt of the day, I'll befine. Besides, I’ ve never needed alot of deep. What about you?’
“Me? I’'mfine” He d damned well better be ‘ cause that whole healing thing had fucking hurt.

“Uh-huh.” Shelooked as though she was planning to argue but thought better of it. “ Just be careful,
okay? And thanksfor letting me help. Thisstuff is, you know, red.”

He frowned, not sure he understood. “Red 7"’

“WEe re saving the world from demons who want to daughter and endave us, Tony, and it doesn’t get
morered than that.” Straightening, she hung her Vampire Princess Miju backpack over one shoulder.
“Kegp meintheloop or it's chow mein noodles under the fingernails,” she growled and quietly closed
the car door.

Real demons. Two words guaranteed not to show up in the same sentence in most lives. Tony watched
Amy trot into her building, waiting until he saw the light go on in her apartment before he turned the
engine back on and put the car in gear. It was chivary shewouldn't thank him for, but tough. Demons
weren't the only metaphysical creatures wandering around the lower mainland and she had abig “I
believe” samped on her forehead.

Henry pulled out right behind him.

Tony'd dept al day and hadn’t wanted to waste any more time, so the moment the calorieskicked in, he
left Leah adegp in his gpartment and headed for the one easy access weak spot of the six she' d mapped
out with Jack.

Separate cars because Henry had his own inflexible timetable.

New Westmingter had been replacing old water mains for some time now. According to Leah,
M ckaseeh had plansto pop a demon through in the trench on Fader Street. Tony drove past and
stopped at the Hume Park end of the road.

“In case an insomniac across from where I’ m working glances out the window and reports something
hinky going on,” he explained to Henry’ sraised eyebrow as the vampire got out of hiscar.



Henry made anoncommitta noise.
“It could happen,” Tony muttered as they waked back.
“Isthere no security on the Ste?’

“Just the kind that drives by every couple of hours. If they show up while I’ m wizarding, you can go talk
to them.” He sketched a set of air quotes around the word talk.

“Thank you for letting me help.”

Sarcasm? Tony didn’t think so. Henry sounded just as sincere as Amy had and, cometo think of it, just
assincere as Lee had earlier. He frowned. Why would people be grateful for a chance to die by demon?
Because no onelikesto St around with their thumb up their butt when the world is ending, fedling
helpless.

Whoa. Epiphany. In atime of crisis no one wanted to fed they were less than they were.

Hewasn't just sending his friends and coworkers out into danger, he was empowering them. Okay,
except for Henry who was about as empowered asit got al on hisown. Thisdidn’t mean he could
thoughtlesdy thrust them into danger, but he could stop fedling so friggin’ guilty about the danger they
werein.

| wonder if | will...

The Arjh Lord' sweek point was at the bottom of the trench, the shimmer nearly indistinguishablein the
dark patterns of turned earth and old pipes.

Tony peered down into the congtruction site, hisweight sending asmall avaanche of dirt off the
crumbling edge. “If | burn the rune then tip it on its Sde then shove it out over the trench and you hold me
inplace, | could push it down into the pit without having to climb down there.”

A red-gold brow rose.
“Not going to happen, isit?’

Henry pointed aong thetrench. “1 think you' |l be safest climbing down there a the end where the new
pipe hasbeen laid. It' sagentler dope.”

For not particularly large values of gentle.

Surfing the last meter on awave of rubble, Tony hit bottom buried knee-deep in dirt. He glanced back at
the new angle and sighed. Getting out was going to be fun.

But firgt the fun of dragging hislower legs free and then the fun of getting to the weak spot without
bresking his neck.

Cocking his head, he could see the shimmer, but he couldn’t see hisfooting.
Memo to self. Next time, bring a flashlight.
Firgt, buy aflashlight since hedidn’t own one.

Because hedidn’t need one...



Thefirst couple of weeks after the haunted house, he' d practiced the Wizard' s Lamp spell obsessively,
but it had been months and he wasn't 100 percent positive he remembered the wording.

Or, asit happened, how much juiceto giveit.

Any possibility of developing night vision was obliterated in the sudden flare of brilliant white light which
broke his concentration so completely that it shut off again dmost immediately.

“That was unpleasant,” Henry snarled.

Tony peered up through the afterimages at where he thought Henry might be standing. “ Sorry.”
“Just do what you cameto do and do it quickly before someone arrivesto investigate that flare.”
“Y ou think someone saw it?’

“I think they saw it in Alberta”

Hedidn't so much find the shimmer astrip and fdl into it. He expected it to fed unpleasant, but it actualy
felt anticipatory. A moment spent considering who was doing the anticipating added in the unpleasant.

After burning thefirgt rune, he redlized that they shed enough light for him to find a path.
“| should've just dragged arune along with me,” he muttered, shoving it through the weak point.

“Yes, you should have.” Henry had, of course, been able to hear him. He wasn’t sure why he could hear
Henry, whether it was avampire thing or awizard thing or Henry just didn’t care who he woke up,
figuring he could handle anything that lived in New Westminger. “ There sacar coming,” he continued,
breeking into Tony’smusing. “If it stops, I'll ded withiit.”

“Sure.” The musing was new. He never used to muse.

The car sopped right about the time Tony was pushing through the second rune. He waited until he
heard Henry’ squiet, “ Can | help you, Officer?’ and then burned the third rune on the air.

The car pulled away as he finished and he drew atwo foot W—Because today’ s show is brought to
you by the words wizard and whatever—to light hisway out of the pit.

Almost out of the pit.
The dope began to crumble. “Henry!”

Strong fingers closed around hiswrist and yanked, defying gravity and damming him into the reassuringly
solid barrier of Henry’ s chest.

“Do you have to make even the easy onesdifficult?’ the vampire murmured, the words cool againgt the
back of hisneck.

“I didn’t makeit difficult,” Tony panted. “It wasin apit! What did the cop want?’ he asked, pulling far
enough away to see Henry’ sface.

“He wanted to know about the light.”
“What did you tdl him?’

A flash of teeth. “ That he didn’t want to know about the light.”



Four down, twenty-three to go.

“Okay, Jack and Lesh will keep mapping out the sites, so we don’'t have to figure out how to deal on the
fly—they get the information back to CB, he works out the plan. | use the location search cover for the
shopping mal and the restaurant and the garage while Amy runsinterference.” Tony picked thelist up off
CB’sdesk and shoved it in his back pocket. “ That's a start anyway.”

“If youwant, | could stay here and plan with CB while Leerunsinterference,” Amy offered.

“Mr. Nicholasisworking thismorning,” CB growled. “In spite of the damage to my building, we are il
attempting to shoot atelevison show here.”

Sherolled her eyes. “No point in saving the world if we can't save Darkest Night?’

“No point at dl.” Hewas't kidding.

“No, no, they’ Il walk through the actua mall, but the chase scene will play out herein the gritty back
corridors of commerce.” Amy’svoice drifted around the corner to where Tony was pushing runes
between the brackets that had once held some kind of storage rack. “It’Il be an exotic locae with lots of
atmospheric shadows and very little chance of anything expensive getting broken.”

The head of mall security snorted. “ That' s almost exactly what your boss said when he called.”

“Y eah, wdll, he’ shig on nothing expensive getting broken.”

It was harder to spot the shimmers without Lesh beside him playing Marco Polo with her belly, and a
scrawled note directing them, “ Toward the back of the restaurant,” wasn't alot of help. Tony took an
embarrassingly long timeto find the weak spot on thewall of the walk-in freezer.

“Isthere something missing here?’” he asked the restaurant manager.

“Y eah, used to be a set of shelvesthat bolted to the wall. We took ‘em out about a month ago, why?’
“Just wondering.”

“Yeah?Wedl, I’'m wondering what avampire sgoing to be detecting in my freezer.”

“Aliens” Amy drew the manager back out into the kitchen. “Kept onice by the CIA. But don’t worry,
no one will ever connect thisfreezer to your restaurant, so you won't be overrun by hoards of dien
conspiracy freaks. Unlessyou want to be.”



“No, it'slike there sthis car accident, see, and they bring the car back here. But Raymond Dark
suspectsthat it wasn't an accident and that the car didn't redlly hit atree. Okay, it did hit atree, but the
treeredly did jJump out into theroad.”

The way the garage owner and both mechanics were hanging on Amy’ s every word, not to mention her
cleavage and the very, very short skirt she was wearing over the black tights and combat boots, Tony
figured he could have turned the * 63 Thunderbird on the rack into a pumpkin and none of them would
have noticed. Not that he' d do anything so heinous to such awicked ride, but still.

Later, he mentioned that she was disturbingly good a coming up with freaky story ideas.

“I know.” She douched lower in the seat and pulled out her phoneto call the office. “It scares me a hit,
too.”

Seven down.

Tony had an entire barbecued chicken for lunch, a 500-gram tub of potato salad, and three organic
bananas Amy made him et for the potassum. He was hungry, sure, but he still felt great. That last
hedling had totally been worthit.

“Leah’ smarked two more congtruction sites | can do after dark. If | can get another three tears sedled
up this afternoon, well, I'm garting to think we might actualy be able to win this”

“I am uplifted by your confidence. Another banana?’

“No, thanks. Threg' sfine”

“For thelast time, Mr. White has been called away, and | don't care what television show you' re from,
no one goesinto his office without his permisson.”

“I kegp trying to tell you,” Amy sighed, “that my boss phoned and spoke to your boss, and he said it
wouldn’'t be a problem. We'll just bein and out.”

Mr. White' s secretary—executive assistant? Pit bull? Tony had no idea—folded her hands into what
shouldn’t have even remotely resembled athrestening position. Shouldn’t have. Did. “Mr. Whiteleft no
such ingructionswith me. Y ou' || have to come back tomorrow when Mr. Whiteisin the building.”

“But...”

“Tomorrow.”

“Will hebein later today?”

One perfectly plucked brow rose. “What did | just say?’

“Come back tomorrow?”’



She smiled, not exactly in approval. “Did you want to make an appointment?’
“We had an gppointment!”

“Soyou say. Not that it mattersas Mr. Whiteisn't here.”

“Okay. Fine. We |l make an gppointment.”

“I’'m sorry. Mr. White has no time tomorrow. Would Thursday fit your schedule?’
“What happened to Wednesday?’

“He' sin court on Wednesday.”

Amy took a deep bresth and let it out dowly. “Mr. Banewill call Mr. White again and set something up.
WEe Il be back.”

Mr. White' s secretary seemed unimpressed.

“That was afucking waste of timewe don’'t have.” Tony sagged againgt the eevator wall and glared at
their reflectionsin the stainless stedl. 1 should come back with aNotice Me Not on and just boogie by.”

