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This anthology is dedicated to Arachne Jericho and all of our glittery Kickstarter backers.

This party is for you.
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Introduction

Amber Benson

 

“There will be Glitter/There will be Mayhem/We will drink your solid gold milkshake/Drink it down to the very last drop.”

 

The Venue: Club Apex


The Theme: Glitter and Mayhem


In Attendance: Anyone Who Is Anyone


RSVP: Be There or Be Square

 

To the uninitiated, it may look as though you’re holding a book in your hands, but don’t be fooled by the pretty cover: there is a party in these here pages. What you’ve got, my friends, is an invitation to the bash of the epoch — an event that will go down in the annals of time as an occasion you don’t want to say you had the opportunity to go to and then somehow missed.

If you decide to redeem your place at the bar, be prepared to have your body and soul sucked into the roller derby–disco ball–sex, drugs and glam rock ’n’ roll–alien–debauched–glitter–party monster–EXTRAVAGANZA of the ages. It’ll be a sensuous assemblage of lipstick–smeared kisses, cleavage, glittering costumes and sexy boys and girls all looking to hook it up as they twirl their glow sticks and roller skate past you.

I know you might have some misgivings as you step inside: there is no “plus one” on this non–transferable ticket. So if you’re here, you’re going it alone — but then so is everyone else you’ll meet. Just ignore the red velvet rope and the bouncer from Hell. You’re one of the golden. You’re on the list.

Come on in and have a drink. Lose yourself in the crowd. Let the music steal any thought as you rock your body to the stylin’ beat of an androgynous DJ in a shiny, silver lamé jumpsuit. Go mirror ball blind. Have another drink — once you’ve downed the first one, the rest come at a more modest price — and whatever you do, don’t keep your hands to yourself.

Yes, it’s all so much easier if you go ahead and give in to the glitter and mayhem. One hell of a trip past the lips, the teeth, the tip of the tongue, but more than worth it.

With that said, you just have to remember one thing: you’ve entered this party at your own risk. Having your mind blown can lead to other, more permanent kinds of brain damage. Oh, and a rather robust and insatiable appetite for hardcore speculative fantasy.

Not that that’s such a bad thing.

We hope you have a bloody good time tonight… because even when you leave this party, well, the party never leaves you.

 

— Amber Benson, April 2013
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Sister Twelve: Confessions of a Party Monster

Christopher Barzak

 

IT DIDN’T TAKE WITH ME, THE world and its rules, the things it expected of me. In the end, that’s the only reason why I find myself still here after all these countless years, and still I refuse to leave the scene. If you drop a beat, I’m on it. If I hear the slightest scratch, I’m ready to spin. If my shoes give out, if I split a sole or break a heel, it doesn’t matter. I kick them off and keep on dancing like the music and my body can’t be put on pause.

We have a date — the music, the dance floor, and I. We’re going to move all night long if we have anything to say about it.

If I gave a damn about the world, though, and what it wanted from me, I’d be sitting in a high–backed chair right now with my needlepoint in my lap, collecting a fine layer of dust as I concentrated on a difficult stitch. My father liked seeing us girls do things like that. “Nothing more beautiful than to see a young lady with her head bent over a hoop,” he used to say as he passed through our room, where my sisters would be sitting in that exact position. Then he’d notice me heaped in the corner chair, where I’d pulled my legs under me and sat hunched over the yellowed pages of a novel, and he would tsk. Seriously, he would tsk. Once, he told me, “You are quite fortunate to have been born last of all my daughters.”

“Why is that?” I asked, placing my finger upon the sentence I was just then reading before looking up into his disappointed face, eyes blinking beneath their furry salt and pepper mantle. The gold crown on his head was tilted a little to the side, as if a beggar or a drunkard had just accosted him.

“Because the youngest child always gets away with more than his or her older siblings,” was his answer. Then he turned to walk away.

“Is that luck, Father,” I asked, “or is it just the intelligent observation of others going through life experiences before you have, and then analyzing the results of their conclusions, that leads to smarter decision–making?”

“Tsk–tsk,” said my father. Looking over his shoulder, he shook his head as if I were a bitter pill his advisor forced him to swallow each night for the sake of his health.

§

The youngest child is also supposedly the one everyone likes (except the older siblings, of course, because they tend to feel jealous of all the attention diverted to the baby). But whether any of that is true or just psychoanalytical bullshit doesn’t really matter. What matters is that, somehow, that psychoanalytical bullshit sometimes maps on to your life in a real way; and at those times, if you’re a person who’s able to be honest with yourself, you have to sit around and think, Well, okay, maybe I should pay attention to what this is telling me?

In my case, yes, almost everyone liked me, except for my sisters, who I always felt either hated or thought little of me, because of both my prolonged innocence and also because of the way I often stupidly pointed out the flaws in their thinking without realizing how embarrassing that might be for them. Really, my pointing out their flaws was a symptom of my innocence — back then I thought it was a good thing to be honest with people, no matter what — but that explanation doesn’t excuse the hurt I must have caused them. In the end, what matters is that I too often told the truth as if it were as ordinary as the air we breathe, and because of that I could sometimes make my sisters feel like the lowest creatures in existence.

“I told you so.” Those were the words I often found myself using with my sisters in the year after my brother–in–law, the soldier who I’m sure has gone on by now to be king in place of my father, discovered our secret. “I told you so, I told you so,” I would tell my sisters in the eleven months that passed during the year after that man brought a halt to our dancing.

I said this so often because I so often realized things that my sisters never noticed, and they always made me feel like a stupid little girl when I said things like, “Shouldn’t we wait to leave until we hear the guard snoring?” or “Shouldn’t we maybe tie him to his chair anyway, just in case he’s fooling? That way, he can’t follow us down into the clubs.”

They laughed at me, my sisters. They said, “Oh child, you are always so afraid.” But I wasn’t afraid. I was never afraid. I was just observant and cautious. I knew that soldier had something on us, I just didn’t know what.

Turns out, he had a cloak that could make him invisible, and he had some wisdom from an old crone he’d met in the woods on his way to our castle to solve the secret of our nightly disappearances for our father. The wisdom the old crone gave him was this: Don’t drink the cup of wine they’ll give you at the end of the night, but make them think that you did.

It was good advice, really. Old crones know a lot. They’ve seen shit go down that most young people only hear about in songs and movies. The wine that we gave to our nightly guards, to our would–be saviors and suitors, was always drugged. It put them dead asleep within minutes of sipping it twice, and while they were nodding off in the corner, their minds growing black as a bog, my sisters and I — well, the twelve of us would go out dancing.

