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Disclaimer


Well we didn't think of the Highlander Universe, although we wish we had, and all the characters from the TV show belong to Rysher Entertainment and Panzer Davies. We're borrowing them without permission, but there is no copyright infringement intended. There is absolutely no profit being made from HFS, it's all just for fun, and everyone's enjoyment. (Although after all the pulling out of hair and nail biting some of us are wondering where the fun went)! [:-)]


The original characters belong to their respective authors, so if you like them so much you want to write about them, please ask ... beg ... plead with the people who created them. Most of us are sane ... sort of ... well we all volunteered for this project which has to say something about our mental health. We can guarantee that nobody bites!


The stories are available to download, and you can print them out and keep them, but please don't try and sell them or anything unscrupulous like that. Feel free to show them to your friends, make copies, but please don't put them up on any web pages unless you have express permission from the author. You can link to HFS as much as you like though [:-)] we crave publicity.


All actors are used without any permission. They were chosen because we admire and wanted to have them in our stories, but the cast lists only exist in our minds. �
Teaser


 Duncan MacLeod and Richie Ryan sat at the bar at Joe's, listening to the band and checking out the crowd.  It was near closing, so the crowd had thinned out a bit, but the band was still going strong.


Richie glanced over at the front door in time to see it open.  The man that walked in was around Duncan's height with a good build and features that were "off" just enough to keep him from being a pretty boy.  He was dressed all in black leather, his long dark hair hung loose around his shoulders, and dark glasses hid his eyes.


The newcomer walked up to the bar and slammed his fist down on the hard wood.  "Hey, old man, how about a beer?" he snapped.


Joe Dawson snorted.  "How about you ask me that again in a more civil tone?" he shot back.


The stranger's thin upper lip curled back in a sneer.  "You got a problem with my attitude, old man?"


Joe nodded.  "Yeah, I do.  But I have an even bigger problem with your face."


"Then why don't you come do something about it," the younger man taunted.


Richie and Duncan exchanged a worried glance.  This guy was obviously going to be trouble.  They started to move towards him, but Joe held out his hand.


"Don't worry about it, fellas," Joe said.  "I can handle this punk."  He moved from behind the bar and went to confront the arrogant young man.


Duncan tensed, preparing for a fight.  But instead of attacking each other, the two men embraced.


Richie raised an eyebrow in confusion.  "Well," he said, "I'm lost."


Joe put his arm around the young man's shoulders and brought him over to the two immortals.  "Kiddo, this is Richie Ryan and Duncan MacLeod.  I've known Mikey here since he was a month old.  His dad and I went to high school together."


Duncan watched the younger man closely, an odd look on his face.


The younger man shoved his sunglasses up on top of his head as he rolled his deep blue eyes.  "Joe, I haven't been Mikey since I was ten," he said.  "What do I have to do to get you to call me Michael?"


Richie's eyes grew wide as recognition set in.  "Holy. . .  You're Michael Anders!"


Michael grinned.  "You a fan?" he asked.


Richie nodded.  "Your CD hasn't left my stereo since it came out," he answered.  "I only wish I could have gotten tickets to your concert, but they sold out right as I got to the window."


"Oh, you poor guy," Michael replied.  "Don't worry about a thing, Richie.  I'll set you up with front row seats, backstage passes, the works."


Richie was impressed.  "Thanks, Michael, but you don't have to do that."


Michael shrugged.  "I know, but I've always wanted to play the 'bigshot'."


Joe laughed.  "Did I teach this boy right or what?" he teased.  "Although I'd love to know where exactly I went wrong and drove you into rock and roll instead of the blues."


Michael took his sunglasses off and slipped them into his pocket.  "Hey, I can still play the blues."


"Prove it," Joe shot back.  "You know where the stage is."


"Only if you join me, old man," Michael challenged.


"You're on," Joe said.  "Excuse us, gentlemen."  He shifted his grip on his cane and they headed off to the stage.


Duncan turned back to his beer.  "Michael seems nice," he said.


Richie nodded.  "You, uh, you think Joe knows?"


Duncan shook his head.  "How could he?"


Richie took a sip of his beer.  "Think we should tell him?"


Duncan finished his beer.  "Not a chance."  He put his glass back down and then turned to face the stage.


�
Part 1


Richie walked into the concert hall at the edge of town the next afternoon, a manila folder tucked under his arm.  He headed up to the stage where Michael was playing a classical piece on the piano.


