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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


Light flickers on rain-soaked streets, while the low sussurus of rain  blends with the occasional wash from a passing car into a dull roar.  A  lone figure huddled against the rain approaches, hands plunged deep into  pockets and shoulders hunched against the rain.  Methos' dark eyes flick  nervously into the inky shadows cast by yellow street lights.  He pauses  imperceptibly as he feels the long familiar wall of vertigo strike him.   Stepping into the shadow of an alley he casts around for the unseen  Immortal.  His hand slips into the folds of his voluminous coat to  settle on the well worn hilt of his sword.  The welcoming neon of a bar  beckons across the street, but that was too obvious.  Slipping  cautiously into the alley he sees a figure emerge from behind a fire  escape.


"Adam Pearson?" a young man in shapeless grey clothes peers cautiously,  almost nervously at the older Immortal.  His hand is in his jacket, but  no sword is drawn.  He moves easily with practised ease.  The rain runs  down the cold hard lines of his face, the deep brow eyes deepened by too  much death, cold, detached.


"Do I know you?" the ancient Immortal edges round keeping his back to  the rough wall of the run-down tenement.  The man appears to be alone  but Methos hadn't lived for 5,000 years without learning caution...


The stranger looks down at his feet and then cocks his head up on one  side with a faint smile, "No, but I know you." Suddenly he springs into  action, pulling a bulky handgun from his jacket, he fires a three round  burst into the other man, "Goodnight, Methos!"


~


The tall man with short dark hair steps out into the rainy night,  turning his collar up against the cold, he dashes to the black Citroen.   As his hand reaches for the handle, he hears three shots ring out.   MacLeod looks around in time to see light flashing off a blade in a  nearby alleyway.  As he skirts around the car, he sees an eerie  luminescence spiral up into the night sky.  A low buzzing on the edge of  hearing builds slowly into a thunderous crescendo as the first tongues  of lightning crackle out of the alley.  Fighting against the roaring  whirlwind, he runs to the blind side of the wall bordering the  sporadically lit passage, pressing his back hard against it, sword in  hand.  Tendrils of fire whip out forming strange figure eight patterns.   Windows in the warehouse above him explode, showering him with shards of  glass.  The street lights flicker like strobes, before exploding one by  one.  Slowly the winds begin to die and a muffled thud can be heard from  the alley.�
Part 1


Two men crouched over a fallen body slumped in the alley.  A smaller  dark shape lies nearby.  Lying amidst a pile of sodden cardboard boxes,  the decapitated corpse fed a crimson stream across the rain-soaked  tarmac, but it was fading in the rain.  With obvious disdain Duncan  MacLeod picked up the severed head and stared into the lifeless eyes.


"Who is he?", the question startled the Highlander out of his reverie.  


Methos stared intently at him, still shaken from the unaccustomed  violence of the encounter.  True in the three years he had known MacLeod  he was once more approaching a level of action he had not known for  centuries, but still it shook him.  Sometimes, he missed his past  disregard for life, but he quickly squashed the thought, appalled by  remembrance.  He would not even entertain a return to the days of death  and blood.


"How should *I* know? *You're* the one he was trying to kill."


"I suppose that's the price for being a celebrity," mumbled Methos,  aggrieved by the unexpected turn his life had taken.


"Have you seen anything like this before?" MacLeod pulled the mans shirt  aside to reveal a strange mark.  An intricate sigil had been tattooed  into the mans chest, "It looks like Arabic." 


Both men studied the strange design for a moment.  A horned stick man  with huge eyes on the side of his head and an inverted cross-shaped  figure emerging from between it's legs, was lying left to right beneath  a pyramid with and eye at it's heart.  The whole was enclosed in a  circle of flowing script.


"Hmm, no not really," the lie came easily to Methos as he reached into  his pocket and pulled out a mobile phone.  


"Going up in the world are we?" Duncan enquired quizzically staring  pointedly at the device.  "Students to the left, yuppies to the right,"  he smirked.


"Well one of us has to join the twentieth century," the other returned,  his mask of irreverence back in place.  "Hello, Joe? Look I need a  favour, assuming you haven't left Paris yet," The Older Immortal looked  at his younger friend with surreptitious concern, there was no outward  trace but he knew MacLeod was still wracked with guilt about Richie's  "death".  MacLeod's former protégé had left Paris to straighten himself  out, which was the best thing for everyone, even in truth, the angst  ridden Highlander.  "Yes, Joe, I *know* somebody lost there head, it was  nearly me.  I stress the word *Me*," he knew that Joe was bright enough  to fill in the blanks, Methos was not about to be any more explicit on  the phone, "I've never seen the guy before, but he knew *Me* by name."


In some bizarre way, Duncan welcomed the new mystery.  Ever since saying  goodbye to Richie at Charles de Gaulle he had begun to wonder if he was  the best thing for Richie.  For the second time he had caused the young  man deep emotional scars, and he could not forgive himself even if it  wasn't all his fault.  The almost bottomless anger which drove the young  man seemed of late, to always be seething just below the surface.  He  had wanted him to stay, but in his heart of hearts he knew neither  Richie, nor himself could have borne it.  Maybe one day soon they could  work through it, but the pain was too new and they both needed the  space.   "Okay, look, meet us at the Book-shop in an hour, we have some clearing  up to do," Methos finished the phone conversation.


MacLeod was already moving towards the Citroen.  First they would  dispose of the strangers remains then the investigation would begin.   The older of the two had but one thought: Kokabiel.


� 


Joe Dawson squinted again at the paper in front of him, "Is this the  best you could do?" he grumbled with ill concealed irritation.  Perhaps,  he mused, I've got complacent, but when the Watchers don't know about an  Immortal, where the hell am I supposed to start? 


"Well I'm no Da Vinci, maybe I should have brought the head back in a  bag for you" the other man shot back testily.  Methos was considering  how much, if anything to tell his friends.  With the possible exception  of Darius, Methos hadn't trusted anyone completely for over a millennia,  it was a hard habit to break.  In many ways, Kronos had been right,  Methos was a survivor, and he never told *anybody* everything.   Sometimes, he thought ruefully, not even me.  


"Yeah, well, I'll see what I can do.  One thing I do know is this guy  didn't have a watcher, there aren't any missing or dead Immortals on the  books in Paris, word gets around"


"An unknown Immortal, is that likely?" Duncan emerged from the kitchen  with a Caffetiere and three cups on a tray.  MacLeod had somehow come to  consider the Watcher network as pretty damn near omniscient, it never  occurred to him their might be such massive gaps in their knowledge.   Then again he thought, what about Quentin Barnes?


"Well it's not unknown, especially if he was particularly young and  hadn't acquired a teacher yet," replied Joe.  A little defensive,  despite himself.


Methos thought about it, "No.  He knew what he was doing, more than  that, he seemed to know who I was.  Look, Joe, try the local police  database, Surete, Interpol they might turn something up." He needed to  know who this man was, where he lived.  He never expected to see that  symbol again and he was pretty sure that his oldest surviving enemy  wasn't far away.


"Sure, like I've got nothing better to do with my life." It was no more  than a token objection.  Joe's curiosity was more than a little piqued  and he had to admit if he left all the investigation to Methos he might  never share the answers.  In fact he was as sure as he could be that  Methos was already holding something back.  Then again that wasn't a  particularly big surprise, more of a foregone conclusion.


"I have my own hunch to follow, and you know how nervous MacLeod makes  policemen!" Confirmation, thought Joe, but he won't give anything away  yet.


