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	I poured myself a third shot of scotch, raised it to my lips and poured the whole shot down. The familiar burn of the alcohol blurred the nightmare a little more. The man sitting in the guest chair on the other side of my desk wore a condescending smile and waited patiently for me to put the bottle back in the bottom drawer of the desk. He leaned forward; his immaculate silver-grey power suit, ivory shirt, and bright red silk necktie shifted smoothly as he rested his hands on knees, projecting an earnest concern. His gaze lowered to the bottle, and then moved to the empty shot glass still in my hand.

	Why am I drinking in front of a client you might ask? Simple. He showed up early while my secretary was away from the office getting breakfast. If I hadn’t been so hung over and sleep-deprived, I might have questioned the timing of his appearance.

	Every time I closed my eyes to sleep, I’d see the two detectives, Kent Nix and Kevin Love, dangling from silver shackles — their vivisected bodies twitching, their organs pulsing wetly as their eyes locked on mine, begging me to end their pain.

	This recurring dream had gotten so bad that drinking to dull my mind had become the only way I could get a bit of peace. That’s what being possessed by a dead dragon will do to you. I don’t recommend it.

	Anyways, I’d planned on getting up early and putting the place in order. Instead, Sinera had cleaned it up while I was sleeping. My office still looked dingy, but at least now it was a clean sort of dingy. My office had a fresh coat of light ivory paint, scrubbed floors, and all the authentic accouterments that gave it its authentic 1930’s noir ambiance: candlestick telephone and manual typewriter on my big wooden desk, old five-drawer file cabinets behind and to either side of said desk. My Murphy bed was in the far corner, with windows on both sides. The desk I used was near the middle of the floor, with two wooden chairs for clients to sit in, like the one currently here. If you’ve seen The Maltese Falcon, or read any Mickey Spillane or Dashiell Hammett, you have a good idea what my office looked like.

	I was proud of my latest acquisition: a real 1930’s overhead fan. It’d taken a couple months to track down, and cost me a hefty chunk of money. It was worth it. It even has a light.

	Since the place was clean, I’d moved on to the next job — avoiding a monster headache. A few shots of scotch should have helped with that.

	I’d just gotten the second one down when the client showed up … early. I did mind him being early, but it wasn’t polite to insult a paying customer in the first thirty seconds they walk through the door. That reflects badly on the person and the business. The thing was: I wanted that third shot to settle my nerves, before getting down to business.

	To buy myself a little more time, I gathered up the files I’d been annotating, and arranged them in their folders. I walked them out to Sinera’s desk in the outer office for her to put away. We’d had a busy time of it.

	Over the last two months, I’d worked two divorce cases that needed a little “nudging” to get the proceedings legally started. In the first, the woman had married her former husband to avail herself of his considerable trust fund. She’d carried on behind his back with her girlfriends during the whole marriage. All that needed was me luring the wife into a liaison … which turned out to be rather easy. She was into women.

	The second divorce was a little messier, and included a “dognapping”. The husband had declared he’d been cheated of what he’d asked for, and that “his” dog became “hers” out of spite. So one night the dog disappears from its kennel. Subsequent questioning of the husband and searches of his residence revealed he didn’t have the dog. I dropped it off with him three weeks after the investigation, and man and dog are happily together.

	I got back to my desk and sat down. I automatically reached for the shot glass and scotch, then looked up into my potential client’s eyes. Under his gaze, my ears started to burn with both alcohol and shame. I picked up the cap and screwed it back on, sealing the bottle, wishing I could do the same thing to my dreams.

	I placed the bottle back in the bottom desk drawer just as my new receptionist, Sinera, walked into the inner office with a heavenly-smelling cup of coffee and a box containing three sausages rolled up in pancakes — “pigs in blankets” for you non-Canadians.

	Sinera is an Elf — which really was a shock to those that knew me. When she’d showed up at my door asking about a secretary’s job, I had to stifle my automatic flinch reflex. Yeah, I’m still a bit jumpy about being close to what nearly killed me, but Sinera has been very understanding about my recently acquired distrust of Elves.

	She looked a lot like the late and very unlamented Elf Lord Cobb: tall — nearly as tall as my sister — and gracefully slender. She had deep wood-brown hair, the pointed ears you would expect when I said “elf”, with intense blue eyes in a face sculpted by a master. It took me a moment to realize that I was both afraid of her Elven features, and jealous of her looks. In a fit of masochism, or of brilliance — or maybe both — I decided to swallow my knee-jerk reactions and gave her the job. It’d worked out pretty well.

