
Scott Baker emerged into a narrow lane that was strewn 
with black plastic garbage bags and wet newspaper. Af-

ter the darkness of the loading dock, the twilight was blind-
ing and he held up a hand, squinting past it at the setting sun. 
How long had he been inside the department store? Hours? 
The lane had been cordoned off, but most of the action was 
around the front of the building. He could hear the distant 
wail of a departing ambulance punctuated by bursts of static 
as its driver honked his way through London traffic.

A neon-yellow fire truck was parked nearby, blocking 
out the scene of utter chaos that lay beyond. Dozens of 
firefighters carried a hose into the store, while above them 
a ladder truck rained water onto the fire. Hastily erected 
wooden barriers kept back a crowd of hundreds—tourists 
mostly, though more than a few office workers stared in 
wonder at the conflagration. Nearby, paramedics were 
wheeling gurneys full of injured store workers toward 
waiting ambulances, while beat officers looked on from 
the front of the crowd. London smelled like an ashtray and 
Scott bet it would for several days.
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A firefighter rushed up to Scott and he flinched as a 
flashback of the creature with the rubbery skin hit him, 
but the man pulled off his gas mask. Underneath was an 
earnest-looking, but soot-smeared young man. He quickly 
guided Scott to the rear of a fire truck and made him sit 
down. The paramedics were busy, but the firefighter had 
some training. He flashed a pen light from one of Scott’s 
eyes to the other and peppered him with questions. Yes, 
he was okay. No, he hadn’t inhaled much smoke. Yes, he 
could walk.

After assuring the firefighter that he did not, in fact, 
need an ambulance, Scott asked to speak to someone in 
charge and was passed off to a uniformed officer who, in 
turn, passed him up through the chain of command until 
he found himself entering a circle of patrol cars that func-
tioned as a command center.

His latest handler called out to a Captain Reardon, who 
was at the center of a storm of activity. A large man, he 
still boasted an impressive mass of muscle under his flab, 
and had a voice that could clear a room. That voice barked 
instructions into a walkie-talkie. Without waiting for a re-
turn reply he tossed the device to a subordinate and shoul-
dered his way through the crowd toward Scott.

“Are you the survivor?” Reardon asked sharply, siz-
ing him up. Though Scott was of average height, Reardon 
dwarfed him, as he did nearly everyone else. It was like 
talking to a mountain. A mountain that had no reservations 
about chewing you out in public.

“I’m Special Agent Baker with MI5. I was on the ground 
floor when the blast went off,” he said.

“The ground floor?” Reardon’s eyebrows crept up his 
forehead. “You’re sure?”

After what he’d just been through, Scott found it diffi-
cult to keep his voice civil. “I think so. Big flat area, level 
with the ground? Just above the basement?”

Reardon’s eyes burned. “I don’t have time for this…” 
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He spun around and waved over a good-looking brunette 
in a plain brown suit that screamed “cop.” She was a fa-
miliar face—Scott remembered her from his days in Met-
ro PD. Her name was Lindsay Halpern. A mixture of drive 
and extreme competence had shot her up the ranks from 
Officer to Lieutenant in a mere three years. “This man 
claims he’s MI5. Says he was on the ground floor when 
the bomb went off.”

“Impossible,” said Halpern immediately.
Scott suppressed another witty comeback. He didn’t 

care whether they believed him or not. Now that he 
was no longer operating on pure adrenaline, he felt ex-
hausted. He just needed a place to sit down, catch his 
breath. He was tempted simply to pull rank on these 
city cops and claim he needed to report back to MI5 
straight away. It was a courtesy that he had even given 
them the time of day. “Look, I’ve had a bit of a rough 
afternoon. Is there some place I can sit down? Have a 
coffee maybe?”

Reardon’s face was granite, but Halpern suddenly 
seemed to realize that Scott looked like one of the walk-
ing dead. “I’ll debrief him,” she said to Reardon. She took 
Scott’s arm and led him through the crowd. “You look 
pretty banged up. Need medical attention?”

