Lilith smiled, and it was a cruel expression stippled in
moonlight and shadows.

“| told you that she would be trouble. Better to leave her now. Or kill her.”

The thought had crossed Warren’ smind. Violent solutions to problems tended to be norma for him these
days. Before the Hellgate had opened and the demons had arrived, that had never been the case. He'd
run from every fight he' d ever faced. Asaresult, he' d been taken advantage of by nearly everyonehe'd
trusted.

“There s something out here,” Warren said.
“How do you know?’
“Because | fed it.” Warren lifted hismetd hand. “In here”

Naomi gstarted to say something, then she glanced at the hand and closed her mouth. He' d already
proven that he was much more adept at the arcane forces the demons wielded. Now that he had anew
hand, his power had taken on new turns that he hadn’t had accessto before.

“All right,” she said findlly. She pulled her long coat more firmly around her. “But | hope wefind it soon.”

Another of the zombies dropped into one of the unseen bog holes barely covered by ice. The sharp
crack sounded just before the zombie plunged into the black water. This one didn’t come back.

Only alittle farther on, gray smoke plumed againgt the dark, star-filled sky. The feding that pulled
Warren lay inthat direction aswell.

Lilith walked beside him again. “Y ou'll want to hurry,” she stated camly. “Y ou' re being followed.”
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T hisismadness, Emily. Y ou' ve got to come away from here beforeit’ stoo late. The demons aren't
your friends. They’ Il never be your friends.” Rob Houghton pleaded with his sigter, but he knew she
wasn't listening to him. She was listening to that inner voice she claimed to be attuned to these days.

The Burn, the strange power that came from the Hellgate that had opened by St. Paul’ s, hadn’t made it
thisfar outsde London yet. But everyone knew it was coming. Demons occasionally prowled the forests
and screamed through the skies of the outlying aress.

Asthe Burn crept outward, it terraformed the land, rendering it into a hdllish landscape that only the
demonsthrived on. No onein the scientific think tank that Rob had worked in until the demons arrived
on All Halow' s Eve had been satisfied with what they believed the Burn to be.

Some believed the Burn was changing the land into a proper environment for the demons, but that was
refuted when it was pointed out that the malevolent creatures handled themselves quite well under regular
planetary conditions. Others believed that the demons weren’t causing the change at dl; rather, it was
their presence in the world that left acancerous bail on the earth.

Rob’s own beliefs held that the Burn was smply another weapon in the arsend the demons had. By
unleashing the Burn, the demons destroyed potable water and vegetation, dl thingslivestock and wildlife
needed to survive. He was convinced that it was supposed to eliminate the natural food chains the world
supported.
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To the south, he could see London. He thought he could dmost see the Hellgate, the interdimensional
portd that alowed the demons free egressinto the world. He could definitely see the ever-circling dark
cloudsfilled with ominous green lighting that hung low over the metropolitan area.

Chipping Ongar was asmall town outside Gregater London. Rob’s mother had grown up there before
she’ d gone off to university to meet their father. As children, Rob and Emily had visited their
grandparents there often. They’ d maintained asmall farm outside the city. When the horror swept over
London, Rob had found hissigter in al the confusion at the university and gotten her out of the city.

They'd lived on their grandparents farm since the invasion. Their grandparents were long dead. Their
parents had never madeit out of London.

For atime, Rob had believed that they could wait it out. That had been over four years ago, and there
wasnorelief insght.

Evenworse, Emily had falen prey to the twisted mystics that had risen up to embrace the demons and
their arcane powers.

“Emily,” Rob caled again.

She turned toward him and he could scarce bear her gaze. When he' d taken her from university, she'd
been twenty, not truly innocent anymore—because college served to wear some innocence away—~but
not worldly, ether.

She was petite and dender, possessing a boyish shape made popular by modeing agencies, Hollywood,
and adverts. Her natura red hair was cropped even with her jaw, parted in the middle, and she’'d had
ash-gray eyes.

Rob was bundled up in thewinter’ s cold. A thick parkawith hood, thick gloves, and insulated coverdls
bardly kept him warm asthe wind cut into him. Gusts carried new-fallen, powdery snow up in what
looked like sugar confection whirlwinds. The white powder gleamed in the cracks of bark on the tree
trunks. Cold moonlight beamed down through the skeletal branches.

Despite the bone-aching cold, Emily only wore what amounted to a hater top and hip-hugger shorts. She
went without shoes even though the snow reached her mid-shin. They were clothes probably every
univerdty girl had hidden away from her parents and older brothers.

Now, though, Emily embraced her sexudity. She clamed that clothing interfered with her tiesto the
arcane forces that the presence of the demons had loosed in the world.

Rob didn’t believe her. Hewas a scientist. He believed in things that could be welghed and measured.
Magic was something for role-playing games.

Not dl of the Cabdids, asthey caled themsalves—and Rob called them cultis's—had the same control
over their bodies. Plenty of them that Rob had seen wore winter clothing.

“Rob,” shesaid in that eerie voice she' d developed. “Y ou shouldn’t be here.”

“Neither should you,” Rob countered. He watched the shadows closdly. The demons liked shadows
because they could usethem to hideiin.

“You'recold,” Emily said. “'Y ou should get back to the house.”

“Not without you.”



Quietly, her face serene, she turned her gaze back to the full moon. “It’snot going to be safe out here for
yw.”

“Thenitwon't be safefor you, either.”
“I'll befine”
Rob shook his head vehemently. “1’m not leaving without you, Em.”

“All right,” shetold him, and sounded just for amoment likethelittle sster he'd pulled from university
four years ago. “Follow if you must, but runif there’ sany trouble.” She started walking.

“Trouble?’ Rob made himsdf follow. “What trouble?’

Emily didn’t answer. She strode through the snow asif it weren't there. Her exposed skin turned
blue-green, and Rob noticed that it suddenly looked scaled in the moonlight. He' d seen the effect on
other occasions, but never wasit so pronounced as tonight.

Severd of the cultists had taken to grafting the parts of dain demons onto their bodies. They claimed that
the demon parts hel ped them amplify their powers. Rob didn’t think that wastrue. Asageneticist, he
didn’t know how that could be true. The recipient of atransplanted organ didn’t suddenly experiencea
DNA change. And that was the comparison the cultists offered. Except their change was on an arcane
level, not agenetic one.

“Therewill betrouble,” Emily Stated.

Unconscioudy, Rob shoved his hand into his coat pocket and felt for the massive Webley .455 revolver
his grandfather had prized. Until he' d left London, he' d never touched afirearm. Now he not only knew
how to use them, but he d practiced till he was proficient with the Webley.

“Then you shouldn’t go,” Rob protested.
“I haveto.”

“Why?Who sad?’

“l sad.”

Startled, Rob pulled the Webley from his coat pocket and took aim. Even with gloves on, the pistol was
30 big it accommodated the gloves easily. He aimed at the shadow next to abareelm tree.

“Who areyou?’ Rob demanded.

“It's Seeker Orrus,” Emily said. “The onel cameto meet. Put away your weapon, Rob. It's not needed
here. Y ou' re among friends.”

Rob kept hisweapon whereit was. It suited him there. And he definitely wasn't among any friends that
he recognized.

Seeker Orrus remained by the tree and surveyed Rob from under hooded eyes. He wastdl and lean to
the point of emaciation even in the winter clothing he had on. His head looked heavy for histhin
shoulders. He leaned on atall staff.

“Y ou have nothing to fear fromme,” Orrussaid.



“I"'m safeguarding my sster,” Rob replied.

Thetdl, thin man barked laughter. “ Y our Sster isfar more capable of protecting hersdf than you are.”
“On that we disagree.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Orrus said. “ She's here because | asked her to be.”

“Why?

Orruslurched out from the tree. Evidently he' d suffered aninjury in the past thet |eft him at least partialy
crippled. When the moonlight stripped the shadows from the man’ slong face, Rob thought he was going
to be sick.

The cultist had braided smal demons' horns from the bridge of his nose dl the way to the base of his
skull. Weird tattoos in a half-dozen colors covered his shaved scalp. One of hiseyeswas yellow and far
too large for his head. Ridged scar tissue around the eye socket showed where someone had removed
bone and tissue to make it fit. Two more horns, these downturned, jutted from either sde of hischin. His
bresth leaked away from him in adow pour of gray fog.

“Because she has done something no one else in our sept has been ableto do,” Orrus declared. “She's
touched the mind of ademon.”

Rob kept his pistol pointed at the man. “I don’'t know what kind of tripe you' ve been filling my sster’s
head with, but—"

“Thisisn't their doing,” Emily said. “I truly have touched the mind of ademon. | called Seeker Orrushere
tonight to help mework through this”

“Work through what?’ The pistol had grown heavy at the end of Rol’ sarm. His hand shook and his
shoulder ached from the weight of it.

“| dream of the demon,” Emily said inaquiet voice. “I dream of the demon every night.” For thefirgt time
in months or years, shelooked distraught. “1 can’t tell you what it’ slike, Rob, but I’ ve got to gain control
of this...or it sgoing to destroy me.”

Pain tightened Rob' sthroat. “What you need isto get out of here. If you get out of here, Emily—"

“I will only dream of the demon somewhereese,” sheinterrupted. “ Seeker Orrus believes he can help
rre”

Rob hesitated, but he didn’t shift the pistol am from the cultist.

“Please,” Emily whispered. “Rob, permit methis. | can’t bear this much longer.” Fear showed in her eyes
adong with thepain. “I can’t do thison my own.”

“I can help her,” Orrussaid. “You can’'t.”

Knowing he was defeated, Rob lowered the pistal, but he didn’t put it back in his pocket. “What are you
going to do?" With his surrender, the wind suddenly seemed colder.

“I"'m going to help her bresk the link,” Orrus said.
“Then get it done.”



The cultists choiceto remain in the open surprised Rob. The arrivd of seven more members of Orrus's
group joining them in the moonlight under the bare branches of the treesaso surprised him. Tiny
snowflekestell.

Two of the new arrivas, both mae, didn’'t wear any more clothes than Emily did. The flesh of both of
them looked like it was covered with scales aswell.

At Orrus shidding, Emily sat cross-legged on the ground. The cultist leader squatted in front of her.

Ashewatched, Rob wondered again at how much dl life had changed since the arriva of the demons.
Their metropolitan lives—hisjob at the R& D department at Gardner’ s Genetics—was gone. Hiskid
sster had gone from aliterature nut studying the works of Neil Gaiman and lan Rankin to some kind of
weird sorceress.

Thething was, Emily was a sorceress. Rob had seen her work magic: move thingswith her mind,
summon fire from nowhere, and read minds with uncanny accuracy. He d learned to be afraid of her, and
he regretted that because he’ d felt certain she' d sensed that about him.

What Rob hated most was the helplessness he now felt. When they’ d first left the city, they’ d both
foraged for thingsto eat. Then, dowly but surely, she’ d developed her own interests with the cultists.
Even after arguments about it, something they’ d never done before, she hadn’t given up her studies of the
old books that the cultists had | et her borrow to make her own copies.

But he wouldn’t leave her. HE d made that promise to himself when he’ d gotten her out of the city and
they’ d both lived.

Orrustook an object from his robe and put it on the ground between Emily and himsdlf. It looked like a
jadefigurine of alighthouse.

“Thisismy foci,” the cultist said in asoft, soothing voice. “ Throughiit, | will access your thoughts and
bring more control over themto you.”

“Yes” Emily sat in alotus position. Her hands were upraised on her knees,

“Stareat it,” Orrus crooned. “ Stare at the foci and fedl the dream within you. Unleash its power. You
don’t even haveto provide energy to feed the dream.”

Rob thought the man’ swords were worthless. It was just noise to make himself fed important.

“Feed the dream to my foci,” Orrussaid. “I’ll help you contain and bring it forth. We' |l see your dream
together. Then we'll conquer it and build safeguards for you.”

Thejade lighthouse glowed. The lambent green barely showed against the white field of snow.

“People have dreamed of demons before,” Orrus said. “Many times. There' salways agreat dedl of
energy expended to do something like this. Always, unless the dreamer gets the upper hand, the energy
only flowsoneway.”

Rob barely restrained his anger. He couldn’t believe Emily bought into al of this. But the powersarered,
aren't they? It isn't dl crap. But if she hadn’t been messing about with those arcane forces, she wouldn't



have been in the shape she was currently in.
“That'sit,” Orrussad. “Only alittlemore.”

The jade lighthouse suddenly glowed as bright as a star. Snow around it started to melt, and it sank a
couple of inches. The heat wasintense enough that the figurine melted the snow for several inchesin any
onedirection.

The hairs on the back of Rob’s neck stood up. His stomach turned sour. Thisdidn’t need to happen.
Emily dready believed too much in the power of the demons.

“Reach for the dream,” Orrus said. “Bring it forward.”

A green, smoky incandescence drifted up from the jade lighthouse. Figures writhed within the
two-foot-wide smoke cloud.

“How many do you see?’ Orrus asked gently.

“Two,” Emily said. “The demon and the woman he has taken for hisown.”
“How do you know this?’

“Because | can hear bits and pieces of their conversations.”

“Concentrate harder,” the cultist said. “I’ll help you.”

As he stared at the smoke and the figures within it, Rob discovered he was able to see aswell. The green
smoke cleared and became sharper dl at the same time. Unbidden, he stepped forward toward Emily.

“Don’'t touch her,” Orrus said.
Angered, Rob stared at the cultist.

“If you touch her at this point, you could cost your sster her life,” Orrustold him. “Isthat what you
want?’

“No.”

“Then lisgen to me. Thisis very dangerouswork. For both of us.” Orrusfocused on the glowing
lighthouse. Despite the cold air that blew snow around him, sweset covered the cultist’ sforehead. “Emily.”

13 Ya”
“Do you know where you are?’

Emily hestated. She frowned alittle, and Rob wasingtantly reminded of thelittle girl hissister had one
day been.

“Underground,” she answered.
“Underground where?’
“I don't know.”

“What are you doing there?’



“Searching for something.”

“What?’ Orrus remained patient.

“I don’t know.”

“Doesthe demon know you' re there?’

“No,” Emily said. “I don’t think s0.”

“You must be aware. Don't ever lose Sght of the demon’ s attention. We must dways know.”
“All right.”

Rob watched as the lighthouse grew even brighter. The hegt reduced the snow around the figurineto a
slver puddle. As he watched the smoke, Rob felt himsdf drawnintoit.

Rob guessed that he must have blinked, because when he opened his eyes again, he stood in an
underground cavern. When he' d been a child out on his grandparents farm, he’ d found cavesto crawl
into. They’ d been little holesin hillsides. Formed by shifting rock or from the efforts of other kidsin the
past, they’ d become insect infested and had held curious artifacts from earlier visitations by other
children,

He and Emily had joked that they’ d been hobbit holes. They’ d made up dl kinds of delightful adventures
of questsand al manner of dangerous foes they encountered. But those holes had only gone back into
the hillsdesafew fest.

They’ d been nothing like the great space he now found himself in. Thewalls, thefloor, and the celling
thirty or forty feet above him were adl solid stone. Rob didn’t know how he was able to seein the
darkness, but he could.

It satrick, he thought. Orrus has managed to hypnotize me. He tried to rouse himsalf but couldn’t. He
remained stuck in the dream and in the cavern.

“Where are you?’ Orrus s voice seemed to come from the air around Rob.
“I don’t know,” Emily repesated.

Rob turned to hisright and found her there. She stood, her scaled skin glowing incandescently in the
darkness. He wondered if that was how he could see in the pitch black of the cave, and if that was how
he could see. When he looked at his own body, Rob found that he glowed as well.

“Areyou done?’ Orrus asked.

“Robiswithme”

Congernation tightened the cultist’ svoice. “He should not be there with you, Emily.”
“I'm scared.”

“You're abovefear.”

“Not now. Now I'm afraid.”



Rob looked around, but Orrus was not there with them.
“Emily, you shouldn’t have him there with you.”

“I want himwith me.”

“Y ou shouldn’t—"

“No,” Emily said, shaking her head. “Rob isgoing to be here.”

“I’m going to be here,” Rob said. At least there, however they had gotten there, he could protect her.
“Shove off and leave her done, old man.”

“Y ou don’t know what you’ re doing, or what you' rerisking,” Orrus said.

“I know you may berisking my sster’slife, and | may be the only one here who cares about that fact,”
Rob growled. “Ded with it.”

“Emily, look around,” Orrus said. “Do you see the demon?’

“No.”

“Look for it. | can pull you back when you need to come out.”

Rob reached for his sister and closed his hand over her cold, scaly flesh. “Em, we shouldn’'t be here.”

She looked up at him. Pain and fear were writ upon her features. “| haveto find away to stop this, Rob.
The nightmares are growing worse. |....1 see what the demon does. | saw it tear ahand from aman’sarm
and giveit to awoman. | have to know what the demon isand what it wants.” She paused. “ Please.”

He relented, hurt to see hissigter in such abad way. The heavy weight of the pistal in his pocket
reassured him alittle. “All right, Em. We' ll haveago at this” He drew the pistol.

“Look around,” Orrus said. “The demon has to be there somewhere. We need to know where you are.
And we need to know what the demon seeks.”

“All right.” Emily looked around the barren earth, then pointed to the left, up an incline toward another
tunnd. “That way.”

Rob trailed hissigter through the underground chamber, quickly redizing it was even more vast than he'd
first thought. He aso understood thet they were lost. There were no markings of any kind.

“Now down,” Emily said, turning and jogging to theright.

Rob followed her but lost hisfooting and skidded down the steep incline the last twenty feet. Bruised and
battered, he heaved himsdlf to hisfeet and struggled to get his breath back.

“Areyoudl right?" Emily asked.

“I’'mfine.” Rob blew out a breath. “ It wasjust steeper than it looked.”

“I know. Everything looks different here.” Emily took off again.

Doggedly, Rob followed. He didn’t know how far they’d come. “1 think | know where we are, Em.”



“Where?’ She paused and searched in al directions again. Shelooked frantic.

“If we haven't left London”—And when did you ever think you' d say something like that? Rob asked
himsalf—"then we have to be under it.”
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“Londinium. That' swherewe haveto be”

Londinium was believed to be the ancient Roman city built on the north sde of the River Thames. Rob
had been fascinated by the archeologica finds during the recent excavations. Just before the demons had
arrived, archeologists had found awhole new section of the ancient city benesth the ruins of the
aboveground sections.

Emily led the way through atwigting tunndl. Thisone held writing.
“Em, wait.” Rob turned to the wall, once more amazed at how well he could see.

“I'm letting you borrow my sight,” Emily said as shergjoined him. “That’ s how you're ableto seeinthe
dark.”

Rob looked at her. “Y ou can seein the dark?”’
“Yes” sheanswered asif that were nothing.

Of course, seeing her pull firefrom thin air was even moreimpressive. Rob didn’t pursue that line of
thinking because it only made his scientificaly trained mind hurt. Then again, the whole idea of demons
did aswdl. Thinking of them as diensfrom another dimenson was only dightly easier because there
were problems with that, too.

“Do you seethewriting?’ Rob pointed at thewall.
“Canyou read it?’ she asked.

“It' sLatin. Of course | canread it.” Rob studied thewords. “Thisis called the Passage to the Land of
the Dead.”

“Not exactly cheery, isit?’
Rob was sorry he' d drawn her attention to it. “No, it isn’'t.”

“At least we won't find Gollum down here,” she said brightly, and for amoment she waslike the old
Emily that Rob remembered. “Let’s hurry on, then. The sooner we' re done with this, the sooner we can
be home.” She gave his hand a squeeze, then continued in the direction she was headed.

Only afew moments later, Rob discovered why the tunnel had been called the Passage to the Land of
the Dead. Once they |eft the tunndl, they came out into acavern filled with crypts. A small lakefilled the
center of it.

Gaping holes covered the surrounding walls. All of them held moldering skeletons. Some of the skeletons
woretextile clothing, but others wore primitive armor. Many of them had bronze shields and wegpons
lying next to them.



“Thisplaceisan archeologist’ sdream.” Rob walked over to one of the crypts, knelt down, and studied
the skeleton and the weapons he found there.

“| don't likeit here”

Hearing the anxiety in hissster’ svoice, Rob looked up. “1t'sdl right, Em. These blokes are dl done
for.”

“They say the dead walk in London these days.” Emily wrapped her arms around hersdlf asif shewere
suddenly chilled.

Rob had heard those stories, too. They’ d been told by those who had fled from the city later: that the
demons, at least some of them, had the power to draw the dead from the graves and even reanimate
those that had falen in combat. He didn’'t know if it was true, but he had no reason to disbelieveit.

He stood and went to hissigter. “We'redl right.” He embraced her briefly, but it was awkward because
he felt the strength of her. Since she' d started changing, she’ d dso gotten alot stronger than he was.

Shelooked at him. “I had to do this, Rob. | had to.”

He knew then that she must have read his thought, or maybe only guessed at them. “ Shhhhh. Don'’t.
There' sno need to talk about this now.”

“You wouldn’t change,” shetold him. “Even after the Cabaists told us about the power that was out
therewe could use. Y ou didn't believe them. | had to. One of us had to change so we would be safe.”

Rob didn’t know what to say.

“Evenif you had changed,” she said, and stroked his cheek with her rough hand, “you wouldn’t have
been as srong asme.” She smiled alittle. “Thisiswhat | was born for, Rob. | can master the demons
power. And | will.”

With a shiver, Rob stepped back from her. He couldn’t help feeling that he wished he could leave her.
No matter what, he felt certain she would never again be the sster he' d known.

A hurt look filled her face.

Rob cursed himsdlf for afool, knowing if she could have read the other thoughts, she could have read
that aswell. Hetried to think of something to say, but the words didn’t come quickly enough. She turned
and was gone.

Hefollowed her around the lake in the center of the cavern. Only then did he redize why the
archeologists hadn't found the chamber. Once the Burn had started, it had affected the River Thames as
well. Theriver was down alot from itsnormal depth. In fact, it was down so much that instead of
emptying out into the North Sesg, it was now often fed by that great body of water. The resulting mix of
sdt and fresh water had rendered the river water undrinkable most of the time. The survivorsin London
were dependent on wells and rainwater.

But the drain on the river had aso uncovered the cavern. The lake wasn't alake. It was merdly the
residue of what had oncefilled the cavern.

Emily stopped abruptly and alowed Rob to catch up to her. A light glowed in the distance and reflected
from the lake. The incandescent glow floated in the air and revedled two improbable figures.



Rob had never before seen ademon in the flesh. During the mad rush from London, he' d headed
sraightaway to hisgrandparents farm with Emily in tow. Later, while purchasing petrol for hiscar, he d
seen televison footage of the monsters rampaging round St. Paul and Central London.

The demon had to have stood at least eight feet tall, and that was before the two horns on his savage
forehead added another foot in height. Scars mottled his face, making his features even harsher. He was
as muscled as a power-lifter, but his body was covered in red scaes that looked asif they were onfire.
Blue-green armor made of what |ooked like some kind of giant lizard scales covered his chest, arms, and
thighs. He carried a huge obsidian trident in one hand and a sword scabbarded on his hip.

The woman with him was another cultist. She wore horns aswell, and some kind of chitinous armor that
covered her breasts and hips. Dark canvas trousers covered her lower body. Four horns jutted from her
head, curling around from the back of her skull to amost make a protective cage for her face. She'd
defiled her body, filling al of her skin that Rob could see with tattoos. Curved bone stuck out from her
right forearm. Theright hand was different than the left. It looked slvery-gray asit flashed inthe
incandescent light.

The woman prowled through the crypts, making short work of them as she reached in and dumped
bones and rotting cloth or armor to the ground. Metal clanked asit struck the stone.

“That’ sthe demon | keep seeing in my dreams,” Emily whispered.

Those aren’t dreams, Rob told himself. Those are nightmares. He knew from the news footage he had
scene, aswdll asthe live reports from reportersin the streets, that the demon wasn't as big as many of
them were. But there was something inherently evil about this one.

“Show himto me,” Orrus ordered.
The cultist kept searching through the crypts.

“Findit,” the demon growled. “It has to be there somewhere. The Romans brought it here, then
abandoned it because they thought it was cursed.”

The cultist suddenly froze, then withdrew with agladiusin her hand. “This?” she asked, holding the short
sword out to the demon. “Isthisit?’

The demon gtretched forth his hand. Whirling purple embers legped from the sword before he touched it.
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Rob recognized the sword immediately. It was only two feet in length, but Roman soldiers had used the
gladiusto bring the world to its knees during their heyday. The capulus, the hilt of the gladius, was ornate,
amixture of inlaid ivory, lapislazuli, and obsidian. Whoever had carried it had to have been an officer or
apersonage of importance.

Emily put her two forefingers and thumbs together to form atriangle. She peered through it a the two
crestures—Rob didn’t want to call the woman human—in front of them.

The demon turned with the quickness of acat. Its malevolent gaze cameto arest on Emily.
“Who areyou?’ the demon demanded.

For just amoment, Rob froze. Then he grabbed Emily’sarm and dragged her into motion. “Run! Now!
Run!” He pulled her dong beside him as he headed back the way they’ d come.



They were never going to make it, though. The demon swirled hisobsidian trident in the air and pointed it
at them. Immediately awavering blur took shape between them and quickly caught up to Rob and Emily.
Rob saw it coming and didn’t know whét to do.

Then the force hit them and it felt like every bonein Rob’s body shattered. He tried to scream, but there
waa't enough bregth left in hislungsfor that.

Just as everything was about to go black, the world suddenly turned white again. Rob spun head over
hedls and smashed to the snow-covered ground. He rolled uncontrollably, then fetched up against apine
tree. Dazed, he watched Emily appear from nowhereright after him.

The lighthouse sat in the pool of melted snow and continued shining like abeacon. The green light
strobed the black night.

Rob gasped for bresth and pushed himself to hisfeet. Body filled with aches and pains, he lurched
toward Emily. He fdlt frozen where the snow caked to his body.

“What have you done?’ Orrus climbed his staff and stood on histwo bad legs.

“Wedidn’'t do anything, you stupid git,” Rob snarled. “ The demon saw us and hit us with somekind of
energy.” He couldn't bring himsdlf to say “magicd spdll.”

Emily rolled easily to her feet, asif she hadn’t been blown across twenty yards of landscape. She shook
hersdf, and the snow fdll away asif it had somehow been datically discharged.

“The demon saw you?’ Orrus demanded.

Rob whirled on the man, intending to curse him out. But Emily answered in acam tone before he could
get started.

“Yes” shesad. “The demon saw us.”
“Who wasit?’ Orrus asked.

“It wasn't handing out bloody introductions,” Rob said. He turned to Emily. “It’ stime we got out of this.
We ve overstayed whatever safety margin we had.” They were lucky to get four good years out of the
oldfam.

“I don't know who it was,” Emily said. “Hewas't in any of the books of demons |’ m familiar with.”
“Thisisbad.” Orrus shook his heed. “Did the demon mark you?’

“I don't think s0.”

“Em,” Rob pleaded. “We don't have time to stand here playing Twenty Questions with this sod.”

Emily glanced a him. “Everything we learn about the demons matters, Rob. We can control them. We
can harness the powers they wield and make thisworld a better place. We can fight back and triumph
over them. If only welearn what they know.”

“No,” Rob said. “They’ ve got you bdieving this, but it' s not true. Y ou can’t possbly learn to do the
things those creatures can do. Y ou saw the police and the military get torn to shreds on the day the
demonsinvaded.”



“They weren't prepared,” Emily said camly. “Wewill be”
“You can't prepare for something likethis. It'snot possible.”
“Itispossble—"

A keening shrill occupied the forest without warning. Rob clamped his hands over hisearsand tried to
track the sound. It hurt so badly that his ears pulsed. Findly he redlized that the sound came from the
jade lighthouse.

Orrus noticed it too and stepped back with awary look. He mouthed some words and threw a hand out
at thelighthouse. A shimmering burst of energy skated over the lighthouse, but it shook even harder and
finally exploded in apistol crack. Jade fragments ricocheted off the trees and branches.

Suddenly, in the next moment, the demon they’ d seen down in the cavern was among them. It snarled in
rage, something undoubtedly in its own tongue.

The other cultists turned and fled back into the trees. Orrustried to flee aswdll, but the demon pierced
the old man’ s chest with the thrown trident. Orrus kicked and flailed, but the trident kept him pinned to
the snow-covered ground. Then he was ill, facedown for al to see. Blood leaked from his body and
spread across the snow.

Rob grabbed Emily again. The demon turned toward her and threw out its hand. A wave of shimmering
force spread outward and overtook Emily.

Emily suddenly locked up asthough seized. Shejerked in aninvisible grip. Rob fdt thetingle of dectricity
shudder through his hand. Then hisgrip on her wasforced off and he was thrown to the ground. Hetried
to recover, but his muscles wouldn’t respond.

Helplessy, Rob watched as Emily stood straight and tall. Then she floated afew inches off the ground.
She stood as till and as frozen as a statue, clearly held by someforce. Her eyeswept crimson tears. It
took Rob amoment to redlize that that liquid was blood.

Then Emily’ s head exploded.

Almost out of his mind with fright, Rob pushed himself up and ran for the brush. He didn’t know if he
was going to makeit.

ONE

S hadows meant safety. At least, shadows meant safety most of the time. They didn’t offer shelter or a
defensive pogtion if those shadows were trying to eat someone hiding within them. And when someone
hiding within them attacked, the shadowslost dl effect.

Leah Creasey worked to think only good thoughts about what she was about to do. Thinking that she
might die at any given moment was't conducive to stedlth. At the moment, stealth was her grestest dlly.

She eased through the dley in southeast London’ s Greenwich Peninsula. Not much of the metropolis
existed here that the demons didn’t control. However, most humans stayed out of the area these days
and the demons didn’t have anyone to hunt. Since they lived to hunt, most of them had gone where the
hunting was better.

For the moment, the areawasn’t as heavily patrolled asit had been in the past. From persona
experience, Leah knew that the demons lived to hunt. They didn’t like pulling guard duty or anything that



didn't dlow them to unleash their blood frenzy.

Hafway down the dley, Leah found afire escape that zigzagged down the thirty-four-story building. She
wore the lightweight black nanoflex aug-suit, built to boost ahuman’ s strength and speed. It covered her
from head to toe.

Her headpiece was reinforced to provide protection from bullets that caught her a an angle and didn’t
grike her dead-on. These daysit aso served to keep demons' claws from dicing off her face. It wasalso
filled with acommunications array and vision-enhancement programming. She carried a backpack that
held additional munitions, meals, and other supplies. The heavy Poseidon sniper rifle across her back felt
familiar and reassuring.

“Blue Scout, thisis Base,” awoman’ s voice said. Commander Jane Hargrove caled the shots on the
night’ soperation. “Areyou in pogtion?’

“I will be.” Leah jumped up ten feet easily with the +Fex nanowire that ran throughout the suit. The suit
was cutting-edge, ahead of anything esethat had been reached insde the military.

Only Leah knew that the suits, while serviceable and as good as anything she' d ever used in clandestine
ops, were no match for the sheer ondaught and defensive capability of Templar armor. After dl, the
Templar designer of the suits had given the schematicsto the military. That secretive order had kept the
best for themsalves. She didn’t blame them. With the enemiesthey’ d planned on facing, they’ d needed
an edge.

Leah caught hold of the ladder and pulled hersdlf up easily. The suit augmented her strength and speed,
putting her far ahead of the ahilities of Olympic champions. Almost effortlesdy, she ran up thirty-three
flights of stairsin the darkness. All power to Central London had been lost when the Hellgate opened at
S. Paul’s.

At the rooftop, she did the Poseidon from her back and crawled onto the roof. The LiquidBalance soles
of her boots, kneepads, and elbow pads protected her from the rough roofing materia and kept her
movements soundless. The nonorganic, frictionless liquid didn’t deaden her sense of touch, though. She
felt the surface, but she didn’t suffer injury.

Lesh lay prone on her ssomach and stared at the dome-shaped white building below. Londoners smply
cdledit the O,. Origindly, it had been called the Millennium Dome and had been built to celebrate
London’ sthird millennium. Unfortunatdly, it hadn’t proved to be the cash cow investors had thought it
would be. The enterprise had since been renovated into an entertainment center that housed shopsand a
sports arena.

The white dome had been constructed of polytetrafluo-roethylene, a synthetic fluoropolymer that was
lighter than the air trgpped inside the dome. A network of support cablesheld it in place. Now, though,
severa holes gaped in the materid and it looked like a battered wasp' s nest.

Thelook suited. From what Hargrove' sintdl officers had discovered, severa Darkspawn had taken up
residence there and converted the dome into aweapons manufacturing plant.

Leah and her group intended to cripple the demons’ operation.
If they could. At best, it would be a holding maneuver.

“Blue Scout,” Hargrove called again. Irritation edged the commander’ swords. Or it might have been



fear. Even after four years of fighting the demons, the fear didn’t go away.

“I’'m here.” Leah leaned her cheek againgt the Poseidon’ s buttstock. The el ectronic connection juiced
immediately, and therifl€ stelescopic Sghtsfed directly into her right monocular. Her left eye still svept
the streets below. Mentdly, through years of training, she switched from |eft eye to right eye without
closng ether of them.

“All right,” Hargrove said, “send in the drones.”

Leah put ahand to the Sde of her helmet and clicked the control pad. Thevision in her |eft eye changed
dightly asit acquired agreenish cas. DRONE/BOT TRACKING ENABLED tracked across the upper
left of her vison. She needed to be able to identify friendlies down in the battlezone.

Almogt immediady, dozens of green lightslifted from the surrounding neighborhood. All of them were
bots and drones created by Agency tech. Before the demonic invasion, severd of the designs had only
been computer plans or prototypes. Now the Agency readily produced them. They just couldn’t get
manufactured quickly enough.

Some of the bots flew through the air like miniature airplanes, while others sped across the rock-strewn
terrain with oversized tires, like ATVs. It looked like the attack of children’stoys.

Except that no child’ stoy was ever asletha asthe bots. They were equipped with heavy
wegpons—HARRP rifles, flamethrowers, grenade launchers, and other munitions—and operated on the
run by the cyber kill squads within the group.

Leah intended to pick off targets that showed up. Sheforced her breath out, relaxing into that state of
near hypnosis she' d learned when she' d first trained as a sniper.

Thefirst wave of bots painted enemy targets with infrared beams. Drones followed immediaey behind
and opened fire on the designated targets.

With cam detachment, Leah picked up on theinfrared targeting beams and tracked oneto her first
target. No one knew how many Darkspawn worked within the wrecked dome. In bygone days,
thousands of humans had shopped and watched sporting events there.

At first glance, the Darkspawn looked like starfish. They had pointed, conica heads, gray-green skin,
and multiple eyes on their flat faces. They stood on massive, three-toed lizard' s claws that could rip and
destroy.

Leah’' sfinger curled round the Poseidon’ strigger naturally. Certain of the target, she pulled through the
trigger and rode out the recoil. A beam of energy—something the techsmiths had designated “ spectral”
because it interrupted the e ectromagnetic and eectrica fields of a human and ademon—-blasted out for
just amoment.

The Darkspawn staggered back. Leah shot it again and watched it fall back once more. The demon
never recovered thistime. One of the tracked droneslocked on to it and spewed Greek Fire over it. The
flames sucked the demon down and he rolled across the ground in an effort to put them out. Then it

collapsed.

Leah moved on to the next target, a Darkspawn Scout. The designations had come down through
informants the commander had among the Cabdigs. They’ d agreed with the information Leah had gotten
from the Templar histories Smon Cross had |et her have accessto.

She pulled the trigger again and again, riding out the recoil and staying locked on to the target. Other



buildings held other snipers.

All of them, Leah knew, lived on borrowed time. She looked for the next target as the last one crumpled
to theground and lay 4ill.

“C’mon, baby,” Engineer Third Class Geoffrey Baker pleaded. “ Get up. Get moving. Don't just lie there
and wait to be destroyed.”

Through the connection to his drone and botsinside the O, building, Baker saw his battle drone kicking
itslegsfutildy asit tried to stand.

“C’mon. You're hurt, but you' re not dead yet.” Baker took cover behind an overturned car. Rust framed
the rents and tears in the metd. The rust went against Baker’ straining, and he resisted the impulse—even
whilefighting for hislife—to buff the orange cancer from the metd.

He tabbed the controller sheathing hisright forearm. The fingers of hisleft hand danced acrossthe
touchscreen as he utilized the drone’ s onboard sdlf-repair programming. The drone worked around some
shorted circuits, but any substantia damage required attention back in the labs.

Arc-flare from aNanoDyne Shockstorm flared uncomfortably close. Baker indtinctively dived avay from
it and took cover in another position as he brought up the F-S Rail Gun he carried in hisright hand.

The electrica energy used by the Shockstorm lifted the Darkspawn out of the darkness as it reached for
Baker. The sharp claws diced within inches of hisface.

Terrified even after four years of fighting the demons, Baker brought the Rail Gun up and fired only
because he' d been trained to. That was why, hisingtructor had told him repeatedly, they trained.

The Rail Gun exploded and jumped in Baker’ s hand. The depleted uranium bullets tracked acrossthe
demon’ s hide and opened craters. Vile purple blood leaked out of the wounds. Instantly the smell of
corruption rose up stronger than the stench of ozone from the Shockstorm.

The demon fell back. The rounds amputated one of itsfeet.

“Hey Baker,” the black-suited agent behind the young engineer said, “good thinking shooting hisfoot off
likethat. Makes it bloody hard for him to stand up.”

“I didn't—" Baker tried to say mean to, but he never got the chance. The agent patted him on the
shoulder and moved to anew position.

Caming himsdlf, Baker turned his attention back to the drone insde the O,. The recircuiting had been
finished. Watching from the “eyes’ of one of the inhibitor bots he controlled, Baker saw the drone right
itsdf.

From the“walst” up, the drone looked vaguely human. The head that rotated 360 degrees, eyesthat saw
under low-light conditions, therma, and infrared; and two armsthat held an XM S10 Jackhammer
shotgun. Thelower part of the drone consisted of atracked assembly.

The drone pushed up with itsarmstill it once more sat on the tracks. A Darkspawn attacked at once,
firing energy bolts from awesgpon Baker couldn’t quite identify. There were just too many demon
weaponsto know at the time, and they continued building new ones.



The energy bolts rocked the drone backward. Through the sm-link connecting him to the drone, Baker
ordered the drone to get up and get moving. Locked into the viewpoint of one of hisinhibitor bots, Baker
watched as the drone pushed with both hands and righted itself.

“Thereyou go,” Baker told himsdlf. A wave of relief washed through him. He commanded the inhibitor
bot to spin and look around.

Although the bots were equipped with F-S Nitesite, the interior of the dome sinterior held impossible
darkness. The bot barely saw fifteen feet in the blackness. Thankfully, Baker had also equipped them
with sonar. When he switched over to that, hismonocular filled with the flat images of the milling demons.

He commanded the droneto fire at will.

The drone opened up at once. Even though he was too far away from the strange happenings, Baker
searched the area. 1t was too much to hope for one of the Named Demonsto bein charge of the
manufacturing plant.

Asthe bot jostled about the building’ sinterior, alaser tracking signal suddenly painted the Darkspawn
lessthan twenty feet away. Okay, let’ s bring him down.

Theinhibitor bot was designed to dow down the demon’s moves. They didn’t offer heavy weaponslike
those carried by the drones, but they carried a sonic and microwave array guaranteed to throw off most
demons with nausea and blurred vison. The effectswere a'so painful.

The Darkspawn raised its weapon, then got hit full force by the inhibitors. The creature lurched to the
Sdeand bardy caught itsdf intimeto stay upright.

Baker’ sfingers glided across the touchpad without looking at it. He saw the drone through another
inhibitor’ slenses asit brought up the Jackhammer, fitted the heavy shotgun to its shoulder, and fired. The
drone worked the dide, gected the spent cartridge, and seated another one. It fired again.

The shotgun pellets were soft metal, designed to shatter after sinking into an opponent’ sflesh. Half of the
pellets contained Greek Fire. The other half held plagtic explosives treated to react with liquid. Assoon
as an enemy’ s blood touched the broken pellets, they exploded.

Fire spewed from the massive wounds in the demon’ s chest, then its chest came gpart asthe explosives
kicked in. Almost hollowed out by the blagts, the Darkspawn toppled backward and crashed to the floor
in aloose-limbed sprawl.

Baker sent his bots and drone deeper into the dome. He was concentrating so fiercely on what they were
seeing that he didn’t notice he was no longer alone until it wastoo late.

Fedling eyes on him, Baker turned to hisright, toward his monocled side where his peripherd vison was
limited. The Blade Minion standing there grinned at Baker. The thing stood seven feet tall, broad across
the head and shoulders, and covered with adark green carapace that made it 1ook like an insect. Spikes
jutted out from its massive forearms.

Baker tried to bring up the Rail Gun, but he knew it was already too late. The Blade Minion stabbed him
through the armor he wore and pierced his heart. Judging from the way the demon’ sfist snugged up
againg his chest, Baker knew that severd inches of the spike jutted out his back.

Hetried to breathe and failed. His drone and bots became unresponsive, trapped in the middle of the
war zone. Desperate, hetried to bring them to him. They came, but they’ d never makeitintime,
Something that reached out of the darkness crushed one of the bots.



Baker fdlt the bot go off-line as hisown life faded. He tried again to breathe and failed once more; now
hefdt hislungsfilling up with blood.

Where smy cover?

Someone was supposed to be watching over him. His knees folded under him, and hisvision tightened to
one small dot. The last thing he saw, though, was the Blade Minion’s head going to pieces as one of the
snipersfound the demon too late.

TWO

Z ombies, Warren Schimmer thought irritably, are difficult to control outsde of the city. He glanced back
at the pack of forty strong that he controlled. At least back in the city they tended to march more or less
together because the narrow streets kept them together.

Warren hated where they were now. He d not been out of London much, and never to Kent. They were
deep init now, following the River Rother toward Romney Marsh. The stench of the salt marshes
thickened the air and made them almost unbearable.

Few trees grew in the area, though there were stubborn clumps of oak and ader. All of it was
snow-covered a the moment. The pristine whiteness made the land appear innocent and hid the
treacherous bogs and pits that filled the countryside.

Warren kept hislittle group of undead well away from the main road, though he kept the road and the
River Rother in sight. People till lived out thisway in rather rough means. The demons hadn’t quite
spread thisfar yet.

If the survivorsfrom the city or the farm peoplethat lived out here saw him with the zombies, Warren
knew he d find no friends among them. Mot likely, they would kill him on sight.

He pulled his cloak more tightly around him. Despite the fact that London was demon-infested, he
gppreciated the warmth that he found in the city. He' d trade it for the cold any day.

Except that the Burn killed the land and drained the River Thames.

Resolutely, Warren marched on. What he looked for, whatever it was, wasn't much farther away now.
He kept moving hisfeet, and listening to the frozen grass and brush rustle and snap under his boots.

“Maybe we should stop somewhere for tonight,” Naomi said.

She was a constant companion of histhese days. When he' d first met her four years ago, she' d known
more than him about arcane forces. But after he' d bonded with Merihim—taken hostage would have
been amore apt description—Warren had become the master and she became the student.

She was a couple of years older than he was. Petite, full-figured, and beautiful, Naomi turned men’s
heads. She was the kind of woman that Warren would never have had a chance at back when the world
was normal. There had been afew perkswith the arriva of evil.

Tattoos and piercings covered her body. Two short, curved horns stood out on her forehead. Asa
Cabdigt, she embraced the demon’ sways and tried to emulate their [ook.

Warren didn’'t want that. When he' d first encountered Merihim, the demon had blasted Warren and
burned him significantly. His normaly ebony skin had become mottled and grotesque. HeE d lost hair and
gained lots of scar tissue. Now dl of that was gone. Courtesy of the demanding voice that usualy dwelt



withinhismind.

But he had ahand back. The Templar Simon Craoss had taken his flesh and blood hand from him.
Merihim had given him one of his own, and the demon flesh had changed his body, remadeit to bea
proper vesse to the hand. Even now that Merihim’'s hand was gone, taken back by the demon, Warren
remained changed.

The voice had aso given him another hand. This one hung at his side and was athing of aien beauty
rather than one of horror. Made of slver, the prosthesis looked like something a clockmaker might
design. Tiny gears and braided cablesfilled it. Magic existed in the hand, though. It moved as easily and
flexibly asWarren' s old hand. Most amazing of dl, he could touch and fed things.

“Did you hear me?’ Naomi asked. “| wanted to know if we could stop for the night.”

“No,” Warren replied. He knew that wasimpossible. Thevoicein his head had told him he couldn’t stop
until he' d found what she' d sent him for. “We presson.”

“I’'mcold.”

Although he understood her discomfort, Warren couldn’t help his bad attitude. He wasn't any happier
about what he was having to do, either. He wanted the warmth of afire and agood book.

Instead, he marched agroup of zombies he' d raised as personal guards deep into the briny quagmire
under aquarter-moon and asky full of bright stars. Stealth was possible at night in the city, but not out
here.

Not only that, but he nursed a deep anger toward Naomi. When he' d had his hand taken from him, she'd
stayed at his side long enough to make sure he was aswell cared for as she could manage, then she'd
fled. She' d only returned to him afew weeks ago when she' d discovered him searching the city. She'd
asked him where hel d gotten his new hand. He hadn’t seenfit to tell her.

“The zombiesarelosing usagain.” Naomi sounded as petulant asachild.

“I know.” Warren stopped at the top of a promontory and glanced back. He had started with sixty
zombies, dl pulled from gravesingde London at the beginning of hislong trek. Now he had lessthan

forty.

He d robbed one of the older graves. The most recent interment there had been over eighty years ago. It
had been a potter’ sfield, a place where the unknown and indigent had been buried. No mortician had
pumped them full of preservatives. These had rotted down to bone, wisps of hair, and leathery flesh.
Over the course of the past few years, Warren had learned that zombies like that were more durable than
those contaminated by forma dehyde and other chemicals.

“Come,” he ordered. He didn't just speak. He pushed the command out to the zombies with the arcane
energy he harnessed.

The zombies stopped what they were doing and turned toward him. The moonlight and starlight showed
the gaping holes of their eye sockets and broken-toothed mouths. In that moment, they reminded Warren
of atelevison specia about prairie dogs he' d seen. The zombies had that same frozen attentiveness.

A moment later, they approached him. Several came out of the trees and the tall reeds that almost
masked their presence. Snow flurries eddied about them asthey gtirred the white powder from the brush.

Marching zombiesin wide open spaceswas alot like herding cats, Warren couldn’t help thinking.



“Y ou should have waited to summon an army,” the quiet, melodious voice insde hishead told him. “As|
suggested.”

Warren didn’'t argue. His exception to her plans had been obvious the moment he’ d ordered the corpses
from their graves back in London. He wasn't as completely within her power ashe' d beenin Merihin's,
Hedidn't flaunt that lack, though.

Her namewas Lilith. She claimed to be Adam'’ s second wife. Mythologies mentioned her, and many of
them claimed that she was the mother of demons, of vampires, and the dark things that hunted in the
night.

Warren didn’t know al of her story. He' d inadvertently found her in an arcane book Merihim had
ordered him to stedl. The demon had forgotten about it, and Lilith took the credit for that. She was
powerful, she'd told Warren, but she wasn't ready to take on Merihim. Not yet.

The thought of fighting Merihim when the demon had easily twice bested him left Warren sickened and
hammered by anxiety attacks. But even though he didn’t do everything exactly theway Lilith wanted, he
knew he didn’t want to step completely away from her. He needed her protection.

When the last of the zombies joined the group standing at the base of the promontory, Warren pointed at
three of them.

“Lead,” he commanded.

The three zombiesfdl out of the pack and marched toward Romney Marsh again. One of them promptly
disappeared into the deep salt bogs that plagued the countryside. A moment later the zombie crawled
back out of the muck. Not all of them regppeared from the bottomless bogs.

Warren waited amoment and followed, stepping in the footprints Ieft by the zombiesthat didn't snk. The
snow continued to fall and swirl around them.

Naomi fdl into step besde him. Warren felt her presence and her mood weigh heavily on him. After dl
thistime, it was easy to read the woman.

“Y ou haven't told me what we' re out here looking for,” Naomi said.
“No.”

Naomi loosed asigh of disgust that turned gray in the cold wind. “We re out in the middle of nowhere.
It snot likel cantell anyone.”

Warren looked at her and thought again that bringing her was a problem.

“She'sgoing to betrouble,” Lilith said. In an eddy of snowflakes, she was suddenly there walking beside
Warren. She wastdler than Naomi, amost astall as Warren. Her milk-white complexion caused her to
blend into the snow, and it dmost made her black eyes and long black hair stand out. She wore along,
flowing dress with deep cleavage and wide deeves. The cutting wind bothered neither her clothing nor
her hair.

Naomi couldn’t see her because shewasn't there. Not in physical form, at least. She manifested so that
Warren saw her, but no one ese. Warren ill wasn’t sureif that resulted from the book or the silver
hand.

“Warren,” Naomi said. “Did you hear me?’



“Y ou shouldn’t have brought her,” Lilith went on.

“I heard you,” Warren said, and the answer sufficed for both women. Neither was happy with his
response.

“If you're not going to trust me, why did you bring me?’
“I brought you because | felt | needed you.”

“For what?’

“I don’'t know.”

“Thisisbloody asinine”

Lilith smiled, and moonlight and shadows stippled the crud expression. “I told you that she would be
trouble. Better to leave her now. Or kill her.”

The thought had crossed Warren’ smind. Violent solutions to problems tended to be norma for him these
days. Before the Hellgate' s opening and the arriva of the demons, that had never been the case. He'd
run from every fight he'd ever faced. Asaresult, nearly everyone he' d trusted had taken advantage of
him.

“Thisisnot asnine,” Warren said. But he felt it was because Lilith hadn’t told him what they’ d come this
far for, either. She'd only told him that he needed to come. “ Ther€’ s something out here.”

“How do you know?’
“Becaue| fed it.” Warren lifted hismetd hand. “1n here.”

Naomi started to say something, then she glanced at the hand and closed her mouth. He' d already
proved much more adept at the arcane forces the demons wielded than her. Now that he had anew
hand, his power had taken on new turnsthat he hadn’t had accessto before.

“All right,” she said finaly. She pulled her long coat more firmly around her. “But | hopewefind it soon.”

Another of the zombies dropped into one of the unseen bog holes barely covered by ice. The sharp
crack sounded just before the zombie plunged into the black water. This one didn’t come back.

Only alittlefarther on, gray smoke plumed againgt the dark, star-filled sky. The feding that pulled
Warren lay inthat direction aswell.

Lilith walked beside him again. “Y ou'll want to hurry,” she stated camly. “Y ou' re being followed.”

THREE

Simon Cross hated what he was about to do. The whole performance was unfair. His victim—and he
saw no other term that fit—didn’'t have a chance. The only good thing about it was that desth would
come quickly.

It' smest, hetold himsdlf. Y ou' ve got to make mest for the others. They’ re depending on you.

The doe stood less than five feet away. She scraped at the snow with one delicate hoof till she exposed a
few tufts of grassthat weren't quite dead. The earth didn’t dieimmediately after the coming of winter. It
wavered and clung to life.



Other deer dotted the hillside. They worked the ground with their hooves and muzzles aswell. Severd of
the does were heavy with fauns that would be born in the spring. That, at least, was promising.

Provided we don't eat this herd into extinction, Simon amended.

That was avery red threat with the way things were going these past few months. The hydroponics
systems back at the redoubt that he’ d chosen astheir fortress weren’t keeping up with the demand of the
burgeoning numbers of people living there. Enlarging the redoubt and building more hydroponics tanks
took time and materids.

One of the main problems was that the population at the shelter continued to grow. In addition to
survivorswhom the Templar were still bringing out of the wreckage of London and the suburbs, babies
were being born. Simon couldn’t believe that anyone would have children given the threat of the demons
intheworld. But it happened.

Focus, hetold himsdf.
The doe ate the tender shoots.

For atime after he' d left London and the Templar lifestyle because he' d logt faith in the existence of
demons, he' d been aguide in South Africa. He had learned to track and hunt animals. That had been an
honorable profession. His skills asa Templar had made the vocation anaturd fit for him.

Primarily, though, he’ d guided people who' d only wanted to record video of the animals. Hisfelow
guide, SaundraMclntyre, hadn't liked killing. He d liked Saundra enough, and the money had been good
enough, that he hadn’t often pursued trophy-hunting guide work.

But then the animals he' d sometimes hunted had had an even chance againgt him. His strength, speed,
and ingtincts had been matched up with theirs. He hadn’t taken any part in the “canned” hunts that went
on there. Hunting animals that had been fed and trained to live in certain areas was't hunting. Those
animas had been daughtered.

They were taken for trophies, Simon reminded himsdlf. These aren’t going to betrophies. These are
going to feed people.

He knew his argument was right, and the necessity wasthere. But it still didn’t feel good to do what he
was about to do. Even worse, he believed thiskind of “hunting” brought only disgrace to the armor he
wore.

Dressed in the dark blue and silver Templar palladium shell, Smon knew he could westher adirect hit
from amain battle tank’ slong gun. With his strength and speed augmented, he was superhuman, stronger
and faster than anything the deer had ever before faced.

Except demons, Simon reminded himsdlf. If they’ ve been preyed upon by demons, they’ ve seen
creatures far worse than me.

“Simon,” Nathan Singh caled over the suit’s comm.
“Here,” Simon replied.

“Arewe going to do this, mate?’ Nathan Singh was one of the other Templar currently involved with the
hunt. “Not that I’ m in any hurry to start the carnage of When Humans Attack, but waiting around isn't
going to makeit any easier.”



Simon took adeep breath. “I know.”
“Then let’ s be about it and get on home.”
Home.

Simon heard that term resonate in hismind. It was agood thought, but he didn’t even dream about that
anymore. All redl possibility of the world going back to anything normal was certainly past theend of his
years.

“All right,” Simon said. “ Count them down as we take them. Only as many as we need. Thekilling stops
when we reach our quota.”

Grimly, he hefted the short sword in hisright hand. He wore his Templar blade down his back. He
wouldn't defile it on hunting the deer. Nor would the other Templar. They’d dl forged plain, stedl blades,
good qudity, but not blessed astheir righteous wegpons were.

“Doit.” Simon shifted into motion. He streaked for the nearest doe, one of those they’ d marked from the
herd. She never heard him coming. His sword pierced her side and split her heart before she knew death
was on her. He yanked his sword from her body as her legs buckled and shefell.

Fast as he' d been, Danielle counted her kill before his. “One,” she said.
“Two,” Simon echoed.

“Three” Boyd Ligter said.

And Nathan, amost on Boyd's hedls, bresthed, “Four.”

By that time the deer herd broke into arun. They flitted and bounded across the snow-covered terrain.
Muscles bunched and exploded into motion asthe deer fled for their lives.

The“hunting” continued unabated, as did the relentless countdown.

In less than three minutes, it was over. Fedling sickened and disgusted, Simon watched the herd race to
safety. They headed south and west of London. Everything that wanted to live these days headed in that
direction.

Inside the armor, Simon had afull 360-degree view of the nearby terrain. He saw the corpses of the deer
lying behind him. The kill zone, according to the measurements provided by the suit’s onboard Al, was
lessthan aquarter milelong.

Simontried to tel himsdf that it wasn't seventeen deer that lay dead on the ground. It was over aton of
red mest that people back at the shelter needed.

Heleaned down and grabbed a handful of snow to clean the sword blade. Crimson dush dripped to the
ground, but gradually the sword was clean. He sheathed it along his leg and reached down for the
carcass of hislast victim. Slinging the deer’ sbody over his shoulder, hardly noticing over three hundred
pounds of deer, he walked back to the center of thekill zone.

They strung the deer up from trees, and the bodies hung there like obscene fruit. All of the Templar knew



how to kill demons. They’ d been trained to do that from the day they’ d taken their first few steps. But
few of them had known how to field dress akill. Simon had had to teach most of them.

Danielle and three others stood guard while Simon, Nathan, and the other four Templar gutted the deer.
Simon worked quickly. Steaming entrails piled at hisfeet.

“Warning,” the onboard Al gently interrupted. “ Perimeter invasion imminent.”

Simon shifted his attention to the HUD and studied the approaching shapes. They werelong and lean.
Before the demons had invaded the world, he felt certain he would have known what they were
immediately. Now there were too many opportunitiesfor him to be wrong. Even four yearsinto the
invasion, they hadn’t managed to identify al of the demons because new ones kept arriving.

“Identify invaders,” Simon instructed.
“Canislupus,” thefemae Al voice responded.
“Wolves” Danidlesad.

Simon watched the shapes come closer to the Templar. Normal wolves couldn’t offer athreat. Their
claws and teeth would never penetrate the armor. But creatures didn’t always remain the same after the
demons were through with them. The shambling corpses that crawled from graveyardsto attack proved
that.

Nathan stood nearby in hisdark gray armor trimmed in red. At five feet eleven, he was six inches shorter
than Simon and considerably lighter because he wasn't as broad in the shoulders. He wore a gunfighter
mustache, had short-cropped black hair, and had the tattoo of a dragon from shoulder to elbow on his
left arm.

“Think they’ Il attack?’ Nathan asked. His faceplate remained impenetrable and blood-red, so dark in the
moonlight that only red highlights now and again hinted at the color.

“No,” Simon answered quietly. Their voices couldn’t be heard outside the suits, so the wolveswouldn’'t
know for certain that they were human. “They’rejust hungry. Maybe curious.”

“It' Il be better if they don’t attack. | don’t fed like killing anything else.” Nathan's voice sounded hollow.
Patches of dried blood stood out on the armor.

Simon silently agreed and turned his attention back to the next deer. He used a short knife to open its
belly. “ According to the sec stats, the wolf population in the area has increased since the time we moved
into the redoubt. The jury’ s gill out on whether they’ reincreasing through reproduction or being crowded
into the region by the expansion of the Burn.”

“Does growth of the wolf population mean anything?’

“There was atime back in the early part of this century that the gray wolf had to be reintroduced into
Europe. Civilization had dmost rendered them extinct.”

“But the predator population isgrowing again.”

“Injust four years snce the Hellgate opened,” Simon agreed. “Things are going to be even more different
ashort time from now. If the deer population thins, the wolves may decide that human fleshistasty.” He
concentrated on his blade and tried not to think about the ramification of what he was talking about. “If
they do, it'sgoing to be even harder for escapees from London and the suburbs to survive out here.



But—given the paradigm we' re seeing here—I’m wondering if that increase is everywhere.”

“Y ou’ rewondering that if the predators here—the natura predators—are increasing in numbers, then
what doesit mean for therest of the world?’

“Something likethat,” Simon admitted.
“Maybe you should hope that the wolves devel op ataste for demon flesh.”

“I'am. | just don't seeit happening. | think the wolves and other predators like them may become more
of athreat outside the Burn. W€ re not exactly the dominant species on this planet anymore.”

Although they hadn’t gotten any newsin years, Simon knew that other Hellgates had opened around the
world.

“Youwinawar onebattle at atime,” Nathan said.

“I know. Wejust need an edge. Something that puts us on amore equal footing with the demonsfor a
while”

“Professor Macomber is il trandating the Goetia manuscript. He and the other members of the geek
squad seem to think they’ Il come up with something.”

Professor Archibald Xavier Macomber was a speciaist in dead languages. He' d a so become something
of demonologist asaresult. Until the Hellgate had opened, he’ d been a prisoner in aninsane asylumin
Paris. When those people had been released, they’ d been turned out into the streets or killed outright.

Macomber had been one of the lucky few.

Someone connected to Lesh Creasey had negotiated delivering Macomber to Simon. The professor had
known Simon’ sfather, Thomas Cross, and about the Templar Order enough to know that no onethere
could turn away from the fight. For atime, Terrence Booth—the present High Sest of the House of
Rorke among the Templar till living in the Underground—had taken Macomber prisoner. Simon had
been forced to try to get Macomber back, and in doing so had gone head-to-head against Templar that
he should have been treating as his brothers.

Macomber had reputedly found information in the ancient Goetia manuscript, written by King Solomon,
that detailed how to build arcane and scientific defenses againgt the demons. In dl the annds of the
Templar, there had never been mention of such athing.

Simon dared not get his hopes up too high regarding those defensive fields, but it was hard not to wish
for the knowledge to exist. There were too many men, women, and children who depended on him. He
couldn’t fail them.

“Let’sget back towork,” Smon said findly. “Danielle and the others will watch over us”
“Maybe the wolves will be patient and wait for the |eftovers.”

Simon hoped so. He turned back to the deer he worked on. His knife blade did easily through the flesh,
and he focused on hiswork.

“Smon,” Danidle cdled softly.
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“We vegot trouble.”
((WM?l

“We veidentified asmal group of Ravagers coming from the east.”

FOUR

L eah sighted the Poseidon in on the Blade Minion that was only now yanking its spikes from the young
engineer’ s corpse. She had no doubt that Baker was dead. If hewasn't at this minute, he would be
before someone could get to him.

And the demons would get to him before any of the team did.

Cam down. Do your job, shetold hersdlf.

Y ou got him killed. Y ou took your eye off him long enough for that demon to get him.
The crosshairs wavered over the Blade Minion’'s chest.

Peoplediein thisbusiness. Leah'sfirst handler had told her that the first day she'd met him. Peoplediein
thisbusiness. It'swhat you hire on to do. Whether for patriotism or money, and for your sake |l hopeit’'s
both, people die. Hopefully you' |l help us keep the ba ance sheetsin order.

That day they’ d just gotten the body of an agent back. Her handler—he' d been code-named Winder
and she' d never found out hisrea name or anything about him—had shown her the young man’ s body.
He d been brutally tortured for weeks. At the end, he' d been decapitated.

The exfiltration team was't able to save this poor bloke, Winder said. They certainly weren't ableto pull
his body back into any condition we can alow his poor mum to see. But one thing they were ableto do
before they brought him home.

Leah had waited. She' d been scared to desth and mad and sickened dll a the sametime. Shedidn’t
know how she was supposed to act, and Winder had given her no clue.

Before they |eft that despicable little African nation, Winder had said, they balanced the sheets. That
tinpot warlord iswormfood now. He stared at the young man’ s body. Sometimesin this business, that’s
all that you can hopefor: that someone will balance the books for you when you' re taken from the board
due to your own bad luck or inadequacies.

Leah had stood silently there and stared at the body.

Go on and tell yoursdlf that thiswill never happen to you, Winder said. Tell yoursdf that you' re that good
or that lucky. Maybe you' Il even believeit. At least for awhile. But some night, whether in the safety of
your own bed or in some transient hotel where you' re hiding out under another name and risking dl

you' ve got on an op you don't fully understand, you' Il redlize that thiswill happen to you.

Leah had tried to wal hersdlf off from the sensory overload of the dead body. In addition to the horrific
sght, the smell of death crowded the small coroner’ sroom.

He sgoing to be quietly buried, Winder said. No glorious homecoming for him. And do you know why?
Shaking alittle, Leah had shaken her head.

Because MI-6 can’t claim him, Winder had said. The Queen hasto disavow him. His mum won't even



know how he got himsdlf terminated. And is't that alovely word for it?* Terminated” ?
Leah had said no, that it wasn't.

Winder had laughed. Maybe you' || make agood agent then, missy. Y ou don't comein here singing “ God
Save the Queen” and spouting patriotic nonsense, maybe you' Il live longer. He sighed. Thisboy, he got
sent to hisdeeth. Given animpossible mission. But it pulled hiskiller out into the open so the exfiltration
teamn could take out the target.

That thought had horrified Leah.

Winder must have seen her reaction on her face at the time. She hadn't learned to hide them so well back
then. Now, shefdt certain, he would never have known how his announcement struck her.

Then Winder had laughed at her. Don't take it so bloody personal. He was doing hisjob. That'sall
anyone ever asks of you here. Only sometimesthey ask you to die. Not avery pretty thought, isit?

No, Leah had answered.

Well, that’ swhat you' re signing on for. Winder had patted the cheek of the amputated head. Hewas a
good boy. Never asked any questions. He did everything right. Even died right. Y ou can’t ask anything
more than that. He' d paused and looked at her, till smiling incongruoudly. And do you want to know
who was call ous enough to send this poor sod off to die so painfully for his country?

Leah hadn’t been able to answer.
Do you know what kind of person it would take to do something so bloody awful? Winder had asked.
No, she'd said.

Me, he' d told her in that same soft voice. | sent him off to be tortured and finally executed by the
cold-blooded bastard that did for him. Just so we could flush out the warlord that was our redl target.
What do you think about that?

Leah had gotten sick then. Winder had directed her over to abasin and she’ d purged. When she'd
finished throwing up, he’ d washed her face with awarm cloth. The reflection of the dead agent had been
inthe mirror abovethe sink.

Andif it comestimeto doit, Winder had said softly, I'll send you to die, too. Don't you ever think |
won't. Every time | send you out the door, you have to redlize that you might not be coming back.
Knowing that isthefirst thing that’ sgoing to help you Stay dive.

Four months later, Winder was gone. No one had ever said what happened to him. Leah had asked
once, and she' d been told that the question wasn't allowed. She hadn't asked again.

Leah pushed the bitter memories away. She' d known what she' d signed on for. Shejust hadn’t ever
expected demonsto beinvolved. Her imagination had only limited her to terrorists and enemies of Sate.

And the young agent had known what he’' d signed on for aswell.
Sheraised the Poseidon’ s crosshairs from the Blade Minion’s chest to its horrid face.

Don't try to be ahotshot, her range ingtructor had aways taught her. Aim for the center of the body



mass. Head shots are for American cowboys and trick shooters. Y ou're neither. You're akiller, and
you' re going to be the best killer | can make you.

L eah squeezed the trigger. The sniper rifle recoiled asit launched the bolt of spectra energy. The Blade
Minion jerked sSideways as the energy struck it in the temple. Visible damage through the sniper scope
was limited to charred and bloody flesh. It didn’t show the havoc created throughout the demon’ s central
nervous system.

When therifle ssights were centered again, Lesh pulled the trigger through once more. Thistimethe
demon’ s head imploded. The creature dropped to its knees, then fell forward across the body of the

young agent.

L eah took adeep breath and cleansed her mind. She couldn’t control all of the eventstaking place on the
playing board. Too many moveswere beyond her. In the overal scheme of things, she—like the young
agent—was just asmall cog.

“Blue Team and Red Team,” Commander Hargrove cdled over the comm, “signd readiness.”

Theloosetrandation of that, Leah said, isto Sgnd to et everyone know you' re dive. “Blue Scout
ready,” she whispered just loud enough for the subvoca mic in her mask to pick up.

As shewatched, the battlezone shifted. Several of the blue and red lights on the map open to her view
winked out. She guessed that their casudties had run close to aquarter of their number so far.

“Courier remainsviable,” Commander Hargrove announced. “We are still ago onthisop.”

“Affirmative,” Leah answered, knowing that the commander’ s comm team would still expect aresponse.
“Blue Scout isago.” She continued firing as she found targets.

“Prepare for delivery,” Hargrove ordered.
“Affirmative.” Leah locked on another target and fired again. A Darkspawn demon dropped initstracks.
“Blue Scout,” aman’svoice cdled. “Thisis Firefox Courier.”

“Ping Firefox Courier,” Leah said. Immediately afour-man group lit up on her computer-generated field
of vison.

Firefox Courier was second in the line of explosives experts. There were four groupsin al. Each group
carried satchel charges designed to take out the demonic wegpons plant.

“What can | do for you, Firefox Courier?’ Leah asked.
“WEe re pinned down by sniper fire. Y ou' re the closest countersniper we have.”

Leah shifted her attention to the buildings around the O,. She tracked enemy fire back to five snipers.
The blazing light from the demons' wegpons made finding them easy.

“Firefox Courier, Blue Scout confirmsfive snipers,” Leah said.
“Five sounds about right.”
“Areyouintact?’ Leah focused on the closest sniper in one of the nearby buildings.

“We ve got wounded,” the Firefox Courier officer replied, * but we' re till up and about.”



“I'll seeif | can make some room for you.”
“Awfully generous of you.”

L eah focused on the Darkspawn sniper, got the creature stiming as it leaned forward again to fire, then
sueezed the trigger. She aimed for center mass and saw the demon spin sdeways. Before it could
recover, she shot it in the head. The demon went still and dumped to the floor.

The second and third Darkspawn snipers went down just as quickly, and without knowing they were
being fired on till it wastoo late. When Leah locked on to the fourth sniper’ s position, she discovered the
demon had cut and run. Ignoring him for the moment, she moved on to the fifth sniper’ s pogtion.

Thistime as shelocked on, she saw the demon sniper had also locked on to her. The Darkspawn
sniper’ s head was squarely behind the heavy rifleit held. Knowing she was at most a heartbeat avay
from death, Leah locked on to the demon’ s sniper scope and squeezed the trigger just as something
whizzed within inches of her head.

The Darkspawn’ s sniper scope went to pieces, and its head snapped backward. The demon slumped
without asound. Electrica energy dammed into the corner of the rooftop only acouple of feet from
Leah’ s position. She ducked back, tracked the shot mentally, and knew that the sniper she’ d passed on
earlier was back in the game.

After threeralls, Leah spread her elbows and came to a stop in the prone position. The Poseidon
gpeared before her, and she moved therifleinto line with the Darkspawn.

On the ground, Firefox Courier was aready on the move. The men and women of the unit stayed low as
they raced for the O,. All of them wore heavier armor over the blacksuits and carried satchel charges
filled with arcane-charged plagtic explosives.

Leah found the final sniper asthe Darkspawn swung back into position around awindow frame. She
amed for center mass, not trying to do anything more than hit the target, and squeezed the trigger.

Thefirgt charge knocked the Darkspawn backward, sending its weapon flying asit flailed itsarms and
tried to stay upright. The second charge turned its chest into a pulped mess of shattered bonesand

ripped organs.
“Good shooting, Blue Scout.”

“Thank you.” Leah looked for additiona targets around the explosives team. From the corner of her eye,
she caught sight of the shadow coasting across the rooftop toward her. Sherolled again and heard the
Blood Angel’ s shriek asit tried for her. Then the demon’ s heavy claws thudded againgt the rooftop and

left gouges.

Get up! Leah shoved hersdlf to her feet. Enemy fire from the ground tracked her. One of the Darkspawn
fired arocket launcher, and the warhead smashed againgt the side of the building in aroiling mass of
orange and black flames.

Heat washed over Leah asthe concussive wave drove her from her feet. She fell into acontrolled roll
and got to her feet again. When she glanced over her shoulder, she spotted the Blood Angdl streaking for
her again.

The Blood Angd had afeminine form and human intelligence. Leathery wings stretched to ride the wind.
Crimson runes gleamed on the demon’ sdark skin. Thistime the Blood Angd threw its hands forward
and unleashed spectra bolts that missed Leah by inches and tore holesin the building’ s roof.



