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Death hurts. 

Not for the dead, for they are beyond the chemical sensations of the body. 

Death hurts the living, the survivors whose souls are torn asunder by the passing of those they loved. Violent death creates trauma, both for the living and for the world in which they inhabit. The fabric of reality absorbs the energy of violence, creating pockets of hateful energy. Most cities had an area stained with murderous intent, so prominent the number of lives lost to violence. 

Hate begets hate. 

This was the situation on the planet the locals called Earth. Negativity flowed like sewer water through the minds of even the most positive thinkers. The human animal wasn’t used to constant fear, so tensions ran high. People who were ordinarily loving and compassionate now stared at their neighbors with suspicion. Division reigned among social groups to the point that any attempt at cohesion was impossible. 

Even the Archons, those spiritual masters of the human mind, were afraid. Every child born on Earth received an invisible Archon on their frail little bodies, a creature that would secretly feed on their energy and whisper notions of fear into the growing human mind. But, for all their power and control, they knew that in the end they’d be sustenance for the beasts that lay on the other side of death. That terror permeated every human mind they were attached to, causing the primate body to live in a state of high anxiety. Violence broke out in the most innocuous of places; many believed another world war was just around the corner. 

They were correct, just not in the way they believed. 

These were Mother Bones’s rather dour thoughts as she went through her daily ritual of tending to her plants. She tried to keep her thoughts positive—plants, after all, could feel the emotions of their carers, and the last thing she needed was a crop of suicidal plants. She dusted her hands on her gardening apron and picked up a watering can. She was a tall woman, albeit getting stooped with age. In her younger years, she’d been told she was quite beautiful “for a Negro,” which, for some reason, horny white boys always thought was a clever pick-up line. She’d never considered that a compliment and had even cracked a few jaws for spouting those words. It was a wonder she hadn’t been lynched. 

More negative thoughts. It was becoming a habit. She forced herself to focus on what she was doing, on the rich smell of the soil, the love she felt for things that grow in the earth. 

But she was a psychic herself - possibly the most powerful on the planet - and it was nigh impossible for her to cut herself off from the waves of fear and panic rolling over the Earth. 

“You’ve watered those three times now,” Boleyn told her.

Mother Bones looked down and frowned. She was trying to grow a rose bush in the thin soil on either side of the entrance to her little house. The endeavor wasn’t going well. Lost Souls was an amazing spot to house those with no place in the outside world, but it wasn’t conducive to plant life. They were underground, for one, but there was a sun that shone down on them and a sky, corresponding to the outside daylight hours, and a moon that rose with the stars at night, exactly matching the real stars one could see from the surface. Just how that was accomplished was a mystery to the inhabitants of Lost Souls. It was old technology, possibly belonging to the ancient race they’d taken to calling the Pistis Sophia. It worked, and that’s all anyone cared about right now. But whatever heat that weird technological sun gave off, it wasn’t what plants needed to grow properly. And there was definitely no rain, just an endless cheery Spring. She was about ready to give up and build a greenhouse. 

She gave the small Korean woman a scowl that wasn’t without affection and chuffed. “Well, they probably need a good drink. It’s not like we’re going to get any rainfall down here.” 

“As you say,” Boleyn replied, continuing with her task of pruning dead leaves. 

Mother Bones had no idea the age of the younger woman - she could have been twenty or forty for all anyone knew. She’d been in the employ of a rather nasty man who’d purchased her from the black market. Boleyn was the daughter of a woman forced into prostitution and had been assaulted many times herself. Instead of seeing her as the assistant to an enemy, Mother Bones had taken her for a victim who just needed a stern but loving hand. After the death of her boss, Mother Bones had taken Boleyn under her wing and - with permission - used her psychic powers to free the girl from the trauma and pain that had defined her life. In return, Boleyn decided to serve as Mother Bones’s caregiver, a title that rankled Mother Bones to no end. The fact that she actually did need the girl to help her remember silly things like taking her heart medication made it even worse. Being a powerful psychic (her "knack," she called it) apparently did not free one from the effects of aging. She’d resisted Daemon Kincaide’s offer to learn techniques that might lead to potential immortality. She’d already seen that her life had a beginning and a definite end, and it would be a fool’s errand to attempt to circumvent that. She’d told him she had business on the other side and that was that. Daemon knew better than to argue with her. 