“I thought you didn’t know how to get noticed again after you did a Notice Me Not.”
“Yeeh, well. Flaw in abrilliant plan.” Without Henry around to call him back, he' d be stuck unnoticed.

“| say wejust let the demon trash Mr. White s office.” Amy snorted, rocking forward and back, hed to
toe.

“Worksfor me. This could be one of the ones| don't get to.”
“Unlessyou get to dl of them, shut M ckaseeh down cold.”
“Not going to happen.”

Her lip curled. “Not with that attitude.”

“Not with only twenty-four hoursin aday.”

“Timetrave!”

“No.” Helocked eyeswith her reflection so she' d know he was serious. “No messing around with time.
I’ salot more dangerous than demons.”

“And you don’'t know how to give us more time anyway, do you?’
So much for that whole locking eyesthing. “Well, no.”
She bounced, once, happy with her victory. “1 wonder what’ s missing in Mr. White' s office?’

“He salawyer,” Tony muttered, as the elevator door opened and he pushed past a neoprene-covered
bicycle messenger and out into the lobby. “Whereto sart...”



“Ms. Wong, please. If you could just wait for acouple more minutes. We re stuck in traffic. Yes, |
redizeyou'd liketo go, but... We're coming in on Hastings. No, that probably wasn't the best idea at
thistime of day. Just give usfifteen...” Amy glanced over a Tony who raised hisright hand, fingers
Spread. “ ... twenty minutes. No, we won'’t be long once we get there. | promise. Thank you. Wewon't
be long, will we?’ she asked, closing her phone.

“Hard to say, the old Carnegie Library probably has... Hey!” He broke off his explanation to yell at the
car ahead of them. “What are your fucking turn signasfor, asshole!” And brokeback onat: “... a
shitload of nooks and crannies. It could take awhileto find the exact position of the weak spot without
Leeh”

“| don’t think we re going to have awhile”
“Y ou said the library was open until ten every day, Sunday to Monday. And thisis Monday.”

“The person CB spoketo isonly there until five and, if you' |l recdl, our plans did not enjoy much success
in the absence of Mr. White.”

Tony sighed and geared down. “I’m clinging to the hope thet librarians are more helpful than lawyers.”

Wizards had the same trouble everyone e se did finding a parking space in Chinatown at nearly fiveon a
weeknight. Or any other timefor that matter. He thought about parking illegdly and putting aNotice Me
Not on the car but was afraid he wouldn't be ableto find it again later. They got to thelibrary at 5:21.
Ms. Wong was not impressed. Nor was she impressed by their desire to just wander around and “ get
thefed of the place.”

“Y ou are not the first people who have wanted to use our interior in their televison show.” Shefolded
her arms and the toe of one sensible black pump tapped lightly on thetile. “ Y ou're not even the first
people this month. Tell methe effect you' re looking for, and | will take you where you need to go. This
does not haveto take the rest of the evening.”

“Couldn’'t you just hand us over to the evening staff?” Amy asked.

“No. You're my respong bility, and the evening staff haswork of their own to do. What do you need?’
“Wdl...”

“We need a place where something’' smissing.” Tony stepped into Amy’ s pause.

Thelibrarian frowned, stared a him for along moment, and said, “ There’ s a cushion missing off one of
the seetsin the reading room. Someone walked off with it last week.”

“That' sagood place to sart. If you could...” He gestured and waited.

She stared a him for amoment longer and then shrugged, the barest lifting of one worsted shoulder.
“Thisway.”

Eight down; nineteen to go.



“Talk about ahot seat,” Amy snickered. “ Some guy’ s Sitting there, reading a newspaper and pow,
demon up the ass.”

Tony suppressed any thought of Ryne Cyratanein that context.

“| called the office when you were closing that last one because Ms. Wong didn’t need to be distracted,
and CB saysthe next oneis another private house and Le€’ sgoing to meet usthere at seven.”

((WI,N?l
“Teenage daughters.”
Okay. “Why at seven?’

“Because you' ve got to eat. And,” she added before he could suggest they hit adrive-through and et in
the car, “because CB'’ s estimating another half hour before Peter’ sthrough with Leefor the day.”

“Oh, for...” Tony acceerated through ayelow light. “1 think saving the world from demonsis more
important than getting Lee' slast shot.”

Amy snorted. “No, you don't.”

No, hedidn't.

“Sowhy’dyou just tdl that librarian you needed a place where something was missing?’
Good question. “Honesty isthe best policy?”’

“Asif.”

“| thought she’ d understand. She looked like she' d been...” He searched desperately for alessPAX TV
way of saying it and couldn’t find one. “... touched by magic.”

Folding her knees up by her chest, Amy propped her boots on the dashboard. “ Touched by who?’
“I don’'t know.”

But she was agood-looking woman and he knew Henry Hunted in that part of the city.

“That sounds absolutdly fascinating, ladies”

Tony could hear the smilein Leg svoice and knew that Mom and both girls were basking in full-on Lee
Nicholas charm. There’ d been shrieking when the door had first been opened and constant babbling as
the whole group of them headed upstairs. When it looked like the babbling might ease up, Lee merely
asked a question or made acomment and they were off again.

Dad had retreated behind a copy of the Vancouver Sun pretty much immediately.

Tony faced the five closed doors at the top of the stairs and pointed toward the northeast corner where
Leah had placed the weak spot. “That room.”

“Oh, my God!” The fourteen-year-old grabbed a Le€ sdeeve. “ That's my room.”



“May | seeit?

Tony would have shown him anything if asked in thet tone. If the renewed shrieking was any indication,
he was't the only one. Fourteen raced in to tidy up while her Sixteen-year-old sister tried to convince

Leethat her room wasinfinitely better. Mom pointed out that he d find the master suite not only bigger
but more comfortable. The wink, wink, nudge, nudge was strongly implied.

Oncein fourteen’ s bedroom, after his vision adjusted to the Day-Glo That ‘ 70s Show decorating, Tony

discovered that the closet door was missing, replaced by a curtain of multicolored beads. The weak spot
filled the space. With any luck, it was practice making the shimmer easier to see, not theimminent arriva

of ahost of demons.

“I might need to look at the other bedrooms,” Lee said thoughtfully, when Tony gave him the sign.
More shrieking.

It suddenly became clear why Lee was willing to face demons. Demons were quieter.

Nine down. Eighteen demonswere sill eighteen demonstoo many.

“Whereto after this?’ Lee asked sotto voce as they walked side by side down the porch stairs. This
prime space had opened up when Mom had been forced to physicdly intervene before an argument over
who'd walk beside Lee to the curb had come to blows.

“I'm meeting Henry & acongtruction site,” Tony told him as, behind them, fourteen accused sixteen of
having been in her face her entirelife. “ Y ou’ re okay driving Amy home?’

“Sure. You'll get some deep?| mean, later.”
“I don’t need much.”

“1 have to admit you look better than you did.” Le€' s gaze skittered across the side of Tony’ sface and
ended up locked on the path. “Better in amedica sense. We' re dl worried about you.”

Tony took afew seconds to examine and abandon severd possible responses before sticking with
tradition. “I'mfine”

“You'velog alot of weight.”

“Whenthisisover...” He paused as Sixteen threw in an oh, grow up too vehement to talk over. “... I'll
ganit back.”

“I'm not saying you're looking less studly; I'm saying you look abit thinisal.”

Studly? Tony tripped over abit of concrete edging. Lee grabbed hisarm and yanked him roughly back
onto hisfeet.

“Guyd” Amy’ svoice cut through the October evening like asiren. “We ve got incoming fen!”

Fourteen and sixteen buried the hatchet and began ydlling &t their friendsto hurry.



Severd voices shrieked, “Oh, my God, it'sLee Nicholas”
Severa more shrieked, “Lee, | loveyou!”

Tony’s car was across the street and half a dozen houses down. Lee had found a spot barely twenty
metersaway. “Run!” Tony gave him ashove. “Y ou can makeit to your car!”

“What about you?’ Lee demanded as the shrieking lost vocabulary and degenerated into a primal fannish
keen.

“Don’t worry about me, once you' re gone, they’ Il cam down.”
“What if they don’t?’

“Damnit, Lee, run!” Just for asecond, Tony was sure he heard an overwrought soundtrack, then Lee
turned and sprinted for his car, digging out hiskeysasheran.

A chime asthe doors of the new Mercedes SUV unlocked.
“AW! ”

“Already here.” She glared across the hood as Lee raced for the driver’ sdoor. “ And do you have any
idea how much gas one of these things uses?’

“It' shio-died!”

“No shit?” Half in, sheleaned out for another look and nearly went flying as Lee pulled away from the
curb. She dragged herself in and as the door closed, Tony heard Lee getting an earful of Spanish

profanity.
At least Tony thought it was profanity. He didn’t speak Spanish.
Newsto him that Amy did.

Asthe crowd redlized they’ d lost a chance to get up close and persona with the actor second billed in
the opening credits of the highest rated vampire detective show on syndicated television, they turned their
nearly hysterica, thwarted gaze on Tony. Just in case Lee hadn't been impressive on hisown, Tony was
wearing his show jacket to impress the homeowners.

The crowd didn’t know who he was or what he did, but they knew he was with the show.
They were between him and his car.

He d never makeit.

Thiswas not the time for discretion.

Bright sde, no onewould believe thislot anyway.

Tony grabbed for hisfocus, reached for hisfly, and snapped out the Notice Me not.

There was a security guard on duty at the first construction site. A six-foot-four ex-cop from Ghana, he



was studying to bean EMT. With an exam coming up, the odds were good he’ d have never noticed a
quiet vist tucked in between his appointed rounds, but Henry leaned just enough to raisethe odds alittle
more and then went out to meet Tony.

Although thelast of the evening’'s commuiters kept the traffic fairly heavy over on Norland Avenue,
Ledger Avenue—where the condominium complex was being built—was nearly empty. Henry heard
Tony’scar before he saw it. Even knowing it wasthere, it was nearly impossible to keep his attention on
it. Hefound himself distracted by the hearts besting al around him; by the scent of blood, warm and
contained; by the hundreds of thousand of livesthat could be hisfor the Hunting.

Snarling, he forced himself to watch asthe car stopped and the driver’ s side door opened and. ..

There was awoman singing in athird-floor apartment across the road. The song was melanchaly, and it
told him he’ d be welcomed should his Hunt take him to her door.

A touch on his shoulder.

Hewhirled, grabbed afigtful of fabric, and dammed someone, something to the pavement—the familiar
scent registering amoment too late.

“Fucking ow, Henry! That hurt!”

