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Prologue

	 

	The bonfire reached up to the dark sky like desperate fingers trying to claw their way from hell. The light bathed the clearing in an ever-shifting orange and yellow glow. The shadows danced like frenzied, emaciated spirits. The crackle rose to a roar as the inferno reached its apex. It was time to begin.

	“Azzs’ka mosium ko loquila t’frak brizz sho ka!”

	The assembled supplicants fell to their knees. Their simple robes glowed red in the light of the fire. Red for power. Red for blood. Each of them bowed their heads before the altar, ready to accept the gifts.

	“Azzs’ka ko te’lykz palumbra sho ka frak!”

	The altar felt cold despite the fire blazing beyond it. The man at the altar pulled back the hood of his robe. He stared out at each of the supplicants, looking at the tops of their heads, the power bubbling and churning deep in his own guts.

	“Ko ovuliska sho evep rilesk!”

	The supplicants bowed their heads. The fire roared like a beast. The sound echoed through the night and shook the earth beneath their feet. Bursts of red energy popped before the altar. They spilled from the man’s mouth as he read the text. The ancient book on the altar was written in a time before time. It was written before mankind was even the fever dream of a greater race of creators. But now it was his, and the power it unlocked was like nothing he could have imagined. It was so much greater than what they had been promised. Greater than the lies they were once told.

	“Are you ready?” the man asked. His assembled brothers and sisters lifted their hoods and stared up at him. The hope in their eyes was plain. Their need and desire were palpable. They had seen the power for themselves as well. In this time, since the ritual failed, they had come to see a new truth. And it was more than any of them had ever dreamed possible.

	“I am ready,” each of them said as one.

	The man smiled. He could feel the rush building in himself. He could see the bursting red orbs like fireworks before his eyes. It flowed from him as it flowed out of each of the supplicants. The gift—the endless gifts—that had been granted to them. It was more than the power to make their dreams come true. It was the power to make anything come true. It was the power of Creation itself.

	The five kneeling on the ground had been loyal, one and all. When their leader, Beckett, had failed them and left them hopeless and without direction, many fled. Many lost the faith. They were posers and aimless losers. He’d known that before, but their actions confirmed it. Those who remained held the true faith.

	The man at the altar had learned a truth on that night. As the fire consumed his brethren, as the sacrifices fell one and all, their immense power swallowed up by the Dimensional Rift itself, he learned that it was all a test. When the Rift vanished instead of opening, when the so-called God of Chaos didn’t appear, he knew it to be true. And to further prove it was so, when the Rift faltered, he saw something new in its wake. He saw the Void.

	Beckett’s power came from the Void. He’d claimed to be a servant of Chaos. He’d claimed to be opening the Rift to bring Chaos everlasting and transmute himself and all the followers into beings of power and light for all time. But it had been a lie. His Chaos was borrowed power. He was deceived by a failed underling of some cosmic entity that probably had no idea the Earth and its inhabitants even existed.

	But the Void existed, and so did the powers within. The power of blood magic had been a thing Beckett could wield, and he’d taught it to others. When the ritual failed, and the others who haven’t died left, the man at the altar did not. Instead, he reached into the Void. He delved deep with his own meager power to see what lay beyond. And that was where he found true strength. That was where he made his own blood bargain.

	He showed the others this truth. Soon, they were all able to tap into the Void and at long last, they gained the power they had been promised by way of Beckett’s lies. Only now, it was real. And it was easy. It was so easy. All they had to do was say a simple word.

	“Do you wish to give yourself unto the Master, for the great riches he provides? Do you wish to become one with the Void everlasting? Do you wish to become a part of him?” the man asked.

	The supplicants stared at him with wide and hopeful eyes. One of them wept openly. They shook with anticipation, with the sense of impending joy.

	“I wish it,” they said as one.

	The man smiled. Everything anyone could ever want came from the Void. Fame and fortune, sex and power. From the mundane to the impossible, they made it real. All for a wish.

	The fire howled and twisted like a tornado, spiraling to the heavens. The orange glow raged into a deep, blood red. The clearing became a murk of blood magic. It began to take form. Not a spiral or an ever-shifting mass of heat and light. It formed arms of shimmering red, and a body forged from the flame itself.

	The face that stared down was neither a man nor a beast. It had eyes and a mouth, but it moved and shifted constantly. It grew horns or fins in fits and starts. Spines and scales and feathers and fur would come and go with the shifting of a breeze. It was the face of all things that had a face, and none of them.

