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one
Theft from a morgue


“You lost the corpse,” Kian repeats with precise amounts of disdain and disbelief. This is not something the coroner appreciates: she gives him an indecently flat look in return.
“Look, don’t look at me,” she says. “He came in as an unidentified homeless person, and sometimes unclaimed bodies need to be cleared out. Do you know how much space we use down here?”
“A crypt’s worth, I’m sure,” answers Kian with great asperity. “You said he was autopsied. Did you at least remove the organs? Virchow or Letulle?”
The look the coroner gives him now is slowly flavoured with consideration, the sort of look with which Kian’s quite familiar and supposes she isn’t. Working in a morgue is not customarily considered sexy, unless one also works in a morgue. “Virchow,” she says. Damn. That’ll make a reanimation more difficult. “Why?”
“I need them,” Kian says simply, and gives her his most charming smile, and within half an hour he’s walking out of the morgue with a canvas cool-bag full of organs in formalin, and a dinner-date for the weekend for which he may even show up. He tries not to ruin potential professional relationships. … Often.
The frustration here is that there’s nowhere in the immediate vicinity where he can stow the bags and rescue the organs from the formalin; and even if there was, they’d be unlikely to stand up for themselves. No, he needs a place he can take his time — somewhere which preferably doesn’t involve a coroner who thinks she’s getting lucky. Unfortunately, it’s also two in the morning, and he hadn’t come out prepared to break into some poor schmuck’s office to set up something he’d have to clean up later, or be satisfied with the aforementioned poor schmuck being arrested for an apparent crime-scene if he didn’t.
Which means he may as well just head straight back to the church; joy of joys. Kian’s too dignified to sigh, and thus he doesn’t; but he’d really like to know what the senior clerics were thinking when they sent him to London, because surely it didn’t involve being cajoled into performing basic errands an acolyte, frankly, could do.
Or maybe it did. The church as a whole has grown ever more insular in the last century, and he’s gained a reputation for being willing to work outside its walls.
Kian does not move too fast, nor too slow; he’s keenly aware of the fact that he’s a well-dressed man in Tower Hamlets, right down to the cane, and Canary Wharf is far too far to be of any benefit except to tower brightly as a reminder of what well-dressed peoples typically possess. It’s funny how many landmarks wound up in the poor side of the inner city. He heads towards Tower Hill, which is a fantastically cliché place for the church to want to reside in London. Unluckily for them modern administrations are a little too good at keeping out the riffraff, or at least riffraff in large numbers, so the church has had to settle for a place close-by in Whitechapel, near the railroad.
He passes unobserved through the borough up until he’s a few streets from the Hill, close enough to feel the warmth of it in a relative distance, like a fire on a horizon. The church is on the other side: he has the opportunity to stroll up Tower Hill Road straight through the area, which is rather like ambling between the sun on one side and warm reassuring stone on the other — for certain types of people, anyway. It’s a walk he’s done before since arriving in London. This time before he really reaches the Tower, at a place on the road where buildings fall away to his right in favour of concrete blocks and a square, a jogger passing in the other direction brushes by; and really the only reason Kian doesn’t wind up with a blade between his ribs is that the jogger feels far too cold to be non-magical.
Instead ice splinters against canvas as he raises the bag just enough to deflect, and both cold and shards make his hand sting. They both turn in the same moment and Kian’s cane wins; the air is filled with the sharp smack of timber on flesh and the jogger grunts and drops the shard in their other hand. That’s a novel means of assassination, to be sure.
If it is an assassination, Kian realises a little too late to stop the jogger from grabbing the bag. Bloody hell, if they’d wanted the organs they should have stolen the body before it was autopsied!
Kian grips the bag tighter and keeps walking. Either the jogger will have to let go and keep on going, or turn and declare violent intentions directly, where there may even still be someone nearby to see it. They’re just down the road from the Tower of London, for God’s sake. The jogger chooses to declare: Kian hears the tell-tale step and radiating cold, and in a neat hop-and-step he avoids the slash of an icy blade toward his back, his coat whirling elegantly behind. He’s expecting maybe a dagger in the arms of a hooded assailant; instead he gets a bloody great sword reverse-slashing toward him, and skips back another step, on top of one of the concrete blocks splitting square from street.
