Prologue

Acropolis 1997: The centre of the world. Ultimately built to withstand any force, human or natural, it rests in the very heart of the New Empire. Viewed from the outside it's an architectural masterpiece, a fortress surrounded by marvellous walls of metal and stone, but within the glancing barricade it is nearly nothing else than a haven for the worst criminals of the world. During day it is much like other cities. People mingling on the streets, rushing from store to store to fill their material needs, cabs driving carelessly between the ignorant masses and homeless begging for sympathy and money at the sidewalk without any mentionable success, but at night there is no place as foul and pestered by crime as the capital of the New Empire. Somebody once said: ”You never know what kind of creeps will crawl out when the light is turned off”, and this couldn't be better phrased when talking about Acropolis.


The Inner City Law Department, ICLD, effectively shows the rest of the world how to deal with criminals of various kinds and the law is fast and merciless. The judge treats all inhabitants of the Core equally and once a case is closed there is no way to escape the punishment assigned by the court. Mostly, criminals end up in jail for a year or more but under some critical circumstances, such as rape or murder, the penalty is always set to death. Executions are exclusively broadcast live on international television to keep the people of the world aware of what would happen should they commit such an awful act within the borders of the New Empire. Few major crimes are reported in the centre of Acropolis these days but outside the inner city's verges, another justice rules the streets between the shimmering dark buildings. The ordinary law enforcers don't venture over the bridges connecting the mid-city with the suburbs anymore. Not since the great riot that took place in East End where over half of the United Acropolitan Police Department was slain by rebels, armed with heavy military arms and explosives. Over six hundred men died that cold day in January 1988 as the police clashed with the uprising forces of society's underworld.


So in July 1990 the UAPD was divided into smaller fractions, each trying to maintain order in their part of the town. More men were hired from the military to serve as armed troopers in SWAT-teams, and today each suburban police department holds over 250 officers carrying heavy firepower and protection. Ironically enough, the only area in Acropolis that isn't included in this law structure is the most dreaded of them all, East End. Even though almost 350 troopers were assigned to EEPD in the beginning of the nineties they stood powerless before the high criminality in the area. The mob ruling this dark side of the town were much too clever for the brute military force and kept their work well hidden inside of the high majestic houses, protected by the black, mirror-like steel covering their outside surfaces. When the politicians of the New Empire realized that force alone stood ineffective against the underworld they decided to remove the attack units and close the police department in that area for the time being and call in help from their allies in the west, the USA. Thus in 1992 a special task force of the Federal Bureau of Investigation established their headquarters in an old building of Acropolis inner city, vastly determined to exterminate the vermin infesting the distant district, known by some as the Drug-realm of Shikome and by others as the Gargoyles Shelter, East End.


It was to this headquarter agent Wolf Frontier was transferred from Floodland in late November 1996 to participate in the strife for justice. Due to his excellent record of former assignments and a letter of recommendation, signed by none other than the US president himself, Wolf tiptoed past the lower departments in the bureau's Acropolis-detachment to begin his work in this new town with the very essence of his education, the solving of homicides.

Chapter 1

Friday 13/03/97 - 12.56 pm - Downtown Acropolis

The cab slowly made way through the crowd towards the centre of Acropolis. Its shiny black exterior combined with the chrome details around windows and headlights gave it a rather diplomatic appearance, more like a limousine than a taxi. The purple sign on its roof glittered slightly as the rays of the somewhat warming sun, shining down from the pale blue sky, reflected through its dark coloured glass. No light came from within the sign though, clearly pointing out to the waving people on the sidewalk that the cab was currently occupied. As the vehicle turned left onto 23:rd Street the crowd grew thinner and allowed the elegant car to speed up a little. At a more comfortable speed it passed by the high buildings, entirely built of steel and glass. Nobody but the tourists saw the beauty of these creations anymore, they were just part of the scenery to the common man. Reaching towards the sky like black-coloured giants, eleven floors high at minimum, they gave the city a dark and threatening impression to the visiting people who were not yet used to the smoothly polished steel. 


The cab passed by one of Acropolis’ many parks and slowed to a stop by the traffic lights to let the waiting people cross the street. Some children were playing hide-and-seek among the statues and gargoyles in the snow-filled park and a man dressed in a white suit gave some money to a woman and received a small package in return. The lights turned green and the cab accelerated again and turned right, still with the park on its right side, approaching 2:nd Avenue. Most of Acropolis´ restaurants and nightclubs were located on 2:nd Avenue so, since it was just after noon, the black vehicle accelerated some more, following the almost empty street. Four young men, obviously into heavy metal music considering their long hair and black leather clothes, sat outside Club Acrofloor. They looked pretty misplaced and somewhat hostile. 


The cab accelerated some more and approached another club. The signed outside read ”Greyscale” and was decorated with a simple silver line forming the profile of a female face with an extended snake’s tongue. The car slowed down violently, making people turn their attention towards the sound of screaming tires. It barely touched the young man crossing the street in a hurry but since the youngster held an acceptable speed trying to pass before the cab got there he stumbled and fell flat on the ground in front of the gleaming car. Swearing loudly Andrew got up on his feet and stepped onto the sidewalk as he watched the black taxi drive away along the avenue. His thoughts wandered and he came up with a great deal of unpleasant things to do with cabdrivers who can't keep their eyes on the road as he brushed his leather trousers clean from snow. Andrew McFlame was everything but a respectable student, like most in his age group. He had given up the idea of studying a long time ago without any reason, and instead earned his living through minor crimes like burglary and drug dealing. He opened the door to Greyscale and walked inside.


The café was almost empty so it wasn't hard for Andrew to locate his fellow band members, sitting in a smoke-filled corner in the back of the room. Slowly he made his way towards them, not really noticing the lonely man sitting near the entrance. 


”You're late.” Luke looked up from his notepad.


”And you look like shit”, Adrian filled in and leaned back with a sadistic smile on his face.


Luke and Adrian formed the core of the bands existence. Nothing happened without Luke’s say-so and Adrian stood responsible for most of the composing. As the other band members soon had discovered, Luke could be a pain to work with from time to time. He took his job far too seriously and nothing was done without the greatest of perfection. Furthermore he never touched drugs stronger than alcohol and he didn't smoke. He was the only one in the band with these two characteristics.


”Don't start”, Andrew replied. ”Where's Michael?”


”Incoming.” Luke nodded towards the entrance.


Michael was the bass-player of Naggaroth Nightmares, a thin young man with long black hair and roughly grown beard. He had a tendency to be far too polite when talking to his friends and he always addressed people with their last name, something that the rest of the band had given up on trying to change. The only thing they could do was to blame the Norwegian blood flowing in his veins. After buying a cup of coffee, Michael joined the others by the small corner table.


”Gentlemen.” He nodded to each and one of them. ”I do hope that you are able to excuse my slight lateness.  Somehow I found myself in a place I didn't quite recognize when I awoke this wonderful morning. Can't say I remember ever seeing the girl before either. But now I am here so”, he leaned forward and sipped his coffee, ”shall we get started?”


”Yeah. I'll just get some coffee.” Andrew stood up and backed away from the table. ”Any of you lugs in need of a refill?”


”Nah”, said Luke. ”Just get back here quickly.”


”Yup.”


Walking towards the counter, Andrew now took more notice of the lonely man by the entrance. There was something strange about his whole appearance. Nothing he could put his finger on but something was wrong with the man. For a moment their eyes met and Andrew found himself looking away as if he had seen seeing something horrible and cold shivers fluttered down his spine. He went past the man without uttering a word and continued heading for the desk. Behind him he heard his friends discussing their plans for the coming evening.


”The usual, Jacques.” Andrew had already put his money on the counter when the owner entered from the kitchen with a cup of steaming hot coffee. Walking back to his friends he didn't even look towards the entrance and without thinking about it he walked a wide circle around the lonely man sitting by the door, obviously waiting for someone or something. Adrian smiled at him when he sat down.


”You could just say coffee.”


Andrew looked at him, trying to figure out what he meant.


”Say what?”


”Instead of 'the usual'. Say coffee. It's shorter. Will save your lungs for better use later on.” 


”We all have full understanding of what you mean by using the lungs in a better way, Mr. Young.” Michael looked at Adrian and laughed silently.


Andrew and Adrian broke out in hysterical laughter, but calmed down rather quickly as the saw Luke’s displeased facial expression.


”Will the three of you be equally busy tomorrow?” Luke's voice was calm but had that special ounce of irritation the other members of Naggaroth Nightmares had learned to recognize.


”Fucking joy-killer…” Andrew mumbled to himself.


”Something you like to share with the rest of us, Andrew?”


”No. It was nothing.”


”Good.” Luke took a deep breath. ”I hope everybody remembers that we have our monthly gig tonight.”


”Is that tonight? Man. No can do guys. I got a date with Christine and there's no way that I can...” Looking at Luke, Adrian found it best not to drive the joke any further. ”Sorry.”


”I've been meaning to talk to you about that later on.” Luke had obviously left his sense of humour at home. ”But if we could leave our personal thoughts and desires for a while and talk business, I for one would be pretty glad. So shut the hell up and listen for a change. This isn’t a game we're playing. Keep doing your jobs or start looking for another band.”


The room was quiet. Everybody around the table was looking questioning at Luke but nobody said anything. They all knew that they'd only start a ruckus by talking and none of them wanted to see Luke in a worse mood than the one he carried today. Luke started talking about this and that, the line-up for the evening's gig, complained about members not showing up at rehearsal sessions and what he thought about his fellow musicians preferring drugs over their musical future. They all listened in silence but weren't too happy about it.

2.06 pm - FBI Headquarters

The digital numbers on his desk-watch gleamed with a flickering green light as agent Wolf reached his office, not more than six hours late. He waited in the doorway for a while before entering, just to make sure that his superior, agent Ernest Pale, wasn't close by. Looking up and down the hall he noticed that most of the agents working weren't present. Silently he closed the door behind him. Somebody had put a grey folder on his desk. Gently rubbing his right eye he sat down on his chair and picked it up. 


”Come in”, he said as a silent knocking was heard from the door. 


”A little late today, are we?”


”Hi Dolly.” He smiled gently and threw the folder onto the desk.


Agent Anne Dolly was Wolf's partner since a while back and the one who got him settled in after his transfer from the Floodland district. She had the looks of the typical FBI-agent, average build in all ways, reddish hair and clear green eyes, like damp, glittering emeralds. She was a very beautiful woman, but when at work, dressed in her black suit, white shirt and tie, it was hard to see her as anything other than an agent, just like everyone else in the building. She closed the door behind her and leaned towards it.


”I see you found my report.”


”Yeah.” Wolf picked the folder up again. ”I haven’t read it though. What is it?”


”Our last case. Agent Pale wanted you to write it before fourteen hundred today so you're twelve minutes late.”


