In at the DecP end
You arrive back at your house to see number of imPressivelg expensive vehicles Pu”cc{ up the the drive
way; the first is a slate grey Austin martin V8 Vantage with the number P|atc PRINCE, the second is a
black 1968 Jaguar XJ6 with the number Plate MYCI7IE, the final one is a White Ducati racing bike with
no visible licence P]atc Also ProPPccl up bg the front door is a dark blue and ageing Pusl’] bike with a
broken chain which, whilst not of the same scale of wealth as the others, you know is in its own way

even more exclusive.
You have the horrible Fcelingyou may be in trouble.

Inside, the small front room is occuPied by the owners of the vehicles.

Co”apsed in the easy chair, his ]egs stretched out so t]ﬁcy take up much of the remaining space, isa
man with fine features and ‘ong blond hair which cascades over the shoulders of his White biker
leathers. Resting against his |cgs isa Iarge broad sword which, dcsPitc it's depth in the g|oom of the
room, seems to be rcﬂectingthc sun]ig}wt His eyes are closed, his exprcssion almost blissful.

Leaning on the back of chair, Practica”y backed into the corner, is a tall almost emaciated man wearing
a long black morning suit over a White frock shirt; his skin is Pa|e, which is further emphasised by the
black Iipsticl( and kohl around his eyes. He looks up and smiles, obvious]5 relieved that your arrival
means things may soon be underwag, and he will be free to escape the presence of the other men.

The bay window has been claimed 59 a man who looks too normal for this company. He is dressedina
|oungc suite, shirt and tie. His wavy blond hair is streaked through with grey, as is the ncat[y trimmed
beard. He fixes you with cold blue eyes and his mouth is deliberate held without expression.

Some how the rcmaining man manages to dominates the room, clcsPitc the presence of the others. He
is stanc]ing at the fire P]acc, checl(ing his dark hair in the mirror as you enter. He looks up and stares
at you through the reflection with c|ar|<, ncarly b]ack, eyes. He turns, every movement is contro{,
almost as if he is on a cat walk. The silk shirt is open to his waist rcvca]inga rack of washboard abs and
a smooth hairless chest. A silver Pendant reminiscent of a cannabis leaf rests against the tanned skin.
The trousers, a tight black leather with Iacir\g at the HP, leave nothing to the imagjnation and reveal
the tan to be natural and all the way down.

“Come in." he says. He gestures to the sofa that has ObViOUSIH been left clear for you. "Settle down.”
His eyes run over you all, eva[uating carcFu”g.

He waits long enoug]’w Foryou to all sit.

“Now,Just in case you are all c]uc|css, let's do some introductions.” He says. He gestures to the man in
the }DatjA "Sheriff Ream is the law in this town." His hand swings to the man in White leather. "Sir
Longarm is here in his role as rePrcscntativc of the R03a| Court of the Faerie.”

The man opens his eyes, rcvcaling them to be amber in colour, and leans forward, Pushing his hair
behind the characteristic Point of his ears. "Greetings."

“Behind him is Fidel.” The man says. "Who is here on behalf of the Mages Council because..?” He
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“Callum is tied up with a ritual at the moment.” He shrugs. “You know how it is."

“Franug no,” the man dismisses, "I leave that sort of tl-nings to the lesser }Jcingsﬂ‘ He looks at you. His
head twists s|ig|’zt|g. *And I am Eljah Zander of the White Court." His mouth moves revca|in5 Pchect
teeth. "But you will call me Prince.”

He pauses ]ctting his words imPact and then says.

"So Gentlcmen, and ladies. What could you Possib]y have done that rcquircs four representativcs of
the High Council of the Covenant to come to this..." He looks round at the decor ... Tru!y amazing
cxamplc of interior design? "

He stops his eyes Fixing on you, 5low!9 one eyc]:)row raises. Silence descends as thcy wait for you to
rcPIHA

After a few moments he adds. "Any ideas at all? Want to go for a wild stab in the dark?" His eyes settle
on you. “Anythinggou feel the need to confess?”

Thereisa [ong pause.

He c]aPs his hands once and straightcns up- "Excellent. Ream. | suggest you brief them. I'm going to
see if this P]accs excuse for a kitchen has angthing like a kettle and a tea pot.”

He strides out from the room.

Fidel c]carlg relaxes. He comes out from behind Longarm’s chair with a CICCP sig}m The Faerie shifts his
sword and props it next to the fire. He sits up and stretches. "Yes Ream couldn't you wait until after he
had fed?

"No." Ream says. “This was too imPortant" He looks at you. "You are beir\g dePutisedA We have need
oFyour skills.”

“Which may give you some indication as to how dcsperatc we are." Fidel says.

“Please Arc]ﬂ~Mage~aPParcnt you are not insPirir\g them with confidence.” Longarm teases ]ooking up
at him. "Where is Callum? Rcal|5?”

"Ritual.” Fidel resPonds Firmlﬂ. "A counter sPe” that is required in Speal(. He said that if any one
should ask, 1 should say Evil wizard did it.”

“Ijust bet he did." Ream says clarkly.

“Could we not have done this without the Princc?" Fidel asks.

"Not where it concerns Clubland.” Ream says. He looks at you. “Which is w|’19 we rcquirc you. Our
People are known. You are not, or at least you are not known as minions of the Council. So..." his blue
eyes fix on you. "We want you to go into C]ub]and, have a snoop round and let us know what is going
on. Because | have been hearing rumours and what I have been hearing concerns me."

Longarm twists in his seat [oo\dng upat the sheriff in confusion.
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"And thcg should concern you too." Ream says Pointcd[y to the fae.

E!ﬂah returns hold a tea bag up bg one corner, extended from his Fingcr as if it were a rat. "What is
this?" he demands staring at you.

"It's a tea bag Prince.” Fidel says F]at]y.

E!}'jah g!arcs at Fidel then he throws his car 1«355 at him. “You, babH—Mage, go tomy car and get me my
hamPer. Iwill not use this.” He shakes the teabag as if to kill it. "This is what }Drought down the Empire.”
"Funny, that isijust what we were discussing.“ Ream interru pts.

E‘jah looks at him, his cxPrcssion cha”cnging him to cxP]ain.

“If there is any truth to what | have heard some one is P]arminga coup."” Ream continues.

Longarm raises an eﬂcbrow, "Against the Prince, the Fisher King or the Arch—Magc?"

"All.* Ream says Firmlg. "Some one seeks to dcstroy to The Covenant.”

"Ah. Longarm rcsPoncl. He leans Forward, looLing more concerned. Then he looks up at Fidel still
standing ho|c|ing the kcys. "Fidel, if you would be so kind, I recall the Prince has a whiskcy cask in that
hampcr, and,” He g!ances up at elﬂah Pointcd{}j, “ find mysch in need of a stiff drink.”

Fidel nods and slides out of the door, taldng care to kecP as far from the Prince as Possiblc. E|ja}1
watches him £0, licking his ]ips suggestivelg. His eyes hood sllghtly as the Mage hurries away. The
Princc breaths in as if sccntingthc air where then man walked. He emits a soft low hum.

"Prince Elﬁah." Ream says Firmly.

E!ﬂal‘x blinks and looks at l‘xim, a half smile on his liPS.

“If we cou|djust have your attention for a few moments more." Ream states.

"Of course.” He says, “You need me to sign the authoritg of action.” He holds out his hand. "Pen.
PaPer.“

Ream reaches inside his-jackct and Pu”s out a scroll of velum and an agcd ink pen. E|jjah takes it and
leans on the fire Placc. He fills the lower quarter with an ornate signature of ‘E. Zander, Prince’. He
holds out the paper and pen to Ream. “There you can fill in the blanks.”

"Do you do chec]ues too?" Longarm asks l‘yoPeFu”g

The Prince looks down at him and smiles. "On]y the morning after &arh’ng.” He pouts a kiss. “And even
then on|5 iFgou are L'Oréal.”

He turns as Fidel reappears carrying a wicker picnic basket. The wizard |ar:|s it down on the floor and
opens it. Then steps back and gasps at the contents. “b]oodg hell 1 could get high‘just carrying that
in!” He rubs his hands on his trouser Icgs as if to remove any contamination.

Inside is a vast array of tablets, vials, Powclcrs, blotters, herbs, flasks and bottle. Each is held in Place
by miniature leather straPsA E|jal1 bends down and reaches beneath to a second lagcr, drawing out a
couP|c of paper wraps. He looks from on to the other for a moment and then declares "Assam I think."

He drops the rcmaining wraps into the hampcr then he takes a small metal tea Pot from the corner and
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vanishes once more in the direction of the kitchen.

Longarm Pushes the hamper towards you with his foot. "See angthinggou Fancy?“

"Are you sure that is wise?" Ream says. "T}'leg do belongto the Prince.”

"He would Probab]g aPPreciatc the snack at the moment." Longarm rcsponds &ark]g. Then he sighs.
“Some one has to do the honours, we need him and he is useless as he is.” He reaches down and with
draws a small flask. As he opens them a strong scent of whiskcy fills the room. Longarm hc|F>s himself
to a sip and coughs at the strcngth. "Highland Park cask. Excellent. Mind you with the Prince rd
expect nothing less.” He takes another ‘ongcr siP before rcsca]ing it.

E!ﬂalﬁ returns with the tea pot. He looks at the flask in the Faerie lcmgl'vts hand and then moves closer
to him.

Longarm looks up and smiles, his face twisted with inebriation from the strongc!rink.

"My Princc“ he wl‘visPcrs, his eyes s|igl1t|5 defocused.

Eljah breaths in clceplg, as if in]ﬁaling the man’s exhaled breath. His eyes flash silver. "Tasty." He says,
a purr in his voice. Longarm arches his back, almost as if to expose his neck to the vampircs caress.
Eljah reaches down with a delicate Finger nail but before he can make more than the ]ightest of
contacts Ream coughs. The VamPirc shudders and Pu”s back, |eaning on the Fircplace to balance
himself.

His fae almost victim sags back into the seat, the hair Fa”ing forward over his face. Longarm shakes his
head slightly and blinks to clear his vision. Very dc]ibcratck,) he puts the flask down on the floor next
to his feet.

“Most potent Sir Knight, Thank you.” E]}Jah whispcrs as his eyes clear. The black iris return as he
turns to Ream. "So Sheriff. This coup.” SucHenIy he seems so much more focused and serious. He
pours the tea from the small Pot into a matching cup. "How do we dissuade them?" He asks.

"First we have to find them.” Ream rcsPondsA He turns and looks Pointcdly at you. "Of course when |
saywe...."

And sudden[y the eyes of the four rePresentatives of the High Council are on you.

What are you going to do?
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Can'tblame a glr[ for asking.

For a Prison itis a rcmarkab[y nice cage, Angc]a reflects as she settles back into the arm
chair and siPs at the gxass of wine. She had been warned in Manchester that it could be rislqj
visiting Covenant grounds, but she needed to see the Place for herself. The Cathedral had
been amazing; a castle to gocl in red sandstone and ornate marble. She felt like an intruder
wa”dng through its high arched vaults. At any moment she felt the slceping lords and ladies
on their mausoleums might rise up and demand the peasant leave.

Leaving she had intended to head for the river, but made a raPid rig}'lt turn when she sPotted
the Fou dogs across street. It was all too clear tlﬂcg were a lot more than statues. She could
feel the sPirits in them glaring at her thrcateninglg as theg marked the boundary to their
lands. So she had not been surPrisccl when her amble down the narrow a][cy called Wood
Street had been intcrruPtccl by four men waiting for her outside an old inn. As bcing
arrested went it had at least benefited from a nice view. Her captors were all good—[ooking,
ath]ctic, young men in tight biker leathers with a shoulder Patch reading “Rare Breed”. The
cxchange had been low |<cg as thcg established her ‘not cxact[g human then’ status. The
shortest one, with dark hair and a hint of an oriental fold to his eyes, had even given her his
helmet so she could ride saFc[H on the back of the bike. However she was sure that the
calmness of the aPProach was mostlg dictated bg the Passing tourists and, if she had chosen
toputupa Figl’lt, it would have been very short.

She looks througlﬁ the bars to the small office space on the other side. Two of the men who
brought her in are still there. The man who donated his helmet - Cale - is c]car[g comP]cting
some paper work on her arrest. The other (ta”, muscuxar, with mousy brown hair that F]ops
over his forchead in an untidg Fringe) isjust looking at her curiouslg.

She returns his gaze for a moment and he smiles.

“Can | get you anythingf?” he asks. His accent is softer than she cxPected, but still clear]y
scouse.

She gestures to the finished lasagnc and half empty g]ass of wine beside her and shakes her
head. “No. No I'm fine. It was very nice thank you.”

He nods. “So what are you doingin Sca”y land?”

She smiles. “Would you believe I'm Just a tourist?” She asks, lcaning forward s]ight]g, to
CmPl’]aSiS her cleavagc.

