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On the shores of an island kingdom, a young physician-intraining stared at the sky. He’d just put out to sea on a small

sailboat, when a cry of wondrous amazement rose from the city behind him, lifted on hundreds of voices. The young man looked
up just in time to see two figures high overhead, silhouetted against the clear blue. They flew like birds, one larger than the other,
but they had the legs and heads of human beings. His heart leaping, the young man turned his single sail to follow these beings’
path. The larger of the flying people could only be this young man’s father, who'd been wrongfully imprisoned by the island’s
king. Now he soared to freedom where none of the king’s men could catch him. That made the smaller one the young man’s half-
brother—their father’s favorite. It stung the young man to see his father flying away without him, but then he and his mother had
never been prisoners. They didn’t share his father’s secrets, which had kept them safe all these years. Only the one flying at his
father’s side was privy to that dangerous information.

The physician-intraining followed the receding pair as quickly as the wind could push him, but the flying men steadily
outpaced him until they were just shapes in the sky. Yet even at a distance, the young man could see that something was wrong.
One of the figures flew straight as an arrow, but the other flew erratically. That one careered out of control in every direction

like doomed Phaéton in Apollo’s chariot. At the apogee of its reckless flight, the figure caught fire and dropped out of the sky
at last. As one went on ahead, the other fell burning into the ocean. Horrified, the young physician-to-be changed tacks to make
the most of a favorable wind. Soon—though not soon enough—he found a trail of burnt feathers floating on the water.
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Donnie Rhodes Jr. sulked on the island of Crete. He’d parted from his Band of fellow Scions to travel to the island of Cyprus
in search of his mother, the Goddess Aphrodite. The others had separated to try to contact their own divine parents, but none
of them had had any success. So while the others had gone their separate ways for a time, Donnie had gone looking for his
mother in the first place she’d supposedly appeared to mankind. Rather, he’d gone to try to draw her out, as he knew he’d never
recognize her if she didn’t want him to. The first ime he’d met her, years ago, she’d taken on three different female forms that
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~ night alone. If she didn’t want to see him, Donnie could look in the eyes of every beautiful woman on Earth and still never find

her. He'd spent his life learning this from experience.

When he’d first come to Cyprus, he’d used his money and irresistible charm to find other Scions like himself. They’d all told him
what his Band already knew—that all communications had suddenly ceased between the World and the Overworld and that no one
had seen or heard from their divine parents in some time. Whether this problem afflicted the titanspawn was unknown, but if those
horrors had been cut off from their progenitors, it didn’t stop them from skulking around and making nuisances of themselves.

Only one Scion had told Donnie something he didn’t know. She was a surly, blind, 19-year-old oracle against whom Donnie’s
divinely good looks and glib American charm had initially proved perfectly useless. Still, she was a lonely and self-conscious virgin, so
all Donnie had had to do was pay her special attention and treat her like the most important girl in Cyprus. In two days’ time, she’d
taken him into her bed and into her confidence, doing her best to please him with both her body and her oracular prowess. She’d
told him he wouldn’t meet Aphrodite again until he’d become her equal and no longer needed the gifts she’d given him. There was
nothing for it, then, but to let the oracle try to cheer him up in her clumsy, exuberant way. He hadn’t really expected to find his mother
in the first place, but at least now he had a reason to stop looking.

The next morning, Donnie had excused himself to run down to the coffee shop on the corner, but he’d climbed into a cab
instead and headed for the airport. There he’d found a ticket already waiting for him—reserved a week ago—with a note that
said only, “She’d be proud of you.” The ticket was for a one-way trip west to Crete, where Donnie had been considering
stopping on his way back to the US, so he took it. Once there, he’d headed straight for the coast and the high-class bars and
nightclubs that best reminded him of home. To the uneducated spectator, of which there were many, it might have looked like he
was living it up and drinking his cares away like any other tourist. Beneath the surface, though, he sulked. He wanted to find his
mother, but he couldn’t. He wanted to be better than his mother, but he wasn’t. He wanted to live in a world that wasn’t beset
by monsters intent on destroying it, but he didnt.

So since he had a few days before he had to get back and tell his Band what he hadn’t found, he intended to sulk in high style.
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His second night in Crete, Donnie visited Talos, the most exclusive new club in Heraklion. It took up the top few floors of a
newly renovated building downtown from his hotel and was dotted by private balconies that looked out over the city. When
Donnie showed up, the security staff snapped a picture of him with a camera hidden above the door and ran it through a facial-
recognition system. On-site computers checked it against a database of paparazzi photos and satellite TV entertainment news
footage while simultaneously running a credit check on the name he gave the doorman. The computers deemed him rich and
famous enough to enter.

Inside, Talos was no different from any other cloistered haven of debauchery. Music played. One bar served drinks; another
served drugs. A knot of nubile youths danced in a sunken section of the floor in the center of the club. Older people sat on sofas
or at tables on the mezzanine levels around that. Nearly invisible waitresses wove in and out of the crowd like worms in the
earth, and highly visible prostitutes gathered around the richest and best-looking prospects like lionesses around their kings.
Donnie breathed in the smoky air and relaxed just a little. This was more like it.

About an hour later, Donnie had loosened up enough to actually leave his table and mingle. He bummed a cigarette lighter
from a greasy piece of Euro-trash who was living his life like one long bachelor party. He danced with two of Hugh Hefner'’s
cast-off girlfriends, who were desperate for company closer to their own age. He bought a round of drinks for an ltalian rock
star’s entourage and celebrated the release of the singer’s first American single. He steadfastly avoided the spoiled hotel heiress
who’d used him and dumped back him when he was a freshman in college. He spiraled ever upward through the club until
he found himself breathing its most rarefied air among its richest patrons. He’d almost made his escape onto a vacant private
balcony when a stentorian voice called out from a nearby table.

“Donald Rhodes! As | live and breathe!”

Donnie suppressed a flinch and turned slowly. He recognized the voice as that of one of his father’s old friends—a Texas
businessman-cum-congressman who’d gone to college with Donald Senior.

“Senator!” Donnie replied, manufacturing enthusiasm. The older man sat at a small table with a mirror behind him. He pushed
a waitress out of the way with one hand, while his other hand clung to an angular, delicate wineglass. A middle-aged woman sat
next to him, watching with queasy fascination as a pair of prostitutes slithered over a hirsute 60-year-old at a nearby table.
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“Get over here, boy!” the senator boomed. He waved Donnie over, spilling ouzo in his drunken gesticulation. “I didn’t know
you were in fown!”

“Just got here yesterday morning,” Donnie said. He took the annoyed waitress’s place by the table but ignored the man’s offer
of a chair. The woman at the senator’s side looked up at him, and Donnie gave her a brief, distracted smile with no feeling in it.
Her eyes widened just slightly in nervous appreciation, and color rose in her cheeks. She looked down at her drink. “Yourself2”

“Last week,” the senator said. “You should’ve told me you were coming. We could catch up. How’s your old man2”

“Still Republican,” Donnie murmured, glancing up at the mirror then over his shoulder. “Anyway, I'll see you later.”

“Nonsense!” the senator said, banging a palm on the table. The woman with him flinched. “Have a seat, boy. Let me buy
you a drink! What’re you having?”

“I'm fine, thanks,” Donnie murmured. He crushed his cigarette out in the marble tray on the table and looked at the woman
on the senator’s left. She met his eyes warily and smiled like a teenager. “Who's this2”

The senator looked at the woman like he’d forgotten she was there. “This2 This here’s Ellen. My wife.”

“Your wife2” Donnie said with disingenuous delight. This news came as no surprise to him. “Really now?”

“Yep!”

“How long have you been married?”

“Ten years!” the senator hooted.

“Happily?”

Ellen frowned at that, but she missed the look on the senator’s face—a flash of guilt with an undertone of something else.
Panic, maybe. It disappeared in a blink, but not before Donnie saw it.

“Yeah,” the senator said. “Of course!”

“That’s great. That's just fantastic.” Donnie smiled at Ellen like nothing was amiss. “It's good to see married people sticking
together these days.” Ellen smiled back.

“Hell yeah,” the senator said, slapping the table again. “Oyez!”

Donnie pulled out a chair. “So, you guys have any kids2”

“No,” Ellen said. Her voice barely carried over the ambient noise.

“Not yet, but we keep on trying! Every chance we get!”