§

It started when I was sixteen, us all going out in the middle of the night like that, coming home in the wee hours of the morning with our shoes completely in tatters. It started after my oldest sister found the secret passage beneath her bed, while she was looking for an earring she’d dropped as she undressed from a particularly dreadful ball that evening. My father was trying to marry her off that year; at twenty–eight Sister One was far beyond the age by which most princesses would have already gotten hitched. Sister One didn’t really want to get married, though. She had nightmares about diamond rings and multi–tiered white cakes, and some mornings she’d wake up screaming. But she endured my father’s matchmaking because she had to. She was a dutiful princess, Sister One, even if she hated her duties.

So we were all back in our room, exhausted after a night of “Pleased to make your acquaintance, I’m sure,” and glad–handing every major royal who–de–who and every minor foreign ambassador my father introduced us to, when my oldest sister dropped her left earring and knelt down to look beneath her bed for it, only to alarm the rest of us when she said, “What’s this?” as if she’d found something either terrible or else terribly exciting. All of us stopped fiddling with our laces to look over our shoulders at her where she was crouched on the floor, her head stuffed under the bed. “What’s this then?” Sister One said again, and she scurried under the bed like a common rodent.

She came out a few seconds later, gasping for air like she’d just come up from swimming underwater, and begged us to help her push the bed aside. None of us knew what was going on, but we were sisters — we did things for each other when one of us asked a favor — so we lined up on one side of the bed, all twelve of us, and gave it a good shove.

All of us gasped, too, when we stepped back and saw the glowing silver outline of a door etched into the flagstones before us. “Look here,” Sister One said, and she put her hand upon the center of the outlined door. The floor began to shift, stone grinding on stone, and seemed to lower a little. Sister One looked up with a wicked grin cutting across her face; then she looked down and put her hand on the center of the stone door again, making it grind ever so dully as it moved lower and lower, until we could see nothing but a few of the top steps of a staircase leading down into thick darkness.

“What is it?” one of my other sisters asked.

And Sister One said, “A secret passage, clearly!”

Just then, a soft sound flowed out of the passageway, like dandelion seeds blown upon a current.

“What’s that?” one of my other sisters asked.

And Sister One said, “That? That, my sisters, is music.”

§

I could tell you about what happened next: the stairwell that led us down to a forest of silver, and a forest of diamonds, and a forest of gold. I could tell you about the strange things we saw there, and how we stumbled in a wondrous unison, somehow balletic, all the way through those well–groomed woods until we reached a shore where twelve boats knocked against a dock that stretched out onto the water. But all of that is just precursor to what drew us further into that underground world where, in the distance, a castle stood upon an island, illuminated as if by a self–producing glow. Music poured from its high–arched windows like it was the very water that flowed up to the shore to crash upon the sand before us.

It was only then, when the water–music crashed to foam in front of us, that we noticed the young men — our underground princes — waiting in the boats to ferry us across. They were all decked out in tight pants of dark crimson leather and white shirts that opened all the way down to their navels, with gray cloaks thrown over their shoulders like smoke. Their hair, ashen–colored from this distance, curled around their ears. I couldn’t help myself. The first thing I did when I saw them was to trace the bare skin at their necks down to their waistlines with my eyes and to swallow hard. The music swarmed around their bodies like sparks, bursting, snapping, and my feet began to twitch involuntarily, my hips to sway like the boats on the water.

Each of us climbed aboard one of the twelve boats and sat at the opposite end from our underground princes, our hands folded in our laps like we were going to still make an attempt at a sense of decorum; and though it probably only took a few minutes to cross that narrow strip of water to the island, I thought I might rend my dress from my body in anticipation of our arrival. I was like a vampire, those creatures of myth I’d read about in the novels I’d read in my father’s library. I smelled blood on the air. It was really only the musical notes coming from inside the castle that made me so unnaturally thirsty, but I wanted to lap those notes up like a vampire laps up blood all the same.

Our spooky princes took our hands and walked us away from our boats up the wide stone steps to the front gate of the castle, where the music grew louder and our steps grew lighter, it seemed, the further in we went, as if we had begun to walk on air. We passed through sconce–lit passageways, their fires flickering gold–leaf upon our faces, until suddenly one of the princes stopped at a door that thrummed so hard, it seemed ready to fly off its hinges, and when he opened it, out burst an ear–shattering sound like I had never heard before.

Light — pieces of light — broke into my eyes. On my skin, too, a moment later, light scurried over my flesh as I held my hands out in front of me. When I looked up again, I saw a room full of people, moving to the beat of the music. People of so many different colors wearing so many different strange styles of clothing: silver skirts that hugged their bottoms, earrings that brushed against their collar bones, black lace bras (!), sequined shirts (on men!). They were all dancing, and their movement was as strange as their fashion. They were all either too far apart, throwing their arms into the air or kicking their heels back, or else they were far too close, where no space could be seen between their bodies. Some even pushed their backsides against the waists of their dance partners and, seeing this in particular, I couldn’t help but raise my light–speckled hand to my mouth, which hung open like an untended gate.

I laugh at this memory now. I laugh at how innocent I truly was. How little I knew of what the world had to offer beyond the confines of my father’s kingdom within its place in time and space. What a gas! What a lark! What a blast! What an epic evening! Even that — all of those bits of language — would have been limited to, “Quite enjoyable indeed!” prior to my underground dancehall experiences.

Our spooky princes took our hands and drew us out into the crowded dance floor, where all of us began to move in unfamiliar ways. Our hips out, our hands in the air, our hands gripping those warm bare waistlines of our princes even. The song the DJ was playing kept repeating the phrase, Get down like you’re underground, and I backed up against my prince, like I’d seen a woman with pink frizzy hair and a face made up like a geisha do with another woman, who was dressed in a dark pinstriped suit and a bowler hat. My prince put his hands on my waist as I ground against him, slid his fingers down my thighs, and for the rest of the night we did not speak a word. We just danced. As one song slid into another, we just sighed.

At the end of that night, my sisters and I knew we’d return. Despite being covered in a slick of our own sweat, despite our dresses and shoes being hopelessly ruined, we knew we’d go back as soon as we could. So after our underground princes led us back to our boats and poled us across the river to the forests of diamonds and of gold and of silver, Sister One stopped at the bottom of the stone steps that led up to our room and said, “Sisters, if we are to ever visit this place again, we must not speak a word of what we saw and what we did this evening. Understand?”

