
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The stories contained herein are works of  fiction. Names, characters, locations, 
and incidents are the products of  the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, 
and references to any parties, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 
 
QUINARY INFINITIES 
 
All content herein is property of  the author. The author holds the copyright to 
their work. 
 
Published by Odd Tales Productions 
 
This publication is protected under the copyright laws of  the United States of  
America. Any reproductions or other unauthorized use of  the material or artwork 
herein is prohibited without express permission of  the author(s). 

 

 



 

 

 
Also by Atom Mudman Bezecny: 
 
Devil Skull Takes London 
Dieselworld 
Words from the Inner Circle 
Tail of  the Lizard King 
The Monogram Monograph 
Deus Mega Therion / The Divine Mrs. E 
Jim Anthony vs. the Mastermind 
Kinyonga Tales 
Meta-Terrax  
 
Recommended reading also includes the series “The Awful Orloffs” 
and “The Ballad of  Karnation Lee” on Archive of  Our Own. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Quinary Infinites collects four works I wrote as part of  the Odd Tales 

Resist movement started by Odd Tales Productions. The stories 
have been edited slightly to excise political details which might not 

have made sense in this context. The fifth story consists of  my 
notes on the plot and characters of  my unfinished online story 

ReTales, which was concerned with the struggles and triumphs of  
retail cashiers. Annotations are included to help clarify some of  the 

fiction references made in these stories. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Quinary Infinities 

By Atom Mudman Bezecny 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

Table of  Contents 

 
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

 
 

A Mirror, Darkly - - - - - 8 
In an adventure marking her 30th appearance, the ghostly hero Bloody Mary 
comes face to face with a dark counterpart to herself, who offers grim temptation 
to her companion Blake Hart. 
 
The Bride of  Carl Gloria - - - - 45 
A white terror comes to the world of  unified humanity—a terror controlled by 
the insidious Dr. Carl Gloria! Yet, as ever, it's the story outside the story that 
counts. 
 
The Dragon and the Ox - - - - 78 
The Crimson Dragon, sex worker of  the future, is called into battle against the 
space-warlord Apollonius Agricola. Adults only. 
 
The Adventure of  the Mummified Surgeon - 108 
Time-traveling murder attracts the interest of  Dr. Edwina Tara, the Queen of  
Zuvendis. In Queen Tara crackles the voltage of  vril, the power of  life-force 
itself. And she's far from alone in her investigation—for joining her in none 
other than the Great Detective himself! 
 
Annotations - - - - - - 150 
Learn the secrets of  Infinity! 
 
The Remnants of  ReTales - - - - 170 
The saga closes. 

 
 
 
  



8 

 

 
A Mirror, Darkly 

 
I.—Presidentium 

 
Bloody Mary never liked New York. She tried to stay as far away as 
possible, but something dragged her back here time and time again. 
She thought maybe she could consider it an upgrade; she was a long 
way from Luxton, Tennessee, now that she had a Lamb University 
degree to hang on her wall, and the distance showed itself  mostly by 
contrast. Luxton had been tiny, with few options for food and 
clothes, with none of  the glamour of  a metropolis. But a true step 
up in surroundings for Mary would be a wilderness, not just 
someplace with better shopping options. She and Blake were on the 
same page as far as that—Blake Hart was a meadow man, disdainful 
of  skyscrapers. 
 
They were only in a city they both hated because there was a threat 
of  an attempt on President Sarason's life. 
 
There was one problem. Lee Sarason wasn't President. Harry 
Truman was. 
 
Using a payphone, Mary had confirmed this with her cousin Brian. 
He'd been confused by her question. 
 
“'Who's President?' Uh, well, Francine—it's Truman.” he said. “Are 
you time-traveling again?” 
 
“No, it's still 1950 for me. But if  you could see these newspapers...I 
have one preserved in the Mirror-Realm. I'll let you look at it once 
we're done saving President Sarason.” 
 
