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	Book 4

	The Darkness Within


Prologue

	 

	For most of his life, Adam had been a disappointment. To himself, to his colleagues, and of course, to his mother. Dr. Janice Coleman was world-renowned. She had pioneered work in genetics that had changed the nature of biology. Because of her work, a crop of corn could yield twenty times as much food as it had only a decade earlier. She was a savior to literally millions. Adam was no one’s savior.

	Adam had followed in his mother’s footsteps, but his work had been utterly uninspired for years. His theories rarely panned out. His lab work was mundane, and his focus on interspecies gene-splicing had hit more walls than a crash test dummy. After four years of having almost nothing to show for his efforts, he was let go from the university.

	What Adam could not have realized at the time, and what no one else would have ever imagined, was that he was right. The gene-splicing he had hoped to achieve was doable, and it was all thanks to the aid of the Abyss.

	When Adam had first gotten the job offer, he’d thought it was a prank. Maybe something arranged by the genetics laboratory at the university to add one final humiliation to his failures after they’d already let him go. Who would ever believe such an offer? A salary more than double what he had been making, a residence at a top secret facility in Arizona, and full use of resources he had only read about in science journals.

	The Abyss was top-of-the-line in every conceivable way. It was like no other facility in the world. They had equipment that Adam had heard was only available in Europe or Asia. Machines that had only been tested in experimental conditions. The entire facility was like a science nerd fantasy come to life. It had been, and still was, hard to believe it was all real.

	The fact was, Adam had not believed it was real at first—the job description, the pay, the resources. It had sounded like so much fluff that he dismissed it out of hand. He had been tempted to simply ignore the message, but instead, he had replied, intending to be dismissive and sarcastic. He’d even suggested that if they wanted him, he would be free to tour the facility the next day, but they had to send a car and fly him in by private jet. He’d also requested the plane have a bowl of M&M’s available, but only the green ones.

	The next day, there had been a knock at Adam’s door. A limousine had been waiting in front of his apartment to pick him up.

	He’d hastily packed a bag. The car had taken him to an airstrip where a private jet awaited. The jet had been for him alone as well as the bowl of all-green M&M’s. He remembered feeling equally baffled and delighted.

	The Abyss was underground. From outside, it looked to be nothing more than a simple private airfield in the middle of nowhere. Once inside the hangar, an elevator had taken him below ground to the massive research facility. It had been bigger than the university he worked at previously but entirely buried in the rock.

	Adam had asked the guard who met him at the elevator how such a thing was built and kept secret. The guard had said he could not answer questions.

	In the lobby, he had been met by Dr. Marcus Graham, a man that seemed vaguely familiar to him. There had been a story about him some years in the past, Adam recalled. Another disgraced researcher, but he couldn’t even remember in what field.

	“Dr. Coleman,” Dr. Graham had said, extending a hand to greet him. Dr. Graham had been a bit of a rumpled-looking man. He had not shaved in a couple of days, and it looked like he might have had combed his hair with his fingers. He was of average height and slight build. But there had been an intensity in his eyes that Adam recognized. It had been the same kind of look his mother used to have—that of someone dead set on achieving a goal.

	Adam had shaken his hand. Graham’s hand was clammy.

	“I’m Dr. Marcus Graham, and I run the Abyss. As you have read in your offer, we are the world’s foremost research facility dealing with genetics and transdimensional physics, biology, and biophysics.”

	“Transdimensional?” Adam had wondered. He’d been familiar, but certainly not his area of expertise. He hadn’t thought that was anyone’s area of expertise. It was science fiction stuff.

	“Yes. I am sure that if you were like the others, you are already considering this quackery or madness or whatever other pejoratives get thrown around by the simpleminded when confronted with science that is beyond the status quo. But you are not like the others. Still, let me assure you, what we do here is real, and it will change the universe.”

	He had paused then and stared at Adam, letting him take in the gravitas of the statement. Adam had looked around the room. There’d been two security guards at a desk and a bank of elevators behind them. Aside from those and the elevator that had taken him there, there was not much else to see.

	“So, what do we do here?” he’d asked.

	“I could tell you, but let me show you instead,” Graham had said, taking Adam on a tour of the facility and then showing him the lower five levels. He told Adam that he would be working there, in the laboratory. And then he had showed Adam some of their earlier work.

	“As you can see, we need someone with your skill. So, are you in?”

	Adam had stared through the safety glass at two researchers in contamination suits. They were taking a blood sample from a dog. Or what had once been a dog. Now it lazily drifted around a pool, propelled forward by sleek chocolate-brown tentacles like those of an octopus.

	“The techs call him Octopup. He was one of our first successes. He’s been here for over two years,” Graham had said.

	“You’ve kept it alive for two years?”

	“It was born two years ago. We expect it to have a long, healthy life. When it’s not in the lab, it has a little oasis in the holding area. I’m told it likes to play in the coral.”

	“How? How did this happen?”

	“You know how, Dr. Coleman. Your paper on cross-species cellular bonding was integral for this work.”

	“My paper? They told me it was nonsense.” He’d looked at Dr. Graham, barely able to comprehend what he had seen. Graham had placed his hands on the younger man’s shoulders. His expression had been grim, and he spoke with anger in his voice.

	“‘Nonsense’ is what idiots call things they cannot understand. Two hundred years ago, the work we do would have been called ‘magic’ by the narrow-minded. Look with your own eyes, Dr. Coleman. You can prove your theories here in the Abyss.”

	“But none of my experiments ever worked. I could never prove the theory in a lab,” Adam had told him. Graham had smiled, squeezing his shoulder.

	“You can now,” he’d pointed out.

	Adam had been provided living facilities on-site within the hour. He had started work the very next day. It was unlike anything he had ever seen.

	Adam’s work over his first year in the Abyss had been beyond his wildest dreams. He had gone from wild theories to practical realities in just days. The science was something that transcended anything he learned in school. In fact, it was something he had yet to fully grasp. There was a single X factor involved that Dr. Graham had not explained and would not explain to him. Or, rather, he had said he would explain later.

	“It is a transdimensional biological compound. It is like the plasma of the universe. Of reality itself, you might say,” Graham had told him, handing over a vial. The tiny glass cylinder held a substance that appeared to be liquid but impossibly black and in a state of flux. It moved and swirled in the small vial through some mechanism unknown to Adam.

	“How do you isolate such a compound?” Adam had asked.

	Graham had ignored the question. “What you need to know is that any of your experiments need to use this as a base. It is the key to creating life where it should not exist,” the doctor had explained. Adam had looked at the vial and watched the blackness swirl within.

	“What do we call it?” he’d asked.