We all nodded, and one by one we made solemn vows. “I will never ever,” Sister One said, and then Sister Two, and then Sister Three, and then Sister Four, and so on, down the line we pledged, until it came to me, and I completed the previously unspoken end to our sentence: “I will never ever speak a word of this place or what we do within it.”

What happens underground, stays underground.

My sisters all looked at me and grinned. It was one of those moments that, looking back, I can see how I didn’t always frustrate them with my innocence, but could sometimes charm them with it.

Which brings a tear to a girl’s eye, of course, wading around in the warm pool of good memories. They make one nostalgic though, those comforting waters, and there are plenty of memories that are not so pleasant in all of our histories — so let’s move on.

§

As I recall, our maids and our father were all upset by the state of our dresses and by the ruined remains of our shoes, which we left in a pile in one corner of our room like a heap of garbage. We were questioned over and over, but all of us held fast to our secret. “No, Father, I haven’t the faintest clue,” we all said, feigning ignorance. “We were all asleep and dreaming. Surely someone must be attempting to make a joke of us.”

Our father, of course, accepted this excuse. At least he accepted it at first. But as we continued to disappear each night and to return each morning with our new shoes in the same tattered condition as the day before, he grew both wary and weary, and eventually he offered one of our hands in marriage to the first man who could uncover the mystery of our shoe–problem.

“Really,” said Sister Three on the afternoon of that public announcement, “why does it have to be a man? Why does the reward have to be marriage to one of us? What a jerk. I’m totally getting my drink on tonight. He can’t stop me.”

“For real,” said Sister Nine, and the two of them high–fived each other.

This is when we began drugging those who came to sit in the antechamber of our room, so that we could continue going down into the castle beneath our father’s castle, where the choice of clubs to visit, we learned soon after returning several times, were infinite.

It was on a night when our spooky princes led us down a different passageway from the one we’d taken on our first few trips that we learned that the underground castle held more rooms to dance in than we’d initially realized, and that each room belonged to a different time and a different space in the world above. Instead of the disco of our first few visits, it was a hip–hop club, and then a country line–dancing bar, and then a death metal hall. Door number one, door number two, door number three, etc. They went on and on down the castle hall, and behind those doors, we could be anyone, we could be anywhere, we could be anywhen.

There was Studio 54, for instance, where our matching sisterly princess dresses made us into immediate stars on the glitter–covered dance floor, and where I discovered the most wonderful substance called angel dust, which I smoked with a beautiful Asian woman whose dyed blond hair surrounded her head like an angel’s halo. That evening, I danced with her instead of with my spooky prince, who had slumped down on a couch with his head in the lap of an artist who had become famous in his own time and place for painting soup cans, my prince told me later, as he poled me back across the river. And when we finally reached the stone stairs that would take us up to our room again, my sisters raised their eyebrows at me and tittered playfully about my naughty choice in dance partner. They had already begun to abandon their princes over the course of our nights out, too, much more quickly than I’d dared to do, but they were surprised, I think, to see that I’d done something outside of my usually cautious procedures.

Then there was the Viper Room on Sunset Boulevard (I <3 you Johnny Depp!!), and of course the Copacabana. There was XS in Las Vegas, with that glorious pool in the middle of the floor where we all dove in headfirst and did a tribute to the Busby Berkeley films we’d watched on a dancehall friend’s mobile phone one evening over Bloody Marys at an all–night diner. We touched the bottom of that pool and watched the bubbles of air escape our mouths to rise to the top of the water, which we burst through a moment later, crossing our hands above us, over and over, to the roaring applause of our fellow clubbers.

And there was the Roxy. And — oh my God — the Ministry of Sound in London. Whisky A Go–Go, where I drank far too much whisky and go–goed myself into a silly stupor, was sick all the next day and stayed in bed, nursed by Sister Eight, who had decided not to drink that night and made sure to bring us apple juice for breakfast and chicken broth for lunch and told our father we’d all caught the same illness after drinking water from a brook in a nearby forest.

Womb, in Tokyo. Wow, that night’s a broken mirror. CBGB, when we were feeling punk and wanted to tease our hair up into Frankenstein’s wife’s crazy beehives and wear jeans with holes in our knees. Berghain in Berlin — oh Lord, you don’t even want to know the shit I saw go down in some of the rooms of that former power plant gone fetish leather. They only played techno in there, and the place was nothing but dark room after dark room with strobe lights blinding you momentarily. Luckily Sister Six scored us some ecstasy and all was good after we swallowed those smiley–faced pills.

There was the Paradise Garage, too, of course, which my sisters were fond of because it was located on King Street. They thought it was clever to go dancing at a club that reminded us of our father, who was totally tearing his hair out about our ruined shoes and constant daytime sleeping at that point, not to mention all of the would–be suitors he kept having to behead when they couldn’t discover the mystery of our ruined shoes each morning. We felt bad about our suitors’ deaths, my sisters and I, but honestly, they should have minded their own business and left my father to do his own dirty work. And really, what kind of idiot tries to follow in the footsteps of the multiple men who had tried before him and ended up beheaded? Clearly, they weren’t the brightest of the bulbs in the kingdom.

It was the Limelight, though — this old church turned club in the heart of Manhattan — that stole my heart more than any other club we went to. There, my sisters and I came with our faces painted to look like butterfly wings, or like strange monsters. We wore purple or blue long, stringy wigs, and ripped up our princess dresses so that we looked like down–and–out rich girls who got lost on their way home from the prom and were led astray by big bad wolves instead of knights in shining armor. The music was techno and industrial, the drugs were always upbeat. The mirror ball in the center of the dance floor spun and broke light against our painted faces, like that first night we’d gone dancing in the underground castle, and oh, everyone there was so ready to laugh and twirl and pretend to be somebody that they weren’t in real life.

I understood that, the pretending. Back home in my father’s kingdom, we were quiet and reserved. We bowed and we handed over our hands to men who kissed them, and we batted away compliments as if we were not worthy of praise. We ate only a third of what was put on our plates for dinner, and we drank only one glass of wine in front of anyone. At social occasions, we danced with old men who would slip their hands around our waists like we belonged to them, and when we pulled away, they would raise their brows and question us about whether or not we wanted to upset our father.

Politics. Fuck politics. My sisters and I had found our own kingdom to belong to. And at the Limelight, that Gothic–styled church in the middle of Manhattan, we could feel like we were still in our father’s kingdom but also in our new home, among the party monsters with whom we shared our revels.