“Tony.” Lying at hisfeet. Heart racing. Glaring up at him asif thiswas somehow hisfault. “1 see. You
used the Notice Me Not again.”

“| didn't have achoice,” Tony grunted, accepting Henry’ s hand and alowing himsdf to be lifted to his
feet. “Therewasthishorde of Darkest Night fansready to tear me limb from limb.”

A red-gold brow rose. “The show has enough fans to make up a horde?’

“Small horde,” he admitted, checking to make sure everything worked. “More like amab, redly. Very
feisty, though. And pissed. So, are you planning to gpologize for dumping me on my ass?” Which felt
digtinctly bruised.

Henry smiled. “Y our spell distracted me with thoughts of the Hunt.”
“Soyou'resaying I’'m lucky | only got dumped on my ass?’
“Essentidly.”

“Okay, worksfor me.” He turned to study the stedl skeletons of the three towers. “Leah’ s notes say this
one stucked up in that first structure.”

Tony knew Henry wouldn’t drop him. Knew it without question. His hindbrain however, currently
dangling four stories up supported only by avampire sgrip on his ankles, was having none of that. Asfar
as his hindbrain was concerned, they were going to die.

Panfully.

Messly.



Onimpact.
The hysterica background babbling of OH, MY GOD! was annoying. And distracting.

“| don’t want to rush you, Tony, but the moon has risen and we' re not exactly invisble up here. If a
resdent living on the upper floors of any of those buildings across the way should happen to glance out
their window...”

“Yeah. | get it. We' d be screwed. Sorry.”

The orientation of the runesdidn’t seem to metter.

Good fucking thing, too, because | don’t think I could draw them upside down.
Right side up. I’m upside down.

OHMYGODOHMYGODOHMYGOD!

Ten down. Seventeen to go.

The second weak spot of the night wasn't so much in a construction Site as an excavation.

“What' swith the attraction to holesin the ground?’ Tony muttered as they waked down the packed dirt
ramp left for the excavation equipment.

“They are creatures of hdll. They would fed a homeinapit.”
“It'snot that kind of ahdll, Henry.”
“Would aman spend histime therein eternd torment?’

“I guess.” Based on what they’ d seen of the inhabitants, it seemed afair assumption. Although eternal
might be thinking abit too long term.

“Thenit'sclose enough for me.”

Eleven to sixteen.

“Oh, no,” Tony protested, backing away even though Henry had made no movein hisdirection. “Ther€ |l
be time enough to deep when thisisover.”

“If you could finishit tonight, I’ d agree with you, but you can't and you' re becoming visbly exhausted.
When you'retired, you make mistakes. When you make mistakes, you get hurt. When you get hurt, you



hed yourself and, as your body becomes progressively more worn down, there is always the chance you
won't survive the process.”

“There' snot much room for argument when you puit it like that.”

Henry smiled hismogt irritating Prince of Man smile. “Whichiswhy | put it likethat.”

Televison meant early mornings and habit got Tony to the studio by seven, a mere ten minutes after
sunrise even though Henry had set hisalarm for eight before he left. CB and Leah and Jack were aready
inthe office. Amy arrived minutes after Tony and Lee minutes after that, carrying atray of coffee.

“Y ou may bewondering why I’ ve caled you dl here,” Jack muttered.
Only Amy laughed.

One hand up under the edge of her sweater, Leah stared down at the map spread out over CB’ s desk.
“Wall, that confirmsit. The tears are deeper than they were.”

Sixteen of the burns on the map were noticeably darker.

The good newswas, Leah had recognized Ryne Cyratane' s ownership of the arjh coming through in the
middle of the Willingdon overpass. And the bad newsinvolved the Telus overpass and another wesk

Spot.

While Tony and L ee had been dodging teenagers, CB had spent acouple of hours on the phone and
cdled in somefavors.

At exactly 9:45, an RCMP patral car, lightsflashing pulled out into the middie lane of the Kingsway and
parked just out from under the Telus overpass. Morning rush hour traffic, finaly having dropped from
insandly busy to annoyingly crowded began to flow around it. When the uniformed constable stopped
traffic entirdly, Tony hel ped manhandle the rented tel escoping platform out under the overpass. Asthe
guy who' d come with the platform locked it down, he set out orange traffic cones.

When CB had laid out the plan, Tony had stared at him in disbelief. “ What am | supposed to do while
they're setting up?’ he' d demanded.

“| suggest, Mr. Foster, that you do your job. Unless there happensto be a spell to turn straw into
gold on that laptop of yours, in which case you may do whatever you please.”

Astraffic began to move again, now including the areathe platform occupied in their detour, he followed
the steadicam operator up the short ladder and clutched the sted! railing as the platform rose.

They were directly under the wesk spot. He could burn the runesin the air just below it and then shove
them quickly up and through. The steadicam operator had his back to Tony as he shot the traffic moving
under the overpass. The occupants of the cars, used to having to accommodate a dozen studios plus
vigting productions, didn't even look up.



Hewasfinished in just under ten minutes.
“Okay, let’sgo.”

“I don't think o, kid. Chester Bane is paying me for twenty minutes of brand spanking new stock
footage and that' swhat I’ m going to shoot for him.”

“But...”

“Do | look stupid enough to cross Chester Bane, kid?’

Fair question. And no, hedidn’t. “Then just let me down.”

“We have this spot for haf an hour, kid, no more. That's bloody close to not enough time o, again, no.”

He couldn’t climb down; dangling then dropping made him think of broken legs and Henry’ sreaction.
“I'm trying to save the fucking world herel”

“Yeah, well, | only have your word for that whereas | know what’ || happen if Chester Bane paysfor
twenty minutes and gets nineteen fifty-nine. The end of the world will seem tame in comparison.”

Since Tony didn’'t have an argument for that, he folded hisarms and fumed.

With the easy places already taken care of, he only got two closed that day and one closed after dark.

Fourteen to thirteen. They’ d pulled ahead by one. Two if he put Ryne Cyratane' s marked arjh on their
Sde of the count.

AsTony fdl into afitful deep, he hed tight to the hope that they might have ashot a winning this after dl.
Three closed the next day.

Seventeen to ten.

Only two the day after that, though, and the second was nearly a disaster.

“What the hell is he doing? Does he paint graffiti on the pool ? | see him paint something! | don't believe
you come from vampiretelevision. You stay! You stay right there! | call the 911!”

The Notice Me Not kept him from getting arrested, but it also kept him from interacting with anything
until long after sunset when Henry finaly found him. The longer the spell was on, the harder it wasto get
off.

Nineteen to eight.
Twenty to seven.
Twenty-oneto Six.

Thoselast two had gone relatively easily, but now he was stuck in traffic with Leah singing along to the
latest from Radiogram. They were aloca band who' d recently rocketed off local playlists and into the
international music scene. Tony liked the band and their music, but Leah' ssmug | followed them before



they were famous attitude was driving him up thewall. She even sang dong smugly.
Like | don’t have enough to do without sitting here and listening to her...

Hang on. Had Radiogram worked the Darkest Night themeinto their latest release?
No. That was his phone.

“Legh”

“I'monit.” She stretched an arm behind his seat, snagged his backpack, freed his phone, and stuffed it
into the dock.

“Tony, it' sKevin Groves. | just got acal from one of our regulars. She says she saw something big with
horns blow apart the Willingdon overpass.”

Tony eased into the curb lane while he waited for the other shoe to drop.
“Shewas'tlying.”
Andthereit was.

“Thanks, Kevin. Hang up.” The phone clicked off. He needed to get to the studio. He needed to get
turned around. Diagondly through a gas station, out the other Side, over amedian strip, and into the [ eft
turn lane to more-or-less catch the final seconds of the advance green.

Half ablock. Picking up speed. Cutting between two SUVs.

Sliding sdeways on damp pavement, Tony fought the car back onto four tires. “ Kegp that map down. |
need to see out that window!”

“Y ou need your fucking head—BUS!—head examined! And you need to look at this”

Another haf block before he could take his eyes off the road long enough to glance her way. The way
Lesh was holding the map, he could see six pinholes where the light showed through. Six weak points
burned through. Six demonsin the city. One of them wastheoretically on their side, but somehow that
didn’'t make him fed any better.

“Cdl CB, tel him to empty the studio. Then call Jack and Henry.”
“Sun’s not down. BIKE!”
He missed the cyclist by millimeters. “Leave amessage.”

“I have a better idea.” Her fingernails had left half moon cutsin his dashboard. “Why don’t you pull into
that strip mall, then you can makethe calsand | can get usto the studio dive.”

Tony hesitated just for asecond then bounced up over the curb and into the strip mall parking lot. This
was not the time to let machismo get in the way of aprofessond stunt driver. Their odds would improve
with stunt driversin the surrounding cars, but he' d take what he could get. As he dove back into the
passenger side and buckled up, he glanced at the clock. 5:07. More than an hour and ahalf until sunset.

As Leah ssomped on the gas, he reached for the phone.
They’ d be sarting before Henry woke for the night. Then he' d have to drive out to Burnaby. They'd be



fighting multiple demons without his strength and speed, and it was entirdly possible they’ d be finished
without him. Fucking weak spots might aswell have torn open a noon. “TAXI!”

“Please. | saw it. Y ou know, we gtill have time to get on a plane and haul ass out of here.”
Suspicion tightened his chest. “Was that why you wanted to drive?’

“No, no, I’'m doing the responsible thing.”

“ONE-WAY STREET!”

Leah snorted and drove half ablock on the sdewalk. “Y ou know, Tony, if you're going to save the
world tonight, you redlly need to pace yoursdf.”



Chapter Fifteen

FIGHTING TO KEEP THE nutritiona supplement pouring into his mouth instead of spraying around the
insde of the car, Tony watched in amazement as Leah forced every possible ounce of power from the
elderly engine, took afew highly illega shortcuts, and beat the demons back to the soundstage. The
previous two trips they’ d taken had clearly been nothing more than arehearsd for this.

“Bonusthat there’ s never acop around when you need one,” he ground out through clenched teeth,
really hoping he wasn't going to hurl asthey bounced over the back curb of the CB Productions|ot.

“Weweren't on amgor highway thistime, so | doubt anyone caled usin.”

“Y ou doubt?’ His voice went up embarrassingly high on the second word. “Y ou went the wrong way
down aTim Horton' s drive-through!”

“Please, inthisarea...” Leah yanked the whed hard to the | eft and skidded to a stop, spraying gravel
over the craft servicestruck. “... they probably thought we were filming.”

She had apoint. A month earlier, Vancouverites had applauded an armed bank robbery; bank security
hadn’t intervened, gpparently waiting for someoneto yell “ Cut!”

