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Hello family, friends, and 

fans! 

This issue we are talking 

about villains and antiheroes. 

What makes these characters 

so beloved is understanding 

the way their minds work. 

What made them choose to 

be what they became?  

I think you’ll find some 

interesting motivations within 

these pages. And for all of 

you writers out there, let this 

be a lesson for you. What 

makes your villain tick? 

What makes them do what 

they do? What is the all 

elusive why behind their 

actions? This is the key to 

creating compelling 

characters. 

One book that I would 

highly recommend to anyone 

wanting help with creating 

the why behind a character 

and to really dig deep into 

their psyche is Lisa Cron’s 

Story Genius. It has helped 

my writing tremendously and 

is one of the best things I 

have ever read. I do not get a 

kickback for suggesting this 

book, I just really love it that 

much.  

Another thing I wanted to 

talk about is the state of the 

world today. As is in our 

mission statement, we want 

to give a voice to the 

voiceless and help uplift 

marginalized and minority 

writers. I think I can speak 

for all of the Write of Passion 

team when I say that we 

support BLM and recognize 

the pain inflicted. We stand 

with you. We support you.  

Finally, by the time this 

will be published, the 

anthology we have been 

working on will be out. Get 

Fractured Realities: A Write 

of Passion Literary Journal 

Anthology in e-book or 

paperback to get some of the 

stories we have published 

over the last year.  

Writers, if you want to be 

a part of the anthologies, 

there are three steps. First, 

get your work accepted to the 

journal (currently unpaid, but 

we are trying to change that). 

Second, don’t publish the 

work on your blog or website 

after the six months of first 

publication rights are up. 

Third, sign the contract for 

first publication rights in our 

anthology, join the Facebook 

group for the 

anthologies, 

and do your 

part of the 

marketing. 

You will be 

guided through 

the marketing 

process by our 

team, so all 

you will have 

to do is 

schedule the 

posts and make 

a couple 

graphics, 

though most of the graphics 

will be provided for you.  

At the time of this 

writing, the anthology, 

though still on preorder (only 

for a couple days) already hit 

a number one new release in 

a category on Amazon. You 

could be an Amazon 

bestselling author if we do 

our marketing right and 

everybody does their part!  

Catch up with Write of 

Passion on Facebook, 

Twitter, and Instagram as 

well as our website, and with 

me on Facebook, Twitter, 

Instagram, and my website.  

That’s all for now. Until 

next time! 

 

Letter from the Editor 
By Allison Hinkle 

http://www.facebook.com/writeofpassion1
http://twitter.com/writeofpassion1
http://www.instagram.com/writeofpassion
http://writeofpassion.com/
http://www.facebook.com/HayleyGAuthor
http://twitter.com/HayleyGAuthor
http://www.instagram.com/HayleyGAuthor
http://www.instagram.com/HayleyGAuthor
http://hayleygauthor.com/
http://www.facebook.com/HayleyGAuthor
https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities
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Meet the Staff Spotlights 

K.T. Seto is writer, curvemudgeon and all-around renaissance 

woman. She has an addiction to coffee and a sense of humor that gets 

her into trouble most days. K.T. has been writing stories since she 

could hold a number two and wallows in “what if.” Most of her 

works are speculative fiction and run the gamut from paranormal 

urban fantasy to science fiction with all things in between. K.T. has a 

love of unique characters, a nose for trouble and a desire to see her 

stories all over the world. She currently lives just outside the capital 

in Maryland where she shares her home with several interesting 

characters who have decided they love it there and won't go away. 

 

You can find her on Facebook, Instagram, Twitter, and her website. 

Ashley Wong is a published author who writes YA fantasy from her 

home in Florida. She runs a blog called Clever & WTF with her sister, 

where they both share their fantasy and speculative fiction stories. When 

she is not writing, she spends time with her husband and her rescue dog, 

Amy. Ashley is a coffee addict with a fondness for cupcakes. While she 

uses her passion for justice as a victim advocate, she also enjoys writing 

daring female characters who fight against injustice in their own world. 

Be sure to connect with her on Facebook and check out her blog. 

Contact Ashley for any questions or suggestions regarding advertising 

across all platforms, and suggestions on how to get more engagement 

across all platforms. Her email address is: ashley@writeofpassion.com. 

https://www.facebook.com/KatAboutThat/
https://www.instagram.com/kataboutthat/
https://twitter.com/kat_about
http://www.ktseto.com/
http://www.facebook.com/ashleykaywong
http://cleverandwtf.wordpress.com/
mailto:ashley@writeofpassion.com
https://www.facebook.com/KatAboutThat/
http://www.facebook.com/ashleykaywong
http://www.writeofpassion.com
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Nikki Louw is a 

chocolate-loving fantasy 

author who is immersed in a 

life of creativity. She is an 

actress and dancer who runs a 

musical theatre [sic] 

production company. Her 

first novel, The Vulture King, 

was recently released by 

BLKDOG Publishing, and 

she is currently working on 

the sequel, tentatively titled 

Fire Wasp.  

When she isn’t writing, 

her kids and dogs keep her 

busy. “The girls have to get 

to school, and the dogs jump 

up on the bed every morning 

at 5 a.m. There’s no choice 

but to be an early bird in our 

home.” 

 

About her daily schedule, 

she said, “In terms of a 

typical day, I don’t really 

have one. I’m an actress, so 

some days I have castings, or 

I’ll be busy rehearsing a 

show. I shoot TV 

commercials and I also teach 

drama. I try to write in the 

mornings while the girls are 

at school, but often life gets 

in the way of that.” Like so  

many writers, especially 

writers who are parents, her 

biggest professional 

challenge is finding time to 

write. She says it is a 

juggling act every day.   

When asked about her 

recent success, she said, 

“Landing my first publishing 

deal was a lifelong dream 

come true. Querying can be a 

demoralizing process, as the 

constant stream of rejections 

can really make you doubt 

yourself and your book. But 

when you finally get that yes, 

there’s absolutely no feeling 

like it.”  Her advice to new 

writers is to swap your work 

with trusted writer friends for 

critiques. Other pairs of eyes 

on your work can be 

enormously helpful. 

When asked if she could 

switch jobs with anyone, her 

answer was an inspiring no. 

“I can say absolutely 

honestly, that I love my work 

so much that I can’t imagine 

another field I’d want to be 

involved in. Sometimes we 

are lucky enough that our 

work is also our passion, 

which is definitely true for 

me.” 

  

Some of her favorite 

things are quality wooded 

chardonnay, ballet, and 

contemporary dance. Nikki is 

a big fan of The Princess 

Bride. Her favorite line from 

that or any movie is, “Hello. 

My name is Inigo Montoya. 

You killed my father. Prepare 

to die.”  

If she could choose any 

mentor in the world, she 

would choose Terry Pratchett 

for his humor and 

breathtaking worldbuilding. 

 

Some fun facts about 

Nikki are: 

“I’m so grumpy if you 

wake me up in the night that 

my kids have learnt [sic] to 

wake up their father rather 

than me. I would eat cereal 

for every meal of the day and 

be perfectly happy. Until all 

my teeth fell out, that is.  

I’m a pretty good water skier. 

I’ve lived in Cape Town, 

Colorado and London.” 

 

Nikki lives by her 

personal mantra of practicing 

kindness. “Be kind,” she 

says. “It sounds so terribly 

simple but most of the good 

things in life have to do with 

kindness. I firmly believe that 

what goes around, comes 

around. So, make sure that 

what you’re putting out into 

the world is something you’re 

happy to receive back.”

 
 

  

Author Spotlight: 

Nikki Louw 
By Amy Fenster 
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Rating: 4 out of 5 broken ribs 

The Sick trilogy by Christa Wojciechowski 

is a psychological horror series, somewhat 

reminiscent in a way of 50 Shades of Grey, 

although written much better and dealing with a 

much darker subject. Suze and John have been 

married for a number of years, and their quality 

of life has deteriorated at about the same rate as 

John’s health. He is bedridden, and Suze is his 

caretaker. The series, told from Suze’s point of 

view, describes the events in their lives as Suze 

realizes that John’s illness may not be as 

mysterious and undiagnosable as she had 

thought. 

John is not a particularly likable character at 

the beginning of the book and continues to be 

petulant and disagreeable for most of the series. 

Suze also can be unsympathetic, but she is 

committed to John and his welfare, and she 

clearly takes her wedding vows very seriously, 

which is laudable considering the extremely 

difficult and unpleasant living situation she is in.   

The trilogy really needs to be read in its 

entirety, and it’s not for everyone. The subject 

matter is disturbing, and the ultimate conclusion 

is satisfying for John and Suze, but may not sit 

well with some readers. Those who are fans of 

true crime and/or medical thrillers may figure 

out the twist in the series relatively easily, but 

Wojciechowski is an excellent writer and it is 

worth reading to see how this odd Cinderella-

type tale turns out.  

Find the first book in the Sick series on 

Amazon. 

 

 

 

 

Rating: 5 out of 5 cobalt orbs 

Cobalt, by Kristin Baker, is a young adult 

steampunk novel. Kate is the sole survivor of an 

accident at her father’s factory, which mines 

both iron and cobalt. Cobalt is a mysterious 

element which has mutating and deadly effects 

on most who come into contact with it. It has 

created dangerous creatures in the forests, so 

people must remain in their walled-in towns to 

avoid death. 

Kate’s aunt has come to raise her after the 

death of her parents, but she is an abusive and 

neglectful guardian, so Kate decides to run 

away. She escapes by stowing away on an 

airship, where she is discovered by Anthia. 

Anthia and then Milek accompany her on 

journey as she learns the truth about her own 

relationship with cobalt, the fate of her father, 

and her wicked aunt. 

Cobalt is a fantastic yarn. It contains non-

stop adventure, engaging characters, and enough 

suspense to keep one reading through the night. 

It fits in well with adventure tales like Treasure 

Island, Swallows and Amazons, and Tamora 

Pierce’s Song of the Lioness series. Baker’s 

descriptions and pacing are superb, as is her 

character development. Cobalt’s universe is 

worth visiting, and hopefully Baker will revisit 

it in more books to come. 

Check out Cobalt on Amazon. 

 

Book Reviews 

Cobalt  

by 

Kristen 

Baker 

Review  

of Sick series  

by Christa 

Wojciechowski 

By Carrollee Hevener 

 

https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/Cobalt-Kristin-Baker/dp/1704651387
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/Cobalt-Kristin-Baker/dp/1704651387
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
https://www.amazon.com/SICK-Part-Sick-Christa-Wojciechowski-ebook/dp/B014RQXI88/
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What is an antihero? 

According to the 

dictionary, an antihero is a 

protagonist that isn’t a 

traditional type of hero 

character. The character may 

not be heroic at all. 

Tvtropes.org lists features of 

an antihero being apathetic, a 

loner. They may occasionally 

have nightmares of past 

experiences or flashbacks 

related to a dark past. These 

characters aren’t ruled by the 

same moral compass as our 

traditional heroes. One might 

even refer to how we build 

our characters when playing 

tabletop games. There are 

multiple alignments of good, 

neutral, and evil characters.  

We could probably fit our 

heroes and antiheroes into the 

lawful good, chaotic good, 

neutral good, and so on. 

 

When did antiheroes 

become popular? 

Antiheroes were seen as 

early as the 1700s, but they 

have changed over the years. 

The term used to be  

specific to one type of 

character and now there are a 

multitude of sub-genres for 

antiheroes. This version of 

the antihero was more 

simplistic and was most 

known for lacking heroic 

qualities. Since then these 

characters have grown and 

become more well-rounded 

as well as gaining sub-

categories making the 

antihero far more versatile.  

 

What are some examples of 

well-known antiheroes? 

Marvel really likes their 

antiheroes. Some that they 

have created are Deadpool, 

Wolverine, Bucky Barnes, 

Blade, Venom, Punisher, and 

Ghost Rider. One of my 

personal favorite antiheroes 

is Machete. Riddick is 

another one that I liked. 

There are female 

antiheroes too like 

Catwoman, Lisbeth Salander, 

Beatrix “The Bride” Kiddo 

aka Black Mamba, and Hit 

Girl. 

 

Is an antihero a villain? 

An antihero is not a 

villain. They may be an 

outcast and don’t fit in 

because they don’t feel like 

you do something just 

because you’re supposed to. 

Most of the time they are 

driven by a dark past. These 

characters probably could’ve 

become villains if they 

weren’t the people they were. 