Richie applauded as the musician finished.  "I didn't know you were into that stuff," he said.


Michael shrugged.  "I'm classically trained, but the record company doesn't like to admit it.  They say it doesn't fit with my image," he replied.  "So, Richie, why are you here anyway?"  But the teasing tone in his voice belied the gruffness of his words.


Richie held up the folder, grinning.  "Joe finished the plans for the party you're throwing after your concert," he explained.  "He was too busy to bring them over and, since I had nothing going on, I volunteered."  He climbed up on the stage and handed Michael the folder.  "And since I was coming in here anyway, your security guy gave me your messages."


"Thanks, man, I appreciate it."  Michael opened the folder and started flipping through it.  "Oh man, not another one of these."


Richie raised an eyebrow.  "Another one of what?"


Michael put the folder on top of the piano and showed Richie a typed note that had been stuck in with his messages.  "This wacko who calls himself 'The Angel of Death' has been sending me threatening letters since my first single came out," he answered.  He crumpled up the piece of paper and tossed it off the stage.


"How do you know it's a guy?" Richie asked.


Michael ran a hand through his hair.  "The security company the label hired for me said that it has to be a man because the letters have always been death threats," he answered.  "According to them, a woman would have started with sexual propositions and then moved on to death threats when I turned her down or ignored her.  I don't know if it's really true, but the letters do read like a man wrote them."


Richie shook his head in bewilderment.  "You know, for somebody who's having his life threatened on a regular basis, you're awfully calm about it," he said.


Michael shrugged.  "What do you want me to do, turn into a hysterical recluse who's afraid to leave the house?" he asked a little defensively.  "I have never backed down from a challenge and I'm not about to start now.  Besides, my security guys have assured me that this guy is just a nut job who won't follow through on any of this.  And if he's not, well, what's life without a little risk?"


Richie couldn't think of a way to argue with that.  And, as a fellow risk taker, it wasn't like he could say much.  "Well, it's your life," he said.  "Although if I were in your shoes, I'd be doing everything in my power to keep that life going."


Michael stood up and stretched.  "Since you're all ready here, you wanna crash my lunch meeting ?" he asked.  "You can help keep my from making an ass out of myself in front of Mary Hart."


Richie laughed.  "Sounds good," he answered. "Although I don't know if I can handle that big of a job.  I am only one man after all."


Michael shook his head.  "That was cold, man," he said.  "No wonder Joe likes you so much."  He grabbed his folder off the piano and they headed off.


�


At exactly midnight, Michael slipped out of his hotel room window and scrambled down the fire escape.  He loved being a rock star and adored every part of that life, except for the fact that no one would let him go anywhere.  His entire day was scheduled and planned down to the second and it drove him nuts.  As a result, he'd gotten very good at sneaking out of hotels in the middle of the night.  As long as he was back before sunrise, no one was ever the wiser.


As soon as his feet hit the ground, he started whistling.  He had memorized the route to Joe's during the drive over last night by putting it to a couple of his favorite songs.  Each turn and street crossing was timed to hit a particular note in the song so he wouldn't get lost.  It was a method that he'd been using for years and it hadn't failed him yet.


Michael was about ten bars, or five blocks, away when someone grabbed him from behind and yanked him into an alley.  "Hey, watch it pal!" he snapped as he turned to face his assailant.


The man was tall with a very lean build, non-descript features, and short-cropped blonde hair.  But his big blue eyes were wild and intense.


Michael swallowed hard, scared stiff.  "Who, who are you?" he stammered.


The man's smile was cold and menacing.  "The Angel of Death," he whispered.


Michael was moving into pure terror now.  "What do you want from me?"


"To make you famous," Angel answered.


Michael prepared to scream, but the bite of cold steel shoving into the flesh of his stomach stopped him.  Angel twisted his knife and pulled it sideways, slicing Michael open.


The musician fell to his knees, his blood pouring out onto the concrete.  "Why?" Michael gasped.


Angel sneered as he brought his knife up for another attack.  "Because no one ever forgets the ones who die young."


�
Part 2


Joe sat at a table, Muddy Waters on the jukebox and a bottle of whiskey at his side.  A grease fire earlier in the evening had forced him to close down early, so he was using the brief respite in business as an excuse to get caught up on his chronicles for the Watchers.


He looked up when he heard someone pounding on the front door.  Duncan had said he might stop by later tonight , but the pounding was too frantic to be the Highlander.  Curiosity getting the better of him, the Watcher went to unlock his door.