He Iaughs, “Well we do get them. But...” He looks at her curiouslﬂ. “You dom’t seem the tch.”
“I'm researchinga book.” she decides to come clean.

“ Rca”y? What on?”

“The suPcrnaturalf’ She says.

“There is a lot of those on the market, you sure it will sell?
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“It’s not that type of book.” she says.

“What type do you mean then?” He asks.

She nods. “Supernatura[ communities around the world. A guidc for a Role Paying game.”
“Accurate?” He asks.

She nods.

“And you want to include us.” He states

“Well rd like to.” She says.

“You know.” He twitches his head. “Can’t see the council going for that. Thcg don't like
People remcmbering we are here.”

“That’s a shame.” She says. “Pcoplc do.” she warns him. “Clﬁeng Tze in Manchester was most
informative.”

His crosses his arms. “Rca”y?” He says suspicious[g sAnd what did he have to say.”

She can feel him ca[]ing her bluff. she grimaces. “That brother Tu Di Gong does not like
visitors.” She confesses.

“But you came anyway.” He says.

“Yes.” She nods, shhcting her Position slightlg again, Pushing the flirt. “ usua”y get what |
want when I ask nice]g.”

To her surPrisc he leans back instcacl, his face fixed on her eyes and ignoring the ‘dc]ights’
sheis trying to tempt him with.

“You’re wasting your time.” Cale says, his comment almost dismissive. “Jake bats for the
other team.” He g]ances over from the paper work and then Puts down his pen and leans
back. 1 however....”> He smiles. “You can flirt with me all you want.” He stares blatant]g at her
breasts, grinning,

“Tart.” Jake says, the accent sudclenly very sharp.

Cale looks up at him and beams. “Just cloing my bit to continue to [inc, Bro. Given you're not,
some one has to take up the slack.”

She stands ups moving to the bars. “So what do I have to do to getout of here?” She asks.

The door at the toP of the ste]:)s behind them opens and another man in leathers enters.
There is cnough ofa 5imi[arit9 between the new arrival and Jake that she is sure theg must be
related. The two look at each other for a moment, a flick of confusion then Jake says
“Simon, what are you cloing here?”

“Your shifts over mate. Boss wants you back home.” Simon resPonclsA “Date night or
something’?”

Jake grins. He grabs his helmet.

“What about me?” Cale protests.

Jake nods to Angc]a. “There’s your date Pa].” He winks and takes the stepstwoata time.
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Cale sags into the seat and g]ares at Simon. The man s]ﬂrugs “Hey I'm stuck here with you
too.” He Points out. Then he looks over to their Prisoncr. Thereis a |ong pause as he studies
her then he asks. “Can | getyou angthing’.’”

She gestures to the Lasagne and wine on the table behind her. “No I'm fine.”

He nods. “So what are you doingin Scauy land?”

She is hit with a horrible sense of De’Ja Vu and Cale says. “Yeah we did all that alrcadg.” Ina
bored exPrcssion.

«Oh. well ixcyou are briefed.” Simon says. He moves closer. “so what do you want to know?”
“Rare Breed?" Angc]a says. Nodc[ing to the old crest on the wall behind him; its image
identical to the Patch on his shoulder. “What’s that about?”

"Mortals bred and trained to take down suPcrnaturals.” He rcsPonc]s.

His honestly almost shocks her. All she can manage is “What?”

“When the covenant was first set up it was realised that thcg needed an inclcpcndent group
to enforce things and keeP order. That was the Breed. | guess tl'icg wanted mortals because
we die off Fair[g quick[ﬁ, S0 we can never gain too much power." Simon exPlainsA

It takes her a few moments to gathcr her thoughts. Obvious]g the rumours she had heard in
Manchester were true, but to hear the ‘confession’ so quiclc[9 and from the liPs of one of
their own surPriscs her. She exPcctccl them to be more circumsPcct about such a thing. Not
50 Hatant, and Frank]g Proucl of what thcg were doing‘

"Why Rare Breed?" She manages, dcspcratc to kccP the conversation going.

He shrugs. "Because theg breed us 1 guess. We come from the old families. The Pyms, The
Stan!cgs, The Mo]gneux, The Cavendish. Families like that. For a ]ong time the Covenant have
been kccping track of those blood lines. Ream has books and books of our lineagcs in his
office. Occasiona”y there is a bit of match making or arranged marriages going on, but its all
to making sure the Pcop]c that come out of them are compctcnt and caPch and rcaclg for
the task at hand. We are the best Humanitg has to offer.” He grins, a Pridc in his voice.

“Well best you can get out of scousers.” Cale responcls.

Simon looks at him grimacing, Cale holds up his hands in chence, “Hey I'm a scouser too.”
“Ycah, half breed.” Simon teases back.

Angc]a looks at them confused.

“Mg dads out of China, well technica”\zj Hong Kong, got out before they handed the P[ace
back.” Cale cxP!ains

“But,” She nods to his‘jacl«ft on the back of the chair, “you are Rare breed?” she asks,
slightly confused.

“Mum was from the Stan]cy line.” Cale nods. “And Tu Di Gong put in a word for my dad” He
cxP]ains dismissivc]g

Angc]a looks imPrcssed, knowingjust what a comP]iment is hidden in the throw away line. She
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knows from her conversations with the Communit9 who Protccted her in Manchester that the
leader of Livchoox’s chinatown rarcly sPcaks on any subject, let alone to recommend a
mortal’s suitabi[itg. She starts wondering what Cales father could have done to earn such an
honour.

“Thcy like to bring in out side blood occasiona”y\” Simon says. He grins rucfuuy. “I mean we
have a canoes and the river would be a bit embarrassing if we all took up the banjo"’

She frowns at him.

“Deliverance.” He hints, Then he s]ﬂrug& “Doesn’t matter.”

“The famous Sca”\g whit isjust lost on some Peop[c.” Cale comments clark]g.

“So what happens now?” Ange]a asks.

“You get to be our guest,” Simon says. “And we answer what ever cluestions you have on the
Covenant.”

“And then?” She asks.

He looks at her, his face suddenlg serious. He sniffs “Then you go before the court and
depcndir\g on wl’)a’tgou say to them... “He sl’)rugs.

“You stay, you leave, or you die.” Cale intones.

“Die?” Angela asks, shocked at the suggestion.

Cale nods. “If you are a dangcr to us.” He stands up slowlyA Even through the leathers she
gets a sense of the strong Prccision in the muscles. Simons comments about the Breed bcing
there to take down suPernaturals haunts her tl’louglﬁts. Cale looks at hcr, his dark eyes
[ooking some how clead[y; all trace of thcjovia] \qirting she was erjoging carlier gone. He
moves closer to hcr, standingjust behind Simon.

She feels the blood drain form her face.“<Oh.”

“So you might want to have a serious reconsider about what you want write in that book for
yours.” Cale warns. “Casue that sounds Prcttg threatish to me.”

“Book?” Simon asks, twisting to look at him.

“Yeah Pal” Cale says. “Way to go bricFing the enemy.” He pats Simon’s shoulder
sarcastica”y.

Simon oPcnlg grimaces at his mistake. “I thought you wcre‘just atourist.” He says.

“Watch ALL the tape next time.” Cale says. “I need a Piss, I'm sure you can finish the rest of
the chapter for her whilst rm gone.” He heads for a small door at the far end of the room
Simon glarcs at Ange[a

She shrugsA “You can’t blame a gir[ for asking > She defends.

He shakes his head and stalks over to the desk, c]car[y anno\chcl with himself. Then he Picks

up his pen and carries on with the Paper work in silence.
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lzzy Wizzy, let’s get... Paranoid most[g.
Sheis naPPing when the door opens again. It’s Cale’s voice that awakens her. A rcsPcctFul
“Sir.” that carries into her ‘cage.’ She sits up, Pul]ing hcrjackct around herself as the foot
steps come down the short [ight of stairs from the door. The voice is cu!tured, a soft irish
accent, the Figurc that moves into view is short and Port[y) dressed in an old stylc three Picce
suit in a Palc gey Pin stripc. The shirt is a ['nglw co[]ar,J’ust the sligl']test triang[e at the neck
above the white tie. His hair is dark }Jutgrcging, and cut to a classic short back and sides. His
eyes are a soft grey and framed bg metal rimmed sPectaclcs which he Pushcs Firmly up his
nose as he peers at her. Then he smiles.
“The Sheriff asked me to pop in and say hello.” He says, she guesses heis ta”cing to Cale
but heis [ooldng at her. A cup of tea would be nice.”
Cale sighs and stands up. “Wouldrt itjustf’
He walks over to her. His gaze moving up and down her bodg, as if studying every cell of her
bcing “And you would be Miss Hughcs.” He says.
She nods. “And you are?”
“Callum Doy]c. Arch Mage to the Higl'w Council” He says. His face almost looks amused as
he confesses to the title.
She looks at him cautious[g, all to aware of Cale’s earlier comments. “Are you here to

interrogate me Mr Doglc.”

“Well....” He smile fades as he responds. “Thats not a word 1 like.”
She nods ‘cnowing]y.
“Tea.” He says.

The comment confuses her.

“Have you had tea yet?”

“I've eaten.” She says. She turns to gesture to the small tch, but at some Point whilst she
was slccping some one removed the tray.

“No.” He says. “I meant the drink. Rea”\zj you should try some Tea whilst you are here. 1 know
the... stuff... thcg serve in your homeland is not worthg of the title. You owe it to 3oursc|F
whilst you are in these shores to taste the best.”

“1 had green Teaiin Manchester.” She rcp]ies.

“Not the same.” He says.

Cale arrives with a small pot and two china cups and P]accs it on the corner of the desk.

“ah thank you young man.” Callum rcsponds He pours a 5P|asl'1 of milk into each and then
runs his Finger around the saucer of the one nearest to her. His Fingers move over it, a subtle
shift in the way heis ho]c‘ing his hand but one that seems strangelg familiar. He pours in the
tea, it is a rich brown colour and fills the air with a surPrisinglg Fragrant smell. “Ceann do na

taepl'wota agus ceann do-¢iri leat.” He whisPcrs. He turns the cup and brushes his Fir\gcrs

Chapter 11 11 -9 Clubland

HangOver City 10

over the cclgc of the saucer. Then carries it over to her and holds the cup out, reaching
tl’}rough the bars so she can take it.

She stares at it.

He looks at her. « Pleasc, it would be impolitc to refuse hospita]itg.” He prompts.

She takes it carcFu”g and sniffs at it. He takes his own cup and sips it. “Yes.” He Places his
cup down and carries over the chair from behind the desk. Cale g]arcs at him behind his back
and then moves over to the bottom step of the stair case, droPPing ontoit rcscnhcuug, like
some school child sent to the naughtg stcp for somcthing he didrt do.

The Mage sits down close to the bars. She is struck bg the fact that she could reach through
the bars and grab him. Unbothered he lifts the drink and siPs it again.

She sniff the tea susPiciously but there is no taint in it.

“Please my dear. You get your time in Court. It is one of the rules.” He says. “You are under
the Protection of the Breed. | am hard|3 ]ikcly to Poison a stranger under the nose of the
sherig, am|?”

She siPs the fluid. The taste is stronger than the Green tea she was givenin Mancl'lester, less
gowcrg and with a bitter tinge to the sides of her tongue. But it is very rcFrcshing, more so
than she expccted.

He drains his own cup and puts it down.

“Now then.” He says. “Formalities over.” He titles his head on one side. “Explain to me what
you are doing here.”

She tells him. To her surPrisc he has heard of Role Plaging Games, though he dismisses them
as “those tl’)ings the APPrcntices do when tl'ley should be rcsearcl']ing’ﬂ He asks carcxcuuy
about the other cities she has visited and her anns for recorcling them and what Pcrsuacled
her to visit “This site of madness” as he refers to Liverpoo]. He presses her gent]g for what
little she alrcaclg knows. It is only when she talks of the chinese in Manchester than his
cxPrcssion turns darker and he leans back.

“Thcy told you of Tu Di Gong?” He says, there is an cdge to his voice, the merest hint of
anger.

She nods.

“I see.” He stands. “Not Shen Jun Meng.” He asks carc{:u”y,

“No. My contact was Tu Di Gong.” She rePIics, confused about wh3 so little a detail means so
much to him. “l was told he was the man in chargec‘f’

“You are not of oriental descent thoug}ﬂ?” He asks.

She shakes her head. Then realises form his expression it had been intended as a rhetorical
cluestion.

“| am afraid dear Lady, you will need to be taken before the Kingf’ He says. He reaches up

and removes his glasses, Itis on]g as he does so that she realises there is no glass in the metal
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frames. He folds tlﬁcm, his faces caught in an cxPrcssion of c{ceP tlwouglwt and then slides
them into the top Pockc’t of hisjacket, hooking the eat over the Hap 50 thcy do not fall
complctely inside.