”You wrote it for me? You've been holding out on me, Dolly. I didn't know you could read and write.” He allowed the sarcastic smile to spread on his lips.


”That's almost funny, Wolf. Are you developing a sense of humour?” she snapped back at him. ”Just sign it and take it to Pale. He's mad enough as it is so I don't think you'd want to upset him more.” She opened the door to leave.


”Guess not.” Wolf signed the report without reading it. ”And Dolly.”


”Yes, Wolf.”


”Thanks.”


He took the file with him and headed for agent Pale's office. He was still tired and couldn't stop himself from yawning when turning around the last corner of the corridor. 


”But Mr. Wolf. Sleeping on the job, are we?” 


It was Caroline Blox, agent Pale's secretary. Wolf always tried to imagine what she would look like without her over-dimensioned glasses and childish plaits when he met her. This day though, he was so glad to see her instead of her boss that he totally forgot to fantasize, a happiness that was about to end within a matter of seconds.


”No, Caroline”, he replied, ”but I wish that I could. Would you be so kind and give this to Mr. Pale when you're done with... whatever you're doing?” He held the folder in front of him.


”Sorry Wolf. Pale has ordered me to send you to his office without any delay. I was just about to see if you had arrived yet.” She paused and lowered her voice. ”Between you and me. He's not in his best of moods today so...”


”I heard you Miss C.” The voice boomed out from the room at the end of the hall. ”Wolf Frontier! In here! Now!”


Pale had his reasons to dislike Wolf. When Wolf was transferred to Acropolis he had cruised straight past the lower departments and directly to the inner circle of agents under Pale's supervision. Since Pale liked, or rather took pleasure in, reminding his staff that he was in charge, he found Wolf very annoying. The new agent in his line of workers never did anything wrong. He was punctual, worked day and night without demanding pay for the overtime if needed and solved cases with ridiculous perfection. Thus, there was never anything to complain about regarding Wolf, and Pale was very disturbed by that situation. When Wolf entered his office this day however, agent Pale sat behind his desk, trying to hide a mean smile. He didn't do a very good job though. 


”Close that door, agent.”


Although the agents in Acropolis all agreed that Mr. Pale's behaviour was very much like that of a five-year-old, they also stood united with the opinion that he had the most respectable appearance in the New Empire, maybe in the whole world, with his 190 cm height, long platinum blond hair and pale blue eyes. Pale's eyes actually reminded Wolf of small circles of ice. Wolf on the other hand stood 186 cm tall and his hair the perfect opposite of Pale's, short and black. Wolf's only problem was that he was too kind at times, and his looks reflected that feature. He closed the door to the office and stood silent. Pale was all but silent.

Chapter 2

Friday 13/03/97 - 8.00 pm - Club Greyscale

Jacques LaFontaine watched the crowd from a distance with a satisfied smile on his lips. Although the doors to his club hadn't been open for more than a few minutes, over fifty youths had gathered to enjoy themselves at his special event. The second Friday every month he had a special theme for the night and on stage he had his usual line-up for such evenings; at 21.00, the rather brutal industrial band M.I.S.S.I.L.E and at half past ten, the EBM-rockers, Naggaroth Nightmares. More people entered as he beheld the dance-floor from the bar.


”There will be a lot of money in circulation tonight”, he thought and looked even happier.


Greyscale was the kind of club one usually finds hidden away in alleys and basements. It was dark, warm and totally infested with drugs and prostitution. Jacques didn't care about that though. It was good for his business since it motivated more people to show up at all times and Aphrodite paid a lot of rent for the second floor. Aphrodite was a very well-shaped woman in her late twenties, with long, curly red hair, who had a tendency to dress in extremely tight clothes, preferably made of leather, combined with airy, veil like garments, rather bringing out than concealing the grace of her body. Everybody knew that she was the one in charge of the girls working at The Goddess, upstairs from Greyscale, and there was no doubt about what the work consisted of. Now she stood beside Jacques behind the bar, observing her girls mingling with the visitors.


”Seems like it'll be a good night for business”, she said as one of her employees vanished up the concealed stairs together with her first client of the evening.


”Indeed.” Jacques mixed a purple drink for a girl by the bar. ”Lot of people here.”


”Mhm”, she nodded. ”What time is it, my dear Frenchman?”


”Missile-time within moments. I think they are filling the stage with smoke even as we speak.”


”Ah. Time for me to withdraw then.” She bent forward and gave him a soft kiss on his cheek. ”But do not despair, dear. I'll be back later on.”


”As always,  ma amie.” 


He gave her a long look as she wandered off towards the stairs, wagging her hips just a little more than necessary. He shook his head, like a child trying to shake away the last memories of a nightmare, and allowed his eyes to wander through the dark room. It seemed as if all of the youths present had a great time except for a lonely young man sitting in a corner with a massive book in front of him. Jacques knew the man very well by now and he could tell from where he stood that the youngster had the blues. He called for one of the waitresses to take care of the bar and approached his lonely friend. 


”Mind if I sit for a while, my friend?” he said as he reached the table.


”Not at all Jacques.” Luke closed his book. ”I'd appreciate your company.” He looked at the glass in front of him, filled to the half with red wine. ”You changed the label of the house' wine. Bad boy. I liked the other one.”


”Sorry about that, Luke.” Jacques really looked sad. ”What's bothering you? I haven't seen you like this since...”


He halted. Reminding Luke about that episode of his life was like telling the pope that God was the new patriarch of the Church of Satan and giving him the documents to prove it. Hell would break loose, literally.


”Nah, it's a little bit of a lot of things actually.” Luke sighed deeply and emptied his glass. ”Most of all it's the band. Seems like I'm the only one interested in keeping it up. I know we can get places, Jacques, I really know it. But sometimes it feels like...  like...”


”…like climbing the Alps without garment and gear, I know”, Jacques finished Luke's line. ”I felt the same way the first months after Greyscale was opened. I suffered greatly financially and was about to lose my permit several times. You just got to hang in there. You're still young and good-looking. And if it doesn't work out with the rest of the guys, well, boot them. There are plenty of good musicians in this city. It'll be all right. Just don't give up.”


”I guess so. Thanks man. Get back to your customers now, you're losing money by sitting here babbling with me.”


”You'll be all right for now then?”


Luke looked at the woman entering the club. Her long black hair was kept away from her face with two exquisite silver clasps. She was dressed in a black silk dress with bare shoulders, tight over her upper body and wide from the waist and down. The pale makeup on her face gave her a vampiric appearance and the small ring in her eyebrow glistened in the lights of the candles illuminating the room. Her eyes swept through the room and stopped as they met his.


”Yes, Jacques”, he said in a whispery tone. ”I'll be fine.”


As the Frenchman left his table, Luke kept his gaze on the newly arrived woman moving forward through the crowd towards him. She was a regular visitor at the club; he knew that since he was the one who first brought her there, something he sometimes wished he never had done. She stopped a few steps from the table.


”Hi.” Her voice was soft and quiet, still clear enough to be heard despite the loud music.


”Hello Felicia”, he replied. ”How have you been?”


”So-so.” She took a step closer to the table and laid a hand on the chair next to him. ”Do you mind?”


”It's not my chair.”


Luke and Felicia had been quite close some time ago and whether or not Luke wanted to admit it, his feelings for the girl was far from gone, and as she sat down beside him he felt something breaking down inside. She looked at him with the sweetest of eyes, those mysterious green eyes he once fell for which still haunted his dreams from time to time.


”How's the band?” she asked, leaning towards him.


Luke forced his mind back to reality.


”How's the engagement?” His voice was colder than ice.


Felicia moved away from him again, putting her elbows on the table, leaning her chin on her palms.


”You really had to, didn’t you?” Her eyes narrowed. ”I only tried to be nice. Should have known it was meaningless when addressing The Acropolitan Rock Star. As a matter of fact, my relationship is great. Actually, perfect. Couldn't be better. And now if you excuse me I'm going to see M.I.S.S.I.L.E.”


He gave her a sadistic smile as she got up from her seat and he noticed her eyes flashing in anger. He kept smiling, shaking his head scornfully when she left for the dance-floor. When he couldn't see her anymore he opened his book again. He cursed himself for his stupidity as he tried to focus on the seemingly empty words of the novel. Somehow he always said something to anger Felicia when they met. He didn't know why, maybe it was a way to protect himself from his forbidden feelings for her. Anyhow he didn't like it one bit. Noticing that he couldn't focus on the story of the book, he closed it and left for the backstage area.


Time moved fast for the visitors of Greyscale. The first band of the evening had left the stage and disappeared backstage, not to be seen again that evening, after one of their better performances. Jacques looked at his watch as he dried the bar clean from gin and tonic. A quarter past ten. He looked at Adrian and Luke setting the stage in order for their upcoming gig, due in only fifteen minutes. The boys worked fast and mechanically and their movements told of years of experience. 


”They are good boys”, he said to Aphrodite, who just reached the bar again after talking to a quite beautiful girl some yards away.


”They?” She looked confused. ”Who?”


”The Nightmares”, he replied, pointing his finger towards the stage. ”I worry about them, cherie. I really hope that some label would sign them up soon. They're falling apart as it is now, and I can't pay them enough to live their lives without other income.” He sighed and shook his head. ”And poor Luke. He's doing it for the music and the others are only in it for the girls and the drugs, as it seems.”


”You worry too much, darling. If I worried half as much about my girls as you do about these guys, I'd be forced to deposit my agency, if you get my meaning.”


”Maybe you're right.” Jacques didn't look that convinced though.


”By the way”, Aphrodite changed the subject, ”I got myself a new recruit tonight.”


”Really?” he said without any greater interest.


”Yes, a gorgeous little red-haired thingy, perfect for my richer clients. She's got style, elegance and grace. And on top of that”, she leaned forward and whispered, ”She’s sexy as hell.”


They both laughed for a while. Jacques always got a mood upswing when talking to Aphrodite. He didn't understand it, but when she was near him everything seemed so simple. He looked at the stage again as the familiar tunes from Naggaroth's introduction-act emanated from the loudspeakers and the crowd gathered on the dance-floor. There were around 300 people visiting his club at that time and he praised his lucky star for finding such a great band. What he didn’t know was that the performance at Greyscale that night would prove to be the last one for the Naggaroth Nightmares.

Chapter 3

Saturday 14/03/97 - 3.09 am - Wolf’s Home

There was one thing Wolf couldn’t understand. Who in God’s name had been calling for the past ten minutes? Once again he looked at the timer beside his bed. Nine minutes past three in the morning. Still stunned by the abrupt awakening he reached for the phone and picked it up. Yesterday had been one of the few days when he wondered why he still worked for the FBI, and as he heard the voice of his boss over the phone he realized that for the first time ever he would consider leaving the force for two days in a row. Deep within he knew of course that he’d never get away from his work. He simply wouldn’t let himself quit.


”Yes, sir.” He looked at the timer again to make sure. Ten past three. ”Yes, I’m awake.”