	“Your wish is my command,” a voice said from the flames. The sound of it moved through the Earth. It filled the man with energy, like an electrical charge seeping into his muscles. It made his head swim and his legs feel weak. But still he smiled. The rush of it was intense. He knew now that it was the power of Creation itself. The Master had such power. All of his kind did, and they hoarded it in the Void for all to share if they simply wished it.

	One head split into five. The fire cascaded forward like waves breaking on the shore. Five ever-shifting mouths of flame opened wide and crashed down on each of the supplicants. Ruby red fire engulfed them all. But there were no screams. No writhing in agony. Instead, there was a peaceful calm as the fire fizzled out. The red faded to a warming orange glow. The supplicants were gone. Not a trace of them remained. They had given themselves to the Master. They had received their reward, and he had received his. Payment for the riches provided. The blood bargain was complete once more.

	The man closed the book on the altar. He felt the blood magic ebbing away as his master returned to wait for another bill to come due. They would need to spread the word further, and faster. As much as the man was pleased with those of the faith, they were not a patient people. And the Master did not want them to be. The sooner they made their wishes, the sooner the bargain would be closed.

	The man had made his own bargain with the Master, and he was allowed to remain outside of the Void to continue to spread the word. His reward for this sacrifice would be great, he knew. But he had to have patience. He had to be the one who remained as all others traveled to their great reward beyond. He had to be satisfied with the earthly delights the Master provided until their work was done. And it would not be done until they spread the word to every man, woman, and child in the world.

	It seemed like an impossible task. But the man had faith. If not in himself and his followers, then in the Master. His power was very convincing. The Master was a djinn, after all. And all anyone needed to do was make a wish and he would grant it. Any wish at all. Who in the world could resist that?

	The man took the book from the altar and turned to look around the clearing. The fire was already burning itself out. He wondered how long it would take to recruit the entire world to the Master’s cause. How many billions of people was that? He wasn’t sure. But he had all the time in the world to figure it out. He had wished himself immortality some time ago.



	
Chapter 1

	 

	The engine growled as the car made its way down back roads and side streets. They kept under the speed limit at all times. They didn’t need any delays. The plan was to reach the house without arousing any suspicions and take stock of who and what was left behind. Beckett’s people would need order and leadership. Razul, through Vincent, would provide it again. He had done so with Beckett, he could do so with Vincent.

	“So do I get to know the plan here?” Vincent asked.

	“When it’s time,” Razul answered, speaking out loud. “Or Samuel could tell you. I know you’re in here with us, Samuel. May as well come out.”

	No one else spoke. Vincent kept his hands on the wheel, watching the road. He had tried numerous times since Razul manifested himself to gain control of his own body, but with little success. Razul was able to wrestle physical control away and force Vincent back in line. He didn’t have total control. It was a lot like fighting with someone over a physical object, playing tug of war to become the last man standing. But when the thing you were trying to control was the wheel of a moving car, it became dangerous to keep up the fight. And Vincent had no doubt that Razul would let him die.

	“Oh no, Vincent. I wouldn’t let you die. I will let you break. You don’t need legs to get this job done. Or arms. You can lose so much blood before you’re of no use to me,” Razul whispered. Vincent frowned. His thoughts were not hidden. Razul saw and heard everything Vincent intended. It effectively trapped him inside his own mind.

	“You’ll get used to it. Samuel did,” Razul said.

	“So, who was Samuel?” Fix asked.

	“Nosey Mr. Fix, mind your business,” Razul said. “I don’t like you poking around in Vincent’s brain.”

	“I was here first,” Fix said.

	“And you’ll be leaving along with Vincent soon enough,” Razul replied.

	“It’ll make your plan easier if we know what we’re supposed to do,” Vincent offered. Razul made him take a right turn down a dirt road. The countryside was fields and forests, broken up by the occasional farmhouse. Vincent wasn’t even sure what state they were in.

	“Is that a fact? Well, I better just tell you everything, huh?” Razul said. His tone was mocking, and he chuckled with a quiet, off-putting laugh. “You can’t hide your intentions, Vincent. You need to remember that. I am you. I am in every inch of you. I was there when you and the witch fought the wolf demon. I was there when you summoned the dead to defeat the necromancer. I’ve been there since you woke up and started this whole, silly quest to nowhere. You were always coming here with me. You were always doing what I wanted.”