“There retoo many vehicles il inthelot,” Tony grumbled, getting out of the car. Surethey’ d been
speedy, but hel d seen CB clear the building in lesstime. When the big guy said go, it took a stupidly
reckless man to linger.

Leah grabbed hisarm. “Hang on.” Dragging him around to face her, she licked the edge of atissue and
scrubbed at his upper lip.

“Whet the...”

“Supplement mustache. Sets a bad example for the troops.”
“We don't have any troops!”

“And the demonswill laugh a you.” Onefinad swipe. “There”

“Thank you.” It was as sarcastic an gppreciation as he could manage. “Do | look like | should be taken
serioudy now?’ he demanded as they raced for the rear door.

“Not so much, no.”
Big surprise. Not. Maybe he should get a pointy hat. Or abig sword. Or his head examined.

Charging down the center aide, he jJumped cables, dodged around equipment, stopped dead as he
emerged out into the open area by Adam’ sdesk. “What the... 7° Hewhirled to glare at Leah. “Did you
know thiswas going to happen?’

She spread her hands. “Hey, I'm as surprised asyou are.”

“Y ou mentioned troops!”



“I was being facetious”
“They want to help,” CB explained, stepping forward,
“Help?” Tony moved his attention from Leah to hisboss. “What did you tel them?’

“Thet the battle would be joined tonight. Not as part of ageneral announcement, but to those who knew
enough to ask.”

Zev, Amy, Lee—no surprise, although Tony would rather they were all somewhere safe, like New
Zedand—Mouse, Peter ...

“Sorge and Adam and Tinahave kids,” Peter said, one thigh propped on Adam’ s desk next to a half-full
box of flareslast used in episode seven. “Kidswho actudly live with them,” he amended. “We sent them
home.”

... Sdeen, Pavin, and Kate.

They'd dl been in the house last summer. They’ d survived Creighton Caulfield and they’ d heard about
what had happened in the spring with the Shadowlord. They knew what Tony was, and they thought they
knew what he could do.

“Y our fan club seemsto be growing,” Leah murmured, warm bregath lifting the hair on the back of his
neck.

Y eah, right. Kate had never liked him.

“Guys, there’ shaf adozen demons on their way. Demons. Jugt like in the most clichéd screenplay; all
claws and horns and tentacles and bad attitude. Ask Zev, ask Amy, ask CB, they’ ve dl seen them. Wdll,
one.” Hefrowned. “Okay, | think CB saw acouple of them, but...”

“Shut up,” Kate snarled. “We asked. We know.” She snapped the loops of yellow nylon rope between
her hands. “We need to knock them down and tie them up so you can send them back right? It sa
physcd fight—dam, bam, kick alittle demonic ass?”’

“It'snot that easy...”

“Did | say it was going to be easy? We get that they’ re big and strong. What we don’t get is how you
thought you could take them out with only the boss and aMountie a your sde.”

“Hey!” Amy protested. “Leeand | were dways staying!”

“Y eah, an actor and areceptioni<t, that’ Il make alot of difference,” Saleen muttered. The grip dapped a
length of stedl pipeinto hisleft hand. “These things have no specia powers, right?’

“Wdl, they...”

“No,” Leahinterrupted. “ They’'rejust big and strong.”
“And ugly,” Zev snorted, fingering the deeve of his swester.
“Then it’ stime we get some of our own back.”

“Some of your own back from what?’ Tony demanded, wondering when he’ d lost contral of the
gtuation. Thewords “stupidly reckless’ were repeating on abackground loop in his head.



“The Shadowlord. Creighton Caulfield.” Mouse never said much, so the big cameraman’ swords carried
addiberate weight.

“They’renot doing thisfor you, Tony.” Lee crossed to stand barely an arm’ slength away. “They’re
fighting for themsdlves. Because thistime, they can.”

They' re not? They? The next obvious question had to be What about you? or maybe Who writes your
dialogue? But he knew the answer to the second and thiswasn’t the time to hear the answer to thefirg,
and anyway, there were half a dozen demons making tracks to the studio. He took a deep breath and
one step to the side so that the others could see him. Everyone accounted for but Mason, and Mason's
absence was hardly sur...

“goddamned thing got buried in the closet!” Clutching the double-handed broadsword from episode
twelve and wearing the dightly squibbed camouflage jacket from episode sixteen, Mason rocked to a
stop by CB’ssde. “What did | miss?’

“Tony questioning our right to be here,” Kate deadpanned.
Mason snorted. “ Tony questioning? Who' sthe star of this show, him or me?’

“Heads up, people!” Jack charged into the group, glanced around, and obviously decided not to ask. “|
just got off the phone with Geetha. There re six kinds of hell breaking lose and heading thisway.”

“Y ou’ ve been waiting your whole career to say that, haven't you?” Amy asked, snickering.
He flashed her abroad smile. “Pretty much, yeah.”

“Okay.” It wouldn’t bein afew minutes, but right now it was. When they dl turned to look at him, Tony
said it again just because he liked the sound of it. “ Okay. Jack, help Leah and CB position the troops.
Pavin, bring one of the Fresnosto the back. I’m going to try and stop a demon at the door.” Heran for
the back without waiting for an answer. If they wanted to help, they could damned well be hel pful.

He d finished burning the first two runes by the time Pavin wrestled one of the smal spotlights over from
the office set. “Doeslight hurt them?”

“No. Set up here. Aim the beam through that pattern and right out the door.”

“Blinding it?" Pavin asked, remarkably blasé about bright blue squiggles just hanging in the air. He used
the knob on the back of the casing to adjust the beam. “ So it can’t see what you wrote?’

Let’ shear it for tech support. “ Y eah. That'stheidea.” He stepped out into the parking lot and drew the
third rune with his eyes nearly squinted shut. “Y ou’ d better get back with the others.”

Thelight blazed out the open door, significantly brighter than the late afternoon sun and definitely blinding.
He couldn’t see the rune from any angle that would get him through the door. Hopefully, the demon
didn’t know how thisworld worked, so it wouldn’t redlize the light wastoo bright. If they werelucky, it
might wonder about the sudden changein illumination and pause in the doorway giving him timeto get the
find runein place. With alittle more luck, it wouldn’t be Ryne Cyratane s arjh who showed up, wasting a
perfectly good trap or trapping one of their best chances of surviving this.

Good idea, Tony, use up all your luck before the fight even starts.

As he burned the fourth rune, he redlized there was something not quite right about the ambient noise.
The familiar background sounds of the city werelessfamiliar than they should be. He' d nearly finished



when those sounds separated into squealing tires and breaking glass. Less screaming than he' d expected,
but there' d likely be timefor thet |ater.

Haf aHonda Civic rolled past the edge of the building. Tony dapped thelast curl on the fourth rune and
dove behind the garbage can a the craft servicestruck, rune clutched in hisleft hand. The demon
charged around the corner ill holding the other haf of the car.

What I’m holding beats what you're holding...
... unless you decide to throw the car at me. Crap!

Thetwisted hunk of metal crashed into the grave right in front of the garbage can, covering Tony in
glittering bits of safety glass and damming the caninto his shoulder.

Hedidn’t think he made much of anoise, but when the dust settled, the demon stood just outside the
beam of light, eyestalks turned toward him, the bit on its face that corresponded to a nose twitching and
tesing theair.

Not good on acouple of levels.

The runeswouldn't hang forever and alittle experimentation over the last few days had proved that the
longer they werein place, thelesskick assthey became.

Also, the plan was to avoid the ultimate wizard and demon one-on-one for aslong as possible. A
Powershot would knock him on hisass and out of the fight, so if it turned out to be inevitableit had to
happen late in the game.

From insde the soundstage, agirlie shriek. It sounded like Mason.

The demon’ s head went up, exposing the get-Leah rune cut into its chest. Hard to tell, given the
arrangement of itsfeatures, but it looked embarrassed. Maybe not Mason, then. Maybe some demons
were less demonic than others. Grumbling under its breath, it stepped into the light, hissed and reared
back, eyestalks withdrawing into the top of its head.

Tony had started moving as the demon moved. Asit reared, he shoved the fourth rune into position.
It had time for only atruncated howl before the runesflared and it disappeared.

“Yesl Onedown!” He d just sarted breathing normally for what seemed like thefirgt timein haf an hour
when a clawed hand closed on his bruised shoulder.

There were only three entrances to the soundstage.
Three entrances. Six demons. Basic math.

Crap.

And fucking OW!

“Wizard”

Taking? That was new.

Ignoring the blood dribbling down from the points of the claws, Tony twisted asfar ashe could in the
demon’sgrip. It looked sort of like aminiature Ryne Cyratane, athough more Texaslonghorn than



Bambi’ s dad, and it wore the most obvious of the Arjh Lord' s attributes sheathed up like adog's. Unlike
the single rune on the chest of the first demon, the black runes carved into mini-Ryne' s chest were 0ozing
blood over apattern very nearly as complex as Leah's. It seemed that dipping an arfjh into another lord’s
plan took more than a fake mustache, but since Sye M ckaseeh seemed to recruit from farther out on the

horror show spectrum, that wasn't redly surprising.

“Helpwizard.”

“Yeah. Fine. Release wizard!” The claws hurt as much on theway out asthey had on theway in. “ All
right, if you're going to... never mind.” The completely blank expression suggested he keep it smple.
“Follow wizard!”

It'salittle like live action Zork, he thought as he ran into the soundstage, the demon hard on his hedls.
Eat snake. Thank you, that was delicious. | can’'t believe Henry still has that game on his system.
And not a good time for silent babbling, Tony. Pull it togeth—Fuck.

Three of the other four demons had arrived.

Therewasn't room for dl three of them directly under the gate, so they’ d spread out within the confines
of the s, turning the entire areainto a seething mass of multicolored flesh and weagponry. Kate and Pavin
weretrying to loop atentacled lime-green demon in rope while Saleen whaled on any bits he could get
closetowith hispipe. Amy, Lee, and Zev had another cornered. No, it had Zev cornered. No, they had
it cornered. Jack was down on one knee, blood dribbling from the corner of his mouth. Mason was
fighting sword to claw with the upper right arm of another of the chitin-covered demonsydling something
that sounded like“ Parry, thrugt, riposte!” while Mouse silently fought the lower right, and CB dedlt with
the left Sde. Peter sagged againgt the wall, gasping for breath, arms wrapped around historso. Leah was
nowherein sght. Since the point of this exercise from the invaders perspective was to open the
Demongate, CB had stashed L esh somewhere safe.

And agood thing, too, since dl three demons had asingle, familiar rune etched into their chests. Or the
equivaent area.