	“I isolated it as Compound Seventy-Six. But most of the techs have taken to calling it Anti-Life.”

	“Anti-Life? That sounds dark.”

	Dr. Graham had laughed and shrugged his shoulders.

	“Think of it like the canvas on which life is painted. It is not alive, but it can make almost anything live, even when the established rules of nature prohibit it. It will not be bound by the so-called ‘scientific standards of life’ set by the fools in their ivory towers who look down on visionaries like you and call your work nonsense. Thus, it is Anti-Life.”

	“This could change the world. Why does no one know about it yet? Why isn’t this on every news station, in every scientific journal?” Adam had asked.

	“The Abyss is my facility. Our work progresses on my terms. When we’re ready, everyone will know. Everyone. But not before,” he’d said.

	Adam had nodded. He’d supposed rushing something like this was not scientifically prudent. But it was a discovery that was beyond anything that ever happened with science before. It was on par with the discovery of fire. A substance that could shape and manipulate life itself? It was fascinating.

	Once work had started, Adam never saw Dr. Graham again. Instead, he’d worked in a lab with three other geneticists and a variety of assistants and technicians. They’d been all welcoming to Adam, and no one mocked any of his ideas. He had never experienced that level of professional acceptance in his life. The Abyss had been supportive and nurturing of his work. That, plus the pay and the benefits, was like a dream come true.

	The others had told him that Graham worked on the base level. No one knew the exact nature of his research. Graham had seven PhDs, they had said. Some said even more. His work was in genetics, or physics, or transdimensional physics, or even engineering.

	How the Abyss had been built, no one knew. Adam thought it had to have been a government facility, but there was no sign of government oversight. It seemed like Graham was independently wealthy and also a genius. The details were of little interest to Adam, though. He’d been able to work in the Abyss and do so freely. Moreover, his work had been garnering real results. Anti-Life was a scientific marvel. That was all that mattered.

	Adam had believed his work could lead to a new age of medicine. If he could use Anti-Life and eliminate any worries about tissue rejection, transplants could become simple everyday procedures. His progress over a year at the Abyss had borne that theory out. It was not inconceivable that in the near future, a person in need of a heart transplant could get one from a pig the same day and their body would accept it with no complications at all. Anti-Life seemed to rewire an organism’s entire genetic makeup to allow for such bonding.

	Adam had been working on something similar to the Octopup. He had merged a capuchin monkey with a golden-crowned flying fox at the embryonic stage and developed a monkey capable of flight. It was a little homage to the Wizard of Oz, and the other researchers had been delighted to see the small creature when it was born. He had been ecstatic to see how Anti-Life mixed the DNA so smoothly. There was no mutation like he had expected. He wished he knew more about the substance and how it worked, though. Even how it was manufactured was a guarded secret in the Abyss.

	 

	***

	 

	It was getting close to lunch, and Adam was on his computer, documenting a round of blood tests he conducted on Icarus, the monkey/bat hybrid he created. The little creature was eating grapes in its cage near his desk. His lab mates were working on their research when a loud abrasive whine broke the silence.

	A red light over the exit flashed on and off as the Klaxon alarm continued unabated. Adam looked up from his work as Icarus began screeching. People looked around, confused.

	“What is that?” one of the researchers asked.

	“Containment alarm,” Adam answered. He had been given an orientation packet when he was hired that covered the ins and outs of the Abyss. He knew the floor plan, secure access, washrooms, fire extinguishers. It mentioned a containment alarm if an experiment ever breached the facility.

	Adam had known there was a lot more in the Abyss than his own work. Biological, chemical, even robotic technology were being employed. A large portion of the facility was dedicated to biological and chemical weapon research—not developing but combating it. Neutralizing or counteracting various agents. But that also meant having those agents on hand. If something leaked, or if a security threat breached the facility, it could be catastrophic.

	“We have to leave,” Adam yelled then, looking at Icarus in his cage. The creature had been screaming in fear, trying to spread its wings. It was against protocol to release any such experiment in an emergency. But if there was an actual containment breach, then Icarus was very likely going to die.

	Adam unlocked the cage. If it was a false alarm, he could say Icarus must have figured out how to release himself. Otherwise, he at least had a fighting chance now.

	The humans bustled out of the laboratory into the hallway. There were over a dozen such rooms on Level Five where Adam was working. Everyone looked confused as they made their way into the hall.

	“Was it on Level Five?” someone asked as Adam entered the hall, where a stream of lab-coated humanity headed toward the elevators.

	“No idea,” Adam said.

	He glanced through the laboratory window on his way past. Icarus was outside of his cage now, screaming at the alarm. Adam hoped he’d be okay.

	The Abyss was arranged like a wagon wheel around a central hub. The hub was the shaft containing several elevators that led to the lobby on the main floor, where the elevators that took one up to the airfield were located.

	The spokes of the wagon wheel each had several laboratories on them. There were six spokes on each level. By the time everyone made it to the central elevator bank on Level Five, perhaps close to fifty scientists, researchers, and technicians from different departments had crowded in the area. It was disorganized and frantic. Everyone tried to stay calm and levelheaded, but people started to panic in the face of a potential breach as the minutes went on.

	Adam heard people talking when he neared the elevators, but it had been hard to see what was going on through the crowd. As he got closer, he saw that the elevators were not moving.

	“What’s the holdup?” he asked no one in particular.

	“Security isn’t letting people out,” a woman in front of him replied.

	Adam frowned, pushing his way forward.

	He worked his way to the elevator doors. The room was like a donut, with the elevator shaft representing the hole in the middle. He walked all around the elevator banks. An armed guard was stationed at each elevator.

	“Why can’t we leave?” Adam asked one of the guards. The guard’s name was Wilson. It was a man he recognized and had spoken to on many occasions. He wasn’t necessarily friends with the man, but friendly enough.

	“You are to remain here,” Wilson ordered expressionlessly. The alarm continued to blare in the background.

	“But there’s a containment breach. Is it just a drill or something?” Adam asked again.

	“You are to remain here,” Wilson repeated.

	“Says who? Dr. Graham?” someone in the crowd yelled.

	“You can’t keep us down here. We should head topside until we know it’s safe,” someone else said.

	“You are to remain here,”

	“Is it any other floor or just Level Five?” another researcher asked.

	The guard did not respond.

	“You can’t treat us like this. You can’t hold us for no reason,” a tall man in a white coat yelled.

	The tall man approached the guards. Wilson removed a gun from a holster at his side and pointed it at the scientist. Several people in the crowd gasped or screamed.

	“You are to remain here,” Wilson repeated in the same monotone as before.