	“Why? How?” Fix asked.

	“It’s unpleasant having you in here, Mr. Fix. I don’t like these questions.”

	“Then leave,” Fix replied.

	“Soon enough. I’m having fun. You’re much more fun than Samuel ever was. Tired, boring Samuel, and his endless whining. ‘Let me go! I never wanted this!’ You meat puppets are dreary when you lose hope.”

	“You know I took down one demon already,” Vincent said. The car kicked up a storm of dust behind them on the narrow, disused road. Razul laughed.

	“Do I look like a dog-faced boy to you?” Razul asked. “And you didn’t ‘take down’ a demon already. You worked with several others to achieve a sloppy, weak victory. You’re a poor man’s Harry Potter, wielding magic you don’t understand and being helped by friends along the way.”

	“Who’s Harry Potter?” Vincent asked.

	He could hear Razul sigh in his head.

	“Someone who should have had the good grace to die when he was a baby. Just focus on the road. Wouldn’t want to get into an accident.”

	When Razul didn’t want Vincent to talk, he didn’t talk. He couldn’t talk. The muscles of his jaw felt tight, like someone had wired his teeth. Even his lips would barely part. It didn’t matter, of course. He could hear Vincent’s thoughts. The conversation never truly ended.

	“Whatever you’re planning, it won’t work,” Fix said casually.

	Razul did not respond. They drove past fields of what Vincent thought might be wheat or some similar grain. The air had that low-hanging stink of fertilizer and grass to it. It was the smell of a world that didn’t know or care much about necromancers and invisible demons.

	“We’ve stopped two powerful magic users. And they even had bodies. What have you got?” Fix asked.

	Something in the car clicked. Vincent diverted his eyes from the road for just a moment. His right hand was on the car’s cigarette lighter. He hadn’t realized he had even moved it.

	Razul said nothing. Vincent’s hand moved on its own. He pulled the lighter from its slot in the dashboard, turning the red-hot element around and then pushing it against the wrist of his other arm.

	Vincent screamed, but his arm didn’t waver. Neither arm moved. His foot stayed on the gas, one hand kept the lighter pushed against the skin, the other remained steady on the wheel even as the smell of burnt flesh overwhelmed the smell of farmland.

	The sizzling sound stopped quickly as the lighter lost heat. He pulled it away and burned flesh stuck to the edges, tearing and pulling like melted marshmallow. Vincent’s growl came from beneath clenched teeth as he pushed the lighter back into its slot.

	“What I have got, Mr. Fix, is Vincent. I am Vincent. But I do not need him to survive. And that means I don’t need you to survive. Have a care about how far you push me,” Razul said.

	“You’ll die with us,” Vincent said between his clenched teeth.

	“Will I?” Razul said. “Want to risk it?”

	Vincent’s hand jerked the wheel. The car lurched into the other lane. A pickup truck coming towards them honked frantically and swerved just as Vincent himself swerved back into his lane.

	“I don’t need you, Vincent. I want you. But you can’t always get what you want. And if I have to grind you into hamburger and feed you to wild dogs before I move on and start again, I will. I spent over forty of your years setting this up once. Do you think I won’t do it again? Time is the only thing I have in abundance.”

	Vincent’s arm throbbed. The burn was deep, easily a third-degree wound. The inside was circular and charred in some spots, laced with angry red and rumpled, white flesh that had peeled away. It was already blistering.

	“Forty years is a long time,” Fix said.

	“Not if you live forever,” Razul said.

	“You’re immortal?”

	“Disappointed? Still holding out hope that Stanley Crisp will pop up with his silly little mortal-realm loa and fight me off? There is nothing in this entire dimension that can kill me. I can’t be killed at all.”

	“How do you know?” Fix asked.

	“I don’t like you,” Razul said. Fix laughed. Vincent drove.

	“If you’ve never died, then you don’t know what can kill you.”

	“You know nothing. Just a voice in the dark,” Razul said.

	“We’ll see,” Fix said.

	“I told you to shut up, didn’t I?”

	“Did you? I don’t recall. Why don’t you make me?” Fix said. His voice had an edge of mockery to it. Vincent’s hand pushed the lighter in again.

	“I don’t need to make you do anything, Mr. Fix. I’ll just burn out Vincent’s left eye. Ever seen a human eye burst from heat? They pop like little water balloons. The insides sizzle and hiss and sputter. Then it all drains down the face and leaves a slime trail like a snail. You can’t ever fix that. They just give you an eye patch so you can pretend to be a pirate. That sounds fun, don’t you think?”