“President who...?” 
 
She hung up—she and Blake couldn't linger long. It wouldn't be the 
first time Brian Hammerstein was baffled in the line of  duty. 
 
She'd exited the phone booth, holding a newspaper in her hand. She 
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raised and she and Blake Hart inspected it once more. Several clues 
were apparent in what they read for what seemed to be to the 
hundredth time. It claimed that the wartime President, Sarason's 
predecessor, had been a dictator named Windrip—no mention of  
Franklin Roosevelt. The article talked about the threatened 
assassination of  President Sarason, the product of  a faction of  
“Corpos” led by General Dewey Haik. Blake Hart was a mind-
reader, but his powers had nothing to do with the fact that Mary 
was thinking what he said. 
 
“This Haik guy looks just like General Eisenhower.” 
 
“And he wants to take over the country. If  I remember some of  my 
trips to the future...Eisenhower is our next President. He gets 
elected in '53. Sorry if  you didn't want to know it.” 
 
“Well, that explains a few of  my lucid dreams. My future-vision is 
nearly perfect now.” 
 
“Show-off. So we're observing a corrupted version of  our world's 
history and future, on another Earth. But how did we get here? Why 
does Brian remember our version of  history?” 
 
The black-haired young mutant, born at least a hundred millennia 
before his proper time, stared at her with his eerie eyes. “I can't 
sense anything that would give us the answer. I guess we have to 
save the President and see what happens next. What I can tell you is 
that the President's assassin will not be an ally of  this General Haik. 
She will be something far more deadly.” 
 
“I wonder if  Vulthoom is behind this...” Mary mused. 
 
“Who?” 
 
“Never mind. I just wish I knew if  we were in an alternate timeline 
or an alternate universe. There's a difference, you know.” 
 
“Oh?” 
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“One means that someone's changed history. The other just kind of  
exists. So ideally, we're in another universe.” 
 
“We're talking in circles now,” he said. “Let's move. My foresight has 
already shown me that the President will be attacked as his car 
proceeds down West 3rd Street.” 
 
“This glass,” she replied, tapping the outside of  the phone booth. 
“It's a mirror. I'll get us there immediately.” 
 
“Let's not waste time then. Just beware. There are millions and 
millions of  mirrors in New York.” 
 
“Billions. But don't worry, I saw them when I was taking us in. Get 
ready.” 
 
In the blink of  an eye, they emerged from the rear-view mirror of  
the President's car. Mary got them out at enough velocity to end up 
in the velvet-covered backseat of  the limousine. They now flanked 
the President of  the United States. The face of  Harry S. Truman, as 
they'd seen him on TV and in the papers, stared at them in shock. 
Joining the President were two members of  the Secret Service. 
Bloody Mary's appearance was enough to stop the guy on her right; 
as for the guy next to Blake, his mind saw nothing out of  the 
ordinary. Blake had no qualms about prodding into other people's 
heads. He had stopped listening to Mary's protests a long time ago, 
so she'd stopped giving them. Even though he felt her anger 
swirling in her mind. 
 
“Mr. President,” Bloody Mary said. 
 
“Wh-what are you? What do you want?” 
 
“My name is Bloody Mary. My friend Mr. Hart and I are 
independent agents. We have nothing to do with the General Haik 
conspiracy.” 
 
“But—but—” 
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“We are superpowered agents. We look and act weird. Please just 
roll with it, Mr. President.” 
 
“I can't let Haik get his greedy paws on the White House!” Sarason 
exclaimed. “I can't! Then everything Berzelius built up will be for 
nothing!”  
 
“Mr. President, this is hard to explain, but for the last several hours 
we've taken in as much information as we can about the threats on 
your life. Something is very wrong. You're not supposed to be the 
President—” 
 
“Mary, you're talking too fast,” Blake said. 
 
“I shouldn't be President?!” Sarason exclaimed. “You believe that? 
So you are a traitor! You must be working with Haik to steal my 
authority!” He turned to the guards, and barked at them: “Jones! 
Cvetic! Kill them immediately!” 
 
