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Chapter One: The Game Begins
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In the shadows of the night a man lay across a rooftop, one arm holding onto the roof’s edge, the other carefully draping some kind of material across the top of a window just below. He pulled back a moment to catch his breath, then returned to his work.

Satisfied, he slipped his feet over the edge and dropped lightly to the ledge that walked around the building from one large window to the next.

It was a merchant’s building; diamonds by the bulk. A warehouse of cut diamonds and semi-precious stones. He heard a loud honking sound and turned to look as a new merchant ship pulled against the pier of the Thames and burly sailors leaped to the boardwalk to tie it down and raise a gangplank to a freshly opened gate on its side.

He watched a moment, as if amused or entranced by the view, and then looked again at what he had wrought. Beneath his foot was a light dusting of powder. He knelt on one knee to examine it more closely. He gently blew across the surface of the ledge where the material had been placed.

The ledge glowed soft blue for a moment, illuminating his eyes. Or what should have been his eyes. But the light reveals not whole eyes, but pure white orbs with no hint of an iris at all. The white orbs continued to examine the ledge a moment as the glow began to dim, and then the man rubbed his nose, as if to clear something from it and stood again.

He quickly went to the next window, which would have been impossible to reach from overhead and began dusting it with a similar material as that which he had previously laid.

Satisfied with his work, he took a turn of the ledge and vanished from view.
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Chapter Two: Light of Foot at Chez Croissant
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“Platonic love is most assuredly the purest kind,” Holmes chatted to Harry, as they walked through Burlington Park, canes tapping on the walkway lightly as they pursued an ambling course, leading nowhere, and an equally ambling conversation that might seem to some, as it did to Watson, who tried to stuff his ears with other sounds, as meaningless drivel meant to drive a normal person mad with boredom.

“But boring,” Harry countered. “Without the touch of a soft hand, the nudge of a nose, the breath of your partner upon your face, the love is nothing more than words upon the pages of a blank book,” Harry went on.

“You two are enough to drive a man insane,” Watson finally muttered out loud, no longer able to restrain himself.

Holmes and Harry ignored him.

“But if one could filter out all the extraneous emotions,” Holmes continued, “then nothing would stand in the way of pure love. Touching stimulates the taste glands and we all know that food is very distracting.”

Harry laughed. “Only a robot could subsist on such a dry and humorless patina of food, Holmes, and then the robot would have to be without eyes, ears, hands or mouth.”

“The only thing distracting here,” Watson spoke up again, “Is the constant drivel you two keep mouthing.”

The other two men stopped to look at Watson, and then both broke into laughter.

Watson’s face turned a bright red. “Are you laughing at me?”

Holmes put a hand on his friend’s arm to calm him down. “Harry put me up to this, Watson, please accept my apologies.”

Harry laughed. “We just wanted to see how far we could get before you’d finally stand up for your rights and tell us to shut up!”

Watson snorted once to show he forgave them. Almost, then said, “Well then, since we’re now able to talk like real men again.”

“Well, that passed the time rather pleasantly. We’ll have to do this again sometime soon, Harry,” Holmes suggested.

“I agree,” Harry returned. “But perhaps next time without our grumbly bear here,” Harry added with amusement.

Before Watson could explode, Harry tapped his shoulder with his free hand. “Just kidding again, Watson. You’re so easy, you know.”

“Easy? Easy what?” Watson demanded, ready to explode again.

“To tease.”

“Especially lately,” Holmes noted. 

Watson stared at the hard pavement before him. “It’s Mrs. Hudson. She isn’t returning from Paris this week after all. I don’t know if my stomach can take another week off without her.”

Holmes and Harry laughed.

“John, you’ve lost a good ten pounds since she’s been gone. She’s done you a favor,” Holmes pointed out.

Watson moaned. “I’d gladly put on another twenty just to have more of her delicious scones!” Watson said.

“I see,” Harry commented. “Then you miss her scones more than her physical presence?”