Death had been on her mind a lot lately. Not her death, mind. That was still a way off. But a while back, before she’d come to live in this weird underground city, she’d interrogated an agent, and he’d told her about an enemy that ate fear. Luce, Lost Souls’ caretaker, had told her this enemy lay on the other side of death, but he had no idea what that meant. 

That worried her. There were two worlds, as far as she could see: one with the living, another with the dead. They were intertwined, and both appeared infinite. 

The land of the dead had many layers and just as many names: the void, the astral planes, on and on. 

But what lay beyond that? Nothing she could see, but maybe that was a mystery an older woman with a human brain and bad knees wasn’t meant to solve. Perhaps that was part of the business she had when her lifeline ran out. 

The Enemy lay on the other side of death. 

What did that mean? 

Mother Bones had an itch on her forehead that indicated her knack was working, which was curious because psychic powers were rarely needed for horticulture. She’d tried talking to her plants on a psychic level, of course, but discovered their thoughts too obtuse. They didn’t have a consciousness like humans or even animals. They existed in a faint cloud of awareness that was only concerned with the act of growing and, for the most part, had no concept of individuality. All plants of a type saw themselves as the same plant and had a faint enmity towards plants of differing types. Ironic, Mother Bones thought, that human beings considered plants as being peaceful - part of the beauty of nature - but on a psychic level, all plants were obsessed with killing other plants and taking over their territory. Nature was a constant war zone, albeit one being waged so slowly that human beings didn’t notice. 

She sometimes wondered if that were true on a higher level; perhaps there were god-like civilizations out there that took no notice of the wars of human beings because they were too small and too slow for a people of higher frequency. 

Strange thoughts. Speaking of obtuse thoughts, Mother Bones slowly realized her inner dialogue was sluggish, as if she were trying to talk underwater. 

Someone was shouting, but the sound was muffled. Bolyne’s face swam into view, her features a mask of concern. The angle of her face was all wrong, Mother Bones thought. Was she on the ground? How had that happened? She didn’t remember having a fall. 

Oh Lord, am I having a stroke? 

She hadn’t foreseen that, but the future was always in motion, and some things had changed, especially since all that weird business with the detective, Dirk Garrick, in Kansas City. Multiple timelines running together. Gave her a headache. She thought they’d fixed all that, but maybe not. 

Black. 

No, not quite. Pinpricks of twinkling light against a blanket of darkness. She was in space. The constellations didn’t look right, but she wasn’t exactly an expert beyond looking for the Big Dipper. 

She wasn’t alone. All around her were tendrils of inky blackness, nearly invisible against the endless night of space. She could only detect their movement by watching as the stars winked on and off as the vast creatures passed by. 

Mother Bones shuddered. The Great Enemy. The Ialdabaoth. They surrounded her.

But yet…

They didn’t feel the same. She’d tried many times to get a feel for the Great Enemy and what they may be up to. The sensation had always left her sickened. They fed on emotions most people labeled as negative: fear, anger, depression, jealousy, rage. The death throes of a terrified victim were a smorgasbord of delicacies to the monstrous beasts. 

But the feel here was different. The emotions pouring forth from the creatures, nearly invisible against the blackness of space, were ones of sadness and resignation, not malevolence. A strange feeling behind her, one of relentless prodding, made her turn. Behind the creatures hung a series of what Mother Bones immediately thought of as space ships, although they bore little resemblance to anything she’d seen in the science fiction films Boleyn was always making her watch. These structures were vast, almost the size of small moons, and made entirely of crystal. No two were alike; they appeared grown rather than built. They reflected the light from a nearby sun and twinkled brightly, like little stars themselves. 

Mother Bones abruptly realized this vision was much older than any she’d had before, long before a vast war tore this galaxy apart and ended the reign of the alien creator gods the people of Earth called the Pistis Sophia. She’d heard the legends: the Wise Ones had created the giant Ialdabaoth to protect their borders, but in time the creatures turned on them. The Sophia only survived by opening a wormhole, the Sanguinary Gate, and disappearing into a far-off galaxy now called the Milky Way. They’d disappeared from the Milky Way too, after seeding various planets with life. Many speculated that they were still out there, in faraway galaxies, continuing to bring life to barren worlds. Mother Bones didn’t think so. Her visions had suggested they’d ascended (for lack of a better word), given up their physical bodies, and now existed as pure energy. 