The barrier cleared from his way, Michael literally fell into the other man's arms.  His face was ashen, he was drenched in sweat, and he was on the verge of hysterics.  "Oh God, Joe.  Oh God!"


"Mikey?"  Joe pushed Michael away so he could look at the younger man.  "Mikey, what the hell happened to you?"


Michael's shirt was ripped to shreds and soaked in blood.  Blood had seeped into his jeans and leather jacket and was also clumping up his hair.  "I don't know, I don't know," he stammered.


Joe led Michael over to the bar and forced him to sit on a stool.  He retrieved his whiskey and then got a glass from beneath the bar.  "Here, drink this."


Michael took the glass, but his hand was shaking so hard that the shot was empty by the time he got it to his lips.  Joe poured him another one, but the same thing happened.  It took him a total of five tries before he was finally able to drink one.  "I'm not dead, Joe.  Why?  Why am I not dead?"


"Dead?  Michael, what the hell are you talking about?" Joe asked, confused.


Michael shook his head in a combination of confusion and desperation.  "I don't know what I'm talking about!  I don't know anything anymore.  I . . ."  His head snapped up suddenly and he looked over at the door, his eyes growing wide in terror.  "Oh God, oh God.  My head, it. . .  What the hell is that?!"  He jumped off the stool so fast that he knocked it over, causing it to fall into the table behind him.  It knocked the tabletop off balance, jolting it and the chairs on top of it to the floor.  He spun at the sound and hit the whiskey bottle, sending it crashing to the floor.  The bottle broke, whiskey and glass flying everywhere.  He scrambled backwards until he hit the stage and collapsed on it.  He buried his head in his arms and moaned.  "Oh God, make it stop!"


Joe didn't know whether to go to Michael or the door.  "Mikey, what's wrong?" he implored one more time.  Then the door opened and he had his answer.  "You son of a bitch!  Why didn't you tell me?"


Duncan came into the bar, a confused look on the Scot's handsome face.  "I don't know what you're talking about, Joe."


"Don't lie to me, MacLeod," Joe snapped.  "Michael *felt* you come in!"


Duncan sighed.  He'd been praying that the immortal he had felt as he approached had been Richie or Amanda or even Methos, anyone but Michael.  But no such luck.  "How'd it happen?" he asked.


"I don't know yet," Joe answered.  "He's been hysterical since he got here and I haven't been able to calm him down enough to talk."


Duncan shook his head, looking around at the mayhem.  "I was afraid of this."  He sighed as he started walking towards the stage.


Michael jumped at the sound of footsteps and scrambled further back on the stage.  "Stay away from me!"


"Mikey, it's okay," Joe said quietly.  "Duncan's a friend, remember?"


Michael's eyes clouded in confusion.  "Duncan?"


Duncan nodded, trying to make his body language as open and unthreatening as possible.  "I can help, Michael," he said.  "Tell me what happened."


Michael ran a hand through his hair.  "I, I don't know.  None of this makes any sense," he whispered, his voice shaking.


"Who hurt you, Mikey?" Joe asked.


"The Angel of Death, this, this psycho that's been stalking me," Michael answered.  "But he didn't hurt me, he killed me.  I know he killed me!  But, but I'm here, aren't I?  I mean, you guys aren't exactly what comes to mind when I picture angels.  Although I always did think Heaven was a blues joint."


Duncan smiled.  "No, Michael, I'm not an angel," he replied.  "I'm an immortal, just like you."


Michael was even more confused.  "Immortal?" he asked, disbelief clear in his voice.  "Joe, is, is that true?  Am I really immortal?"


Joe nodded.  "It's true, Mikey," he answered.  "You'll never get sick, you'll never get old, you'll never die."  He wisely decided to leave out the part about other immortals coming for his head until he felt the poor kid could handle it.


Michael hung his head between his knees.  "This can't be happening," he moaned.  "It just can't!"


Joe walked over to Michael and held out his hand.  "C'mon, Mikey," he said.  "You can crash in my back room tonight.  We'll try this again in the morning."


Michael slowly crawled off the stage and then let Joe lead him away.
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Duncan wasn't able to come back until the next afternoon.  Joe had used the grease fire as an excuse to keep the place closed so Michael could hide out.