Watson snapped back. “That is not what I said at all, Mister Houdini!”

Harry chuckled. “Really, sounded that way to me.”

Before Watson could explode yet again, Harry stopped his friends and pointed into the window of the shop they had paused before.

“Ah, here we are,” Harry nodded, “Chez Croissant.”

Watson’s eyebrows rose.

Harry winked. “I have it on the best word that their chef makes the best croissants this side of Paris. And scones only second to that of our dear Mrs. Hudson.”

Watson’s face brightened.

“Then what are we waiting for, gentlemen?” He asked, and hurriedly entered the small café to the tinkle of several silver bells dangling on the entrance door.

Holmes and Harry exchanged amused looks and followed.
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Chapter Three: A Light in the Darkness
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Tendrils of coiled rope dangled from above as the man came around the turn of the building. He took it in hand and looked up. He jerked the coil once and it jerked back. He nodded, and stooped to a knee to begin the next layering of material upon a window ledge.

Finished, he rose and jerked on the coil of rope. Slowly, he began being pulled upwards. He continued upwards until he vanished from view in the deep and thick darkness of a gigantic shadow made by a water tower.

A flickering of clothing is seen next and the man can be seen tiptoeing across the roof beneath the tower, where he begins climbing its single wooden ladder to the top.

There he begins covering the roof of the water tower with more of the strange blue glowing substance he had done so earlier on the window ledges.

Finished, he leaps from the top, rather than climbs down and lands as nimbly on his feet as if he were a cat, rather than a human being.

He grins a moment into the gathering moonlight, wipes at his nose again and then hurries from view into deeper shadows where a door opens up for him to enter.

He nods and enters.

The door shuts behind him.

Immediately, a trail of the mysterious substance that hadn’t been seen to be laid by the man ignites into a furious blue fire that burns towards the water tower.

It hurtles up the ladder to the top, where it circles the top several times, glowing brighter and brighter and then hurtles from the top to the rooftop, where it burns its way to the edge of the ledge and drops from sight, leaving a burning trail of glowing blue behind it.
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Chapter Four: Chapters Unfold
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Pedestrians several stories down from the now spreading strip of blue light speed along on their nightly missions, unaware of the commotion going on not that far above their heads.

A seaman tosses his canvas carry bag over a shoulder and begins to whistle as he makes his way to his merchant ship.

It’s been a great night. 

He managed to save enough to spend five nights with the most beautiful night angel alive. At least to him. He didn’t care if to others she was dimwitted and ugly. To him she was a princess who attended to his every need and he hoped to make her his bride the next time he returned to port.

They had been planning the break in both their lives over the last year and the time was just about ripe for them to take it and make it real.

So he broke into a happy whistle, which was a melody for a song which talked about broken hearts and lost souls. He wasn’t aware why he chose that particular melody, but for some reason it seemed appropriate at the time.

Several gentlemen were staggering ahead of him, having just exited a pub and having just drunk just a way bit too much for their thin frames to handle. He snickered. Landlubbers always drank too much. But swabbies like him, they could never drink too much. They were made of sterner stuff; of salt water marinated by time and mellowed by the echoes of time.

He grinned. He was becoming poetic. She’d like that. He wrote poems for her when he could. He had made the mistake of reading one to his bunkmates and they had stolen the paper and acted it out for the entire crew. It had cost five of them a busted head and he almost a month in the brig for busting them. But it had been worth it.

Just when the memory of that month was about to sour his mood and he hesitated in his happy steps, and faltered in his melodious whistle, the sky and walkways above him exploded into a cascading wall of living blue fire that poured over the sides of the buildings, then like living water, it rushed forth and engulfed him in its angry grasp.

His first and final thought was not of himself, but of the night angel who would now never see that land he had promised to take her to.

Then he was consumed by the fires, just as the two drunken gentlemen ahead of him.

None of them noticed or cared as the blue fires spread like bolts of lightning, lancing first one building and then another, and then leaping from a rooftop to the nearest of merchants ships, causing general alarm when the rigging and sail of the ship burst into flames.