“I’m fine. Let’s just say I have newfound sympathy 
for a Christmas ham,” he answered wryly. Truth be told, 
he felt a little cooked. The cool evening air was hitting 
places on his skin he hadn’t realized he’d burnt. His palms 
were red and raw, and both cheeks felt like paper-mâché. 
Worse still, that tentacled monstrosity had cut him all up 
and down his left leg, and left a gouge in the middle of his 
chest. He wondered if he shouldn’t take Halpern up on 
her offer of medical attention. It wouldn’t hurt to spread a 
little germ-killer on those wounds. He was up on his shots, 
but he imagined “tentacled monstrosities” were riddled 
with disease.
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“Listen,” he said, rubbing at a burn, “why does every-
one doubt me when I say I was on the ground floor of that 
thing when the bomb went off?”

Halpern looked at him sharply, then at the smoke that 
billowed out of the department store doors. She shook her 
head as if she’d just lost a debate with herself. “Come with 
me,” she said simply. She took him through the crowd of 
relief workers to a strip of concrete that was relatively free 
of traffic. Scott quickly saw why—a dozen dark blue body 
bags lay in rows in front of him.

“I trust you’ve got a strong stomach?” Halpern asked. 
Without waiting for an answer, she unzipped the closest 
body bag, revealing a badly torched corpse. The skin was 
twisted and blackened, the eyes nothing but hollow sock-
ets. The teeth were in sickeningly good shape, the ivory 
contrasting starkly with the charred skin. “All we know 
about John Doe here is that he was in upholstery when the 
bomb went off.”

Scott frowned, struggling to remember the floor map. 
Clothing was on the ground floor—most of the impulse 
buys were. But upholstery was a destination purchase; one 
didn’t just browse for a sofa. That meant it would be much 
farther away from street level. Third floor, he guessed. But 
if this guy was on the third floor and he looked like a well-
done steak…

“Do you, uh, have a weakness for Kryptonite, Special 
Agent Baker?” she asked him.

Scott looked at his hands; sure they were red and angry-
looking, but he’d suffered nothing that wouldn’t heal in a 
few days. And yet, he remembered how the rest of Elsa’s 
security detail had looked. About the same as this corpse.

Suddenly, he blinked. His hands had gone all fuzzy.
Halpern wasn’t much more than a blur.
Somewhere close by someone was firing off a jack-

hammer. When he looked up to track the sound, the world 
lurched about two feet to the right.
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Halpern was looking at him funny, and he felt she de-
served an explanation for the faint he knew was coming. 
“It’s been one hell of a day,” he said simply.

Then the darkness took him.

* * *

Images assault him, pouring into his brain like hot lava. 
They burn themselves into his mind and leave him shaking 
like a leaf, and the process repeats itself over and over…

* * *

“Serle,” says the lady in silk, her lips flushed with blood, 
her mouth full of pointed fangs. Her velvet eyes stare at 
him through a mockery of a face and a tentacle lifts itself 
out of her brow ridge then sinks back down again, regain-
ing its fleshy pink color. Her form is human, but he can see 
seams like one could find on a doll, and he is reminded of 
the way a cuttlefish changes its size and shape to match its 
surroundings. This is a cuttlefish, he knows, only one who 
preys on humans.

“Kiss me, Serle,” she says. She leans into him and her 
face blossoms into a thousand tentacles, revealing a glis-
tening maw of fangs underneath.

* * *

“Serle,” says a voice like an earthquake seven miles 
below the surface of the earth. The dragon is a hulking 
presence in the depths of the cave, the size of boulders, 
the size of mountains. Its skin is a pale shade of grey and 
craggy like a cliff face, its eyes small and shielded by thick 
armor along its eyebrow ridges. Its jaw can break steel 
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lances, and scars along its chest and cheeks attest to its 
prowess in battle. Wings so large they turn day into night 
are folded along its back, and bulbous bony protrusions 
jut from its tail.