“None, huh2” Donnie put on a fake mask of amusement and confusion. Here goes, he thought. He concentrated and gave
the senator’s mind a little push. “So who was that young girl you were with last night while the wife was away?”

“Oh, just some prostitute,” the senator blurted out before he realized what he was saying. “I didn’t get her name.”

“What?” Ellen gasped. The senator turned to stone.

“Ellen, | didn’t mean...”

“You told me you were visiting your great uncle Nikos!”

“Ill leave you two alone,” Donnie said. He stepped back, swiped a drink from a passing waitress and gave a quick mocking
bow. Then, drink in hand, he made his way to the private balcony at last with a smile on his face.
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She came to him eventually as Donnie leaned on the rail watching the door. He set down his drink=his third... whatever it
was—and faced her with narrow eyes and crossed arms.

“Did you really catch my husband cheating last night2” she asked.

“Nope.”

“So how'd you know he was?”

“Lucky guess,” he sneered in disdain. “The distinguished gentleman hasn’t changed much.”

Ellen closed the glass door and came out with a lit cigarette in hand. Nowhere in evidence was the shrinking violet who'd
been sitting at the table. Her body swayed as she strolled across the balcony, her gait rolling like she was walking on water.
Donnie flicked his last cigarette butt over his shoulder toward the street.

“You don’t look happy to see me,” the lady said. “Weren’t you expecting me to follow you?”

“What are you even doing here?”
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The laugh Donnie got in response was all feline passive-aggression and malicious bemusement. “I’ve left my two-timing
husband, of course. | came to reward you for saving me from that sad, bitter life.”

“Right,” Donnie said. “Can we cut the crap instead?”

The provocative, sultry expression disappeared from Ellen’s face, and she frowned. “Well, you’re in a mood.”

“It's getting late, Marie,” Donnie sighed. He looked over Ellen’s shoulder toward the balcony’s glass door. “Just come on
out and tell me what you want.”

Ellen’s face smirked. “As you like it, spoilsport.”

At that, Ellen’s body lurched up onto the tips of her toes, and her mouth opened wide. All the breath inside her blew out at
- once, visible in the air despite the night’s muggy heat. The vapors congealed into the lithe form of a beautiful young woman with
café au lait skin and a cascade of auburn hair in tight curls. She wore a green Mychael Knight dress cut just high and just low
enough to seem modest without being too serious about it. Her name was Marie Glapion, a daughter of Erzulie. When Marie
emerged, Ellen passed out in a heap in the corner behind her.
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“So how’d you know?” she asked again. She squatted, making the hem of her dress rise dangerously up both thighs, and
plucked the cigareite from Ellen’s fingers.
Donnie sighed. “I saw you in the mirror when | was talking to the senator.”

({ “l was afraid you had.”
) “So what do you want2”
0 “You, of course,” she said.

Donnie stepped away from the balcony rail and centered his weight over the balls of his feet. Reluctantly, he kept his
distance. “For your very own2”

Marie didn’t answer.
i “I didn’t think so.” Donnie flexed his fingers, sorely missing the comforting weight of Eros and Anteros by his sides. He probably
' could have gotten them past the club’s security if he’d thought he’d need them here. “So how do you want to do this2”
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“It's already done, handsome,” Marie said through a bluish haze of cigarette smoke. “Been enjoying those drinks2”

She nodded toward the half-empty glass on the rail behind Donnie, and Donnie fell for the feint like a fresh-faced idiot. When
he took his eyes off her to glance away, Marie flicked her lit cigarette at the center of his forehead. His right index and middle
finger came up quicker than the eye to knock the unfiltered stub into a cascade of harmless red sparks, but Marie had only feinted
yet again. Before Donnie could make a move toward her, she’d produced from some fold in the back of her dress a little burlap
poppet Donnie had seen before. It wore an unbuttoned white shirt and a tiny pair of designer jeans. It had a long thatch of yellow
yarn for hair—the same relative length as Donnie’s—and wore plastic wings on its back. Donnie lunged for the doll, but too late.

Marie bent the doll’s knees and bowed its head, singing some low tune in French as she did. She set it kneeling on the palm of
one hand and lay it over on one side. Donnie fought the inertia inside him, but he fell to his knees before her, his head lolling. His
senses grew distorted within a soporific fog, and he felt himself listing dangerously to starboard. His body slumped to the ground.
His hands and feet tingled at the point of numbness. The last thing he was aware of before his body surrendered was the breathy
tune on Marie’s sweet... treacherous... lips.
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Meanwhile, the rest of Donnie’s Band had already gathered back home in America without him. They discussed in hopeless
tones what they’d discovered on their separate pilgrimages to contact their divine parents—namely that all communication from
the Gods had fallen silent. None of the Scions had heard from his or her divine parent in weeks at least, nor had they met any
other Scions who had. The war in the Overworld must have been raging with unheard-of fury.

An uneasy silence fell over the group as that discussion ended. One by one, the members took turns furtively glancing af the
empty chair at the oak dining table where they gathered. Finally the group’s leader, Horace Farrow—a one-eyed Scion of the
falcon-headed Egyptian God—brought up what they were all thinking about.

“Donnie should’ve checked in by now,” he said. He scratched the back of his head where the strap of an eyepatch matted
his short black hair. A Stetson hat lay on the table in front of him with its Falcon Amulet gleaming on the center of the hatband.
“Has anyone heard from him2” ;

“I'haven’t,” Doctor Aaron Tigrillo, Scion of Tezcatlipoca, replied. His empty hands rested on the table, idly tying imaginary
sutures across a gouge in the tabletop—a sure sign of his agitation. “I called him when | called each of you, but | got no answer.”

The lady to Tigrillo’s right—one Brigitte De La Croix, Scion of the Baron Samedi—patted him on the forearm. She only shook
her head in response to Horace’s question. Horace looked next to Brigitte at Eric Donner, the young Scion of Thor. Eric scratched
at the thick red stubble that peppered his cheeks, and his heavy brow cast his silver-gray eyes in shadow as he frowned.

“Eric?”

“He hasn’t called me,” the young redhead said. “Not that I’m surprised. He’s probably lying on a beach somewhere with a
drink in one hand and a stewardess in the other.”

Sitting at Eric’s right side was Yukiko Kuromizo, Scion of the Amatsukami troublemaker Susano-o. She flushed in surprised
embarrassment at Eric’s words, likely imagining herself in the fictional stewardess’s position. She’d had a crush on Donnie since
she’d joined this Band, though she thought no one else realized it.

“Yukiko?”

“I haven’t heard anything,” she said quietly. She squeezed honey from a plastic packet into a ceramic Noritake mug of green
tea and kept her eyes on what she was doing rather than making eye contact with anyone.

“Damn,” Horace murmured.

“He’s probably okay, isn’t he2” Yukiko asked, looking intently at the table as she folded her empty honey packet into a paper
napkin. “He would have called if he needed help, right2”

“We can’t assume that,” Horace said. “The titanspawn have been acting up more than ever lately. If Donnie’s out of contact,
we should assume he’s in trouble. He could be hurt, or captured even. The longer we assume he’s probably okay, the worse off
he could get.”

“So what do we do?” Eric asked. Having fallen into a titanspawn trap himself once, he didn’t like the idea of just sitting
around if the same had happened to Donnie.
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“I'll make some calls,” Horace said. “Try to give us an idea where to start looking.” He’d been a police officer and a US
Marshal for years, so he knew a bit about tracking people down.

“Maybe we should check VH1, E! and MTV too,” Eric suggested. “If he’s just partying somewhere, he might show up in one
of their paparazzi-news shows.”

“And Bravo,” Tigrillo piped up.

“Thanks,” Eric said.

“] meant the cable channel,” the doctor said as he and Brigitte chuckled. Yukiko looked lost. “We should add it to your list.
The Travel Channel too, probably.”

“] knew that.”

“Good idea,” Horace said. “You two check those out. Yukiko, look at those channels’ websites. You never know.”

“For how long, do you think?” Yukiko asked over the rim of her mug.

“We'll know something by morning—if only where to look next. In the meantime, when you‘re not doing something to help
find Donnie, | want you packing up. Everybody should be ready to go as soon as we know where to start.”

Horace stood up and plucked his hat from the tabletop. The others stood as well and went in separate directions to do as
he’d said. Only Brigitte lingered, and she didn’t speak right away.

