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      "You know what you have to do, then?" the woman asked, softly. Flickering neon lit the world behind her, a small tendril of Times Square reaching into the streets around it.

      No sane woman walked through Times Square if there was another route. It had tendrils, though, one of the hearts of the city.

      A city like New York had several.

      The dark-haired man nodded. "Nothing that hard." His tone was almost dismissive. The voice of a man who cared nothing for his own fate.

      A sad smile crossed her features. The face of a woman who knew that things would not be easy, no, not for the man she spoke to. His fate had to be something for which he cared, or there would be no power to it. She adjusted her hat, which partially concealed her face, making it hard for those who didn't know her. "Then, Victor...we will not meet again. Not in this life."

      He smiled at her. "Of course not, Sybil."

      He turned to walk away, his hands in his pockets. She watched him go. Her existence was filled with moments like this. Or rather, it was highlighted by them. Between them, there was empty space, space she could fill as she chose. How she chose varied, from life to life, century to century.

      But this one? This one was going to hurt. It was the only way, but that did not mean it was a good way.

      She watched until he was gone, and then she pulled the sketches back out. The sketches that contained what she knew.

      "And I fear who might fall into the path of her anger," she murmured, looking at the two women.

      She did not say, even to herself, which one she feared more. Instead, she turned to walk away herself, not looking back at the man...the demon...to whom she had given her words.

      It would be another five years before they would be fulfilled, and if he failed the world would fall into darkness.

      If he failed.

      He thought his task would be easy. Sybil, which was not of course her real name, knew better, and the two faces in her sketchbook were why.

      She did not yet know which one was in which role.

      She did not yet know which was friend and which was lover. Which Victor's enemies should be most afraid of. Which would help him the most in his task and have to live with it afterwards.

      She turned a corner, saw the lights of a bar. Sought out those lights. There was only one way to respond to the visions she had seen.

      Only one way.

      Daria, the current Sybil and high priestess of Apollo, stepped into the bar. And proceeded to get blind, wasted drunk.

      Victor Prince walked away...and he did not stop walking until he was gone from the city of his birth.

      He did not stop walking until he met the first of the two women and began to learn that his fate was entwined with others and, thus, the hardest path of all.
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      The reading of Taran Blackmoor's will took place in a solicitor's office. Anna listened with half an ear.

      He left everything to Mikey. Or, if Mikey died first...but Mikey hadn't died first.

      Had Mikey left a will? The library was her primary concern.

      No, the larger problem was. The world was under threat, and this time she felt it was real. More than a threat to a few people or a single city.

      She slipped back out - she had no place here, but they had to get the books to safety even if it meant stealing them. And that, at least, would distract them from the fact that the one person who might know why there were no more Guardians was still missing.

      And distract her from...her own problems. She had forgiven Victor his anger, but that didn't mean they didn't have an issue.

      An issue which made her wish she already had him bound by marriage vows. Just in case. Just in case he tried to run. Or maybe that would not be enough, but it would do one thing. It would ensure that if anything happened to her, nobody could argue that their daughter was his.

      He was outside, leaning against the wall. "So..."

      "So we have to find Mikey's will. This is going to take months."

      "I talked to the archdruid. We know who the place should go to, but arranging it is going to be tough."

      "Rahel," Anna said simply. "No way to make that happen, though."

      "Sure there is." Victor smiled. "Trust me."

      He was going to do something shady, and she decided she didn't want to know. Ignorance truly was bliss, some days. Especially when you were engaged to somebody with a sometimes uncertain relationship with the law.

      "I'm not buying it with fairy gold," Anna quipped. "She'd kill me."

      Rahel's view on illusions and glamorie was, after all, pretty much set. Even if she had made the house disappear to anyone who had no reason being there. She justified that as not being, quite, the same thing.

      "She probably would. Then Lyssa would dump her and I'd be left with the mess." Victor winked at her. "Let's get lunch."

      Anna's stomach agreed with that course of action even if no other part of her did. "He probably didn't leave a will. What happens under British law?"

      "It goes to his wife or husband, which he didn't have," Victor said. Of course, he'd looked it up. "Then his children, which he didn't have." He checked off. "Siblings..."

      "...which he didn't have. And, thus, no nieces or nephews. Taran?"

      "No children. Confirmed bachelor." Victor made air quotes. "Which means something a little different here."

      "Am I the only straight person in this entire mess?"