The voice on the other side of the line was, as usual, rather hostile.


”You better be. Duty calls even at night, agent. You are supposed to stand prepared for the department’s disposal at any given hour.”


”Are you saying I can’t sleep anymore? Give me a break Pale. It’s three o’clock in…”


”I am perfectly aware of what time it is and according to my opinion you got well enough sleep yesterday. As I recall you were more than a little late. So get your ass out of bed, get dressed, kiss that girl of yours on the cheek and transport your sorry appearance to the east side of East End bridge. We got a 187.”


Wolf sat silent for a while just looking at the phone after Pale hung up. Shaking his head he moved out of the bed and strolled off to the toilet. Acting without reflecting he found himself waking up a second time, sitting on the side of the bed, beholding the grace of his beloved Felicia. The black make-up around her eyes was smudged out over her cheeks and the long black hair had no structure what so ever, and still he found himself wondering how he ever managed to find such a beautiful woman to share his existence with. Carefully, not to wake her up, he leaned forward and kissed her forehead. 


”Good-bye, dear”, he whispered. ”Hopefully I’ll be back before you awake.”


He was serious in his statement. He truly hoped to be there for her when she rose from her slumber, but somehow he knew that this night would prove to be a very long one.

3.23 am - East-End Bridge

It was snowing ever so slightly that morning as Wolf pulled his car over at the far side of the East-End Bridge. Exiting his car he looked up against the black winter-sky. The snowflakes sparkled in the streetlights as they, innocently white, fell from the darkened heaven and landed on the ground, slowly erasing the tracks that the killer possibly had left behind. The sound of footsteps behind him made him return his mind to reality.


”What have we got, Dolly?” He turned to meet his partner.


”And good morning to you as well, kind sir.” 


Dolly’s suit was strict and perfect as always. Wolf often wondered if she had a portable iron in her pocket at all times, just in case it would get wrinkled.


”Nothing really good about it, is there?” He looked at the tall buildings around him as they wandered towards the crime-scene.


East End was the most recently built part of Acropolis, constructed to harbour as many people as possible. The buildings were therefore extremely high and as the Imperial Office of Architecture had built the area with minimum resources the houses were also plain and undecorated. 


”It seems to be a basic robbery that has gone out of hand. An anonymous witness called it in. Said she saw someone attacking someone. We don’t know much yet though since we were waiting for you to arrive. I’m glad you didn’t oversleep.”


”We?”


”Yes. Dr. Vigil is over by the victim.”


”I’ll be damned. I thought he’d be dead from cancer by now.”


Quite some time had passed since Wolf met Vigil the last time and as he looked at the doctor standing bent over the lifeless body he noticed that very little had changed in his appearance. The black short hair still crowned his head without any structure or order, the rather goofy glasses still rested on his sharp nose and, of course, the cigarette still hung from between his lips. As the two agents came closer he stood up and let a cloud of thick smoke rise through the air and spread to nothingness, like a ghost drawing its final astral breath. Wolf shook his hand.


”How is it that we always meet like this?” he smiled. ”It’s been a while.”


”And that has its reasons, old friend.” Vigil sighed as he lit up another cigarette. ”I’ve been on an assignment in the States for two months, much to my wife’s disapproval. I only returned three days ago.


Wolf looked down on the dead woman. 


”And what a welcome home gesture this is. Have you examined the body?”


”Ever so slightly. From what I can tell right now she was killed by some irregularly shaped stabbing weapon, possibly a screwdriver or similar, which has penetrated the jugular vein on the left side of her neck. According to the ID found in her wallet she is, or used to be, one Jessica Atkins, age twenty-four, and here is the real thrill.”


From his pocket, Vigil pulled out a transparent plastic bag, filled with greenish papers. Wolf looked at them in wonder.


”Money?”


”You bet, twenty-three thousand credits. Quite an amount if you ask me. Not that you will but anyhow. Lots of pesos.”


”I thought you said this was a robbery, Dolly”


”I did. It looked that way on first sight. I also said that we waited for you to arrive before touching anything, remember?”


”As a matter of fact I do. What’s that?”


Just beside the victim’s head lay a feather. A rather large, black item that seemed to be totally out of place. Wolf looked at it for a while and then froze. Images from earlier days flashed before his eyes and a sickening sense of deja vu crept upon him. He stood there as still as a statue for a while before he once again got a grip of reality. Hard, cold sounds of someone staggering down metal stairs slowly faded out to silence in his mind. The final part of Dolly’s statement returned his concentration.


”…rd’s feather. So what?”


”It shouldn’t be here”, Vigil replied. ”It’s a feather from a vulture of the type Neophron Percnopterus, originating from the northern parts of Setoria.”


”So?”


”If a Neophron Percnopterus dropped this feather while flying past this place he was over three thousand miles from home.”


”And?”


”Those birds never, ever move.”


There was a short silence before the three agents picked up the feather for future analysis, put the dead woman in a body bag and headed back to headquarters. Wolf sat silent in the car, thinking about the pictures that had flashed by his eyes earlier; a candle, a butcher and something more, something, floating in circles, closer and closer, faster and faster. And then there was that sound. As if somebody stomped, more and more rapidly, down cold metal stairs. <Clang>, <clang>, <clang>…

09.00 am - FBI Headquarters


”Damn it Wolf, you look like something from ‘Day of the Living Dead’. It’s nine o’clock for God’s sake.”


”God has nothing to do with it, Pale.” Wolf rubbed his eyes wearily for a moment. ”As you may remember, we investigated a homicide last night. Only got myself about four hours sleep. Leave me alone.”


”You were late yesterday and your mind is late today. I don’t know what to do with you Wolf, I really don’t”, Pale snarled back at him. ”Take Dolly and that priest friend of yours and go visit the deceased woman’s family. Make sure to come back with something to work on for a change.”


As agent Pale slammed shut the door to his office, Wolf again wondered why he still worked for the feds. With an apathetic look on his face he walked through the building’s gigantic halls to the garage, got into his car and headed out in the morning traffic. He hadn’t gotten much sleep after the callout that night. The images that flashed before his eyes as he saw the feather still hung over him, obscuring his sight like a rain-cloud making life miserable for sunbathing tourists. He felt a cold stream of fear and horrible recognition flow through him as he recalled the face of the butcher from his so-called vision. A big man with rough beard, glasses and bloodstained hands, standing in what seemed to be Wolf’s own kitchen. And then there was the child, crying in his bedroom. He turned up on the driveway in front of father Eric’s house and slowed to a gentle stop. He left his hat in the car as he wandered up to the front door and rang the bell. Just a few seconds later the door opened and Eric peeked out, dressed in a night robe and purple slippers. Father Eric Martins was a very handsome man in his early forties, something that most people refused to believe, as he didn’t look a day over thirty. His short, dark-brown hair was carefully styled back over his head even in this early morning hour and in his hand rested a dark wooden pipe, smoking lightly with an aroma of cherry.


”Wolf!” Eric looked at his old friend with a delighted smile on his lips. ”Come in, by all means. Come in.”


”I’m sorry father. Time is short and I’m on my way to visit a family who suffered a tragic loss last night.”


”Oh really?” The smile suddenly vanished.


”We found a girl murdered over at East End.”


”Oh no. That’s just awful. Why doesn’t anyone just tear down that dreadful bridge and seal off the place. It is like a gateway to hell, I tell you. How many bestial acts of wrath are to be committed in those parts before somebody realizes that?”


”I don’t know Eric, but I was hoping that you might follow me to see the Atkins family.”


”Well of course. Are you going alone?”


”No. Dolly is on her way there now. I’m supposed to meet her there.”


”Let me just get dressed. I’ll be right out.”


”I’ll wait in the car. Thanks Eric.”


Wolf went back to his black sedan and waited for the priest to get ready to leave. He looked at his watch just to notice that it had stopped at twenty-six minutes past three. Exactly the time he had looked at the mysterious feather.


”Odd…”


”Excuse me?” Eric came wandering towards the car, putting on a pair of gloves as he walked.


”Oh, nothing. Are you ready to go?”


”Yes. Let’s get it over with.”


Wolf put in the reverse drive and backed up out on the street. Driving through Eric’s neighbourhood they passed a lot of children, playing and wrestling in the snowy suburban landscape. Eric sighed loudly.


”What is happening to the world, Wolf?” 


”What do you mean?”


”I don’t know, maybe it’s nothing. Maybe it’s just my mind playing tricks on me. But it seems as if the world is falling apart, slowly but steadily, piece by piece it falls deeper and deeper into cataclysmic chaos.” 


”I see your point. The last couple of weeks only, the crime-rate has nearly doubled, and we can’t really keep up with the growth. More and more cases remain unsolved. I sure hope this one isn’t one of those damned files. Excuse the language.”


”No offence taken. So, tell me about this family we are going to see. It would be good to know what we’re up against.”


”Certainly. Needless to say they are all in a state of shock, according to the agent who broke the news to them.”


”I can imagine that that job is one of the worst on the force.”


”No doubt about it. Anyway, the family is a rather large one, a single mother, one son and, now, two daughters. The family name is Atkins. The mother, Lana, works as a teacher at the School of Dragons, main subjects English and History if I remember it correctly. Oldest daughter, Eileen, is a student at the Acropolitan University of Lore and Knowledge, and her younger sister, Isabelle, attends regular school together with her younger brother Peter. The victim, Jessica, was the oldest child in the family at the age of twenty-four. She was found just a few yards away from the E.E. Bridge, brutally stabbed to death for no apparent reason. We even found 23000 credits in her wallet.”


”No robbery?”


”No. Somebody just wanted her dead as it seems.”


”But that doesn’t make sense.” Eric looked devastated.


”Murders never do, my friend.” Wolf slowed down and stopped behind Dolly’s car outside the Atkins’ house. ”But I agree to the absurdity in this one.”


Dolly was sleeping as Wolf knocked on the side window of the car. He wished that he could find some time for that kind of time-killing soon. The intense working-hours really took away the best of him, and of his and Felicia’s relationship as well. Nothing had been quite the same the last two weeks. Felicia often went out to bars to meet friends and Wolf was often asleep as she came home. To make things worse he usually left for work before she woke up. They hardly ever met anymore, even though they lived together. He had been meaning to take a week’s vacation but as matters added up at this point, that free time just had to wait. Together with Dolly and Eric, he approached the door to the small white house and tried to keep a calm and professional appearance as he rang the bell.