As he approached the bar, Duncan heard someone pouring their heart out in the most soulful blues guitar he had ever heard.  He couldn't make out the voice that was singing along, but he could sense the emotion behind it, along with the immortal who was also in the bar.  {Joe's in rare form,} he thought.  {He must be giving Michael a few pointers}.  But what he saw when he finally went inside stunned the hell out of him.


Michael was sitting on the edge of the stage, his eyes closed, as he coaxed the most amazing sounds out of Joe's guitar.  His fingers flew across the strings in a blinding dance as he sang, his voice pure and rich.  Finally, his song came to an end and looked at his visitor.  "Hi, Mac.  Joe said you'd be stopping by."


"You can still play," Duncan said, stunned.


Michael nodded.  "Shouldn't I be able too?"


Duncan walked over to a table and sat down.  "It's just that I know a classical pianist who lost her ability to really play after she became immortal," he explained.  "The notes were there, but the feeling was gone."  The thought of Claudia Jardin still hurt him.  He had tried to help her, to protect her, and he still felt like he had failed somewhere.  If only she had let him teach her to use a sword.


Michael reached behind him to put the guitar back on its stand.  "Well, there's your answer," he said.  "I'm a rock star, we already think we're immortal."


Duncan laughed.  "I hadn't thought of it that way," he replied.  "So, how much did Joe tell you?"


Michael shrugged.  "Not much, really," he admitted.  "He told me about the Watchers and about whatever it is I feel whenever you come by.  But is it really true that some of you guys, or should I say some of us guys, will really becoming after my head?"


Duncan nodded.  "It's true."  He reached into his trench coat and pulled out his katana.  "We live and die by the sword, Michael.  Whether we like or not, the Game is the very center of our existence."


Michael eyed the katana warily.  "I've, uh, I've taken a couple of martial arts classes, but I've never used a sword before."


"Don't worry, I'll teach you," Duncan replied.  "But first we have to work on setting up your new identity."


"Whoa, wait a second," Michael said.  "What do you mean, 'new identity'?"


Duncan sighed.  He could all ready tell this wasn't going to be easy.  "Your current life is too high-profile for an immortal," he answered.  "I haven't lasted 400 years by advertising my existence to every immortal around."


"Are you out of your mind?!" Michael snapped.  "I can't give up my life."


"You don't have a choice," Duncan shot back.  {Great, just what I need, another Danny Cimoli.}


Michael kicked over the chair that was sitting in front of him.  "Damn it!" he yelled.  "I am not doing this!  I have worked too hard to get where I am to give it up now.  And not you or this lunatic Angel of Death or anyone else can make me."


Duncan wanted to scream.  "You have no choice," he repeated.  "You're in the Game now."


Michael's eyes narrowed.  "Then take me out of it," he spat.  "Because that is the only way I'll give up my life."


"Then find yourself a new teacher."  Duncan got up and stormed out, seething.


�


Since Joe's band had an outside gig that night, Richie volunteered to "baby-sit" Michael.  He headed over to the bar, his arms laden with dinner and a few other odds and ends.


"Hey, Michael, it's just me, Richie," he called as he entered.  "I hope you like Chinese 'cause I got a little bit of everything.  I brought you some clothes too so you could finally change.  I think we're about the same size, although this stuff might be a little short on you since your taller than me.  I couldn't believe you weren't all over the front page though.  They had like one little mention of the cancelation of your show buried way back in the comics.  But I guess your manager knows what he's doing."  Michael still hadn't responded.  "I know you're in here, wiseguy, I can feel you.  Mac ain't the only immortal around here ya know."


Suddenly, a low moan came from the back of the room.  "Would you please stop that vibrating, spinning, buzzing, whatever the hell it is?!" Michael asked.


Richie grinned as he headed in the direction the moan had come from.  "Sorry, man, it don't work that way."


Michael was stretched out in a corner booth, a half-empty bottle of whiskey in one hand and the other arm draped over his eyes.  A collection of empty bottles littered the floor and the table in front of him.  "Figures."


Richie put his bags down on the table.  "Geez, did you leave anything behind the bar?"


Michael belched loudly.  "Hey, I can afford it," he hiccuped.  "Assuming I can actually get to my money, that is.  Oh perfect.  Now I'm not just dead, I'm broke too."


Richie grabbed a chair, flipped it around, and straddled it.  "You're also stone drunk," he pointed out.


"Well don't you just have a real grasp of the obvious?" Michael slurred.  "I certainly hope I'm drunk, Ryan.  I've been workin' at it since that pain in the ass MacLeod left here this afternoon."