	“Are you serious? I thought this place was supposed to be free of the kind of tyranny we experienced in the scientific community before. It’s worse!” exclaimed the tall man.

	Other people shouted. Voices grew louder and angrier. The alarm going off cut through Adam’s nerves like a hot knife. The stress of the situation was reaching a boiling point. He could feel it. He was not a man prone to violence, but he wasn’t so sure about everyone else. And if it was a matter of life and death, people were going to start acting rashly.

	“Wilson, come on. We’re just scared. We need to know what’s going on,” Adam pleaded with the guard. Wilson’s eyes drifted to him for a brief moment, but that was all it took. The tall man reacted quickly, reaching for the guard’s gun.

	Someone screamed. The scientist and the guard wrestled for the weapon, and it went off, shooting at the ceiling. Panic broke out all around.

	Two of the other guards tried to help Wilson but were rushed by more of the researchers, fighting over the guns. Other people ran to the elevators, pounding the buttons over and over.

	“You are never going to leave!” Wilson yelled, releasing the gun and letting the tall man have it. The scientist pointed it at the guard. But it didn’t matter.

	The tall man’s head fell on the floor with a knocking sound. Adam almost laughed because it sounded like a coconut. He thought there was no way a human head made that sound when it hit the ground.

	Wilson lowered what used to be an arm. The appendage was midnight black. It flowed over his flesh and uniform, glistening in the overhead lights of the hub. It was long and wriggly, like some kind of inchworm or caterpillar. The end, where the man’s hand had once been, was a fan of irregularly shaped black shards. They looked like wood splinters almost, but the edges had been sharp like knives.

	The guard’s body had expanded. At some points, his flesh darkened to pure black with the same glistening substance as the arms. In other places, it turned a polished gray that looked almost like pewter.

	His face then burst open as though someone grabbed the skin from behind and ripped it back. The muscle and bone within pushed forward and cracked audibly as his face grew. Little strands of the same black substance laced into the muscle like wire reinforcements. His head swelled until it created a massive sphere of dripping, bloody muscle and skull laced with wiggling black tendrils.

	Where once there had been two eyes were now six. The mouth expanded as well, new teeth growing in the jaws. The black tendrils pulsed and grew thicker, covering bloody muscle, becoming the creatures skin. It spoke words, but Adam couldn’t make them out over the sounds of the screams.

	The black tentacles shredded through the crowds. It was like an ax cutting through saplings. Blood and bone and guts sprayed the walls and floors and ceilings.

	Adam tried to run. The other three guards similarly transformed. One became something more akin to a dog, crouched on all fours with tentacles emerging from its back. The monsters killed his coworkers by the dozens.

	He fled toward the laboratories, slipping on blood and shredded body parts. He was almost in the hallway back to his own work room when something burst through his chest. The pain, at least, only lasted a moment.


Chapter 1

	 

	The sun was hot and blinding. Vincent drove with the visor of the car down, squinting in the light. Dezzy munched on a can of Pringles and sipped a Mountain Dew as he bobbed his head along to Axl Rose singing Welcome to the Jungle.

	“We gotta get off this road,” Vincent said, frowning and trying to ignore the sun. He was sure he’d had sunglasses in the car at some point, but he couldn’t find them anymore. They had been driving down the lonely stretch of interstate for over an hour now and had seen almost nothing but the vast emptiness of sand, rocks, and scrubland.

	“We’re almost there. Man, I love it here.”

	“You love it here? We aren’t anywhere,” Vincent said. Dezzy shrugged.

	“Well yeah, man. It’s like being somewhere and nowhere at the same time. This is pure, ya know? No pollution from cars, no skyscrapers and department stores. This is what the world is supposed to look like.”

	“I like nature as much as the next guy, but I’d prefer not to face the sun anymore.”

	“But that’s the beauty of the sun, Vincent. It shows up, says hello, then wanders across the sky until tomorrow brings it back.”

	Vincent laughed. That was true, he supposed. Eventually, the sun would leave on its own.

	“Also, at the next road, we can make a turn and head into Phoenix,” he added.

	“Oh. Nice,” Vincent said. Dezzy nodded.

	“You’re gonna love it, man. When we get to Rigby’s, and you taste that meatball sub for yourself, it’s going to change your life. Like, yeah!”

	Dezzy was very excited to return to his old stomping grounds. He had died on his way to get a meatball sub from a place called Rigby’s after a Guns N’ Roses concert decades in the past. Now he finally had the chance to do what he wasn’t able to on that fateful night. In a weird way, Vincent was very happy for him.

	A sandwich seemed unimportant, but Vincent understood what it meant to his friend. In a lot of ways, he and Dezzy were searching for the same thing. They wanted their past and to complete their own stories. For Vincent, that meant learning the truth of who he really was. For Dezzy, that meant completing the night he never got to all those years ago.

	Vincent could not remember who he was. His life, as he remembered it, only went back to the field—a grassy field in the middle of nowhere. He had awoken there, surrounded by five dead bodies and the remains of a massive bonfire. The bodies, he later learned, belonged to five incredibly powerful wielders of magic. The first was a necromancer named Bogdan Dalca. Then a witch named Selena Elliot. Then a cult leader named Samuel Beckett.

	The souls of those dead people had found their way into Vincent’s body. He had warred with Dalca to remove his spirit. With Selena, he had convinced her that she could trust him. And with Sam, he had formed a partnership. Each had left a piece of themselves inside Vincent in the form of the power they once wielded. Power he could now wield as well.

	From Dalca, he had learned necromancy and the power to raise the dead. From Selena, he had learned primal magic and the ability to manipulate nature and the world. From Samuel, he had learned blood magic, the same power wielded by djinn that could create or destroy nearly anything. And there were still two spirits left.

	Though part of their trip to Arizona was to help Dezzy reconnect with his past, it was mostly to find a group called Sight Unseen. They were supposed to be Forteans—people who wielded psychic powers. They could read minds or move objects with only a thought. The fourth spirit in Vincent’s head was a powerful Fortean. A man who was also a serial killer. A murderer who used his powers to kill and get away with it.

	Vincent hoped the other Forteans would help free him from Coulson before the spirit became conscious and took over his body. And he also needed them to help him find out more about his life before the ritual. Sam and his sister, Sofia, had suggested that if anyone could unravel the mystery of Vincent’s past, it was a Fortean. A psychic who could look into his mind and see who he was before he awoke in that field.

	As it stood, Vincent had no idea who or what he was. Sam’s input had been little. He had met Vincent before the ritual, but only briefly. As far as Sam knew, Vincent had been a member of the cult. He was a volunteer who chose to join a ritual that would have seen him become the vessel for some being that lived beyond the Dimensional Rift.