"Thanks a bunch, Methos, it's not my fault if *all* my friends are  trouble." remonstrated the tall Scot.


� 


"Welcome to my humble abode," the young faced man swept an ostentatious  bow and smiled charmingly at his companion, a tall Spaniard with long  black hair and a full curvy figure, "It is all I have, but here, I am  Lord and Master!"


"Not anymore, Senor Popinjay," she grinned, "I will take you down from  your high horse," so saying she pushed him against the wall, "If you're  bad I will have to punish you..." her eyes roved approvingly over the  Englishman's athletic figure.  For all his flamboyant gestures he was  simply dressed in blue jeans and an open necked black shirt.  His hair  was short and as dark as his smiling eyes.


"And if I'm good?" the young Immortal cocked an eyebrow, provocatively,  admiring the strong dark features and eyes which burned with "Joi de  vivre".  He reached his arm out around her long neck, while the other  traced the line of her full figure.


"I will punish you even more," she laughed placing a long, hard kiss on  his lips, before releasing him, "now go make coffee while I explore  your, realm," and slapped his backside.  Laughing as well he withdrew.   It had been twenty years since he had been so happy.  While barely a  century old he was already haunted by the loss of mortal friends and  lovers.  Martin Fields carefully poured the water into the caffetierre  while reflecting on his new found love.  They had first set eyes on each  other in a Pension near Toledo where he'd been looking for a new blade.   Maria was a student and had returned to spend her vacation in Paris with  him.  He wondered if meeting someone like her fifty years ago might have  changed the path he had chosen.  He new her potential but a part of him  was worried about what lay ahead.  


"Martin," Maria's voice cut through his thoughts like the finest blade.   He carried the tray into the hall, where Maria had emerged from the  bedroom carrying a exquisitely crafted broadsword.


"Do you always sleep with a sword by your bed, Caballero Valliente?" she  enquired, obviously torn between curiosity and concern.


He heart sunk, he knew this moment would come sooner or later.  How far  could he trust her? How much would she understand? In the end he felt,  as she advanced, her eyebrows raised, a little white lie would be  easier.  "I've been meaning to mount it for some time, but you know how  hopeless I am.  It's an exquisite piece isn't it?"


She looked sceptically at the blade in her hands, but a part of her  could not deny the beauty and craftsmanship, "Is it real?" He nodded.   "It must be priceless, she whispered.


"I wouldn't be without it," he quipped, and could not shake the dread  that one day she would be saying the same.


� 


The tall wooden doors were carved with the star of David and decorated  with Yiddish script.  A bronze plaque beside the door bore the simple  legend `Synagogue de Paris'.  Methos smiled sadly at the newness of the  building.  Fifty years could not eliminate the bitter infamy that he  knew would one day be no more than a page in a history book.  Even today  many seemed unaware of the deal with the devil made by the Vichy  Government, sacrificing the French Jews for client status under German  occupation.  He couldn't remember when he first met Jacob bar Joshua.   The Jewish Immortal had arrived in Paris with King Louis after the  disastrous fourth crusade, long before Methos returned to Europe.  As a  scholar the oldest living Immortal had found the liberal attitudes of  the Saracens preferable to the doctrinal tyranny of the Roman Church.   It was not until the schism between the Catholic south and the  Protestant north provided cracks for free-thinkers to slip between, he  moved west once more.  As he closed the door behind him he could feel  something was wrong.


"Well, well, well, if it isn't my old friend Death," the slow sensuous  drawl send shivers of cold rage through the ancient Immortal, "Hello,  Methos.  Miss me?" The speaker was tall and pale with a lean wiry  figure.  Dressed in simple black clothes with long black hair tied back  in a ponytail.  His eyes were piercing blue and divided by a hawk-nose.   A strong jutting chin was masked by an elegantly trimmed goatee which,  taken with his angular brows and jutting cheekbones.  gave him a certain  demonic beauty.  


"Once too often, how's life in the Demi-god business, Kokabiel?" Methos  turned to face the tall lean figure, "I got your message, I was looking  for you." He couldn't feel the old man's Quickening, yet they were on  holy ground and Jacob seldom went out these days.


"Jacob's going to be a little late, I'm afraid" again the predatory  smile, "as in the late Jacob bar Joshua.  It's nothing personal, you  understand, but nobody can leave the service of their god.  I imagine  Kieffer is disposing of him even as we speak." 


"You're not a god!" Methos fought to control the rage and hatred  building inside.  The evil Immortal was probably the only person in the  world Methos hated.  Real dark brooding hate, even the likes of Kallus  had not aroused such feelings in the old man.  Considering his own  chequered past he was hardly in a position to judge them.  These  feelings were not helped by images of the old Jewish scholar lying dead  at the feet of one of Kokabiel's fanatics.


"Not yet, but I will be.  And not some pathetic little bandit god like  you or Kronos" the cruelty was evident in Kokabiel's eye as he tasted  the fear and anger building in Methos' spirit.  He would drink deeply  from that well before he let the other man die.  "Two thousand years is  a long time, Methos, the people are waiting for me and mine, I shall be  their new Messiah."


Methos snorted derisively, there was more than a little bitterness and  cynicism in his voice "With a sword in one hand and a chequebook in the  other, Christ returns? Have you been on the streets recently?" he asked  rhetorically, "They're not looking for a Saviour, just someone else to  crucify!"


"Won't they be surprised then?" the other laughed, "Aren't you going to  run away and hide behind MacLeod?"


"From a pathetic little inadequate like you?" Methos smiled grimly and  reached inside his coat, "I think not, it ends here and now," the sword  slipped into his hand, "shall we go?"


Kokabiel smiled cruelly, "You will die, Methos, but at a time of my  choosing, remember this is holy ground.  Fear not your time will come,  but my destiny is too important, I have gained knowledge of others of my  brethren, soon we will move, I just wanted to give you time to prepare."  Methos saw a flicker of rage in the other man's eyes, his hands shaking  visibly despite his control.


"Make peace with God, eh?" the ancient Immortal was thinking furiously,  Kokabiel was deranged, had he drawn others into his madness, or was he  bluffing?


"Well," he paused at the door, "I'm sure I can fit you in sometime."


Methos watched him go.  He needed time to think.  If Kokabiel had others  working for him they had to be found.  While he had personal reasons for  wanting to take the mad Immortal himself, the others were another  matter, in any case, a game of this kind always benefited from extra  pieces.  Time to find MacLeod.   


� 


Martin sprawled on the sofa, with Maria curling on his chest her fingers  stroking the lines of his face.  He closed his eyes and breathed in the  aroma of her warm skin against his.  Her kisses were soft on his face  and lips.  She sighed, "I feel like we have for ever."


"More than you know, Cherie, more than you know," he ran his fingers  down her back, "I think we will be together for quite some time," he  smiled and bit her lower lip sending shivers through her body.


"Till death us do part?" she teased, her fingers playing with his shirt  buttons


Despite himself he felt his heart miss a beat.  "That's a long time..."  he said hesitantly.


The beautiful Spaniard smiled broadly, "Don't worry, I'm not dragging  you into church," she bit his nose playfully, before putting on her  deepest most seductive look.  "Well," she paused teasingly, "not yet  anyway."


Pushing her back into the cushions in mock anger he declared, "I want a  few more rehearsals before I even think about our wedding night!"


"So you do," she laughed, her eyes twinkling at his discomfort.


