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~CHAPTER 1~

 


“Zane? Come out from under there a minute. I
got a customer that has a question for you. I don’t think the idiot
has a clue what he’s talking about.”

Allison Zander rolled the creeper out from
the car she was working on and glared up at her boss Danny March.
He was the nicest man she knew. And most of the time she wanted to
smack him because he was very overprotective of her and very
chauvinistic as well. But she needed the job and he needed her
help. The man was a complete novice on the newer engines and Zane
wasn’t.

“What’s he saying? If it’s that moron from
the police garage again I swear I’ll quit if you make me talk to
him. I can’t understand a word he’s saying when he gets all
romantic. Never seen a man who drools as much as that one.”

“Nah. It’s that guy from the city garage. He
says that you pulled his crankshaft too tight and he wants a
refund. I can’t even find his record that we even worked on his
car. He said you were going to do it on the side.”

Zane rolled back under the car she was
working on before Danny could see her blush. That was another thing
about him. He just didn’t get innuendos or double-entendres.

“Danny, he thinks that I should give him a
blow job because I turned him down the other night when he cornered
me at the grocery store. He’s telling you that he has a hard-on and
that I’m a prick tease.”

Zane could feel his anger, but she had to
hand it to him, he didn’t move to the man. Not yet at any rate. She
watched as he bounced on his feet, toes to heel, toes to heel.

“And the refund? What is that supposed to
mean? That he’s giving you another chance to loosen his crankshaft?
Mother flower pots, Zane, how do you know this stuff?”

“He told me. Danny, whatever you’re thinking
of doing, don’t. He isn’t worth it. Just give me a—fuck! Danny,
come back here.”

Zane rolled from under the car and snatched
up the first tool she could lay her hands on. It just happened to
be an eighteen inch monkey wrench. She came to the front of the
shop just in time to see the man, Carl...somebody backing away from
Danny. Danny had a crescent wrench only marginally smaller than
hers. She came up behind her boss, stepped just to the right of
him, and faced Carl.

“Danny, sir, please don’t kill him like you
did the other man. You know that somebody is gonna miss them one of
these days and I don’t know what I’d do without your
protection.”

Danny “the killer” turned, looked at her, and
raised his brow. She knew she sounded helpless and hoped that he’d
play along. She winked back at him and smiled. Then she simpered a
little and wiped at a nonexistent tear.

“You know how I hate it when men hit on you.
Just let me do this one in and I promise the next...the next five
I’ll let go with a warning. I’ll even let you decide if he goes
fast or slow.”

“Now see here. I don’t want any trouble. She
came on to me. I was with my family when she...why, she
propositioned me. Right there in the Shop a Lot parking lot. I
nearly had to call the police when—”

“Don’t hang yourself, buddy. Get the heck out
of here and don’t even stop by here for gas. I have a good memory
for butt wipes and you’ve hit the top of my nasty list. And leave
Zane alone.”

When the guy got back in his car and peeled
out of the lot Zane and Danny burst out laughing. They were still
laughing when Zane rolled under the car again and started working
on the muffler. Danny started closing down the shop.

“Why don’t you come over for dinner tonight?
Russell is making his famous beef stroganoff and homemade noodles.
I think I might even have a bottle of the red wine you like so
much. I think I got the right one this time.”

Zane knew it wasn’t going to be the right
wine. For one thing, it wasn’t sold in stores and for another, it
wasn’t wine but blood. She had been drinking blood when he found
her having a sip. It’s not as though she needed blood all the time,
she wasn’t a vamp or anything. But it did help her heal and keep
her strong. Her powers were strong and she had a great deal of
them, but they did take a lot of her energy and she could get hurt
when down like that.

Zane was sure that Danny knew she wasn’t
human, but he’d never asked her. It was as if it were an unspoken
trust between them. She knew that most of his customers weren’t
human either, most of them being weres with a few vampires and
fairies thrown into the mix. Danny was a great guy, honest and
without a single prejudiced bone in his body.