She frowns confused.

“ had hopcd that in ta”dng to you, | could unravel t]'lis, but your insistence on a connection
to the Grandfather comP]icates matters.

“But | answered all your qucstions!” She objects. “I took your truth Potion.”

“Truth Potion?” He looks at her comcuscd, then a smile creeps to his liPs and he on!g‘just
suppress the laug]m

She gestures to the Tea Cup. “The Magic....” She states Firmlg.

“Just a little charm to guarantee the taste, My dear. One can never be sure that Thomas has
not Put the tea fund on a three leggcd horse again and forced the Breed to go shoPPing at
Liddl” He says.

There is a snort of clisgust from Cale. “That's Whitards finest mate.” then a mumble of “We
took the cash box l«:g off him after last time.”

She stoPs, her shoulders sagging. Suc[clenly Fcc]ing caught out. She was so sure he had cast
some magic upon her to get her to answer his qucstions 50 comp[etc]g. Now she realises she
had-just oPcnc& up of her own volition. That she had been flattered some one outside the
group, had shown and interest in her Pr(jccb

“Oh.” She says.

He smiles at her7 an almost Father[y cxPression. “It may be nothing, Just some one in
Manchester trying to cause trouble and using you are their bullet. still we need to be sure.”
“And me mcetir\gthis kingwi” sort that.” She asks.

“He has a way about him.” Callum says carcFu!lg.

“‘OK thcn, bring him here.”

Cale snorts again.

“Ah no. It does not work like that. We would need to take you to him. And for that we need to
be sure of ... thingsf’ The Arch Mage says. The smile fades into thought.

She swallows. The same subtle threat she felt carlier rising in her.

Cale stands checking his watch. “Have to make it quick Mr Dog[e. Or\ly an hour left il
sunrise. You don't want to be traPPec] inthe court all dag.”

Callum holds out a set of Keys, but his eyes are still Firm!y fixed on Angcla. “Well then Mr
Tien, if you cou]djust bring round my car.” He sighsn “And, young [adﬂ, we will see what
Royah:y makes o{:you"’
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Caught of the Faerie King,
Angc]a remembers the darkness, Callum’s hand on her hand as she gripped his arm. The
sensation of her feet moving, She is sure she walked up steps. After that... sitting may be?
The sensation of a soft comfortable vibration against her Icgs and back. Then a coolness of

mght air around her arms and on her face as she walked again. More stairs and then....

Light. bright [ight. A spot !iglﬁt shiningon her and she has to shield her eyes from it. She is on
a stage. Wooden boar&s, the noise of her foot stcPs echoing off distant walls. Callum’s
standingjust at the cdge of the ligl'wt looking at her with concern.

‘Are you alright? The Veil should be faded by now.” He asks.

She blinks at him. The confusion c]caring. “Veil?”

“Just a little illusion to kecP your senses busy c]uring thcjourncg. After all we can not be too
careFu[, canwe?”

“...” She looks round. “Where am 17”

He smiles.

A man walks into view, t]’woug]’w she realises quick!g he is not mcrclﬂ ‘a man’. Ta”, bcautigu[,
etherial axmost, his [ong fair hair flicked back to reveal Pointed ears. The eyes that fix her
brieﬂg appear as cat like slits before taking on a more ‘normal’ human rounclncss, though
tlﬁcg remain a cat like amber. His clothes in white biker leathers, thoug]ﬂ these appear to be a
far higl']er qualitﬂ than those worn 133 the Breed. At his hip is a sword that g‘ows soFt|3 in the
darkness of the theatre. CaPtivatcd bﬂ the man, if Callum reP!ics to her clucstion, she does
not hear it.

“So you are the visitor that has been causingsuc]’l astir.” He says.

She hears herself stammer an aPo]ogg of “Ym sorry.” Before she realises she is sPeaking.
She feels an over whelming desire to droP to her knees before him. She manages to contain it
to simP]c ]owering lﬂcrgaze; unworthy of the Hcssingo{: ]ooking upon his beautﬂ.

« did my best Longarm. But if she has a truth concealed in her, it is deepcr than I can
manage.” Callum says.

“Even with soul gazel” He cha”cnges

Callum coughs, “Yeah | didn’tgo that far.” He admits.

“May be you should have done.” Longarm chastises.

“| doubt it would show up.” He defends. “Besides thcg would know it would be the first thing
we would try.”

“And so you didr't even bother.” Longarm snaps.

“Itis a two way street, Longarm.” Callum Points out. “Reveals as much of me to her as 1 would
learn from it. ljudgcd that too biga risk.”

“But you seck to risk My Lord.” Longarm retaliates.
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“She is of no risk to Him.” Callum says Pointcc”g “It’s her sanitg rd fear for.”

“well.” Longarm resPor\cls, his voice softer, the Fury draining out of him. suppose that may
be true. But you have fears...”

“She was with the Chinese in Manchester. Theﬂ sent her to se Tu Di Gong,.” Callum says,

The c]egant egcbrow of the Fairie lord raises. “Al’l, and you think thcy may have Planted
something in her that may be of risk to The Grandfather.”

“Given what is going on.” Callum says. “It would be unfortunate if the Chinese de[egation
became distracted with their own internal Prob]ems.” His voice sounds hard. “And it is the
Mancs. Thcy have tried things before.”

“And we sent them Paclcing. ” Longarm dismisses

“Last time it was-just the morta!s, could be thcg have aid from other sources this time.”
Callum councils

Longarm stops for a second as if shocked by the imeications. The he nods. I see your
concern Arch Mage. And 1 agree.” He steps forward. Ange]a feels his hand on her chin, ]iFting
her gaze to meet his own.

She blushes under his close attention.

“She would be a very distracting bomb.” He says.

“Bomb” Ange[a stammers. “'m not...” She looks to Callum confused. “A bomb?”

The Arch Mage shrugs.

“You think ’'m a Bomb?” She stresses.

“Well the Magical equiva]cnt may be.” Longarm tells her. « mean, i you were sent here
oPcnlg, whg did the Chinese of Manchester not tell us you were coming?”

“We can not afford to be too cautious. Especia”g at the moment.” Callum says. “So. You will
take her to him?”

“ll take here. 1 am not sure if he is awake. Or even will show any interest.” Long arm says,
Then he smiles. “still its a pretty cnough face for her kind. May be you will amuse him.”
“Him?” She asks.

“My Liege the Fisher King.” Long arm says.

“ thought You were the kingA > She says.

He xaughs, “No, child. 1 amjus’t a Knight of the Court.” He offers his arm and she finds herself
taldr\g it, almost as if compe”ed.

He leads her out of the spot ]ig}'lt, and whilst her eyes are still acljusting throug}'l the back of
the stage. She stumbles in the darkness and has to grab his arm to stoP herself Fa”ing. He
pauses brieﬂg.

“Of course | f:orget your kind do not have the sight in this shapc do you?”

“You know what | am?” She says.
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“Of course.” He says. “But there is no need for shame. We have many Pcts of many SI’]aPC in
the court. I am sure there is one here who will take you in if itis decided you should stay.”
“Stayl” She exclaims. “NO You dor’t understand. | need to get home. There are Peop]e
waiting for me.”

“Mg clear, if those in Manchester who seek us harm have used you t}'lcg you can not leave.
You would a[wags be a dangcr to some one. But do not concern Hourse]F‘ The Court has
takenin many waif and strays over its time. You will find comPanionshiP here.”

She Pu”s her arm away from him, Stumb!ing back wards. It is all to clear tl'\cg intend to
imPrison her here. She turns to run but on]g succeeds in co”ic[ing into soft cloth. It smells
strong‘y of C[’]CCP Pchume. She claws at it, her fear rising . Then suddcn]g there is sun ]ight.
She turns slowlg, confused bﬂ the sharpncss of her silhouette. The source is not some open
door as she had Pragc& but the blade in the hand of the facric Knight He holds it high
above his hcad, casting illumination into the small space. Around her she can see the cloth
Paintcd sheets, hard scenery flats and discarded props of the theatre. Behind him is a
Paintcd scene of a grassy hill toPPcd bg a Fairg tale castle and for a fraction of a moment in
the strange glow it secems all too real. In the moving shadows it almost looks as if the
drawbridge is [owering.

He extends his other hand, his voice soft and wclcoming. “Please Angcla.” For a moment it
sounds all to human and she has to remind herself of the eyes and the dangcr his kind
reprcsent.

She moves back away from him, trying to sink dceper into the scented cloth.

He sigps, his drolas his gaze for a moment and then slow!g looks up at hcr, his bodg re[axcs,
his griP on the sword ho[cling it more as a torch than the weapons of destruction it so clear]y
is. “Wolf-kin.” He says , his voice little more than a purr. «f wcjudgcd you on[3 for for death
you would never had made the Caverns cage. The breed are well trained and well briefed.”
He pauses, itis less than a heart beet but it gives time for his words to sink into her mind. “As
hard as it may seem to be to believe, we are trging to hc]P you.” His wrist flicks as he offers
his hand again.

She swallows.

There is a movement in the debris beside her, and dcspite herself she shrieks. As it shifts she
realises that what she took for a manikin dressed in a discarded robe surrounded }33 years of
accumulated rubbish is a man. Then as he looks at her she realises that she was wrong,

The Fisher King stands. His movement heralded bg the sound of cascading aluminium cans
and the chink of bottles. The air fills with the scent of stale beer and urine. She wrinkles her
nose at the all too familiar scent of any city a”cy after c]osing time. He turns to her and she

can see a Fragment of a sweet wrapper aclhcring to the whiskers near his cheek. The blue
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eyes glﬁ:tcr like saPP}'lirc

“Take gcrjackct off to nancy there and he’ll hand yer yer arm . The voice is old, rich, and
shot through with a scouse accent. “Yer not Plagin ticin ‘ere.”

Angc]a blinks at him. Her mind trying to arrange the noises he has made into words that
might mean something‘

His brows droP as he stares at her. “Yer no mine.”

“No my Liege. Ream and Callum sent her here. Thereis a Problem with the Chinese.”

“Then let chinkﬂ deal wi’ it.” The Fisher Kingdismisses

Longarm coughs gent[e. “But that is the Problem Sire, if...

The King moves, spinning on his sPot. The cloak swings out, sending a cloud of Fag ash and
dirt into the air around them. The Fragments g[itter for a moment in the shafts of light form
the sword. Then it slow]g falls. There is the sound of a ziPPcr being un ziPPed and the
unmistakable sound of fluid F]owing into a bottle.

Longarm grimaces. His eyes cdose in clear embarrassment at his Lords actions but he waits in
silence until the king has dealt with his needs.

The king hands him a sealed bottle of dark brown glass which the knight takes with clear
reluctance. “Bin on yer way out.” The king commands.

“Yes Sir.” Longarm says. The Figurc settles back into the Pi]c of trash then he looks at
Angc]a again.

“You mine?” He asks,

“No Sir.” Long arm sighs again. “That is what | was cxP]aining. Ream and Callum wish your
advice as to whether she is a threat to Grandfather.”

“Wlﬁy would she be?” The King asks, still stuciyir\g Angexa. “Just a Bizzg Blouse this one. Not
even a Jack.”

“She came from Manchester.”

“Traitor land. Stealer of shiPsA” He grunts. “Gud Nutmeggin.”

“Yes sir but we think she mig]'wt be...” Longarm says,

“She’s no muriel or mule, or blinder for that.” The King dec]ares, There is the sound of
crunching cans as he settles back into his ‘throne’. He looks at Longarm and eyes the bottle
suspicious[& Then wrinkles his nose. “Dirty sod. Git rid of that.”

Longarm grimaces c]ear|9 irritated at the l(ings accusation that the bottle is his. He turns to
Angc]a. “Come on.”