* * *

“Serle,” says the knight standing over him. Flames leap 
from his pauldrons, dancing in an unseen wind, but there 
is nothing beneath his visor but the void between stars. 
This is Krel given glorious form. The cuttlefish woman 
lays at his feet, slowing dissolving into a puddle of grey 
ooze that seems to defy the laws of physics, flowing up 
channels it should flow down, seeping through the very 
rocks and earth to someplace far beneath.

The knight blazes with white hot glory. This is not the 
version of Krel who has gone mad. This is Krel before 
he’d been ruined.

Before he’d been broken by the cuttlefish woman…

* * *

Scott awoke to the sounds of medical apparatus rattling 
against metal cages. An engine roared in the background 
as he opened his eyes. The sudden influx of light stabbed 
into his tired pupils, forcing him to blink several times 
until they adjusted.

The vague echoes of his nightmare still lingered, and 
he found it difficult to shake the image of the cuttlefish 
woman, her face blossoming into a hundred tentacles. To 
help divert himself, he concentrated on other things, real 
things. Like, for instance, where he was.

He was breathing through an oxygen mask and was 
strapped to a metal gurney with several nylon restraints. 
Somewhere nearby, a gentle beep repeated itself over and 
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over. The scent of pine disinfectant hung in the air—a scent 
he knew well from his days in Metro. The plain white ceil-
ing above him, he guessed, belonged to an ambulance.

A paramedic tapped the screen of a heart monitor that 
was positioned just behind the driver. Though it was dif-
ficult for Scott to see out of the windshield from his posi-
tion, he could tell by the way buildings blurred by that 
they were traveling at speed.

Lieutenant Halpern, who’d been sitting on a small 
bench between two aluminum shelves, noticed his move-
ment. “Oh good, you’re up,” she said. She carried a styro-
foam mug of coffee which she covered with a hand.

Scott tried to turn toward her, but his restraints were too 
tight. “Is this so I don’t have a nightmare and fall out of 
bed?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. She uncovered her coffee and care-
fully blew on it, studying him over the rim. “About that. 
Let’s just say you’re a ‘person of interest’ in the bombing 
at Harrods.”

“This is because I was on the ground floor?” he asked.
“No,” she responded. She took a sip, grimaced, and 

then cast about for somewhere to put it. Finding nowhere 
else, she propped it up on one of the shelves. The balance 
was precarious but it seemed to hold, so she turned back 
to Scott. “We believe you now. We found a witness who 
corroborated your story.”

Scott wasn’t ready to breathe a sigh of relief just yet. 
Halpern was acting entirely too smug for that. And, of 
course, witnesses weren’t generally strapped to their gur-
neys. “Who was the witness?”

Instead of answering, she pulled a smartphone out of 
an inside pocket, tapped on the screen, and then flipped 
it over so that he could see it. She’d started some kind of 
news app; it looked like the picture was streaming live.

The sound was low, but closed captioning was turned 
on. White text on a black background scrolled beneath an 
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excited-looking political correspondent. Perky with per-
fectly styled blond hair, she pressed an earbud into her 
ear and leaned into the camera. A crowd milled around 
behind her. Some kind of political rally, Scott guessed. 
Lord knew, he’d attended enough of them since Elsa had 
been raised to a Cabinet position.

Before Scott could catch what the correspondent was 
saying, the picture cut away and focused instead on a not-
too-distant podium set in front of the burnt out husk that 
had been Harrods. The glass in their famous storefront 
displays had shattered, and then melted. Workers had al-
ready installed plywood over the broken windows. Scott 
wondered if they wouldn’t have to condemn the whole 
building eventually.