"Thanks a lot!" while she was joking he couldn't help being hurt, she  smiled at his sulky expression and without warning flipped him off the  sofa onto the floor, landing catlike on top of him.


"Well, there is always room for improvement, even in one so," she paused  as if in thought, "accomplished." Suddenly she noticed he was only half- listening, his eyes focused in space.  She was about to remonstrate with  him when she caught a glimpse of grave urgency in his features.  "What  is it?"


"Go to the other room," he could see her questioning eyes, the lock on  the front door clicked open, "Quickly!" he hissed, "it'll be all right."  Gathering her robe she did as she was told.


Picking up his sword from the doorway, Martin edged into the hall.   Waiting for another battle for life or death he raised his blade  defensively.  The door opened, and framed in it, sword in hand was a  black-clad vision: Kokabiel.


� 


In the back-room of Shakespeare & Co., Joe Dawson sat, his troubled face  lit by lamplight, as he listened with increasing worry to the person on  the other end of the phone.  Methos sat on a step his chin resting in  his hands, lost in thought while the tall Highlander prowled around like  a caged tiger.


"For God's sake, MacLeod, sit down, you're making the place look  untidy," snapped the older Immortal irritably.


"I don't like mysteries and I don't like waiting," Duncan shot back,  nevertheless he flopped onto a chair and began to fidget.


"Really," Methos flashed one of his crooked smiles, "can't say I'd  noticed," the Scotsman responded with a dirty look.


Joe put the phone back on it's cradle wearily.  "I've finally tracked  down an I.D.  on the Immortal who attacked you, his name was Richard  Corrigan and he was an Assistant Director with the 'Company'".


"CIA?" Methos was startled, this was bad, very bad.  Everything Kokabiel  had hinted at now had acquired a deadly clarity.  His decision to meet  the others and bring them in rather than rush after Kokabiel was  vindicated.


"Yeah," Joe sighed heavily, "Well, it gets worse, he wasn't on our  books, we really didn't know about him." Joe probably knew about as much  about the man who called himself Adam Pearson as anyone.  That he was  forced to admit wasn't much, but he knew enough to know Methos was  sitting on something.  He also knew enough to know digging for it  wouldn't help much either.


"And you never will," quipped Duncan grimly.


"Well I can probably fill in some of the blanks myself," Methos looked  shiftily at the ground before squinting at his two friends, "I haven't  been entirely candid with you."


"Well *there's* a surprise," answered the Highlander sarcastically.  If  he wasn't careful, sometime in the future the ancient Immortal's  obsessive secrecy would cost somebody their lives.


"You know some day, MacLeod, somebody's going to take your head just to  stop you whining!" retorted Methos, acidly.
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Under a radiant blue sky, the trireme edged slowly up onto the beach, a  crowd had already gathered to watch the Corinthians return home.  The  King smiled from the prow and raised his hand in greeting.  "At last my  friend we will know peace," the General beside him could hear the relief  and joy in the old man's voice, "the Athenian curse is finally at rest  and the Pelloponese are free."


"Until the next war," replied the other man ruefully, "men are at their  happiest making love or war, anything else bores them."


"Methos, you are too young to be so cynical," the King failed to notice  the other man's ironic grin, "Anyway Athens's power is broken and Sparta  is exhausted by the effort..."


"Leaving Greece open to attack from the northern states, Thessaly  perhaps, even Macedonia..."


"Macedonia? What have Greeks to fear from unwashed barbarians.  No my  friend history will not even record their existence," he clapped his  hand on the other man's shoulder.  "Now I must greet my people."


The King jumped from the prow and strode up the beach and the people  surged forward to greet him.  As Methos moved to follow he felt the  familiar sensation of another Immortal's Quickening nearby.  Casting  around he saw a man in black robes standing away from the crowd.  He  dressed like a citizen but had the pose of a warrior.  Long dark hair  pulled by the breeze, his black beard shot with silver and eyes like  sapphires.  He was not a Corinthian, Methos would have known were any of  them Immortal it was the way of things.  In any case Methos knew  everyone in Corinth at least by sight, in a city of 500 men and 600  women and children it couldn't be otherwise.  Cautiously he approached  the tall stranger.  Something about the man unnerved him.


"Greetings, my child, I am Kokabiel," the man spoke in a slow sensuous  drawl.  He extended his hand slowly as a King might to a vassal.


"Should I know you?" Methos asked dryly, ignoring the gesture.  His hand  dropped to the hilt of his sword.  Now that he was on guard he noticed a  number of strangers among the crowd.


"You should, but have probably forgotten, it is often the way with my  children." Kokabiel watched the other Immortal as he scanned the crowd.   Excellent, a wily old warrior this one.  The tales were true, a man like  Methos would be an excellent disciple.  


"If there's one thing I have learned over the centuries, it's that our  kind don't breed," there was something literal in the man's statement.


"Then whence do you come, Methos, you and the other Nefilim?"
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"Nefilim?" Joe looked enquiringly at the oldest Immortal.


"It's an old Jewish legend, Joe," Methos rose and thrust his hands deep  into his pockets, "The legend holds that when Jaweh finished the  creation he set the Watchers, two hundred angels, led by Semiazaz, to  watch over the world.  but they coveted mortals and went down and  fornicated with them, producing offspring, Immortal giants known as the  Nefilim."


"So Kokabiel identified Immortals with these, Nefilim?" asked MacLeod.


"Well it makes a certain sense, I mean all legends have a basis in  fact," Dawson mused.


"Are you saying you believe this garbage?" retorted the Scot,  nonplussed.


"No but I'm saying Immortals may be the basis of the legend." Snapped  Joe wearily.


It was obvious that this situation had them all on edge.  Trouble so  soon after Ahriman meant they had had little time to recover, if the  pressure didn't let up very shortly tempers were going to break.


"If you've quite finished?" Methos proffered a martyred look, "There's  more, Kokabiel is listed as one of the chiefs of the Watchers, he not  only believed the legend but he claims to be a progenitor of Immortals.   According to him he seeks to reunite his children so that he might  resume the unending war."


"War? What war?" this from the grey-bearded watcher.


"The war between heaven and the fallen angels.  Revelations and all  that.  Of course before he can challenge heaven, he has to conquer the  mortal world."


"Well that'll be easy," the Highlander paused, "you don't believe he  can, do you?" incredulity mixed with doubt at the gravity evident in his  friend's voice.


"With a group of Immortals co-operating in security forces and  governments over the world? Maybe not, MacLeod, but he could do a lot of  damage trying." Methos considered the chaos he and the other Horsemen  could have done if he hadn't manoeuvred MacLeod into taking out Kronos.


"There are others?" MacLeod was worried, he rightly guessed that Methos'  thoughts mirrored his own, thoughts of the scar-faced Kronos and his  little gang of Demi-gods.  


"He has a following," Methos looked at the others intently, "I didn't  think there were many of them or how well placed.  Joe's information  tends to confirm my worse fears.  There are more of them out there and  they have a plan." Suddenly the three men felt small, cold and very  alone.
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"Father," Martin addressed the Ancient Immortal nervously.  A tall  handsome black man in an expensively tailored suit stepped into the hall  behind Kokabiel, in his hand was an ornate bronze dagger, "Kieffer..."


"Ah, Martin, do you know how much work it takes to maintain a blade in  such fine condition for two and a half millennia?" he smiled broadly,  the smile of a predator, "You have the new initiate, I take it?"


"Come, my child," purred Kokabiel, "bring the offering to us that she  may know the pleasures of her angelic ancestry."