It was going to turn out to be a night of horror for many before it was over.

And still the cascading walls of living fire continued to burst forth and rush across the wharf to engulf further buildings, living people and moored craft.
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Chapter Five: In Pursuit of Nothing
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“This has got to be the most delicate and savory piece of raspberry I have ever eaten,” Watson declared as he raised the juicy berry to his lips.

Harry and Holmes watched with amusement as their friend made sure that every single berry on his plate and all the juices were gone before he finally settled back on his chair, rubbed his stomach happily and then sighed, “I have surely died and gone to heaven.”

Harry spoke first. “Then you forgive us for the teasing we gave you earlier?”

“I would forgive you for your life after this night!” Watson exclaimed. 

Then he frowned and lowered his voice, looking around as if he might be watched. “You won’t tell Mrs. Hudson I said that, will you?”

Holmes chuckled. “Watson, she’ll be none the wiser.”

Watson grinned and caught the arm of the tall, slender waiter about to pass them next to the window of the door. They were sheltered from the window by a large plant set that raised from floor level to nearly the ceiling.

“Sir, I’ll have five more of those lovely...”

Holmes yanked Watson to the floor the same time as Harry leaped across the table and grabbed the boy back from the glass and to the floor the same time as the entire front of the café was exploded inwards by a sheet of living blue flames.

Watson fended off the intensity of the light with an arm and turned to look.

“Don’t look, Watson!” Harry screamed.

Harry and Holmes shielded Watson’s face from the flaring intensity of the light.

The frightened waiter lay almost face to face with Watson.

“Er, hello,” he said.

Watson frowned at him.

Then the light vanished. The sound of many alarms began to snort, blow, crash and boom as merchants up and down the street, merchant ships, police and firemen leaped into action.

Holmes gave Watson a hand up, then the waiter, who turned to eye the destruction outside. 

Harry looked into the depths of the restaurant. No one was hurt, they had been the only customers, but the Cook in back wouldn’t be making any more croissants for a time. He had his apron flung off and was running out the back door without looking back.
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Chapter Six: The Dangerous and the Endangered
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Holmes was the first to burst free of the Chez Croissant Café and take in the damage that had erupted on the street.

The buildings up and down the waterfront were burning terribly, fire leaping from one rooftop to the next. Some of it threatened to leap the gap between the street and the moored merchant ships. Some already had.

Sailors were streaming from their boats, hauling buckets and pumps to fight the fires.

It was massive.

No longer blue, but a deep, angry and violent red, the fire ate into the heart of the harbor area, threatening to engulf it entirely.

“What happened?” Watson demanded as he and Harry joined Holmes.

“Magic,” Harry replied.

Holmes said nothing.

“Holmes?” Watson demanded.

Holmes acting like a man in a trance simply walked off. 

Harry and Watson hurried after him.
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Chapter Seven: The Tick of the Tock
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She looked up at the burning skies and wondered if it was a sign.

But others looked up and saw the fruition of their schemes. Others who were not bond to the laws of man; or his morals.

“Tick,” the Baron said.

“Tock,” the Countess replied.
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Chapter Eight: Fair Enough
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Lady Marchand whirled in a small circle, better to show off the soft fabric she was holding against her bodice. “I love it,” she cooed.

Janey Welch, a slender sales girl of middle twenties, with hair a bit over styled and too much makeup, smiled. A sale. She needed the sale. Her manager had been complaining lately about not enough sales. She was fearful for her job.

“I’ll take it,” Lady Marchand told Janet.

“Yes, Lady Marchand. Will you have it delivered or shall I wrap it for your return home?”

Lady Marchand eyed another bolt of cloth next the one she had just tried. “Have it delivered and I’ll take this bolt of cloth as well.”

She gave Janet a tentative smile. “I don’t mean to be crass. But I will need help in completing the tailoring. I overhead you talking to a fellow customer that you had been trained in such. I would love to have you finish the dress for me.”

