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THE MAGICIANS UNIVERSE

A vast tapestry of gothic magic, cosmic fate, and the shadowed lives 

of the Magicians. This world spans novels, novellas, companion tales, 

and interconnected stories across multiple eras.

THE VIVIENNE & THE REAPER SAGA

A gothic romance of death, destiny, and the girl who defied the Reaper.

THE STAND AND DELIVER STORIES

Moonlit tales of thieves, masks, justice, and the shadows between.

POETRY & SONGBOOKS

Collections of gothic verse, lyrical mythmaking, and songs woven 

through the Magicians world.

MULTIMEDIA WORKS

Original music, readings, and story-linked songs available on 

YouTube, Spotify, and The Magicians Podcast.
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The night at sea was nippy as Blake Alexander and his wife, Angela, rode a ship from England to Japan. It was chilly but beautiful, so they stood on the deck to admire it. The moon hung in a crescent and cast a moon-glade across the sea, a silver path leading straight to their ship. The wind blew over the choppy water and chilled their skin. Blake was the first to notice the small ship approaching — a smuggler’s vessel. They had barely caught passage themselves, fugitives from England after being accused of witchcraft, so they were not surprised to see contraband being traded. Their own ship carried crates of French brandy and wine. But the other ship bore crates marked with a symbol Blake had not seen in ten years, not since he and Angela last lived in Japan: an orchid in a cage. Blake felt sick at the sight of it. “What a strange picture,” Angela said, studying the insignia. “So is its owner,” Blake replied. Angela frowned. “Do you know them?” “No. No one knew his real name. He was called Korekutā — the Collector.” “Collector? What does he collect?” she asked, assuming wine. “Beauty,” Blake said quietly, watching the crew carry the crates below deck. “What!” Angela laughed, thinking he was joking. “I’m serious. He collects beautiful things.” “Well, I’ll have to look after you,” she teased, though unease crept into her voice. “And I you,” he said, kissing her. “What sort of things?” “Anything that takes his fancy. Jewels, art... even people, I’ve heard.” “People?” she gasped. “Yes. So I heard.” Blake turned back to the moon, sighing. “You aren’t serious.” “I am. I once had a run-in with his men over a woman he wanted.” “He wanted? Did he love her?” Angela asked. “No. He admired her beauty.” “Then why did he want her?” “He’s a strange man. He collects beauty, but never loves what he collects.” “He must be a plain, cruel, shallow man,” she said.  Months later, in Japan... “Welcome back, my friends,” said their old friend, the Emperor of Japan.  “Thank you, my friend,” Blake said warmly. “Thank you — it’s nice to be back,” Angela added with a smile. “I have not seen a good geisha perform since you left, Blake,” the emperor said, a hint of sadness in his voice. “I’ve retired,” Blake replied in an old, weary tone. He and Angela looked twenty-five, but they were far older — their youthful faces nothing more than an appearance spell. They were not human, but members of a long-lived sorcerer race. “Come out of retirement one last time?” the emperor begged. “No, my friend. I’m out of practice,” Blake said. “I would love to see you dance again, my love,” Angela said gently. Blake bowed his head to her. “If my love commands... I will need time to practise.” The emperor chuckled. “Gallant as always.” Angela smiled at Blake, but he felt a sudden, strange foreboding — a whisper of danger, a sense that he might be making a terrible mistake. He blamed it on nerves. After all, he truly was out of practice.  A week later, in the emperor’s palace The emperor sat on his throne. “Show in the geishas,” he commanded, trying to sound calm and regal. He was very much looking forward to this command performance — Angela’s command, that is. Then Blake entered the room, and the watching courtiers began to murmur. Blake had been a legendary geisha in his day, and many had doubted they would ever see him perform again. He danced with such grace and skill that it was as if he had never retired. Angela entered with him, playing the shamisen. She moved with him just slightly, her steps small but full of passion, her music weaving around his dance like a second voice. Everything went beautifully — until Blake’s appearance spell faltered. A shimmer ran across his skin. Then he glowed like starlight. Blake froze. Panic flashed across his face. He bolted from the room, Angela immediately abandoning her instrument to chase after him. The guards and courtiers erupted into chaos. “We will protect you, celestial emperor!” a guard shouted, stepping in front of the throne with his hand on his sword. The emperor knew he should go after Blake — his friend needed him — but he sat frozen with guilt, torn between duty and loyalty. “What is he?” cried a terrified voice from the crowd.  A month later, the emperor sat alone, reading Blake’s old tales — the stories Blake had once written to amuse the Tennō, tales of his life as a sorcerer and emperor of the solar system in the far future. “I’m sorry, my friend,” the emperor murmured. He regretted losing Blake, who had vanished after the spell mishap. The guilt weighed on him daily. A sound startled him — a voice. An impossible voice. He was alone. “I forgive you, my friend.” The emperor spun around. Blake stood there. “How did you get in here?” the emperor asked, shocked. His guards would never have let Blake in — not after the panic, not after the whispers that he was something dangerous. The emperor was relieved to see him... and terrified he would be caught and executed as a monster. Blake waved a hand dismissively. “I tele— never mind. I was worried about you. I heard you’ve locked yourself in your room since I left.” The emperor rose and embraced him. “I missed you, my old friend. I’ve been worried sick. I blame myself. If I hadn’t asked you to perform, you would be safe.” “It happened. Don’t blame yourself,” Blake said gently. Guilt wouldn’t change anything. “How are you?” the emperor asked. “Alive and well,” Blake replied. “And you?” “The same, I suppose.” The emperor hesitated. “Have you heard about the geishas disappearing?” Blake’s expression sharpened. “No. I’ve been hiding out a lot.” “I feared you and your wife would be taken,” the emperor said. Blake smiled faintly. “We’re safe. We’re not hiding as geishas.” “Good,” the emperor said with relief. “I’ll see what I can do about the disappearances,” Blake said. “Be careful. They never reappear — not even dead. I don’t want you caught by them,” the emperor warned. Blake suddenly stiffened. “I’ve got to disappear. Someone’s coming. Bye.” He vanished into thin air. Moments later, a guard entered and found the emperor pale and startled. “Are you alright, celestial emperor?” the guard asked. “Yes,” the emperor lied, still wondering what he had just witnessed.  A lone geisha wandered through the dark streets of Kyoto one night, heading to who-knew-where — until their destination was abruptly changed. A group of strangers seized them, and before they could cry out, the world went black.  They awoke on a bed in an elegant room, the kind belonging to a wealthy man. They had no idea what to expect when the owner returned.  The day passed in uneasy silence. A mute servant in a fine kimono brought trays of food, setting them down without a word and leaving just as quickly. Even the sweet birdsong drifting in from outside — normally a comfort — did nothing to calm the geisha’s nerves. They feared what their captors wanted... and whether they would ever escape.  When the servant returned again, they carried a note written in an elegant, perfect hand.  It was an invitation to a

[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
5' CAGE OF || .
‘ STARLIGHT

The light that binds is the light that saves.

|
~

Rachel Lawson

Author of The Moonlight Cavalier
and The Nights of the Fox

=
s<s >





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