1:57 pm - An Alley Close to Greyscale

Adrian Young opened his eyes. His head pounded as if a troll in frenzy bashed from inside using its full strength to get out. He looked around. He was half-sitting up against a wall, covered by old newspapers and with a half-smoked cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. He tried to get to his feet but gave that plan up for a few minutes, as he couldn’t find the needed strength. Yesterday had been great, or at least, so he thought. To be frank, he couldn’t remember much of the latter parts of the night. He remembered the gig at Greyscale and that he met someone who claimed to be an old friend. His name was Slim or Sid or something like it and there had been something really weird about the handshake between them, something familiar in a way and still totally new, like a strange energy. He also remembered going upstairs to The Goddess to party after Greyscale closed. He remembered Michael and Andrew being there as well. They all had had a good time partying, Andrew the best time of all as usual. Adrian wondered where that bloke’s money came from. He always had a joint in his pocket and every time there was a party at The Goddess he’d take the beautiful Christine with him into one of the many private rooms. Adrian also knew that Christine were one of the most expensive women working for Aphrodite. Yesterday had been just the same as always. Andrew had wandered off with Christine after sharing a joint with Michael. Adrian himself had had one beer too many as he remembered it. He recalled leaving the party together with Michael some time after two o’clock and then there was nothing but darkness. He wasn’t used to memory gaps and he found it very disturbing. Finally he got up on his feet and looked around in the alley. It took him a while to figure out where he was but as he stepped out on the street he saw the sign hanging outside Greyscale. 


”I didn’t get further than this? Gods. Poor Michael. That means he had to walk home alone. Damn it!”


He started walking towards what he and Michael often called home, the Naggaroth Nightmares’ studio. The strange feeling from the handshake with Slim, no, Sid, definitely Sid, was gone now but something inside of him didn’t feel right. It was as if something was missing, or added to his very spirit. Crossing the bridge to the neighbourhood he suddenly stopped, leaned over the fence and threw up. Not much came up though but he remained standing there for almost ten minutes, trying to regain control over his mind. He then pressed on towards the studio and upon arrival, he was surprised to find that the door was unlocked. He took off his shoes in the hallway and went into the controller room where he started up their latest recording to listen the hangover away. That was when he saw Michael, lying on a couch in the recording room. He increased the volume and walked through the door to wake him up. As he entered he took his jacket off and hurled it into the far corner of the room, not taking any notice of the sound of metal hitting the floor as the jacket landed in a heap. He looked at the knocked out bass-player.


”Hey! Sleepyhead! Rise and shine, Michael!”


Michael turned over on the couch, which resulted in a low fall to the floor. Adrian couldn’t help himself from laughing.


”Nice move, buddy”, he laughed as Michael forced his way up on the sofa again. ”Sleep well?”


Michael rubbed his eyes with his palms before looking up, blinking against the strong sunlight that shined through the window. Seeing Adrian he froze in his place.


”You…  …you…  I can’t…  No…” he rambled. ”You can’t…  no!!” 


”Que pasa??”


Michael got to his feet and ran off through the door into the hall. Just grabbing his shoes as he passed them he continued outside and down the street, hysterically screaming and laughing. Adrian stood silent and looked at the wide-open door, blinking his eyes in confusion. Slowly he closed it after looking at the screaming lunatic, running away from the studio, up to his bare ankles in snow.


”That man is taking far too many drugs for his own good…” he stated to himself as he sat down in the couch to drift away with the music. 


He must have fallen asleep because suddenly Luke just stood there, looking down on him. Dizzied by slumber he rubbed his eyes rather violently.


”Good morning Adrian, he said as the clock struck three.” Luke’s voice was for once filled with humorous affection.


”Luke! Hi! …Eh…   …How’s it hanging?”


”Better than you I think.” Luke looked tired, not as tired as Adrian of course, but yet tired. ”Bet it turned pretty late last night. I’m surprised you are even here to rehearse.”


”So am I, Luke. I mean, why are we practicing and rehearsing the very day after a gig? I’ve never understood that.”


”That kind of question would have been expected if it was Andrew or Michael, but you of all people? 


”Well, I…”


”What about me and Michael?”


Andrew stepped into the room and looked at them. Rather, he tried to look. His eyes were only thin cracks in his unshaved face and even so, he seemed to think that the narrow openings were far too generous to the rays of the sun. He slung himself down on the sofa.


”Let’s just skip work today, okay guys? My head is not all here and the rest of me wish it wasn’t. Please?” he moaned.


”Your head is never where your body is Andrew, and no, we can’t just skip work today.” Luke’s eyes swept through the room. ”Where the hell’s Michael?”


”Well”, Adrian begun, ”I don’t know really. He sort of was here earlier on.”


”What’s that supposed to mean, he was here?” Andrew gazed at Adrian.


”Well, he was here as I arrived and then…   poof.”


”Poof?”


”Yeah. Poof.”


”Just like that?”


”Yeah, just like that.”


”Wow. Cool.”


”Isn’t it?”


”Will the two of you stop it?” Luke obviously wasn’t in the mood for that kind of drifting.


”All right, all right, calm down. Jesus.” Adrian looked at Luke for a while before continuing, as if to make sure that he would listen. ”I tell you, he was here when I arrived. He was probably stoned beyond understanding considering his reaction when I woke him up.”


”And what was that?” Andrew’s eyes were large as CD’s by now.


Adrian’s eyes narrowed and he looked around before speaking again, just as if to make sure that no one else was listening. ”Poof.”


”Poof?” Andrew swallowed deeply.


”Yeah. Poof.”


”Just like that?”


”Yeah, just like that.”


”I’ll be damned.”


”Yes, you’ll be that some day.”


”Will I?”


”I bet you will”


Luke looked at the two as they went on.


”I give up.” He went out to the control room to make some coffee and to wait for Michael to, hopefully, show up. 


He hated it when people were late and often some of the members were a bit late for rehearsals, but no one had ever skipped the session before. It made him furious as well as a bit worried. Michael had always been the one who together with him, kicked the others in their butts to make them keep times, and now he was gone. He heard the voices of Andrew and Adrian from the other room, still rambling on. He often thought about how it would turn out if he were alone in the band. Sure, the others were all excellent musicians but considering everything else about them, maybe he was better off alone. He leaned back in the chair, sipping his cup of hot, black Java.

Chapter 4

Saturday 14/03/97 - 2.57 pm: FBI Headquarters

Smiling widely, agent Ernest Pale picked up his desk-phone. The call received from the telephone company some minutes earlier had set his mood to top as they had given him the number from where the anonymous witness had called in the murder last night. He calmly waited for his secretary to pick the up the phone.


”Yes, Mr. Pale?” Caroline’s voice was beautiful as always.


”Will you be so kind and get Aphrodite on the line for me, Miss C?”


”Of course, sir.”


He put the phone down again to wait. If it hadn’t been for his ears, his smile would probably have split his head in two, killing him on the spot. He thought about his heavenly situation for a while. The witness had obviously called from The Goddess. Pale was very well aware of what kind of business went on within the walls of Club Greyscale’s upper floor, but he had chosen to use the place as a source of information rather than closing it down for good, and right now he praised his lucky star for that decision. He knew that Aphrodite was aware of his authority to close her business down if she didn’t cooperate with him so it was with a strong confidence to succeed he picked up his phone again as Caroline confirmed the patched call. Aphrodite didn’t sound all too happy about receiving a call from the Feds though.


”What do you want Pale?”


”Hey now. We don’t want to be that way, now do we?” he smiled. ”I just wanted to talk to you for a while.”


”Well, I’m rather busy so get to it or hang up.”


”Okay. If that’s how you want it.” Pale made a short pause. ”I need a name.”


”A name?”


”Yes, a very special name. A name I can call out and possibly get promoted. A name related to a murder.”


”I don’t know what you’re talking about Pale.”


”Oh, but I’m quite sure that you do, my dear.”


”You are quite mistaken. Was that all?”


”No, that was not all, and if I were you I would consider the value of my trade, so to speak. I want that witness’ name, Aphrodite. Don’t make me bring the police with me and visit you in person.”


There was a short silence. 


”Her name is Joan.”


”Yes?” Pale’s smile widened again.


”Wilkinson. Joan Wilkinson.”


”There. That wasn’t so hard, was it? So tell me, where can I find this girl of yours?”


”Damn you, Pale…”


Agent Pale listened satisfied to Aphrodite as she gave him the address. He loved his job when things like this happened. He sat with all the information, all the control over the case, and he knew exactly what to do with it. He picked up the phone to and dialled zero. Caroline answer almost directly.


”Yes, Mr. Pale?”


”Is Wolf still witnessing the autopsy of last nights murder-victim?”


”I believe so, sir. Do you want me to fetch him for you?”


”No, don’t bother, Miss C. I’ll take care of this matter myself.”

4.38 pm: FBI’s Medical Facilities

Dr. Vigil backed away from the body lying on the stretcher in front of him and pressed the recording button on his Dictaphone.


”Autopsy summary, case log C187HT09823. Victim is one Jessica Atkins, age 24. Long red hair, blue eyes, 172cm, 65kg. At the time of her murder she wore a purple dress, no underwear and a pair of black high heels. In her purse was found an ID along with 23000 credits, a surprisingly large amount, but obviously the killer didn’t have that in mind. The Victim has an irregular stabwound through the jugular vein on the left side of her neck, which seemingly caused the death,  and several bruises along the small of her back and on her face. The rest of the body is also beaten up pretty bad. Small flushings strategically placed all over her body that indicates that she has been beaten or whipped with some precision. Damages from the cold easifies the determination of the time she expired. She died at approximately 02.20 and before that she had sexual intercourse with someone, at least one. We may be able to trace the DNA but it seems that it occured a considerable time before  the murder. Well, you might also add that her nipples were pierced.”


Stopping the recorder he turned to Wolf, who throughout the autopsy hadn’t moved away from the wall. All the years on the force hadn’t made him used to the sight of slaughtered bodies and Vigil’s proceedure, eating crisps while examining the dead girl, was a bit too much for Wolf to handle.


”Too bad  on such a beautiful young woman, don’t you say?” Vigil removed the robbergloves from his hands. ”How about a burger? On me.”


”Thanks, but no thanks.” Wolf looked at the dead body. ”I agree on what Eric said this morning. It doesn’t make sense. Why leave that kind of money behind?”


”Beats me. How did the door-to-door turn out?”


”As usual. East End is totally infested by criminals nowadays and everyone seems to look out for everyone. At least nobody ever knows anything even though somebody probably stood twenty yards away when the act of crime was performed. It all makes me sick.”


”Well, we better head off to you office. Wouldn’t want to keep Dolly waiting.”


They had all decided to meet in Wolf’s room at five o’clock for a short summary of the case, but as they wandered through the plain halls of the Federal Bureau of Investigation’s Acropolis department, the case looked as if it were to end up in the unsolved-murders-box, another one for the pile. They reached their destination some five minutes before schedule. Wolf sat down in his chair.


”What about the feather?”


”It’s been shipped over to the lab for testing. I fear that nothing will come out of it though.”


”Figures. But there’s got to be some…”


There was a gentle knock on the door and Wolf didn’t fulfil the line. Instead he made a gesture to Vigil to open the door. It was Dolly.