	Sam had been possessed by a djinn named Razul, who was serving this being—this creature of Chaos—from the Dimensional Rift. As Sam had explained it, the creature was something beyond human understanding. It wasn’t anything so simple as a witch or a djinn, or even a demon. It was like Chaos itself. But no one knew for sure. And, even more perplexing, no one knew why the ritual failed. Not even Razul.

	Razul had been dealt with. Sam had traveled to the Void, a dimension beyond mortal life. And both Selena and Bogdan were gone. Vincent only had his friend Dezzy to help him solve the mystery and free himself from both the spirits of the serial killer and a demon child. The last two spirits seemed to be the most frightening of them all.

	Dezzy had proven to be a valuable asset and a good friend on Vincent’s journey. Dezzy having been dead since the 1980s made things all the more incredible. From his death up to the time they met, he had existed in a place beyond the Veil of life, serving as a Scion of a being called the Prince of Nothing.

	Vincent had met Dezzy when he traveled beyond the Veil to learn about his past and what was happening to him. Dezzy was the nephew of another friend, a mortician named Stanley Crisp. His family was indebted to the Prince of Nothing and served as his Scions in the afterlife. Their task was to help guide souls to their everlasting rest, whether that be Heaven, Hell, or a dozen places in between. But somehow, Vincent had used his necromancy, and its mirror, biomancy, to resurrect Dezzy as a real, living person again.

	As a mortal, Dezzy had no special powers. But he was a good friend, and he did have an abundance of knowledge of the afterlife and the things that existed beyond human understanding. He also had a bottomless stomach and a real love for Guns N’ Roses. He was an eighties-era metal head drifter who, just like Vincent, got caught up in something well beyond his control. And they worked well together.

	“I hope this sandwich lives up to the hype,” Vincent said. Dezzy ate more chips and nodded.

	“Oh, man. It’s gonna be transcendental.”

	“I don’t think a sandwich can be transcendental, can it?” Fix asked.

	Fix was the final piece of Vincent’s puzzle. When he woke up in the field, Fix was a disembodied voice in his head. Like Vincent, he could not remember his past. They assumed at first that he must have been involved in the ritual. Maybe one of the dead bodies on the ground, since the others had manifested in Vincent’s head as well. But that was starting to look very doubtful.

	Now that Vincent knew who all five bodies were, Fix didn’t fit into the picture anymore. But he had also learned that not everyone was just as they seemed. Samuel Beckett had had Razul stuck in his head. When Sam’s spirit transferred to Vincent, Razul came with him. Another disembodied voice. That meant Fix’s identity was potentially even more mysterious than Vincent’s. At least Vincent had a face and a body. There was a chance he could figure out his past. But Fix could have been anyone. Or anything.

	Both Vincent and Fix had danced around the idea that he was none of the people in the field. It had become a bit of an elephant in the room. But there was one saving grace for Vincent in that realization. It was the same thing that made him feel confident in his own potential identity.

	There was the fear he held in his heart that he joined that ritual because he was trying to help Razul. He was afraid it was his goal to kill those people, Selena and Sam and the others, and then gain the power to potentially destroy the world. It was a possibility. But Stanley Crisp had told him that it didn’t matter who he used to be. And Crisp’s words rang true.

	Who he used to be was gone. And the person he was now was what mattered. He could choose to be a good person. He could decide to do his best to undo the damage Razul had done and to keep the people he met like Dezzy and Stanley Crisp safe from it. And maybe that was all that mattered.

	So whoever Fix was, Vincent trusted him. They had been together since everything began, and he knew he could count on him. Whoever or whatever Fix was, he was Vincent’s friend now. And they would figure out their histories together and come to terms with whatever they learned.

	Despite the encouraging words he told himself, Vincent still couldn’t help being a little suspicious of the truth. He needed to know it, but he was still afraid. He was using Stanley’s words like a mantra. If he was a monster in the past, it didn’t matter. That person effectively died in the field. He wanted to believe that. But it was hard to hold that belief. And that was why he wanted the truth. That was why he needed to find Sight Unseen and learn about who he was before everything began.

	Dezzy, Vincent knew, had a family once. More than just his Uncle Stanley. He had a mother in Arizona somewhere. And he had lost all of that when he died. Vincent wanted to know if he had anyone—parents, or siblings, even children, or someone who loved him. But he had no memories. And so he needed to know.

	Vincent found the exit for Phoenix and turned, blessedly finding himself out of the sun.

	“Do you want to look anyone up when we get there? Your family or friends or anything?” he asked.

	Dezzy ate another chip and looked out the window.

	“I don’t think so. I mean, yeah, I want to. But look at me. I haven’t even aged. I can’t show up at my mom’s house and be all, ‘Hey Mom, look who’s not a zombie,’ or whatever.”

	“I could see that being hard to take,” Vincent agreed.

	“I dunno, man. What would you do?” Dezzy asked.

	Vincent sighed loudly.

	“I have no idea, Dezzy. I see what you’re saying but I don’t know what my family is like or if I even have one. I think that has to be a big part of it. You know how your mom would take it.”

	“She’d have kittens, man. I want to see her again, to see everyone. But I don’t think it’s fair. To come back and screw with everyone’s heads? They had to bury me, you know?”

	“It’d be in a good way, at least,” Vincent said.

	“Yeah, but I could die again tomorrow. That’d be messed up.”

	“Well, we could all die tomorrow. Anyone can say that,” Vincent offered. Dezzy shook his head.

	“No man, I mean we could die tomorrow for real. You have died, literally, multiple times since I met you. I figure we get those last two ghosts out of your head, get rid of the entrance to the Dimensional Rift and save the day, then maybe I can be comfortable being alive again.”

	Dezzy laughed, but Vincent frowned. He knew his friend meant it as a bit of a joke, but wasn’t wrong.

	“You don’t have to come with me, Dezzy. I don’t want to put this on you. I don’t want you afraid to live because you think you’re going to die with me.”

	Dezzy looked as close to offended as Vincent had ever seen him. He finished chewing the Pringles that were in his mouth.

	“That’s a hell of a thing for you to say to me, man. I’m only alive because of you. I watched you save the actual world. The whole thing. More than once. I’m not ditching you just ’cuz I want to have some of my grandma’s cookies, man. Come on!”

	“I just don’t want you to get hurt. This stuff is crazy,” Vincent said.

	Dezzy nodded.

	“Man, you are preaching to the crazy choir! We are in this together until the end, whatever that means.”

	Dezzy grabbed Vincent by the shoulder and gave him a bit of a shake. Vincent chuckled and nodded. Dezzy was definitely the crazy choir.