	After Sinera dropped off my breakfast, she walked back out, closing the inner door behind her silently. I picked the brown bag up and set it in the center drawer. Food could wait until after I’d finished with my potential new client. The distractions put away, I returned my attention to the situation at hand.

	Looking at his eyes, I didn’t see a caring soul in them. In fact, his gaze seemed calculating, reminding me of a televangelist or a slick, high-pressure salesman. His voice, a buttery-smooth melodic baritone that sounded almost too large for my cozy 1930’s noir gumshoe office, seemed to fill the entire room.

	“Ms. Fatelli,” he began. “I’m David Cameron. I understand you’re the one to come to in Halifax, Ms. Fatelli, when there is a delicate and unusual problem needing to be solved.”

	I expected that kind of inquiry, but at the same time, it was like a slime that clung to my hands and stank like rotted fish. I figured I could live with it. I’d done so many times before. Plus, this was relief: something to focus on rather than hide in my office, alone with my nightmares, and the Scotch — which was becoming a regular nightly habit. The Scotch started kicking in and my discomfort with this slick-feeling gentleman lessened.

	“I will get right to the point. I’m worried about my niece. I believe she is being abused by her parents. I am asking you to get her out of that environment and deliver her to my residence, where I can keep her safe from my cousin’s husband. I expect you’re going to ask why I haven’t visited the police about this situation. Believe me, I’ve tried. The signs are all there, but nothing to date has been proven. In fact, the police have said that, without any concrete evidence, there is no case.”

	I nodded, half listening, half relaxing into the warm alcoholic glow the scotch was giving me. That’s why I get the business I do. The police have criteria that have to be met before they can legally intervene. I don’t need a reason, other than someone is willing to pay me to do a job the police can’t — or oftentimes won’t — act upon.

	I work in the grey area of the laws. I understood the unspoken words: he was asking me to kidnap his niece. I’d done it before, and for what I consider to be all the right reasons. That didn’t make it any less illegal, despite it being the ‘right thing’ to have done. Kidnapping, like what I did to the General’s family to hide them from the men he was set to expose, is still kidnapping.

	There’s nothing gray at all in the law about it. We got away with it because we weren’t caught, and because it really was, in a sense, body-guarding them. This, however, is further into the ‘bad’ side of kidnapping. If I accepted the job, I’d be taking the girl away from her family, and handing her over to someone that claimed to be a concerned family member.

	This is where ‘due diligence’ comes in. When someone tells you a story: confirm the details. Let me repeat that: confirm the details. In this line of work, there are a lot of people that would happily spin you a tale, then try to leave you holding the bag when the story breaks down.

	And that’s where alcohol is not your friend. It dulls your mind and deadens your instincts — the part of you that unerringly reads another person’s intentions behind the social mask they wear. We, as humans, are so used to second-guessing ourselves, we don’t pay attention to them anymore. I’m guilty of it too. It’s easier to ignore what’s uncomfortable than confront it. Cameron’s voice was so soothing, and the alcohol’s warm glow relaxed me so much, that I didn’t pay attention to my own instincts. Instead, I focused on his story, and started asking questions.

	“What signs of abuse are there? If the police don’t have evidence, it sounds more like verbal and mental abuse.”

	He unclasped his hands, placing them on his knees. “When I see her, Ginny is always looking down, always jumping at any noise. She was taken out of the house once, after she tried to kill herself. The other signs are there too: a series of unsubstantiated illnesses, and she attempted to run away at least once. It’s all in the police records. Please go verify what I’m saying before you accept this request. I want to be totally above board with you.”

	Having someone tell me they want to be above board always gets my hackles up. Usually they’re the ones with the biggest things to hide. This time, I just couldn’t summon the cynical suspicion that invariably came to me when I heard that statement.

	I looked over at my door for a moment before shifting my gaze to Mr. Cameron.

	“I’ll do that,” I told him. “Have Sinera make an appointment for next week: same day, same time.” I waited until he started to stand. “Oh, by the way, Mr. Cameron, I’m going to need the name of the police precinct that has these reports, and Ginny’s full name.”

	Mr. Cameron nodded. “The precinct is the Twenty-First, North Halifax. They’ll have the records I spoke of. Her name is Genevieve Constance Cameron.” He smiled, his teeth gleaming in the morning sunlight like mirrors. “Thank you, Ms. Fatelli. I hope you do take this job. It would mean so much to me to free her from that environment.”