Running’s undignified, but Kian casts dignity to the night and takes off toward the path leading to the Tower proper using the concrete blocks, stepping easily over gaps. Using magic in public — honestly.
The jogger’s faster: they hurdle one behind and come up on his right to slash at his feet, forcing him away from the square and the path. Kian could’ve managed that by making a break for the Tower Hill Memorial instead, but just as he angles to dash across the road a car comes roaring out of Trinity Square, absolutely ignoring lanes to rush him across potential oncoming traffic.
Cursing Kian turns and yanks on the death behind him, just close enough with its power to respond and save him from taxing himself; the car slams into him and the shield of shadow absorbs the blow down to merely rattling. Not enough to stop him from being flung backward into the iron fence or feel it buckle under his weight and the car’s kinetic force; he tumbles backwards into the garden and something rebounds off a tree straight into his leg. Screaming, at this point, is an unfortunate — or perhaps fortunate — reality.
“Hey!”
The car pulls away from the kerb and the fence with an unholy screech of wrought-iron on steel, and Kian hears a door slam. Running footsteps segue with his roaring pulse. Kian pulls the bag closer and reaches out again, this time for shadows across the way. Being pulled through them from one place to another is usually like stepping through a warmly lit door: on this occasion it feels more like being thrown into a roaring furnace. He comes out somewhere on Trinity Square flushed and shivering, and almost at once buckling to the ground with something in his leg.
Something, he notes distantly, which is thankfully not an ice shard of some kind: just a remnant of the fence, which has been misplaced through his thigh. He takes some deep, slow breaths, resisting the urge to yank the damn thing out; it takes some time before hot nausea and dizziness recede enough to act.
Damn it all. Now he’s going to have to get a new pair of trousers tailored for this suit.
And a new tie. His hands tremble as he reaches up to yank this one undone, shifting as little as possible as he winds that around his leg and pulls it taut on either side of the bar. That still doesn’t stop him from needing to bite on his label in lieu of airing his position to whoever else might be angling to drive cars into innocent bystanders such as himself.
If the church had bloody well known this was a possibility and neglected to tell him, he’s going to wind up saying something very unwise to a superior cleric.
He sits for some moments more after that, gulping down air and figuring out where on Trinity Square he is. The church isn’t far — but the assailants would surely be expecting him to go there. If he recalls from his amblings and his research since he arrived, there’s a healer’s clinic that’s closer, a few blocks northward on Lloyd’s Avenue. It’s the kind of place with which the church wouldn’t bother, if it remained sufficiently small, no matter how close.
Kian gives himself precisely ten seconds more and then scoops up the bag and levers himself painfully to his feet with his cane, gritting his teeth against any further urges to scream. His leg throbs and the blood oozes toward his shoe, which is just lovely; but the worst thing is when he hefts the bag and realises some of the organ jars have smashed and now there’s formalin dripping from the canvas and into his other shoe.
Wonderful. Truly delightful.
May they be a load for four before the year is out — and Kian would be pleased to help them on their way.
With a deep breath Kian proceeds northward, leaning heavily on his cane and only lightly on that foot. He still feels as if someone’s grinding a hot nail into his thigh with every movement. Lloyd’s Ave is almost a straight shot up Cooper’s Row, and at this time of night no one’s going to bother with a man limping around with support. Kian keeps a close eye out and keeps to the shadows save when he has to cross the road, and doesn’t dare stop moving until he reaches the place the little clinic had been.
There’s stairs. Of course there are. Kian keeps a good grip on cane, bag and fence, and eases himself down one step at a time; and when he gets to the little lamp-lit landing at the bottom, overshadowed by building and by road, he feels like death warmed over. This is not all that much of a euphemism, in his circle.
He rallies enough so as to not fall into the room immediately upon opening the door. There’s the little jingle of a bell, how charming, and across the room a woman with faintly luminescent white hair. The luminescence isn’t all that encouraging, being indicative of either someone non-human or a light-aligned, but the dying can’t be choosers; and especially not given the weave on the wall declares a more-than-passing familiarity with traumatic-injury reconstruction, which is not precisely common in tiny clinics like these and could well be his saving grace if his leg is as lacking in blood circulation as it currently feels.