      "No," was all he answered, amused. "Point is, there's nobody. Which means it goes bona vacantia."

      "Which means..."

      "They'll probably sell it. Unless it goes to the US, which it might." Victor shrugged. "I don't even know which state Mikey lived in."

      "New Jersey," Anna supplied.

      Victor pulled out his burner phone. "Pretty standard. Mikey's parents were deceased, no spouse, no children. So, they'll do their best to track down a relative, and if that fails it will escheat and..."

      "...and we buy it. If we can. It's a London townhouse, Victor. And Rahel can't help." Rahel was many things. Rich was not one of them.

      Victor nodded. "What I'm hoping for is that some cousin will show up, won't want it, and will cut a deal with us. We really don't want it to go bona vacantia 'cause they'll hold onto it for years."

      "Why don't you look? You're the detective."

      He grinned. "Of course. After lunch."
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      London was a different city now the demonic influence was gone. The Eye was also gone, although they were talking about rebuilding it.

      Anna almost hoped they didn't but knew they should. It had become too much a part of the city not to be replaced in some way, no matter how ugly it was.

      Victor went back to the house after lunch - they still had access to it for now. Anna felt safer alone now - although she had protection she knew would last for...a while.

      Until her child was born. She hoped Victor could deal with it.

      She also hoped he wouldn't argue about the name she had already chosen for a girl. If it was a boy, he could choose.

      Taran wasn't a bad name. Thinking about it, the name she had chosen for a girl was unisex enough to still work. But no Nebuchadnezzer, she thought wryly. No ridiculous names. Her child would, she hoped, not want to be known by a nickname.

      She was sure it was a girl, but many women had that certainty and found themselves to be wrong.

      At least lunch had settled.

      "Hey."

      Rahel and Lyssa were walking down the embankment towards her, arm in arm.

      She didn't ask how they'd found her...there was no point when one of them was an expert witch and the other talked to the spirit of the city. "Hey."After a moment, "Any luck with your old man?" Anna asked.

      "Oh, he grilled me," Lyssa said. "But I expected him to. He's...disappointed I'm not Hindu. We ended up having a long talk about theology."

      "I almost wish I'd been a fly on the wall. Almost." Anna grinned. "You know theology goes over my head half the time."

      "London would have been entertaining." That was Rahel.

      "Where is he, anyway?"

      Rahel shrugged. "Church."

      It was a reasonable guess.

      Lyssa nodded. Then she turned to Anna. "I need to talk to you."

      Anna frowned. There was something about that 'talk' that spoke of something serious.

      She turned to Rahel, hugged her, and then led Anna a bit away. "About the club."

      "You're going to sell it."

      "I don't know. Who knows what it would turn into."

      "But you're..."

      Lyssa smiled weakly. "Staying here. Right."

      Anna frowned. "What's wrong?"

      "Rahel doesn't meet the minimum income requirements to get residency for me. I may have to go back anyway. Possibly for years."

      "Can her father help?"

      "No, it has to be her income. And the fact that I'm rich doesn't help because the club's not in the UK."

      Anna sighed. She glanced over at Rahel. "So, what, you can get married but then have to leave?"

      "And then she has to get a better job. For at least 3 years."

      Anna closed her eyes. "There's no way around it?"

      "None. I even talked to a lawyer. They advised us to go to the US. And she can't."

      Anna wanted to swear. Wanted to hit something.

      "There have been cases, but the supreme court has backed it as legal. They did say they should change the rules...but only for people with kids."

      It wasn't fair. Anna felt horribly guilty and privileged. After all, she had no such problems. "And I suppose...selling the club wouldn't help, so...."

      "No. And she doesn't have the savings requirement."

      "What if you sold the club and bought one here?" Anna paused.

      "...what if I did? I had in mind keeping it and hiring you to manage it."

      "Check it." Anna smiled. "I can find another job, Lyssa. You can't find another Rahel."

      "No." Lyssa looked over. "No, I can't. Not ever."

      Which confirmed Victor's theory, Anna thought, that Lyssa and Rahel might be soulmates, bound together perhaps even through multiple lives. She hugged her friend. "Look into it."

      It felt right somehow. And the only other option was for Rahel to be forever split in two.

      For hearts to be broken. And a healer did not let hearts be broken if she could see a way around it.

      They walked back over to Rahel. Lyssa wiped off what might have been a tear.

      Anna suspected that she was waiting on the visa stuff to propose. If it could be solved.