	He sounded like a televangelist praying on his knees in front of the camera. Again, his demeanor was earnest, but the way he spoke, and the words he chose, should have set off the warning bells that something wasn’t right.

	Unfortunately, the scotch talked louder than my good sense.
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	Over the years, one can run into all sorts of people. That’s true in real life — and even more so in my line of work. Shady types abound because that gray area is where they have the best success at surviving and “making a living”. In my case again, I’d gotten a lot of contacts with other, more legitimate, private investigators. Hiring them would put one level of removal between me and the police if I took the job.

	Dean Youngwood is a full-blooded Cree — and a genuine hero. He’d taken a job a few years back when a woman’s daughter had disappeared. The trail led to a sex slavery ring. Dean went in, spirited all the girls out, called the RCMP, and corralled the entire crew. The slavers, and a few high-ranking mob bosses, got indicted.

	During the run-up to the trial, a number of potential witnesses in the mob died suddenly: three of natural causes, one was shot dead in a robbery attempt gone bad, and two burned alive in bed when they fell asleep smoking. You get the picture.

	The “hero” part is why I went to Dean. This is the kind of thing he’s had experience with, and, if the allegations Mr. Cameron had discussed with me were legitimate, he’d be good backup. I mean, the man’s a freaking ghost. He’s expensive, too. One of the top P.I. guys in all of New Scotland. We’d bumped heads on a few cases and, while we weren’t friends, we were professional colleagues.

	Dean’s place is easy to find. Just go north on the Highway of Heroes to Burnside Drive, then turn east on Frazee. His office is in the building on the corner: main floor, east corner.

	Dean himself is kind of non-descript. He stands about one-point-seven meters tall. He has a square face, with jet black hair cut in an unruly mop, and dark brown eyes. He’s a little on the heavy side, but that serves him well, as few people ever give him a second glance. He served a hitch in the RCAF as a mechanic, then decided to leave. He got his private detective license, then stumbled into the aforementioned smuggling ring as his third case. Talk about jumping in at the deep end.

	It did get him a lot of notoriety, which helped him get established. He cracked a few other cases, and his reputation was set. He helped anyone that he could, often working for free. His wife, Sveta, is Ukranian, and his secretary/financial wizard. Her family had moved to Halifax just before the Change. They’d survived, and Sveta was born here about ten years before Fawn and I. She’d grown up in Halifax, going through college, graduating with a finance degree, and had gone into business. You’d think a tall gorgeous woman like that was one of the girls he’d rescued, but you’d be wrong. They met through a dating service and hit it off. Sometimes the greatest treasures are found in the simplest places.

	I parked outside the rock and corrugated metal building that housed Dean’s office and walked inside to see him.

	As I pushed the glass door open, Sveta glanced up from her work to give me a slight smile. She nodded at the wooden chairs surrounding a coffee table covered with magazines and old comic books. The rug was light tan, which matched the wooden chairs. The table was a modern glass and metal monstrosity set amongst all the natural furniture.

	The walls were painted a shade darker than ivory, which gave the feeling of being out in the open. Mounted on each wall were sets of antlers: moose, elk, caribou, and deer. To the left of the door, on the black counter top, sat a twenty-cup coffee pot.

	I sat down and pawed through the magazines, looking for something that wasn’t a year old, then gave up and just grabbed one of the comic books. The over-the-top drama and bold colors made the comic fun to read, and I was thoroughly engrossed in it when Dean’s office door creaked open.

	He held the door open as an older man, dressed in a black-and-red wool shirt and thick flannel pants, stepped past him, then turned to shake his hand. Tears made the man’s eyes shimmer in the lighting as Dean clasped his hand.

	“Thank you, Mr. Youngwood. I appreciate you finding my daughter. Now, we can lay her to rest.”

	“I am sorry I couldn’t bring her home, Josiah. Truly I am.”

	The old man released Dean’s hand, then wiped his sleeve across his eyes. “The police said all there is to say. Thank you again Mr. Youngwood.” He turned and shuffled to the door as Dean walked over to my spot by the coffee table.

	“Fern Fatelli, this is the last place I’d expect to see you.” He glanced at the cover of the comic, showing a red-and-blue hero taking on a grey behemoth with a horn on the center of its head. “Oh, good choice, that one has some good writing and art.”