	The lighter popped, heated and ready to go. The skin stuck to it had burned, and the car stunk of it now. Vincent’s hand hovered just over the lighter.

	“Nothing more to say? No little quips?” Razul said. Vincent’s hand touched the lighter. He tried to resist, but Razul had him firmly in his grasp now. Trying to pull away was like trying to move a brick wall.

	“Maybe you’ll think twice now before speaking out of turn, hmm? Maybe you feel bad about talking at all. Is that how you feel, Mr. Fix? Do you feel sorry for speaking out of line?”

	“Yes,” Fix said in a whisper.

	“I’m sorry, I’m not getting your meaning. What do you want to say to me, Mr. Fix?” Razul demanded. Vincent pulled the lighter from its slot.

	“I’m sorry,” Fix said.

	“For?” Razul asked. Vincent held the lighter steady.

	“I’m sorry for speaking out of line,” Fix said. Vincent pushed the lighter back into its slot. He returned his hand to the wheel.

	“What a well-trained puppy you are, Mr. Fix. Remind me to fetch you a cookie when we get where we’re going.”

	Fix did not reply. They drove in silence for fifty miles or more, Razul navigating, telling Vincent where to turn where. Eventually, they reached a poorly maintained dirt road and turned onto it, cutting through fields of grass on one side and something that may have been beans on the other. The road was full of bumps and potholes and they had to slow down to maneuver the car safely.

	“There will be no need to speak your mind to anyone in here,” Razul said. Vincent could see that they were approaching a large building of some kind. He thought it might be a warehouse at first, but the closer they got, the less sure he became. It looked a bit like a ranch house, only not one built to be attractive in any particular way. It looked vaguely industrial, covered by yellow aluminum siding and devoid of windows. There was a barn and a silo on the property.

	When they came closer, he could see a gravel driveway that led to a large parking area. There were several vehicles parked there. At least six cars were parked out front of the ranch-style building, before a set of industrial-looking double doors. All of them looked remarkably fancy for such a nondescript place in the country.

	Razul had Vincent turn toward the gravel driveway. A man stood up at the far end of the building and watched them approach. He was familiar to Vincent right away. Not that he recognized the man’s face at all. He could barely see it. But the robes the man was wearing were very familiar. The same robes he had seen Selena in when she manifested in a form he could see. The same robes every one of those corpses had been wearing in the field where he awoke. The robes of the cultists who had performed the ritual that somehow involved Vincent and those five others.

	“Look at you, putting puzzle pieces together,” Razul said encouragingly. “We’re back home again!”

	“This isn’t my home,” Vincent said.

	“It’s where we belong, though, Vincent. And it’s where we’ll start this little experiment all over again.”

	They parked the Mustang next to a Bugatti and Vincent got out, heading toward the doors. The man in robes just stood at the end of the building, staring at him. Vincent stared back.

	“Why is he just staring?” Vincent asked.

	“Probably afraid of ghosts,” Razul said. “These people are idiots, you’ll waste too much time trying to figure out why they do the things they do.”

	Vincent pulled open the door to the compound and headed inside.

	The building was brightly lit despite having no windows. The front room looked to be a cloakroom. There were robes in a closet and a pile of shoes on a plastic tray. Vincent stared at it for a moment.

	“They take off their shoes,” he said. The idea was oddly funny to him.

	“Idiots,” Razul added again. Vincent opened the next door and entered a long hallway. The walls were paneled in cheap wood meant to look more expensive. Identical doors lined the walls on either side.

	“These are dorms, before you devolve into a journey of moronic discovery,” Razul said. “The idiots used to sleep here. There were more of them before, of course. We burned a few.”

	“This cult wanted to summon something from the Dimensional Rift,” Vincent said. He heard Razul sigh.

	“Obviously,” he said.

	“You wanted to summon it.”

	“Rome wasn’t built in a day. You need laborers to make things happen. These were my peons.”

	“So what went wrong?” Vincent said. He poked himself in the burn on his wrist and winced, hissing in pain.

	“People asked too many questions,” Razul said.

	“Sorry. Just making conversation,” Vincent said. He’d popped one of the blisters on the wound. Thin, honey-colored fluid dripped down his hand.

	“No, you’re looking for an in, some kind of weapon to use against me, and it’s pointless. I was around before the clay that was used to mold humanity was laid down, so don’t think I haven’t met better liars than you.”

