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To them, I am Shadowborn. Why do they always call me Shadowborn? That is not my name. I am no hack-wizard's familiar. I tell them I'm not called that, and they just ignore me. My name is Blake; I am no fake. They know it, so why do they keep calling me Shadowborn? They think I'm a wizard because their food drugged them. Which is driving them insane, I warned them of the poison in their food, running through their veins, so they called me a wizard. I may be what they think I am, but that is not my name; I'm lost in time from a future time,  To them, I am Shadowborn. Why do they always call me Shadowborn? That is not my name. I am no hack-wizard's familiar. I tell them I'm not called that, and they just ignore me. My name is Blake; I am no fake. They know it, so why do they keep calling me Shadowborn? They think I'm a wizard because their food drugged them. Which is driving them insane, I warned them of the poison in their food, running through their veins, so they called me a wizard. I may be what they think I am, but that is not my name; I'm lost in time from a future time,  To them, I am Shadowborn. Why do they always call me Shadowborn? That is not my name. I am no hack-wizard's familiar. I tell them I'm not called that, and they just ignore me. My name is Blake; I am no fake. They know it, so why do they keep calling me Shadowborn? They think I'm a wizard because their food drugged them. Which is driving them insane, I warned them of the poison in their food, running through their veins, so they called me a wizard. I may be what they think I am, but that is not my name; I'm lost in time from a future time,  To them, I am Shadowborn. Why do they always call me Shadowborn? That is not my name. I am no hack-wizard's familiar. I tell them I'm not called that, and they just ignore me. My name is Blake; I am no fake. They know it, so why do they keep calling me Shadowborn? They think I'm a wizard because their food drugged them. Which is driving them insane, I warned them of the poison in their food, running through their veins, so they called me a wizard. I may be what they think I am, but that is not my name; I'm lost in time from a future time, I am not the wizard Shadowborn.

Hear this version of the song here

https://youtu.be/HKu0Ct3331Q
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Chapter 1

The Vanishing Act (Melbourne, 2013) 
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The theatre lights rose in a warm golden wash, catching the gilt embroidery on Blake Fire’s tuxedo and making him look every bit the star the posters promised. The crowd murmured with anticipation — families, couples, curious tourists — all packed into the grand old Melbourne theatre for one reason: to see Blake Fire perform the impossible.

Blake stepped forward, cane in hand, ruffled shirt gleaming under the spotlights. His smile was bright, confident, and just a little wicked.

“Hello,” he said, voice smooth as velvet. “Welcome to my show. I am Blake Fire.”

The audience applauded. He basked in it for a heartbeat, then swept an arm toward the wings.

“And he,” Blake announced, “is my assistant, Max Starfire.”

Max emerged with the reluctant grace of a cat shoved into a bath. Tall, pale, and dressed in a matching tuxedo that he clearly hated, Max shot Blake a look sharp enough to cut glass.

“How many times must I tell you,” Max hissed under his breath to his partner the Grand Reaper, “I’m your partner, Grand Deaf.” 

Blake’s handsome blue eyes narrowed. “I must invite you over for a bloody stake,” he muttered, just loud enough for Max to hear.

The vampire king, Max, pulled his horns in and behaved, He grimaced and plastered on a smile for the audience. “Happy to assist,” he lied.

The crowd laughed, thinking it all part of the act.

Blake twirled his cane, the picture of theatrical charm. But beneath the showmanship, magic simmered. Real magic. The kind no audience would ever believe, even if they saw it.

He raised his hand, fingers curling in a subtle gesture. The air shimmered. The lights dimmed. A hush fell over the theatre.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Blake said, “for my next illusion... I will vanish.”

Max rolled his eyes. “Again.”

Blake winked at him. “Try to keep up.”

He stepped into the centre of the stage. The spotlight tightened. The audience leaned forward.

Blake snapped his fingers.

A burst of golden sparks erupted around him — dazzling, swirling, rising like fireflies. The crowd gasped. Max folded his arms, unimpressed but watchful.

Blake’s body began to blur, edges dissolving into smoke.

This was the part where he usually slipped through the veil, reappearing backstage with a smug grin before strolling back out to applause.

But tonight... something went wrong.

The smoke thickened. The lights flickered. A cold wind swept across the stage, rattling the curtains.

Max’s expression shifted from boredom to alarm.