“But...” She turns to indicate to the Fisher king, but alreacly the old man is snuggling down
and his eyes are c[osing‘

“Unless you want to be in here with him all dag, we need to leave now.” Longarm says. He
strides up the stairs, droPPing the bottle into a waste bin at the toPA

Hoping some one will cxanin, Angcla follows.
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The MorningAFtcr Pill
Longarm PUSI"ICS open the fire door and leads her out into a dirtg a”cg. He stands for a
moment, a shiver in his shoulder as if trying to throw off the dust and stench from the
basement. He turns to her and smiles. “S07” He Prompts.
She g]ares at him. “507” She demands.
“You heard what he said, no muriel or mule, or blinder for that.” Longarm says.
“But what does that mean?” She stresses.
Longarm sigl’)sA
“It means you are not in c]’\arge of angthing, nor are you carrying anything for another.” The
voice comes from to her right, towards the street. It purrs scnct[g but still some how manages
to carry to her ears. He walks towards her, every step deliberate and Prccise. As he passes
into the ]ight above the fire door she can see him. Short dark hair, s]ight]g spikcd, his skin
natura”g tanned. Black eyes twink[ing at her. The Black silk shirt and Leather trousers looks
asif th63 are off next years catwalk. Nestling against his bare chest is a silver Pcndant in the
shapc of a Cannabis leaf. He looks her up and down. “Nor it seems are you one of mine,
whichis a Pitﬂ’ because...” He licks his [iPSA
“Ange!a, May | present E[_ijalﬁ Zanclcr, VamPiric Princc of our fair city.” Long arm says. His
tone warning,
Eljah pouts at him. «Oh spoi] sport. And I was so ]ool(ing forward to the chase.”
“Pm not interested in VamPire.” Angela says, crossing her arms and stePPing back. “and rm
not running so there is nothir\g to chase.”
E]yah’s face twists into a more natural smile, the Prcclator Fa”ing away. “So faerie boy, what
did daclclg have to say?”
Longarm grow]s back. “He is not my Father.”
“Yeah right, thats not what he says.” E[ﬂah dismisses. He looks at Angela again. Studging her
for a moment. “You are not his type.” He states noddingto Longarm. He sniffs at her. “Too....
“ He stops. “He wont lower himself to anything less than a C]’wangc]ingf’ His gaze turns back
to Longarm teasing[& “Soif sheis nota Hing, whﬂ are you taking her to see the old man.”
Longarm sigl’vs “E[jahw” He warns
“f it’s not Fae, it’s Council.” Elijah states. “As a council lcaclcr, | could command you to tell
me.” ‘
Longarm looks up at the lightcning slcg. “Please...”
E]jah s['lrugs. Then he half turns. “Fine then Pretty 1309, keeP your secrets and rll keep

mine.” He snaps his Fingers and two slﬁapes move from the shadows nearer the road. As tlﬂcg
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get closer Ange!a can see tl'xeg are two stunning women; One a white blonds and the other
whose hair is a midnig[']t black. Tncg are dressed |'1ig|1 heals and almost transparcnt drifts of
fabric that match the colour of their hair. He reaches over and Pu”s the blond over. As she
leans in closer she looks up, cxPosing her neck. He licks a[ong it, his tongue F]icking at her
chin. The brunette gigg]cs almost as if she is the one being caressed. He turns his face back
to Angcla, his black eyes now silver. As thcg fade back to normal, he nods to the woman. ‘A
Blinder.” He says.

She frowns.

“It is what we call mortals who have given themselves to the addiction of serving the White
Court.” Longarm says. There is an edge in his voice, a hint of disgust.

The brunette looks at him. “You say that like it's a bad life.” She moves over to E[}'jah,
caressing his shoulder and nuzz]ing his hair. She moves round him so there flank him.

“We all have to die some time. That is why we are called Mortals.” The Blond says. Her voice
is almost identical to the Brunette’s Now thcy are closer togethcr Angcla realises their faces
are also close cnough to be twins, the onlg difference is colour of the hair and the ‘c]otning’.
“But, if you are not going to P]ag nicc[9 Faerie bog.” E]gan runs his hand over the white lace
hiP. “And after | went to all the trouble of bringing two.” He muses. “Ohh well, 1 guess l’]Uust
have to Play with them both. Oh the harclship of being the Prince!” He kisses the brunette
Forcemcu”g She ]aug}']s

“Callum and Ream wanted her brought here.” Longarm says. He almost sPits out the words.
“Thcy wanted to make sure she was not dangcrous to Ti Du Gong.”

“There. Was that so hard?” EliJ’an says. He lets g0 of the blond and Pats her bottom, Pushing
her towards Longarm. She Pouts at him but walks down the a”cg to J’oin them. Angc]a
watches confused as the woman leans against Longarm. She looks up at him and smiles.
“Hello claclclg"’

He sighs “How many have I told you not to P]ay with auntg Wenn?” He says. 'rrom his tone he
has said it many times before.
The Brunette blows him a kiss.

“But Daddg theg are so much fun!” The blond Pouts.

E]ﬁan Iaugl'vs and takes Wenn’s hand. “Come on sister. We have work to do anyway, and tlﬂeg
are boring.” He turns and leads her off down the a][ey “Later Longarm.” He waves without
[ooking behind him.

Longarm sighs and shakes his head slig]’vtlg as he watches El}’jah and Aunty Wenn’ leave. He
looks at Angcla. “I'am sorry about that” He says. “The Prob]cm of such a close knit
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community.” He looks down at the blond still hanging onto his waist. “You end up related to
the most unfortunate of Pcop]c"’

The Blond grins at him and then belches. Her eyes b]earg. Sudc{cnlg itis all to clear she is
very drunk.

“It seem | have to get this... young [ady home to bed.”

“What about me?” Ange[a asks, from the !iglnt inthe sky she is sure she will have lost her hotel
reservation.

“vll take you back to Ream.” Longarm says. “You are his Prob[cm now.” He sighs as the blond
sliPs on her I'vign heals. “This one is mine and more than cnough. I would wash my hands of
her but...” He looks down and she can see a tenderness in his gaze that surprises her.

The gir] giggles at her own inabi]itg to stand.

“My ]iege dictates otherwise.” Longarm excuses. “In my past | abandoned my changc[ings
who rcjcc’ccd the bloocl, but this city makes for strange bed fellows and sometimes Po]itics
dictaté another course of action.” He looks at Angcla for a moment and she is sure he is
going to say more, but something makes him hold his tongue. Instead he grimaces, and ]iFting

the gir] with a stringgrip under her arm, all but carries her out towards the city streets.
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The Other Country Throug}'l The Gate
The small group stop at the top of Duke Street before the massive oriental Gate.
Cale looks at Ream and frowns. I thoughtgou said we wereina I"lurrg?”
“Yes but | have no wish to be caten either.” He resPonds. He nods to the Foo Dog at the
base of the gate. The statue has c]ear|9 shifted its head to gazeat them, is mouth caught ina
half snarl.
Cale Pales. “Oh Ok.” He g]anccs over to Ange[a “You sure this is a goocl idea?”
“It is her defence, we would do a disservice to the court in not chccking it out.” Ream
responcls
“But if she is a SPH?” Cale whfsPcrsA
“Tu Di Gong will let us know.” Ream resPonds Firm[g. He nods as a Figurc is red silks emerges
form one of the narrow stone buildings inside the gate and walks up the street towards him.
“Pm not sure I'm the rig]'\t person for this Boss.” Cale hisses, “I mean I've not had much to do
with that side of my Fami]y. What if..7?
“Itis un[ikcly thcg will talk opcnlg in front of one not of their blood.” Ream snaps back under
his breath. “Be still bog. Treat this as an oPPortunitHA It is about time you learnt more of
where you came from.”
The Oriental Pu”s his coat straight and studies them all care{:uug before sPeaking.
“Venerable Ream.”
“Lord Shen.” Ream rcsPonds,
“Tien Cale.” Shen greets nodding at Cale.
The breed member manages a strangled “Sir” as he bows.
Shen turns his attention to the last member of the Partg “And Miss Hughesf’ His forehead
shifts in a sliglﬁt Puzz]cmcnt. “You confused us when our guarclians said you turned away
from the gate. We were cxPecting you carlier.”
“«Oh.” Ange[a says. She looks over to Ream and Cale.
“ hopc the Sheriffs Pcop]e were Po]itc during your stay with them. It was unfortunate, but
once you rcjectccl our territories there was little we could do direct]g to guicle you back.”
“50 You do know this woman then?” Ream asks.
“OF course. Grandfather has been in discussions with his counterpart in the Port at the end
of the river. We were asked to Proviclc her with safe passage during her stay hcrc, and to
assist her rescarch in so far as we are able.”
Ream nods. “It may have been more exPedient if you had informed the Council of this in

advance.” He chastises gentlg,
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“Alas the communication arrived to late to take to the court, and it seemed such a little trifle
tocallan cxtraordinarg meeting over.” Shen aPologies. He looks at Angc]a and smiles. “still a
pretty trifle none the less.”

Ream watches him imPassivelyk “The Council have rules that she be watched whilst she is in
the city. | have assigned that &utg to Cale here. Where She goes, He goes.”

Shen laughs. “Of course. | cxPcct nothing less. She is a delicate flower and an ambassador
from a distant shore. You need to assure yoursclvcs that no harm befalls her. The
arrangement is acceptab]c.” He looks between the two of them, his smile twists s|ig|1t|3. “And |
foresee other benefits.”

“Quite.” Ream resPonds sharplg, cutting down the spccu]ation,

“Excellent. Well then.” Shen offers his arm to Angcla. “If you will come this way, The
community have put on a wc]coming party. It is 50 rare we get visitors and we do like to be
hospitablc.”

Ange]a takes his arm nervouslg, and allows herself to be lead through the gate. She glanccs
over her shoulder to Ream as he watched them £o, trging to work out if he is hiding his
concern well, or if he rea”y does not care.

Cale ziPs up his biker leathers, for once glacl of the armour. His hand clrops to the Pouch of
materials on his hiP and the short knigc, the ]ongcst he can ]cga”g carry.

“Theﬂ are your PcoP!c Cale.” Ream says gent[c

“Yeah boss, but right now, “He g[ances at the still snar[ing Foo clog “I'm not Fce[ing the love.”
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The Ferry Across
The water laps at the side of the Fcrry as it Pu”s away from the dock. Angc]a looks back at
the Pier head, talcing a Photo of the famous view of the waterfront bui]dings known as
theThree Graces. As the shutter snaps Cale looks up; concerned she may be Photographing
him. 1ts the first Positivc response he has made since tl’lcg left China town and An Bao
he]Ped him onto the boat.
“Are you alright?” She asks.
He manages a nod. Then he leans back. “Just tryir\g to take it all in.” He confesses. “I
guess...” He stops and blinks up at her in the sun[igl'lt.
She sits down next to him and pats his ]eg. “l am glad you came with me.” She assures him. “I
don't know if 1 could have got tl'lrougl'\ that on my own. T]ﬁeg are very intense.”
“Ditto.” He manages. He looks back towards the city as the Ferry swings round and starts to
clﬁug across the current. “rd gucssecl dad was imPortant, but no one ever said how.” He
shudders for a second. “ guess outside china town tlﬁcy might not even know.” He looks
down at his knees. “ljust wish P'd had chance to know him.” She sits in silence not sure what
to say. To her surPrise he continues. “It’s not all that uncommon in the Breed. Nature of the
job. There are a lot of us who grew up orPhans or missing a parent. Like me and Rick. But
there is a]wags some one to take you in. Ream is very careful about that. May be i it hadr’t
been so common 1 would have realised sooner. Asked some one about him.” He looks over
his shoulder at the receding city. “Gone there sooner.”
“will you go back?” She asks.
“Yeah, Probablg"’ Then he adds with a sigh “tf ’m allowed.”
“Shen said he would see you later.” She reminds him. Given the way t]’wcg reacted, she is sure
China town would be all to keen to welcome him thome’.
He looks at I’\cr, and she can see a sadness in his eyes. “Mig]"xt not be his choice.” He says.
“Breed are meant to be indcpcndent s0...” He turns his eyes to the other side of the river
and she can feel him turning his back on China town menta”y as well as Physica[]g. “That
might not go down too well.”
She looks at him and the exPression on his face as he buries his anticiPatccl PainA It doesn’t
seem fair. She turns to look at the low grey bui]dings across the sl'linir\g ribbon of silver. “S0.”
She prompts, hoPing to distract him for his dark thoughts. “Where next?”
“Your lot.” He says.
“My lot?” She resPonc]s confused.

“Wolf-kin.” He reP]ies. He looks at her surPrised face. “SOrrg, am | not meant to know?”

She shrugs.

“Breed.” He excuses. “Sorrg but... well even under the Pcrf:ume and $0ap... you smell of
clog,”
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She g]ares at him. “What?”

“Well not smell as such.” He rcsPonds as he tries to dig himself out of the hole, “It’s more like
a taste, but through the skin.” He strugglcs to exp[ain a sense he knows she does not have.
“m not racist.” He says quicug. “I mean you can’t hclP being born... that way... It’s not your
fault.”

Herg]are turns harder. “I wasn’t born this way. | chose to be what 1 am.” She says Firmlg.

He frowns at hcr, clearllj confused. “What?”

“ leant to be...” She looks round the boat ]owcring her voice. “What | am.”

He stares at her whilst she tries to give him the cold shoulder to make it clear how angry he
has made her. Evcntua[]g he whispers “Weird. Whg would yo do that?”

She looks at him, her eyes F[ashing. “Because | wanted to make a difference. It was sometl’xing
| believed in.” She hisses.

“What? Running around sniF}Cing cach others arses and Pccingon IamPPosts?” He taunts.
She slaPs him hard on the shou]dcr, her hand gxancing off the Patch on his leathers. It stings
the back of her hand and she withdraws it sharl:)lg.