	I smiled as I put the comic back on the table. “This is the last place I’d expect to see me too. But there’s a case that you could help me with, if that doesn’t cause any troubles with your regular work.” I pulled out a folded sheet of paper. “This is a case of parental abuse, and I’ve got to cover another job. Could I ask you to drop by the Twenty-First precinct and pick up a file on Ginny Cameron? She’s the minor in the middle of all this. I know it’s asking a lot for legwork I could do, but I think you’re a better choice to go pick the file up.”

	His front door opened, and a young woman entered. Before she could flag Dean down, he placed a hand on my arm.

	“Let’s talk in my office, Ms. Fatelli. I can get the whole story there.”

	He looked over to his wife, who observed the young woman with a disapproval that reminded me of a pissed-off cat getting ready to lay into a dog.

	Dean ushered me into his office. Unlike mine, his had a clean and organized look. A pinewood desk sat near the window across from the door. The pale blue walls reminded me of the sky. A thick, deep brown rug covered the floor, making the large office feel smaller, and warmer. Two pine chairs sat in front of the desk. To the right was a sofa and a set of file cabinets. To the left was a floor-to-ceiling bookcase that doubled as a huge curio cabinet.       

	Dean walked over to the nearest chair, and pulled it out slightly for me. I gave him a warm smile as he walked behind his desk and sat down. He leaned forward, placing his elbows on the desk, and resting his chin on his hands.

	“Now, Ms. Fatelli. How about you tell me why you came all this way just to ask if I’d do you a favor and pick up papers you easily could, especially with your connections to Halifax RCMP?”

	I outlined the situation, and Dean, bless him, picked up on the trouble right away.

	“You go get the file, and your sister comes after you if this Mr. Cameron is on the level.”

	“Yep, that sums it up nicely. If I find out what Cameron said is true, then I pull the girl out of that place and move the child to relatives. Otherwise, she continues to be abused.”

	Dean frowned as he thought through all we had talked about. Finally, he placed his hands on his desk, and looked at me.

	“In this case, I can see why you’d ask me. I have the reputation that opens doors. I get the report, hand it to you, and you’ve got one level of removal from the case. Fawn doesn’t come visit you; she comes and visits me.”

	I grimaced.

	“Yeah, there is that. But it’s easy to avoid. Since I’m doing the job, I’ll call you ahead of time before I grab the girl. That way you’ll have an unassailable alibi by being in front of a lot of people when it happens. Everyone knows you’re a solo act.”

	Dean nodded, reluctantly. “All right, I’ll do it. But you’ll owe me one, Fatelli.”

	“Deal.” We shook hands. “I’m going to check Cameron out while you get Ginny Cameron’s files.”

	He nodded. “Good hunting, Fatelli.”

	“See you around, Youngwood.”

	I started to rise when two feminine voices started into a shouting match in the outer office. Youngwood grimaced, and motioned me to sit back down.

	“Stay here. It’ll be safer for your eardrums”

	The voices rose in intensity until the two were screeching at each other. Dean sighed and looked up at the ceiling.

	“You want to know why, don’t you?”

	When I nodded, Dean returned the nod absent-mindedly.

	“She’s one of the girls from the sex-trafficking bust. She’s got a crazy idea that we’re supposed to be together forever. Now she comes by about three or four times a month to talk me into marrying her. Other than the fact I don’t like the pressure she puts on me, she’s just not a person I want to know.”

	He shrugged as the angry voices reached a crescendo, then abruptly stopped. A slamming door indicated the woman’s departure.

	Dean looked over at me. “Save me from damsels in distress.”

	I think he meant it partly as a joke, but … I could empathize. Stalkers are a natural result of notoriety. Some think you should be shot because you got attention when they didn’t, while others want to possess you because they want to be noticed — and get all the benefits of a famous partner. Dean had his own problems with her. Very polite to everyone, I just couldn’t see him shouting at anyone. He wasn’t the yelling type.

	I thought more about his problem. I’d had to discourage a few stalkers in the day. Well, usually Zhirk did — who was a wonderful deterrent. Me asking them to stop didn’t have the same gravitas as when a nearly three-meter-tall Troll did. Most stopped immediately after a brief talk with my ex-partner. The one that didn’t was obsessed enough to pull a pistol and shoot him. For all I know, he may still be in traction.

	“Hey, Dean? As a free-of-charge favor, since you’re doing me one, how about I go talk to your stalker, and convince her to lay off?”