Villains wish destruction on 

things, people, etc. because 

they are angry at how they 

may have felt they were 

treated and possibly wanted 

to be a part of society but felt 

shunned. Antiheroes don’t 

care about fitting in; they 

aren’t looking to make 

innocents suffer the way 

same way they think they 

have, and they don’t have 

malicious intentions outside 

of their revenge or other goal 

to regain control of their 

lives.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ask Ani 
By Ani Cox 

http://www.writeofpassion.com
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August 1, 2020 

I was talking to grandma 

about the pandemic that hit 

back in the day. She was 

telling me about how no one 

wore masks back then, and 

when the virus first started, it 

took out a lot of people 

before they managed to 

enforce laws to make people 

cover up or stay home. She 

said that’s why we have to 

keep our papers on us now.  

It seems ridiculous to me 

because hardly anyone 

catches it these days, but 

grandma said that when it 

first started, people threw fits 

about being asked to wear a 

mask for everyone’s safety, 

and some even protested not 

being able to get a haircut 

with guns. 

I didn’t believe her at 

first. Who would think a 

haircut could be more 

important than someone 

getting sick? She then pulled 

up videos people had taken of 

others doing just that. 

Claiming “I’m an American. 

You can’t infringe my 

freedoms.” They didn’t cover 

any of that in history class. 

They just told us how it took 

a long time before they were 

able to get it to evened out. 

They also mentioned how 

people went out and protested 

the cops and caused the 

infection rate to skyrocket. 

Grandma said that was a 

bunch of hooey and that back 

then cops would kill people 

unjustly, and the protests 

didn’t cause any more 

problems than the people  

 

 

who went out for spring 

break and Memorial Day.  

I’m actually excited to go 

to class and ask the teacher 

about all of this. Grandma 

said that history has always 

been changed in the books to 

fit the narrative of the person 

in charge. I’m glad that 

things have changed a bit for 

the better now, but after 

getting to visit with Grandma 

this weekend, I can see that a 

lot still needs to change. It 

makes me think about how 

Chester has to be careful not 

to get caught since he’s not 

from Earth.  

The world must have 

been a scary place back then. 

What is even crazier is that in 

some other dimension, people 

are going through this right 

now…

A good villain, or 

antagonist, should test our 

morals and make us think 

about what is right and what is 

wrong. We tend to think of 

villains as clearly evil, but that 

is not the case. Their goals 

might go towards an evil act, 

but their reasons and their 

ultimate goals could have 

more gray areas.  

Take, for instance, Thanos 

from Avengers: Infinity War. 

He wanted to eradicate half of 

the living beings in the 

universe. That in itself is what 

could be called an evil act. 

However, his reason was to 

end suffering from 

overpopulation, which leads to 

the destruction of the 

environment, which leads to 

starvation and misery of the 

inhabitants of the planet. 

Thanos’s real motivation isn’t 

evil, but how he plans to get 

there can definitely be 

categorized as evil. That’s the 

difference between antiheroes 

and villains. Antiheroes may 

have a gray moral compass, 

but their main goal is aligned 

with the side of good.  

Antiheroes are a complex 

archetype and have a wide 

variety of uses to make a story 

more compelling. 
Thomas Perry had an 

interesting perspective on 

antiheroes and villains. 

“Reading a novel in which all 

characters illustrate patience, 

hard work, chastity, and 

delayed gratification, could be 

a pretty dull experience.” 

Purdy and Dork 

 

Blurred Lines of  

Antiheroes and Villains 

By Ani Cox 

By Mary O’Donnell 
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Perry’s quote reminds us, as 

writers, that so much of the 

tension that keeps readers 

hooked to our stories begins 

with complicated characters 

that we love to hate. 

Throughout history, antiheroes 

have been popular. There is 

evidence of the antihero 

archetype even in Greek 

mythology. The character of 

Thersites from Homer’s plays 

was one of the earliest 

recorded antiheroes in 

literature. Theresities’s 

character was used as the voice 

of the people, mainly what 

they weren’t brave enough to 

say. Because of this, what he 

has to say doesn’t shed good 

light on the leaders of society 

and their corrupt practices. 

Thersites was a complicated 

hero because he said very 

controversial things that shook 

up the status quo, which could 

be considered a villainous act. 

However, the results of the 

corrupt politicians getting 

shamed and found out could 

make Thersites a hero in the 

end. 
Besides adding wonderful 

complexity to a story, good 

villains and antiheroes also 

make way for the very popular 

theme of redemption to enter a 

story. Take the antihero Victor 

in the novel Frankenstein by 

Mary Shelley. He wanted to 

play god, so he created a 

creature, then was so repulsed 

by it that he ran. Because of 

his actions, the creature he 

created killed his fiancé and 

his little brother. To keep 

others from being killed, 

Victor hunted down the 

monster and finally faced what 

he had done. He was redeemed 

for his mistakes by doing what 

was right in the end and taking 

responsibility for the creature 

he had created. Unfortunately, 

Victor died before he found 

the creature, and the creature 

killed himself out of despair. 

Victor is a wonderfully 

complex character and, like 

most antiheroes, wasn’t always 

likable,  but he made the 

reader root for his redemption 

and survival.  

There is something 

satisfying about a redemption 

story and that is at the heart of 

many antiheroes’, and even 

villain’s story arcs. A modern 

example of this would be Ben 

Solo from Star Wars. He is the 

villain throughout much of his 

story arc and we are allowed to 

feel his pain at the betrayal he 

suffered that created the 

darkness. However, he rises 

above it and, through courage 

and love, ends up one as of the 

most surprising antiheroes in 

the franchise. We loved to hate 

him and then we cheered him 

on when he turned to the side 

of good.  

Antiheroes are popular 

because they give so much 

depth to the character and the 

story, which gives people hope 

that even though they are 

imperfect, they can grow as a 

person and change for the 

better.  

The stories and characters 

that stay with us have villains 

who have motivations that 

make sense in their context. 

They have heroes that make 

mistakes and have very human 

failings despite wanting to do 

the right thing. Good 

antiheroes and villains give us 

hope for redemption and 

forgiveness. They make us 

believe that, despite our 

mistakes, the world can still be 

set right, and that no mistake is 

too big to be corrected. The 

tension between good and evil 

are compelling in epic stories, 

especially if they are not only 

present in our villains, but in 

our protagonist as well. 

 

https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities


9 

 

Writers talk a lot about 

writer’s block. Okay, I talk a 

lot about writer’s block, and 

with good reason. A block 

can arise at any point in a 

story and for many reasons. 

One of the biggest issues 

writers face is getting the 

story on the page. 

Perfectionism sets in, a block 

hits, you struggle to find the 

right words and mental 

gremlins get to work, 

convincing you that you are 

the worst writer in the history 

of all writers. 

When this occurs, a 

technique that can be 

extremely effective is writing 

through the block. 

Sometimes, writing through 

the block means writing a 

bunch of back stories. These 

may never see the light of 

day, but it is imperative that 

you know it so you can see 

the part of the story that will 

make it to your reader. If you 

are stuck, it can be helpful to 

write anything at all. The 

character’s day at work. 

What they ate for lunch. Just 

keep the words going. If you 

do this, you will eventually 

come out on the other side, 

and perhaps you may even 

know your character or their 

world a bit better.  

Another aspect of this 

technique is to keep going 

when you might otherwise 

get tripped up by small 

details. For example, if I need 

to do additional research, or 

find the right word, I mark 

the spot in question with an 

asterisk or a comment in 

parenthesis as a reminder to 

take care of it later. That’s a 

problem for Editor Amy or 

Researcher Amy. Writer 

Amy needs to focus on 

getting the story down. 

Tricks like this help keep the 

creativity and words in flow, 

so I don’t lose the momentum 

of telling the actual story. 

Battling the blocks can be 

daunting, especially if mental 

gremlins also come to call.  

When they pop up, having an 

arsenal of tools in your writer 

toolbox to help you through 

them can be a lifesaver.

 

Writing Tips: Battling Perfection and 

Writing Through the Block 
By Amy Fenster 

http://www.writeofpassion.com
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Morning 

The alarm was a soft, 

ambient buzz alerting me to 7 

a.m. I’d never appreciated the 

blaring claxon of most alarms 

and, unlike some, didn’t need 

them, despite whatever I’d 

done with myself the night 

before. 

My hand crept out to 

silence the sound coming 

from my mobile device, 

revealing a predictable ache 

throughout my body. 

Prompting me to delve back 

and recall just what it was I 

had done the night previous. 

These thoughts had my 

opposite hand crawling 

across the breadth of my 

rumpled king-sized bed in 

search of the body that might 

be there. But no. The sweet, 

young thing I’d brought 

home last night had taken 

himself away as I’d been 

falling asleep. And that was 

just as well. I seldom liked 

seconds for breakfast; it 

interfered with my routine. 

Sighing contentment, I 

stretched out in a starfish 

pattern in my empty bed, 

embraced the ache in my 

body, and let my eyes drift 

open. As always, the first 

thing my gaze encountered 

was sunlight meeting harsh 

white. Some would call my 

home sterile, but I knew 

better. It was pristine. And 

viciously ordered. But also 

soft in all the right ways. You 

just had to know it to see it. 

Floor to ceiling windows 

stood open, gauze curtains 

fluttering, obstructing a view 

of the flower gardens I 

tended personally with 

ruthless care. The air was 

scented with lilac, lily, and 

early-morning coolness. A 

pungent perfume that pulled 

me, languid, from my bed. 

My bare feet hit 

hardwood, followed by my 

palms, as I dropped into a 

series of pushups. My 

smooth, black hair dripped 

over my naked shoulders to 

pool below my face with 

each motion. My one 

indulgence was to let it grow; 

the way it lay down my back 

to my tailbone, a silent 

pleasure. 

Set complete, I unfolded 

to my feet, rolling my 

shoulders, working out the 

tension. It was only then I 

reached for clothes and exited 

to the adjoining workout 

room. Weight machine, 

treadmill, climbing wall, 

various other necessities. It 

was 8:30 a.m. before I 

returned to my room, to 

deposit my soiled clothes in 

the hamper, and 9 a.m. before 

I emerged from my shower, 

toweling my hair. 

Clean, I stripped my bed, 

removing all trace of the 

night’s dalliance, remade it, 

added the well-used linens to 

my clothes, and set them 

washing. 9:30 a.m. saw me 

dressed in loose slacks and a 

carelessly unbuttoned shirt, 

sitting at the long bar of my 

dinette. 

As in my bedroom, this 

was a place some would call 

stark. A space of all gleaming 

surfaces and sharp edges, of 

glass and glitter, meticulously 

arranged. But, again, this 

assessment ignored the other 

aspects of the room. The way 

the sun provided light in 

mellow, honeyed hues, the 

flowers I had gathered and 

arranged myself. Things 

which gentled the room. If 

people cared to look. 

Not that I allowed most 

people entry. Solitude was to 

be treasured, like a good 

meal. Savored. As I savored 

the food I’d spread on the 

wood of the bar, and ate with 

slow attentiveness, while the 

holo projector played the 

day’s news into the room. 

The subtle, projected voices– 

things less real than the 

flavors on my tongue, but 

still spurring thoughts on the 

periphery of my mind. 

Eon City was celebrating 

spring with the ninetieth 

annual Flower Festival, to be 

held in the rambling sprawl 

of the city’s Central Gardens, 

the metropolis’s largest park 

system at over a thousand 

square acres. Representatives 

of the Eon PD reminded 

Belonged to Me 
By Leo Otherland 
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citizens security measures 

would be in place for their 

safety, and, more 

prominently, Nova, Eon’s 

premier hero, would be 

present at the event, to 

preside over the affair. 

This barely registered as 

news in my estimation. Nova, 

Eon’s golden child, appeared 

at practically every public 

gathering the city put on. As 

much a part of the décor as 

the city colors, or, in this 

instance, the flowers, as he 

was there for any other 

purpose. The boy was a 

worthy hero but attached to 

the city’s shirt tails. They, 

those fine council men and 

women, under that bitch of a 

Chairwoman, felt they’d 

raised him up to his heights, 

and they would try to crush 

him one day. When he failed. 

When he fell and proved 

himself less than the shining 

image they’d fashioned for 

him. When he broke and 

showed himself to be nothing 

more than the soiled, faulted 

human he was. Capable of 

bleeding and requiring help 

they would not extend. I’d 

seen it all before and took 

only enough interest in this 

side bit of fluff broadcasting 

to note that time of ruination 

was not yet. Nova was still a 

rising star in Eon’s hierarchy. 

The star, as it happened. 