Kian leans against the jamb, bleeds on her floor, and gives her his most charming smile under the circumstances. “Ah, Healer. May I beg your indulgence for some assistance, if you please?”




two
Strangers bearing organs


More than once Rosemary has considered keeping less odd hours; and just as often she’s discarded the notion. It isn’t as though she’s hard to rouse in a genuine emergency, and most of her clientele appreciates that she’s available to see them in evenings, outside of standard work hours or sunlight or well-trafficked roads. 
The idea of sleeping at regular hours sometimes comes back to her at times like these: three am and change, tidying files as she waits the extra half-hour just to see if her last no-show is going to turn up late. The files could do with the ordering, anyway — she isn’t so profitable or busy that it’s necessary to hire any kind of assistant, but as a consequence if things don’t get done she has only herself to blame. She hesitates over the file for today’s no-show when she comes to it. Reed, transplant follow-up. Her water alignment seems to be helping the adaptation, even if her discipline is in plant magic. All told, the rejection risks here are much lower than they would be in the average person, but she’s still going to be seeing Ms Reed every other week or so for the next several months, until the genetic assimilation is complete. 
She flips the file closed, stretches back in the chair. Her back cracks, aches in a way that suggests she’s been sitting bent over at least an hour too long, and a yawn takes over. Well. Give it another twenty minutes, and she’ll consider that due diligence has been done, and follow up with Ms Reed tomorrow. 
The bell over her door rings as she straightens up again. Rosemary assumes at first it’s the much-delayed Ms Reed, and looks over with a greeting on her lips —
The splatter of dripping liquid and accompanying scent of blood, and a much taller figure than she expected. Not her predicted patient, but certainly someone in need of help. He leans in the doorway, a long streak of darkness with a smile that is probably intended to be charming, and even might be if Rosemary wasn’t so focused on the actual problem. She can tell even from here there’s metal through his thigh, though not the precise sort. It doesn’t matter immediately.
“Ah, Healer. May I beg your indulgence for some assistance, if you please?”
She’s already on her feet and moving toward him, file temporarily forgotten. Magical presence — yes, something warm she doesn’t have time or focus to further examine right now. “Lean on me,” Rosemary instructs, slipping up beside him. “Don’t put any more weight on that leg if you can help it.”
It’s not an administrative assistant she should hire, it’s a nurse with exceptional muscles. Honestly. 
His hands are full, a cane in one, a dripping bag in the other. Cane is good support — she cycles through possibilities of old injuries and limps before discarding them in favour of the fresh injury. The bag doesn’t make much sense, but when Rosemary tugs to take it from him she discovers his grip strength is still good, and that he doesn’t want to let go of it. 
“Fine,” she mutters. It’s not worth the effort if he has good enough hold of it. The sharp scent of it is resurrecting memories of med school, preservatives and study of old, long-kept parts of the human body, and when it moves it chimes in the way of glass against glass. “This way —”
She gets an arm around his waist and between them they shift his weight toward her. The injured stranger has at least a head on her, if not more, so he has to lean partially down instead of over, but Rosemary is steady enough. Even if flinging him over her shoulder is out of the question for now.
“Operating room is this way,” she says briskly. His hand is a little cool to the touch, which could be indicative of shock or could reflect a magic that results in lower average body temperatures. Right now, it’s just data to be filed. 
The space between the front door and the bare room she has set up for treatment has never seemed quite so long. The stranger’s steps drag with an uneven counterpoint of sounds, the thump of cane against the scrape of his bad leg, and there’s blood in their wake. Clean later; healing now. “Sit,” Rosemary says, gesturing at the metal table. “Do you need assistance?”
“A moment.” He leans more than sits, pitching toward the metal surface. His hands are too full to catch himself, so it’s Rosemary that steadies him. “Ah. Perhaps.”
Rosemary will take ‘perhaps’ as ‘yes, please.’ She knows the sort. “All right,” she says, and helps him get situated, bearing the weight of the injured leg up so he won’t need to strain the muscles. He manages the cane with the absent ease of someone used to accounting for it, tucking it against his side. “Will you give me that now?” At his visible hesitation, she adds, “It won’t leave the room.”
He studies her a moment longer, dark eyes sharp despite clear pain and blood loss. “… Very well,” he says finally, and looses the bag into her hands. 
