
British Airways Flight 357D bounced twice be-
fore the pilots managed to stick its wheels to the 

pavement of runway 09R. It was not the best of land-
ings, Ethan thought, as he unconsciously gripped the 
armrests of his seat tighter than necessary, but any 
landing you could walk away from—especially in 
these times—was a good one. The engines reversed 
thrust moments after the aircraft was firmly pressed 
to the ground, shoving everyone in the cabin pre-
cipitously forward against their seatbelts, eliciting a 
handful of cries from the passengers. Then, nearly as 
quickly, the pressure was released at the same time 
as the brakes, and the wide-bodied aircraft was trun-
dling down the runway. It veered to the left onto the 
taxiway in short order.

“Ladies and gentlemen, let me be the first to wel-
come you to London.” It was the stewardess’s voice, 
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but its tone and cheerfulness expressed a profound 
relief. Ethan had been told by the travel editor at 
CNN that all flights into Heathrow were now being 
diverted from their normal routes to a more western 
approach up the Bristol Channel and then eastward 
over Bath. There apparently had been some incidents 
with aircraft flying over the Salisbury Plain. Ethan 
was glad the flight paths had been altered; he did not 
relish the prospect of flying over Stonehenge.

Ethan looked out the window as they continued 
to taxi. His seat was on the right-hand side of the 
aircraft and, given that they had landed from west 
to east and that the international Terminal 5 was on 
the western side of the airport, he had a good view of 
the Heathrow terminals as they taxied the long way 
back. The perpetual storm centered over London ex-
tended over the airport—a slowly swirling, ominous 
mass that cast an unrelenting pall over the city and 
its surroundings. 

The terminal—what was left of it—appeared near-
ly deserted. Terminal 3 remained a burnt-out hulk 
after what the government had called “the Siege of 
Heathrow,” when a determined group of youths at-
tacked the building in a bid to force their way onto 
aircraft and leave the country. The British govern-
ment had spun that one nicely, Ethan thought, calling 
it a terrorist act. His information was more accurate 
and disturbing regarding who—or what—had origi-
nally made the assault. In any case, the building was 
just a shell now, with no apparent effort being made 
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to even remove the debris. They probably couldn’t 
find a contractor willing to go in and do it.

The bustle of ground-support trucks, equipment, 
and crews was clearly absent. Only a smattering of 
ground personnel could be seen moving between the 
empty gates now devoid of all but a handful of air-
craft. More conspicuous were the armored vehicles 
and heavily armed British troops stationed in care-
fully positioned redoubts set at intervals along the 
perimeter of the terminal building. The concrete 
bunkers were painted in cheerful themes to look in-
conspicuous, but the bristling armament about their 
walls belied the deception.

They taxied by a large, open space with aircraft 
parking facilities. Ethan watched as they slowly 
rolled past an enormous Singapore Airlines A380. 
There were panels on the wings that had been pried 
upward and peeled back from the airframe all down 
the main spar of the wing, and several cowling pan-
els were missing from the port engine. He had heard 
about that flight. The aircraft had barely made it. 
Wing sections had torn free, falling all around Isle-
worth and Hounslow before the pilot managed to get 
the craft onto the runway. The CNN Bureau had du-
tifully reported it as a case of metal fatigue, but that 
did not stop the port-side passengers from talking 
about creatures crawling along the wing in flight and 
trying to take the wing apart by hand.

“Next stop…the Twilight Zone,” Ethan muttered.
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*****

“This is so exciting!” Collette gushed, her natural 
ebullience in stark contrast to the studied cynicism 
that her superiors at CNN encouraged her to culti-
vate whenever she was on camera. “I’ve never been 
to England before.”

Ethan grimaced as he adjusted his grip on his 
hard-shell camera case in one hand and the backpack 
he had slung over his shoulder with the other. “Have 
you ever been anywhere before, Collette?”

“Well, to be perfectly truthful, never anywhere 
outside the country—I mean, America,” Collette 
said, trying to take in everything around her with her 
large green eyes.

There was a lot to see, Ethan agreed, but little of 
it was terribly comforting. He had passed through 
Heathrow more times than he cared to think about, 
but there were changes here, too, since the last time he 
had passed through Customs and Immigration. Bag-
gage claim was now half the size it once had been, 
with a concrete partition separating the sides. They 
retrieved all their baggage from the carousel first and 
then followed the queue through the partition to Bor-
der Control in what had once been the other half of 
the baggage area. Now the tall room was a cement 
vault on all sides overlooked by pillbox emplace-
ments in each corner. By the tint color, Ethan could 
tell that each of the pillboxes had been fitted with 
heavily armored glass. There were gunports in each 
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of the emplacements, the heavy automatic weapon 
muzzles obvious as they slowly swung their field of 
fire across the room. He thought one of them might 
even be a Heckler & Koch 40mm Grenade Machine 
Gun, which was a serious weapons upgrade for the 
London Customs Bureau. There were also a number 
of soldiers armed with lighter automatic weapons 
stationed along the walls. It was as perfectly engi-
neered a killing zone as Ethan could imagine…and 
the passengers were being herded into it.