L eah legped over one of the holes that suddenly opened up in front of her. She landed on the shuddering
rooftop and barely managed to keep her balance. Fear spiced the adrendine aready racing through her
system. Blood Angels were some of the fiercest demons that had poured through the Hellgate. Having no
choice, she dropped the heavy sniper rifle and ran toward the building’ s edge. With the Blood Angel
after her, no place atop the building was safe.

When she reached the building’ s edge, Leah propelled hersdf outward. She thought she screamed at that
point, but she hoped she hadn’t because that would have been embarrassing to be heard over the comm.
In the next second, though, panic assailed her as she started the long fall toward the Strest.

FIVE

A chill breezed through Smon as he considered the Ravagers approaching from the east. Ravagerswere
at thelow end of the mental spectrum of the demons, but they were definite threats. They lived to kill,
and they always hunted in packs.

“If you've picked up asmdl group of them advancing on us,” Simon said, “you can bet it’ s not the only
one”

“I am,” Danidle said. She' d been heavily blooded in the killing ground over the past four years. She'd
trained al her lifeto be a Templar and had excelled in bladed wegpons.

“Patch mein.” Simon stood and surveyed hisHUD view.
“Confirm upload of incoming information?’ the armor Al asked.
“yYes”

“Streaming now.”

As Simon watched, awindow opened up in the upper left corner of hisHUD. The view wasa
thermographic display of nine warm-blooded entities arranged dong the ridgeline overlooking the hunting
ground.

“Confirm preliminary identification of demon entities known as Ravagers,” thesuit Al said. “ Sizeand
generd characterigtics, including interna body temperature, match known vaues.”

Simon booted the feed onto the other Templar harvesting the deer. They dl grew slent and turned in the
direction of the gpproaching demons.

“They’rewaiting,” Nathan said.

“Yes.” Simon clamped the knife back onto hisarmor. “Grab the deer that you can manage and let’ s get
out of here”

“Runfrom afight?” Campbell, one of the younger Templar, demanded. “ From demon scum?”’
“If wecan,” Smon sad, “yes”
“We're hereto kill the demons,” Campbell protested.

“WEe re not here to get kacked by them, mate,” Nathan replied evenly. “Y ou’ ve not been in any battles
with demons.”

“That’snot my fault,” Campbell replied. “I’ ve been willing.”



There were alot of the Templar that hadn’t been yet blooded against the demons. Simon tried to keep
the young ones out of harm’ sway until absolutely necessary. Too many of the young, untried Templar
found their way into early graves despitethair training.

“Theré |l be plenty of timeto fight,” Danielle said before Nathan could reply. “And plenty of demonsto
fight. The main thing you need to realize right now isthat Ravagers never hunt unlessthey outnumber their
prey.” She paused. “If we see this many now, there are more out there.”

Simon draped the deer’ s body over hisleft shoulder. He gripped his main battle sword and freed it from
the sheath across his back. The blade gleamed. Forged of paladium and sted, the sword was over three
feet in length, double-edged, and straight asaruler. The cross guard was solid and heavy, scarred from
past battles. Runes aong the blade held in the édritch forces Smon and hisfather had beaten into the
metal when they’ d forged the sword.

“Over here” Trent said softly.

Simon accepted the additional feed patched into the HUD. Eleven Ravagers closed in from the north.
Only amoment later, Linda Estep reported seven more to the south.

All three groups converged on the Templar.
“They’'retrying to box us, mate,” Nathan said.

“Ravagersaren’t thismethodica.” Simon jogged easily to the west, the only direction currently opento
them. “ Someone sguiding them.”

“Too bad they didn’t get to shut the door before we picked up on them,” Nathan said.

Simon brought maps of the surrounding countryside up onto the HUD. The transparent overlaysdidn’t
block hisvision. He d trained since he was a child to separate the different video and audio input
streaming to him at the same time. The Templar a the shelter he had put together four years ago stayed in
thefield nearly every day. Over the past few years, there wasn't much they didn’t know about the lay of
theland.

Problems lay to the west. The land turned steep and treacherous there. Hillocks became cliffs sixty and
seventy feet high, above valeys of broken limestone.

The Ravagers acted as though they knew that.

“Bring the group together,” Simon ordered. “WEe re going to try to break through to the south before they
herd usto the cliffs.”

The Templar gathered. Simon and Nathan took point. They stayed twenty feet gpart and stretched their
long stridesinto adistance-eating run. The onboard gyros kept Simon’ s gait smooth. He had the
Ravagers on hisHUD now. They were close enough that he no longer needed the piggybacked feeds
from the other Templar to sense the Ravagers. Despite the speed possible in the armor, the demons
closed the distance.

Asheran, Simon tried not to think of al the meat they’ d left hanging from the treesto spoil. The deer had
died for no reason, and the people at the shelter were going to go hungry soon if something weren't
done. Thewholeturn of events offended him.

“Hodtile forces one hundred twelve yards away,” the suit Al informed him.



Simon used thelight-multiplier programming built into the armor’ s optical array. The utility leached the
color from the scene ahead of him and turned everything black and white with an undercurrent of green.
The human eye was capable of detecting more differencesin the color green than in any other color of

the spectrum.

The seven Ravagers stood out against their surroundings. Their bodies were black asink, headstoo large
for the narrow shoulders. They stood dmost waist-high on Simon. Asthey traveled on dl fours, the
demons reminded Simon of crocodiles. Their tails, amost aslong again astheir lean, powerful bodies,
switched back and forth in anticipation.

“Something’ swrong,” Simon said. “ There are ten of us and seven of them. They should be giving ground,
not staying there.”

“Maybe they can’t count, mate,” Nathan offered.

It wasn't just counting, though. The Ravagers would have known when they didn’t have the numbersthey
needed to bring down their prey.

A cold warning thrilled down Simon’ s spine as he watched the Ravagers holding their postionsto the
south. The demons from the north and east came on at afurious gallop.

Then the Templar closed on the Ravagers. Just before the two groups collided, the Ravagersissued their
low, guttura barks. A warrior done might have achanceto get clear of an encounter thanksto that habit
of barking. But that wasn't going to happen tonight. The demons threw themsalves forward with gaping

jaws.

Simon dropped the deer carcass from his shoulder and hoped he’ d have achance to collect it before
they had to flee. He freed the Spike Bolter at his hip and fisted it. The pistol waslarge, an L-shaped
frame with Sx rotating barrels capable of ddlivering an amazing rate of fire. The ammunition was
paladium spikes.

In the 360-degree HUD view, Simon saw Danidlle free her second Molten Edge sword. The second one
was dightly smdler than the one she held in her right hand. She’ d been training long and hard these past
few monthsto wield dud bladesin battle. The Molten Edge blades held a high-intensity column of
carefully controlled lavathat followed the parameters defined by the sword.

Both wegponsflared to life as she said the voice-activation prompts. Both blades resembled liquid fire
and stood proudly against the darkness of the night. Danielle was hard to losein anight battle.

The Ravagers shifted, but they didn’t attack or retredt.

With liquid ease, the lead Ravager pivoted to face Simon. The horrible maw gaped open to reved rows
of serrated teeth that curved inward. Once a Ravager closed itsjaws, the mouth was like abear trap. A
victim would amost have to hack off hisown limb to get free.

Instead of waiting for the Ravager’ s attack, Simon sprang into action. He legped high into the air and
extended the Spike Bolter at the Ravager. When he squeezed the trigger, asteady stream of palladium
spikestoreinto the demon’s scaly hide.

The Ravager roared in pain, but wasn't hurt badly enough to give up its single-minded obsession with
seeking its prey. Next to the first, asecond Ravager powered itself up to stand on itstwo rear legs asit
lunged & Simon.

Nathan' s Firefield Caster belched apair of grenades that struck the second Ravager in the throat. The



explosions knocked the creature back and covered it with a sheet of flame. Beforeit could recover,
Nathan fired another pair of roundsthat struck the Ravager’ s head. One of them exploded in the
demon’ s mouth. It roared, bresthing out fire, and whipsawed in afrenzy of pain.

“Anchor,” Simon ordered the suit Al as he arced down. Anchoring spikes designed to hold a Templar
fast againgt an assault fired from his boots. There were two twelve-inch spikes, one on each side of his
ankles.

Thefirst Ravager pulled back from the one that was on fire, but it moved only afew inches. Smon' sleft
foot spikes smashed down through the Ravager’ sthick skull, but the spikes on hisright foot only pierced
the demon’ s neck. Simon’ s considerable weight drove the Ravager to the ground.

The Ravager yanked its head out from under Smon, who fdll sdeways, unable to keep hisbaance
because his spikes were anchored into the demon. Its strength surprised him. He' d figured hismove
would have nailed it to the ground.

Helanded hard on his back, but the armor and specid anticoncussive liquid insulation that lay between
him and the armor cushioned the blow. The Ravager came at him, but its head twisted awkwardly on its
skinny neck. Still, it sngpped a him and its fangs raked hisarmor.

Simon raised the Spike Bolter into position and fired at dmost point-blank range. The spikes reduced the
Ravager’ sleft eye to bloody pulp and chewed through the socket and temple.

Bloodied, the Ravager refused to die. It snarled and dug its front feet into the ground, then surged
forward again. Propelled by his opponent’ sweight and strength, Simon flopped like arag doll.

“Anchor redlease” he commanded.

The spikes withdrew from the Ravager’ s head and neck. Ingtantly, it reared on its back legs and came
down hard on Simon with itsfront legs. Unable to get out of the way, Simon felt the blow bounce him
againg the ground.

“Warning,” the suit Al informed him. “ Suit integrity at e ghty-one percent.”

Simon rolled to the Sde as the Ravager tried to repest the attack. The ground shook as the massive front
feet struck. After another roll, Simon got hisfeet under him. He surged up and fired the Spike Bolter
again. The Ravager cocked its head sidewaysto see him with its good eye. Behind it, the Ravager that
Nathan had shot rolled in agony as the clinging flames blistered the demon’ sflesh.

“Other demons closing in from the north and east,” the suit Al said.

A brief glance at the HUD showed Simon the fresh waves of demons headed hisway. He knew that
trying to stand againgt al of them would be suicide. They had to makeit through the Ravagers here.

S X

L eah spread her arms and legs into a starfish pattern as she fell. Despite her panic over thelong fall, she
couldn’t forget about the Blood Angd. The dive over the building’s side had bought Lesh alittle time, but
she knew it wasn't much.

Cam, shetold hersdlf. Y ou’ ve done this before. Nothing to it.

But she knew that was alie. The equipment she was about to use had been used under optimum
conditions. And she'd never used it at night.



She dammed her clenched fist into the activation pad just below her neck and waited to endure severe
agony. The NanoDyne hang glider deployed from the low-profile backpack strapped to her. Thin black
Kevlar mesh sailed along telescoping struts powered by Konstruk nanobots. In less than a second, the
twenty-foot span of wings had spread and filled the frame.

The straps cut into Leah’ s flesh with a suddenness that took her breath away. She tifled a scream of
pain. Every time she’ d used the hang glider before, she' d deployed it from astanding Start. Asshe
checked the wings, she saw that they vibrated madly. For amoment she wondered if they were going to
be wrecked by the headlong pace of her plunge. If they broke, it was over. Theimpact of the long fall
would kill her.

At least the Blood Angdl won't get you, shetold hersalf grimly. She grabbed the controls depending from
the wings, then straightened out her glide just intime to avoid one of thetaller buildings. She adjusted her
direction toward the O, and fired the microrockets filled with chemical propellant. They were capable of
asustained thirty-second burst that allowed the glider to gain atitude for longer flight.

The Blood Angel swooped down on Leah. The demon’ s claws tore through the hang glider’ sleft wing as
if it were made of paper rather than specialy treated bullet-res stant fabric.

Abandoning the controls for amoment, Leah grabbed for the pistol in a shoulder holster under her left
arm and the one at her left hip. Thefirst wegpon was an XM41 Therma Bolter, asmall rocket launcher
that fired deadly warheads. The second was an SRAC machine pistol capable of ahigh rate of fire.

A twigt in the harness dlowed Leah to point the Therma Bolter at the Blood Angd through the rent in the
hang glider fabric. Hoping she didn't accidently hit the glider’ swing, she squeezed the trigger and
launched what looked like asmdll fireball as she closed her eyes. Protecting her eyes was second nature.

Bright light stormed across the back of Leah’s eydids asthe rocket hammered the Blood Angdl. A fresh
wave of heat from the explosion clouded around her for amoment, then it was gone.

Flames wreathed the Blood Angel. It shrieked in pain and frustration asit tried to hang on. Aiming the
weapon again, Leah fired one more time. The second rocket burst against the demon’ s skin aswell.

The Blood Angedl let go and shrilled asit fell away. Leah knew she hadn’t mortaly injured the demon ye,
though. She reached up and tapped the gun butt against the small control pand that had did into place
above her. AUTOPILOT blinked into view acrossthe smal screen. Immediately, the wings adjusted
themsalvesto a gentle glide gpproach path the shortest distance to the ground. WARNING.
APPROACH SPEED TOO GREAT, blinked the small readout. WARNING. NO CLEAR FLIGHT
PATH AVAILABLE.

| know, | know. Leah followed the flaming Blood Angel with her eyes. AlImost in the next breeth, the
flames around the demon extinguished. The Blood Angd flapped itswings and hedled over, siresking
back to the attack.

Leah leveled the SRAC machine pistal at the demon and squeezed the trigger. The pistol bucked and
kicked in her fist. Every third round was a purple tracer. Lesh put the line of bullets on target with the
demon. They smashed into the Blood Angel and tore holesin its body. L eah blasted the demon again
with the rocket launcher.

Blinded by the flames, the Blood Angdl hurtled straight at Leah. The demon fired more arcane energy
and dhrieked again.

L eah holstered the rocket launcher and grabbed the hang glider’ s controls. AUTOPILOT



DISENGAGED. Her thumb did over the rocket activation button. She pressed and held it, intending to
hold on for adow five-count.

Instead, the Blood Angd’ s energy blast overtook her. The hang glider spun asif seized in aminiature
whirlwind. The support struts shivered and popped as they fought to maintain their shape. WARNING!
flashed the LED screen on the controls. WIND SHEAR |S—

Leah ignored the rest of the message. It didn’t make any difference. All the guidance system could tell her
was how bad everything was, and she aready had a clue about that. She pushed the controls forward
and fired the rockets because up seemed to be the path of least resistance.

That direction aso took her back into the path of the Blood Angdl.

Fisting the SRAC machine pistol, Leah fired at the center of the demon’s body. The explosive-tipped
bullets smashed through the Blood Angel’ s scales, lodged inits flesh, and detonated. Small, fis-szed
craters opened up in the demon’ s body and turned it into a moonscape of destruction.

Fighting the controls, Leah amost panicked when she saw the Side of abuilding suddenly only afew feet
away. Shetriggered the right rocket and tipped the hang glider sdeways. The wingtip bounced
intermittently from the side of the building. Orange sparks spewed in atorrent asthe metal grated againgt
stone. The scraping noise sounded as horrendous as the Blood Angdl’s cry.

Easy. Easy. Leah tried keeping agentle but firm hand at the controls. The dtimeter showed she was il
seventy feetintheair. Plenty of fal remained to kill her.

The Blood Angd swooped in and smashed againgt the building. Rebounding from the wall, the demon
spun down in asudden tangle of broken limbs and shredded wings that still burned from the rocket
attack.

A savage cry of exultation burst from Leah’ slips before she knew it. In the next moment the hang glider’s
wingtip skidded against the building and heeled around. Panicked, suddenly focused on her own survivd,
Leah kicked her right foot against the wall and shoved. The hang glider’ s struts screamed and shuddered.

Knowing she had nothing to lose, Leah fired the rockets and hoped for the best. The propulsion kicked
the hang glider out away from the building, but a crosswind caught it and dapped it back toward the wall
again. Leah twigted violently, striving to keep the hang glider from crashing into the building. Then she
blew past it and scooted once more into the open area above a street.

Maintaining control now, Lesah angled for the street. She knew she was coming down far too fast, but
there was nothing to be done for it. Darkspawn gunners were dready tracking her. The air was suddenly
alivewith tracers and blurry energy burststhat heated the air, vibrated through her, or sparked electrica
energy across her suit.

Fifteen feet above the street, Leah cut loose from the harness and dropped. She hit the ground on her
feet and immediately tucked into aroll. The augmented strength of the suit would have dlowed her to
land standing, but that would have aso made her an easy target for the demons.

“Here, Leah! Nipin!”

One of the orange dots identifying the agents suddenly radiated concentric circlesto attract Leah’s
attention. She gathered hersalf and ran, pulling both her wegpons.



Two men and one woman took cover behind an overturned double-decker bus beside the burned,
rusting hulk of atank that was agrim reminder that the British military had failed to stop the demon
invasion in 2020. William Rittsfield, the man who' d called to Leah, was a veteran of both the military and
a clandestine career that spanned decades. Hewas a survivor.

“A bit rough out tonight, eh?” Pittsfield asked.
“Perhaps abit,” Leah agreed.

Rittsfield leaned out around the bus and took aim with the Grizzly Rifle he carried. Energy pulsed and
spewed during the two-second burst. A group of Darkspawn that had been closing in on their position
went down like wheat before a scythe. Their smoldering bodies|lay twisted and broken on the ground.

“Onething you have to say about thislittle teaparty,” Pittsfield said laconicdly, “there’ sno lack of
targets.” He recharged hiswespon.

“What about the satchel teams?’ Lesh asked.

“We velost one of them,” Evelyn Herrington said. “ There were more of these blighters here thanwe'd
been told to expect.”

Leah didn’t say anything. It was hard to know the exact numbers of demons. So many of them looked
aike, they could have been interchangesble parts. Added to that and making it even more difficult, the
demons congtantly moved.

“We need better intelligence about these Sites,” Leah said.

“Agreed.” Robert Wickersham was the youngest among them. He had come to his mgority while the
war with the demons was under way. He ducked around the corner for amoment and fired the XM55
20-mm rifle he carried. A Darkspawn sniper located in one of the nearby buildings took aheader out of
awindow and crashed to the ground below.

“Good shooting,” Evelyn commented.
“Thank you.”

A sudden explosion ripped across the street and jostled the bus. For amoment Leah thought it was going
to overturn on them. Then it settled once more with agrinding clank.

L eah tracked the explosion.

“Satchd Team Three” Pittsfidld stated grimly. “They didn’'t makeit ingde the dome.”
“Arethere any survivors?’ Wickersham asked.

Pittsfield’s masked head shook. “1 don't know.”

“If there are, we can't just leave them for the demons.”

“I know.” Rittsfield looked around at them. “Everybody saddled up then?’

“Yes” Lesh sad.

The other two echoed her.



“Righto,” Pittsfield responded. “ Then let’ s be about it, and be quick. We veriled theselittle beasties up.”
He glanced around the corner of the bus and took off.

Leah followed.

SEVEN

Simon swung his broadsword with al hisamplified strength. The blade bit into the Ravager’ sreptilian
face. Blood spurted over Simon’ s visor and obscured the forward 76 percent of hisview—the suit ID
verified that. He backed up automatically, holstered the Spike Bolter at his hip, and wiped the blood
from hisvisor. His view remained stresked and smeared, but it was better than it had been.

Infront of him, the Ravager’ s face had been split nearly in two by the sword blow. The weapon
remained mired in the demon’ sflesh asit yanked back. From the jerky movements he observed, Smon
judged that the creature was dazed. Simon used both hands to free his sword, weathered a mostly
ineffectual blow that struck his chest, then rammed the broadsword into the demon’ s chest to pierce the
heart.

Transfixed by the Templar blade, the Ravager shuddered and stood upright. Then its gory head fell to the
sde. The body followed it and the demon dumped to the ground.

“Carnagors!” someone shouted.

Slightly winded from his efforts, Simon whedled around and looked past the blazing pyre that remained of
the Ravager that Nathan had attacked. The other Templar had engaged the demons and fought for their
lives. Thankfully dl of thewarriors till stood.

Beyond them, though, crestures burrowed up from the ground. At least a dozen of them broke the
surface. Black soil scattered across the white snow.

The Carnagors resembled tanks. Massive as e ephants, thick hide covered their bodies and provided
natural armor. Tusks and rows of jagged teeth filled the cavernous mouths. Jagged spikes stood up from
their spines. Hooked talons meant for digging and dashing jutted out from their toes. Carnagors could rip
aTemplar’ sarmor open with those talons. Simon had seen it happen firsthand.

It was atrap. The cold redization of what had happened swept over Simon. Thiswas beyond the
capabilities of the Ravagers and the Carnagors.

“Sweep for demons,” Simon ordered the Al. “ Confirm known types.”
“ Sweeping. Confirm known demons: Ravager, Carnagor, and Minion.”

“Isolate and digplay Minion.” Simon lunged out of the way of a ssampeding Carnagor. Even asfast ashe
was, he barely escaped the full brunt of the demon’ s attack. One of its shoulders caught his right foot and
spun him into another Carnagor twenty feet away.

The second Carnagor whipped around and tried to bite its offender. Simon swept up alarge rock and
threw it into the Carnagor’ sthroat. The rock gagged the monster for amoment. Asit coughed and
hacked, it pulled away and clawed at its mouth with itsfront feet. The razor-sharp talons scored its ugly
face again and again. Inits panic, the Carnagor didn’t notice the cuts.

“Minionisolated,” thesuit Al said. “Displaying.”
Simon got to his feet and reached around to his back for the Blockade Shield he carried. The shield had



been hammered out on Templar forge, then overlaid with arcane energy and layered with NanoDyne
tech. The nanobots gathered energy from the earth’ s e ectromagnetic field much as the spellwork served
to do. When fully charged, the shield was a powerful wegpon aswell asameans of defense.

On the HUD, Simon spotted the Minion outlined in orange. Minions possessed intellect, were ableto
take commands as well asissue them. They weren't as powerful or clever asthe Dark Wills or other
demons, but they were dangerousfoes.

The Minion sat astride a Fetid Hulk. Twelve feet tall and powerfully built with wide shouldersand a
narrow waist, the Fetid Hulk was an engine of destruction. The green hide glowed with lambent energy.

Seated on the Fetid Hulk’ s shoulders, legs wrapped around the larger demon'’ s neck, the Minion urged
his savage mount forward. Covered in thick gray hide, the Minion looked asif it had been squashed into
asquared-off form, condensed from something somehow larger, more solid and threstening. Minions
hands were removed at birth and the arms outfitted with organic links or technologica implantsthat
alowed the dotting of different wegpons. They carried spare“hands’ with them that gave them arange of
attacks. The right hand worn by the Minion atop the Fetid Hulk sparked with electricity, and the left one
glowed adark violet.

The demons knew we hunted here, Simon thought desperately. They werewaiting on us. He whipped his
head around in time to watch Nathan go down before a charging Carnagor. The demon put itsfeet in the
center of Nathan's chest and knocked him down.

Frantically, the Carnagor dug itsfeet in and tried to overcome its forward momentum asit struggled to
turn around and go back after itsfalen foe.

“Nathan!” Simon shouted as he ran toward hisfriend.
There was no response. Nathan lay haf buried in the snow and loose dirt.

Simon placed his hand onto Nathan’ s helm. The suit-to-suit connection displayed Nathan’ svital sgnson
Simon’sHUD. SINGH, NATHAN. CONCUSSED. READY STIM?

“Adminigter gim,” Simon ordered.

Nathan's suit affixed a dap-patch to the Templar’ s body. Simon knew chemicals aready raced through
Nathan’ s body, but it would be afew seconds before he would be aware enough to save himself.

The Carnagor completed its turn and ran back in Nathan' s direction. Knowing he couldn’t grab Nathan,
hoist the fallen man from the ground, and get them both out of the way of the rampaging Carnagor in
time, Simon set himsdlf before the demon and hunkered behind the Blockade Shield. 1t was almost three
feet in diameter.

“Connect shield to armor power,” Simon rasped.
“Shield connected,” the suit Al replied. “ Power levelsat full.”
“Anchor.” Simon stared into the Carnagor’ s feverish red eyes asit closed the distance.

“Anchor not recommended at thistime,” the suit Al said. “ Suggest evasive maneuvers. Persond safety is
atrisk.”

“Anchor,” Simon ordered. “ Personal safety override.” Hefelt the vibration as the spikes drove deeply
into the ground. Just before the Carnagor reached him, Simon leaned forward to intercept the demon



with the shield and hoped he hadn’t foolishly gotten himsdif killed. Death would be better than getting
captured by the demons.

At the moment of collision, the world seemed to go away. During histraining asa Templar novice, during
the years of extreme sports that included base jumping, aswell as nanospring skateboarding with
wipeouts at over sixty miles an hour and eighty feet in height, he' d never before been hit so hard.

The Blockade Shield was designed to offer anticoncussive resistance. Whatever force it defended
againg, the arcane energy and nanotech was designed to re-create, mest, and negate. That worked well
intheory. The Templar that had designed it had suggested that it might stop a speeding automobile.

No one had ever tested that.
No one had ever used it in a head-on competition against a Carnagor, either.

Simon flew backward at the impact. Pain wracked his body, and he was certain that hislegs had ripped
free of hiships. The shield had dammed againgt his knees, shoulder, and chest so hard it knocked the
breath from hislungsin spite of the anti-impact energies and natural resistance of the armor.

Then helanded on his butt and rolled through the snow and savaged earth. Somewhere dong the way he
lost the shield, but he kept hold of the sword. Hisvision swam as hetried to focus. He had managed to
deflect the Carnagor from Nathan. Behind the demon, Nathan groggily got to hisfeet and reached for his
sword.

“Areyou trying to get yoursdlf killed?’ Danielle asked.

“I wasredlly hoping not to,” Simon replied as he stared at the charging Carnagor. He tried to move his
feet, then discovered the spikes had yanked chunks of stone from the earth. He recalled the spikes and
the stone dropped away. He pushed himsdlf to hisfeet and turned profile as the Carnagor bore down on
him. There was no timeto get away.

Slightly before hisleft pam made contact with the Carnagor’ s head, Simon legped and tucked himself
into aforward roll across the demon’ s massive shoulders. Simon dammed his boot soles againgt the
Carnagor’ s spine.

“Anchor,” Smon ordered again.

Immediately, the spikes shot down from his boots and sank deeply into the Carnagor’ s body. At least
one of them severed the demon’ s spine. The Carnagor’ s steps suddenly lacked power and went wobbly.
But it lashed its huge head around and flashed itstusks.

Reversing his sword, Simon took atwo-handed grip on it and rammed it through the Carnagor’ s neck at
the base of the demon’ s skull. At that point the Carnagor became a pile of dead meat that was only just
thenredizingit.

Simon retracted the anchoring spikes and |eaped from the demon’ s back. Landing, Simon plunged into a
four-foot snowdrift and had to fight hisway free. The suit Al located his shield and he made straightaway
forit.

“Thanksfor the save, mate,” Nathan said as he joined him.

Simon nodded, then swept the grounds with his gaze. “ Retreat,” he broadcast over the comm. “To the
wes.”



“Thediffsarethat way, Smon,” Danielle protested.

Simon saw her in the distance as she employed both the Molten Edge swords to disembowel a Ravager
and then take the head from a second.

“Thedemonsliein dl other directions,” Smon said. “We don't have achoice. Do it now.”

The Templar hunting party broke away from the demons and ran. Their amplified strength and speed
gave them adight edge on the demons, but—over the short distance they had to cover to the cliffs—that
edge wasn't going to be enough.

Simon ran, but he kept the Minion on the Fetid Hulk’ s shoulders marked on hisHUD.

EIGHT

T he street was awar zone. Carnage erupted around Leah constantly. She kept her pistols up and fired
continuoudy. As Pittsfield had said, there was no lack of targets.

After afew moments, they reached what was | eft of Satchel Team Three. Over adozen blood zombies
rooted among the remains of the sx men and women. The foul crestureslooked like blood-covered
shambling mockeries of human beings.

Horrified, Leah redized that at least a handful of the abominations had been created from men and
women who had died in this battle. Some demon somewhere was|lifting them up from the gates of death
and setting them on their comrades.

Pittsfield cursed and stepped out to fire the Grizzly Rifle. When the energy bursts struck the blood
zombies, the creatures flew to pieces. Three of them disintigrated before the attention of the others
riveted on Fittsfield. More blood zombies appeared from behind overturned vehicles and clumps of
mortar and stone from nearby buildings.

“Run!” Leah added her own wegponsfireto Rittsfield's. “ There are too many of them!”
“One of the satchel chargesdidn’t explode,” Pittsfield said. He made no move to withdraw.

One of the blood zombies legped to the top of abroken mass of building wall from anearby structure. Its
maw opened asit prepared to leap down onto Leah and her companions.

Reacting indtinctively, Leah leveled the Thermal Bolter and put arocket into the blood zombie' s open
mouth. The creature exploded into gobbets of charred flesh, and the smoky gtink filled the air. Not even
Leah’ smask completely filtered out the smdll.

Rittsfield barely held his own. The blood zombies massed on him and drove him back. The Grizzly Rifle
was too long to employ effectively in such close quarters. Lesh stepped behind and to one side of the
man and opened fire with the SRAC. The blood zombies wilted under sustained fire, but they didn’t stop
coming.

“We ve got to pull back,” Leah said.
“No one has penetrated the dome,” Rittsfield growled. “ There sa satchel chargejust lying there.”

Leah saw the case that held the explosives. Two craters and blast markings showed where the others
had exploded and only rearranged the wreckage aong the street.



“If that bloody domeisn’'t blown,” Fittsfield continued as he butt-stroked a blood zombie and shattered
itshead. He lft the rest unsaid.

The blood zombie went down into afetd position and started rocking. Leah knew from observation that
the creatures sometimes regenerated. She kicked the blood zombie back and pumped a dozen explosive
rounds into the corpse that scattered piecesin al directions.

If it comes back from that, she thought fiercely, it'sat least going to take awhile longer. She looked at
the saichel charge. “I'll retrieve the explosives.”

Rittsfield dung his Grizzly Rifle over his shoulder and drew aHARP pistol and an Eruptor. The HARP
pistol was a Harmonic Resonance Projection weagpon that used el ectronic and sonic generatorsto
produce a beam capable of rapidly changing sonic waves. The technology had first been developed for
mining because the field was controllable, and it disintegrated nonorganic matter such asrocks, metd,
and glass.

The HARP technology aso destroyed organic matter that no longer generated natural body rhythms. The
hearts of the blood zombies were stilled, and blood no longer pumped through the veins and arteries.
They registered asinorganic thingsto the HARP.

When Pittsfield fired the HARP pistol, the weapon emitted awide cone of destruction. The blood
zombiesin the beam’ s path stopped moving, then shook and shivered to pieces. A second later, the parts
of them—and sometimes whole blood zombies—broke gpart into atoms and disappeared in the sudden
blue-white arc of light thet filled theimmediae vicinity.

The blood zombies outside the destruction stumbled back. Evidently they felt some of the fallout of the
HARRP blast because they were too dead to know fear.

L eah aso noted that two of the dead members of the satchel team had been hit aswell. Only parts of
their bodiesremained wherethey' d fadlen.

Pittsfidd cursed.

Leah knew the man hadn’t intended to do further injury to those that had falen. They didn't fed it, she
told hersalf. And they can't be resurrected and turned against us now.

“I’ve got the satchel,” she said, and darted forward. She holstered the SRAC and kept the Thermal
Bolter out so she could use it. Bending down, she caught up the satchel charge by its handle and kept
moving forward. There was no timeto think now.

A Darkspawn scout group appeared around the corner of abuilding and quickly knelt to take aim at her.
She pointed the Thermal Bolter and fired atrio of rounds.

Only one of the rockets struck the group. The other two hammered the street and the building wall.
Flames engulfed the entire area.and clung to the Darkspawn that survived theinitia explosion.

Leah ran, banishing al thoughts of surviva or degth. She concentrated on the effort it took to avoid her
enemies and keep moving forward. Thefirefight had been so fierce that asmoky haze had mixed with the
natura fog streaming in from the River Thames. The Ide of Dogswas bardly visble out in the middle of
theriver.

“Thisis Blue Scout,” Leah said as she leaped over the headless body of a Fetid Hulk. A dead man
dressed in black lay twisted and broken in the demon’ s huge hands. Acid burns from the Fetid Hulk’s
throat sac had eaten away the protective suit and charred the flesh beneath.



“Reading you five by five, Blue Scout,” Commander Hargrove replied.

“Blue Scout is now designated Satchel Team Three.” Confronted by ahorde of Darkspawn, Leah
ducked into anearby dley as energy bolts and rounds cut through the space where she’ d been.

“Understood,” Hargrove replied.

On the field generated by the datastream detailing the battle, Leah watched her designation change from
BLUE SCOUT to SATCHEL TEAM THREE.

“Good hunting, Satche Team Three,” Hargrovetold her.

“Yesdr. Thank you, Sir.”

The aley wasadead end. A twenty-foot wall blocked the way. On the map she had, the aley had been
shown as unblocked. She cursed, knowing that theintel they’ d had on the op was doppy. Shedidn’t
completely blame the agents who' d done the recon. Keeping up with the demons and their machinations
wasamost impossible.

“Up, Lesh.”
She glanced over her shoulder and saw Wickersham there.

“I’vegot your sx,” hetold her. Smoking ruin showed on his|eft shoulder where a Darkspawn shooter
had winged him. Blood ran over the black materid.

“You'reinjured,” Lesh said.
“WEe re going to be dead if you don't hurry.”
Behind him, Darkspawn entered the dlley.

Leah dung the satchel charge over one shoulder and holstered the Thermal Bolter. She pressed abutton
on her left control wristband. The suits they wore weren't as automated as those of the Templar. Many
things remained manualy operated.

Microscopic hooks shifted out of the pads of her gloves, elbows, and knees. More sprouted from the
toes of her reinforced boots. When she reached the alley wall, she threw herself onto it and dammed her
pams, elbows, knees, and boot toes against the stone and mortar. The hooks dug into the stone and
provided her enough purchase to dither up the wall quick asalizard. The climbing was a practiced
maneuver, and she' d spent weeks perfecting it.

Wickersham followed her in the same fashion.

Near the top, Leah paused, gathered hersalf, and launched herself toward the wall’ s edge. She caught
hold of it and hauled hersaf up. A heartbest |ater, Wickersham landed beside her. Energy bolts crashed
againg thewdl and szzled through the air around them.

Leah ran dong thewall toward the building in the direction of O,. Shethrew herself againgt it and
dithered up another two storiesto reach the roof, then hauled hersdlf over.



Wickersham came over aswell, but he landed awkwardly and went facedown. He loosed a muffled yelp
of pain, then acurse. Herolled into aStting position and pushed himself to hisfedt.

“They'reclimbing,” Wickersham sad.

Leah reached into her pack and took out a HARP grenade. When she had it, she dammed the grenade
againgt the rooftop to activate the timer. The grenade pulsed blue asit started its countdown.

Using the overhead recon available through the bot-supplied images, Leah shoved the grenade over the
rooftop’ s edge and dropped it into the mass of Darkspawn Troopers forming a flesh-and-blood ladder
to scaethe building wall. It was two stories, but the demons had plenty of bodies.

The grenade landed in the writhing mass. A few of the Darkspawn recognized the threst and tried to bail
from the top of the wall. It waswasted effort, though. The grenade went off, and the blue-white glare
filledthedley.

Leah glanced over the side and saw that the largest knot of demons had disappeared. Arms, legs, heads,
and torsos littered the ground to mark the radius of the blast. A large section of thewall had disintegrated
aswdll.

And s0 had ahuge piece of the building.
The rooftop shuddered and shifted with agroan.

Redlizing the danger, Leah grabbed Wickersham's armor harness and yanked him into motion. “The
support columns on this side of the building are gone,” she shouted.

Both of them ran, barely managing to stay ahead of the building’ s collgpse as the rooftop dropped. The
destruction gathered force and intengity, sounding like awave crashing in their wake.

When they reached the rooftop’ s edge, aforty-foot span opened over the street below. The four-story
drop to the street level was manageable, but the demons held the area. If they dropped into the Strest,
Leah knew they wouldn’t last a moment.

“The other Sde,” she gasped, and launched hersdlf into the air with al the power of her augmented suit.
“It' sthe only chance.” Shetook flight like ahuman missile,

Wickersham was only aplit second behind her. Heflailed awkwardly through the air high above the
Street fighting. Some of the Darkspawn below saw them and recognized them for what they were.
Bullets, beams, and arcane forces tracked L eah and Wickersham across the street.

Leah knew she couldn’'t hope to catch the building’ s rooftop. She angled her descent toward the
windows because she didn’t think her suit’s armor would manage the collison with the building.

“Thewindows,” she yelled to Wickersham. She didn’t know if he heard her or tried to respond. Inthe
next ingtant she smashed through the glass. Glittering shards arced through the air and caught the gleam of
fires and weapons discharges.

Empty clothing racks covered the shop’ sfloor. Everything worth taking had been taken years ago. Leah
gasped asthe impact drove thewind from her lungs. Then shelie on the floor, tucked into afeta position,
hands wrapped over her head and knees tucked in to protect her ssomach.

When she was sure—and surprised—that she was till dive, Leah pushed hersdlf to her feet and stared
back out the shattered window. Darkspawn Troopers ran toward the store.



Behind them, the collapsing building fell into the street. Tons of stone, mortar, and glass dammed over the
massed Darkspawn. What had only seconds ago been amistake now became a savage blow struck
agang the demons.

Leah dived back down as stray hits of stone and mortar crashed through other windowsin the shop. The
suit’ saudio receptors struggled to keep up and findly failed out during the crescendo. She got her breath
back as debris pelted her. After making sure she gill had the satchel, she unlimbered the Therma Bolter.

Three Darkspawn crawled through the broken window. Leah fired three rockets into them. The front of
the store turned into an inferno, and the concussion of the explosions blew the Darkspawn back out onto
the street.

Another demon tried to force its way through the door, but the entrance was obvioudy jammed.
Wi ckersham shot the demon through the head with hisM3 Perforator. Head and features obliterated, the
Darkspawn staggered back and went down.

Through the window, Leah saw that the Darkspawn dead and other demons lay sprawled acrossthe
dreet, buried in the building’ swreckage.

“Nicelittle bit of luck for us,” Wickersham said grimly. “I guess you could say you brought down the
house, Leah.”

More Darkspawn arrived on the scene.

“Areyou ableto run?’ Lesh asked. Nearly al of Wickersham'’s upper body glistened with dark blood.
A few jagged pieces of glass stuck out of historso.

“Don’'t have achoice, love.” Wickersham started to remove a shard of glass.

“Don’'t,” Leah warned. She' d I eft the glass protruding from her body in place aswell. “ The glass might be
the only thing keeping you from bleeding out.”

“Oh.” Wickersham took his hand back. “Well, | suppose we should be thankful for that then.” Pain
masked his derisivetone.

Leah led theway out of the shop’ srear. The door let out into asmall aley. She got her directionsfrom
the bot scans, then took off once morefor the O,

They stayed with the shadows and discovered they were behind the demons skirmish line. The scans
a so showed that the demons were winning the engagement, pushing the attacking team back farther and
farther.

The dome stood less than eighty yards away. Wrecks littered the way. Carnagors or other demons not
yet identified had torn up the ground.

“Oncewerein,” Leah sad, “theriver isour only hope.”
Wickersham nodded. “Only one of us needsto go, love.”
“Do you want to stay here?’

“No. | was suggesting that you might.”



Leah shook her head. | started this. Il finish it.”

“Then let’shave a it before things become worse. For I'm certain they will.” Wickersham held his
Perforator and pulled the NanoDyne Firestarter he also carried.

Leah turned and ran, and Wickersham followed. They wereflitting shadows among the fog, smoke, and
twisting darknessin front of the dome. Instead of trying to force their way through the main entrance,

L eah blasted a new one through one of the walls. The heated concussion blew through the barrier and
hurled debris before them.

The O, wasn't anything like Leah remembered. She' d goneto athletic events and concerts there, and
shopped with her mates. Now the building housed strange demonic devices. Green glowing power cells
lit up the darkness. Strange conveyor belts and machines clumped and thumped and squealed and roared
as wegpons passed through the assembly line.

Darkspawn labored over the machinesto keep everything running. Others ran toward the opening she' d
blasted through the wall. Their weapons blazed.

“Satche Team Three,” Commander Hargrove brokein. “We show that you have penetrated the
objective”

“Affirmative.” Leah fired the Thermd Bolter at the arriving Darkspawn and knocked them backward.
Wickersham added hisown fire.

“Drop the satchdl charge and go,” Hargrove commanded. “WEe ve started the countdown. Y ou have ten
seconds. Nine...”

Leah used the suit’ s augmented strength to hurl the satchel charge deep into the O,. Combined HARP
charges and highly concentrated plastic explosives made up the destructive package.

“Go,” she ordered Wickersham.
The younger man turned and went back out the hole they’ d blown through the wall without argument.

“Toward theriver,” Lesh commanded as she followed. Something hit the right Side of her face. Pain
lanced through her skull and her vision suddenly collgpsed and became smdler. Adrendine fought off
most of the pain as she forced hersalf to keep moving.

“Five” Hargrove said, continuing the countdown.

Wickersham stumbled as he ran toward theriver. Leah caught the man by the arm and added her
srength to his. They stumbled and managed to match stride.

“Two,” Hargrove continued relentlesdly.

Even with the augmented speed the suit produced, they weren't quite to the river’ s edge when Hargrove
reached zero.

A massiveflash of light blazed behind Leah and Wickersham.
“Jump,” Leah said when they were thirty feet from theriver. “ Go as degp asyou can.”

Back when the River Thames had been full, risng actudly, dueto globa warming, the river had lapped
up onto the banks. Now that the Burn had taken away much of the water, the water level wasfive feet
bel ow the old banks. Leah only hoped it was deep enough from the trenching effortsin 2012 that had



alowed moreriver traffic, to protect them.

Theroars of the explosions caught up with them while they werein midair. But they hit the water before
theair filled with fire and debris.

Leah went twenty feet down to the murky bottom and caught hold of a submerged boat that probably
sunk sometime sincethe arriva of the demons.

Flames lashed out over the river and turned the water bilious yellow and orange. Wickersham clung to
the boat’ s gunwales as murky blood threaded up from hiswounds, and Leah did the same.

Her mask tightened over her face and changed shape alittle as the safety features kicked in. Once the
suit recognized the environmenta change, it sealed around her face and the ten-minute air supply kicked
on. Leah forced hersdf to breathe dowly even though her heart rate remained frantic.

Debrisfrom the domerained down into theriver. A few charred demon bodiesfdl aswdl. Abovethe
bank, it looked as though dawn had torched the sky.

“Good work, Satchel Team Three,” Commander Hargrove said. “We confirm destruction of enemy
target. Areyou sill with us?’

“Yesgr.”

“There were two of you.”

“Both of us, sr,” Wickersham said weskly.

“Good. Make your way back to the rendezvous point and let’ s see how badly we' ve been bloodied.”
“Yes, gar.”

Wickersham stared at Leah. “Areyou all right?” He reached out to touch her face.

Ingtinctively, Leah drew back. A fog of murky blood occupied the space where her head had been.

“Don’'t,” she said. The blood convinced her that his touch would be painful athough the whole side of her
facefelt numb.

“You're bleeding badly,” Wickersham said.

“Weboth are. Let'sgo.” Leah released the boat and swam underwater. With the burning dome so close
by, she easily negotiated the river channd.

She hadn’t counted on seeing the skeletons littered across the river bottom. The gleaming white bones, dl
of them human, lay mired in the mud. Leah didn’'t know if the river deposited them there when the
demons destroyed some of the bridges or if the current swept the bodies there from shipwrecks and
destroyed boats.

Or if the demons smply chucked them there like garbage.

Thesight filled Leah with dread. From the beginning of the demon war, Control had stated that they
would never be able to win the engagement. The best that the Agency hoped for was to keep the
demonsfrom winning aswell. At the very least they wanted to &t |east force the demons to win more
dowly and at amore costly price.



That’ s not enough, Lesh told hersalf. She thought of the dead men and women she' d known before
tonight that wouldn’t return come morning. The Darkspawn were cannon fodder in the plans of the Dark
Willsand Greater Demons.

The blow struck tonight had taken out awegpons factory, but that factory would be rebuilt within afew
weeks or months. At best, even with all the death and sacrifice involved, this had been adelaying action.

Leah tried to forget about that as she kept swimming. But even that became too much for her asthe
throbbing painin her head findly pushed her over into the blackest night she' d ever known.

NINE

T he snowdriftsrose higher in the direction of the cliffs. By the time Simon reached them, the Templar
plowed through driftswell over waist high. The disguised terrain made footing treacherous. Simon fell
more than once and struggled to push himself back up.

Asif sensing their prey had nowhere ése to run, the Ravagers and Carnagors gathered. Overhead afew
winged demonsthat Simon couldn’t immediately identify flgpped through the night air and became
slhouetted againgt the starry brightness.

The Minion remained astride the Fetid Hulk. Reaching back over its shoulder, the demon drew a spear
with an obsidian tip that somehow glowed black even in the night. The black light stood out againgt the
pristine white snow.

“Templar,” the Minion snarled in agutturd voice. “Do you want to give up?’

Simon strode forward. Three of the Templar had fallen in combat. Only seven of them stood on the
windswept cliffs. No trees or boulders offered temporary cover.

“Who areyou?’ Simon demanded as he held his sword and shield.

The Minion took a deep breath and shook its blunt head. “For the moment, | am no one. | am not
Named. | cameto your pitiful world to fight and kill so that | might earn aName. That' stheway it has
aways been. Who are you?’

“Simon Cross, of the House of Rorke, and not one who's of amind to surrender to demons.”

The demon nodded. “Rorke. That Houseis known to us.” It grinned, baring yellowed stumps of teeth.
“We havekilled your ancestors.”

Simon didn’'t know if that was true. Human and demon interaction on thisworld had been dight. He
stood there and tried to think of away out, away to still survive. Nothing came to mind. Burned by lack
of deep and the stim-packs he' d used to keep himself dert the last few days, he sood swaying.

“Tedl mewheretherest of you are,” the demon said.

Taking heart in that, Simon stood his ground. If the demon didn’t know where the Templar redoubt was,
hope remained. When the hunting team didn’t come back, the others would know that something had
happened and would go on high-security dert. They would wait, as Simon had instructed, for afew days
and then invedtigate. The possibility of getting the innocents out of harm’ sway il existed.

“Thereareno moreof us,” Simon said.

The Minion laughed mockingly. “Isthat your answer, Templar, if | asked you to swear it upon your



honor?’

“I have no honor for demons,” Simon said. “Nor courtesy, nor mercy. My kind and yours, demon, only
oneof uswill remain diveon thisworld.”

“Wewill find the others,” the demon promised. “Now that | have found you, | will take your head on my
gpear and let my masters know that other Templar hide out in the woods and hills here. Then wewill find
themand kill themdl.”

“You haven't killed usyet,” Danielle retorted.
“That will take only ashort time,” the Minion said. He leveled his spear at Smon.

Simon bardly had timeto raise his shield in front of him before ablack beam jetted from the spear. The
shield dissipated most of the electrical charge from the arcane weapon, but the force involved blew
Simon off hisfeet and knocked him backward.

“Warning,” the suit Al informed camly. “ Defenses down to forty-three percent.”

As one, the Carnagors and Ravagers attacked. Their taloned feet churned through the snow asthey
raced forward. In the end, though, their numbers worked against them. They got into one another’ sway
asthey stroveto attack.

Simon stood and moved to the forefront. Smaller and quicker, the Ravagers struck first. Simon bashed
thefirst one and snapped its neck, but even asits corpse did down his shidld, the next Ravager was
dready inline. It launched itself at Simon’ s head. He swung his sword and nearly cut the Ravager in half.
His sword got stuck in the demon’ s spine. Stepping on his vanquished enemy, Simon ripped hisblade
free.

Before he could st himsdlf, the Minion blasted him with the beam from the spear again. Thistime Simon
spotted the green crystals that decorated the haft. They pulsed with energy.

The snow provided treacherous footing. Simon tried to anchor himsalf, but the spikes only pierced snow
and found no purchase. Black flames clung to hisarmor and obscured hisview.

“ Defenses down to twenty-eight percent,” the suit Al said.
“Andyzefire” Simon ordered.
“Andysisincomplete” the Al responded. “Not enough information in database.”

Despite the armor, Simon felt the heat threstening to sear his skin. He shifted his shield to block the
sustained burst, and barely got it into place before a Carnagor reared up in front of him. Simon thrust his
sword forward and pierced the Carnagor’ s midsection, but the demon’s massive feet dammed against
the shield and knocked him backward.

Hefdt hisright foot dide over the dliff’ s edge and tried to stop himsdlf from falling. The gutted Carnagor
struck him again, driving both feet forward again.

The demon’ s momentum propelled Simon over the edge, but the Carnagor failed to stop itsown
headlong momentum and ended up following after him. They both began thelong fall to the broken
ground below.

In mid-fall, Smon’ s reflexes and training took over. He' d learned alot about falling and how to handle



momentum in his Templar training, but his background in extreme sports had taken what was out of the
ordinary and madeit everyday for him.

Upsdedownin hisfal, Smon dapped hisempty hand againgt the cliff’ s sheer face. “ Anchor right hand.”

Immediately, the suit Al shot spikes out from the underside of hiswrist that bored into the solid rock of
the cliff. Smon’ sfal ended abruptly and uncomfortably as his hand stayed connected to the cliff face. He
was suddenly right side up again, but his hand was trapped behind him. Pain flared through hiswrist and
arm. He dammed his boot soles againgt the wall and anchored them aswell.

Shifting hisshield to his back, Simon anchored hisleft hand and released hisright. He swung out allittle
and stared at the Carnagor’ s broken body below.

Nathan cried out in panic.

Simon glanced up asaflood of snow poured over the cliff’ s edge nine feet above him. He barely
registered the fact that Nathan fell before he reachinged for hisfriend. Nathan fell headfirst when Smon’'s
hand closed around his ankle. For amoment Simon thought his shoulder might pop out of joint, but it
held.

“Lord loveaduck,” Nathan bresthed as he swung like a pendulum from Simon’ s hand. “I thought | was
donefor then, mate.”

“Me, too,” Simon said.

One of theflying demons dove from the sky. Asit neared, Simon judged that it wasn't much bigger than
an African condor, but that till made it bloody big. It had batwings and aforked tail over half againits
length from nose to anterior.

The flying demon beet itswingsfiercdy and brought itself to abrief halt. Then it whipped itstail forward
and attempted to drive the barbed end through Simon’ svisor. Minute fissures appeared in the
high-impact polycarbonate.

“Warning,” the suit Al said. “Repeated blows—"

The demon wheeled around, screamed in bloodlust, and attacked again. The fissures grew longer and
wider.

“—may succeed in faceplate penetration,” the suit Al finished. “ Atmosphereintegrity breached.”

Simon swung Nathan toward thewall. “Lock on,” he growled, then heard Nathan’ s suit anchorsfire.
Trusting the suit anchorsto hold, Simon turned his attention to the attacking demon.

Staying with its usua method of attack, the demon swung around again and struck once more with itstail.
Thistime, though, Simon seized the striking tail and stopped the wicked barb less than an inch from his

faceplate.

The demon tried to escape by flapping itswings furioudy. When it discovered that it couldn’t escape, the
demon curled over and attacked with arazor-sharp hill that scored Smon’sarmor.

Two other winged demons gathered in front of Simon. He whipped the demon to one sdewith itstail.
Bones shattered when they met the cliff face. He released the dead demon and raised hisfreearm to
defend againgt the two new ones.



Before they reached him, Nathan curled up with his Firefield Caster clenched in hisfist. Flames belched
from the pistol and charred both demonsto ruin. Dead or dying, they dropped like stones.

“Thanks” Simon said.
“Don’t mention it,” Nathan replied. “If it weren't for you, mate, | wouldn't still be hanging about.”

Turning back to the cliff face, Smon used the suit’ sanchorsto climb. As he pulled himsdf up, he
accessed the other Templar’ s video feeds through his HUD. Danielle and the other four battled
desperately against terrible odds. Then Honeywell went down beneath a Carnagor’ s attack. The demon
reared in savage, animdigtic glee and pounded the fallen Templar.

Simon hauled hims=lf over the edge and got to hisfeet. He freed his sword while on therunto aid
Honeywdl, hoping that he wasn't arriving too late. Nathan trailed behind him.

The Carnagor spotted Simon on the approach and tried to turn to face him. Before the beast set itsdlf,
Simon dit the Carnagor’ sthroat with his sword. He rammed a shoulder into the demon to shove it from

Honeywdll.

Bedive, Smon commanded as he kndlt and put a hand on Honeywe I’ s chest. The suit-to-suit dataswap
kicked inimmediately and provided thefallen Templar’ svitas.

Honeywd |l wasdive. But only just. Thelist of broken bones and internd injuries spilled forth. She
wouldn't return to the battle, and might not liveto surviveit.

“Initiate medica override,” Simon said, contacting Honeywell’sAl.
“Initiating medica override,” the suit’s Al responded.

“Full system shutdown.”

“Affirmative. Kris Honeywe | needsimmediate medicd atention.”

“Noted,” Simon replied. He stood and shifted his shield from hisback. As soon asit locked into position,
his suit powered it up again. By that time Nathan stood at his side, and the Ravagers had turned their
attentions to them.

“What do you think, mate?’ Nathan asked as he shot a Ravager with the Firefield Caster. Flames blazed
up around the Ravager, and it howled in dismay.

Simon caught alegping Ravager on his shield, bashed it to the ground, then ssomped itsthroat to smash
the trachea. He ssomped again and put an anchor spike through its brain.

“If we can get Honeywd |l up, we can try to go down the cliffs.”
“The Ravagers can climb.”

“But the Carnagors can't.”

“True”

Simon smashed his sword through a Ravager’ s skull and dropped another dead body at hisfeet. But they
just kept coming. He caled Danidlle and the othersto him. Bravely, the Templar fought their way through
the tide of demons. Nathan and two of the other Templar formed a barrier with their shields, while
Danidlle and the other Blademaster fought with two swords each. Ravagers died before them and



became agrowing wall of dead.

The Carnagors held back. Simon suspected they did so due to the fact limited room to maneuver on the
cliff’ sedge existed. The narrow expanse afforded them aso shut down their chances of successfully
tunneling under them. The Carnagors trumpeted in wild bloodlust.

“You'regoing to die, Templar,” the Minion taunted from the shoulders of the Fetid Hulk. “Then I’'m
going to go back for reinforcements. We'll seek out those you' ve been protecting out here. We Il find
them, and we Il kill them.”

TEN

W ith Honeywd |’ s unconscious body dung over his shoulder, Smon set himsdlf to attempt the descent
over the side of the cliff when hefdt the ground vibrating. Searching the HUD, he found the source of the
vibration: three ATV swith deek black finishes plowed through the snow toward the demons.

Simon recognized them at once as three units from the redoubt. None of the Templar in London would
have sent vehicles out thisfar from the city.

The undercarriages of the ATV srode three feet above the ground normally, but now they had to break
through the snowdriftsin places. The five-foot-tall spiked tires churned snow out behind them. Specialy
designed by the Templar, the ATV swere based on the British military Panther MLV, outfitted in reactive
armor, and armed with antiaircraft weapons, missile launchers, heavy XM 171 Thermo Cannon, and F-S
Grinder Cannon. The Hound' s Eyes, the onboard drones that painted targets for the ATV’ sweapons,
shot forward and relayed information to the weps officer.

“Hold fast there, Smon,” afamiliar voice said.
“Wertham,” Nathan quipped happily. “I didn’t know you were ill ableto stay up thislate.”

Smonfet alittle reieved himself. Wertham was one of the old guard, aman who' d helped train Thomas
Cross when he' d been ayoung man. Few of the old Templar remained because most of them had
followed Lord Sumerideto their deethsat St. Paul’s.

“I made an exception when | found out you people hadn’t returned tonight.”
“Y ou were dso ingtructed to stay at the redoubt,” Simon said.
“Was 1?7 Wertham sounded innocent. “Y ou can't trust my memory a my age.”

The ATV sfired without hesitation. With their targets it up by the Hound' s Eyes drones, there wasn't
much chance of hitting the Templar stranded at the cliff’ sedge. Firebalsbelched fromthe ATVS
cannon, and Palladium sabot rounds dropped smoking, ruined Carnagorsin thelr tracks.

“Attack!” the Minion screamed at the Carnagors and Ravagers. “ Attack!” At his command, the Fetid
Hulk turned and loped across the snow-covered countrysidein full retrest.

“Wertham,” Simon called ouit.
[13 YSH

“There saFetid Hulk headed east.” Simon fed the coordinates to the ATV’ sweps officer through the
uit' sAl.



“We have him, Smon.”
“Hecan't be alowed to run free”

The ATV’ s cannon swung round and fired. The Thermo Cannon’sroundsfell short of their intended
target. The Grinder’ s sabot rounds tore through the trees but didn’t come close to the fleeing demons.

“Can’'t get alock on him,” the weps officer said. “ The treesinterfere with the Hound' s Eyes.”

Simon ran forward and used the suit’ s strength as he vaulted over the thinning line of attackers. He
landed in deep snow, ssumbled, and nearly fell. The nearest ATV’ sforward gunner blasted two Ravagers
that attempted to follow Simon.

Atthe ATV, Simon laid Honeywdl in front of the prow. “Get her insde,” he commanded. “ She needs
medica attention now.”

The ATV lumbered forward and shielded the falen Templar with its body. Simon knew they would haull
Honeywel| aboard through the emergency access pand underneath the fighting vehicle.

Sogging through the snow, Simon reached the ATV that Wertham commanded. He leaped aboard the
skirt and kndlt. Studying the HUD, he watched as a Thermo Cannon burst blew aknot of Ravagers over
the cliff’ s edge and sabot rounds exploded Carnagors.

Nathan and Danidlle dready led the Templar toward the ATV s and safety.
“Everything’ sin good hands here, Wertham,” Simon said. “ Teke meto that Fetid Hulk and itsrider.”
“On our way.”

Simon held onto the ATV. He banged harshly againgt the vehicle’ sarmor asit got under way. The
right-side tires stayed locked in position as the left side chewed through the snow and earth. Then they
bounded across the rough terrain in pursuit of the fleeing demons.

“Welog afew, didn’t we?’ Wertham’ svoice didn’t hold the bluster it had earlier. He was connected to
Simon on aprivate frequency.

“Wedid,” Simon admitted. “It was my fault.”
“Weren't no fault of yours.”
“I got too lax. | should have brought more people to station scouts.”

“More people would have drawn more attention,” Wertham told him. “Y ou and | both know that. Small
unitstravel fastest and less noticeably.”

Simon silently agreed. Safety and stealth had away's been the harsh balance hel d fought whenever he' d
put hunting partiesinto thefied. If they’ d been able to sustain themsel ves within the redoubt, no one
would have ever had to leave.

But then you wouldn’t be able to save the stragglers that continue to find their way out of London, Simon
chided himsdlf.

“We can't become anidand,” Wertham said. “Y ou and | and the other Templar discussed that at length
when wefirst set up the redoubt. We al agreed that we couldn’t turn our backs on those that we could
ﬂ/e.”



“l know.”
“Not like the others.”

“I know.” The Templar in the Underground chose to wait out the demon invasion. The leaders of the
Houses staged the massacre at St. Paul’ sto convince the demons that the Templar were dl dead. They
planned to train in secret and grow anew generation before attempting to fight back against the demons.

Simon hadn’t agreed with that. The Burn scoured London. Hefelt that if they waited there would be
nothing left to save before the Templar decided they had the army they needed.

In the beginning, only afew other Templar had felt the same way he did. When he'd first returned to
London and subsequently fought with Terrence Booth, the High Sesat of the House of Rorke, Smon had
been banished from Templar rank. His privileges had been taken from him. But he hadn’t walked out of
the Underground aone. Over the past four years, especialy since the other Templar had discovered that
Booth had taken Simon captive under aflag of truce, more had come.

Am just leading them to die? Simon asked himsdf bitterly. Things hadn’t gone well at the redoulbt.
Booth and some of the other Templar that had chosen to remain inb the Underground called him a pariah
and claimed that he foolishly caused Templar to leave the safety of the Underground just to perish at the
hands of demons.

He shook the dark thoughts from his mind, redlizing that they came too easly these days, and focused on
the fleeing demons.

TheMinion had to die.

Simon clung grimly to the ATV asit tore across the uneven terrain. The pointed prow crested snowdrifts
and exploded them into the air. Flakeslanded on Simon’ s cracked faceplate and melted immediately as
the suit fought to keep hisvision clear. Water droplets formed inside the faceplate, oozing through the
cracks|eft by the winged demon.

Twicethe ATV went airborne and landed with jarring thumps. Simon knelt on one knee and felt
hammered againgt the armor.

“Still with us?” Wertham asked.
“Yes” Smon replied.
“Can’'t go through the forest after the demon.”

“I know.” Simon peered through the tight cluster of trees. Thankfully the patchy forest alowed visud
contact. The openings limited the demon in the areas he could attempt to hide. “ Just get me close”

The ATV skirted the forest. Smal saplings and brush went down under the fighting vehicle smassive
tires. The congtant crashing and snapping filled Simon’ saudio.

Moonlight occasiondly exposed the fleeing demons through the trees. The Minion had obvioudy spotted
the ATV and was making a concerted effort to stay asfar away from it as possible.

“Stop here” Smon said, then flung himsdf fromthe ATV.

Even though the ATV sped a almost forty miles an hour across the uncertain landscape when Smon



took hisleave, the armor’ s gyros helped him stay upright. Histrgectory still wasn't completely
controllable, though. He caromed off atree, shredding bark and taking off branches over two inchesin
diameter.

He hit the ground and rolled. The sword and shield across his back made it awkward, but he' d practiced
such maneuversfor years. When he got to hisfeet, he gripped the sword in his hand.

He ran through the forest like a deer, legping and bounding over falen trees. The HUD showed him that
Wertham had halted the ATV just outside the forest’ s edge. Three other Templar had deployed and ran
infull pursuit.

As Simon closed on the demons, the Minion did from the Fetid Hulk’ s back. Immediately, thelarge
demon turned to face Simon. It lumbered through the forest awkwardly, ill matched to the terrain.

Sliding his shield around, Smon held it before him and used it to meet the Fetid Hulk’ smassive fists. The
powerful impacts drove Simon back for amoment, then he stepped to the right, bashed the shield’ sedge
againgt the outside of the demon’ sknee, and listened to it shatter.

The Fetid Hulk growled in pain asit collapsed to one knee. It flailed at Smon with abig fist but missed
by inches.

“Takeit,” Simon ordered the pursuing Templar.

The three Templar mercilessy closed on the Fetid Hulk. The demon spat a huge splash of toxin fromits
throat sac, but one of the Templar held up his Domination Shield. Formed of spectra energy, the shield
glowed and appeared tranducent till struck. Then it grew more opague, depending on how hard the blow
struck. The shield took the brunt of the toxin as the other two Templar attacked.

Simon watched the battle in his HUD while he pursued the Minion. The demon legped up, caught athick
tree branch in one cybernetic hand, and swung itself up. While taking cover behind the treetrunk, it did a
blaster hand onto its other wrist.

“Y ou're stubborn, Templar,” the demon taunted. “Coming dl thisway to die.”
“I’m not going to be the onewho dies,” Smon said.

Lithe asamonkey, the Minion dropped to the branch below, caught it in its cybernetic hand, and fired
the blagter asit swung. Caught off-guard, Smon fell backward as the energy smashed againgt his helmet.
Hisfaceplate shattered more.

“Warning,” the suit Al said. “Primary defenses at eighteen percent. Other Templar presence detected.
Shift to defensve mode only.”

Hurting and near exhaustion, Simon forced himsdlf to hisfeet. He tracked the demon asit moved through
thetrees. Thethree Templar till engaged the Fetid Hulk. He couldn’t dlow the Minion to get away.

The Minion tried to duplicate its attack, but Simon was prepared for the move thistime. When it
dropped and brought the hand weapon to bear, Simon raised his shield and blocked the energy blast.

Retreating quickly, obvioudy expecting Smon to retdiate, the Minion climbed through the branches.
Simon did the shield off, caught the edge in his hand, and turned to profile the tree. Back when he’ d been
involved with extreme sports, he' d thrown alot of Frisbeesto help develop hand/eye coordination. There
had aso been beaches and girlsin bikinisinvolved. With the armor, the shield felt incredibly light.



Asthe Minion settled on abranch well out of reach, Simon whipped the shield forward. At nearly three
feet across, the shiedld weighed closeto forty pounds. The shield crashed through tree limbs and plowed
into the Minion’s head.

Almost decapitated from the blow, the demon dropped from the tree like astone. By thetimeit hit the
ground, Simon reached it with his sword in hishand.

Even with haf of its head shorn away by the shidd’ s edge, the demon till lived. It gazed at Simon with its
malevolent black eyes. Convulsonswracked it asit tried to get up. Then it lay back.

“It seems |’ m forced to accept my fate today, Templar,” the Minion said.
“And you never earned aNamefor yoursdlf,” Simon taunted. “ Too bad.”
“Maybe I'll makeit back from the Well of Midnight,” the demon said.

The Well of Midnight was the spawning place of the Shadow and the demons. Simon had heard the
goriesabout it dl hislife. Even after years of trying to imagineit, he hadn’t been able to think of aplace
that horrid.

“Y ou have no soul, demon,” Simon said. “When you die, you' re destroyed. There' s nothing left of you
after thisplace.”

The demon laughed defiantly. “ Do you truly think so?’
13 Ya”

“Thenyou reafool. The Wl of Midnight will succor me back into its embrace and make of mewhat it
wishes. If | am strong enough, if | have followed the way of the Shadow truly enough, | will be back.”
The Minion wheezed asit |abored to breathe. “If not, the Well of Midnight will still reclaim my essence
and use me to make more demons.”

The thought chilled Smon. How can anyone face an inexhaugtible army?

“Your world will fal, Templar,” the demon whispered. “ All worlds before this one have fdlen.”

“Not thisone,” Simon said. “Our degtiny is greater than yours.”

The demon laughed. “Who told you that?’

“It has been written.” Even the Goetia manuscript aluded to that. It isthe truth given by the Creator.”

Something in what Simon said caused fear in the Minion. He saw the apprehension in the demon’'s
widened eyes.

“The Truths,” the demon whispered, “ shdl never again be—" Then it shivered and went gill. The pupils
of the eyes relaxed, then grew and became black pools.

Simon stared down at the creature and wondered what he' d said that had caused such areaction. Did
the demon say “truth” or “truths’? Hewasn't sure.

“Isit dead, Lord Cross?”’

At the mention of his hereditary title, Simon looked up &t the three gpproaching Templar. Even though the
Templar at the redoubt had been in the habit of calling him Lord Crossfor the past few months, Simon



still wasn't used to it. Lord Cross had been hisfather, and even Thomas Cross hadn't often gone by that.

“Yes” Simonsad. “It'sdead.” Hetook his shield from the Templar who had goneto retrieveit, then
knelt and washed away the demon’ s blood with ahandful of snow.

“Sergeant Wertham would like to be away as soon as possible,” another Templar said.

“Especidly inlight of the fact that you weren’t supposed to be here tonight,” Simon said, “I can
understand how he' d want to fed that way.”

“We're sorry about that, Lord Cross.”

These faceplatestotally suck when it comes to humor and sarcasm, Simon thought. He turned his
faceplate trand ucent to show the Templar hissmile.

Their faceplates cleared aswell, and their youth astonished him. He' d trained dl of them himsdlf, and had
even helped two of them forge their armor.

“It wasajoke,” Simon explained.
“Oh.” But none of them relaxed enough to smile or grin with any red enthusiasm.

Simon led theway out of the forest. A quick check of the HUD showed that the other two ATV s had
rolled in the direction of the deer they’ d taken. Tonight wouldn’t be acomplete |oss.

Except that there was no way to replace the three Templar that had gotten killed. Every one of those
liveswas precious.

With aheavy heart, Smon trudged through the snow, hoping for at least afew hours respite before he
was thrown once more into the fray. His thoughts strayed to Leah, and he wondered how she fared.
They hadn’t seen each other in weeks.

That was just aswell, he decided. She had her secrets, such aswho she actualy was and what she
represented, and he had his. Since he' d last seen her, Macomber had made considerable advances on
trandating the Goetia manuscript. He would hate lying to her about that, but he knew he would.

At least until he was certain their agendas matched more closdly.

ELEVEN

T hey’re not going to welcome us with open ams.”

Studying the men hiding behind trees and brush before them, Warren knew that Naomi’ s words spoke
the truth. People who lived outside London or managed to escape the metropolitan areaweren’'t going to
want to trust anyone coming down these roads.

The zombies made that trust even lesslikely.

“I didn’t expect them to welcome us,” Warren replied. In truth, he hadn’t wanted to meet anyone while
following Lilith’ sdirections.

Only ashort distance farther one, when no mistake could be made about the direction they took, aman
stepped out of the shadows and stood near a copse of trees. He was gaunt and tense. Warren saw that
inthe man’saura. Of course, that tension was a so easy to tell because the man pointed a shotgun at
them.



“That' s about far enough,” the man shouted.

“We comein peace.” Warren never broke stride, though Naomi fell back a couple of steps.

The man fired the shotgun over Warren's head. The explosive sound echoed over the marshlands.

“If you don’t stop right there, you bloody foal, the people you' re with will be carrying your body home.”
Warren stopped.

“Y ou don’t haveto follow thisman’ sdictates.” Lilith stood beside Warren with her aams folded
imperioudy. “Y ou can order the zombiesto attack.”

“We could aso try our luck at amore diplomatic approach.” Warren resisted theimpulseto blast his
way through the men and women gathered there in the darkness. While he'd till bein Merihim’ sthrall,
he didn’t think he would have been alowed to back down.

“Showing wesknessisabad thing,” Lilith said.

“Stopping to discussthisisn't weakness,” Warren replied.

“I agree,” Naomi told him. “But | don’t think they’re going to let us pass.”
“Isthere another way?” Warren asked Lilith. “ Could we go around?’

“We could. But it would take longer, and you would |ose more of the zombies. Y ou don’t want to be out
inthis country with no defenses.”

Warren slently agreed with that assessment. “We' Il |ose some of the zombiesto these peopleif we're
forced to fight.”

“Yes” The speculative smile on Lilith' s face appeared genuine. “But the opportunity existsto make more
zombies. Y ou could raise awhole new army here.”

The thought sickened Warren dightly. He hadn’t thought as much about things like that when he' d been
working with Merihim. He d feared for his own life too much to acknowledge the lives of others.

