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  Chapter One


  The Looking Glass


  Daniel Gates was falling. As he fell, he heard screams and the sickening crunch of bone.


  And breaking glass.


  He awoke from his nightmare, cold. His body temperature had dipped beneath a layer of freezing sweat. Throwing back the duvet of his hotel room bed, he looked over at the chair and trestle table where he had left the mirror. It was still there, exactly where he had left it the night before. Shaking afterimages of the sinister dream from his eyes, he crawled from his tangled sheets.


  The mirror was an imposing thing, about four feet tall by three feet wide. Its frame was faded yellow white. At first glance it looked like ivory, but upon closer inspection of its intricate textures it revealed itself to be fashioned from bone. Bone that had been fused by way of techniques long since lost to human hands. The surround was exquisitely carved with a swirling mass of female figures, each cascading into the next in a sinuous display of the fairer form. Gates had rarely seen work of such quality; no wonder his client was willing to pay such a high price for it.


  Bending his knees so as not to hurt his lower back, Daniel carefully lifted the mirror from the floor and carried it through to the bathroom. Heavy work, but he dare not let it out of his sight, not even for moment. Even with the door locked and the DO NOT DISTURB sign hanging outside on the handle, he had to avoid becoming complacent. The price for securing such an artifact had not only been one borne by his client.


  As he positioned the mirror on the white marble unit, which housed the sink and a neat little row of complementary toiletries, he cast his mind back to the night he had acquired it. Parts were hazy, due to the phenomenal volume of spirits that had been consumed that night, but he could still see the haunting look on the mirror’s previous owner’s face as he’d allowed Daniel to stagger from his study with it. Gates had, on the surface of things, won the mirror fair and square in a card game hosted by Baron Perdurabo at his countryside residence, the Palazzo Germaine, in the wilderness outside Turin. Also on the surface of things, Daniel was a maverick with the cards, outranking the competition until only he and the baron were left at the table.


  On the surface of things.


  But, as he’d left the palazzo, Daniel had placed the sum of a few thousand Euros in the pocket of the amiable butler who had brought their drinks—the agreed fee for the additional service of increasing the baron’s measures while watering Daniel’s down. The desired effect had ensued. While the baron’s card-playing prowess had weakened, Daniel’s had increased. And it was much harder to spot Daniel’s sleight of hand when under the influence of so much alcohol.


  Daniel showered, massaging the hotel’s complementary tea tree shower gel onto his bruised collarbone. The getaway drive from the palazzo had almost killed him (again due to drink, even though he was somewhat less inebriated than the poor baron) and he still had the surface wounds to prove it. Soothed, and somewhat revived by the shower, he toweled himself dry and studied himself in the mirror. The contusion across his collarbone and chest was two inches wide, a lasting impression of the seat belt that had bitten into his flesh. He stroked his chin, which had become darkened by the beginnings of a beard.


  Shaving for the first time in a couple of days, he regarded his face in the mirror. He had good skin, an undiminished hairline and hazel eyes. If not for the dark shadows beneath his eyes, a relic of his previous assignment, he could easily pass for thirty. He was thirty-nine. Scraping the razor gently across his neck and chin, he closed the gap of years once again. Washed and shaved, he hefted the mirror back into the bedroom and leaned it against the wall, atop the little trestle table near the window. He took the last of his dry-cleaned suits, a black Paul Smith number with coffee-brown detailing, and slipped it on—his work uniform.


  Buttoning his shirt and affixing his tie around his neck, he looked the part once more. He was a fixer. Whatever anyone wanted, he could get it. For a price, he could get it. Sure, that price might be way over the odds but then any client had to ask him or herself, “Just how much do I want that precious bauble; that fabled MacGuffin?”


  They would put it off for as long as they could, searching the Internet with its endless start-up loops of tantalizing tease and crashing failure. They would lurk in dusty auction rooms along with all the other hopeless vultures, twitching and scratching over processions of overpriced flotsam and hopeless fakes. They would yawn into their coffee as they trawled the small ads in periodicals, or would fog the windows of murky antique shops with hot anticipatory breath. And, peering at the classified cards displayed there, they would have to admit that they would be no nearer their goal in a decade’s time. The sooner the client admitted that to himself or herself, the better. And when they did, the sooner they’d find themselves reaching for that creased business card. They would not remember where they had picked it up, would not quite find themselves able to picture the face of the young man who handed it to them. But when they called, the man on the end of the line would be Daniel Gates—affable, efficient, and above all discreet. He was a fixer; he could get them whatever they wanted—at a price.


  Straightening his tie, Daniel took a holdall from the wardrobe, unzipped it and pulled out a couple rolls of bubble wrap and some packing tape. He set about wrapping the mirror, taking care to ensure the corners had extra padding. Gates picked up the phone and called for a bellboy with a trolley, and ordered a cab.


  Chapter Two


  Master/Roth Inc.


  Twenty minutes later and he was standing outside his client’s office with the bubble-wrapped mirror at his feet. He looked up at the dizzying summit of the building. The ridiculous height of the structure was no doubt a statement about the wealth and power of the company that made its headquarters there.


  He peered up at the logo emblazoned in chrome above the entrance, a crown above a globe, which was gripped tight in the coils of a serpent. The logo read Master/Roth Incorporated – Import and Export. Gates smirked at the grandiose nature of it all before struggling inside with the mirror through a set of ever-slowly revolving doors. The size and weight of the doors alone could account for the carbon footprint of a small nation. He checked his reflection in the heavy glass as he passed through into the foyer. His tousled brown hair was offset by the sharpness of his suit—the definitive “rogue trader” look. He was ready to take his meeting.


  A cheerful, if rather robotic, receptionist requested Daniel take the elevator to the penthouse where someone would meet him. She offered to have someone take the bubble-wrapped mirror for him, but he politely declined. The elevator serenaded him with anodyne Muzak, before halting with a vertiginous lurch that was offset by a gleeful ping. The doors slid open and Daniel stepped out into the penthouse.


  The space was impressive, immense. Onyx pillars thrust up into the gods, where a
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