Not that there were that many of them. Ethan 
counted forty-seven passengers, plus eight members 
of the flight crew who were being ushered into Bor-
der Patrol as well.

A line of new model luggage scanners bisected the 
room, each flanked by a full body scanner linked to 
a short pedestal device. Even a few months ago such 
precautions would have been found at the beginning 
of anyone’s journey before boarding a plane, but that 
was before everything had started to unravel. Now 
it was no longer just the in-flight safety that was the 
preoccupation of airport security, but the survival of 
every nation on earth.

At least, that was what Ethan had filmed and the 
story he’d tried to tell. It had landed him behind a 
desk with his lens pointed deliberately anywhere but 
where the problem could be seen.

“You know, I’ve always been a big fan of Ver-
meer,” Collette said, her low heels clicking against 
the tile floor as she pulled her two small, wheeled 
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cases behind her. “I understand that A Young Woman 
standing at a Virginal is still on display at the Na-
tional Gallery. I hope I have time enough to see it.”

“‘A Young Woman standing at a Virginal’?” Ethan 
repeated, raising his eyebrows.

“Oh, yes! It’s a wonderful piece!” Collette said, 
coming to stand in line and lifting her first case up 
onto the conveyer for the luggage scanner. She tossed 
the jacket of her pants suit into a plastic bin along 
with her shoes. “It dates from about 1670—the date 
is undocumented of course, but then so many of Ver-
meer’s works are. I just love the way the soft light 
comes in through the window and casts a slightly 
obscuring shadow across the woman’s face. Much 
more subtle, in my opinion, than his A Young Woman 
seated at a Virginal.”

“I’ve no doubt,” Ethan said without any idea what 
she was talking about. He was trying to make room 
for the camera case and his backpack, but Collette 
grabbed another bin, slipped her laptop out of the 
second of her bags and placed it inside. “Listen,” he 
continued, “I don’t know what you may have read 
about London in books or seen on the Travel Chan-
nel, but things have changed here. This isn’t Atlanta, 
and things are a good deal more dangerous here than 
you probably know.”

“Do you think so?” Collette had a habit of answer-
ing questions with questions.

“All I’m saying, Collette, is that you need to 
develop a little better…concern…about your sur-
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roundings, is all,” Ethan said, slipping off his 
own shoes.

“Miss? Please step forward!” The inspection 
agent’s voice made it clear it was a command. 
Ethan framed the man in his mind’s eye: forties, 
but looking older; two days’ growth of grey beard 
with matching grey eyes and parchment-thin skin; 
bald under his cap; and though only slightly over-
weight, the man was sweating profusely in the 
chill air of the hall. His name tag announced him 
as Felix Boothroyd. His hand was outstretched 
toward Collette from where he stood next to the 
scanner and its attached pedestal.

“Oh, sorry,” Collette said as she handed the man 
her ticket and passport.

The agent gave a sigh deeper than oceans. He 
handed her back her documents.

“Your vial, miss. You were instructed before you 
landed.”

“Oh!” Collette flushed slightly. She reached into 
the pocket of her pants and handed over the vial with 
the amber liquid. “Sorry—my mistake.”

The agent set the vial into the pedestal and closed 
the lid. Ethan could see the needle arm puncture the 
top of the vial, plunging downward into the liquid.

The light over the scanner turned green.
“Step inside, miss,” he commanded. “Both arms 

over your head.”
Collette stepped into the scanner. As she did, the 

clear enclosure panels swung closed with a whoosh 
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and locked with a decisive thunk. Collette held 
her arms over her head as the scanner arms swung 
around her.

Light suddenly flashed down from the ceiling 
panel of the scanner, startling her.

“What was that light?” Ethan asked the inspection 
agent, who eyed him warily. “I’ve just never seen 
that before,” Ethan said in his most conversational 
tone.

“It’s new,” was all that the man offered.
The locks clanged open again and the clear panels 

slid open once more.
“That’s all, miss,” the agent said, already looking 

at Ethan as he spoke. “You may carry on now.”
Collette gathered her items from the end of the 

luggage scanner conveyer, reassembling them and 
herself in a ritual that had become entirely too famil-
iar to anyone who traveled by air. Ethan, in turn, was 
scanned, and the strange light flashed down around 
him. He stepped out of the scanner, having passed 
the agent and his inspection, and quickly checked his 
camera case and backpack to make sure nothing was 
out of place or missing.

“Satisfied?” Collette asked.
“Yes,” Ethan replied. “Let’s get through Customs 

and Immigration. All these guns are making me ner-
vous.”

Collette laughed. “You’ve been in the field too 
long. It’s like my brothers used to say, ‘Fear is just 
false evidence appearing real.’”
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“That was Veer Sharma who said that,” Ethan 
said, lugging the hard-shell case and his backpack 
across the wide space between the scanners and the 
Customs booths near the end of the hall.

“Well, my brothers said it, too,” Collette said with 
a frown, “and no matter who said it, it’s still true.”