”Look at you”, she said with only a slight touch of sarcasm. ”Both in time.”


Vigil closed the door behind her as she stepped inside. Neither him nor Wolf felt any urge to respond.


”So”, she carried on, ”what’ve we got this far?”


”Jack and shit”, Vigil replied. ”But Jack left town this morning so I guess that leaves us with shit. But it is pretty interesting shit. Five foot deep at least, so there will be quite some digging before we find anything useful in it.”


”Great.”


”If you like dirty work it is.”


Wolf sighed deeply.


”Speaking of dirty…”


Through the window of Wolf’s office, they could all see the corridor leading away through the building. At the far end of that hall, with a million-credit smile on his face, agent Pale came walking, with vast determination to reach their location. Vigil thumped the back of his head against the wall.


”Just what we all needed.”


Pale took his time to arrive. For the first time in a long time the platinum-blond agent wandered silent, not giving anyone he passed on his way any reprimands. Silently, smilingly he strolled through the hall, slowly, as if consciously giving the three partners some extra time to think things over. Upon reaching the door to the office, he entered without any thoughts about being polite.


”Just as I expected.” His sadistic smile grew even wider. ”Three of my very best agents, all in one place, enjoying the breeze from our newly installed air-conditioning systems, tasting the sweetness of laziness and practising their legal rights to give up their ability to think.”


”Do you know what I think, Pale? I think that you…”


”Don’t Wolf!” Dolly interrupted him just in time. ”It isn’t worth it.”


”Saved by the bell”, Pale smiled on. ”But I neither have time nor mood for polite conversation.”


Vigil moved for the door.


”If you won’t be needing my services, I’ll be heading on back to Forensics. I’ll call you later on, Wolf.” Rather elegantly, he vanished through the door.


Wolf sighed deeply and looked back at his superior.


”What is it this time sir. In case you haven’t noticed, me, Dolly and Vigil have a nice little game of cops and robbers to play here and my instinct tells me that we haven’t got until next century to finish it, so will you please get the fuck off my back for at least one day?”


”Okay agent, have it your way.” The smile on Pale’s face was completely washed away. ”You bring your instinct and your temper to interrogation room 5C. There you will find a girl who claims she witnessed the murder which, as I recall, is the very root to your investigation.”


”You have a witness?” How much she tried, Dolly couldn’t hide her confusion.


”Let me put it this way, agent Dolly. Some people carry out their assignments as effectively as possible, as they get paid to do. Others feel that the paycheque is something that arrives once a month as a reward for waking up in the morning, sitting in an office and sharpening pencils. And then there are people like me, who are dedicated employees of the firm, and it is we who have to do the work left behind by incompetent and lazy slobs. Slobs like the three of you. So, Wolf. Pretty please, with sugar on top, pack your ass over there and talk to the witness.”


Pale turned around and left the room, moving in a higher pace through the hall than when he arrived. Wolf slowly got to his feet and picked up the folder left on his desk be his boss.


”Joan Wilkinson”, he said after opening it. ”I guess it can’t get any worse, right?”


”Oh, I don’t know.” Dolly walked with him through the halls that led to the part of the building where the interrogation rooms were located. ”It could turn out that you are the killer.”


”That’ll be the day.”


”Ever heard of sleepwalkers?”


”I think I do. They’re people who are allergic to cats and has the ability to shape-shift and become invisible at will. Dean R. Koontz wrote about them I think.”


”Stephen King actually.”


”Whatever.”


”Well, I’m going home for dinner. Call me when you’re done here?”


”Sure. Eat a Hot Dog for me.”


”I might just do that. Later.”

5.44 pm - FBI Interrogation room 5C

The young woman sitting face to face with agent Wolf in the interrogation room lit up a cigarette. Her brown hair was hanging recklessly over her shoulders and her eyes gave the agent the impression that she hadn’t slept for quite some time, something he definitely could relate to.


”So, Miss Wilkinson”, he begun. ”I guess you are not too thrilled about being here so I will keep this as short as possible. You told my superior, agent Pale, that you witnessed a homicide last night, am I correct?”


”Yeah.” Joan exhaled a thick cloud of grey-white smoke. ”Over in East End.”


”What were you doing at East End?”


”I was on my way home from a party when…”


”Alone?”


”Yes, alone. Anyway, I was closing up on the bridge when I heard this horrible scream from somewhere ahead of me.”


”What time was this?”


”Around two, two-thirty.


”Okay. Male, female scream?”


”Female. So I started walking faster, you know. I mean, if some girl were getting beaten or raped by a gang or something I didn’t want to be their next object of attention. That was when I saw the Michael and the girl.”


”Carry on.”


”She was wearing a purple dress, a rather beautiful one, as if going to a fancier party of some kind, not that I can imagine anywhere in East End where you would find one of those.”


”This man, Michael. Who is he?”


”His name’s Michael Larsen. He’s the bass-player of Naggaroth Nightmares.”


”Naggaroth who?”


”You know, The Naggaroth Nightmares. Only the best band that ever appeared in this stinking town.”


”What about this Michael. You say you saw him kill this woman? Are you hundred percent sure it was him?”


”As sure as you can be about anything.”


”Do you know where I might find him?”


”Try the band’s studio.”


”And where’s that?”


”37 Dimrakk Street, I think. It’s been a while since I last visited there.”


”Okay. That will be all for now.” Wolf turned off the tape-recorder that had been running throughout the interrogation. ”We will need you to sign your statement so if you’ll be so kind and follow Officer Richards here to the desk down the hall we would be most grateful.”


”Sure.”


”Thank you for your cooperation then.”


Wolf left the small room with long steps. The sudden turn in the case was not what he had expected. Not even twenty-four hours had passed since the murder and they already had come up with a hot suspect and a witness to bind him to the crime-scene. It all summed up for the better, but something inside Wolf’s head screamed in frustration as he entered his car and dialled Dolly’s number on his cellular phone. The case suddenly seemed to solve itself. It was all too easy. In a way he was eased, but in another, he knew that something was terribly wrong.

Chapter 5

Saturday 970314 - 6.58 pm - The Naggaroth Studio

Wolf sighed deeply as the light from the flashlight wandered over the inner walls of the small studio. He had hoped that someone, if not Michael Larsen then at least someone, would be present to open the door for them and maybe even know where to find the bass player of the band. But as it seemed, Miss Fortune had had one cup of coffee too many that year, leaving her teeth stained and herself unwilling to smile, at least in his direction. He and Dolly stood at the top of the stairs that lead up in circles to the studio floor. The stairs were made of metal. Something outside was buzzing and humming, a sound that reminded slightly of a half-muted vacuum cleaner. Carefully he stepped into the room.


” Maid’s day off…” he mumbled as he zigzagged and tiptoed through the mayhem of items, clothes and technical equipment that lay scattered over the floor. 


Dolly stood still by the stairs, now and then looking down to make sure that nothing came crawling up from behind. Wolf moved through the chaos, lighting his way with his small, black flashlight. A dull ticking sound emanated from somewhere in the room. Like a clock buried under a pile of clothes, or maybe a timer for the largest bomb ever seem by man. Observing the variety of things on the floor, Wolf felt that he wouldn’t be surprised if this were the case. Scanning the room, he once again felt that strange vibrating feeling which now and then had haunted him since the discovery of the vulture’s feather at the murder site, the feeling of being fed with one volt of electrical power straight into the spinal chord. A quite interesting sensation, but in the long run, mostly disturbing. He stopped for a while and returned the ray of light to the small tool, lying by itself near one of the corners of the room. It was made out of shiny metal and dark wood, forming the shape of a T. He bent down to take a closer look. Some reddish substance had stained the metal, wine most likely since wine has a tendency to appear on corkscrews now and then, but something had called on his attention when passing the irregularly sharp object. 


”I think we night have something here, Dolly.”


As he looked at her she cast a look down the stairs to make sure that the boogieman wasn’t on her tail. Thereafter she started stepping through the mess on the floor in Wolf’s direction.


”The victim was killed by a stabbing weapon of sorts, right?”


Dolly looked at the corkscrew with one eyebrow slightly raised. Her eyes revealed that she found the idea of someone being slain by a bottle-opener rather absurd.


”It’s a corkscrew for God’s sake. The stains are wine.”


”Maybe.” Wolf was convinced that the kitchen tool had some connection to it all. ”But why is it here?”


Dolly pointed at an empty bottle.


”Why is that thing here? Or that for that matter?” Her finger moved to point at a half-full bottle of whiskey. ”Are they related to this case as well? The people who use this locale are musicians. They party. They drink.” 


”Maybe they’re vampires.”


”Please…”


”All that I’m saying is that it can’t hurt to bring it to the lab. If it’s blood, we can easily compare it with the victims blood…”


”And if it’s wine?”


”Then it’s wine. You will have won and I will shut up. Easy as that.”


With a sad breath she witnessed how her partner put the corkscrew in a small, transparent plastic bag marked ‘evidence’. She often wondered what had made Wolf the way he was. Something from his childhood surely but she wasn’t curious enough to begin asking questions about his mother. They swept through the room one last time before leaving down the stairs. As they reached the front door they both stopped, almost simultaneously. A disturbance in the whir from outside had called upon their reactions. The hum hadn’t really changed, but there was a new source of sound from outside, resulting in a slight bend in the frequencies. They froze. There was the sound of keys, together with a male voice. The voice was swearing quietly. They backed away into the darkness of the room as they heard the key entering the lock and turn. 


”What the hell? I locked this door. Or didn’t I?”


The door was slowly pushed open. The young man outside was of average height and of pretty skinny built. His long, dark brown hair was dirty and covered half of his face, which was painted by rather exaggerated make-up. He stood in the doorway, gazing into the darkness, one hand searching the wall on his left side for the light switch. Wolf turned on his flashlight and directed the beam at the young man’s eyes. Dolly grasped harder around her sidearm, though she wasn’t really aware of drawing it in the first place.


”Jesus Christ!” The young man almost fell on his back as the light hit him. ”Is that you Andrew? I’ll fucking kill you, man.”


Before Wolf or Dolly had the opportunity to respond, the youngster found the switch and turned on the lights. Once again he almost fell outside into the snow as he saw the two agents standing some ten feet away, one of them aiming her weapon at him. His hands flew up above his head in an instant.


”Don’t shoot!” he screamed. ”Don’t shoot, please!”


Dolly lowered her gun and looked at the terrified man standing in the doorway, shaking like a frozen kitten. Whispering, she leaned closer to Wolf and put away her weapon.


”That’s not the suspect.”


”I can see that, Dolly”, he whispered back before raising his voice to normal tone. ”I’m sorry if we frightened you. We thought you were someone else. I’m agent Wolf, FBI, and this is my partner, agent Dolly.”


The youth lowered his arms slowly. 


”I’m Adrian. Adrian Young.”


Dolly took a step closer to him.


”Mr. Young, we’re looking for a man named Michael Larsen. Do you know him?”