"Well, that's one way to deal with Mac," Richie replied.  "Not exactly one I would have tried though."


Michael pushed himself up into a sitting position and then grabbed the sides of the table to steady himself.  "You ever have a dream, Richie?" he asked.


"Once or twice," Richie answered vaguely.


Michael took a swig from the bottle.  "I had a dream," he said.  "I've been dreaming about making music since I was five years old.  And now that dream is my life!  'Cept now that jackass MacLeod wants to take it away from me."


Richie understood now.  "Mac gave you the 'change of identity' speech, didn't he?"


Michael nodded.  "Yup."


Richie sighed.  "Michael, as much as I hate to admit it, Mac's got a point."


Michael stuck his tongue out at the other man.  "Yeah, sure, take his side, ya pansy."


"Try to see this from Mac's side," Richie said.  "He's just trying to fix it so that you get to live a nice, long life.  And fame isn't exactly conducive to an immortal's existence.  Trust me, I found that out the hard way."  He still spent a lot of time kicking himself over that.  He had loved racing motorcycles, it had been one of the few things he had been any good at.  But one stupid mistake, like dying in front of half of Europe, had pretty much put an end to his racing career and any future travel plans he had.


Michael snorted.  "I don't give a rat's ass about the fame."


That surprised Richie.  "You don't?"


"Hell no," Michael answered.  "Don't get me wrong, it's nice and everything, but it's not what I'm in this for.  It's the music, man.  It's always been the music."


"So, couldn't you just start over?" Richie asked, a sympathetic look on his face.  "I know it would be a lot of hard work, but you made it once, I know you could do it again."


Michael shook his head.  "I can cut and die my hair, use contacts to change my eye color, get a tan or something, even pull a Clark Kent and start wearing fake glasses, but I can't change my voice or my playing style.  All it would take would be one fan with a really good ear and I'd be, like, totally screwed.  I give up being Michael Anders now and I can't play anything anywhere for at least a couple of generations."


"I hadn't thought of that," Richie said in sympathy.


"Then you see my problem."  Michael began to raise the bottle to his lips, but stopped as he turned green. "Oh God," he moaned.  He stood up and raced towards the bathroom.
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"Isn't there any other way, Mac?" Richie asked.  As soon as Michael had passed out, the young immortal had headed straight to the loft.  He had told Duncan the entire conversation they had had and he was hoping it would change the Highlander's mind.


Unfortunately, it didn't seem to be working.  "Not a chance, Richie," Duncan answered.  "It's pretty obvious that he's not willing to do what it takes to survive the Gathering."


"Did you ever ask him that?" Richie asked.  "All he wants to do is keep his name, Mac.  I think you of all people should be able to relate to that."


"But I never sold two million albums and had a number one hit," Duncan pointed out.


Richie leaned back in his chair and sighed.  "Mac, Michael isn't Danny Cimoli or Claudia Jardin," he said.  "Everything I know about Michael makes it seem like he's too into living to give up.  I honestly think that if you give him a chance, he can pull this off."


"I don't know, Richie," Duncan replied.  "I honestly don't know."


Richie was really getting fed up with his former teacher.  "Will you quit being so damn pig-headed for once in your life and just talk to him?!" he snapped.  "You're deciding his entire life for him and not giving him a say in any of it.  I don't blame him for being pissed off at you.  If someone were pulling the same crap on you, they'd have lost their head by now."


Duncan hated it when Richie was right.  Even if it did take the Scot a long time to admit it when that happened.  "All right, I'll talk to him," he said.  "But I doubt it's going to change my mind."


�
Part 3


Richie returned to Joe's soon after his discussion with MacLeod.  Michael was still snoring away in the back room, so Richie crashed on the couch in Joe's office.  He got up early the next morning, broke out some of the leftover Chinese food, and set up his laptop in a back booth.


"No, that doesn't sound right," Richie grumbled as he typed.  "What the hell was I thinking when I wrote that anyway?  Maybe if I tried it this way."


"Oh God, somebody shoot me."  Michael stumbled into the bar, looking like death warmed over.  He barely managed to make it over to Richie's table before he collapsed on the bench.  "I'm beginning to remember why I don't drink."


"Trust me, you'll live," Richie laughed.


Michael shot him a dirty look.  "Not funny, wise ass," he said.  Then he spotted Richie's laptop.  "What'cha writing?"