Janet nodded. She had been trained by her father since a child to do simple tailoring and had hoped as an adult one day to have her own shop. But like most women with talent in this time and age, it went to the wayside, as they waited for that lucky man to turn their tides of fortune.

She hated men.

“Very good. What do you charge?” Lady Marchand asked, her eyes sharp as a hawk’s upon Janet’s face.

“No charge.”

Lady Marchand’s eyebrows rose.

“For the first bolt. After that one hundred pounds in advance.”

Lady Marchand broke into laughter and took Janet’s hands. “I’m sure Mister Waverly will be proud to know you’re such a shrewd tailor.”

Janet gave Lady Marchand a distressed look.

“Oh!” Lady Marchand almost squealed. “He doesn’t know?”

Janet shook her head. Now she was afraid she’d lose the sale entirely and her job!

Lady Marchand leaned closer, when she saw Mister Waverly watching from the front of the shop. “I won’t tell; if you won’t.”

Janet’s face broke into a smile.

Lady Marchand patted Janet on her cheek, and then walked to Mister Waverly. “I’m having your assistant deliver two bolts of cloth this evening. See that she is well rewarded. She has been outstanding in her service to me, Mister Waverly.”

“Oh, I will. I will,” he trilled happily. Gave her right hand a kiss, opened the front door, and then handed her up into her coach, where her driver awaited her.

“Will seven be early enough?” He asked.

Lady Marchand nodded. “Excellent. Good day, Mister Waverly.”

“Good day, Lady Marchand,” he told her back.

He watched until her coach was trotted off into the morning mist, and then went back into the shop.

He spotted Janet wrapping the bolts of cloth for delivery. “Lady Marchand wants them delivered by seven this evening, Janet.”

“Very well, sir.”

And...” Mister Waverly added.

Janet looked up, hoping it was good news.

“I’m sorry, but I regret I will have to terminate your employment as of tomorrow morning. I hope that won’t be too inconvenient for you.”

And without a word of explanation or a kind word of hope, he marched into the back to count the sales he had made for the day so far.

Janet’s eyes brimmed with tears, but she was hopeful.

Maybe there was a way to turn a sow’s ear into a golden egg when all was said and down.

So when Mister Waverly marched out later and saw her humming a friendly tune, and not the least sad, he became worried.

“Janet, please go into the rear of the shop and begin recording how much cloth we have remaining. I will need to reorder first thing tomorrow morning, since you will no longer be employed by me.” He iterated, reminding her again in an almost cruel manner that she was no longer required.

Once more he trounced upon Janet’s heart, but she refused to let it get her down. She went into the back as he had requested and eyed the rows upon rows of bolts of cloth. She spied her note board, took it down, and attached a fresh inventory list to it, took a dark pencil from its holder besides the board and headed to the first of the bolts to do her work.

Outside, in the main store, Mister Waverly was starting to hum. This was the fifth girl he had fired now.  He always made sure they were gone before the new one arrived so he could maintain continuity of his purpose. This was to take advantage of their feminine nature.

But she hadn’t begged for him to keep her on and do anything he desired. He didn’t relish that at all, but didn’t k now what more he could do to crush the girl’s spirits so he could ask her to his place for a friendly outcome.

A bachelor, he had learned a long time ago he didn’t need to be married to consume the pleasures of a married companion. He only needed to hire nubile young women experiencing desperate means. He didn’t see himself as a cad; but others might, so he was always quite discrete and allowed the women to make the first advance, which they inevitably did, thinking it would win them back into his favors. It didn’t.

The conquest was more important to him than keeping them. So he had a trail of broken hearts behind him and looked forward to extending it moving forward as well.

He smiled. There was still hope before the day was out.

The front door tinkled and he looked up. A tall man entered. His right hand clutched what appeared to be some kind of container that was already open. The man glanced at Mister Waverly, but didn’t smile.

“Good morning, sir
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