”Do I know him?” Adrian looked as if they just had asked him if he knew his own mother. ”Yeah, I know him. What’s it this time?”


”Do you know where we might find him?”


”Normally I’d say that you’d find him here but-uh…” He paused and thought for a second. ”Right now I haven’t the faintest idea.”


”When was the last time you saw Michael”, Dolly went on.


”Earlier today. What’s this all about anyway? Is he in trouble?”


”You could say that”, Wolf replied.


”It’s another drug thing, right? Damn it, I knew it would come down to this sooner or later. I didn’t expect you to be after him though. I mean, the police; fine, but the Feds.”


”This has got nothing to do with drugs, Adrian. May I call you Adrian?”


Adrian looked at Dolly, eyeing her from face to toes and up again.


”You can call me whatever you like, ma’am.”


”Nice”, she sighed. ”Your friend has gotten himself involved in a slight case of homicide and we would…”


”Murder?” Adrian interrupted her. ”He actually killed someone?”


”He’s a suspect, yes.”


Adrian suddenly looked as if somebody had hit him over the head with a sledgehammer. 


”That sort of explains why he flipped out earlier today.”


Wolf looked at him.


”He what?”


”Flipped. Psyched. Snapped. I found him sleeping on the couch earlier this afternoon, and as I woke him up he just started screaming. Acted insane. The next thing I knew, he was running out the door, laughing like a maniac. I thought he was high on something. I mean, sure. Michael has always been a little insane, in his own way, but in a quite charming kind of way. He never hurts anyone, except for himself.”


”He’s hurt himself?” Wolf noticed that his hand was gripping around the plastic bag in his pocket.


”From time to time, yeah. Nothing serious or nothing, just some cuts here and some lashes there, you know. He is sort of into the S/M thing, always searching for new ways to inflict pain on himself. It turns him on.”


”I see.” Wolf looked at his wristwatch. ”Well, if you can’t help us with Michael’s whereabouts, we’d better get going. Thanks for your help though.”


”No problem.”


As the agents wandered town the street towards they car they heard Adrian call out to them from the studio window. 


”Hey, agents!”


Wolf turned around.


”Yes?”


”If you find him. I mean, like, bring him in. Could you let me know? I’d like to know what’s going to happen to the band and stuff.”


”I’ll see what I can do and stuff.”


”Great. Happy hunting.”


They reached the car and turned out on 46:th Street. Heading for the E. E. Bridge, Dolly made an attempt to adjust her seat.


”You think he told us all he knew?”


”I don’t know.” 


Wolf was fingering on the corkscrew through the plastic. There was something familiar over the whole scene; the streetlights flashing by outside the car, the low voices from the vehicle’s stereo, playing the latest hit list from the States, the slight scent of Dolly’s perfume and the plastic between his fingers. He thought about it for quite a while. It was then it happened. From deep within his mind came a high frequency sound. It started out with a low volume, aligned in the very centre of his head. Then, slowly and continuously, it increased in volume and intensity. It was a very painful sound, high-pitched and moving from ear to ear, consuming his entire hearing. It came from all around, from the stereo, from the streets, from deep within his subconscious. And then the images flashed by his eyes. He buried his face in his palms and moaned aloud, almost screaming in terror and pain. He didn’t even notice Dolly pulling over and stopping the car. Before his eyes he saw the butcher again, standing in his kitchen, holding an enormous meat-cleaver in his right hand and a heart, apparently a child’s, in his left. In his bedroom a blond woman, who he recognized from long ago, carried a dead infant close to her chest. She was smiling. Then he saw the eyes. The eyes he would learn to hate so much, the eyes of the demon. Black, swirling eyes before his vision, opening like entrances to dark and winding mazes. Mazes built for his mind only, for his mind to get lost in forever. The candles around him in his bedroom went out and the only thing he sensed was the screaming sound from all around and the burning pain throughout his body, as if his blood suddenly was gasoline on fire. Then the apparition vanished. Gone as if it never had been there. He looked up at Dolly who stood leaned over him with a troubled expression on her face. They were just a few blocks away from headquarters. 


”Jesus, Wolf. What happened?”


”I don’t know. Something… crept into my head… I…”


”Listen. I’m taking you home. Give me the corkscrew. I’ll take it to the lab.”


”But Pale. He’ll…”


”You let me worry about Pale. You are not well.” She sat down in the driver’s seat again and started up the engine. With a steady hand she navigated through the heavy evening traffic to the far-most part of West End where she stopped and followed Wolf to the door.


”You get some rest now, you hear?”


”I will.” 


Wolf looked at his partner. He knew he was lucky to work with Dolly. Although she refused to believe in almost any of his assumptions, she was one of the few friends he had. Dolly, Dr. Vigil and Father Eric were the only three people he knew that he could trust with anything. How silly or trivial his problem could seem to the outside world, these three people always stood by him, guiding him like lighthouses on a stormy night at sea. He said good night to his colleague and entered his apartment.

8.59 pm - FBI Headquarters

Dolly strolled down the hall on the seventeenth floor of the federal building. Most agents had already left for home after a hard day of writing reports or running from street to street trying to solve whatever mysteries hidden in their particular assignments. Dolly, however, liked to stay late at work. She enjoyed the calmness of the office after dark. There were no sounds of telephones ringing constantly, no black-suited people stressing from here to there and, most of all, agent Pale wasn’t usually there after six o’clock. She sat down by her desk to write a report about the day’s events and happenings. It wasn’t like her to wait this long before getting to business with her work, she had been at headquarters for over an hour now, but she somehow wasn’t able to find the peace of mind needed. Not after what had happened to Wolf in the car earlier on. She found herself chewing on the pencil and put it down on the desk. The paper in front of her grinned with its emptiness. She almost fell off her chair when her desk phone rang. Getting her nerves together she patched the call through.


”FBI. Agent Dolly speaking.”


”Vigil here. I just received the test-results on that corkscrew of yours.”


Dolly had left the stained tool to the lab some hour ago for analysis, not that she thought that it would prove useful in any way but one could never be sure.


”And?”


”Let me put it this way. If someone has used this corkscrew to open some kind of container in order to consume whatever liquid was inside, that person is a bit too much of a vampire for my taste.”


”Are you saying it is blood?”


”Yep. O negative.”


”God…”


”No, I think he’s B positive, but Jessica Atkins was O negative. Forensics is comparing their DNA-structure as we speak. There’s one thing I don’t get though.”


”That is?”


”If a man grows so thirsty that he needs to open the neck of some poor passing woman to get a drink, why go thr…”


”Save it Vigil. There is something so wrong with you.”


”That’s funny. That’s what my mother always said.”


”Let me know as soon as you get the final results, okay?”


”I will.”


She hung up the phone. In a way she had always known that the result would come up this way, but it was all too weird. She looked at the empty paper, still shining with absence of ink. Through the inner window of her room she saw the long corridor stretching away. Somebody was coming wandering through it from the direction of Pale’s office. Her eyes narrowed as she focused, trying to determine who it was. It was a female shape, short and well built. A shoulder-long red-brown hair outlined the slightly rounded face and a silver ring glistered, puncturing her lip. She recognized the young woman but it took her some time to remember from where.


”Joan?” she said, more to herself than to anyone else, as the woman entered the elevator and disappeared out of sight.


It appeared very strange to Dolly. Why was Joan Wilkinson at the headquarters? She had already given her statement about the murder and even if there was any need to question her further, which there wasn’t, that was Wolf’s job. She slowly walked out into the corridor towards Pale’s office. Pale was the only agent in the building with an office without an inner window, which made it impossible to see if he was there without opening the door. Dolly walked up to the door. As it was pretty dark in the rest of the building she could see the lights under the door, emanating from the office within. With careful strength she knocked on the door. Pale’s voice from within confirmed her suspicions.


”Come.”


She opened the door and looked inside. Agent Pale sat by his desk holding the phone to his ear. There was a certain glow about him, she noticed, that special inner glow people tend to cast when they are in the best of moods. He hung up the phone as he looked up on her.


”Ah, agent Dolly. How predictable of you to come here. Saved me the trouble of trying to reach you over the phone. Come on in.”


Dolly stepped into his office and closed the door behind. Something was wrong, she thought. Pale was never this polite and happy. She remembered the corkscrew.


”Sir. We believe that we found the murder-weapon for the Atkins’ case as Wolf and I searched the studio of Michael Larsen’s band Naggaroth Nightmares.”


”You did, did you? Well that’s just delightful, isn’t it?


”It sure is.” Dolly couldn’t figure out what was making Pale smile the way he did. Something about it gave her the creeps.


”Well?”


”It seems as if he used a corkscrew, sir. It is stained with blood of the same type as the victim. Forensics are comparing the DNA-helixes now.”


”That is great news.”


”Yes. Now all we need to do is to locate Mr. Larsen, sir.”


”Who? Oh, yes. Michael. Right. Well, I wouldn’t bother my mind with that if I were you, Dolly. That matter has already been taken care of.”


”Excuse me?”


”While you and Wolf were out playing cops and robbers, I did some serious detective work. It’s funny how one always has to do things oneself if one wants it to be done. Our killer, Michael Larsen, is sitting on his murderous arse in cell 42D at the moment. That was why I wanted to get in touch with you. The witness, Miss Wilkinson, didn’t want to confront him in person so we need three other bums to use together with Mr. Larsen in the line-up, which will be held at ten a.m. tomorrow.”


”And why do you need me? Collecting similar persons as a suspect for a line-up is the police’s job, right?”


”Yes it is. I wouldn’t dream of putting you up for such dirty work. I just wanted to tell you that you can take the morning off tomorrow until, shall we say nine forty-five. I need you at the line-up. Wolf has his day off tomorrow as you might remember.”


”Thank you, sir.” 


It was the first time ever Pale had given anyone a morning off without the regarded person asking for it first. She noticed that he was still smiling with that special glow when she closed the door. That special glow that people tend to annoy others with when they are in the best of moods.

Nightmare (Subchapter 1)

Night. Saturday & Sunday 14/03/97 – 15/03/97 - Wolf’s Mind

He was sure that he woke up. He stared into the eyes of the demon again. The black eyes looked down at him, as he lay there helpless in his bed. Then he awoke with a scream. The room was dark and quiet, peaceful like a wasteland forest. The only sound present was the silent jingle from the small windlass hanging from the roof over the bed. The same windlass his grandfather had given him once to protect him from evil dreams. A blood-red light shone on the walls of the apartment from the rising sun outside. Next to him, his beloved Felicia was breathing deeply, still deeply asleep. He got out of bed and walked to the bathroom. Brushing his teeth he thought about the visions that had streamed into his mind yesterday. They reminded him so much of his childhood nightmares, the nightmares that had begun after that evening in his backyard. He never could remember what it was that he saw that night in April when he was seven years old, but it must have had been something horribly out of the ordinary, for he hadn’t been able to speak for two weeks after the incident.