Sometimes, when he was certain he was d one—which was seldom, between Naomi’ sand Lilith's
attentions—he felt badly about how things had turned out with hisroommeate, Kdli. She' d never been a
true friend, but upon occasion she d been kind to him.

After hisfirst encounter with Merihim, when he’ d been burned and scarred by the demon, Warren had
usurped Keli’ swill and made her his keeper. Even after she' d died, he' d resurrected her and kept her to
watch over him. She had until the day he’ d destroyed her when she' d tried to harm Naomi.

Warren didn’t want to kill the peoplein front of them. Severa were old, and many were not much more
than children.

“You'resoft,” Lilith chided.
“I don’'t haveto kill them,” Warren responded.
“What?" Naomi stepped closer to him. “What did you say?’

The zombies grew restless.



Warren addressed the man with the shotgun. “We don’t mean you any harm. We comein peace.”

“Maybe s0, but you'll go in piecesif you come any farther,” the man grated. “We ve got our own place
out here, and we don’t want anyone from outside coming around.”

“WEe rejust passing through.”

“Not tonight, you aren't. You' d best just shove off and find another way to get where you're going.”
“All right,” Warren said. “Can you recommend adirection?’

The man hesitated. “ Depends on where you' re going.”

Warren glanced at Lilith.

Her frown showed she was clearly unhappy with his choice of actions. “ Degper into the marshlands.”
Warren rdayed the informetion.

“Y ou' d be better off waiting till morning,” the man said. “ Those marshlands can be tricky. Especidly by
moonlight. And we' ve heard stories about the things thet live out there.”

“What kinds of things?’

“You' ve got predators out there that fight for hunting territory. Wolves and thelike. If not them, then lots
of wild dogs that escaped from the city or from farms just outside L.ondon that were attacked by
demons”

“Doesn’'t sound very hospitable,” Warren said.

“Itisn't”

“We just want passage. A chance to get to some place dry to deep tonight.”
“Anywhere but here.”

Warren sensed danger and turned to look back along the road they’ d traveled. He spotted an owl gliding
dlently by. Curling hisslver fist, he concentrated on the owl, then closed his eyes and reached for the
nocturna predator.

When Warren opened his eyes again, he peered through the owl’ s eyes. Everything wasin sharp relief,
but it wasin blacks, whites, and grays now instead of color leached by the slver moonlight. He also felt
the owl’ s hunger. Hunting victories had been meager of late.

Usurping control, Warren forced the owl to turn around and fly back aong the way they’ d come. The
bird flew just over the treetops, maintaining alow profile so it couldn’t easily be seen. Itsingtinctsfor
surviva matched Warren's.

Only ashort distance away, amotley crew of demons—most scavenging imps sent from the city to
explore and map the surrounding terrain—moved steadily dong thetrail left by the lumbering zombies.
The grooves carved through the snow were easy to follow.

One of theimpslifted itsarm.



For amoment Warren thought the demon intended to fire aweapon at him. Heart pounding, forgetting
for the moment that he was a separate entity from the night predator, he turned the owl around
automatically and sent it winging away.

Instead of aweapon, though, or at least instead of the pistol or rifle that Warren expected, asnake or ed
uncurled from the demon’s arm and legped into the air. It spread itswings and took flight.

The owl’ sfear became Warren's. They both tried to e ude the impossible creature. Over the course of its
life, the owl had never seen anything like the edl-thing. The demon was six or seven feet long, palid, and
had an oversized, muscular head the size of Warren' sfists put together. When the jaws opened to
expose serrated fangs that glistened in the moonlight, the head looked even bigger.

Despite the owl’ sgraceful kill inthe air, and its speed, it proved no match for the flying demon. It swiftly
overtook the owl, sailed above, then struck downward.

Warren felt the demon’ s fangs pierce the owl’ sneck asif it were his own flesh. Burning poison coursed
along his body, reaching and then stopping his heart. Paralyzed, the owl fell toward the snow-covered
marshland as the demon tore gobbets of flesh from it and devoured them.

Returning to his own body, Warren discovered his heart pounded so fiercely he aimost blacked out. He
staggered and would have falen if Naomi hadn't stepped up to take him by the arm. Her strength
surprised him, but he knew the demon transplants she' d done had changed her.

“Warren,” she hissed.

“Stay awake,” Lilith commanded. “If you don’'t move, the demonswill overtake usand kill you. Then
we'redl log.”

“I'mal right.” Although he wasn't sureif he could stand on his own, Warren shrugged out of Naomi’s
grip. Shelet him go.

“What isit?’ Naomi asked.

“Demons,” Warren gasped. “We re being followed.”

Naomi gazed a him fearfully. “Why would they follow us?’

“I don't know.” Warren looked at the people ahead of them.
“What' swrong with your friend?’ the man with the shotgun asked.

Warren pointed back in the direction they’ d come. “We ' re being followed by demons. They’ Il be upon
usinminutes”

Frenzied curses broke out among the men. A few of them were of the opinion Warren should be shot on
gght. Their way of thinking seemed to be gaining favor.

“I can help you,” Warren inssted.
“You?’ the man chdlenged. “With the dead things you' ve got following you?’

“I have powers,” Warren replied.



“Demon’s powers,” someone said. “He' s ademon-lover. One of them that wantsto be just like the
demons. Ain't no better than them, if you ask me.”

“I don’t want to be like them,” Warren said. “They’ re my enemies, too. If | were with them, | would wait
on them. | wouldn’t have told you they were coming.”

“It'satrick,” someone else declared. “ He just wants to bring his dead things among usto dit our throats
when we let our guard down.”

“Fools” Lilith snarled. “Leave them hereto die”

Warren wavered uncertainly. He didn’t want to face the imps.

Naomi looked at him and knew histhoughts. Her dark eyes held his.

“Wecan't just leave them,” she said.

“Of courseyou can,” Lilith argued.

“They don’'t want us here,” Warren pointed out.

Naomi took hisarm, hisflesh and blood arm, and held it. “If we leave them here, they’re going to die.”
“They'll dieanyway,” Lilith said. “If not tonight, then another day. They’ re too weak to livein thisworld.”
“They’ll dieanyway,” Warren said.

“Do you think the demonswill quit pursuing us after they daughter these people?’ Naomi asked.
Warren didn’'t answer.

“Becausethey won't,” Naomi said. “ The demonswill kill these people, and then continue following us
wherever it isyou' retaking us.”

Anxiety spread through Warren.

“Those demons aren’t out here for these people,” Naomi said. “They came looking for something, and
my guessisthat they’ relooking for you.”

“She does't know thet,” Lilith said.

“Y ou don't know that,” Warren stated.

“Merihim could have sent them.”

Fear quivered through Warren. “1’m nothing to Merihim. Not since he reclaimed his hand.”

“Y ou shared the demon’ smind,” Naomi told him. “Maybe he fears what you might have learned.”

Thinking about how powerful Merihim was, Warren couldn’t believe that. He glanced back the way
they’d traveled and tried to figure out what to do. Hislife had never been this hard before. Not even
when he was being reared by his magic-obsessed mother and abusive stepfather. Choicesin those days
had seemed smpler.

But they were the same, weren't they? Warren asked himsdlf. Survive or not survive? The stakes haven't
changed. The game has only gotten harder.



TWELVE

W hen Merihim took his hand back from you,” Naomi said, “he didn’t expect youto live. It wasa
miraclethat you survived. | saw you.”

Y ou left me, Warren couldn’t help thinking.

“She abandoned you,” Lilith said. “Only | saw to your needs. | gave you back ahand. Don't be swayed
by her at thispoint. Shethinksonly of hersdlf.”

Warren looked at Lilith. And who do you think of ? But he knew who she was most concerned with. He
couldn’t fault her for that, though. He thought mostly of himsdf aswell.

“Merihim didn’t expect you to live,” Naomi said. “He didn’t expect you to become powerful again. You
may be athrest to him at this point.”

Both of those things, Warren knew, were facts. In the distance, the group of imps stepped over ahill.
They stood out darkly against the snowy background under the silver moonlight.

“Shehasapoint,” Lilith reluctantly admitted. “ As powerful as| am, | couldn’t have shielded you
completely from Merihim. He may belooking for you aswell.”

“If Merihim wanted to find me,” Warren said, “he’ d find me easily enough. And he wouldn't send impsto
doitfor him.”

“Wouldn't he?’ Lilith asked. “Y ou' re not that important yet, Warren. Merihim doesn't yet know what
I’m going to do for you. He doesn’t know how powerful I’ m going to make you.”

Warren clung to the woman’ swords. If he was going to survive in the world asit now was, he needed to
be powerful enough to do s0. There was no other way around that. Even with dl hisinnate ability, with
the powers he’ d dready known, he wasn’'t strong enough to do that and he knew it.

“Merihim could have sent theseimps,” Naomi argued. “ Y ou can't take the chance that he didn’t. If
you' rewrong, they’ re going to keep following usinto the marsh and kill us.”

“l know.”

“We need to win these people over. Somehow convince them that we' re stronger together than we are
M.ll

Warren fed off hisfear, madeit so big and so strong that he couldn’t contain it. He d done the same thing
when he’ d been aboy living in hismother’ s house. Once he was numb, he turned toward the group of
armed men.

“I"'m not the one you should be afraid of,” he told them. *“ Our enemies are there.” He flung an arm toward
the advancing group of imps.

“He sone of them,” someone said.
“He' sjust trying to fool us,” another added.

Warren tapped into the power that constantly coursed through him. Now that he knew what it was, he'd
realized that the power had always been within him. He d had it even when he was a child. The power
had dlowed him to save himsdlf the night his stepfather killed his mother and tried to kill him.



That night, with hismother lying dead only afew feet awvay and abullet that had aready ripped through
his own body, Warren had seized control of his stepfather’ s mind. Despite the man’ sintentionsto kill
him, Warren had forced his stepfather to turn hispistol on himself.

“I wish you were dead,” Warren had told him.

He still remembered the incredulous ook in his stepfather’ s eyes as he' d turned the pistol from Warren to
his own temple. Martin DeY oung, his stepfather, had been a smdl-time drug dealer who hadn’'t been
ableto control hisown habit or Warren's mother’ s need to believe in the arcane. That night, while under
the influence of the drugs he sold, hiswill hadn’t been particularly strong. He d been angry, not afraid.
Fear was much stronger than anger. Warren understood that because he couldn’t remember atime when
fear hadn’t been part of hislife.

His stepfather had screamed out in fear that night, but he hadn’t been able to stop himself. “No! Don’t
make me do thisl No! Stop! Please!”

But Martin DeY oung had held the pistal to histemple and pulled the trigger. The police investigation had
ruled the shooting as ahomicide/suicide. Warren had bardly survived.

Warren gathered dl his power, pulling it in through the silver hand that he wore, and pushed it over the
group of armed men. All of their mindsfdt like padlocks. Some of them picked easier than others. He
felt the tumblersfaling into place as he pushed.

The effort of getting past the fear eased once he found the parts of the men that wanted to believein
something greater than themsalves. Men, especidly fearful men, aways needed something stronger and
larger and outsde themsdvesto believein.

“Those,” Warren said with conviction, “are our enemies. They are who you should be afraid of. Not me.”
“He sright,” someone said.

“I can help you,” Warren told them, and he pushed with al his strength. Theimps came closer. Some of
the ed-things among them took flight. “I will help you if you let me”

“He has powers,” someone said. “There aren’t enough of usto stand against those demons.”
“Let mehdpyou,” Warren said.

The man with the shotgun lowered hisweapon. “Let them in.”

“Bixby!” another man shouted in congternation. “What in bloody hell do you think you're doing?’

Bixby turned to face his men. “We don't stand a chance of stopping those demons by ourselves. And if
we don't stop them, they’ Il daughter our wives and children next. Do any of you want that?’

No one answered.
Turning back to Warren, Bixby said, “ Come ahead.”

Trying to appear fearless, Warren strode forward.

Naomi knew the men hated having to trust them. Shefelt their fear and anger al around her as she took
her place among them. The men hated the zombies even more, though, and she held them blame essfor



thet.

She hated the zombies, too. She suspected that her innate revulsion of them resulted, at least in part, in
why shefailed to raise them. Some Cabdists speciaized in raising newly dead. They called forth bodies
of comrades who'd fought at their sides only moments previoudy. Others only raised those who'd been
interred in graveyards and sat patiently by while the resurrected zombies clawed from their caskets and
from the ground.

Warren easly did both. She'd seenhim doit.

Shetook cover behind athick oak tree. The broad old trunk hid her and ayoung man in hislate teens.
She felt his gaze upon her and knew that he feared her aswell asfelt sexually aroused by her proximity
and strangeness.

“Do you have aname?’ the young man asked.
“I an Naomi.”
“I'm Desmond.”

Naomi looked at him briefly. Before the invasion, the world had seemed filled with such gaunt young men
trying to find some way to assert themsalves. At one time, she knew Warren Schimmer had been one
himsdlf.

The young man’s coat and hat looked too big for him. He held asingle-shot shotgun.

Sincetheinvasion, Naomi had learned about weapons as well. Her knowledge base had grown in areas
she' d never thought abouit.

“It' snot just ashotgun,” Desmond said defensively. He gripped the wegpon asif embarrassed. “We
modified the ammunition. Regular bullets don’t do much to demons.”

“No,” Naomi agreed. “ They don’t.”

“So we changed what we use.” Desmond plucked at the bandolier of shotgun shells spread over his
chest. “ These are explosive rounds. Designed to penetrate demon hide and ddliver aload of poison. It's
anervetoxin we got from some of the demon fish that’ s swum up from the River Thames” He
swdlowed. “They got dl kindsof evil thingsliving in that water these days.”

“I know,” Naomi said. “I’ ve seen them.” For atime, when she' d been with the Cabdist sept led by
Hedgar Tulane, they’ d studied the various demonic creatures that had crossed through the Hellgate. Not
al of them had been warriors and savage animals. The Burn had brought a plethora of plant and animal
lifewithit.

“Thefish aren’'t any good to eat,” Desmond explained, “but we found out the poison they carry isharmful
to the demons.”

“That' sgood,” Naomi said. Man’ s ability to find destructive things in nature—any nature—seemed to be
one of the congtantsin the universe. That affinity for self-destruction had been one of the thingsthat hed
first drawn Naomi to Cabaist beliefs. She' d wanted a peaceful way to live, one more along the lines she
thought that nature and God had intended.

For atime, the Cabalist research had focused on improving persona hedlth and well-being, usng energy
like the Reiki hedling processes. Even then, though, some Cabalists had worked to master the more



destructive arcane powers.
“Just hopeit’senough.” Desmond gripped hisweapon and glanced fearfully at the approaching demons.

The imps spread out across the marshland. Although they came from a hothouse world, which was what
the Burn was converting London into, they didn’t show any red discomfort with the cold wind and snow
flurries

Without making asound, the imps suddenly charged. They brought their weaponsto bear and lit up the
darkness with bright blazes and beams.

The ragtag group held their ground and returned fire. Naomi knew that bravery didn’t make the villagers
stand and fight. It was fear. They’ d obvioudy learned over the yearsthat if they broke ranks before the
demons, they would only be hunted down separately and killed.

The explosive rounds used by the villagers did surprising damage. The demons obvioudy hadn't
expected the attack. They dropped when they were hit by what would have normally been only aflesh
wound. The poison in the rounds acted swiftly. Even in the blunted moonlight, Naomi saw the demons
skins become mottled, then turn a bilious yelow-green as festering sores erupted in seconds.

Urged by their commander, awide-bodied imp carrying two pistols, the wounded demons tried to get
up. Mot of them failed and fell back onto the snow. The onesthat did manage to get to their feet didn’t
stay there long before they succumbed to the poison’ s effects again. Those stricken quivered and foamed
at the mouth for ashort time, then went ill.

Summoning her power, Naomi focused it and stepped forward. She spread her hands and unleashed a
blast of energy. Immediately chain lightning erupted from her horns and blazed across the distance
separating them from the demons.

Thelightning tore through the demons, arcing from thefirst fiveit hit to saven behind them and three
behind those. Flesh charred and fell from splintered bone. Dead demons collapsed in pieces.

“ Set the zombies on them!” aman screamed. “ Have the zombies attack!”

The zombies knelt in front of the trees and formed an undead barrier between the humans and the
approaching demons. Naomi knew that Warren had learned alot of military strategy from the games
he' d played before theinvasion. He d learned more since.

Naomi felt sudden heat push across her as Warren stepped forward. He didn’t set the zombies on the
attack or respond to the demands of the men around him.

Holding his hands, one flesh and blood and the other gleaming metal, away from his body, Warren
formed atriangle of histhumbs and hisforefingers. Then he blew his breath over hishands.

Flames shot out of the triangle formed by Warren' s hands. The swirling fireball plopped down inthe
middle of the imps and exploded.

THIRTEEN

D renched in fiery masses, the advancing demon line crumbled just asthe villagers poured another volley
into them.

“Reload!” Bixby yelled. “Ready! Tekeam!”



In the end, though, Naomi felt certain only ameatter of time remained before the demons routed them.
Too many demons stood before them. They swarmed again, driven by their dark master. Their weapons
blazed once more. Caught by one of the blasts, Desmond stumbled back with half his head gone. He
dropped to his knees and boiling blood hissed againgt the white snow.

Naomi summoned her power again and unleashed another lightning blast. This one drained her, and she
knew she wouldn’t have the reserves to do anything like that again for a short time. By then the demons
would be upon them. She knelt and claimed Desmond’ s wegpon and spare cartridges.

Asthe demons closed on them, the zombies lurched awkwardly to their feet. The undead battled the
demonswithout any skill, usng strength and near invulnerability because they stopped fighting only when
they suffered damage to their heads or spines. The wave of demons washed up againgt the zombieslike
an incoming tide griking reefs.

For amoment, the zombies held the line. Bixby and the other villagers battled fiercely, only giving ground
whenther liveswere certainly forfat if they didn’t. Explosions of gunfire—single shot aswell as
auto-fire—punctuated the night.

Demons blew apart as the poison-tipped bullets weakened their flesh. But they came through the line of
zombies bearing grotesgue trophies.

Holding apistol in one hand, an imp swung azombie' s head at Naomi with the other. With the shotgun
st firmly at her shoulder, Naomi pulled the trigger. The recoil drove her back ahaf step and bruised her
shoulder, but the shotgun dug burst against the swinging zombie skull and splattered over the demon.
Ingtantly, the imp’s skin caught fire. But the demon kept coming.

Desperately, Naomi siwung the empty shotgun like a club and battered theimp aside. One of Bixby’'s
men fired around through the imp’shead and killed it.

The man grinned a Naomi for just amoment, obvioudy pleased with himsdf, and started to say, “ Y ou
gottalook out once you' ve fired—"

Then hiswords died stillborn in histhroat as one of the smal, flying demons landed on his shoulder and
chomped on his neck. Panicked, the man screamed shrilly and yanked the demon from histhroat. A
chunk of flesh came away aswell. Blood fountained from the neck wound as the man tried to throw the
creature away. It bit one of hisfingersand held on.

Another man shot the demon with a shotgun, but he ended up blowing the man’ s hand off aswell. The
blood, demon guts, and human flesh blew over Naomi. Some of the poison splattered on her aswell. Her
skin tingled and burned, but she didn’t have time to worry that the poison might kill her because another
imp swung aknife a her eyes.

Naomi blocked with the shotgun and stepped back. Warren joined her, suddenly appearing at her side.
He gestured at theimp, and it froze as though its joints suddenly locked. Wrenching violently, baying out
infear and pain, the demon exploded.

Naomi didn’t bother trying to thank Warren. He wouldn't have heard her. And it wouldn’t have
mattered. He' d saved her because it suited him. The effort hadn’t come through any kindness.

She fumbled with the shotgun and managed to get it open. Holding one of thefat cartridgestightly, she
shoved it into the barrel and closed the breech. When she pulled the shotgun up to her bruised shoulder,
shefiredimmediately. A new wave of pain tore through her arm, but she made herself break open the
shotgun again.



“There are too many!” Warren caled to Lilith. If anyone else on the battlefield heard him, they showed
no sgnsof it.

Theimps ranged deeply within the forest now, and they laid waste to the humans. They lost numbers as
well, but they tried to kill everything before them.

Warren felt their bloodlugt. It screamed and twisted through him asit found aresonance within him. He
didn’t know if hisown fedlings came naturdly, or if Lilith somehow influenced him. Over the past few
days, she' d gotten stronger.

But so had he.
“Youcan't run,” Lilith said as she walked among the imps and remained untouched.

Warren believed some of the demonsfelt Lilith among them. They shied away from her at times. When
she'd waked the earth dl those millenniaago, when the human race struggled through infancy, demons
like the imps had bowed down to her and recognized her astheir crud mistress. All the stories Warren
had read of her agreed on that.

Sometrace of her power must have clung to her astral saf. Warren only wished that she could fight their
enemiesaswdll.

“If youtry torun,” Lilith went on, “theimpswill track you down and kill you.”

Aware of dl the desth and maiming around him, Warren believed her. He gathered his power and struck
again and again. Handling the force blasts and fireballs was second nature to him. So werethe shields
that he raised and lowered in an eye blink as he needed them.

One of the smal winged demons darted at him. He caught sight of it from the corner of hiseye, gestured
at it, and saw it explode into bloody bits of flesh and scale. He didn't try to separate the humans from the
demons. If they werein astruggle together and anywhere near him, he blasted them all.

Hetold himsdlf that he needed to survive no matter what, and that it wasn't hisfault he was so much
more powerful than Bixby and hisfriendswere. He dso told himsdf hewouldn't fed guilty, but he
struggled to keep those fedings at bay.

Despite hisbest efforts at shielding himsdlf, Warren became covered in gore—human aswell as demon.
Thankfully little of the blood was his.

As hefought and weaved among the combatants, he threaded the minds of some of the demons. They
became his puppets and turned on their fellows when they failed to resst his control. Once they werein
histhral, the demons became like the zombies and fought independently of him.

Sowly, thetide of the battle turned. Sickness tightened in Warren' s ssomach as he lurched over the dead
at hisfeet. Nearly dl of the humans had been killed in the assault. Some of them had broken and run,
causing some of the demonsto chase after them.

If it weren't for the demonsin my control, Warren redized, we d have aready been overrun.

Maintaining that control cost him, though. His head pounded from the effort, and hislungsworked like a
bellows to keep flooding oxygen to hislungs. Although he focused as much as he could, double vison
twisted everything before him.



Animp fired aweapon a Warren, but Warren lifted ashield into place. The ricochet speared through
one of the few remaining human men. The victim dropped onto the blood-covered ground in haves. The
man’ s degth was so sudden he didn’t have time to scream.

Warren changed the shield into a projectile in the space of aheartbegat and fired it at the demon. The
energy bolt decapitated the demon. Before the creature’ s body fell, Warren summoned another shield.
He used both hands separately and together, channeling al hisreserves.

He fought as much against impending unconsciousness as he did against the demons. He didn’t know
which one of those was going to win out.

“Who are you, human?’ ademon demanded asit battered at Warren's energy shield.

Warren didn't have the energy to answer. He felt the demon’ s blows againgt his shield as though they
struck hisbody. He concentrated to keep hisright leg under him because it felt weak and amost buckled
severd times.

“Where did you get that hand?’ The demon dung itsrifle and reached over its broad shouldersfor a
double-bitted axe. “It doesn’t matter. I'll have it from you soon enough.”

Warren's ssomach lurched at the thought of losing the hand. It had already happened twice, and there
was no way he could get inured to that. The panic overwhelmed him, and helost control of his shield for
amoment. The demon’ s axe dammed againgt the Kevlar vest Warren wore under hislong coat.
Although the blade didn’t cut through, the force cracked one or more of hisribs. Bresthing became
painful as he jerked back from the imp’ sfollow-up blow.

“Where are you going?’ the demon taunted. “We ve only now started to play.”

Focus! Bloody hell! Focus, or you' re adead man! Warren tried to bring the multiple images of theimp
swvimming before him into one identifiable being. The task euded him. Having no choice, hethrust his
hand out and somehow managed to lock on to the axe blade with his metal hand at the last minute.

Metd grated as the keen edge did dong Warren' s pam. He tightened his grip and halted the axe. The
demon yanked on the wegpon and almost got it free.

“Y ou're stronger than you look.” The demon brought up ataloned foot and aimed the claws at Warren's
throat. “Not that it’s going to do you any good.”

Warren unleashed the power within him and channdled it through the axe into the demon. Theimp locked
up, talons grazing the skin of Warren' sthroat.

Fear and pain filled the demon’ s eyes as Warren kept feeding the raw power. The demon’ s flesh turned
to liquid bagsthat ruptured and burst. The vile smelling mess oozed from the demon’ s bonesin a handful
of seconds, leaving only the creature’ s skeleton behind. Then the bones shattered into dust.

Gasping, unable to find enough air or the strength to stay on hisfeet, Warren sank to his knees. His metal
hand hissed and melted through the snow. He worked to keep it from touching hisleg in order not to
burn himsdif.

A handful of zombies, most of them missing limbs and one of them dragging only its upper body because
itslegs were missing, formed a protective circle around him. Threeimpsjoined the circle and killed other
demonsthat tried to get through their defenses.

“You'vegot to get up,” Lilith told him. Effortlesdy, she stepped through the demons and zombies. She



tugged on hismeta hand and he was surprised that he actudly fdt it.

Warren willed himsdlf to get up, but he didn’t have the strength. The cacophony of death screams
sounded dl around him. His eyes closed and he couldn’t open them again.

Terrified that Warren had at |ast been brought down, Naomi fought her way to him, relying heavily on
one of the assaullt rifles she' d picked up from an unanimated corpse. Before the invasion, she hadn’t
known much about weapons. She' d learned, though. Everyone had.

As she got close to Warren, the zombies and controlled demons turned to her. She pulled up only inches
away asthey bit and dashed & her.

“No. Stop. I'm hereto help.” Naomi stared a Warren lying on the ground. Blood smeared his upper lip
and he jerked in convulsions. “He needs help. Get out of my way.”

The zombies and demons maintained their holding positions. Naomi turned the assaullt rifle on them and
would have shot them if she' d been certain shewouldn’t have accidentally hit Warren.

Frustrated, she stepped back. Only then did she realize that the sounds of the battle had lessened.
Stunned, she gazed around at dl the dead covering the ground and redlized that they’ d won the battle.

Not won it, shetold hersalf as she caught sight of the few humans|eft dive. Most of them were wounded.
Wesurvived it.

Now dl that remained to be seen wasif this group of demons was the only one.

FOURTEEN

D espite thefatigue that filled his body and the yawning black hole created by dreamless degp, Smon
roused. He wanted to deep more. His body craved it. Over the past four years, he hadn’t gotten agood
night’s deep unless he'd come in wounded and had been made to deep by the Templar hedlers.

Asachild, he hadn’t dept much most nights. Usudly he' d stayed in bed no more than five or six hours.
That hadn’'t dways been agood thing. His father had enjoyed his own deep, and raising Simon by
himself hadn’t helped that.

The painful absence of hisfather filled Simon then as helay 4iill. The fedling haunted him often. When he
was younger, he’ d been restless to be away from hisfather, to get out and see the world for himself.

Thomas Cross had had too many rules. The Templar had had too many rules. Some days Simon had felt
like he was growing up insde a siraitjacket. That sensation had been unbearable. Asaresult, he' d often
fought with hisfather. Even when Simon wasrailing againg Templar rules, he' d fought againgt hisfather.

Thomas Cross had always been there.
Now hewasn't.
And Simon had never needed hisfather more than he needed him now.

Through training and experience, Smon pushed the panic and fear away. There was no going back. He
couldn’t undo hisfather’ s degth at the hands of the demons any more than he could undo the arriva of
the Hellgate. He didn’t accept that, though. He merely denied any other dternatives.



Templar training didn’t include wishful thinking or berating the world for being unfair. That had been
grictly the purview of the rebellious teenager and younger man he’ d been. Neither of those two traits
helped him now.

Wearily, knowing he wouldn't get back to deep, Simon threw the covers off and sat up on the edge of
the bed. His body ached from everything he d suffered the previous night. Discolorations showed red
and angry beneath hisskin. In afew days, he knew from experience, he’ d have riotoudy colored bruises.

He pushed himsdlf up from the rack, grateful that it was histurn for the lower bed. The concrete floor felt
cold underfoot. Although it was a blessing, the redoubt hadn’t been set up with long-term living in mind.
It had been designed as awaystop during emergencies.

Only asoft incandescence lit the room. Bright lights weren't dlowed in the degping rooms unlessthere
was an aert going on. Most of the other beds held deeping Templar of both sexes. That told Simon that
it wasdill “night.”

Naked, because Templar didn’t worry about nudity since the armor had to be worn that way, Simon
took two steps away from the bed and began a series of tai chi exercisesto oxygenate his blood and
loosen up cramped and bruised muscles. After afew moments, the kinks unwound and he felt physicaly
more prepared.

He stepped into the armored legs and felt the suit’s Al automatically cinch him up. He pulled on the
upper armor, and it sedled seamlesdy. The helmet attached to his hip through covalent bonding, held at a
subatomic level. Until the Al told the helmet it was a separate piece of equipment, it would remain
immoveble

His wespons were aready clean. He' d taken care of that before he' d gone to bed. Hisfather had trained
him to do that, and he kept up the practice not only for the good of the weapons, but to have a
touchstoneto hisfather aswell. At the end of every day, before he went to bed, cleaning the weapons
reminded him that he was grateful to be dive, and grateful to hisfather for training him to keegp himsdlf
that way.

Ready for the day, Simon headed out of the deeping quartersto find breskfast.

Seated at abreakfast table that had required new seating because it hadn’t been designed with armored
Templar in mind, Simon stared at his helmet on the table before him. The wireless connection between
the helmet and the suit alowed them to interface. The faceshield a so served as acomputer monitor.

Simon didn’t spesk because he didn’'t have to. Small movements of hisfree hand brought up smple
reports regarding the redoubt and the supplies they had. He ate with his other hand, absently spooning
oatmed into his mouth.

Oatmed had grown old for breskfast. With supplies diminished and the hydroponics |abs nowhere near
ready to produce for so many people, breakfast had been limited. At least this morning’s menu included
deer steaks. After they’ d defeated the demons, they’ d gone back to claim their kills.

“You'renot amiling.”
Simon looked up as Nathan Singh sat down across from him.

Nathan pointed his spoon at Simon’ s helmet. “ The reports must be bad.” He spoke quietly so that the
other Templar in the room couldn’t hear.



A tablein the corner held agroup of small boys and girls that talked and whispered even under the stern
gaze of their teachers. Demonsloose in theworld or not, Simon knew that kids acted like kids.

“Thereportsaren’t good,” Simon agreed. His oatmed had grown cold while he' d been distracted, as
had the mest, but he ate it anyway. It wasn’t food at this point; it was fudl.

“I tell you,” Nathan said sarcadticdlly, “it' sall these new people. They're egting usright out of house and
home. They'relike abloody plague of locusts.”

Although the Situation was grim, Simon couldn’t help grinning. Nathan, no matter what else was going on,
had to laugh and joke. In his own way, he was as bad as the children in the corner.

“They have atablefor blokeslike you,” Simon warned.

Nathan looked at the corner and shook his head. “Y ou mean I’ d haveto sit a the little kid table? Not
bloody likely. Cowswould sooner jump over the moon, mate, and pigswould fly.”

“You'reup early.” Simon pushed his empty bowl away and sipped histea. It too had grown cool.
“Not exactly.” Nathan folded a piece of deer steak and popped it into his mouth.

Simon cocked an eyebrow and looked at hisfriend.

“I haven't hit therack yet,” Nathan admitted.

“What kept you up?’

Nathan pulled along, dow grin. “Natalie Cho.”

“Oh?" Simon hadn’'t even seen that coming. Usually Nathan dated around and didn’t stay around any
one woman too long. He' d been that way before the invasion. With the world hovering on the precipice,
there was even less reason to get serious about someone now.

Nathan shrugged. “We...like each other alot.”

“| s

Nathan waited. “Wel?’

“Wel, what?'

“Aren’'t you going to tell me?’

“Tdl youwhat?’

“That thisisn't exactly the best time to go and get romantically involved with someone.”
“Areyou getting romanticaly involved?’

Nathan blinked at Simon asif he wereincredibly dense. | thought that waswhat | wasjust telling you,
mete.”

“Oh”

Irritation knitted Nathan' s brows. “ Again with the ‘oh.” | swear, your father named you appropriately
enough. Smple Simon.”



“Wadl...” Simon thought about responses he could or should make. “I suppose you like her.”
“We like each other. And | told you that, too.”

“Youdid. I'mjust having trouble keeping up with you.”

“What' sto keep up with?’

“You. Nataie Cho. The redoubt. Thelack of food, and the probable lack of water after summer comes.
Or beforethen if the snow becomestoxic. And the funerals.”

Mention of that took some of the wind from Nathan's sails. “ The funerdls.” Hetook in abreath and let it
out. Then helooked a Simon. “Maybe you should think about |etting someone e se handle those, mate.”

“No,” Simon said. “| took them out there. | got them killed—"
“The demonskilled them. It wasn't you.”
“If 'd—"

Nathan reached across the table and dropped a hand onto Simon’ s shoulder. “Simon, if you could
change any of this, you would. I’d help you. But if you start blaming yoursdlf for everything that
happens—casuaties—”

“They weren't just casudties” Simon said bitterly. “They were friends”

“I know that. Truly | do. But | so know—and they knew—that no guarantees exist in what we' re doing
now. This—thisiswhat wetrained to do, mate. Give our livesfighting the demons and holding on to this
world.” Nathan nodded and held Smon’s gaze. “ They did their part. Respect them enough to
acknowledge that they died trying to do what they promised their ancestorsthey’ d do. And they died
honorably. Let them rest honorably, and give them their full measure of respect. They weren't foolsyou
led into battle. They werewarriors.”

“I know. I will.”

Nathan lifted his hand from Simon’s shoulder. “ Y ou will. Intime.” He paused. “Y ou want to know
what' sredly scary?’

Simon looked at hisfriend, aware that he should have known Nathan hadn't yet said everything that was
on hismind. He waited.

“Natali€’ s pregnant,” Nathan said. “We just confirmed that last night. The lab gave her ablood test.
She' s about six weeksaong.”

Simon tried to find some happiness for hisfriend and smiled alittle, but he couldn’t help thinking that in a
few months—too few months—there would be another mouth to feed in the redoubt.

“Congratulations” Simon said.
“Yeah.” Nathan was sllent for amoment. “Natai€ s upset. She cried when the nursestold her.”

“Afradit’ll look likeyou?” Simon tried to keep the humor going between them, but he felt the strain of
the effort it took.

Stll, Nathan grinned. “ That was harsh, my friend.” But the humor quickly died in hisdark eyes.



“Maybetoo harsh,” Simon agreed.

“No.” Nathan shook hishead. “You did fine. I'd have said it if you hadn’t. Thething is, Natalie had to
stop and think about whether she wanted to have the baby.”

That stilled Simon. Templar didn’t have abortions. Life was sacred. God gave life asagift. Even children
who had handicaps remained in Templar families and were loved as gifts. Not many of those happened,
with the way the Templar took care of themselves and maintained hedthy lifestyles, but there were
occasiond birth defects. Children with missing or defective limbs were made whole ingde the suits of
amor.

Simon waited.

“She' s <till not sure what she wantsto do,” Nathan said. “ Other than the fact that she' s dead certain she
doesn’'t want to have it now. She does't want to leave achild behind if she getskilled inthefield. She's
seen too much of that around here”

Simon knew that was true. One of those that had died last night had |eft children.
“Cryonicsare apossbility,” Simon pointed out. “ Y ou could freeze the embryo.”

Nathan grinned mirthlessly. “Not here, mate. Back in the Templar Underground, sure. But not here.
We'reliving out in the hinterlands.” Hetwirled his spoon. “ She' sthinking of going back to the Templar
Underground.”

Simon didn’t say anything. He kept his face as blank as he could. Under the circumstances, that was
easy: hedidn’t know whét to think.

“They can remove the embryo there,” Nathan said. “ Freeze it and saveit for later. For when we kick the
demons back to wherever it isthey came from.”

“What if that doesn’t happen in thislifetime?’ Simon asked.

“And here | thought you were going to come up with a plan soon.”

Simon shook hishead. “Not me. I'min surviva mode, not world conquering.”
“I"m disgppointed.”

“Me, t00.”

Nathan rubbed hisface. Hiswhiskery cheeks crackled under hisarmored gloves. “Anyway, Natdieis
trying to think about things. But if she should cometo you and ask you about |etting her return to the
Templar Underground—"

“Shecan go,” Simon replied. “Without question.”

“| told her that’ swhat you' d say, mate, but she' s nervous. I'm not used to seeing her likethis.” Nathan
hesitated. “ There' s something e se you should know. If she goes back, I'm going with her.”

Simon had known that was coming, but it was till hard hearing it.

“Just to take Natdie there and back again,” Nathan said. “ She won't want to stay. Shejust wantsthe
baby—our child—taken care of.”



“| undersand.”

“The problemis, given everything I’ ve hel ped you do to Terrence Booth, he may not just let mewalk
back out of there.”

“When you go,” Simon said, “you’ [l go under my protection. If hetriesto keep you there, I'll find away
to get you out.”

“I have your word on that?’
“Youdo.”

Nathan held out a hand.
Simon took it.

“Then make sure you don’t get yoursdlf killed anytime soon,” Nathan said. “ After you get us back, I'm
going to need an uncle for my baby.”

FIFTEEN

A t best, if we stay at the present rate of consumption, we can expect to remain viable for another five
weeks. |sthat what you' re saying, Lord Cross?’

Simon glanced at the seven men and women gathered in the smal room. They were the ones who had
stepped forward on their own. Each of them had divided up the Templar warriors and children they
choseto represent. With so many of them now at the redoubt, severa of them fell dong norma House
lines

All of them had cometo him over the past four years. None of them had been with him the night they’d
reoutfitted the train and hauled the first of the survivors out of London. Simon didn’t hesitate telling them
the truth because they’ d joined forces with him after everyone saw how hard it was going to be.

To aman and awoman, each of the Templar in that room had known Thomas Cross and held to the
Templar beliefsthat they were supposed to help the downtrodden. They hadn’t been able to turn their
backs on the men and women and children trapped in demon-infested London, ether.

“Five weeks of food,” Simon said. “But that’ sonly if we' re able to take deer. | don’t want to depopulate
the forests of wild game—"

“Nor dowe, Lord Cross,” Genevieve Bowker stated. She wasin her early sixties, but still quite
formidablein her armor.

“—and | don’t want to take the chance of having ahunting party ambushed by the demonsagain,” Simon
finished.

“We take chances every timewe go into the city for supplies and clothing for the people we' re sheltering
here” Victor Carlyle said dismissvely. Hewasin hisearly fifties, lean and fit. “Y ou can’t protect us or
provide for us single-handedly, Lord Cross.”

“I undergtand that,” Simon replied.
“Thenwe Il just have to take our chances.”

“The amount of food we re dispensing to the people is dangeroudy low,” MartaGrimes said. Shewasin



her late forties, fit and competent. “They’ re barely getting enough now. If anything, we need to give them
more food. We can't starve the children. They need food to eat in order to grow strong and healthy.
They areour future. Ignoring that is potentidly lethd.”

Simon knew and understood that aswell. But he didn’t say anything. None of the people in that room
thought they were smarter than him. They just compared notes.

“Nor can we ignore the needs of the Templar,” Micah Cuddy interjected. “The armor can compensate
for physica weskness, but amalnourished warrior eventualy makes amistake that costshim hislife or
thelivesof others” Hewasin hisearly thirties. “Keeping the Templar well fed isthefirst priority.”

“Over the wedfare of the children?’” Marta Grimes|ooked ready to do battle.

“The Templar are our defense. A well-fed child is only going to make a better morsel for the bloody
demonsif they get past our warriors.”

“Y ou don’t know that the demons are going to get past the Templar.”

“We know that the demons are hunting us out here,” Solomon Tremaine stated quietly. “ Those men and
women that gavetheir liveslast night provethat.”

“They haven't found usyet,” Martasaid.
“It'sonly amatter of time,” Cuddy told her.

All of them, Simon knew, were older than he was. None among them had ever questioned their placein
theworld, or hisability to lead. If they had, he would have gladly stepped aside. Maybe, he admitted to
himself. It would have been good to have the burden of responsbility lifted from his shoulders, but losing
control of what was going on in the redoubt on a day-to-day basis would have been hard.

He owed the Templar something after abandoning them when he had six years ago. He'd aso given
promises to the people he' d taken in, and the warriors who arrived to stand at his banner.

Mogt of dl, though, Simon knew he owed hisfather. After the way things had been between them, Smon
couldn’'t smply step aside. Hisfather deserved more than that.

“Whenit comestotime” Simon said in aclear, controlled voice, “we have five weeks. Food isthe
problem at the moment. Not water.”

“What if we give the people aproper amount of food?’ Marta asked.
“Then we' re down to four weeks.”

Martalocked eyeswith him. “Isit worthit, Lord Cross? To plan for five weeks of dowly starving to
death if the demons don’t manage to find us? Or should we live and eat as people do when they’ re not
saddled by fear for four weeks? If we have only aweek before this place is discovered, how would you
want these peopleto live that week? Hopeful ? Or hungry?’

The headache Simon had nursed grew steadily between his ears. He was much better at tactics. And

he d rather face multiple armed demons than have to answer the questions of the men and women in that
room. Fighting for survival was essy, and there was no holding back. But trying to stretch finite supplies
through time was an exercisein frustration.

“It would be easier,” Martasaid quietly, “to make adecison on rationing if we knew a solution for the



food shortage was at hand. | know what I’m asking you to consider is hard, Simon, but these are the
times when you—when we'—she looked around the room—"need to trust in our faith. What we are
doingisfar andjus.”

“Tell that to those Templar that died last night,” Cuddy snarled. “ Tdll that to the men and women whao'll
have to take on extra shiftsto pick up the dack. Or the young trainees who won't have the benefit of
their full tutelage before they’ re asked to shed their blood.”

“Enough,” Smon sad.

All of them quieted a once and looked at him. He didn’t often take command of the meetings so directly.
Hefelt uncomfortable pulling rank.

“WE re recanting the rationing,” Simon said. That hadn’t been hisideato begin with. It had been
theirs—all except Marta

“I don't think—" Cuddy began.

Simon raised his voice and continued speaking. “We re going to send out more hunting parties. We' ll
work farther afield than where we' ve been hunting. We |l dso double up on the number of hunters.”

“That’ sgoing to leave us possibly shorthanded here,” Carlyle said. He was ever the tactician himself. “ Or
the Templar worn to their bones.”

“We |l supplement the hunting parties from the men and women here at the redoubt that know how to
hunt or are willing to be trained.” Simon shook his head. “It’'s something that | should have thought of
before”

“Y ou don’t want unarmored civilianswalking around out there,” Genevieve said.
“They’ re better out hunting than here starving,” Simon replied.

“We swore that we' d protect these people,” Carlyle objected. “ Tdling them they haveto risk their lives
iVt defending them.”

“We are protecting them,” Simon responded in aloud voice. “We fight the demons, and we take the
greatest chances. That hasn't changed. That’ s not going to change.”

Silence echoed hiswords, and he knew they were shocked. They don't have to supervise the funeras
later, he thought bitterly.

“We can't protect them by asking them to starve to death,” Martasaid quietly. She stood tdller. “I1, for
one, quite understand Lord Cross stake on thismeatter. It isn't particularly elegant or esthetically
pleasing, but it istheright thing to do.”

“I won't dlow anyoneto be forced into hunting,” Simon said. “We ll present the opportunity a genera
assembly. Thosewho are willing to help will be trained and outfitted with armor as best aswe can
manage.” He paused. “ The bottom lineisthat we need help saving these people. They can help ushelp
them.”

In the end, there were no more arguments. Whether they liked his handling of the situation or not, they
knew hewasright.



“I want to be aknight, Lord Cross.”

Simon stared into the wide eyes of the six-year-old boy seated across from him. Taking to the young
civilianswas hardest for him. It wasn't that they were brave. They were fearlessin the invulnerability of
their youth, and that only made their offers more heartbresking.

Even worse, the Templar needed the young ones most of al. Adults and teenagers learned too dowly.
Older Templar candidates couldn’t be trained to smply react without thinking. Demons could be
incredibly fast, and the difference between surviving and being a casualty could be a nanosecond.

Simon kndlt with one knee resting on the floor of the smal office he'd claimed for his own. Danielle sood
nearby and didn’'t say aword. From the conversations they’ d had over the past few months sincethey’d
garted bringing the civilian children into the classes with the Templar children, shewas astorn by the
decison ashewas.

“You're Chandler, aren't you?” Simon asked. He didn’t even need a prompt from the suit’s Al to get the
boy’s name. He made it apoint to know al of those that had been at the redoubt for more than afew
weeks.

Shock widened the boy’ s blue eyes. *Y ou know who | am?’

Simon nodded. He had his helmet at his side and went bareheaded inside the redoubt so that any who
saw him would know who hewas. Being visible helped keep him in touch with those within the redoubt
on aday-to-day basis.

“I do.” Simon nodded at the boy’ s mother seated in one of the chairs before his metal desk. Y our
mother’ snameis Nancy. Y our father’ snameis Craig, and we re ill looking for him.”

A solemn look tightened the boy’ sface. Tears swam in hiseyes. “I know. You'll find him one day. |
know you will.”

Simon didn’t know what to say to that. With so much time gone, over eight months now, only achild
would hold on to so much hope.

“Why do you want to be aknight?” Simon asked.

“Tofight the demons,” Chandler answered. He thought for amoment. “I’m going to haveto fight the
demons anyway, so | think it would be better if | knew more on how to fight them. Don’t you agree?

Simon heard the affected grown-up tone in the boy’ swords and knew that Chandler had given the
meatter alot of thought before he d requested ameeting. Surprisingly, most of the children who came
forward had thought about the matter long and hard. In many cases, their thoughts surprised their
parents.

Looking away from the boy for just amoment, Simon held Chandler’ s mother’ seyes. Quietly, tears
trickling down her cheeks, the woman nodded.

No mother should haveto give her child over to something like this, Simon thought. Templar children and
parents were different. They stayed immersed in the same world, male and femaes. But the civilian
parents gave up time and a certain amount of control over their children. The Templar education, when
taken by outsiders, was arude awvakening.

Looking back at the boy, Simon said, “1 do agree. But you have to know that if you want this, it will be
very hard. Thetraining will be exhausting, and you won't have much freetime.”



“I know,” Chandler told him. “1’ ve seen the Templar kids. They’rein school nearly dl thetime.”
“They are. Theré' salot to learn.”
Chandler smiled. “It'll be okay. I'm afast learner.”

Simon almost winced at that. Those who didn’t learn fast often died early. He thought about the funerals
that would take place later. Even the good ones die.

“All right,” Simon said, hoping that he didn’t have to see the boy diein battlein afew years, “you can
dart training with the Templar children.”

Chandler smiled broadly and looked alittle nervous. “Brill.” He hesitated. “Don’'t | haveto say an oath to
you or something?’

“Not yet.”
Disappointment filled Chandler’ sface. “Oh.”

Behind the boy’ s back, Danielle held up one crooked pinky finger. Simon amost grinned at that and had
trouble keeping astraight face. He held up his crooked pinky finger.

“Pinky swear,” Smon sad.

Chandler grinned hugely and stuck out his own crooked pinky. “1 pinky swear to be aloyd knight.”
“And | pinky swesar to be aloya and fair leader,” Smon said.

Chandler backed off hesitantly. “Will | seeyouin class?”

“Yes” Simon il taught the classes—martid arts, sword fighting, and basic knowledge of
demons—whenever he could.

The boy’ s mother stood and came over to Simon as he got to hisfeet. Her mouth trembled as she
looked & Simon.

“Mom,” Chandler said. “Why are you crying?’

She looked down at her son. “BecauseI’m so very proud of you, that’ swhy.” Shetouded his hair, then
looked back at Simon. “Please. .. please take care of him. HE smy boy. All that | have left.”

There had been a daughter aswell, older, Smon remembered, but she hadn’t made it out of London.
“I will,” Smon sad.

The woman nodded, got control of herself, then took her son by the hand and led him from the room.
Silently, Simon watched them go.

“You okay?’ Danielle asked. She removed her helmet aswell and looked at him.
“Yeah.”
“Theyoung ones are hard.”

“l know.”



“They trust too much.”
“1 know.”

“Every timel tdl one of them we re accepting them into Templar training,” Danielle said, “1 fed likel’'m
lying.”

“ About accepting them?’

“They think that if they become Templar, they’ Il be safe. That they can be heroes and everything will be
fine”

Simon nodded.
“That'sthelie” Danidlesad.

“Thisevening,” Simon said somberly, “ should remind them that even being a Templar is dangerous.”

Simon stood in front of the polycarbonate caskets that contained the mortal remains of the fallen
Templar. Orchestral music piped into the great room that held for general assembly. From the size of the
crowd, al squeezed in tight on the bleachers and folding chairs, Smon felt certain that everyone a the
redoubt who wasn't too sick or too wounded to walk put in an appearance at the funera.

After atime, they prayed. Smon led them. The words came easily to hislips. Too easily. He couldn’t
remember how many funerads he’ d presided over in the past four years. He could remember their names,
though, and if he stopped to count the names, he’ d have anumber. He remembered people, but he didn’t
like remembering the number of lossesthey’ d had.

The caskets were smple affairs. The coat of armsfor each House stood out in bas-relief. Tri-dee images
of theindividuas played over the tops of the caskets.

The Templar formed color guards of the different Houses, and some of them gave eulogies. Smon
followed them and felt hollow insde while feding brittle outside. Standing there with everyone watching
was one of the hardest things he' d ever done. It dwayswas.

He paused for atime when he came to an end of the memories he had of the fallen and why they should
be remembered. Then he strengthened hisvoice.

“WE re burying brothers and sisters here today,” he said. *“ Husbands and wives and lovers. Fathers and
mothers and sons and daughters. Most of dl...we re burying friends.”

Tearsran down even the gruffest of faces. Therewas't adry eyein the room.

“If these Templar were heretoday,” Smon said fiercdly, “they would tell you that they died for onething
and onething only.” Heraised hissword. “They died so that the others might live on. For theliving!”

The other Templar took up the chant asthey lifted their wegpons—swords and axes—toward the ceiling.
“For theliving! For theliving!”

Even the civilianstook up the chant. It was the Templar battle cry, the fierce promise they made to the
demons and the Darkness.

In the back, Chandler—now outfitted in Templar novice robes—lifted hisfist and joined in. Hope



swelled in Simon’ s heart when he saw the fierce determination in the boy’ s eyes. They still had that hope.
The demons had not yet managed to wrest that away .

SIXTEEN
W arren dept for hours among the dead.

Naomi wanted to move him, but every attempt she made was blocked by the zombies that stood
protectively around him. Theimps had findly started to dip from Warren's control, though she wasn't
sureif that was because they’ d gotten stronger or Warren had grown weaker. As aresult, the zombies
turned on the demons and dew them before they could defend themselves. More demon corpses added
to thewall of dead flesh surrounding Warren.

At first, Naomi worried that he might die. She couldn’t tell how wounded he was. Blood covered him,
but she knew from the quantity that not al of it could possibly be his. No one human could bleed so
much.

No one human. The words echoed in Naomi’ s thoughts. Warren wasn't human anymore. Merihim's
machinations had twisted him to begin with. The strange book he was so careful about seemed to have
been the catalyst that changed him now.

When she' d first met Warren, he' d been badly scarred from afire. Now his skin was smooth and
unblemished. He didn’t possess any demonic transplants or tattoos that helped anchor a Cabdist in the
arcaneforcesthat had quickened to life with the opening of the Hellgate. By everything that Naomi
understood, Warren should have had little to no power.

The pockets of dead demons and the zombies that ringed him offered mute testimony that such thinking
was wrong. He possessed more power than anyone Naomi knew.

She gazed at hissilver hand and watched the dow riseand fal of hischest. If he died, she wondered if
she could remove that hand and use it hersdif.

“Miss?

Startled, not happy with the fact that someone dipped up on her from behind and feding especidly
vulnerable because of it, Naomi looked up at the thin old man behind her. He carried a steaming metal
bowl in hishands.

“I’ve brought soup, | 'ave,” the old man said in a Cockney accent. “Me missusingsted. Allowed as’ ow
it wasthe Chrigtian thing to do. It’s not so much, p’'rhaps, but me missus dways puts’er eart into it, she
does. It'll warm ye some' at.”

Naomi reached for the bowl. Despite the distance back to the village—or the nearness, when she thought
about how close the imps had cometo finding it, the bowl and its contents were still warm. Sheused a
small spdll to check for poisons or hallucinogens but didn't detect any. More at ease, she dipped her
nose near the bowl and inhaled the soup’ s aroma.

“Chicken soup, miss.” The old man stood uncertainly. “The old bird what gave’islife to make that was
gamy an’ toff, an’ thereweren’'t much to’im, but e makes afair soup when the missus was through with
'im”

“Thank your wifefor me.”



“I'will, T will.”

Most of the survivors had | eft to take the wounded and bad news home. But they’ d left guards with
wegpons to watch over Warren and the zombies. During the past few hours, they’ d rotated out. None of
them spoke to her. Not aone of them trusted her. She wasfairly certain they were convinced that she
somehow kept the zombiesin one place.

“"E sdill dive, innit’e?’ the old man asked.

“Yes” Naomi spped the soup, relishing the fluids as much as the mushy vegetables and noodles, and the
stringy chicken bits. She' d found clean snow to dake her thirst, but she hadn’t gotten hungry enough yet
to eat the rations they’ d brought with them.

“Is’egonnabewakin' up anytime soon?’

“I don’t know.” Naomi scanned the blanket of white snow that hugged the terrain. Except for the trail
they’ d followed, and the tracks | eft by the imps that had pursued them, the snowcapped landscape
appeared prigine. London remained a dark smudge in the distance, but the sun hung in ablue sky and
the snow glittered.

“*As’edonethisbefore?’
“No.”
The old man wrapped hisarms around himsdf and hugged fiercdly. “ Don’t seem normd, doesit?’

Looking at the dead demons and the zombies that stood guard, Naomi couldn’t help thinking that
“norma” somehow didn’t gpply to the world anymore. But she agreed with the old man’ s assessment.

“No.”
The old man stood there awkwardly.
“What isit?’ Naomi asked.

Hestating, the old man wouldn't look at her. “1t’ sjust that some of the people back to the village, well,
they were wonderin’ when the two of you might be movin’ on.” He hurried on. “Not that anybody’sina
rush or anythin'.”

Naomi quelled her immediate anger. Getting angry wouldn't help them, and might eventtilt the delicate
ba ance the villagers had about merely watching them ingtead of trying to kill them.

“l don't know,” she said. “Not until he son hisfest, at theleast.”

The old man scratched his head. Gray wisps of hair stood out under the edges of his cap. His nose and
cheeks burned red with the cold.

“I guess, then, that they’ll be’opin’ € son hisfeet before evenin’ then.”

Naomi didn’'t say anything. She supposed they were lucky the villagersdidn’t try to kill them.
Concentrating on the soup, she savored the flavor and the warmth and drank it more quickly when she
got down to the dregs because they cooled so much more quickly. When she was finished, she handed
the bow! back to the old man.

“Thank you,” she said. She' d been taught to always be palite. Even when around imperfect company.



The old man took the bowl, nodded, wished her well, and departed. His footsteps crunched through the
icy crust over the snow. Somewhere in the distance, a branch cracked asit findly surrendered to the
burden of snow and split from the trunk.

Naomi watched Warren's chest rise and fall. Wake up, she thought angrily. Wake up. But she wondered
if Warren was going to recover. She’ d never seen anyone harness that much raw power.

Imp bodieslay in pieces for ahundred yards. Many others were twisted into improbabl e shapes, or
burned dmaost beyond recognition—other than being demonic.

What did it take for aman to do what Warren had done? And what had it cost him?

Naomi glared out at the bleak countryside. More than that, what were they doing out here? He' d been
keeping to himsdlf lately, not telling her anything she wanted to know about his new hand.

Frustrated, she laid her head back againgt the tree she sat next to, pulled the thick wool blanket one of
the villagers had given her moretightly around her, and dept.

Without warning, Warren woke. Bright light lanced into his eyes before he opened them. Day, hetold
himsdf, then immediately wondered if that were any better than it till being night.

Hefdt unaccustomed weight over hisbody. He shifted, terrified for amoment that he' d been buried
dive, then quickly reminded himsdlf that he couldn’t very well be buried if he could see the sun.

Senses dert but so weak he didn’t know if he could defend himsdlf if he had to, Warren opened his eyes.
Quietly, hetook in the destruction dl around him. The zombies stood tirdesdy over him. They didn’t
look a him, but he knew they felt his presence.

“Warren?’

He tracked Naomi’ s voice. She stood just beyond the reach of the zombies nearest her. She looked
worried. And mad. Hedmost smiled at that. Like she could do anything to him that the demons hadn’t
already tried to do.

Beyond her, ahandful of the villagers shifted and pulled their gunsinto reedy positions. The trust
department is bankrupt, he thought. Looking at al the human bodies scattered around him, he couldn’t
blamethem.

“Warren? Can you hear me?’

“Yes.” Warren lurched to his knees. His back and leg muscles screamed in protest. When he smelled
himsdlf, the gore that covered him, sicknesstwisted in his somach. He swdlowed with difficulty. “Isthere
any water?’

Naomi tried to pass him a canteen, but azombieflailed at her. Cursing the undead thing, she stepped
back.

Warren forced himsdlf to hisfeet and stood swaying for amoment. His senses swirled. Then he stepped
through the zombies and took the canteen. He removed the cap and drank.

“Don't go sofast,” Naomi said. “You'regoing to get sick.”

He couldn’t stop, though. It felt asif someone had gripped him in ahard fist and squeezed him dry. He



barely had time to take the canteen away from his mouth before he threw up.

Real impressivefor thelocass, he thought bitterly as he wiped his mouth with the back of his coat deeve.

The second time he tried to drink, he went more dowly. As he sipped, he gazed around the field of
carnage and tried to spot Lilith.

“What' swrong?’ Naomi asked.
“I waslooking for someone.”

Naomi looked around and spoke quietly. “Most of the men that were with uslast night died. They took
the bodies back to the village to get them ready for burid. They couldn’t reach some of them because of
the demons and zombies”

Warren felt the wave of resentment and fear that boiled off the men in the brush. If they thought they
could kill him with impunity, he knew they would.

“WE re not going to win any popularity contests,” he said. “But that’sdl right. | wasn't looking for a
country home anyway.”

“It would be better if we could go.”
“I' know.” Warren passed her canteen back and walked toward the nearet villager.

Gray streaked his hair and beard. He held alarge-bore pistol naked in hisfist and kept it between them.
Despite the zombies at Warren' s back, the man didn’t back away.

“We need supplies,” Warren said.
“We ve bardly enough to feed oursdves asit is,” the man grumbled.

“Only enough for two people.” Warren refused to beg. He and Naomi needed food and water, and he
was powerful enough to take it without asking. They al knew that. “For no more than aweek.”

The man looked as though he thought about lifting the pistol and shooting Warren in the face. Warren
knew the man wanted to do that because he felt that emotion within the man. But fear won ouit.

“C’mon with me, then. We'll see what we can do.”
Warren followed and Naomi joined him. The zombiesfell into step around him.
“They’ re only giving us the supplies because they want usgone,” Naomi said.

“| want usgone, too,” Warren replied. Without Lilith, though, he didn’t know exactly whereto go. He
didn’t likefeding lost and not having aplan. Hiswhole life after he' d entered foster care had been
planned out. He had never been able to afford the luxury of mistakes.

“They aso know that we could take the suppliesif we wanted to,” Naomi told him.

Warren remained silent. He counted the zombies shuffling around him. Their numbers had dwindled
during last night' s attack. Besides the food, he needed reinforcements. He knew the villagers weren't
going to be happy about that.



While the supplies were arranged, Warren ate homemade bread baked in asmall woodstove. The heat
circulated through the exhaust pipe, and another pipe alowed the hesat to bleed off to bake the bread. To
him, the whole system appeared quite ingenious. He also ate abowl of stew that held alot of vegetables
and alittle rabbit meet.

He sat at atable by himsdlf. Naomi supervised the gathering of the supplies, and no one among the
villagers ate with him. The zombies hunkered and stood outside the door of the small house. Until the
undead arrived, the small town had resembled arather pastora setting.

He stared into the glass of tea he sipped from. It was strong and black, and he knew not to drink too
much or it would make him sick. He needed to keep the food down to get his strength back. Ashe
stared into the dark depths, he saw Lilith’ s eyes, then her face became more clear.

“Y ou must not tarry therelong,” shetold him.

“I’'m not. Where are you?’

“I’'ve gone on ahead.” Lilith appeared distracted. “ There were things | needed to check on.”
“Did you see any more demons?’

She hesitated.

Warren knew that she would lieto him if she thought she had to. He hadn’t met anyone who wouldn't lie
when they felt it was necessary to get what they needed or wanted.

“I didn't,” shereplied. “But that doesn’t mean that there aren’t more out here.”

“That lot that found us,” Warren said. “Did they comelooking for me? Or did they come looking for
you?”

“I don’t know.” She maintained eye contact with him from the dark depths of the tea.

Warren knew at once that she lied. He felt good about that. Getting to know how to tell someone was
lying was dmost as good as keeping them honest.

“I think they came after you,” hesaid.
“Perhaps. But it doesn’t matter. You and |, we' re after the same thing.”
“I want to be safe. | don’t think that’ s anything you have to worry about.”

“No oneis safe now that the Hellgate has opened. We ve al been put at risk. The only thing we can do
is grab enough power for ourselves that we can put the demons at risk.” She paused. 1 can help you do
thet.”

Warren let that go without comment. It might have been true. And evenif it was't, it wasn't worth
fighting over.

“When are you going to leave?’ she asked.
“I'd rather stay the night.”



“Doing that would be amistake. The villagerswill only grow more bold with you among them. Familiarity
breeds contempt.”

Personally, Warren felt certain the zombies bred contempt even faster.

“Finish what you need to do there,” Lilith said, “then I’ll join you outsde the village.” Her image
disappeared from the tea.

Warren finished hisdrink, then sat and waited.

Lessthan an hour later, with only afew hours|eft before nightfal, Warren changed into the fresh clothes
Naomi asked for and received. He shouldered one of the packs Naomi gave him. She kept the other for
hersdf.

No brass band waited to see him off. The armed villagers stood and watched without saying aword.
Warren didn't speak, ether. They blamed him for bringing the demonsto them, and maybe they were
right.

But what he was about to do next would cause them to hate him forever. And fear him.

The dead had been laid out in the street. Some of the men worked across the street to dig amass grave
for those that had falen in battle against the zombies. The imps had rated only a petrol-soaked pyre at
the end of town, and only then to keep away the predators.

Warren stopped before the dead. He counted twenty-three whole bodies. It was twice as many zombies
as he currently had.

“What are you doing?’ Naomi asked.

Warren didn’t answer. She knew what he planned to do.

“You can't do this” Naomi came and stood at hisside. “Thisiswrong.”

Gazing into her eyes, Warren asked, “Do you want to wander around out there without protection?’
Naomi cursed, but she didn’t tell him to stop. However, she did step away from him.

Summoning his power, surprised at how quickly his strength had come back, Warren held hismeta hand
out toward the corpses.

“Risg” he commanded them.

Immediately, the corpses twitched and jerked. A wave of horrified cries and curses sounded behind
Warren. He ignored them because working the spell took all of his concentration, and he hoped that no
one decided to shoot him in the back of the head.

“Kill him!” someone shouted.

“Don’'t let him do thisl” awoman cried out. “Merciful God, don't let him turn my son into asoulless
monger!”

From the corner of hiseye, Warren saw aman taking aim at him with arifle.



“Don’'t,” Naomi said, holding a hand out to the man.

Heignored her and set himself. Before he pulled the trigger, Naomi waved her arm at him. Aninvisible
wadll of force struck the man and knocked him backward nearly thirty feet. When he cameto arest, he
was unconscious or dead.

None of the other villagerstried anything.

Warren watched the zombies stand and turn toward him. He didn’t know how many zombies he'd raised
in the past four years, but the number had to be staggering. Y et, no matter how many timeshe' d doneit,
he' d never lost hisfascination with what he was able to do.

He looked at the zombies. Covered in garish wounds and their eyes glazed over, they werewalking
nightmares. Most of the zombies Warren had |eft London with were in stages of advanced rot and decay.
Many of them carried the dead husks of maggots that had hatched inside them in the warmer area of
London and frozen in the winter cold.

“Come,” hetold them, and he led them out of town without a backward look. The pained cries of the
villagersfollowed him into the snowy outlands.

SEVENTEEN

A reyouinpan?

Leah gritted her teeth againgt the violent agony that twisted through her thoughts. She tried to open her
eyesand couldn’t.

“No,” she answered. Shetried to raise her arms and couldn’t. After amoment, she felt the straps around
her wrist, elbow, and across her chest that kept her secured to the bed.

Shewasin ahospitdl. She knew that from the medicina smells and the chronic begping of the machines
around her. Thelast thing she remembered was passing out in theriver.

“You'reinpan,” aman’svoice sad.
“I can handleit. Why can’'t | move my arm? What’ swrong with my arm?”’
“Y ou need to calm down,” the man said. “It will only make the pain worse.”

“Thepainisnothing,” Leah lied. “Help me out of thisbed.” Shetried to open her eyesand couldn’t. “Is
something wrong with my eyes?’

The machines beeped into the ensuing silence.
“Did you hear me?’ Lesh demanded.

“She has ahigh pain threshold,” the cam man’ s voice stated. “But as you can see from this readout,
ghe' sinindescribable pain.”

“| seethat, Doctor,” awoman’svoice replied. “Thank you.”

Leah thought she recognized the voice, but with the noisy machines and the agony shewasin, she
couldn’t be certain.

“Can you increase the Demerol 7’



Demerol? No wonder Leah’ s nose itched. She always had that reaction to that particular anesthetic.

“If weincrease the drugsin her system, she' sgoing to be unconscious or so out of it that she may not
undergtand you.”

“That won't do,” thewoman said. “ Can't you give her something that will keep her awake?’
“And pain-free? No.”
The woman sighed. “Then put her back out.”

“No.” Leah struggled against her bonds. She deserved some control. She wasn't achild. Panicfilled her.
She desperately wanted to see what kind of shape she wasin. One of her greatest fears was that she
might not come back whole from one of her missons. “Tak to me. Let me decide—"

Warmith flooded her arm and she knew they’ d injected more anesthetic. She fought againgt it, cursing and
willing hersdlf not to surrender to the effects.

Blackness closed over her.

When Leah came awake again, the dark room waited for her. Her head was clearer and most of the pain
was gone, but afierce throbbing continued to residein her skull. Shetried to lift her arm and couldn’t.

Sheturned her head to look at her arm and it felt asif her brain smashed against that side of her skull.
Her visonrolled, then findly cleared. Straps held both her arms down.

Both her arms.

She was ecdtatic. She aso had both her legs. And everything el se in between seemed to be mostly
together. That was dwaysagood sign.

If it weren’t for all the bandages around her head and over her right eye, she would have thought nothing
out of the ordinary was wrong with her. It'snothing they can’t fix, shetold hersdlf.

Then shedept again.

“Awake, arewe?’

Dully, Leah turned her head to look at the speaker. In her middle thirties, the blonde had shoulder-length
hair and green eyes. She was trim and athletic, and if she hadn’t been, the form-fitting black armored suit
she wore would have revedled that. A webbing of scar tissue showed at her right temple and cheek.

Her name was Lyra Darius. She' d been the one at the agency who had ferreted out the truth about Lord
Patrick Sumeride. In addition to being a heavy player in the Home Office minigtry’ s Internd Affairs
divison, Lord Sumeride was dso the leader of the Templar.

“I'm awake,” Leah agreed.
“Good. | thought you might be. Y ou roused earlier. Excited the hospital staff enough that they caled me.”
“Sorry. Don’'t mean to be abother.” Leah intended her response to be subtly sarcastic. LyraDarius held



alot of power in the organization. After dl, she' d been the one who had proved the Templar existed
while M1-6 and other intelligence agencies had searched for them.

“You'reno bother,” Lyrasaid. “I’m just glad that you made it back. A lot of those men and women
didn't.”

For amoment, memory of al the desth and destruction claimed Leah’ sthoughts. The sights and sounds
promised to haunt her for the rest of her life.

Lyragot up from the chair and put away the book she held. She stood at the side of the bed and gazed
down with what looked like genuine compassion. It was hard to tell. Compassion was one of thefirst
emotionsthey’d dl been trained to fake.

“I had water brought in,” Lyrasaid. “And | got permission that, if you felt you were up to it, you could
drink it.”

“'mthirdty,” Lesh said.

Lyrapoured aglass of water from a carafe and added a bendy straw. She held the cup low for Leah to
sp from the straw if she wanted.

“If you would unfasten the strgps from my arms,” Leah said, “1 could tend to mysdif. | don’t much care
for being treated like amewling brat.”

After abrief hestation, Lyranodded. “All right, but you' re going to have to go dow. The doctors aren’t
yet sure how much you'll be affected.”

“ Affected by what?

Lyrareleased the restraints. “Y ou lost your right eye, Leah. Y ou aso suffered some dight brain damage
that may affect motor control.”

Adrenaine dumped an overload into her system. “My eye?’
Lyralooked a her sympatheticdly. “Yes”

If the world were anormal place and not stuck in ademon-infested nightmare, Leah would have sworn
that shewould have been serioudly fresking at about that time. She aso thought that part of her cdlm was
because she had control over her body now.

Unfettered, she sat in the middle of the bed and s pped water through the straw. Her head till maintained
adulled pulse beneath the bandages. Having the wires and sensors connected to her body made her feel
week and fragile.

“It'salottotakein, | know,” Lyrasaid.

“It’ s better than being dead.” But not much. Losing an eye meant losing more than 50 percent of her
vision. It was actualy closer to 60 percent. And her depth perception would be gone aswell. Better than
being dead was going to be her mantrafor atime,

“Itisbetter,” Lyrasaid.
Leah put the cup on the smdll table by the bed. “Isthere anything else wrong?’ She asked hersdlf if losing



an eye and potential brain damage weren’t enough of alaundry list of problems.
“Other than arather astonishing collection of cuts, scrapes, and bruises, you'rein fine shape.”
“We did destroy the weapons plant, didn’t we?’

Lyranodded. “ That set the demons back, but they’ re aready building another plant somewheredsein
thecity.”