The podium was a hastily erected soapbox with a for-
est of microphones jutting out of it. A short blond woman 
clung to the top, speaking passionately to the crowd. Judg-
ing from the cheers and cued applause, they were eating 
it up. The camera angle was bad, but Scott could see that 
one side of the speaker’s face was bandaged and one of 
her arms hung in a sling. Even though he couldn’t quite 
discern who she was, he recognized her voice—and why 
should he not? He’d been assigned to her for the last year 
and a half.

“Elsa…”
He peered into the smartphone’s tiny screen. How 

could she…? He’d seen her melt into pink wax. Could it 
be the same person? Anything seemed possible in these 
strange times.

Two weeks after Scott had been assigned to Elsa, an-
other member of her detail had resigned suddenly, and 
then appeared on the news a day later, standing on the 
guardrail of London Bridge, a metal wire wrapped around 
his neck. It had taken his head clean off when he’d finally 
jumped.

He’d been well-adjusted, stable. MI5 couldn’t make 
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heads or tails of the suicide. They’d thought maybe it had 
to do with the dark cloud that had descended on London 
all those years ago and never left.

Ever since that cloud, there’d been stories of entire tram 
cars disappearing in the tunnels beneath the city, of dark 
things in the night, and other stories that were never re-
peated on the news, but that no one would deny.

It was those stories that had prompted MI5 to issue 
Scott a cartridge of silver bullets. They’d taken them back 
the next month when some bean counter in Whitehall fig-
ured out how much it was costing the government.

But maybe…maybe what had happened to Elsa was a 
part of that. She’d changed shortly after her promotion. 
She’d always been quiet and introverted—a rare thing 
for a politician—but possessed of a razor sharp wit and a 
scary intellect. Like a tube web spider, she remained silent 
right until the point when she injected her venom. At least, 
that was how her political opponents had described her.

Scott had known a different kind of woman. She’d ac-
knowledged that her safety depended on his vigilance, but 
she’d regarded it as a kind of game to distract him. She’d 
asked him startling, personal questions at inappropriate 
times—when she was changing or thirty seconds before a 
press appearance. She’d always laughed, a careless laugh 
like a child blowing bubbles, and it was because of that 
laugh that he’d forgiven her her little amusements.

Such was the change in her personality that Scott had 
often joked with his friends that he should check her base-
ment for pods. Now he wondered if that wasn’t too close 
to the truth.

“She happened to be riding the escalator when the ex-
plosion hit,” said Halpern, adjusting her grip on the phone. 
“All that metal shielded her from the brunt of the explo-
sion. The firefighters missed her in the initial sweep of 
the building. She had to rescue herself, the poor dear. Of 
course, now she’s a hero to the people and all that.”
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“I…I’m glad she survived,” he said, trying to reconcile 
the story Halpern had told him with what he’d experienced 
in Harrods. The escalator? The explosion had come from 
above. That much he remembered. The escalator would 
have offered little cover.

“You said you awoke in jewelry?” asked Halpern non-
chalantly. “Strange that the head of Ms. Green’s security 
detail just happened to be absent when she needed him 
most, isn’t it?”

“I don’t remember what happened,” he said. And it was 
true. What he remembered almost certainly couldn’t have 
happened the way he remembered it.

Halpern hit a button on the side of the phone, return-
ing it to the home screen before she tucked it back into 
her pocket. “You might not remember anything, but she 
certainly does. Claims you lit out of there just before the 
blast hit. Like you knew it was coming.”

Scott’s heart sank. “I don’t believe you.”
“And yet…,” she said, indicating the restraints. “Those 

aren’t entirely for your safety, you know.”
“So what happens now?” he asked, resigned.
“Well, my guess is that when we reach the station you’ll 

be arrested in short order. You’ll be arraigned, and then 
denied bail for your own safety and, after a lengthy and 
costly investigation, you’ll be tried and sentenced to life 
in prison. After that, forty years of worrying about your 
cellmates and avoiding being shanked in the prison exer-
cise yard.”