      "So..." Rahel looked between the two.

      "Business talk. About the club," Anna supplied. "We should talk about our larger problem, too."

      "I asked London where Morgan was."

      Anna knew she meant the city not the priest. "And?"

      "She's in the city somewhere, but..." A pause. "It's fuzzy. Like she's..."

      "Scry blocked?" Lyssa asked.

      "...protected."

      Which might mean, Anna thought, that she was a child. What did they do if that was the case?

      Could they afford to wait for her to grow up?
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      "Got another problem." Victor's voice in her ear.

      Anna sighed. "Downtime's over, isn't it." As much as they had gotten. They had two months or so to find Morgan and get the information, or they were going to be doing it remotely from the US.

      Without Rahel.

      Anna still had no clue how to fix that problem.

      "It is."

      "So, what is it? Stray demon? Unseelie fae? Particularly stupid witch?"

      "Particularly stupid witch. I'm at Covent Garden."

      Anna mentally traced the route. Well, at least they could deal with it. If he was asking for her help, there were probably injured or the like.

      And he was still asking for her help. He wasn't wrapping her up in the pregnant woman bubble wrap she had feared. He knew she could still look after herself.

      And junior could look after both of them. That was probably why. Concerned by the tone in his voice, she broke into a jog, slowed as she approached Hyde Park Corner. Three stops, if she remembered right, on the Picadilly line to Covent Garden.

      The less she thought about it, the easier it was to navigate.

      Protected.

      If Morgan was a child, then they couldn't jog her memory until she was ready, or they risked creating another monster. Something Victor said echoed back in her mind as she reached the platform. She was pretty Unseelie for a while there.

      Onto the crowded train, people paying little attention to her. She stayed standing - in a few months she would, no doubt, be begging for a seat, but for now she was fine. Fineish.

      Still more tired than she should have been for the exertion she was putting out, but...that was only to be expected. Junior needed some of her energy.

      And gave some in return, or she would be far worse off.

      Okay.

      Mind on the topic, swinging herself off the train by use of the pole, pushing through the crowd at Covent Garden and out onto the street.

      She didn't have to call Victor to find out where he was now she had a phone. It had been stupid to come here without one.

      But for a moment she did stop, hesitating, at the corner of one brick-cobbled street and another.

      That way. Down a street lined with stores and then she was standing at the edge of the plaza. It was too cold and gray a day for people to be sitting outside.

      Victor crouched next to a fallen form.

      "Should I call an ambulance?" somebody asked.

      Anna pushed through the crowd towards them. She almost thought of lying and claiming to be a paramedic. It was tempting.

      The form on the ground was a woman.

      It was nobody she knew.
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      Whispering, "Is this the witch or...?"

      "No, this is the person she hexed over a man," Victor said, wryly. "Can you do anything for her? Lyssa's on her way, but not here yet."

      Anna extended her senses, then shook her head. "Nothing physically wrong."

      Which meant they needed Lyssa. She should be able to dispel the hex. Anna stood up, narrowing her eyes, trying to use the Sight to track the spell to its source. "But..."

      "But?"

      "I think I know where the witch went." Anna pointed.

      "Stay with her."

      She didn't argue with him. Without somebody there, they'd never know which hospital the ambulance somebody had called had taken the woman to.

      He took off at a run, pushing through the crowd, ignoring the stares. As did she, yes, they were staring at her, but it was unavoidable.

      She made a show of checking the woman's pulse. "I think she just fainted."

      Maybe that would be enough to keep away the paramedics and anyone else who wanted to be "helpful" until Lyssa got here. Anna would rather have taken the victim somewhere else, but she probably wouldn't be able to carry her any distance - she was a large, heavy-set woman, more than a little bit overweight.

      What did she do? Stay where she was...

      ...and then the woman stirred. Her eyes opened, blank and unseeing. "What?"

      "You fainted," Anna said, softly, knowing it was a lie that would be immediately recognized as one, but not entirely sure what else she could do right now. What could she do other than comfort her?

      "I can't see."

      Very quietly. "We'll fix it."

      "She said she didn't want me looking at him anymore."

      Yeah, this woman knew what had happened. Anna helped her to her feet and guided her to a seat. There were plenty. "A friend of mine is on her way. She'll fix this."

      It definitely wasn't physical.

      "She actually cursed me. Didn't she?"

      Anna nodded, forgetting the woman couldn’t see her. "And I can't fix it, but my friend can."