“Brigitte?”

“I'm just curious,” she said when the other three were out of earshot. “You really think cable TV and the Internet’s going to
find our wayward cherub for us?”

Horace made a face and shook his head. “Hell no. But Eric and Aaron both know what it’s like to be prisoners of war, and Yukiko
thinks the sky’s falling whenever Donnie gets himself into trouble. If they all think they’re helping, they won’t worry so much.”

Brigitte nodded and gave Horace a knowing smile. “And they won’t be underfoot driving you crazy while you’re doing your
thing.”

Horace gave her a thin smile back and tapped the side of his nose.

“What about me2 Don't | need busywork?”

“You worried about Donnie2”
Brigitte shrugged, looking away. “He’s alive or he’s dead. We won't know ‘til we know.”
Horace nodded and squeezed Brigitte’s bare shoulder. “Yeah. Me too.”
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Donnie woke to find himself in no immediate danger, but he was certainly far from safe. He’d been stripped to his silk shorts,
and his wrists and ankles were bound to a wooden bed frame with no mattress. He was in a stone room decorated in colorful
frescoes, with one red column standing in each corner. There was no furniture in the room other than what Donnie lay on, and it
was a small enough space that it wouldn’t have held 10 people comfortably. As it was, there were only two people in the room
at present: Donnie, and a Japanese man in a black business suit.

“Hello, Mister Rhodes,” the man said in careful English.

As his sleep-fogged vision cleared, Donnie recognized the man as Kane Taoka, a dangerous Scion of some repute. His mother was
Amaterasu, but he shared none of that Goddess’s heavenly disposition. Marie Glapion and a handful of other Scions worked for him in
a Band they called the Shinsengumi. Not long ago, the Shinsengumi’s efforts had nearly made Kane a God, but divine treachery had
stripped him of that power. Donnie suspected Kane hadn’t put that incident behind him just yet.

L “What have you done with Marie, you... bastard?” Donnie spat, just to amuse himself. “Do what you want with me, but
’ leave her out of it.”

fii Kane crossed the room and bent over Donnie to show him a thin smile with no humor in it. Donnie could see himself reflected
: in Kane's black sunglasses. His hair was a matted mess.

" . “You're very calm and witty,” Kane said in his maddeningly flat voice. “Please stop frustrating me with your bravery.”

' Donnie smirked in chagrin. “Well, if you insist.” He took a breath to relax himself, then looked at Kane the way he’d looked
at the senator back at Talos. “Now turn me loose so | can get out of here.”

“Of course.”
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Kane reflexively reached for the nearest bond holding Donnie’s wrist, exposing his own wrist from the end of his coat sleeve.
Donnie could see there the edge of one of the black shadow-tattoos that covered Kane’s body. The pattern of liquid darkness
writhed on the man'’s flesh like a living thing. Before Kane's fingers could touch Donnie’s bonds, however, his arm went rigid and
he paused. A small, tight frown crossed his face, and he stood back up, clamping his hand into a fist.

“You almost got me, Mister Rhodes,” he said, tugging his sleeve back down on his wrist. “I let my guard down.”

“Happens to the best of us,” Donnie said. Pushing Scions around with his mind—a trick he’d inherited from mommy dearest—
wasn’t as easy as doing the same to mortals, but it wasn’t impossible. Donnie hoped he’d at least raitled Kane a little. “So, to
what do | owe the indignity?”

“You would have to ask your host,” Kane said. “He asked for you as payment.”

“Payment for what?2” Donnie asked, giving Kane one more liitle push.

“For the secret path to—"

The door behind Kane slid open, distracting him just long enough to make him realize what he was saying. He gave his head
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a tiny shake and pointedly turned away from Donnie. Behind him, a lanky, grizzled man in his 40s came into the room and
stopped just inside the threshold. Like Kane, he wore black clothes, but rather than a finely tailored suit, he went for jeans, a
button-up shirt and snakeskin cowboy boots. He wore a string tie at his throat with a scarab clasp, and he carried a thick cane
with an ornate golden head. A heavy pistol with notches all over the handle hung from a black holster at his waist. The man was
Seth Farrow—Horace’s uncle and a child of Set.

“It's almost ready, Kane,” the newcomer said. “We should get going.”

“Hey, Seth,” Donnie said to the man, sitting halfway up. “How they hanging?”

Seth turned a look of intense hatred in Donnie’s direction and pressed a button underneath the head of his cane. The head
popped loose from the shaft, revealing an inch of the long blade hidden within. He stepped around Kane, but Kane froze him
in place with a look.

“We don’t have time,” Kane said. “Leave him be.”
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Donnie smiled at Seth over Kane's shoulder, and Seth made as if to take another step. When he did, Kane grabbed his elbow 3
with one hand and lowered his glasses down the bridge of his nose with the other hand.
“Now, Mister Farrow,” Kane said in a chill voice. Seth looked in Kane’s eyes and flinched. Without another word, he locked
the head of his cane in place once more and left the room. Kane pushed his glasses back up and turned around.
“That’s leadership,” Donnie said.
“Farewell, sir.”
Kane gave a curt bow and followed Seth out of the room.
“I'll try,” Donnie sighed. “Sayonara.”

OjISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS] |0

Kane led Seth Farrow down a long, twisted hallway to a much larger chamber than the one where Donnie Rhodes lay
bound. Seth sneered and grumbled the whole way, but he did as he was told. When they arrived, Kane found the rest of his
Band waiting, along with their host and his attendant. The host wore his ubiquitous hooded cloak, and he paced by the rail that
looked out over his vast domain.

“How is he?” Marie Glapion asked.

Orlanda Elliot, sitting next to Marie, looked up as well. Her forearm bled from a fresh new cut below her elbow. Her
shoulders hunched and her voice faltered as she said, “You didn’t tell him | helped undress him, did you2” Color rose between
the self-inflicted scars on her cheeks.

Seth huffed and shook his head in disgust. He walked away from Kane and went to stand by himself with his arms crossed. As
he passed Sylvester Guiler, the newest addition to the Band, Guiler patted him on the shoulder with mock concern. Seth growled
and knocked Guiler’s hand away. Guiler looked over at Victor Fingers—a tough, American Scion of Ares—and hiked his thumb
toward Seth’s back.

“Tough day at the office,” he said.

Their host ignored this interplay and approached Kane, his attendant trailing behind him. The host didn’t pull back his hood
or so much as extend his hands from his voluminous sleeves.

“It's been 24 hours,” the robed figure said. “You said it wouldn’t take any longer. Is it ready yet2”

“| believe so,” Kane said. He looked up at one of his fellow Scions. “Mister Fingers, bring the chest.”

Victor did as he was told, lifting a child-size casket from its place in the corner and carrying it to where Kane and the host
stood. The American’s nose wrinkled at the faint smell emanating from within, but he handled the chest as easily as an empty
cardboard box.

“What about that man down the hall2” the host asked as Victor knelt before him to set down his burden. “Is he still sleeping?
| heard talking.”

Kane shook his head. “You should kill him once we’ve gone.”

“Not until I'm sure this works. If it doesn’t, he has to tell me why. He’ll have to make it work.”

Kane cocked his head, suspicion rising inside him. “I thought you might have some idea how to use this device already.”

The host shook his head violently within his hood. “This one’s different. It’s been tinkered with. Besides, it’s been a long
time.”

‘R “Well, not to worry. When | open this chest, the device should function as if it were your very own.”

“So open it!”

® Kane peeled off the mirror-reversed prayer strips that sealed the chest. When he lifted the top off, yellow-brown smoke
i billowed up from within, forcing Fingers backward, gagging and coughing. Their host waved his dangling sleeve in front of
id his hooded face. Kane stood and lifted from the chest a marvelous contraption of leather straps, golden buckles and intricate
servos, all attached to a folded-up apparatus no larger than a camper’s knapsack.

L) “Give it!” their host demanded, reaching for the bundle.

“Wait,” Kane said. “I'm not finished.” He bent his head over the device and spoke to its kami in a low voice. He did so for
several long moments before finally extending one hand and motioning for their host to come over to him. Kane whispered a few




the hem of his long hood.

“Put it on,” Kane said. “It's ready now.”

“Finally,” his host said. He stuck an arm through one loop in the straps, and Kane helped him with the other. Between the two
of them, they adjusted the fit and cinched the apparatus down tight so it wouldn’t move on his narrow shoulders. Kane noticed
when they were finished that blood had seeped through the robes beneath the device’s harness.