She doesn’t look in it. Privacy, and more urgent matters at hand. Instead she sets it in the sink against the far wall, where at least it won’t be dripping on the floor anymore, and detours very briefly to flick the lock on the door before returning to her patient. 
On closer examination the metal through his leg is an iron bar, pointed on one end, cleanly snapped at the other, as if he’s taken part of a fence off in his thigh. She’d dearly like to know precisely how that happened, but blood is already pooling slow and dark beneath it, despite the sealing virtues of keeping the instrument in the wound. Time is rather of the essence. 
“It’s good you left the bar in place,” Rosemary says, grimacing. “That’s probably saved your life, honestly. How far did you walk on this?” Does she want to know? 
“Not terribly far,” he says, looking down at it himself. In the bright of these lights, she would speculate it’s the first he’s seen it clearly, and she’s half-expecting him to pass out, but instead there’s only a removed curiosity. 
Rosemary decides she doesn’t believe him, but she will be polite enough in turn to act as if she does until later. “Mmhm,” she says neutrally, and goes for scissors. 
She cuts his makeshift tourniquet away, then the portions of his pant leg that are immediately in the way. The bar was driven clear through from one side to the other, which means there’s a decent chance of fabric still in his leg. She’ll have to look before she closes things up. 
“I’m going to numb the area,” she says, laying thoughts and process in order at once. Forceps are to hand; she pulls the lamp overhead down a little more to shed brighter light on the problem. Again a vague wistful thought for the fact she had to consciously turn away from light magic; it would be so useful sometimes. “Then pull the bar out. The most you should feel once I start working is cold, and a tug.”
“Don’t let me stop you,” he says. There’s a dryness in his tone that speaks well for his composure. “I’ll just bleed a little more, if you don’t mind.”
“Your arteries likely don’t care if I mind,” Rosemary murmurs, unable to quite resist even as she’s setting fingertips to his bare thigh. One breath; two breaths; push. Energy moves through her to him, laying out the internal details. Seeing is not the problem: seeing what’s important is. She isolates the nerves in the immediate area, blocks any signals sent upward with quick, efficient mental touches. 
“Ah,” says the stranger, and now he sounds pleasantly surprised. “That is better.”
She wonders, absently, if he’s been magically healed before. Hard to say how old he is. Rosemary keeps her left hand where it is on his thigh, steady, and takes firm hold of the bar with her right. “Three,” she says distantly, “Two.” She doesn’t bother with one, only pulls.
The iron comes free with a terrible squelching sound. As it does blood tries to flow into the opened space, hot and unrestricted, but within a second Rosemary has control of the blood vessels as well, providing a temporary seal of her own. She drops the bar off to the side and snags up the forceps, peering into the hole left behind. 
Her focus is now split three ways, with the result that when the stranger says something further, she doesn’t at all hear it. Instead she bends her head out of the light and starts picking out errant fragments of cloth. Doesn’t need to be perfect, but the more she leaves behind, the more work she has to do magically. 
Between the light and the fact that two-thirds of her awareness is dedicated to the finer workings of his leg, Rosemary manages to get what she thinks is most of the foreign material. It’s good enough to be getting on with, anyway, and means she can turn her attention to the healing. 
This part is mostly connections, and making them. Where blood vessels have been severed, she aligns them with quick nudges, starts the growth process again. With each step she withdraws a little more, until she’s encouraging skin to lay down a quick beginning layer. He’s not fully healed, not by a long shot, but as long as he’s careful with it …
The last step is to give him feeling back. Rosemary cheats here, just a little — she leaves a touch of her magic along the nerves, not enough to completely block feeling, only dull it some. It will fade sooner rather than later. Pain is a good warning that the body will not tolerate something; she’d just like a few things answered from a clear mind before she sets him up to rest.
When she looks up, he’s watching her. He’s pale, but that seems like his natural complexion, and he isn’t shaking or fever-flushed. Good. “Have you been healed magically before?” she asks, now that she’s not immediately trying to patch him up.
“Once or twice, a while ago.” His answer could be less helpful, but Rosemary struggles to see how. 