      "And she'll..."

      Anna saw something out of the corner of her eye. Lyssa's tall, dark form making her way towards them. "What happened?"

      "She just needs..." Anna waited until Lyssa was sitting down. "Apparently she got into a fight with a witch over a guy and the witch cursed her with blindness."

      Lyssa rolled her eyes. "Keep watch while I fix it. Where's Victor?"

      "Chasing the witch."

      "He's not invulnerable to curses," Lyssa pointed out.

      "If she nails him, we'll rescue him later." Anna grinned. "You know, it's Victor. Rescuing him is part of what we do."

      Lyssa laughed, then turned to the woman. "Sorry. Let me take a look here."

      It took about five minutes to fix it, then Lyssa glanced at Anna. "I'm going to take her to the nearest place she can get a strong drink. I think there's a pub just around the corner. You find Victor."

      Anna wasn't about to argue. Tracking Victor was easy...at this point she pretty much just knew where he was.

      She jogged through the back of the plaza and out onto the street. This street had normal asphalt and sidewalks, a bike rack at one side. She turned down the other past a brasserie. And then felt her hair prick upwards.

      She broke into a full-blown run. Victor was facing off against a young woman. And she could tell he'd just taken a hex blast.

      Taken it and shrugged it off, and he was lifting his hand.

      "Don't, Victor, I'm here." Running towards him.

      The witch fired a second blast, this time at her. She felt a shield form around her. Good. Junior was awake.

      She knew she couldn't get used to this, that it wouldn't last, but it was rather fun. The witch looked startled.

      "Who are you people?"

      "People who have been doing this longer than you and actually know what they're doing. Now, are we going to keep throwing spells at each other or are we going to talk?"

      A long pause and then, quietly, "Talk."

      Victor nodded, and then grabbed her arm, dragging her to the brasserie.

      It seemed as good a place as any for a...conversation.
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      "She deserved it." The woman's face was taut, tight.

      Anna reached out with her healer's senses. Nothing wrong with the body, but she knew there was a lot wrong with the mind.

      What could she do about that? Not much if she didn't let her. Not much at all.

      "Doesn't matter what you think she deserved. That kind of thing is what starts literal witch hunts," Victor says simply. "Some people will believe it and then what do you do?"

      "Deal with them."

      Anna glanced at Victor for a moment. She wished for Ariadne or Rowan. Either of them would be able to deal with this. She couldn't. No, she simply didn't know how.

      "And if you can't?" Anna says, softly. "I know that a powerful witch can be taken out by a complete mundane with a knife."

      It was one of the things she worried about herself, even. Somebody shooting her, somebody she didn't pick up on because they were just a hired thug.

      Taran, of course, had been taken out by a trusted friend with a knife. A woman who was never likely to get out of prison.

      Anna felt less sympathy for her now she'd thought about it.

      "Nobody can touch me."

      "I just did," Victor pointed out.

      The woman's tone, in response, was as sullen as any teenager. "Only because I let you."

      Anna managed not to laugh. "Okay. Look. Give us one good reason not to do something about you. Something permanent."

      "Are you threatening to kill me?"

      "No." Anna didn't say that wasn't permanent enough. But she'd pulled power away from somebody before. She could do it again.

      There wasn't much to her anyway. She might have enough to be able to temporarily blind somebody with a curse, but that would have taken all she had. Every bit of her energy.

      "Fact is," Victor said. "You're nothing. The only reason we're paying attention is because you were fool enough to pull a stunt in front of me that jeopardizes all of us. Anna here can stop you from ever casting another spell."

      Anna wondered if they could. "I have a better idea. But I think we need Lyssa for it."

      She wasn't about to explain it in front of her victim, though.
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      Lyssa showed up five minutes after Victor called her. "She's at home."

      "So..."

      "So she told me the story. I'm starting to think..." Lyssa regarded the witch. Looked at her.

      Defiant as she had been to Anna and Victor, she quailed under that gaze. "You can't beat me."

      Lyssa smiled. "What are we going to do with her?"

      "Oh, I was thinking a geas." Anna regarded her friend.

      Lyssa's smile broadened. "Oh, I can think of some good ones."

      "You wouldn't dare."

      And then the witch finally attacked. Of course, she split her efforts between the three of them, meaning that they fizzled off of shields, wards, and Victor's innate toughness.

      "Is that all you have?" Victor asked. "And no."