“Sure. But no veggies. I hate those suckers
and I won’t have you trying to dress them up as something like a
salad or anything. The first sign of green, leafy, or sprouty on my
plate and I’m so out of there. Deal?”

“Sure, Miss Carnivore. But will it be all
right if Russell and I have a salad or a green bean? We like
our vegetables. It balances out our menu. I’ll see you at six.
Don’t be late.”

Zane finished clamping the muffler onto the
chassie and then gathered up her tools. She loved them and the way
they fit into her hand, what she could do with them, and how they
were put together. Every night before she left she wiped them down
and put them in the drawer that was lined in foam and had cut-outs
for each one. She was as meticulous with her tools as she was with
everything else she owned—cautious, precise, and deliberate. At
twenty after five, ten minutes after Danny locked up, Zane was
moving to the back of the shop and shifting as she went.

~~~

“So...you gonna ask her tonight? She’s been
coming here enough and she has to know that we’ve guessed some of
it. And I don’t know about you, but I’m really curious as to what
she is.”

Danny was helping Russell fix the salad he
had told Zane they were having. Russell was right and they had had
this discussion before. Every time Zane came over to their house
they would ponder what she was. It didn’t really matter to either
of them, but they were wondering more and more.

Like today. Danny had hoped she’d just tell
him what she was drinking and not let him go on about finding the
right brand. He knew that wine hadn’t been what she’d been drinking
that day. He knew enough vamps to know blood when he smelled it.
But she didn’t only drink it. She ate real food too. Plus, she
worked during the day for them. Then there was the fact that he’d
never seen her wear a coat. Danny knew a lot of werewolves and they
ran hot-blooded too. That really didn’t mean anything, but it still
was something to think about.

“Yeah, I’m thinking about it. But we have to
ease into it slowly. I don’t want to freak her out if she’s nothing
more than she seems on the outside. I really like her and I don’t
want her to run off because we insulted her.”

When the doorbell rang five minutes later, at
six on the dot, Danny went to let their guest in. As usual, she was
dressed in black from head to toe. He smiled when she handed him a
bunch of wildflowers, Russell’s favorite.

She was a very beautiful woman. She was as
tall as he was at six foot. Zane seldom wore her hair down, but the
one time he’d seen it, he knew that it was straight and thick. As
black as the night, it looked almost blue under certain light and
hung well past her hips. Her eyes were dark; he’d never been able
to figure out if they were dark brown or just black. Their color
seemed to change with her mood. The deeper her emotion, the darker
they appeared. Her pale skin was flawless, and across her nose was
a sprinkle of maybe a dozen or so freckles. Her lips were full and
as pouty as he’d ever seen and made a man, even a gay man like him,
think of deep kisses under the moon and sex. Danny knew that she
was large busted. She wore a t-shirt—black again—in the shop and it
fit her very well. He’d never seen her in anything but black
leather pants and they left no doubt that Zane was a well formed,
well turned woman.

“Everything smells good. I found those
outside of where I’m staying. Thought Russell might like them,” she
said as she moved toward the kitchen.

“He will. I think he would like to learn the
names of them so that he can start his own garden in the back. I
don’t suppose you know the names of these, do you?”

That was another thing about Zane that made
them curious about her. She knew a little something about
everything. Danny had always liked that she never made him feel
stupid when he talked to her either.

“Sure. I can write them out for you guys.
Hello, Russell. Dinner smells good. If you put any of the green
crap on my plate, I’m going to be really pissy.”

Zane kissed Russell on the cheek and settled
down on one of the bar stools. Danny set the flowers on the counter
and pulled a vase out from under the sink. He would just drop them
in the thing and then set them on the table knowing that Russell
would bring them back into the kitchen and rearrange them. It was a
game they played.

In no time they were sitting at the dining
room table and eating. When Russell passed Zane the salad bowl she
simply set it on the floor and shoved it under the chair with her
foot. Danny retrieved the bowl and set it closer to him. The next
move on both their parts was to start throwing bits of it at each
other and he didn’t want to have to clean lettuce out of the
curtains again.

“Danny was telling me that he had to save you