“«Ow!” he protests. Rubbing his own arm.

She g]arcs at him as she unconscious|3 licks the back of her hand to reduce the smarting
Fcc!ing. “No Protccting the P]anct > She grow]s. “You wouldr’t understand.”

He looks at her incrcdu[ous]yA “ wouldr’t understand. Listen miss | put my life on the line
every clag for this city. When was the last time you took down a Ghoul”

“Two years ago.” She resPonds trutHu”g.

He stops ]ooking at her. His exl:)ression c}'langcs, alook of bcgruclging respect. “Rea”y?”
“Rca][g.” She says. “Mg Pack and I, back where 1 live. It was attacking a friend of ours. We
distracted it so he could kill it with his magjc.”

“«Oh.” He says.

The Fcrrg turns lining up with the Birkenhead dock. 1t gives them another view across the river
and towards the city. The 51<9 line of bui]dings a silhouette against the white sky. The river is
a dirty brown and no longer shining. She looks at him as he studies the slcg line then he looks
at her. “Chose it?” He echoes almost as if he is trying to grasp the concept.

She nods.

He sighs. “The on]g Peop[e who geta choice in this citg are the char\gc]ings, and then its an
all or notlﬁing so most of them avoid making it. You are born wolf. Born Breed. Born VamPirc.
ngou have some magica! talent then Callum or one of the others will find you and teach you.
Often whether you like it or not given how dangcrous those skills can be without a focus.” He
looks towards the city, nodding to the two distinctive shaPes that make up the Cathedrals;
one an inverted funnel the other a Fingcr to the sky, “Or God chooses 9ouf’ He muses. “No

one rca][y gets asayin angthir\g, youjust doit”
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He stands up as the boat bumps against the shore. He offers her his hand. She looks at it
for a moment before taking itand stancling. He leads her towards the off ramp.

“Pmsorry | took the Piss.” He says somctlg as thcy stcp onto dry land.

“It’s ok. | guess | didr’t understand how bigthc cultural difference is.” She says.

He [aughs, the tone almost bitter. “Yeah wc”, you guys are the land of the free not us.”

She nods.

There is a rumb[ing voice beside them. “Mr Tien. i you have cluitc finished with your
Propaganda."

Ange]a turns. The sPeaker is massive; aPProaching seven foot. He is a mass of muscle which
cluitc litera”y blocks out the sun coming through the transparent curved roof. His face is all
but obscured bﬂ a thick blond beard and nest of blond curls.

“Master Gunnar.” Cale says, bowing his head S!ight]g. His tone is rcmarkabiy rcsPcctFu] gjven
his carlier reference to snigingancl [amP posts.

The man turns his gaze on Angc!a for a second, his cxPrcssion Hir\chir\g into the slig]’wtcst of
smiles. “Well met sister.” He greets her.

“Hello.” she rcplies ncrvous]g.

“ would have though a Pym would have been a more Fit‘ting escort.” Gunnar comP[ains
[ooking at Calc“Scnc[inga Stanlcg is almost a declaration of war.”

“Jakes busg.” Cale rcsponds Pointedlﬂ.

The grunt from the man is onlyjust short of a grow]. “ do not acknowlcdge him.” He steps
forward towards Cale. His movement t]’wrcatening but Cale stands his groun&

“Cale came with me to China Town.” Ange[a defends quick[g. “Tu Di Gong, asked him to kecP
me safe duringthc rest of my stay.”

Gunner looks at her. “Rea”g.” He inhales slﬁarp[ﬂ. “well they say the old man is almost as mad
as the king"’

Cales eyes narrow at the insult. His hand drifts closer to the POUCI’] on his |'1iF>.

“But we all know how much wisdom where is in the madness.” Gunner follows up quickly. He
looks down at Cale. “Well then Stanlcg KeeP the peace and laws of hosPita[itg and you can
have safe passage whilst you guarcl my sister. But don't come this side of the river again with
out a deed of action from the council.”

“Sir.” Cale almost sPits out the word.

“This way sister. Let us show you the wolves of the old country, so you may have Pricle in the

person you are.” He leads them up the ramp toa waitingvan,
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And The Ferry Back
The Ferrg takes them back again. This time the sun is on the Three Graces and the
Placc thcg are Icaving seems clouded. Angc[a sits dcep in thoug}'l as the boat
bounces over the waves. Eventua”g Cale can stand the silence no ]or\gcr.
“Are you a[right’?” He asks. Echoing her own question on the way over.
¢l don't know.” She confesses. She looks over her shoulder at the small army that
had escorted them back to the Fcrrg terminal. I cxPcctecl somcthing different.” She
confesses. She looks at Cale.
“Choice?” He suggests.
< think its more than that.” She says. “They seem so...” She shudders.
“Bigoted’? > He offers.
“Thcg are nothing like my Pack at home.” She says. Then he frowns. “No thats not
true. Thcg are but on]g in some very basic ways. We suPPort each other like theg do,
but after that.” Her shoulders shakc, a shudder. “What thcg said about the
Lycanthropes and LouPs. Ca]ling them throwbacks and saying, if he had his way he
would have them all killed at birth. 1t was barbaric.” She g]arcs back at the men on the
dock. “ve know a LouP. It was a curse. He was a good man clcsPitc of it. He never
deserved that.”
“Its notjust them thcy hate.” Cale says soFtlgA
She nods. “Jake Pym. He was with you when you Pickec’ me up. The man who talked
to me first.”
Cale nods. “Jake and his bro Simon.”
“Thcy are your friends.” She says.
He nods. “And more. You get close in the Breed you have to. Survival &cpcnds onit.”
“Whg do theﬂ hate him so much?”
“Heis gay.” Cale says
“Must be more than that.” She rcsponcls.
He shakes his head. “No thats cnough. “ He leans forward. “The way theg see it. you
have a rcsPonsibi[itg to have kids, to carry on the lines. Being gay gets in the way of
that so.” He s]’xrugs. “To them Jake is {:ai[ing in his duty. And for the wolves that is a
crime worse than...” He stops trging to think of something relevant. “Genocide?” He
guesses. all those oﬁ:spring that will never exist.”
“But you don’t think that?” She asks.
“Gods no.” He rcsPonds‘ “Like ! saicl, leaves more women for me.” He smiles at her
teasingly. “Besides Breed are more higlﬁ tech than wolves, and Reamis carcFu”g with
the blood lines. we all getto wank into a bottle before we first see active service,Jus’t
incase.”
“EWWW.” She reca”s, “TMI Cale.”
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He ]aughs‘ “Scriouslg one way or another their will be little Jakes one dag May

alreaclg be some, seeing as Ream doesn’t need to wait to see if he manages on their

own, gjven how imPossiblc that would be! Bottom line, he doesn’t have to bother

about it. The or119 time it annoys me is when his bog]criencl lets him off clutg when the

rest of us have to work latcjust because he fancies a shag. ”

“Like last night?” She asks, rccal[ing how Simon relieved Jake which the words ‘date

night’.

Cale nods. “Upsicle of bonkingthc boss I guess.”

Ange[a frowns. “Jake is s!ccpingwith Ream?”

Cale !aughs out loud, obvious[ﬂ amused at the idea. “No.” He says. «Jake is with Bri.

Brianis our &isPatc!ﬁer‘ He decided whatjobs we go to.”

“Like the Police.” She says.

«Just like the Po[icc.” He confirms. “Thats what we are s the fifth emergency service.”

“Fourth.” She corrects him.

He shakes his head. “Fourth is a the coast guarc[. We're a Port remember.” He
auses, his eyes cast down to the water. A frown drifts across his face.

Confused she follows his gaze. “What?”

Then she sees it, a boclg in the water. A womanin a [onggreg dress Floating on the

surface as if being draggcd a[ong bg the wake of the shiP. She turns to 96” but his

hand reaches up to her and pulls her down. “Quiet.” He commands.

“But.” She looks back &own, the boclg has rolled over and is Iooking up at them.

«She could drown.” She says, even though itis c!ear!ﬂ not the case.

The woman moves, her boclg archl'ng and then she sinks clecp into the mirk of the

river. As her [cgs touch the surface she flicks them, causing a sPlash in the river that

arches up and catches Cale on the side of the face.

“What was that?” She asks

“River witch.” He says. He almost sounds scared. “I guess | should have anticipated

this. You sPoke tothe wolves, thcy will want to get their cdgc in.”

“l don’t understand.” She says.

He looks at her for a moment. “I think I should let Shannon cxPlain.” He says.

“Anythingl say wi”jus’c be horrib[g misogynistic.” He rcsPoncls bittcrlg‘

She frowns at him. “What do you mean Cale?’

“Well hcgou thoug]ﬁ I was uncomfortable with the Wolves, 3ou’vc not seen not]ﬁing

yet.”
The boat docks and as thcg come off a short rotund woman, hcrgrcg hair done up in

a tight }Jun, all but blocks their way. She smiles at Angcla and then glares at Cale.
“Young Man. Whg did you expose this poor gir[ to Gunnar’s goons?”
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He sighs “l was told to take her their 139 granc:lgathcr"’

“No excuse. She should have come to us.” The woman snaps. “ suppose you would

have left us out completc|9 if my gir[s had not been so observant.”

“No Miss Shannon, I am sure Ream would have...”

“Ream, what would he know.” She grumb[cs. “He is the worst of the lot.”

She offers her arm to Ar\gc[a and her smile reappears. “Come on my dear. Let me

show you real scouse hospita]ity.”

“well actua”y Cale is meant to stay with me.” Angcla says.

Cale looks at her, his eyes wiciening almost with fear. He tries to shake is head in
rotest.

“Rca”g:" Shannon rcsponcls‘ “Well if He Must He Must.” She commands.

Cales shoulders sag; an air of defeat about him.

“Come then Breed. hcgou are Bu”clog for the dag, lcceP to heal.” Shannon instructs

as she leads Ange]a towards a waiting minibus with “River-view Day Care” Plastcrccl

alongthc side in largc colourful letters.

The bui[dingAngcla is takentoisa !arge ncw!g built brick construction on the water
front. Theg drive through a sccuritg gate and a ]arge female guarcl glarcs at Cale until
Shannon assures her that he is with them.

Inside the complcx appears to be a collection of flats with a Iarge communal gardcn
and P[39 area. Looldng round it takes her a few moments to realise that all the adults
are female. Even amongst the children there are few male older than ten. Evcrywhcrc
there is the sound of children P[aging and women gossipfng That is until Cale gets
out of the mini bus. Suddcnlg the space is silent, the adults staring at him with
cxPrcssions of disgust and the children edging closer to their mothers.

“Bloody marvellous.” Cale mumbles.

“Do not cuss.” Shannon chastise. “I will not have the children Iearningvio]ent tongue
from you Breed member.”

Shannon leads them both over to a small office in one corner, as Cale moves inside
Ange[a can hear the noise of Plag and chat starting up again. Shelooks at him
curious!g‘

“Its the Y chromosome.” He says Pointed] .

“A curse of birth, you can not blame him.” Shannon says. Her comment is sO
reminiscent of Cales Prcvious statement on the boat that Angcla !aughs.
“Something Funny my dear?” Shannon asks.

“No. Not rca”y"’ Angc!a admits. She nod through the window to the action in the
garclcn. “Whg did theg behave that way?”

“Men are not trusted here. Most of my girls have escapccl violent Partners or fathers.
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We offer them a safe haven. When it is breached it can be unsctt[ir\g‘”

Ange[a looks at Cale. chust shrugs, ‘I guess when allis said and done 1 am a man of
violence.”

“All men are violent.” Shannon says. ‘It is their nature and their curse. We can Pitﬂ
them, but we can not cure them of it. No matter how hard we trg.”

“And what are you?” Angcla asks.

“Selkie.” Cale says.

Shannon sIaPs him. The blow comes from nowhere and catches him across the face.
DesPite allhis training he does not have chance to react it is so sudden and
unexPcctcd. He sits in shock for a moment before s[ow[g starting to move hisjaw.
Evcntua“g he remembers to say “Ow.”

“You do not use that term in front of me.” Shannon glares, her accent suclclcn!g
stronglg Irish. “1 am no whore who drowns her husband for his wealth.”

Cale reaches for hisjaw, Fceling it almost as if he is chccldng it has not been
dislocated. “<Ok. Point taken. Sorry.” He says.

Shannon looks at Angcla‘ “We are the river witches.” She glarcs at Cale as if her look
itself can imprcss the term into his mind. “And we are the guardians of the river and
the mothers who clcPcnd on its waters.” She snaps at Cale. “And clon’tgou ever
Forgct it Hu-Man.”
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Have Some Faith.