      Anna nodded. "Next time you try and hurt somebody with your magic, it will come back on you." She glanced at Lyssa.

      Lyssa nodded, although she did give Anna a look. A look that said she was asking for more than she thought she was.

      Well, even if it was weak or temporary, it would still say something to this woman about what she could, and could not, get away with.

      Lyssa was already working on the spell. Victor was keeping a firm eye on the witch. Anna glanced around, making sure they weren't being watched.

      Not from close enough to be a problem, she decided. Not yet, anyway. The next problem would, of course, be to leave without the witch deciding to do something stupid like involve the mundane authorities.

      Maybe Anna could cloud her mind enough to get her to give incorrect descriptions. It was an application of glamor of which Rahel would definitely not approve, but Rahel was not there.

      She elected not to tell Lyssa she was doing it, reaching for her fae powers. Feeling them, if anything, stronger than before. Noticeably stronger.

      Maybe London was doing that to her now the city was free of demonic influences. Maybe something else was going on. She did not know.

      But it was done. Lyssa smiled. "Have fun," she told the witch before the three of them left.

      "Well, that was minor."

      "Yeah, well," Victor shrugged. "Not going to let that kind of thing happen right in front of me."

      Anna agreed with him. "Still, things are too quiet. It's time we got moving."

      He nodded. "We may have to accept that we aren't going to find Morgan or that if we do she won't be of any use to us."

      "I'm not at that point yet," Lyssa said, simply. "Just because I can't scry for her and London can't find her..."

      "London can find her," Anna said abruptly. "Dollars to donuts, the city knows exactly where she is but isn't telling Rahel."

      "Meaning." Victor looked between them. "Landwights like to test people. Or it could be that the city thinks she should know..."

      "Let's go back to the library while we still have access to it. Look up more stuff. There has to be something we're missing if that's the case." Anna glanced at Lyssa. "And we can talk about who else might know."

      "We might be at the point of talking to some gods," Lyssa said, simply.

      "We might," Anna admitted. "But we have a couple of things to try first." Talking to gods was, after all, hard work.

      And required that the gods concerned actually wanted to talk.
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      Back at the house, they found the human London in the basement library. Cataloguing. "If we lose this..."

      Victor shook his head. "I'll work on that. Anna, you and Lyssa work on the Morgan stuff. London, drop that for now. We need to pull out everything Taran has on the history of Guardians and their origins."

      London nodded. He didn't argue with Victor in take-charge mode. Anna might be the only one to recognize how much profound vulnerability his current attitude hid. He only took charge this much when he was afraid of failure.

      Failure to find anything would leave them...where?

      It would leave her and their child in grave danger and that, she realized, was the root of his fear. Whoever was behind this would have no qualms about killing a small child, especially if said child was...heaven forbid...already demonstrating power.

      Certainly no qualms about killing a pregnant faeborn.

      Anna glanced at Lyssa once Victor had gone back upstairs to, presumably, find a computer and do some detective work. "He's terrified."

      "I noticed," Lyssa said, wryly. "We may need to work out a plan to hide you and the child."

      Anna nodded. "Not sure where we can hide from something that can do this. I mean, we're probably dealing with a demi-god."

      "Or a god."

      Anna nodded slowly. "Or a god. Gaia protects my soul, but..."

      "But it's up to you to stay alive." Lyssa smiled. "It's up to all of us to look after ourselves and each other. The gods will only give bits of help here and there, in my experience."

      Anna wondered what Rahel's experience was like, with different gods. But most likely all gods were the same at that level. Gods had rules they had to follow. Which meant. "If this is a god, aren't they breaking the rules?"

      "Possibly." Lyssa considered. "So. Morgan."

      Anna nodded. "Morgan. If she's reincarnated, which we're assuming, then she has to be faeborn. How many can there be?"

      "Depends on how you define it. There may be thousands with just enough blood, a few generations back."

      "I'm not first generation, after all," Anna mused. "Unless my mother..."

      "Unless she had...no, you're right. My suspicion is one of your grandmothers was the 'guilty' party." Lyssa used large air quotes, her face showing some amusement

      "But still gave me..." Anna tailed off. "...a lot of power. But Stephen..."

      "Stephen never woke up. He wouldn't have had..." Lyssa looked away. "...time."

      It didn't entirely ring true, but Anna was able to accept it for now. No. "No. Look. We're looking for a faeborn."