The next proclaimed tale 

was more engaging. It had 

been a solid four months 

since Proxy’s last confirmed 

appearance. Proxy, Eon’s 

unquestioned and 

unchallenged arch-villain, 

was known for his long 

absences, some ranging 

upwards of a year at a time, 

and law enforcement avowed 

they had no way of knowing 

when he would return to 

active criminality. However, 

in Proxy’s absence, some of 

the normally subdued gangs 

prevalent in Eon’s inner-city 

had begun to rear their heads, 

attempting to gain a piece of 

what was otherwise 

monopolized by the overlord 

of notoriety. Violent crime 

was on the rise in the area 

locals called the Millennium 

Knot and the death toll had 

exceeded fifty in the last 

month. Most of which 

consisted of minors, between 

the ages of fifteen and 

seventeen, who belonged to 

either the Ancients or the 

Vengeful, two of the most 

prominent gangs. The two 

Eon PD feared would break 

into all-out war, if the 

situation was not defused. 

That was troubling. I 

would have to do something 

about the matter soon, unless 

Nova took care of it before I 

did. A thorough possibility, 

given how the powers that 

were in Eon had been 

directing his attentions of 

late. 

Matters of little concern, 

though, not of no concern. I 

would deal with them shortly, 

but not this day. 

Standing and stretching 

muscles that were still warm 

and languid from my 

workout, I began the process 

of cleaning up after myself. 

Scouring dishes, scrubbing 

away all trace of my hands on 

the wood bar, until it shone. 

Immaculate. Attacking my 

kitchen with vicious resolve, 

eliminating each speck of 

taint from my existence. In 

this I was ruthless. As stark 

as some would call my home. 

But there was a time to all 

things, even compulsions, 

and I allowed myself only so 

much. 10 a.m. found me 

walking out my door with my 

hair drawn up in a bandana, 

pulling gloves on one hand 

after the other. The rest of the 

morning I spent in my flower 

gardens, caring for life with a 

tenderness few would expect. 

~ 

Afternoon 

My villa was situated on 

the high point of a street of 

similar homes in one of 

Eon’s most upscale districts. 

One in which the air was 

sweet, the sun unclouded, and 

the houses white and clean. 

Each unique structure on the 

sloping rise of the street I had 

selected as mine, all those 

years ago, separated from the 

others by space and ground 

markers. Some boasted walls, 

mine did not. A raise in the 

ground, like a miniature cliff, 

kept my nearest neighbor 

from disturbing me. That, 

combined with his disinterest 

in the earth and life 

surrounding one of his many 

abodes. That was just as well 

to me. 

Solitude was to be 

savored, and I did not love 

my private life becoming 

marred by the company of 

others. 

My activities in my yard 

merited another shower. I 

took it, dressed in fresh 

clothes, transferred my 

laundered items of the 

morning to lines situated 
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aesthetically away from view 

of the other villas, then 

settled in the shade to listen 

to the wind flapping in the 

fabric and read. 

Yet, I did not linger long 

there. Once my wet items had 

dried in the light, floral-

scented breeze, I took them 

down, folded them, put them 

in their places, and moved to 

do some work of the day. 

2:30 p.m. located me at my 

private terminal, my right 

hand suspended in the soft 

interface light emanating 

from the panel on my desk, 

my eyes shut and fluttering 

under my lids, my head fallen 

back against the high back of 

my chair. 

Finances ordered, 

investments cared for, 

business ventures seen to, 

research conducted. This last 

task occupied me the longest, 

as I scrolled through the faces 

and files of the fifty plus dead 

in the escalating gang 

violence. 

Twenty-nine dead on the 

side of the Ancients, fifteen 

on the side of the Vengeful, 

and sixteen dead civilians. 

All children from the 

Millennium Knot, a district 

strikingly opposed to the one 

I called my own. Nothing but 

a tight cluster of tenement 

structures the Council’s 

predecessors had thrown up 

to house the young, unwanted 

of Eon’s too fast growing 

population. Those living in 

the Millennium Knot lacked 

the money to pay for 

advanced climate control, and 

so the light was at a 

minimum, the air was tainted 

with the bitter tang of the 

outer regions that had once 

been called Earth, our home, 

and now were little more than 

waste, and gritty dusts, which 

had found their way in from 

outside Eon, crackled in the 

air vents, collecting in the 

nicks and chinks of the too 

crowded buildings. The 

Millennium Knot was not a 

side of Eon broadcast 

favorably on the holo 

projectors of districts like the 

ones I frequented of late. 

I did not finish my 

perusal until 4:17 p.m. Once 

done, I was stiff and 

somewhat numb from the 

length of my interface with 

the Universal Information 

Lattice, but some movement 

and the preparation and 

consumption of another meal 

rendered this forgotten. A 

minor inconvenience. What 

was not so easily put out of 

mind was the problem in the 

Knot. This lingered, like a 

sliver under my skin, just 

behind my conscious 

attention. I did not like 

altercations happening 

unbeknownst to me, and the 

fact these incidents had so 

long escaped my notice was 

maddening. 

At 5:46 p.m. I took 

myself off to my indoor zen 

garden to meditate and think. 

~ 

Evening 

A subtle chime and the 

throb of my mobile device 

against my hip alerted me to 

the fact there was someone at 

my door when 6:20 p.m. 

struck. I could have opened 

the app on my personal 

device to see just who dared 

intrude upon my private 

space uninvited, but I did not. 

Surprise had its allure, and I 

was not above it. 

Sighing, I stood from my 

lotus position and made my 

way to the front entrance. 

The chime sounded again and 

my mobile device pulsed 

close to my skin a second 

time before I reached it, but I 

made no move to hurry my 

pace. Determining anyone 

lacking the sense to consult 

with me before intruding 

upon my personal space 

could wait on my leisure, 

however desirable surprise 

might be. 

A third chime rippled 

through the walls of my 

home, seeming to warp them, 

as an answering, additional 

shimmer across their surface 

accompanied the original 

unanswered beckons, and I 

thumbed the handle, pulling 

the door inward. And Nova, 

Eon’s golden boy, fell into 

my arms, as if he had been 

leaning on my door in the 

hopes of it holding him up. 

He was bloody and his body 

didn’t radiate strength and 

hardness, as it had the last 

time we’d met. It trembled 

and felt light and small, 

hanging in my arms. The boy 

panted and clutched at me, 

bronze eyes dazed and 

unfocused, as he tried to meet 

mine. As he failed to do 

anything but turn his face 

into my shirt and cry there, 

like a lost thing. 

“Krish, Krish,” he 

repeated the name over and 

over, as if, by virtue of 

knowing it, I’d forgive him 

for ruining my evening and 

my attire. 
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“What are you doing 

here, Nova?” I demanded, 

tone deep and soft, holding 

him delicately away with the 

same distaste one would a 

begrimed pet, which has 

found it necessary to crawl 

into their lap. 

“Please, please,” he 

whimpered, “I didn’t know 

where else to go.” 

I considered him. The 

gold, fitted and molded 

material of his hero uniform 

was torn in several places, as 

was his flesh beneath, and 

blood soaked into the fabric 

of my clothes, hot and 

metallic in the gathering 

dusk. 

“What have you been 

doing?” I asked. 

“I took on the Vengeful.” 

“You allowed the 

Vengeful to do this to you,” I 

said with distaste. “You 

could not even deal with a 

paltry group of adolescents 

with all the force of Eon 

behind you.” 

“I went alone.” 

This gave me pause, and I 

studied him, how he hung on 

me, shaking, blood-slick 

fingers seeming to plead, his 

face hidden in my chest. 

“Fool,” I admonished, 

after a moment, but I still 

swept him up in my arms and 

carried him inside, kicking 

my door closed behind me. 

Because I understood why he 

felt he could go nowhere else. 

He had gone to the Knot to 

prove himself and fallen 

harder than a stone. Stars did 

not fall well in Eon. 

He said nothing, but let 

his head fall on my shoulder 

and wrapped his arms around 

my neck, like a child. I 

brought him downstairs and 

laid him on a table, and he 

whimpered again, as if afraid 

I would hurt him, but still 

said nothing. Not even when 

I stripped him, to doctor his 

wounds more effectively, did 

he make more than a vulgar 

whine. As if the idiot boy 

actually trusted me. Or, 

perhaps, trusted my 

motivations enough to know I 

would not molest him as he 

was, laid helpless in my 

house of his own volition. 

When it was done, he was 

semi-conscious and feverish, 

his skin glowing hot. And no 

wonder; the Vengeful were 

fond of using poison. I 

injected him with a general 

antitoxin and wrapped him in 

a cloak, before carrying him 

back upstairs and to my bed. 

He was twitching restlessly, 

but I tucked him in and 

smoothed his hair back from 

his forehead, until he fell 

still, breathing deeply. 

Once the boy slid down 

into heavy repose, I turned 

away and descended back to 

the lower portions of my 

house, where I relentlessly 

scoured away all trace of the 

operation I’d performed, 

abolished each speck blood 

from the table I’d laid Nova 

on. Only then did I turn to 

cleaning my own self. 

Discarding my clothes and 

indulging in a third shower. 

When my skin had been 

scrubbed of his blood again, I 

padded, barefoot, to where 

Nova lay. My hair hung over 

my shoulders, heavy and still 

wet, and my expression was 

carefully arranged to be 

devoid of emotion, as I 

considered him, once more. 

This one elected to brilliance 

by no choice of his own. 

No. Stars did not fall well 

in Eon. Since humankind had 

embittered our own air and 

the earth we walked on and 

retreated underground, in 

seeming penance, to subsist 

on fake sun and filtered 

oxygen, life itself had 

become a premium. If you 

did not have a purpose or the 

money to pay in exchange, 

you were not given much. 

Leaving you to take if you 

wanted more. Take without 

consideration or compassion. 

Nova had failed his 

purpose. He’d been beaten. If 

they, those oh-so-benevolent 

council men and women 

knew it, they would ruin him. 

Destroy his reputation as a 

diligent hero and see to it he 

died somewhere dirty. And 

the Vengeful would be only 

too happy to spread it about 

how they had wrecked Eon’s 

highest son and watch him 

dissolve into a hapless 

victim. 

Moving, breaking out of 

my considerations at last, I 

laid a hand across his 

forehead. The boy’s skin was 

still fevered and tacky with 

sweat, though less so than 

before my shower, and I gave 

him another antitoxin, laced 

with sedative. Rest was the 

only cure for his body now. 

His life would require other 

things to preserve it. 

Comprehending this, I 

slid back downstairs and shed 

my casual clothes, like a 

snake putting off an old skin. 

No longer needed. What I put 
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on in its place was hidden 

away in the lower region of 

my villa, as if to separate it 

from the world above, 

separate it the way I held the 

facet of my life the apparel 

represented at a remove from 

the life I lived in the false sun 

among my flowers. Attire 

black and fitted to my form. 

Hands, face, flesh, all became 

dark under the material, to 

match and blend with the 

loose fall of my hair. The last 

item I covered myself with 

was another cloak, a twin to 

the one I’d used to wind 

Nova in. Its sable folds and 

deep cowl draped me in 

shadows, and I exited my 

house by a far different door 

than the one Eon’s rarest son 

had entered by. 

~ 

Night 

The light of Eon departed 

at 8:30 p.m. every night. 

Never a minute sooner or a 

moment later. It dimmed 

slowly, giving warning of its 

impending absence, but it 

always lingered until that 

precise moment. Then it 

vanished. Gone, like a candle 

blown out. There were no 

false stars in the fabricated 

sky of Eon. No counterfeit 

moon. Only dark after night. 

This did not bother me, 

though. The dark was another 

cloak for me. One I had 

employed since adolescence, 

and I did not fear it or find it 

a handicap. There were no 

monsters in the lack of light 

that could frighten me any 

longer. I had long ago rooted 

them out and taken their 

place as the thing haunting 

the nightmares of the 

unimaginative and the weak. 

It was 9:02 p.m., and full 

night, when I left Nova 

drugged in my bed, and 10:44 

p.m. before I wove my way 

through the ever-condensing, 

shrinking, socially 

disintegrating districts of Eon 

the Great, to the first 

destination of my diverted 

night in the Millennium 

Knot. The nest of the 

Ancients had not changed 

since last I’d seen its 

crumbling façade. Seemingly, 

it never altered, though, its 

master did with intermittent 

frequency. This one had 

remained longer than the rest, 

by grace of a particular sense 

of self-preservation, mixed 

with his riotous and 

intelligent nature. 

Or, perhaps only because 

he suited me well. He knew 

enough to see how he was 

used and his every action 

choreographed, but also 

intuited enough to know his 

place and respect it. Mayhap, 

he would live long enough to 

rise above his position and 

unseat me, as I had ascended 

from his very level and venue 

to my place. Mayhap. But we 

would see. My tool had much 

yet to learn of taking. 