He looked at her sharply. Her tone was deliberately light-
hearted, but it contained a brutal cynicism that told him her 
mind was not yet decided. “Do you think I did it?”

She shook her head. Leaning forward so that her el-
bows were on her knees, she steepled her fingers. “I sus-
pect that what I believe won’t matter much. Reports will 
surface from the bowels of MI5 that you weren’t content 
in your job. Perhaps they’ll even recover some deleted 
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e-mails where you confess your plans to a nameless co-
conspirator.”

“So you do believe me…”
Behind Halpern, the paramedic appeared to finish fid-

dling with the heart monitor. He turned back toward them 
and sat down. Scott could see him only from an angle. He 
couldn’t quite focus on his features, but he had a nagging 
feeling that he’d seen the man before.

“I didn’t say that…,” Halpern said quickly.
“So what do you believe?” asked Scott.
She considered her words, picking them like a gour-

mand might choose dishes at a buffet. “I believe that the 
bomb at Harrods could not possibly be the work of one 
man, and the fact that they’re trying to spin it that way 
tells me more than I’d like to know about the way it’s be-
ing investigated.”

He seized on this hopefully. “I didn’t do it. I woke up 
on the floor of the department store. The…the blast must 
have thrown me clear.”

He quickly recounted everything that he’d experienced—
finding Elsa, battling the cuttlefish creature, watching her 
corpse turn to jelly. He stuck to the facts, without embel-
lishment, figuring that he might as well try the naked truth 
at least once, if only to see how it played out.

Halpern sat in silence as he recounted his tale, not 
uttering so much as a peep, even when he talked about 
confronting the firefighter-thing in the loading bay. When 
he’d finished, she looked away, staring at the windshield, 
though Scott guessed she was looking past it. Her fingers 
tapped an absent beat on her kneecap. “That is quite a 
story,” she said at last.

“It’s true.” Suddenly the answer struck him, the way 
out of it all. “Look, there’s one sure way to prove it, isn’t 
there?”

“And that is?”
He paused and licked his lips, unsure of the reaction 

ritual of fire 31



his suggestion would provoke. “Administer a DNA test to 
Elsa Green.”

Halpern nodded. “Yes. I suppose that would do it.”
Of all the things she could have said, that was the one 

he’d expected the least. “So, you’ll do it?”
She laughed. Not in a mean-spirited way, but with the 

same tone she might have if he’d told her a knock-knock 
joke. “Not a chance.”

He must have looked crestfallen. “Look,” she said hast-
ily. “You’re MI5, so you know how this works. My job is 
to solve crimes and bring in suspects. Which I’ve done,” 
she said with a pointed glance at his restraints. “I could 
no more order a DNA test than I could send a man to the 
moon. You need a court order, and even then you’d need 
some pretty compelling evidence to get one.”

Frustrated, Scott fell back against his pillow and glared 
at the ceiling. The restraints cut into his sides and he flexed 
his muscles, trying to loosen them. They weren’t especial-
ly tight. He supposed he hadn’t quite been a suspect when 
they’d loaded him into the ambulance.

He needed to find Elsa and ask her what had really hap-
pened inside Harrods. Failing that, he needed to find proof 
that she wasn’t who she said she was. And that proof would 
be difficult to obtain from inside a jail cell. He shifted his 
weight slightly and managed to move the arm opposite 
Halpern enough to reach over the side of the gurney and 
catch the buckle.

Suddenly, he felt another hand on his. The paramedic 
glared down at him with features that wouldn’t quite fo-
cus. He looked like a man with nylon pulled over his face. 
“You shouldn’t have told her that.”

A needle full of transparent reddish liquid loomed in 
Scott’s vision, and then descended toward his neck. A 
flash of fear ran through him and his muscles tensed.

“Excuse me,” said Halpern with a surprised frown. 
“What are you doing?”
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The paramedic paused, needle hovering inches from 
Scott’s neck. He stared at Halpern for an uncomfortably 
long time. “It’s just a standard sedative, ma’am,” he hissed 
at last.