      "Right."

      "We're looking for a faeborn with more power than their bloodlines would indicate."

      "Possibly." Lyssa looked at Anna.

      Anna remembered the maelstrom of Erica's power. The reaching out. Gaia had not done it. Gaia had only shown her how. "We kind of...have to consider all possibilities. If we do find her, how would we know?"

      "Sometimes, all it takes is to call the person by a previous name. Sometimes it's more complex. Sometimes the person has blocked off their memories quite thoroughly indeed." Lyssa smiled. "I know. I did."

      Anna had never asked Lyssa about her past lives. "Why?"

      "They weren't pleasant. That's all."

      From her tone, Anna decided to keep it at never asking Lyssa about her past lives. It might only be one incident, but it was clearly nothing the witch wanted to talk about.

      "And I didn't remember anything at all until I came here."

      "And still don't remember much."

      Anna nodded. "I'm blocked too."

      "Or it could just be that you weren't anyone special and don't need those memories."

      Anna wanted to argue with her, but she knew it was right. She knew there might be truth in Lyssa's words.

      She couldn't think of herself as...she didn't want to be that special. "No, that's not likely. This city likes me."

      "So it does."

      Anna couldn't shake the suspicion that lay in her mind, but before she could say anything else, she was distracted by Eric London's voice.

      "Aha!"
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      "What did you find?" Anna asked, turning to face the priest.

      "This." He waved a small book in her direction. It was bound in brown leather, faded lettering that might once have been gold marking it.

      "Be careful with that!" Lyssa exclaimed. "It looks Renaissance at best."

      "I think it's fine."

      Lyssa moved to take the book. "Oh, nice. Somebody used a variant of healing magic to make a preservation spell."

      Anna's scalp prickled for some reason, even as part of her started trying to work out exactly how one would go about such a thing. A preservation spell. "So, somebody thought this book was important." A pause. "Morgan wrote it."

      "In one." London looked at her. Studied her for a long moment.

      Lyssa looked at London, then at Anna, then handed Anna the book. She opened it. It was, of course, hand written, in an elegant, spidery hand.

      "It's not a Book of Shadows, exactly. Somebody like her wouldn't write everything down like that."

      "But..." Anna smiled. "What gets past a scry block the fastest?"

      "Something intimately connected to the person." London had learned that much.

      "And this is..."

      "Taran would already have used it to try that."

      Anna nodded. "But was Taran as good at scrying as you are?" Not many were, after all. "He wasn't...isn't...a specialist."

      Lyssa nodded. "We can try it."

      Anna looked at the book again. "I can't read it, unfortunately." She handed it to Lyssa, then grinned at London. "I think that might be your job."

      "Which tells us it was written at a time when anyone educated wrote in Latin."

      Which was part of what had London all excited. But Anna was more interested in finding Morgan than reading the book.

      She knew she was wrong. She knew that the book was far more important than that. Maybe it was just that she didn't want to sit down with it.

      No, it was that she didn't want it in her hands. Her scalp prickled again. It was just a leather-bound book.

      One imbued with the magic of an ancient faeborn princess.

      Reluctantly, she asked. "Can you tell what it's about yet?" Lyssa was already setting up to scry.

      "Lyssa's wrong and right. It's not a grimoire. It's an apothecary's handbook," London said. "Herbs and remedies."

      A healer's book.

      "I wonder..."

      "It would have been hard for a woman to operate as a physician back then."

      Anna frowned, then concentrated, reaching for glamor.

      London blinked. "Oh."

      "If I can do it," Anna said in a deeper voice, "imagine what she could have done."

      Lyssa glanced over and laughed. "It is an obvious solution to that particular problem."

      Anna released the glamor, idly wondering what the others had actually seen - her intent had, after all, not been specific.

      "Wish you could teach that," Lyssa added. "I know a couple of people it would be rather useful for."

      "Actually," Anna mused. "Glamors can be placed on objects. Just like..." She shuddered. "The demon's bracelets."

      "So, team you up with an enchanter."

      Anna thought about it. "Let's talk about it after we've found Morgan."

      Lyssa nodded, then went to work, pulling out her pendulum and the map, letting the pendulum swing for a moment. She shook her head. "It's just looping back on the book."

      London frowned a bit, thoughtful. "Are you sure of that?"

      He held out a hand for the book. "I'll search it for clues, but..."

      Anna felt her scalp prickle again and then abruptly, uncomfortably, left the room, climbing the stairs.