§

The sad thing is, our story is a fairy tale. That can’t be dismissed. And no matter what anyone tells you about fairy tales, most of them don’t really have happy endings. Not the real fairy tales, that is. Not the ones that really happened.

What happened to us was, the old soldier I’ve already mentioned came to my father’s castle and took up the challenge to find out how our shoes would come to be ruined every night like a ritual, and he had a couple of things going for him that the beheaded suitors before him hadn’t. He had that cloak of invisibility the old crone in the woods gave him, for instance, and the advice she’d also given when he told her he was going to take up the king’s challenge: Don’t drink the cup of wine they’ll give you at the end of the night, but make them think that you did.

Old crone, wherever you are, I will totally slap you across the face for this treachery if ever I come across you. What did we ever do to you? Did you hate us because we were happy?

So the soldier found us out. Didn’t drink the drugged wine we gave him. Pretended to fall asleep. Put the cloak of invisibility over his shoulders and followed us down into the forests of silver and gold and diamonds. Slipped onto the boat with my spooky prince and me. Saw us dancing with an array of unseemly characters at the Limelight. Saw me with too much vodka and a little bit of pot in my system, lifting up my dress in the middle of the dance floor. Jesus, that was a great night, regardless of what followed.

The thing was, I knew someone was shadowing us that night, I just couldn’t see him. I knew it and twice I said to my sisters, “Something is wrong here. I feel as though someone unseen is among us.”

And of course my sisters either pursed their lips skeptically or threw their heads back in laughter. “Stop worrying!” they said. “You’re such a downer!”

But he found us out, that soldier, and he explained our secret to our father the very next morning, after we returned, before we could even put ourselves to bed and pretend like we didn’t know what he was talking about.

“My daughters,” our father said when he learned of what we’d been doing. “How dare you sneak about like thieves in the night? How dare you dance with anyone who offers a hand like a common harlot?”

“But Father —” Sister Ten said, clasping her hands together as if she were praying.

“Enough!” our father thundered, and we all cringed, wishing our mother had not died in my childbirth, for it would have been nice to have a mother there right then to soften our father in this moment. “Your underground nights have ended,” he told us. “And you will no longer live in this room. It will be sealed off, in fact, and starting tomorrow, one of you will marry each month until a year has passed and all of you are living a proper life. I’ve been too easy on you all. Let you now answer to husbands!”

He let the old soldier pick which of us he wanted to marry, like we were the carcasses of dead chickens hanging up in a shopkeeper’s window. Which one is the plumpest, the juiciest? My oldest sister, of course, Sister One, who he’d been eyeing up the entire time my father scolded us.

Father married her off to the old soldier the next day. The eleven of us were her bridesmaids. Most of us looked down at our feet as Sister One made her vows to the old soldier. We put the tips of our fingers to our eyes to wipe away any tears before they might show.

§

After that, I watched each of my other sisters married off to dukes and lords and even one given to a blacksmith whose work my father admired. We were his property, traded and bartered for political gain and finely crafted weapons. It was as if he were preparing to go to war with an enemy that had not yet revealed its existence. I suppose we were his enemies. Our betrayal of his trust made us disgusting to him.

Each wedding was a brief and sad affair, except for Sister Eleven’s. By then nearly a year had passed and she had had time to get used to the idea of this inevitability, and had persuaded my father to at least allow her some consideration in the selection of her husband. My father appreciated Sister Eleven’s embrace of her fate, and allowed her to choose between three suitors of his picking. I suppose that was an option of sorts. Sister Eleven knew to accept this and not to dare complain.

They married in the spring, under a blossoming cherry tree.

I was next, of course, but unlike Sister Eleven, I had not become accustomed to the idea of marriage as punishment, even if I could choose between a handful of my father’s selections. All those months barred from the underground castle, I tossed and turned on my bed, thinking of the many people with whom I had danced and the many experiences I had enjoyed (even the bad ones), and burned as if I had a fever. And on the night of Sister Eleven’s wedding, when I cried out in my sleep while I dreamed someone was suffocating me with a pillow, I knew I could not do as my father commanded. I knew I would once again have to betray him.

§

My father had had the door to our old bedroom barred shut from the outside, and a guard patrolled that hall now more often than they used to. So it would be no use trying to pry the door open. I only had one real option. I would have to climb up the vines that covered the wall on that side of the castle, and flit through our old room’s window like a moth.

I waited until the eve of my wedding, which was to be a marriage with a middle–aged archduke who smelled of horse dung and had brown spots on his teeth; when the clouds passed over the moon of that early summer night, casting everything in darkness for several minutes, I began my ascent.

Hand over hand, foot braced in the nooks and crannies of the thick vines on the wall, I made my way up to the windowsill within fifteen minutes, just before my arms grew so sore I thought I might fall, and had only enough energy to pull myself over the ledge and drop down into our old bedroom, where the thud of my landing echoed through the lifeless room.

Before me were our empty beds, the covers pulled up and made as if they were waiting for someone to return to them, as if the girls that usually inhabited them were just out for the night, dancing, and any minute now they would come running up the stairs from the underground forest of silver, holding their laughter tighter as they ascended, and would finally put themselves to bed. I nearly cried, remembering how it had been not so long ago, recalling the feeling of freedom.

But I didn’t let myself waste too much time, and quickly went to the stone door and placed my palm upon it, sighed with relief as it began to grind and lower itself to reveal the stone staircase that would lead me back to the underground castle. Back to my spooky prince, who minutes later caught me in his arms as I ran toward him, out of breath, then poled me across the river, where we ran up the stairs of the underground castle, our hands linked between us, and disappeared into the dark of the cavernous entrance.

§

In a castle underground, in a place where time and space don’t exist in the ways that we’re used to, a person doesn’t age. You just are. You exist, but outside of the laws of nature. I spent the timeless passage of what would have been years for someone locked into a particular world doing nothing but dancing. I went to all of my sisters’ and my favorite clubs, night after endless night, and slept my days away in a room not unlike our old bedroom. A hostel sort of room, it was, where the homeless types like me who had taken up residence in the underground castle would go to sleep when they didn’t go home with a dance partner from another world for the evening. We were fugitives from our own circumstances, fleeing the cage of fate in which our origins would entrap us.

My sisters all got married. That’s the end of their stories, like all the bad punch lines to all the bad knock–knock jokes that somehow still manage to breathe in the world. A typical fairy tale ending, only not so happily after all.