	Dean looked at me like I’d sprouted a second head. “Fatelli, no offense meant, but you are the kind of woman that attracts people, not the kind to scare them off.”

	I shrugged and smiled. “I’ve a few favors owed. How about me and my marker go talk to her?”

	Dean shrugged. “If you can peacefully resolve this mess, I’d certainly be grateful.”

	I nodded, then stood up. “I will see what I can do about it.”

	Dean gave me a tired smile and waved me towards the door. “Don’t talk to Sveta. She’s always like a mother grizzly after a bout with Helen.”

	“Good to know. Thank you again, Dean.”

	He sat down and opened a drawer as I turned to leave. The sound of chalk on a surface came to me as I closed the door. The scowling Sveta glared at me as I offered her the barest of waves and hurried to the door.

	Once outside, I crawled into my “cleaned up” PT Cruiser. The back seats had been pulled a long time ago, so it was a two-seater with a lot of rear space. The new flat grey paint job made it look even older. It also made it look more ratty — which was perfect for my job.

	My next order of business was to check out Mr. Cameron.
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	There used to be any number of organizations that you could call to haul background information about nearly anything together from the internet: things like your shoe size, favorite toothpaste — everything was tracked.

	With all the craziness that happened when magick came back, those places fell apart, and just don’t exist anymore. The internet still exists, but it’s not nearly as comprehensive as it used to be. A lot of old server sites went away, so information is prioritized to be on the ‘net. The good side: a lot less advertising. The bad side: nearly all personal information is once again kept in hardcopy at various locations.

	The kind of personal stuff I wanted was on the local government sites, but they logged you in and kept track of who looked at what. There’s hardcopy though, and all one has to do is drive to City Hall, walk down to the basement, and make a request to the librarian to look at the records. This still involves signing in and out, but here I can fake a name, with a fake ID, and get into the files. Yes, this is illegal, but, to keep my sister out of this, it was smarter.

	The librarian was an Orc. For those of you that haven’t met an Orc before, Orcs were one of the first of the Changed to appear. They were, on average, two meters tall and one hundred-fifty kilograms. Their bodies were like the great apes: arms half again as long as their legs. They usually walk upright on those short, powerful legs, but when they need to move fast, they drop to all fours and can match speeds with a horse for a short sprint. Their faces are reminiscent of a chimpanzee’s. They have two vertical slits for a nose, and wide lips covering triangular teeth like a shark’s. Their eyes are slit like those of a cat, and are usually yellow, but I’ve seen some with tan-colored eyes. An Orc’s ears are short triangles on the sides of their head, about the size and shape of a cat’s ear, and stand horizontally out from the sides of their head. The color of their skin ranges from tan to yellow-green, with all of the shades in between.

	Orc males have a narrow strip of dark hair on their heads. Their females are bald, and are generally stockier than the males. They’re obligate carnivores — meaning they can’t digest plant matter — and can go through an entire cow in a week. Pretty intimidating.

	This is where appearances deceive. They’re intelligent, articulate, and very social. Orcs know what their appearance does to the other races, and go to great lengths to tone down the scary. They are, as a race, very “human” in their actions. The only thing they can’t do is cast magick.

	Every race has a quirk like that: trolls are dyslexic, fairies have abysmally short attention spans. Orcs are also very slow to reproduce. They live as long as humans typically do, but are considered fortunate to have more than two children in their lifetime. They reproduce by laying a soft, leathery egg. This has kept their numbers down, so you don’t see them often.

	This one sat behind the checkout desk, wearing a full police uniform. She looked up from whatever she had been reading and regarded me with slitted yellow eyes.

	“What can I do for you, dear?” Her voice possessed a very feminine tenor.

	She stood up, giving me her undivided attention. I could see her name on her badge: Jaeger.

	She noticed my gaze and chuckled. “Supposedly it’s said with the ‘J’ sounding like ‘Y’, being German. But I like how the ‘J’ sounds. So it’s ‘Jay-ger’.

	“That’s something I didn’t know before. So Ms. Jaeger, can I sign out the public records on a Mr. David Cameron?”

	The Orc smiled. “Just sign here, then I’ll get however many Camerons there are, and you can look for your David fellow in the side room.”

	I signed in as “I. Strom” on the ledger. She nodded at a door with a large pane of frosted glass in the upper half. The glass was dark.