      Victor was in Taran's office working on the computer. She tugged on a jacket and stepped outside into the yard.

      Abruptly, she wanted to flee, to go home, to escape everything about this city...and this case.
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      Nobody came to find her. Eventually she headed back inside, went to bed. Maybe all of her uncomfortable feelings were the fault of the child.

      A lot of them undoubtedly were. Even for a healer, pregnancy wasn't the easiest part of a woman's life.

      Even for a healer… She wondered what Morgan's book had to say about it.

      Morgan had had at least one child, if the lore was to be believed. She knew this from experience.

      Anna slept poorly, tossing and turning, dozing off only to wake again. Ultimately, she stared at the ceiling, too tired to get up, but unable to rest.

      The next day, Victor had come up with something. "A cousin. Only living relative of Mikey I could trace. Not related to Taran."

      "That part's unfortunate." Anna picked at her breakfast. "The not related to Taran part. Did you call them?"

      "I did. They knew Mikey was dead but weren't aware of the situation. And are quite desperately broke." Victor smiled. "We should be able to get the house."

      And, more importantly, its contents. "So, if we could find Morgan we'd be done here."

      And solve Lyssa's problem.

      "Lyssa said she was going to meet Rahel and do some stuff she's not specifying."

      Anna grinned a bit. "In a room?"

      "Oddly, that's not the impression I got. Those two are up to something." Victor's tone became wry.

      "Only fair that they get to be. And London's translating something out of Latin..." Anna lifted a hand and twirled it into her hair a little. "Taran got hold of one of Morgan's herb books."

      "Did Lyssa..."

      "She tried." Anna turned to face Victor. "Either Morgan is very well protected or something else is going on."

      "Taran undoubtedly tried and probably had the best scryers he knew try too. So I'd go for very well protected."

      If Lyssa couldn't find her, nobody could. "I wonder if the book says where she was living. That might be a lead." A pause. "Wait. How did Taran get this house? And when?"

      Victor frowned. "Freehold records are relatively..."

      "...this was Morgan's house. Taran didn't get hold of one of Morgan's books," Anna said with sudden certainty.

      "He got hold of all of them. That's why the spectacular connection. Now, why didn't I think of that?"

      "Because we were too busy running around chasing demons. But if that's true, then...we can find out the last name she used. That might be useful." Anna furrowed her brow, looking away from Victor for a moment.

      "Maybe even finally find out what happened to her." His tone was oddly flat.

      Anna shivered. "I don't want to know," she said, abruptly.

      "Yes you do." London appeared in the doorway, his clerical collar undone and his hair a bit of a mess.

      "How much did you hear?" Victor asked.

      "Enough to confirm half of what I suspect." He reached up to fasten his collar.

      "What's the other half?" Victor, quiet.

      "Something I'm afraid to voice without certainty." Eric's gaze slid off both of them, the priest abruptly back to the nervous man they had first met.

      "Work it, then," Victor said, simply. Then back to Anna. "What would we do if we found out what took her out? Anything that can take her out...and besides..."

      "What we do is find her before it does. Why do you think she's so well protected?" A pause. "Then we bring her here. There might be wards that would activate for her or something."

      London shook his head. "I doubt it."

      There was an odd certainty to his voice.

      "It had better not be Madge Bridger."

      Victor laughed. "Anna, you can tell that woman had less fae blood than I do."

      He was right. She would have known. "And it's not Rahel, same reason."

      "Fortunately," Victor said grimly.

      "Why fortunately?"

      "Because she has enough power of her own without turning out to..." He tailed off, looked at London and raised both eyebrows.

      Anna looked at Eric London too, then shook her head. "It's definitely not you," she quipped.

      "It could be," Victor mused. "Souls have no gender. We could be looking for a boy as easily as a girl. Or, you know..."

      "That faeborn shopkeeper." Who, Anna realized, was a candidate.

      She looked at London again. He seemed as if he wanted to say something.

      For some reason, she had an image of Mikey Johnson biting his tongue to keep from speaking.

      It was almost painful.
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      Anna cleared her head of the thought of Mikey. She did not want to remember him right now.

      "So, did Taran happen to have..." Anna tailed off, although she trusted that Victor knew what she meant.

      "...a list of faeborn in London? He had his contacts book and one of those glyphs he uses probably means that." Victor's face twisted wryly. He was not the only one who was finding Taran's personal coding hard to decipher.