	“I appreciate that. I feel like things are only getting weirder from here.”

	“Oh, for sure. You got a serial killer and a little demon dude in your noggin now, man. This is way beyond normal, but I am here for it.”

	The city of Phoenix was coming into view before them, buildings in the foreground and mountains in the distance. Dezzy smiled as everything grew closer.

	“Looks a little different, but I’d recognize that view from anywhere, man,” he said.

	Following Dezzy’s somewhat scattered directions, Vincent drove through the city in search of the world’s most perfect meatball sub. He got them lost a few times, as several landmarks had changed since he was in town last. Finally, they found the correct street.

	They drove for several minutes, scanning all the businesses they passed until Dezzy told Vincent they needed to turn around.

	“We must have missed it. We’re coming up on the Mason Jar,” he said. “We can just…”

	Dezzy drifted off. Vincent continued down the road unsurely.

	“Dezzy?” he asked.

	“Oh man, look!”

	Dezzy was staring out the window. Vincent couldn’t see anything of note, just a handful of businesses and cars.

	“What am I looking at?”

	“The… what is that? The Rebel Lounge? Oh man, they closed the Mason Jar!”

	They passed the club Dezzy was referring to. Vincent put on his signal and turned into the parking lot next to it. The building was made of brick and polished aluminum. There were no windows that Vincent could see, and, in the light of day, it appeared to be empty.

	“Mason Jar was the coolest club in town, man,” Dezzy lamented.

	“Do you want to check it out?” Vincent asked. It looked like it was still a club, just with a new name.

	“No. It probably got sold or whatever. It just sucks, man. But we’re not here for this. Let’s head to Rigby’s.”

	Vincent nodded, and they drove back up the road. Dezzy slowed him down again as they passed by a restaurant.

	“What’s a shawarma?” Dezzy asked.

	“I have no idea,” Vincent said.

	“Looks like food,” Fix added.

	Dezzy was focused on a restaurant called Shawarma King on the corner. Vincent pulled over next to it. Dezzy just stared in silence.

	“You gotta be kidding me, man.”

	He got out of the car. Vincent followed him as he entered the restaurant. There was a couple in a booth eating something. The menu had shawarma, falafel, rice, and similar dishes.

	“Welcome to Shawarma King. What can I get for you?” the teenage girl at the counter asked.

	“A meatball sub,” Dezzy said, dejected. The girl looked unsure.

	“I’m sorry, we don’t have those... is there something else?” she said.

	“I don’t even know what shawarma is,” Dezzy told her. Vincent joined him in line, looking at the menu.

	“It’s seasoned chicken, lamb, or beef served on a pita with your choice of toppings, including tahini, garlic sauce, lettuce, tomato, onion, pickled beets, or whatever you like,” the girl said cheerily.

	“Oh. That sounds good, actually,” Dezzy said, though still sounding upset.

	The girl smiled unsurely.

	“I just… what happened to Rigby’s?” he asked.

	“Who?” the girl said. Dezzy shook his head.

	“Oh man, this is the worst.”

	The girl grimaced, and Vincent patted Dezzy on the shoulder.

	“Sorry, he’s been out of town for a long time, but we just came back, and his favorite sandwich restaurant used to be here,” Vincent explained.

	“You must mean Rigby’s,” a man said, coming in from the back with a box of paper cups and straws. He was wearing a uniform similar to the girl’s at the counter, but his name tag read “Lance, Manager”. The man was in his fifties, with thick silvery hair and a robust mustache.

	“Yeah, Rigby’s,” Vincent said. The man started filling cups into a dispenser.

	“Wow, yeah. Rigby’s has been gone for close to thirty years. You must have been here as a kid, huh?” the man said. Dezzy looked up at him, and the man froze.

	“Yeah, sure,” Dezzy said.

	“Desmond?” the man said. Dezzy fixed him with a curious stare.

	“Yeah…?”

	“Desmond Walker? How... I don’t understand,” he said. The cups and straws fell to the floor, forgotten.

	“Do we know each other, man?”

	“It’s Lance! Lance Porter!” the man said excitedly. Dezzy’s eyes widened.

	“Oh, man. Last Chance Lance?” Dezzy said. Lance laughed and covered his mouth.

	“Oh my God, no one’s used that stupid nickname in forever.”

	He rushed out from behind the counter, coming out to look at Dezzy face to face.

	“How? How are you here?” he asked, staring at Dezzy like he was from another world.

	“Me and my buddy Vincent here are just passing through on some, uh, business. And I was hoping to get a sandwich.”

	“Dezzy! Jesus, you died! You died! I was at your funeral. What the hell is going on?”

	“Oh. That. I... came back?” Dezzy offered.

	“What does that even mean?” Lance demanded. He was somewhere between being thrilled and terrified.

	“Okay, so, could we get some shawarma and talk for a minute?”

	Lance blinked, confused, and then he shook his head.

	“I mean, sure. Yeah.” He turned to the girl behind the counter.

	“Can you get two number twos and bring them out?”

	“Can I get a chicken and a lamb? And a sweet tea?” Dezzy said. Lance looked back at the girl, who nodded.

	Lance led them both to a booth and took a seat. Vincent sat next to Dezzy, across from the other man.

	“Dezzy, what the hell is this? You look the same. It’s been over thirty years. How are you?”

	“It’s a very complicated story, man. Also, it will probably give you nightmares and make you doubt your place in the universe and the meaning of life, so I don’t want to get into it too much.”

	“What the hell does that mean?” Lance asked.

	“I died. And I came back from the dead. And I’m here on a very important ‘came back from the dead’ business.”

	“Are you messing with me right now? Are you like Dezzy’s illegitimate son or something?”

	“You took Sherry Bingman to the prom, and when you tried to kiss her, you had Doritos in your mouth, and she told everyone you tasted like feet.”

	“Oh my God,” Lance said. He recoiled in his seat and covered his mouth again. He looked from Dezzy to Vincent and back. He leaned in again after a moment, lowering his voice conspiratorially.

	“Are you a zombie or something?”

	“You’re still very weird, man,” Dezzy said, narrowing his eyes.

	“But how are you back? And why? Is this like… is it an ‘end of times’ kind of thing?”

	“The less you know, the better. I’m just here to eat lunch, man. That’s all.”

	“Wow. I can’t believe it. I mean… I’m honored you’d come back to see me,” Lance said. Vincent raised an eyebrow, and Dezzy nodded his head.

	“Oh yeah, for sure, man. I’m always down to see a friend.”

	The girl from the counter arrived with two trays of food, including rice and salad. She set one before Vincent and one before Dezzy.