“That is a cathedral?” Ange[a a51<5, staring up at the strangcly conical concrete structure. “I
thought it was a night club.” she looks behind her down Hopc street to the Sandstone castle
she toured when she firsts arrived in the cittj. She cannot think of two buildings more

osite.
“«Oh 3cah” Cale lifts his face to the sky and starts to sing. “In my Liverpoo[ Home, In my
Livchool Home, We sPcak with an accent cxcceding]g rare, Meet under a statue cxccecling]y
barc, And if you want a Cathcdra], we've got one that looks like the atmospherc re-
processor from Aliens...”
“| don’t want to be a critic Pa], but 1 think the origina] scanned better.” The Priest says as he
strides across the flat white concrete towards them. He is a stock3 man, almost a mass of
muscle, and it is clear his nose has been broken more than once. The eyes are a soft green
and twinkle with hidden mischief that Angcla is sure is not aPProPriate in the cxPressior\ ofa
‘man o]cgod' as his clothingso c]car[g marks him out to be.
Cale looks at him and smiles, he offers his hand “Father Mackenzie. Good to see you again.”
“The Father MacKenzie?” Ange[a asks. “Like in the song?”
‘Aye lass. We come in six Packs.” The Priest dead pans back as he shakes. “Come on in and

tellme your troubles. Because, like cathcdrals, we've got P[enty to share in this town.”

S]ight]g to Angcla’s &isappointmcnt, the Pricst leads them down a small set of steps away
from the cathedral and towards a square white bui]ding

“The good sheriff said you needed some where to hold up for the day. A chance to rest?”
The Priest asks.

“For ar\gc]a yes.” Cale responds. “It’s not like I can take her back to my digsf’

The Priest nods. “Pm sure the sisters will make her most welcome. Thoug}w | should warn you.
WorshiP starts at 10.” He turns to Ar\gc] and grins. “Ear]g kick off.

She frowns.

A local clcrby to&ay;" Cale says.

Father MacKenzie Pushcs open the door. The noise coming form the room beyond is not
what Angc]a cxPected of a convent. Inside the ]ounge has been covered in red and blue
scarfs. A ]arge flat screen TV dragged into the middle of the room. Before it, almost like a
alter is a coffee table groaning with ‘chiPs and diPs’ and cans of beer. The women in the room
are all dressed in the classic black and white ‘Pcnguin’ costumes of Catholic nuns. On[9 their
habits have been adorned with rosettes and scarfs clcc!aring their a”cgiance to ‘Everton’ or
‘LiverPool’. The conversation is buzzing with excitement as tlﬁcy discuss the Plaﬂcrs and
tactics and anticiPatc the sport to come.

Angc]a stands in the door way caught in confusion. “Erm...> She manages.

Father Mackenzie leads her in. “Sisters, You'll be Iﬂaving room for one more | hope?”

A Port[y ]ooldng nun Places a bowl of snacks on the table and walks over to them. As she
spcaks her accident is shot throug]’w with a strong taint of Belfast. “Of course A]an, more

Chapter 11 11 - 28 Clubland



HangOver City 29

than I'vaPPH.” She holds out her hand. “I am sister Immaculate ConccPtion. But you can call
me Immy, every one else does.” She laugha

Angc]a takes her hand “Thank you, 'm Ange[au.”

“Ah what a nice name. And you’re from the states.” lmm\zj says as she drags Angcla into the
room }33 her hand. “Let me guess, Michigan? Am | right? Close CI’]OUSI’] from your face. I was
in retreat with a nice young gjrl from lllinois for three years so | know that Part of the world
cluite well. She was a ]ove[y gir[, ]ovely gir[. So dedicated to Our lord. And Playcd a mean
ukulele too. Now come on in and we'll cxP]air\ it all to you. This is not that rubbish with the
Pads and grunting you P]ay over there. This is the real t]’wing...f’

Cale and Father Mackenzie retreat and leave Angc!a in the safe care of the nuns and to be

illuminated on the mystcries of the offside rule.
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Welcome to Club[ancl, leave your sanitg at the door

and we'll all get onjust fine.

The sun is setting bg the time she leaves the saFctg of the convent. Ange[a blinks at the 5l<y
the clags s[ceP lcaving her Fec[ing disorientated ar\cUet laggc& She smiles as she spots Cale
[eaningagainst his motorbike s c!carly waitingxcor her. He holds out a spare helmet.

“So what does my white knight have Plannccl for me tonigl’at then?” She teases him.

“Plcasc, I’'m no Longarm and wouldn’t want to be.” He grimaces back. Then he takes a dccp
breath in and looks at her. “There is some where.” He says, his voice is almost reluctant.

She cha”cng@s him to goon.

“We're party citgﬁ’ He says, again he does not sound thrilled. « Ravers, stuff like that.”
“Supcrnatural?” She asks.

He [aughs, “Well we've got more than our fair share of White court changc]ings and sorcerers
who like to Party; you work it out.” He resPonds sarcastica”g

“So somcthingthat should be in my guidc then.” She Points out.

He shrugs. ‘I guess.”

She looks at him Poin’tcdlﬂ. “So.”

“Its not safe.” He says.

She crosses her arms.

“Lool<J the rest of the guys are Part of our scene.” He tal:)s the baclge on his slﬂou]dcr, “This
demands rcspcct, But the clubs, thetj are full of boxed mortals, out of their tits on Bombers
and E. It could turn nasty real cluicl( and...”

“You’re scared.” She interruPts.

His face turns dark. “No!” He refutes.

She tilts her head in a soft cha”cnge to his denial.

“| cant be sure of the back up- I dor’t have any authoritg there. It’s not like takingyou to the
wo]vc:sJ or even the Sel... River witches. Tl"xey wouldnt try angthing because thcg know there
would be rcPcrcussions. You can’t trust morta]s, thcg don't know the rules.”

She laughs. Itis a loud and honest ]aug}m She doesn’t mean to but she is sure he has missed
the irony inherent in what he hasjust said.

He looks at hcr, confused and hurt by her reaction.

She slaPs his shoulder with the back of her hand. “StoP bcing a wuss Cale. You owe me a
nigl’vt on the town.”

He sags.
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She stcps closer. “If it would make you feel better you can tell every one you are my date.”

He looks upa grins. As he Pu”s on his helmet she is sure there is a twinkle in his eye.

The club is hcaving. She didrt manage to catch the name on the way in to the converted
warchouse, and when she tried to asks Cale he said it didn’t matter because it c}'langcs S0
often anyway. The dance floor is Packcd with a sccthing mass of flesh gyrating to the steady
tl’aump of the music which threatens to embed itself in her brain. Cale grabs her wrist and
drags her forward. Under any other circumstance she would object but she know it is the
on[y way thcg can make it t]’lrough the crowd without ]oosing cach other.

The dancers rub against her. She can smell their arousal in their sweat and the intoxication
on their breaths. Some of them seem barclg conscious of their surroundir\gs theg are so lost
in the sound and rh&,thm One glr! reaches for her, !aughing, her eyes clmcocused, She tries to
Pu” her into the knot of bodies as she calls her Trace and demands to know “where yer bin
love?”

Cale moves between tlﬁem, Pushing the woman back into the throng, his mouth in a twisted
grimacc as he states. “Wrong woman.” Then he drags Ange!a on.

Thcg find the closest thing thcy can to a quiet corner; a space near the toilets where the
walls cIisruPt the sound of the music and give it strange after echoes. As he gives her time to
catch her breath she can hear some on in the toilets ]:)eing violcnt!g sick.

Shelooks at I"xim, suclc]cnly undcrstancling his reluctance.

“Hey you were the one who insisted.” He defends.

The crowd on the dance floor parts. Cale frowns and turns as if sensing it. A Figure strides
tl’}roug]ﬂ the gp that appears to have come about bg some random chance in the dancers
gyrations and closes up behind her after wards. The woman is a stunning red head; ]ong
loose P]aits seem to inter weave into the string dress draPcd over her in a mockcrg of
dccencg. She stoPs !ooking at them both for a sccon&, awry smile on her face. Then she
focuses on Cale.

“You better not be here to cause trouble Bull dog. ”

“Cassandra.” He greets her.

She turns her face on Angela. Then she smiles as if in recognition. sahh the tourist.”

“You know about me?” Ange[a asks.

Cassandra laugh& “Darlin, yer famous.” She resPonds in aforced version of the accent. She

swings her arm round Pointing up to an upper level half concealed by a white c{raPcA “Come
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on,” He voice droPs to much more refined tones. “Let me rise you above the Plebeians.” She
turns to look at Cale. “You can even bringthc Bull dog.” She says. ‘As lor\g as you Promisc to
popper scoop him.»

Cale grunts in Protest at the insult but follows her as she leads Angc]a back through the

dancers and into the VI.P zone.

“lntcrcstingyou should come here tonight.” Cassandra says as she Pu][s back the drapcs.
Inside is a bright]g it area covered in colourful swathes of cotton and latex. It is hard to see
which of the undulations are cushions for sitting, and which are more solid tables. 1n the
centre is a deeP bowl jacuzzi bubbling with warm water, changing colours as the lights
beneath the surface strobe. Re!axing amongst the bubbles is a young man. Angcxa would Put
him at ]:)arc]y more than nineteen. His hand is Plaging in a bowl of brightly coloured tablcts,
sPinningtl"xcm round with his Fingcr tiPs.

Cassandra waves to him as she heads for a small but well stocked mini-bar. “Dor’t mind G-
Man, he’sjust Finis]ﬂing up.”

Finishing what?” Angcla asks

“His ritual.” Cassandra rePIics. She turns ho[c[ing out a cocktail of Pink froth. She presents it
to Angc]a.

“Ritual?” Angc]a presses.

Cassandra offers the drink again “Surclg you wont refuse my hospitality?”

“’'m not sure I’'m not in Fairy land.” Ange]a retorts nodding round at the decor.

G-Man laughs [oud|3 at her comment. He rises from thcjacuzzi, taking Cassandra drink
himself. “Looks like she has you well chCas.” He siPs the drink. “«Ohh, that hits the spot.”
Cassandra glares at him. “Have you finished?” She says noddingto the tablet.

“Yeah hours ago, ! wasjust chillin’” He rcplicsA He reaches out and lifts a swathe of dark blue
cotton, rcvcaling it to be a bath robe. He Pu][s it on and ties the belt. Then he nods to Cale.
“Tien.”

“Massen.”

“Want a drink?” G-Man offers.

“Can |l fix it myse!?’?” Cale asks.

The Sorcerer smiles. “Whg don't you trust me?”

Cale nods to the bowl of tables. “If 1 said yes you wouldr’t believe me.”

“Play nicc]y bogs or 1 will make you take it outside.” Cassandra says.

“Yeah hc]P 5oursc]F.” G-Man rePlics, gesturing to the drinks cabinet, Cale goes to
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investigate. The Sorcerer moves away and drops into the cushions. He looks up at Ange]a
curiously‘ “So come for Trials nigl'lt then? Take a Pcw"’

She frowns at him. “Trials night?”

Cassandra bends down and lifts the bowl of tablets. “Yes dar]ing, Like 1 said this is a
fortuitous c{ag for your visit.” She holds up the bow[, lhcting it to the !ight almost as if in an act
of worsl"xiP.

“It’s why we'’re so busg.” G-Man continues noddingto the window and the club beyond. “The
gangs allhere.”

“What for?” Angc] asks

G-Man [auglﬂs, “A chance to be the first, the freebie, the bragging rig]')ts.” He shrugs Pointing
to the party outside. “Ask them.”

Cassandra lowers the bowl, clutching it to her chest. He eyes ﬁash, a hint of skirting on the
cdgc of sanity. “For this.” She says, ]oolcing down at the tablets with the tenderness of a
mother [ooking at her child.

“So what’s so specia] about this one?” Cale asks.

Ange]a g]ances over, he has c]ug out a can of soft drink and is c[ear]g c]’wccking the seal
suspiciouslg.

“ah.” G-Man rcsPondk “This one we are ca”ing Unity.”

“Yeah Nice. Now for the real answer Massen. What's it do?” Cale presses.

Cassandra lifts out one of the blue shinﬂ disks. “A demonstration would be better than
words.” She lifts it, [etting it sPin between her Finger nails. Her eyes focus past it an on
Ange]a. “Don’t worry darling. Its comp[etc[zj safe.” She says. “We have throughxy tested it.
Even on your kind.”

“Can’t imagine you would find any one in the wolves interested in clrug trails.” Angc]a
rcsponcls, rcca”ing Gunnar’s attitude to ‘the Gomorra across the water.’

“Wolves no. Of course not. But thcg are far from the onlg game in town.” G-Man rcPliesA He
stands slow[ﬂ then moves over and diPs his hand into the bowl. CarcFu”g he draws out one
tablet and hold it up. Then with a swift snaPPing movement he flicks it in the air and tilts his
head back to catch it in his mouth. He chews it grinning, gjving them a full view of the
Fragmer\ts adl’wcring to his teeth before he licks them off.