When I found him this 

night, the boy sat moodily in 

a wide, empty room on a 

make-shift throne of refuse, 

as I slipped out of his 

shadows, to glide up to his 

side. My form nothing but a 

shapeless shade done in 

deeper tones than the rest, 

besmirching his space. The 

only thing glowing with any 

light, my eyes, as they 

reflected the glint of his 

beggarly lamps. 

If he was surprised at my 

sudden appearance at his 

elbow, he didn’t show it, only 

acknowledging me. “Proxy.” 

I stood slouched over 

him, my cloaked shoulders 

hunched like a carrion bird. 

“You will keep your children 

off the streets, until I instruct 

you otherwise.” 

A flicker moved in his 

eyes, but whatever he thought 

or felt toward this order, he 

had the sense not to share. 

Had the intellect to hang his 

head and acquiesce, “Yes, 

Proxy.” 

Satisfied, I spared him no 

more mind and meted out no 

punishment for his having 

instigated a swath of violence 

without my bidding, just 

melding with the shadows 

again. I had another to visit, 

and, to this one, I would not 

be so accommodating. For 

having touched Nova without 

permission, he would not 

even receive the option or 

opportunity to refuse my 

ultimatum. There was only 

one thing I wanted from him 

and his, and for that I needed 

no conversation of him. 

~ 

Morning 

It was 6:47 a.m. and 

dawn was drawing its fingers 

across the manufactured 

heavens when I returned to 

the main floor of my home, a 

new and different kind of 

ache from the previous 

morning settled in my frame. 

One of exertion and sustained 

effort, not aimed toward 

pleasure. Stretching and 

sighing weariness, I made my 
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unhurried way to my 

bedroom, to see about my 

unwanted house guest. 

Ex-house guest, as it 

were. Nova was gone. The 

only proof of his presence the 

bed he had not felt the 

necessity or good grace to 

make, and my floor to ceiling 

windows standing open on 

dew-speckled grass and 

furled blooms. Part of me had 

anticipated no less, though. 

The boy would have woken 

alone to panic and taken 

himself back off to the only 

thing he knew: those oh-so-

benign council men and 

women. Though he did not 

know it, the single evidence 

of his failure remaining one 

absurdly, and easily 

explained away, missing item 

of attire. 

He would return to grace 

and people would say Proxy 

had inexplicably eradicated 

the Vengeful. Eon law 

enforcement would speculate 

heavily the deaths were to be 

laid at the feet of Eon’s 

premier villain eliminating 

unwanted competition, but 

the boy would know better. 

Would recognize it was done 

on his behalf, and it would 

eat at him, and when next we 

met, he would hesitate in his 

fight and look at me with 

those wounded, doe-eyes of 

his, wondering if I would be 

kind to him. I would not, and 

the pain would prompt him 

back into the game. 

Back into the reality of 

what we two facilitated for 

Eon. 

 Without thought of doing 

otherwise, of stripping my 

bed a second time, so soon 

after the last, I allowed 

myself to fall into the 

haphazard mess of sheets and 

duvet and pulled a pillow to 

my chest. I had done well. 

The boy was safe. The 

council would not touch him 

for a crime they did not know 

had been committed. There 

would come a time when 

Nova would die, but that 

would be my doing. The boy, 

and all of Eon, belonged to 

me. No one would harm or 

kill Nova but me. 
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I am Mathesias, a visitor 

in the dark, a facilitator of 

nightmares. A murky, 

spectral shadow, I drift at the 

edge of dreams, ready to take 

a soul’s worst fears and 

orchestrate them into 

unspeakable horrors. Dread 

feeds me, gives me strength 

and power.  

Tonight, I am drawn to 

Devlin. The apprehension 

that prowls through her 

sleeping mind entices me. 

The lure is so strong I can’t 

refuse it. Intrigued, I creep, 

uninvited, into her 

subconscious, and initiate my 

nightmarish bidding. I lurk 

behind her as she encounters 

a shadowy, cloaked figure 

hovering in an open doorway. 

She cannot see a face. Her 

breath catches. Cold tendrils 

of fright emanate from her 

skin.  

“Who are you?” Her 

voice, barely audible, catches 

in her throat.  

The figure glides toward 

her, propelled not by mortal 

feet, but dark whispers of 

cold, dank air. The fetid 

stench of rotting flesh fills 

our nostrils. As the shadowy 

apparition drifts closer, its 

cloak fills our vision until we 

see nothing but darkness. The 

putrid odor, cold and vile, 

envelops us. We stop, 

untethered yet paralyzed, 

unable to navigate out of this 

abhorrent and repugnant 

void.  

The darkness reveals a 

mirror that reflects Devlin’s 

face, smooth and 

unblemished, proportional. A 

classic human beauty. As she 

watches, the symmetry of her 

face shifts. Her cheeks sag 

and her eyes sink into 

drooping flesh. Full lips 

shrivel and spread to reveal 

yellowed, decaying teeth. 

The smooth skin wrinkles, 

and her face appears as a 

crumpled swatch of linen. 

Lustrous brown hair turns the 

color of steel, then 

diminished strands of yellow-

white replace it. 

Devlin, motionless, 

examines her reflection. Her 

right hand reaches upward, 

and the mirror reveals 

gnarled fingers touching her 

cheek. The image opens its 

thin lips as she inhales. A 

rush of energy surges through 

me as panic overtakes her 

thoughts. A cry escapes her 

throat, and my power 

strengthens. The crone before 

her endures a stooped back 

and bloated gut. A tear rolls 

down Devlin’s cheek as she 

scrutinizes the withered 

creature. She freezes, unable 

to glance away, yet horrified 

at what she sees. I am 

invigorated. 

My task here is complete, 

and I’m ready to leave Devlin 

and slink into another mind. 

The prospect of unleashing 

another mortal’s monsters 

and demons distracts me. As 

I attempt to depart, 

something takes hold of me. I 

peer at Devlin, expecting to 

see her paralyzed by the 

image in the mirror. But she 

is facing me. Her hand 

clenches my arm, and she 

holds my gaze with hers. The 

alarm within her dissipates. 

Instead, she exudes an 

unexpected emotion, 

something I can’t identify. 

Curiosity replaces my 

excitement. 

“Is that all you’ve got?” 

Her voice is forceful. “What 

a disappointment.”  

Her words surprise me. 

Night after night I lead her 

into the same nightmare 

where she sees herself as an 

old, ugly hag. And when I 

leave her every night, she is 

staring at the mirror, repelled 

by what she sees.  

Before I can react, she 

hauls me through the void, 

past the edges of the cloak, 

beyond the shadowy figure, 

and back to the open 

doorway. I resist, unaware of 

what lies on the other side of 

the door’s threshold. She is 

stronger than I imagined, and 

my power wanes without her 

fear fortifying me.  

Devlin leaps through the 

doorway and yanks me along 

with her. I land on a solid 

floor with a thud that 

reverberates throughout my 

entire being. Many 

impressions bombard my 

senses, and I realize I’m no 
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longer in the spectral realm. 

A light, sweet smell assaults 

my nose. Air swirls around 

me and grazes my face. 

Chirping sounds violate my 

ears. Brightness strikes my 

eyes. 

Stunned, I blink and try to 

clear my eyes. I detect 

Devlin’s face hanging over 

me. She ties something 

around my wrists. It’s rough 

and rubs my skin. Rope? She 

mumbles something about 

restraining me and the rope 

tightens, preventing me from 

moving my hands. The 

restriction is unpleasant, and 

I detect a burning within my 

skin. Is this pain?  

When I attempt to sit up, 

my body is heavy, and I fall 

back to the floor. Weakness 

anchors me like unseen 

bindings.  

“Where am I? What is 

this place?”  

The words escape my 

lips, but the sound confuses 

me. I speak them in a 

whispered moan, a feeble 

utterance in an uncertain 

voice, not the powerful 

command of a chilling 

specter.  

Devlin’s reply is cold and 

brusque. “You’re in my 

apartment, you son of a 

bitch.”  

A strange sensation 

grows within me, as though 

an unseen pressure is 

squeezing me from within. I 

inhale to dispel it, but the 

action brings a stab of 

discomfort and another 

unusual response: a rapid 

throbbing inside my chest. I 

shift my eyes downward to 

inspect my spectral form, but 

I see a human physique 

instead. How is that possible? 

What has she done to me? I 

am an incorporeal spirit. An 

apparition. A conglomeration 

of electrons. Not a material 

organism comprised of flesh 

and bone. The palpitations 

within me surge, and my 

mouth sucks in air. I do this 

in quick bursts, as though I 

am fighting for breath.  

I lift my gaze, and a pair 

of deep brown eyes, fringed 

with dark lashes, come into 

focus. Devlin’s eyes. As my 

vision sharpens, I see her 

mouth, upturned at the 

corners. Her voice shoots 

down to me over the warble 

of unseen entities. 

“Hmmm. Looks as 

though you’ve lost your 

ghostly appearance. I’m 

willing to bet your power to 

invade the minds of the 

sleeping and wreak emotional 

terror are gone as well.”  

“How did you bring me 

here?” I shout, but my voice 

is decrepit, weak.  

Devlin plucks a compact 

package out of her pocket 

and extracts a cigarette, 

which she places between her 

lips. A tiny flame bursts from 

her lighter when she caresses 

it with her fingertip. Faint 

curls of smoke drift in front 

of her face. She raises an 

eyebrow, inhales, then blows 

a gray cloud at me.  

“Stop talking. I’m in 

control, and you don’t merit 

an explanation.” 

I don’t recognize the 

emotion in her tone. 

Although I can detect horror, 

fear, dread, and panic, this 

one puzzles me. My energy 

diminishes while I lie here, 

battling the urge to close my 

eyes. “I demand you take me 

back. Now!” 

Her voice slams into me 

again. “Demand? You are in 

no position to make demands, 

miscreant.”  

Devlin inhales, and her 

cigarette drops a burning 

ember onto my forehead.  

“For years I’ve been on 

the receiving end of your 

midnight undertakings. Just 

when I didn’t think my 

nightmares could get any 

worse, they did. And I blame 

you.”She flicks the ash away 

with a hint of a smile on her 

lips and coldness in her eyes. 

“Now it’s my turn to 

introduce you to your worst 

nightmare. Think of me as 

your teacher, a willing 

educator ready to deliver an 

effective lesson, starting now. 

Get up.”  

Her foot smashes into my 

hip, and a searing shot of fire 

travels through this 

unfamiliar corporeal mass. I 

am helpless to suppress the 

accompanying moan that 

escapes my lips as I roll over 

to one side and struggle to 

my knees. I press my eyelids 

together, then reopen them to 

assess my human shape. 

Above my knees are 

muscular thighs coated with 

sparse black hair. My 

hands—large with long, 

slender fingers—are 

supported by sinewy 

forearms. I follow the line of 

my arms and see a lean and 

muscled torso, one that 
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would belong to a young 

adult male. This man, I 

realize, is naked and 

unprotected. 

I raise my head and 

observe Devlin. She removes 

the cigarette dangling from 

her lips, exhales another 

cloud of smoke into my face, 

and appraises me.  

“You’re not a bad 

specimen, pupil.” A smooth 

calm replaces the gruffness in 

her voice.  

I work to lift myself. The 

bound wrists make it 

difficult. Finally, I’m able to 

rise. My frame is bigger than 

Devlin’s, and I see the top of 

her head. I speak, resolved 

that my voice will resonate 

with strength and power. 

“I am Mathesias, a 

specter that facilitates 

nightmares. I command you 

to return me to the spectral 

realm and reinstate my 

incorporeal presence.”  

As I hold her gaze with 

mine, my human structure 

perceives more sensations. 

The air pricks the nerves in 

my skin. Slight bumps cover 

my arms and legs, and my 

shoulders shake. Something 

gnaws deep within my belly, 

and it emits a growl. The 

sound mimics an angry cat. 

Devlin hears it, too. 

“Is that so? Well, Ma-

thee-zee-ass, I decide where 

you go, and I choose this 

place. And if you can’t 

survive here, then… too 

damn bad.” 

She drags me by my 

bound wrists into a room 

with a sink and a shower. I’m 

familiar with these devices 

from nightmares I’ve 

facilitated. Devlin opens the 

glass shower door and turns a 

knob. A stream of water 

sprays from a spout near the 

ceiling, and liquid splatters 

against the hard tile surface. 

Steam surges as water 

droplets hit the floor. 

“You smell like roadkill. 

Get in.”  