Tony pointed mini-Ryne toward the bettle. “Fight demons!”
Mini-Ryne seemed |less than enthused. “Help wizard.”
“FHght demond”

“Guard gate”

Left pam flat againgt the center of his back, Tony shoved him forward. “Fight demons!” Whether the
pressure of the rune convinced him or he’ d run out of excuses, mini-Rynefindly charged into thefray,
and Tony raced for the extension ladder. CB and Jack had been insistent that he not be in the middle of
the fight; there were too many demons and if one of them redlized he was the wizard, in the absence of
the Demongate he’ d be the center of al the demonic attention by defaullt.

From the top of the ladder, he crawled out onto the lighting grid. Technicaly, thiswas not someplace he
should be, but the grid was built to hold hundreds of pounds of lights and sooner or later, every
electrician or light tech in the business ended up with hisfeet off the ladder or scaffold. Since hewas
neither, it was agood thing CB ran aflexible studio. Had demons been attacking a CBC studio, the
world would be screwed.

He burned all four runesinto the air beside him before he looked down.



Lime-green-and-tentacles had moved away from the corner. Amy had danced inside the tentacles and
was pounding a second, foot-long ash stake into the main bulk of its body. Lee bashed the end of a
tentacle againgt the floor with an antique mace, ducked a second, and dammed athird away from his
head at the last minute. Zev stood to one side cocking a crossbow, alength of the yellow nylon ropetied
to one end of the quarrdl.

They weren't bringing it down, but they were definitely holding it in place.

“Welcometo the set of Darkest Night,” he muttered, stretching along the grid. Vampire showsinevitably
acquired alot of interesting weaponry. He dropped thefirst two runesinto place and was ready with the
third when Amy screamed, her leg caught in one of the demon’ s unexpected mouths. Distracted, Lee
went down, lime-green coils around historso. You don'’t get to be distracted! hereminded himself. He
was dready doing the best thing he could do to help. Third rune down. Placing the fourth rune got tricky
until Zev got off his shot, dropped the crossbow and tried to tangle the demon’ slegs with attached rope.
A glancing blow from the chitin-covered demon drove him forward into the grasp of another tentacle.
Adjusting for Zev' sweight, the demon jerked back against the first three runes. It shrieked asit brushed
up against the power. Asit charged forward, Tony threw the fourth rune into position.

“And action!”
Light flared.

Amy, Lee, Zev, and ameter of tentacle that had been reaching beyond the area the runes enclosed lay
panting on the floor—although drictly speaking the tentacle was't panting as much astwitching. Amy
had both hands clamped against her thigh, blood seeping between her fingers. Rows of tiny holesinLee's
jeans were beginning to darken. Holding the quarrel with the rope in one hand, Zev crawled toward the
crossbow.

Focus on the demons!
Something grabbed hisankle.

He probably should have wrapped both arms around the grid and hung on, but that occurred to him a
second late. Turning, Tony caught aglimpse of afamiliar mouth with too many rows of black teeth
between red scaled lips.

The sxth demon.
And then hewasfaling.

He curled inthe air, landed on hisright side, heard abone snap. Since it wasn't his skull, he was actudly
okay with that. Arm maybe. No. Higher. Something in his shoulder. It hurt to bregthe.

Thenit redly hurt as red-and-scaly flipped him over and raised ahand, trio of ten-centimeter claws
extended. Asthe claws swung down for adisemboweling stroke, Jack caught the arm, shoved hisgunin
the demon’ sarmpit, and pulled the trigger.

On agood day, which thiswasn’t, Tony had no idea how many bullets Jack’ s gun fired, but it seemed to
go onfor awhile. Five, ten minutes. Or maybe his sense of time had gotten scrambled by thefall because
there was no way the demon should have waited that long to bring itstail around and smack Jack off his
feet.

On the other hand, its arm flopped usdlesdy, so who knew?



One arm flopped. The other was working fine. Thefirst strike removed the front of Tony’ sjacket and
most of the T-shirt under it. For some reason, losing asecond jean jacket in the line of duty redlly pissed
him off, and as the demon threw back its head and screamed in triumph, Tony cocked hisright elbow
just enough to raise his hand off the floor.

He' d spoken the first four words of the Powershot when Kate appeared holding two lit flaresthat she
dam-dunked into the demon’ s gaping, tooth-lined throat.

The explosion was unexpected.
Welcome, but messy.

“Too fucking gross,” Kate muttered as Jack returned, kicked aside atwitching slab of meat and grabbed
Tony’ sraised hand. On theway up onto hisfeet, Tony discovered he' d broken his collarbone.

“You okay?’ Lip curled, Jack flicked awet, lavender glob off Tony’ s shoulder.
Lavender?
“Hey! Tony! Areyou okay?’

“Sure.” Hewas standing. He was breething. Everything from his eyel ashes to the ends of broken bone
grating in hischest hurt, but he' d dedl with that later. Out of the corner of one eye, he saw something long
and green whipping toward him. He ducked before he redlized the tentacle was no longer attached.

Jack hauled him upright again. “Tony?’
“I'mfine”

What he first thought was a disbdieving snort turned out to be the sound of another tentacle being ripped
free. Mini-Ryne, hishorns dripping dark fluids, sat on top of the remaining lime-green demon, removing
tentacles and deftly avoiding the many mouths trying to take a piece out of him. Hisvictory would have
been more impressive had the demon not been wrapped in enough rope it looked like it had been swept
up by somekind of deep-seafishing net.

Thistuna is not demon safe. SarKist doesn‘t want demons with good taste, they want...
“Tony! Focud”

Right. Focusing.

“Not the face! Not the face!”

Mason'’ s shrieked protest spun Tony around in time to see the actor flung backward by the chitin demon,
the sword he till held bent into atight vee. Roaring achalenge, the demon charged after him. Mason
was seconds from losing his face entirely when CB roared a challenge of his own, pounded acrossthe
soundstage, and dammed a shoulder into the demon’s middle in a perfect offensve tackle.

The demon went down.
Buildings would have gone down.

Unfortunately, CB went down, too. Worse, the demon bounced back up again dangling ropeslike fat
yellow streamers. Zev had clearly gotten off a couple more shots with the crossbow and just as clearly no
one had been able to take advantage of them. It bent enough for its upper left hand to grab one of CB’s



ankles, and when it straightened, CB came off the floor.
Which pretty much proved that the demon was as strong as it |ooked.

The demon swatted M ouse away with itsright hands. It seemed obvious that CB’ s head was about to be
dammed into the concrete,

Tony jerked out of Jack’ s hold, grabbed his right wrist with hisleft, lifted the right arm to shoulder height
then whipped it back and around while screaming out the words for the Powershot. Given the broken
collarbone, the screaming was nonnegotiable. As his arm started back down, hisright wrist dapped into
hisleft palm, aiming the blast of energy that burned through chitin breastplates.

CB hit the floor with asolid thud, momentarily obscured by clouds of falling ash drifting back and forth.

No, wait. That back and forth, that’s me. Swaying, Tony sank to one knee. “Check CB,” he panted
as Jack began to bend. He needed timeto recover, and if turned out they were going to have to buy that
time, they’ d need CB’ s strength. Fortunately, Jack got the subtext.

Keeping his breathing shallow and his right arm supported by his knee, he turned just his head toward the
only surviving demon. Mini-Ryne seemed to have eaten hisway through to the life-sustaining bits and was
now clearly Sitting on nothing but mest.

For along moment, the loudest noise on the soundstage was enthusiastic chewing and swallowing.
“Didwewin?’

All eyesturned to Mason who was crawling out from behind the upturned chaise lounge. When he
looked up and redlized he was the center of attention, he tried to pull the deeve of the camouflage jacket
up over hisbarearm. “Well?" he demanded petulantly as he redlized the deeve wasn't going to Stay.
“Did wewin or not?’

The only demon in the room seemed to be on their side.

“Yeah.” Tony sucked in asmuch air as he could, hoping for enough volumeto carry over therising tide
of sound. “It lookslikewedid.” Thenail on hisbaby finger curled up, dropped off, and wafted dowly to
thefloor.

Mason was limping on awrenched knee but unbloodied. Besidesinnumerable smdl cuts, CB had broken
three fingers on one hand but ordered Jack away to deal with hisown injuries. Mouse' s nose had been
broken again. Peter, Saleen, and Jack had cracked or broken ribs. Jack also had a split lip and a broken
tooth. Amy and Pavin had been bitten. Amy had aso got abit of demon in the eye when Kate had blown
it up. Lee, Zev, and Kate had long lines of tiny cuts from teeth in the edge of some of the tentacles. Zev
had aline across his back and Kate' s went around one arm. Le€' sleather jacket had protected most of
historso but his pale jeans were marked with spiral blotches of blood.

“Should' ve worn your motorcycle chaps,” Amy noted from the floor as Zev cut away the leg of her 100
percent organic hemp cargo pants.

“Good thing he didn’t,” Zev snorted. “We needed Tony’ s mind on the job.”

Tony considered protesting, but it was afair assessment, so he saved his strength. CB was the only one
not coming up in varying shades of purple and black, but that was because CB was the only one too
dark for the bruising to show. They were waking wounded, al twelve of them. Emphasis on walking.



“Noonedied,” he said. And then because it was important, he said it again. Louder. “No one died.”
It was dmost funny watching the various gazes tracking around the space, checking to make sure.

Jack pulled his T-shirt down over the binding Kate had just wrapped around hisribs. “Not in here,” he
reminded them grimly, “but Geetha told me there were at |east seven dead out on the street before this
started, plusashitload of critica injuries. We didn't avoid abody count, not by afuck of along shot.”

“No one heredied.” CB’stone suggested no one argue thistime. “Right now, | think we deserveto
celebrate that.”

Tony was thinking about that lawyer, the one with the weak spot in his office and when he caught Amy’s
eye, he knew she was thinking the same. Nothing they could have done about it then. Nothing they could
do about it now. He d just have to keep telling himsalf that. He didn’t remember sitting down, but since
he was on the floor, his back up against the underside of the yellow chaise, he must have. Little bits of
broken glass surrounded him like glittering confetti. One of the lights had falen a some point during the
battle; crashed to the floor where every part of it that could shatter, had shattered into the smallest pieces
possible. They’d been lucky. If it hadn't hit so hard, they could have added shards of flying glassto the
thingstrying to kill us’ list. Tony had no memory of hearing the impact.

“Now then,” CB stepped over the headless body of the red-scaled demon like it was of no

consequence, and swept an imperious gaze around hisdomain, “we can't al hit an emergency room at
the sametime. Ms. Anderson, you're in the best shape. | want you to drive...” He stared at his crew
standing clumped together and came to the obvious decison to savetime. “... Peter, Mouse, Saleen, and
Pavin to Burnaby Generd. They're used to the strange accidents of the entertainment industry, and with
all the chaosin the area, there should be no problem.”