“I’ve got another saying for you,” Ethan said as 
they stood between the ribbon-defined stanchions, 
awaiting their turn with a passport official in their 
enclosed booth. “‘Just because you’re paranoid 
doesn’t mean they’re not out to get you.’”

“Oh, you!” Collette laughed as they stepped up 
toward the booth with the beckoning official inside. 
“We’re here covering an art exhibit, not some bi-
zarre occurrence in Laos! What could possibly go 
wrong—”

In that moment, peace was shattered as shouts and 
a spurt of automatic gunfire resounded through the 
hall. Screams erupted as the passengers and crews 
reacted. Some fell to the floor, trying to cover them-
selves with whatever was at hand. More still were 
simply running in the enclosed space, filled with 
blind panic.

Ethan looked behind them and saw a handsome, 
clean-cut, middle-aged man in an impeccably tai-
lored grey suit running directly toward the passport 
booths. Ethan recognized the man from their flight—
someone in first class, he figured, given his look of 
an ideal proper gentleman.

As he watched, though, the man began to trans-
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form. His body became strangely contorted inside 
his own clothing; coarse fur erupted from under his 
starched cuffs and his hands elongated, his finger-
nails extending into lengthy claws. His chest ex-
panded even as his waist narrowed, the buttons on 
his shirt exploding away as the seams of his coat tore 
apart from the strain. His nose and jaw were pushing 
out from his face with every step, his groomed hair 
growing wildly into a hoary mane.

Another spurt of automatic fire echoed in the hall. 
A screaming woman—Ethan remembered her from 
six rows behind him—ran in her mindless flight into 
the path of the bullets, falling at once onto the floor, 
her momentum sliding her across tiles and leaving a 
horrific, long bloodstain. 

Soldiers were shouting and enormous metal doors 
at both exits from the hall began to fall closed. The 
sound of gunfire was becoming more pronounced as 
the weapons in the pillboxes swung toward the dis-
turbance.

The grey-suited creature had become more animal 
than man. It heard the gunfire and dropped down on 
all fours without missing a stride, rushing purpose-
fully directly toward Collette—its blood-red eyes 
fixed on her. It needed a hostage. It needed prey.

Ethan dropped his case and his backpack, his mind 
racing as he turned to confront the horror charging 
in their direction. He steeled himself as the creature 
leaped, reaching out with its erupting claws.

A sudden impact threw the creature sideways, 
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splitting a long gash along its right jowl. It flipped 
over in the air, howling in outrage. It rolled once 
across the tile before righting itself on all four feet, 
crouching and baring its now-fanged long teeth as it 
coiled its muscles to pounce.

Gunfire exploded against the creature’s side. It 
was thrown sideways from the impact of the bullets, 
clawing in mindless anger at the air as it barked furi-
ously. It once more regained its feet, its ears pinned 
back against its head, the tatters of its suit hanging in 
shreds about its grotesque frame.

The soldiers were converging. They had it cor-
nered now.

Another burst from their guns, and the creature 
lay shaking on the ground.

A customs officer in heavy boots stepped up to 
the quaking monster and drew his 9mm pistol. He 
jammed his boot against the furry neck and, looking 
dispassionately down, fired a single bullet through 
the monster’s head.

Ethan spun around to face Collette. The young 
woman was standing with both hands gripping the 
handle of Ethan’s hard-shell camera case, its poly-
ethylene shell pushed in, cracked, and bloodied on 
one corner.

“Your brothers taught you that?” Ethan asked in 
surprise.

“They always said, ‘If the boar’s a chargin’, 
sometimes all that’s left is to charge back.’” Collette 
stared at the growing pool of dark blood flowing out 
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across the tiles from under the torn grey cloth and 
misshapen body that had moments before been a 
businessman from her flight. She suddenly turned, 
dropping the bloodied equipment case, and vomited 
into the trash can next to her.

Ethan simply picked up the case and his pack and 
stepped over to look down on the creature.

“That’s new, isn’t it?” Ethan said to the customs 
officer.

“Aye,” the officer said, pushing his cap back on 
his head. “Werewolf—or near to it, we figure. Been 
seein’ a few of ’em these last few. Had them lunar 
spectrum lamps put in the scanners last week. Trig-
gers ’em, like. Bloody hard to stop ’em. That gal of 
yours packs a wallop there, gov.”

“She’d surprise you,” Ethan replied. “Mind if I 
take some pictures?”

“Sorry, gov…regulations, you know.”
Ethan nodded and turned back toward Collette, 

who was shakily straightening up, wiping flecks of 
vomit from her mouth onto a handkerchief from the 
pocket of her business jacket. He took her passport 
and her declaration from her hand and pushed it into 
the tray beneath the Customs window.

“Miss?” said the agent behind the window.
Ethan turned Collette around so that she was fac-

ing the Border Control agent.
“Miss?” the agent asked again.
She looked up as though returning from a distant 

place. “Oh, yes?”
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The agent picked up her crisp, new passport and 
examined it.

“Welcome to London, miss,” he said with a tired 
smile. “First time here?”
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