“Finally,” the robed figure said again, this time in a trembling whisper. “I don’t believe it.”

“Try it out,” the host’s attendant said in Greek. “Make sure they weren't lying.”

“No,” Kane said. “The device is yours now, in every possible way. We’ve done as we said. You may play as you wish after
you show us what we came here for.”

“Nol” the host snapped petulantly. “I want to try it now!”

“If you don’t uphold your side of our bargain,” Kane said, “we’ll take the device away from you and destroy it.”

“You wouldn’t do that!”

Coming up beside Kane, Sylvester Guiler cleared his throat and held up the enormous, rusty shears he always carried. He
made two quick cuts in the air and leered at their host. Each awful slicing sound made the robed man flinch.

“Okay, wait! I'll tell you—"

“No,” Kane said. “You will lead us to the exit we want and assure our safe passage. We'll accept nothing less.”

Guiler cut the air one more time with his shears, and the host raised his hands in surrender. “Okay... I’ll take you there. Let’s
just go already.” He turned to his attendant and said, “You wait here.”

“Yes, Brother,” the man said.

“Okay,” the host said, turning back to Kane. “Come on.”

Kane motioned for the others to follow him. They all did so without question.

O] ISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS]| O]

The morning after their last discussion, the remaining members of Donnie’s Band gathered again. Only Brigitte looked as calm
and collected as she had the day before. Eric was grouchy and still half-asleep. Tigrillo fidgeted with a new bandage holding
a gauze pad to his left palm, and the muscles in his jaw bulged as he silently ground his teeth. Beside him, Yukiko sat ramrod
straight in her chair, occasionally reaching up to tap the magatama pendant hanging around her neck with one fingernail.
Anytime she caught herself doing it, she blushed furiously and folded her hands on the table. Before her sat an untouched mug
of steaming black tea and two unopened packets of honey.

Even Horace looked like hell, though not because an overactive imagination had been torturing him at all hours. Instead,
he’d been up all night making calls, running Internet searches, taking faxes and making more calls. His clothes from yesterday
hung wrinkled and a little smelly on his body, and he constantly tugged at the edge of his eyepatch like he couldn’t get it to sit
comfortably. When he found a tall mug of coffee waiting for him at his usual place at the table, he didn’t even look up to figure
out who’d poured it. He just picked it up and drank half of it before he even sat down.

“So, our culture sucks, and everybody 35 and younger is part of the problem,” Eric offered after one long introductory
yawn.

Horace looked up at him over the rim of his coffee mug. “Eric?”

“I'm just saying,” the young man said.

“I would tend to agree,” Tigrillo said. “Cable television’s celebrity programming is the Beast, with the Whore of Babylon on
its back. She also carries the Anti-Christ in her arms.”

“You didn’t find out anything helpful about our cherub then2” Brigitte asked, stifling a smile at her friends’ expense.

Eric looked at Horace. “| hope you got something, because I’m through having ideas. And I'm canceling our cable.”

Tigrillo smirked sympathetically and also looked at Horace. “According to well-qualified experts, Donnie Rhodes, Jr. hasn’t
publicly done anything worthy of his reputation since he left here.”

“Yukiko2” Horace asked. “How about you?”

last words over the device and handed it over. The host held it by a strap at first, unable to do anything but look at it beneath
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“I'm sorry. | couldn’t find anything. Anytime | thought | had something online, it was just a link to old pictures of Donnie from
magazines.”

Brigitte smiled appreciatively to herself and nodded. She’d peeked in on Yukiko periodically while she worked, and the
two of them had pored over several of the more recent magazine spreads they’d found. Diligently scouring them for clues, of
course.

“That’s all right,” Horace said. “Better to look and not find him than not look and miss him.” Brigitte rolled her eyes at that
homespun witticism, but both Eric and Yukiko nodded like it was sage wisdom.

“What have you found?” Tigrillo asked. He pointed to the thin folder Horace had brought with him to the table but hadn’t
. yet opened.

“What happened to your hand?2” Horace asked first.

Tigrillo held it out so everyone could take a look. “I sent an offering to my father last night when | couldn’t stand Ryan
Seacrest anymore. | prayed for guidance and a vision of things to come.”

IlAnd?II
Tigrillo frowned, disappointed in himself. “Reply hazy. Try again later.”
“That’s all right,” Horace said again. He set his coffee mug aside at last and opened the folder he’d brought with him. “It

ﬁ ; took me a while, but | think | found some things that might help us.”
) “Such as?” Brigitte prompted.
% “For one, | think I've figured where Donnie disappeared off the radar from. | found a plane ticket with his name on it for a

flight into Heraklion two days ago.”

“That’s in Cyprus2” Eric asked.

“That's from Cyprus,” Horace corrected, “into Crete. Weird thing is, it wasn’t any of Donnie’s cards that paid for the ticket,
and it was booked two days before he ever got to Cyprus. Anyway, his main credit card started showing activity again when he
got there. Hotel, restaurants, couple of nightclubs... The usual.”
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“Why Crete?” Eric asked.

“It's a popular tourist destination,” Tigrillo said. “No real connection to Donnie’s mother, though.”

Horace shuffled the papers in his folder. “Donnie’s checked into a hotel in a ritzy part of the city, and his credit card says he
hasn’t checked out yet. | called the hotel, and the concierge said Donnie’s had a DND on his room since he got there.”

“Do not disturb,” Brigitte whispered to Yukiko, responding to the look of confusion on the Japanese girl’s face.

“Oh,” Yukiko whispered back. “I thought... Never mind.”

“The last activity on any of his cards is lunch yesterday afternoon. The only thing after that, if you can believe it, is somebody
ran a credit check on him at a nightclub called Talos.”

“What, was he trying to buy the place?” Eric asked, only half-joking.

Horace shrugged. “Don’t know. | did get hold of the manager of the club’s security company, though, and he assures me
Donnie was definitely there drinking and making the rounds for several hours that night. Nonetheless, there was no activity on
Donnie’s cards after lunch.”

“So he didn’t pay a tab?” Brigitte asked.

“Probably paid in cash,” Eric said.

“They don't take cash, actually,” Horace said. “I checked.”

“He could have had people buying drinks for him,” Tigrillo suggested, tapping his black goatee with his thumb in thought.

“No,” Yukiko murmured. “He doesn’t like that.”

Everyone looked Yukiko’s way, and she looked down at her tea. She tore open a honey packet and squeezed it into her
mug as she spoke. “He told me something his father said once: ‘Only women and the gays let people buy drinks for them.” He
doesn't like it if you try to buy him a drink.”

“Well, he wouldnt just ditch out,” Eric said. “I’ll give him that much credit.”

“So,” Brigitte said, “he went in, he had some drinks, and... what?”

“He went off the radar,” Horace said. “So | figure that’s where we go to start looking.”
_“To Crete?” Tigrillo asked. Horace nodded.

“How soon?” Yukiko asked.

“After breakfast,” Horace said. “| hope everybody’s ready.”

Eric pretended to look embarrassed and tentatively raised a hand like a kid in school.

“Eric2” Horace said.

“Um... | don’t have a passport.” He smiled. “Is that going to be a problem?”

Horace rolled his good eye. Brigitte punched Eric in his rock-solid shoulder.

OjISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS]| O]

Donnie spent what felt like hours alone and tied down after Kane Taoka left, but he wasn’t sure how long it actually was.
There were no windows or clocks or any such things in his cell. His wrists and ankles ached, but his bonds were just loose enough
to keep from cutting off blood flow. He had nothing to look at but the frescoes on the wall, but they were of an ancient style
without much detail. Men and women fished together. Men and women walked together by a river. A family stood around a
table holding cups. Nothing special. The only interesting part of the fresco was a section behind him that he could only see upside
down. In it, a huge white bull charged among a group of naked young people who were vaulting over its back. The image
looked vaguely familiar, but Donnie couldn’t remember where he might have seen it before. College, probably.

Finally, after many hours of solitude, someone joined him in the room. The visitor was a man of maybe 30 or 40, dressed in
a long tunic, a broad belt, a thin headband, black sandals strapped tightly to ankles and toes, and carrying a stuffed cloth bag
over one shoulder. Except for the bag, he was dressed like several of the people in the frescoes. The man glanced back out the
door and down the hall both ways before creeping across the room to where Donnie lay. He said something in Greek, asking a
question. Donnie only stared. The man spoke again, still in Greek.