	“Right,” Vincent said. He kept walking. The dorm room doors were mostly closed, though a couple were open. The rooms within were spartan at best. A cot-style bed, a small dresser and a lamp. Nothing more.

	“They didn’t need more. They planned to get their reward after,” Razul said, chuckling to himself.

	“Promised riches and then death?” Vincent said.

	“Oh no. I always keep my promises, it’s how I work. But then yes, very likely death. Unless they asked to not die.”

	“You don’t kill people who ask you not to?”

	“I don’t kill people who ask to live forever. They don’t like the results, typically.”

	The demon chuckled in his head and they kept walking to the end of the hall. The door pushed through to what looked like a cafeteria. Bench seats and plain tables with room for maybe one hundred. But it was almost empty, save for four people sitting at the farthest table.

	“This can’t be it,” Razul said, sounding disappointed. He walked across the room under the buzzing of fluorescent lights. The four at the table stood up as Vincent approached. There was only one woman in the bunch, a short, angry looking woman with her dark hair tied up in a messy bun. She wore robes like two of the men, a tall, thin man with glasses and a shorter man who looked like he’d been in more than his share of bar fights.

	The third man was not wearing robes. Instead, he wore a tracksuit with a thick, gold chain around his neck. He had rings on multiple fingers, and a pair of dazzling white sneakers on his feet. He looked like a poor man’s vision of what a rich man should be.

	Despite the clear value of the jewelry and clothes he wore, the man still had a messy haircut that seemed like he had given it to himself. His Adam's apple stuck out above his fire-engine red track suit collar, and his front tooth had a chip in it.

	“Jesse Henderson,” Razul said in Vincent’s voice as he approached, spreading his arms out. The track suit man, Jesse, stared at him dumbfounded.

	“You’re alive,” Jesse said.

	“Seems to be,” Razul agreed.

	“Unbelievable. What’s your name again?”

	“Vincent,” Razul said. Jesse nodded.

	“Yeah, Vincent. Wow. Thought Sam screwed that whole thing up for everyone and then, here you are. I mean, I guess it still got screwed up because, look what happened. But still. Cool that you ain’t dead, I guess.”

	“Yes, cool. Is this everyone that’s left?” Razul asked.

	“Well, a bunch died in the fire. You seen that, right? And then a bunch more just quit after nothing worked. But some of us are still here. The smart ones.”

	“Smart ones. Of course,” Razul said. “That’s what I need. The smart ones.”

	Jesse laughed and scratched his head. The gesture made his hair stand up like a cowlick.

	“You’re welcome to join up again, I guess. We got a good thing going here. I’m running the show now,” he said.

	“Are you, though? The ritual stands unfinished. Your numbers are diminished. What are you even doing here?”

	“Watch your tone,” the tough-looking man in robes said. Razul laughed.

	“Watch your head if you want to keep it attached,” he said. The man’s hands balled into fists and he made a move, but Jesse rested a hand on his shoulder.

	“The ritual was kind of a bust, if you didn’t notice. I mean, look at you. Nothing happened. It was all BS, from what I can see.” Jesse said.

	“BS?” Razul said. “You watched core powers intertwine to punch open a Dimensional Rift, and you think it was BS?”

	“Yeah, pretty much. Everyone died. Then what? Waste of time, fella. We moved on and you should, too.”

	Vincent shook his head. He could feel Razul’s frustration building.

	“I have come back to finish the ritual. I house the spirits—the powers—of those who fell. All of them. The witch, the necromancer, the Fortean, the demon. And Samuel.”

	Jesse’s eyes widened. The others shared a glance as Jesse rubbed his head again, settling his cowlick back in place.

	“Wow. You got all that in you,” he said. Razul nodded Vincent’s head.

	“We can perform the ritual again. This time, it will succeed. This time we—”

	“I dunno,” Jesse said, cutting him off. Razul scoffed.

	“What don’t you know?”

	“Well, seems to me Sam was either lying to all of us, or someone lied to him. He got bashed up pretty good. And nothing came true, so it seems like you’d have to be an idiot to try to do any of that again.”

	“You’re joking,” Razul said.

	“I only see one joke here,” the tough guy said. Jesse patted his shoulder again.

	“Relax, Tommy. This guy’s been out of the loop. Can’t be mad at him for not knowing his butt from a hole in the ground.”