He filled his mouth with water and let it wash around, cleaning out the last taste of the morning from his tongue, while he brushed his hair. Spitting the water out, he heard that sound again. It was clearer now however and not painful to hear as before. On the contrary, it was beautiful. Not as high in frequency and more varying in tone, like a soft tone from a violin. He assumed that it was Felicia who had awoken early that morning and then realized that he had been awake long before the beep had sounded. He looked up into the mirror and there it was, the face from long ago. Instead of his own face he saw long black hair, a face handsomely evil, and just under the sharp eyebrows there were the demonic eyes. The demon was laughing at him. He panicked and ran out of the bathroom, into the kitchen, just to see something that would raise the panic one step further.


By the table in the middle of the kitchen stood a big man with rough beard and wildly grown hair. He slowly turned around, facing Wolf. His hands and clothes were stained by blood and his right hand slowly rose over his head, grasping round the hilt of a large meat-cleaver. Wolf turned around on the spot and ran into the bedroom to seek some comfort in the arms of Felicia but as he looked into the room, he froze. Another woman was there, a woman so different from Felicia in appearance and yet so alike her in her movements. Her blond hair was a total contrast to his fiancée’s black, and the rounded lines of her rather beautiful face were so different from the sharp features of Felicia’s. She wandered back and forth in his bedroom, carrying a small child in her arms, close to her chest, caressing it gently. Wolf couldn’t believe his eyes. He was certain that he was awake. There was no doubt about that. He couldn’t be sleeping. It all was far too real. 


He must have blacked out, for he suddenly found himself in the living room, sitting in the sofa that stood placed between the statues he had bought three years ago. They were actually cheap copies of ancient Greek statues but the quality was good and the price had been right at the time. He held a book in his hands, a book covering the concept of inter-dimensional travels. A book he couldn’t recall ever buying. He found it strange at the time, but it would later, much later, show that the subject of the book had a dear importance to the scenery. Once more he was thrown into shock as the two statues opened their eyes. He screamed in terror when the golems bent over him and forced him down on the floor with inhuman strength. And then from nowhere the hippie appeared. With long, curly, red hair and a sadistic smile on his lips he bent down over Wolf’s immobile body and gripped his throat between his hands. Then the hippie went through a swift shape shifting, transforming before Wolf’s eyes into the demon. Grinning widely the monstrous creature slowly strangled him to the very brink of death. The last thing he saw before he woke up with a scream was the black-haired demonic man, gripping the windlass, tearing it down from its place.

Chapter 6

Sunday 15/03/97 - 1.17 am: The Studio of the Naggaroth Nightmares

They were quiet for once, all three of them. Luke watched Adrian and Andrew in silent expectation, waiting for some kind of reaction to his statement. They had all arrived to the studio some hour ago on Luke’s initiative and after listening to the new material, Luke had seized what he thought was the right moment to bring the subject up. Seemingly, they were both shocked beyond words. He knew that it was a harsh thing to do, kicking Michael out of the band but, as he figured, they couldn’t have him with them any longer, not with the murder-case and everything. So how cruel it all could appear, it was high time to find a new bass player, or at least a stand-in for the time being. He thought that the others would agree to the idea so maybe he had laid it onto them a bit too straightforward. Adrian put his cigarette out and shook his head slowly.


”You’re such a bastard, Luke” 


”And then some”, Andrew added. ”You got to be kidding, right? I mean, it’s Michael you’re talking about here, not some low-life weirdo. He didn’t kill anyone and you know it as well as I do.”


”Then why don’t you go and tell that to the Feds?” Luke grabbed a bottle of beer from the crate and opened it. ”We can hardly do anything to help Mike in his struggle against the lawmen. We have to mind our own right now. Most important is that, however it turns out, the band survives through the crisis, right?”


”Wrong, and you bloody well know it.” Adrian lit another cigarette. ”If Michael hits the slammer we won’t have a band. No bass player in this town could ever replace his spot in the Nightmares. Without him we’re fucked. Dead fucked.”


”And then some…” Andrew sighed out loud.


Luke was not giving in however.


”Listen. Sure, Mike is a great bass-man, but there are over two million people in Acropolis. If none of them beats his skills on the bass I’ll eat my sampler.”


”It’s not about skills you twit.” Adrian looked all but amused. ”It’s about the spirit. We are four old pals, God damn it. Not a bunch of picked together musicians from different backgrounds and personalities. We are one. We have been eating, breathing and fucking Naggaroth Nightmares for over five years now. Nothing will ever be the same without Michael, or any of us. You can take your ideas of replacing Mike and stick them where the sun don’t shine.”


”And then some…” Andrew couldn’t help smiling.

Meanwhile: The Goddess

Aphrodite awoke with a start. She looked around in her room, trying to figure out what had dragged her out of her slumber. The room was dark and quiet. The black curtains covered the big window at the far corner and not a sound could be heard from the street outside. The fan standing next to her bed was switched off and the stereo’s display showed only the present time, five minutes past one. Probably nothing, she thought and closed her eyes again. Slowly she fell back to sleep and drifted through the wonderful void between dream and reality. Just as her dream was forming around her, she heard the sound again. She was wide-awake now, scanning the dark room carefully. Once again the silent moaning was heard. Then it struck her. The sound emanated from the room next door where Dan slept. Dan was the son of one of her girls, Christine, and he sometimes stayed overnight at the Goddess. Right now she could here him turning and crying in his bed. Aphrodite got up and walked to the wardrobe to get her dressing gown. With light footsteps she then opened the door to Dan’s room and stepped inside. The poor boy was twisting and turning in his bed, crying and moaning silently. She sat down on the bed and put a hand on his forehead.


”Hush. There, now, Danny.” She whispered in her soft, seductive way.


Dan woke up with a scream, staring into the room in horror, as if trying to localize some sort of evil abomination, waiting in the darkness to swallow him whole. Aphrodite kept whispering gently to him and as he realized that he was awake and the dreadful vision was gone for now, he threw himself in her arm, allowing her to fully comfort and calm him down.


”It was just a dream, Danny. It’s all right. It’s gone. Just a dream.”


”A nightmare Aphy”, Dan sobbed. ”The wrong nightmare.”


”Wrong nightmare?” Aphrodite smiled a little and hugged him tighter. ”There, now. All nightmares are bad. But it’s gone now.”


”No! It was the wrong nightmare. And now it is stuck. The right one is still haunting me.”


Aphrodite tilted her head slightly and looked at Dan.


”Do you want to sleep in my bed tonight?” she asked.


Dan nodded as response.


”But they have the wrong nightmare…” he whispered once again.


”I’m sure you are right, dear. Come now. Lets go to bed in lady Aphy’s bed okay? There, only pleasant dreams appear.”


They walked into Aphrodite’s room together. She tucked him in and hummed a low tune to lay him to rest. As he fell asleep she walked over to the window and opened it up. Outside, the city glowed towards her with its electrical glance, guarded by the many gargoyles embellishing the roof of the tallest buildings.

Chapter 7

Sunday 15/03/97 - 12.12 pm: The Goddess


"There, now, Joan. Calm down. I’m sure you did fine." 


Aphrodite was sitting next to Joan in the black leather sofa. The curtains covered the windows and the only light in the room came from a small lamp standing on a far corner table. Through the soft darkness, Aphrodite could see a small drop of water slowly seeking its way down Joan’s left cheek. Gently, she wiped it away with the palm of her hand. 


Joan had arrived at The Goddess some minutes ago, crying like a child over lost ice cream. Aphrodite knew that Joan had been to the federal headquarters earlier that day for identification of the suspect of the late Jessica Atkins’ murder, and probably also another hearing, just for the record. 


"You have nothing to fear now, Joan", Aphrodite whispered. "They have the bad guy behind bars." 


"But what if he didn’t do it?" Joan sobbed. 


"Nonsense, dear. You saw it with your own eyes." 


"I saw him sitting by the body, yes. I didn’t actually see him do it." 


"Listen to me, Joan. Who on this planet would walk by a dead body, sit down beside it and laugh for half an hour. I’d say nobody. Michael is as guilty as can be. You did the right thing." 


"I still don’t understand how they found me. I only told you about it and all you did was to call the cops. Anonymously." 


"The Feds have their ways, dear. That’s what they get paid for." 


"I guess…" Joan got to her feet and began wandering to and fro in the room. 


"Then what is bothering you? You didn’t mention The Goddess, now did you?" Aphrodite’s eyes narrowed. 


"No, of course not. I had to mention Greyscale though." 

"Mm. That could be a problem." 


"But I had to. I had to place Michael somewhere, right? How could I identify him if I never had seen him before?" 


"So you told them about the Naggaroth?" 

"Yes." 

Aphrodite thought about this for a while. 


"Then they have most certainly questioned at least one of the others of the band. Thus they know that Michael where into drugs more powerful than alcohol. Add two and two and they will try to find the drug dealer at Greyscale. I better call Jacques." 


"And Glenn", Joan filled in. 


"No. I’ll tell Jacques to call Glenn. Meanwhile we’ll have to lie low for a while. You call the other girls and tell them not to visit here or Greyscale for a week or two, just to be sure." 


"I will." 


"Well. Get to it. I’ll call our dear Frenchman." 


Joan left the room and closed the door behind. Aphrodite sat still in the sofa for a while, thinking about the situation. Figures, she thought. Just figures. She picked up the phone and called the number to Jacques’ office, one floor below. After two or three signals, he picked up the phone. 


"Yes. Jacques speaking." 


"Hello Jacques, dear. It’s Aphrodite." 


"Ah, Aphrodite. Good to hear from you. But why do you call me. It isn’t that far down here you know." "True, but I’m in no mood for socializing." 


"What’s the problem?" Jacques sounded pretty troubled. 


"To make a long story short" Aphrodite sighed. "The name Greyscale has turned up in the federal investigation of Jessica’s murder." 


"In what way?" 


"Connected to Michael who is the main suspect? They probably know that he took drugs and they certainly know that he used to hang at Greyscale." 


"So your saying that there might be a drug raid at the club within the following days?" 


"Something like that, dear." 


"Well then I’d better get Mr. Hill on the phone. As far as I know, he is the only one selling drugs here. What will you do? I guess the Feds don’t approve with your business either." 


"I’ll bide my time. My girls won’t work at your place for a while. I hop you understand." 


"Of course I do. You be careful now. Jacques will handle this." 


"Be well, dear. Bye" 

Aphrodite hung up the phone and got up from the black sofa. After putting on her winter-coat she called for a cab and walked downstairs and out of the building. The snow reflected the rays of the sun with a blinding white light and somewhere in the distance a dog could be heard barking. 

2.19 pm: Glenn Hill’s Apartment 


There was one thing Glenn Hill couldn’t understand. Who in God’s name had been calling for the last ten minutes? Once again he looked at the timer beside his bed. Nineteen minutes past two in the afternoon. Still stunned by the abrupt awakening he reached for the phone and picked it up. 