“Okay...” Donnie said. “What’s Greek for, ‘Your language is all itself to me’2”

The visitor paused, watching Donnie intently, then nodded.

“| shouldn’t have assumed,” he said in English. “This is better2”
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“It'll do.”
“Your name is Rhodes?”
“No, sorry,” Donnie said. “He’s out taking a leak. I’'m just keeping the rack warm.”

The man stood silent a long moment as his mind caught up to the sarcasm.

“Do you have a less comfortable bed, actually?” Donnie asked. “I almost fell asleep earlier.”

The man set his bag down and took another step toward Donnie to stand over him. He frowned, looking at Donnie’s wrists.
He turned around and hung his head. “I regret what they’ve done to you. | didn’t want you brought here like this.”

“That’s great,” Donnie said. “Listen, just cut me loose.” He gave the man a little push.

Instead of obeying, the man crossed the room and looked both ways out the door again. He lingered there for several
seconds before finally returning to Donnie’s side and kneeling next to Donnie’s wrist. He stared at the thick cord binding
Donnie’s hand.

“Cut me loose,” Donnie tried one more time.

“Listen carefully,” the man said at last, looking up at Donnie’s face. “I'm going to untie you for a little while, but don't try to
run away. If you do, you'll surely be lost.”

“Are you deaf or something2” Donnie said. Then, to himself, “Wouldn't that just be the luck?”

“What?” the man asked, frowning. “Oh, sorry.” He turned his head and pulled back his shaggy, black, curly hair from in
front of his ear. Within, Donnie saw that the whole canal was plugged up with gooey white beeswax. “The others said | should
be careful what | let you say to me.”

Donnie sighed. “Of course. Well, your mother’s a whore.”

“| can still read your lips,” the visitor said. “It’s okay, though.”

Donnie shook his head. “So if you can’t hear me, why are you cutting me loose exactly?”

The structure of the question puzzled the man, as he hadn’t heard Donnie’s earlier commands, but he said, “I should show
you something. | want you to understand where you are and why you can’t run away.”

“You can't just tell me?”

“You'd rather see it yourself,” the man told him. His nimble fingers worked at the knot under Donnie’s right wrist. “You’d
thank me for showing you if you weren’t a prisoner.”

“Ill try to be polite anyway.”

“Did they hurt you2” the man asked after he untied one of Donnie’s hands. He grabbed Donnie’s free wrist between index
and thumb as he asked and gently probed the tender flesh around his carpals.

“No,” Donnie said, disengaging his hand to work at the bond holding his other wrist. “Just made me look stupid. Why2 Are
you a doctor?2”

“] have been,” the man said. He knelt by Donnie’s feet and slowly untied his ankles one by one. “It doesn’t look like they
were too rough.”

“Tell that to a guy wearing pants.”

Donnie finished untying his wrist as the doctor finished untying both his ankles, and he sat up with stiff difficulty. “So where
are my clothes, anyway?”

“] don’t know. | brought what | could find. It won’t be a style you’re used to, | think.”

The man removed from his cloth bag a tunic, a belt and sandals similar to his own. He lay them on the empty wooden bed
B frame beside Donnie.

' “You're kidding.”
“We don’t have anything else here.”
fis Donnie sighed mightily and put the clothes on. The tunic was a little short and the sandals were uncomfortable, but they got
the job done. Donnie was pretty sure he looked ridiculous, but the doctor did a double-take when he saw the finished product.
b His nostrils flared, and his eyes danced a moment, taking the vision in. It was a look Donnie had seen many times.
" “That should do,” the man said a litile breathlessly.

“Greeks,” Donnie muttered. “So what’s it you have to show me?2”




P T tRAIEYO MO Y AR e s R0 D RS

ATV BT MO LD 7 * P TVRNCTRERAG T W 19 UL RO AN | D W AR 2 R T O AR R R RN

=) = [ [ e

A (AR RO N TR DR TR Y

VAVAV AV VA VA AVAY AV AVAVAVAVAVAY AVAY AVA AV AV AVAV A VAVA TAVAVA

The man put his bag back on his shoulder and walked to the door. “Come.” Donnie stood and flexed his knees and ankles,
working stiffness out of them. The doctor looked at him a moment and said, “My name is lapyx, by the way.”

“Great,” Donnie said. “What do you want with me, lapyx2”

“It isn’t me,” the doctor said, with a look that was part embarrassment and part concern. “It’s my brother. We should hurry.
He doesn’t know I’m doing this.”

“Of course he doesn’t,” Donnie said.

O] ISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS]| O]

The five Scions stood together in a circle in the basement of their shared home. They’d all eaten breakfast, showered and
rested up a bit. Eric had shaved. Now it was time to go.

Horace shrugged into his weather-beaten old duster and stuffed his hat firmly down on his head. The Falcon Amulet on the
hatband gleamed. Inside his coat on one hip he wore a tied-down leather holster with his mortal grandfather’s Colt .45 in it. On
the other hip hung the Fang of Apep, an ancient khopesh given him by his divine father.

Eric stood beside him with a leather satchel slung from his right shoulder across to his left hip over his denim jacket. Inside it
was Giantbane—an enormous pistol forged by dwarves he’d saved from enslavement to a frost giant. The pistol had a firing pin
made from a fleck of Thor’s own hammer, Mjolnir, and except for the handle and trigger, the weapon was as big as a violin. No
holster would hold it, and only someone as strong as Eric could lift it with one hand.

Next to him, Doctor Tigrillo stood tapping his foot and holding an antique black medical bag with three things in it. One was
a modern first-aid kit. Second was a rolled-up leather case of obsidian scalpels and maguey thorns, with which he performed
sacrifices in his Gods’ names. Third was a heavy skull carved from a single piece of solid crystal. On his back he wore a gym
bag in which he carried only an obsidian-edged maquahuitl and a sturdy, leather-bound shield.

Yukiko was the last to join the circle, rushing down the stairs without so much as a paper bag in hand. The others looked at
her questioningly, and she patted the deep pockets of her biker jacket.

“Okay, then,” Brigitte said. She wore purple Doc Martens and raggedy blue jeans with fuzzy horizontal slashes running in
parallel down each thigh. The tight tank top she wore was also purple, and over that she wore a black swallowtail coat and a
silk top hat. A pair of cheap plastic sunglasses with only one lens stuck out of her jacket pocket, held in place by a paper packet
of Kools. At her waist dangled an empty felt bag a little less than a yard long. In her hand she held a custom-made pool cue of
dark wood, carved in motifs pleasing to the Loa. She held this stick, which served not only as a pool cue but also as her coco
macaque, into the middle of the circle between the five of them.

“You're sure how to get there?” Horace asked her.

“Been reading maps all morning,” Brigitte answered. “I’m nice and blind from eyestrain now if everybody’s ready.”

“Let’s go,” Eric said. “Even if we're just going to bust in on Donnie and catch him with his pants down.”

“That would be a shame,” Brigitte said. She winked at Yukiko, who looked away with her cheeks beet red. “Everybody take
hold.”

Everyone wrapped one hand around Brigitte’s coco macaque, and Brigitte closed her eyes. She murmured words to the
various Loa in the Overworld, particularly her own father, Baron Samedi. Her words flattered them, offered them bribes and
explained the urgency of their need. Whether the Gods actually heard her is unknown, but what Brigitte wanted to happen
happened just the same. Her coco macaque glowed with a multicolored aura that spread out down the arms of her fellow Scions,
flowing between them like arcing electricity. When the aura surrounded them all, Brigitte opened her eyes again. That same
multicolored radiance shone in them. The rainbow aura swirled around the five children of the Gods, pulling them closer together
and lifting their hair and the loose folds of their clothing.

“Now!” Brigitte said. She raised the coco macaque and brought it down hard on the floor with everyone still holding onto it.
All five Scions heard a sharp crack, and the vortex flashed unbearably bright. It collapsed in on itself in an instant, leaving the
basement empty and devoid of life in its absence. The Band was gone.

Eight hours later, local time, they arrived instantaneously in Heraklion.
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“What is this2” Donnie whispered, temporarily at a loss for anything abrasive to say.
“This,” lapyx said, “is a testament to one man’s genius. It’s an infinite space hidden here in parallel to the finite World you
know. It is the Labyrinth.”