“What about...” Katejerked athumb at mini-Ryne, currently pulling aline of linked opa escent bladders
from deep insde the body of hismedl.

“I doubt Tony will need dl of usif hehasto ded with... him.”
Tony expected aprotest, but Kate merely rolled her eyes. “Okay, but | can't fit fivein my car.”

“WEell take my van.” Peter went to pull the scraps of his shirt back on, sighed, and tossed it on the floor.
He waved those mentioned toward the exit. “It seats seven.”

Limping heavily, usng his piece of pipe asacane, Sdeen fdl into step besde the director. “ Dude, why
do you have avan that seets seven?’

“Garage band.”
“Serioudy?’
1] NO-”

“Hey!” Tony wasn't sure they heard him—given the distance and the whole about-to-pass-out
thing—but al five paused. He needed to say something but wasn't surewhat. Findly, he shrugged his
one usable shoulder. “ Thanks”

Weirdly, Mouse spoke for the group. He moved the dripping handful of flannel shirt away from hisnose
and grinned, the bloodstained teeth and eyes dready swelling shut making him look particularly
disreputable. “Wouldn't have missed it.”



The other four, even Kate, nodded.

“Hang on,” Amy called out, head cocked so she could glare through her nonwatering eye. “If they leave,
who'sgoing to clean thismessup?’

They were gone before she finished asking.

Tony braced himsdlf for her protest, but CB began a second set of instructions before she got the
chance. “Zev, take Amy and L ee out to Eagle Ridge. One of the demons came through near there. That
gives us aready-made explanation for the bite and the claw marks. If they ask, you were dl out there
because we' re thinking of shooting at Heritage Mountain.”

“And if they ask why we waited before coming in?’

Formal cadences returned with the raised brow. “I think Mr. Nicholas talent extendsto providing alittle
atitude.”

“I could,” Lee admitted, folding hisarms. “But I'm not going anywhere until thisisover.”

Amy echoed his action from the floor. “Neither am1.”

“Hardly seemsworth going al the way to Eagle Ridge on my own,” Zev pointed out with acareful shrug.
“You'redl bleeding,” Jack began, but Amy cut him off.

“You cdl thisbleeding,” she scoffed, folding her good leg under her and using Zev’ suninjured arm to pulll
hersdlf to her feet. “1 lose more monthly. Besides, you' re bleeding, CB’ sbleeding, Tony’sbleeding...”

Hewas? He glanced down at his bare chest between the shredded wings of jacket and shirt and blearily
focused on the lines of red rolling down from hisright shoulder. Oh, yeah.

“... andyou guysaren't leaving.”

“Thereis <till ademon to ded with,” CB told her. “Not to mention, as you so hepfully pointed out, the
mess.”

“Wizard!”
“Whoa!” Amy’shead whipped around so fast her hair separated into bicolored layers. “ This one talks?’
“Yeah.” Tony shifted position dightly and regretted it alot. “He talks. What do you want?’

It was hard to tell because of the gore encrugting his face—plus Tony’ s vison was a bit wonky—but
mini-Ryne |ooked worried. “ Demongate?’

“Safe” Frowning hurt, too. Qud surprise. Not. “At least | think...” Heturned to CB who took three
long strides and dropped to one knee beside him.

“If you cannot send this creature back, Mr. Foster...”

“I candoit.” It might bethelast thing he did for awhile, but he figured he had enough l€ft in him to draw
four find runes. Let’s hear it for endorphins. Yay endorphins. Aslong ashedidn’t haveto hurry. Or,
gpparently, stand up. “Uh, Boss? Little help.”

The big difference between being lifted onto hisfeet by Henry and CB was, well, about afoot verticaly



and at least that much horizontally. CB was abig guy and Henry was. ..
Henry waan't.
That meant something. Tony frowned. Winced.

“Ms. Burnett isoutsidein my car.” CB’svoicewasalow growl againg his ear. “Parked up againgt that
outsidewall...” He nodded across the soundstage to thewall closest to the gate. “.... sheisclose enough
to the gate and to you that her own metaphysical signature should be masked but able to make afast
getaway should we have lost thisfight. | doubt very much that any demon would have been ableto catch
her.”

“Drovethe Jag today?’
“l did.”

It seemed like aplan. Actudly it seemed like agood plan, especialy the masked signature part. “Have
you been reading up on this shit?’

“Mr. Groves has suggested anumber of very helpful publications.”
“I'll bet. And she’ sgoing to stay out there... 7

“Until one of usgoesand gets her.”

“Demongate.”

“| told you, she’' ssafe.” Hang on. That wasn't aquestion. Thefirgt time the demon had asked. This
time...

“Would whoever's been caling for me, please shut the fuck up. I’'m not deaf, and I'm moving asfast as|

Most of hisweight fill on CB’sarm, Tony turned in time to see Lesh stop waking and raise ahand to
her nose. The other hand was tucked under her clothes, pressed up against the skin of her stomach.

“Oh, wow. It stinksin here. Smellslike offal and peppermint with the faintest hint of sulfur.” Shefrowned
over her hand at Tony. “You had to ash one?’

“Yeah. Leah...”
“Demongate!”

“What the hdl?’ She jumped back, then stopped and blushed. “Right. Thisisthe onethat’ shereto help

When she stopped talking, Tony turned and stared at mini-Ryne. Standing on the partially esten demon,
hewas, inturn, staring at Leah. His eyeswere black, lid to lid, and even six meters away, he could see
hisreflection burning in them.

A heartbest earlier, Tony would have denied any ability to move without help, but he pulled free of CB’s
hold before Leah’ slips sarted to form the question and was standing in front of her before she asked it.

“Lord?’



“Bossl” Even asaphysica barrier, he sucked right now, but when Leah tried to go through him instead
of around, it gave CB enough timeto grab her arms and hold her in place. Tony was pretty sure hewas
gl standing, not exactly upright, not unless the studio had acquired arecent lean to the left, but standing.
Ashetried to straighten, he caught sight of Jack beginning to move.

Circle of yellow rope dropped around the demon’ s shoulders.

Jack inthe air, then crumpled motionless againgt the base of thewall.
Lee on one knee, one of the demon’s arms wrapped round his throat.
Amy’' sscream lingering.

And the tableau froze.

It happened just that fast.

Ryne Cyratane smiled, now clearly in control of mini-Ryne’ sbody, his attributes no longer sheathed. “I
think we should talk trade, Wizard.”

“Trade?’ It took amoment to sink in. Findly, he dragged his gaze away from the six inches of detached
claw protruding from Jack’ s chest and shoved hisreaction behind old familiar shields. “Y ou want to trade
Leefor Leah?”

The demon looked confused. “Who?’
“Her!” Tony jerked athumb over his shoulder.
“Ah. That isnot the name | knew her by when she was my handmaiden, my priestess, my love.”

Leah leaned toward him, her arms angling back in CB’shold. “I am not your love!l” she spat, tossing a
curl of hair back off her face.

“Am | not?’ Hedidn't seem too upset by her reaction. “Do you not remember...”
“I remember that you daughtered my entire villagel”
Hang on. “Y ou said you were over that,” Tony reminded her.

Her shrug was a bit truncated given her pogition. “Y egh, well, you were right. Maybe | ill have some
issues”

“Soif CB letsyou go?’

“I’d bein hisarmsin aheartbeat.” No need to define whose arms. “ Sorry. It sabuilt-in response, and
guesswho builtitin.”

The Arjh Lord cleared histhroat. Tony turned to see Leefighting for air, clawing a the arm around his
throat. “Y ou don’t seem to be taking this serioudy, Wizard.”

“Stopit!”

Heloosened his grip just enough for Leeto draw in apainful sounding breath. And then another. Tony
bresthed in with him. In. Out. Findly, clutching the demon’s arm with white-knuckled fingers, Lee
wheezed, “I’'m so fucking tired of being the designated damsdl in distress.”



“Yes” Ryne Cyratane smiled down & him. “I can understand that.” Even while wearing abody not his
own, there was such understanding in his voice that Tony had a sudden epiphany about how he'd
convinced Leah's people to worship him. Lee actualy looked comforted.

“Okay.” Tony cleared histhroat and tried to sound alittle more like he wasin charge of the Situation. “If
we trade—L ee for your ex-handmaiden—then you' Il kill Leah the moment you get her and the
Demongate will open and you' Il be herein the flesh, not just riding in the flesh of one of your arjh.”

“ Ya”

Tony fought the urge to preen under the Arjh Lord’ sapproval. “Thiswas your plan al along, wasn't it?
Y ou used Sye Mckaseeh as camouflage—while we were concentrating on her, you could dipin
unnoticed.”

“No. | took advantage of the Situation when | had time enough to mark thisbody as avessd rather than
merdy asmine”

“A spur of the moment kind of thing, then? With the added benefit of pissing off the ex?’

“Asyou say, an added benefit. And why should | not reclaim my handmaiden and then this world?’
“BecauseI’'ll stop you.”

“Youforget.” The demon’ sgrip tightened momentarily. Leefought for air and then sagged, gasping.
“Okay, so we trade. What'sin that for me? As| seeit, Lee dieseither way.”

“The man diesnow in front of you. Or later with you.”

“Dude.” Leaning on Zev'sarm, Amy glared from between eyel ashes clumped into damp spikes. “You'll
kill him the ingtant the gate opensjust like you killed Jack! He sthe only thing here that’ sadanger to
you.”

“Asl sad, later. | did not specify how much later.” He swept a dark gaze over her, head to toe. “Y ou
will enjoy my new world, little one. | promiseyou that.”

“Biteme!”

“Perhaps.” Thiswas most definitely not the same smile he' d given Lee. Lee' s had been compassionate
enough to be believed in pite of the choke hold. Thiswas pure seduction. Only the choke hold hadn't
changed.

To Tony’ ssurprise, Amy brushed a strand of hair behind her ear and limped forward, eyes locked on the
demon. “Maybewe can... OW! Zev! What the hell wasthat for?’

“Y ou were walking toward that!” Zev nodded toward Ryne Cyratane.

“I was not!” Measured the distance from Zev to the demon. Noticed how close she'd come. “Oh, crap,
| was.” She dipped the glare back on asthe two of them began limping backward to thewall. “You're
very convinaing.”

From seduction to amusement. “It’s part of my charm.”

“And it would be one hdll of alot more charming if you didn’t have bits of that...” Shejabbed a
disdainful finger toward the remains of hismedl. “... between your teeth.”



“Wewill spesk later, youand|.”
“Thehdl we...”
“Saughtered awholevillage,” Zev reminded her urgently.