“Then I’ll refresh your memory.” She tucks her hair back behind one ear — there’s a warm damp streak, and she shoves off the urge to curse as she realises she still has his blood on at least one hand. She can freeze out any risk of any contagion, it’s just — annoying. 
“Please do.” He’s courteous as he inclines his head to her, and then bends to examine her work.
Rosemary talks over her shoulder as she goes to wash her hands, shifting his bag in the sink aside. The scent there is stronger now, and glass clinks again, almost crunching. “Magical healing uses my resources and yours. What I’ve done is help your body align itself and fed you enough power to get the process started at speed. You’re going to be hungry, and I recommend high-protein meals for at least the next two days. Drink more than you think you need to.” She pitches her voice to carry over the running water. 
The liquid from the bag is translucent red. Not dark enough to be blood, but a leading colour. Hm.
“It’s also not completely healed yet.” She could, in truth, but she doesn’t know him and she’s not exhausting herself on a stranger’s mysterious injury. “It will continue to heal faster than you normally do if you support the processes, but in the meantime you need to be careful. Keep your weight off it as much as possible, and —”
She turns away from the sink to dry her hands, and catches sight of the man attempting to stand, braced on his cane. Automatically, Rosemary scowls. Rash, impatient mages who think they know better than healers will eventually get her arrested for murder. At least this one has the bare minimum of sense to use the cane. “Sit down,” she says.
He leans back against the table, breathing heavily, and offers her the same charming smile he tried when he first came in. It’s a better effort this time, his face not so lined with pain. Rosemary notes now, a little further removed from blood and urgency, that he’s handsome enough in his tall and dark way, and the tailoring and cloth of his suit are much better than she customarily sees.
All academic right now, as he’s attempting to be very stupid. “If you continue to move, you may well tear it open again,” Rosemary says, more sharply. “And this time I’m tempted to invoice you before I do anything about it.”
“I’m afraid I don’t have the luxury of resting this evening,” the stranger says. At least he’s still being polite. “I will try to be careful. I should hate to make you think I have no appreciation for your work, Healer …?”
“Ingram,” she says, and would say more, but there’s the bell from over the front door, and she is suddenly uncomfortably aware that the waiting room looks like the prelude to a murder scene. She holds up one finger at him: wait. “I need to deal with my guest. I recommend you stay here, seated, and give some thought to your feelings on bleeding out.”
“I make no promises,” he says dryly, but subsides for now at least to lean against the table. Rosemary will take it. 
She heads back out the way she came. It proves to be Ms Reed at the door, alarmed at the mess but healthy enough, and Rosemary breathes out a sigh of relief, letting go of some tension. “There you are,” she says, stepping over a blood spatter. “Is everything all right?”
“Just fine,” Ms Reed says. “I had to stay late at work, and there was some sort of traffic accident on the way here — delayed the bus — I didn’t realise I was quite so late, or I would have called.”
“It’s all right,” Rosemary tells her, trying not to think of the stranger in the operating room. “Why don’t you come into my office, and I’ll see how you’re doing? It shouldn’t take us too long.”
Ms Reed looks down, rather obviously, at the bloodstains, and then back up at Rosemary. “If there’s an emergency, I can wait …”
“All taken care of now, save the clean-up,” Rosemary says briskly, trying to believe it. “Please don’t worry.”
“All right.” There’s just some little further hesitation — blood on the waiting-room floor really inspires confidence in no one — and then Ms Reed steps carefully around it, purse held tight to herself as if it will shield her. Rosemary takes her to her office, and falls into the easy rhythm of their standard adaptation appointment, magic on her fingertips and calming words in her mouth. Mostly she manages to put the stranger from her mind for the moment; but the moment only ever lasts so long.




three
To rent a skeleton


Kian watches Healer Ingram exit and promptly moves to straighten up, testing his leg very gingerly. A hiss escapes him: no, he’s not likely to be able to walk far without tearing something open; he can feel the way muscle moves, and on a more magical level the sluggishness of dying limb being fortified with blood-flow once more. Perhaps the good healer can be bribed to provide more thorough healing. He’s not precisely lacking for money, though he’ll be lacking more if she only takes cash, as some of these small clinics do.