Richie fought a losing battle to keep from blushing.  "Oh, nothing," he answered.  He quickly closed the laptop before Michael got a glimpse of the screen.  "Nothing you'd be interested in anyway."


Michael grinned.  "Hey that's cool, I understand," he said.  "I'm pretty embarrassed about some of the crap I turned out when I first started writing lyrics.  Some of those suckers were so sappy, you could have twisted the paper and gotten enough stuff to make maple syrup out of."


Richie laughed.  "That's pretty bad all right."  He picked up a carton and offered it to Michael.  "Sweet and sour pork?"


Michael pushed Richie's hand away as he turned green.  "You're just determined to make me miserable, aren't you?"


"Yup," Richie answered.


Michael sighed.  "I really am sorry about last night," he said.  "Normally I don't drink at all, just a couple of beers here and there.  But I was just so pissed off at MacLeod and I couldn't pour it into my music like I normally do, so I hit the bar.  My shrink says I've got a lot of anger issues."


Richie glanced at his watch.  "Well, with any luck, I might be able to take care of some of that."


Michael raised an eyebrow.  "What are you. . .?  Oh no, not again," he moaned.  He dropped his head between his knees, fighting back a wave of nausea.  "How do you people handle this?!"


"You get used to it after awhile," Duncan answered as he came in.


Michael snorted.  "Easy for you to say," he said.  "And you might as well give it up, MacLeod, because you're not changing my mind."


"True," Richie replied, "but I'm hoping you'll change his."


Duncan grabbed a chair and brought it over to their booth.  "Richie told me about what you said last night."


Michael sighed as he raised his head.  "I can't give up my music," he said.  "And I hate putting my parents through this.  If there was some way I could change my identity but still play and let Mom and Dad know what's going on, I would have agreed by now.  I've got no problems with being a studio musician or playing in a joint like this, but it just won't work."


"He's right, Mac," Richie agreed.  "I don't have much of an ear for that sort of thing, but I've never heard anyone like Michael.  Even if he gave up singing, someone would still recognize his guitar technique or his piano style."


"Who would have thought that the unique style that made me famous would end up ruining my life?" Michael asked, despondent.  "If I'd known this was going to happen, I wouldn't have devoted so much of my life to perfecting it."


Duncan leaned back in his chair.  "All right, let's say that you do manage to pull this off.  That no one catches you fighting another immortal and you manage to keep your head.  How long do you think you can go before someone notices you don't age?"


"You're kidding, right?" Michael asked.  "Have you ever seen Steven Tyler?  The guy hasn't aged in years!  Hey, he's not. . .?"


Richie shook his head.  "No, he's not," he answered.  "I saw them in concert once and managed to get close enough to the stage to be able to tell."


Michael ran a hand through his hair.  "Look, I'm not stupid.  I know what a miracle it was that I made it this far," he said.  "Way I figure it, if I am extremely lucky, I can get twenty, maybe thirty years out of my career, tops.  By then, I'll be able to afford a nice little island out in the middle of the South Pacific or a chalet in the Alps where nobody's ever heard of me and I can hole up for a couple of centuries and play my little heart out until it's safe to come back and start over as someone else.  Right now I can't even go to a third world country and hide out without someone recognizing my voice."


Richie laughed.  "Sounds like he's got a plan to me, Mac."


Duncan was beginning to feel ganged up on.  "I won't put up with any garbage from you," he said.  "I say when the lessons start and finish and you work your schedule around mine, not the other way around.  You're gonna need a lot of discipline if you're going to survive ."


"Discipline is my middle name," Michael replied.  "I've devoted six hours a day, every day to practicing my music since I was eight.  That leaves about fourteen hours for you to whip my butt into shape."


"That's only twenty hours, what happened to the other four?" Richie asked.


Michael shrugged.  "Hey, a guy's gotta sleep sometime."


Duncan sighed as he realized he had no choice but to admit defeat.  "All right, go get your stuff while Richie and I try to figure out how to sneak you into the dojo," he said.  "If you're going to survive as a rock star, you're going to need to get really good really fast."


Michael grinned.  "You won't regret this, Mac, I promise."


"I hope you're right, Michael," Duncan said.


�


"Where is it?!" Angel screamed as he tore through the newspaper.  It had been two days since he had killed Michael Anders, but it wasn't even being mentioned.  Something that big should have been all over the news, but he couldn't find it.