She shoves me into the 

tiny, square stall. Pellets of 

hot water sting my skin as 

they hit me. Devlin squirts 

thick liquid from a bottle 

onto a long-handled brush 

and scrubs my skin. I wince 

as the bristles abrade my 

back, chest, arms, and legs. A 

moan escapes my lips. 

“Oh, please,” Devlin 

snarls as she scrubs harder. 

“You’re not a child.”  

She pokes at my side with 

the brush handle and tells me 

to step under the water to 

rinse off the soap. Then she 

loads the brush with more 

liquid and washes my hair. 

Once more, Devlin prods me 

with the brush handle so I 

will move closer to the 

waterspout. As the water 

splashes down on my head, 

white foam drips from my 

forehead into my eyes. The 

discomfort jolts me, and I cry 

out. 

“For God’s sake, shut up, 

and lift your face into the 

water.” 

The last of the white 

foam disappears down the 

drain, and Devlin shuts off 

the water. She hands me a 

towel and tells me to dry off.  

“You’re bigger than I 

thought you’d be,” she says 

as she surveys me. “The 

clothes I have are too small. 

You’ll just have to manage. 

Stay here.” 

She leaves the shower 

room. I turn and see myself 

in the mirror on the wall. The 

steamy mist blurs my image. 

As I wipe the glass with the 

towel, the smooth face of a 

youthful man stares back at 

me. Suspended over deep 

brown eyes are dark, thick 

brows. The hair on his scalp 

is dark and long, an untidy 

tangle that touches his 

shoulders. I study his face 

and notice a familiar 

expression. It’s one I’ve seen 

in many nightmares—

trepidation mixed with 

bewilderment. He doesn’t 

appear strong or confident, 

but lost, like a little boy 

separated from his mother.  

I gasp, astonished at my 

appearance. Questions crowd 

my mind. What does Devlin 

have planned for me? Can I 

endure it? How will I get 

back to the spectral realm? 

As I realize how many 

unknowns I face, the rapid 

beating again resounds in my 

chest. The staccato tattoo is 

so loud it pulsates in my ears. 

Is this what it’s like to be 

afraid?  

“Admiring yourself, 

Narcissus?”  

Devlin’s voice startles 

me, and I jump. She grabs my 

forearm and tows me into a 

room with a bed. She points 

to a pile of clothes on the 

mattress and unties my 

wrists. 

“Put those on. And make 

it quick.” 
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The garments—jeans and 

a white T-shirt—are snug and 

irritate my skin. I want to 

disrobe, but without 

protection, this body shivers. 

So I emerge from the room 

wearing them and assess my 

surroundings. On the far wall, 

there is a blue metal door 

next to a wide window with a 

sofa, chair, and lamp in front 

of it. 

“Sit down and eat.” 

Devlin’s voice is gruff and 

commanding. 

I check to my right and 

find her sitting at a table in a 

room with a sink, 

refrigerator, and cookstove. 

She looks up from a mobile 

phone and points to a plate of 

food—a yellow, watery egg 

mixture with two triangles of 

white bread balanced on the 

edge. Water fills the chipped 

mug by my plate. 

A meal sits in front of 

her, too, but the contents are 

different—a thick omelet, a 

mound of browned potatoes, 

and three slices of crisp 

bacon. A muffin sits on a 

smaller plate. She breaks it 

apart and spreads butter on it. 

A delicate teacup on a saucer 

holds caramel-colored coffee. 

The rich aroma of the brew 

teases my nose.  

She continues to study 

her phone and taps on it with 

her index finger, as she eats 

her food and sips coffee. 

After several minutes pass, 

Devlin inspects my plate and 

notices I didn’t finish my 

breakfast. Without saying a 

word, she leans across the 

table and smacks my cheek 

with her palm. The blow jars 

my face and rattles my teeth. 

“Eat it all. We don’t 

waste food here.” 

I soak the bread in the 

remaining liquid and stuff it 

in my mouth. Devlin puts 

down her fork and scowls as 

she monitors me.  

“You tortured me. Every 

night. With the same 

nightmare.” 

I swallow and 

contemplate how to reply. 

“The darkness people 

experience in their 

nightmares resides within 

them. It’s based on terrors 

they cannot face while 

awake. I merely channel 

them into dreams.” 

Still glowering, Devlin 

lights another cigarette and 

blows smoke into my face. 

Her glare compels me to 

continue.  

“I’m not the creator of 

events that haunt your sleep. 

I’m a facilitator. I gather your 

anxiety and energize it, 

whether it revolves around a 

person, place, or event.” I 

pause, waiting for her to 

speak. But she says nothing. 

“I think of myself as a 

guide,” I explain. “Albeit a 

hellish one.” 

“Why?” Her eyes narrow 

as she spits out the word. 

“I draw my spectral 

energy, my strength, from the 

thoughts that make a person’s 

heart thump the fastest, cause 

their lungs to gasp for air, 

and compel their voice to 

scream the loudest. When the 

images no longer haunt them, 

I can no longer draw any 

energy.” I pause and sip the 

water. “It’s you, Devlin, 

who’s afraid of becoming a 

hag. I show you this over and 

over because it’s strong. It 

feeds me.” 

She looks away and 

swipes at her eye. “The 

person in the mirror… that’s 

not me. It’s my grandmother. 

She had a hard life and a 

meaningless death. And 

you… you make me relive 

her decline over and over. 

Night after night.” 

“That’s your greatest 

horror,” I reply. “You’re 

afraid of either growing old, 

dying, or both. I simply direct 

those fears. Make you see 

what terrorizes you, so you 

can cope with it. In your case, 

it’s taking a very long time. 

You refrain from searching 

within yourself to discover 

your inner demons and 

conquer them. You’re 

emotionally immature.” 

“What?” she snaps. “How 

dare you!” Devlin rises and 

glowers at me. “You should 

have left me alone. But you 

didn’t. So now it’s my turn to 

reciprocate.” 

She walks away, but I 

remain seated and finish my 

food. The rumbling in my 

stomach subsides, and I 

notice strength surging 

through me. I doubt the 

source of my renewed energy 

is the emotion radiating from 

Devlin. It must be the meal 

because her sentiments 

regarding me are unrelated to 

fear. Instead, I recognize 

rage, loathing, and 

impatience.  

While I sit at the table, 

my eyes flutter with 
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heaviness. My mind wants to 

shut down. Although I strive 

to stay alert, my head nods. 

When I snap it up, time has 

elapsed, but I estimate I’ve 

lost no more than a few 

moments. Devlin rummages 

in the other room. As I wait 

for her to return, my head 

dips again, and my 

consciousness slides in and 

out of a gray fog. Gradually, 

my senses lose their 

perception, and I sink into the 

comforting blackness of 

sleep. 

I’m in Devlin’s 

nightmare. After she sees 

herself in the mirror, she 

turns to me. Her eyes flash 

with a coldness I’ve not 

witnessed before. She grabs 

my arm, but I fight back. 

Then she grows in stature and 

towers over me. I try to shake 

off her grip and flee, but I 

can’t. Her hold on me is too 

strong, and my feet won’t 

budge. I scream and plead 

with her to stop. But she 

binds my hands with thick 

rope and wrenches me closer 

to the doorway—closer to her 

world. I grapple with her, but 

Devlin’s power overwhelms 

me. With a grisly cackle, she 

hoists me into her arms and 

prepares to heave me across 

the threshold. 

As I wrangle to escape, a 

peculiar voice whispers in my 

ear. “Don’t avoid the 

unknown, Mathesias. 

Embrace it. Learn from it. All 

will be okay.” 

Abruptly, my eyes fly 

open, and awareness returns. 

My chest pounds as though it 

houses a relentless hammer. 

My limbs flail as I attempt to 

sit upright, and I tumble out 

of the chair. The linoleum 

vibrates as my head slams 

down upon it, and a searing 

pain runs through my skull. 

When I grab the chair to pull 

myself upright, I notice thick, 

rough rope fastens my wrists 

together. I check my feet and 

discover my ankles are also 

tied together.  

 “Devlin?” I call out to 

her, but there is no reply.  

I drop back to the floor, 

drained. A black spider 

scurries in front of my 

fingers, so close that I could 

squash it with one slight shift 

of my hand. Is this tiny insect 

aware of the harm I can instill 

upon it? Even if that spider 

comprehends the threat, 

would it choose another path 

to avoid death? Or would it 

continue its course and 

endure the outcome, 

whatever that may be? 

I let the spider crawl 

onward and examine my 

bindings instead. After 

picking at the rope, I manage 

to loosen them. I untie my 

wrists first, then my ankles, 

and get up and wander 

through Devlin’s living 

space. I don’t see her; she’s 

left me here alone. The blue 

metal door on the far wall 

captures my attention, and I 

saunter over to it. Hesitantly, 

I turn the knob and pull. The 

door opens onto a tiny porch 

and several steps, which end 

at a concrete walkway that 

leads to the street. Without 

the restraints, I can leave this 

place, escape from Devlin 

and any abuse she intends to 

inflict on me. But if I take 

this path, will it ensure my 

safety? I push the door shut, 

deciding instead to deal with 

the outcome of staying here.  

I return to her bedroom 

and check out the street from 

her window. The activity 

soothes me, and I attempt to 

sort through the thoughts that 

crowd my mind. I consider 

my presence in Devlin’s 

recent nightmare. How was I 

able to access her sleeping 

consciousness when I am 

corporeal—especially if I’m 

asleep as well? I mull over 

the dream. In this version, 

she is in control, and I am the 

helpless one. The uneasy one. 

Could that sensation be 

panic? Then I realize it 

wasn’t Devlin’s nightmare I 

was experiencing, but my 

own. My throat constricts and 

I struggle to take a breath, 

wondering how I will 

navigate my new reality in 

this mortal body. 

~ 

Daylight ends, and I sit 

on the bed in darkness, 

peering at the lighted street 

below. Devlin has not come 

back. The gnawing within my 

gut returns. I get up and 

scrounge in the kitchen for 

food, hoping that something 

looks familiar from the 

nightmares I’ve observed. 

The bag of bread slices sits 

on the counter. I take out 

four, then forage through the 

cabinet for a plate. Instead, I 

see a jar labeled peanut 

butter. I grab it and find a 

plate and drinking glass in 

another cabinet. A bottle of 

merlot sits near the bread 
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bag. I recognize this is a 

beverage, so I unscrew the 

cap and fill the glass to the 

top. I search the drawers, find 

a knife, and spread the peanut 

butter on the bread. I take the 

plate of food and glass of 

merlot back to the bedroom.  

As I eat, I ponder how 

Devlin transported me to the 

mortal realm. I don’t recall 

other stories of this 

happening, but then, how 

would any of us know if 

another specter is kidnapped 

by a mortal? Can a specter 

return to our realm and warn 

us? Or are they doomed to 

roam the mortal world as a 

human until the end of their 

days? The idea of staying 

here forever chills my skin. 

I finish the food, drain the 

glass of merlot, and slip 

under the covering on 

Devlin’s bed. The mattress is 

like a river and I’m buoyant, 

floating on gentle swells of 

water that rock me toward the 

threshold of sleep. By the 

time Devlin returns, I am no 

longer worried about my 

future—or anything else. 

She calls to me, so I 

crawl out of the bed and 

stumble to the kitchen. The 

walls sway as though I’m still 

floating on water. 

“Hi, Devlin. I'm glad 

you're back.” I say the words, 

but my tongue is thick, and 

they slowly roll out of my 

mouth. My arms reach out to 

her, ready to wrap her in a 

hug. 

“What the hell?” She 

studies me and scowls. 

“You’re drunk.”  

“I am?” I laugh. “I’ve 

heard of that. But how do you 

get drunk?” 

She disappears into the 

bedroom and returns with my 

plate and glass. 

“Shit, Mathesias. Did you 

drink my wine?” 

“Is the merlot your wine? 

If it is, then yes, I did.” I 

giggle. The sound amuses 

me, so I giggle again. 

“For God’s sake,” Devlin 

roars. “I can’t do anything 

with you like this.”  

She grabs my upper arm 

and trudges into the room 

with the blue metal door. She 

stops about five feet from the 

door. The outside world is 

just a few steps away on the 

other side. 

I don’t want to go out 

there and leave this space. 

The pummeling in my chest 

restarts, and my hands 

tremble. To stop her from 

pushing me beyond the 

doorway, I plant my feet on 

the hardwood floor.  

“Devlin, you’re not going 

to throw me out there, are 

you?”  

“Hell, yes.”  

She tugs on my arm and I 

resist, causing us both to 

stumble closer to the door. 