Consternation was visible on Martin's face, "I, uh, look she hasn't, she  doesn't know anything...  I'd like to prepare her."


Kokabiel slowly crossed to the window and gazed reflectively into the  street below.  "She is ignorant of her destiny? Innocent?" he inquired  gently.


Despite himself Martin smiled inwardly at the description of Maria as  `innocent', his fiery Latin lover, "Just so, Master." He grasped the  apparent compassion as a drowning man might clutch a passing plank.


"Excellent, just as were you, before I showed you the truth," he turned  and the fire in his eyes brooked no argument, "bring her."


Fear was beginning to eat away at Martin's faith, but he lacked the  courage to resist and so turned and entered the bedroom.  As he passed  through the door he heard the ringing of a Mobile phone.  She was pacing  across the bedroom floor.  Seeing him she rushed over and embraced him.   "It's okay, it was a friend," the word incongruous on his lips, "get  dressed we have to go somewhere."


"Okay? You're shaking, what's wrong?" she was alarmed, she had never  seen fear on his face before, he was white as a sheet.


"Nothing's wrong," he put his finger to her lips to silence further  protest, "You are about to learn things about me, it's a big step and I  wish we had more time, but we will have." 


Back in the hallway, Kieffer closed the Mobile and flashed Kokabiel an  inquiring look.  "MacLeod?" the other man inquired.  Kieffer nodded.   Kokabiel answered with a single word "Go."


The man who called himself an angel entered the room, motioning Martin  away.  Maria clung to his arm in fear, but he slipped away a tear in his  eye.  Kokabiel put a reassuring hand on his shoulder.  He smiled as he  took out an ornate bronze dagger.  He smiled warmly again.  His eyes  fixed on the nervous girl in front of him.  She froze unable to avoid  the mesmeric stare, calm unmoving as he approached.  "Today," he  grinned, "Is the last day of the rest of your life." She didn't even  flinch as the blade sunk into her chest.  The mortal wound, however  broke the spell, Martin reeled against the wall, stunned by the  spectacle.  Maria, tumbled forward on to her hands and knees, staring  dully at the gaping wound in her chest.  Her breathing was ragged as her  life blood pumped out onto the floor pooling around her hands and knees.   Her vision swam and darkened, her last living image was Martin's  tortured visage.


�
Part 2


Duncan walked through the cold mist, the stone arch of the bridge  deepened the gloom, but it was nothing to the gloom in his mind.   Richie's voice echoed in his head:


"What are you doing, Mac?" cold sweat broke on the young Immortal's head  as he parried desperately..  MacLeod pressed his attack with a vicious  flurry of fleches and slashes, pushing the younger man back over the  Dojo floor.


Easing back he felt a slow smile creep across his face, "You're a smart  boy, you work it out." The dark joy of battle and the impending pleasure  of the kill rose within.


He stopped and leant against the wall, blinking back the tears in his  old eyes, he had been so careful and it had all gone so wrong.  "Y'know  I used lie awake at night, thinking that there had to be some reason;  something I had to do because I was Immortal.  And I had some  *Illusion*; that because *you* were my teacher that you would show me."  He winced at the memory of the confused anger on his friends face "well  you did.  There can be, only one.  Thanks teach!" after months of work  trying to put right the damage he had done in the grip of the dark  Quickening, the darkness had come.  He had felt his blade bite deep into  flesh and bone and when the mist cleared the body lying at his feet was  Richie's.  Even though he learned the deception he still couldn't chase  that image from his mind and he knew Richie wouldn't either.  Twice he  had seen his friend and mentor raise a sword against him.  Duncan tried  to imagine how he would feel staring down Connor's blade before the  killing stroke.


"Duncan MacLeod," the smooth voice interrupted his reverie, "it's been a  long time."


"Kafir?" Duncan stared in shock at the handsome black Immortal striding  languidly towards him.


"I prefer to use the name Kieffer, now," a smile played around his lips  as bowed with a flourish, the expensively tailored trenchcoat sweeping  out behind him, "Kieffer Strachan, at your service."


� 


FLASHBACK


Under the hot Jamaican sun the markets were a riot of colour and noise.   Traders hawked fresh fruit and livestock at hugely inflated prices to  the starving seamen.  Many rich cargoes arrived at Montego bay, the  crews of traders and privateers, paid off after months of salt pork,  maggoty biscuits and brackish water the sailors would pay any price for  every pleasure.  The markets were full of fruit, and the taverns with  wine and doxies, every time a ship docked was a carnival.  Two sailors,  privateers by the look of them strode between the garish stall.  The  taller man was a handsome European dressed in a fine blue coat, cotton  breeches and brown leather boots, a Scottish broadsword hung at his side  and a broad rimmed hat shielded his face from the hot sun.  MacLeod's  companion was a smooth black man dressed in a purple coat, black leather  breeches and boots.  A brocaded silk sash around his middle bore a  Spanish rapier and two duelling pistols and his head was wrapped in a  red silk scarf.


"So, MacLeod, what do you think of my home from home.  It's not the  Alhambra, but it has a certain vitality."


"Well, it's certainly lively," the Highlander frowned "What is a  Spaniard doing on an English Privateer?" He picked up a mango from a  nearby stall and tossed the holder a coin.


"What is a Scot doing on one?" Kafir laughed, "I was born in Marrakech,  but my adopted family moved to Seville.  The Cid drove them out, but I  saw that coming."


Wiping the sticky juice from his mouth with a lace handkerchief, MacLeod  turned to face the older Immortal, "I'm sorry.  What happened."


"Nothing earth-shattering," amusement flickered across the Immortal's  features, "I rode North before they arrived.  I took the Eucharist and  in return for my lands, took up my sword and marched with the Cid."


"Against your own people?" MacLeod was visibly shocked, nothing mattered  more than Clan to the Highlander.


"They weren't *my people*, we are freaks to them, and they are toys to  us," the Moor stopped, "only one thing matters...  power and wealth."


"And the Gathering," cold hostility was evident in the Scot's voice.


"Any time, any place," the black man flashed his killer smile, "Remember  one thing boy, Kafir doesn't lose, not ever, I've lived for nearly nine  hundred years and it's not a habit I intend to break."


"Then I suggest you stay out of my way in future," the Scot smiled  grimly, "You'll pardon me but I think I will seek more pleasant company  this evening." The Moor's name was Arabic, it meant the faithless one,  right now MacLeod couldn't think of a more apt epithet.


As he departed he heard Kafir's riposte, "For a Privateer Captain you  have an over-developed sense of morality, MacLeod."


� 


The man calling himself Kieffer Strachan swept up from the bow an  elegant broadsword in his hand, "Time to die, MacLeod."


While keeping his eyes on the other man, MacLeod was listening out,  everything he had heard of the man told him he was a snake.  Sure enough  he heard a soft footfall behind him.  Spinning on his heel he slammed  the heel of his boot into his unseen assailant's solar plexus.  Wind  rushed from the assassins' lungs as he jack-knifed to the ground.


As MacLeod's Katana wheeled out from under the voluminous coat, a second  gunman raised his weapon.  Ducking forward under a hastily aimed round  he slapped the heavy automatic to one side with his sword and rammed the  heel of his other hand under the man's chin.  The thug was slammed back  into the rough brickwork of the tunnel senseless.


Wheeling back to the other Immortal he saw Kieffer almost on top of him  whirling his in a silver web of steel.  "Why here, why now?" MacLeod  panted as he fended off the furious assault.