He had newspapers spread all over his dingy motel room and the TV was going nonstop.  But all they said was Michael was missing.  He just couldn't figure it out.  He had even called those stupid cops and told them where to find the body, but still nothing!  Unless. . .


"No," Angel breathed.  "He couldn't have survived.  I, I was careful.  I know I killed him, I know I did!"  He opened the drawer in the bedside table and pulled out a gun.  "Maybe I'd better make sure."


�


The sword fighting lesson had been interesting.  Michael had never even held a sword before, so he had no idea what he was doing.  He had ended up down on his knees, disarmed, with Duncan's katana at his neck so many times that he lost count after awhile.  It wasn't until Richie had suggested putting the moves to a musical beat that he finally got the hang of it.  He still couldn't defeat the Highlander, but at least he was lasting longer.


They finally called it quits because Duncan had a dinner business meeting.  Richie and Michael hit the showers and then prepared to leave.


"Do we really have to go back to Joe's?" Michael asked as they headed out.


"Michael, you've got a psychotic killer out looking for you who's already killed you once," Richie said.  "If he does it in public, you really have to quit being Michael Anders."


"But I'm bored," Michael complained.


Richie rolled his eyes.  "You're also supposed to be in hiding."


"Richie, I'm not talking about doing a strip tease in the middle of downtown," Michael replied.  "I just wanna go to the movies or something."


Richie thought about it.  "Well, maybe a movie wouldn't be too bad," he said.  "I guess you could hide out pretty well in a dark theater."


Michael grinned.  "That's the spirit!" he laughed.  "C'mon, there's this new Uma Thurman flick I'm dying to see."


Richie shrugged.  "Well, if Mac's gonna kill me, at least it'll be for a worthy cause," he said.


"I knew there was a reason I liked you," Michael replied.


They were so engrossed in their conversation that they didn't notice Angel watching them from across the street.


�


After the movie, the two young immortals got something to eat.  They sat in a booth in Richie's favorite diner, goofing around and checking out the women.  Afterwards, they finally headed back to Joe's.


"Did you see the red-head in the plastic mini?" Michael asked as they entered the bar.


"Did I?" Richie replied.  "Man, I thought I was gonna explode when she bent down to pick up that napkin."


"You should have seen her friend," Michael said with a wink.


"The blonde with the incredible. . .," Richie held his hands out in front of his chest, "assets?"


Michael nodded.  "That's the one," he answered.  "Too bad I couldn't use my real name.  Who needs a pick up line when you're famous?"


"I've gotta admit, you've got a great eye for talent," Richie said.  "Like that babe on your CD cover.  Oh man, the things I could do to her!"


Michael smacked him on the arm.  "Watch it, pal.  That's my little sister you're talking about."


"But you're the one who put her in a leather thong and torn fishnets," Richie pointed out.


"Actually, that was her idea.  I wanted to go with the Catholic school girl look with the three inch spiked heels and the cat-o'- nine-tails," Michael replied.  "But you should have seen the look on Mom's face when she saw that shot.  I thought her head was gonna explode."


Suddenly, a voice cut through the empty bar.  "Always nice to see a happy, loving family.  Too bad I'm going to have to destroy it."


Michael's face went pale as Angel walked out on the stage.  "You!"


Angel's smile sent chills through the other men.  "I don't know how you survived, but I'm going to fix that."  Then he raised his gun and fired.


Richie reacted purely on instinct, forgetting for the moment that both he and Michael were immortal.  He shoved the musician out of the way and ended up taking the bullet straight in the heart.  He hit the floor with a thud, dead.


Michael scrambled to get behind the bar as Angel fired again.  "Look, Angel, or whatever the hell your name is, I, uh, I appreciate your interest in my career, but isn't this a little extreme?" he asked nervously.


Angel fired again and shattered a bottle on one of the shelves.  "This is the only way to make sure they never forget you!"


Michael crawled further down the length of the bar.  "Couldn't you at least wait until I've released a few more albums?" he asked.


Angel fired again, hitting the top of the bar.


"Guess not," Michael replied.  {Pull yourself together, Anders.  You're immortal now he can't hurt you.  But if you don't stop him, he may end up hurting someone you care about.  Somebody who won't be getting up again like Richie will.}


Angel fired a series of shots at the bar.


"Will you knock that off?!" Michael snapped as he stood up.  "It's bad enough you killed my friend there, but do you have to wreck Joe's bar too?  If you're gonna kill me, at least have the decency to do it outside.  There's a nice little alley a couple of blocks away that would be perfect."