But this vision was long before any of that, when the Sophia had control over their creations. Their goal seemed to be a little blue-green world not unlike Earth, except there seemed to be fewer continents, mostly one giant one, like the super-continent Pangea that had existed on Earth millions of years ago. 

And suddenly, as if noticing the little world caused a shift in her perspective, she was there, standing on a field of grass so green it looked like a painting. Animals frolicked around her, some looking like deer with entirely too many legs and big cats prowling around, some with multiple barbed tails. The animals were all agitated, as if they knew something was wrong but couldn't determine what. 

Mother Bones knew. She could see the Ialdabaoth coming into the upper atmosphere, strange dark shapes partially hidden by the clouds. The air changed from one of idyllic peacefulness to the electric sickness of a coming storm. The arrival of the dark gods was already changing the world, the clouds turning black and heavy, transforming the sunny day into near night. 

Something was about to happen; the animals could sense it, and so could Mother Bones. She wanted to be away from here, and she poured every ounce of her will into escaping this vision, but she might as well have been using a parasol against a hurricane. 

An intense wave of psychic energy poured over her; if she’d been in her body she’d surely have fallen to her knees or even passed out. She’d never felt anything so powerful, so overwhelming. There was no fighting back against such a thing. Perhaps for the first time, Mother Bones began to understand why these creatures were considered such a massive threat. If they were this powerful while under the yoke of their creators, how much more so were they without restraint? 

The animals were screaming. Mother Bones yanked her attention away from her own pain. All of them were on the ground, their bodies bubbling and roiling, as if massive changes were taking place deep inside. Time began to move fast; seasons came and went, the landscape changed from an idyllic pasture to barren rock, then back to pasture again, as if eons were flowing around her. The animals stood and began walking on their hind legs, becoming humanoid. She watched them turn into primitive hunter-gatherers, warring among themselves and the other species that had also evolved. Villages shifted into city-states with clay walls before making the long journey into sprawling metropolises with gleaming buildings and flying vehicles. Spears were replaced with bizarre-looking bows and arrows, then primitive projectile weapons, and finally energy weapons. The Ialdabaoth had disappeared for the longest time, but then abruptly reappeared, not as helpers this time, but as destroyers. The life force of the created beings was ripped from them to feed the beasts who’d grown even more monstrous in the intervening eons. Cities were leveled, and death came for all. The Great Enemy hovered in the clouds, blocking out sunlight and casting darkness, allowing their created killers, shadowy Tyrants, to roam the surface, leaving nothing alive. 

She watched in horror as a Tyrant, this one a shifting mass of barbed tails, speared a little bird and brought it into a gaping maw filled with razor-sharp teeth. Across the landscape, a thousand similar horrors filled her vision until she wanted to gauge out her eyes to prevent her from seeing more. 

Finally, Mother Bones found herself standing in a burnt-out wasteland, where only the wind moved. All life had been extinguished down to the smallest insect. She’d witnessed the birth of new life and the eventual extinction of that life in a matter of moments. Life and death. Birth and rebirth. 

And then she was awake, with a crowd looking worriedly down on her, none more so than Boleyn. “What happened, Old Mother?”

Mother Bones hated it when Boleyn called her that, but she was too rattled to fuss about it just now. “I don’t know. I saw the Enemy. I think we’ve misjudged them. They’re not what we thought.”

Boleyn’s brow furrowed. “In what way?”

Mother Bones shook her head. “I don’t know,” she repeated. “I just don’t know.” 

 







“No one has me beat in the naivete department,” Jonathan Tyler was saying as Sarah Kincaide walked into the conference room. She was back in Los Angeles after packing up her apartment in Kansas City. She’d placed much of her stuff in storage and paid off the remainder of her lease. For better or worse, she was a California girl for the time being. The constant warm weather was going to put a serious cramp in her penchant for black leather pants and long-sleeved Gothic-looking shirts, a style she was loath to give up. 

“Look, I’m hanging outside this recording studio with one of the engineers, and this girl walks by, pretty, blonde, shapely. This guy leers at her for a second, then leans in and says, ‘I wonder if the carpet matches the drapes.’ And I, without missing a beat, respond with, ‘I don’t know. I’ve never been to her house.”

Maci Davenport began to howl with laughter.