“Sowhat?’ Behind the streaks of mascara, Amy wore the expression she usualy reserved for those who
wore fur. Or sweater setsin anonironic manner.

“Your friends areintriguing, Wizard.” The Arjh Lord gave Lee alittle shake. “ But not entirely correct.”

“About?” Tony demanded. And then he had it. “I’m not the only danger to you, am 177" After that, it was
one smal step. Thereweren’t alot of namesin Ryne Cyratan€' s current address book. “It' sHenry, isn't
it? He could take that body out, even now.” Tony’ d missed the implicationswhen Kevin caled to tell him
the overpass had blown. The overpass had blown first. “Y ou pushed thisarjh through, cregting a
cascade like we did the other night because you had to be sure all this happened before sunset so Henry
couldn’t hep.” Heknew he had it by the way the demon’slip curled. * Humans mean less than nothing to
you, but he' s another power.”

“Um, Tony...” Amy rubbed her deeve under her nose. “Henry’saromance writer.”

CB rumbled an unnecessary caution behind him. Tony didn’t need to be warned; he' d been keeping this
secret alot longer than the big guy had.

It had to be past sunset. Tony glanced at hiswatch. Crap. Not even close. How could they have
destroyed five demons and been betrayed by a sixth in so little time? Okay, fine. So he couldn’t keep
things from happening until Henry got here. He' d just have to keep talking, to keep the demon talking
until he' d regained enough strength to blast the Arjh Lord right out of his borrowed body.

Y eah. Like that was going to happen. He had no idea how he was still standing and the soundstage kept
wavering in and out of focus like they were about to go to flashback.

Stll, he had to try. Hopefully, Ryne Cyratane would see douching asasign of disrespect instead of an
inability to straighten his spine. “The sun will set after you' ve taken over, you know. Henry’ Il il be
around to kick your ass.”

“Oncethe Gateisopen, | will rulewith many arjh. And | will gain power from daughter.”

He d forgotten about that bit. “Killing Mckaseeh' s arjh gave that demon you' re wearing power enough
to activate the runeson hisches, didn't it?’

“YSH
“But you' re using up that power maintaining thelink.”
Thiswasthe most unpleasant smileof dl. “Yes”

“ Ambitious change requires help; timing iseverything.” Thefortunein Leah’s cookie from way back
when they’ d first met. HE d forgotten it until now. “ So I’'m about out of my two hundred free minutes?’

The amount of bone necessary to hold up his borrowed horns, kept the Arjh Lord from frowning very
deeply. “Y ou make no sense, Wizard. But if you mean that you are out of time, then, yes” And he
tightened hisgrip. “ Choose”

Lee sface began to purple, green eyes bulging. He clawed a the demon’s arm, head immobile, body



twisting and thrashing.
Eyeslocked on Lee, Tony amost missed Amy’s charge.
“Zew”

The music director’ stackle took her to the floor, stopping her just short of the demon. Without the
injured leg she might have medeit.

“No! No! No! Bastard’ snot killing Leelike he killed Jack!”

“You'reright, he'snot; I’ll trade!” Tony wasn't positive they’ d heard him, but Amy stilled, Lee began to
breathe again, and the demon beckoned with his free hand.

Tony turned just far enough to meet CB’ s eyes. He had to offer Leah to the demon, so thiswhole thing
fdll gpart if the boss kept hanging on. Forcing hisright hand high enough to close hisfingersloosdy
around Leah’ sforearm, Tony saw CB’ sgazeflick, just for an ingtant, to his broken collarbone. Broken
ontheright sde. Come on, boss. If I’'musing my right hand for this...

Then, athough he hoped it looked like he was jerking her away from safety, he hung on asLesh
stumbled forward pushed by CB, the movement turning them both back to face the demon.

This demon was not Ryne Cyratane. The body was merely a meat puppet controlled by the Arjh Lord’s
energy. Back in Leah’ s condo he' d called energy into him. Called his own energy back. Called thefire.

These days, if he wanted something to cometo him, it came. It took next to no power and it took almost
no thought.

It came regardless of any solid object that might bein the way.

AsLesah stepped out in front of him, Tony held hisleft pdm against the small of her back and
concentrated. Focused. Called.

The energy that was Ryne Cyratane tried to come to him through the only thing in the room designed to
hold demons. He went through the Demongate.

Leah jerked once, made a noise somewhere between agony and ecstasy, and dropped to her knees, her
arm pulling out of Tony’s useless grip. On her knees, she curled forward, wrapped her arms around her
stomach, and keened.

On the other side of the soundstage, the demon was merely a demon. Onyx eyes widened asthe runes
cut into his chest healed. He threw back his head and roared.

Sill holding Lee

Before Tony could figure out what to do next, Jack had the muzzle of his gun pressed into the soft tissue
of the demon’ sthroat and was emptying it up into the skull. There were no exit wounds. A skull with
hornslike that had to be hard. Tony haf thought he could hear the ricochets as blood dribbled from the
demon’s eyes and ears and nose.

Ryne Cyratane s ex-puppet hit his knees much like Leah had. From his knees, he pitched forward to
dam facefirgt into the concrete.

Zev crawled to Lee ssde while Amy threw hersdlf at Jack.



“| thought you were dead, you son of abitch!”

He groaned and stumbled back as she made contact, then moved her dightly to one side so he could pull
out the claw. “1 waswearing...”

“A flak jacket or Kevlar or whatever the hell you lot call those things now! | can't believel fdll for one of
the oldest fucking clichésin the business”

“Actualy, the claw got snagged on the bandages wrapped around my broken ribs and curved around
ingteed of goingin.”

“Thenwhy didn’t you get up!”
“I thought | should reload.”
“Bagtard!”

“Ribdl”

AsTony hit the floor beside Leah, Jack and Amy moved into the traditional end-of-scene
mind-the-broken-bones clinch. It d never work, Amy was too out there and Jack hadn’t gone out far
enough but, what the hell, there was nothing like atraditiond endi. ..

“So it seems you managed nicely without me.”

Tony blinked up at Henry’ sface and then past it at the ceiling of his gpartment. Two things occurred to
him. Thefirgt, that he had no memory of leaving the studio. The second, that Leah had avalid point about
al the beige. He'd been looking &t this ceiling alot lately and boring didn’t begin to cover it. Periwinkle,
however, was out of the question. What the hell was up with her and periwinkle anyway?

“Tory?

His gaze did back to Henry’ sface. The eyeswere alittle dark, but it was mostly Prince of Man with just
enough Prince of Darkness to command attention. He looked... worried? Crap.

Before he could ask, Henry had an arm around the back of his neck and a cup of water at his mouth. He
drained it, and then another before he got the question out. “What did | miss?’

“A day and most of two nights.”

“No.” Attempting to get up on his elbows, he discovered he couldn’t move hisright arm. And that would
be because it was strapped to his body. Holding the sheet up in one hand, he stared down at the
bandages and then back up at Henry. “1 broke my arm?’

“Coallarbone.”
Thememory of pain. “Right.”
“1 know avery discreet doctor.”

Impossible not to snort. “Well, you would, wouldn’t you. But that wasn't what | meant. Y ou look like



there’ s shit hitting the fan and I’ ve missed being therefor it.”

Henry took a moment to work that through and then he smiled, wrapping his left hand gently around
Tony’sjaw. “I wasworried about you.”

“Me?’ Histhroat was sore. He wondered if he' d forgotten some screaming.

“Y ou were unconscious for aday and most of two nights, Tony. Leah ingsted you were fine, that your
body needed atime out to recover from the metgphysical strain you' ve been putting on it, but | suspect
shewas saying that just to keep mecam.”

“I’ve seen you not calm.” The coolness of the vampire' stouch felt good againgt heated skin. “Cdmiis
better.”

“Perhaps. Fortunately, although your heart had dowed, | could hear it beating strong and sure and was
willing to wait awhile. About an hour ago...” Hemoved hishand from Tony’sjaw to rest it lightly on his
chest. “... it began to speed up. It reached its normal rhythm just before you opened your eyes.”

“My heart had dowed? | was hibernating?’
“Essentidly.”
“Youneedto...”

“Pee, Henry. It' sbeen aday and two nights, | really need to pee.” His stomach growled. “Isthere food
around here| can take with meinto the can?’

Tony’smemory returned as he ate. Not the part where they carried him from the studio but therest: the
battle, Ryne Cyratane s betraya, and his defest.

Betrayd...
13 L& ”
“Bruised but fine”

CB and Jack had gotten rid of the bodies. Henry didn’t know where and hadn't asked. “Why would 1?
Thiswaan't my fight.”

“Y ou upset about that?” Tony wondered, his hand paused in the bucket of fried chicken. “ That we
didn’t, you know, need you?’

“Honestly?’ Red-gold brows dipped down. “A little” And rose back up again. “It' saconceit of mine
that I’ m essentid when it comesto saving the world. But mostly, I’ m proud of the way you’ ve grown into
your power. Proud that you found away to prevail against nearly unbeatable odds. Proud that you
refused to quit and kept fighting long after many would have given up.”

“Hey!” Tony jabbed a chicken boneindignantly in Henry’ sdirection. “I couldn’t give up; | was
responsible for those people. They wouldn’t have even been thereif not for me.”

“And, mostly, | am proud of that.”

If hisears got any hotter, they were going to ignite and there was asuspicioudy damp itch in hiseyes.



“Henry, I’'m carrying some serious negative father shit, and you' re cregping me out here.”
“You'll haveto get used to it if you' re going to keep saving the world.”

“Yeah, wdl I'mnot...” Hedghed asHenry amiled. “1 am, aren’t 1? Thiskind of crap isjust going to
keep right on happening.”

“You sadittomeonce, likeisdrawnto like”

“Yeah, yeah, andthen | said it to Leah. I'm afont of freskin’ wisdom.” Looking into afuturefull of
metaphysica bullshit, he sighed again and reached for the last piece of chicken. Paused, hand back in the
bucket. “Leah. What happened with Leah?’

“Happened?’

“After | pulled Ryne Cyratane through the Demongate. Isshe dl right?’
“Shesfine”

“She'sredly pissed, isn't she?”

“She'salittle...” Henry visbly considered and discarded severa words. “... annoyed.”

Tony didn’t see Leah until early November—her agent had called while he was recovering and she'd
gotten ajob doubling on a CBC Movie of the Week being shot up in Hope.

“Being immortal doesn‘t pay the bills; falling off a railway bridge in a corset and bloomers does.
I’ll see you when | get back.”

His entire response had consisted of: “ Yeah, but, Leah...” and then hewastakingto adia tone.