"Let's just say, I got religion!" snarled his adversary, "Under normal  circumstances we'd invite you in, but your association with Methos,  makes you unsuitable." Kieffer fell back fighting a desperate defence.   MacLeod pressed his advantage as the blades clashed and sparked.  Almost  too late he realised that Kieffer was feeding him a feint, the Moor  dropped to one knee and lunged under MacLeod's defence with a vicious  slice which opened the flesh of the Highlanders thigh.


Stumbling back, with pain ripping through his leg, MacLeod set his other  leg and kept his blade fully extended to keep the other man at bay.   "You've been practising, Kieffer, you know one day you could be a  passable swordsman." The quip was hollow and Duncan knew it.  The other  man was at the very least an even match.  A split second before he heard  the crack of gunfire he felt pain rip into his back, staring blankly at  the ragged hole in his chest, he realised one of the gunmen had  recovered his senses.  Stumbling to the quayside he struggled to raise  his blade.


Kieffer lunged, impaling MacLeod through the abdomen.  The agonising  pain of digestive juices spilling out into his body was sharpened by a  savage twisting of the sword.  Kieffer pulled the blade free and MacLeod  slumped forward onto his knees, one hand supporting him the other  clutching at his ragged wound in his midriff.  His vision swum as he  fought to retain consciousness as the other man raised his blade.  With  his last ounce of failing strength the Highlander toppled into the black  waters of the Seine.  Kieffer's blade missed it's mark by less than an  inch.  Cursing he peered into the inky waters but there was no sign of  his adversary.  Gathering up the fallen Katana he motioned for his men  to follow him.


� 


Methos sits cross-legged in a cold circle of light.  Something lies  before him wrapped in calfskin and fastened with a red silk cord.  While  his body is in the cellar of the book-shop, his mind is definitely  elsewhere.  He stares blindly into space, across the centuries.  Leaning  forward he lifts the bundle into his lap.  A tiny tear glistens in the  corner of his eye.  His hands slowly pull away the loops of silk.   Reverently he unrolls the calf skin.  Lying on the leather is an  elegantly curved sword.  It's hilt it a simple affair, ebony grips worn  smooth by centuries of use and short brass quillions.


� 


FLASHBACK


The chamber was dark and smoky despite the bright Mediterranean sun  outside.  Such light as spilled though the open doorway is swallowed by  the darkness.  Robed figures moved among each other, some drinking  others eating and still others smoking hashish in long-stemmed pipes.   Some of the men were armoured and wore swords at their sides.  A small  group of them were clustered around an unlikely figure.  He was dressed  like an Egyptian but his feature were clearly Caucasian.  His dark eyes  and sardonic smile entranced his audience almost as much as his words.


"Whatever the Caliph says, the Christians will come south."


"But why should they?" the speaker was a youth who tried to look older  by a misguided and wispy attempt at a beard, "there are easier pickings  in Anatolia and they have fought the Seljuk for longer than us."


"Saladin is a wily commander, he grasps something the Caliph does not.   The Christians' Messiah was born in Palestine and martyred in Jerusalem,  it is as important to them as Mecca is to us," Methos lied easily.  He  admired the tolerance of the Islamic state he was no more a Moslem  himself than he was a Christian.  He believed in one thing: Methos.   "They will wish to retake Jerusalem and if they take it they will seek  vengeance on us."


"But who will lead us North to join Saladin, will you?" this from an  older warrior who saw the wisdom of the Immortal's words.


My days of leading armies are over, thought Methos, "No, my friend, I am  a Minister, I have responsibilities here." He felt that familiar  vertiginous rush of an approaching Immortal.  No.  Two Immortals.


"I will lead you" the newcomer was not especially tall, though even  under his loose robes, a well, muscled body was evident.  He wore a  simple Scimitar at his side and a dagger was thrust into his sash.   Behind him stood a tall fair-haired slave warrior dressed like his  master in Arabic style.


"And you are?" Methos was polite but wary, the other man was unlikely to  start anything in here but, sooner or later he would have an opportunity  if that was what he sought.


"Haresh Clay," the other man smiled inscrutably and this is my servant  "Carter.  You are Adam Kane? A Christian name, if I got it right."


"What's in a name?" how much did the other man know, "Although your  reputation precedes you." This was worrying, the Shi'ite was no more  than two centuries old, yet already he had an impressive list of kills  including two or three old Immortals.  Added to which his reputation as  a capable and honourable leader would seem to qualify him.


Clay leaned in close, "We were destined to meet, Methos," he whispered,  "Beneath the Pharos, at dusk." Turning to the assembled warriors he  declared that he was tired and must seek lodgings but that they should  meet here tomorrow after morning prayers.


Making his excuses Methos eased past the other Immortal, "You're  confident," he whispered.


"Not at all, My friend, but If you can beat *me*, you are more than  qualified to lead *them*"


� 


Methos slowly raises the blade high above his head, and rises smoothly  to his feet.  Moving slowly almost balletically he moves around the  room, battling some unseen foe.  In his mind's eye he sees the dark  mocking figure of Kokabiel.


� 


FLASHBACK


The sun burned a fierce red as it sunk into the Nile delta.  The  limestone edifice was already cooling and the fires were being lit in  the tower by the Guard.  Methos leant against the white stone and  remembered Alexander's engineers labouring to erect the magnificent  lighthouse.  A frown crossed his face as he caught a glimpse of the  bathhouse.  Once it had contained the greatest library ever known.   Burned to provide baths for a thousand invading soldiers.  Again came  the wave of nausea and disorientation that heralded an Immortal.


"It was a great shame," the Warrior said, as if reading the other's  thoughts, "they say you are a legend.  Few people believe you ever  existed, much less that you still live."


Methos smiled sardonically, "You don't seem perturbed by the fact I am  still alive?" the mans easy assurance and pent up vitality worried the  Ancient Immortal.


"I am a warrior," the other replied simply, "I am good at it.  The only  way to be the best is by fighting the best.  If I fall to you then I  shall fall to the better man.  What more can any of us ask?"


"I have a few Ideas," muttered Methos, nevertheless his blade came  easily to hand.


Haresh uttered a shrill ululation before whirling forward like a demonic  cyclone his sword a glittering shower of deadly steel.  Off balance,  Methos desperately wove his blade in front of him to fend away the  furious assault.  Diving to the left, he let Clay's impetus carry him  forward before spinning on his heel and delivering a vicious kick to the  other mans kidneys.


Screaming in pain Haresh staggered forward, but turned the stagger into  a roll which brought him to his feet facing the older man.  Laying about  him exuberantly with no apparent plan or style he advanced again, but  Methos realised this had to be a feint and danced around the other man  sending in the occasional flickering thrust but keeping his distance.   Haresh kept turning to face his opponent, so Methos feinted left before  checking his progress.  It appeared to work Haresh overcompensated and  kept wheeling clockwise.  Methos lunged right to catch the other's back,  but Haresh had accelerated and counterfeinted smashing the other man's  blade away.  The Ancient Immortal stumbled back onto his backside.


Was this it? All over, after 4,000 years.  Haresh raised his blade with  an easy smile, and then with a flourish knelt in a victory prayer.   Methos looked at the man in bewilderment.  Haresh raised his face, a  twinkle in his eye, "You fought well, `Ben Adar', I do not kill except  at need.  If you wish it you may walk away."


"What about the Gathering?" in all his days Methos had never seen a  challenge between Immortals end any way but death.