With an exasperated sigh, 

Devlin grabs the doorknob 

with her other hand and 

twists. I watch as she jerks 

the door open. My head feels 

even lighter, and I battle for 

air. The thumping inside me 

grows stronger. A whimper 

escapes from my lips, and 

I’m unable to silence it.  

She flings the door back 

even further and drags me 

until we’re both poised at the 

threshold. Her hand still 

squeezes my arm. Seconds 

pass, and we are motionless, 

both gazing out into the 

coldness of the night. As I 

stare out at the street, I 

remember the voice from my 

nightmare telling me to 

embrace the unknown and 

that I’ll be okay. The banging 

in my chest subsides, my 

breathing quiets, and I swivel 

my head so I can see her. Our 

eyes meet. I nod at her and 

prepare myself to be cast out.  

Then she releases the 

handle, yanks me back, and 

kicks the door shut.  

“Dear lord in heaven, 

what am I going to do with 

you?” she mutters as she 

shoves me onto the sofa. “Sit 

down.”  

Devlin sits next to me. 

She studies my face, but I’m 

reluctant to acknowledge it, 

so I stare at my feet. Then she 

stands and walks to the 

kitchen. Cabinet doors open 

and close. She returns to the 

sofa with a small glass filled 

halfway with merlot. 

“I was angry about the 

nightmares.” Devlin stares at 

the kitchen and sips her wine. 

“Enraged. So, to retaliate, I 

found a way to bring you 

here and make you 

experience absolute terror. 

But I couldn’t imagine what 

you would fear. So… I 

utilized what scares me.” 

“What’s that?” I ask, still 

surveying my toes. 

“Vulnerability. I did 

everything I could think of to 

make you feel that way. I 

planned to take you outside 
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and abandon you. In the New 

York subway, of all places. 

Leave you on your own, lost 

and exposed. Susceptible to 

the unknown.” She turns and 

faces me.  

I inhale and ready myself 

for what’s coming. Whatever 

she’s formulated to terrify 

me, I can survive it.  

“But… I can’t do it.” She 

peers into her glass and gulps 

the last of her drink. “I 

realized you were right. And 

in some strange way, you 

were only doing your job. I 

was naïve to think you were 

the one tormenting me with 

nightmares. It was up to me 

to figure out why I was afraid 

of growing old. But I 

couldn’t bear to delve within 

myself to find out. Because I 

already knew the answer.” 

“What is it?” I ask 

quietly. 

“Guilt. I use it to torture 

myself.”  

She glances at me, and I 

reply. “Guilt is powerful. It 

makes you remorseful over 

something you've done. If 

you’re not careful, it can 

destroy you.”  

“My grandmother was a 

bitter woman,” Devlin 

continues. “Never happy… 

always complaining. She was 

hard to love. Eventually, 

everyone in the family 

stopped trying. I stopped 

trying, too. I let her wither 

away… alone. And then it 

was too late.”  

As if seeking a reprieve, 

she probes my face. Tears 

wet her cheeks, but I don’t 

respond. I’ve confronted tears 

of horror and panic. But these 

emotions—sadness and 

regret—are beyond my scope 

of experience. 

“Are you afraid that her 

fate is yours, too?”  

“Probably.” 

“Knowing this, Devlin, 

may put an end to your 

nightmares. Specters like 

me…” I stop, realizing that 

I’m no longer an illusory 

spirit. My throat tightens 

again, but I continue. “It’s 

dread that strengthens 

specters, not remorse. They 

only hover when a soul’s 

worst fears are dark and can 

be manipulated into outright 

horror.” 

“What’s different now? I 

mean, with me.” 

“Thinking you might 

endure your grandmother’s 

fate horrified you,” I explain. 

“But you faced the truth and 

acknowledged your feelings 

of guilt. What frightened you 

before now makes you sad.” 

Weariness overpowers 

me. My eyes are about to 

close, and I struggle to keep 

them open. Devlin speaks to 

me, but I have trouble 

focusing on her words. 

“Devlin, my eyelids are 

so heavy,” I say. “My mind is 

wafting into nothingness.” 

“You’re falling asleep, 

Mathesias.” Her voice sounds 

far away. “You can stay on 

the sofa tonight. Tomorrow 

morning we’ll figure out 

what to do with you.” 

She pushes on my 

shoulder, forcing me to lie 

down. My eyes shut, and the 

blackness of sleep greets me 

once more.  

~ 

I watch Devlin from the 

shadows as she studies her 

reflection in the mirror. She 

appears not as the crone, but 

her true self. The old woman, 

her grandmother, lingers 

behind her. Devlin turns and 

hugs the old woman, who 

returns the embrace, then 

steps back. She grasps 

Devlin’s hands in hers. 

“Bitterness and 

resentment ruled my life,” 

she murmurs to Devlin. “The 

burden of that is mine to 

bear, not yours. Guilt 

shouldn’t weigh you down 

because of my mistakes. 

Instead, learn from them and 

find joy in your life. It’s 

there, I promise you.” 

Devlin smiles at her. “I 

love you, Grandma.”  

The two women, still 

holding hands, walk together 

toward a door. It opens, and a 

beacon of warm, yellow 

light—a haven—illuminates 

them. They walk into the 

beam, and it lifts them, holds 

them, as they float over the 

threshold. The door closes 

softly behind them.  

The mirror is still there, 

reflecting empty space. I 

position myself in front of it, 

and my mortal face stares 

back. I don’t see 

apprehension but calm 

reflected in the deep brown 

eyes. And perhaps wisdom 

and understanding. Fear is 

more than a peripheral 

emotion, a heart-stopping 

response to the boogeyman 

hiding in the closet. It roots 

in anxiety and sprouts with 

dread and despair. Pain, guilt, 
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and bitterness nurture it until it blossoms 

into panic and terror. 

A voice speaks behind me, and I 

recognize it from my previous nightmare. 

“Are you ready to come home, 

Mathesias?” I spin and see a spectral 

shadow suspended on the edge of this 

dream. 

“You can take me back to the spectral 

realm?”  

The apparition extends a translucent 

hand. “Yes. That’s what you are… what 

you know.” 

I study the spirit and contemplate my 

spectral task of delving into the minds of 

mortals and exploiting their most 

terrifying thoughts. Can I go back to 

existing as Mathesias, a facilitator of 

nightmares? Is that what I want? The idea 

of living in the mortal realm crushes my 

chest and makes it difficult for me to 

breathe. Yet I want to go back there and 

experience the emotions that define 

mankind. They are frightening, but 

exhilarating. 

“But the spectral realm is not enough. 

Not nearly enough.” 

The shadowy figure speaks again. 

“You have a choice. But you must 

decide.”  

I glance over to where Devlin and her 

grandmother departed, then back to the 

specter. Without hesitating, I run to the 

door and tug. Warmth caresses my face. I 

see the yellow beacon, and I leap into the 

light. 

My eyes pop open. I’m on Devlin’s 

sofa. She is across from me, leaning 

against a pillow and snoring softly. I 

close my eyes, and serenity flows through 

me. This is where I belong.  
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Blessed Bezarva's had a 

good reputation in spite of its 

appearance. Any place where 

so many wizards and seers 

and illusionists and 

sorceresses and all the rest 

had spent so much time was 

bound to look a little odd. In 

this case, the oddness was 

mostly in the structure. Once, 

the locals claimed, it had 

been constructed like any 

other building in the village. 

Bigger, perhaps, to house all 

the residents, but the same 

type of place. Over the years 

it had shifted a little at a time, 

and now each of the thirty-

two rooms that made up 

Blessed Bezarva's was 

stacked, one directly atop the 

other. The tower was thirty-

two stories high and had a 

noticeable tilt near the top. It 

was also quite spindly, a little 

wider in some places and a 

little narrower in others. All 

that wasn't what made it an 

eyesore, though. It was that 

the tower was the wrong 

color. That is to say, 

whatever color the tower 

seemed to be when looked at 

from the corner of one's eyes, 

it was a different color 

entirely when looked at head 

on. Whatever the light was 

doing– golden sunrise, rosy 

sunset, charcoal cloudy– the 

color of the tower entirely 

clashed. And no two people 

could ever agree on what 

color the tower actually was 

at any given time. So it really 

was impressive that, with a 

mark like that against it, 

Blessed Bezarva's Home for 

Aged Magicians was 

generally well-regarded in 

the community.  

The Sisterhood of 

Blessed Bezarva ran the 

Home well. All things 

considered, there were 

remarkably few problems at 

Blessed Bezarva's, especially 

since the structure had 

settled. Oh, there'd been a bit 

of a fuss about the hallways, 

which of course had been 

built for a single story Home. 

There were no stairs or 

ladders in the tower. Instead 

the hallways had faded into 

an existence outside of the 

world, and walking through 

any of them took one from 

floor to floor and room to 

room without actually 

stepping up or down even 

once. This had been a bigger 

problem before Ichabod the 

Illustrious Illusionist (or as 

most of the other residents 

knew him, Icky) had charmed 

the windows so that they 

showed pleasant landscapes 

rather than the maddening 

colors and burning lights that 

swirled beyond them. 

Most of the residents 

were like old Icky– peaceful 

in their twilight years and 

content to leave their magic 

in the past, or to use it only 

for small things that ranged 

from helpful to merely 

harmless. Many of them still 

had what looked like pets, 

cats or toads and a handful of 

other creatures, but few of the 

animals that accompanied 

their magicians into the 

Home talked much these 

days. With, of course, the 

notable exception of Gerrop 

the toad who continuously 

insulted anyone within 

earshot and made a point of 

maintaining direct, baleful 

yellow eye contact while he 

did. For the most part, the 

Sisterhood was pleased to run 

the Home, the residents were 

content to be there, and the 

locals were comfortable with 

the arrangement. Generally 

speaking, everyone was 

happy with Blessed 

Bezarva's. 

Everyone except for the 

residents in Ward Three, 

known among the other 

guests (and the less reverent 

of the younger novices) as 

the Defunct Villains Club. 

Erzsebet eyed Roregar, 

formerly known across the 

land as Roregar Redflame, 

balefully. She eyed everyone 

balefully, but the sideways 

glance she turned on the 

portly old wizard held 
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particular significance. If he 

forgot the plan, I'll have his 

finger bones for a necklace. 

She paused for a moment, 

letting herself imagine her 

old necklaces and talismans, 

vertebrae strung in her hair, a 

skull on a chain at her hip, 

ribs- 

“Is that everyone?” Sister 

Vianna called from near the 

doorway of the common 

room. The docile old fools 

that made up most of the 

population of Blessed 

Bezarva's nodded 

complacently.  

If Roregar was going to 

foul everything up, it would 

be now. This part hinged on 

anyone other than Erzsebet 

causing a scene, and she 

couldn't count on the nodding 

dotards to do it. Maybe one 

of the others from Ward 

Three– Bronwen, once called 

the Lady of Vipers; Ylspeth, 

known many years ago only 

as The Shrouded; and 

Moredo, in his day called The 

Smiling Man– would raise a 

ruckus, but they absolutely 

couldn't be trusted to do it the 

right way. That is to say, the 

way Erszebet wanted it. 

Roregar couldn't really be 

trusted either, but he was the 

best she had.  

If he doesn't forget...  

“Alright, Ward Three,” 

Sister Vianna announced, 

turning her unbearably 

cheery smile towards the card 

table Erzsebet and the others 

sat at, in the only shadowy 

corner of the room. “Your 

turn!”  

Her chipper 

announcement was met with 

scowls and grumbles. 

It was supposed to be met 

with a big commotion. 

Erzsebet kicked Roregar 

under the table. He jerked in 

his seat, cursing. The motion 

caused his ratty old hat, tall 

and pointed but bent in the 

middle so that the tip sagged 

down, to nearly fall off of his 

head. This in turn upset 

Bubble, the elderly bat 

currently hanging upside 

down from the bent-over end 

of Roregar's hat. She spread 

her wings and screeched 

irritably, flapping twice and 

tightening her grip on the 

fabric point. All eyes turned 

to Roregar as he settled the 

bat, who let out one last 

screech that might have had a 

rude word or two in it before 

reluctantly folding her wings 

around herself once more and 

going back to sleep. 

“Is there a problem, 

Rory?” Sister Vianna 

chirped, and Erzsebet 

scowled.  

Roregar caught Erzsebet's 

hard look and at last 

realization brightened his 

eyes.  

“Ah, er, yes. Yes!” he 

stammered, “There's a 

problem! There's a problem 

alright!” He jumped to his 

feet, which set Bubbles off 

again, but this time instead of 

soothing her Roregar pointed 

his finger at Sister Vianna 

and cried, “You upset my 

bat! Look at her! Look at the 

state she's in! Why, if I had 

my staff I'd blast you right 

out of those shoes!”  