“Do we know where?’

“No. But if we' ve learned anything at al about our adversaries over the past four years, it’ sthat they’re
committed.”

“You'll haveto forgiveme,” Leah said. “I’m not up on how good our medica technology isthese days.
I’ve been out in thefield.”

“They can’t replace your eye.” Lyra svoice remained soft, but no sympathy sounded in her words,
nothing that Leah could attack. It was just a statement of fact. “ Our technology hasn’t come that far yet.”

Barely queling the nauseathat twisted her ssomach, Leah forced hersdf to nod. She wanted to tear the
bandages from her head and prove that she could see. All she had to do was open her eye.

One of the machines begped more quickly.
Lyraglanced at it, then said, “1 can summon anurse back to give you something to cam you down.”

“No.” Leah glared at the machine as she worked on taking deep, rhythmic breaths. The beeping dowed
and kept dowing. I'min control. Not my fear or anger. | can just...be.

Lyrasmiled alittle. “Very good.”

Controlling the body’ s reactions was one of the things Leah had learned early in her career. She d gotten
educated in that at about the same time she was shown how to kill an opponent in hundreds of different
ways.

“They replaced your arm,” Leah said.

Lyrawore ablack glove over her right hand to mask the metallic surface. She hadn’t opted for a
cosmetically more appeding hand. She’ d chosen something that was as much aweapon asapistol or a
knife

“An eyeismore...complicated,” Lyrareplied. “ Thereis aprosthesis that can be wired into your brain. A
helmet, if you will, that will cover that Side of your face and provide visud feedback in programming
uploadsthat your brain will understand.”

“Doesn’'t sound especidly chic.”

“It'snot. It's cumbersome and ugly. Buit it’ s better than being haf blind.”
“Niceto hear brutal honesty.”

“If I tried to sugarcoat it, you wouldn't listen to me.”

“No,” Leah agreed.



“The headpiece dso lacks the ability to seein color, which is going to take some getting used to.”
“Different imagesfor the brain to process.”

“Yes. I'mtold that the user will, eventudly, layer the two imagesinto one. It gets smoother with use”
Lesh didn’t say anything.

“I know thisisalot totakein, Leah,” Lyrasad.

“Yesh”

“But you don’'t have achoice.”

“What will | be alowed to do?’

Lyraregarded her serioudy. “When you' re released from the hospital—and | said released, not escaped
from or arbitrarily decide to forgo medicd treatment—you'll be evaluated.”

“I’m going to be stuck in abloody desk job, aren’'t |7’
“Support positions are as necessary as any other.”

“I wasn't trained to be asupport person,” Leah said vehemently. “1 wastrained to be a covert operative.
A forceto be reckoned with.”

Lyrawas slent for amoment. “How long do you think you' re going to need to protest the injustice of the
universe and fed sorry for yoursalf?’ Her words were blunt and hard.

Leah looked at the woman with new respect. Although she’d met Lyra Darius only once before, it had
been during atime of trouble aswell.

“Y ou don’t mess about, do you?’ Leah asked.

“Wedon't havetimeto.”

“Good to know.”

“You'redill avauable operdtive, Leah. Y ou' ve got qualities and connectionsthat | value highly.”

With her one good eye, Leah glared at the woman. “Y ou don’t know me. We' ve met only the onetime.”
“Once was enough.”

Lesh studied the woman with more speculation. “ Someone like you, someone as high up inthe
organi zation as you are, wouldn't have come down hereto offer me a pep talk.”

“Not unless| thought you needed one.”
“I don't.”

Lyrasmiled and the effort pulled alittle at the scar tissue on the right side of her face. “Then I’ d best get
on to the exploitative part of my vist here.”

“What part would that be?’



“Y ou have friends among the Templar.”

Leah didn’'t argue. Thelast time they talked she' d been in trouble for exactly that reason. As much as she
dealt with Smon Cross, the organization had believed she' d been compromised.

“I want to exploit the friendship you have with them,” Lyrawent on.
“How?

“Control iswondering how amenable Simon Crosswould fed to being sponsored in abid to put himin
chargeof dl the Templar.”

EIGHTEEN

W arren woke just before the dawn. He' d spent the night with his back to atree and huddled in athick
quilt he'd gotten from the villagers. Anicy glaze from new-fallen snow lay spread over the quilt, but it
continued to be warm inside the folds. The heat ingde his body was generated by the arcane power he
commanded. The quilt helped trap it.

Only afew feet away, wrapped in another quilt and dug into ahillsde, Naomi dept with her head
covered. Although she d tried to generate warmth the same way Warren had, she hadn’t been able to
maintain it. During the night Warren had lent his strength to hers. He sensed from that connection that she
waswell.

“Y ou worry about her too much.”

When Warren glanced back up, Lilith stood in front of him. She faced the gray dawn and looked
incredibly pae.

“I don't think | do,” Warren responded.

“Y et you weaken yoursdlf to carefor her.”

“Sheisandly.”

Lilith turned and frowned at him. *“ She' sa dependent. Taking, but not giving.”

“When | passed out after the fight with the demons, who took care of me?’

“The zombies. Thedemonsyou hed inthrall.”

“They didn't talk to the villagers and persuade them not to kill me while | was defensdess.”

“Even unconscious, you aren’t defensdess,” Lilith told him. “The hand | gave you takes much better care
of you than the one Merihim gave you.”

Taking about hishand like that made Warren uncomfortable. Nightmares about the night four years ago
when the Templar Smon Crass cut hisorigind hand from hisarm gtill haunted Warren. And he didn’t like
Lilith pointing out that she’ d given him the hand. It made the fact that she could take it back even more
red.

“Naomi ishuman,” Warren said.  She can take care of mein waysyou can’'t.”

Lilith strode toward him and her gown rippled in the cold winter breeze even though snowflakes drifted
through her. She clearly wasn't happy, but Warren didn’t think she would attack him.



“What? Are you talking about the physical relationship she haswith you?” Lilith asked.

Warren's cheeks flamed with embarrassment. Even after dl that he' d been through these past four years,
after having survived a childhood that was anything but safe or loving, he remained modest about some

things

“No,” hesaid. “That' s not what I’ m talking about. Naomi exists on aphysica level that you don’t. And
she can interface with humans.”

Lilith approached Naomi and hunkered down beside her. Warren' s heart tightened in his chest. He
pushed himsdf to hisfeet and shrugged out of the quilt as Lilith ran ahand along Naomi’ s deeping form.
Lilith couldn’t touch her, though. Her trailing hand didn’t even disturb the wrinklesin the quilt.

“Y our concern for her isgoing to get you into trouble one day,” Lilith said.
“WI,V?!
“Because she' s here only to use you for her own gain.”

Warren couldn’t dispute that. When Merihim had taken his hand back, Naomi had left him. Of course,
he hadn’t been fit to be with at the time, ether.

“We use each other.” Warren pinned Lilith with hisgaze. “ All of us.”

Lilith laughed at him. “It amuses meto think what you would do if I, too, had aphysica form.” She
looked back at Naomi. “Then one of uswould be expendable.”

Not thinking happy thoughts, Warren told himself.

Lilith returned her gaze to him. “Since | lack aphysica form and you follow me anyway, | don’t think |
would be the one who felt threstened.”

Warren struggled to think of something to say to that but failed.
“Get her up,” Lilith commanded. “We ve ill got along way to go.”
“How much farther?’

“WE |l bethere by thisafternoon. If you don't tarry.”

Warren knelt down beside Naomi, took her by the shoulder, and gently shook her awake.

“Isthere someone els?” Naomi asked.
Confused, Warren glanced at her. “ Someone se?’
“With us”

Warren glanced at the zombies that flanked them, then searched the nearby brush and marshlands with
his arcane senses. Nothing hit hisradar.

“No,” heanswered. “We reaone.”

For amoment, Naomi remained silent. Then she said, “| get the impression that someone elseisout here



with us. I've had that feding snce we left London.”
Warren knew Lilith walked beside him, but he ignored her while under Naomi’ s scrutiny.
“Perhgps,” Lilith said, “she’ snot as stupid as |’ d thought.”

Anger dtirred insde Warren, and he wondered if Lilith chose to make Naomi fedl her presence now.
Evenin the past few hours, Lilith had started |ooking more substantial.

“Isthat it?" Naomi asked. “|s someone else here?’
“If someone else were here,” Warren said irritably, “don’t you think you' d know it?’

“I think | do. That'swhy | asked.” Naomi fixed her gaze on the patchy dirt road they followed. The
leaden gray sky beat down on them through the whirling haze of snowflakes. “1 couldn’t see Merihim,
ather.”

“That' s because he didn’'t want you to see him.”
“I wasthinking thiswasthe samething.”
Warren remained quiet.

“Y ou told me about Merihim, though,” Naomi said. “1 just wanted to know why you weren't telling me
now.” She paused. “I also fed thisis connected to that book. The onethat you can read but | can't.”

“How much longer are you going to alow her curiogty to threaten you?” Lilith asked.
Warren concentrated on walking. He till hurt from the battle the night before,

“I trust you,” Naomi said.

“Lie” Lilith hissed.

Warren knew Naomi lied. Hefdt thelie on her. But he didn’t blame her. She trusted him some, but that
worethin.

“I trust you,” Warren said.
Naomi took his hand, hisflesh and blood hand, and held it. “ Then tell me what’ sgoing on.”

Fedling the warmth of her, remembering the four years they’ d been together and apart, Warren took a
deep breath and told her about Lilith. He didn’t tell Naomi everything, but he told her enough.

Lilith hissed like a scalded cat and walked away. Fear quivered inside Warren as he watched her go. He
didn’t want her to desert him, but he honestly felt that she wouldn't. If Lilith had had anyplace elseto go,
she' d have dready gone.

Y ou need me, Warren thought at her.

For amoment, Lilith glanced back at him. “Don’t get too arrogant for your own good, human.” Andin
that one word, she reminded him of the vast divide between them.

“Do you believe she' sthat Lilith?” Naomi asked. “ The one who was supposed to be Adam’ sfirst wife?”



“l don’t know.”

Curiosity chafed Naomi as she considered the question. They sat beneath a scrub tree on alog. Warren
had dragged another log over and set it ablaze with his powers. Shetook aloaf of bread from their
supplies dong with aham. Using her knife, she diced the bread and meat and made sandwichesfor them
both.

“Do you know much about Lilith?” Naomi asked.
“Sheian't very takative”

“Not her.” Naomi glanced around and tried to find the woman Warren said accompanied them. Her
inability to do so aggravated her. Warren described her as beautiful and young looking despite her
thousands of years of existence. “The onein the legends.”

“I’veresearched her,” Warren replied. He stood and walked closer to the fire to warm himself.

Naomi held ahand out. The energy she' d used to keep from freezing in the winter cold had been enough
to do that, but only just. The warmth from the fire seeped into her and felt so much better than what
she' d been ableto do.

“She’ s supposed to be the mother of demons,” Naomi said. “Legend hasit that when God first created
her, she was attached to Adam. Then he separated her from him and evidently opened up apathto a
world of demons. Some sources caled it the Great Abyss, but that could have been the Well of
Midnight.”

“1 suppose.”

Warren'sobvious lack of interest in the matter irritated Naomi. “ Aren't you the least bit curious?’
“Of course”

“Y ou could ask her, you know.”

“I have. Shewon't tell me. Also, I’ velearned that asking too many questions can sometimes get you
killed.” Warren looked at her meaningfully.

“Me?Y ou' retaking about me? That she might kill me?’
“yes”

“Why?'

“Because she doesn't like you very much.”

For amoment, Naomi thought that she heard amocking ped of laughter. She hoped it was only the
wind, but shefeared it was't.

“Has she at least told you what we' re out here looking for?’

Warren quietly wished that Naomi would just be quiet. Telling her about Lilith was amistake. For the
past hour, since they’ d resumed their trek, Naomi continued to pummel him with abarrage of questions.



“No,” hesaid.

“Then why did you come?’
“Why did you come?’ hereplied.
“Because you asked meto.”
“Lilith asked meto come.”

Naomi frowned in displeasure at that. For awhile, she was quiet, but Warren knew it wouldn’t last. As
soon as she thought of anew way to ask the questions she wanted answers to, she' d ask once more.

Warren studied the countryside. Snow covered the sides of the hills and hung in the branches of
evergreenslining thevaley. If it weren’t for the zombies lurching around them as the undead things
tirelessy kept up, the scene would have looked idyllic.

They were far from the beaten path now. He hadn’t seen houses or signs of habitation in over two hours.
Lilith suddenly stopped and walked toward atree to her left. Unconscioudy, Warren followed.

“Where are we going?’ Naomi asked.

“I don’'t know.” Warren pushed through tall dead weeds and brush as hetrailed after Lilith.

A moment later, Lilith stopped and pointed at atangle of snow-covered vines. “Here,” shesaid.

“What?" Warren asked. Then he saw that the vines and bushes wrapped around an artificial form.
Excited and fearful, he grabbed afistful of vines and tugged. Snow drifted to the ground, and the vines
came gpart with brittle snapsin hisfig.

Naomi joined in. Shetook her knife from her belt and dashed at the vines and brush.

In afew moments, they cleared part of alow stonewall held together by cracked and weathered mortar.
Severa gaps showed. Warren studied the stones, hoping for some kind of markings.

“What isthis?” Naomi asked.
“I don't know.” Warren glanced up to where Lilith stood watching them.
“It lookslike an old Romanwall.”

Warren agreed. England was covered in structures and wallsleft by the Romans, as was most of Europe.
That empire had covered continents and spanned centuries. For atime, Hadrian’sWall had separated
northern England from the south, holding back the Picts.

“A Romanwal in this part of the country isn’t anything specid,” Naomi said.

“Looks like no one knew this one was here,” Warren replied. Dread laced his excitement at the
discovery. Whatever Lilith searched for couldn’t be good. He hoped it wouldn’t kill him.

Youdon't believeit will, hetold himsdf. Otherwise you wouldn't be here.
“You'll need to clear more of thewall,” Lilith said.

“What are we looking for?’



“A mark.”
“What mark?’

“I'll know it when | seeit.” Uncertainty touched Lilith’s features, but she shook it off. “Thishasto be the
place. But so much has changed.”

Warren stepped back from the wall and called to the zombies. “Here. Rip thisaway.”

With zombies, it was hard to tell what they understood and what they didn’t until it was sometimestoo
late. Simple commandsthat aliving, breathing person understood immediately became difficult to issue.
But in this case, the zombies understood immediately. They fdl upon thewal likelocusts and tore the
brush away.

“Stop them,” Lilith ordered.

At Warren’s command, the zombies stepped back from the wall. They’ d worked hard for ten or fifteen
minutes. Many of them now had broken fingers, and the freshest zombies from the village had lacerated
pams. The undead stood nearby, twitching and jerking.

Lilith peered more closdly at the wall and traced stones with amanicured forefinger. Accumulated dirt
peded away under her nail. Warren couldn’t imagine any other woman he knew risking her nailsin that
fashion. But every now and again, Lilith’snail looked like acurved talon.

“ She' stouching the stone?” Naomi asked.

For thefirst time, Warren redlized that Lilith interacted with the physica world. Something had changed,
and change—at least in his experience—was't aguaranteed good thing. Wariness rose up within him.

“Yes” hewhispered.

Seconds later, a shape carved into one of the stones stood revealed. Warren thought it was maybe a
bird, or maybe an insect.

Lilith stood and looked around. She smiled and turned to him. “Thisisthe place. | fed the power here.”
She reached down for aloose stone atop the wall. Shetried to pick the stone up, but in the end she
succeeded only in causing it to shift and topple from the wall.

“What place?’ Warren asked.

“My place.” Lilith strode from the wall in carefully measured paces. At thirty-two, she stopped and
turned back to Warren. “Y ou must dig here.”

“Wi.]y?l
“Because what we seek is underground.”

Warren looked at the virgin snow and knew the hard-packed earth below it would be frozen. “1 didn’t
bring any shovels or trenching tools. | didn’t know there was going to be digging involved.”

“Find away,” Lilith ordered. “ Y ou didn't comedl thisway tofail.”

NINETEEN



W hen she was released from the hospital afew days|ater, Leah wore an eyepatch over her right eye.
The patch and the strap holding it itched and constantly bothered her. Beneath the patch, the socket
remained empty. The surgeons chose to remove the eye rather than risk infection so closeto the brain.

A prosthetic replacement—nonfunctional except for the possibility of animage recorder or poison dart
ar gun, both of which were readily available—wouldn’t be feasibletill the flesh heded. Even then the
prospect of putting an artificial eyeinto her head didn’t sound pleasing.

Lesh returned to the rooms she’ d been given insde the secret complex maintained below London. The
city, it seemed, held enough spaces belowground to hide many secrets. There were severa such
complexes, but her organization didn’t have accessto dl of them.

Even after four years, theroomsdidn’t fed persond. Instead, shefelt like ahotel guest. Shetried to
watch recorded movies and programs, and she tried the few books she’ d managed to get her hands on.
She even cooked her own medsinstead of simply going down to the commissary to edt.

Nothing worked. Each day—and there werefive of themin arow, five timesas much asshe’' d ever
spent there in arow—got harder to manage. She needed something to do, and shefelt that need
incessantly.

The only times she got out of the roomswere to get supplies and to exercise. Despite the physical
recovery ahead of her, she pushed her body to get back into shape. Physical conditioning mattered out
on the gtreet, even inside one of the bio-enhancing suits.

Mostly she dept and she waited for the time when Lyra Darius cleared her for an assgnment. Leah
petitioned daily in the mornings and afternoons by e-mail. But she didn’t know if shewasready to
undertake the assgnment she felt certain she would be given. She wondered what Simon Crosswould
say about Lyra s offer to make him the supreme leader of the Templar.

Will it tempt Smon? she wondered. Especidly in light of what Booth tried to pull only afew months ago?
Sheknew if it amply meant getting High Sest Terrence Booth out of his position then Simon would be
more tempted. She' d been with the other Templar when they’ d broken Simon out of Booth' strap.

Simon respected many of the other Templar. Usurping power over them wouldn’t be easy.

And that wasonly if Lyra Darius could make good on that offer. If she couldn’t and Simon tried to do
that, he could end up in aworse position with the Templar than he currently was.

In the meantime, al Leah could do waswatch and wait to see what happened. She had no way of getting
in touch with Simon Crossto discover if hewas alive or dead. Lyra s offer might not even beviable,

On the morning of the sixth day, Lyra Darius sent amessage through the Internet channels set up insde
each of therooms. Eating dry ceredl from abox and watching news footage of the invasion, Lesh hoped
once more that she saw something about the Hellgate that she—and no one e se—had ever before
noticed.

L etters printed acrossthe televison screen. LEAH CREASEY.

L eah picked up the room interface pad from beside her on the couch. She brought up the small computer
application and wrote: I'M HERE. The devicetrandated it into typed letters on the screen. She pressed
SEND.



Thetelevison monitor blanked the news footage it showed from around St. Paul’ s and brought up afresh
screen. Lyrasat at adesk in an office somewhere in the underground complex. The office location was
known only to ahandful of people. Leah wasn't one of those people.

“How areyou feding?’ Lyraasked.

“Better.” Leah hated the fact that she struggled un-sucessfully to focus on the image the way she used to.
Thingsjust looked different these days. She kept telling herself that her vision would improve, but she
redly didn’t think it would. Or that shewould get used to it over time. Shedidn’t think that would
happen, either. Congtantly noticing what she' d lost terrified her and made her fed claustrophaobic.

“ GOOd,”

“I’'m ready to get back to work,” Leah said before the woman said anything ese. “I...1 need to get back
towork.” Shewanted to say more. She wanted to tell Lyrathat the businessthey werein didn’t really
include afriendship basis.

Over the years, she' d gotten to know afew of the other operatives, but only on ops, never to go out and
get adrink with. Their training precluded them from seeing one another after they went out into the world.
Even ademon-infested one.

Safety lay in staying apart and getting together to secureintel or destroy something. Hit and git remained
the only way they worked effectively. Staying in adwelling made atarget of agents.

“WEe re going to seeif we can accommodate you. I'll meet you in the intelligence block in twenty minutes.
Cando?”

“Can do.” Leah fdt embarrassed about the excitement in her voice. As soon as the monitor blanked, she
launched hersdf into mation.

Lesh felt naked in street clothes and not in the black armored suit. For the moment, the doctor handling
her case hadn't cleared her for that, either. She wore jeans, boots, and a sweater against the chill inthe
room.

Lyraand three agents sat around a conference table. Leah knew the two men and other woman, but only
tangentidly. Computer hardwarefilled the walls, and the whole room hummed.

The tri-dee projector in the center of the table kept cycling through images of Simon Cross. Leah felt
amost guilty watching Simon. It reminded her of how she' d taken advantage of his protective nature to
get ingde the Templar Underground and steal away with as much information as she could.

“Asyou dl know,” Lyrasaid, “Control has come up with aworking strategy regarding the Templar.”

“Not exactly abig fan of those armored goons,” one of the women said. “ They tend to bein thisthing for
themsalves, not out of any red desireto bring down the enemy.”

“Smonisn't likethat,” Leah said automatically. She' d spoken before she' d even known she was going
to. She wasimmediately embarrassed. In for apenny, in for apound, shetold hersdf asdl headsturned
in her direction. “He' sworked to get civilians clear of the city, and to provide for them. If he could kill
every demon in England single-handedly, hewould.”

“Wall,” Clarice Thompson said as she steepled her fingers against one another, “it appears asthough



someone is carrying quite the torch for the Templar.” Shewasin her early fifties, athin woman with a
pinched face and gray-white hair.

Leah forced herself not to respond to the comment. She liked Clarice, and she knew that if shewere
gtting in any seet but her own, she’ d have fdlt the same way that the other woman did.

“Simon Cross,” Lyrasaid, “isdifferent than many of the others. Just as Lord Sumeridewas.”
Claricelifted her chin and dropped it. “I'll defer that to you.”
Lyrareturned the woman’ s gaze full measure. “ Good. Thiswill go much more quickly if you do.”

A nervetwitched dong the underside of Clarice sjaw. All of the different teams within the organization
remained separated. They didn’'t work well together. They weren't designed to. In theory, they all
worked without knowledge of one another. Being together proved hard for them.

“Control wantsto find away to unitethe Templar,” Lyrasaid.
“| thought they were united,” Bernard Carpenter said. Hewasin hisearly sixties, deek and silver.

“No. Smon Cross sarriva from South Africa split the Templar to adegree. We know that most of the
Templar died a St. Paul’s”

“And the rest of them are hiding out,” Craig Gordon snarled. In hislateforties, he held areputation asa
master espionage player.

“We have aplan to changethat,” Lyrasad.

The statement, uttered so matter-of-factly, blew Leah away. Shetried to wrap her throbbing mind
around it. The pain in her head made her regret not taking her meds, but she' d wanted a clear mind for
the mesting.

“Weknow there are at least two groups of Templar,” Lyrawent on. “One within London and
one—Simon Cross s group—somewhere outside London.”

“Somewhere?’ Carpenter echoed. “We don’t even know where this Crossfellow is?’
“Wedon't.”

Clarice eyed Leah speculatively. “But you say that Agent Creasey can get in touch with Cross.”
“Shecan”

“Then she knows where thishiding placeis.” The woman’ stone ended just short of an accusatory dap in
theface.

“Shedoes” Lyraagreed. “And I’ ve agreed to honor her request not to divulge that information.”
“Since when do we make ded swith lower echelonswithin this organization?” Gordon asked.
“How do we know Agent Creasey hasn't been compromised?’ Clarise asked.

“I madethisded,” Lyrasaid, “and I’m on equd standing with al of you. Asfor Agent Creasey being
compromised, she put her life on theline for our efforts to destroy a demon wegpons plant only aweek
ago. She bears her wounds from that encounter now. That’s enough credibility for me.”



No one elsein the room said anything, but Lesh felt the waves of animosity directed at her. They're
scared, sheredlized. That surprised her. All of her career she' d figured the people at the top tier of the
organization would be cold, collected individuaswith ice water in their veins. It shocked, and potentially
alittle scared her, to redize they weren’t that much different from her.

“Beddesthat, Cross s operation isamost bankrupting itsdlf just to take care of the people they brought
into their ranks,” Lyrasaid.

“If the man is overwhelmed by his own undertaking,” one of the men asked, “why would he be of any
vaueto us?’

Lyralooked at Leah. “Perhaps you could answer that, Agent Creasey.”

Caught off-guard, Leah struggled to recover quickly. She hadn’t expected to have to answer any
guestions. “Simon Cross sfamily has aways been important in the history of the Templar. Also, many of
the Templar hiding in the Underground have become sympathetic to his efforts. A few have deserted the
Underground, knowing they’ d never again be dlowed in that place, and joined Simon.”

“He sin apogtion to sway the rest of the Templar?’ one of the men asked.

“Webelieve s0,” Lyraanswered. “From what we' ve seen, the Templar holed up in the Underground
have no intention of taking atruly active part in the battle against the demons.”

“They’ rewaiting to build up morewarriors,” Leah said. “All of that wasin my report.”
“Y ou should al know that. | disseminated those reports.”
No one disagreed.

“We can't afford for the Templar to wait,” Lyra continued. “We need them in the Streets fighting back
agang the demons.”

Because we' re running out of operatives, Leah thought.

“Yes” Lyrasad, gazing at her hard enough to let Leah know she' d guessed her thoughts. “ For the
moment, Simon Cross hasn't concentrated on winning the battle against the demons or trying to shut
down the Hellgate.”

“Simon’ strying to save people,” Leah sad, feding defensive. She didn’t want anyone to mistake Simon’s
motives. “His people operate mostly as scavengers and search-and-rescue.”

“But he sdsotraining civiliansto fight,” Lyrasaid. “And he' sgiving them armor. Templar armor.” She
pointed at the tri-dee in the center of the conference table. A tri-dee image balooned up from the center
of thetable. Eight othersfollowed thefird.

Leah didn’t recognize any of the faces, but she knew the look of death they al wore. She shook her head
and ingtantly regretted it when pain exploded inside her skull.

“None of these people were ever Templar,” Lyrasaid. “When we found their bodies, we traced them
back to credit histories and medica information from before the Hellgate opened. Prior to their deaths,
prior to theinvasion, they were normd British citizens”

Gordon leaned forward and looked at the dead faces. “ Crossis drawing from the population.”

“ YS,”



“For an organization that has been ultrasecret for hundreds of years, that’ s pretty radical.”
“| agree.”

“Isthe other Templar group doing the same thing?’

“No,” Lyraanswered.

“They wouldn't,” Leah added. “ They’ ve got a bunker mentdity. I’ ve been there in their Underground.”
She knew that was going to cause further suspicion, but that couldn’t be helped. “ The other Templar are
al gticklersfor their code of conduct, and that speaks strictly againgt involving outsiders.”

“Y et it was you who saved young Jessica Sumeride,” Claricetold Lyra
“Itwas” Lyraadmitted.

“Then why don't you pursue an dliance through her?’

“Shelsachild.”

Carpenter shook his head. “Crossisn’t much more than that himsalf. What is he? Twenty-six?
Twenty-seven?’

“Twenty-nine,” Lyraanswered.
“Hardly an elder statesman,” he noted derisively.

Leah’ s voice was hard and flat when she spoke. “Simon Crossian’t astatesman, elder or otherwise. The
man isachampion. He' s one of the best the Templar have ever turned out. A warrior and aleader, and
he stands for all the compassion and rulesthat are in the Templar code.”

“Quitethefan, aren’'t you?’ Clarice asked swestly.

TWENTY

A ngered dmost enough to lose control, Leah turned on the woman. “When was the last time you were
out therelaying your life on the line?’

Clarice sface mottled with anger. “ That' s not what I’ m supposed to do. I’'m supposed to gather
intdligence and direct—"

“Simon’sout there every day,” Lesh said. “He never asks anyone to do something he wouldn’t do
himsdf. Or risk himsdlf. That’ swhy he has the unconditiona support and respect of hiswarriors. He
doesn't hide behind chain of command. He sets the standard.”

Her face amask of rage, Clarice looked away.

“That' s precisdly why we want himin our camp,” Lyrasaid into the sillence that followed. “ Agent
Creasey, I’ m authorizing you to take ateam to Smon Cross and inform him—within parameters that
you' |l be given—that this organi zation stands ready to support his bid to establish himsdlf asleader of the
Templar.”

“Noteam,” Leah said.

Lyrafolded her arms and looked unhappy. “I can hardly ask you to go out there alone.”



“With al due respect, | can't take anyonethere,” Leah said. “1 gave my word to Simon that | wouldn't
reved thelocation of the redoubt he' s established.”

“Ridiculous,” Carpenter objected. “ Given the current nature of how volatile the Situation throughout
London has gotten, alone woman can’t hope to get through those streets.”

“I'll get out of the city,” Leah said to Lyra because that was the one she knew she’ d have to convince.
“I'vedoneit before”

“Inthe condition you'rein?’ Gordon’ stone made it sound asif everyone should know how impossible
that was. “I don’'t mean to be overly blunt, but you' re less than what you were the last time you were out
there”

That stung. Leah bit her lip in order to keep from responding.
“I’'m confident in her aailities” Lyradtated.

“If Agent Creasey isthe only asset with which we can pursue this endeavor,” Carpenter said, “she needs
to be protected. Not risked.”

“We'redl risking,” Lyrasaid. “Every day that we livein this city under demon occupation, we rerisking
al that we are. And dl that we will be.” Shelooked at Leah. “Y our med clearance came through. Draw
what you need from weps and the motor pool. Let me know if there’ s anything else you need.”

“I will. But how do you plan to give Simon control of the Templar? Booth and the others aren’t going to
just willingly cede contral.”

“WEe ve tracked some of the Templar from those underground bunkers,” Lyrasaid. “We ve found
enough of them to make a point to the Templar that we can work with them or againgt them. I’'m aso
willing to make it costly for them to decide not to play along.” She paused. “But I'm betting on one other
thing, too, Agent Creasey. The Templar organization—every man, woman, and child that grew up in
those Houses—was trained to love heroes.”

Remembering what Simon had revealed to her when she d gone down into the Templar Underground
with him, Leah knew that wastrue.

“I want to remind them that not al the heroesin the world died that night at St. Paul’s,” Lyrawent on.
“And that not dl of them wear Templar armor.”

Clarice shook her head. “Y ou know aswell as| do that one of the first things we do in this organization
is disabuse new recruits of the notion that they’ re going to be heroes. Heroes diefar too quickly inthe
fidd.”

Lyralooked at them. “Theworld has changed. Before, we served best by staying within the shadows,
and I’m not saying we should step out of them now. But | believe the time has come for heroes. At least,
heroic enough to pull more assetsto our side of the game board for atime.” She paused. “Isthere

anything dse?’
No one spoke, but clearly no one was happy.

“Agent Creasey,” Lyrasaid, “I want to wish you good luck.” She crossed over to Leah and extended
her hand.

Leah shook hands. “Thank you. And if it’sall the same, I’m going to be leaving Sraightaway. I’ ve sat



around my apartment for the past five days. | fed asthough I’'m about to go mad.”
“Of course”

Leah l€eft the room, but none of the others made an effort to move. She wondered what €l se the group
would talk about in her absence. Then she cleared her thoughts and concentrated on the trip to see
Simon Cross. She couldn't believe how much she looked forward to that. The excitement felt dmost
anful.

By three that afternoon, Leah sat astride a matte-black finish Enduro motorcycle and sped through the
meiro areawith aBlood Angel screaming in pursuit. Clad in the blacksuit, her mask securely in place,
and feding the unfamiliar heavy weight of the eyepiece she was forced to wear that augmented her vision,
Leah checked the Blood Angdl’ s pursuit in the vibrating mirrors,

The demon swooped down again and opened its mouth.

Leah stomped on the rear brakes, locking the tire up and sending the motorcycle into a controlled skid
acrossthe gtreet. At least, she mostly controlled the skid. The cracked street surface offered constant
chalengesto her driving skills.

The Blood Angd flashed by overhead. Not as much resistance existed in the air ason the street. Legh
braked quicker and sped fagter in the straightaways than the demon.

She had a problem with distance, though. Adjusting to the vision augmentation was going to take time.
She skidded uncomfortably close to awrecked Mini Cooper that housed two shattered skeletons. For a
moment, the compact car’ srear bumper held her leg trapped against the motorcycle.

L eah grabbed the handlebars and shoved backward. Without the blacksuit’ s strength augmentation, she
probably couldn’t have moved the motorcycle, and definitely never intime.

The Blood Angel hedled over in the Sky. Two buildings down, agargoyle that wasn't actudly agargoyle
suddenly took flight. Leah didn’t recognize the type of demon it was. New ones seemed to come through
the Hellgate every day.

Y ou're not going to hang about and find out what it is, shetold herself. Move.

She twisted the throttle and roared through the streets again. Turning her insde leg out during turns, she
leaned the Enduro over so far that her knee at times kissed the rough street surface. Beams and bullets
from demon sniperstore through the air, missing her by inches and punching through the corpses of
vehicles as she ddiberately sped by closeto them for cover.

Inthe mirrors, the Blood Angd flew after her.

Leah hit the brake again, dropped the shifter into alower gear, and made atight turn into the first narrow
dley. Thedley was hardly wide enough for alorrieto get through, let done aBlood Angd with wings
fully extended.

With a scream of rage, the Blood Angel pulled up out of pursuit and pushed off one of the buildingsto
keep from colliding with it. It unleashed aburst of arcane fury that set the dley on fireright behind Lesh.
The motorcycle shig enginefilled the smdl space with rolling thunder.

Two Stalker demons, looking like overgrown lizards mixed with wolves and equipped with dligator’s



jaws, occupied the dley infront of Leah. Corpses and rotting garbage provided an obstacle course out
of Hell. The stench of death and decay fouled the air and made it thick.

The Stalkers turned toward Leah and opened their jaws to reveal rows of serrated teeth. They launched
themselves a her. Leah wasn't sureif the demons were smart enough to think or merely operated on
ingtinct, but if they did think, shefelt certain they were convinced she was going to see them and stop or
try to turn back to escape.

Lesh gunned the engine and headed straight toward them. At the last minute she aimed the motorcycle at
ademon corpse to one side, clutched and revved the engine, then popped the clutch and pulled back on
the handlebars. The front whed hit the demon’s dead body and shot into the air.

She sailed agood twenty feet before touching down again, well over the snapping jaws of the Stalkers.
The handlebar dragged against the side of the wall for just amoment, and Leah fought to keep contral.

Then she raced forward again, mentally mapping her route through the city. Getting out would be the
most dangerous part.

The Burn had spread past London’ s geographical boundaries and sent uneven tendrilsinto the
countryside surrounding the suburbs. The gray buildings of the inner city gave to homeswith yardsand
space in between.

Although the line between the Burn and the snow-covered landscape beyond couldn’'t belaid with a
straightedge, enough of a change existed to make the differenceimmediately visud. Theland closer to the
city was dry and cracked. Ingde London only acid rain had falen in the past few weeks, and that had
only been liquid death and not redlly any moisture.

The land beyond reminded L eah of Christmaseswith her family, long tripsto her grandmother’ s house,
and aworld where seasons gill took place al over. Those, at least for the moment, were things of the

past.
She glanced at the mirrors as she sped into the countryside. So far, it appeared that she'd left al the
monsters behind. Demonsfilled London, but they weren't everywhere.

Not yet.

Sherelaxed only alittle as she gave hersdlf to the road. Shetold hersdlf that the safety she felt was only
anilluson, not something to be trusted. Theillusion shattered when she passed aroadside stand filled
with rotted fruits and vegetables. Bloated corpses hung over the stand like gridy pifiatas.

Leah knew the corpses weren't the people who had owned the stand. Those people would have | eft
years ago, when the Hellgate had first opened.

Something huntsregularly in thisarea, shetold hersdlf. It usesthe stand to display itskillslike trophies.
It' s something that takes pridein itswork.

She forced herself to look away from the dead and not remember that at one time they had been
individuaswith hopes and desires. At the same time, she hoped that she didn’t get so inured to switching
off her fedingsthat one day they didn’t come back.



Kept warm by the blacksuit, which had now turned white as part of its camouflage technology, Lesh
trudged through the snow. The motorcycle was seven miles back, parked in the barn behind an old
farmhouse. Stealth mode through the hill country didn’t involve amotorcycle that would essily get mired
in the deep snow. She gazed at the hills and valleys, and at the snow-laden evergreens butted up next to
the stark skeletons of oaks and ash.

The prodigious amount of snow impressed her. She couldn’t recal it ever snowing so much, and it just
kept coming. She wondered if the proximity to the Burn caused the amount of snowfall’ sincrease.
Maybe nature hersdf was trying to strike back at the demons.

A quarter mile farther on, she spotted the Templar scout high up on aridge. When he didn’t move, Leah
thought possibly the man hadn’t seen her. She wondered if she should turn off the camouflage utility on
her suit or try to flag the man down.

Then two Templar, one male and one female, stepped from the brush ahead of her. They aimed machine
pistolsat her.

“Stop,” the fema e commanded.

L eah stopped and held her hands out at her sides.
“Who areyou?’ the woman demanded.

“| can remove my mask,” Leah offered.
“Dosodowly.”

Gingerly, Leah touched her finger to her mask and opened the e ectromagnetic seds. Once the mask
disconnected from the blacksuit, it became as limp as fabric except for the extraKevlar plates over the
back of her skull, her forehead, around her eyes, her chin, and across her cheekbones. The constant
electric current conducted through the suit *“ hardened” the fabric to near stedl.

“My nameisLesh Creasey,” shesaid. “I’'m afriend of Smon’'s. | mean, Lord Cross's”

The Templar stood till for amoment, then the man waved her forward. “We veidentified you. Y ou have
clearance. Come dong then.”

“May | put my mask back on?’ she asked. Her breath made small gray puffs. “It’s cold out.”
“Ym rTW.”

Gratefully, Leah pulled the hood back on, fastened the e ectromagnetic sedl's, and felt the mask * harden”
asthe dectricity was generated by her suit. In seconds, it was once more aform-fitting, bullet-resistant
shidd.

“IsLord Cross at the redoubt?’ Leah asked.

“Yes,” one of the men answered. “Would you like usto get amessageto him?’
“No, thank you. I'd rather surprise him.”

“Thisredly isn't agood timefor surprises, miss”

“Giveit ares,” the femae suggested. “Lord Crosswill be glad to see her. And something like this? Well,
it makes agood surprise.”



Leah hoped 0, but she didn’t think the offer she’ d come there to make would get a good reception.
Simon Cross was one of the most fascinating men she' d ever met, but when it cameto affairs of honor,
he tended to keep everything controllable, neat, and honest.

Shefdt certain she knew what hisanswer to Lyra s offer would be. She just hoped that he wasn't so
angry that he tossed her out flat on her arse.

TWENTY-ONE
H ow big do you think it is?’
Warren sared at the buried structure and shook hishead. “1 don’t know.”

“Isit Roman?’ Naomi asked. She stood beside him at the edge of the ditch dug by the zombies over the
past five days.

Theirregular ditch sometimes measured four feet wide and at other times closer to ten and even twelve
feet wide. The zombies had dug up anything that looked asif it might be part of the structure, but snce
they didn’t think too well independently, they required constant monitoring.

Warren needed to deep occasionally, though the way hefelt madeit seem asif he hadn’t. It had been
more like passing out for short periods. And at times he got consumed by what the excavation reveded.
The structure was roughly rectangular, sixty feet wide by another hundred feet long. It was, sofar, at
least ninefeet high, but the digging hadn’t reached the bottom yet.

“I don’'t know that either,” Warren answered.
“Hasn't shetold you?’ Naomi asked, referring to Lilith.

“She hasn't been around much.” Warren hated admitting that because it made him fed vulnerable so far
outside of London. He d never enjoyed big, wide open spaces. He didn't have agoraphobia exactly, but
he knew where he belonged.

“Why hasn't she been around?’
“I don’'t know.”
Naomi frowned suspicioudy. “It seemslike there’ salot you suddenly don't know.”

Ruefully, Warren admitted to himself that there was alot he suddenly didn’t know. “Well, that' s one thing
| know.”

The zombies continued digging. They ill didn’t have any shovels or picks, but they made do with broken
branches, rocks, and even their own bones. It was possble that they would have been farther dong if
they’ d actudly had tools, but the zombiesworked tirdlesdy. They never got fatigued and continued
chopping and hacking into the ground through the night. Every now and again, when Warren was adeep
or distracted, one of them wandered off, never to return.

“Have you tried to get in touch with her?” Naomi asked.

“Yes.” Warren tried to mask hisirritation, but he didn’t think—according to Naomi’ sicy stare—that he
succeeded.

“Did you do anything to make her angry?’



“No.” Warren took that back. “Not that I’ m aware of.”
“What did you do?’
“Pretty much the same thing you'’ ve been doing. Asking alot of questions about this.”

Naomi didn’'t say anything, and Warren wondered if she made the corrdation. The chuff, chuff, chuff of
the zombie' s makeshift tools kept cutting into the ground.

“Who would construct a building,” Naomi asked, “and not build adoor?’

“Maybeit’ s on the end we haven’t uncovered yet,” Warren suggested.

“Do you know why anyone would build something that big with only one entrance?’
“One entrance would makeit easier to control.”

“And why put it so far out here? Alone?’

“For dl we know,” Warren replied, “there’ sawhole city buried out here.”

“Wedon't know alot, though,” Naomi replied coldly, and she walked away from him.

Warren didn’t mind her inattention to him because it allowed him to focus on his own questions. He
believed that Lilith wouldn't have brought him al the way out in the middle of nowhere just to have him
dig up abuilding with no entrance.

In earlier frugtration, he' d had the zombies try to break through the stone walls, but they hadn’t been able
todoit. HE d even tried using the arcane forces at his disposal but hadn’t had any luck. So far, the
building remained impenetrable.

Warren dogged through the ditch. The melted snow had accumulated under the zombies and turned to
treacherous mud.

Writing on one of the walls caught his atention immediately. He couldn’t help wondering how long the
wall section had sat there uncovered and no one had drawn his attention to it.

The writing was some kind of pictograph. Beautiful people and garments adorned the wall. Warren held
historch closer and willed himsdlf to read theimages on the wal. Smply gazing at them hadn’'t made any
sense.

Nearly dl of theimages were of the woman, and severa scenes bordered on pornography. Whoever the
woman was, she' d had great appetitesfor nearly every wanton thing ever done.

“Once you learn to read the language, the inscriptions become ssimple.”

Fedling the heat of someone' s breath on his cheek, Warren turned and found Lilith standing beside him.
She looked the same as she dways did, but she seemed to have more color. Then Warren redlized he'd
felt her breath on his cheek.

He reached for her automatically, smply trying to put ahand on her shoulder. When his hand met the
space her body seemed to occupy, his hand sank through her, but he felt the heet of her and asmall
resstance.



“Do you know the language?’ Warren asked.

“Yes” Lilith amiled. “1 wasthe onethat invented it.” Sheleaned closer to the pictographs. “ The writings
are beautiful, aren't they?”’

“They are,” Warren agreed. “ They seem to focus on one woman.”
13 Me.ll

Warren hesitated and checked again, but he didn’t see the resemblance. The woman in the pictographs
could have been anyone. “Y ou’ re sure about that?’

“Yes. All men see me asthey wishto seeme.” Lilith looked at him. *Y our own desire created the image
you see beforeyou.”

“Doesthat mean you're not red ?’

She smiled at him. “There’ s still so much you don’t understand. I'm red, Warren. Asrea asthat hand |
gaveto you. But you aid in my reaness. Y ou help give me form. Without you, | would be just adream.”

Warren didn't ask any more questions about that particular topic because it wastoo confusing. He
concentrated on the building.

“Who built this?’ he asked.

“| ordered this building built.”

That surprised Warren only dightly. Hisimagination had aready gotten days ahead of him.
“Why?

“1 needed some placeto wait.”

“Towait?" Warren directed historch &t her. “To wait for what?’

“Isn’'t that apparent? For the Hellgate to open.” Lilith walked farther dong the ditch and continued her
study of the pictographs.

“I don’'t understand.”
“Once the Hdllgate opened, | didn’t have to wait anymore.”
“Why did you wait?’

“Because humans couldn’t tap into the arcane energiesin the world enough. And because there wasn't
enough arcane energy hereto begin with. It had al been diffused as humans stepped away from it and
embraced science.” Lilith frowned and said science asif it were something disgusting.

“Humans have dways been able to tap into arcane energy?’

Lilith smiled a him. “ Of course. Y ou had alot of naturd ability before the Hellgate opened. After dl, you
killed your stepfather when you were just achild.”

“Hewasgoingtokill me.” Even after dl these years, and knowing that his stepfather would have killed
him, Warren had residual guilt over the act. He d tried to bury it, but that had been easier when he didn’t
think magic existed or that he' d had the ability to do such athing.



“I know.”
Warren followed her, wondering what she looked for.

“The Templar have dways had access to some of the arcane energy because of their beliefs and their
nature,” Lilith said. “ Other humans had it aswell. But they never managed to have alot of powerful
peoplein one place so | wouldn’t have to wait.”

“Y ou need the arcane energy to manifest.”

She cocked her head and looked at him. “ That's oneway of explaining it. It' stoo smple, of course, but
you' re not prepared to completely understand what I’ m talking about. Perhaps you never will be.”

Warren wasn't sureif he' d been insulted, but he ignored his own immediate anger and focused on the
questions he had.

“Demons come from the Well of Midnight,” Lilith said, asif senang hisfrudtration. “We never lose our
connection to it, and the higher you go in the demon hierarchy, the more connected to the Wl of
Midnight you are. | became isolated here.”

“Because humans stopped using the arcane energies.”

“Asyou’ ve noticed, not al humans can summon those energies, much less control them. Not al demons
possess magical natures. Many are smply vicious. However, humans have aways been ajeaous

Species”
And demons aren’t? But Warren didn’t give voice to that question.
“Demonsarethe most jedlous of dl,” Lilith said. “Herein thisworld, humans resented the arcane energy

users enough that they persecuted them. They named them witches and wizards and, even though
wrongly, demon-possessed. And they killed them.”

Warren thought immediately of the witch tridsthat had gone on in England, elsewherein Europe, and in
America

“Using arcane energies became athing of the past more than seven thousand years ago,” Lilith continued.
“Thelast place that saw any redlly confluence of it was Lemuria. Atlantis had long since sunk, and the
foolsin Lemuriaended up triggering the same kind of underground cataclysm and sank their world to the
bottom of the ocean aswell. By that time, | decided | had to wait.”

“Why here? Why in England?’

“Because | get glimpses of thefuture. | knew that when the demons came, and that they would, they
would first come here. So | had this place built and | had the Book you have made.”

Remembering the femae Cabdist that Merihim had given his hand to, Warren asked, “Why didn’t
Merihim have his new pawn take the Book from me when he took away his hand?’

“Because he' sforgotten al about it.” Lilith smiled. “I made him forget. Just as| first whispered into his
ear that the Book existed and that he should send you to seek it out.”

“Y ou wanted meto recelve the Book?’

Lilith regarded him. “Y ou have alot of potentid. Merihim istoo egotistica to believe in anything outsde
himsdf. Wereit not for you that night the Cabdists pulled him through the portal, Merihim would not be



inthis place. Were he not here, had he not laid his mark upon you, | wouldn't have been able to
communicate with you. All of these things are part of a pattern that we re ill exploring.”

“What pattern?” Warren didn’t know whether to fed threatened or eated. He findly decided that he
should probably fed both.

“We'redtill exploring that.” Lilith paused and reached out to thewall in front of her.

“Where have you been?’

“Therearethings| must seeto elsewhere.”

“Y ou haven't ever left melike this before.”

“I wasn't strong enough earlier. Now | am. And thereis much | must do if we' re to be successful.”
“Successful at what?” Warren asked.

“I'm owed aplacein thisworld. That was arranged when | wasfirst sent here. | wasn't supposed to be
here for so long by mysdlf. | was betrayed. When I’m done, I’ m going to have my vengeance for that.”
Lilith’ s beautiful face hardened into an unforgiving mask.

Warren found that threatening. Not because she would direct any of her ire at him, but because he knew
shewould expect him to stand on the front line of any attempts at revenge she made. He wanted no part
of that.

“Our godls, at least part of theway,” shesaid, “coincide. If you listen to me, if you areloyd to me, you
are going to be more powerful than you' ve ever before dreamed of.”

Power wasn't what Warren wanted. It was what he needed. In order to be safe, he also had to be
powerful. These past four years, and even the ones before that, had taught him that lesson.

“Itwill bedl right,” Lilith said in asncerevoice. “I'm not Merihim.”
Y ou're not, Warren thought before he could stop himsdlf, but you' re ftill ademon.
“Presshere.” Lilith pointed to a section of thewall.

Warren moved historch and threw more light over the areashe' d indicated. There was no differencein
any part of the surface that he discerned. He put the silver hand over the spot and felt an immediate
connection with something. Startled, he pulled his hand back and retreated.

“It'sdl right,” Lilith told him. “That hand and this place are connected.”

Cautioudy, Warren put the silver hand back on the spot and pressed. After amoment, something clicked
within thewall. Stone grated as a section of the wall moved. The noise repeated within the vault of the
room, offering testimony that the area beyond was mostly empty.

Curiogty pulled at Warren. He' d had ahard time not investigating things that caught his attention when he
was younger. Hewasn't any less curious now, but he' d learned through bad luck to be patient. But he
didn’t step into the darkness that yawned beyond.

“Go carefully here)” Lilith whispered.
“WM!



“There are death trgps dl aong the way.”

Lovely, Warren thought bitterly. Like I needed another distraction while we re doing this. But he dowly
pushed his hand with the torch into the room.

TWENTY-TWO

| can let Lord Cross know you're here,” offered the brawny woman at the doorway to the blacksmith.
She perspired heavily under the leather smock she wore. Protective goggles hung around her
sweat-stained neck. A leather strap tied her dark hair back, but loose hair hung in soaked ringlets.

Leah declined the offer. “Please. Leave him to hiswork. | can wait until he' sfinished.”

Thewoman smiled a Leah. “Well, | haveto admit the view israther good.” She stared pointedly in
Simon Cross s direction across the room.

Embarrassment stung Leah’s cheeks. “1 just didn’t want to interrupt him.”

Simon stood in one corner of the large room in front of afiery forge that glowed yellow and orange from
the heat. Like the women and most of the other people in the room, he wore aleather smock. Hedidn't
wear ashirt, however. Back and arm musclesrolled under glistening skin dightly reddened by the hest. A
small boy, smilarly dressed but with ashirt on under his smock, stood beside Simon.

The smdl of metdl and cod tainted the thick air ingde the room. Hammersrang against adozen anvilsin
acadence that amost sounded planned. Leah knew it had to be a subconscious thing, though.

“If you're not in ahurry, you could wait esawhere,” the woman said.
“That’sdl right.”

That brought on another smile from the woman. “Y ou might be awhile. Lord Crossisalot like the other
men when it comesto smithwork. Tendsto losehimsdf init.”

“I didn’t know you had asmithy here.”

“Somebody’ s got to make the armor and wegpons. It doesn't grow on trees, luv.”

“| thought with al the technology you had that you' d be using nanoforges.”

“My nameis Angela, by theway.” She offered ahand.

Leah took it, felt the power of the grip, and said, “Leah. It’s nice to meet you.”

“And you aswell. I've heard lots of things about you.”

“Oh.”

“Wemight be Templar,” Angela confessed, “but we' re not above a bit of gossip now and again.”
“I'll keep thet in mind.”

Angelacrossed her muscled arms and blew a stray lock of hair from her face. She gazed out &t the
amithy with pride.

“For some of the armor and weapons, sure, we could use nanoforges. But the weapons that are made



here don’t do as well when machines make them. These weapons need the hands of the person that's
going to be using them upon them. They need to fed the souls of the people giving them shape and
meaning.”

“Why?

“The men and women here fold arcane energy into the metal. Y ou can't do that with machines. Power
likethat isput into the metal through blood, sweat, and tears. Through desire and need. There sno
replacing that.”

Acrossthe room, Simon used apair of tongsto lift alength of metal. He pulled his goggles back on, then
handed the tongs and metal to the boy beside him.

Over the years of their friendship, Leah had seen Simon around kids on several occasions. Inthe
redoubt, it was dmost impossible to go anywhere without having children underfoot. Lesh didn’t mind
because their presence made the cavernous underground vault feed more homey, which she' d believed
more than once was the strangest thing she could have thought. She' d been in hotspots around the world
and wasn't looking for ahome.

Simon had anatural knack with kids. Leah had seen him with them in the saddest of times, such aswhen
he' d had to tell them that a parent had fallen in battle, and when playing conditioning gamesin the
Templar exercise rooms. Under the right circumstances, Simon acted just as big achild as any of them.

With Smon watching, the boy held the length of metdl in the forge. Then he pulled it back out and carried
it back to the anvil. Simon demongtrated how to strike the metal with ahammer, and the boy followed
auit. It wasn't long before the boy’ s cadence echoed that of the other smiths.

“Ishetraining the boy to make swords?’ Leah asked.

“Yes, but not like you think,” the woman replied. “ Simon’ straining young Chandler how to make hisown
swords. HE Il have to make his own armor before he' s done, of course. But for now they’ re going to
make asword for him to practice with.”

“Oh”

“If youwant, I’ve got achair over a theforge I’mworking at,” Angelaoffered. “Y ou can come and
have asit. And watch your man.”

“He snot my man,” Lesh said.

“Sorry. That'snot what I’ d heard.”

Leah started to ask the woman what she' d heard.

Angela cocked an anticipatory eyebrow and looked entirely too predatory for Leah' stastes.
“Never mind,” Leah replied.

Angelalooked alittle disgppointed. “ Come dong then. I’ ve dso got water. Y ou're going to need thet if
you'regoing to stay here.”

As Angdahad predicted, S mon stayed wrapped up in the sword smithing for amost two hours. Lesh
had felt certain the young boy with him would have logt interest in the work, but he hadn’t. In fact, he



seemed somewhat saddened when Simon gathered the sword blade up and rolled it into protective cloth.

Holding his bundle in both arms, the boy went out the door smiling. Leah studied Simon as he watched
the boy go through the entrance. Simon appeared strained and not happy. He hadn’t even noticed Leah
wasthere.

“One of the new recruits,” Angelawhispered into Leah’sears.
“What do you mean?’ Leah asked.

“I mean that’ snot a Templar child, luv. By hisage, Templar children dready know how to make swords,
bows, and other weapons.”

Simonisrecruiting from the civilians. Lesh remembered Lyra Dariusteling her that and felt dightly
sckened. Sending civilians up againgt the demons was tantamount to murder.

Then Smon’seyesfel onto Leah’' s face and she saw the haunted look in his gaze. For amoment, Lesh
stood frozen, unable to speak. Taking long strides, Simon joined her. He reached out to take her hand,
but ending up feeling her sadness and anxiety at the contact.

“What happened?’ he asked, touching the side of her face with hisfingers.
“It'salong story,” she said.

“I’ve got time. Let me get back into my armor, and we' Il find aplaceto talk.”

The wholetimethat she related the tale of the destruction of the demon weapons plant, in far greater
detail than she' d intended, Simon sat quietly and let her talk. They sat at the desk in hisofficein the quiet
dark with only asinglelight on.

“The people you' rewith,” Simon asked, “they can’t replace your eye?’

“They gave me aprosthess.” Leah hated even talking about the subject. Discussing it seemed to magnify
the hel plessness she felt a her Situation. She took the half-helmet from her backpack and handed it to
him.

Smon studied the device. “1 don't know much abouit this.”

“It dlowsmelimited vison when | weer it.” Leah tried to keep her tonelight. It not something | can
wear to acocktail party.” Shetried asmile, but it didn’t fit right. “I think the eyepatch makes me more
mysterious and provocative.”

Simon handed the prosthesis back to her and she put it away. He remained quiet for amoment, then he
sad, “If you would like, there are physicians here that can replace your eye.”

Trying not to show her surprise, Lesh took a deep bresth. Finally, she said, “No one can do that. The
technology—" Her voice grew tight and she stopped speaking.

“The technology we have goes beyond what anyone else has,” Smon said. “When the Templar first
began getting ready for the coming war with the demons, they knew it wasn't enough to study weapons
and weapons systems. Or armor. |f they were going to stand a chance againgt anything that would come
here to prey on mankind, they would have to find away to prevent casualties and repair damage done to
soldiersinthefied.”



Lesh tried to adjust to what Simon had said. She felt sick with anxiety. Don't let thisbe afantasy.

“Every timethere sbeen awar,” Simon went on, “like when the United States had their War Between
the States in the 1860s, and the Irag wars of the past century and this one that took place, munitions
have taken large legpsin knowledge. The medical field has kept up. It shad to.”

Voice s0 tight that she had to force it, Leah asked, “ Are you sure you can do this?’
“The physicianscan,” Simon replied.
“Have you seen it done?’

“Do | know anyone who's had an eye replaced, you mean?’

Lessthan twenty minutes later, ayoung Templar joined Simon and Leah in the office. He had dark red
hair, freckles, and an honest smile. He carried hishem in his off hand and looked al of seventeen. He
introduced himsdf as Eocin Murdoch.

“Y ou sent for me, Lord Cross?’ the young man asked.

“I did.” Simon gestured to Leah. “Miss Creasey was recently wounded in battle. Shewastold it was
impossible to replace what she'd logt.”

Theyoung Templar grinned. “No, ma am. That’snot entirely true.”
“May |7’ Leah asked.
“Yes maam.”

Leah got up from her chair and walked over to Murdoch. Only faint traces of scarring remained on his
face. She studied his brown eyesfrom severa angles, then shook her head.

“I can'ttell,” shesaid.
“Tell what, ma am?’ Murdoch asked.
“Which eye you had replaced.”

Murdoch smiled alittle. “Begging your pardon, ma am. It wasn't one eye. It was both. Eight months ago,
| wastotdly blinded during an encounter with the demons. They had to do some patchwork on my face
aswdl. It wasavery uncomfortabletime.”

Leah couldn’'t believeit. There was nothing to see that would tell her the young man’s eyesweren’t the
ones he’ d been born with.

“Was there anything you wished to know, ma am?’
“How well do you see?’

“| seejudt fine, ma am. Better than | did with my old eyes. There' s only so much human DNA can do.”



“Thank you,” Leah said.

Murdoch looked at Simon.

“That'sdl, Mr. Murdoch,” Simon said.

The young Templar spun and waked back out of the room.

Wesakly, Leah sat back in her chair. She stared at Simon.

Hedidn't say anything.

“Yes” shereplied in ahoarse whisper. “Bloody yes | want my eye back.”

TWENTY-THREE

T he hidden doorway was only four feet tall. Warren had to scramble through in aduckwalk. On the
other side, he held historch over his head. Dust motes danced in the pale amber glare.

Airisgoing to be a problem, Warren told himself.
“Why didn’t you cdl me?’

Warren turned as Naomi clambered through the opening. She switched on her own torch and played her
beam over thewalsaswell.

“There sno rush,” Warren said, then looked away as her torch beam caught him squarely in the eyes.
“How far were you going to explore before you decided to let me know about this?’
“We can't go any farther,” Warren said. “Not at this moment.”

Naomi shone her torch against the opposite wal. The beam stopped somewhere short of touching any
other surface than the floor, ceiling, and sde walls. The same kind of writing as on the outside of the
dtructure covered them dl.

“Y ou need to get this one under better control,” Lilith said.

“What?’” Naomi spun around and shone her torch on Lilith. The light touched the demoness but only
enough to make her resemble ahologram.

She' s becoming more solid, Warren realized.
Surprised annoyance flashed across Lilith's beautiful face.
“Who'sthis?” Naomi demanded.

“I am Lilith.” She drew herself up to her full height. “ And you would do well for yourself to have care
around me.”

Naomi looked at Warren, and he nodded.
“Why can | see her now?” Naomi asked.

“ She' s getting stronger,” Warren replied.



Cautioudy, Naomi closed the distance to Lilith, then held out a hand to touch her. Lilith held her ground.
Naomi’ sfingertips at first sank through the demon as Warren's had. Then a sudden blaze of dectricity
filled the room, and Naomi sailed backward over ten feet. She convulsed and jerked on the ground, then
lay ill.

“What did you do?” Warren raced over to Naomi’sside.

She wasn't breathing. The whites of her eyes showed through her parted lids. Frantic, Warren laid his
flesh and blood hand againgt the side of her neck and felt for apulse. Therewasn't one.

“Sheannoysme,” Lilith replied.
“That doesn’t mean you can just kill her.”
Lilith looked at Naomi curioudy. “It appearsthat | can.”

“If shedies,” Warren said before he stopped to think about what he was saying, “1’m going to walk out
of here. I'll be done. Do you hear me?’

Lilith walked over to him. For amoment Warren thought he was a dead man. He struggled to think of
something he could say—anything he could say—that might appease her. Nothing came to mind.

“Y ou would defy me?’ she asked. “Knowing al that | could do to you?’

Warren thought desperately. Even if he took back what he' d said, it wastoo late. He' d dready said it.
Neither of them would forget.

“Yes” hebreathed hoarsaly. “You will not kill my friends.”
“Sheis't your friend. She seeksonly to useyou.”
“You'renot my friend, either.”

“| gave you a hand when you had none.”

“You put mein Merihim’s path and let him hurt me.”

Lilith didn’t deny tht.

Painfully aware of the time passing, reminding himself that the human brain lasted only for around four
minutes once the heart stopped besting, Warren returned the demon’ s stare. He couldn’ t show weakness
or hewas as dead as Naomi was.

“Y ou have placed mein harm’sway,” Warren said, “and you intend to put me there again.”
“I do,” the demon said softly.

“Itcan't go al your way. | learned that from Merihim. Y ou need me only until you find someoneto
replace me. But you' re not going to find that out here. Y ou' re not going to find many as naturaly
powerful asl am. Y ou know that.”

Lilith smiled at that. “Now you begin to see your own worth. Y ou're not going to be such atimid little
Mouse anymore, are you?’

Timid little mice die, Warren told himself. He d been lucky againg his stepfather. His luck wouldn’t work



againg the demon.

“I want her dive,” Warren grated.

“So that she may betray you?’

“So that shemay live. | owe her that at least.”

“Y ou don't owe her as much as you think you do. Y ou’ ve dready given her more than she would have
managed on her own.”

How much time has passed? Warren wondered. “Doit, Lilith. Save her.”

“Remember this spirit that possessed you,” Lilith said. “ Remember that it will get you killed...and that it
will help you achieve what you desire. Y ou haveto be hard in thislife, Warren. Y ou can't giveinto
othersdl thetime”

“Save her,” Warren whispered. “Now.”

Lilith leaned down and placed her hand over Naomi’ s chest. Sparks suddenly crackled into the air. A
surge of eectricity spurted from Lilith’s hand and bathed Naomi’ s chest. Naomi jerked inches off the
ground, then crashed back down.

Afraid that the demon had short-circuited Naomi’ s body and fried her brain, Warren placed hishand on
the woman’s neck. Her pulsefelt strong and steady. As he moved his hand back, she took a breath.

Relaxed and exhausted, Warren dumped back on hishedls. Helooked up at Lilith, who had retreated a
few feet away and still managed to look irritated.

“Thank you,” Warren whispered.

“Let thisbeawarning to you,” Lilith said. “Never et this woman come between you and your serviceto
me. If shedoes, | will end her life. And yoursaswell.”

Warren looked at her but wasn't as afraid as he had been. Lilith had returned Naomi to life, or at least
restarted her heart. Maybe Lilith didn’t like being held accountable for her actions or admitting that she
wasn't strong enough to do what she wished when she wished to do it, but Warren knew he possessed
that power. A balance existed between them—somewhere. He needed to find it to better useit.

Hedidn’'t respond to her threet, and he figured that was rebellion enough for the moment. He turned his
attention back to Naomi, who remained unconscious.

“Y ou need to come,” Lilith said.
“As| garted to say,” Warren said camly, “we have to wait.”
HWM!

“Theair isbad. Let some of the ar from outside wash through the building for alittle while. Y ou don’t
need me somewhere in the middle of this place collgpsing and dying, do you?’

Lilith just faded from sight.

Warren panicked alittle when the demon suddenly disappeared, but he felt certain she was only piqued
and would be back as soon as he was ready to venture more deeply into the building. He retreated



outside to his pack long enough to get a blanket for Naomi.

The snowfall had picked up. A layer of new-falen white powder covered the building aswell asthe
terrain. The zombies continued working in the awful cold and |ooked blue in the moonlight.

Warren wrapped Naomi, made sure she was breathing al right, then warmed both of them using his
power. He leaned back againgt the wall to rest and somehow found deep.

“Warren.”

Since the voice didn’t offer any immediate threat, Warren ignored it and stayed wrapped in his coat. He
was warm there against the winter cold seeping into the room around him.

“Warren.”

It was Naomi. Warren kept his eyes shut. Then he sensed something hurtling a his head. He jerked his
head up and ingtinctively put up ashied. Senses spinning so fast everything looked asif it weretaking
placein dow moation, he glanced up and saw the rock headed toward hisface.

He gestured and the rock froze less than afoot from hisface. He plucked the rock from the air and held
onto it ashelooked over to find Naomi standing on one side of the room.

“What?" she asked, exasperated. “It’ stimeto get up.”

“I'mtired,” Warren said, “and cold and hungry.” He rolled the rock between hisfingers, and they both
knew that he could turn it into a much worse wegpon than she' d used it as.

“I let you deep,” Naomi countered. |’ ve been awake for over two hours. It' s daylight outside.”

Warren looked through the door and saw a blurred grayness reflecting on the snow and indicating that
the sun had risen. He closed hisfis—the silver one—and crushed the rock to powder, then let it leak
between hisfingers,

“Where sLilith?’ he asked.
“l haven't seen her.”

Warren struggled to hisfeet. He hated | etting go of the warmth he d built insde his coat. The winter chill
nipped at him at once. His body ached from deeping in a seated position, and from al the waking and
manual |abor he' d been doing over the past few days.

“I"'mout herg” Lilith cdled.

Wary, Warren stepped back through the opening. Lilith stood atop the ditch that the zombies had dug
out to reach the buried structure. The zombies continued the excavation, but Warren wondered if any of
them had wandered off in the middle of the night. Their numbers were once again thinning.

Warren climbed the uneven steps he' d cut into the wall. Although the zombies could dig, he hadn’t been
able to get the concept of steps acrossto them.

“Stop,” Lilith said.

Camly, Warren froze where he was and watched her. She’ d changed. She looked more redl than she



had before. Her color was back. More than that, she actudly |eft footprintsin the snow.

As he watched her, she stretched out a hand and crooned in a strange melody that beckoned to Warren
a the sametimeit frightened him. Movement darted in the brush ahead of her. After acouple of
moments, afat rabbit hopped across the snow-covered ground and cameto astop at Lilith' sfeet asshe
coaxed it to her.

Still singing, the demon leaned down and tentatively stroked the rabbit. In the next instant, she grabbed
the rabbit by its scruff with one hand and took its head in her other. She twisted violently.

The sharp crack of the rabbit’ s neckbones pierced the cold air. For amoment, the rabhbit kicked
furioudy, thenit was ill.

Before Warren figured out how he was supposed to react, Lilith tore the rabbit’ s throat open and drank
its blood. He heard Naomi cursing behind him, then throwing up.

When she' d drunk her fill, Lilith cupped ahandful of snow and washed the blood from her mouth. She
looked at Warren with too-bright eyes.

“I haven't eaten in thousands of years,” she said in adurred tone. “1’d forgotten what the taste of blood
waslike”

Warren didn’t know what to say.

“Comeon,” Lilith coaxed, shaking the dead rabbit at him. “1’ ve got breskfast waiting. She can edt, too.
There' senough, and I'm feding generous.”

For thefirst time, Warren noticed the smell of cooked meet hanging in the air. His stomach growled in
Spite of what he' d just witnessed.

Sheled him to awindbreak she' d arranged in the brush. A cheery campfire burned there. The
overhanging branches defused the smoke and disappeared againgt the leaden sky that promised only
more SNow.

Three rabbits hung on spits near the fire. The flesh was cooked and browned. Warren sdivated when he
saw them and smelled them. It had been weeks since he’ d had fresh meat, and he’ d had to barter with
one of the survivors till hanging about London.

“Sit,” Lilith encouraged. “Eat. If thisisn't enough, there are more rabbits.”

Warren had never eaten rabbit before, and he’ d drawn the line at rats caught inside the Metro area. He
wouldn’t have eaten rats anyway, but he knew that many of thosein Central feasted on dead humans that
had recently been killed or succumbed to injury, Sickness, or starvation.

Rabbits don't est mest, he told himself. They haven't eaten anything foul. He brushed the snow from a
falen tree, folded his coattails under him, and sat. He took up one of the spitted rabbits and pinched flesh
fromit. The mest fdl off the bone, and it tasted divine.

Although she' d looked appalled, Naomi sat beside him and picked up one of the rabbitsaswell. She ate
tentatively at first, then more hungrily. Grease dripped down her chin.

“Have you rested?’ Lilith asked.

“Yes,” Warren answered.



Naomi said, “Yes”
Lilith didn’t look at Naomi. “ Do you think the interior of the tomb is safe for you to go into now?’
“Isthat what it is?” Warren asked. “Y our tomb?’

“I haven't died,” Lilith pointed out. “I only fell into near-death. My death, aslong as| stayed protected,
was gl along way off.”

“Areyou flesh again?’

“Not yet,” shesaid. “But soon.” Shetore the rabbit’ sfur from its body and consumed it raw. When she
had the mesat from its bones, she broke the bones and sucked the marrow.

Repulsed, Warren turned away from her and concentrated on his own meal. That was hard as he listened
to her crunch the bones.

TWENTY-FOUR

Simon stood beside Leah’ s bed in the surgery. From the tightness round her good eye and her elevated
respiration, he knew she was nervous. He didn’'t need hisarmor to tell him that. Round them, the OR

team prepped her for surgery.
“I never much cared for hospitals,” Leah admitted.

“Neither havel, but I'm glad we' ve got agood one.” Simon felt awkward standing there asthe other
people worked round him.

“The surgeon’ s done this before?’

“He sthe onethat put Eoin'seyesin.”

“Can they match my eye color? My eyes aren't exactly off-the-rack, you know.”
Simon did know. Those violet eyes sometime haunted his thoughts.

“They’ll match,” hetold her. “The nanobots pick up color from the DNA and push it right into the new
eyethey build for you.”

“I’'mgoing to hold you to that,” she said. I’ ve dways been alittle vain about my eyes”
“You'vegot lovely eyes” Smon told her.

Some of the tension in her face went away as she smiled a him. “Y ou’ ve never told me that before.”
“No.” Simon suddenly felt avkward.