	When Ms. Jaeger went back to hunt up Camerons, I went over to the room, opened the door and turned the light on. It contained one large metal table and two brushed aluminum chairs. LED lights in each ceiling tile shed their glow throughout the room. I took my “Gone Fishin’” ball cap off, set it on the table, and draped my red-and-black checked coat on the chair. Then I walked back out to the checkout desk to wait for Ms. Jaeger to return.

	Ms. Jaeger brought a full box back to the counter, and carefully set it down.

	“There are twelve David Camerons in Halifax. So please look through them, and return them intact, Ms. Strom.”

	I returned her smile. “Can do, Officer Jaeger.”

	I took the box of files into the room and left the door open so Ms. Jaeger could see I wasn’t doing anything unsavory to her precious files.

	Going through the files took a few hours. There were tax reports, some minor violations, but nothing that gave me the feeling I was being lied to. There were no old arrests, no suspicions of anything. All twelve David’s did their work, paid the government what they owed it and, without any other evidence, they were clean as a proverbial whistle.

	Their jobs ranged from building maintenance, restaurant manager, author, pastor, programmer, machinist, and business executive. I wasn’t certain which was my client since there were no pictures. That didn’t mean my guy was totally without flaw; he might be anything — it’s just nothing that the RCMP or other governmental agencies cared about. So, unless I did my own investigation into Mr. David Cameron’s background, I had to conclude that, despite my own gut-feeling, he wasn’t a known threat to anyone. I put each file back together and put them back in the box before taking it back out to Officer Jaeger.

	“Find anything interesting, Ms. Strom?” Her tenor had a note of amusement in it.

	“Nothing that would help me. Thank you, officer.”

	She nodded then picked up the box with both hands. “I’ll put this back and you can sign out. Have a nice day, Ms. Strom.”

	So the question became: How deep do I want to investigate Cameron?

	My gut kept telling me that something was off, but a gut feeling isn’t something that you can point to and say, “This is my evidence”. It won’t stand up in a Court of Law, no matter how accurate it is. And, to be truthful, Zhirk hit me the same way when I first met him. He’d set off every alarm I had and, yet, he was actually a good guy. I missed him. That, more than anything else, convinced me to give Cameron the benefit of the doubt and trust his word.

	I find it constantly amazing at how often these “gut feelings” prove out, and how often people, like me, find excuses to ignore them.
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	Getting back to my office, Sinera reminded me that electric and rent were due in two weeks. I had the money. What I do pays very well, but I’m not so complacent that I didn’t work.

	Two things kept me going. One: however much I had in the bank, it’s finite. If you don’t make money, you’ll be up a creek if you don’t at least break even between making and spending.

	And two: being alone with nothing to do let my thoughts wander, and since the events on Prince Edward Island, they kept wandering back to everything that happened there. I keep having nightmares.

	After being given the cheerful “bills are due” from Sinera, I went back to my office, sat down at my desk, then went through what I’d found so far. With a load of nothing, another way to attack the problem is from the endpoint backwards. So the next step was to wait for Ginny’s records to get here from Dean.

	I didn’t have all that long to wait. Dean, being the conscientious guy he is, had gone down to the precinct right after I left, and requested copies of Ginny’s files, citing a possible link to something similar he’d run across. His earnest, non-descript face got him legal copies, and then he did what I had done: gone down to the records department at City Hall, and pulled everything they had on Ginny.

	Dean sent me the information by courier, and included a note saying that he’d work pro bono if what I had been told was true. He thought it might be, from the police reports. There was a definite hint of troubles at home: she’d run away twice, tried to kill herself once, and acted out at school. Cameron had been telling the truth about that too. I really wished he’d been scamming me. This looked ugly.

	After reviewing the kid’s incidents, I turned my attention to the residence. Yeah, I’d decided to go forward, and would call Cameron later. Despite my misgivings about David Cameron, the kid was definitely in an abusive home. Getting her out would be my job. Hey, it’s hardball. But kidnapping for a good cause is still kidnapping. Don’t get me wrong; I haven’t changed my morals. I may set people up for a divorce now and again, but I’ve never turned down anyone in need, and this girl, Ginny Cameron, looked desperately in need when I read between the lines.

	Ginny was the only child of Hubert Cameron, the current CEO and president of CCoal, Canada Coal.

	What? You think after all that magick our infrastructure was totally untouched? Coal is our best natural power source, along with oil shale. Things may be getting better with solar power, but the magick incident over here clobbered the fast scientific advances. So we rely mostly on coal and oil
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