"That, is many years away, I would rather wait with living friends than  dead foes.  You are a survivor.  You fight well, but with so much  experience this is to be expected."


"I can see a `but' springing into the conversation here,"


"You lack aggression, my friend," the Arab stroked the hilt of his  sword, "to defeat a great warrior you need three things, a fine sword,  skill and the will to succeed.  Not just to survive, to win." Methos  found himself reddening at this lecture.  Haresh saw this and smiled,  "Ah, so it is there still.  Good.  You must learn to use it when you  need it."


� 


Secreting the Scimitar in the folds of his coat, Methos climbs the  steps.  The sword, the skill and the will.  I hope you were right, old  friend, or we may meet again.  Very soon.


� 


Cold water was running down the walls of the old warehouse, cracked  whitewash reflecting candlelight in a strange rhapsody of ancient and  modern.  Robed figures slowly filed down the steps through a rusty steel  door.  The empty building was dominated by a large altar draped with  blood-red velvet.  Arranged over it, dressed in a simple white shift lay  the body of Maria Sanchez. The covering was soaked with blood.  The  tallest figure, moved forward, another at his side, while the others  flowed into a circle.


"In the Dawn, Jahweh set the Watchers upon the Earth, for his own ends,"  Kokabiel's voice echoed in the still air, "but if they were his  creatures, they had his pride and a measure of his power.  We came and  we did not as we were bid, but as was right.  And we brought forth  children.  Who is the father?"


"Kokabiel" a thunderous intonation.


"Who is the mother?"


"I am the Mother," the figure at Kokabiel's side pulled back the hood,  to reveal Martin's pale features.


"We are of raw elemental power, and the elements affect us not,"  Kokabiel uttered the chant with passion, "Bring forth a flame." All  present could feel Maria's Quickening strengthening as she returned to  life.


She gasped suddenly as if unused to breathing.  Terror was evident in  her eyes.  "Where am I?" she screamed.


"With your God," Kokabiel voice was deep and low "You are my Immortal  child, you cannot die unless I will it." A robed figure strode forth and  held out a burning torch.  Taking it he paused, staring reflectively  into the flames.  Then he turned and thrust the torch against her face.


In spite of himself Martin cried out, gagging against the smell of  burning flesh and hair.  He ran forward to hold her as she fell to the  ground screaming in agony.  She lashed out raking his face with her  nails.  "Bastardo, Hijo de Puha..." she unleashed torrent of agonised  abuse.  In time the pain faded, but the fear remained.  Helping her to  her feet, he pointed her to a mirror in Kokabiel's hands.  She wouldn't  look, the pain was terrible, and though it had stopped she couldn't face  the horrible disfigurement.  But the hands that held her where  insistent. "No!" she cried, but caught sight of her unburned unmarred  face, "Madre de dios...  ...how?"


"She passes the test of Fire," chorused the assembled cultists.


Two hooded figures advance holding a huge gold vessel filled with water.   "This vessel was made for Solomon as a gift from his Father-in-law  Rameses.  Now it is the vessel of the second test, the test of water."  Kokabiel seized Maria at the back of her neck and while she bit and  struggled and fought he forced her head into the vessel.  Holding her  until she ceased to move.  After two minutes of silence he pulled her  free and laid her reverently back on the altar.  Seconds passed while he  reached into his robe and withdrew a dull metallic cylinder.  With a  jerking ragged inhalation she awoke, clutching her throat in panic.   Martin supported her as she vomited water onto the cold stone floor.


"She passes the test of Water," again the low rumble of the cultists.


Still weak she was supported by two cultists who shouldered Martin out  of the way.  Kokabiel advanced again.  As Maria struggled she tore free  one of the hoods, to reveal a battered old gas mask, "NO!" she screamed,  but Kokabiel broke the cylinder in his hands.  Thick yellow gas sprayed  out into her face and she gagged at the bitter sweet taste.  "Can't  bre.., must, no...  god, almonds?" slowly she was choked onto her knees  and then face down on the floor.


Kokabiel flashed Martin a conspiratorial smile, "Hydrogen Cyanide, not  exactly Air, but so much more civilised than strangulation."


Kneeling by his fallen love, Martin frowned in half-forgotten memory,  "You used Zyclon B on me.  Why the change?"


"Martin, I had an easy supply in those days, now, for certain reasons of  conscience and stigma it is no longer made, and thus less readily  available." The ancient Immortal smiled at the memory of the little  mortal he met in the trenches of the Ardennes.  He had been eager to  listen and seemed quite promising.  Alas, he was unstable, and wanted so  terribly to be loved.  He had had to be replaced by a more subtle evil.   Once again Maria gasped into life.


"No, no more!" Maria, leapt up, snarling defiance, "no more of your  pathetic games!"


"You are my child, you will join with me," the sonorous voice oozed  seduction, "come to your God, Maria, Amante"


The honeyed words were wasted on the furious Spaniard, "Amante?, hah"  she spat at the tall Immortal, his followers stood in stunned silence,  "Estas mal de la cabeza!" she slapped at her forehead derisively.  Then  she spun on her heel and made to leave.


As if by magic, Kokabiel's sword appeared from under his robes, an  ancient, leaf bladed bronze longsword, with a demonic head for a pommel  and clawed quillons, "Very well, you have chosen!" he sprung forward his  sword raised.  Maria froze half-turned as fear regained control at the  sight of the descending blade.


Sparks flew as a steel broadsword parried the blow.  Martin leapt to his  lover's aid.  He had to choose and had made a fatal decision, but at  least Maria might survive.  "Maria, go, now, get as far away from here  as you can, find a church." Interposing himself between Maria and the  enraged "God" he raised his broadsword in defiance, "Good Spanish steel,  Kokabiel, best swords in Europe," he mocked, though inside he felt far  from sanguine.  He knew he was going to die.  Herod Agrippa once said,  that fear may kill a man, if he believes he will die, he will usually  find a way of making it happen.  Maybe if he had been less timorous he  might of won.  As Maria fled from the building tears in her eye, she saw  her first Quickening.  One stroke smashed the blade from Martin's hand,  and the return sliced through his neck as he screamed her name.


� 


Duncan found his wet footsteps taking him to the door of the old church  in St Germaine.  He marvelled that nearly five years after the old  priests death, he still came here when lost or confused.  A sentimental  dream perhaps, but somehow he felt that Darius was in some way still  here in the Church he had built.  His Quickening was never taken,  because he was slain by James Horton and his watcher renegades.  He felt  an echo of Darius' Quickening whenever he entered.  He had once believed  Darius the oldest living Immortal, before he had met the Enigmatic  Methos.  A wave of vertigo washed over the tall Scot as he pushed the  door open.


"Been swimming MacLeod? Bit cold for my tastes, in the Seine this time  of year." Despite his levity, tension was evident in Methos' voice.


"Yeah well, I found the experience quite, invigorating," his friend  quipped, "Met an old friend, in who you have a mutual acquaintance,  Kieffer Strachan"


Methos frowned, "Never heard of him, one of Kokabiel's, little  fanatics?" then he remembered his conversation in the synagogue,  "Kieffer, Kokabiel sent him after a friend of mine."


"Yeah, nearly got him too," muttered MacLeod.


"Not you," Methos grumbled with ill-grace, "You know what I mean.  Did  you get him?"


"No, he cheated" replied MacLeod sourly.


"It's only cheating if it doesn't work," said Methos almost to himself.   He drew the Scimitar from his coat, "Kokabiel is mine."