“Areyou trying to hit on me?’ Her tone was playful.

“I| wasgoing to wait until they anesthetized you.”

“Maybe you should. It would be less painful that way.”

Despite the tension of the moment and al the bad things that loomed before them with the dwindling food
supplies, Simon laughed. Leah joined him. Everyone working on the prep stared at them.



“Well now,” amatronly Templar woman that Simon had known since hewas aboy said, “look at the
two of you. Likeyou'reout on alark.”

“Not quite,” Leah said.

“Scanddousiswhat it is. My name's Jenny.” The woman ingpected the machines hooked up to Leah and
made a notation on the digital notepad she carried. “ Everything here looks shipshape. Can | ook at your
eye lw?’

Since she' d been in the bed, Leah had made the OR personnel keep her voided socket covered with a
towel. Simon knew she hadn’t wanted him to see her.

“After Lord Crossleaves, you may,” Leah said.
“Wall then, Lord Cross,” the nurse said, turning to Simon, “1 believeit’ stime to say your good-byes.”

“All right.” Simon focused on Leah. Her hand sought hisand held it for amoment. “ Quite the death grip
you' ve got there.”

Shefrowned a him. “I’'m nervous. The thought of miniature robots crawling through my brain cregpsme

“Oh,” Jenny said without turning around, “if those robots crawl through your brain, the surgeon’sdoing it
al wrong.”

“Lovely thought.” Lesh grimaced.

“I wasn't the one that had it. Let’s get amove on, you two.”
Simon looked into Leah’sgood eye. “Y ou're going to befine.”
“When my new eyeis built, what happensto the nanobots?’

“They deactivate and get flushed out with white blood cells. After your ey€ srepaired, using your body’s
building blocks and some of the wiring the nanobots will string, there' s nothing left for them to do.”

“Y ou' ve seen them do this before?’

“I"ve had them work on me. Two years ago, whilefighting with demons, a Blade Minion skewered me.”
Simon tapped his chest. “ The blade ruined my heart. | was barely dive when Nathan and Danidlle
brought me back here. The suit kept me stabilized, kept my heart and lungs going, but | would have died
if I'd goneto an OR like the ones you' re used to. The nanobots saved my life and repaired my heart.”

“If they’ re so good, why didn’t the Templar turn them over to the rest of the world?’

“Becauseit’ seasier to provide the rest of the world with new armor or new wegponsthanitisto give
them new medical technology,” Jenny said sourly. “That’ stheway it' s aways been. New technology,
new procedures, and new medicines al mean corporations, insurance agencies, and politicians get
involved.”

“A trifectaof terror,” ayoung male nurse stated.

“Exactly,” Jenny sad. “ Corporations fight againgt anything new if they don’'t have aversion of it, too.
Insurance agencies have to rewrite policies, and they don't like doing that. And politicians use emerging
technology and the threat of scienceto win or intimidate voters.”



Simon shook his head. “The Templar made the breskthrough in thisfield while | wasin South Africa. It's

“Giventime,” Jenny said, “the Templar would have given the technology to the world. Wejust never got
the chance to do that.” She frowned and looked at Simon. “And you' ve redlly got to be on your way.”

“All right.” Simon sgueezed Leah' s hand afina time. Then he bent down and kissed her. “ Sweet dreams.
When you wake, you'll be back to normd.”

“Aren’t knightsin shining armor supposed to kiss deeping damsels avake?’

“Don't go confusing them with princes” Jenny said. “ They aren’t that. And enough of them have
overinflated opinions of themsalves asit is. They don’t need any encouragement.”

Simon grinned, mirroring the one Leah had.
“Wakeme,” Leah said, “after I'm out of surgery.”
“I'll bethere”

“Promise?’

“I promise.” Simon stepped back and |eft the room. He told himself again that Leah was going to befine.
The surgery handled much harder cases on aregular basis. Replacing arms and legs with cybernetic units
had become something of an everyday occurrence.

The only thing tricky about this procedure was whether or not Leah would regain her vison. He stood at
the doorway and watched as the OR team trundled the bed down the short hallway.

“Have you known Lord Crosslong?’ Leah asked the older nurse. Shetried to concentrate on the
questions running through her mind so she wouldn't give in to the panic that threatened to tear her apart.
She was more scared now than she' d been while waiting to hear from the physician after the attack on
the demon weapons plant.

“I’ve known Simon since he was aboy. | knew his mother, too, before she died.”
“It' snice to meet you, Jenny.”

“Why yes” the nurse said brightly, “yes, it is.”” She checked off something on her digital notepad asthey
rolled down the hallway. “ The two of you seem to be close”

“WEe re friends. We ve fought together off and on over the past four years.”
“You'resureit’ s not anything more than that?’

“I'msure”

“Because hedidn’t kissyou likeafriend.”

“Friendskiss”

“Friends a so become something more than friends.”

Leah felt uncomfortable. “Maybethisisn’t agood time to have this conversation.”



Jenny smiled. “Oh redlly?'Y ou don't think talking about possibilities like thiswon't give you something to
look forward to? Something to get you on the other side of this operation?’

“No. What you' re suggesting could possibly be more trouble than Lord Cross or | can handle.” Still, her
mind traveled down pleasant avenues that, she had to admit, it had traveled down before. It was hard not
to remember that Simon Cross was a good-looking man.

“| think you and Lord Cross can handlealot.”

“Beddesthat, I'm quite sure Lord Cross has other friends among the Templar that are much more
suiteble”

“If hedoes,” Jenny said, “1 don’'t know about it. And trust me when | say that | would know.”
“He' sgood at keeping secrets.”

“Oh, I’'ll grant you that he'sgood at keeping things to himself. Better than most men. But | dso know that
any friend he was friendly with wouldn’t keep her mouth shut. Plenty of women have noticed that Lord
Crossis ahandsome man. There were plenty of them that noticed that before he left us all those years
ago. None of them were shy about it then, and Lord Cross didn’t mind spending time with them.”

A wave of jedousy shot through Leah, but she quickly got control of it. She hadn’t gone without afew
friends hersdlf before the invasion.

“Wael aren’t you the busybody,” one of the male nurses asked.

“I'mjugt saying, isal,” Jenny said. “It would be good for Lord Crossto have something for himself. All
he doesis near kill himself every day trying to take care of this place and these people.”

“Maybe you should tell him that,” the male nurse said.
“Maybel will.”

Leah stared up at the high-powered medica lights above the operating table. She folded her arms across
her chest asthey transferred her from the bed.

Waves of fear radiated through her. She thought she was going to be sick, but there was nothing in her
stomach. She concentrated on being numb insde, using dl of thetraining she' d received.

Injust acouple of moments, they attached her to all the computerized equipment necessary for the
procedure. It had all been explained to her the day before, but she didn’t know if that was agood thing.
She honestly felt asif she knew too much now.

Thinking about the nanobots being injected into her eye dmost drove her out of her mind. Images of
runaway robots tearing through her mind kept her on the thin edge of terror. They weren't clunky or
awkward-looking the way they werein the movies. Severd of them could fit on the head of apin.

Like angdls, Smon had said.

“All right, Miss Creasey,” the surgeon said as he leaned down to address her. He was probably in his
early thirtiesand cam. “WEe re going to give you something to help you to relax. Then we re going to see
about giving you two good eyes. All right?’

Leah nodded. Sheliked the surgeon’ s gung-ho attitude, but she' d been around enough bad thingsin her
life that she knew things didn’t dwaysturn out that way. She was aready lying on thishospital bed minus



one eye.

Jenny fitted an oxygen mask over Leah’slower face. A burning sensation flowed aong her |eft arm. Then
she breathed in.

“Count backwards from one hundred,” the surgeon said.

Leahtried, but it didn’t work for her. She spotted Simon above her in the observation deck. It was
funny. She hadn’t even noticed the deck earlier.

On her second bregath, she reached ninety-two. Then her head spun, and she was gone.

TWENTY-FIVE

S omething clicked beneath Warren’ sleft foot. He knew that couldn’t have been good. Since nothing
had immediately happened, he left hisfoot whereit was and scoured the darkness with historch. The
dying batteries gave off wesk light.

“Stay back,” he told Naomi.

“What isit?’

“| appear to have stepped on something.”
Naomi backed away dowly.

They’ d dready found three booby trapsin the vault and disarmed them. All of them had been nasty
things with spikes and sharp blades. Whoever had finished off the vault for Lilith had possessed a sadistic
mind and athirst for blood.

Warren figured the man—or woman, for that matter—had been disappointed by using such eaborate
cunning but then not being able to know if anyone got caught up in them. At the moment, Warren hoped
the nasty mastermind had gotten caught in one of his own twisted traps at alater date and had a horribly

agonizing degth.
“Lilith,” Warren cdled.

Shedidn’'t answer. Since they’ d returned to the building, she’ d gone off exploring. Evidently her present
form interacted with the physica world, but that was by choice. She gill walked through walls, and she
didn’t set off any of thetraps.

“Can | do anything?’ Naomi asked.
“Besides come up here so that we can both be killed?” Warren asked sarcagtically.
“| wasn't offering to do that.”

Warren didn’'t blame her. He wouldn't have, either. Gingerly, he knelt and took a closer ook at the stone
beneath hisfoot. In their exploration of thefirst two levels, there werefivein al, none of the sonework
had been loose.

Unlessit had been part of atrap.

Thetorch burned just bright enough to show that the stone beneeth hisfoot had did down afraction of an
inch. It had to be a pressure plate. But what was it connected to?



“Wdl?' Naomi asked.
“It' saswitch.”
She cursed.

Focusing on the positive—that he wasn't aready dead—Warren tried to figure out what he was
supposed to do. You can't stay here, he told himself.

“Perhapsyou can jamit,” Naomi suggested.
“How?’
“I don’'t know. Can you dip aknife blade down between the stones?’

Warren looked, but the torch’ s dying light wasn’t good enough to show him if he could. Evenif hehad a
knife blade thin enough, he wasn't able to see well enough to do the job.

“No,” hesaid. “I can't.”
“Then you're going to have to move.”

Warren knew that was al he could do. He was lucky he' d heard and felt the click. Thefirst timethey'd
had no warning. He d nearly ended up skewered on atrio of spears that had suddenly jutted from the
wall. If hisreflexesweren't asfast asthey were, if he' d been only margindly dower, he'd have been a
dead man.

Now...was hefast enough again?

The decision to be made was which direction he should take. What would the trap maker have thought?
Warren blew out a breath. He would have thought no one would have been fortunate enough to notice
the pressure switch.

“All right,” Warren said as cdmly as he could. “I’m going to jump for it. Watch yourself.”
“l will.”

“Onthree” Warren stated. “One. Two. Three.” He legped forward asfar as he could. A rustling noise
sounded above. From the corner of hiseye, he caught sight of agreat shape swinging down at him.

The next room wastwice astal asthe one aove. That explained alot about how thefirst floor had been
constructed and hadn’t stepped off the way he' d thought it should have.

Warren didn't have any time to think about that, though. The large object turned out to be a spike-laden
hammer that swung toward Warren without a sound. In the darkness with the torch failing, he saw that
the hammer was brutal and ugly.

Turning at the last second, he managed to et the spiked hammer whip by him. His chest stung. He hit the
floor on his hands and knees and scuttled forward. Knowing the hammer would come back toward him,
he hugged thefloor.

Ratcheting sounded overhead. When Warren looked up, he saw that the hammer mechanism had
alowed it to come down farther, jerking into place. Being low wasn't going to work. Herolled to the
sde and barely stayed ahead of the hammer.



Historch lay against the wall twenty feet away. Darkness surrounded him. Almost effortlessly, he
switched over to the night vision the arcane energy dlowed him to have. Maintaining it for long gave him
aheadache that prevented searching the building with it. But it helped now.

The hammer ratcheted again and jerked lower. Thistimeit dammed into the ground only afew feet from
where he'd been. If he' d been fagter, if he hadn’t noticed the hammer was descending, it might have
gotten him then.

Drawing a deep breath, Warren stood up on shaking legs. He glanced down at his burning chest and saw
that his shirt and coat had been shredded. Long scratches marred his chest, and blood stained the
materid of hisshirt.

“Areyou dl right?” Naomi shone her torch over him, coming to arest amost immediately on his
wounded chest.

“Not redly.” Warren mopped at the blood with his shirttail.

“Y ou're going to need stitches,” Naomi announced after her preliminary inspection. Her torchlight played
over hischest. She'd pulled open histattered shirt to reved the wounds.

“Later.” Warren rummaged in the kit he' d brought. He brought out bandages and handed them to
Naomi. “ For the moment, bind them. We ve got to keegp moving. Whatever isdown herethat Lilith
wants, we haveto get.”

Naomi cursed as she accepted the bandages. She helped Warren take his coat off, then she ripped away
the ruined shirt. After she had the gauze bandagesin place, she taped them to him and tore the shirt into
srips. She used those to further bind his chest.

“The bleeding’sdowed,” shetold him when she stepped back, “but it hasn’t stopped.”

Carefully, Warren bent and retrieved historch. He shoneit around to make certain it till functioned
properly. “Therewego,” hesad. “There sabit of luck.”

With the torch raised, they saw that the room held rotted crates and sealed jars. I1l-made wooden bowls
held crude gold coins and gems. Bolts of what had a one time been fabric sat in the corner.

“What isthis place?’ Naomi asked.

“Treasure room.” Warren shoved his hand into abowl of gemsand drew afistful out. He let them trickle
back through hisfingers. They flashed emerdd, sapphire, ruby, and purplein the torchlight asthey fell.

“How much do you suppose is there?” Naomi asked.

“A gueen’sransom. At the very least. By standards before the Hellgate opened, at least aconsiderable
fortune.” Warren shrugged and found the movement amost excruciating. “Now they’ re just pretty stones.
Samewith the gold. Y ou can't trade them to anyone. A man who has food or a safe placeto live from
the demons has al the treasure he needs.”

“It wasn't solong ago,” Naomi said, “that men killed each other over thingslike this”

“ Amazing how the prospect of sudden death changes priorities, isn't it?” Chest on fire, Warren played
the torch around and examined the rest of the room.



Drawings and the strange language adorned the walls and drew his eyes. He waked close to them and
brushed away the layers of dust. The cloud came back into him and he turned his face away.

The drawing beneath stood revealed in historchlight. Init, afigure that was obvioudy awoman sat on a
massive throne and warriors knelt before her.

“Lilith?” Naomi asked.
“Couldn’t imagineit being anyonedse”
“It would be good if we could read the inscriptions.”

Warren moved down the wall and started brushing again. He felt the same way. Therewas a story
written into the wall, perhaps severa of them, and he wanted to know them.

“Who do you think the people were that she ruled?’ Naomi asked.

“I"'m not that familiar with British history,” Warren admitted. “1 know the Pictswere here. The Angles
and the Saxons. The Romans.”

“Maybe these were Roman warriors.”
Warren studied theimages. “1 don’t think s0.”
“Why?

“The armor seemswrong.”

“Y ou' d know about armor?’

Warren smiled alittle at that. “1’m awar-gamer from way back. | know armor. The Romans used short
swords, spears, and occasionaly axes. If these drawings are representative, the swords are too long.”

Naomi moved away and started working on the wall on the other side of the room.

“Careful,” Warren advised. “That hammer might not have been the only trap.”

“I' know, but I don’t think anyone who constructed this would want to hurt thisroom.”

“A treasureroom? If | were building this as adungeon for my matesto rumble through, | know | would.”
“Thisisn'tagame.”

Fedling the pain of the wounds across his chest, Warren silently agreed.

“There were demons here,” Naomi said.

Warren crossed the room and joined her. He added historch beam to hers. The ghastly image on the
wall tightened his sscomach and dried his mouth. Looming over the warriors around him, a gigantic demon
wielded amassive club and took out horses and riders, oxen and carts, and dozens of men. Theimage
was sark and savage, violent death frozen on the wall.

“Giants,” Warren said. “A lot of mythologies awaysinclude stories of giants. Alwaysfierce and, more
often than not, cannibdidtic.”

“Cannibas?’



“Jack and the Beangtalk.” Warren moved historch farther down the wall and revealed another image of
thelarge giant picking up men in hisfists and eating them. “He warned Jack that he was going to grind his
bones to make his bread.”

“I"d just thought it was something scary to say when | wasagirl,” Naomi said. “1 never redly thought
about the giant eating Jack.”

“That' s because you never saw the giant doing it. Thisgivesalittle more credence to thet threat.”

Naomi moved to the next section. A woman stood in the middle of aforest. She carried aspear in one
hand. A mysterious door opened in thin air behind her.

“Lilith?” Naomi asked.

Warren peered more closdly, then brushed at the accumulated dust to better reved the lines. “Maybe.
Lookslike adoor behind her.”

“A miniature Hellgate?’

“Hard to say. But something.” Warren moved historch and wiped the next scene clear. On it, the woman
figure battled with human warriors, obvioudy beating them with ease.

“Shefought them,” Naomi said. “ The question is, did they cometo see her asafriend or asa
conqueror?’

“Thisisaroom full of treasure,” Warren pointed out.
“So they revered her.”
“Or they were deathly afraid of her.”

The next image a so showed the woman battling demons. She' d killed two of them and fought with the
third. Her spear set poised to pierce the demon'’s heart.

“If she' sone of the demons,” Naomi asked, “why would shefight them?’

“Demonsfight each other,” Warren said. “Merihim had mekill demonsin hisname. To gain power and
prestige among the demon hierarchy. Everywhere you go, it's aways about power. The Cabaistsaren’t
any different.”

The next image showed Lilith standing in front of agroup of cheering warriors. She carried the black
spear in one hand and held up ademon’ s severed head by one horn.

“She becamether hero,” Naomi said.

“Woman as savior. That’ s another recurring theme in mythology. Y ou have to wonder how much of this
story got out and how much of it influenced so many of the cultures around the world.”

“They didn’t have telephones or the Internet back then.”

“No, but in those days traders traveled everywhere. There s evidence that Vikings discovered the
Americas long before Columbus claimed them. Some of the Eastern steppe tribes are related to the
Celts. They could have carried the story back and forth.”

“Or other demons popped up in other places,” Naomi suggested. “ Stories about them are far too



prevalent to be one event.”
((l @r%”

The next image made Naomi gasp. The hair on the back of Warren's neck stood up. Captured on the
wall, Lilith—or the woman figure they assumed to be Lilith—ate the heart of aman sheimpaled with her

Spear.
“She' sacannibal,” Naomi said.

“Not acannibal,” Warren whispered hoarsdly. “A canniba only eats the flesh of the same species. Don't
forget that she' sademon.”

He stared at the picture and wondered again what they were supposed to do in the building. A noise
scuffed the floor behind him. He turned and shone historch ahead of him.

Lilith stood there. She no longer looked virile and self-assured. Weariness draped her and bowed her
shoulders. “Come,” she said. “| have need of you.” Her eyesflicked to the wall where Naomi stood with
her torch on theincriminating images. “Ah, | see that they added ahistory.”

“Thisisyou?’ Naomi asked.
“Who esewould it be?” Lilith snapped.

“Y ou dew the demons?’ Warren said, hoping to distract her from the image with the man’ sheart in her
hand.

“Yes. They were sent here before | was. They weren't pleased that | was sent to do what they could

“What wasthat?’

“Subjugate your speciesif | could. Prepare the world for eventua invasion.” Lilith stared at theimages.
“It was far harder than the Dark Wills believed it would be. And our presence here seemed to awaken
the latent ability to use the arcane energy of thisworld.”

“That must have been disappointing,” Naomi said.

Lilith’ sdark eyesflashed. “Intheend, it'snot going to matter. You'll al be dead or in servitude.”

TWENTY-S X

T ensely, Smon watched the operation taking place in the operating room below. A nearby monitor
showed a close-up of the actual work taking place. On the operating table, Leah |ooked small and
vulnerable. He had second thoughts about his decision to stay and observe.

She asked you to be here, hetold himsdlf. Y ou' re going to be here.

The doctors moved with economic efficiency. First they evacuated the eye socket again, opened up the
tissue at the back, and inserted a string of nanobots that wired into the brain’s appropriate visud centers.
Simon wasn't sure what those were called. The surgeon had explained the procedure to him earlier, as
had Eoin Murdoch. The particulars hadn’t stuck.

While the nanobots connected the neural pathways that restored Leah’ s sight, the doctors prepped the
implant that the next set of nanobots would build around. Theimplant was a highly sophigticated camera



that the nanobots would weave into the eye as they rebuilt it from flesh and blood and the camera. The
finished eye wouldn't be completely human, but the construct needed something to work with. The outer
layer of tissue would remove dl chances of regjection.

The head surgeon looked up. “Lord Cross.”
Simon tapped the speaker control beside the observation window. “Y es, Doctor.”
“ At this point we do have the option of ingtaling atracking module in her eye aswell,” the doctor said.

Someon€' s been talking, Simon thought irritably. Not everyone at the redoubt shared histrust in Leah.
Many were suspicious of the fact that she knew more about them than they did about her. Thelack of
knowledge was an area of concernto Simon aswell.

“No,” Smon said.

“Shewouldn’'t know unless someonetold her,” the doctor perssted. “Whoever this woman ultimately
worksfor, they don't have equipment sophisticated enough to find what | could ingtal.”

“I said no, Doctor. | appreciate you telling methis.” Simon knew the man could smply haveingtaled the
module and told him after the fact. Most bothersome about the whole affair was the fact that Simon’'s
command of the redoubt fell into question. With the problems of food supply facing them, though, he
knew he shouldn’t have been surprised. Fear of not having basic needs met divided people quickly.

The doctor turned his attention back to the eye replacement.

Simon watched the operation on the screen. The doctor used a syringe to deposit the nanobotsinto
Leah'seye socket. For amoment it only looked asiif the space were hdf filled with silver.

“It will be afew minutes before you start to seereaults, Lord Cross,” the surgeon said.

Automaticaly, Simon cued the suit’s Al to let him know when five minutes had passed. He wasn't
wearing hishemet, but it till projected audibles.

The observation room door opened and Nathan entered. “Hello, mate.” He held up a cup. “Heard you
were here. Thought maybe you could do with aspot of tea. Maybe abit of company.”

“Thanks,” Simon sad.

Nathan joined him at the window. They stood in companionable slence for afew minutes. “Y ou just
going to stand here the wholetime?’

“The chairsweren't built to handle the weight of the armor. Standing’ s the only option.”
“Right. You and | know that, but do you think that doctor isgoing to fed at least alittle bit intimidated?’

Simon knew his friend wasright. He took a deep breath and relaxed. “I promised Leah | would be
here”

“You are. Even if you weren't here, you' d be here. There’ s nothing you can do here. She'sin good
hands, mate. Y ou knew that or you wouldn’t have brought her here.”

“l know.”

Thesuit'sAl chimed. “ Five minutes have e apsed.”



Simon studied the monitor. He made out the new blood vessdl's and nerves that the nanobots created and
grafted to theinside of Leah’s eye socket. The surgery team had set the program up to identify the
various parts of the eye the nanobots were working on.

“That,” Nathan said, “is gross, mate.”
“Y ou' re queasy? After al the fighting we' ve been doing for the past four years?’
“It'seyes, mate. I’ ve dways had athing about eyes.” Nathan shivered and |ooked away.

A twinge of queasiness settled like arock in Simon’s ssomach aswell. But he couldn’t look away. The
chances were good, 93 percent, that Leah would get her sight back better than before. Therewas no
anxiety about that. But Nathan was right: there was something about eyesthat invoked the gross-out
factor.

“Don’'t you have anything dseto do?” Simon asked Nathan as he continued to stand beside him. Nathan
pointedly didn’t look at the screen, though.

“Nope. I'm al yours, mate. Thought maybe | could help you through this.”

“| gppreciateit.” Simon had to admit that it felt good having someone there.

Three hours later, the eye began to look like an eye. It sared, vacant and without reaction, up into the
OR'sbright lights. The sight of anonreactive eye disturbed Simon because it looked repellant and
artificia, but it took on the same violet hue that he remembered Leah’ s eyes had.

“How long doesthistake?’ Nathan asked.

“| wastold the eye construction would take between twelve and thirteen hours. Creating anew kidney or
liver isdonein lessthan haf the time. The eye mechanisms and nerves are more complicated.”

“I heard Murdoch’ s had an eye replaced.”
“Both eyes, actudly.”

Nathan shook his head. “ Persondly, | don’t like the idea of those robots crawling around insideme. I'd
be wondering dl the time when they were going to try to take over.”

“It doesn't work like that. Once the nanobots have compl eted whatever they’ ve been tasked, they
deactivate and flush out of the systlem.”

“Lovely. | don’'t even want to know how.”

The observation door opened and Wertham stepped through. He was broad and stocky, with gray hair
and a short gray beard.

“Lord Cross,” he greeted.

Simon knew nothing was wrong. Otherwise he' d have been notified over the suit'sAl. Hesaid hello to
the other man and waited.

“How’ severything going?’ Wertham glanced down into the OR.



“Good so far,” Simon answered. “But you didn’t just come by to inquire about Leah’ s health.”

“Itisaconcern, of course, Lord Cross. | happen to like the young lady quite alot. But inquiring after her
hedlth is not the reason | looked you up. Professor Macomber and Brewer would like to have aword
with you. They appear to have made some breskthroughs.”

“In the Goetia manuscript?’
“Yes, my lord. And in the congtruction of the Node fields.”
Simon hesitated.

“The doctor will cal you if there s anything that goes on that you need to now about,” Nathan said.
“Macomber and Brewer have been pushing themselves for months to get ahandle on their projects. They
haven't been talking to anybody. I, for one, am curious that they’ d want to see you now.”

“Let’sgo see what they’ ve discovered, then.”

Wertham opened the door, and Simon led the way out.

“What we' ve discovered isthat the Goetia manuscript was written in eight different languages,” Professor
Archibald Xavier Macomber told Simon.

“Possibly ten,” Gerdd Brewer put in. Despite the quiet of the lab where they worked, his voice boomed.
Macomber waved that away. “ Asyou can see, We re not quite in agreement over that.”

Simon wasn't surprised. The two men didn’t often agree on anything until they felt they had atrue answer
to some of the questions they had about the manuscript. Unfortunately, there were alot of questions.

In his sixties, Macomber was afrail man with dow, thoughtful movements and a soft voice. Scars
showed on hisface and hands from the hardships he' d suffered while an unwilling resident of aParisan
sanitarium. There were more over the rest of hisbody. Simon knew the mental scars would never show,
but he also knew they were there. Macomber was bald with afringe of silver hair and a short beard.

“Luckily,” Macomber went on, “ between us we' ve had the skills to decipher most of those languages.”

“That decryption has been even harder,” Brewer said, “because dl of the languages are artificial. What's
more, they haven’t shared a connective base. So for every endeavor we' ve made to decipher one, we' ve
had to start from scratch.”

“A very laborious process,” Macomber said.

Brewer nodded. Evidently they agreed about thet. Brewer wasin hisfifties, with dark hair and an intense
gaze. Before the invasion, he' d been a professor of history and computer science at Harvard. He' d used
both those skillsto create computer games that had been quite popular. There were, in Simon’ sopinion,

few men who were moreintelligent.

“We just deciphered one of the newest languages,” Brewer said, taking up the thread again. “It’ sbeen
quite interesting.” He touched the wireless computer he carried.

Instantly, a page from the Goetia manuscript appeared on one of the large wall screensthat surrounded
the room. The page showed smoke stains and charring around the edges.



“Asyou can see,” Brewer said, “thisis one of the pagesin the manuscript that suffered the most damage
during your recovery efforts.”

“It was't exactly something we could avoid doing at thetime, mate,” Nathan said defensively. “What
with the demonsfilling that bloody sanitarium and al. Retrieving that manuscript and saving our lives got
to be sticky.”

“| quite understand.” Brewer smiled reassuringly. “I meant no disrespect. | know you suffered trying
circumstances. What | smply wanted to impart was why it has taken us so long to decipher this page.”

Simon couldn’t help but grin. 'Y ou mean, in addition to the fact that it was—until now—an artificia
language that no one but the author of that manuscript knew.”

Brewer’ s smile broadened. He looked even moretired because of it. “ Exactly. Y ou do grasp what we
were up againg.”

“I do.” Simon noticed cotsin the corner of the room. He aso noticed that both men appeared to have
dept inther clothing. “Have you been getting enough rest?’

Brewer and Macomber swapped |ooks.

“WE ve been getting what we could,” Macomber said. “We re al desperate for whatever knowledge
might be contained in this manuscript.”

“Get morerest,” Simon suggested.
“Thework we' redoing here,” Brewer protested, “isvery—"

“—important,” Simon interrupted. “1 get that. | aso know that you two are the only ones capable of
breaking that language—those languages—down. Buit if you becomeill or exhausted, we losetime.”

“WEe ve been getting what rest we could.”

“Get more,” Simon said, “or I'll station aguard in hereto put you to bed at night.”
“All right,” Brewer said. Macomber nodded aswell.

Simon glanced at the screen. 1 suppose you know what we' re looking at.”

“Wedo.” Brewer indicated sections of the strange looking text. “We ve spent weeks decrypting this
language. Whoever wrote this origind manuscript wasincredibly intelligent. | would have loved to have
met him. This section of the manuscript dedswith the Truths”

“What truths?’ Simon asked. “ The truths about the demons?’

“That concept at first stymied us, Lord Cross. We thought it was a generic term as well. The manuscript
bascally statesthat it’ sgoing to unvell the nature of the Truths. We bdieve it referred to the fact that
demons had been hidden away for so long that no one believed in them anymore.”

“The Templar never forgot the demons existed,” Nathan said quietly.

“No,” Brewer agreed quietly. “But not al of us believed quite so fervently as others.” Helooked at
Smon.

Guilt surged through Smon.



“You weren't the only onethat didn't believe, Lord Cross.” Sadness darkened Brewer’seyes. “I'd
become quite complacent in my university caling, and in designing video games. | didn’t spend much time
thinking about demons outside of the ones | created for the video games. No one could have been more
shocked than me when the Hellgate opened.”

“But these Truths represent something else,” Macomber said. “Wedon't know if they'reideds or if
they're physcd things”

“Physical things?’ Simon asked.

“Yes. They way they're referred to in the manuscript leads usto believe they' re physica things.” Brewer
turned back to the image on thewall and read. “‘ In order that the demons may be turned back, that the
evil tidewill be stilled beforeit is a plague upon the world that cannot be removed, the Truths must be
found.””

AsBrewer read, the words formed in English over the manuscript page.

“*Thisworld is protected against the demons,” Brewer continued. “*When thisworld first was made
open to the demon hordes, so aso were the Truths placed here. For the first time, the Light sowed the
seeds of destruction among aworld that the Well of Midnight would one day threaten.’”

“‘Thefirgt time’?’ Nathan echoed. “How many worlds have these demons invaded?’

“We don't know,” Macomber admitted. “ This manuscript says there are hundreds of worlds out there.
Not al of them are populated, but many of them are.”

“And they’ ve dl gone down under the demons,” Brewer said.
“What made thisworld specia that these* Truths' would be placed here?” Smon asked.
“The manuscript mentions there arewarriors of Light inthisworld.”

“We believed at first thet it referred to the Templar,” Macomber said. “But the time period was too far
back. The origind manuscript was written before the Templar Order was created.”

“Inthat,” Brewer sad, “we disagree. Although the Templar Order got officidly established at alater
date, theideds of what the Templar stood for were around for along time before that. | believe these
Truths were given to those men.”

“Then how did they lose something so important?’ Nathan asked.
Brewer shook his head.

Macomber did aswell. “We don't know. The manuscript has away of railsing more questions asit gives
answers.”

Simon studied the page. “ So we don’t know what the Truths are or where they might be found?’

“It' saconundrum,” Macomber said. “ The manuscript Smply says, ‘ The Truthswill be found within, then
without. The unlocking of the insde door shdl unlock the outside door.””

“I don’'t suppose whoever wrote this could have been alittle plainer,” Nathan said.

“It would have helped,” Brewer said. “But at least we know there is some hope out there.”



TWENTY-SEVEN

W arren shone historch around the latest room they had reached. It was directly under the treasure
room. They’ d gained accessto a hidden stairway Lilith had guided them to.

Naomi remained by the ova door at the bottom of the curling stairway they’ d followed down into the
hollow earth. Judging from the number of steps he' d followed, Warren felt certain they stood at least a
hundred feet below the surface. Whoever constructed the room had been serious about keeping it
hidden.

“There may be more traps down here,” Naomi said.
“I know.” Warren glanced &t Lilith. Shewalked at hisside.

“When | was buried here” Lilith said, “thisroom held no traps. The architects who built this place didn’t
expect anyoneto get thisfar.”

“That doesn’t mean they didn’t put trgpsin,” Naomi said. “Y ou didn’t mention that hammer one
updtairs”

“I didn’t know about that one.”
“And what do you mean, when you were buried here?’

Cautioudy, Warren moved across the floor. He took time to examine the space with his senses. Thistime
he used his arcane powers aswell.

Nothing triggered hisdarms. But thewall on the opposite side of the room drew him. The weakening
glow of historch reveded anumber of beautiful and deadly images carved into thewall. But in these
images, Lilith fought only mongters.

Shelifted her hand, and an incandescent blue light glowed brightly enough to fill the room. The return of
her powers bothered Warren. For months he' d grown used to her being powerless. She’ d needed him.
Now, potentidly, shedidn’t. The thought that she might try to relieve him of the silver hand he wore
lurked in the back of hismind.

“I wasaheroto them,” Lilith said. “They worshipped me.”
“Because you killed the demonsthat offended you,” Naomi said.

“Yes. Until they found out | was one of the demons.” Lilith smiled more brightly. “ Then they feared me.
Of thetwo, | haveto be honest: fear wasfar stronger. It dwaysis.” Sheturned to Warren and stroked
hisface with the fingers of her free hand.

Warren fdt asif agpider glided across his skin. He struggled to keep from stepping back away from her.

“I missthefear | wasableto ingpirein others,” Lilith said quietly. Her eyeslocked with Warren's. “ Do
you fear me, Warren?’

Hewanted to lie to her and tell her that no, she didn’t frighten him. But that wasn't true, and he was
certain she'd know if helied.

“ YS”

Lilith laughed aoud and drew her hand back. “Good,” she said. “Y ou should be afraid of me. Very



drad.”
“l am,” Warren said.

“Good. Fear will keep you dive much longer,” Lilith told him. “Aslong asyou and | arein agreement,
you will be safewith me.”

That wasn't true, and Warren knew it. He was safe only aslong as she needed him. The instant that
changed, the minute she found someone e se to do the things she asked him to do, she’ d turn on him.

But not until then, Warren told himsalf. Until then, learn and grow strong.

“Why are we here?’ Naomi asked.

Lilith frowned at thewoman. “1 need you to reclaim my morta shell. The flesh that | once wore.”
“You're not aghost,” Naomi said.

“No.” Lilith ran ahand along her lean body. “1 am power incarnate, that which lives on after the body has
died. If | were dead, I’ d be drawn back to the Well of Midnight to be recast and born again. Nothing is
ever created or destroyed.” She paused and turned to survey thewal. “But | would not lose mysdlf in
that place. | am Named. And | will be greater than | am now.”

Warren held historch up and ingpected the pictographs on the wals. All of them were of Lilith. Some of
them showed her in alarge forest areawith aman. They stood in water up to their hips, both of them
naked. Fish in thewater clustered around them. Birdsin the air hovered by their heads. Large animalslay
along the bank of theriver or lake they werein. Small animal's occupied the spaces between or hung in
thetrees.

“Isthis—" Warren couldn’t bring himsdlf to say it.

“The Garden?’ Lilith smiled. “Y es. Before that troublesome woman showed up. Things then were not so
bad. It'sonly after | taught evil to the children that your species became so chaotic and hard to contral. |
suppose I’ m partly to blamefor that.”

There were other images. Warren thought he remembered some of them from the Bible storieshe'd
learned whilein foster care, but he wasn't sure what the artist intended.

“Your body isin thisroom?’ Naomi asked.

“Yes” Lilith approached one of the wdls, studied it amoment, then put a pam against the stone. “This
one”

Warren joined her and inspected thewall. “If I’'m going to take that down, I’ m going to need adedge.”

“Thereisasequence...here.” Lilith pointed, one a atime, to four different stones. None of the stonesin
the wall appeared to be the same size. They’ d been stacked so that they worked together, then mortared
between.

Following Lilith' s prompted cues, Warren pressed the sequence of stones. Something clicked deep
within thewall. He stepped back and held the torch high, trying to guess which direction an unpleasant
surprise might come from.

Instead, a section of the stonewall jutted out a couple of inches.



“Behind thiswall,” Lilith said. “You'll have to moveit the rest of theway.”
“Bring that torch over here,” Warren directed Naomi.
Reuctantly, she brought her torch over and shoneit againgt thewall.

Warren pocketed his own torch and dipped the fingers of both hands through the crack inthewall. He
expected to pull back bloody stumps. At least, on one hand. He thought the metal one might hold up. He
hooked hisfingers behind thewall and pulled. The hidden door had to weigh hundreds of pounds and
was hard to move. Then, inexorably, it moved by inches a atime and grated across the floor.

When he had the door open enough to shove his head and shoulders through to see if he could enter the
space beyond, Warren entered the hidden area. He took out historch. Everywhere his beam touched,
metalic surfaces gleamed back a him. Moreriches awaited insde.

“Isthat what | think itis?’ Naomi asked.

“If you' rethinking that that' s another room filled with tressure, then yes” Warren whispered in awe. He
squeezed through.

“Beforetheinvasion,” Naomi said, “thiswould have been afortune.”
A stone sarcophagus occupied the center of the small room. Curiosity pulled Warrento it.

“A sarcophagusisn’t something you' d expect to find in the middle of England,” Warren said. “Unless
you'd brought it in from Egypt.”

“It'snot asarcophagus,” Lilith said. It isa preservation chamber.”

Warren felt the arcane energy given off by the coffin-shaped box as he waked over toit. The outer
casing was carved in the likeness of abeautiful woman.

“Before the Flood drank down the wicked empiresthat had turned from the Light, in order to end the
madness and evil loosed in thisworld by the demons, men heard stories from those who prepared my
buria chambers,” Lilith said. 1 tried to keegp my secrets from them, but stories get told al the same.
Some of those who served me fled these lands and became the Egyptians. They remembered this
preservation chamber and tried to construct some of their own.”

“Because they thought the sarcophagus would return themto life aswell,” Warren said.

“Yes” Lilith amiled. “Theirsdidn’t, of course, but they kept believing that one day it would happen.”
“You werein the Book Merihim sent me after.” Warren looked at her.

“l wes”

“How?

“The Book isan arcane object aswdll. It alowed meto travel the world without harm.”

“It was asafe place.”

Lilith nodded. “It was. | needed my body protected, but | had to be out in the world in order to know



when the Hellgate opened and to arrange my own return here. Merihim wanted the Book because he' d
heard of it, ashe' d heard of other objects that ended up in this world through one means or another from
al the worlds out there. This place, thisworld, has atendency to draw things of power toit. That’' swhy
the demons had to conquer it. The Book alowed meto fall into the hands of people | could...persuade
tomy cause.”

Warren knew she meant her use. He looked at the preservation chamber.
“What do you want meto do?’ he asked.
“I must be reunited with my body.”

Knedling, Warren searched the container for hidden releases. Hetrailed hisfingers along the sdes. Lilith
took him by the hand and guided him.

“Here” shesad, and indicated two intricately carved tiles.
“Press?” Warren tried, but nothing happened.
“Not with your hand,” Lilith said. “With your mind. These are sedled with arcane energy.”

Warren concentrated and ignored the pain in his chest. He felt the arcane energy within him and pushed it
through hisfingertips.

A hum vibrated through the preservation chamber. A crack suddenly split it and formed alid. Pale
emerdd light glowed from within, and jade smoke roiled out of the chamber.

Fearful of what was about to happen, Warren stepped back. He used the arcane energy to build ashield
infront of him. Naomi stepped behind him, but she didn’t get too close.

Thelid rose on its own and flipped open. In the next ingtant, the body within floated outside. Horror filled
Warren when he saw what condition the body wasin. Naomi cursed in disgust.

The body was withered, the flesh wrapped tight to the bone. If Lilith had been pretty at one time, none of
that showed now. Her face was disfigured, and her black hair was patchy and faling out in clumps. Her
sticklike armslay crossed over her bony chest. Ribs showed benegath the gold sheath dress that |ooked
severa szestoo big for her.

“Inmy time” Lilith said, stepping closeto the crypt and peering inwith asmile, “1 waslovely.”
“That time,” Naomi whispered, “isso over.”

The young Lilith started turning trand ucent. She reached for her desiccated sdif, but her hand passed
through. Grimacing, she turned to Warren.

“I requireyour hdp.”
“What do you want meto do?’ he asked.

“I need to be rejoined with my body so that | can come back to my full strength. Y ou have to be the
conduit. Come.” Lilith waved to him. “Take my hand.”

Reuctantly, Warren told Naomi to hold her torch up, then he shut his off and placed it within his pocket.
He crossed the room to Lilith. She reached for him and took him by the hand.



“Hold on to my body,” sheingtructed. *Y ou must be the conduit that connects us.”

Stifling the gag reaction that turned his ssomach to acid, Warren took the corpse’ s hand. He found it
surprisingly limber and warm to the touch. That made the nausea swirling insgde him even stronger.

Lilith cried out in pain. Warren dmost |et go of the corpse.

“Hold on,” Lilith told him. Pain wracked her beautiful face. “ Thiswill only last amoment more.”

It lasted longer than that. Warren thought later that at least a half hour passed while Lilith screamed as
she became one again. But when it was done, the two halves of Lilith existed obvioudy in one body. Her
trand ucent features surfaced occasiondly in the dried-up crust that |esthered her skull.

When Lilith was completely gone from sight, Warren concentrated on the body he still had hold of. He
felt the power within it. It was so strong that there was no escaping it.

Jade fog poured into the room and obscured the surroundings. As Warren watched, the corpse took a
bresth, inhaling the fog. In the next moment, the dead woman'’ s eyes fluttered open, and Lilith stared &t
him from within the desi ccated corpse.

“Very good,” shewhispered dryly. She stopped floating and stood on the ground in her bare feet.
“I...amdill...very wesk...inthis...form. | cannot...dlow that.” Shelooked down at her cadaverous
body. “Youwill...continue...to protect...me. | shall...reward you.”

Warren thought flegtingly of turning and running. Lilith wastoo frail to pursue him. But as he gazed into
her eyes, hefet certain she knew what he was thinking. He also knew that she was far more educated in
the use of the arcane forcesthat he'd only latdly started tapping into. Without help, he wouldn't learn
everything he needed to in order to survive quickly enough.

“All right,” he said. He felt Naomi’ s eyes boring into the back of his skull and knew that she was
opposed to hisdecision.

The corpsetried to smile, but her lips resembled dehydrated worms. She appeared more horrid than
ever. “Good.”

She turned and walked to the wall behind her. Her body was so dry and tight that Warren heard
ligaments crack. She touched thewall dowly, arthriticaly, and a section did open with agrating crunch.

“Take...these,” she said, waving toward the contents of the hidden space.

Warren took historch back out and pointed it into the space. A spear made of black obsidian, aleather
robe, and a pendant with the horned head of a demon Warren didn’t recognize lay inside. He took all
three itemsout.

“The coat...provides protection,” Lilith said, “from arcane forces....and weapons. The pendant...isa
foci...that will enable...you to use...the powersthat you...command...with greater efficiency. And
the...gpear...can pierce...demon hide...likeit was...tissue...despite physicdl...or arcane defenses.
Worsethan that, it will pull them into the spear and make it even stronger.”

Warren took off his other coat and pulled the robe on. Heimmediately felt more protection from the
bitter cold that filled the underground structure. But he didn’t care for the robe’ s gppearance at dl. He
wished it looked more stylish, like along overcoat.



Almost immediately, the coat dtered itslook, becoming adark trench coat.
“It responds...to your wishes,” Lilith said. “ So...does.. .thefit.”

Now that he thought about it, Warren was certain he wasn’t looking for a good fit. He was looking for
something that would protect him. But the fit had been so good, he hadn’t even marveled asits changing
to suit him thereaswell.

“Thetime...hascome...for us...toreturn...tothecity,” Lilithwent on. “ Thereis...much...we have
left...todo.”

Warren wasn't looking forward to the long walk.
“Wearen't...waking,” Lilith said. “I would...rather get there...sooner.”
“I'mdl for that,” Warren said.

Guitural noises cascaded through Lilith’ sthroat. Her voice sounded like rusty nailsbeing pulled from a
two-by-four. When she finished, she gestured, and aglowing, six-foot scarlet oval irised openin midair.
It looked like aglowering lizard' s eye, but Warren felt the power it contained.

“What' sthat?’ Naomi asked.

“A portd,” Lilith wheezed in her rusty voice. “It will...trangport us...back to London. But
we...mug...be careful. Power this...strong...can be...sensed...by demons. They will...rushtoit.”

“If we waked back,” Warren reasoned, “we could get back inside the city with no onethe wiser.”

“Waking back meanstrying to pass by that village again,” Naomi said. “ The onewhereyou raised all
their dead into your own private army? | don’t think they’ll just let you pass.”

Warren suspected that was true.

“Not only that,” she continued, “but Miss Creaky Bones hereisn’t up for running for our livesif it comes
tothat.”

Lilith glowered at Naomi. “Y ou presume. ..too much, woman.”
Warren stepped protectively in front of Naomi but didn’t say anything.

With asnarl, Lilith whipped her glower to Warren. Y ou should. .. pick your friends...morewisdly...in
thefuture”

“I don’'t think any of ushad ared choice,” Warren replied. “Until something better comes dong, we're
going to make do.”

Lilith held his gaze for amoment, then she nodded. “Until...such time.” Then sheturned and dowly
strodeinto the portd.

Warren waited to seeif there were going to be any ill effects, but Lilith smply vanished. He took adeep
breath and started forward.

Naomi pulled him back.
“What?’ he asked.



“How do you know she' snot going to put usin the demon world?’

“Because | don't think that’ s where she wantsto be.” Warren pointed a the wavering oval. “And if we
don’t hurry, that may close. Likeyou said, it'salong wak back to London.”

“Maybeit' sworthit. To berid of her, | mean.” Her eyes held Warren's. * She doesn’'t mean you any
good, no matter what you think.”

“I never once thought that.” Warren gripped the obsidian spear moretightly. He felt the vibrant arcane
energy init, and it only made him want more. “1 can learn from her for now. | learned some thingsfrom
Merihim.”

“Y ou're not safe with them.”
“I’'m not any safer with the Cabaists. None of them trust me.”
‘ll dO.”

Warren looked at her and felt sadness at the untruth in her words. But he didn’t say anything. He wished
Naomi did, but he didn’t blame her for being unable.

“1 could,” Naomi amended. “Giventime.”

“You'll trust memore,” hereplied in aflat voice, “when | know more. That's how this has dways
worked with you. Now, make up your mind. I’'m going.” He held the spear in one hand and stepped into
the ovdl.

Intense heat blazed through Warren. He tried to scream in agony, but he didn’t know if he' d managed
that. Electricity vibrated and jerked through his body and he fdt hislimbs twitching spagticaly.

However, the spear remained cool in his hand. Hefocused on it and used it as hisanchor. Red light
dawned around him, only dightly paler than the ovd. In thelight, he saw demonic faces stretched and
sguashed and turned inside out. He smelled their foul breath and heard the threats they made and their
crud laughter.

He searched for Lilith and Naomi, but he found neither of them. For atime, he felt lost. Then the portal
suddenly ended, and he was vomited out into freefall.

Off balance, Warren tried to remain on hisfeet and failed. He viewed a spinning panorama of acity street
covered over with wrecked, burned-out hulks that had once been vehicles. Then the rough asphalt bit
into the pams of his hands. The impact against the ground, then against the alley wall, knocked the breeth
from him and caused the wounds on his chest to hurt again.

Only afew feet away, Lilith got to her feet in apainful and digointed way that held no grace or strength.
Warren used the obsidian spear as abrace to force himself to hisfeet. A moment later, Naomi
materidized in midair and tumbled to the ground.

A handful of armed ragged men and women hunkered fearfully inthe dley. All of them pointed their
wespons at Warren.

“Demon lover!” one man accused in aharsh voice. He squeezed the trigger of hispistol, and the sharp



report filled the dley.

Warren barely had timeto get hisshield up. The bullet frozein midair lessthan afoot in front of hisface,
then dropped to the ground. Scared and angry, Warren gathered the arcane energy insde him and
pushed at the man. Invisible force dapped into the man and knocked him backward through a pile of
debris. When he stopped moving, no life remained within him.

“Run!” one of the women ydled. They ran, and Warren gratefully let them. He didn’t relish killing when
he didn't haveto.

“Y ou should havekilled them dl,” Lilith said.

“Therewas no need.”

“It would have served them right.”

“We scared them.”

Lilith shook her head. “ They scared themsdlves. We just became targets of convenience for them.”
“Let’'sget home,” he suggested. “I want to deep in awarm, dry bed for achange.”
“Thereismuchtodo,” Lilith said. “Now that | have returned, some of the Dark Willswill hunt me.”
“I’ve got good defenses at my house. Y ou know that. Y ou helped me construct them.”

Despite the nausea her body caused in him, Warren offered her hisarm. She hesitated for amoment,
then took it. Together, with Naomi in tow, they made their way back to his building along the dleys and
Sde streets of Central London.

TWENTY-EIGHT

L eah struggled between nightmares and wakefulness. Drug-induced fatigue wrapped her brainin layers
of thick cotton that kept the world away. She thought she heard the bleating of hospital machinery, but
shewasn't sure. Some distant part of her knew that she should hear such things.

“Breathe,” Smon said.

Some of the anxiety that the nightmares had | eft with her disappeared. Smon wasthere, just ashe'd
promised. If he'd asked, she would have told him that she never doubted him for an instant. But she had.

“Deep breaths,” hetold her. “Blow out. Y ou’ ve got to get the rest of the anesthetic out of your lungs.”

“Am | goingto bein pain?’ she mumbled. “Becauseif I’m going to bein pain, that whole waking up thing
doesn't sound so brill.”

Simon chuckled. “No pain. | promise. The physician who talked to me said you might experience
headaches for afew daystill your body adjusts, but nothing truly horrible.”

Leah hoped not. It was onething for her to fraternize with a confirmed risk, but it would be another for
her to admit she’ d had surgery done by them. But to be ableto see again...

“How did it go?’ she asked. “Was the operation successful ?”

“Everything went svimmingly, I'mtold.”



“Dol ill look human?’

“yYes”

Lesh hesitated. “Can | see? Am | not till blind?”
“Open your eyes.”

She wanted to, but she was afraid. It bothered her that she was afraid. Fear was one of the first things
she'd learned to control, and to use. She knotted her handsinto fists.

Simon wrapped her right fist in hisbig hand. “ Just open your eyes,” hetold her.

Swallowing hard, Leah told hersdlf it wouldn't matter if shewas il blind. Or if her vison wasn't asgood
as she' d been promised it would be. She’ d had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

She opened her eyes. Instantly, she noticed how bright the recovery room was. She raised ahand to
block the light from her eyes.

“It'sbrightin here,” she said.
“To both eyes?’

Leah closed one eye, then the other. She saw through them both. Smiling but il brain-fogged from the
anesthetic, sheturned to Simon. I can see,” shewhispered. “I can redly see”

“Good,” hesaid, smiling back. “The next step is going to be getting you back onto your feet.”

Simon stared at the glowing energy field on the lab tabletop. It was roughly oval, about eighteen inches
across a itswidest point.

“Tell mewhat I'mlooking a,” he sad.

“That'san energy field capable of keeping demons away,” Macomber replied. “ The Goetia manuscript
referred to it asa...Node. It was the most apt name we could agree on.”

“Thisthing keeps demons away?’ Nathan leaned on the table and studied the energy field.
“Intheory at least,” Brewer said. “Redlity’ syet to betried.”

“If we can get thisenergy field under control,” Macomber said, “we can set up areas that the demons
won't be ableto invade.”

“They’ d have to be awfully short people,” Nathan said dryly.

“Thisisjust aprototype,” Brewer retorted. “ Once we understand the forces we' re deding with, we can
buildit bigger.”

“How doesit work?’
Macomber shook his head. “We believe that it sets up a harmonic dissonance.”

“Sound waves?' Simon asked.



“Yes,” Brewer replied. “A combination of lasers, masers, and arcane energy create the sound waves.”
He shook his head. “I haveto be honest, Lord Cross, even as technically advanced asthe Templar are,
we were barely able to cregte thisthing. We re not certain it even functions properly.”

“You say it crestesaharmonic,” Nathan said.
“That’s correct.”
“I can't hear or fed anything.”

Simon couldn’t, either. He tapped into his suit’ saudio field and heard a high-pitched whine that
threatened to give him a splitting headache dmost immediately. He broke the connection.

“Y ou' re not supposed to hear anything,” Brewer said. “Y ou’ re human.”

“Only demons can hear this?’

Brewer nodded. “Without aid, yes. WEe ve been able to detect the sound range on other equipment.”
“Soit’ slike adog whistle? Hurts the demons' ears?’

“According to the manuscript,” Macomber said, “this field does much more than that.” He tapped the
computer keyboard and brought up anew image on thewall.

Simon studied the image and saw a monstrous demon take shape. The giant creature in the picture
confronted aglowing shield. Half of itsarm had been melted away. “I don’t remember seeing thisin those
pages.” He d studied the manuscript aswell.

“The picture was encrypted in the manuscript,” Brewer said. “Professor Macomber found it.”
“I wouldn't have found it if you hadn’t caught on to the code.”

Brewer shrugged modestly, but he stood up alittle straighter. “ It was ajoint effort. And alot of work.
The code was set up to emulate the points on a graph, which—when connected—gave us thisimage.

Quiteingenious, actudly.”
“What' s happening to the demon?’ Simon asked.

“Asnear aswe canfigureit,” Macomber said, “this harmonic can be adjusted not only to defend an area
and establish a defensive perimeter but also can be used as aweapon. Contact with the Node causes the
demonsto discorporate on acedlular leve.”

“Or trangports them elsewhere,” Brewer said. “Until we seeit actudly function, we' re not going to
know.” He shrugged. “It’ s possible we won't know then.”

“Isit portable?’

“No,” Macomber said. “Y ou were thinking of using it asatactica weapon?’
Simon nodded.

“A demon degth ray would be avery brill thing,” Nathan said.

“When aNodeishbuilt,” Brewer said, “like thisone, it locksinto the earth’ selectromagnetic fields. The
harmonic projection depends on the stability of that field. If you move this Node’—he reached through



the lights and moved the Node dightly, and the bright energy field disappeared—" even dightly, you will
loseit”

“So when you get to the point that you could build afield big enough to protect people or astructure,”
Nathan said, “you’ re going to have to make sure the Node is settled in permanently.”

“Yes,” Macomber said. “And it can’t just be one Node. In order to protect something aslargeasa
building, it will necessitate several Nodes working together to create afield large enough to handle the
demons”

“How long before you can create aNode that | can take out and field test?” Simon asked.
Brewer and Macomber looked at each other. “A few days. Surely no more than that.”

“All right. Let me know when it’ s ready. We need to know where we stand with this before we spend
any moretimeonit.”

Three days later, the doctor released Leah from the hospital. She was glad of that because lying abed as
apatient had never been easy for her. Simon visited her when possible, but hisvists were infrequent and
short. And he dways seemed digtracted. She didn’t fault him for that, though. She knew he had his hands
full trying to take care of his Templar and those they’ d sworn to protect.

Being ambulatory again meant she could spend more of the day with him. But not dl of it. There were il
alot of thingsthat he did without her. That was frustrating, but she understood it. If he’ d been the only
one at risk, shefet that he would have trusted her. The other Templar wouldn’t have been quite so
generous, though.

In the mornings, they had breakfast together and Simon made the rounds of the complex. Then they had
lunch, which was generdly interrupted by someone who needed information or permission. After that,
they separated. Leah worked with the rehab teams to get her eye/hand coordination and depth
perception back in sync.

One of theinteresting conundrums of having the replacement eye wasthat it became her dominant eye.
Shifting her reactionsto that eye took hard work and diligence, but it came quickly.

In the evenings, Leah met up with Simon as he drilled and worked with the young Templar. Shedidn’t
take part in the sword classes because she had no urge to take up the sword. The Agency believed in
guns, the bigger the better, and shewastrained on dl of those. While Smon put his young students
through their paces, Leah worked out, regaining strength she' d lost after her initid injury and the
follow-up surgery.

Afterward, she and Smon worked on martia arts forms and ran through self-defense sparring matches.
Being physica with him felt good and right. He didn’t hold back. He used his Sze and strength against
her, and she knew that he went a her with everything he had because the demons were even bigger than
hewas. If she couldn’t defend hersdf against him, she wouldn't be able to hold her own against ademon.

She got her shotsin because she was quick and cregtive. But time after time, Simon’s prowessin close
was too much for her to handle.

“I’'m much better at adistance,” she said during one of their rest sessions. “ Give me arifle and you
wouldn't stand a chance.”



Simon grinned at her and wiped the back of his neck with atowd. “That depends on whether or not you
sav mecoming.”

“I"d seeyou,” Leah told him. “A big, heavy-footed oaf like you would be easy to spot.”
“Anod, isit?

“You heard me”

“When we get back on the mat,” Simon promised, “we' |l see who' sthe oaf.”

Lesh toweled off for amoment. It felt good to concentrate on just the physical exertion for awhile. When
she sparred with Simon, she had no room in her mind for any thoughts other than surviva and getting as
many shotsin on him as she could.

Now, however, she couldn’t help but think about the assignment she' d been tasked to do. She hated that
it was going to interrupt and potentialy spoil the friendship that they’ d shared.

“Have you been in contact with the other Templar?’ she asked.

Simon looked at her. Pain and wariness showed in his eyes. He hung histowel around his neck and kept
hold of it with both figs.

“No,” he answered. “Not since you and the others rescued me.”
Leah tried to go carefully. “ Asyou know, I’'m with an organization mysdlf.”
“| do. Military or spook in origin, | should assume.”

Leah didn’t answer, not knowing what to say. Trying to deny it wouldn’t endear her to Simon, who was
usudly painfully point-blank honest, and unable to admit it because dl of her training had been geared
toward her not telling anything about the service. She decided to go with honesty even though she was
uncomfortable with thet.

“Yes” shesad.

TWENTY-NINE
| didn’t expect you' d admit that,” Simon said.

“If | didn’t, one of uswould have been thefool. | can't tell you any more about it.” Leah regretted that,
but she had her own promisesto keep.

“I'mfinewith that,” Simon said. “Y ou and your mysterious benefactors have been helpful to usin the
past. Aslong aswhat you know about us doesn’t harm us, we re willing to exchange information.”

“The people | work for,” Leah said softly and dowly, “would like to be more hel pful.”
Simon crossed hisarms and drew himself up to hisfull, imposing height. “How helpful 7

“Y our Stuation hereisn’t good, Simon,” Leah stated blatantly. “ The demons are hunting you out thisfar,
and you'refacing asupply shortage.”

143 Y&”



“The Templar Underground, from what we know of them and their stockpiles—"
“And you're the one that brought your people most of that information,” Simon said.

“I did.” Leah refused to fed guilty about the subterfuge she' d used to get into the Templar Underground.
“As| was saying, from what we know of them, they have enough food and medicine to take care of your

people here.”
“They’re not willing to take on extramouths. | tried that already.”

“Maybe you can’t change them,” Leah said. “But maybe you can change who' s leading them.”

His eyesflashed and he looked a her more squarely. “I’'m not going to chalenge anyonefor the
leadership of the Templar, Leah,” he stated softly. “ So whoever’ s putting those ideas into your head is
wadting hisor her time. And yours.”

“Not challenge anyonethere,” Leah said. “Simply...let the Templar know that you want back in.”
“l don't.”

“They would let you come back.”

Simon hestated. “How would you know that?’

“Because thisiswhat we do.”

He shook hishead. “If you ask me, that’ s anasty businessto get into.”

That stung alittle. Leah chose not to be defensive. Her job contained bad € ements. * Perhaps. But what
we do hasits uses. Secrets save lives.”

“They dso clamthem,” Smon said.

“We have people around the Templar,” Leah said. “No one within the Underground, mind you, but afew
on the periphery of their operations.”

“They don’t have any operations outs de the Underground.”

“No, but they do—upon occasion—yventure forth to save someone or just to explore how badly things
have gone.” Lesh smiled a him crookedly. “ And we have afew friends among the Templar
Underground. Some of the Templar used to be in my line of work.”

“I can seethat. But they would gill have definite lines of dlegiance.”

“Redly?’ Lesh stared into his eyes, knowing her next satement was risky. “ Like the allegiance you had
toward the Templar, Smon?’

Simon folded hisarms. For amoment she thought he was going to walk away.
“I'm different,” he said brusquely. “1 broke with Templar waysalong time ago.”
“Redly?Istha why you're here, then, risking your life to save others?’

Simon hesitated. “ My father would have wanted—"

“Y ou're not here because of your father, Smon. Y ou don't risk the things you do because of him.



Y ou' re here because Lord Thomas Cross raised a fine son and guided him in the ways of being a
Templar.”

“I’'m not that good.”

“The other Templar here aren't following you because they want to help you with your guilt over your
father, Smon.”

Angry spots of color blossomed on hisface.

Leah knew she' d come periloudy closeto hurting him or offending him. “ They believein what you're
doing. That' swhy they came out of the Underground to risk their lives with you. Y ou' re doing everything
they believe they should bedoing.” She paused. “They believein you.”

“That’salot of respongbility.”
“Thengiveit avay.”

“I’veoffered.”

“And no on€' s accepted.”

Simon was quiet for amoment. “No.”

Leah remained slent for atimeto let hisanswer sink into hismind. “Not only do you bring fugitives here,
Simon, but more Templar join you aswell. This operation you' ve set into play growslarger than you
expected, and you' re not able to hand off the survivorslike you bdieved you would.”

“I know.”
Leah took a deep breath. “One of the people | work with has the ear of Jessica Sumeride.”
“She'sjug achild.”

“And the heir to the leadership of the Templar. Not only that, but thisis no timefor children. | saw you
training children to fight and kill earlier thisevening.”

Simon’ svoicetook on an edge. “I taught them to survive.”

“Yes, and part of that involvesfighting and killing. Otherwise they’ re going to die without hope, afraid,
and done”

Simondidn’t argue.

“Just asthose children are no longer children because thisworld can’'t dlow them their childhood, Jessica
Sumeride has grown up aswell. She doesn't have the power she will one day have because her uncle
runsthings at the moment, but she does have some power. She has enough to bring you back into the
Templar.”

“Theré sareason | |eft them. | don’t want to haveto fight their mind-set again. | can’'t wage awar with
two fronts.”

“I know. But more and more of them are drawn to your view of things. They know people fill survivein
London. Fewer and fewer each day, but there are survivors.”



“What about the people you work with?” Simon asked. “ Do they believe in saving those survivors as
wdl?

“We'renot set up asthe Templar are,” Leah said. “We don’t have the resources, manpower, or space
to handle search-and-rescue operations. But we believe in what you' retrying to do.”

“Sounds like another way of shifting responsibility, if you ask me.”

Leah couldn’t keep dl her anger from her voice then. “No. It' srecognition of fact. Y ou don’t redize how
far my organization has come just to make the offer to use what influenceit hasto help you and these
people here. We weren't organized to save lives, Smon. We were organized to take the lives of our
enemies. WEe ve been doing that. Now, they know they’ re not going to be able to get rid of the demons
on their own. That's been avery humbling experience, trust me.”

“It has been for dl of us” Simon looked away for amoment asif thinking something over. Then he met
her gaze again. “ There' s something else I’m working on, though. Something that may offer more respite
than trying to crowd dl of these people into the Templar Underground.”

Interest surged in Leah, and she knew what he had to be referring to. *Y ou found something in the
Goetiamanuscript, didn’'t you?’

((YS”
“What?’
Simon shook hishead. 1 can't discussit too much at this point.”

Angry frustration doshed insde Leah. Hedidn't trust her. That much was evident. She pulled in adeep
bresth and let it out.

Y ou can't blame him, she thought. Y ou wouldn’t trust you, either.
“I wishyou luck withit,” Lesh said.
“If itworks,” hesad, “we |l dl benefitintheend.”

If any other person told Leah that, she would have felt certain she was being patronized. But thiswas
Simon Cross, and she knew him well enough to know that he wouldn't lie to her or tell her something just
because he thought that’ s what she wanted to hear.

“Andif | decide| want to talk to the Templar again,” he said, “I’ll let you know.”

She forced asmile she didn’t fed, because she wasn't astruthful by nature ashewas, and said, “ Care
for arematch?’

Smon tossed the towd aside. “ Sure.”

Leah wasn't restricted to the redoubt in any way. Simon gave her the full run of the complex, except for
secure areas. She exercised and did the rehab treatment to get her eye/hand coordination back,
exceeding the surgeon’ s expectations.

She dtill stared in the mirror in the mornings and tried to tell the difference between the eyes and couldn’t.
Inaway, that was frustrating because she felt she ought to be ableto tell an artificial construct from her



own flesh and blood. Even more interesting, she couldn’t remember the ragged hole she'd seenin her
face afew days after her first surgery.

Old habitswouldn’t die, though, and her curiosity about whatever Smon had learned from the Goetia
manuscript chafed her. She knew his habits ingde the redoubt. When he broke them and |ft, he even
politely told her that he' d be gone for afew days and welcomed her to stay aslong as she liked.

After he' d gone, she pulled her armor on, then some winter clothes on over that, broke her rifle down so
she could lash it to her back under the winter coat, and filched afew suppliesfrom the cafeteria When
Simon had ahdf-hour start, she set out in pursuiit.

“Wa't.”

When she heard the woman'’ s voice directed at her, Leah thought her intended subterfuge had been seen
through. She calmed hersalf and turned around.

The woman was one of the Templar. Fiery-haired and full-figured, looking like an Olympic ahletein her
armor, the woman stood half a head taller than Leah. Part of that height difference was the boots, but not
much.

“We haven't gotten to speak,” the woman said.

“I’'veseenyou,” Leah said. “Inthe dojo.”

“My nameisKyra”

“Pleased to meet you, Kyra” Lesh shoved her hand out. “1’ m—"

“I know who you are.”

At the unfriendly tone, Leah drew her hand back. She waited.

“No one here blames you for coming to Simon to have your eye repaired,” Kyrasaid.
“Actudly,” Leah said, “1 hadn’t been aware that was something that could be done.”
“They worry because you seem to know more about the Templar than you should.”
Leah folded her arms. “What' s that supposed to mean?’

“No one heretrustsyou.”

“Simon does.” Even as she said that, though, Leah felt guilty, since she planned to go spy on him. That
wasn't very trustworthy behavior on her part.

“Simonisan innocent to alarge degree,” Kyra snapped. “ Someone like you—"
“Likeme?’
“A woman.”

“Ah.” Leah nodded. She understood allittle more then. Jeal ousy was attached to the woman’ swords. It
was atriba response. Leah represented an outsider femd e threatening to cut one of the maesfrom the

group.



“For dl that Smon is,” Kyrasaid, “he can be played afool by someone like you.”

“I suppose | should fed flattered,” Leah replied coldly. “But somehow | don't. Y ou could be suggesting
that I’ m overly attractive, or that Smon isdense. Frankly, | don’t think he' d be flattered, either.”

“Thisian't flattery. I'm suggesting that maybe when you leave this time—soon—that you shouldn’t come
back here.”

While Leah tried to figure out how to respond to that, Kyraturned and walked away. Beyond her, three
other Templar—all women—Iounged in the hallway and made it gpparent they supported Kyra. Fedling
angry and disrespected, Leah amost headed into the middle of them just for spite. Even three on one,
and them in Templar armor, Leah thought she might make agood stand.

It'snot worth it, shetold hersalf. Y ou don't need the drama. But she didn’t like being told what to do.
She never had. Without aword, she turned and headed for the door.

THIRTY
B it of baiting the bull, don’t you think?’

Simon glanced over a Nathan and barely saw him againgt the sonewall of the underground tube. They
were near Charing Cross, away from the Templar Underground. In addition to that, one of the Templar
redoubt scavenging crews had reported a group of survivors had settled into the area. If they could
recover those people and guide them to safety, they were going to do that.

“If there was another way to do it, we would,” Simon replied. He dammed his armored pam down on
the sted stake he held in his other hand. Metal struck metal with the sound of an explosion. Sparks spat
out from the contact. The stake drove down into the ground severa inches,

Nathan leaned down and attached the laser projector Macomber and Brewer had built in the [ab. It was
dightly smdler than Smon’ sarmored figt, built with lenses and wiring that Simon didn't quite understand
even after repeated explanations. The composite blue polymer was teardrop-shaped and high-impact
resistant. Nathan cupped the device for amoment.

“I’'m ready to bring Number Three online, mate,” Nathan said.

“Go ahead,” Quincy Hartsdll replied. “We' reready.” The Templar knelt nearby at a control box that had
come with the projectors. The control box was about the size of adim briefcase but was crowded with
electronics.

Nathan fired an e ectric current through his armor that activated the field projector. Two amber lights
winked to life, one after the other, then turned green.

“We'rego here,” Nathan said.
“And go here” Quincy sad.
“Four issat,” Danidle cdled from across the tunnd.

“Bringing Four online.” Quincy tapped on the keyboard. “ Reading Four. Now I’m going to initiate the
recognition sequence.”

While he stood there, Smon cycled through the button camsthey’ d strung aong the tube. The armor Al
was set to warn him of the approach of anyone not scanned into the Templar security, but maintaining



constant visud watch over the areawas old habit.

Debrisfilled the dark tube. The last passenger trains had traveled the tracks over four years ago when the
Héellgate opened. Wrecked train cars piled like child’ stoys lessthan amile from their present position.
Judging from dl the skeletonsin the cars, few must have survived the wrecks back then.

A low-pitched hum filled the tunnd. Gradudly, it grew louder and more piercing. Simon’s suit dampened
the audio, then the noise went away. The green lights on the projectors grew brighter.

“Phasing harmonics,” Quincy announced.

A few seconds later, purple-tinted haze spread across the distance between the polesthey’ d set up.
Then it cleared and gradually disappeared dtogether.

“Isit working?’ Nathan asked.
“Stepinto it, mate,” Quincy suggested. “If it zgpsyou, I'll know I've got it calibrated wrong.”
“I don't think s0.”

From the other side of the tunnel, Danidlle walked into the cube of light. Her armor sparkled just for a
moment, but nothing happened after thet.

“Wdl, we know that it won't harm humans,” she said. The nervousnessin her voice was barely
detectable.