“And this guy looks at me like, what the fuck are you talking about, and I’m looking at him like, what the fuck are you talking about, and he finally shakes his head and walks off, and I’m thinking I’m just trying to appreciate a pretty girl, and this guy is talking about fucking interior design. Later, I tell the story to my bass player at the time, and he calls me a dumbass and explains the comment. And I still don’t get it. Why is that important? Did I sleep through something in sex ed? Is mismatched pubic/head hair a sign of chlamydia or something? If a girl takes her clothes off and the carpet doesn’t match the drapes, am I supposed to be offended? What’s the protocol? Grab my clothes and get the fuck out of there? What if her eyebrows don’t match her hair? Is that a big deal, too? Nobody would answer; they’d shake their heads and walk off. Men are fucking weird.”

At some point, Maci had laughed so hard she’d fallen out of her chair. “I gotta say,” She said, climbing back up, wiping tears from her eyes, and smoothing back her straight red hair, which tended toward static when the weather was humid. “You getting your pipes cleaned on a regular basis has really loosened you up. I approve.”

Sarah gave Maci a dirty look that wasn’t without affection while giving Mr. Tyler a peck on the cheek. “Quit being crass. You have no idea what we may or may not be doing.” She tried to take a mental snapshot of the scene: Tyler, the gothic rock star, looking perplexed, Maci on the ground, laughing. It might make an interesting painting. She’d recently rediscovered the joys of attempting to capture the world in oils, a love that she shared with Luce, the devilish caretaker of Lost Souls. His paintings were more lifelike, almost startlingly so, whereas she tended toward abstraction, possibly because of her nearsightedness. Without her contacts, the world was a strange amalgamation of blobs of colors that could be friends, strangers, or household furniture. Lately, she’d taken to wearing her glasses to give her eyes a break, which, combined with her straight dark hair, prompted Maci to declare her resemblance to the Baroness from the G.I. Joe comics. Sarah knew that forbidding the younger woman from using that as a nickname would only make it stick, so she tried her best to ignore it, no matter how loudly Maci shouted it at her. Both she and Luce had a passion for painting the strange beauty of the Shadow Kingdom. Luce used a few in his art showings, hopefully getting the public used to seeing Therion-Ka as creatures to be admired and even loved. Sarah’s vision was more intimate; she desired to show the love and camaraderie they all shared. Perhaps she should look into having an art showing, if she could ever find the time.

Maci stared at the ceiling. “Your apartment is right above mine,” she said innocently. “Unless you’ve both become devoutly and loudly religious, I’m guessing there’s a lot of Hop on Pop going on up there.” 

Tyler turned bright red, which always amused Sarah. The man had been a rock star for over a decade and had seen - and participated - in all manner of debauchery. Still, he couldn’t actually discuss sex without becoming profoundly embarrassed. Embarrassment was also the only time his pale features acquired any real color. 

“I told you we should have gone to my place,” he whispered, careful not to make eye contact with, well, anyone. 

“She’d have snuck in and listened at the door,” Sarah answered. 

“It’s true,” Maci said without an ounce of remorse. 

“Am I interrupting another intellectual discussion?” 

They turned to see Tala Williams enter the room. Sarah gave her a curious glance. She’d run into them earlier in their masculine form of Mato. They were a genderling, able to shift between male and female forms at will. Unlike most shape-shifters Sarah was familiar with, Mato/Tala moving between bodies apparently took time and concentration. Lately, they’d been pretending to be brother and sister, ostensibly to throw the Dominion off. To the best of anyone’s knowledge, their human enemies had no clue that shape-shifters existed, an advantage they’d hoped to keep in the days to come. 

They were on the top floor of the Lakota Building, which, to outsiders, was the West Coast arm of Shadowlux Financial, a private investment firm that owned over a dozen major and minor corporations. It was also the headquarters of the mystic Xanluisei, guardians of the Shadow Kingdom. There was a sister building, Shadowlux Security in New York, that kept watch over Lost Souls, a refuge primarily for noncombatants. Everyone in the Lakota Building was trained to fight. The building itself was named after Mato/Tala’s Native American tribe and even had an area off the lobby with artifacts and a history of the Lakota people. Elementary schools sometimes stopped by on field trips to view the museum rooms. 

In between them, located deep underneath the Denver, Colorado airport, lay the Dominion, an ancient xenophobic order dedicated to the eradication of all non-human life on Earth. While Shadowlux consolidated its power in the corporate world, the Dominion primarily installed its operatives in governments worldwide. 

There were other headquarters for both sides in different countries, but the main struggle had moved to America, where the majority of the battles were fought, mostly in secret. 