Bubbles, perhaps sensing 

that she was now part of an 

act but more likely simply in 

a towering rage by this point, 

let go of the hat and dropped 

a few inches before flapping 

her way up. She began to 

circle the room, and now 

there were definitely rude 

words interspersed in the 

outraged squeaking. Two of 

the novices sweeping and 

dusting let out little cries and 

rushed out, covering their 

heads with their arms, but 

Sister Vianna, Ward Three, 

and the others simply 

watched the bat's antics with 

varying degrees of concern or 

irritation. Roregar began to 

chase the bat, holding his hat 

on his head with one hand 

and trying to lure Bubbles 

onto the pointer finger of the 

other, his faded black robes 

and dusty gray beard flapping 

as he leaped and ran about.  

Erzsebet smirked 

vindictively when he 

accidentally kicked an entire 

box of chocolates out of the 

hands of one of the residents 

who'd just received them as a 

gift from a younger relative. 

Serves her right, the 

sorceress thought with a 

sneer, Chocolates and little 

sweet cards. Sickening. 

The time it took to calm 

Roregar and Bubbles, and to 

coax the bat back onto the tip 

of the wicked wizard's hat, 

was just long enough to suit 

Erzsebet's needs. And as she 

hadn't been the one causing a 
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ruckus, Sister Vianna 

wouldn't be suspicious at all. 

Ward Three lined up to 

receive their morning elixers. 

All of the residents took daily 

potions for health of body 

and clarity of mind, 

concocted by the Home's 

head cook, Mother Turielle. 

But Ward Three got 

something extra. A dose that 

could be taken dry as a 

powder or mixed into water, 

simple to administer but quite 

powerful. A dose that 

nullified their magic. 

Erzsebet had spent days 

working out the timing, and 

the previous morning she had 

made sure she was first in 

line to get her magic-

nullifying dose. If she was 

last in line today, and if there 

was a small delay in the 

handing out of the potions, it 

should add up to just enough 

time passed for yesterday's 

potion to wear off. Not 

entirely. Enough to work up 

maybe one charm. But 

Erzsebet knew just the charm 

to use. 

“Here you are, Betsy,” 

Sister Vianna said when 

everyone else had taken their 

elixers. Erzsebet ground her 

teeth at the nickname, but she 

took the little vial from the 

sister's hands and poured it in 

her mouth. 

With a much greater 

effort than it would have 

taken her in the years before 

she'd wound up here, 

Erzsebet summoned a fourth-

degree Vanishing Charm. 

The potion disappeared from 

inside her closed mouth, and 

she swallowed nothing. The 

sorceress forced a convincing 

grimace for Sister Vianna's 

benefit, then shuffled back 

over to card table. She 

wanted badly to let loose a 

wicked cackle, but that would 

give the game away. 

Now I'll show them, she 

thought with a kind of smug 

vindictiveness. I'll show them 

all. 

By lunchtime, Erzsebet 

had her magic back. She 

could feel it surging under 

her skin. She could feel it 

burning in her bones. It took 

effort not to bare her teeth in 

a feral grin, and under the 

table she flexed her fingers. It 

felt like regaining her youth. 

In fact, she glanced at her 

reflection in a window and 

was surprised to see that she 

was still bent and round with 

a cloud of frizzy white hair, 

rather than strong and dark, 

terrible and clad in rattling 

bones. She missed her bones. 

Erzsebet ate slowly. The 

magic trembled beneath her 

surface. It had been so long. 

It was better than the first 

time she'd felt it. She had no 

appetite– it felt as though the 

power alone could sustain 

her. 

After the noon meal it 

was back to the card table. 

Erzsebet's eyes strayed to the 

hourglass. Soon she would be 

done biding her time. Her 

skin prickled. 

Roregar alone knew that 

Erzsebet had been up to 

something during the 

morning potions time, and he 

watched her with wary eyes. 

If he wasn't careful, his 

nervousness would give the 

game away. Erzsebet needed 

another distraction. This time 

she wasn't going to call in 

any favors for it.  

“What're we playing?” 

she asked as Ylspeth shuffled 

the cards. 

“Nails and needles,”  

Moredo said. 

“Nah,” Bronwen replied, 

“Seven diggers down.” 

“Bridge?” Roregar 

suggested. 

The others stared coldly 

at him for a moment before 

Ylspeth began dealing out the 

cards. “We're playing 

borrowed blades,” she said in 

her customary hoarse 

whisper. 

“You always choose 

borrowed blades,” Erzsebet 

groaned. She hid a smile. 

Borrowed blades involved 

rather a lot of leaving the 

table, as a large part of the 

game was to go sneak the 

room and steal anything that 

could, in a pinch, be used as a 

weapon. It also involved a lot 

of arguing and shouting, 

when players tried to 

disqualify competitors' 

choices or defend their own. 

She could probably sneak 

right out of the room and 

never be missed. But 

Erzsebet wasn't in the habit 

of taking chances. The only 

surefire way to keep them 

focused on their cards and 

their acquisitions was to say, 

“Why don't we make it 
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interesting? Loser has to do 

everyone else's daily tasks for 

two weeks.” 

If there was one thing that 

the members of the Defunct 

Villains Club had in 

common, it was … well it 

was actually the fact that they 

had all spent their wild 

youths using magic for 

nefarious purposes. But if 

there was another thing, it 

was greed. Plus, everyone, 

even the other Ward 

residents, hated the little 

chores and tasks set for them 

by the Sisterhood to help give 

them a routine and keep them 

active. And the fact that 

betting was against the rules 

would only make it more 

entertaining to the magicians 

of Ward Three. 

Before long the game was 

in full swing. Ylspeth, 

Moredo, Bronwen, and 

Roregar were spread 

throughout the common 

room. Ylspeth was casually 

taking anything she could get 

her hands on when no one 

was looking, Moredo was 

using sleight of hand 

(generally sneered at among 

the residents of every Ward 

at Blessed Bezarva's), 

Bronwen was trying to bribe 

a Novice to give over her 

quill pen, and Roregar was 

doing the most obvious bout 

of sneaking Erzsebet had ever 

seen. 

It was chaos. 

It was perfect. 

In the midst of the action, 

Erzsebet simply slipped 

though the door and into the 

hallway. She shut the door 

silently behind her and stood 

for a moment in the unnatural 

silence. None of the noises 

from the common room made 

it into whatever reality the 

hallway existed in. Erzsebet 

breathed in the silence. She 

was alone. Except for bathing 

and the privy, it had been 

years– since she was brought 

to live in the Home and 

assigned Bronwen as a 

roommate– since she'd been 

alone. 

When the door opened 

behind her the magic jumped 

through her. Her hands 

crackled with power the color 

of blood and night as she 

spun. 

“What are you doing out 

here, Roregar?” she hissed, 

sticking her hands behind his 

back. He shifted 

uncomfortably, rubbing the 

knuckles of one hand with his 

other palm. Bubbles swayed 

gently on the tip of his hat. 

“What are you doing?” he 

countered, and the accusation 

in his reedy voice made her 

bristle. The spike of irritation 

pulsed in the magic. Roregar 

winced, then his eyes 

widened. “My skeleton 

hurts— Erzsebet, do you 

have your magic?” 

The accusation was gone 

from his tone. In its place 

was a raw envy, a hunger. 

His eyes flashed and for a 

moment Erzsebet imagined 

she could see a glint of 

crimson fire in that gaze. 

She tossed her head. The 

gesture had been more 

impressive when it came with 

the music of bones clacking 

and rubbing one another. “I 

do.” 

Roregar's voice was not 

at all reedy when he growled, 

“Tell me how.” 

“Hah! Nothing comes for 

nothing, Roregar Redflame.” 

Erzsebet smirked. “You 

weren't meant to follow me, 

but now that you're here— If 

you help me, I'll tell you the 

secret.” 

His face was a mask of 

need. 

Erzsebet always had 

known how to motivate 

people. 

She turned and swept 

down the hall, gesturing for 

the old wizard to follow. 

There was a key to 

moving through the hallways 

of Blessed Bezarva's Home 

for Aged Magicians without 

an escort. Erzsebet didn't do 

it often; she didn't want the 

Sisterhood to know that she'd 

learned the trick. But it was 

simple. Don't think about the 

outside world. Don't try too 

hard to be sneaky. Don't plan 

an escape. If the hallway 

sensed an intent to leave 

without permission, the 

alarms would sound.  

Fortunately, Erzsebet 

didn't plan to go even so far 

as the entrance hall. Along 

the way there were a few 

paltry traps to be avoided, 

nothing more than one would 

expect in a place meant to 

house those with magical 

power.  
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Trivial for a sorceress of 

Erzsebet's caliber to 

overcome. A pair of 

tripwires? A false floor? A 

cloud of the breath-of-sleep 

potion's fumes? That beast 

with all the eyes, floating up 

near the corner, which 

Roregar and Bubbles couldn't 

seem to see? (Has that 

always been there? Erzsebet 

wondered.) Once, she'd had 

the world on its knees– with 

her powers restored she could 

easily avoid a handful of 

pathetic little charms and 

cantrips. Even Roregar's 

presence didn't pose a 

problem. He was at least 

smart enough to know that 

without magic he had to 

follow in her footsteps 

exactly. 

They moved in silence, 

took their time, but soon 

enough the magicians had 

reached their goal. 

Anticipated triumph swelled 

within Erzsebet, infusing the 

magic, and she let out a hiss 

of soft laughter as she heard 

Roregar shift uncomfortably 

behind her again.  

“Would you stop that?” 

he whispered, “My old bones 

ache enough as it is.”  

Without turning to look at 

him, she smiled. His 

discomfort added a hint of 

savor to her imminent victory 

over the tyranny of the 

Sisterhood of Blessed 

Bezarva.  

Erzsebet pushed open the 

swinging double doors and 

stepped into the Home's large 

kitchen.  

“What are we doing 

here?” Roregar groused as he 

followed her in. 

The smell permeating the 

room made Erzsebet want to 

gag, and for a moment she 

couldn't answer Roregar. She 

took a moment to locate its 

source and bared her teeth 

when her eyes fell on the 

massive pot set upon the 

wood burning stove; its 

contents bubbling thickly.  

There it is, she thought, 

hatred sharp in her chest like 

broken glass. Roregar 

grunted as her magic pulsed 

with the broken edges of her 

anger. It was good to know 

that others could still feel her 

to the core of them. Erzsebet 

turned to him then, her smile 

wide and terrible. She saw in 

his eyes that he was 

beginning to suspect that he'd 

made a mistake in helping 

her.  

“What are you going to 

do?” he asked. 

“First, I am going to mix 

myself a little something,” 

she answered, her voice as 

sweet as the cloying scent in 

the air. She inspected the 

room, hands on her hips, her 

gaze passing over the knife 

set, the meat cleaver, the 

matches and tinder for the 

fireplace, and finally settling 

upon a cabinet. It was painted 

with the wards and 

forbiddings that would 

prevent tampering. She 

crossed to it and found that 

the protections were easy to 

brush past now that she had 

her power again. All she 

needed was will and focus 

with the force of her magic 

behind her mind. And then 

Mother Turielle's cabinet of 

potion ingredients was open 

before her.  

Roregar watched as she 

withdrew flasks and vials, 

jars and boxes. His eyes 

scanned the labels even as 

she did, and he noted which 

she discarded and which she 

set aside to use. Her hands 

moved with greater surety as 

she went. Everything she 

needed was here. The 

Sisterhood never could have 

suspected that she would get 

this far. They never thought 

to take better care, to hide 

anything— 

“Erzsebet, no,” Roregar 

groaned when he realized 

what the ingredients she was 

assembling were for. 

“Oh, yes,” she said 

grimly. 

“Not this again.” 

“The Sisterhood can't 

keep forcing us to eat 

that...that slop and get away 

with it,” Erzsebet snarled, 

beginning to measure and 

mix. 

“I should have known,” 

Roregar said, his tone dark. 

Erzsebet finally gave in 

and allowed herself a long, 

extremely satisfying cackle.  

“Yes!” she cried, “You 

should have known! You 

fool! And now it's too late to 

stop me!” She turned to him 

and met his gaze, held up one 

hand.  

Roregar's eyes widened. 

He turned to flee, perhaps to 
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seek out one of the 

Sisterhood and tell all, but he 

couldn't outrun the snap of 

Erzsebet's fingers. He fell 

still as abruptly as if turned to 

stone. She had fused all of 

the joints in his skeleton. 