Cassandra holds out the tablet to Angela “It needs at least two for its full effect.”

“You take it.” Cale says.

“But then who would be left to cxPlain” She resPonclSA

“Fuck it,” G-Man declares. “Lets get the show ro][ing” He grabs the bowl and walks out onto
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the balcong above the dance floor. The music fades away |caving an silence of anticiPation.
“My Peps.” He announces. “Welcome to Empyrcn. By now | guess you all know the score...”
He leans forward grinning, down to the crowd. “But in case we have any Virgins in to nig]'vt."
The club cruPts into screams of P[easurc and cat calls. “Lets make it clear.” He Points to the
far end. “Dominic. Lock the doors!”

A cheer goes up as there is a sound of s[amming locks all over the bui]ding

“Excc”cnt, 50 we are a]readg.” He turns and grins at Cassandra, but she manages onlg a sl:j
sneer back at him. “Rules are as usual. One Tab each. En)'og and indu]gc. Any Problems or
you see some one else 5trugg]ing.‘.” He waves his hand over to the rig]'wt hand side. “Straight
to the chill out. No heroics here.” He waves his hand to the left. “Your way out is through
customer feedback.” He holds out the bowl brieﬂg and then grabs it back. “and Peop[e. It
should g0 with out saying, but eat what you take. Any one trying angthing clever will have to
answer to Da Boyz. And we didr’t have time to feed them tonigl')t s0..." He shrugs. Then he
holds up the bowl again. “We all clear.”

The Yes echoes off the walls, bounc]ingaround in the enclosed space.

There is a clanking noise, a ]argc shallow disk rolls towards him at his head level. The
excitement runs tlﬂrough the crowd as theg watch it aPProaclﬁ the bowl. The thrumming beat
of feet and the call of “G. Man. G. Man. G. Man” fills the darkness. He pours the bowl in, the
tablet rattling like rain as the roll down into the disk.

“Er-\joyf’ He commands as the disk slides away from him, and then clrops to the head I"leight
of the crowd.

As the hands reach in to crab the de]ights it contains G-Man returns to the VIP booth and
dl‘OPS into the cushions again. He siglﬂs dcePlg. “Oh gca]’w there it goes.”

“S0.” Cale stresses. “What does it do Cassandra?”

She hold out the remair\ingtable in her hand. “Find out first hand.”

“How dumb do you think 1am?” He resPondSA

“Very Tien. Other wise you would have thrown your lot in with us years ago when we first
offered. Instead youarea Bu][dogwhilst we have...” She gestures to the surroundings

“Wow exclusive access to M&S bedcling seconds dePartmcnt, gcah you are right, what a
mistake that was.” Cale resPonc]s Hat]g.

She g]ares at him.

“Pve asked three times, you owe me an answer.” He stresses.

“Unity.” G-Man sighs “You should feel what | Fce], take what | take.” He sings

“What?” Cale presses.
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“The Potion Providcs a sensory link between the users of the same batch.” Cassandra says.
She grins. “Make sex amazing.” She turns to the club where the music has started again. “And
of course gives you the abilitg to be one with the crowd.”

‘E qus.” G-Man giggxc& Then he sighs “This is shite. I gotta dance.” He !caps to his feet and
heads out onto the ba]congy

“And you give it away free?” Ange[a says.

Cassandra [aughs. “No. This is trials night, every one gets a samP]c. We get to make sure its
safe for Pub]ic consumPtion, make sure there is no group out there that react bad[y toit, and
then th69 tell their friend about it and then... well marl(eting isn't it.” She sigl'vs [ooking at
Cale. “I mean its not like we can advertise on Radio cityis it.”

“Not again.” Cale agrees darug.

Cassandra smiles at him. “Thcg are all mortal and all wi“ing. Its not like we are ]:)reaking any
[aws, but 1 guess you will have to run back to chief Piggg Ream and tell him what the naughty
Drug mages are up to wont you Bull dog.”

“Not necessarilg.” Cale resPonc]s. There is a hint of amusement in his voice now. Then to
Ange]a’s amazement he walks Past her and takes the tablet out of Cassandra hand. He
throws it to the back of his throat and washes it down before lﬂanding the can of drink to
Cassandra.

“But...” Angc]a starts confused.

“Thats the t}'ring about the Breed.” Cassandra says, still [ooking at Cale. “Best humanitg has
to oger, but at the end of the dag theg are still Fucking Scousers.” She grabs Cales head
and kisses him Force?u”y. He puts up no resistance. As their xips part she [auglﬁs. “Jesus
Pretty bog, you are so Fucldng [uckg I'm not White Court.”

Calejust smirks. I know you too well Cas.” He darts another kiss again and then Pu”s away
from hcr, clropping on to the cushions. He looks out onto the ba]cong at the Sorcerer
ggrating before his wors]'lil:)ers‘ There is admiration in Cales eyes. “You know Massen, | think
you have excelled 5ourscl1c with this one.” He shouts.

The drug mage 36”5 back “We aim to P[ease Caleg boy, We aim to P[easc.”

Chapter 11 11 - 35 Clubland

HangOver City 36

Knock Knock
Angc]a settles on the cushion next to Cale and looks at him in disbelief. Cassandra has
abandoned them in response to a Phonc call and G~Manijumpcd off the ba]cont:) into the
embrace of his fans around half an hour earlier. Thcy are alone, but the noise of the club is
all too loud.
He look over at her and smiles, his eyes swimming from the effects of the drug he has taken.
“ can’t believe you did that!” She hisses.
“Did what?” He frowns.
“Got off your head.” she snaps. “What haPPcned to looking after me?”
He sits up Frowning. “What do you mean. Were in a lock in, Massen’s security is better than
the breeds. We are safer here than in the lock uP.”
She g]arcs at him. “You took the c]rug.”
“Yeah. And?” He rcsponcls.
She shakes her head and turns away for him. He rolls towards her, wraPPing his arms round
her shoulder and thrown is lcg over hers.
“ nghtcn up Princcss.” He purrs.
“Letgo of me.” She snaps.
“Ahh, our first lovers tiff.” He giggles. “Come here and we’ll kiss and make uP.”
She Pushes him away, to her surPrisc it take most of her strcngth. “lam notyourgir]Fricnd.”
“«Oh come on, you said you would be my date if 1 brought you here.” He Points out,
sPrcacling his arms wide to beg her to come back to the hug,
She stands and moves away from him. Crossing her arms and g]aring at him. He sits up and
leans forward. She sees him shake his head “Fine your no Fucldng fun anyway.” Sudclenlg his
eyes are clcar, all trace of the intoxication vanishing.
She frowns at him as he stands. “How?”
chust tilts his head and Points at his own chest. “Best humanitg has to offer.” He reminds
her. “lmprovcc] liver and kidncg systems. | can clear most t]’wings out of my system ina couplc
of minutes if I have to.” He lifts his hand to his mouth and belches loucng “Squse me.” There
isa strongsme[] in the arr, vaguclg chemical.
Angc]a stcPs back, her nose wrinuing at the stink.
“Has its down side.” He aPo]ogiscs. He sig[ﬁs and looks at her for a moment before stating,
“Massen’s on to a winner with that one. My guess is he will be a very wca]thy man bﬁ the
summer term, if he takes things casy and doesn’t annoy the wrong Peop[e.”

“You know him?” She says
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Cale nods. “Grew up on the same street as lcic]s, ran as the same gang, But | was breed and
him and Cas aren't so.” He s]’lrugs.

“That is whg you turned down the offer she talked about?”

He nods. “Cassandra and I” he starts, then he stops andjust says, “It would never have
lasted. She's ngdfac Kind of lies outside thc‘job specs.”

“What kind of strect has a Wizard, a clﬁangclingand what ever you are ]iving init?” She says.
He Iaughs. “Elswick.” He shrugs. “It’s this city Angcla, you not got it yet? | don't know what
the Proportion is out there in the big wide world but this P[ace is a magnet for the weirdo.” He
gestures to the ba]cony‘ “I mean take a look at that ]ot, most of them ain’t [ocal, tl’ley are
students, drawn here by... I dor’t know, what ever it is this citg does to PU” them in. Like my
dad. You are the lot that say ‘Give me your tirccl, your poor, your huddled masses 5earning
to breathe free’ We just have “Your'll never walk alone so welcome to the P[casure dome’.”
He looks over to tho ba]conﬂ, looking down into the cluby his face twisted into a smile of
satisfaction. “This is the ‘Pool, love. You want to see us for all we are, this is what you should
be ]ookingat.”

She stcps towards l'lim, intrigucd but before she can take a second stcP there is a loud crash.
The sound system fails and the house ]ights snaps up. A voice spcaking througlﬁ a mega
Phonc 36”5

“This is a raid. You are all under arrest.”

sah bollocks.” Cale swears. Sucl&cnh:) he is beside hcry his hand on her wrist and griPPing it
Firmly again, He heads towards the back of the room, Pus}ﬂng the mini bar our of the way,
His hand grab the sheets and Pu”s them down. Behind the fabric is a metal fire door which
givcs way as he kicks the bar. She start to follow him into the narrow stairwag begond but
stops as she collides with his back. Slow[g his hands raise.

“Well, well well, Cale Tien.” A voice says in the darkness. “These c!ags, | thought you had
more sense.”

Cale P]accs his hands on his head and turns round. He grimaces aPologc’cicauy at Angcla.
Some one behind him snaps on a Pair of a hand cmq:s, and then drags him backwards b:j the
shoulder.

The torch [ig]'\t shines in her eyes brieﬂy. “You | don’t know. Do I need to cuff you or will you
come along quiet[g?”

“She’ll come cluictly Nasc}::yf’ Cale says.

“Thats Sargent Nasebg toyou.” The voice sPitSA “You’re mushed Kid.”

Chapter 11 11 - 37 Clubland

HangOver City 38

Theg are Pushed down the stePs and into the back of a small van. After a few moments more
of the club’s clients are added and once the van is declares clear it Pu”s away. Ange[a looks
round the collection of humanitg. Most of them are still under the influence of the drug and
their collective fear is almost Palpab]c. Calejust leans back as far as he can, staring upat the
roof.

“Sothisa tgPical endtoa nlgl"xt outin livchool then?” Angcla asks.

He looks at her and grins. “If 1 said no, Hou‘cl think I was Iging.” He says. He g[anccs over to
the Pcoplc Pacl«:d in the van with them, nodc]ingto a small man at the end.

“How you doing Skeller?

“Tien. Been better.” The man resPonds,

Cale looks round the mortals, 5hiveringancl ]canir\g against each other for support.
“Sicl«:ningt]wing isrd onlg‘justgot in.” The man continues. “l was lﬁoPing fora top up.”

Cales gaze snaps back to him. “This is not the P]acc” He says Firm]&

The man shudders. “Yeah. Not sure I have much control over that.”

“CraP.” Cale says. He looks at Ange]a, his gaze almost accusative. “And you had to getme to
clear my system.”

“Wlﬁy whats wrong?” She asl<5,

“I'm hur\grgf’ Skeller says, thereis a growl in his voice.

“Pve gota bar of chocolate in my Pockct” Ange[a offers.

“Not that kind of hungry;" Cale and Skeller rcsPonc] simu!tancous]&

Ange]a looks at the man. His eyes flash silver and he shudders.

“B[oodg hell.” Cale exclaims. He throws himself down the narrow gap in the van, hamperec] bg
his hands will cuffed behind him. His shoulder impacts against the vampire.

The man hisses at him, his skin turning, Palc

Cale swears again and then head buts the vampirc, the imPact throwing Skeller’s head back
against the side of the van. The girl next to him screams and there is a shout from the front of
the van. Cale S!UmPS over the unconscious vamPirc, clizzt:) from the imPact

As the Van Pu”s to a halt Angcla grabs him and some how managed to manhandle him back
into his P]ace oPPosite her.

The Policc man opens the van door. “What are you lot P[ayingat?”

Skeller 5]umP5 against him, Fa”ing out onto the road. “Ah fuckinell sarge.” The copper
protests. “Looks like we've got an OD.” He Pu”s Skeller clear and locks up the van Thcy sit

[istening to the sound of the call to the ambulance and the traffic as Cale slowlt;) recovers.
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The bruise on Cales head is examined bﬂ the desk Sargent as he eyes the Po[ice that
broug]'\t him in suspiciously. He makes a Point of asking if Sargent Nescbg was involved and
seems surprised when Cale shakes his head. To Angc]a's surPrise they are both shown into
the same interview room rather than down to the cc”s, where the rest of the clubgocrs are
hcading. After ten minutes the door opens and she is shocked to see Sheriff Ream stan&ing
in the door way. He looks over them both with a Prcnccssiona[ air all to Fitting to the location
and then asks. “You ok?”