	Dezzy picked up one of his shawarmas and took a bite. He chewed thoughtfully for a moment and then smiled.

	“This is good, man. You work here long?”

	“I own it,” Lance said. “Well, this location. Plus, two more! Do you... want to invest?” he asked unsurely.

	“No, man. No, I don’t,” Dezzy said. He took a bite of his other shawarma.

	“Hey, maybe you can help us,” Vincent asked. “We’re looking for Sight Unseen. It’s a group of—”

	“Psychics. Yeah, I know them,” Lance said.

	Vincent looked at Dezzy. Dezzy shrugged and kept eating.

	“You know them?” Vincent looked hopeful.

	“My wife gets a Tarot reading from a guy there sometimes. They’re actually pretty good. They told me to invest in this place, and it worked out like gangbusters.”

	“Huh,” Vincent said.

	“Well, that’s handy,” Fix said.

	“Do you know where we can find them?”

	“I can Google it for you. The guy comes to our house. We just call him usually,” Lance said, pulling out his phone. Vincent took the opportunity to try his own shawarma. Dezzy was right. It was good.

	After a moment, Lance turned his phone around. There was a map on the screen, with a little blue circle over it.

	“This is their place,” he said.

	The address was on the far side of Phoenix, just outside the city from the looks of things.

	“Is this like an exorcism or something?” Lance asked, lowering his voice again.

	“What makes you ask that?” Dezzy said.

	“Well, you’re dead, and you need a psychic. Is it like the movie Ghost?”

	“Never seen it,” Dezzy said. Lance looked at Vincent.

	“I’ve never seen a movie,” he said.

	“Are you dead, too?”

	“No, just possessed. We should probably get going,” Vincent suggested. Dezzy finished his first shawarma and wrapped up the last half of his second one.

	“For sure, man. It was good seeing you again.”

	“Yeah, you too,” Lance said. Vincent made his way towards the door, with Dezzy following him. Dezzy stopped short and then ran back to his old friend, putting twenty dollars on the table.

	“Sorry, man, don’t want to rob you.”

	“Wait!” Lance said, grabbing Dezzy’s arm. He flinched away after touching him.

	“Sorry. But what do I tell people?”

	Dezzy looked at Vincent, waiting at the door, then back at Lance.

	“Tell ’em Guns N’ Roses is the best band ever. Later, man.”

	He followed Vincent out to the car and hopped in. Vincent started the engine and began to drive before Lance could come back out to talk to them again.

	“That was not what I expected at all,” Dezzy said once they were underway.

	“Yeah, that was different.”

	“That’s why I can’t go home, man. Lance wasn’t even a close friend back in the day. I imagine it’d be too weird with my family.”

	“I hear you,” Vincent agreed. “But hey, we got an address for Sight Unseen.”

	“Yeah, man. Plus, we discovered shawarma, and that’s pretty awesome. I’m calling this day a win.”

	Vincent headed across town while Dezzy finished his shawarma. Phoenix was very busy, and he started to feel anxious. With everything that had happened recently, he'd grown used to small towns and quiet, out-of-the-way places. All the cars and people in the city were unusual. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever spent much time in a big city before. Whatever the case, he didn’t care for it much.

	When they reached the outskirts of the city, he started feeling more himself. Fewer big buildings, less traffic. More open road. That was what Vincent preferred.

	“It’s not closed in,” Fix said out of the blue. He could not read Vincent’s mind per se, but he did pick up on Vincent’s moods fairly well.

	“I don’t like feeling boxed in,” Vincent said. The city had reminded him of the basement in Burnham in an odd way. Confining and unpleasant.

	“Who does, man? They put dead people in boxes,” Dezzy said. Vincent hadn’t considered that, but it was true.

	The address that Lance had provided took them down a side road about ten minutes beyond the city limits. The area was rural and devoid of much but a scattering of houses and a stone supply warehouse. When they approached the address, Vincent slowed down, staring at the signpost.

	“This it?” Dezzy asked. The address on Lance’s phone had been 1439. They were at a signpost marked the same number and mounted on a metal pole in front of an empty lot.

	The address corresponded to nothing. It didn’t even look like something had once been there. Despite that, the place was not totally empty. Someone was seated in a folding chair in the lot.

	Vincent pulled the car off the road. A laneway led up to a square patch of hard-packed dirt that looked to be a parking lot. Only nothing was there, no buildings whatsoever. The man in the folding chair sat in the middle of the lot, downing a bottle of water and reading a magazine.

	“Excuse me,” Vincent said, pulling up next to the man.

	“It’s the right address,” the man said, not looking up. He was young, younger than Dezzy even, with a head shaved nearly bald and tanned skin. He flipped a page of his magazine.

	“This is the right address?” Vincent asked.

	“Yep,” the young man agreed. He still had not looked up.

	“And you know this because…?”

	“Don’t ask silly questions,” the young man said.

	“Are you Sight Unseen?” Dezzy asked, leaning over to yell out the window.

	“I’m Mateo. Sight Unseen is a group, not a guy in an empty lot.”

	“Right, but if you and Sight Unseen were all together, and I asked if you were Sight Unseen, would you say yes as part of that group?” Dezzy asked.

	Mateo lifted his head finally.

	“Y’all are weird,” he said. Dezzy shrugged.

	“But again, would you?”

	“I guess I would,” Mateo said. He closed his magazine.

	“Can you help me?” Vincent asked.

	“With what?” Mateo said. Vincent turned off the engine of the car.

	“My past. Can you tell me who I was? Who I am?” he said. Mateo sipped his water.

	“Nah, I can’t do that. I’m not that kind of Fortean.”

	“Oh,” Vincent said. “Is there anyone here who can?”

	Mateo leaned forward in his chair and made a dramatic show of looking around.

	“See anyone else here?” he asked.

	“Mateo, listen, I don’t want to be trouble. I was just told maybe someone from Sight Unseen could help me.”

	“I know. You need Jillian’s help. But she ain’t here no more,” Mateo said.

	“Jillian,” Vincent said. “Okay, great. So where do I find Jillian?”

	“Everyone has gone, man. They got scared of what’s coming. People think being psychic would be awesome. You know, winning lottery numbers and junk. It’s not that. Imagine knowing how people are gonna die—and when. Imagine hearing the thoughts of people who are killers and psychos, all the evil they plot. And you can never turn it off, and you can never fix it. You just have to know about it all the time.”

	“That sounds awful,” Vincent agreed.

	“It is. For some of them, it is. More than one took so many pills they never woke up to hear all those voices ever again. Only the really strong ones can make them go quiet. Folks like Jillian.”