MacLeod stared in shock at the blade in Methos' hand, "Where did you get  that?"


"It was bequeathed to me by an old friend of mine, I believe you met?"  the older Immortal's voice was carefully neutral.


MacLeod closed his eyes and saw the blade slashing down through Graham  Ashe's neck.  Remembered thrusting it into Haresh Clay's body, and the  Dark Immortal's dying words, "it's what we do..."


"Haresh Clay, *your* friend? The more I find out about your friends the  more I worry what that makes me?" MacLeod scrambled for understanding,  Methos must still have contacts in the Watchers, he wondered if the  Ancient Immortal had watched the fight from afar.


"He was twice the man Grahame Ashe was," snapped Methos with  uncharacteristic passion, "But you can't see that because he unmanned  you, well let's all bow down before the mighty MacLeod's gargantuan  ego."


Duncan winced at the other man's scathing assault.  It began to  reinforce his own suspicions about the rights and wrongs of his whole  feud with Haresh Clay.  He forced the Issue out of his head, time for  that later, more important things to think about now, "I'm sorry, What's  done is done."


"Yes, you're right," answered Methos wearily, "I meant what I said, I'm  going to take Kokabiel"


"I'm better than you, I should face him." MacLeod's instinct to protect  overrode his doubts about Methos, as usual, he thought grimly.


"It isn't about who's best, MacLeod, you don't even know him," Methos  rounded angrily, "I've lived twelve times as long as you, I don't need  your protection, I can fight my own battles."


"So had Kronos, I killed him," now it was MacLeod's turn to be angry,  "you should remember.  You arranged it!  But, this isn't about that"


Methos drew a sharp breath, then grabbed MacLeod's dripping clothes,  "You're right," the ancient was white with rage, visibly shaking, "It  isn't about any of that, it's about anger, vengeance and death, blood  calling out for blood, and maybe," he paused and drew a calming breath,  "maybe, it's about redemption and reparation.  I need this, MacLeod, and  the only way you can stop me is to take my head."


"First come, first served," argued MacLeod, "You want him, get in line."  He calmed slightly, "Anyway it's academic: *we* don't have the first  idea where *he* is."


Suddenly both men fell silent as the familiar sensation of an  approaching Immortal washed over them.  Their gazes settled on the door  as the bedraggled and terrified figure of a young woman stumbled through  it and collapsed.


�
Part 3


Brigitte Dumas hummed quietly to the tune on the radio, a pretty,  mindless little tune about love and sex, such as is played on a million  sets to a billion bored students and workers.  Bubblegum for the mind,  she flicked through a glossy magazine which told her in simple language  what she wanted to wear, listen to and feel.  Like most of it's  readership, she dreamed the dreams they wove but realised it had nothing  to do with the world.  So she flicked idly and dreamed of a tall dark  stranger.


"Excuse me, have you seen Maria?" the voice was deep and husky, she  looked up into two deep brown eyes framed with flowing black hair.  The  man rubbed his neat chin beard reflectively.


She smiled winsomely, in what she believed was an entrancing fashion,  "No M'seur, I'm sorry, she hasn't been here today," she seized blindly  at fate hoping to prolong the encounter, "She is lucky to have such a  handsome stud chasing her."


The tall man turned to go, and then paused at the glass doors.  "Would  you like to leave a message, M'seur?" she offered tentatively, desperate  to engage the charismatic stranger.  He turned and walked around the  desk.  Uncertain, suddenly fearful she backed away, "M'seur, a message?"


He raised a gloved hand to her face and smiled his slow lazy smile, "Yes  a message..." she felt a dull blow in her midriff.  She clutched at the  man, fighting to retch while a slow burning pain filled her belly.  Her  vision swum as she slid to her knees, blood on her lips, clutching at  her blood soaked dress.  As her eyes clouded with death she saw nothing  but indifference in her killer's eyes.  "What better message than fear?"  he asked the dying woman.
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Maria, found her vision slowly returning, as the old church came into  focus, she heard voices.  


"Who is she?" 


"I don't know? There are a few people I haven't met yet you know,  MacLeod" 


"Probably why not everybody's trying to kill you!" 


"Ha Ha Funny man." 


Slowly she focused on two pairs of deep brown eyes.  She was aware of  strong hands holding her gently.  The man holding her had an aquiline  face and a hawk nose, his hair was dark, short and tousled.  He spoke,  "I think she's in shock, she should come out of it, can you hear me?"  His eyes searched anxiously for a sign of recognition.  She wanted  desperately to reply but somehow couldn't frame a single word.


She turned her attention to the second man, taller and broadly built, he  had short dark hair that appeared to be wet, heavy brows and smiling  eyes, a faint 5 o'clock shadow covered his chin.  She was vaguely aware  of someone else in the room.  "Don't worry, my child you are safe here."  Neither of the men had spoken yet she heard the words, softly accented,  calming.


She spoke, "Who, who are you?"


"Duncan MacLeod of the Clan MacLeod," the taller man spoke, "And this is  Adam Pearson."


"And you are?" the man called Adam smiled encouragingly.


"Maria Sanchez, from Andalusia, but I don't know why I am alive." She  was scared witless, all the fight had gone out of her, all she wanted  was to understand.


"Because you are an Immortal, like us," Duncan spoke grimly, "You will  never grow old, and like us, you cannot be killed unless your head is  severed from your body"


"Then he really is dead," a tear welled in her eye at the thought of him  as he stared death in the face for her life, "Via con dios, Martin."


"Then you've met others?" Methos was excited, he did not believe in  coincidence, if something had gone down Kokabiel had to be involved.


"My lover, Martin, I think..." she struggled with her emotions, Methos  lay his hand on her cheek to wipe away a tear, "That bastard cut off his  head and all hell broke loose, there was fire and lightning and thunder  in the whole building."


"Where?" there was no mistaking the urgency in MacLeod's voice


"I ... I don't know, I don't even know where I am" she paused and took  in a deep breath, "There was a ritual of sorts but I was dead already,  and they tried to kill me again, he said I was his child, the daughter  of God or some such.  But he was just an evil bastard."


Nobody was arguing with that.


"Yes, he is, I am looking for him, do you think you can retrace your  steps," Methos was deadly serious and there was steel in his voice, the  burning anger and hatred had evaporated to be replaced by a calm almost  psychopathic state. "It is important, we can defeat him and destroy him,  but we need your help to find him." 


Gathering her thoughts she calmed herself as much as she could, closing  her eyes she nodded.  Grief and terror would have to wait.  If she  survived she would have time enough, if not the least she could do was  spare herself the anguish.  "I will try."


� 


Maria had more spirit than Kokabiel would ever have given her credit  for, and a better memory. Even in her confusion she had somehow managed  to store the direction she had travelled, and she took her new  companions with her. They stopped off only once, when MacLeod  disappeared into a building, only to return a moment later with  something under his coat. These two men were as much killers as the  madman who had taken her, but somehow she felt safe with them. To look  in their eyes she could see what they were, and yet there was a sense of  right about them. It was almost like a crusade and she would follow them  where ever they went.


The wave of nausea took her by surprise, and the pain in her head felt  as if it would never end. She watched both of her companions and she saw  a shift in them that they probably never even noticed. They went from  men to warriors, and she shivered slightly despite her own hot desire to  destroy Kokabiel. The bastard was going to die.