“Doesn’'t mean it sunfriendly to demons,” Nathan said.

“There sonly oneway to discover that.” Simon pounded the stake again and knocked it into the ground
so far that none of it projected. The stake was built thick at the piercing end, then thin at the rear of the
shaft so the projector was protected by the profile. He reached into the nearby duffel bag and brought
out acanister of foamcrete.

When he sprayed the contentsinto the hole and they interacted with the air, adirty gray slicon plug
formed and filled the hole. After amoment, when the camouflage particles sparked into life to change the
gray-white color, it was dmost indistinguishable from the origina floor. He tossed the can to Danielle,
and she did the same thing to the stake she' d knocked into the ground.

Oncedl four stakes were properly buried, Simon said, “ Recdlibrate the field again. Make surewe didn’t
tear anything up.”

Quincy went through the process again. The purple cube cameto life once more, then faded. Again
Danidlle stepped through the field and into the cube without a problem.

“I haveto admit, mate,” Nathan said quietly, “it doesn’t give me much confidence watching her walk
through it so easly. Could be the demonswill wak through it just like it was awarm spring rain.”

“There' sonly oneway to find out.” Simon reached over his shoulder and took out his sword and shield.
He turned and started down the long tube tunnel.

After Simon and the others had gone, Leah eased out of the shadows of the tube station’ s waiting area.
Finding the Templar hadn’t been hard. Almost no humans headed into London these days, and the tracks
left by the armored suits had been smple to follow. The hardest part was to follow without being seen.



On the tube platform, she gazed at the area where the Templar had worked. She' d gathered from their
conversation that the stakes and e ectronics they’ d driven into the ground were some kind of demon
deterrent, but she had no ideawhat it was.

Knedling, she opened the command console that one of the Templar had used. She captured imageswith
the ocular over her right eye and stored them on the gel-drive hidden in the subcutaneous tissue of her left
thigh. As sheworked, shetold hersdlf that the guilt she felt was misplaced. She had aduty to her
organization. Those men and women had given their life sblood to keep London safefor along time
before the Templar admitted they even existed, in the show of forceat . Paul’s.

Her comm-link chirped for attention.
Leah straightened as she answered.
“Black Orchid, thisis Nightingale. Do you copy?’

“Black Orchid copies.” Nightingale was Lyra Darius. Leah had contacted the woman as soon asshe'd
|eft the Templar redoubt.

“Do you know what this deviceisthat we relooking at?’

“No.” Frugtration chafed at Leah. “If I'd known, | would havetold you earlier.” Shetook a deep breath.
“Did you get anything from the audibles| captured?’ She' d aimed a shotgun microphone concededina
fingertip at the Templar in hopes of picking up conversation.

“Wedidn't. Their hdmets and suits didn’t broadcast any of their conversations. If you can, stay on-dite
there and seeif you can get any more information.”

“I will. But that’ sincreasing therisk here”

“| doubt that the young lord would do much to you even if he did find you out. | get theimpression that
he' s quite taken with you.”

Under the armored faceplate, Leah’ sface reddened. “I think you' re reading moreinto it than what is
there”

“WE Il see. Have a care down there, Black Orchid. We want you to come back to us.”

“I' will.” Leah closed the case and stood. She switched her view in her ocular through the visible light
spectrum. For afew seconds, she thought she could make out the cube of light being projected.

Heart at the back of her throat, Leah stepped forward. Her suit’ s sensors picked up vague traces of the
laser light, but not enough to set off any aarms. According to the seismograph built into her armor, there
were sonicsinvolved aswell.

She studied the configuration of the cube, but it offered no clue asto what she dedt with. A moment
later, her sensors picked up the sound of demons growling down the tube in the direction the Templar
had gone.

She freed her rifle and amost ran down the tunnel. Then she redlized the demonic baying and wild
screams came closer. They raced back up the tunndl.

Outrunning the Stalkerswasn't dways possible. The demonswereincredibly fast. Not only that, they



could aso run dong the sdes of the tunnel aswell asthe celling, evading the tumbled-down wreckage.
The Templar had to negotiate the overturned train cars and debris that had choked the tunndl.

“I hate running from these things,” Nathan growled, then cursed as he ssumbled over loose rock and went
down. He caught himsdlf on his off-hand and pushed himself back up. By that time, though, one of the
Stakers had launched itself from the celling. The Stalker sailed toward Nathan like an arrow.

After aquick twist to set himself, Smon said, “Boot anchors.” He fdt them chug into the stone floor as
he shoved his shield out to protect Nathan’ s back. The Stalker smashed into the shield, rolled away, and
yelped in displeasure.

Another Stalker sprang from the wall on theleft and dammed into Simon with enough forceto rip hisleft
boot anchor free of the concrete. Unable to bring his sword into play with the demon in hisface, Smon
smashed his doubled fist into the Stalker’ s open and davering maw. Teeth shattered under the impact.
Nearly unconscious, the demon staggered away.

The Stakers hurled themsdaves at Smon then, giving him no quarter asthey swarmed him. Buried by
sheer numbers, he went down. The suit's Al warned him about the diminished defenses.

Nathan, Quincy, and Dani€lle stepped in and hammered the Stalkers back with their swords. They used
their shieldsto hold back other Stalkers. When there was a break in the attack, the Templar turned as
one and fled back up the tunndl.

“Y ou better hope that Node works,” Danielle said. “If it doesn’t we' re going to have along fight on our
hands.”

“I' know.” Simon ran, eyesforward as he used the suit’s 360-degree view to spot an attacking Stalker
leaping from overhead. Pivoting dightly, he dammed the sword hilt against the demon’ s brow. Bone gave
way with aloud crack! The Stalker dropped to the ground and lay twitching.

The tunnd turned gently to theright. A quick check of the map inside his helmet showed that they were
only seventeen yards from the Node. Even with the amplified night vison possible due to the helmet, he
barely made out the environment.

As heran through thefirst Sde of the cube, Simon experienced a brief thrill of fear. He caught himsdlf
holding his breeth, expecting the worst. Then he was through. The Stalkers were on his hedls, only inches
back.

The demons reached the protective Node less than a second after he crossed the threshold. With the
360-degree view, Simon watched as the first eight or nine Stalkers passed through the invisible wall.

Bright purple sparks suddenly flared to life and ignited into deep lavender conflagrations that consumed
the demons. Stalkersthat had thrown themsalves hard enough to penetrate thewall completely aso
turned to ash completely. Other Stalkersthat didn’t quite make the distance found themselves only
partidly incinerated, but since the part that was harmed was generaly the head, they died on the spot. A
few Stalkers got knocked into the protected area by the demons behind them.

“Bloody brill!” Nathan exclaimed. He stood nearby with his sword and shield raised, obvioudy not
trusting the barrier to stop dl the Stalkers. “I didn’t expect it to work aswell asall that!”

Simon slently agreed.

The surviving Stalkers drew back and growled in confusion and fear. A couple pawed at the barrier and
succeeded only in amputating part or dl of apaw.



“What about the power source?’ Simon asked. With the rate that the field had disposed of demons, it
had to have expended alot of energy.

“The power levels dipped for amoment,” Quincy said. “But they came back up. Macomber and Brewer
said the field should feed on the inherent arcane energy of the demonsit destroys. It's a sdlf-contained
sysgem.”

“Power supply isn't as big a problem as you thought we' d have, isit?’ Danielle asked.
“No,” Simon answered.
“You can't get much better than self-perpetuating.”

“I' know.” The redoubt didn’t need any more stress on their meager resources. As necessary asthe
protective field was, powering a huge drain might have come close to bresking the fragile ba ance they
kept. No only that, but supplying that protective field dso meant it would be vulnerable to attack.

On the other side of the barrier, the Stalkers paced restlesdy. They barked and yelped, and Simon
trusted the barrier.

“If Macomber and Brewer can figure out how to enlarge thefield, we'll be able to protect the redoubt,”
Nathan said.

“They'll getit,” Smon said. “It' sjust amatter of time.” For thefirst time since the invasion began, hefet
real hope about the outcome of things.

THIRTY-ONE

L eah waited until Simon and the Templar were gone, then she crossed the tube platform and dropped
into the tunnel. The patches that had sedled the devicesinto the ground hadn’t quite assumed the same
temperature of the floor around them. They werevisiblein her thermographic vison.

She dipped the combat fighting knife from her right shin and knelt down. Hesitation held her up for a
moment.

“Black Orchid,” LyraDarius sad. “ Are you experiencing difficulties?’

Y es, Leah wanted to answer. Smon trusted me.

Except inthis, shetold hersdf. And thisis something that could change the face of thiswar.
“Black Orchid, do you copy?’

“Black Orchid copies,” Leah responded. “I’'m worried I’ m going to damage the device.”
“If you're not certain of your abilities, | can get an extraction team there.”

The only drawback to that was the fact that the Templar could return for the devices at any time, or that
the devices might be uncovered by demons. Some of the demons were quite ingenious.

“No,” Leah said. “If these are to be gotten, now isthetime.” She drove the knife blade into the patch
and worked carefully. As she unearthed the device, she set her ocular to capture images automaticaly
and send them to the base.

After shefinished thefirst one, she moved to the second. However, she noticed atill, slent form



standing in the shadows near the tube platform doorway. Recognizing the blue and silver armor, she
knew exactly who it was. Ashamed and angry at the sametime, she turned to look at Simon Cross.

“Do you need help?’ he asked in aquiet voice.
Leah stood, but she didn’t know what to say. “1 thought you' d gone.”

He stood with hisarms crossed. “1 knew you were here. Somewhere. | figured if it looked like we left
that you' d show up.”

“How did you know?’
“| wastold you' d escaped the redoubt.”
“‘Escaped’ impliesthat | wasaprisoner. You told methat | wasfreeto comeand go.”

“Y ou were. That’swhy no onetheretried to stop you from leaving. Y ou choseto ‘ escape’ when you
dipped away ingead of merely informing anyone you were leaving.”

Leah fdtfoolish. “I was seen?’
“YSH
“Black Orchid, do you need help?’ Lyraasked.

A movement of Leah’s chin muted the outside broadcast so she was heard only insde her armored
mask. “No. By the time anyone could get here, thiswill have played out.” Shedidn’'t want a
confrontation between the Agency and the Templar. Things were bad enough. “Let me handle this.”

“WEe re closer than you might think.”

That angered Leah. Not only had she been following Simon, but evidently Lyra Darius had assigned
othersto follow the Templar—or her—aswell.

“Hold them back,” Leah directed. “ Give me sometime to work on this.”

“Are we going to have company?’ Simon didn’t appear worried about the prospect. Of course, that was
only through reading his body language. Leah couldn’t see abloody thing through the hemet’ sfaceshield.

“No,” Leah answered. “But they aren't far away.”

“So the offer to help me gain influence among the other Templar was...what? A subterfuge?’
“No. It'sred.”

“| see” Hiscold, impersona response hurt her.

Leah hated talking to him thisway. The masks they wore disguised everything about them. They shielded
every human emotion aswell astheir appearance, and the device-modulated voices they projected were
ascold asice.

“Ther€ sjust not alot of trust on your part,” he continued.
I’ snot me, Leah wanted to tell him. I’ sthe Agency. It'sjust the way | work.

“That trust seemsto have broken down both ways, Lord Cross.” Leah held the device out in her hand.



“Don’'t,” Lyraadmonished. “He could destroy that.”

Leah didn’'t worry about that. If Simon hadn’t wanted her to have the device, he would have destroyed it
before now. Or at least tried to. She wasn't going to discount her own ability to get away.

“What are you talking about?’ Simon asked.

“Youdidn't tell meabout this.”

“Until today, therewasn't anything to tell.”

“Y ou have ameans of destroying the demons with relative ease.”

“We have ameans of defending against them. This Node—this field—isn't portable. Onceit’s set into
place, it hasto remain there”

“It' san advantage that you kept from us.”

For amoment Simon didn’t speak. His faceplate remained blank and unyielding. “1t didn’t become an
advantagetill it worked afew minutes ago. Until that time, it wasjust ahope.”

“This changesthings. A lot.”

“In areas, perhaps. But thisdefenseis only alast resort. If we use it—if we' re forced to use it—that
means the demons have found us. We can wall oursalves away from them, but they can till lay Segeto
wherever we' ve holed up. Y ou' ve seen for yourself how desperate we' ve already become. And that’s
with our being able to hunt on aregular bass. Can you imagine what it would belike if we couldn’t take
deer? Or scavenge for food in the city?”

Leah could. While she’ d been in the redoubt, she had imagined that. Simon had taken on aHerculean
task in providing for hiscommunity of survivors.

“And | didn’t keep thisfrom you,” Simon went on. “I’m quite certain that the copy of the Goetia
manuscript you gave me wasn't the only copy that was made. Especialy not after seeing you in action.”

Theloathing in hisvoice came through in hiswords despite the mechanica qudity of the suit’s speskers.
His accusation—especidly in light of the truth of it—cut deeply. The Agency wasn't atrugting lot.

“Y ou had accessto as much information as | had,” Simon said.

“No,” Leah said coldly. “Y ou have dl the Templar knowledge that’ s been gathered for hundreds of
years”

“We paid for that knowledge. The Order was attacked, turned on by itsfriends, saw its fortunes stripped
from those to whom it belonged, and it was forced underground.”

“Y ou could have come forward.”

“And told the world that demons redly existed? | didn't believe they existed, remember?1 Ieft the Order.
| Ieft my father. | 1eft everything | knew here because | didn’t believe.” Simon paused. “No one wanted
to hear about demons. Not until they were among us.”

“Y ou have Macomber. He s been helping you trand ate the Goetia manuscript.”

“Yes. But only because I’ ve got someone €l se who supplements what Macomber doesn't know. If



your...organization had kept Macomber, which they decided not to do, they wouldn’t have been able to
do what we' ve done.”

“I know that. The people | work with know that. But you can't expect us not to try to fight back.
Whatever advantage you' ve gained—"

“Isyours,” Simon interrupted. He flicked ahand and asmall rectangular computer disk case sailed
acrossthe distance.

Leah easly plucked the case from the air and looked at it. The case contained a nanospring microdot
computer drive. It wasred asadrop of blood and no larger or thicker than her fingernail.

“That contains everything we ve discovered from the Goetiamanuscript,” Smon said. “It dso includes
the ingtructions on how to make the Node fidds. At least, what we' ve managed to figure out about them
ofa.”

“Doyou bdievehim?’ Lyraasked.
“Don’t you?’ Leah asked her.
After only abrief hesitation, Lyraanswered, “Yes, | do.”

Pride surged insde Leah. Simon Cross was exactly what he presented himself to be: aknight willing to
sacrifice hislife so that others could live. Leah' straining ran counterpoint to that. She was supposed to
sacrifice others, et them diefor their countries or beliefs.

“What you' ve seen in the tunnel there?” Simon asked. “ That’ s aslarge as we ve been able to make the
fidlds up to now. Macomber and the others are fill working on the problem of enlarging it, but they’ ve
not reached a solution yet. When—and if—they find one, I'll let you know.”

L eah remembered the harsh words the woman at the redoubt had given her. “Y our generosity is
surprising, Simon, but | know not al Templar fed the way you do.”

“They don't like trusting people.”
“They would have kept the secret of the Nodes to themsalves.”

“Yes. But that decison isn’'t completely theirs. It'smine. And | persuaded them to see that knowledge of
the Nodes benefits dl of us. The more othersfight back againgt the demons, the longer we'll last. Inthe
end, they saw that.”

Leah closed her hands around the disk and wished she didn’t fedl so miserable. But part of that was
Simon’sfault. A large part of it. She held him accountable.

“Y ou could have brought me with you today,” shetold him. She knew her voice was cold with
accusation.

“Another choice | made.”
“You tried to keep thisfrom me.”

“I wanted to keep you out of harm’ sway,” Simon said. “1 knew this was going to be abloody bit of
busness”

That’ s something you would do, she thought angrily.



“If thefield failed, it wouldn't have mattered,” Simon said. “I saw no reason to get your hopesup. That's
why we haven't told anyone €l se a the redoubt. And we won'’t until we find away to increase the
Node' s parameters. Having a protective field over a couple dozen peopleisn’t going to help enough.”

She chose not to argue that.

“Y ou’ rewelcome to the research,” Simon said. “1’d ask that if your people find away to enlarge the
parametersthat they tell us.”

Lesh wanted to answer but knew she couldn’t.

“Tel himyes” Lyrasad.

“Am| lying to him?’ Lesh asked. Areyou lying to me?
“No. It'sthetruth. | swear it.”

Leah knew the promise didn’t mean anything. Lying was one of the primary skillsamong agents. But she
wanted to tell Simon.

“If wefind anything,” Lesh sad, “you’ Il beinformed.”

Simon nodded. “Thank you for that.” He let the uncomfortable silence drag between them for amoment
longer. “ Given the circumstances, especidly inlight of the fact that most people in the redoubt know you
‘escgped,’ it might be better if you stayed away for awhile”

Hiswords hung dry and lifdessin the distance between them. Leah fdlt hurt and confused. Resorting to
her training, shewalled those fedings away.

“All right,” shesaid. “If that'show you'd likeit.”

“It' snot amatter of how I'd likeit,” Simon said. “I’vefound I’ ve got little control over thethings|’d like.
Thisisjust how it hasto be.”

Leah tried to think of something to say but couldn’t.

“Will you be able to see your way to safety from here?” Simon asked.
“Yes” Lyratold Leah. “I’ve got an exfiltration team standing nearby.”
“l will,” Lesh answered.

“Then take care out there, Leah. | wish you well.” Simon turned on his hedl and disappeared through the
door to the tube platform waiting area.

Unable to move or to speak, Leah watched him go.

“You did what you had to do,” Lyrasaid.

“That doesn't makeit right,” Leah said.

“It will. Y ou had no way of knowing what Lord Cross planned to do.”

“I could have waited for another time. Or asked him about these devices.”

“If he'd wanted to tell you, he' d have told you before now.”



“Hewasgoing to tell me.”
“That' swhat he saysnow.”

Leah headed for the platform and hauled hersdf up. “ Didn’t you come to me and want to push him
further up in the hierarchy of the Templar?’

[1] Ya”
“Thenyou must believein him.”
“That doesn’'t mean—"

“Domeafavor,” Leahinterrupted. “ Stay out of my head for awhile.” She cut comm and kept walking
through the darkness.

THIRTY-TWO
G et up, Warren!”

Thefrantic voice dragged Warren from his deep. He pushed the pillow from his face and glanced around
grogaily. It waslight outside, but dawn had started when he’ d gone to bed. He' d been up al night
working on mastering new ways to use the arcane energy he tapped into. Since they’ d returned to the
building he/ d claimed for himsdlf in the Soho Didtrict, he' d worked with Lilith. Naomi had grudgingly
remained around, but even she had set her enmity with the demon aside to learn more.

Naomi stood by the bed and pulled her clothes on. Her eyeslocked on the security monitors on the wall
by the bed.

“What'sgoing on?’ Warren asked. He stared at the blank monitors. They shouldn’t have been blank.

He' d set up agenerator in the basement of the building, and shielded it so the noise wouldn't be heard or
otherwise sensed by the roving demon patrols. A large petrol tank guaranteed that it would run for weeks
a atime. He dfilled it again upon their return.

“The security system isdown,” Naomi replied as she ssomped into her boots.

“| seethat.”

“I heard a noise and woke up. When | checked the security monitors, they were dead.”
“How long have they been dead?’

“I don’'t know.”

Warren stepped into his pants and pulled arugby jersey on. The combat boots took a moment longer.
He roomed on the fourth floor. It would take amoment for anyone arriving at the building to climb the
dairs.

Not winged demons, he amended. He glanced through the stedl security bars that blocked the windows.
Many of the buildingsin the neighborhood had had those in place to keep out looters before the invasion.
They didn’t draw any specid attention.

Hetouched the coat Lilith had given him and it flowed over hisbody asif it had amind of itsown.
Perhapsit did. He still wasn't sure about that, but it had offered better protection than any of the body
armor he'd worn. Just thinking of the obsidian spear brought it into his hand. It flew across the room and



ettled into place.

Warren reached into the messenger satchel he habitudly carried, which contained various artifactshe' d
created. He knew where everything was located smply by touch. Anindividud pocket held Blood Angd
eyeshe' d harvested and tied to his own senses. He sorted out four of them that still felt wet and dimy.
Two of them had dried out.

Hefilled the eyes with arcane energy, mapped the way each individua eye was supposed to go, and
threw them into the air. They paused intheair for just amoment asif sorting out the command, then flew
into action. Two of them sailed through the window, and two shot away through the door to the room.

“Where sLilith?” Naomi asked.
“I don’'t know.”
Naomi frowned. “ Awfully convenient of her not being around while thisisgoing on.”

“She does't want anything to happen to me.” Warren opened his mind to the Blood Angel eyes, tapping
into what they saw. “She till needsme.”

“Don’t be too sure about that.”

Warren was, though. Until Lilith got her body back to full strength, she’d need him to care for her and
help her.

One of the eyesthat had flown outside broke away and flew over the top of the five-story building. The
other aimed for Street level.

Dozens of Gremlins poured in through the building’ sfront door. Massive and vaguely human-shaped,
they stood on wide, two-taloned feet. Misshapen and powerful, they werefiercefoesin battle. Their flat
faces held severa beady black eyes. Three horns jutted from the tops of their large, bulbous heads and
two others stabbed down from their square jaws.

The eye viewing the other sde of the building showed more Gremlins coming in through the door on the
Old Compton Street side. The demons breached the security doors without problem.

The two eyesinside the building sped down the two stairwells at either end of the main halways. Since
Blood Angels saw in the dark, they easily spotted the Gremlins surging up the stairwells. They arrived at
the second landing.

AsWarren watched, his mind desperately racing, one of the Gremlins spotted the eye hovering on the
third-floor landing. The demon pulled hisrifle to his shoulder and fired.

Bright light sizzled through Warren' svison. Pain plit histemples. He cried out.

“Warren?’ Naomi took hisarm.

Impatiently, and more than alittle afraid, Warren brushed her off. “ There are Gremlinsin the building.”
“How did they find us?’

“I don’'t know. They're a the second floor now. WEe ve got to get out of here.”

Movement caught the attention of one of the Blood Angel eyes outside the building. It spun and focused
on aflying demon just before the creature caught the eyein itsrazored besk.



Another wave of pain shot through Warren's head. He kept from crying out, but nauseaswirled in his
stomach. When the front door of the suite blew open, he raised the spear to defend himself.

Lilith floated before him. Her feet dangled inches from the ground. She couldn’t walk fast enough to
escape. Her body had begun to gradually resume some of its shape and flesh, but that |eft her grotesque
and wesk.

“We ve been found out,” she said.
Naomi cursed. “How did they find us?’

“Now isn't thetimefor questions,” Lilith stated. “Warren, get the Book. If we' re going to live, we need
it

Warren sprinted to the ornate desk he’ d found and had zombies bring up to the room for him. Helaid his
hand on the drawer that held the Book and pulsed arcane energy into the lock as he spoke the code
phrase.

The lock released with a series of audible clicks.

Out in the hallway, the demons had reached the third-floor landing. Then that vision blinked out as one of
them shot the Blood Angd eye hovering in front of them.

Warren sagged againgt the desk for amoment, then got control of himself again. He reached insdethe
desk drawer and withdrew the Book.

Eighteen inches by fourteen inches and six inchesthick, the Book was covered in virulent purple lesther
that had lines—by design or by accident—that |ooked like blood veins. Asaways, the Book purred
liked acat. An eye the amber-green of acat’s opened in the center of the Book. Below it, afanged
mouth took shape.

“I amin danger,” the Book said.

“I know,” Warren said. “1’m going to get you out of here.” For atime, he' d believed that the voice he'd
heard from the Book had been Lilith. But after she' d separated from the Book, it had still continued to
talk to him. Lilith hadn’t given any explanation.

“Good,” the Book said. “I do not wish to be destroyed.”
“Youwon't be. Trust me.”
“I do trust you, Warren Schimmer. Otherwise | would kill you.”

It was funny, Warren reflected, how many demons and people—and things—claimed to be hisfriend,
yet offered to kill him if he ever betrayed them. But not funny in agood way. That tendency of the
demons and demonic things reminded him alot of how hislife had been beforetheinvasion.

He pressed the Book againgt his duster. Immediately, a pocket formed there and swallowed the Book.
The eye watched him until the pocket seded. For amoment, the bulge in the duster was obvious, then it
disappeared. The garment could make any number of pockets, and Warren could store innumerable
thingsinit. The amazing thing was that none of them had any physical weight or shape after the pockets
sedled. He could even open apocket over the top of a pocket.

The clamor of the gpproaching demons sounded out in the hallway.



Naomi stood at one of the windows and held the security bars.
“You can't go out,” Warren said. “More of them are out there.”
Exasperated and scared, Naomi turned on him. “Then what are we going to do?’

“Thefirg rule of having any sanctuary,” Warren said, “isto have away out.” He crossed the room, took
her by the hand, and pulled her into motion.

An explosion ripped through the window where Naomi had stood. The concussion knocked Warren and
Naomi from their feet. Masonry and stedl bars shot across the room. Two of the sted bars embedded in
thewall on the opposite side. Lilith flattened against awall but didn’t seem any worse for wear.

“Lilith!” amonstrous voice boomed.
“Korhdajj,” Lilith snarled.

Warren stood and pulled Naomi behind him. The duster he wore offered more protection than her
armor.

Korhdgjj clung to the side of the building. He had to have been at least twelve or fourteen feet tdl, and
wasimmense. Huge batwings helped him balance on thewall, barely visible through the hole he' d
created. Iridescent red scales covered him and gave him the appearance of being on fire.

However, slvery metal that seemed congtantly in motion sealed over parts of the demon. It wasn't
armor, Warren saw. It wasfixed to hisbody like skin grafts. The metal covered half of the demon’ sface,
including oneeye.

Lilith pulled hersdlf from thewall. Warren fdlt the arcane energy building around her.
Do not fear him, Warren, Lilith spoke into hismind. He sbig—

And powerful, Warren thought.

—Dbut he can be destroyed. Strike quickly with the spear when | tell you.

We should run. | have away out.

If you run, he'll destroy you.

Warren gripped the spear. Naomi grabbed him from behind, pulled on him, and whispered, “Let’sgo.
Let themkill each other.”

Not spesking, Warren shrugged free. “Wait.”
“Weregoing to get killed.”
“Wat.”

Lilith floated above the floor and looked incredibly frail and used up, facing the giant clinging to thewall
like some demonic King Kong. Windsfilled the room and blew furniture and papers everywhere. Sheets
and bedding billowed off the bed and swirled madly.

“I thought you were dead, Lilith.” Korhdajj knocked more of the wall away with a huge fist. Chunks of
stone rained down into the street as vibrations shook the room.



“| was abandoned,” Lilith said. “ Sydonai betrayed me.”

Korhdgj laughed.

“Do you understand them?’ Naomi whispered into Warren's ear.

Warren did. Until that moment he' d thought they were spesking English. “Yes.”
“What arethey saying?’

“Bequiet. You' regoing to get uskilled.” Warren took afresh grip on the spear.

THIRTY-THREE

K orhdaj pulled himsdlf into the room. He ducked his head to fit ingde. He peered down &t Lilith, and
shelooked amogt childlike next to him. She certainly looked defensdless.

“Where have you been dl these years?’ Korhdajj asked.

“Waiting for Sydonai to make good on his promise. He sent me here to defeat these people and make
way for the Hellgate.”

Warren watched her face and wondered if the flesh wasn't dead and gripped her skull so tightly that she
couldn’t show fear.

“Youfaled,” Korhdgj taunted.

“The humans are more skilled and powerful than we' d thought.”

“But they die so easily. Even the Templar wither and perish before us”
“IsSydonai here?’ Lilith asked.

Gremlins suddenly filled the doorway behind Warren. He fatered for amoment as he fet their baleful
gtares burning into his back.

Do not think of them, Lilith commanded. They will be dedlt with.

“Sydona iswhere hewishesto be,” Korhdajj replied. “Heisthe Eldest. Hiswill islaw. Y ou had best
learn your place with him. Otherwiseyou'll find yourself crawling out of the Well of Midnight asfar less
than you ever were.”

“| seeyou il bear your scars.”

Sdf-conscioudy, Korhdgj ran athree-fingered hand over the metd side of hisface. Then he caught
himsdf and grinned. “Thiswas your doing.”

“Y ou should remember your placewithme,” Lilith said.
“Once, perhaps.” Korhdgjj shook hishead. “But no longer. Y ou’ re not the Eldest’ s protected anymore.”
“I will beagain.”

“If | wereinclined to let you live, | might be interested in seeing the outcome of that. But since | sensed
you in this place, working your power, | knew that | wouldn't suffer you to live again.”



“Have acare, blunderer. I’'m more powerful than | appear.”

Korhdgjj grinned, and the effort bared huge fangsin adouble row of teeth. “1 don’t believeyou. All | see
before meisashriveled dakmuwah, hardly worth the trouble to skin and eat. I’ d wager your skinny flesh
gicksin my teeth. But I'll pick you out with your own bones.”

Ready, Lilith told Warren.
Yes.
When thetimeisright, you must strike for hisneck. Pierceit and wewill live.

Warren swallowed hard. His hand felt sweaty. Heat from the demon washed over him. For the moment,
the Gremlins held back at the door.

“I gave you those wounds thet you cover,” Lilith said. “I was merciful and let you live. For thousands of
years, they’ ve remained with you and never hedled.”

“For thousands of yearsthey’ ve served to remind mewhy | hate you so much.” With aquick movement,
Korhdajj wrapped an impossibly huge hand around Lilith. Injust that dight movement, hishand grew so
largethat it covered the withered demon from shouldersto knees. “ Today, though, I’ll have my revenge.”
Helifted Lilith and opened his mouth.

An exploson of light suddenly blazed in the room, dammed against Warren, and rocked him on hisheels.
He bardly kept his baance. The Gremlins cowered back from the door.

Korhdgjj’ s hand flew open, and he screamed in agony as flames covered his pam and fingers.
Now, Warren! Lilith commanded. Strike now!

Fear pounded Warren' stemples as he set himself and threw the spear as hard as he could. The obsidian
shaft flew true and sank into Korhdajj’ s neck just below hisjaw.

The demon’ s eyeswidened in sudden fear. He turned to face Warren. “No!” Korhdgjj bellowed in
disbdlief. “What have you done?’ He reached for the spear, but his neck abruptly turned to soup and ran
down his shoulder. Only his bonesremained intact.

Lilith flew forward as Korhdgjj started to fall. Her arms moved arthriticaly, but she caught his massve
head in her hands. Unbelievably, she held the demon up as he fought for hislife. Then abold bluelight
dawned in Lilith’ shands.

Warren felt the exchange of arcane energy passing from Korhdgjj to Lilith. Some of it spilled over onto
him, and he pulled it into himsalf. The energy was too strong, though, and the pain of containing it lanced
through him. He needed to release it before it tore him apart.

Holdontoit, Lilith said. Y ou' re going to need it. Wait for my signd.

Warren' s eyes brimmed with tears as he fought the pain. Korhdgj shrank, dwindling into himsdf likea
rotting jack-o’-lantern. But Lilith grew younger, till shelooked like awoman in her twenties. Her hair
grew infull and luxuriant. Her eyes held Warren's as she turned to face him.

Now. Cdl the spear to you and useit to channel the energy within you against the Gremlins.

The connection to the spear throbbed in Warren’smind. He threw out his hand and called it to him. With
aquiver, it broke free of the demonic corpse and streaked across the room to dap into hispam. He



spun as the Gremlins, spurred on by their commanders, streaked into the room.

Asif he' d handled the spear dl hislife, Warren set himsdf and swung the wegpon around. The
spearhead ripped the first wave of Gremlins open. Some of them died immediately as the blade pierced
their hearts. Othersrecaived lingering deaths from diced throats, punctured lungs, and disembowe ment.
The floor ran thick with gore that flooded the arealike atidal wave.

The Gremlins backed off in awe. Warren couldn’t believe the damage he’ d wreaked and stood frozen
himsdf for amoment.

“Stand thereand you'll die,” Lilith yelled at him. She threw out ahand and amassive charge of eectricity
surged through the massed Gremlins. Many of them blew up, their limbs twisted free by the discharge
that ripped through their bodies.

Severd of the Gremlins at the door raised their weapons and took aim at Warren and Lilith. With a
gesture, Warren raised ashield. Projectiles came to a sudden stop in midair, held by the shield. Beam
wegpons, acid, and swvarms of insects fired by even stranger wegpons smeared harmlesdy acrossthe
shidd.

“There aretoo many,” Naomi shouted in Warren's ear. “We'll haveto go out the windows.”
“No,” Warren replied.

“We can dow our fal with our powers.”

“No. There aretoo many of them waiting out there.”

“WE re not going to get out of here.”

“Yeswewill. Stay with me.” Warren held the spear in both hands before him. He channeled the
supercharged arcane force now at his disposa and created a massive wal of fire that blazed back over
the Gremlins. Only Warren’s shield kept the flames from consuming them aswell.

The demons had no chance for escape. Almost to a creature, they caught fire and burned like kindling,
dropping to the floor in twisted, blackened lumps. Some of them shattered into ash.

For amoment, the room was empty.

The heat washed over Warren in spite of his shield. He focused again, once more channeling the energy
through the spear, and directed a shockwave at the wall beside the door where Gremlin corpses blocked
theway.

With athunderous crash, thewall shattered, then blew outward to leave agaping hole. The Gremlins
standing behind the wall were flattened or blown away. Beyond them, the eevator doors caved inwith a
metdlic Shill.

“Comeon!” Warren grabbed Naomi’ s hand with his human one and got her into motion. He ran through
thehole. Lilith followed.

Never breaking stride, Warren ran across the downed Gremlins and straight for the elevator shaft. He
threw the spear out and directed another blast of force toward the doors hanging askew. The doors
ripped away and fl down into the dark shaft.

“Jump!” Warren shouted. Naomi fought againgt him, but Gremlins had aready recovered enough to fire



at them. Hetightened his grip on her hand and yanked her after him as he went over the edge and fdll into
darkness.

Naomi screamed.

Warren didn’t blame her. Hurtling down the dark elevator shaft proved terrifying. He switched over to
his night eyes and saw the elevator cage rushing up at them. Of course, it wasn't actualy moving because
he hadn’t wired it through the emergency generator, but it gave the appearance of doing so.

Tapping into his power, he halted his downward plummet and held on to Naomi. Her weight hit the end
of hisarm and dragged him off balance. They fell again, but the shorter fal lessened theimpact grestly.
Stll, Warren fdt ribs on his right side crack as he struck the top of the elevator cage.

Lilith floated to a graceful stop above him. “Y ou’ vetrapped us,” she snarled.

Unableto draw abreath against the pain of his cracked ribs, Warren managed to stand. He swayed and
felt sick, and he regretted what he had to do next. Concentrating, he blasted another force wave through
the elevator cage. It crumpled beneeth them and they fell again.

Hisribs burned as he pushed himself to his knees. He placed hisfree hand againgt the evator doors and
blasted them. They ripped from their moorings as the Gremlins leaned over the opening on the fourth
floor. Bullets and beamsrrattled the shaft.

Warren lurched through the opening. Lilith floated by him before he got through. He pulled Naomi from
the wreckage and hauled her into the building’ s basement.

The Soho Digtrict was old. The building was one of the oldest and didn’t have a parking garage benesth
it. Abandoned machinery, crates, and boxes halfway filled the storage area.

Findly the deathgrip of painin Warren’ s side released its hold, and he sucked in a breath just as black
cometswhirled in hisvison. He cried out, but even that hurt.

“Wherearewe?’ Naomi asked.
“Y ou' retaking usfrom onetrap to another,” Lilith complained.

“Always,” Warren wheezed, “adways...haveaway...out.” He crossed the room and gestured at a stack
of crates. Swept by an invisble wind, the crates tumbled out of the way to reveal ablank section of wall.

“There sno door,” Naomi said.

Warren drew another breath. “No door,” he agreed. “ Escape routes. ..should be...marked.” He pressed
againg thewdll. “Therésan...an old tunndl...next to. ..this basement. Probably...usad it...for
smuggling. Or supplies. Found it...on blueprints. | chisded...through thewall...reset the blocks. . .with
weak mortar.”

He blasted through the blocks. They cascaded before him, shattering and spilling across the rough-hewn
floor of the tunnd just beyond.

The passageway reeked of age and mold. Lampblack stained the ceiling, visible to Warren’ s night vision.
Scuff marks scarred the stonefloor.

“Whichway?’ Lilith asked as she floated out into the passageway.
“Left.” Warren stepped through after her. He breathed easier now, but pain still gripped him.



“Where doesit go?’

“Away from here.” Warren paused to flick the arming trigger of aremote detonator he' d placed on the
wall when he' d broken into the tunnd.

“What' sthat?’ Naomi demanded.

“Plastic explosve.” That was easy enough to find these days with armories|eft undefended. Therewere
even manuasthat told him how to useit.

“You'reinsane”
“We can't...outrun them.”
“Can we outrun the blast?’

“Haveto...find out.” Warren leaned into his stride, and found he couldn’t quite manageto get upto a
run. Naomi grabbed his free arm and yanked him to greater speed.

A few of the faster Gremlins reached the opening before the plastic explosive went off. The explosion
filled the tunnel with light and noise. The concussive wave knocked Warren flat. He hovered on the edge
of consciousness, barely aware that alarge section of the tunnel—more than he would have
guessed—had collapsed.

Then he spiraled into darkness.

THIRTY-FOUR

W hat are you gtill doing here, Creasey? Everybody figured you' d be out there hiding with your Templar
buddiesingtead of risking your lifewith the rest of us.”

Be cool, Leah told hersdf. Ignore them.

It was hard, though. Since she' d returned to the Agency complex, the obvious lack of acceptance by her
peers was sandpaper to an unprotected nerve. There had aready been some of that before she'd gone
to take Lyra Darius s message to Simon. The hostility had escalated.

She lifted a boot to the bench in the coed locker room and started on the buckles. Her boot, like the rest
of her armor, was covered in blood. Mogt of the blood had belonged to demons, but some of it had
belonged to human wounded and to two men who had died in her armstonight.

“Areyou listening to me, Creasey?’ Dockery roared.

Let it go, Leah thought. She dmost had the boot off. Blood turned her gloves dippery and made the task
moredifficult.

A heavy hand dropped onto her shoulder and yanked her around. Dockery stood a head taller than she
was, amassve man with abarrel chest. Hewasin hisearly thirties. He had his helmet mask off.
Close-shaven black hair covered his head and five 0’ clock shadow stubbled his jaw. His features looked
broad and mulish.

Lesh swung her forearm up and batted his hand away. She kept both of her fists on either sde of her
facein the ready position.

“I heard you, Dockery,” Leah said. “Back off. | don’t want to talk to you.”



“Maybe | want to talk to you, love,” Dockery snarled.
“I'll bring charges againg you.”

Dockery laughed. “I go out there every day and wage war againgt demons, love. Do you redly think
having charges brought againgt me worries me?’

Leah felt foolish. Before the invasion, charges within the Agency were serious matters.

“I wasin the Royal Marinesbefore all thiswent down,” Dockery said. “1 knew about hard times even
then while you were il learning spy tricks. We fought people face-to-face in those days. None of this
hiding-in-the-shadows crap you people are taught.”

A crowd had gathered in the locker room. No one seemed interested in stepping in to break up the
potentid fight.

“You've had ahard night,” Leah said evenly. “Wedl have.”

“Not dl of ushave had amatediein hisarmstonight,” Dockery said. “Wendell Tate was agood man. A
Royad Marine. Easily worth four or five times as much asthe likes of you.”

That drew some remondrations from the crowd. Even though the spy organizations and military
departments had come together under the same covert umbrellaas aresult of the Hellgate invasion, that
joining of forceswasn't seamless.

“A lot of people died tonight,” Leah said. “A lot of good people.”

“I' know. And you ingst on running off to hook up with those cowardly Templar.”
He' sjust baiting you. Leah took adeep breath and let it out dowly.

“| want you to leave me done,” Leah stated.

“Too bad. | think it’stime you figured out where your loydtieslie.” Dockery shoved abig hand forward
and dammed her shoulder.

Leah caught hiswrist with her left hand, grabbed his ebow with her right, and tried to force him into an
arm-bar hold. Dockery kicked afoot out and tripped her as he rotated his upper body. Off balance,
Leah had no choice but to release her hold and step back quickly. Shelifted her hands again and barely
got them up before Dockery came at her.

“Y ou shouldn’'t have donethat, love,” herasped. A mdiciousgrin pulled a his mouth. “Now see, you're
going to regret that.”

Lesh avoided ajab and let it sail by her ear. Intentionaly, she backed toward a stand of lockers. The
observers gave ground reluctantly behind her, not wanting to lose their front-row positions, then
jockeyed for those same positions as the circle broke into a semicircle. Savage voicesfilled the locker
room.

Dockery feinted, but Lesah realized by his stance that he was't putting any commitment into the effort.
She closed her hands and let his next blow hit her. Flush with success, Dockery swung again, stepping
forward and powering the punch thistime.

Bending her knees, Leah dropped below the vicious punch. Dockery’ s big fist smashed into the locker
and punched through the flimsy door. He struggled to get his hand free of the torn metal. Before he got



loose, Leah did out beside him, then whirled in a downward axe kick behind her opponent’ s knee.

Dockery’ sleg crumpled and he went down. The angle further trapped hisfist, which was an unexpected
bonus. Leah grabbed afistful of hishair and yanked hisface around to look at her.

“Don’'t you comea meagan,” Leahtold him camly. “Not ever again.”

The big man cursed and tried to get up. Leah dapped her pam against the back of Dockery’ s neck and
unleashed the fifty thousand volts stored in her suit’ s capacitors. Dockery jerked wildly for amoment,
every musclein hisbody taut with stress, then he dumped into unconsciousness.

“You'regoing to pay for that,” one of Dockery’ sfellow Roya Marinesthreatened.

L eah dropped back into a defensive posture. The room remained divided, but Dockery and the military
contingent formed atight little group. She doubted anyone would step forward to her defense.

“That'll bejust about enough of the roughhousing,” acrisp voice announced. “ The next one of you to
throw a punch will bejoining Sergeant Dockery inlockup.”

The crowd parted as Lyra Darius waked among them. Four heavily armed security staff trailed in her
wake. She stopped at Leah’s side and stared at the gathered crowd.

“Riordan and Jacobs,” Lyrasaid. “Y ou claim to be friends of the sergeant. Get him to medica and have
him checked over. Once the physician declares him fit, escort him to lockup. I’ [l be dong to make sure
that happens. If it doesn’t, you'll bejoining him. Arewe clear here?’

“Crystd, maam,” one of the two men replied grudgingly.
Lyraglanced a Leah. “Y ou' re coming with me.”

Leah qudled theimmediate impulse to fight againgt being treated asif she were guilty of anything. “Yes,

When they entered Lyra Darius s private office, Lesh stood &t attention in front of the desk. Her gaze
roved around the room. Nothing persond existed in there, nothing to hint at who Lyra Darius had ever
been before or after joining the intelligence agency.

“Don't bedlly. You'renot inany kind of trouble. It’ sjust better if Dockery and hislackeysthink I'm
reading you theriot act. Have a seat.”

Fedling alittle rdieved, Leah sat in one of the two nondescript chairsin front of the meta desk. Lyrasat
across from her.

“Things must bedifficult for you,” Lyrasaid.
“I'm doing fine, malam.” Lesh kept her face neutrd.

“Yes, | can seethat. Brawling in one of the common roomswith your teammatesis a perfect indication of
how fineyou redoing.”

“That fight was not my fault.”

“Of courseit was.” Lyraleaned back in her chair.



Leah barely managed to remain seated. “Begging your pardon, ma am, but | didn't start that.”

“Y ou did. The minute you stepped outside Agency lines and got involved with Simon Cross four years
@.11

Not with the Templar. With Smon Cross. Leah took note of the distinction.

“Areyou upset with me, ma an?’ Leah asked.

“Not with you. With the Situation.” Lyrashook her head. “ And more upset for you than with you.”
“I don’t understand.”

“Y ou've placed yoursdlf in an untenable position.”

“I don’'t see how.”

“Because you' re getting special dispensation from the Templar. The rest of the people hereare not.”
“They don't want it.”

“Of coursethey don't. Thislot istoo prideful and mired in their ditist thinking. They believe they’ re better
than the Templar, so they are”

“Not hardly.”

“They seethemsalves as taking the war to the demons. That’ swhat they’ ve dwaystrained to do. Make
the other Sde lose as heavily aswe do. Unfortunately, none of the people these soldiers and agents have
been up againgt in the past have ever been so willing to expend troops. Nor were they ever aswdll
equipped. Not even the Middle Eagtern terroristsin the early years of this century.”

Lesh remained glent.

“Oneway or another, thiswill sort itsalf out,” Lyrasaid. “It would have been better if so many people
here didn’t focus on you as being part of the problem.” She looked at L eah with concern. “1 am loath to
send you back out into the field.”

“Why? Because you don't trust me?’

“I trust you. | just don't trust dl of those people out there to stand with you if it comesto that.”
“| can take care of mysdf.”

Lyrasmiled sadly. “ The days of ustaking care of ourselvesare over.”

“1 «ill have afew friends,” Lesh sad.

“Yes. | know that you do. And when they are shunned by men like Dockery? What do you do then?
How far will thisdivison go before our center no longer holds?’

Leah thought about that. “ Are you suggesting that | leave?’

Lyraregarded her calmly. “Not yet. At the moment, | don't think it's cometo that. But it might. When it
does, I'll let you know.”

Leah gave atight nod.



“And if it does, do you think you could take safe harbor with the Templar?’
With practiced ease, Leah lied. “Yes, maam.”

Lyrafrowned. “A pretty deceit if I ve ever seen one. Even as good-natured as Simon Cross is purported
to be, | daresay he may have had enough after thislast meeting with you.”

“Possbly.”
“Before | turn you out of here, I'll find another place for you. Y ou have my word on that.”
“Y es, ma am. Thank you. Will there be anything e s=?”

“Yes.” Lyraleaned onto the desk and spoke kindly. “ Step easily while you' re out there, Leah. Animosity
likethisian't dways given thetimeit needsto work through. The friend you think you have at your
back...may not be.”

“Yes, ma am. I’ ve dready been aware of that.” Leah stood and sal uted.

Lyrastood and saluted back. “ Thereis one more thing I’ d ask of you. In case anyone asks, tell them that
| was rude and offensiveto you.”

“Yes, maam.” Leah left the room and stepped out into the hallway. Before she' d entered Lyra s office,
the complex hadn't felt like a safe haven, but she was surprised at how much lessso it felt now.

THIRTY-FIVE

W arren woke in the middle of aforest instead of the underground passage. Confused, he stared around
a the sunlight streaming through the emerad trees and bushes surrounding him. He clenched hisright
hand and found that it was till there, still made of metd, and it was il tight around the spear. Some
things hadn’t changed.

Birds sang in the trees and fluttered from branch to branch. Somewhere off to the left abrook gurgled as
it passed. The scent of pines and grassfilled his nose, and he thought he smelled gpplesaswdll. His
stomach rumbled at the gpples. It had been over threelong years since he' d had fresh fruit. The only
applesthat existed these days were in cans or dehydrated packages.

Heredlized thefiery pain in his Side was gone. He decided to take hopein that. There was no way he'd
gone numb to that, and no way the damage had healed on its own.

“Get up, Warren,” afamiliar voice urged. “In this place, no onewill try to harm you. Thisisasafe place.”

The ground vibrated dightly as someone waked toward him. Screwing down the fear that throbbed
within him, Warren rolled over and got to hisfeet. He brought the spear up in both hands. The duster felt
solid and impenetrable around him, hardly shifting except to conform to his movements.

A drange creature stood in front of Warren. It took a quick step back from the spear.

“I would gppreciateit if you wouldn't wave that in my direction,” thebeing said. “ That’ s a powerful
weapon. If I'd had my choice, | would haveleft it behind. But it, like the coat that you wear, seemsto
have bonded with you.”

“Who areyou?’ Warren demanded.

The creature stood barely four feet tall. Slender and dfin, it didn’t look like athreat. That didn’t mean



anything. Warren had seen demons no bigger than hislittle finger burrow into aman’ s flesh to seek out
hisheart or hisbrain and kill him.

The being' sfeatures|ooked mismatched, asif they’ d been forced together instead of growing naturaly.
Its nose was alarge oblong that dangled almost to its upper lip. The eyes were too small and pushed too
far together. The mouth was adash. Dark, curly hair framed the eliptica face with achin so crooked it
looked like acomma. More hair covered its bony legs. A yellow breechcloth fluttered in the gentle
breeze.

“I am Thakdrot,” the being announced, and smiled hesitantly.

“That'saname,” Warren said. “It does’t tell me who you are, what this placeis, or how | got here.”
“Y ou haven't died and gone to some afterlife, if that’ swhat you' re thinking.”

“No.”

“Y ou humans have interesting ideas about that.”

Warren stepped forward and thrust the spear to within inches of Thakerot’ sthroat.

Thelittle being held up hishands. “Thisiswhat | get for the kindness |’ ve shown you? After | pulled you
from that passageway to this place and healed your wounds?’

“If you've done dl that, then you can tell mewhat | want to know.”

Thakelrot looked into Warren’ seyes. “Y ou know me, Warren. Y ou know my voice and you know this
place”

It took Warren amoment more, but he did know the being. “Y ou’ re the Book.”
A smile curved the dash of amouth. “Yes”

Warren lowered the spear but didn’t et down his guard. He looked around.
“Y ou’ ve been inside the book before,” Thakelrot said.

Warren had. “It didn't ook like thisthen.”

“The Book has many pages. Y ou' ve not seen them all. No one has”

“And you weren't there.”

“I was. You just didn't seeme.”

Warren considered that. “ Y ou pulled me into the Book?”

“Tosaveyour life, yes”

“What about Naomi and Lilith?’

“Naomi carriesthe Book. She saw me pull you into it. She couldn’t very well carry you. And now that
I’'ve finally managed to separate mysdlf from Lilith, | don’t want to endure that again.”

“I can get back out?’



“Of course. | amnot ajailer.”

Warren studied the homely face. All of hislife, Warren had been lied to. His mother had lied to him firgt,
followed by his stepfather, and continuing on through the foster homes and “friends’ hel d made who
leaned on him because he could be counted on to come up with his portion of the rent and utilities.

He couldn't tdll if the being in front of him waslying.

“| wanted to you to be safe,” Thakdrot said. “When you were knocked unconscious, they would have
had no choice but to leave you behind.”

They could have stayed, Warren thought.

“They're afrad. The passageway didn't completely close as you d hoped it would. The Gremlins dug
through.”

“Will my companions get avay?’
“Yes Thereistime. Y ou planned well.”
“1 need to get back there.”

“Take amoment. The last time you were inside the Book you only saw one of the wars the demons have
waged in the past. Y ou can learn from this experience.”

Warren gazed around at the forest. “Where are we?’
“Insdethe Book.”
“I meant, thisplace.”

“Thisisone of the worlds that the demons devoured. Better yet, thisisamemory of that place. It no
longer exigts, but within the pages of this Book, this place can live on forever. At least, aslong asthe
Book remainswhole”

Thake rot walked down to the dow-moving brook. “Follow me.”

For atime, Warren walked in sllence beside the small being. The beauty of the forest overwhelmed him.
Before theinvasion, he' d taken parks for granted. Then, once the Burn had started consuming London
and it had become unsafe to be in wide, open spaces, he' d regretted not having gone to the parks more
often.

Thakelrot paused a an gpple tree. The red fruit hung heavily on the limbs. After eyeing the fruit
judicioudy, he plucked one and tossed it to Warren.

Warren caught the apple and examined it. Thefruit looked perfect. Good enough to—
“Eat it,” Thakerot encouraged.

“Isit safe?’

“yes”

“I’ve heard too many stories of evil witches and jeal ous queensto easily accept apples as gifts.”



“I don’'t want to hurt you. If | did, dl | had to do wasleave you in that passageway. The Gremlinswould
havekilled you.”

1] M wm”

“If you' d been conscious, you' d have seen the truth of what I'm saying.” Thakelrot plucked another
apple and tore it gpart in his bare hands. The being dropped pieces of it into the brook. Almost
immediatdly, fish surfaced and nibbled the bits. None of them died.

Hungry, wanting to remember what an apple tasted like that wasn't pureed and poured into a can,
Warren shined the fruit on his coat and took abite. The apple was sweet and just tart enough to make his
jaws ache. Juice ran down his chin. Despite his strange circumstances, he had to smile.

“Good, right?’ Thakelrot asked.
1] Ya”
The creature turned and walked aong the brook again. Warren followed, still munching on the apple.

“| wanted to take this opportunity, now that we' refinaly aone, to talk to you. Thereismuch | haveto
shae”

“Why didn’t you tel me before?’

“Because Lilith was here. Hiding among us. There are things she must not know. Or at least things that
she must not know that you know. Otherwise shewill kill you. And never trust for amoment that she
won't as soon as she' sthrough with you anyway.”

“l don't.”

Thakdrot grinned over his shoulder. “No more than you trust me, eh?’

“No more.” Warren flipped the gpple core into the brook. A dozen fish set upon it at once.
“Y ou haveto trust someone.”

“I trust mysdf.”

“Y ou don't know enough.”

Warren didn't argue that point. “What are you?’

“For now, perhapsfor dways, | am this Book. But once, | waslike you. A creature of my own place
and world. | had afamily. A spouse. Children.” Pain showed in thelittle being’ s eyes. “ The demonskilled
themdl.”

Warren didn’t know what to say, especialy since he didn’t know whether he believed the story or not.

THIRTY-SIX

I nmy village, | wasan historian,” Thakerot said. “1 kept the old tales. The ones that no oneredly
wished to hear anymore. But it wasmy place and | did it. No one believed those stories anymore.”

“Why?



“Because they were about demons. No one believed in demonsin those days. All believed that the
Darkness had passed us by. Or—as many began to say—never existed at dl.”

“The demons had been to your world before?’

“Yes. Just asthey had yours. They monitor young worlds. Send Herads and Seekersinto them to judge
when they’ Il be ready for the harvest.”

“What timeisthat?’

“When the population has flourished,” Thakelrot said. “In the beginnings of dl worlds, thereare only a
few. But given time, intelligent creatures continue to breed and multiply, till they threaten to overpopulate
aworld. No other creature on any world does that with the same dogged success as the intelligent
gpecies. Once aworld is burgeoning, when the demons judge they can no longer continue without
imploding under their own weight, they strike. Just aswhen afruit isripest so that they can suck dl the
juicesout.”

“How do they know?’ Warren asked.
“Demons never truly leave aworld. They dways have somewho stay and observe. Like Lilith.”

“She said the demons planned to return before now.” The hill beside the brook rose steeply. Warren's
thighs burned with the effort of the ascent.

“Perhaps they were,” Thakelrot said. *Y our people have had many setbacks as a species. I've seen
them. Wars. Famines. Plagues. All those things set you back and threatened eradication.”

“Why were you madeinto abook?’
“It was ajoke on me. Because of what I'd been.”
“Lilithdid this?’

“No. Shewasthere, but my fate wasn't through any decision of hers. Another of the Dark Willstook my
body and the life barely beating within me and broke my bones and twisted me until | became this book.”

“What wasthe point?’

Thakelrot Sghed. “When | wasdive, | knew how to hurt the demons. How to hurt them and kill them.
What | knew helped forestall the inevitable, but it wastoo little, too late. Our destiny was ashes, and we
were dow to get there. More than that, we didn’t have the Truthsin our world. Not like they arein this
one”

“The Truths?’
Thakelrot stopped and looked at him. “Yes.”
“I don’'t know what those are.”

“Neither do I. Not entirely. | only know that they are the greatest weapons you can ever have againgt the
demons. By your nature, you are a Cabalist. As such, you are tied most closdly to the Truth of the
Mother.”

“What mother?’



“I don’'t know. | only know that when the time isright, the Cabalists must recognize that Truth and freeit.
Only then can the demons and the Hellgate be defeated.”

“Where did these Truths come from?’

“Wheredl good things do. From the Fountain of Light.”

“How many Truths are there?’

“Seven. They must dl be found and united.”

Warren's head reded. “Where are the Truths?”’

“Somewhereinyour city,” Thakerot said. “Y ou must find the Sigil, then you must find the Truths.”
“How do you know this?’

“Because the story of the Seven Truths was one of thetales| knew in my world. | thought the Truths
were there aswell, but we searched for them and couldn’t find them.”

“They'rephysicd things?’

“Of coursethey are. They’ d haveto be. They’re going to be weapons that can be used against the
demons”

Warren marshaed histhoughts. “Y ou said the Truth about the Mother istied to the Cabaists?’
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“What other truths are there?’

“Onewill betied to the Templar. They are too important to be discounted. And another Truth will betied
to the secret warriors.”

“lsn’'t thet the same asthe Templar?’

“No. There are warriorswithin your world. I’ ve seen them. They will betied to the Truth about the
Soldier because they only bdievein fighting. The Templar will betied to the Truth about the Brothers,
because they are ahouse divided againgt itself. They stand for unity, but they became divided when the
Hellgatefirst opened. Some of them died, while others were commanded to stay behind. Shame has
tainted theliving.”

“Who will find those Truths?’

“Whoever seeksthem.” Thakerot smiled hopefully. “1 only wish that you' re one of those. That’ swhy I’'m
telling you about them. Y ou have a chance to make a difference, Warren. But not unlessyou let go of the
fear and anger that you cling so desperately to.”

Warren wanted to argue that he wasn't fearful or angry, but he knew he couldn’t. “Wherewould | start
looking for them?’

“I don’t know. But you must be prepared to act on anything you see. I’ ve wanted to tell you that for
months, but Lilith cannot find out that | know these things and am willing to tell you. If shelearns of my
knowledge, shewill destroy me.”



Warren just looked at the little being in front of him. If what he said wastrue, Thakdrot had had a
horrible life for thousands of years.

“I won't tell her,” Warren said.

“Be careful too how much you think around her. She can pull thoughts from your head easily.”
“I know.”

“Aslong asyou have mewith you, | can help keep some of your thoughts shielded.”

“Then I'll make sure you stay with me.”

“Come with me up to the top. There’ s something | want to show you.”

At thetop of the ridgeline, Warren thought he was going to be sick. Beyond the foothills, theterrible
blackness of the Burn stretched forth in dl directions. Pulsing ulcersthat streamed sulfurous gasfilled the
wretched and diseased land. The sky above resembled a deep, dark bruise.

“This,” Thakerot whispered in astrained voice, “iswhat’s become of my world. And if steps are not
taken, if the Truths are not found, thisiswhat will become of your world aswell. Do you understand?’

Warren did.

“Evenif you live, which isdoubtful on your own because the demonswill not suffer you long without
making you pay for your own life, thiswill bedl that you haveto inherit,” Thakerot told him. “Living like
thisisno victory.”

“But you live?’

“DoI?7” Thakedrot seemed genuindly puzzled. “Most days| beieve |l am only amemory of mysdf. You
arethefirst person I’ ve taked to on my own in thousands of years. What kind of lifeisthat?’

Staring out at the charred expanse, Warren felt afraid. “Are you sure?’ he asked in aquiet voice. “Are
you quite sure the demons can be defeated?’

“From this place?Y es. The Truths must be found and the secrets must be unlocked. Theforcesof Light
put them here so that champions could rise up and strike back against the Darkness.”

“Why here?

“Because your people have great capacitiesfor passion, for violence and for love. Because they can
know the Truths and il yet be strong enough to wield them.” Thakelrot paused. “Because, in the end,
they have to be found here or your world has no hope for surviva.”

“How will | know them?’

“I don't know the answer to that riddle. | only know that when the timeisright, the Truthswill reved
themsalvesto you. Y ou must make sure you and others are prepared.”

“Why others?’

“Because the Truths must come from al three groups that have formed to fight the demons. None of you
can stand againgt the demons done. Y ou must use each other’ s strengths in knowledge.”



“No one trusts anyone out there.”
“Some do. That trust must be made stronger. Y ou must find away.”
“I'm not the guy for this”

“Thentell others,” Thakelrot stated dowly. “Don’t let what | tell you go to waste. Thisisachanceto
strike back.”

Warren silently thought that Thakelrot should have found someone e se to have abonding moment with.
“Thereisnoonedse” thelittle being said. “The Light gave meyou.”

“I’m not achampion,” Warren protested. “1’m not even agood person. Thethings |’ ve done, the people
I"'vehurt...if you only knew.”

“What you did before doesn’t matter,” Thakdrot said. “It’ swhat you do now that counts. Every hero
hasafaling.”

“I"'m not ahero.”

“Then be amessenger.” Thakelrot grimaced and shook his head. “Our timeis over. She searchesfor
you.”

“Lilith?’

“Yes” He scrunched hiseyesup in pain. “Y ou had best go. Before she becomes suspicious. If she asks,
smply tell her that you were unconscious the wholetimein here.”

“All right.”
“I'll bein touch with youwhen | can.”

One moment, Warren sood on the hill overlooking the black desolation of the Burn—

—and the next he stood in the underground passageway. The suddenness of the trangition left him
light-headed. He staggered, then caught himself with the spear.

Lilith eyed him with vague suspicion. “Where have you been?’

Warren looked around the passageway. “On a battlefield. Somewhere else.” He paused. “How did | get
here?’

“Y ou werein the Book,” Naomi answered. She held it closeto her.
“Did you enter the Book?’ Lilith demanded.

“No. Thelast | remember wasthe blast in the tunnel.”

“Wereyou injured?’

Warren looked down at himsdlf, asif only then thinking to check. “I don't seem to be.” Then he did what
he dways did when others made him feel uncomfortable with their questions: he asked questions of his
own. “Who was the demon back there?’



“An old adversary. He' s dead now. Y ou no longer have to concern yoursdf with him.”
“How did hefind us?
“That doesn’t matter.”

Warren made his voice more harsh. “ It does matter. If that demon can find us, then others can aswell.
We need to be—I need to be—prepared for that eventuality.”

Lilith glared a him. “Do you redly think it mattersif you' re prepared?’
“Doesit matter toyou if I'm Hill dive?”

Her nose flared then, proving that she was once more breathing in her withered body. Warren wondered
if that made her more vulnerable.

“It does matter,” she answered.
“Thenit mattersif I'm prepared. I’ vejust lost my hiding place. We re going to be vulnerable.”

“There are other boltholesin the city. Asfor how Korhdgjj found me, | have taken care of that. I've
masked mysdlf. | hadn’t thought myself powerful enough to have warranted attention.”

“Y ou obvioudy havealist of enemies| don't know about.”
“Demons have dways been ajedous breed. Y ou don’t think humans invented that emotion, do you?’
“How many other demonswill want to kill us?’

“Many. For atime, | wasfavored by Sydonai. There are many who never knew his beneficence.” Lilith
turned and floated away. “ Come. We have much to do. | need to further regain my strength, and you
haveto rase ahost of disciplesto follow meinto battle.”

“How am | supposed to do that?’
“You're cregtive, Warren Schimmer. That’swhy | choseyou. You'll think of away.”

Warren followed her, but part of him wished he were ill insde the Book.

THIRTY-SEVEN

W € ve got an inexperienced crew here, Leah.”

“I know that, Marrick, but it' swhat we have to do the job with.” Leah knelt in the shadows draped atop
abuilding that offered aview of the Appleretall store on Regent Street in the West End.

“For something likethis” Marrick grumbled, “it seemslike upstairs would have found more to send than
wet-nosed pups.” Hewasin hisfifties, adim, dapper man who'd spent most of hisyearsin thekilling
fidds of foreign countries.

“Wedon't know if thisisanything yet.” Leah scanned the front of the building. Back when it had opened
in 2004, the computer store had been al the rage. Her father had taken her there to pick out her first
tri-dee player when she' d been just agirl.

The once-fashionable building was now awreck. The large, ornate glass windows were shattered.



Computer partslittered the sdewalks, either dropped by the early looters or cannibalized by survivors
trying to find away to make contact with the outside world.

“Upstairs reported organized demon activity here?” Marrick asked.
“yYes”

“What' sthat supposed to mean, exactly?’

“It meansthat we' re here watching for organized demon activity.”
“And we d recognizeit?’

“Updtairs seemsto think so.”

“Jolly good for them.”

Undeterred, Leah kept surveying the building. They’ d been there for over an hour since sunset. So far
there' d been no demon activity.

“The demons are building new things,” Lesh said.

“Like the wegpons plant.”

“yYes”

“Y ou have to wonder why they waited so long.”

“| don't think they believed it would take quite so long to terrorize and take over thisworld,” Leah said.
“Meaning we' refighting back harder than they expected usto?’

“Perhaps”

“It'snot like they gave us any bloody choice.”

“Nor any placeto go,” Leah agreed. Activity down on the street drew her attention. She refocused the
binoculars.

Regent Street was a curving boulevard designed to take advantage of the Crown Estate lands, and to set
off the disreputable Soho Didtrict from the shopping elegance of Mayfair. Asabarrier between the haves
and have-nots, it hadn’t succeeded too well. Pickpockets smply lived across the street from their work
environment.

Through the binoculars, Leah watched as agroup of Darkspawn led four humansin chainstoward the
Apple building. Two of them were women. One was aman. And the fourth was ateen that might have
been ether.

“They'rebringingthemindive” Marrick sad.
Lesh said nothing.

“It would be better if we killed them now than let the demons torture them. They’ re as good as dead
dready.”

“If we do that, we give away the fact that we know this place.”



“Y ou’ ve seen what the demons do with their prey, Leah. Putting a bullet through the heads of those four
people would be merciful.”

“I know, but they’ re going to be insde that building before we could get ourselvesinto postion to fall
back to safety. We'd just lose our team.”

Marrick sighed. “I know.”
Below, the Darkspawn herded their prisonersinto the building. They disappeared into the darkness.
L eah opened the comm+-link. “Red Raven Six, thisis Red Raven Leader.”

“Red Raven Six reads you, Leader,” came the prompt response. The young woman' s voice was
confident and ready.

“You ve got Spy Eyes, don't you?’

“yes”

“Why don’t you navigate that building? Let’s seewhat’ saround it.”
“All right.”

Even though she looked for it and knew where Red Raven Six was, Leah barely spotted the drones
gpeeding across Regent Street. She tracked her binoculars congtantly, but didn’t see anything amiss.

“Negative, Leader,” the young woman reported.
“No guards?”’
“None”

“Set up eyes overlooking the area. Let’ sgiveit afew minutes.” Lesh muted the broadcast and glanced at
Marrick. “Why wouldn’t they have sentries?’

“Becausethey’ re not afraid of anything,” the older agent replied.

“I know.” That answer irritated L eah more than she was prepared to ded with.

Forty minutes later, with no demonsin evidence and no return of the hostages—after dl that time spent
trying not to be consumed by thoughts of what had happened to those people—L eah decided to lead a
gmd| teaminto the building.

“My advice,” Marrick said, “isnottodoit.”
“Updtairs sent us out here for answers. We re not going to get them sitting on the rooftop.”

“WE re not going to get them quickly,” Marrick replied. “Doesn’t mean we' re not going to get them.
Goinginddethat placeisrisky.”

“So iscoming back to this rooftop—"

“Doesn’'t have to be this rooftop.”



“—or onelikeit, ssemsat the very least asrisky.”

Marrick scratched hisjaw through histight-fitting mask. “Then my next bit of adviceisto let one of the
young pups lead the insertion.”

“They don't know enough.”
“Then send your seasoned pro.”
“You?

Marrick shrugged. Due to the facel ess appearance of his mask, the effort looked strange. “ That’ s what
we underlingsarefor.”

“Sending other peopleto do my scut work isn't my way.”

“You'll never get into an upgtairs postion.”

“| seethat you didn’t, either.”

“No, maam.”

“I"'m depending on you to get me out of thereif thisthing goes badly.”
“I' will.” Marrick offered hishand. “ Godspeed.”

“You, too.” Leah shook his hand, then laid a pam on the side of the building and swung over. Nanowire
hooks did out of her armor from her palms, boot soles, forearms, and knees. They bit into the mortar
and held her like ahuman fly as she crept down the building’ sside.

Three of her team met her at the bottom of the aley. Together, they ran away from Regent Street a block
deeper into Soho Didtrict, then six blocks down. Crossing Regent there, they crept back up to the Apple
store.

Carrying the Clugter Rifle she' d chosen as her lead weapon for the insertion, Leah crept through the
shadows leading to the target building. The way the structures had been built dong Regent Street, all
butting into one another and standing shoulder to shoulder, hadn’t allowed for dleys. But with the

carnage that had occurred during the invasion and the continued depredations by the demons, most of the
buildingsin the area stood Swiss-cheesed with holes and gaps.

She crawled over rubble, then made her way across debris-strewn floors. She' d deliberately chosen to
enter on the second floor of the building adjacent to the Apple store. Once there, they crossed through
shattered walls. They maintained radio sllence.

Over the main showroom floor, feding avibration pulsing below, Leah pressed her | €ft little finger against
the floor, straightened her wrigt, and fired amonofilament link through the concrete and acoustic on the
ceiling below. Thevid-link cameonlinejust intime to reved the small puff of dust that floated down from
the calling. That was the only disturbance that the penetration crested. The smal cloud of dust vanished
beforeit floated three feet.

A quick survey showed that macabre machinery honeycombed the area. Leah had never seen anything
likeit. A rectangular mass of wiring and components, al of it looking jury-rigged instead of finished,
occupied the center of the room. Darkspawn demons labored davishly over it.



Bilious green and yelow lights flashed within the maching sinterior and made it look like the gaping maw
of some great creature. Power umbilical cords snaked across the floor and threaded through the
machinelike veins and arteries. For thefirst time, Leah redized the vibration she fet came from the
machine below.

Looking up a her team, Leah held out her hand. Taggart took it, then the suit-to-suit stedth link booted
S0 that they saw what she saw through the vid-link. All of them kept watch for demons.

A demon yanked one of the four hostages to her feet and shoved toward the machine. Shedidn’t go
willingly. The Darkspawn dapped her with his gun butt and knocked her down. When they stood her up
again, she swayed drunkenly.

Another Darkspawn fitted a collar around the woman’ s neck. A moment later, ademon attached an
umbilica aswell. The woman fell backward into the arms of one of the waiting Darkspawn. They carried
her to the machine. Another demon opened arecessed cubicle that did out of the machine. Without care,
they dumped the woman into the cubicle and closed the hatch.

Looking at the hatches on that side of the machine, Leah redlized room for forty or more people existed
within. Nauseatwisted sharply through her ssomach.