But me? My ending is different. I picked the lock on time and space, and escaped my fate to live outside of the rules of a particular world. I live alone, but at least I’m free.

I’ve seen so many worlds now. I’ve seen so many things since I became a wanderer. And though I often feel the weight of guilt lower upon my shoulders when I think of my poor sisters back in my father’s realm, married off to husbands who are little more than jailors, I can’t say I’d do anything different. I feel the guilt, and then I accept it. I confess this great sin — the fact that there’s no way I could have lived out the ending of their fairy tales, that I abandoned them to the fate I would have been assigned as well — and roll it all up as a message in a bottle.

The river that flows by the underground castle flows through all the worlds in all the times that exist in the universe. I cast the bottle into it and watch my story bob as it floats its way into eternity. And then I turn, called by the music in the castle to return to it.

One day, if you find these words and read them, know that I have quite a different ending than my sisters. Know that I’m happy, despite having to call myself a person who has run away.

And if you ever find your own secret passage into the underground, you can be sure that I’ll be the girl you see in every club you ever visit. The one on the floor with the mirror ball spinning above her, showering light down on her hair and shoulders as she twirls and whirls. I’ll be the one who never stops dancing.
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Apex Jump

David J. Schwartz

 

ROLLER DERBY IS LIKE LIFE. SOME days you’re jamming along, barely feeling your skates touch the floor, handling the curves without a thought, and then some blocker comes out of your blind spot and you’re careening into the infield struggling to tuck in and fall small. It’s like life because after that happens you’ve got to check for breaks, ignore the rink rash, and get the fuck up.

Derby is also like life in that it becomes your life. We practice three times a week, we have meetings every Tuesday, and we do appearances for publicity and charity. Well, that’s how it was on the team I was on before, which was in a major metropolitan city that I moved out of under such circumstances that I no longer refer to it by name. I usually just call it Hastur. If you get that joke, consider yourself high–fived.

Here in Alexandria — which the locals charmingly refer to as “Alec,” as though the town was their sarcastic younger brother — there aren’t quite as many opportunities for public appearances. There isn’t even a proper rink for us to skate in, so we hold our bouts in an old Quonset hut out beyond the power plant. On the Monday after every bout at least one person comes up to me at work and tells me they were going to come but they couldn’t find the place. Under other circumstances that would sound like the Minnesota version of a polite excuse, but I believe it. The top of our wish list is a neon sign, but we need to make some money first.

Which is why we agreed to this away bout with the Stellar Swarm Rollergirls. Really, it’s why Lewd–a–Fisk agreed to it. Lewd–a–Fisk is our Events chair, and she said the money was too good to pass up. Transportation provided, a 60/40 revenue share — the 60 going to the winner — and 5k guaranteed? That’s more than the Douglas County Rollergirls made all last year. We’re a volunteer–run non–profit; we could use the bump. It’s one of those things that might be a little too good to be true, which is what Joan Deere starts saying to Lewd–a–Fisk at around 3:30, when the bus that was supposed to take us to Lyra is an hour and a half late.

“This guy didn’t say he was a prince or anything, did he? That he was coming into an inheritance in a few weeks? You didn’t front him five hundred bucks so that he could pay you back with interest?”

“Come on, Joan.” Lewd–a–Fisk is my derby wife, which doesn’t mean what you probably think it does, at least not in this case. It’s just sort of a buddy system, really, and I feel obligated to stick up for Lewdy even if I’d rather be on my couch having a margarita and watching some awful science fiction thing on cable. Instead we’re waiting — fifteen skaters, minus the usual volunteers and camp followers — in front of our Quonset hut headquarters in the blaring heat of a Minnesota August. You’d never think it — at least, I never did — but the summers here are as brutal as the winters. We’d wait inside, but it’s even hotter in there.

“Look, I met Mr. Kevinson, all right?” Lewdy says. “He’s a bit eccentric but he checks out. I called the Babe City Rollergirls and they sort of laughed, but they said he was legit.”

“Something’s not right, because I’ve never heard of Lyra, Minnesota,” says Spermicidal Tendencies. She’s been saying it for two weeks now, ever since we put this on the schedule, but before anyone can tell her to shut up, a rumble and a gasp echo across the asphalt, and a bus pulls into sight. It looks like it was painted by the Electric Mayhem under the competing directions of Ziggy–era Bowie and Graffiti Bridge–era Prince. It’s the kind of thing you can’t possibly take in all at once.

It hisses to a stop, and the door swings open to reveal a person wearing silver coveralls, a furred cape, and a battered white top hat over shades and a veil of curly black hair.

“Sorry I’m running a skad late,” the person says. I don’t like to make assumptions about anyone’s gender, and there’s more than a little bit of mixed signals at work here. “Let’s get your baggage into the hold and take off.” I don’t see their hands move, but they must have pressed a button somewhere, because the luggage compartments underneath pop open.

Lewdy steps up to say hello, so I guess this is the notorious and objectively eccentric Mr. Kevinson. A few of the girls are staring. You’ve got to be a little bit open to freakiness to be a derby girl, but Mr. Kevinson is not the sort of person you see in Alexandria, ever, and some of the team comes from towns even smaller than that. As the resident big–city veteran of queer proms and fetish nightclubs, I figure maybe this is a good time for me to take the lead.

“Mr. Kevinson.” I offer my hand and he covers it with both of his. His skin is brown and warm. “I’m Huggernaut. I hope we can still make the bout on time.”

“Lickety–split.” Mr. Kevinson’s voice is like Barry White and Dusty Springfield licking honey off of each other. He smiles, or at least he forms his mouth into a crescent; his eyes are hidden behind dark sunglasses and there’s something synthetic about the way his skin wrinkles. Too much makeup, I decide, and stow my gear underneath.

Normally we prefer to convoy to the away bouts in our own cars, but Mr. Kevinson had told Lewdy that parking was limited at the facility, so we agreed to be driven. It’s a luxury we’re not accustomed to, or at least it seems that way until we’re all settled in and the restraints drop down over us. Not bondage–type restraints, but roller–coaster–type restraints, padded steel that pushes down against my shoulders, lets up slightly, and then locks into place. Lewdy and I are seated right behind the driver. I try to kick at the back of his seat, but it’s too far.

The girls start swearing, but they’re quickly drowned out by a sound like when your dog barks at the vacuum cleaner, only amplified about five hundred times, and that’s when it occurs to me that maybe the name Stellar Swarm is more descriptive than we realized and perhaps Lyra is not a town in Minnesota after all.