“lt's amazing.”

Donnie and the doctor stood at the balcony rail of the very room where Kane Taoka and his Band had discussed upholding
bargains with their host. The Scion of Aphrodite jumped up onto the cool marble rail and leaned out over the edge to see.

“Get down from there,” lapyx gasped, horrified.

“Get bent,” Donnie replied, though he knew lapyx couldn’t hear him.

The view that greeted Donnie’s wondering eyes took his breath away. Stretching out to the limits of his vision in all four
directions was a vast maze of white marble hallways, with red columns at every corner. It dizzied the mind to stare at it, however,
as gravity didn’t seem to fall in one constant direction. For instance, although Donnie looked straight ahead from his vantage on
the balcony and gravity pulled his feet toward the rail, the same force pulled him forward toward the vastness of the maze that

hung before him, as if he lay atop an empty sphere looking down. And in the maze itself, he could make out stairways, ladders,
waterfalls and burning bonfires that all indicated separate orientations relative to gravity. If | just jumped now, he thought, which
way would | fall2 Where would | land? Would I actually land?

ﬁ ; “Come down, please,” lapyx said, plucking at the hem of Donnie’s tunic. “If you fell...”
) Donnie obeyed at last, hopping back to solid ground. Pulling himself back from the threshold between two skew gravitational
% forces dizzied him, and he stumbled. lapyx caught him and steadied him, holding onto his elbows and standing close just a liitle

bit longer than Donnie thought was absolutely necessary.

“We should hurry,” lapyx said, stepping back at last. “I don’t know when my brother will return.”

“We don’t have to go through the motions of tying me down again, do we2” Donnie asked, smiling like he and lapyx were
old buddies.

“You don’t understand,” lapyx said. “We aren’t going back to your cell yet. We have to go into the Labyrinth.”
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“Really?” He gestured out over the balcony rail. “You didn’t want to just show it to me?2”
“No,” lapyx said. “Something else is the real reason | untied you.”
Donnie cocked his head, calculating. “What if | said no? What if | just wanted to wait right here until this brother of yours gets
back2” lapyx’s eyes widened in barely controlled terror. “You think you could force me back into my cell2 | don‘t.”

“Please,” lapyx said, desperately. “I want to help you. | want to save your life.”

“So you're showing me a way out of here?”

lapyx’s eyes danced like those of a frightened horse. “If you come, it could make all the difference. Please, if we linger—"

“All right, all right,” Donnie finally conceded. “Lead the way already.”

lapyx nodded eagerly and headed for a stairway that led down and into a quarter twist 90 degrees around the X-axis.
Donnie followed warily, trying to keep his eyes mostly on the stairs until they got to a flat floor again.

“l know you're probably thinking about escaping once we’re in the tunnels,” lapyx said over his shoulder as he made his way
down the steps. “But please resist. If you got away from me in there, you’d almost certainly never find me again.”
“Heavens forfend.”
“And you'd never find your way out.”

T
OjISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS] (O]

As traveling instantaneously from continent to continent is an inexact art at best, Donnie’s Band appeared in a park just
outside Heraklion proper. When they arrived, Brigitte unscrewed the two halves of her pool cue and slipped them into the felt
bag at her belt. The sun had only recently set, but their point of arrival was secluded enough that they didn’t worry about some
unsuspecting mortal happening upon them by surprise.

When they got their bearings, the foreign Scions headed toward town, as best as Brigitte’s inherent sense of direction could
lead them. They divided up tasks as they walked, planning to check Donnie’s last two known whereabouts for signs of what
might have happened to him. Horace and Doctor Tigrillo would go to the nightclub and look for what lingering clues might still
be there. The others would go to Donnie’s hotel room and do the same. They split up at the border of the park and made for
their respective destinations.

Tigrillo and Horace were the first to arrive, and the doctor found there that Horace had already set up an interview with
the club’s security staff. Horace led the staff to believe that he and Tigrillo were either private investigators working on behalf
of Donnie’s father or agents working for a shadowy US government organization. The manager on duty the night Donnie
disappeared showed them security footage from that night, splicing together all the shots the cameras had captured of Donnie.
Horace and Tigrillo vicariously followed Donnie around the club as he flirted with servers and patrons, spiraling up toward the
top floor. They saw his brief exchange with the senator and his wife, culminating in his eventual retreat to the private balcony.
Horace alone noticed the Scion Marie Glapion in the mirror the only time she got close enough for Donnie to notice her, though
she was too clever to physically cross any of the cameras’ lines of sight.

When the security manager told them there was no other footage of Donnie available from that night, Horace convinced
the man to let the two of them look around in the club itself. It was against policy to let anyone not on staff inside before the
place opened at 11:00, but he made an exception for them. They walked Donnie’s path, finding nothing, until they arrived at the
private balcony. The security manager unlocked it and left them alone there, at their request, as he waited patiently inside.

“Anything?” Tigrillo asked as Horace lifted his eyepatch and glanced around once. Beneath the patch was a white-marble
sphere inlaid with the Eye of Horus. It moved just as his natural eye did.

“No signs of a fight,” Horace said. He pointed over his shoulder to the place where Ellen had fallen when Marie had
emerged from within her. “There’s blood in the shadows by the door, but not much. Only enough to say somebody fell down.
The rail and the furniture has all been scrubbed down within an inch of its life, though, and a lot of people have been through
here. If | didn’t already know Donnie was here, | wouldn’t know it to look around. If | didn’t know Marie Glapion had been here
too, I'd say we were at a dead end. Their trails don’t actually go anywhere from here. They just disappear.”

“Marie Glapion?” Tigrillo asked. “From the Shinsengumi2”

Horace told him about seeing her in the security footage. The doctor was not best pleased.
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“There’s nothing solid for me here,” Horace admitted. “I wish this place just had cameras on the damn balconies like theyve = =S8 3
got everywhere else. As it is...” |

Tigrillo nodded his understanding. “I could try to take a look. Maybe knowing Donnie was here will give me a clearer vision.”

“That’s why | brought you,” Horace said.

Tigrillo set down his medical bag and opened it. From within, he removed a long, sharp maguey thorn and pricked the heel of
his right hand. Blood welled up and pooled in his palm. His left hand reached into the medical bag one more time both to return
the thorn to its place and to lift out the heavy crystal skull inside. This he set atop his bloody palm, facing him. He murmured
a low, ancient paean in Nahuatl to his father, the Smoking Mirror, and the blood in his hand suddenly ran upward into the
skull and diffused as if into clear water. The skull’s eyes glowed, and he stared into them, seeking guidance and a vision of the
immediate future. As the vision resolved in the middle distance of his mind’s eye, Tigrillo recounted it for Horace.

“Something is coming,” he murmured. “Something every Scion in the World will see and feel. | see lions and wolves torn
asunder. | taste salt water. | see the last of forgotten grace. The final winter comes. The earth quakes. The broken sky bleeds
black. The Gods finally notice us, but only by the sounds of our weeping. ‘Why did you not act?’ they cry as their war comes to
an end, with none the victor...”

Tigrillo tore his gaze away, and both the light and the blood within the crystal skull disappeared. He looked up at Horace,
who looked worried.

“That sounds like big trouble,” Horace said. “Is that what happens if we don’t find Donnie?”

“No, I'm sorry,” Tigrillo said. “In that vision, Donnie was with us already. | saw beyond our present search.”

“How far2”

“I don’t know, but not very. Before the year is out.”

“Then let’s get to the hotel,” Horace said. “If Donnie was already with us in your vision, maybe that means the others have
found something.”

Tigrillo returned his crystal skull to its place and wiped his bleeding palm on the bandage around his other hand. “I hope
you're right,” he said.

Horace took his wrist and helped him stand up. “We won’t know ‘til we know.”

0 ISISISISISISISISISISISISISIS] 0

While Horace and Tigrillo checked out Talos, the others went to Donnie’s hotel. Eric checked at the desk to make sure
Donnie hadn’t shown up or checked out recently—which he hadn’t. He also asked whether anyone had come by to ask about
Donnie—no one had. So he and the girls excused themselves. They boarded the elevator and went up to Donnie’s room. When
they arrived at his door, they found a red light blinking on an electronic card-reader that hung where a doorknob should’ve
been. Eric knocked, got no answer, and gave the door an experimental nudge. It was locked. He tapped the card-reader and
looked at Brigitte and Yukiko.