“Bit of a headache sir.” Cale rcsponds as Ream enters the room and the door closes behind
him. “You mig]'wt want to check A&E for Adam Skellerton.”

“Got him a]rcacly, Rufus was on the dispatch desk and called me as soon as the copper gave
over the sgmptoms. That’s how we knew to look Forgouf’ He says, wa“<ing into the room and
[hcting Cales Fringc 5o he can get a good look at the bruise. “Could you not have found
somcthing better than your head to hit him with?”

‘I was imProvising.” Cale excuses.
Ream droPs the Fringe. “You'll live.” He declares. He looks at Angc[a. “But you and me young
[ad3 need to have a talk.”
“Talk?” She says, the tone sounded all too ominous

“Yes.” Ream says. He sits down oPPositc her, checking the rccordir\g device is turned off
before continuing, “About your book.” He says.
“My book.” she echoes. “You can’t stop me writing it.” She says dclccnsfvcl& “PcoPIc are
cxPecting me back.” She adds quick]g.
Ream smiles. “Ahh. I think you mis understand. We want you to write the book. Wcjust want to
be very sPcciFiC about what we want you to say init.”
She frowns at him.
He looks over to Cale. “1 am afraid Mr Tien | need your services for another week or s0.” He
nods to Ange[a “Just whilst we helP Miss Hugl"ves get her notes stralght”
Cale smiles Angc[a -“My P[casurc sir.” He says.
Ream stands. “Good then, lets getyouout of here and some where more comfortable.”
“Just like that?” Ange]a says. She looks round. “But we are under arrest.”
Ream smiles at her, his cxPrcssion is almost condcscending. “Please Miss Hugl']es, Who do

you think is The Law in this town?”
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End games
Angc]a stands in the V.I.P. DcParturc [oungc of John Lennon AirPort, staring out over the
concrete as the P]ane is loaded.
A Figurejoins hcr, his cool blue eyes chccl(ing the scene himself. "So Miss Hughcs, we have
an undcrstanding, ” Ream states.
She moves dloser to him, lowering her voice. “Wl’)y did you show me all of that?” She asks
scnctlgy “You could have‘just Put me on the next Planc home. | mean, i 1 didrt know it 1
couldm’t write it at all.>
“Consider it a calculated risk Miss Hughcs. | am not stuPid. You will write your book. Pcoplc
will read it. Pcoplc will come here. If theg come here it is better if t]wey come knowing that on
our tumc, you P[33 ]33 our rules.” He fixes her with a Penetrating stare. “You see Miss Hughcs,
this is our citg. | know there are factions out there who would be all too interested in us, and
want to interfere, but it is not so simP]c. Should that tiresome group of wardens think tlﬁeg
can come here and tackle our mages for their Past indiscretions, thcg will discover theg are
Facing more than_just a wizard and his few aPPrcnticcs; that there may be a whole load of
faerie that migl'ltjust have a say. And should the white court wish to disPutc E[ja[ﬁ’s right to
ru[e, well he may be a devi[, but he the devil we know and he is our devil.”
sAnd the fisher King ?” Angcla asks.
Ream smiles, it is wry and teasing, “lsjust a sad man old man, who would want to hurt him?”
He says.
She nods. “Pm not sure what | am going to tell my Pub[ishcrs | dor’t think this is what tlwcy
were cxPccting.”
Tell them whatever you want."” He says. His eyes SParch and there is a touch of a smile on
his liPs as he adds “Just be fastidious.”
"And if 1 don't?" she asks.
He looks her up and down."We have our ways." He assures her. "But I trust you."
"Rca”g?" she asks, almost surPrised.
He looks past her to Cale, discussing somcthing with the steward, a brief smile touches his
[iPs, then he says "Yes." He looks back at hcrl his eyes turning cold again. "Let me tell youa
tale bﬂ way of illustration Miss Hughcs. It's a true tale, so rather sad. On the lﬁth of a aPril
1989 there was an imPortant football match, FA cup semi-final. I think ]33 now you will have
gat]'\er that is a rcligion in this town. It was in Shcgie]d, there were road works on the
motorway, uncxPccted c{c]ays, Many of the suPPortcrs arrived late. As the start of the game
aPProachc& there were a lot of Pcop]c still out side. The authorities feared a riot. So tlﬂcy
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opened the gate to let the suPPorters into the ground. Back then, because of trouble
between suPPortcrs, the standing area were surrounded 59 cages. Desperate not to miss
the start of the game the crowd surgcd forward into the central enclosure rather than
sPrcacling out to the ones on the side, as thcg would have done if time was not so Presscd. It
was a disaster Miss Hugl'\c& Peop]e caug}'lt between the mass of the crowd and the cage and
it's concrete wall. Crushed. TramP[ec]. Suffocated. 94 PcoP!c died at the scene. Another
died a few days later and the final victim had his Iti—suPPort turned off 3 years later. 96
dead. 766 injurecl.“

Ange]a looks at him, clcspitc the coolness of the man she can see the Pain rcca”ing this is
causinghim.

"The city went into mourning, | have never known it so quiet. | recall strangers comlcorting
each other at bus stoPSA The crowds at the memorial s]ﬂedding collective tears. The mortals
Pu”ccl togcthcn The Pcop!c of my city but all their differences aside for the greater goocl,
and 1 have never been more Proud. But that is not the Point | wish to make." He says. his voice
takes a darker tone. "There was a high]g successful newspaper. Claimed to be the biggest
seller in the country. Tl'wcg Printcd lies Miss Hughcs‘ Thcy said that our Pcop]e attacked the
emergency services and robbed from the clging and dead. Th69 thought it would sell more
papers that way so tl’)cg did not talk of the braverg: of Pcop]c sacrhcicing themselves to Push
children over the barriers; of PcoP]c Pu”ing a]:)art the advcrtising hoardings with their bare
hands to make strctchcs; of Peoplc tearing down the cages to hclP PcoP]c out. Thcg
tl'iougl'it to show us in a bad light was more Progitable. It used to sell 200,000 copics a clag in
this citg, but after that story, it’s circulation co”aPscd. All this haPPencd before you were
borr\, and yet to this clag you can not bu9 that lﬂing rag in this citg. i any one sees you
rcacling it you will be met with anger and you will be humiliation. 1 have seen Pcop]c put a
[ighter to it to make the Point,” He leans forward. "And that is‘just what the mortals can do."
He leans back.

"Got it." She nods. “Like it says on the scarlcJ You'll never walk alone.

He smiles. "Exact[g. Together we stand, an attack against one is an attack against all.

“Your stuff is onboard.” Cale announces as hcjoins them. "CouP[e of minutes and theg‘” call
you too.”

She looks at him and nods. Her tongue touches her lips as she Picks up the courage to say
what she is thin\dng. "Come with me.” She asks.

He shakes his head. "I can't.” he looks at her for a moment and then risl(s, “Stagf'
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‘I can't do that either.” she resPonc]s.
Theg both turn to look at the P]anc.

The air steward walks towards thcm, Pausing at a discrete distance and coughing sof-tl‘q
"T]'\cy are rcadg for you." Ream says.

She turns and nods then with a sigh says "Yes | guess this is it then.” she looks back at them
both. “well thank you. It's been.... cnlightcning.“

Ream nods at hcr, almost a bow. "For me too."

Ange]a giances at Cale but all he can manage is a nod. She sighs and follows the steward to

tl’}roug]ﬂ the door.

Cale and Ream lean on the metal rai[ingwatchingt]’wc Plane Pu”s away from the gate.

"So." Cale coughs. “That's it then."

"That, indced, is it." Ream confirms.

Cale pauses for a moment, watching the Planc starting to taxi along the runway. "Do you
think she will be ok?"

"She strikes me as a resourceful young woman."” Ream says. "l would be surPrisccl if the skills
she showed here deserted her on the rest of her travels.” He looks at the young Breed
member next to him. "Did she say where she was going next?"

Cale onlg turns to him once the P[ancs wheels have lift clear of the tarmac. “The states.
Chicago I think.”

"Ahh." Ream says Pointec”g

"Ahh?" The concernis all to clear in Cale's voice.

"Yes." Ream says. "Let me recall the words of the Arch Mage correct]g..." He mimics the arch
mages accent Pcrgcctlg as he says, " Now that P]ace rca[]g is a bucket of mor\\«:ysk”

Cale grimaces.

"Come. Mrs Doy[c has Promisccl Tea and cake to cheer you up. I know itis a poor substitute

for the arms of a pretty woman, but itis strawberry and cream and | am some what Pcckish.”
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Several years carlier...
The rain patters down on the P[astic of the tent, riPPiing the blue and white striPcs with the
rivers it is creating, In the the mud beneath it two wizard crouch nervous]g over a [arge stone
c]isk, around the size of an old cart wheel. Thcy are treating it with all the caution of an
uncxPlodec] bomb. The younger of the men, Fidel Marino, dressed in a [ong victorian frock
coat over a white ruffled dress shirt straiglﬁtcns up. His eyes Hicking between the stone and
the shorter more Port!y man in a grey edwardian waist coat and trousers; his mentor Callum
Dog]c\
The older man Picks up a bucket of water and throws it over the stone, was]'wing the mud
away. Fidel flinches back as the water hits the stone, bracing himself for any reaction. Callum
smiles at him when there is notl'ling. He moves over to lﬁis‘jacl«zt, caref:ullg hung ona sPadc
stanclir\g near them in the mud, and Pu”s out a cloth to clean off his hands.
Fidel moves c]oser, looking down at what the water has revealed. The stone has a ring carved
into its surFacc, the line crossed with groups of dceP groves.
“Ogham then?” He says staring at the scriPtk
Callum removes a Pair of wire rimmed g]asses, without any actual g]ass in t]’wemj from his toP
Pocket. He Pu”s them on b]in\cing at the stone. “Yes.” He confirms. “And c]uitc a potent little

artefact.”

The Hap in the tent behind them opens brieﬂg as they arejoinec] ]33 a fair haired man in
official ]oolcing water ProoF coat. The left breast emblazoned with cities coat of arms. He
steps into the cover of tent, and c!cspite the rain outside is almost instantlg clryk

«Sheriff.” Callum nods in his direction, taking care to peer over the sPectacle frames.

“The Mortal authorities have cleared the site. That chaP from the museum is beinga Pain. He
is demanding that the bomb is removed and not destrogccl in situ. Rather concerned for the
historical remains.”

Callum nods and then with more than a hint of sarcasm says sAhh Bless.” He looks to Fidel.
“Read it yet.”

The young mage looks up at him and grimaces. “Not rca”g my field Callum.” He admits.
Callum Puts down the cloth and moves over. “Some times | dor’t know wlﬁg I set you those
exercises.” He mutters. He leans over the stone and sighs. “Hmmyes..”

The Sheriff moves closcr, watcl']ing as Callum works his way round the stone, occasiona”g
POPPing back to check some detail, then he stands. "Well It is a gate way into some where
deeP in the Never-Never. Summer | think.” He announces. “And the inscriPtion on it serves
two purposes. One way its a warning, cxplaining w[ng you should under no account open the
gate.”

"And the other?” Fidel asks.
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"Is the sPe” to open it." He says.

"So what haPPens ifwe do open it?" Fidel asks nervous]g.

*Oh the usual | guess. P]agues, rains of b]oocl, end of the world. shite like that. Summers
powers unbound on earth basica”y.” Callum dismisses. He looks up with a mischievous grin. "l
say we crack it.”

"Doit." Ream says.

Callum looks at him sl'iarplg and clcar]g surPrisccl. “No. Ream you are the sensible one. You
are the one that says don't be so Fucking stuPid Ca“um, you can not risk &cstroying the
worlcljust to satis{y your cat like curiosity." He reminds the Sheriff.

“My ana[ysis leads me to conclude there is no alternative.” Ream resPonds. “This is the keg
the Fisher King sPokc of. It can not be allowed to fall into the hands of the mortals.”

“Well allow me to be the voice of reason.” Fidel says.He turns to his mentor grabbing his
[aPe]s and s[']aldng him gcnt]g to emPhasis his fear. “Ca”um, for the good of the Citﬂ, and the
rest of the world I guess, you can not do this."

The three men look at each othcr, suddcnlg caugl’vt in the moment of the excl’vangc

Fidel shudders and lets g0 of his mentor. “Oh gocls we rca”g are throug]ﬂ the Iookingglass on
this one, aren’t we?”

Ream looks down at the stone. “Yes. But then is that not always the way with things of the
Fae.”

He looks up to see the two wizards staring at him.

“Poetry? That'll work.” Fidel dead pans back at the sheriff.

Ream grunts at him and heads back into the rain. “Find me an alternative Arch Mage, that is
what you are here for.”

Callum g[arcs at Fidel.

His aPPrcnticc crouches down over the stone. “I don't work well with an audience.” He

‘aPo[ogises’A Then he grins. “But| think  have a cunning P[an\”
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