“It’ll just be a skad,” says Mr. Kevinson, as the ground falls away and Gs press me against my seat and push the breath out of me. Barry and Dusty continue to make sweet love as the light outside fades from bright and humid to blue and vaporous to cool and glitter–dark, but I’m not really hearing what Mr. Kevinson is saying because I’m distracted by thoughts of A) death, B) interstellar slave trafficking, and C) bloody retribution against the Babe City Rollers if I’m ever within a light year of Bemidji again.

Lewdy and I find each other’s hands and squeeze. Since we’re right behind the driver’s seat, we get a full view of Mr. Kevinson as he stands up with his back to us and shudders. There’s a click, and then the cape bulges out and falls away as something like an oversized Weeble floats out from behind it.

You know what I mean when I talk about Weebles, right? Those egg–shaped, bottom–heavy toys from before cable? I spend a lot of time with these girls, and the time I feel oldest is when I drop some joke or some cultural reference and I get silence and blank stares. I say girls — it’s in the team name, after all — but our ages range from nineteen to forty–seven. Anyway, I’m old enough to remember those Weeble commercials, the ones where they wobbled but they didn’t fall down, but this is a little different, because there’s something inside the Weeble. It’s maybe two feet high, and I’d say it resembles a weasel except that it’s blue, has one leg, appears to be hairless, and is steering a floating egg.

It hovers in the aisle just out of my reach while the body with the cape and the hat sits back down in the driver’s seat. “I apologize for the deception,” it says in a voice like Dusty reaching orgasm while sitting on Barry’s face. “Sadly, we find it to be necessary for your planet. Lyra, as you may have realized by now, is not a town in your fine state.”

Spermicidal Tendencies shouts from the back of the bus: “I fucking told you!”

“It is, rather, what you on your planet refer to as a Dyson swarm, surrounding a largely overlooked star in the vicinity of Vega. I own a roller derby club in the swarm, which is where you’ll be skating tonight. I assure you that the terms of your contract will be honored, you will be well treated, and you will be returned to your planet by no later than 0800 local time tomorrow morning.

“We’ll be traveling about twenty–nine light years, which will take approximately thirty minutes. I suggest that you relax and enjoy the journey.”

We start making some alternative suggestions, but before Mr. Kevinson — if that is his real name — can be properly insulted, things get weird. I don’t mean implausible or unlikely, I mean trippy. Everything gets bendy and indistinct, like we’ve all been colored outside the lines. I feel Lewdy’s fingers squirming in my own, and I try to let go of her hand, but it’s like our knuckles are fused and the bones in my arm have disappeared. I spend a few minutes trying to untangle us, and I should be panicking, because this is wrong in so many ways, but it’s not freaking me out like it should. I’m so liquid that a part of me is worried that I may have pissed myself. I’m thinking about the way Mr. Kevinson has a body that he can just float out of whenever he likes. Maybe he’s got other bodies around, or maybe he can make alterations to the one he has whenever he feels like it.

This is something I think about a lot, because I wasn’t born in a girl’s body. Notice that I don’t say I wasn’t born a girl, because I fucking was. I spent twenty–eight years thinking I was trapped in my body before I got up the courage to start changing it. Sometimes I wish I hadn’t waited so long. Sometimes I wish I could mold myself like Silly Putty, to be more of the person I know I was supposed to be. So that’s what I spend the rest of the trip to Lyra doing, thinking malleable thoughts.

It doesn’t work, but when we come out of whatever–that–was I feel calm. I turn and look at my hand, which is still clasped with Lewdy’s and in no danger of becoming bonded. I squeeze her hand and smile at her in a way that I know I’m going to be embarrassed about once I come down from this hyperspace drug.

Mr. Kevinson’s voice comes over the speakers — I don’t see the blue weasel anywhere, so maybe he’s floated back into the driver. “Ladies,” Mr. Kevinson says, “welcome to the Lyra Swarm.”

It’s like a disco ball, if you made each of the mirrors the size of a small planet, put a gap of about ninety–three million miles between each of them, and put the light on the inside. That, and either put them in fixed orbit or create some insanely complex and dangerous orbital matrix, and make about a third of the mirrors solar collectors that transfer energy to the rest of the swarm wirelessly or through some other ingenious and unlikely technology. Hey, I may teach drafting at a technical college, but I read.

“Technically I think that’s a bubble,” I say.

“True, Madame Huggernaut. It started as a swarm, but over the centuries it’s become a bubble. Over a trillion beings live here, of more than ten thousand species. Which reminds me: in a compartment in the seat arm you’ll find some translator putty. Stick it between your cheek and gum and the nanites will do the rest. Now I hope you’ll forgive me if I’m quiet for a moment while I dock with the Apex Jump.”

The putty he mentioned looks pretty much like chewing gum. I slip it into my mouth and feel it start to dissolve. It tastes like pickles.

Lewdy elbows me in the side. “Don’t put that in your mouth! It might be a Roofie!”

“Oh.” I reach into my mouth, but the putty is already gone. I guess the hyperspace high has worn off, because all of a sudden I feel like dirt. It’s almost fifteen years since I transitioned, but I was socialized as a man for almost twice that long, and I still have blind spots about being a woman. Fortunately, Lewdy seems to be wrong; as far as I can tell the putty hasn’t done anything at all.

Mr. Kevinson steer us towards a platform in the shape of a massive banana yellow skate wheel. The outer rim of the wheel is lined with what I assume are docking bays, and we maneuver toward one of these with more grace than I would expect of a bus. The bus slows, straightens, and sets down with an efficiency that’s almost insulting to the blissful experience of getting here. The docking bay door clunks shut and air fills the space so quickly that the windows fog up.

The restraints release and lift away, and the door hisses open. I struggle to my feet — it’s a little bit of a surprise to find they’re still there — and stomp to the front of the bus. Mr. Kevinson’s vehicle/body is strapped in, but clearly there’s no one there. The head tilts to one side, and when I pull aside the fur cape there’s a cavity in the back the size of a three–foot egg.

“Where is he?”

“Mr. Kevinson had some urgent business to attend to.” This new voice is like playing cello with a piece of French toast. I turn around and see an… alien, I guess I have to say. It looks kind of like if you took a short, somewhat rotund man with a heavy beard, glued long white hair everywhere that the beard didn’t cover, and then shaved the beard.

“Who are you?” I say.