	Mateo stood then, tucking the water bottle into his pocket and folding up his chair.

	“Can you take us to Jillian?” Vincent asked.

	“Duh. That’s what I’m here for. Open the trunk. This is an expensive chair.”

	Vincent popped the trunk. Mateo stashed it inside and closed the trunk again. He walked around to the passenger side and got in the back seat.

	“Okay, we can go,” he said. Vincent looked at him in the rear-view.

	“Cocky, isn’t he?” Fix said.

	“I’m going to need a little more from you before we go anywhere,” Vincent said. Mateo met his eyes in the mirror.

	“You want to know about Thomas Coulson?” he said. Vincent felt his pulse quicken. Thomas Coulson, the serial killer.

	“How do you know that name?”

	“He was part of Sight Unseen. But you already knew that, right?”

	“Are you reading my mind?” Vincent asked. He had no idea what to do against someone who could enter his head like that. He also didn’t know what to do with someone who might have worked with Coulson.

	“Nah, that’s not my thing. I’m a TK.”

	Mateo shook his head. A coil of a rich, chocolatey brown energy seemed to spiral right out of the young man’s head. It looked like a small spring, but it kept spiraling away from him and towards the car's dashboard. The key turned in the ignition and the car engine revved to life. The gas pedal sank into the floor all on its own and the engine roared. And then, just like that, it stopped. The burnt umber coil vanished as though it was never there.

	“Smells like wood chips and leather in here,” Dezzy said.

	“Forteana,” Vincent said. “He can move things with his mind.”

	Mateo chuckled.

	“Forteana. No one calls it that. Goofy word.”

	“What should I call it.”

	“Told you, I’m a TK. Telekinetic. It’s telekinesis.”

	“But you can’t read minds or see the future or anything?” Dezzy said. Mateo shrugged.

	“Not my thing. That’s Jillian’s department. She’s one of the best in the world.”

	“How long have you been waiting here for us?” Vincent asked. Mateo looked at a watch on his wrist.

	“Like ten minutes? You guys stopped for shawarma, and I wasn’t sure how long that would take, so I brought with me stuff to read.”

	“Who told you we were going to be here?”

	“You ask a lot of questions,” Mateo said.

	“Was it Jillian who told you to wait for us?”

	“No. Tom did.”

	“Coulson?”

	Mateo nodded his head and took another sip of water. Vincent glanced at Dezzy and then back at the rearview mirror. If he was working with Coulson, then he couldn’t be trusted at all.

	“And you know who Coulson was?” Vincent asked. Mateo scoffed.

	“Of course, man. He founded Sight Unseen.”

	“Would you be surprised if I told you Coulson is dead?” Vincent said. He let his mind drift into the surrounding field, looking for latent primal and blood magic, anything he could use to fight against a telekinetic if it came to that.

	Mateo looked him in the eye. His expression was not one of surprise or anger. He looked sad.

	“No. Because I know Tom’s dead. That’s why I came here today. Before he left, he told me the date and time I needed to be here. Told me that I’d meet a man named Vincent and his friend Dezzy in his cool, old car. Told me to help you find Jillian.”

	“Thomas Coulson told you all that?” Dezzy looked at the younger man.

	“Sure did,” Mateo confirmed.

	“Why would you listen to him?” Vincent asked. Mateo looked confused.

	“Why wouldn’t I?”

	“Because he was a serial killer,” Vincent said bluntly. Mateo barked a laugh.

	“Oh, God. You know, he told me you’d say that, and I still don’t believe it. He was a serial killer. You gotta love the confidence of an idiot some days.” He shook his head and looked out the window.

	“You saying he wasn’t a killer?”

	“I’m saying you don’t know anything, man. And you know you don’t know anything, which is why you came here in the first place. But for some reason, you start speaking on things beyond your experience. Why is that?”

	“I’m trying to find out who I used to be,” Vincent said.

	“And how to get Tom’s ghost out of your brain, right?” Mateo knew Coulson was inside Vincent. Coulson had seen all of this coming and prepared for it.

	“That too,” Vincent agreed.

	“Well, that’s Jillian, man. Tom was the best. But he’s gone, so Jillian’s your best bet now. And we gotta go to the airfield to find her.”

	“How am I supposed to trust any of you if you’re with Coulson?” Vincent asked. Mateo fixed him with a stare again. The young man did seem angry now, his eyes narrowing very slightly.

	“I don’t know why Tom did what he did. But I know he let someone kill him, and he did it for you. He died for you. The least you can do is have a little faith.”

	“What does that mean?” Fix asked.

	Vincent shook his head. His memories of the ritual, and of the night everyone died, were shaky at best. But he had a memory of the demon child snapping Coulson’s neck as Coulson tried to fight off one of the cultists.

	“I don’t understand,” Vincent said. Mateo grunted.

	“Well, that makes two of us. Tom didn’t tell me what he was doing. Just that after he died, you’d be here, now, and I needed to help you. He said it was the most important work we’d ever do, and no matter how stupid you sounded, I needed to get you to Jillian.”

	“He said that?”

	“He swore more. But yeah. He said you need to get to her. And he knew I’d do it.”

	“Why?” Dezzy asked. Mateo shrugged.

	“Why would I do it? ’Cuz Tom saved my life. I owe him everything. Tom Coulson was a goddamn hero. So you keep any of this serial killer crap to yourself,” Mateo insisted.

	“Maybe Coulson tricked him. He could make people believe anything,” Fix suggested. That was what Vincent had heard about the man. As a killer, he was unstoppable. He could make people forget that his victims even existed. And he could convince people that murder was perfectly okay, or that someone else had committed the act. He could apparently make anyone think anything, so it was not outside the realm of possibility to imagine he could convince Mateo he was a hero. But there was one problem Vincent couldn’t overlook.

	If Coulson was truly a monster, why set up any of this after? He could have had Mateo just kill Vincent and Dezzy when they arrived. If he could see the future, he could have killed Vincent in Burnham or Alder Falls. And maybe most troubling, if he could see the future, he could have avoided his own death—unless he’d wanted, or needed, to die.

	“So, did Coulson ever actually kill anyone?” Vincent asked. Mateo’s eyes narrowed once more.

	“Depends what you mean by anyone,” he said.

	“Existential,” Dezzy noted.

	“Tom killed things. All of us in Sight Unseen did. But they weren’t people. They just looked like people.”

	“What were they?”

	“Tom called them demons. He could see them with his gifts. So could Jillian. The rest of us never could. I just move stuff. But I saw them eventually. When they get attacked, they drop the act nine times out of ten. I have seen what they really were. That’s what Tom saved me from. That’s what he spent his life trying to save everyone from.”