His leg tingles, and he can’t quite tell if that’s blood returning to his foot or the sense of her magic in his tissue. Light-aligned, certainly; he’s never been healed by someone light-aligned until now. Most healers are water-aligned or alchemists: the alchemists naturally use that to succeed with a mundane doctorate and turn out rich, while the water-aligned healers simply have a ‘knack’ and wind up in clinics for the common people. Light-aligned mages as healers work on connections of philosophy and belief rather than pragmatics. It’s the more difficult route.
It’s also making the inside of his thigh itch, like his leg’s been immersed in freezing water and is only now thawing.
Nevertheless. First Kian reaches for the scissors left on the trolley to cut off a piece of his trousers, an act which takes more time and pain than he could wish, owing to needing to twist. Then he moves, because if he’s going to be lectured he may as well do the crime beforehand; and he’s thankful now that he has an aesthetic for canes, because certainly it’s coming in useful. If only he’d been able to draw the blade inside and stab someone with it, without losing the organs.
The bag is still in the sink, red-translucent fluids pooling at the bottom. Kian steadies himself by leaning hip against counter and not putting weight on his bad leg, and unzips the top so he can assess the damage. One of the jars is unbroken: the rest are in various states of it, and if he puts in his hand he’s likely to be cut. Wonderful.
He does not put in his hand; he finds a sieved plug for the sink and tips it all, as carefully as he can manage, into the basin — except for the unbroken jar, which he removes on its own to set on the counter. Organs ooze, formalin stinks, and glass tinkles; and once in the sink he empties the unbroken jar and turns on the tap to wash them all, risking his fingers to turn over organs until he’s satisfied the smaller pieces of glass and the formalin have been washed away.
When he’d been cajoled into performing this errand, Kian had at least had the foresight to ask what kind of music his dearly-departed colleague liked. Johnny Cash is an interesting choice, for a necromancer, but there’s no accounting for tastes of the soul. Kian twists the strip of fabric from his trousers until blood grudgingly starts to drip, whistling Folsom Prison Blues, which is the only Johnny Cash song he knows well enough for it; and in the sink, the organs quiver, the heart flops over, the lungs expand ever so slightly. The warmth in them is like a flutter of non-existent pulse, the warmth of maybe-life as opposed to grill.
“What do you think you’re doing?!” Healer Ingram demands sharply from the doorway, and Kian holds up a finger, neither turning toward her nor halting the whistle.
There’s a skeleton against the wall, wired and hanging and marked with various coloured inks — a pragmatic and immediate reference for broken limbs, surely. Carelessly Kian flicks his fingers in its direction, flinging blood off and splattering the bones. The organs quiver again, and in a sudden stir of movement leap onto the counter’s edge and tumble down to the floor, bounding across tile like a pack of gruesomely rambunctious puppies leaving a trail of blood and water behind.
Kian never really gets tired of seeing a set of intestines slither their way into crevices, liver flapping in-between ribs — though, to be fair, it wouldn’t be something they could do unless a crevice were made for them. Organs really only stir themselves to independent movement if the allure of fitting is strong enough. Within seconds the organs have situated themselves comfortably, if not entirely supported, inside the skeleton’s cavities; the lungs, in particular, brace themselves against the inside of the ribs so as not to fall onto everything else, and the heart flops against them like a lazy cat sprawled across its owner.
The skeleton stirs, the head jerks, and one arm reaches up to unlatch itself from the stand, hitting the floor with a clatter of wired bone.
“Good morning, Gregory,” Kian tells it cheerfully. “Please tell me you remember dying. I do so hate to have to remind the deceased that they’re dead.” The skeleton’s jawbone clacks but nothing comes out, and though eye-sockets are empty the way it looks in his direction seems offended. Kian sighs. “This is hardly my fault. Someone stole your corpse from the morgue. You do know where it is, I hope?”
The skeleton’s jawbone clacks again, and its phalanges rattle as it taps its neck furiously. “Oh, please, it’s not exactly standard procedure for autopsies to remove the larynx,” Kian says with exasperation. “What, dancing an interpretative jig will kill you?” The skeleton folds its arms and turns its skull away, and Kian rolls his eyes. “Necromancers.” Post-death snobs. He reserves his rights to cast judgement on his peers.
Kian turns, awkwardly owing to his leg throbbing madly, and smiles brightly. “Healer Ingram! I don’t suppose you have a model of a larynx and some intravenous tubing?”