“I’m Mrs. Danielson,” the thing says. “I’m your liaison.”

I stand there for a second wondering why it is that this five–foot–tall space yeti speaks with a Southern twang until Lewdy elbows me and whispers, “Since when do you speak space yeti?”

“Go take your putty,” I tell her. To Mrs. Danielson I say, “Give us just a moment, please.”

“Certainly.”

The team is staring at me like I’m going to start vomiting fire hydrants. “We’re not in Kansas anymore, all right?” I say. “I don’t know how the fuck to get back. We need to be able to communicate. I’m fine. Take the putty.”

“I was supposed to text my folks directions to the place,” says Spermy.

“If you can get a signal here, go ahead,” I say. “Just tell them to hang a left at Hercules.”

So they take the putty, or at least some of them do, and the rest of them at least pocket it. Then we file out and start unloading our luggage while Mrs. Danielson shakes everybody’s hands.

“You’re being stupid calm about all this,” Lewdy tells me.

The truth is I’m freaking out, not with fear, but with excitement. I probably should be scared, but I’m in outer space! I’m a space traveler; we all are. Neil Armstrong hasn’t got shit on us. Well, except for the part where he and Buzz and Michael Collins did at least some of the driving. Any one of us could take him on skates, though.

“If you’ll just follow me, I’ll show you to Locker Room 12B,” says Mrs. Danielson. “It will go more quickly on skates.”

We look at each other for a moment. Then: “Lace up,” says Joan Deere, my co–captain. “We’ve got a bout to win.”

Ten minutes later Mrs. Danielson leads us out of the docking bay and into the most spectacular spectacle you’ve ever laid spectacles on. The interior of Apex Jump, as it turns out, is ringed by a mile–high wall of docking bays, habitats, and terraces, and centered upon an open, multi–level concourse leading to and from a glass–dark hub that extends all the way through the platform like a black tower. Sun shines on vegetation growing in parks the size of parking spaces and hanging from trellis–like awnings. Vendor carts stand under these, veiled by leaves and flowers, selling things that resemble food in every way but their colors. Other vendors hawk programs, glowsticks, smart tattoos, branded clothing, mood–altering substances, and a thousand other things.

The vendors themselves are even more interesting than their wares. Two balls of light hover over a display of crystal cylinders, extolling their virtues in waves of color that I somehow understand as words. A bowl of water the size and shape of a basketball holds a murky, bubbling liquid from which five slithery appendages rearrange a display of holographic video projectors. Something I take to be a marble pillar spins with a stony rumble as we approach and offers me an ice cream cone. But none of that captures the strangeness, because we are weaving through a crowd of beings of every size and color and shape and substance, walking or slithering or crawling or hopping or flying or skating, or floating along in vehicles like Mr. Kevinson’s egg except filled with liquids or gases of unearthly hues. Some resemble animals or objects that I can name, some I’m not even sure I see in any real way, they are so far outside of any context that I know.

Something with wings and eyestalks and a tail about twelve feet long lurches into my path, and I have to brake to avoid running into it.

“Oh my God,” it says, or at least the translator nanites tell me it’s saying, “are you Huggernaut? I saw the streaming footage of you skating against the Windy City Rollers when you were still on the Hastur team.” It doesn’t say Hastur, of course, but like I said I don’t speak the name of my former dwelling place, not even when I’m repeating fan squee from creatures who live twenty–nine light years distant.

Somehow, this is the most normal thing that has happened to me since I stepped onto Mr. Kevinson’s bus.

“Hi,” I say. “Yes, we’re here to skate against the Stellar Swarm.”

“I’m sooo excited that you are here!” it says. “Good luck tonight! I’ll be cheering for you.”

Lewdy elbows me as we resume following Mrs. Danielson through the crowd. “You’ve got fans on Deep Space Nine?”

“Like I knew? Besides, this shit is more Farscape, if you ask me.”

Let me be clear: I love Lewdy, but I am not in love with her. She has a husband and a little girl, and I love them too. When I moved to Alec I was angry but I was also really damn sad. I don’t want to get too much into it, because it still hurts. Let’s just say: I had a derby wife, a real one. And then she decided that not only did she not want to be my wife anymore, she didn’t want me in derby. For a long, excruciating season I fought her off the track as she turned our friends against me. Not all of them, just enough that I could see that it was tearing the league apart. What hurt the most was that when I left, no one tried to talk me into staying.

I moved to Alec because it was far away and they didn’t have a team. Except that it turned out they were starting one, and they nearly wore out my doorbell asking me to join. It took some convincing, but I’m so glad I said yes. Like I said, life knocks you down and you get the fuck up. Lewdy and the other girls gave me a home, and this one I plan to hold on to.

“This way,” says Mrs. Danielson, pointing. “Take it all the way down and turn left. I’ll be by to check on you before the bout.”

A minute later we’re zooming down a lazy spiral ramp in a line. The gravity here must be a little less than Earth–normal, because we don’t pick up enough speed for this to feel dangerous. Joan turns the descent into a back–to–front, the girls at the rear passing all the way to the front, each in turn. It’s a good idea; focusing on the drill helps keep the sensory overload of the station around us at bay.

When we roll out on Level 12 we find ourselves on the outer edge of the dark tower at the center. We veer left and race down the hall, backpacks, duffels and all. We roll into Locker Room 12B and the door shuts behind us and whispers, “Going up.”

My apartment in Hastur would fit into Locker Room 12B about a dozen times, along with a day spa, a juice bar, and a deli, all of which are also in here. There’s a buffet as long as a semi trailer and a makeup artist, and vidscreens showing non–stop derby.

“I am never leaving this place,” says Spermy.

“All right, let’s shit, shower, and shave,” says Joan, who sometimes has delusions of being a drill sergeant. We let her get away with it. She gives the orders and I run the practices, mostly.

I don’t know exactly how a sonic shower works, but if you have any problems with limp hair it’s the way to go. If we had sonic showers on Earth all the shampoo brands that talk about giving your hair extra body would be discontinued. It’s like a piano concerto for your hair, only lighter and fuller; it’s a harpsichord organ concerto for your hair.

I confess that this is mostly what I am thinking about when Mrs. Danielson shows up to give us her orientation speech: I am thinking about the fact that my hair looks dynamite, and will up until the point where I stuff it under my helmet. I’m tuned out until I hear her say something about Apex Jump being a WFTDA–certified facility.