from having to adjust some man’s crankshaft tonight. I wish I could
have seen you acting all girly. I bet that was a sight to see.”
Russell kicked him under the table. He was hinting, and not so
surreptitiously, that he was opening the door for him.

Danny rolled his eyes and pulled his feet
further under his chair. “Zane, Russell and I really enjoy your
company. And we like you, so if we get too personal or go too far,
let us know. But we wanted to ask you something.”

“I’m not having your baby,” Zane said with a
grin. “I like you guys too, but I draw the line at carrying around
a ton of weight out of friendship. Anything else, well, we can
discuss that too.”

“What Danny is trying to say is we’d like to
know what you are. You’re a woman, we get that, but what species
are you? And like he said, we’re not trying to hurt you about
this.”

Zane stared at Russell then looked at Danny.
He would have preferred that they worked up to this a little
slower, but Russell had never been known for his patience. Danny
was ready to tell her to forget it when she answered.

“I’m not really sure they named what I am.
I’m a test tube anomaly that was created by mixing the DNA from
several species. And I’m not easily offended.”

“You drink blood. I mean, the wine, it was
blood. Do you have fangs? Can you bite people?” Danny felt stupid
for blurting it out like that as soon as the words spilled from his
lips.

“Yes. I drink blood on occasion. When I’m
hurt or drained of energy, I need to drink it. And yes, I have
fangs to drink from someone if I need to. I don’t often, but there
have been times when it was necessary. I don’t need it like a
vampire does, but I do need it. I feed about twice a week, more if
I’m injured.”

Zane leaned down to pick up Russell’s cat and
Danny thought of something else. He’d wanted to ask about her
tattoos for a long time and since she was willing to answer, he
thought he’d find out. He just hoped the answer wasn’t as scary as
he thought it might be.

“You have tattoos on your back and arms.
They’re very detailed and...well, they’re very unusual. Not just
for a woman, but unusual for tats. Do they have anything to do with
what you are?”

Instead of answering him she stood up, pulled
her t-shirt up over her back, and turned her back to them. With her
shirt over her shoulders, he and Russell could see the sword in a
scabbard tattooed in the center of her back along her spine.

The detail was exquisite, the colors
brilliant and bright. The scabbard reached from her scapulas to the
bottom of her spine at about twelve inches and was at the widest
place about six inches. It was bejeweled with what appeared to be
gemstones and diamonds. The handle of the sword was covered in a
cuff that was intricate and practical.

“Could you pick up Lovely? When I show you
this she will be scared. The force of energy when I do this is a
bit...well, it’s a bit overwhelming.”

Russell picked up his cat and held her to his
chest. Danny wished he had something to hold too. Because when Zane
reached back with her left hand and touched the handle of the
blade, it peeled from her skin and filled her hand. As they watched
the blade pulled from the scabbard and became as real as the
silverware on the table. And when she turned with the blade in her
hand, he knew what color her eyes were. They were black, black as
sin.


 


~CHAPTER 2~

 


Zane laid her sword on the table in front of
the two men. Neither of them said a word, but she could feel their
fear and their confusion. Maybe she should have told them what was
going to happen before she showed them, but she didn’t think they’d
believe her.

The sword was just as it looked on her back.
The cuff was made of silver and curved around her hand perfectly.
It would never fit another person’s hand, as she was the only one
who could remove it from her back. And if she was injured and
rendered unconscious it would return to her back and look for all
anyone could tell as a simple tat.

“I don’t want you two to freak out on me. If
you think you can handle any more, or even if you want any more, I
can tell you. I trust you not to tell anyone.”

It seemed to take a great deal of effort for
them to tear their eyes away from the blade lying on the table.
Danny looked at her first. His eyes were full of questions and she
was sure his mind, if she looked, would be close to overloaded.

“There’s more? Holy pod puckers, Zane. I
thought you’d...I just wanted to know about the tat. I didn’t...I
never thought that...mother flower pots, that’s messed up. Give me
a minute.”

Zane stood, picked up the blade, and returned
it to her back. She was walking to the door when Danny jumped up.
She didn’t even slow her stride. She needed to get out of there
now.

“Zane, please don’t—”

“It’s all right, Danny. I understand