A shadow moved in front of her. It took her just amoment to redlize it was in the room with her, not
something in the horror below she was watching.

She retracted the monofilament snooper wire and reached for the Cluster Rifle as dozens of Stalker
demons dithered out of the shadows around them.

“Run!” Leah ordered. “Back the way we came!”

Bright lightsfrom energy blasts and muzzle flashesfilled the room. The building vibrated with the assault.
L eah pointed the Cluster Rifle at one of the largest groups of Stalkersin the room and squeezed the
trigger. A salvo of missilestore into the demons and blew her backward. She remained on her feet, but
only just.

Pieces of shredded and flaming demons stuck to thewalls. A cavernous hole opened in the center of the
ceiling and started spreading. Shetook brief satisfaction in the destruction, but her surviva ingtinct quickly
eclipsed that success.

Sheran after her team. Weapons fire from the demons below broke through the celling and shattered the
surface. Sections of it buckled and dropped, leaving holes.

Then they reached the gap leading to the next building. Taggart stepped aside, pulled the pinona
grenade, and dipped the spoon. “Firein the hole!” He counted down and tossed the grenade.

Theincendiary blew up and filled the immediate vicinity with flames. Some of thefire clung to Leah' ssuit,
but sheignored it. The materid was fire-suppressive. Once the flames burned through their fuel source,
they’d go out.

Before they reached the wall breach that led to the alley outside, a Fetid Hulk rose up from the debris.
Muzzle flashes and the flames bri€fly lit up the creature’ sdark green scales. The demon lashed out with
itsclublike figts, dropping them like hammers.

Leah lifted her weapon, aimed at the center of the Fetid Hulk’ s chest, and fired. Missiles streaked on
target and blew the creature back severa steps. Before she reached her downed teammates, another
Fetid Hulk reared up beside her.



Shetried to turn, to bring up her weapon and back away at the same time. Her back foot dipped on
loose debris, but even without that, she' d known she wouldn’t have gotten away. The demon wastoo
close

Its huge hand closed over her head and one shoulder and punched her into the ground. A moment of
incredible painfilled her, then she blacked out.

THIRTY-EIGHT

H atton Cross tube station stood silent and empty, but Simon knew that didn’t mean the place had been
left unprotected. Especidly not with the secretsit held.

Thefamiliar red, white, and blue sgn advertisng the London Underground hung askew. The windows
held shards. Severa sections of the train tracks under the cut-and-cover housing of the tube trench had
been ripped up. Smon didn’t know if the destruction had been done by demons or by scavengers
looking for stedl.

A pulling engine and severa carslay overturned and broken inside the tube trench. The cargo had been
jettisoned by looters—or survivors, depending on when the action had taken place—and covered the
ground. There wasn't much use for éectronic equipment after the invasion. Food and medicine had
become everything.

Just asit wasin the redoubt, he reminded himsdlf grimly.
“WE re not going to stand out here dl night, are we, mate?’ Nathan asked.
Simon waited a beat more, scanning the area one moretime. “No.”

“So which do you least want to run into?’ Nathan asked. “ Templar from the Underground? Or demons?
| mean, if we get busted by the Templar, there’ sall that embarrassment to factor in.”

“| want to get in and out quietly,” Simon replied. “No muss, no fuss. | just hope the supplies are fill there
and in good shape.” He waited just amoment more, then gave the order to closein. Once they were
moving, some of the indecision and worry went away.

Long, quiet minutes passed as they sifted through the wreckage inside the tube station and cleared the
underground section. They used their armored hands like miniature steam shovelsto dig through the
wreckage. Once they had the way cleared, they crept deeper into the tunnel. Simon shoved buttoncams
into thewallsand ceiling a regular intervas. He linked them to the HUDs of the team and used them to
mark the distance.

Five hundred seventeen yards into the tunndl, Simon turned to the wall and scanned the surface.
Neon-bright graffiti stood out on the concrete. A broken skeleton lay at the bottom. Another was
scattered across the tracks.

“Let’sput up aNodethere,” Simon said, indicating atube section fifty yards away. “That should give us
breathing room enough. And | want buttoncams, heat sensor, and motion detectors a hundred yards
farther on from that.”

The team moved into position and started working. The security darmswerein place before the Node
generatorswere. They’ d gotten fagter a implementing them.



When everything wasin place, Smon turned his attention back to the wall.

“Doesn’'t look like anyon€e' s been thisway in sometime, mate,” Nathan said.

“No.” Simon struck the dab surface with an armored fist. Concrete plugs concealing bolts shattered and
fell out of the holes. “This supply dump was set up asan auxiliary. A way station for anyone that got
locked outside the main aress. Or if the main areaswere lost.”

“So what kind of swag are we hoping to find?’

Simon had the suit form and 1D Spike and rammed it into the six bolts. Trying to get at the hidden door
without properly releasing them would trigger an explosion that would destroy everything within.

“Dry goods. Ceredls. Powered milk. Powdered eggs.”
“Any chance of those little sausage tins?’ Nathan asked. “I’ ve missed those.”
“Beggars can't be choosers” Danielletold him. *'Y ou may just haveto forgo that pleasure alittle longer.”

Oncethe ID Spike recognized Simon as a member of a Templar House, the bolts released. He grabbed
hold of thewall section and pulled it away. A gleaming security door lay beneath. The steel oblong
looked like a submarine hatch.

“How did you know abouit this storage facility?” Nathan asked.

“My father made me memorize thelocations of al of them,” Simon said. “At least, hetried. He knew
them, dl of thelordsdid, but | could never remember them dl.”

“Good thing you remembered this one. We ve got meat and water to last for atime, but the dry goods
will hep.”

Simon agreed. They’ d till been taking deer, but he feared they’ d dready overhunted the areaand that
the herd might not recover. That didn’t agree with the conservation the Templar taught.

“But I"d kill for some cheese, mate. And abottle of wine”
The door unlocked with a series of rapid-fire clicks. An automated voice sounded inside Smon’'s HUD.
“Welcome, Lord Templar.”

Simon pulled and the heavy door opened on a sheen of frictionlessmetd liquid. Lights dawned insde the
halway. He stepped insde.

Danidlle grabbed his shoulder and halted him. “Thisisn’t the only way in and out, isit?’
“It' saTemplar soragefacility,” Simon said. “ There are two ways out once we' reinsde.”
“Oh. Okay. | wasjust checking. How big isthis place?’

“Two dtories”

“There should be quite alot of suppliesin here”

“If no on€ s gotten to them—"



“Which I doubt,” Nathan said. “ Going by the shape of the concrete wall.”

“—there should be enough to help usfor months,” Simon finished. He strode down the halway.
“Then why haven’t we come here before?’ Danielle asked.

“I didn’t want to take anything from the Templar.”

“We re the bloody Templar, mate.” Nathan dapped the wall. The meta-on-meta contact reverberated
through the hallway. “Not those people still in hiding.”

“Not dl of them want to hide,” Danidlesad.

“Sofar,” Simon said, “we ve been able to work things out for ourselves. We haven't asked for
anything.”

“WEe re not asking now,” Nathan said.
“And we haven't taken anything that we haven't earned, either,” Simon went on.

“ Sometimes, mate, you play it too straight and narrow. If my father had been alord of aHouse so that |
knew about a place likethis, we d dready have been here.”

“Smon’sright,” Danidlesaid. “If we d taken this straightaway, Booth and some of the others would
have had cows over it. They’ d have reduced what we re doing to thievery, not surviva.”

“It'snot thievery or surviva,” Simon said. “It' staking care of the innocents that rely on us. We' re not
going to break thet faith.”

He stopped at another door, fed it his1D, and opened it. Beyond atwo-story vault sat filled with
packaged cereals, powered milk, powdered eggs, pastas, and canned goods.

“Bloody brill,” Nathan whispered, and the relief in his voice sounded strong. “We need bigger lorries,
mate.”

Simon hated stringing the Templar out on asupply line, but trying to move everything together would
have taken far too long. They were already exposed and vulnerable. At least the suits' extrastrength and
speed helped cut off sometime.

They’d located two lorries nearby that had been in decent shape. Both of them remained capable of
carrying big loads. The dry goods wouldn't necessarily be heavy, but they took up alot of space. After
making sure the engines worked and there was enough petrol to get them at least to the edge of London,
they’ d pushed both of the lorries lessthan amile to the tube station. A band of survivorswatched from
hiding, but there was no sgn of demons.

In short order, they loaded the first lorrie and worked on the second. The buttoncams picked up
movement aboveground.

“Alert,” the suit' sAl said. On the HUD, a square melted down and showed a nearby street corner.
“Nathan,” Smon cdled.

“Got it, mate.”



“Carry what you have, and let’ s get it loaded. Everybody out of the tunnel.”

Once everyone was out of the storeroom, Simon sedled the hatch, replaced the wall, and screwed it
back into place. Sword in one hand, case of nutrient barsin the other, he headed back up the sairs.

Dawn remained hours away, so full dark lay over the city. The eternd pall of black smoke blocked out
whatever moon there might have been.

“Load thelorrie,” Simon said. “If we can get out of herein one piece, that’ swhat we'll do.”

Before the Templar had the loading finished, an amplified voice announced, “ Stop whét you' re doing and
step away from thelorries”

Simon’ steam bristled with weapons. He sheathed his sword and held his hands up. “ Everybody just
relax.”

“It'sgoing to be hard relaxing,” Nathan said, “knowing we re looking down gun barrels now.”
“ThisisSimon Cross” Smon said. “l1—"

“Weknow who you are,” aharsh voicereplied. “ Step avay from thelorries.”

“I’ve got people who need thisfood.”

“That belongsto the Templar. To us”

“Since when did the Templar own anything that they weren't prepared to give to the first person they saw
who needed it?” Simon asked. “My father, Lord Thomas Cross, taught me that we' re knightsfirst and
foremost. Our duty inthislifeisto make the burden of others easier to bear when we' re on the road
together.” He pointed at the lorries. “ That food is going to women and children who will otherwise starve
without it.”

“That’ snot our problem.”
“It should be,” Danidlle said. “Y ou should be embarrassed to cal yourselves Templar.”

Not exactly what | would have said at this point, Smon thought ruefully. But helet it stand and waited to
see how it would go over.

“High Seat Booth gave ordersthat you' re not to be alow—"

“Enough,” adeeper voice growled. “You're givin' me aheadache, you are.” One of the Templar stood
and walked out of the shadows. His armor was gray matte and olive, deek and rounded. He carried a
two-handed battle axe.

“Get back here, Sergeant Harstead.”

“Nosdr, | won't,” Harstead replied. “Not when there' s hungry people waiting on those supplies. You
won't catch me taking food out of the mouths of babes and women. On nobody’ s orders. Including the
High Seat’s.” Helaid his massive axe over his shoulder and looked back at the other Templar taking
shelter there. “Isthat how the rest of you want to handle your duties here?’

A chorus of nosrang out.

Simon’sgut unclenched alittle.



Harstead turned back to Simon. “Isthere anything else you' re gonnabe needin’, Lord Cross?’

“No,” Simon said. “We ve taken dmost as much aswe can carry, and we' ve overstayed. We ve locked
up indde. Thank you.”

“Have you got safe passage out of the city?’
“We re going to find out. I’ ve got armored vehicles waiting for me at the city’ sedge.”

“Perhapswe could ride dong,” Harstead volunteered. “We ve got four armored units. If you get into a
sticky wicket on your way out of the city, maybe we could lend ahand.”

“That would be appreciated. If you' re sure you' re not going to get into any trouble.”

“I'maTemplar, Lord Cross. Maybe some of these other men and women have forgotten what that is,
but | haven't. | knew your father. | would have died with himif | could have.”

“I"'m sure he would have wanted you to live,” Simon said.

Harstead yanked a thumb over his shoulder at the first spesker. “ That' s the High Seat’ s cousin. We' ve
noticed that alot of positions have gone to Booth' s family within the House of late. Thisone has brains
and isgood with asword, but he' still in the process of learning to think for himsdlf. Still busy kissing his
cousin's boots.”

“Keep arespectful tone, Harstead,” the younger man replied.

“I will, Lieutenant, just as soon as you give me something | can ssomach, et done respect.”
“You can't just take over this patrol.”

“Do you redly want to put it to avote, Lieutenant?’

The officer was quiet for amoment. “No.”

“Good. Then I'll let you come with usinstead of tying you up and shoving you into the back of one of the
vehides”

Behind his blank faceplate, Smon grinned. With the extra security, travel acrossthe city would be sefer,
but it was still along way to get through the city.

THIRTY-NINE

A painful dap woke Leah. Agony ripped through her face. She blinked through a haze of tears up at the
monstrous demon above her. Automaticaly, Leah tried to grab her weapons and blast it, but she couldn’t
move her arms. In fact, none of her moved. She' d been strapped naked to one of the modulesin the
mechine

The demon above her had an e ongated head and a curved proboscisthat looked asif it could strike
through paladium aloy. The thin frame looked too weak to support the bulbous head.

“Areyou awake now?’ the demon demanded. It spoke English hdtingly.
Leshdidn't reply.

A grin curved the demon’ s lipless mouth. “Y ou' re close enough.” It reached back and took out acollar.



Histhick fingers manipulated it for amoment, then it Sorang open.

L eah fought as the demon encircled her neck with the collar. Vibrations and hesat raced across her flesh
asthe device started working. She growled in helplessrage.

“Struggle,” the demon encouraged. “It only makes the inevitable more pleasant to watch.”

Pain screamed through Leah' sbody. For atime, she heard her own screams, then she either went deaf
or lost her voice. After awhile, she passed out.

Leah sared a the featureless metal walls of the small room around her and struggled to remember how
she' d arrived there. There were obvious gapsin her memory because the last thing she recalled was
having the collar around her neck.

She raised a hand to her neck and felt nothing. More than that, instead of being naked, she wore her
blacksuit again. She opened a comm-channedl.

“Thisis Raven Leader. Does anyoneread me?’
Therewasno reply.

“ThisisRaven Leader. Isanyone out there?” Anxiety ratcheted up inside Leah. For amoment, she
thought a shadow drifted along the celling. She ducked, raised her left arm, and drew the Therma Bolter
and SRAC machine pistol from her holsters.

Her distorted reflection formed alarge, fuzzy patch on the metal ceiling. Even when she recognized it,
Leah didn’t lower her wegpons. The sense of dread remained strong within her.

No door existed in the ceiling. She scanned the floor. No door existed there, either. How could she have
entered a sealed room?

She stomped thefloor, but it sounded solid. Unable to accept the fact that no opening existed in the
room, she sheathed the Thermal Bolter and rapped the SRAC' sfolding butt againgt thewall. Shetook a
sounding every six inches.,

When she' d made her way around the room aong al four wallswithout finding anything, shetook a
break, camed hersdf, and started from top to bottom. On the second wall she detected a hollow bong
that let her know the areabeyond wasn't solid.

Trying not to get overly hopeful, Leah concentrated on the section of wal. She ran through the various
light bands open to her goggles and finaly discerned a hairline crack in the surface.

Animage floated to her mind and she remembered the strange machine she' d discovered with the
demonsin the Apple store. Where had that gone? How had she gotten away from that?

Hest filled theroom till it felt like an oven. She placed her pam againgt the section and sprung the
nanohooks that alowed her to cling to walls. Released, the hooks bit into the metal. She pushed afoot
againg thewall to gain leverage, then pulled.

Thewall section creaked open reluctantly. Darknessfilled the narrow opening behind it.

“Raven Leader,” aweak voice cdled over the comm-link.



Thank God. “Thisis Raven Leader,” Legh answered. “Whoisthis?’

“Geoffrey,” the voice responded. “ Geoffrey Timms. | need help. I’ ve been wounded.”
Geoffrey Timmswas one of the younger men who had been assigned to the team.
“Stay cdm,” Lesh sad. “Tell mewhereyou'reat.”

“I don’'t know.”

“Look around.”

“Some kind of room. Meta wals.”

“Do you remember how you got there?’ L eah asked.

“No. | just woke up here.” Geoffrey brokeinto afit of coughing. When he started speaking again, he
sounded weaker. “1’m bleeding bad.”

“I'll find you,” Leah said, even though she didn’t know how to manage that. She closed her eyesand
thought. “Bang on thewall. Let me hear you.” She prayed that hewas close by.

A moment |ater, thuds sounded behind thewall to her Ieft, not the wall with the opening.
“Can you hear me?’ Geoffrey asked.

In answer, Leah banged on the left wall. “1 can. Do you hear me?’

“I do.” Geoffrey laughed in relief, but that quickly ended as another coughing fit started.

“Hangon,” Lesh sad. “I’ll find away to find you.” She sheathed the SRAC and hauled hersdf into the
narrow holeinthewall.

The darkness inside the short tunnel was complete. She couldn’t see anything. Now that she thought
about it, though, she didn’t know where the light in the small room behind her had come from. Just as she
thought thet, the light went out.

Leah couldn’t tell how far she crawled. It didn’'t make sensethat it wasfar, but it seemed like forever.
Her ragged breath sounded like a bellows in the confined space. It was worse because she couldn’t see.
Her imagination filled the darknesswith al kinds of demons. None of her suit’slight emittersworked.

“Geoffrey,” she caled out because she didn't want to be done anymore, “are you still with me?”
“Yes. Bady.”

“Just hold on. I’ll be there soon.”

“What' staking so long?’

“Theway is confusing. Just keep talking to me.” The comm-link suddenly spat painful static into her ears.
She dmost ripped her mask off before it stopped. “ Geoffrey?’

There was no answer.



“Geoffrey?’ Leah crawled alittle faster. She wondered if the demons had found him.

Then she reached the end of the tunnel. Her fingers brushed againgt it, then she put apalm against the
smooth metd surface and found that it completely covered the end of the passageway.

Panic vibrated through her. She tried getting leverage against the end but couldn’t push hard enough. It
didn’t make any sense that the passageway went nowhere.

Machinery hummed behind her and alight came on. When she glanced back the way she’ d come, she
saw that the other end of the passageway was now closed aswell. Even worse, a series of spinning
bladesfired into motion and came inexorably toward her fest.

Desperate, she glanced around and spotted another wall section to her right. She dammed her pam
againg it, fired the nanohooks, and yanked the cover from the opening behind it. Hoping to jam the
spinning blades coming for her feet, she spun the metal a them. Without pause, the blades turned the
metal cover into confetti in aharsh buzz that deafened Leah.

“|_egh!” Geoffrey called.

His communicatio came as asurprise. Leah had barely enough room to twist her body and pull hersdlf
ingde. Sheimagined the blades were only fractions of an inch from her feet when she got clear.

“Leshl”

The blades stopped moving an inch or so from the wall. For amoment Leah had feared they were going
to turn and pursue her. Instead, they blocked her return.

“Geoffrey,” Lesh said. “It'sokay. I'm here.”
“That noise sounds horrible.”

“I know. It'snothing.” Now. Leah crawled forward more and reached a ninety-degree turn to atunnel
that went straight up. She barely managed to negotiate the turn, then had to use the nanohooks to climb
into the waiting darkness.

The opening dammed shut behind her.

“Geoffrey,” she caled. There was no answer.

Lesh found four more openings and two more desthtraps. She kept the turnsin mind, mentally mapping
the way, and believed shewas at |east headed in the direction of the thudding she' d heard earlier. It was
impossible to know, however.

“Leah.” Geoffrey’ s voice sounded weaker than ever when she heard it again.
“I'm here” shesaid.

“Thought I’ d dreamed you.”

“No.”

“I’ve been having alot of weird dreams.”



“It's probably fever.” Leah reached another dead end and wanted to scream in frustration.
“I'mcold.”

“Just hang on.” Carefully, Leah felt around the wall blocking her way, then the sides of the passageway.
“Can you bang onthewal for me again?’

“Yeah. | think s0.”

Leah listened intently. A moment later, she heard dow, weak thumping from below. She silently cursed
the fact that she couldn’t see in the darkness even with the new eye and all the tech included in her suit.

“I hear you,” shesaid. “Y ou sound closer.” She thumped thewalls.
“So doyou.”

“I'll betherein just afew more minutes. Just hang on.” Leah dapped apam againgt the bottom of the
passageway and tried to shift aloose cover. Then her knee banged against the passageway and she
heard the hollow boom. Excited, she pushed hersalf back down and dammed a palm against the surface
there. A plate pulled away. Light dawned at the end of the tunnel some ten feet below.

“Lesh?’
Thistime Leah heard Geoffrey’ s voice over the comm+-link aswell aswith her own ears. He was below.
“I hear you, Geoffrey. I'm amogt there.”

She resisted the impulse to drop down feet first because she wouldn'’t have been able to see what—and
who—wasinsde the room until she was dready there herself. She shoved her head and shouldersinto
the opening and crawled through. Blood, drawn by gravity, rushed to her head.

At the bottom, shelooked around. The low-levd light barely revealed the meta walls of the smal room
and the man lying on the floor. Blood gleamed dark and wet on the metdl.

Geoffrey looked pale as he lay there. His eyes were burning hollows that struggled to focus on her. He
kept both handstight to hismiddle.

“Hey,” hesad.

“Takeit easy,” Leah said. “1I’m going to help you.” She placed ahand on one side of the opening, then
the other hand on the other side. When she had herself anchored, she dithered out and flipped to land on
her feet.

“Can't believe you found me,” Geoffrey croaked.
“I did.” Shewalked toward him.
“Do you have any water?’

Leah started to say no, then shefelt the familiar weight of awater canteen at the back of her equipment
belt. She handed the flask to the man.

“Go easy with that,” she admonished. “Y ou look like you' re burning up with fever.” In the end, she had
to help him. The odd thing was that even though she poured and Geoffrey drank, no explanation existed
for why water pooled on thefloor.



Then, as she watched, Geoffrey’ s skin faded away and |eft only a skeleton behind. She' d poured the
water through the open, ivory grin of adead man.

Chilled, Leah recoiled and seded the water flask. Depending on how long she was going to be trapped
insde the maze, she needed to conserve water.

Mentdly fatigued and emotionaly wrought, Leah stared at the skeleton and wondered how it had gotten
there. When she closed her eyes just amoment to rest them, she was unprepared for what faced her.

The skeleton had disappeared. She was once more back in the featureless room.
FORTY

T hey'renot going to like you being there,” Naomi said.
“Not at first,” Warren agreed. “ But when they hear what | have to offer—"
“They’ll hate you even more. They’ |l want to believe you, but some of them will il be afraid.”

“—they’ |l hear me out.” At least, Warren hoped that was true. Two days had passed since he'd lost his
refuge. He and Naomi had dept in squats while seeking out a Cabdist sept that he could influence. This
morning they’ d found one.

They were down in Piccadilly, sorting through the wreckage of flats and shops. Naomi had heard about
some of the Cabalist groups geathering in the area. The one they’ d found was on the sixth floor of a
tenement building.

Guards posted at the perimeter challenged them. All three men were large, obvioudy chosen because of
their size. Tattoos covered their faces and exposed arms, necks, and chests. Their armor had been
fashioned from demon beadts, pieces of hide stitched together with Snew because artificialy made thread
or fishing line would have robbed whét little arcane energy they possessed.

“What do you want?’ The speaker was a gaunt-faced young man with aMohawk. Hisface was
discolored by the red tattoos he bore. He held a machete in one hand and had another dung over his
shoulder.

“I'm Warren Schimmer. | need to speak to the Voice of your sept.”
The three guards swapped knowing looks.

“Our Voice won't want anything to do with you,” another man said. Blood leaked from woundsin his
head where he' d recently grafted three small demons horns. They were from aflying demon no larger
than a spider monkey, but which had the ability to throw off waves of dectricity.

“I think hewill,” Warren said confidently. “When hefinds out what | haveto offer.”
“Don’t betoo proud of yourself, demon thing.”
“I’'mnot.” Warren gestured at the man.

A wave of shimmering force dammed into the man. His knees buckled and he went down to the cracked
pavement. He cried out in pain.

The young man with the machete brought his weapon toward Warren's head with startling suddenness,
Almost effortlesdy, Warren blocked the strike with the spear, turned the heavy blade to one side, and



banged the spear’ s butt againgt the ground. A wall of force erupted from the ground and blew the man
backward.

The third man, this one shaved bald to show the tattooing across his skull, drew a blocky-looking pistol.
A srange liquid reservoir attached to the top glugged as hefired.

With one hand, Warren raised ashield. Four small demons no bigger than the end of hislittle finger
embedded in the shield. They wriggled horned tails angrily, striking the shield again and again.

Naomi choked back a curse and retreated. The demons had wegpons that fired living ammunition, insect
swarms and thingslike this, but Warren had never seen them in the hands of Cabalists.

“Interesting,” Warren commented. “ Did you make the weapon yourself? Or did you learn how to useit?’
The Cabalist leveled hisweapon again.

Warren gestured and the wriggling ammunition flew back from the shield and stopped only inches away
from the Cabdist’ s head. The man got the message and lowered his weapon.

The Cabdist with the three smal horns stood. A ook of amazement showed on hisface as heran ahand
over hishorns. “My head feds strange,” he said.

The pistol-wielding Cabdist looked at him. “Y our head has been healed, mate. The hornslook like
they’ ve grown thereforever.”

“Heded?’ The Cabdist ran hisfingertips around the horns. Surprisefilled his features, too. He looked at
Warren. “You did this? Y ou hesled me?’

“Yes” Warren answered.

“How?'

“Thisisoneof thethings| haveto offer.”

The Cabdigt kept pulling at his horns as though he couldn’t believeit.
“I want to seethe Voice,” Warren repeated.

“All right,” the man said. “Let me send someoneto let her know.” He gestured to the Cabalist with the
Mohawk.

Growling curses, the younger Cabdist got to hisfeet and went insde the building. As an afterthought,
Warren imploded the live ammunition and let their lifeless bodies drop to the ground.

The building’ sinterior was awreck, but afew areas had been cleaned out to make living space. Warren
counted as many as thirty people, but there might have been more. None of them appeared happy to see
him. Watchful eyes stared at him as he walked up the stairsto the third floor.

A large section of the second floor held garden containers. Herbs and vegetables flourished. Judging from
the size of the vegetable boxes, everything was designed to be immediately mobile.

He recognized some of the herbs and spices as things that were used in naturd medicines, but there were
severd plantsthat |ooked warped and twisted. Some of them only grew in areas the Burn had claimed.



A young woman stood waiting on the third floor. She looked nineteen or twenty, dender and Asan. Her
shoulder-length hair was eectric blue, and she had amond-shaped green eyes. Tattoos covered her face,
arms, and legs. She wore atunic top, cargo shorts, and hiking boots. Although shedidn’t look like
someone who would be aVoice of aCabalist sept, Warren felt the power rolling off her.

“I’'m Daiyu,” she said. Four Cabalists stood around her.

Warren dmost smiled at that. Although the woman was petite, probably not even five feet tal, the power
he sensed about her offered more protection than the men.

“I"'m Warren Schimmer,” hesaid.
“I’ve heard of you. They say that you belong to no sept.”
“l don't.”

Daiyu studied him with open interest. “| aso heard that you command power without wearing tattoos or
ggls”

“| don't need them.”

“They say that’ s because you wear the demon’s hand and hismark.” Daiyu’ s eyesrested on Warren's
slver hand.

Warren flexed the hand to show that he owned it and that it worked. “It allows meto focus my power,
but the power | haveismy own.”

“| see” Dayu focused on hiseyes again. “What do you want here?’

“To makeyou aded you can’t refuse,” Warren said.

“There snothing you can give methat | can't take for mysdf.”

Warren gestured to the man whose horns he' d healed. Reluctantly, the man approached them.

“Y our peopletry to emulate the demons by wearing their trophies,” Warren said. “ All they do ismake
themsalves wesaker by opening wounds into their bodies. | can heal them, and | can teach you to
guarantee that the transplants you' re attempting take hold and become permanent.”

“Look a my horns,” the Cabdist entreated. “He heded them only moments ago.”

Daiyu waved the man down to his knees, then examined the horns. Cautioudy, she touched one of them
with aforefinger. An dectrica spark stung her flesh, and she jerked back.

“Oncethetransplantsarein place,” Warren said, “they becomefoci and allow agreater control of the
arcane forces your people can control.”

The young woman eyed him suspicioudy. “Will the body later rgject them?”

“No. Not unlessthe person wearing them decides they no longer want them.”

Conversations around them grew louder. More Cabdists came from the other floor to listen in.
“WEe re supposed to accept your word on this?’ Daiyu asked.

“If you have another offer,” Warren said, “then you should takeit.” He made himself sound brave, but



he' d never interacted with people well. He wasn't forceful by nature, and he wouldn’t have been now if
he hadn’t been so desperate. He had nowhere to run, no hiding place, and Lilith seemed bent on
dragging him to hisdestruction if he couldn’t teke care of himsdlf.

“You said you cameto make aded,” Dayu told him.

“yYes”

“Butit’snot aded until you get something out of it.”

Warren was impressed. She was smarter than he' d expected.

“| want the same thing you want,” hetold her. “I want more power. | can’t get any more without help.”
“Youwant my hedp?’

“No.”

“Thenwhat?’

“I want you to follow me.”

“I follow the First Seer.”

“That' sfine,” Warren said. “Follow the First Seer if you want to. But follow mein this. I can makeyou
more powerful. The First Seer can’t. | can give you power that no other Cabalist has.”

Daiyu studied him for amoment, then nodded. “I’ll have to discussit with my Savants. I'll get back to
you.”

“Soon,” Warren warned. “1 have other people | cantalk to.”

Naomi took a package of flavored noodles from the bag she' d filled only moments ago from agrocery
gore afew blocks away. Although there were survivorsin the city and it had been four years sincethe
invasion, enough food remained in placesto keep many peoplefed. All the perishable items werelong

gone.

She opened the package and poured it into asmall pot she' d found afew days ago. She missed having
proper kitchen equipment like what she' d had at Warren' s building. Within afew minutes, asmdl fire
blazed inside the basement apartment where they’ d holed up after speaking with the Cabaists under
Daiyu. She poured water over the noodles and added the flavor packet.

Warren stood at the window and stared out through the dirty, cracked glass. He appeared cam, but she
knew him well enough to know that the appearance deceived.

“What's on your mind?’ Naomi asked asthe smdll of the food filled the smdl apartment.
“The Cabdigts” Hisdigtracted tonetold her that was only haf the truth.
“Areyou worried about the decision they’ll reach?’

“No. They’ll reach theright decision. They don’t have achoice. | can do things for them and teach them
thingsthey can’'t do on their own.”



“I haveto admit, | thought they’ d be more afraid of you.”

“They areafraid of me,” Warren said, “ but they’ re more afraid of not ever being ableto do what | can
do.”

A littlejedloudy, Naomi knew that she had the samefear. “ Are you going to teach them those things?’
“yes”

“Why haven't you taught me?’

Helooked at her. “Do you redly want to learn?’

Naomi thought about that. She was torn. Having more power, especidly with al the danger around her,
was agood thing. The only part that worried her was how close she' d have to get to the demonsin order
to have that power.

“Perhaps,” she answered.
Warren smiled alittle sadly. “ That’ swhy | haven't taught you. Something likethis, you have to want it.”
“Didyou?’

“Not at firdt, but | knew | was going to haveto learn everything | canif I'm going to survive. There€ sno
guarantees even then.”

Naomi stirred the pasta. “Have you seen Lilith lately?” The demon hadn’t been around in two days, so
far asNaomi knew.

“No.”

“Where do you think she'sgone?’

“I don’'t know.”

“Will she be back? Naomi slently hoped not.

“yes”

“If the Cabalists come back to you and accept your offer, what are you going to do?’
“I"m going to teach them to fight the demons.”

“| thought you were convinced anyone who did that was only going to get killed.”
“Not,” Warren said, “if youwin.”

“Do you think we can redly win?’

“Hiding isno longer an option. Since the beginning of thisthing, I’ ve been drawn into the demons
battles.” Warren paused. 1’ ve fought for everyone but me.”

For amoment, Naomi saw the fear in him. Many times she' d mistaken it as safishness, but she’ d learned
that it was fear. There was something broken insde Warren that had never been fixed.

“What about you?” Warren asked. “Are you going to stay or go?’



Naomi had been asking hersdlf the same question. As soon as the building where they’ d been hiding had
been destroyed, most of what Warren had had to offer her had been lost. Without the sanctuary, he was
alightning rod for demons.

“Doesit matter?’ she asked.

He hesitated. “Yes”

“What do you want meto do?’

“I’d likeyou to stay, but it' s going to be dangerous. | don’'t want you to get hurt.”
“| don’'t want to be hurt, either. But I’'m going to stay.”

Warren nodded, tried to speak, and couldn’t. He just nodded again.

“The pasta sready,” she said. “Y ou need to eat.”

Together, using chopsticks they’ d found in the debris of a Chinese restaurant, they ate from the bowl and
listened to the screams of demons and victims out on the streets.

FORTY-ONE

L eah strained at the wall. The nanohooks on her palm locked deeply into the metal. Just when she
thought the panel wasn't going to move, meta screeched and it did free. Instead of a passageway as she
normaly found, a breeze |oaded with the scent of pine and fresh grasswafted in.

In disbdlief, Leah stared out at the forest beyond the opening. She didn’t know how the machine she'd
been buried in had ended up in aforest, and she wasn't going to waste time questioning it. She shoved
her head and shoulders through the opening and fell out onto the soft earth.

Heart hammering, she pushed herself to her feet and ran. Fog partially obscured the landscape and
blocked the sunlight when she glanced up and tried to get oriented. Shedidn’t know in what direction she
fled, but anywhere away from the demon machine had to be good.

The marshy land held water in puddles and pools. She ran through them, getting soaked and chilled
amogt at once. Her clothing, cold and heavy with mud, clung to her as sheran. Her bresth gusted out in

gray puffs.

At thetop of the grade, winded and unable to run any farther, she stood in the shadow of agnarled
spruce tree and gazed back. The demon machine looked as big as athree-story building. She knew it
couldn’t be because it had fit ingde the Apple ore.

That’ swhereit fit thelast time you were outsde of it, Leah told hersalf. The demons could have added to
it. But how did they moveit? How long have | been trapped in there?

While getting her breath back, she scanned the countryside. At the very least she expected roving
patrols. There was nothing. Not even abird broke cover.

How many other people arein that thing? She didn’t know. She was certain she'd been insgdeit for days,
but she couldn’t be sure she’ d ever seen or heard anyone el se. Everything she' d encountered inside the
meachine had been anillusion.

It had to be. She' d withessed horrible things.



Breath regained, she turned and ran down the other side of the hill. She didn’'t know where shewas. The
ground was springy and damp. Verdant growth clutched all the way up her legsto her knees.

Sheran until she couldn’t run anymore, and she thought she’ d gone for miles. The countryside never
changed. The fogbound landscape was impenetrable. Findly, exhausted, she lay down. Just to rest.
Somewhere out there birds chirped. Although she didn’t want to, she dept.

When Leah woke, she was dreaming that she was back in the attack on the munitions plant. Shewas
hunkered down behind an overturned freight van. The SRAC machine pistol and Thermal Bolter felt
heavy in her hands.

“La,]!”
She stared at the dead man at her feet. His name was Jamey Capps, but she’ d never met himin her life.
“Legh!”

When she glanced up, Lesh saw Robert Wickersham standing in front of her. He looked just as young
and vulnerable asthat night she'd lost her eye.

Thisisimpossible, Leah thought. | can’t be here.

“Leah, are you with me?” Wickersham reloaded his assaullt rifle.

“yes”

Concern fired hiseyes as he looked at her. “Y ou looked like you were somewhere dse.”
“Where are we?’

Wickersham studied her. “ Y ou sure you' re dl right, love?’

No. “Where are we?’

“Trying to shut down the weapons plant. Where did you think you were?’

Leah shook her head. Not true! Not true! Something’ swrong! Her senses spun. “Never mind.”

“Not like we have any bloody choice. The satchd chargeisat your feet. Y ou want to ferry that thing? Or
me?’

When she looked down, the satchel charge lay there on the street. Blood dotted the scuffed surface.
“WEe re Satchel Team Three now,” Wickersham said. “Areyou ready for this?’

L eah nodded, but she felt anything but ready. She holstered the Thermal Bolter and scooped up the
satchd charge.

“Let’'sgo.” Wickersham led the way out. He spun round the corner and froze.
“What' swrong?’ Leah asked. Then she noted the bloody claw sticking out of Wickersham'’ s back.

He stumbled backward and leaned heavily against her. When she shifted, he flipped round to face her.
Blood dripped from his parted mouth. He tried to speak but didn’t have any luck. His eyes glazed as she



watched, and he did toward the ground.

No! Leah thought in horror. That’s not what happened! Jamey Cappsdidn’t die, either! These deaths
aren'tred!

Even as she denied it, though, a Blade Minion stepped up in front of her and grinned. Leah tried to bring
the SRAC up, but the demon batted it away easily. In the next moment, it thrust its blade hand through
her armor and her ssomach. With asidewaysjerk, it spilled her intestines to the ground.

Unable to remain standing, Leah dropped into the steaming pile of her own body. The pain hammered
her mercilesdy for amoment, then went away. When it did, she went away with it.

“Can you get the door open?’

Panic welled inside Leah when she realized she wasn't dead. Sheran her free hand down her body and
found that her ssomach was whole and intact. There was no blood. Her other hand held a Scorcher, a
pistol designed to spew Greek Fire. It wasa Templar design, scavenged from afalen warrior.

“They’re coming. Can you get the door open?’

Dazed, not comprehending, Leah looked over at the speaker. Her night vision barely pulled in enough
light to see the four other peoplein the room. All of them wore black armor.

The big man beside her let out avicious oath and shoved her out of theway. “What' swrong with you? If
we stay here, we' re going to die. Those zombies have us outnumbered.”

L eah stepped to one side and tried to fathom where she was. It was atunnel, maybe an auxiliary passage
off thetube.

At the back of the passage, the big man worked franticaly at a door that was rusted shut. He yanked on
the release lever, but it only snagpped off in his hands with a banshee screech.

“Herethey comel” someone shouted.
“Get set! Hold them back till Pete gets the door open!”
L eah knew the door wasn't going to open. They were at adead end. Literdly.

Zombieslurched into the passageway ahead of them. Blood glistened on their mottled skin, offering silent
proof that they’ d dready succeeded in their hunt for victims,

“Pete! Areyou gonnaget that door open, mate?’

Looking back at the big man, Leah saw that fear had claimed him. He stood frozen and mute. Then
wegponsfirefilled the tunnel. She fired the Scorcher, feding it buck and twigt in her hand asflames
Sprayed out over the zombies. Although thefirst line of them caught fire and jerked in response, the
dozens behind them kept pushing them forward. The zombies that succumbed to the flames got trampled
on by the undead behind them.

“Pete! Petel”

Explosive wegpons blew pieces of zombiesin dl directions. Limbs, heads, and chunks of dead meet
stuck to the ceiling and dropped over the battlers.



Theline broke asthefirgt of the zombies reached them. Leah couldn’t blame them. The dead eyes,
sunken and flat black, were horrible to contemplate.

Thisiswrong, Leah told hersdlf, trying to calm the mindlessterror that reached for her. I've never beenin
thisstuation. I’ ve alway's escaped.

Unable to hold againgt the ondaught of the undeed, the line buckled. The frightened cries of men and
women choked the small space.

Leahtried to fight clear of the confusion of limbs. Many of them were no longer attached to the origind
bodies. Blood filmed her lenses and the world took on ared tint. Panic filled her, and she fought against
everything and everyone that touched her.

She fired the Scorcher directly into the ravaged face of the zombiein front of her. Head on fire, the
undead thing wrapped its one good arm around her and bore her to the ground.

Theliving and the dead stepped on her. Pain rattled through her mind as her arms and legs broke beneath
the weight. Then her ribs shattered and pierced her lungs. She drowned in her own blood.

“Doyou seehow it is, human?’ araucous voice asked. “Do you see how you are being used?’

Wesakly, Leah pried her eyes open. The demon’ s features dowly came out of the darkness enveloping
her. The solid, flat surface behind her told her that she was once more inside the chamber.

“Y ou never left,” the demon barked. “Not physicaly. Only your thoughts. Only your fear. And you have
spread it to al those people you know.”

The creature was unlike anything Leah had ever seen before. A segmented, dark green carapace
covered the demon, and it gleamed wetly, asif it had just been polished with oil. The face was anarrow
blade with bulging, bulbous eyesthat gleamed orange. A cluster of antennae, at least adozen stalks
nearly two feet in length, sprouted from the top of its head and brushed its narrow shoulders.

Thething radiated fear. A massive cloud of the emotion dammed into Leah. Her gut reaction forced her
to squirm back from it. Thewall kept her from going anywhere. Unableto sit ill, she kicked at the
demon’sface.

It moved with incredible swiftness, shifting even as she sarted the kick. She kicked again and again, but
only met defeet.

“Y ou can't touch me,” the demon taunted in that hoarse voice. “But | can touch you.” A six-fingered
hand flicked out. Light flashed on the gleaming black talons.

Before Leah could move, one or more of the talons scored her face right above the eye the Templar
surgeons had replaced. Blood wept into her eye and blinded her. Panic screamed through her when she
thought it had taken her eye. She pressed back against the wall, dug her hedlsin as hard as she could,
and created as much distance between the demon and herself as she could.

“We know you,” the demon said. “We know what you're afraid of. We use your fear to awaken the fear
insde your fellow humans. When you deep, you work for us. So deep. Slegp and dream the most
horrible things so that you can take them into the minds of those who are with you.”

Despite her fear and the proximity of the demon, Leah’s eyes closed. She dept. And then she dreamed.



Timothy Robinson dept, and Leah did into the twisted nightmares that had haunted the young man for the
past three weeks. That night, he' d nearly died at the talons of ademon patrol. His team had been
scouting, marking enemy targets, lurking in the shadows and trying to decide which of those targets were
more important, more vulnerable.

They’ d been found out by a Templar under the spdll of a cursed wegpon. Their intel had found out about
such things, and even people among their organization sometimesfell prey to them.

Timothy wasin hisearly twenties. When the invason had come, he' d till been wet behind the ears, just
recruited out of Sandhurst Academy. None of histraining had prepared him to fight monsters, or the
undead.

The Stalkers had erupted out of the darkness and dropped on him and histeam. In seconds, the low
rooftop where they’ d set up their survelllance had turned into abloody battlefield.

“Run!” Parker, the team leader, had cried.

Timothy had pulled up and run immediately. He laid down covering fire out of habit. In three seconds,
five of hisscout team were down. In red life, he’ d been the only one to escape that rooftop that night,
and that hadn’t been without cost.

In hisnightmare, he didn’t get away.

AsLesh watched, helplessto do anything, Timothy was brought down by the pack of Stalkers. One of
the demons caught him by the ankle. He tripped and fell, managing to catch himsdlf on one hand. He
twisted and brought up the machine pistol. When the event had redlly happened, he' d filled the demon’s
face with exploding bullets. Tonight, though, the pistol misfired.

Before he cleared the action, another Stalker leaped forward and seized his throat. Fangs passed through
the protective armor with effort. It was even money whether the pressure would collapse histhroat or the
fangswould rip it out.

Timothy gagged and tried to draw abreath. Leah felt hisfear and pain. She ran to his side and reached
for the Stalker before she thought about what she was doing. Her hands passed through the demon.

“No!” Leah said, certain she was going to be forced to watch the young man die.

“Help!” Timothy croaked. He beat the demon with hisfigts. “It didn’t happen thisway! | got away! |
didn'tdie! I didn't die!” Hejerked and fought.

In the next ingtant, Timothy woke in twisted sheets. He redlized that he wasin the barracksin the
underground complex. Hewas safe. But his heartbest felt asif his heart was going to explode a any
second.

Leah stood at his bedside. Somehow the young man was il locked into the dream. She was still with
him.

He drew the SRAC machine pistol hanging from hisbed and leveled it at her. “Who areyou?’ he
demanded. “What are you doing here?’



“l don’'t know,” Lesh answered. Even to her ears, her voice sounded like it came from amillion miles
away.

“Get out of my head,” Timothy ordered. “ Take those bloody nightmares with you.”

Leah backed away. All around her, other men and women writhed in their beds. She felt the nightmares
formingingdether minds.

Face pale and splotchy, Timothy climbed from the bed and kept his weapon trained on Leah. She knew
it wouldn't hurt her; shewas't redly there. Thiswasjust another nightmare.

“You,” Timothy said. “Y ou' rethe one causing dl of this”
“No,” Leah said. “It'snot me.”
“I saw you inmy dream.”

More people in the barracks came awake. They were lethargic, haunted by deepless nights and past
horrors. They looked at Timothy.

“Youweren't there,” Timothy said. “Y ou weren't therethe night dl of them died.”

“It'snot me” Lesh said. “They' reusng me.”

“Who'susing you?’

“Thedemons,” Lesh said.

“Timothy,” aburly man roared. “Who are you talking to?’

“It' sawoman.” Timothy never took hisfeverish gaze from Leah. “ She’ sdressed like one of us.”

“Timothy,” the burly man said in acam voice. “ Ther€ s nobody there. Just put the pistol down. Before
somebody gets hurt.”

A man and awoman crept up on Timothy from behind.

“They can't seeyou,” Timothy growled. “Why can't they seeyou?’

“I don’'t know,” Leah said. “I don’'t know how you can see me.”

“| want you to get away from me,” Timothy said. “1 want you out of my head.”
“I’'m not going to hurt you. | promise.”

“Y ou brought the nightmares.”

“No.”

“Timothy, put the weapon down.”

“No, Sergeant. It’' sthiswoman.” Timothy pointed at Leah. “She’smessing with al of our heads. She's
bringing the nightmares”

The sergeant dowly kept coming. “ Just take it easy, mate.” His voice sounded soft and soothing.
“Nobody hereisgoing to hurt you.”



“Can't you see her?” Timothy demanded. © She' s standing right here.”

Desperate, knowing that the connection she had with the young man had to have been unexpected by the
demons, Leah said, “Keep cdm, Timothy.”

“Don’'t tdl meto keep cam!” Timothy exploded. I’ ve been watching people around me die for years!
I’'mtired of it! I'mtired of going out there every night wondering if I'm going to be the next one that gets
histicket punched! You can't livelike—"

The two people behind Timothy launched themsdves at him. They wrapped him up inarmsand legsand
took him down to the floor. The big sergeant stepped in quickly and snatched the SRAC pistol away.
Timothy fought to get free, but the people lying on top of him had him in cunning gripsthat he couldn’t

escape.

Heyedled and cursed, and struggled as much as he was able. “ She' shere! She' sthe one causing the
nightmared”

“Somebody get atranquilizer in him,” the sergeant said.

Helpless, Leah watched as one of the captors injected the young man. He squirmed and cursed her, then
his eyes grew tired and started to droop. Everything around Leah grew fuzzy.

“You vegot tolisen tome,” shetold him. “I’m not doing this. | need help. Y ou’ ve got to—"

“—hep me.” Leah blinked and she was back inside the sterile stedl cage. Her heart thudded and pain
throbbed at her temples.

The demon was gone, but its mocking laughter lingered.

Get control, shetold herself. Cam down and think. But al she could think about was that somehow the
demons had found away to use her to get into the deep of everyone a the complex.

FORTY-TWO

Simon helped log in the latest haul the Templar teams had brought in from the storage area. It felt good
to have that much food al in one place. Crates, boxes, and barrels of the dry goods lined one of the
cavernsthey’ d claimed when they’ d moved into the underground bunker.

“I haveto admit, thismakesthings alittle easier,” Sarah Kerosky said. Shewasin her early fiftiesand
served as one of the nutritionigts. “In addition to having a more rounded and balanced diet, it’ s good that
people are talking about how much we have instead of how we' re doing without.”

“I know.” During the past five days, since they’ d returned with the first shipment, words of hope and
encouragement to the Templar scavenger teamsfilled the redoubt.

“WEe ve got meat and grains,” Sarah said. “The only thing | could wish for at this point isfresh vegetables
and fruit.”

“Maybeinthe spring,” Simon said. “I know big farms exist outside London proper.”
“Do you think those will be tended?’

“I don’'t know. If they aren't, it's possible that some of the plants could have volunteered. Just come up



with new plants from seeds that dropped in previous years. Plus, we have seeds now. We could plant
thosefidds”

“Y ou' retaking about farming them?’
“No. That would be too dangerous.”
Sarah looked wistful for amoment. “They’d do better if they had someone looking after them.”

“There’ sno way to make that happen,” Simon replied. “Not yet. But it's something we can think about.”

“Someone slooking for us, mate,” Nathan stated quietly.

With dawn just bleaching the sky behind him, Simon stood below the rim of a snow-covered hill
overlooking the valey where the deer had retreated. Anger and helplessness surged inddehim ashe
surveyed the dead deer scattered across the hillside.

At least three dozen animas sprawled in the snow. Their limbs were twisted and broken. Some of them
had been decapitated. Others had bite marks on their bodies. The small herd had been massacred down
to thelast deer.

Mixed in with the deer tracks, demon footprints and hook marks shonein the gleaming snow crust.
Blood stained the snow and melted it in places.

“They know we're hunting the deer,” Nathan said. “ So they’ re going to try to starve us out by killing the
herds.”

Simon had nothing to say. They’ d become more vulnerable, and he' d known it would happen.
“What are we going to do?’ Danielle asked.

Simon stood. “ Thefirst thing we' re going to do is harvest the mesat here that we can. Send for extra
crewsto help take the meat. We can at least make sure that the meat’ s not wasted.”

“That' stoday, mate,” Nathan said softly. “ This demon, whoever’ sdoing this, is going to come back
tonight and find more of the herds.”

“We don't have any choice about what we' re going to do,” Simon said. “ The demons are escalating the
stakes, so we' re going to have to do the same.”

“What do you mean?’

“When night comes on, we' re going hunting for the demons,” Simon said. “We re going to be the
predators for awhile, not the prey.”

Harvesting the meat was bitter, bloody work. Simon rotated the teams between butchering the kills and
keeping guard. Getting the mest back to the redoubt proved problematic. They had to make certain they
didn’t leave ablood trail back to the sanctuary.

Inside the redoubt, the story of what the demons were doing had spread like wildfire. Morale dipped
lower and lower. The morae gainsthey’ d made by bringing the Templar surplusinto the redoulbt



vanished within hours.,

By midafternoon, dl of the mesat they ould possibly salvage had been harvested and packed away. Simon
posted guards, then assigned the men to the hunting party he planned to lead that night. He dso gave
ordersfor them to get to bed and rest up before the evening.

Simon sat in front of the computer and went over the topographica maps of the areas around the
redoubt. Flying drones canvassed the valley where the deer massacre had occurred. He' d a so sent out
scouting teams on foot.

So far, no one had found the demons preying on the deer.

The door opened and Nathan entered the room. He joined Simon and surveyed the maps as well.
“Thought you were going to get some deep, mate,” Nathan said.

“lwill.”

“Thedlock’sticking. You re not going to havetimefor alot of it if you don’'t start now.”

“We need to know where to go if we re going hunting.”

“If we don't find anything out here,” Nathan said, “we can always go into London. A messageisa
message.”

“I know. But I’m hoping that whatever demon isout hereisjust an isolated incident.”
“Not bloody likely.”

Simon heaved asgh of disgust. “I know.”

“The Burn is spreading farther, too.”

That had been apparent from the drone recon, and from reports generated by scouts that moved in close
to the city’ soutskirts.

“At best, we only have afew more monthsin thisplace,” Nathan said. “It’ stime we started thinking
about moving.”

“WEe ve dready been consdering that.”

“We need to think more serioudy, mate. Children and noncoms are hard to move. If we get trapped in
the spring thaw, or if the Burn accdlerates and turns the ground around us to mush, we' re going to find
the way even harder going.”

“I know.”

“If wewait till summer, we chance our water supply.”

Simon knew that, too. The Burn affected too much of the groundwater.
“The biggest problem isfinding somewhereto go,” Simon said.

“Y ou've got somewherein mind?’



“Exeter.” Simon tapped akey and amap of the city replaced the topographical images of the area
around the redoubt.

“Why there?’

“It' scentraly located, to adegree. At least we' re not backed up against the English Channel and can be
cut off. If we get attacked there, we can run in dl directions. Also, there are fortifications there we can
use. Military places aswell as Exeter Cathedrd and other buildingsthat could withstand an attack.”

“Especidly now that the Nodes are somewhat functiond.”
“There are tunnels benegth the city that we can use, too,” Simon said. “Tofight. To hide.”

“Sounds good, mate, but it’sabloody long haul. And you try moving these people en masse, you're
going to make an awfully tempting target.”

“That' sthe downside.” Simon sat up Straighter. 1’ ve been working some of the logistics with Wertham.
What we' |l have to do is move the people from herein stages. Send them out with Templar escort, leave
them with Templar escort to protect them in case there saneed.”

“The manpower we haveis going to be spread pretty thin.”

“That’ sthe biggest problem. We need more people to make this happen. But it' s the only chance we
have. From Exeter, we can try for France if we can find enough boats. Or maybe even the United States
if wecanfind aship.”

“There s no guarantee the North Atlantic Ocean is safe. There are stories that the demons have set up
warrens dong the coastline and attack any shipsthey find out in those waters. And there’ s supposed to
be Hellgates that have opened up in the United States and France as well.”

“Staying,” Simon said, “isn’t an option &t this juncture. We re going to keep working on it.”

“I know.” Nathan clapped him on the shoulder reassuringly. “We' Il get it figured out, mate. But you need
to get some deep.”

“lwill.”
“Have you heard anything from Lesh?’

The topic was asore point. It had been over aweek since Simon had last seen her. She hadn’t been out
of hismind for more than five minutes a astretch.

“No,” Simon answered.
“Y ou given any thought to checking up on her?’

“No,” Simon lied. He' d thought about it, but he knew he couldn’t. He had no idea even where to start
looking.

“Well, maybe you should.” Nathan hesitated. “What she did, taking that Node design, you and | would
have doneit, too.”

Simon took a breath. “1 know.”

“Inthe end, mate, we'redl just trying to survive.”



Simon crouched in acorner of the tube station. He didn’t know where he was or how he' d gotten there.
Thelast thing he remembered was putting his head on hisarms at his desk just to rest amoment. With all
the signage around, as well asthe rubble, the place looked familiar, but alot of the underground areasin
London did.

Darknessfilled thelow-cellinged area. His hemet scanned his surroundings with night vision. Something
scraped againgt thewall to hisright.

Simon stood and took a better grip on hissword. He did his shield free from his back and positioned it in
front of him.

“Nathan,” he called softly over the comm.
Therewasno reply.

“Scan for other Templar,” Simon ordered the suit Al.
“Scanning,” the suit Al replied.

The scrape sounded again, closer thistime. And higher.

Simon glanced up at the celling. It waslow enough that he could reach up and touch it. He felt something
watching him.

“No Templar inarea,” the suit Al reported.
That didn’t make sense. He wouldn't have come, wherever he was, aone. “ Scan for dl other lifesigns.”
“Scanning.”

Simon backed away from the scrape and tried to increase the night vision. Whatever it was, it somehow
seemed to know exactly how far his night vision reached. It stayed just out of sight.

“Nolifesgnsinarea,” the suit Al Sated.

“What about undead?’

“Sdlect parameters”

Simon thought quickly. “ Scan for decaying biological matter. Approximately ten pounds and up.”
“Scanning.” Thenthe suit Al sounded awarning dmost immediately. “ Unidentified object incoming.”

Reacting to the unseen threat, Simon raised his shield. The webbing appeared out of the darkness, lit up
by the night vision. The strands had two-inch squares. The webbing flared out in an eight-foot by
eight-foot square that just raked the ceiling and the floor.

Simon knew he couldn’t avoid the net. It cametoo fast, and it was too big. He pushed his shield forward,
hoping to create some room asit closed round him. Instead, the net struck his shield, wrapped around
him in acocoon, and drew tight with ametalic hiss.

“Templar weapon,” the suit Al said. “Extraction attempts useless”

Despite dready knowing that, Smon struggled. The net tightened around him, trapping him. He couldn’t



believe he’ d been caught so flat-footed.

Footsteps rang againgt the concrete floor. In the next moment, lights flared to life in the tube station and
reveded an armored figure.

She was—or had been—a Templar. Judging from her features, revealed through her faceplate, she was
about Simon’ s age. Her brunette hair was pulled back and severe brows arched over her ice-blue eyes.

“Hello, Smon,” shesaid in alow, seductive voice. “Or should | call you Lord Cross?’

“Miriam?’ Simon said, recogni zing the woman. He hadn’t seen her since he had last been in the Templar
Underground, over four years ago.

“I was” Miriam drew her sword and squatted in front of him. She rested the blade across her thighs.
“And | am.”

“Why did you do this?’
“Because | came hunting you.”

For the first time, Simon noticed the greenish tint to Miriam’ sfeatures. She’ d dways been morea
handsome woman than beautiful, but the greenish cast to her skin made her look striking.

“Why?" Simon asked.
“My master wanted you.”
“What master?’

Thefamiliar rumble of atrain suddenly filled the tube. Simon knew the sound, but he couldn’t believeit.
No trains had run since the night he’ d escaped with survivors from the city.

“You'll see soon enough,” Miriam said.

A train roared into the station and screeched to a hdt. Sparks flew from the steel wheels asthe brakes
bit and took hold.

Simon struggled again, but the net grew so tight that it made it hard to breathe even with the armor.
“Warning,” thesuit Al said. “Externd pressure now dangerous. Suit integrity may not hold.”

Thetrain door kicked open automaticaly. Steam boiled from inside the cars. Miriam took hold of the net
in one hand and lifted Simon from the ground. She walked toward the car.

“Where are you taking me?’ Simon asked.

“Jugt wait,” Miriam said. “It' sasurprise” She stepped through the doors and dropped him in the middle
of the car. She took a seat and opened an electronic reader asif shewerearegular traveler.

Simon struggled again, but only got the warning once more. Hismind raced as he tried to figure out how
he' d ended up in the tube station, and how the train remained operable with al the power grids shut
down.

It was madness.

“Thenyou' remad,” Miriam sad, asif she'd heard his unspoken conclusion. She gazed at him over the



reader. “Have you given any thought to that?’
Unableto free himsdf, Smon lay back asthetrain hurtled through the tube.

FORTY-THREE

S hrieks pierced Simon’ s ears asthe train’ s brakes locked down. Sparks sprayed high in the windows
and sent flashes of light reflecting insde the car.

“Timeto go.” Miriam stood and reached down for Simon, catching afistful of the net near his neck with
her hooked fingers. She dragged him from the car asif he were a sack of potatoes. The action caused
the net to squeeze more, and some of the strands cut into hisarmor.

“Warning. Armor integrity breached,” the suit Al said.

Thetrain doors shrieked open, and a huge splash of bright light flared into the car. Pain stabbed into
Simon’seyestill the faceshield could polarize and counteract the illumination.

When he could bear the light again, barely, he stared out at his surroundingsin surprise. Instead of atube
gtation, Miriam dragged Simon into an open field of burned grass and diseased trees. It waslike no place
Simon had ever before been.

Miriam tossed him forward effortlessy. He bounced and skidded across the ground, digging divotsinto
the scorched earth as he hit. Herolled into a shalow lake and sank into the mud three feet below the
scum-covered surface. Wicked, barbed plants stood above the lake and curled benegth it. They
immediately whipped into motion, drawing back and surveying Simon.

“Danger,” thesuit Al said. “Hooding through suit breach.”

Simon felt the water invading hisarmor at hiswaist. Instead of cool or cold as he' d expected, the hot
water threatened to boil him. Pain climbed his midriff.

“Sedl breach,” Simon ordered.
“Attempting sedl,” the suit Al responded.

The water gurgled into the armor. The noise echoed in Smon’ s ears. The hot water continued to Spread,
filling up hischest cavity, then trickling into his hemet.

“Falure” theauit Al said. “Failure. Fallure. Fallure”

The barbed plants struck without warning. Needle-sharp points rapped against his faceplate. Fissures
splintered across the surface, but it held for the most part. Beads of hot water formed aong the cracks
and dripped indde hishemet.

Panic rose ingde Simon. He fought to hang on to his composure. Struggling, he managed to rock and roll
enough to roll over in the lake. The movement only mired him more deeply in the mud. Then he saw that

it was dive with thorny creatures equipped with questing mouths that latched on to hisarmor. His hemet
continued tofill.

Y ou're dreaming, he told himself. Y ou have to be. Since he couldn’t remember coming here, the tube
gation and this strange world dl had to be figments from anightmare.

But he couldn’t wake.



Something dark and sinuous dithered out of the scummy shalows. It looked like a snake, but he quickly
redized it was atentacle of something much larger. The tentacle rooted under him, then wrapped round
him and lifted him from the lake bottom.

“Do you know wheét this place is, Smon?” Miriam asked over the suit-comm.
“No.” Simon had to turn his head to keep water from going down histhroat or up his nose.

“Thisis one of the demon worlds. Not where they’ re from. They haven't shown me one of those yet. But
thisis one of those they’ ve captured. Thisworld has been Burned and remade.”

The tentacle dragged Simon across the lake bed. For the first time he realized chunks and pieces of
buildingslay at the bottom.

“Thisiswhat’ s going to hgppen to your world,” Miriam taunted.

Simon spat water and tried to find room to breathe in the filling helmet. “1t used to be your world, too.”
“Not anymore.”

“What happened to you?’

“I...became someone el se. Someone that could survivein thisworld.”

“How?

“Y ou ask too many questions.”

Simon’ sfocus returned immediately to his own surviva when he saw what the tentacle was attached to.
The silt-filled water proved hard to see through, but he saw the massive, bloated body seated in the
middle of thelake,

The dark green creature possessed six tentacles. A single, malevolent eye measuring nearly three feet
across stared at Simon from the center of its body.

“Identify demon,” Simon whispered. He couldn’t remember anything like the cregture in the materid the
Templar library had held.

“Command failed,” the suit Al replied.
“Can you identify the demon?’
“Query faled.”

Simon bumped across the muddy lake bottom. The lake water that half filled his helmet smelled foul and
tasted worse. “What kind of demon has hold of me?’

“Parametersfor question invaid.”
“Why arethe parametersinvaid?’
“No cresture holds you.”

“The creature ahead of me.”

“Nothing isthere”



“Scan for demons.”
“Scanning.” A handful of seconds passed. “No demons.”

Simon concentrated on the demon. However it blocked the suit Al’ s sensors, the demon did acomplete
job.

Something splashed into the water next to him. Holding his bresth, he turned hisface into the risng water
ingdehishemet.

A shimmering figure stood there. She was so transparent that she looked like she was made of glass. The
shapetold him at once that shewasfemae. Her hair floated fredly in thelake. A one-piece uniform
covered her body. Then he recognized her profile.

“Leah,” Simon spluttered.

She turned to face him. Her expression showed doubt and fear. “Simon?’ He didn’t know how she
talked underwater.

The water insde his helmet made it impossible for him to keep watching her. He had to breathe. He
turned his head, took a breath, and looked back for Leah. He was surprised to find her at hisside.

“What are you doing here?’ she asked.

Simon shook his head, unable to speak because of the water in his hemet. He wasn't going to be able to
breethe ins de the helmet much longer, ether.

“Thisisntred,” Lesh sad. “Noneof it.”
Simon thought that might have been interesting to debate if he hadn’t been drowning.
“For dl | know,” Lesah said, “you're not red.”

The tentacle dragged Simon toward the demon. A gaping maw opened in the creature’ sbody. A pink
gullet lined with foot-long fangs took shape.

“Areyou red?’ Leah asked.

Simon turned his head and tried to answer, but it wastoo late. The water had risen so far ingde his
helmet he could no longer breathe or speak. He stared at her through the cracked faceplate.

Leah extended alarge knife. She sawed at the tentacle. Black blood flooded the water in a spreading
cloud. Thetentacle writhed, then released Simon.

Heknew it wastoo late. The water ingde his helmet was drowning him. He struggled againgt the net.
Leah dragged her knife dong the armor. The net strands parted liked string. That wasn't supposed to

happen, either.

Planting hisfeet against the muddy bottom of the lake, Simon propelled himself toward the surface. His
hands worked at the helmet locks because he couldn’t verbaize the order for the suit Al to disengage the
armor. He managed to get the helmet off just before he reached the surface.

When his head broke the surface, he bresthed in great draughts of air. He held the helmet in one hand.
Treading water in the armor was amost impossible. If it hadn’t been for the automatic flotation feature to
ensure neutral buoyancy, he d never have managed.



“You'redill dive?” Miriam called from asmal hill overlooking thelake.

Simon didn’t answer. He spun around in the water and |ooked for Leah. Despite her unexplained ability
to breathe and talk underwater, he till didn’t know how much danger shewasin.

“Smon.”

Heturned to Leah’ s voice and found her standing in the water just below the surface. She made no effort
to swim, merely stood there asif she were on level ground.

Then shelifted his sword toward him. Somehow it had falen loose during the underwater struggle. For a
moment the image of her handing him the sword out of the water mesmerized him.

“Takeit,” shesad.

Simon closed hisfist around the sword' s hilt an instant before a tentacle wrapped hisleg and pulled him
under. He managed to finish one last breath of air, then did once more beneath the water.

Submerged, he manualy blew the air from the buoyancy bladders the armor had automaticdly filled from
hisair supply. Bubbles erupted around him and boiled to the surface. Taking his sword in both hands, he
reversed it and took afirm grip on the hilt. He sank like a stone to the bottom, then managed four quick
srides to the demon nestled in the crater.

The demon’ stentacleslashed at Smon and took hold of him. He didn’t know where Leah had gone until
she was suddenly beside him. Somehow, she managed to bat some of the tentacles aside.

Asif sensang what Simon planned, the demon hoisted itself from its nest and tried to scuttle awvay. Simon
leaped forward and put both boots on top of the demon’ s center body mass. He fired the boot anchors
and felt them bite into the creature sflesh. Then he rammed the sword through the awful eye staring
helplesdy up a& him.

Blood and green-tinted fluid flooded the water. Either the blood or the fluid—or, possibly, both—burned
Simon’ s exposed face. The warm tingle quickly turned angry.

With afind twist of the sword, Simon withdrew his boot anchors and yanked the blade free. A paroxysm
shuddered through the demon. The tentacles whipsawed through the water and churned the silt from the
lake bottom.

Holding his breath, Smon turned and ran toward the lake' s edge. Even with the armor’ samplified
strength pushing him onward, the going was hard. When he got there, Miriam waited with her sword
drawn.

FORTY-FOUR

W ho'sthewoman?’ Miriam demanded.

Sword in hand, Simon looked back over his shoulder. Leah strode from the lake in the one-piece black
armor. She didn’t wear her mask. Her hair hung wet and heavy. She didn’t carry aweapon.

“She'smy friend,” Smon said.

Miriam smiled, and it was a ghastly caricature of the expression Simon had seen on her facein times past.
“Then ‘your friend’ has comedl thisway to watch you die”



“No. | didn’'t come hereto die, Miriam.”

“Simon,” Lesh cdled.

Simon shifted so that he could keep an eye on both women.

“Thisign'tred,” Leahtold him. “None of it. Y ou're dreaming. Or I'm dreaming.”
“Thisign't adream.” Smon stood his ground uneasly.

“How did you get here?’

“I don’'t know. It does't matter.”

“It does. Thelast thing you remember isthat you went to deep, right? Back in the redoubt?’

Simon shook hishead. “Thisdoesn’'t make sense. I'm here. | fed likel’m here. My sword feglsredl.
That demonin thelakefelt redl.”

“I know.” Leah’svoicewas patient. “I’ ve been going through thisfor days.”
“Going through what?”’

“I’ve been taken prisoner by the demons. They’re holding me a the Apple store. They’ ve got mein
some kind of machine tha—"

“Shut up!” Miriam snarled. She whipped ahand forward and adagger glittered asit spun through the air
toward Leah.

Simon reached for the deadly blade, but even hisamplified reflexes were too dow. The dagger buried to
the hiltin Leah’schest.

Curious, not seeming at dl in pain or concerned, Leah glanced down at the knife protruding from her
gernum. “Thisisn't redl.” She grasped the knife and pulled it from her flesh.

There was no blood, no wound.

Shelooked up at Smon. “Y ou're dreaming. Do you see? But it’s dangerousin here. While you're
dreaming, the demons access your mind. Y ou’ ve got to wake up.” Shethrew the knife a him.

Effortlesdy now, Smon plucked the twirling knife from the air. It tinked againgt hisarmored pam.

Miriam drew asword from her back and diced the air. In response, the blade ignited and became
wresthed in flames.

“I'mgoing to kill you, Smon.”

Miriam started forward, and the heat from her sword baked into Simon’ s exposed flesh. “ Y ou can listen
to your little harpy al you want to. She' sjust going to be the death of you.”

“Simon, don’'t—" Whatever else Lesh was going to say was lost when she abruptly faded from view.

Moving dowly, never stepping over hisfeet, so he remained balanced, Smon kept his sword in front of
him. “Whereisshe?’

“Who?’ Miriam’ s smile was sweet poison.



“What happened to her?’

“Shewas never here. Jugt afigment of your pitiful imagination.” Miriam dashed with her sword, coming
closeto Simon but not making him yet defend himsdlf. “ Areyou inlove, Smon?’

Simon paced carefully. Miriam was good at swordplay. But thiswasn't Miriam.
“You'renot red, areyou?’ Simon asked.

Inablinding display of skill, Miriam exchanged aquick flurry of thrusts and cuts, and managed to dice
into Smon’ sleft thigh. Warm blood trickled down histhigh.

“How red do you think | am now, Simon?’

Without answering, Simon attacked. He used his height, longer reach, and superior strength to batter at
her defenses. Meta rang and the clangor echoed over the lake.

Then ripples started out in the middle of the lake. Within seconds, tentacles clustered at the top of the
water and came toward shore.

“Youdidn't think that was the only demon down there, did you?’ Miriam struck at Smon’ s unprotected
eyes and turned him so that his back wasto the lake.

Unable to see how close the demons were, Smon tried to get the upper hand and turn Miriam again. She
held him fast. When he retreated, hoping to give himsdf brief respite, she pursued so closdly that he had
no chanceto turn. Sweet coursed down him. His muscled ached.

“You'retiring.” Miriam smiled. “I’'m not going to tire. Either I'm going to kill you or the demonswill.”

A tentacle plopped onto the shore. Curling and twisting, it searched for prey. Out of the water, it didn’t
move S0 effortlesdy or gracefully.

“I’'msorry.” Simon parried her strike, then parried again.
“For what? | won't let you bleed on me.”

“For what I’'m about to do.” Simon had her rhythm now. Like the red Miriam, thisone had afault in her
swordplay that occasionaly came up. When shefelt she had the upper hand, her bladework fell into a
routine as she worked faster and faster.

