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"Here?" Carol asked, a bit put off. "Why would Jeremy want to hang out here? Why would anyone ever hang out here?"

"Maybe it was different ten years ago," her husband suggested.

"Oh, Phil, it's an industrial park. How different could it have been?"

"It wasn't any different, not on the outside," said the man in the backseat. He was tall, slim, precise, his suit immaculate if somewhat out of style. Grey hair, short, neatly trimmed. Narrow, waxed mustache in the imperial style. Phil found this latter affectation particularly contrived.

"He's what my father used to call 'a real character'," he'd told Carol the first time she'd brought the fellow around. "Which meant that my father thought the person in question was either an asshole or a complete idiot."

"He's an urban mage," she'd explained.

"What?"

"He understands arcane things," she'd insisted. "He'll be able to help us. You'll see."

"Help us? Help us with what, for Christ's sake?"

"I just want to see him Phil. One last time"

Phil put the sedan in P and turned off the ignition. The night was clear and crisp-cold, the silence all-encompassing. "That's why it was set up here," the man in the backseat said. "No one comes here. No cops, no outsiders. No poseurs. These subcultures tend to be very insular."
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