completely. I have to go anyway. There are some things I have to do
before tomorrow. I’ll see you at the shop then?”

If she was out of work she’d simply move on.
She’d done it before and she had no doubt that she’d have to do it
again and again. This was the first time she’d ever shown anyone
what she could do and she thought it would more than likely be the
last.

“Of course. Zane, I’m sorry. It was just...it
was just a shock. Russell and I knew that you were different, but
we never dreamed that you were anything, that you could do anything
like we just witnessed.”

“I’ll see you. Good night then. And tell
Russell that I said dinner was great. I’ll see you tomorrow,
Danny.”

She moved to the end of his lot and shifted.
She needed a good, hard run and figured that she’d sneak onto the
pack property, again, that the wolves ran on. She’d see if she
could find a few of them out running. Weres were not very tolerant
of shifters in general, but they had never figured she was anything
but a stray wolf, she thought. It took her twenty minutes to
navigate through the street and keep out of sight, and another ten
to find a group of four young pups to run with. She was just
getting back to her lair when the sun was coming up. After a short
nap of an hour she was headed back to the garage to pull an
engine.

At noon she was buried deep under the hood of
an SUV that the owner had never had serviced when Danny came back.
He had talked to her off and on all morning, but neither of them
had mentioned last night. She didn’t like it and figured if things
between them didn’t improve by the next week she would move on. She
liked Danny too much to make him this uncomfortable.

“Do you think you can look at another SUV for
me? This guy is a good friend and he claims that it’s making a
strange noise. Duncan is very...well, very proper, but one of the
nicest, if not strangest, men you’ll ever meet. You’ll like
him.”

“Sure. This one is going to need a whole new
engine. It’s seized up from lack of oil. Why would someone pay this
much for one of these suckers and not keep it up? Damned shame. You
can bring Duncan through here and I’ll roll this oversized
paperweight out to the back. I’ll have the estimate done on it when
I look at this car.”

Danny nodded and moved back to the front.
Zane opened the back bay doors, put the piece of crap into neutral,
and gave it a small push to get it rolling. If she were the owner
she’d just let it keep rolling until it was out of sight. When it
came to a stop at the very edge of the lot she put it back into
park and closed and locked it up. The guy was going to be pissed
about it being out in the sun, but at this point it didn’t
matter.

The dark green SUV was being rolled into the
bay slot just as Zane was coming back through the main door. The
little man behind the wheel looked to be both nervous and terrified
at the same time. Zane looked behind her to see if something came
in behind her. When he got out and walked around the vehicle she
realized he had been afraid of hitting something in the garage.

“Duncan, this is Allison Zander; Zane, this
is Duncan. He works at the MacManus household as the man of
everything. Duncan, why don’t you tell Zane what you told me that
your car is doing.”

“It is pulling very hard to the left. When I
try to keep it straight it makes a funny screeching noise. Not
unlike Miss Lizzy does when she is told that she must retire for
the evening. I do hope that it is easy to fix. I must pick up the
children at their school at precisely two-fifteen.”

Zane glanced at Danny. Seriously?
Shrugging to herself, Zane asked him for the keys. When he handed
them to her she hopped into the car and started it up.

“I’ll need to take it for a spin. I should be
back in about ten minutes. I promise nothing will happen to
it.”

When he looked at Danny then back at her and
nodded, Zane pulled the door shut and backed out. She thought it
was just out of alignment, but wanted to be sure it was nothing
more. Turning left out of the lot, she drove down to the first stop
sign then turned in the empty bar lot down the street and headed
back. Yeah, it was out of alignment. When she got back to the
garage Duncan was on his cell phone so she pulled the car up onto
the lifts and began to raise it up. When he walked over to her with
his phone still out she looked at him.

“Her ladyship would like a word with you, if
you please. She is most concerned about the children, you see, and
if I will be able to pick them up. I have told her your name.”

Zane took the proffered cell phone and put it
to her ear as the car came to a rest just above her head. She
walked under the vehicle just as she answered the phone. It was
noisy in the garage so she had to ask “her ladyship” twice to