“Anybody know how to pick one of these, or should I kick it in2”

“] can ask it to let us in,” Yukiko said.

“Seriously?”

N Yukiko shrugged, breaking eye contact self-consciously.

ol “Don’t bother,” Brigitte said, pulling the thick half of her coco macaque out of its felt bag. She tapped on the door with the
(i heavy end and said, “Housekeeping!”

| Eric felt a frisson of déja vu. Surprise replaced it when Brigitte stepped right through the closed door like it wasn’t there. The
‘ light on the card-reader changed from red to green, and Brigitte opened the door from inside.

% “Cool,” Eric said.

“Well done,” Yukiko said, bobbing her head once.

) Inside, they found not a room, but a whole suite. It sprawled outward from a central den to a kitchen in the back and bedrooms to
' either side. It was fancy and expensive, and it looked like a drunken tornado had been through it. With friends.

F “Holy smokes,” Eric murmured. Yukiko looked mortified.

% “Some party,” Brigitte said. “Figures our cherub wouldn’t invite us.”
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“We'd probqbly lower the tone,” Eric said.
“This wasn’t a party,” Yukiko said. “Look. There’s no food out. No empty alcohol bottles. No cigarette butts. No drug
paraphernalia. No... no prophylactics.”

Eric grunted, impressed, and scratched his head. “She’s right. This place wasn’t trashed, it was tossed. | wonder what they
were looking for.”

“Let’s see if anything obvious is missing,” Brigitte said.

“Yeah,” Eric said. Yukiko nodded.

The two of them each took a bedroom, and Brigitte looked around in the den and kitchen. Each room was just the same,
wrecked and ruined. Eric returned first a few moments later.

“Anything?” Brigitte asked him.

“There’s a whole lot of luggage strewn all over that bedroom,” Eric replied. “Everything somebody like Donnie would need
for a week or two out of the country.” He shrugged. “I don’t know.”

Yukiko emerged from the other bedroom just after that, carrying a slim briefcase with a sprung latch. “The other room hadn’t e
been used,” Yukiko said, “but it too was torn apart. The linens, the carpet, the bathroom fixtures... everything. Even the private i
safe’s door was broken off. And | found this inside.” i "

She set the briefcase on the arm of the sofa and opened it. Inside lay two pistols—one golden, the other a flat, dark gray. !

They lay in nests of form-fitting, open-cell foam, along with an ejected clip and detached silencer for each. The foam was soaked ; E;
with some dark, unidentifiable liquid, and halves of broken-off Number 2 pencils jutted from each of the pistols’ silencers and i
barrels. Eric picked up one of the pistols and tried to dislodge the obstruction, to find that not only was it wedged in tight, but R0

some green substance glued it in place as well. Some of that viscous goop oozed from the port where spent shell-casings were
supposed to eject.

“Is that bubble gum2” Brigitte asked, looking at the pistols over Eric’s shoulder.

“| think so,” Eric said. He put the pistol back in its spot. The foam squelched when he did it. “Donnie’s going to be pissed.”

“Was the Daedalus Device in there too2” Brigitte asked.
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Yukiko shook her head. “I couldn’t find it.”

“Me neither,” Eric said. “Maybe he took it with him2”
“And not these2” Brigitte said, gesturing to the pistols. “That isn‘t like him. Whoever did this must have taken it.”
“But why not take these too2” Eric asked.

Brigitte shrugged. “I don’t know. | would’ve taken them.” She frowned, trying to puzzle the situation out. “Doesn’t make
sense fo me.”

“l know who took it, at least,” Yukiko offered once both Eric and Brigitte had fallen silent. “I spoke to the bed’s kami. He was
distressed by the state of things.”

“So who did it see2” Brigitte asked. If she was annoyed that Yukiko had waited so long to bring this up, she didn’t show it.

Yukiko glanced at Eric nervously and said, “Someone with a set of large, rusty shears.”

Eric’s brow clouded over, and he clenched the leather satchel at his hip with one hand. “Shears? Was that somebody tall
and lanky with a face like a weasel?2”

Yukiko nodded.

“That son of a bitch! Was anybody with him2”

“No,” Yukiko said. “No one else in the room, anyway.”

Eric growled and turned to kick the sofa in frustration. Before he could do that—and likely put the sofa through a wall—
Brigitte’s cell phone rang. It startled them, which broke the tension and significantly reduced the ambient static electricity building
in the air.

“That’s me,” Brigitte said, digging the phone out of her jacket pocket. She checked the caller-ID and punched a button.
“Horace, hey. You realize I'm roaming here, right? ... Yeah, we're here. ... No, the place is trashed and the Daedalus Device is
gone. ... No, they're still here. ... We have a lead, but not a great one. ... Yeah, ours bears that out. Tell you what, you and the
doctor come over here, and we’ll discuss. The two of you might notice something we’re missing. ... Okay. ... Okay. ... All right,
we'll see you in a bit. ... Okay, ‘bye.”

“Was most of that really good news2” Eric growled as Brigitte hung up.
“Mais non,” Brigitte said. “But Horace and Aaron will be here soon. We'll figure out what next from there.”
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“l am completely lost,” Donnie said after an awful lot of walking. He’d tried to maintain some idea of his position relative to
his starting point, but not only did the Labyrinth’s tunnels twist back and forth irregularly, they also spun on the X-, Y- and Z-axes
randomly, ruining Donnie’s fragile sense of perspective. For instance, one path coiled around a thundering waterfall the size of
the Lincoln Tunnel, but the path was twisted such that the water seemed at all times to be rushing by overhead like a jet from a
fire hose. To make matters worse, lapyx was walking backward in front of Donnie, navigating by memory, so they could talk.
That didn’t make it harder to stay oriented, it was just annoying.

“Of course,” lapyx said. “You don’t know the formula. And you haven’t been here as long as | have.”

“How long is that?”

lapyx cocked his head and had to stop walking to think about it. “I don’t know exactly. A long time. | emerge to study the
Flat World only infrequently, so it’s easy to lose track of the centuries.”

“Centuries?” Donnie asked. “Is time as warped here as space?” He hoped not. If so many years were going by in the
World... He shuddered to think.

“No,” lapyx said. He started walking backward again. “Time is time. Even the Gods don’t change that.”

“Ah,” Donnie said. “It’s hard to tell when you’re exaggerating.”

“l wasn’t.”

Donnie frowned but decided to let it go. Wasn’t important anyway. What was important was finding a way out of here.

b Preferably one that didn’t involve advanced math. “So you live here all by yourself, then2 That sounds perfectly awful.”
' “I'm not alone,” the doctor said. “I have my brother, and the others.”

_.‘ ' : “Others?”
L l#

i

X “ 94
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lapyx winced like someone who's given the punch line of a joke away too early. “Yes,” he admitted. “I’m taking you to meet
them.”

“And these others are going to save my life2”

“| hope so.”

“From your brother2”

“I'm afraid so.”

“And he would be...”

“You must know that already,” lapyx said. “I’ve heard his story in the Flat World many times.”

“I should know,” Donnie said. “But your being here is throwing me off. I’ve heard stories about an impenetrable labyrinth on
the island of Crete... Who hasn’t2 But you2” He shook his head. “Is lapyx a pseudonym or something2”

The doctor shook his head, dejected but resigned. “No. Don’t be ashamed if you haven’t heard of me. | haven't lived a life
worthy of legend. I’ve only orbited those who do.”

“People like your brother.”

lapyx nodded then turned around and picked up his pace. He gestured over one shoulder for Donnie to hurry as well.

“Come,” he said. “Let’s not talk about this anymore.”

They walked in silence past wonders that Donnie wished he had time to stop and examine. Intricate geometric mosaics in
every color of the rainbow decorated the tunnels’ high walls. Gazebos adorned with incredibly detailed sculptures offered
breathtaking panoramas. Flickering pinpoints of light danced in glossy black pools on the floors or walls, looking very much like
windows into the beautiful vastness of deep space. Every corner they turned revealed a new vista, the likes of which no marvel
in the World could rival. Duly impressed by it all, Donnie agreed with what lapyx had told him before. If he weren’t a prisoner
here, he would have been eternally grateful to the man for showing him this place. He jogged up to his guide and tapped him
on the shoulder. lapyx stopped and looked back at him.