“I thought the WFTDA was pretty much Earth–based,” I say. WFTDA stands for Women’s Flat Track Derby Association, the governing body for the DIY roller derby revival.

“In that I’m afraid you are mistaken,” she says. “I believe the acronym takes on a different emphasis in your language, but out here it is known as the Wider Federation for the Targeted Dissemination of Anarchism. We are advocates of anarcho–syndicalism, or the cooperative self–determination of autonomous communities. The horizontal structure of a roller derby league is in many ways a prototype of anarchistic community–building.”

“I have no idea what that means,” I say. “I studied civil engineering, not poli sci.”

“Is this still a women’s league?” Spermy asks.

“There are as many as thirty–one genders among the galaxy’s known species, depending upon how you count them,” Mrs. Danielson says. “But yes, the Stellar Swarm Rollergirls are all just that — girls. Would you like to see them in action?”

She cues up tape of the Stellar Swarm Rollergirls skating against the Oly Rollers. The aliens aren’t any one species — there are lizard creatures, bearish creatures, and something that looks like a cactus that I hope isn’t quite as pointy. They don’t look that big next to the Oly skaters, but they’re fast as hell.

“Oh my God, did you see that, that broom–thing?” Spermy asks. “It cut past Rettig to Rumble like she was standing still.”

“She,” I correct her. “She cut past Rettig to Rumble, not it.”

Lewdy raises her hand. “Mrs. Danielson, how many Earth teams have skated against the Stellar Swarm?”

“Almost three hundred.”

“How many have won?”

Mrs. Danielson shrugs. “Oh, don’t worry about that. Just do your best and have fun.”

“What’s the spread?” asks Joan.

“I believe that currently it’s 170 points.”

My heart plummets into my gut like a sinkhole has just opened up in my liver. I think back to the first roller derby world cup, just a couple of years back. Since the derby revival started in the US, we were able to field the strongest team, but the teams who came were there as much for the camaraderie as the competition. I wasn’t there — I was in Hastur, watching it streaming with some of my teammates — but I remember something that happened after the US/Scotland bout, which the US won 435–1. I remember it because they interviewed the Scotland jammer who had scored that one point, and she was fucking ecstatic to have lost by 434 points. At its best, derby is like that — you skate hard, you hit hard, but you win or lose with grace and love.

I’m not sure I have that kind of grace and love in me. I did, before everything in Hastur went to shit. Nowadays, I’m less sure.

“We’ve never lost by 170 points ever,” Joan huffs. “Turn it off.”

“We’ve lost by 150,” Spermy says, which is true. The Minnesota Rollergirls All–Stars were kind enough to visit us last year, and they knocked us all over the Quonset.

“We’ve never lost by 170 points, though, and we’re not going to start now. We’re not going to think about covering the spread. We’re going out there with the same goal we always have — to win.”

There’s more to the speech, and it’s inspiring and all, but it’s a little disjointed and it works better in person. As Joan delivers it the girls are performing their pre–game rituals — painting their faces, stretching, cranking loud music through their earphones. Lewdy and Frida K.O. are playing cribbage. Minnesota Vice is sprawled out on a bench, napping. My own pre–bout ritual is a visualization thing. I picture the opposing team as a skyscraper, myself planting charges inside it and detonating them with a hip check in passing. It’s a simile, you dig? You may have noticed I like similes.

A three–headed gasbag that looks a lot like a walking bagpipe reports that we have thirty minutes. I must be getting used to this place, because I just nod and say thanks.

Five minutes out we blast the Dixie Chicks’ “Sin Wagon” on Spermy’s portable sound system, drowning it out as we sing along. Then we do our huddle and skate into battle.

The skate dome of Apex Jump is enormous. The track looks regulation, with the benches in the infield, but the auditorium floor alone is five times bigger than our Quonset hut. We roll out between the bleachers to a sound like nothing I’ve ever heard. An airplane engine is loud, but unless you’ve heard one running in an enclosed space I don’t think you can understand the effect. This is sound that puts pressure not just on your ears but also on your entire body. If you’d ever been in a sonic shower, maybe it would make sense.

Above the rafters there’s an upper deck, and above that more upper decks. One of them looks like it’s full of water, and all of them are full of the same Monster Manual of creatures that we saw out in the body of the station. Up above, the sun — whatever sun this is — shines down through a ceiling that filters its light in wild disco patterns. Through the crowd noise I recognize the strains of our unofficial theme song, David Bowie’s “Queen Bitch,” and I’m ready for a fight.

We do a circuit around the track, and Mr. Kevinson’s voice announces each of us by our number and name. There are people here (if I can call them people, and why not) with signs with our names on them, in English. Something that looks like an enormous fat ladybug is wearing one of my Hastur jerseys.

“They fucking love us!” Lewdy screams in my ear, and I smile because what the fuck is there to say.

Then the Stellar Swarm Rollergirls appear.

Have you ever been set up on a date by a friend, and you get to the place early, and when the person walks in you just know it even though you’re thinking, “Oh no, it can’t be them, they’re way out of my league and this is just going to be embarrassing and what was my friend thinking?” That’s what this feels like.

“At least they’re all bipeds,” I shout at Lewdy.

“Didn’t you hear Mrs. Danielson? She said we were in the Class Three Biped Division. There are like two dozen divisions — Quadruped, Heavy Tail, Mixed…” She keeps listing them, but the crowd is too loud, and I’m trying to study the competition, here. I’m one of the two main jammers on the team — Spermy is the other. If the two of us can’t score on these things, we don’t have a chance.

Joan hands me the jammer star first. Derby works like this: each team has a jammer, who starts behind the pack and tries to lap the other team before their jammer can lap your team. If you’re the first jammer through cleanly, you can call off the jam any time. For every player you lap you get a point. It sounds simple, except that the other team has four players trying to block you, slow you down, or force you out of bounds. It helps if you’re fast, which I am. It can also help if
































OEBPS/Images/glitter.jpg
EDITED BY
John Kiima, Lynne M. Thomas, &
Michael Damian Thomas

Christopher Barzak

Maurice Broaddus
T

" Maria Dahvana Headley

S Daryl Gregory

Seanan McGuire

Tim Pratt

Diana Rowland

And many more!

Inrodiclion by

B (BemSemn






OEBPS/Images/edited.jpg
Edited by
John Klima,
Lynne M. Thomas, &

Michael Damian Thomas

An Apex Publications Book w\

Lexington, Kentucky .





OEBPS/Images/burst.jpg





OEBPS/Images/starburst.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chapterhead.jpg