“Blake?” he called.

Blake didn’t answer. His form flickered like a candle in a storm.

The golden sparks turned blue.

The air cracked.

Max took a step forward. “Blake!”

The audience murmured, confused. Some clapped, thinking it was part of the show.

Blake’s outline twisted — not dissolving, but pulled, as if an invisible hand had grabbed him by the spine.

The stage lights flared white.

Max lunged toward him.

Blake vanished.

Not into smoke. Not into a trapdoor. Not backstage.

Gone.

Completely, utterly gone.

Max skidded to a halt, staring at the empty space where his partner had stood. His chest rose and fell in sharp, panicked breaths. He looked behind the curtains, under the stage, into the wings.

Nothing.

The audience laughed nervously, waiting for Blake to pop out with a flourish.

Max’s voice cracked as he shouted, “Blake!”

Silence answered him.

And somewhere far from Melbourne — far from 2013 — Blake Fire slammed into the earth in a cold rye field under a moonlit, storm-torn sky.

Lightning struck him the moment he landed.

It wasn’t a clean strike; it arced through him like a furious accusation. His body jolted, his teeth rattled, and for a heartbeat he saw nothing but white fire. When the flash faded, he was still alive — annoyed, soaked, and lying face-first in mud.

“Brilliant,” Blake muttered, spitting out a mouthful of wet dirt. “Absolutely brilliant.”

Rain hammered down in sheets, turning the field into a swamp. He pushed himself upright, boots slipping, splashing mud up his coat and into his face. His gold-embroidered tuxedo — the pride of his wardrobe — was now a sodden disaster.

He plucked a stalk of rye off his lapel and glared at it as if it had personally offended him. Something about it looked wrong. Misshapen. Diseased.

Curiosity flickered.

Blake reached into an inner pocket and pulled out a pair of glasses — not magical, just practical. He slipped them on and examined the rye more closely.

The colour. The texture. The blackened sclerotia.

His breath caught.

“Ergot,” he whispered. “Oh, you have got to be kidding me.”

He recognised it instantly — the mould responsible for hallucinations, convulsions, and the hysteria that fuelled the Salem witch hunts. He’d seen it in a documentary once, narrated by a man who sounded like he’d swallowed a thesaurus.

Blake looked around at the endless field, the storm, the moonlight, the unfamiliar horizon.

“Oh no,” he said. “No, no, no.”

He snapped his fingers. A ripple of magic washed over him, zapping the mud off his clothes in a crackle of blue light. His tuxedo dried instantly, though the rain continued to pour.

He turned — and froze.

Someone stood behind him.

A tall, dark silhouette. Unmoving. Impossible.

Blake’s heart lurched. “How— How! This is impossible.”

The figure stepped forward, rain sliding off him like he wasn’t entirely solid.

“You’re telling me,” the man said.

Blake blinked. “It must have been the lightning.”

“You may be right,” said Blake’s friend — the one person who should never have been able to follow him through time.

The storm rumbled overhead.

Blake stared at him, soaked, stunned, and suddenly very aware that whatever had dragged him out of Melbourne had not done it alone.

Blake squinted through the rain at the tall, hooded figure standing behind him. Even in the storm’s chaos, Mortimer looked impossibly calm — a skeletal silhouette wrapped in shadow, scythe resting against his shoulder like a bored security guard.

“Where are we, Mortimer?” Blake asked, wiping mud off his face.

Mortimer sniffed the air like a bloodhound made of bones. “A rye field.”

“I can see that,” Blake said. “Where?”

Mortimer threw up his hands — or the closest thing a reaper had to hands. “How the hell should I know?”

Blake sighed. “Well, we should be nice and tell the locals about the ergot.”

Mortimer stared at him. “Good idea. You do it.”

Blake blinked. “Me?”

“Yes, you,” Mortimer said. “I’ll scare people. I’ll go invisible.”

He shimmered, his form thinning into mist until only the faint outline of a hood remained — then even that dissolved.

Blake exhaled. “Yes. That’s probably for the best.”

He adjusted his coat, straightened his frilled shirt, and began trudging through the muddy rye toward the distant flicker of lanterns.

Mortimer’s invisible footsteps followed behind him, silent but unmistakably present — a cold ripple in the air, a shift in the shadows, a reminder that Blake was never truly alone.

Together, they wandered off toward town.
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