repeat what she said.

“I said that if Duncan needs to have a ride
back home I can pick him up after I get the kids from school. Don’t
you have an office or something that isn’t quite so noisy? I know
Danny very well and I’m sure that he wouldn’t mind you using it to
talk to customers.”

“That would defeat the point of him
having an office if everyone could just use it whenever the mood
struck, don’t you think? I’ll need to do an alignment on this and I
should have it ready by seven. You’ll have to talk to Danny about
picking it up after hours. When he leaves, he locks up and I don’t
do the business part of helping him.”

“I’ll talk to him. If you wouldn’t mind
telling Duncan that I’ll pick him up around three I’d appreciate
it. Also, if you could have Danny call me, that would be very
helpful.”

Zane wanted to tell her that she wasn’t the
frigging secretary, that she could call Danny herself, but she just
said sure and hung up. Zane was pulling the air gun over just as
Duncan wandered over to her and stood behind her. She didn’t mind
so much him watching, it was how intently he did so. Like there was
going to be a test at the end and he needed to make a good grade.
When she had to move him twice to finish taking off the tire Duncan
sat down at the work bench. Thirty minutes into the job he asked
her a question.

“I was wondering, Miss Zander, if you could
tell me who this book belongs to. I was not even aware that you
could find King Lear in Latin. I would love to borrow it
sometime if I could ask the owner.”

Zane glanced over at the book in question. It
was hers and she had nearly finished it. She didn’t own any books.
This one she had just picked up at a used bookstore in the Short
North a few days ago. One of the many things that Zane could do was
memorize things and, once read, she didn’t need to re-read it to
know what each page had on it.

“I should have it finished tomorrow. If you
really want it I’ll leave it in your vehicle when you pick it up. I
just finished Poe’s The Raven in Latin if you want it. You
should be able to find it in the second drawer of that cabinet by
your leg.”

“Splendid! I shall read this one then and
return it to you posthaste. If you could tell me what price you
paid for this I will gladly pay you for its usage. I cannot find
books in this language in the local library and will find this to
be a very nice treat for me.”

Zane put her tool cart closer to her and
continued to work while she talked to the man. Switching to Latin
she began talking to him about the few books she had read over the
past several months and where she had found them. The time flew by
both because she was busy and because she was really enjoying the
conversation and the man. Soon Danny was yelling to the back that
Duncan’s ride was here.

“Thank you for the book, Miss Zander. I will
enjoy reading it and think of you when I do so. I look forward to
continuing our conversation at some later date perhaps.”

“Sure, and it’s just Zane. Not Miss anything.
I’ll leave Lear in the car for you. Like I said, pass it on
if you want or sell it in a garage sale. And thank you for an
enjoyable afternoon.”

At seven-thirty Zane was just finishing up
tightening the bolts on the SUV. She was tired, having not gotten a
great deal of sleep the night before, and ready to lie down. Moving
toward the door, her pager went off. Not even bothering to look at
the display, she went to the payphone just outside of Danny’s
office and called the number she knew by heart.

“I have a job for you. There’s a rogue
werewolf outside of Cincinnati that needs to be destroyed. Can you
do it for us by the weekend? The job is sanctioned.”

Zane had never met the voice at the other
end. She didn’t really care who it was so long as they continued to
pay her well and keep her secret. She was sure the man was in an
office somewhere sitting his huge, fat butt behind a desk and
waiting for someone to screw up so that she could go out and clean
up. Working for this person had kept her from putting a bullet to
her head, not that it would do any more than make her weak.

“Yeah. I can do it. I’ll pick the stuff up
tonight if that’s okay. I have to be somewhere in the morning, but
I can have it done by late tomorrow night.”

“Good. I will make sure that everything you
need is there. Box number twelve. Good night, Mac.”

It took Zane less than a minute to shift and
to arrive at the little apartment building on Tenth Avenue. She
pulled the large envelope out of mailbox twelve marked with her
cover name Mechanic on it. Stuffing it under her
t-shirt and next to her skin, Zane shifted and left the area. It
wasn’t until she was in her lair that she opened it. Reading the
information and then burning the envelope’s contents, she lay down
and promptly fell asleep.

