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"What," the fence asked, "am | supposed to do with that?*
Kordd would have ground her teeth, but her jaws were dready aching. "Buy it," she said evenly.
The fence merely snorted.

Kordel flared her nogtrils and shot a glance at the statue on the table between them. The silver figure of a
man about ten inches high was chained to aminiature table with gem-encrusted bonds. One improbably
proportioned part of the man's anatomy speared skyward. His head was thrown back in what was either
ashudder of ecstacy or agrimace of agony. Since he was done on the table and his hands were chained
down, Kordd rather imagined it was the | atter.

"What'll you give mefor it?' Kordd said through still-clenched teeth.

The fence barked a short laugh that echoed dightly about the spartan white walls of his seemingly empty
shop; awise fence kept his merchandise out of sight. Two heavy velvet curtains obscured the back room
while asingle window threw a hard square of light on the stone floor.

"Look, Kordd," thefence said, ignoring Kordel's glare, "you stole the statue of Sybaritus from the temple
downtown. Very nice. A feather in your cap, and dl that."

"Any temple with aback door deservesto be burgled,” Kordel muttered.

"But," the fence continued, waggling athin, bony finger, "thispieceis. . . unique. If word getsout | have
it, I'm going to have abunch of murder-minded cultists on my hands." He steepled hisfingertips. "Why
don't you try pulling out the gems and mdting it down??'

"| thought of that four fences ago,” Kordel snapped. "But the thing isn't pure silver—only gilded. And the
gems are barely semi-precious.”



"Figures," the fence snorted. "A fake Satue for afalse god." He picked idly at the gilding, then noticed
which part he was picking at and quickly dropped his hand. "I've never understood the Sybarites. Marks,
al of them. They "contribute’ huge sums of money for aritua orgy when they could get the samething up
the street for one-third the cost—and that without boring mumbo-jumbo to a god Anya Nightbond
created for her own profit." He clucked histongue. "I don't understand the attraction.”

Kordd shrugged. "They think that sex with the presence of the god—drawn down into the statue—is
better than without it. They also believe that without aweekly ritud, they'll become unable to have sex a
al. Sncethey believeit'strue, it becomestrue. And Anyacashesin on their belief.”

Thefencelifted an eyebrow. "How do you know dl this?’

"| attended their rituals,” Korde replied matter-of-factly. "Part of casing thejob.”

The fence gave her asidelong glance and opened his mouth to ask a question.

"l wouldn't," Kordel warned. "I'm aready in abad mood."

The fence cocked his head, considering pro and con. Con carried the day. He picked up the statue
instead and hefted it. "Whatever possessed you to stedl thisthing, anyway? Y ou must have knownit'sa
piece of junk.”

"l made abet."

"A bet?'

"I bet | could stedl the Satue of Sybaritus and make at least ahundred silver fromiit.”

The fence snorted again. "1 hope your stake wasn't valuable.”

Kordd licked her lips and glanced away, fixing her gaze on the velvet curtains. "If | lose" she said
quietly, "I haveto turn mysdf over to the city guard.”



"Uh-oh. Who did you bet with?"

"Bernard of Marthia. He bet hisfamily jewd."

The fence made aface. "Old B.M.? What did he do? Trick you into drinking whisky?'

Kordd remained slent.

"Well," the fence said with resignation, "I think the city guard isgoing to be very happy in a couple days.
And I'm going to lose agood client.”

"Look," Kordd said desperately, "why don't you give me ahundred for the statue and quietly drop it
down adeep hole? I'll pay you back later.”

The fence's eyeswent flat. "If it comesto that, why don't you just leave town to avoid paying up?'

"l gave my word!" Kordd flared back. "There are principlesinvolved here."

The fence nodded. "Exactly. If anyone linked the sle to me, my career would be over. Sorry, Kordd.
The gatueisvauable only to the cult. You'velog."

"You'rewrong!" Kordel angrily snatched up the statue, stuffed it into alarge pouch—it made an
interesting bulge—and strode for the door. "There must be someone in this city whao'l buy it."

"Not achance," the fence called after her. "No one but the cult will touch the thing.”

Kordel hated. She stared for along time at the door in front of her. "Y ou think so?" she said without
turning around. "No one but the cult?"

"Noone" hereplied firmly.



Kordd grinned over her shoulder at him. "'l think you'reright.” And she vanished into the Street.

* % %

"What," the fence asked, "am | supposed to do with that?*

"Buy it," Kordd said gally. "And stop sneering. It's an act designed to bring my sdlling price down.”

The fence sghed and picked up the object, alarge emerdd thistime. "What happened with your bet?'

Kordd grinned. "Y ou're fondling the prize."

Thefence looked up in surprise. "1'm holding Bernard's family jewed ?"

"It'snot afamily jewd any longer,” Kordd said.

"Obvioudy," the fence agreed, screwing ajeweler'slensinto one eye and peering at the emerad. "This
gem isflawed. How did you win? | would have siworn no one would buy that statue.”

"Emeralds are dwaysflawed,” Kordd replied smoothly. "And | didn't sdll the statue.”

"You didn't?" Again the fencelooked up in surprise, but the effect was rather ruined by the jeweler'slens.
"Then how did you make a profit?"

Kordel leaned againgt the table. "Do you have any idea," she drawled, "how much money you can make
holding agod for ransom?’

The fence thought about that, then laughed aoud.

"Nightbond tried to bargain with me, if you can believeit,” Kordd continued. "But | told her if shedidn't
give me athousand siver, I'd send her apile of dag and her profitable little rituals would come to an end.
| had her god by the—"



"l see, | see,” thefenceinterrupted. "Now about thisemerad. . ."
* * %
A sultry voice wafted into the shop as the fence peered out the window. "Is she gone?'

"She'sgone," hereplied.

The curtains to the back room rustled aside and a dark-haired woman dipped unctuously into the shop.
A mail overlay clinked againgt her black leather corset, and asmall cat o' ninetailsrustled at her belt.
"The emerdd, please," she said, unfolding her hand.

The fence took up his customary place behind the table. "First my fee.”

"Of course." AnyaNightbond reached into ablack leather pouch and stacked severa silver coinson the
table with fluid grace. "Two hundred for the emeradd and two hundred for your trouble.”

" like doing businesswith the clergy,” the fence remarked as he dropped the emerad into Anyas supple
hand. "Especidly the wedthy clergy. Who's next?"

Anyatoyed thoughtfully with the gem. "Gilroy the Smuggler takes daresif he smokes enough seer's
weed. I'll giveabundleto Bernard of Marthiawhen | return the betting emerald to him.”

The fence nodded. "Just out of curiogity,” he asked, "Kordel demanded athousand silver from you for
the statue. How much did you tell your congregation she wanted?"

"How much would you pay to rescue your sex life?" Anyapurred. Then she sauntered out the door.