“I think he’s just about sedate enough, isn’t he?” Halp-
ern asked, incredulously. The ambulance rocked on its 
chassis as it squealed around a corner. She looked up and 
then out the front windshield. “This isn’t the way to the 
hospital. Where are we going?”

Without warning or emotion, the paramedic launched 
himself over the top of Scott’s gurney and into Halpern. 
She screamed as he stabbed at her with the needle. Some-
how she caught hold of his arm and struggled to keep the 
hypodermic from descending. As she wrestled with her 
attacker, Scott realized with horror that only the top half 
of the paramedic had moved at all. The bottom half still 
knelt beside him, connected to its upper torso by a thin 
vein of greyish material.

“Halpern!” he yelled as he struggled against his restraints, 
trying to catch hold of the buckle again. “Hold on.”

Halpern reversed her grip and pulled the paramedic for-
ward, smashing him into the aluminum rack beside her. 
The styrofoam coffee cup she’d placed there only mo-
ments before overturned and poured steaming hot java all 
over her attacker. The paramedic squealed and dropped 
the hypodermic, giving Halpern just enough of an opening 
to draw her pistol.

Before she could level it, the beast recovered and 
knocked it aside. A shot went off, and though Scott couldn’t 
see where it went, he could make a pretty accurate guess 
from the way the ambulance lurched to one side. If the 
driver was still alive, he was severely wounded.

The sudden movement served to loosen Scott’s re-
straints even further, and he caught hold of the same 
buckle as before. Unless he missed his guess, there would 
be a quick release button somewhere underneath so that 
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paramedics could transfer patients to beds in the O.R. His 
fingers frantically followed raised metal ridges until he 
found something that felt like a button. He pressed down 
hard and felt the restraint give way. Quickly, he reached 
down and undid the second restraint.

By this time, the paramedic-thing had a hold of Halp-
ern’s gun. She yelled again in fear and pain as the creature 
exerted incredible strength on her arm, twisting it around 
until the gun was aimed directly at her forehead.

Free except for the foot restraint, Scott hurled himself 
at the paramedic, hoping to knock it away from Halp-
ern. He hit the creature in the side but, though its torso 
contorted like an elastic band, its aim remained steady. 
A gunshot painted Halpern’s blood on the side of the 
ambulance.

Scott stared in horror at her slumping body. They’d 
killed her. They’d bloody killed her without a second 
thought. Why? Because she’d told them not to sedate 
him? What kind of nightmare world had he awoken into 
that morning when a bunch of squid monsters could sim-
ply knock off a Metro Lieutenant without worrying about 
the consequences?

The creature shook Halpern’s dead hand off the gun, 
and then rounded on him. Scott slid his feet out from un-
der the final restraint, being careful to move slowly and 
deliberately. “Whoa, mate, I’m no threat,” he said, hold-
ing his hands in front of him.

He was unarmed, but cops often carried a holdout pistol 
in an ankle holster. If he could survive the next couple of 
seconds, he might be able to find Halpern’s. As he shift-
ed positions, he spotted the discarded hypodermic. Once 
translucent, the liquid within had darkened into an evil red 
hue. He shifted positions again—slowly.

“Hold on,” he said. The thing’s eyes weren’t much more 
than blurry patches of shadow in an indistinct face. How 
had he not seen that before? It was like his gaze had just 
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slid right over the paramedic’s features. “I don’t want to 
end up like her. I’ll go quietly.”

He shifted again, and this time his palm landed on the 
body of the hypodermic. Cautiously avoiding the tip, he 
closed his hand around it. The paramedic-thing seemed 
to consider him, and then its non-features looked down 
at his hand and twisted into a frown. It bellowed and it 
raised its weapon.