“Daedalus...” he began. lapyx’s face became an impassive neutral. “He’s really a genius. The legends don’t do him
justice.”

“He has moments of brilliance,” lapyx allowed.

“I'mean it,” Donnie said. “To have built all this in one mortal lifetime... It’s unimaginable.”

lapyx cocked his head and unexpectedly burst out in scornful laughter. The sound echoed up and down the tunnels, coming
back to them from strange angles.

“What?"”

“Built2” the doctor wheezed, struggling for self-control. “You think Daedalus built this place2” He cracked up again, and
Donnie scowled. “You're right, that is unimaginable. Literally!”

“Fine,” Donnie snapped. “Never mind.”

“No, no, I'm sorry,” lapyx said, calming down by degrees. “I shouldn’t laugh. I’ve heard the stories. | understand your
mistake.” Donnie crossed his arms and looked away. lapyx came to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “Daedalus didn’t build
this Labyrinth. He only discovered it. He never knew who built it. (I think it could’ve only been the Gods or the Titans before
them.) What Daedalus did was explore this place. He worked out the mathematical formula that allows one to navigate it, and
he used it to design the layout of King Minos’s palace in the Flat World. That’s what the oldest stories meant when they said he
built the Labyrinth. It's a misunderstanding.”

“Great,” Donnie said. He didn’t care anymore.

lapyx went on. “Time magnifies and exaggerates all legends, but Daedalus was no less a genius for what he did. At the end
of his life, he was even taken to Olympus to sit at the right hand of Hephaestus.”

“So I've heard,” Donnie said. His mother had mentioned that when she’d given Donnie Eros, Anteros and the device that
bore the inventor’s name. “Fine. So Daedalus didn’t build this place. | get it.”

lapyx nodded. “Indeed. He only found out its secret. The story about Minos imprisoning him to safeguard it is true, though.
The formula he discovered is an intellectual marvel. Only an elite few others ever worked it out for themselves. Ariadne, my
brother, myself—"

“The Minotaur,” Donnie smirked. “Unless that’s exaggerated too.”

“Well,” lapyx said, his face paling noticeably. “Not as such.”
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“Pardon?”
lapyx turned away again. “I should show you,” he said nervously. “It's just ahead, if you’re patient.”

“Okay...” Donnie said, not entirely thrilled with the turn this conversation had taken. “Go ahead, then.”
lapyx led him up and around a corner to a vantage that overlooked a vast garden of several acres. More than half of it
was devoted to the fruits, vegetables and herbs necessary for a healthy vegetarian diet, but the rest was devoted to some plant
Donnie couldn’t recognize at a distance. The garden lay in a deep bed of soil that had probably been imported. Irrigation
canals from a nearby waterfall nourished it. It wasn’t until he saw this place—and wondered how the plants thrived without
sunlight—that Donnie realized he had no idea where the ambient light was coming from. For that matter, he had no idea whence

. the water came either, unless it just flowed around and around the Labyrinth endlessly.

Such concerns were secondary, however, when Donnie got a good look at the numerous beings who tended this hidden
garden—all healthy adult males dressed in simple tunics and sandals like the one he wore. None of them were human. They stood
no less than eight feet tall, each one was covered in bright white hair, and all of them had the heads of longhorn bulls. Their eyes

gleamed faintly red like drying blood. The creatures—the minotaurs—all turned from their work to regard him and lapyx as the
two approached. Several raised their farming tools like weapons.

“You've got to be kidding me,” Donnie whispered

“These are the others,” lapyx said. He took Donnie by the wrist and pulled him along behind. “Stay close. They don’t let
strangers wander alone here.”

They descended the last flight of marble steps and descended into the midst of the minotaurs, who closed in around them
and loomed. The stench of every caitle ranch mixed with an odor of rank BO. The creatures’ breath was none too fresh either.
Donnie’s eyes watered as the minotaurs closed in. He was suddenly reminded of every horrible prison story he’d ever heard.

The largest of the minotaurs stepped a little closer than the rest and spoke to lapyx in what Donnie assumed was Greek. The
beast leered at Donnie as he spoke, and he licked his bovine chops with a tongue as big as Donnie’s hand. The other minotaurs
chuckled, all of them huffing in thick, rumbling voices. lapyx pulled Donnie in a little closer to him and shook his head violently,
responding fo the beast in its own language. They went back and forth for a few moments before lapyx finally barked out a
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harsh something-or—ol‘her and the minotaur relented. He stepped back to join the others, and all the ones in earshot grumbled
in disappointment. lapyx then lifted his head and addressed as many of those assembled as he could in words that sounded
like they were supposed to be inspiring and uplifting. He pointed to himself, to several of the nearby listeners, out toward the
Labyrinth, and finally at Donnie. He lifted Donnie’s hand by the wrist, and all of the listeners directed their attention to him.

“Hey,” Donnie said. To lapyx, he murmured, “What are you telling them?2”

“First, that you aren’t a sacrifice,” lapyx replied in like tones. “They were disappointed. Second, | told them you could help
them.”

“I thought they were going to help me.”

“Yes,” lapyx said. “Just a moment.” He addressed the crowd once more, asking a question that sounded important. He
pointed at the largest nearby minotaur and asked it again, emphasizing a couple of words more than he’d done before. The
minotaur grunted and scratched its neck. It backed up a few steps, and several of its brethren congregated around it and
chattered among themselves.

“| have many questions,” Donnie said to no one. He tapped lapyx to get his attention. “What are they saying? What did
you ask them?2”

“If they say no,” lapyx said, “it won’t matter.”

“Okay... Here’s another one: | see plenty of males here, but no women. Where are they?2”

“There aren’t any,” lapyx said. He kept glancing over his shoulder as he spoke, checking to see if the minotaurs were ready
to answer him. “No female minotaur is ever born.”

“l find that slightly impossible to believe.”

“Every minotaur is born from a human woman,” lapyx explained, smiling indulgently. “The first bull-mother was Pasiphag,
Minos’s queen, but she wasn’t the only one. The Cretan Bull, who took her, ran loose for many years after its first child was born.
He sired many offspring before Theseus eventually slew him. Those offspring sired many others: all of them male; all of them as
you see. They are their father’s children.”

Donnie thought he might throw up. “So they live here2”

“Yes. Minos’s army corralled them all in the early days and would have slaughtered them if not for my father. He suggested
they be imprisoned here, on the off chance that killing them outright would offend Poseidon—who’d sent the white bull to Crete in
the first place. So King Minos did that. He even tried to provide for their survival as a race for a while by arranging for a yearly
tribute of healthy young women from Athens. It worked fine until Theseus came.”

“And killed a bunch of them?”

lapyx shook his head. “He only broke into the Labyrinth and rescued the survivors of the most recent tribute. He killed
Asterion, one of the sentries, but mostly by accident. | don’t remember all the details. Anyway, by the time |I'd emerged into the
Flat World after that, Minos had long since died and times had changed. It didn’t matter anymore.”

lapyx checked to see the minotaurs were still talking. “I’ve been trying to find them a real home beyond these endless tunnels
ever since, but no place seems appropriate. They want to leave, but I'm concerned that releasing them into the Flat World
wouldn’t be safe. | fear humanity would still rather destroy these creatures than welcome them.”

“You think they don’t deserve it2” Donnie asked. lapyx flinched and looked over his shoulder guiltily. The minotaurs were still
deep in conversation. “l wouldn’t want them in my neighborhood. It sounds like no woman would be safe around them if they‘re
all their fathers’ children.” lapyx looked away, trying to hide a guilty look. “And then there was how they were ‘disappointed”
| wasn’t a sacrifice. What’s that about?”

“They are rough, crude beasts,” lapyx conceded. “That’s why | haven’t taken them to any of the exits and let them out. But
| have recently found a place that would be fine for them. It’s a mythic realm connected to the Flat World. They could be free
there, finally, and never trouble mortals again.”

“So what are they still doing here?”

“I need someone with divine blood to unlock the door. It’s a crucial operand in the formula there.”

“If you can’t open the door, how do you know what’s on the other side2” Donnie asked.

“Because | understand the formula,” lapyx said, as if that answered everything. “I can find any door in this Labyrinth, tell
you how to open it and tell you where it takes you (on the Flat World or beyond). But there are some doors that only those with
divine