Ingram’s gaze is on Gregory, or rather Gregory inhabiting her skeleton; and to her credit her face is more about fascinated startle than it is disgust, shock or something Kian otherwise does not have time or inclination to manage. The streak of blood is still on her cheek — that’s pragmatically endearing, if she’s forgotten about it — and her hair is still behind her definably pointed ear. So, light-aligned and at least partially elfin. No wonder her hair’s luminescent. That also explains the Welsh-mixed-Cockney in her accent, particularly if half-elfin; notoriously bloodline-centric, they are, and most on this particular isle are in Wales.
“No,” she answers slowly, unblinking. “That’s not something I habitually — you can’t simply take my skeleton.”
“Borrowing,” Kian assures her quickly. “Renting, if you’d like to add it to the invoice.” He’ll expense it to the church when he asks whether they’d known Gregory was murdered, not merely dead. “It was a touch urgent; someone tried to kill me tonight and I’d rather like to know why.” The skeleton rattles furiously, and Kian adds smoothly, “And finding out who murdered you too, Gregory, of course. That would happen much more smoothly if you’d be willing to tap something out for me.”
Gregory gives him a two-fingered salute, and Kian sighs. Just goes to show how rude younger clerics have become these days. Honestly, do they even teach basic metrical linguistics these days? Maybe he’s refusing because he can’t.
“Did this attempted assassination involve a vehicle?” Ingram asks, which is frankly the last thing Kian expects, until he recalls the unnamed guest and the likelihood of someone having to pass Tower Hill Road to get here. The police are more than likely at the scene by now.
“It did, as a matter of fact; a vehicle, myself, and the wrought-iron fence lining the Tower of London.”
“You walked here from the Tower of London?” Ingram demands sharply, and Kian holds up a finger.
“Trinity Square,” he corrects. “Shadow-stepping is not precisely common, and can be devilishly hard, but fortunately I’m more than up to the task given an appropriately powerful deathspring in the vicinity.”
She presses a hand to her eyes and then folds them, her mouth a delightfully flat line undeterred by either possessed skeleton or the slime trail left by Gregory’s organs from the sink. “Is this likely to get my clinic into trouble?”
“I don’t see why it would,” Kian admits. “It’s not as if you’re involved, and most people willing to kill others are still loathe to draw attention by rampantly murdering healers.” Communities tend to spring up around certain kinds of people, and healers are one of them. “The larynx?”
Ingram shakes her head. “I have nothing like that — the larynx, anyway. I have some tubing.”
“It won’t do without something on the end, I’m afraid.” Kian regards Gregory’s stiff belligerence, considering. “Would you happen to have some spare sets of clothes? Scrubs, perhaps?”
“Well, yes,” answers Ingram cautiously. “I’d like them back, but if they’ll get you as far as home I can last without them a few days.”
“Oh, not for me,” Kian assures her, and then pauses, plucking crossly at his ruined trousers. “Not only for me. I’m afraid Gregory can’t be wandering around the streets like that.”
“My skeleton can’t be wandering around the streets at all,” Ingram answers sharply, crossing her arms. “It’s my skeleton.”
Kian considers and discards a reminder of money, and opts for generously: “You can come with.”
“Come with to where?”
“Wherever Gregory’s corpse is,” Kian answers, “at which point I can de-animate the skeleton and return the organs, or at the very least remove them from the skeleton for you. And I would, of course, pay for the rental of the skeleton.”
She gives him a disbelievingly calculating look, which says much for her pragmatism: not so willing to dismiss some additional income just for the absurdity of the situation. Well, absurd for someone who isn’t a necromancer, anyway; so far she’s held up well.
“You aren’t in the condition to go wandering around the streets either,” she reminds him.
“I’ll pay you extra for additional healing,” he offers, and smiles winsomely. “Or I’ll just continue to walk about on my cane and with an exceedingly thin friend to support me, and who knows what will




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
MAKARI CLOVE
PUR DURANCE

Authors of Sunlight & Bone









OEBPS/images/f38a5b5c-cdf0-4bd0-b50a-2929114cec1a.png
c000000 000