~~~

“So how long can you stay? I’m hoping you’ll
say forever, but I guess that’s too much to hope for. I miss my
baby brother.”

Aiden St. James just smiled. He did want to
stay in the United States. France had become rather stale without
Tristan there to have fun with and Aiden and his other two brothers
had nothing in common any more. Finding their mates had made them
sort of boring, Aiden thought.

“Baby brother? Trist, I’m nearly six hundred
years old. Don’t you think it’s about time you dropped the baby
crap? And where is my favorite niece? Surely this vision can’t be
her.”

Emma came running at him full tilt. She
really was a vision, too. Blond curly hair, fair skin—she was going
to be a killer when she got a little older. He couldn’t wait to
watch Tristan try and deal with her dating. Scooping the little
girl up in his arms, Aiden leaned down and kissed his sister-in-law
Bailey on the cheek. A low growl from Tristan made him laugh.

“Oh behave, you overgrown baby. It’s your
brother. If anyone is allowed to kiss my cheek, it’s him. How are
you, Aiden? Did he even ask you to sit down before he started
browbeating you into moving here?”

“No. He barely let me take my shoes off
before he started hounding me about it. I swear, Bailey, how you
put up with him is beyond me. Maybe you and Miss Emma here should
come and stay with me. I’m sure I could make you very happy.”

Bailey laughed when Aiden wiggled his brows
at her. Another growl from Tristan had them both roaring with
laughter. As they moved to the living room out of the main hall
Aiden talked to Emma.

“I brought you some things from your Grandma
and Grandpa St. James. They also told me to tell you that they’ll
be here next month and that you were to make a list of things you’d
like to show them when they visit. I thought I was going to be
bringing them this time, but something came up at the office at the
last minute so they had to stay.”

Aiden heard the, “I’ll just bet it did” from
Tristan and grinned at him. It had taken a lot of planning to make
the last minute thing happen just as he was leaving for the airport
and it almost wasn’t enough to make them stay. But in the end, he’d
won. He wanted this trip to be about seeing if he could make it
work here rather than about having to be a third wheel in
entertaining his parents. He loved them dearly, but a man needed
some time with his brother.

“Did you bring me anything, Uncle Aiden? I
loved the horsey you sent me, but Momma said I can’t ride it. I
think the pretty colors are so beautiful.”

Emma said beautiful as if it were a long
three syllable word, enunciating each one like she meant them. He
loved this little girl and was very glad that Bailey and Tristan
had adopted her.

Bailey couldn’t have children. She had been
engineered in a lab and was trained as a killer. But when she and a
few others had been slated to be destroyed Bailey and four others
decided that the corporation, Co-Tech Industries, had to go.

“No, you can’t ride it. But I think I might
have been able to find a pretty unicorn for you that matches your
horsey. I have to make sure that it’s not a fake before I send it
to you.”