This turn of events confused Angel.  "You want me to kill you?"


Michael nodded.  "Hey, when you're right, you're right," he answered.  "All the greats died before their time - Elvis, Hendrix, Janis Joplin, Jim Morrisson, John Lennon.  And if I want to be in their league, I gotta bite the bullet and make the sacrifice, so to speak.  But Joe's a good friend of my family and I really don't want his bar to be associated with my tragic and untimely death."


Angel came down from the stage and walked closer as he thought.  The whole thing sounded like a trap, but Michael did seem sincere.  Michael would never lie to him, Michael was too good for that.  That's why he had to die.  "I guess that would be okay," he said finally.  "After all, the location really isn't that important.  It's the death that matters."


"Great, I knew you'd see it my way," Michael replied.  "But, uh, you might want to turn around first."


"Why?" Angel asked, confused, as he turned around.


"Hi there."  Richie pulled back his fist and cracked Angel square in the jaw.


Angel dropped his gun in surprise, but he recovered enough to quickly attack Richie.


Michael jumped over the bar as they fought.  "Forgive me, Joe," he muttered.  Then he grabbed a chair and slammed it into Angel's back.  The chair shattered, but an unconscious Angel finally dropped to the floor.


Richie licked away blood from his split lip.  "Nice shot," he said.  "We make a pretty good team."


Michael grinned.  "Yeah, we do."


"Why don't you call the cops while I go change my shirt?" Richie suggested.


"Good idea," Michael answered.  "But after that, I think I'm gonna pass out."


�


When Richie walked into Joe's two nights later, the place was packed.  Michael's concert had let out about an hour ago and now everyone who was anyone in the city was at Joe's for the major party afterwards.


Richie spotted Joe and Duncan and headed over to their table.  "You guys missed one hell of a show," he said as he sat down.  "Michael was incredible."


"Glad to see immortality hasn't affected his playing any," Joe laughed.


"If anything, it's made him better," Richie replied.  "It was like now that he doesn't have to worry about getting hurt or wrecking his voice, he's turned everything up a notch.  He's amazing."  He wriggled out of his leather jacket and hung it over the back of his chair.


"Nice jacket," Duncan said.


"You like it?" Richie asked.  "I bought it this morning.  It was kind of expensive, but I figured what the hell.  Immortal or not, you only live once, right?"


"Well, it's very nice, Richie," Duncan answered.  He and Joe exchanged a wary glance as the younger immortal scanned the crowd.  Richie had been buying a lot of expensive things lately, but no one knew where he was getting the money from.


They felt Michael's approach and then spotted his dark head coming towards them a few seconds later.  "Hey, if it isn't my favorite knight in leather armor," he teased as he sat down next to Richie.


"Killer show tonight, my friend," Richie said.


"Thank you, thank you," Michael replied.  "It was so good to be back on stage, playing my music.  Forget the millions of CD's, the awards, the money.  There is nothing like the rush you get from walking on to a stage and making an arena of twenty thousand people jump to their feet and sing along to something you wrote.  And I owe it all to you guys.  I never would have been able to get back to my music if you hadn't helped me out."


"You keep bringin' in crowds like this and we'll call it even," Joe laughed.


"It's a deal, Joe," Michael replied, smiling.  "So, Coach, when do we start my next lesson?"


Duncan took a sip of his drink.  "Actually, I want to talk to you about that," he answered.  "I can't go on tour with you and something tells me you wouldn't be thrilled with canceling the rest of your dates to stay here.  So I've got another idea."  He handed Michael a piece of paper.


Michael glanced at the paper.  "What's this?"


"That is the name and number of a friend of mine who has agreed to take my place as your teacher," Duncan answered.  "He runs a personal security company in Hollywood, so you can hire him as your bodyguard to explain his presence.  Just call him when you get to LA and he'll set it all up."


Michael tucked the paper into his pocket.  "Of course, I don't really need a bodyguard now that Angel's behind bars," he replied.  "But when it comes to swordplay, I need all the help I can get.  I wonder if there's some way I could work all of this into my act."


Duncan shot him a dirty look.  "Don't even think about it."


"Why not?" Michael asked.  "It's my life and don't they always say you should write what you know?"


"Do it and I'll take your head myself," Duncan answered.


"Ooh, like I'm really scared," Michael shot back.


Richie sighed.  This was going to be a long night.
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