"This better be good." 


Glenn Hill was a young man with no manners and no beauty. He was what the common people referred to as "a lower than average slob" and he lived up to it to the fullest. For a twenty year-old he had a rather ugly life behind him. At the age of fourteen he joined the Acro-SS, a pretty large group of young men with a strange predilection for shaved heads and swastikas. He had stayed with these people to the age of nineteen when he found that he could make a better use of his knowledge by selling drugs. Nowadays he supported the Acro-SS with small donations but he never found time to go to any meetings. Mostly because they were held during morning hours and the only thing Glenn Hill hated more than black people, was to get drawn out of his well-needed beauty sleep. 


"It’s Jacques from Greyscale, Mr. Hill." 


"Just a minute." Glenn put the phone down and rubbed his eyes for a while and took a mouthful of water from the glass standing on the bedside table. Yawning loudly he picked the phone up again. 

"What can I do for you, Jacques?" 

"I am sorry if I woke you up, Mr. Hill, but…" 

"Please. Call me Glenn." 

"Oh. Glenn then. A little something has come up regarding your business at my club." 


"And?" 

"Well, it seems as if information has gone through to the Feds about it." 


Glenn was suddenly wide-awake.

"What? How the hell did that happen?" 

"Well, you see… It’s Michael." 

"Michael? Michael who?" 

"Of the Naggaroth Nightmares. It seems like he has gotten himself arrested for the murder of that girl working for Aphrodite. I’m sure you’ve heard about it." 

"Yeah. So, what are you saying?" 

"I’m saying that… well… how shall I put it?" 

Glenn made a serious attempt to think and, for once, he succeeded pretty well. 

"You don’t want me to sell at your club for a while?" 

"Something like that, yes." Jacques was relieved that he didn’t have to say it aloud himself. Glenn was easily angered at most times and Jacques didn’t want the Acropolitan Nazis breaking down his door over a short phone call. He realized he was holding his breath. 


"Well." Glenn once again tried to think more advanced thoughts than two-syllable words. "I guess I could stay away for a while. Wouldn’t want the Feds on my back anyways. Was that all? I want to sleep." 


"That was all, Glenn." 


"Good." 


As Jacques heard the click through the phone when Glenn hung up on him, he took a deep breath. There, he thought. Now there wont be any trouble with the authorities. He got up from his chair and walked over to the window. Looking out over the empty street below he could hear a dog barking in the distance. 

Chapter 8

Monday 16/03/97 – 4.06 pm: The Dimrakk Studio


They looked at Luke as he read aloud the words from the different newspapers lying on the table before them. They couldn’t believe their ears. Both Andrew and Adrian had understood that something important was up when Luke had called them earlier that morning. Adrian for one didn’t even want to be in the studio. It wasn’t really his idea of a good time to spend his hangover and the expression on his face told of a devastating headache and a very sore soul. He removed his sunglasses and robbed his eyes gently.


"You got to be kidding?"


Luke looked at his fellow guitar player and wondered which planet he had come from. He threw the newspaper on the surface of the table, letting it slide over to Adrian.


"Most certainly not. It’s all there. Read it and weep guys. He’s got to go."


Adrian shook his head.


"Fuck you and everyone who looks like you, Luke."


"Yeah. And then some", Andrew filled in. "Michael stays in the band. End of discussion."


Luke leaned forward slowly. Ignoring the sudden outburst from Adrian’s side his eyes turned upon Andrew.


"On the contrary, Mr McFlame. The discussion has just begun. What I want to know is how this happened. Let’s venture back in time to the night of the murder. We had gigged at Greyscale. After that, you guys and Michael stayed to party at the Goddess, while I went home to catch some sleep." He let his eyes sweep from Adrian to Andrew, then back to Adrian again. "Then what?" He paused again, eyeing the others. "Adrian?"


"Me? What do you want to know? I drank tremendous amounts of beer, smoked a few joints, drank some more beer…"


"Adrian!" Luke was not in the mood for mind tilts. 


"What?"


"Michael. What happened?"


Adrian closed his eyes for a while and tried to remember the night of the gig. He remembered getting off the stage and leaving the guitar in the backstage area. Then he had gone out to meet his friends present at the club…

Adrian’s Flashback to Friday 13/03/97 – 10.47 pm: Club Greyscale


"Damn it what a crowd." Adrian looked at the heads bobbing around on the dance floor in front of the stage to the music of the DJ.


"And then some…" Andrew lit up a cigarette.

"So, what happens now? Time to party?" Adrian looked around in the room. "Luke still here?"

"What do you think? Of course he’s not."


"Good. Lets have some refreshments."


They walked off towards the bar; saluting the friends they met on the way there. Halfway to the counter something made Adrian stop and turn around. He didn’t know what caused him to do this and he found himself standing in the middle of the room, looking around the walls for something he didn’t know what it was. He found it slightly disturbing. He snapped out of his comatose state as something passed his line of view. 


"Oh. My. God."


A wide grin slowly grew on his face as his eyes followed the woman moving across the room. Her hair was, unlike most others there, blond and long, almost reaching her upper thighs. Her face held the greatest beauty he had ever seen and he found himself unable to look away. She carried a blue-ish drink in her right hand and as she reached her destination, a small corner table, her left hand made a slow, perfect motion over her head to remove the hair hanging in front of her face. She looked at him as she sat down, her blue eyes glittering as they reflected the dim lights in the locale. He smiled at her and then resumed his walk to the bar. If he was going to those lands, he knew he needed reinforcements. Beer-style. As he reached the bar, Andrew looked at him and lifted his beer.


"Where the hell did you go?"


"Corner table… Jacques! A beer."


Andrew took a few sips from his glass.


"Say what?"


"Table. Corner. Blond. Thank you Jacques. Girl. Angel… Hell, look for yourself."


Andrew looked around in the room, eyeing the patrons sitting in the far corners. 


"Where?"


"To the left of here. Are you blind?"


Andrew looked to the left, scanning the corner table and then turned Adrian again.


"Are you alright man?"


"Better than ever. Why?" Adrian took a couple of deep ones form the beer.


Andrew looked at the lonely girl by the table again.


"If I’m not mistaken, that girl is Luke’s ex. Felicia or whatever."


Adrian smiled and shook his head.


"No my dear friend, it is you who are mistaken. Felicia has black hair…"


"Yes…"


"Green eyes…"


"Mhm…"


"Midsized breasts…"


"Something like that…"


"And only drinks wine."


"You got it, bro."


Adrian looked at Andrew noticing that he was looking towards the table where the blond beauty sat down just minutes earlier. He turned his head and looked for himself.


"This girl is nothi… …What the…"

He closed his eyes and opened them again. He blinked and shook his head. He looked around in the room to make sure he wasn’t looking at the wrong table. Nowhere could the blond head be seen. Andrew grinned.


"That, my friend, is Felicia."


"I don’t get it." Adrian suddenly looked quite pale. "She was there just now. She sat down by that very table. She looked at me and smiled. I…"


"Are you okay, man?" Andrew interrupted the rambling. "You’ve been acting very strange since your talk with Sid. Is there something I should know about?"


Adrian blinked.

Back to Monday 16/03/97 – 4.06 pm: The Dimrakk Studio


"Adrian!"


Adrian snapped out of his flashback and looked at Luke and Andrew.


"Are you alright, man? You’ve been acting quite strange the last couple of days" Andrew smiled. "I asked you a question, Adrian. I’d be really happy if you could find the courtesy to answer it", Luke continued.


Adrian blinked again.


"I…" He paused. There was something wrong about the whole thing. He remembered talking to Sid O’Brian but he couldn’t for the world remember about what. He remembered the grace of the blond girl he saw at the club but in no way could he recall the lines of her face. He remembered leaving The Goddess together with Michael but he had no idea of where they got separated or for that sake, how he ended up in the alley where he awoke the day after. 


"I’m not sure."


"You’re not sure?" Luke didn’t look all that surprised. "How convenient."

"I mean", Adrian went on. "I remember leaving The Goddess together with Michael."


"Yes?"


"And then we walked towards here, since we both thought it would be best to sleep in the studio so that we wouldn’t miss our rehearsal the next day. But as we reached the bridge…"


"Yes?"


"Well… We split up" he lied. "Michael crossed the bridge while I turned back. I think I was heading towards my parents house on West-End or something like that. Then I woke up in an alley somewhere close to Greyscale."


"And Michael?" Luke sighed deeply.


"I don’t know. He was quite stoned."


"Quite?", Andrew filled in. "He was way up in another dimension. Hell, he was exploring new territories of highness. I tell you, man, he was level-30-wildmage-kinda-stoned. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone so gone in my entire life."


"Thank you for the information, Andrew." Luke shook his head. "So let me get this straight. You left The Goddess together…"


"Not me", Andrew interrupted. "I stayed with the girls."


"…and walked towards the studio."


"Okay, I know when I’m not wanted." Andrew stood up and walked off to get himself a cold soda from the refrigerator.


"When you reached the bridge", Luke went on, "you left a stoned-beyond-belief-Michael to make his way to the studio by himself while you turned back to get yourself a long nice nap in an alley somewhere close to Greyscale."


"Something like that", Adrian mumbled.


"So." Luke looked at his pals for a while. "There is a strong possibility that Michael had a bad trip and did something irrational."


"Quite strong", Andrew replied.


"Very well then." Luke leaned back in his armchair. "Do we know any good bass players around?"


"Fuck you man." Adrian shook his head. "We can’t just kick him out until we know for sure."


"That, my friend, can take months. You know how ineffective the law is around here and we have a gig at the club one month from now."


"We could cancel." Andrew lit a cigarette.


"That’s not an option, Andrew and you know it. We need cash to pay for this shit." Luke made a sweeping movement with his arm. "We need a bass player or the Nightmare will end."


Adrian was close to loosing his temper.


"Listen, Luke. Right now you are the only nightmare in my life and I’m quite close to waking up. Michael stays in the band until we know for sure if he’s guilty. If you kick him out, you better be prepared on finding yourself another riff-licker as well. He goes, I go."


"I’m not saying that we shall give him the boot. I’m just saying that we need a stand-in for the time being."


"I know a guy who’s quite good with the bass", Andrew filled in. "We went to the same school some two or three years ago. I could check with him."


"Good. And you, Adrian, check for options. I’ll try to come up with a backup-plan in case we wont find anyone in time for the next gig."


"Yeah, yeah, yeah…." Adrian shook his head slowly.


"That’ll be all."


Andrew and Adrian left the studio together and headed towards the East End Bridge. They moved in silence and as they passed the place where Jessica Atkins was murdered, the shadow of a large bird swept over the ground and on the fifth floor of a nearby building a window was closed by a girl with blond hair and blue, glittering eyes.