	Mateo leaned in then, resting his arms on the back of the front seat.

	“You believe in demons?” he whispered.

	“Oh yeah, we killed a demon prince a little while back,” Dezzy said. “Hey man, you want some Pringles?”

	He offered the can to Mateo. The younger man looked at it suspiciously, then finally reached his hand in to take some.

	“This is cool. We got, like, a superhero on the team now,” Dezzy said. He looked at Vincent and shrugged. “I mean, not that you’re not like a superhero. Your powers are just more, ya know, scary.”

	“You got powers?” Mateo asked, crunching into some Pringles.

	“I got something,” Vincent answered. He wasn’t sure he wanted to trust Mateo, but the story wasn’t making a ton of sense to him any way he looked at it. “Alright. Let’s go see Jillian then.”

	“Be careful,” Fix warned. He likely had the same lack of confidence in this situation that Vincent did. But they had no alternative. They came here to find Sight Unseen, after all. And Mateo was what they got.

	“Getting to Jillian isn’t going to be as easy as all that, though. She’s been missing for a few days.”

	“I thought you knew where she was?” Vincent turned to look at him. Mateo ate another chip.

	“I do. She’s missing in a place called the Abyss.”

	“Dramatic,” Dezzy said.

	“You don’t know the rest of it. The Abyss is a lab, a research facility. Jillian went in undercover as a scientist. With her gifts, she can fake her way through anything. But this place, man. It’s not a good place. They built it underground, but it’s like it came out of nowhere. And it’s the size of a city. The stuff they do down there isn’t normal.”

	“Demon stuff?” Dezzy said.

	“Tom said it was worse. It’s run by a guy named Marcus Graham. This guy is into some dangerous stuff—”

	“Graham,” Vincent interrupted. That was a name he knew. That was a memory he had, even if it wasn’t truly his own.

	When Razul was affecting Vincent’s mind, he had been shown glimpses of a past that belonged to Samuel Beckett. Razul had used Beckett to enlist the help of a scientist. Dr. Marcus Graham. A man who was a genius but also quite possibly mad.

	Razul had commissioned Graham to build a device that could create antimatter. It was going to combine with the magic of the others at the ritual to punch a hole in reality and open the Dimensional Rift.

	In Vincent’s memories, the facility Graham had worked in was underground. It was beneath the spot Vincent had thought was his home. A facility built entirely underground. But if Razul had made it, then none of the logistics were mysterious at all. A city underground would be as easy for Razul to build as a snap of his fingers. Razul was a djinn. All Graham had to do was wish for the facility, and he would have had it.

	“How long has it been since you last heard from Jillian?” Vincent asked.

	“Two days,” Mateo said. Vincent looked at Dezzy.

	“Since Razul disappeared,” Vincent said almost to himself.

	“Oh, man. When the cat’s away, the mice will play,” Dezzy said.

	Without Razul calling the shots, Graham was likely free to do whatever he wanted now. Vincent’s memories of the man were scattered, but he knew he was dangerous. Left to his own devices with who knows what Razul had built for him, the potential for something devastating was more than present. Graham knew about the Dimensional Rift and what might exist beyond it more than anyone.

	“If Jillian’s so powerful, how did she get stuck in that place?”

	“Ask that again after we get there,” Mateo said.

	Vincent put the car in gear.

	“So how do we get there?”


Chapter 2

	 

	The road to the airfield was empty and ominous. Mateo had assured them that the tiny airfield was the only outward sign of the Abyss. It was a hangar with a small office and a landing strip in the middle of nowhere. The driveway off of the main road was a long stretch of dirt that kicked up dust. Their path must have been visible for miles around.

	Vincent was sure someone was going to see them coming. How could they not? If this was truly a secure facility, then they had to have security cameras and guards everywhere. But there was no sign from the outside that anyone knew they were coming. Indeed, it looked as though the airfield had been abandoned entirely. There were no cars and no signs of life.

	They pulled up next to the hangar and got out of the car. Mateo led them inside through the open doors. There was a small, private jet and assorted tools inside. A single door on the far side of the hangar was the young man’s destination.

	The door was heavy steel and looked like the sort of thing that might seal a bunker. The rivets in it were as big around as apples. Mateo stood in front of it and rubbed the back of his head.

	“This should be an elevator door,” he said.

	“Looks like they locked it down,” Vincent suggested. The younger man nodded.

	“Alright. We do it the hard way.”

	He rubbed his hands together as though warming them up. As he did so, another spiral of the rich, brown energy emerged around his hands. This one moved more slowly than the one he had shown off in the car that turned the ignition. It moved like a massive boring drill; the kind used to dig deep wells.

	The brown energy pulsed with the rhythm of his hand movements. Vincent watched, trying to understand how the power worked based on his understanding of other types of magic. He could wield necromancy with proficiency, and he was capable of using primal and blood. This new power was very different, and he could not see where Mateo was drawing it from. It was almost as though he were simply making it on his own from thin air.

	When the coil of energy was large enough, Mateo separated his hands. He held them out before his body, palms facing the door and fingers spread wide. He looked like he was expecting to catch a beach ball.

	The coil split in two, arcing like electricity towards each of his hands. The other end spiraled forward and latched onto the massive door. It twisted into the door like it was a drill, but there was no hole or visible mark left behind. The energy continued spinning and driving deeper as Mateo began to lift his hands.

	Sweat beaded on the young man’s forehead. The metal creaked and groaned. The coils of energy remained rigid, like extensions of his arms. As he lifted, the metal began to move. The door rose slowly, awkwardly, off the ground.

	With gritted teeth, Mateo growled deep in his throat. He began to spread his hands wider. The bottom of the massive metal security door began to warp. It bent up and out, like the top of a can when a can opener was spun around it.

	With a final push, the young man roared like an animal and spread his arms wide. The metal groaned and tore asunder, two pieces of the door shearing away from each other and flying to the left and the right as though blasted away in an explosion. One section crashed into the tail of the jet, crushing it completely. The other part burst through the hangar wall.

	“Wow,” Dezzy said.

	Mateo wiped his head on his sleeve and took another drink of water. The elevator door was visible now. There was a single button next to it. Dezzy walked up and pushed it, causing a tiny light to come on.

	“You okay?” Vincent asked. Mateo was breathing heavily.

	“You try tearing a reinforced blast door in half. See how you feel,” he said.

	“Just saying, if you need a minute—” Vincent began.

	The elevator door dinged then, and it opened. The interior was just a simple metal box with polished walls. Dezzy got in first, and Mateo followed, with Vincent right behind.

	The button panel inside the elevator only had two options. The top was already
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