“You're not going to—"

Simon parried her sword, but thistime he lunged forward aswell. It was abold and dangerous move
because he didn’t completely have control over her wegpon. The sword' s flames braised hisribs. She
held the wegpon to him.

“Warning,” the suit Al said. “Failure of defenses and armor imminent.”

Simon ignored the suit Al and the pain baking into hisside. He held her sword trapped, then dropped to
one knee and hooked her under the opposite shoulder with his free arm. Holding on to her, aware of the
tentacle only inches from hisfoot that dithered over the sand toward him, he whirled and threw Miriamin
ajudo move.

Cursing, Miriam flew through the air at the bulbous head of the demon in the lake. Tentacles caught her
and drew her into the maw. She disappeared in asingle gulp.



Before Simon could move, more tentacl es whipped round his body and lifted him from hisfeet. Hetried
to use the sword, but tentacles quickly lashed hisarm to his side. He squirmed and wriggled, but it did no
good.

Smon.

Leah’ s voice echoed ingde his head. Simon thought of her, locked somewherein the belly of an inferna
machine created by the demons. It was more than he could bear.

Unlessthat was part of the dream aswdll.
“Warning,” the suit Al said. “Biometrics gpproaching dangerous levels.”

Biometrics? In that ingtant, Smon felt his pounding heart and forced respiration. That fdlt like part of the
dream, and made sense for him to fed that way, but it wasn't.

“Wakeme.” Simon struggled againgt the tentacles, unable to completely let go the dream.
“Caution: simulant might cause cardiac sress”
“Wakeme.” The maw opened beneath S mon. “Wake me now!”

The tentacles redleased, and Smon dropped toward the waiting maw. Heflaled hisarms and legsto no
avail. When he dropped into the cavernous opening, the demon’ steeth and lips clamped closed behind
him.

Simon awoke in darkness. For amoment he thought he was lost somewherein the demon’sgullet. His
breath locked in hislungs as heflailed around him. Then he redlized he wasin bed. Cold swest covered
hisflesh.

“Hey, mate, you okay?’ Nathan peered over the side of the bed above. Sleep and fatigue thickened his
voice.

“Yes” Knowing hewasn't going to be deeping anymore, Simon sat up. “No.”

Nathan cursed. “You're dtill adeep.”

“Not anymore.”

“Y ou sound confused.”

Smon waited a best, feeling his heart dow. The swest chilled him. * Have you been having nightmares?’
“What?Y ou going to Ssng mealullaby?’

“If you' ve been having nightmares, there’ sareason for it.”

“You'rebloody right. It's called being at war with a vicious demon horde that’ sinvaded our world.
Something likethat, mate? I1t' [l give you nightmares straightaway.”

“| dreamed about Leah.”

“Knew you had your clock wound over her.”



Simon ignored the comment. “ She talked to me in the dream. Said she was trapped inside ademonic
machine that’ s being used to invade our dreams.”

“Okay, now you' ve got me awake.”
“Good. We need to get moving.”
“Doing what?’

“WEe re going to find out how many other people have been suffering nightmares.” Simon stood and
headed for the shower before climbing back into hisarmor.

FORTY-FIVE

W arren stood atop a building with his arms outspread and et the hot wind from the Burn wash over him.
He bresthed in the foul stench and felt his sensesred. Tonight felt different than any other he had spent in
the city. Part of him knew that it was because tonight he was the hunter, not the hunted.

He spotted an owl diding slently through the sky. Since London had gone dark and the noise leve of
mechanica things had dropped, some of the scavengers had moved into the metropolitan areato
scavenge food. Other predators gathered to feast on them.

Effortlesdy, Warren did his mind from his body into that of the owl. Over the past few nights, he' d
hunted throughout the city in asimilar manner. The exercise had gotten eesier and easier. His powers
continued to grow, but he didn’t know how much of that to attribute to constant practice or the
desperation that resonated within him.

He d even managed to take over some of the smaler demon things, but doing something like that dways
left him with a heedache and afoul taste in hismouth for hours. Their minds and thoughts, even the
ampler killers, weretoo strange, too darkly evil and maicious.

Asthe owl, he flapped hiswings and gained atitude. He climbed through the cloudy night and spirded

for amoment over the building where hisbody stood. For amoment hewas afraid of how vulnerable he
was out in the open, but he trusted Daiyu and her followersto protect him. That had been another change
that had taken place. Once they had seen the vaue he' d brought them, he’ d taken comfort in their
protection.

All of the Cabdistsin her sept wanted the power that Warren wielded. Most of them had smadll things
from demons, bits and pieces of flesh, horns, and bones that they had successfully grafted onto their
bodies with Warren's help. Their powers had increased, and asthey gained, the sept gained members as
well. Daiyu’ s group now numbered ahundred strong. Twenty of them arrived with Warren tonight. He'd
had to limit them to that number, and that had dmost started severd fights. They bdieved in him, and that
felt good.

Warren, what are you doing?

Lilith’ s voice echoed insde Warren' s head. For the past few days, his contact with her had been
intermittent. He didn’t know what she was doing, and he no longer tried to figure it out. She had her own
agenda, and she' d ripped away his hiding place.

“I'm hunting.” Warren felt alittle defensve and he resented that.

Y ou’ ve got agroup following you.



“yYes”
Findly, ambition riseswithin you.

Warren checked a scathing response. “| dready had ambition. | wanted to Say dive.”
Y ou gtill want to stay dive.

“I can’'t do that on my terms anymore.”

By hiding?

“yes”

Y our termswere wrong. Y ou’ ve been given power for areason. Y ou're going to be part of the great
battles that stretch ahead of you from this moment on.

Warren wondered if the power she referred to was the silver hand she' d given him or if it wasthe
powers he' d aready manifested before the Hellgate had opened. He heeled over in the sky and sailed
through the low-lying fog that masked the rooftops. Daiyu’ s Cabaists occupied rooftops, fire escapes,
and dleys. They dl waited on hisorders.

| will have need of you soon.

For acold instant, Warren thought about telling her he was no longer in thrall to her, that he intended to
go hisown way. Then hewas afraid he d thought that too loudly.

“All right.”

Besafeuntil | call for you. You and I, we owe a debt to Merihim that needs paying. | know of amachine
he' s had the demons construct that means much to him. Soon we' Il have to confront him.

That possibility left Warren chilled.

Y ou want your revenge, too, don’t you?
“yYes”

Good. I'll seeyou then.

Warren felt her absence as she pulled away from him. He forced the owl’ swingsto beat fagter, till he
screamed through the tall buildingsin the East End. As he passed, he spotted gargoyles on some of the
buildings, and some of the gargoyles spotted him aswell.

Lookouts, heredized.

One of thewinged demons sitting hunkered at aroof’ s edge legped from the building, flapped hiswings,
and gave chase. With uncommon skill and grace, Warren controlled the owl and forced her to skim by
the sdes of buildingsin his effort to escape the demon. The owl’ swingtips brushed the side of the
building.

The gargoyle overshot the corner. Before the creature changed directions, Warren flew in through an
open window, acrossaroom full of cubicles, and out abroken window on an adjoining wall. Outside, he
dropped atitude and skirted low to the street.



He d learned through experience that flying low left him vulnerable. Predatory birds hunted from the sky
and used their keen sight to spot prey. Flying thislow to the ground, he was prey.

Without a sound, he glided through the silent Streets. A group of blood zombiesfeasted on asmal group
of scavengersthey’d caught in an dley. The screams of the hapless victims as they were brought down
were blood-curdling.

Warren felt badly for them. No one should haveto dielike that. But more than anything, he was glad he
wasn't them. It was sdifish, but he didn’t fed ashamed of hisfedings.

Three blocks farther on, Warren found his prey. The demon was one of the greater demons. Warren felt
the power clinging to the shambling monstrosity and knew that he was Named. But he felt new, the way
Shulgoth had when Warren had seen that demon in London’ s streets four years ago.

The demon was at |east ten feet tall. Broad and long-bodied, his short legs lent him the appearance of an
ape. Snakelike tentaclesjutted from his head, overshadowing hislow brow. Red-violet scales covered
his massive body. His snout belonged on araptor, long and crudly curved.

Ah, you have grown ambitious.

Warren glided to astop in an empty window three stories above the demon. His fluttering wings drew the
demon’ s attention for just amoment, then the creature looked away asit strode without worry through
thetwigting Stredt.

“Y ou know him?” Warren watched the demon.

Yes.

“Hefedsnewly ascended.”

Heis.

“How do you know him?’

Y ou'’ re not the only one who has ambitions. I’ ve found out much since I’ ve been in the city.
Warren had listened to stories over the past weeks, but none of them had mentioned Lilith.
I"’m till not prepared to make my move. There are many who will not be happy that | survived.
Warren hated the fact that so many of his thoughts were open to her. “Who' sthe demon?’
Kareloth. He has ascended since coming through the Hellgate.

“How?

The Templar dill fight fiercdy, asdo the military units il hiding within London. They’ vekilled afew of
the demons. Others, asaways, have died at each other’ s hands. Thereis aways attrition. Demons are
thefirgt to hold grudges, and the last to rid themselves of them.

“How dangerousis Kareloth?’

Lilith’slaughter mocked him. Fearful ?



Warren took no insult. “1 want to win. And to do that, | can’t needlesdy risk the lives of those that follow
me. | haveto give them victories, not defeats.”

Y ou' relearning much.

Warren watched the demon walk toward a group of Darkspawn and carelessy bat them away from a
cornered woman. Casually, Kareloth reached inside the car where the woman had taken shelter. He
dragged her out, screaming for help, then ripped her into pieces, and dropped the bitsinto his mouth.

Areyou going to give your warriorsavictory?

“Yes” Warren said.

Good. Y ou need to hang on to that nerve. We' Il face Merihim soon.
Warren released the owl’ s mind and tumbled back to his body.

Back ingde his own body, Warren felt amomentary wave of dizziness. He staggered, then it was past.
He opened his eyes and looked at the rooftop.

Naomi gazed at him in concern. He waved her aside and turned to Daiyu.
“Have you found ademon?’ Daiyu asked.

“I have. Thisonewon't be easy, but we can bring it down.”

“How powerful isit?

“It'sone of the Named.”

If Daiyu was nervous over that, the emotion didn’t show. Her face remained placid. After amoment, she
nodded. “The rewards will beworth it.”

“| think 90.”

Daiyu brought the walkie-talkie to her mouth and gave the orders.

“Areyou sure we can take thisthing?’ Naomi asked.

Warren sood beside her at the mouth of an dley. He felt his power bubbling just under hisskin,
threatening to explode onitsown if hedidn’t giveit release.

“We haveto,” Warren said. “If we can take it down and harvest the body parts, we'll be stronger.” He
paused as he watched Kareloth farther down the block. “To survive, we need to be stronger.”

“Y ou mean, we need to be stronger.” Naomi smiled ruefully.

Warren nodded. “1 mean that you, al of you, need to be stronger. The more we learn, the more the
demonswill hunt us”

“Areyou ready?’ Daiyu asked over the wakie-talkie headset Warren wore,
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Daiyu hesitated. “I don’'t want to lose any of my people.”

“| can't guarantee that. | can guarantee that whatever we take from Karel oth will enhance the abilities of
everyone we successfully graft to.”

Silence echoed in the walkie-talkie for amoment.

“All right,” Dalyu said, “but don't walk away from this.”

“I won't.”

“If you do, I'll track you down and kill you.”

“Not exactly the best incentive | could hopefor,” Warren said.
“Perhaps not, but | mean every word of that.”

Warren didn’t doubt her. He stayed within the shadows and waited till Kareloth reached the dley where
he stood. He planned to let the demon walk by him, then attack without warning.

Insteed, Kareloth hesitated. He cameto afull stop and snuffled the air, snorting like apig. Unerringly, the
demon turned and smiled into the shadows that wreathed the dley.

“Human.” Kareloth grinned. Salivadripped from hisjaws. Hislips ricked back to reved sharp, serrated
teeth il bloodstained from hisearlier victim. “1 know you, Warren Schimmer.”

Panic flooded Warren as he stood pinned in the demon’ s gaze.

“Merihim sends hisregards.” Kareloth opened his mouth and breathed a great gout of flame.

FORTY-SIX

L eah fdl through nightmares. She didn’t know how many she visited—or created—because they all
seemed to run into one another. They became akaleidoscope of insanity that threstened to drink her
down.

Every time shetried to gather her wits round her, to focus on what she knew to be true, the landscape of
nightmares shifted and she’ d be somewhere e se. She mogt tried to cling to the memory of Simon Cross.
She had touched his thoughts. She was sure of that.

But shedidn’'t know if he' d believe she wastruly there or would remember what she’ d told him.

The maddening jumps continued. She ran beside a soldier who tried to enter an exploded building for
one of histeammates. Shefelt his panic as he shoved through the falling timbers and tried to avoid the
hottest flames. His suit protected him somewnheat, but the heat threatened his swirling senses.

“You'vegot to get out of here,” Leah told the man.

“Can't.” The soldier caught hold of asagging timber and shoved. A section of thewall fell away. “ George
isin here somewhere.” Helifted hisvoice. “George!”

“It' stoo late”



“It'snot too late. I’m not going to let it betoo late. Georgeis my mate. | told him I’ d watch his back.”
A Stalker demon crouched in one corner. The creature bunched itslegs, getting ready to jump.

“Look out!” Leah clawed the SRAC machine pistol from her side and brought it to bear asthe Stalker
leaped. She shoved at the soldier with her free hand, but it passed through the man’ s body. In the next
instant, the SRAC’ s bullets speared through the Stalker’ s body without atrace.

The Stalker hit the soldier and bowled him over, sending both of them sprawling onto a section of flaming
carpet. Thefire-retardant materid of the soldier’ s suit protected him from catching fire, but the heat
consumed him.

Leah felt the man’ sbody burning. Pain raked angry claws through her flesh. She cried out in agony.
Ingtinctively, she ran to the man and tried to pull him from thefire. He rolled and fought the Stalker, but
Leah couldn’t get agrip on him. Frustrated and helpless, she watched as the battle continued.

Then asection of the cealling fell and dropped on them, hiding them from view.

“No!” Leah ran forward, ssumbled on the debris, and fdll.

When she got her feet under her again, she stood chest-deep in the dank water of a cave. The cold water
felt greasy against her skin even through her armor. The stench of death, decay, and raw sewage made
the air so thick and amost impossible to breathe.

Her suit’ sinfrared system didn’t penetrate the gloom far enough to see any walls. She listened intently,
not wanting to move until she knew if something ese wasin the water with her.

Movement dithered below.

L eah stepped to the side and drew the sword sheathed between her shoulder blades. Since she' d never
carried asword, she knew that shewas't hersdlf in thisincarnation. With askill she’ d never before
possessed, she stood ready and waiting. For thefirst time, she redlized that the HUD before her eyes had
a360-degree view of her surroundings.

In the next moment, three Templar surfaced in the murky water. All of them stood and drew swords.
They ignored her and gazed around the cave. Smon wasn't among them.

“Have you seen anything?’
It took Leah amoment to realize the woman addressed her. “No. Not yet.”

“Good. Maybe we escaped them.” The Templar surged forward through the water. “ Joseph, do you
have any ideawhere we are? This cave system isn’'t on my HUD. We're till benegath the city, | can see
that, but | don’t know how we' re supposed to get out.”

“Onething’ sfor certain,” the third person, aman, stated, “we can’t go back the way we got here. We'll
be buried in demons.”

Leah dogged dong after them. There wasn't anything else she could do.

“Therearealot of cave systems and abandoned tunnels beneath London,” Joseph said. “Mining and
trangportation creasted most of the tunnels”



“It was your ideato come here, mate,” the other man accused.

“Knock it off, Nigel,” the woman said. “We ve got enough troubles without trying to assign blamefor this
messwe' rein.”

“Ligentoyou, Ma. What givesyou theright to—"

She whirled on the other Templar and lifted her sword point to the bottom of hishelm. “Lord Cross gave
metheright to tel you what to think, you git. And unless you get with the program, I’'m going to jettison
you and let you find your own way out of here. Do you scan me?’

Nigel’ s blank faceplate remained blank and featureless. However, through whatever power that bound
her to the experience—dream or red-time, Leah felt hisfear and anger. They were divided equaly for a
moment, but he gavein to hisfear.

“All right, Ma,” Nigd sad. “It'll beasyou say.”

“Good.” Ma lowered her sword. She turned away from him and started s ogging through the muck
agan.

Leah hurried and caught up to her. “Y ou know Simon?’

Mai didn't bresk gtride. “Of course | know him. Thisign’t timefor slly questions.”

“I need to get amessage to him.”

“Tel him when we get back.”

“I don’'t know if I'll make it back.”

“Y ou aren’t going to throw in the towe so quick, are you? Because if that’ sthe way you—"

The lizard-demon struck without warning, rising from the dark depths and lunging at Mai. The Templar's
augmented reflexes amost saved her as she threw hersdlf to one side. The lizard-thing opened its mouth
and popped out a barbed tongue that crossed ten feet of space in ananosecond. Incredibly, the tongue
penetrated the armor on the first attempt.

Mai jerked and writhed. Her panicked and pain-filled criesfilled Leah’ saudio insgde the armor. Leah ran
forward and lifted the sword. She swung again and again, chopping through the lizard’ stough hide.
Ichors poured from the wounds, but the lizard pulled its struggling prey into the elongated mouth.

“Helpme!” Leah cried. “ She il hasachance!”
The Templar broke free from the pardysis that held them and rushed forward.

Leah tried to figure out where the lizard' s brain was. She hoped that if she could pierce the brain or sever
the spind cord she might save the Templar.

“Warning!”

The voice came from insde the suit. Leah hadn't expected that. She still struggled to understand the
360-degree view the HUD afforded. Everything looked wrong.

“Warning! Second demon within range!”



Lesh noticed the demon then. A second lizard had risen from the water and rushed at her. The scrawny
legswere incredibly powerful. She turned to meet the new threat, but she knew she moved too late.

The demon opened wideits jaws. The black tongue uncoiled from inside the mouth and lashed forward.

Leah tried to move. Thetongue hit her just left of center in her chest. If it missed her heart, and she
wasn't certain, it was anear thing. She was surprised that there was no pain. Shock aready flooded her
system and started shutting her down.

She stumbled backward but managed to grab the tongue with one hand. The barbs bit into her flesh as
the lizard snapped its head back and reeled her in. Then the jaws closed on her with crushing force and
she—

—was suddenly somewhere else. She choked back acry.
“Quiet,” someone hissed. Then Leah felt her hand squeezed tightly. “ Don’t interrupt the Voice.”

Lesh sat cross-legged in acircle of peoplein adark room. All of them ringed astrangely cut box that
levitated in the center of the circle. Black curtains covered the windows, but the way the heavy materia
moved told her the windows were broken.

When Leah gazed at her companions, she redlized they were Cabdists. Their robes and strange armor
fashioned from demon hide announced their identities as much as the tattoos and demon body partsthey
had stitched into their bodies. Most of the wounds looked infected.

From the information that Control passed dong, the Cabdists believed they enhanced their natura
powers and added others by grafting the demons’ bodiesto their own. According to reports, they were
at least partidly successful. But the grafts often didn’t take. Most of thetime, infection setinand
threatened the host body until the grafts were undone.

Others, too stubborn or believing that the infection would turn, died horrible deaths trying to adapt.
Severd of the Cabalists around Leah looked sick and weak. Hollow eyes burned asthey stared at the
floating box.

“Thisis Ordonar' sBox,” aman near the floating object said. “Homer and Aristotle wrote of the Box, but
those writings have been conceded. They believed the soul of ademon was trapped insde. The Greeks
didn’t create the box. Ordonar was believed to have been apriest in ancient Tibet, aholy man who
acknowledged that demons walked in thisworld.”

The Box twisted and spun at afaster rate. At first, Leah though it was brass, then she saw the reddish
gleam and thought it was more likely that it was copper. Strange Sigils sood out in bold relief on the
Sdes

“Although the ancientstried to understand the Box,” the speaker went on, “none of its secrets were ever
discovered. In time, when the Romans took over much of the Greek culture, they aso recovered the
Box. It was brought to England. A scholar here thought a crypt with smilar markings had been found.
Before the Box arrived, the scholar was found murdered. Some said it was the curse of the crypt, which
was never found.”

Power grew in the room. Part of Leah knew what it was. The forcefdlt like an eectrica surge buildup.
Her skin becametight and dry. Her hair stood on end. Electrica sparks jumped on some of the Cabalists
inthecircle. Leah wanted to get up and run.



“Easy,” the man next to Lesh whispered. “ The Voice knows what he' s doing. Everything will befine”

“Whilein England,” the V oice went on, “the Box was aso logt. Stories of ns, pagans, and jealous
officersfollowed the Box. No one knows what the truth is. In the early nineteenth century, explorers
found the Box. Unitil now, it’ sresided in amuseum. No one knew what it was. | do.”

The Voice stood. Hewas atall, lean man with the face of awolf. Helooked like askafan, dressed in
jackboots, his head shaven, piercings over hisface.

“Tonight, brothers and sisters, we open the Box and free the demon soul inside. It will try to escape our
circle, but wewon't alow that. Wewill hold on to it and make it do our bidding. Once we do that, our
understanding of the demons and the power that we can wield will increase. Wewill al benefit.”

No! Leah tried to speak and couldn’t. Demons don’t have souls! She knew that from the research she'd
gtolen from the Templar when she' d first gone to the Templar Underground with Smon. She didn’t know
what the Box contained, but she didn’t see that it could be anything but evil.

And powerful. That scared her most of all.

“Now,” theVoice sad, “it’ stimeto open the Box. Ready your shields. Don't alow it to escape.”
Magenta shimmering filled the darkened room, glowing like alavabubble,

Leah tried to free her hands. Both Cabalists on either side of her held on.

“No,” the man hissed. “ Stay strong. Believe. We can bend the demonsto our will. That’s our destiny.
It' swhat we' ve been working toward.”

Leah couldn’'t move. Her body wasn't under her control.

The Voice spoke strange words that Leah couldn’t understand. The Box spun faster. Bluelights flickered
over the Box’s copper surfaces. The Voice continued speaking. The words came louder and faster.
Wind whipped freein the room. Blue lightning leaped from the Box.

One of the bolts struck the man next to Leah. Horrified, she watched as the man jerked and spasmed.
Electricity flowed through her and locked her jaws and joints. Leah barely managed to hang on to her
Senses.

Abruptly, the Box stopped spinning. Lightning continued to sizzle from it, forming adirect connection to
the Cabdlists.

“Control it!” the Voice shouted. “Use your powers!”

Lesh held on to the two men next to her. She had no choice. The dectricity surging through her wouldn't
alow her to release either of them. The man on her right frothed at the mouth.

Then the Box exploded. A bright blue flash filled the room and blinded Leah. When her vision returned,
only partially, ademon stood in the center of the circle.

The demon had two faces set side by side. Both of them were hideous. Scales flared aong the thick neck
that hooked into amassive chest. Four arms, two to a side, stuck out from the demon’s body. All of
them held weapons. The legs were long in comparison to the rest of its body, and they were thick astree
trunks. A forest of horns crowned its head.

“Control me?’ the demon snarled. “Fools!” Helifted one arm and laughed.



More lightning jumped from the mace in the demon’ s hand. Lesh fdlt the increased current wracking her
body. The head of the man to her left suddenly exploded, scattering blood, brains, and bone—all of it
cooked. Around the circle, more Cabalists suffered el ectrical beheading.

Then adeep, agonizing pain struck deeply within Leah’s head. There was agreet release, and she knew
nothing more.

Exhausted and hurting, Leah regained consciousness back in the cube room. Vomit stained the floor. She
put ahand to her head, checking to seethat it was all still in one piece. The last sequence—whether
dream or memory—had been too intense.

Then she grew aware someone watched her.

When she turned to look, the cube demon had returned. She put her back against the wall and drew her
knees up to her chin.

“You'redoing very well.” The demon amost preened. “ Better than expected. During the time you' ve
been here, you' ve reached out to many of your fellow humans.”

Leah didn’t spesk. She refused to let the thing know how much what she was going through was
affecting her.

“Other humans have died,” the demon said. “ Some of those were ones that were taken after you. You
have aremarkableresiliency. But, inthe end, it will only make you livelonger. Y ou can't escape. You
will die here. Until you do, you will continueto aid us.”

Giving in to her anger, Leah hurled hersdf acrossthe room. Even if she died in the attack, she couldn’t be
used againgt Simon or anyone else. Dying was worth that.

The demon caught her effortlessy. One hand seized her wrist and the other clamped down on her head.
It picked her up and threw her into the steel wal hard enough to knock the breath from her.

Wheezing, trying desperately to get air back in her lungs, Leah held her hands over her head to open her
rib cage.

“Foolish,” the demon said. “Y ou can't sacrifice yoursdf so easily. When the time comes, you'll die. But
not until this. Y ou no longer have achoice in the matter.”

Leah willed hersdlf to be cam as shetried to regulate her breathing. She watched the demon intently, but
shedidn’t know when it left the cell. One moment it was there; in the next, it was gone.

Knowing that adoor had to bein that end of the cell, Leah crawled over and examined thewalls, floor,
and celling. She found nothing. It was asif the demon had digned its atoms with those of thewall and did

through.

When she turned back round, abox of food sat at the other end of the cell. Nothing had gotten by her,
which meant that the demons entered and | eft her cdll a will. She remained a prisoner.

FORTY-SEVEN

W arren lifted his hand and formed a shield before him. The demon’ sfiery breath crackled and hissed as
it struck the barrier. Flames lapped at the edges as they curled around. Waves of heat dammed into him,



amost hot enough to parboil hisskin.
Naomi stood at his back, using him and his shield as protection.

Daiyu and the Cabaligts attacked the demon. Heavy nets, reinforced with the energy they manipulated,
dropped from men inside rooms overhead. The nets popped and sizzled as they touched the demon’s
skin, like dectrical cables attached to opposite current. Quivering and shaking, the netslooked likelive
things seeking to dide away from the demon.

Kardoth struggled againgt the nets. He knotted all four handsin the strands and pulled. Some of the nets
broke, and the energy residing within the ropes burned like fireworks. The demon breathed out again.
Flameslicked at the nets, but they were flame-resistant. They wouldn’t be able to withstand the attack
for long, though.

Warren drew the spear from the magica duster. When Kareloth saw the spear, his eyes widened.
“Where did you get that?" Kareloth demanded.

Afraid of getting hurt, knowing that the demon was dangerous aslong asit was dive, Warren made no
reply. He closed on Kareloth and drove the spear at the demon’s heart.

Instead, Kareloth caught the spear and stopped it short of piercing his flesh. The contact turned the spear
cherry red. Kareloth' s hands, both of the left ones, charred and cracked. He roared with rage and
shoved the spear backward.

Propelled by the demon’ simmense strength, Warren flew off hisfeet and back into the alley. He
knocked Naomi down, and they tumbled in asprawl. Only then did the agony from Warren's own
burned hand reach through hisfear and fill hismind.

His hand, his human hand, had cooked. Blisters formed immediately. Black crust covered hispam. He
couldn’t fed al the pain because the burns had killed the nerves. That wasasmall blessing. Heaso
couldn’'t move his hand. Panic throttled histhinking for amoment.

“Let me help.” Naomi roseto her knees, helped him to his, then took his hand in hers. Almost ingtantly
some of the pain went away. The black crust grew less dense, and the blisterslessened.

Warren camed.
“I need you.” Naomi looked at him. “Help me. It's<till morethan | can do.”

Morein control of the animalistic fear that rattled through him, Warren concentrated on his hand. The
healing sped up. In only afew seconds, his hand was once more whole. Heflexed it, feding everything
again and finding the hand totally mobile.

Once more on hisfeet, Warren picked up the spear and turned back to the demon. Daiyu and the
Cabdigs attacked with fire and lightning, with swords and pistolsthat fired insectsthat dug into
Kardoth’ sflesh. The demon roared with rage and fought the netsthat held him. Other Cabdistsheld on
to ropes and anchored the demon in one spot so he couldn’t run.

Pustules and sores covered the demon’ s body from the Cabalist guns. The insects burrowed into the
flesh and sapped strength aswell as spurting toxins that sped through the central nervous systems. Before
any of the demon’ s body was used to enhance Cabalist recipients, those harvested pieces would haveto
be thoroughly disinfected.



The nets continued to rip. A hole grew larger, and Kareloth thrust his two-faced head through. Hisright
hands clawed at the nets and forced a shoulder through as well.

Warren wanted to stab the demon again, but he was hesitant. The pain from the earlier attempt remained
freshinhismind.

“When | get out of here,” Kareloth bellowed, “1’m going to kill you. | tried to kill you quickly. Before,
you were just asmal favor for Merihim. Now, | owe you for the pain you' ve caused me.”

Warren' sfirgt ingtinct wasto run. He couldn’t imagine going one-on-one with Kareloth. The Cabdists
were hard-pressed to restrain the demon now, and that small edge they maintained was dipping away.

Y ou can't run. HE Il only follow. Thisisyour only chance.

Focusing on the fear, Warren embraced it and let it feed the power that surged through him. Hewas no
hero. He d never be ahero. But hewas asurvivor. He d faced his stepfather down when hewas just a
child. And he’ d used the one power that had always been his.

“Kareloth,” Warren said in avoicethat only cracked alittle.

The demon swiped hisright hands a Warren. They were only three feet short. The nets hung hafway
down the demon’s chest. Once they plunged below that, they’d fal quickly.

“I' know your name,” Warren said. “Y ou haveto lisgen to me.”
“I don't,” Kareloth said. “I’m going to grind your bonesto dust.”
“Stop struggling. Now.”

The netsfinally gave way and dropped to the pavement. Kareloth managed one step forward. ..then
stopped.

“Dayu,” Warren said, feding as though his heart were about to explode. “Pull your people back.”
Daiyu gave the order. With the demon free, they were only too happy to comply.

Kareloth lurched but couldn’t take another step. His arms waved helplessy. Muscles bunched acrosshis
body as he strove to fight off Warren’s hold over him.

“You'reat my mercy.” Warren lifted the spear in hismeta hand. “I’m going to kill you, and you' re not
going to do anything to prevent it.”

Fear glazed Kardoth' seyes. Both hisfaces quivered. “You...can't...do...this”

“I can.” Warren fdlt the demon fighting againgt him. The demon felt immediately moretired, and wesker.
Hefting the spear, Warren walked forward and drew it back. If there had been other demons around, his
power wouldn’t have worked so well. While he was controlling Kareloth, another demon could have
killed him. But in thisinstance, his power and strategy worked.

Without another word, Warren threw the spear through the demon’ s heart. Once more, the obsidian
spear burned cherry red. But thistime Kareloth’ s chest blackened as it was consumed by the heet. In
seconds, only the spear held him up.

When Warren retrieved the spear, Kareloth dropped to the pavement. All four of his eyes stared
Sghtlesdy.



Trying not to show how scared he sill was, Warren walked over to the demon. Warren' sknees
quivered and amost buckled under him. He took a shuddering breath and fought not to throw up. It
wasn't the scent of burned flesh that got to him. What bothered him most was how close he'd cometo

dying.

“The corpse will draw other predators,” Daiyu said.

Warren nodded and kicked Kareloth in one of hisfaces. The demon didn’t move.
“Harvestit,” Warren ordered.

The Cabdigsfdl to the task with zest. Horns, eyes, hands, and sections of scaled hide dl did into bags.
The demon'’ s corpse diminished, shuddering as they took what they wanted.

Naomi drew her knife and moved in aswdl.

Warren watched them silently and tried to keep himself quiet and controlled. He couldn’t help thinking
that the Cabdists bloodlust was't far removed from the demons.

But they were his people.

Later, back in Daiyu'slair, Kareloth's pieces were sorted out and distributed. Warren withdrew from
them and found aroom to himself. Hisfear and the energy he d expended had taken their toll on him.

The room was dark. Night still remained, but not much of it.

Without undressing, he lay down in the bed. He was glad to be dlone, but he also wished that Naomi
would join him. However, he knew he wasn't going to ask her.

Before he could give the matter much thought, he drifted off to deep.

“Y ou spent dl our money again!”

Hearing his stepfather’ s voice so clearly again woke Warren just asit had adl those years ago. When he
focused his eyes, he woke on that threadbare couch back in that Manchester flat al those years ago.

Martin DeY oung, his stepfather, sat in the open window and drank from awhiskey bottle. Hewasa
powerful man who was dowly turning to fat. His black skin held abluish tint. His shaved head gleamed in
the streetlights. A short goatee framed his square chin. His nose had been broken so many times before
that it was misshapen and gave him trouble breathing and deeping. He wore khaki pants and a soccer
shirt.

“I'm redlly closeto breaking through,” Tamara Schimmer protested.

Warren stared at his mother. She was Jewish and white, with pale skin, dark hair that hung in ringlets,
and dark eyesthat constantly looked bruised. She often forgot to eat and take care of herself because of
her studies.

Get me out of here, Warren thought desperately. This has dready happened. | don't want to relive it
again. But he was trapped in the nightmare once more. His eight-year-old self buried hishead in the
pillow as he had al those years ago.



“I needed things,” his mother continued.

Warren knew her argument wasn't going to work. It never did. There was no onein theworld asright as
Martin DeY oung was when he decided he wasright.

“The money I’ ve spent trying to get in touch with my power isn’t going to matter,” his mother said. “Once
I’ve achieved my mastery over the arcane—"

Warren knew bad things were going to happen. When Martin drank as heavily as he did now, bad things
always happened. He' d had abad day at the track, or on the bal games. He was constantly betting.
Bookies and enforcers often looked for him. Warren had seen them.

“Madery!” Martin’ svoice was so strong and unforgiving that Warren thought the windows might break.
“Y ou can't even manage ahouse, you cow! Welivein filth!”

The socid services people had sometimes told Warren’s mom that, too. They’ d threatened to take
Warren away from her. Only she’d moved, leaving everything but her books on lore and magic. Those
were the things she prized above dl ese. She' d studied those every moment she had.

Martin continued hisrant. “I work hard al day—"

“You'reathief!” hismother interrupted. “Don’t you go getting sanctimonious with me!”
Anger mottled Martin’ sface, turning it even darker.

“I know what you are!” his mother continued. *Y ou and your friends just—"

When Martin stood, Warren bailed off the bed and climbed behind the couch. It was where he dways
hid anytime they had afight. The couch wasn't much of ahiding place. Martin dways found him and besat
on him, but Warren had dwaystried to do something to save himself another round of pain.

“I needed that money!” Martin said. “I had it hid! Y ou shouldn’t have goneinto my private stuff!”

“You live here!” hismother replied. “1 put aroof over your head! What | took wouldn’t even pay your
rent!”

“Y ou get this place free through socia services’ cause you were stupid enough to get yoursalf knocked
up! You'regetting afreeridel My money ismy money! | told you that from the beginning!”

Warren buried hisface in the couch, hoping the nightmare would end soon.

FORTY-EIGHT

W arren knew the dream usualy ended quickly at this point. Although he didn’t want to, he peered
around the side of the couch because his eight-year-old self had al those years ago.

Martin took alarge, short-barreled pistol from the back of hiswaistband. Light glinted on hisgold watch
and ring, and from the pistol’ s shiny silver barrel. Cursing, he trained the weapon on Warren' s mother.

She didn’'t move. He'd amed pistols at her enough over the months they’ d been together that she no
longer cared. He' d never oncefired at her.

Martin rolled the hammer back. White flecks of spit showed on his blue-black lips. Then he squeezed the
trigger.



Five thunderous roarsfilled the room.

Although he hadn’t wanted to, Warren screamed in fear as hismother jerked and started bleeding from
her chest, abdomen, and face. She was already dead, but his eight-year-old self hadn’t known that then.

Drunk on the whiskey and his own sense of empowerment, Martin opened the weapon’ s cylinder and
shook the empty casings onto the floor. He thumbed new bulletsinto the cylinder and stared at Warren.

“Now you' re gonnaget yours, you little gpe!” Martin snarled. 1’ ve been getting Sick near to deeth
looking at you, listening to your mother talk about her ideas about magic and you! | ain't gonnahaveto
listen no more, though!” He snapped the cylinder closed and took aim.

Warren screamed, but he no longer heard hisvoice. Martin fired the pistol. The bullet struck Warren's
right hip and knocked him down. Panic filled him when he saw dl the blood coming from the holein his
sde. He hurt, but he was numb, too.

Martin fired again, but the second shot cored the wall above Warren'shead. A puff of white powder
jetted from the plasterboard.

“No!” Warren screamed. He wanted to beg his stepfather not to shoot him, to call the hospita for his
mother, but he couldn’t. Hetried to talk, but he couldn’t.

“Ain’'t gonnado you any good to beg,” Martin said. “I’'m gonna shoot you right in the head. I'll never
haveto seeyou inthislifeagain.” Hetook am.

Warren looked at the man and let loose dl of the hate he’ d held back for months. His mother had said
that she’ d wanted him to get dong with Martin. Warren had tried. He' d always tried to do what his
mother had asked, even if it was something he hadn’t wanted to do or didn’t see the need to do.

“I hate you!” Warren screamed. Then inacam, wishful voice, he said, “1 wish you were dead.”

A smile crawled across Martin’ sface. “| guess you got some backbone after dl. | wouldn't have
believeditif | hadn’t seenit.” Hetook aim.

Warren lay helplesson thefloor.

Then, incredibly, Martin didn’t fire. Instead, he turned the pistol back on himself. He begged and pleaded
for help as he pressed the pistol barrel to histemple.

Then he pulled the trigger.

The crack echoed through the flat. Warren's nose filled with the scent of charred mest. Helay quietly on
the floor, waiting to wake up in hisbed. As he continued to lay there, he heard the shouts of neighbors.
Someone banged on the door and demanded to know what was going on.

Martin's body spasmed. Incredibly, the dead man sat back up. Inred life, Martin had hit the ground
dead and hadn’t moved a muscle. The police had taken his corpse away after awhile. Counsdlors had
told Warren that later.

That wasn't going to happen thistime.

Thistime Martin leered a Warren, one side of his head blown open. Bloody meat and bone fragments
clung to hischeek.

“Thought you killed me, didn’t you?’ Martin smoothed a hand across the side of hishead. “Well, you're



wrong. Whatever power you' ve got, mine's better.”

Thisdidn’t happen! He' sdead! A voice gibbered in fear at the back of Warren’smind. Hetried to get
up. Back then, he hadn’t moved until the emergency services people had arrived. They'd carried him
fromtheflat inagurney.

Now, heroseto hisfeet, but hissdefdt likeit wasonfire.

When Martin moved his hand from his head, demon’ s scales showed there. Patches of his head were
missing. A curved horn jutted up from his temple where the wound had been. When he reached for the
pistal, he closed ademon'’ s clawed hand around it.

Martin grinned. “Thisis how it should have ended, Warren.” Hetook aim. “Thisishow it'sgonnaend
tonight. And you' re gonna be just as dead.”

“No!” Warren whispered in ahoarse voice.

Before Martin could fire, awoman suddenly stepped into the room. Warren didn’t recognize her. She
was dark-haired and violet-eyed. Shetook in the Stuation at aglance, then launched akick that caught
Martin’ swrist. Bone snapped with a brittle sound. The pigtol flew into the air, turning end over end.

The woman spun again, and thistime she put aboot in the center of Martin’ sface. Flesh tore from his
face and revealed a demon’ s festures beneath. He fell backward and landed hard againgt thewall. The
shelves containing Warren's mother’ s books fell to thefloor.

Inhumanly fast, Martin caught himsdlf and launched himsdf at the woman just as she plucked the pistol
from the air. Then Martin hit her, and they went down across the broken recliner Warren's stepfather
had brought home one day.

The pistol changed in the woman’ s hand. When the Martin demon tried to sink histeeth into her throat,
she shoved the pistol between hisjaws and pulled the trigger. The Martin demon’ s head exploded.

The woman grimaced and shoved the demon’ s corpse from her. Sherolled to her feet and walked over
to Warren.

“Hey, it' sgoing to bedl right,” shetold him. “Y ou’ re going to be fine. That thing isdead. It'snot going to
bother you anymore.” She held him to her for amoment to offer comfort.

“Who areyou?’ he asked. “Thisisn't the way it happened. Y ou weren't there.”

Thewoman pushed him back and looked at him. “Y ou're not achild, areyou? Not in red life?’
“No.”

“Then al you haveto do iswake up. Wake up and dl of thiswill go away.”

“What caused this? I’ ve never had anything like this happen.” Warren fdt terrified. Histhoughtswere his
own. Only Merihim and Lilith had invaded them.

“My nameisLeah,” shesad. “I’'m being held by the demonsin some kind of machine. They’reusing
me—and severa others—to gain access to peopl€ sdreams. | don't know why. I’ vetried to reason it
out. Maybeit'sjust afear tactic. Maybeit' saway for the demonsto monitor the humansleft in the city.
I’'vetried to stop doing this, but every time | close my eyes, I'm insde someone’ s head.”

Warren looked at her and saw how tired she was.



“Where areyou?’ he asked.
“Atthe Apple sore. At least, that’ swhere | think | am. That’swhere | was taken captive.”

Behind her, Martin sarted quivering again. She must have noticed the distressed look in hiseyes,
because she glanced over her shoulder and saw the thing’ s head starting to re-form. It looked likeit was
going to be more demonic than before.

Leah turned back to him. “Y ou’ ve got to go. Some people didn’t live through these nightmares. You
might be one of them.”

“If that' strue,” Warren said asthe fear roseinsde him again, “then you saved my life tonight.”
Lesh gave him awan smile. “Maybe. Maybe | only saved you from having aredly bad dream.”

Behind her, Martin lurched and jerked as he forced himself to hisfeet. He moved more dowly now. “I'm
gonnaget you,” he growled in an inhuman voice. “I’m gonnaget you both.”

“Go,” Leah said. “Y ou need to get out of here.”
“How?’

“Just wake up. That'sal you have to do. Just wake up.”

Warren woke in darkness, but he wasn't done. Lilith, looking young and ravishing now, sat at the foot of
his bed. V oices came from down the hall and let him know the Cabdists were il divvying the demon’s

bodly.
“I came assoon as| saw that you' d succumbed to the deep trap,” Lilith said.
Warren looked at her but said nothing.

“That woman,” Lilith said, “probably saved your life when sheinterfered.” She amiled. “ Of course, she's
aso the reason Merihim’ sminions are able to reach insde your mind in thefirst place.”

“What wasthat?’ Warren asked. His voice sounded dry and weak.

“A weapon. | mentioned it earlier, but | didn’t know Merihim had it working quite so well. It'sbecome
quite dangerous lately. Some of the humans die while trapped in their dreams. Others wake up and hurt
gtill more people.”

Warren sat up and held histhrobbing head. The ache between histempleswasworsethan he'd
remembered in years.

“I've been trying to find the machine,” Lilith said, “but Merihim hashidden it.”
“Shetold meit was at the Apple store.”

Lilith examined hisface. “Do you know where that is?’

“yYes”

“Then you haveto go there”



Warren couldn’t believeit. “No. That’ sthe last place | want to go.” But he thought about the woman and
felt bad that she was trapped there. He consoled himsalf with the thought that she was already dead and
only her memory was gill in the machine. Or that she was just aconstruct dreamed up by the machine.
But he would have known if she' d been lying. Hefdt certain about that. There d been no indication that
she'd been lying.

“Merihimwill bethere” Lilith said in alow voice. “Y ou and | both owe him for what he’ sdoneto us.”

Although he knew what Merihim had done to him, Warren had no ideawheat the demon had doneto
Lilith. For her to carry agrudge for thousands of years, it had to have been something.

“It'stime,” Lilith said. “ There must be areckoning among al of us. Y ou have an army now. Hed them.
Make them powerful. And wewill conquer Merihim once and for dl.”

Warren wasn't convinced.

“If youdon't,” Lilith said, “Merihim’ s creation will comefor you in your deep again. Thistime you might
not escape so easily.”

That gave Warren no choice. He didn’'t want to have to face another night that had Martin DeY oung and
his mother’ s murder in it. Those nightmares were bad enough when he’ d caused his stepfather’ s desth
through his suggestion. But to haveto live through nightmares where Martin wouldn’t die was too much.

Regretfully, Warren got up from bed and walked to the door. When he turned back to the bed to
address Lilith, he discovered that she was gone. For amoment, he wondered if he'd dreamed her as
wall.

No, she whispered into hismind. Go. Y ou have much to do.

Warren went.

FORTY-NINE

L yraDariuswas back in Temple Church asthe Béattle of All Halows Evewasjust beginning after the
Hellgate opened. Demons had attacked the convoy Lord Sumeride had put together to get his
granddaughter out of harm’ sway. After the vehicles and the demons had been destroyed, Lord
Sumeride had asked Lyrato escort Jessicato the Underground entrance beneath Temple Church. There
would be people there, Lord Sumeride had said, who would be able to care for her.

Out on the church grounds, demons had massed and attacked. The contingent of guards—other military
people who worked with Lyraand whom Templar Lord Sumeride had sent—had managed to hold off
the creatures|ong enough for Lyrato get Jessicaingde the church. They wouldn’'t have managed that
without Keira Skyler and her Cabalists. All of them had worked together to save the young girl Lord
Sumeride believed would be amgor force in the fight against the demons.

“What’ s going to happen to Grandfather?’ Jessicaasked. She was eight years old. Even though she'd
been told about demons since childhood, she’ d been confronted by monsterstonight. That had |eft her
shaken.

She' sjust achild, Lyrathought as she went through the church doors. Why would demons want to harm
achild? The whole idea sounded monstrous. But, she supposed, that was exactly the point after al,
wasn't it?



“He' sgoing to befine” Lyraanswered. But she thought, HE s going off to die. When she’ d heard what
the Templar planned, and why, Lyra hadn’t been ableto fed it was dl awagte. But the demons knew
that the Templar were going to be their hardest battle. It would be better if they thought they were dl
dead.

Somewhere deep insde her heart, though, Lyra hoped the Templar succeeded.
“I saw them,” Jessicasaid. 1 saw them.”

“I know.” Lyraran through the dark church with the child a her side. They were scarcely more than fifty
feet from the stage where the entrance was supposed to be.

Outside in the church cemetery, gun blasts and frightened voi ces continued to echo. It sounded very
much like the war that it was. Lightning flashed through the large stained-glass windows.

“Grandfather dways told me about the demons,” Jessicasaid. “I knew hewasn't lying. HE snever lied to
rre”

Except for tonight, Lyrathought. When he told you that he’ d see you soon.
“But | just didn’t expect to seethe demons,” Jessicasaid.
“I' know. Try not to think of that now. Come on. We re dmost there.”

One of the high stained-glass windows suddenly exploded inward. Bright, colorful glass spun acrossthe
church. A Regper demon—huge and winged, man-shaped but clearly ademonic thing with horns, talons,
and fangs—came through the window holding Keira Skyler.

The Firgt Seer of the Cabalistslooked incredibly demonic hersdlf. Thick pieces of demons horns stuck
out on both sides of her head. Her skin was pale againgt the demon hide she wore as armor.

The Reaper demon hit into Keira's chest and pulled out her heart. 1t tossed the organ into its mouth and
chewed as Keiradumped dead in his embrace. Then the demon turned its attention to Lyraand her
young charge.

Lyrahauled Jessicato temporary safety behind one of the heavy pews. She pulled out her machine pistol
and stared at the evil thing. Its ruby eyesfocused on her. Hiding wasn't an option.

“Keep going, Jessica,” Lyraencouraged the young girl. “Keep going!”
Trueto her heritage, Jessica bravely got her feet under her and ran toward the hidden entrance.

Lyrapointed the machine pistol and opened fire. The demon, dmost threetimes her size, swung a
hooked sword that cleaved through the pews and reduced them to splinters. Lyrakept firing, but it didn’t
seem to do any good. She hid behind a pillar asthe Reaper charged after her.

It growled and swung the massive sword into the pillar, shattering it. Lyrakept firing and running, ducking
the wicked blade as the demon swung it again and again.

Across the church, Jessica reached the hidden entrance and opened it. Lyratook solace in that, then one
of the Reaper’ swings lashed out and caught her, knocking her to the floor and amost robbing her of her
Senses.

143 Lyra! ”



Hearing the child’ s voice, the evident panic and worry, focused Lyra. She pulled her head together just
as the Reaper yanked its blade from the stone floor and turned in Jessica’ s direction.

“Jessical” Lyrascreamed as she pulled agrenade from her hip. She activated it, and the blue glow stood
out bright and sharp against the darkness inside the church.

“Lyral” Jessicastood waiting in the tunnel leading to the Underground.
“Jessical Get down!” Lyraheaved the grenade at the Reaper.

Jessicadived for cover just before the grenade exploded against the demon. Growling incoherently, the
Reaper dropped to the floor like afelled redwood.

“Hit the switch!” Lyraordered. Her right arm was injured. She cradled it as she limped toward the
opening asfast as she could.

After amoment, Jessicafound the switch and threw it. With agrinding noise, the section of flooring
started closing at once. Jessicaran for it as best as she was able. There wasjust enough time to reach the

opening—

—then something grabbed her ankle and yanked her from her feet. Shefdl hard againgt the floor and
grabbed the lip of the opening. The Regper had regained consciousness. It growled asit tried to haul her
in.

Incredibly, Jessicagrabbed hold of Lyra swristsand tried to pull her into the opening.

“Goon!” Lyraordered.

“I won't leave you!” Tearstracked down Jessica' s scared and determined face.

“| promised!” Lyrashoved the girl back into the opening, and shefdl out of sight. She plucked another
grenade from her combat webbing and rolled over to face the Reaper. “For theliving!” she'd said,
remembering Lord Sumerid€e sfina salute. Then she' d banged the grenade to activateit.

“Lyral” Jesscayeled.

When the event had actually taken place, Lyra had managed to kill the Regper just in time. Tonight,
though, the demon lashed out abig hand and knocked the grenade out of Lyra sgrip.

“No!” Lyrayelled, not believing what had just happened. That hadn't ever occurred.

The Reaper grinned at Lyra, knowing she was almost helpless, and dove for the opening. Before Jessica
could get back out of the way, the demon was upon her, scooping her up in one big hand.

“Jessical” Lyrapushed hersdf to her feet, but she knew she'd arrive too late.

The demon’sjaws distended asit lifted Jessica. Bravely, the little girl faced her end without awhimper,
exhibiting al the gted that went into being a Sumeride.

“No!” Lyrashouted. “ Thiswasn't how it went!”

A figure legped past Lyra. Thefamiliar blacksuit the agents wore identified the person at once. The agent
grabbed one of the demon’ swings, planted feet against the Reaper’ s back, and shoved amachine pistol
againgt the base of the creature’ s skull. A full-auto burst ripped into the demon’s head.



Without a sound, the Reaper dropped Jessicaand fell face forward.
Lyralimped up to Jessicaand took the girl in an embrace.

The agent turned and faced Lyra, then ripped her mask off. Leah smiled tiredly at Lyra. “ So thisis your
tietothe Templar.”

Lyrahddthegirl. “Yes”
“No wonder you want Simon back in the Underground. That’ s Jessica Sumeride, right?’

“Yes. But | don't understand what you' re doing here. I’'m dreaming. | haveto be dreaming. This
happened four years ago, and you weren’t there.”

“No.” Leah shook her head. “I’ ve been taken captive. The demons are using me to locate people—any
people now—and fill their degp with nightmares.”

“WEe ve had a huge outbreak of nightmares and deepwalkers,” Lyrasaid. “ A few people havedied in
their deep.”

“You've got to cometo the Apple store,” Leah said. “That’ swhereI’m being held. The demonshave a
machinethere. | camelooking for you tonight. | didn’t know if it would work. If you hadn’t been
desping, | guessit wouldn't have.”

“Can’'t you stop this?’

“I'vetried.” Leah shook her head sadly. “God knows I’ ve tried since I’ ve been in here. There snothing |
can do. And I’m not the only one. The machine hasto be destroyed. Y ou’ ve got to—"

Panicked, breathing hard, Lyrawoke up in her quarters at the complex. She took amoment to gather
herself. Then she got out of bed, showered, and got dressed in her blacksuit.

By the time she reached her door, she had a strike team assembled and leaders awaiting her in her ready
room.

FIFTY

Y ou know, mate,” Nathan said, “thisis possibly the craziest thing I’ ve ever done.”

Peering through the helicopter’ s cargo doors, Simon looked down at the city. Despite the tension of the
moment and the stakes, he couldn’t resist saying, “ Doesn’'t even makemy Top Ten.”

“Yeah, well not dl of uswere born with adeath wish.”

“Doesthat count the demon-infested landing zone?’ Danidlle asked. “Because | think that should getitin
therunning.”

“That doesn’t count the demon-infested landing zone,” Simon said. He checked the parachute harness
onelagttime. “So I'll giveyou the Top Ten.”

“Maybe they can put that on the headstone,” Nathan said.

“Aren’'t you optimigtic,” Danidlle chided. “ Thinking there s going to be enough of you left to bury.”



“They gotta put my memories somewhere,” Nathan said.

Simon thought about Nathan for amoment. He had the baby on the way. Before they’ d I eft the redoubt,
Simon had told him to stay there. Nathan had refused.

“It' s<till not too late to turn around and go back,” Simon said over aprivate link.

“Theonly way I’'m turning around,” Nathan told him, “isif you lead the way. Are you ready to do that?’
Leah’ sdown there. “No.”

“Then neither am I. Let’skick thisinthearse and get it done.”

A few minutes | ater, the helicopter pilot let them know they were on the final approach path. The craft
sank lower and became atarget for small flying demons at once. They couldn’t catch the helicopter. It
couldn’t dow or it would become prey for the Blood Angels.

Simon looked at the Templar with him, then opened a channel to them and the Templar in the two other
cargo hdlicopters. “ Tonight we strike back for the first time. Let the demons know that we haven't been
completely beaten. Let them know that they won't get thisworld without afight.” He paused. “For the

living.”
“For theliving!” the Templar echoed.
The pilot cleared them for the drop.

Simon was the first through the door. He threw himsdlf into the familiar starfish dive profile and watched
the atitude drop away on hisHUD.

“Initiate parachute,” the suit Al caled out.

Reaching across his chest, Simon hit the parachute release. The canopy belled above him. He grabbed
the guidelines and tracked his descent onto the Apple store. Fifty-three Templar landed on the building's
rooftop. Four missed and ended up in the street below.

Without aword, the Templar set up the rooftop charges while Simon and others climbed into rappelling
lines. He checked hiswegponsafind time.

“Lord Cross,” afemae voice sad over the comm-link.

Theintruson didn’t come as acomplete surprise. Smon had ddliberately used afrequency he knew Leah
had accessto. He' d hoped that somewhere along the way they could connect up.

“Yes” Simon answered.
“Wehaven't met,” the woman said. “My nameisLyraDarius. I'm afriend of Leah’s”
Simon amiled. “| takeit you' re not out after an evening conditutiona.”

“No. | wasin contact with Leah earlier tonight. | learned where she was. We' ve surrounded the building,
and we're prepared to go in after her. Failing that, we' re determined to blow it up.”

“Andkill Leeh?” Simon didn’t like thinking about that.

“If wemust. | haveto say, when | saw the helicopters and then those armored suits, | started to fed



more optimistic about our chances.”

“| didn’t come hereto kill Leah.”

“Nor didI. | have hopesit won't cometo that.”
“Itwon't.”

“How do you want to do this?’

Simon watched the Templar step back from the rooftop charges. By now the demons have to know that
we're here, so | thought we' d try the direct approach. See how much confusion we could stir up aong
theway.”

“Y ou' re going through the roof.”
That surprised Smon. “Yes”
“If we carried the armor you do, we might have tried that. We don't.”

“Wedo,” Smon said. “We re going indde, getting Leah and the others, doing as much damage aswe
can, and then we are going to get out of there.”

“Y ou're going to have the demons at your hedls.”

“Probably.”

“It' sagood thing we'll be set up in the streets ready to defend you.”
“That sounds good.”

“Wedso found afew of your stragglersthat missed the building. We Il take care of them until you're
ableto carefor them again.”

Simon smiled again. “If we makeit through this, I’ ll stand you to adrink.”
“I'll dothesame. I’ ve got afedling that we' re going to need it by then. Good luck.”

Simon thanked her, then gave the order to blow the rooftop charges. The explosions rang out in quick
syncopation. Plumes of dust jetted into the sky, and the roof came apart.

Before the Hellgate had been open, one of the Cabdists had been a city worker who had used HARP
technology to clear some of the collgpsed tunnel's under London to make more routes possible. His name
was Jernigan, and he was awizard with the portable HARP trenching tool that they’ d liberated from the
city offices

Almogt sick with fear, Warren trailed the man as he carved anew passage from a utility tunnd that ran

across the street. With the HARP carving the way, taking out al inorganic matter in seconds, they made
good time.

After measuring the distance athird time, Warren knew they were under the Apple store. Since the
woman had contacted him in his dreams, Warren had thought about her alot, wondering what she was
like. The plan to get her had come relatively quickly to mind.



Warren directed the Cabalist to take them up. That was harder because he had to cut the tunnel at a
dopethat took them up without making the incline too hard for them to climb.

The Cabdigsfollowed somewhat eagerly. All of them now had something from Karel oth that enhanced
their powers. They wanted to know how strong they’ d be in afight. None of them wanted to die, but
they werewilling to risk degath.

Persondly, the woman—L esh—was the one that drew Warren there. The nightmare he' d had about his
stepfather was different than anything he' d ever had before. He didn’t want to repeet that.

Then there was Merihim. If thiswas something truly put together by the demon, asLilith said it was, there
was a debt owed that only blood could pay.

Hefollowed the tunneler up the grade, finding it steep enough to be difficult. A moment later, the fina
layer between the floor and the store beyond evaporated. The way was clear.

Warren fully expected that they’ d come up in the middle of the Darkspawn that had put the machine
together. That didn’t happen. The Cabalist group came up in the back of the building where merchandise
was stored.

At the doors, Warren peered out and found that most of the demons had their attention locked on to the
celling. They surrounded alarge machine that was nearly astall asthe stor€’ sinterior.

In the next ingtant, thunderous blasts echoed throughout the building. A large section of the roof tumbled
down. Behind it, dangling from rappelling cords, eight Templar descended into the building. They opened
up with their wespons a once.

Attacked from above, the Darkspawn quickly got hammered before they could set up into positions and
freetheir own wegpons. The Templar rappelled to the floor, drawing fire, but even asthey got set upin
defensive positions, another wave of Templar descended the rappelling lines.

Even 50, the Darkspawn weren't giving up without afight.
“WE re going to be trapped between the Templar and the Darkspawn,” Warren said.

“The Templar aren’t our enemies,” Daiyu said. “ The demonsare. If thisisasimportant asyou say it is,
we have no choice. The Templar will only benefit our efforts.”

Unlessthey kill us, Warren thought. His own experiences with the Templar hadn’t been stdlar. Still, he
waded into the battle.

Simon was one of thefirst Templar on the floor. He saw the machine ahead of him, lessthan fifty feet
away. It had been located amost in the center of the building. Now al they had to do wasfind Leah,
destroy the machine, and get out aive.

If he hadn’t been taking heavy fire from demon wegpons, he might have dmost been optimistic.
“Simon,” Danielle cdled. “We ve got Cabdistsingde the building aswell.”

Simon accessed her HUD view and saw the Cabdigts, their tattoos and dressidentifying them at once.
“Where did they come from?’

“A holeinthefloor. They just cut their way in.”



“Awfully convenient, don’'t you think?” Nathan asked sarcastically as he fired arocket into a knot of
Darkspawn grouped near the machine.

Simon thought about that. “Leah said she was walking through the heads of alot of people. Her friend
Lyraishere. | wasn't the only one she got amessage out to.”

“Maybe we should have baked acake,” Nathan said.
Simon readied hiswegpons. “Y ou ready?’
“Yeah, mate. I'm ready. You lead and | got your six.”

With his sword in one hand and the Spike Bolter in the other, Simon stepped out from cover and
marched into the face of the Darkspawn. The Spike Bolter chewed into their ranks and knocked them
down. Before they could run, he was among them and he swept the sword through them. Limbs, heads,
and entrails quickly covered the floor. He holstered the pistol and gave himsdlf over to the bladework.

Nathan mirrored him, working in tandem to everything he did. Between them, they became a destructive
force.

A Darkspawn threw itsdf a Simon, hoping to catch him on hisblind side. If he'd had ablind side, if the
360-degree view of the HUD hadn’t been possible, the attempt might have succeeded. Instead, Simon
met the effort with the crashing blow of his huge left hand and caved the demon’ s skull in. Then he caught
the falling corpse and heaved it into more demonsin front of him, temporarily clearing the way.

Hetook more of the ground, moving closer to the huge machine. Darkspawn fired from gantries that
surrounded the mechanism.

In the next second, aroiling ball of firefrom aCabdist hit in the center of them and sent them flying. Most
of them werein flames and probably dead before they hit the ground.

“Do you see adoor on that thing?” Simon hacked more demons and kept moving forward.
“I do,” Nathan said. “While | was dawdling around back here, | marked it.”

Simon accessed Nathan' s observations through the HUD and spotted the door. “ Once we get inside,”
Simon said, “ getting back out again could be difficult.”

“Infor apenny, in for apound, mate. If Leah’ sin that thing, we' re bringing her out. When you' re ready,
you just givetheword.”

“Ready,” Smon said, thinking of Leah and everything she' d gone through.
“| was afraid you were going to say that.”

Simon kicked, fought, blasted, and shoved hisway toward the door. When he arrived, he found it was
more like an airtight hatch that would be found in the Templar Underground.

Before he could open the hatch, awoman dropped out of the shadows and landed beside him. The
demon’s horns and the tail she wore marked her at once as a Cabalist. Tattoos covered every square
inch of her skin. Her right hand glowed dightly, and when she hit Smon with it, he thought he' d been
struck by abattering ram.

He redled back againgt the gantry railing and barely hung on. Before he could recover, she twisted and
kicked him in the face. He fell back against Nathan, throwing them both off balance for amoment.



“Get her,” Nathan growled, and shoved Simon forward.

FIFTY-ONE

A nger welled up in Warren when he saw the Cabalist that attacked the Templar on the gantry. He
recognized her asthe one whom Merihim had picked over him. She still wore the hand that Merihim had
given her.

“Warren,” Naomi said.

“I see her,” Warren replied. He knocked aside the Darkspawn he' d been battling, leaving it for Naomi.
She covered it in apool of firethat clung to the creature asit scrambled madly back toward itsfellows.

With asingle jump, Warren reached the gantry twenty feet up. When he touched down on the metal
landing, shelooked over a him. Savage gleelighted her face.

“Hello, weakling,” she greeted.

Warren didn’t say anything. Shethrew abal of firea him. He blocked it with ashield, then launched a
firebal of hisown. It struck her and burned her in severa places. She cried out in rage, but began
ingtantly hedling.

“You can't hurt me” shetold him. “Merihim has taught me more than he ever taught you.” She hurled a
lightning bolt a him.

Already in motion, Warren drew the obsidian spear and thrust the butt to the ground. The lightning strike
hit the spear and went through it, grounding out against the gantry. Warren had dready shielded himsdlf
from it, but he didn’t know if the Templar would be protected.

Before the woman recovered, Warren thrust the spear through her skull and killed her. He levered her
body over the sdeinto the milling masses of combatants.

Looking back, he saw that the two Templar had entered the machine. Warren glanced back over the
sde, found Naomi, and telekinetically moved her to the gantry.

“Weregoingingde” hetold her.
“All right.”

Warren plunged through the doorway, thinking of the woman Lesh.

Onceinsde the machine, Smon found that his comm no longer connected him to anyone outside.
However, he could get in touch with Leah.

“Smon?’ she asked, and the note of terror and doubt in her voice hurt him.

“I’'m here” Simon stared down long rows of cubicles that |ooked like deegping compartmentsin Tokyo
train saions. They were miniature coffinswith barely enough room insgde for an individua. He tracked
her signal to one of the compartments, then broke the lock and pulled the cubicle out.

Leah lay ingde, arms crossed over her chest. Shelookedill, but her eyes were open and shewas
responsive.



“Wheream |7 she asked.

“Still ingde the machine.” Simon offered her his hand and she took it. Gently, he helped her to her feet.
Thankfully, there were no demonsin evidence, but the fighting continued outside. The noise of the battle
echoed down the hallway.

When he turned to walk back out, a Cabalist blocked hisway. He recognized him as the man he'd cut
the hand off four years ago. The one that had been in league with the demon.

“Warren,” Leah said hoarsdly.

“Y ou know him?" Smon asked.

“Yes. | visted himin his dreams. He was one of those, like you, that | was able to communicate with.”
Simon held his defensive stance at the ready, standing in front of Lesh to protect her. His sword glinted.
“Lesh?’ the Cabalist said.

“Yes” Leahreplied.

“Y ou'rewith the Templar?” Warren sounded as though he couldn’t believeit.

Simon respected the man’s spear. In the tight confines of the tunndl, the spear gave the Cabdist reach
and speed.

“No,” Leah answered. “But Simon and | know each other.”
“I see.” Warren sounded disappointed. He focused on Simon. “Four years ago, you cut off my hand.”

“Four years ago, you were with ademon that wastrying to kill us,” Simon replied. “I’ ve heard you
haven't kept much better company since.”

“Heistonight,” Leah pointed out. “Maybe we could dl have this discusson somewhere dse. Where we
might not get attacked by demons. And there are alot of other peopleto get out of here.”

“We'll talk later?” Simon asked.
Grudgingly, Warren nodded.
Then they started freeing the other people trapped in the machine,

For amoment, Warren thought they were free. Although the building till remained dangerous, the
combined might of the Cabalists and Templar had driven the Darkspawn back.

The Templar took control of the people who' d been held captive in the machine. Only fourteen of them
had been |eft dlive. Seventeen other cubicles only held corpses of people who were only hours dead.

Simon Cross gave ordersfor the Templar to plant explosive charges on the machine. They worked
quickly in tandem, dapping preshaped packages on the machine.

“Get your people clear,” Simon told Warren. “When this goes off, the building probably won't be left
ganding.”



Warren gave the orders, but he didn’t leave the Templar. Naomi stayed with him.

Merihim appeared in ablasting wind that knocked everyone down. Even the Templar fell and skidded
acrossthefloor.

The demon stood eilght feet tall before adding in the horns. He was massive and muscular. Red scales
covered hisbody. His harsh, blunt face aways reminded Warren of alizard. Merihim wore blue-green
armor and carried agreen metal trident.

“Well, worm,” Merihim addressed Warren, “1 see you' ve decided to try your luck.”

Heart pounding, fear filling him, Warren stood on shaking knees. He thought about heroes and how they
were dways witty during battleslike this. But that wasn't him. He wasn't ahero or brave or witty.

“Y ou shouldn’t have come here,” Merihim said. He drew back his trident and drove it toward Warren's
chest.

A sword knocked the trident aside. Then Simon stepped in front of Warren. The Templar held his sword
in both hands.

“If youwant to kill him,” Simon declared, “you'’ re going to have to go through me.”
Merihim amiled. “Very wel.” He gestured and Simon lifted from the ground, held in an invisible grip.

The Templar grabbed his Spike Bolter with his free hand and opened fire. Wounds opened up on the
demon. Merihim growled angrily.

In the next moment, two more Templar attacked the demon from behind. Merihim flailed a them with his
trident. Warren blocked the swing with a shield he summoned.

Simon fought the power that held him and findly won. He didn’'t know if hisfreedom was caused by his
own efforts or through that of Nathan, Danielle, Leah, and the Cabaists who had remained behind.

As soon as hisfeet hit the ground, Simon gripped his sword in both hands and ran forward. He never
broke stride as he lunged to attack. The demon tried to bring histrident back around, but Warren
blocked his efforts again with hisshied.

With the demon’ s wide-open chest asatarget, Smon sank his sword into Merihim’sflesh. The
palladium-edged blade sank deeply into the demon’s body and grated off bone. Simon’ sweight and
momentum knocked Merihim backward off hisfeet. He crashed to the floor and started struggling
immediately. Smon held the sword fast, but the floor pushed it back a him.

“Watch him!” awoman’svoice yeled. “He Il try to escape this place with hismagic.”

From the corner of hiseye, Smon saw a beautiful, black-haired woman standing only afew feet away.
He didn’t know where she' d come from.

In the next minute, Warren shoved an obsidian spear through the demon’ s head. Merihim quivered and
shook. With hisdying last gasp he cursed them all.

“I'll seeyou again,” the demon promised as his strength left him. “When | climb back out of the Wl of
Midnight, I'll come looking for you.”



The black-haired woman walked over to Merihim and placed her hands on each side of his head. She
mouthed words that Simon couldn’t understand. Blue haze drifted up from Merihim, and she breathed it
al in. When shefinished, she showed a huge grin, then Merihim’ s body burst into flames.

Simon gave the ordersto plant the charges one more time, and they got out of the building. He watched
from across the street as the detonations occurred and shook the building down to the ground.

By then, more demons started to gather. They had no choice but to flee. Maybe the machine was
destroyed, as was the demon that had midwifed it, but the Hellgate remained open and the Burn
continued changing dl of London.

EPILOGUE
W hat are you going to do now?’ Leah asked.

Simon stood with her atop one of the hills near the redoubt. The sun was setting in the west, and a
beautiful panorama of color spread up from it.

“We regoing to haveto leave,” he said. “ There’ sno choice. The demons are spreading out from
London. Sooner or later they’ll find us.”

“But you have the Node technology now.”

“No. We have some of the Node technology. We don't know if it'll ever be strong enough to protect
wholecities. Or even the survivors we' ve gathered. Until then, we' re going to have to look out for
oursalves and try to find other waysto defeat the demons.”

“With the Truths the Goetia manuscript mentions?’

Simon nodded. “We re fill working on those. Thisis still abattle we can win. It' sjust not going to
happen overnight. We Il learn more about them. The demons have been fighting, doing the same things
over and over again for millennia. We ve just started, redlly.” Helooked at her. “What about you?’

“Lyraisinterested in what you’ ve found out about the Goetia manuscript. | expect Il be helping teams
gft through dl the information out there that we can recover. Old books. Old manuscripts. And,
occasiondly, demonswe can interrogate. If these so-called Truths are out there, we' Il find them.”

Simon took her shouldersin hisbig hands. “I’m going to missyou.”

She amiled up a him. “Y ou're not gone yet. And it’s not like you’ re going to be at the other end of the
world. | can makethetrip, and you'll probably still need to talk to the Templar here from timeto time.”

He gathered her into hisarms and kissed her. For amoment he let himself believe that the world was just
the two of them, and that none of the problems they faced existed.

Theilluson didn't last long. The Hdlgate still stood proudly over London.

THEEND
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