�


Kieffer smiled to himself in thought as he admired the katana’s edge.   Over two hundred years of use and still in beautiful condition.  A  testament to the craftsman's genius.  Wasted on a fool like MacLeod.  He  nearly had him, next time for certain.


"That's the last of it Mr Strachan." The denim-clad man gestured to the  now empty warehouse.  All the trappings had gone, blood washed away and  the cult departed.  All that remained was Kieffer and his "clean-up"  team.  He preferred mortals around him, they weren't any more reliable,  but the methods of betrayal they might use were less likely to prove  fatal in the long run.


"Thank you, Jean, take the van to the docks, myself and the others will  meet you there in an hour." Stachan realised there was always a chance  MacLeod, would come back, maybe Methos too, he wanted to finish the job.   He motioned to his men and they faded into the shadows, guns drawn.  He  smiled his predatory smile and stepped back into the gloom beneath an  iron stairwell.


The white-washed wooden doors slowly swung open.  A figure moved swiftly  into the room.  Kieffer felt the presence of another Immortal.  MacLeod?  "Welcome, Highlander, I have something of yours..." He scanned the  building trying to place the Immortal as, he assumed, were his men.  He  could see them converging on the warehouse door through the shadows.


Suddenly he became aware of a second presence.  Footsteps pounded on the  Iron grille above and a figure somersaulted down to face him.  MacLeod  landed catlike, in front of him a basket hilted broadsword in his hand. "Shall we?" he grinned.  


Kieffer smiled lazily, "Why not?" he raised MacLeod's Katana with a  flourish.


� 


The gunman eased forward cautiously, the machine pistol heavy in his  hand.  He was almost at the door, and still no sign of the intruder.   Too late he heard a soft footfall behind him.  Something struck his  back, piercing agony flared from his kidney as he stared in horror at  the wickedly curved blade which erupted from his chest.  His vision  faded as he fell to the ground.  "One down," thought Methos grimly.


� 


Kieffer opened with a vicious series of slashes at MacLeod's face.  The  other man parried furiously.  "No gunmen to soften me up this time,  Kafir." At last MacLeod's defence tightened and became less strenuous.


Ignoring the use of his former name, the black man drew back from his  opponent, re-appraising his strategy, "A mere convenience, pest control  if you like."


This time MacLeod was on the offensive, feinting high he made some  energetic but tentative openings before dropping to one knee and lunging  at Kieffer's abdomen.  He was rewarded by the tell-tale resistance as  the blade sunk in an inch or so.  The other man stumbled back avoiding  deeper injury.  "You should be careful what you step on Kieffer, some  bug's sting." MacLeod grinned as he circled for another attack.  A burst  of gunfire echoed through the huge building.


�


Methos threw himself to the floor as the bullets tore past his head.   Two of the remaining gunmen had set up a crossfire from a gantry.   Scooping up the fallen man's weapon he peered around a discarded oil- drum.  The men were backlit by a window.  Sloppy, he thought as he  aimed.  A brief squeezes on the trigger sent a short burst into one  man's leg.  He screamed as the injured limb collapsed beneath him.   Another burst was more successful, the 9mm shells slamming the second  man into the wall, his chest a bloody mess of torn tissue and shattered  bone.  Better thought Methos grimly, but knew he had one more burst at  best and two more opponents.


�


Kieffer, was starting to sweat.  MacLeod had drawn blood and was proving  more intractable than expected.  The moor hadn't anticipated resistance,  just Bang, Dead! Chop, Deader! Oh well, he thought more than one way to  skin a cat.  Slipping the small steel cylinder from his pocket he  slammed it against the sword.  


Gas streamed out as he threw himself back holding his breath.   Unfortunately for him MacLeod saw the action coming and sprung up to  grab the banister of the gantry.  The heavy gas settled harmlessly  below.


� :


The Ancient Immortal edged around his makeshift barricade, only to be  met by a hail of bullets.  One tore his ear, and he cursed in pain and  withdrew.  Two more he thought grimly.  One by the door another  crouching next to a packing crate.  Pulling off his long duster, he hung  it on his sword.  Raising it above his head he heard another fusillade  tear into the cloth.  When it stopped he jumped up and threw himself  towards the man by the door.


The man desperately tried to reload, but saw it was futile.  Dropping  the Uzi, he scooped up a baseball bat.  Methos smiled, sword in hand,  "So you wanna dance, eh?" The man executed a clumsy swing. "Well dance  to *this*!" Swinging the scimitar in a vicious upward stroke he lay open  the mans forearm.  Clutching at it in pain he fell to his knees the club  forgotten before him.  Raising his sword, Methos drove the pommel into  the back of the man's head, knocking him senseless.  "I hope for your  sake, I don't regret my clemency," he muttered.  He spun to face his  last opponent who was patently terrified.  "Your choice," grinned the  Immortal.


� 


Kieffer crept up the Stairwell his sword held before him.  MacLeod was  somewhere in the gloom ahead.  Where? 


The answer came all too soon as Kieffer reached the top step.  He barely  parried the head shot and was rocked back by the force of the blow.  


His other hand flashed forward, a tiny Derringer in his hand.  The  little weapon let out a hollow crack as the .31 bullet burned a path  into the muscle of the Highlander's leg.  


MacLeod's knee buckled.  He fell forward unbalanced.


"At last!" Kieffer rushed forward sword aloft.  Reversing his grip on  the broadsword MacLeod thrust it deep into the other man's groin.   Disabled by the agony of that penetrating thrust, Kieffer stopped dead  in his tracks.


Grabbing the man's shirt, Duncan pulled him closer, "You were playing  the wrong game, Kieffer, remember?" He pulled the broadsword clear,  "There can be," raised it above his head, "Only one!" the blade bit  deep, tearing Kieffer's head away and loosing his Quickening.  As body  and head tumbled backwards down the steps, a fine white mist arose  spiralling around the Warehouse.


The head bounced to a halt at the feet of the last gunman, his horrified  eyes went from Methos to the head, then back to Methos.  And then as he  turned to run, all hell broke loose!


Arcs of silver lightning flashed across the building earthing themselves  in the ironwork of the Gantry.  A terrible wind swept through the hall  carrying with it a charnel stench.  Death had stalked a Parisian  warehouse and now the revels would begin.  MacLeod felt the life-force  ripping into his body, revitalising and rebuilding.  Lifted high on a  wave of euphoria he staggered arms and legs akimbo, his swords clashing  above his head.  The bittersweet taste of the Quickening, images of  death and of the life he had taken.  Lights exploded overhead showering  all with broken glass and sparks.  At last the whirlwind died, and at  the heart of the dying vortex, the Highlander fell to his knees.


�:


The door of the warehouse slams open, rebounding off the brick wall, as  the terrified man stumbles into the light.  Running to a battered yellow  Renault he scrambles for his keys.  Bang.  They fall from his nerveless  fingers as the door slams open a second time.  He raises his gun in his  shaking hand but the ancient Immortal is already there.  The blade  flashes down, slicing through the mans shoulder deep into his chest.   The gun hits the pavement unfired.


As Methos kneels by the fallen man he feels the sensation of another  Immortal washing over him.  Looking up he sees a silver Mercedes parked  across the road.  Looking at him from the open window is Kokabiel, his  face suffused with anger.  The mirrored glass slides up obscuring the  Immortal's features.  As Methos charges across the road, the engine guns  into life and the Silver vehicle pulls away.  Coming to a halt his sword  still bloody in his hand, the world's oldest man stares grimly at the  departing car.  One day, Kokabiel, he thinks, your day will come!
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