“Oh! I seen a unicorn at Aunt Mel’s castle.
She was so pretty and she let me touch her. I had to be really,
really, really careful or she would be skirty. Momma said that only
special people get to see them ‘cause nobody believes in them no
more. Why is that, Uncle Aiden? They sure could make the world so
pretty if they were to come here, don’t you think?”

“Everything is ‘pretty’ now,” Bailey told
him. “Last month everything was ‘lovely.’ It depends on what new
word she hears that she repeats all the time. I shudder to think
what she might hear next. Come along, sweetheart, it’s
bedtime.”

“Ah, I see. And ‘skirty?’ I take that to mean
‘skittish?’”

“Yes. Very good. I have to get her to bed. If
I don’t, she’ll be a terror in the morning. And I need my quiet
time more and more lately. Tell Uncle Aiden goodnight, baby.”

He kissed Emma’s forehead and handed her back
to her mother. Bailey took her up the stairs and disappeared around
the corner. Aiden went to the study with his brother.


 


~CHAPTER 3~

 


Zane watched her target move along the
building. She’d been following him for the past hour and he never
seemed to be alone. If he didn’t move to a quieter place, and
alone, she was going to have to change her plans and shoot him.
That would not only be messy, but also dangerous.

Just as she was about to move in for the shot
he moved to the front of the abandoned building and slipped inside.
Zane wasn’t sure what was in the large warehouse, but she was
willing to bet whatever it was couldn’t be good. The file she had
on him said that he was dealing in making and disturbing rock
cocaine. She was afraid that’s what this was going to be.

As soon as he shut the door behind him Zane
moved closer. By the time she was slipping into the door five
minutes had passed. It didn’t take her long to find his scent and
that of the projects he had going on within the building. Not only
was her target making crack, he was also dealing in meth. She moved
back to the front of the building and reached out to her contact
with the cell phone that had been in the second envelope that had
arrived at her work early this morning.

“There’s a problem. I’ve found his
money-making projects and he’s in the building. If I blow it like I
should, it’s going to be cleaner. If I call the cops to find it,
I’m not hanging around to make sure he gets dead. Up to you.”

“Blow it. Make sure there is the least amount
of casualties as possible without causing an issue. I’ll leave the
way you do it in your hands. I can extend your time to Saturday if
you wish. The client will be pleased about the drugs. What are
they, by the way?”

“Yeah, I’ll need the extra day to get the
place set up. The coke is here that you said and meth. From the
smell I’d say he has a large set up going. I can make it look like
an accident from the heat. I’ll leave enough evidence so the cops
don’t worry what happened.”

“Very well. Saturday then. Good luck and be
safe, Mechanic,” he said. Then the phone went dead.

Zane took out the battery of the phone and
held it in her hand. Pouring energy into it, she dropped it as soon
as it flared with heat. Anyone who picked it up would never know it
had been a battery at one time. She did the same with the phone
itself. She’d been working with this man long enough to know he’d
never used the same phone twice. And she destroyed it so that no
one would ever be able to track it her back to her.

Moving deep into the belly of the building
again, she followed her nose to get to the lab. She was surprised
at how massive the operation was. Not only did he have several
hundred different heat stations, he also had an assembly line of
workers filling the containers for distribution. It was both
disturbing and fascinating to her that he’d never been caught.

Zane stayed in the building until she noticed
that at around midnight people started cleaning up their stations
and were getting ready to leave. Her target had never ventured from
his office in the four hours she’d been there. She knew that he was
above the work area, so she knew that he was still close. Doing a
mental scan of the building she knew that, other than her target,
there were two men in the room with him. Everyone else had
left.

Moving to the floor were the workers had been
Zane started lighting small fires among the areas just far enough
away from the highly volatile drugs. She figured she had
approximately ten minutes to make sure that her target would be
found in part of the carnage. When she was satisfied that it would
soon be burning out of control Zane went to the door of his
office.

She never got the name of the targets she was
to take out. Not that she felt she’d make some sort of personal
attachments to them. She just didn’t want to have to deal with more
things in
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