But a third party had entered the fray over the past few years, a terrorist group composed of Shadow Kingdom members who’d grown tired of hiding in fear for their lives. Known as the Kashutre, they had broken up a centuries-old stalemate, and a war that once waged in secret was threatening to spill out into the main eye of the public any day now.

There was also an ancient alien spaceship hidden on the dark side of the moon, but Sarah had decided that was just a bit too much to worry about right now and had taken to ignoring it. 

Tala caught Sarah’s unspoken question about her appearance and smiled. “No cloak and dagger. Sage and I are going out tonight with some of our lesbian friends.”

Sarah nodded and kept her counsel. Dr. Elizabeth Sage was a neurophysiologist who’d come to work for the Lakota Corporation after a round of bigotry concerning her being transgender had forced her out of a promising research career. She’d begun dating Mato/Tala, and apparently they had different friends depending on which sex the Genderling presented that day. Sarah wasn’t quite sure how the two of them explained the situation to people who weren’t aware of the shapeshifting. Possibly people believed Sage was in a polycule with a brother and sister, which was odd, but nobody commented because Sage was from Oklahoma. It was the considered opinion of most Californians that incestuous relationships were the norm out in the Midwest. 

“So, where’s our intrepid leader?” Tyler asked, inadvertently sparing the room an awkward comment from Maci. She despised silences and would talk about anything to fill the space. 

“He’s aboard the Xanluisei craft,” Tala replied. That was the alien spaceship behind the moon that Sarah was trying hard not to think about, except that people kept bringing it up. “He’s working on seeing what technology we might be able to adapt and use here. While he’s gone, we have a mission.” 

“What’s that?” Sarah asked. 

“We need to find Kasheera.” 

“And kill her,” Maci said. 

“No, we need to interrogate her. When you threw her into the Sanguinary Gate-” 

“Ninja kicked her,” Maci corrected.

“Sorry, ninja kicked her; she appeared around nineteen years old. But when she reappeared, she looked in her mid-forties. And, according to you,” Tala nodded her head at Sarah, “Kasheera claimed she’d been gone for an eternity, though to us it was only a few months.” 

Tala was referring to the events nearly two years ago, when the leader of the Kashutre, Nicodemus, opened the Sanguinary Gate in Kansas City. Sarah had channeled the power of a goddess and closed the gate, but not before some nasty things had gotten through. Maci had also kicked Kasheera into the gate, but somehow she’d returned, looking older, deadlier, and apparently with a plan that might spell doom for the entire universe. 

“She also claimed the Ialdabaoth no longer exist, that they’d been dead for millions of years, but they used to exist, and that that was some kind of key to understanding what was happening.” 

“So, we’re talking about time travel,” Maci said. 

“It would appear so,” Tala said. 

“Cool. I’m pulling out the Doctor Who cosplay.”

“She also mentioned Ascension,” Sarah continued, “Said it had something to do with the three Sin crystals; they’d remade her into an instrument for Ascension, whatever that means.” 

“We need to find out,” Tala said. “Sarah, I’d like you and Maci to form a small team and find Kasheera. For now, just observe, but don’t attempt an abduction. We don’t know what powers she may have gained from her time away.”

“And how are we supposed to do that?” Maci asked, putting her platform boots up on the table. “Does she put location data on her Instagram photos?”

“You’re going to start by staking out Reflex Point,” Tala said gravely. 

“Fuckin’ cool!” Maci yelled, almost falling out of her seat. “Werewolf Central!” 

“I was under the impression we didn’t know where Reflex Point was,” Tyler frowned.

“We didn’t until recently. Your detective friend in Kansas City helped a young woman escape from the D’ja Hayyoth, who were hunting her for reasons we’re still unsure of.”

“I heard about that,” Sarah said. “The Dominion came damn close to learning about Therion-Ka.”

“We’re operating under the assumption that the Dominion will eventually figure out our little secret, if they haven’t already,” Tala said. “Garrick did an admirable job, but eventually the sheer number of coincidences will make them suspicious. We’ve been closely monitoring all known Therion-ka in case the Dominion starts taking prisoners. And that’s becoming more and more likely.”

“Why’s that?” Tyler asked. 

“The number of Therion-Ka awakenings,” Tala said. “It’s increasing. For centuries, awakenings could be counted on one hand, leading to legends of vampires and werewolves. But in the beginning of the 21st century, awakenings started to happen more and more often. And once the Sanguinary Gate opened? We’ve had nearly a thousand awakenings since then.”