Roregar toppled to the floor. 

Bubbles took flight as he fell 

and his hat tumbled away, 

then she circled the room 

frantically looking for 

somewhere else to hang. She 

stayed out of Erzsebet's way, 

and so the sorceress ignored 

the bat and kept her attention 

on the wizard. His heart 

could still beat, and although 

his ribs wouldn't expand 

when his lungs inflated he 

could still breathe shallowly.  

His eyes could still move, 

and his lips and tongue. He 

could still speak.  

“You won't get away with 

it, Erzsebet. Mother Turielle 

will be in to check on dinner 

preparations any moment!” 

he said, “You have to stop 

trying to ruin— ” 

“What is going on in 

here?” a stern voice said from 

the doorway. Roregar rolled 

his eyes, trying to see behind 

him. Erzsebet's eyes snapped 

up to see Mother Turielle 

herself standing just within 

the kitchen, her hands on her 

hips and an expression of 

extreme exasperation on her 

face.  

“Mother Turielle, 

Erzsebet is trying to—” 

“Silence,” Erzsebet 

hissed, and snapped her 

fingers again. Roregar's 

words dissolved into a 

wheeze as his own rib cage 

contracted enough to squeeze 

the breath out of his lungs. 

Erzsebet cackled again. 

“Erzsebet,” Mother 

Turielle's voice was low and 

scolding. She moved around 

the room a bit so that she 

stood protectively between 

the elderly sorceress and the 

bubbling pot on the stovetop. 

“Are you trying to ruin 

pudding night for the rest of 

us again?” 

“Hah! Ruin? I'm trying to 

free you poor fools!” 

Erzsebet shouted, snatching 

up the potion she'd mixed, 

“I'll show you! I'll show you! 

Once you've seen the truth 

you'll know– like I know! 

Chocolate,” she hissed the 

word and then spat on the 

floor, ignoring Mother 

Turielle's shout of protest, 

“Filth! The smell of it. I don't 

know how you pitiful 

creatures can stand it.” 

“Everyone likes chocolate 

pudding, Erzsebet.” 

“Wrong! You just don't 

know better!” 

“Every Fourthday you try 

something like this. Every 

pudding night. It's not 

allowed, Erzsebet. Stop 

trying to ruin dessert.” 

“Ruin? Ruin? I'm fixing 

it!” 

“Is it fruit salad again? It 

is, isn't it. Fruit salad is not a 

dessert,” Mother Turielle 

said, stuffing her hands in the 

pockets of her apron. 

“Lies!” 

“And how did you get 

your power back?” 

“I'll never tell!” Erzsebet 

cackled, “I'm the terrible, the 

mighty, the relentless; I'm the 

Bone Sorceress Erzsebet, 

dread of all—" Her howling 

laughter and mad shouting 

dissolved into a sudden 

hacking cough. 

Mother Turielle held a 

hand up flat before her 

mouth. A fine dusting of the 

magic-nullifying powder, 

pulled from the pocket of her 

apron, glittered on her 

upturned palm. The rest of 

the powder, she'd blown into 

the wayward resident's face. 

Erzsebet felt the power 

ebb away from her again, her 

exultation extinguished. On 

the floor, Roregar gasped in a 

deep breath and then pushed 

himself to his feet.  

“Just you see if I help you 

again, Erzsebet!” he wheezed 

at her. 

In desperation, feeling the 

last of her regained power 

drain away, Erzsebet tried the 

only thing that she could 

think of. She threw the potion 

she'd mixed, lobbing it high 

over Mother Turielle's head 

in the direction of the 

cauldron. Mother Turielle 

tried to catch it, Roregar 

leaped for it, but both missed. 

Erzsebet felt a surge of 

hope— 

Bubbles the bat flew right 

into the path of the tumbling 

vial. There was a tinkling of 

breaking glass and  a splash 

of liquid. And then Bubbles 

the winged fruit salad flew on 

her way.  
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“No!” Erzsebet wailed, falling to her knees and 

clenching her fists. 

“No!” Roregar cried, flinging his arms and beginning to 

chase Bubbles around the room.  

“No!” Mother Turielle scolded, trying to catch the 

distressed wizard. “No, no, no, calm down, Roregar, she'll 

be fine. I've been doing this job for a long time, I promise, I 

can de-fruit a bat in a jiffy!” 

Erzsebet dragged herself to her feet, defeat bowing her 

shoulders.  

“One day,” she whispered to herself, shuffling back 

towards the doorway. There was nothing to do now but to 

go back to the common room and rejoin the game of 

borrowed blades. Although...her eyes lit on the meat cleaver 

lying on the butcher block in the corner of the kitchen...she 

might at least still be able to win the bet she'd set on the 

game.
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Alecto, 

 

I don’t know if you will 

ever read these words, but I 

felt like I owed you the truth 

before it is too late. I never 

meant for things to end up 

like this. No, my intentions 

were pure, but it seems I 

paved the path to my own 

demise. In a world of heroes, 

what does it mean to be the 

greatest of all time? That was 

what you dreamed of when 

we were young. As we grew 

up, I turned a blind eye to the 

times you sneaked away, to 

the bruises, and your lies. I 

knew. I always knew who 

you were. When the hero 

‘Alecto’ first appeared I had 

never been so proud to call 

you my friend; and then you 

got hurt. 

 

I only wanted to protect 

you at first. You were the 

only one who ever saw me 

for my true self, which is 

why I wanted to help, to 

repay your gift of friendship. 

I now know this decision 

would destroy us, but at this 

point, I don’t know if I would 

change a thing. What does 

that say about me as a 

person? Did I always have 

this darkness inside of me? Is 

that why you tried so hard to 

make sure I didn’t go down 

this path? If so, then I owe 

you more apologies than I 

have words inside of me.  

 

The first time I put this 

costume on, I only meant to 

watch over you, but then the 

person you were fighting 

pulled out a knife. I wanted 

to help, but you thought I was 

with the mugger so you 

attacked me. Fighting you 

was thrilling because I knew 

I’d never hurt you. You 

would get to be the hero and I 

knew you’d be safe with me 

so I continued the lie. It was 

small things at first, just a 

robbery here and there, but 

then your reputation began to 

grow. So mine had to as well. 

I don’t know where the rage 

came from, but I never 

expected it to morph into 

something I could no longer 

control. 

 

The crime began to feel 

good, and it was a drug I 

couldn’t quit. For once in my 

life things were easy. It was 

easy to be angry and cruel. It 

was easy to take what I 

wanted because no one could 

stop me. Except you. Every 

interview you did, every new 

article spurred me to new 

heights of depravity. I don’t 

want you to read these words 

with a heart full of guilt. I did 

these things. I chose to push 

myself forward on this path. 

These actions are my guilt 

alone to bear, if I felt such 

things anymore. I guess this 

letter is a confession, as much 

as it is one last 

acknowledgment of what 

remains of my conscience.  

 

I hope that when I am 

gone you will try to 

remember the good times. Do 

you remember that summer 

we spent almost every night 

in that shoddy fort we built in 

your backyard? You went on 

and on about growing up to 

be a hero. When we played 

heroes and villains, I was 

always willing to be the bad 

guy because seeing your face 

light up when you won our 

mock battles brought me so 

much joy. That summer held 

some of the greatest 

memories I have of us. It was 

the last time I was truly 

happy, and it was because of 

you.  

 

The night you discovered 

my true identity was when I 

knew I was too far gone for 

even you to save. I will never 

forget the hurt in your eyes, 

and it killed me that I brought 

you such pain. Never did I 

think you would reveal 

yourself to me. After all, in 
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all the years you had been out 

saving the world, never once 

did you confide in me your 

secret. I suppose you thought 

by knowing the truth, you 

could bring me back from the 

edge. Couldn’t you see I had 

willingly fallen into this? It 

felt far too good to tell you I 

had known all along. I was 

harsh then, and I would take 

my words back if I could, but 

I cannot undo the past. I can 

only try to make things right 

now. 

 

I feel like I need to 

address the thing you will 

most likely have questions 

about—Q Force. I wish I had 

a good reason for killing him, 

but I did not start out thinking 

I would ever take a life. I 

have no real excuse for it; 

and would any reasoning 

justify what I did? You never 

said anything, but I know you 

cared about him a great deal. 

I had scuffled with other 

heroes before, but none that 

pushed me as hard as he did. 

I take back what I wrote 

because I did have a reason. I 

hated him because he knew 

you in ways I never would. I 

was supposed to be your 

closest friend, but you could 

never share Alecto with me. 

He got that part of you, and I 

was jealous. If we hadn’t 

fought that first night, would 

I have been your partner 

instead? I guess that bullet 

sealed our fate as it took Q 

Force’s life. 

 

I have asked myself a 

hundred times why you 

didn’t trust me enough to tell 

me from the start. You had to 

know I was suspicious. It 

kept me up so many nights, 

but I never had the heart to 

bring it up to you. I felt like it 

would change something 

between us, and I couldn’t 

risk losing you. Did I ever 

have you, or was I just your 

first hero project?  

Honestly, I don’t even 

know why I started this letter. 

I don’t know if these words 

will help or just increase the 

dissonance between your 

memories of me and who I 

am now. The world will only 

ever speak of my evil, but if I 

have even a small chance of 

redeeming myself in your 

eyes, then I will seize it. I do 

not deserve it, but what do I 

have to lose at this point? 

 

Gods, I want to be honest 

with you, but the more I write 

the more I remember. I have 

committed so many sins it’s 

hard to keep them all straight. 

All of them have built to this 

moment, and now I am so 

thoroughly damned that what 

does any of this matter? I 

suppose I don’t know what 

you would want to hear from 

me—if you’d want to hear 

anything at all. I lost the right 

to know what is going on in 

your head long ago. I have no 

way forward that does not 

lead to us clashing once 

more. Would you have it in 

you to take me down for 

good? We will never find out. 

I have accomplished what 

most villains only dream of; 

Ouroboros has asked me to 

join their ranks, and I 

accepted. What have I done? 

Have I truly fallen this far? 

These people are so far 

beyond evil, and I am their 

equal now. They are so 

cavalier about the pain and 

suffering they have caused. 

How far from grace can I 

fall? That is what started this 

whole thing in motion. 

Something in me snapped. I 

want to rip away their cold 

indifference for the wanton 

destruction they have 

wrought. They have built 

themselves a fortress of 

death, and it is time for a 

reckoning. 

 

The problem with heroes 

is that you believe in the best 

in people. You believe a 

person can be talked out of 

hatred and callousness, that 

they can be saved. You 

cannot peel back the veneer 

of evil and expect to find 

goodness. It doesn’t exist in 

people like us, so I will do 

what you cannot. Can an act 

of violence redeem a sinner? 

I doubt it because there is no 

path to redemption that exists 

for someone like me. Tonight 
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will be the last night I will 

disappoint you, old friend. 

After this, I hope you can 

forgive me enough to 

remember the good times, to 

remember we were happy 

once. 

 

It feels wrong to end this 

talking to Alecto because 

Alecto isn’t my friend. Cas, 

you were the only one who 

ever cared where I ended up. 

Do not let my death become 

your burden to bear. I wish I 

could absolve you of the guilt 

you feel that I ended up like 

this, but you care too much. I 

used to think that was your 

weakness, but I care about 

something more than myself 

for the first time in years. I 

care about seeing you live. 

They have a hit list you 

know— Ouroboros— and 

seeing your name there woke 

something in me. They know 

your name. Your name, Cas! 

They know who your mother 

is, where we went to school. 

Everything, except it seems, 

my connection to you.  

 

They have a plan laid out 

for you, and several other 

heroes, to meet your demise. 

The years I have spent 

building this mask, this 

character I have become, and 

honing my skills have all 

come down to this. Your 

name on a wall is what it 

took to break me, and I am 

ashamed to say that deep 

down, I still don’t care about 

the others: Captain Might, 

Nightwalker, Gen X. Their 

names may be more well 

known than yours, but only 

yours mattered. Those heroes 

never held me when the tears 

wouldn’t stop falling. They 

weren’t there to pick me up 

when the world kicked me 

down. Only you were, Cas. I 

cannot let them take your 

light out of this world. 

 

To my dearest friend: I am 

sorry. 

 

-X 
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Black beast, Love 

Crawls across human minds. 

Shreds skin, hearts  

and memories. 

 

Dumb mask of the righteous. 

Vile pet of the Turk. 

Sister to the monster self-begotten. 

It devours the unfortunate leavings. 

 

Black beast, Love. 

Nuzzles under half asleep finger  

tips, begging a scratch 

behind the ear from Iago.  
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