All of a sudden, metal screamed from the front of 
the ambulance as it plowed into the side of a building. 
Brickwork exploded into the cab, spewing tiny crystals of 
safety glass from the shattered windshield in front of it. 
Somehow the ambulance had continued on for almost a 
minute without a driver, but luck and the laws of physics 
had finally caught up to it.

As the vehicle was brought to an abrupt halt, medical 
gear came free from its moorings and flew forward. A mi-
crosecond later the invisible hand of inertia picked Scott 
up and flung him like a rag doll toward the cab. He hit the 
paramedic-thing hard in the chest as it too was flung to-
ward the driver’s seat. He felt slime and jelly underneath 
him, and it was this living airbag that saved him.

Even as the ambulance settled back to the ground, 
Scott stabbed down with the hypodermic and depressed 
the plunger deep into the beast’s body. Viscous red liquid 
forced itself into grey jelly and begin to sizzle ominously, 
filling the ambulance with a thick, mustardy smell.

The beast shrieked and thrashed against Scott, forcing 
him to fall backward to avoid flailing tentacles. His foot 
caught on something hard and he fell back over his gur-
ney. The creature still had Halpern’s gun in one limb, and 
though it seemed to be in pain, Scott didn’t want to risk 
making a grab for the weapon and ending up with a bul-
let for his trouble. Instead, he beat a hasty retreat for the 
back door.

He emerged into a surprisingly empty street that ran 
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along the Thames. They were in a residential neighbor-
hood. Large houses and small apartment buildings lined 
the river. In the distance, he could see garishly painted 
houseboats with circling seagulls shrieking overhead. 
Nearly a block away, the road branched, passing down 
close to the river before disappearing into a huge tunnel 
into which heavy machinery designed for sewer work had 
once passed.

The ambulance had crashed into the side of a squat con-
crete building that housed a post office. It was a stroke 
of luck that it was Sunday. On any other day of the week 
there’d have been a number of casualties.

“Oy!” called out a figure who stepped out of the driv-
er’s side of a London cab. A thin man with a shock of grey 
hair, he had a peculiar kind of style to him. He wore thin 
purple sunglasses and gold hoop earrings that hung from 
each ear. Spidery black tattoos were visible on both arms. 
He’d stopped the bulbous black vehicle at the side of the 
road and now looked on in concern. “Are you okay?”

Scott hesitated for only a moment. The man was a Good 
Samaritan, and if he was a London cabbie, that meant he 
was as reliable as clockwork. The job was extremely com-
petitive, even though it paid terribly since the dark cloud 
had descended on London and people refused to leave 
their houses.

“I’m fine!” Scott called out. He tried not to look over 
his shoulder as he hurried over to the cab. How long 
would that “sedative” hold the paramedic-thing? “Start 
your engine.”

The cabbie squinted over his shoulder, clearly suspi-
cious that Scott was alone. Though the crashed vehicle 
was a twisted wreck, it was still obviously an ambulance. 
He was probably wondering where the paramedics had 
gone. “Is there anyone else in the ambulance?”

Suddenly, the vehicle lurched, and then lurched again 
as a grey tentacle pushed its away from the corner into 
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which it had crashed. Another tentacle followed the first, 
tumbling the ambulance onto its side.

“Never mind the bollocks,” the cabbie breathed as the 
paramedic-thing emerged from the wreck.

“Give me your keys,” shouted Scott, seizing the man 
by the shoulders.

“Not bloody likely,” he responded, tearing his eyes 
from the squid creature. “Get in!”

Scott leaped over the bonnet of the cab and tore open 
the door just as the cabbie gunned the engine. The vehicle 
jumped forward before he could close the door.

The paramedic-thing lashed out at them with a tentacle 
as they passed. A lesser driver might have frozen, but a 
London cabbie is used to dodging bicycle couriers and 
clueless pedestrians. He yanked the wheel to one side, 
veering around the appendage, and then hit the gas—hard. 
The cab shot off into the city, leaving the paramedic-thing 
far behind.
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