	Razul inhaled sharply. Vincent could feel his rage now. Pure anger just bubbling away.

	“Jesse, I came back to fulfill the promises Samuel made. You know the power he wielded? That can be yours,” Razul said. Now all four of the cultists laughed. Vincent felt his pulse begin to quicken. There were faint bursts of red energy brimming around all the cultists. He was sure Razul could see it, too. And if he didn’t, he still knew Vincent could see it.

	“You have made a bargain,” Razul said.

	“Sure did,” Jesse asked. “I’ve seen Sam do his thing for years. I never told him, but I used to watch him using that magic. I learned to do it too. And when he was gone, I went to where he got his powers and found someone there. Someone who was even more powerful. Someone who gives us everything we could ever dream of. The Master provides for us now.”

	“What ‘Master’? What foolishness are you talking about—”

	Jesse did not hold Tommy back this time. The short man swung hard. His fist took Vincent right in the side of the face, knocking him onto the empty table at his side.

	“Oh, I don’t care for that,” Razul said, getting Vincent to his feet.

	“Neither do I,” Vincent said, adjusting his jaw. Tommy pulled his fist back again, but Jesse stopped him.

	“It’s you,” Jesse said.

	“What do you mean?” Razul asked.

	“There’s two of you in there. It’s this Vincent, but it’s also you. The one who tricked Sam. Isn’t it?”

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Razul said. Vincent’s mouth was bleeding. His face was still sore from tangling with a demon werewolf in Burnham.

	“I wish to know your true name,” Jesse said. Blood magic exploded around him, and Razul growled inside Vincent’s head. The red flashes overwhelmed Vincent, seeping into his flesh in an instant.

	“I am Razul af’Shakma of the Everlasting Flame, Dread Inferno of the Scorched Plains, Fifth Son of the Fifth Son, Child of Mother Conflagration and Apsbad of the Ember Lord,” he said, spitting out every word in his own voice.

	“I am Vincent Donnelly,” Vincent added, saying the words against his will.

	“He’s a djinn,” Tommy said. Jesse nodded.

	“He’s Sam’s djinn. The one that lied to him.”

	“I never lied—”

	“Spare me, you weasel,” Jesse said. “Yeah, we got your number now. You got some nerve strolling back in here. You think we’ll fall for your song and dance routine a second time? You wave some pretty lies in our faces and we’ll jump through hoops? You’re dumber than you look.”

	“I’d have a care how you speak, Jesse. You know what I can do,” Razul hissed. Jesse laughed as though it were a brilliant joke.

	“Man, you are yesterday’s news. Making threats in here? You think you’re the only game in town? The Master does things for us you could never do.”

	“You think whatever master you now serve can finish my ritual?” Razul said, his voice thick with derision. Jesse giggled in a childish fashion.

	“Man, you don’t get it, do you? We’ve moved on. Your ritual was a big goose egg. You talk a good game, but I know how you fellas work. You’re gonna walk out of this building and not do a damn thing to any of us. Maybe I’ll have Tommy slap you around some more before you go.”

	“You wouldn’t dare,” Razul hissed. Tommy punched Vincent in the face again, knocking him back onto his backside on the ground. Jesse put his hand on the man’s shoulder to stop him.

	Vincent propped himself up on his elbows, blood running from his nose as he looked up at Jesse and his cultists.

	“Well, go on, tough guy. Use your magic,” Jesse said.

	“I can boil your soul in oil for all eternity,” Razul said, forcing Vincent to get to his feet again. “I could hang you by your toes over a pit of flesh-eating centipedes until they have stripped your face to the bone, but keep you alive and conscious through every single bite.”

	“Oh, really now?” Jesse said.

	“I could flay you and pack your wounds with acid-covered gravel before sewing you shut again.”

	“That’s a weird one,” the woman said. Jesse chuckled.

	“I could—”

	“Coulda woulda shoulda,” Jesse said. “Do it. Do any of it.”

	“I was born before time, human. I have seen universes rise and fall. I have seen nobler races than yours burn in my mother’s conflagration, smug in their own power. Do not think yourself my better.”

	“You can’t do it, can you?” Jesse said.

	“I can—”

	“Grant wishes,” Jesse said. “But you can’t do a damn thing for yourself and we all know it. The Master explained it all to me.”

	“Your master sounds like a gibbering idiot,” Razul said. “I can do my own wishes

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	cover.jpg
IAN FORTEY