Even Maci was shocked. “That can’t be a coincidence.”

“No, it isn’t. And that’s only counting the ones who’ve found their way to Lost Souls. Adding in ones who ended up with the Kashutre and the Shadow Kingdom may have tripled in size over the past year.” 

“Going to be real hard to hide with so many shapeshifters wandering about,” Tyler said. 

“Indeed,” Tala said. “We may have to reassess all our plans to account for what’s going to happen when the human world finds out. And that’s practically a given at this point.” 

“Wait,” Maci held up a hand. “How can the Dominion not know about the Therion-Ka? Those Templars I encountered back in the warehouse watched two Hayyoth shape-shift, and none of them acted surprised.”

“You need to attend more briefings,” Tyler told her. “Right now, the Dominion believes that we have some kind of technology or sorcery that prevents people from seeing us as we truly are. They don’t realize we’re full shape-shifters. They think it’s just some kind of disguise.” 

“That’s dumb.”

“Well, remember, most of the Dominion believe we’re demons in the service of the Devil and we have access to magic spells that can cloud human perceptions. And most of us can shift very quickly, which has led them to the conclusion it’s just a disguise being dropped.”

“This belief has helped us hide,” Tala pointed out. “They’re specifically searching for what they believe are disguised demons. Since they never actually find one, it helps conceal our actual numbers, which, as I said, appear to be growing.” 

“And they waste a lot of time attempting to develop psychic skills or tech that enables them to pierce a non-existent deception,” Tyler added. 

“I see. They’re still dumb. So, where is Reflex Point?” Maci asked, practically drooling. 

“Montana. Near Great Falls. It’s been a hotspot of UFO sightings for years. Reflex Point is deep underground, but it apparently connects to tunnels that humans can reach. God only knows what’s happened to anyone who stumbled down there by accident.” 

“They became puppy chow.”

“Doubtful, the rumors that D’ja Hayyoth consume human flesh were ones they started themselves to keep people away. But we can assume the humans didn’t survive the experience. I should note we don’t have the exact location; you’ll have to go to Great Falls and do some reconnaissance.” Tala leaned to look Maci square in the eyes. “Quietly.”

“You wound me, Ma’am,” Maci said, feigning offense. “I am the soul of discretion.” 

A series of loud coughs erupted around the table. Maci stuck her tongue out at, well, everyone. 

“Jason Magus has suspended his acting career to guard the Book of Nine full-time. Tyler, I believe you have a tour coming up?”

“Yeah, mostly overseas,” Tyler responded. “Europe, Japan, places I haven’t been to since the Twilight Killers. Daemon’s put me into contact with Therion-Ka who need assistance being smuggled into the United States.”

“That’s going to be tough with the President cracking down on immigration,” Sarah said. 

“Tell me about it,” Tyler groaned. “Some of them have difficulty maintaining a human form. We’ll have to be extra careful.”

“So, it’s settled then,” Tala said. “Sarah, come find me when you’re ready to go. And all of you be damned careful. We’ve seen no signs of Tyrants, but Kasheera acted like they were her personal pets. We don’t know what that means, but it can’t be anything good.” 







Jason Magus’s thoughts unknowingly mirrored those of Mother Bones. He was now the official guardian of the Book of Nine and had discovered that spending great swaths of time around the tome caused one's thoughts to swirl around death continually. Magus himself was a Therion-Ka - a human born with the soul of a highly evolved animal - and thus he had a special relationship with the Book of Nine. The information contained within had allowed a previous incarnation - Prince Skli’tar, a feline K’sa Hayyoth from the Sirius star system - to be reborn time and time again, until finally emerging into the consciousness of his current form. How many lives had he lived, unknowing what lay buried deep in his soul? He was no longer a dual being; the thoughts of Magus and Skli’tar had merged into one in his mind. He no longer knew where one ended and the other began. Was this why he’d been drawn into acting? In many ways, all the roles he’d played were just metaphors for the lives he’d led while his true self lay buried deep in his soul. Even his current life as Jason Magus was merely a convenient fiction overlaying the creature known as Skli’tar. This didn’t distress Magus as much as it did others. In fact, assuming that his life was merely a role he was playing had lifted some of the emotional heaviness that had plagued him since























OPS/images/ErebusLogo1RedWhite.jpg