      London nodded. "I'll look once I've finished with the herbery."

      "And if our theory's right, do the list then look for more of Morgan's books," Victor added.

      Anna's scalp prickled. "No, I'll do that part."

      Victor glanced at her. "You volunteering to do research?"

      "I..." Anna tailed off. Then she looked at Eric. "Yes. Believe it or not."

      She followed London down into the basement. "You think I'm Morgan." She kept her voice quiet, not wanting Victor to hear it, not wanting him to...

      "Yes. Victor would freak, though, I'd rather offer him proof...and then stand well back."

      Anna laughed, although it was more a release of tension than humor. "He might." The question was...was she?

      "You fit all of the requirements. Faeborn, more powerful than expected, a healer."

      "Doesn't mean I like the idea," Anna said, quietly. "I'm already more powerful than I want to be. I don't like to admit that to Victor either."

      "And right now..." London indicated her belly.

      "Right now I have her to protect." A pause. "Or him, but I think her. And the only thing keeping whoever killed her from coming after us is that they don't know."

      If it was true…The idea did terrify her. And she slowly put a finger on why.

      You'll leave him eventually.

      If she was Morgan, and if she had reincarnated with her full potential, then she would. It was inevitable.

      She would outlive him. And that idea scared her more than anything else. She never wanted to lose him.

      But even if she could find a way to, say, extend his lifespan, could any relationship last that long?

      She shook her head. "I'll find those books."

      "Because now you're paying attention, you'll know exactly which ones they are. I bet you could read this one too." He put his hand on the small book. "Anna, you know it's the truth."

      "Maybe I just don't want it to be."

      He was right, though. Now she knew what to pay attention to, she sensed that same prickling, that same strange familiarity from pretty much all of the older books in the collection.

      This place had been her home. Her sanctuary. Her base of operations.

      And whoever had killed her before would inevitably try again. And she had no idea what to do.

      Other than curl up and hide, which was not normally in her milieu, but right now? Right now it was all she wanted to do.
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      How had she not noticed the books before? Not felt that strange connection before? Oh wait. Because she had had so many other things on her mind.

      The demon trying to take over London being the first and worst.

      Part of her had hoped that stopping him would fix the wider problem so she could go home and prepare for the birth of her child. She could never lead a normal life, but maybe she could get a quiet one for a while.

      No.

      She had a target on her back; her life would never be completely quiet.

      She wished she had Tag to talk to, but he was still in California or Arizona, or wherever the trail he had been following had led him out west.

      She hoped he didn't come back alone. Then again, Tag's relationships never seemed to last. Maybe he just hadn't found Mr Right yet. Maybe some people never did.

      She couldn't stand the house anymore, she stepped out onto London's streets. The demon-induced pall was gone, and she could feel the city as it was meant to be, as it had been for centuries. Since the Romans had found this to be a good fording place. Perhaps even earlier. Perhaps humans had lived here since the ice retreated.

      She liked that idea. Of course, it was true of many places - but here the city lay where those first settlements might have been built on the banks, existing in its continuum.

      No break in culture.

      She drew a deep breath, taking in the chill air. It was threatening rain, but it was always threatening rain here. It was almost always dreary. Eighty degrees was a killer heat wave in this place, not a cool summer day.

      She liked that. Yet, she was needed...and then...

      At least the only disturbance she felt was her own emotions. She tugged out her phone, called Victor. "Hey. I have cabin fever."

      "Where are you going?"

      "Somewhere...somewhere touristy, I think."

      "Want company?"

      There was an uncertainty in his voice, a measure of the slight tension between them that had yet to be fully resolved.

      She hesitated, then, "Actually, yes, I do. Any ideas on where to go?"

      "How about the zoo?"

      She wanted to laugh, but she had said she wanted to go somewhere touristy.

      "It's the first, you know. The oldest proper zoo, as opposed to menagerie." Victor was clearly trying not to be smug. He was not entirely succeeding.

      "I guess I hadn't realized that. Meet you there?"

      "Meet you in Regent's Park." His voice sounded lighter, though. Maybe he needed this just as much as she did.

      That meant Regent's Park or Baker Street. She checked the map as she headed into the tube. Regent's Park was closer.

      She was sure she saw a goblin on the platform. It winked at her.

      Two trains and she was blinking in brighter sunlight than when she had gone underground. The weather was, perhaps, cooperating with this
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