The Demonic Convergence was gtill going on, but without Sye M ckaseeh’ s mani pulations, things were
coming through from alot closer to home. Tony was out for no more than acouple of hours most nights
tracking down weird little odds and ends and sending them back where they belonged. With the
exception of acity employee working in the old sewer tunnd under Highbury Street who raninto arat
carrying ashort sword, no one got hurt. Kevin Groves became an invaluable filter—most reports came
first to him, and he could tell if the weirdnesswasred or homemade. In spite of afew very visble
incidents, there was aremarkable lack of hysteriafrom the generd population. The people of British
Columbia had dways been more willing than the rest of the country to adjust redlity to suit them, and the
contrary atitude of Vancouverites kept them from agreeing on just what exactly they’ d seen.

During the day, they were so busy getting the last episode of Darkest Night in the can before going on
hiatus there wasn't time to replay the whole climatic battle scene in any detail. Maybe afew people
strutted—as soon as they stopped limping—and maybe Mason thought alittle more of himsalf than usud,
but his ego was so enormous aready it was hard to tell. Mostly they worked at getting the stains off the
floor under the gate and got on with the job. Where they included Tony. CB’d given him asmuch time
off as hewas getting if he wanted to remain employed.



TO: tfoster@darkestnight.ca

FROM: bestbane@darkestnight.ca

u r teh suckhead!

TO: bestbane@darkestnight.ca

FROM: tfoster@darkestnight.ca

when you get back, i’ Il teach youwhat i can

TO: tfoster @darkestnight.ca

FROM: bestbane@darkestnight.ca

OoMG! |

A smdll part of Tony held out aforlorn hope that something e dritch would attack and rip him limb from
limb before he had to make good on his promise. Most of him had grown resigned to the inevitable
where “theinevitable’ had been defined by powerswith avicious sense of humor ashisboss youngest
daughter.

“Nothing.” Amy hung up the phone and looked up a Tony and Zev. “That’ sfour days since Kevin's had
anyone call about something going bump in the night. Maybe Haloween wasthe last.”

A pair of half-meter-wide, phosphorescent-green, eight-legged visitors had made the traditional Haunted
Village a the Burnaby Village Museum out on Deer Lake alittle more authentic than most years. By the
time Tony found them hiding under the carousd, they’ d been completely terrified by the giant bat on dtilts
and were more than willing to go home.

“Halloween does have a certain satisfying end-of-season fed about it,” Zev admitted. “ And that means
thiswhole thing lasted about amonth.”

“Gally, Tony.” Amy batted bright orange eyeashes suggestively in hisgenerd direction. “The Demonic
Convergenceisover and the show’ sgoing into hiatus, so everyone who workson it will have some free
time. What are you going to do?’

Before Tony could answer her, the door to CB’ s office opened. A motorcycle helmet cradled under one
arm, Leah paused on the threshold and grinned. “ Ah, that’ s so sweet. Spanky and his gang. Oh, stop
looking at melikethat.” Eyesrolling, she crossed toward them. “I got back last night. | would have
cdled”

Tony ignored the excuse. “Henry saysyour tattoo changed.”



“That was alittle abrupt. What' s up your skirt?’

“We were gtill in the Demonic Convergence. Y ou should have checked in before you left, just to be on
thesafesde”

“Should have?” Armsfolded. Lip curled. “Y ou' re not my keeper, Tony,” she snarled.

She'd had millenniato work on that whole “don’t fuck with me”’ thing, and it was definitdy definitive. Zev
took a step sideways, putting more of Amy’ s desk between them. Amy looked like she was taking notes.
Tony didn't redly giveacrap. All things consdered, attitude from an immorta suntwoman was pretty
fucking low on hislist of thingsto beimpressed by.

“I'm the only wizard we know of,” hetold her flatly, “and you re walking around with the oldest working
magic in theworld etched into your somach. | need to know what’ s going on with it.”

Leah'seyes narrowed, and she stared at him for along moment. “Y ou used me to defeat Ryne Cyratane.
Y ou had no ideawhat damming him back through the gate would do to me, and yet you did it anyway.”

“I knew what Ryne Cyratane would do to thisworld. Reshoot the sceneand I'd play it the same way.”
“Would you?’

“Yesh. | would.”

Unexpectedly, she smiled, set down the helmet, and unzipped her jacket. “ Okay, then.”

“Canyou sy anticlimactic?” Amy muttered.

“Anticlimactic,” Zev acknowledged.

Leah grinned and pulled her fuchsaturtleneck up off the tattoo. “ Y ou were expecting afight? | made my
point when | blew town, leaving him to his own devices, and besides, he' sright. He should have alook at
this, justin case”

“In case of what?” Amy demanded as Tony peered at the interlocking circles.

“These are new,” Tony announced before Leah could answer. He traced the inner circle, hisfinger about
amillimeter above the skin. “ And there wasn't this much color before.” Not only the new runesin the
inner circle but afew of the unchanged runes were now a deep crimson. The color of fresh blood instead
of dried. “What doesit mean?’

“I don’t know. Y ou' rethewizard.”

“Yeeh, but...”

No but, actudly.

“I guessI’ll haveto find out,” he said, straightening.

L etting the sweater drop, Leah leaned forward and kissed his cheek. She smédled like cinnamon. “I'm
not going anywherefor awhile, I'll help. There snot alot about demonology | don't know.”

“You didn’'t know Ryne Cyratane would betray us.”

“Please!” She smirked and reached for her helmet. “ He' s ademon, what did you expect? Ciao,



Antonio!” A second kiss on the other cheek and awave with her free hand as she headed for the door.
“Bye, kids. See you around.”

“You going to stop her?’ Zev asked quietly.

Tony shook hishead. “No, if | need her, | just haveto call.” He rubbed the palm of hisleft hand against
histhigh. *'Y ou guyswant to go get abeer after work?’

“Asif,” Zev snorted. “CB wants the score for the last episode tweaked again. He' slooking for aJohn
Williams sound on a Chet Williams budget. I [l be here dl night. Probably tomorrow night, too.”

Amy leaned out and dropped a stack of old sidesinto the recycling box. “I’d loveto, Tony, but Jack and
| are going to azombie retrospective.”

That was unexpected. “ Jack’ sinto zombies?’

“He snot into so much. Hethinksthey’re funny.” She shrugged and pulled a strand of hair out from the
inner workings of her skeleton earrings. “1 figure as long as we' re both enjoying ourselves, no harm no
foul. Say, | know...”

Tony had aways found ingenuous aworrying look on Amy.
“... why don't you ask Leeif hewantsto go for abeer?’
“Why don’'t you ask Leeif hewantstogofora...”

“Ze”

Not a dl repentant, Zev sghed. “Y ou’ rewilling to go mano a mano with invading wizards, haunted
houses, and enough demonsfor atheatrica production of The Inferno, what are you so afraid of when it
comesto Lee?’

“I'mnot afraid. Leg's...”
“I swear, Tony, if you say straight, I’m going to feed you Amy’s stepler.”

“Hey!” Clutching her stapler protectively, Amy rolled her chair over to the other desk. “Use Rachd’s.
She snever in the office anyway.”

Tony took one step back, just to be on the safe side. “ It hasto be Lee' s choice.”

“Why?" Zev folded hisarms and glowered. It was a surprisingly impressive glower.
“Hiscareer...”

“Why would you affect his career?” Amy snorted. “ Y ou likely to do something kinky in public?’
“Actudly...”

“Zew!”

“Earth to Tony; no one cares but you. So Lee likes guys as well aswomen. Big whoop. Most of the
world has more important things to worry about than a bisexua actor in athird-rate, syndicated, vampire
detective television show.”

“Yeeh, but...”



“Hey. No buts. End the freakin” suspense.” Shetossed Zev the stapler. He made threatening gestures
withit, and Tony surrendered.

If thewholething blew up in hisface, he' d be able to blame his dleged friends. And office supplies.
Which was adubious comfort.

Lee' sdressing room door sat partly open and Tony had amoment’ sfear, relief, fear that he' d aready
left. There’ d been talk about an offer to do an Amazons in Space moviein the Australian outback during
hiatus, but he had no ideaif Lee d got the gig. Between the end of the Demonic Convergence and the
end of the season, they’ d been so busy they’ d hardly said two words to each other.

Y eah. That was the reason.

If he’s not here, it sasign and...

Hewas just taking his cell phone out of the charger. Heturned. Saw Tony. Froze.

Okay. That’ s not exactly a welcoming expression. | should just back away slowly...

On the other hand, he did have a very threatening stapler waiting for him.

Oh, what the hell.

Tony stepped into the dressing room, reached back, and closed the door. One of Lee’ s brows went up.
“I didn’t know you could do that.”

Both brows dipped down. “What?’

“The single brow thing.”

“Oh. Yesah. Sincel waskid.”

A long moment of silence. It wasn't avery big room. They were no more than an arm’ slength apart.

Tony wasn't sure which one of them sighed first. He ran ahand back through his hair. “One of us needs
to stop being such aguy about this.”

“Y eah, except we' re both guys.”
“That' s not a problem for me.”
“Medther.”

It happened just that fast.

Where“that fat” ignored the events of the preceding six months, al leading up to this moment with the
possible exception of those events that had been leading up to world domination, mass daughter, or
actudly shooting an episode of Darkest Night.



Now he finaly knew where Lee was, Tony wanted nothing more than to make magic, to hold out his
hand and call the other man to him—but the smoop levels had aready risen to nauseating heights. He felt
like he' d ssumbled onto a Rainbow Network Movie of the Week and this was the part in the soundtrack
where the female vocalist would comein with the power ballad. “ So what do we do...”

L eetossed his phone aside, grabbed Tony’ sjacket in both fists, and swallowed the last word aong with
the lower hdf of Tony'sface.

Later, when they finaly brokefor air, Tony felt he needed to make one thing perfectly clear.

“I never once thought of you asthe damsdl.”
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consders herself aMaritimer. On the way to theidyllic rura existence she shareswith her partner Fiona
Patton, six cats, and a Chihuahua, she acquired adegree in Radio and Televison Artsfrom Ryerson
Polytechnic—an education she was happy to finaly use while writing the SMOKE novels. Of her
previous twenty-three books the five—BLOOD PRICE, BLOOD TRAIL, BLOOD LINES, BLOOD
PACT, BLOOD DEBT—featuring Henry Fitzroy, bastard son of Henry V111, romance writer, and
vampire are among the most popular. She' s pleased to be returning to that world once again as Tony
Foster, ex-street kid, and one of Henry’s own, discoversthat working in television haslessto do with
“redity” than he ever suspected.

Jacket painting by John Jude Palencar

Jacket designed by G-Force Design