But before the Service agents could react, there was a burst of  
crimson light. All the back windows of  the limo shattered with a 
resounding crack. In a solitary second, the two agents and the 
President were both dead. 
 
Only Mary's spectral form had saved her—and Blake shielded 
himself  with his telekinesis. Mary wondered why he hadn't saved the 
others with his telekinesis; could he have saved the others? It 
happened so quickly, and for some reason Mary couldn't conjure up 
the proper feelings for seeing the President die. He wasn't her 
President. Some people said that when the party they hated won, 
but for Mary, this man was only President on another world. 
 
“We're too late,” Blake said. 
 
“Well, clearly.” 
 
“Now Dewey Haik becomes President.” 
 
“You foresee that?” 
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“It's an eventuality at this point, not just possibility.” 
 
“Okay, Mr. Mutant. But—but who did it?” 
 
Blake Hart closed his eyes and started murmuring. He seemed to be 
talking to himself. “After Haik, the President is Jack Kennedy, as it 
was on our world. His assassin, Spender, smoked cigarettes—Scop 
tried to warn us—time-distortion rippled out from Totter's Lane 
and aliens came down right after. They say Marilyn Monroe or Sugar 
Kane knew the truth, and now she's a victim of  fake death, being 
presently alive and behind bars...” 
 
“Blake, stop,” Mary said. “You're pushing yourself  too far again. I 
asked you a question. Who did it?” 
 
He was in a trance; when he got like this it was like he was on drugs. 
“You did,” he said. 
 
“That's ridiculous.” 
 
“We've entered a darker world, with darker Presidents. Those 
Corpos are murderers, so things went wrong here. Maybe this world 
has a Bloody Mary in it—a Dark Mary.” 
 
“I don't think so. The Mirror-Realm's the same. And we still haven't 
figured out why Brian remembers things as they really are.” 
 
The car had rolled to a stop. “Oh, that's right,” Blake said then. “I 
forgot to mention. The driver is stopping so that they can arrest us 
for assassinating the President.” 
 
“We didn't kill him, but I doubt they'll believe us. I don't think you 
believe me, given that you just accused me of  doing it.” 
 
“Take me to the Mirror-Realm. Then you'll understand.” 
 
Bloody Mary sighed and rolled her eyes. “You know, you're not 
some modern-day oracle, like Madame Malatesta. I've worked with 
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psychics before.” 
 
She tugged them away into the glass of  car. The deaths around her 
flickered uncannily. It was surreal; it was as if  she recognized these 
dead men as being from a different world, and thus to her they 
didn't seem real. They were like wax dummies of  corpses, and yet 
she knew they were really alive— 
 
What was happening? What was— 
 
She found it hard to concentrate when they entered the Mirror-
Realm. This was odd, as she ordinarily had the opposite effect—her 
mind was usually cleared by the icy intangible waters that filled the 
endless space of  the Realm. But this time, she felt an ambiguous 
anxiety. Her battle-forged experience was able to tell her, though, 
that she was feeling the old sensation of  being telepathically 
intruded on. Somebody was trying to breach into her mind. And 
this somebody was very, very powerful. 
 
“Blake, I hate to say it,” she grunted, struggling to prevent the 
possession of  her mind. “But I think you were right about a 'Dark 
Mary.' Who else could invade my Realm and—and do this to me?” 
 
“I always enjoy it when my theories turn out correct,” Blake replied. 
 
“Even when they mean your friends are in mortal danger?!” 
 
“I wouldn't call it 'mortal,' Mary, not yet. You're sure it's some evil 
counterpart of  yourself ?” 
 
“Sh-she has something semblance of  my power...trust me, I know 
to recognize it...at this point.” Her mind flashed to back to the 
previous “evil Marys” she'd encountered. There was Typhoid Mary, 
who had betrayed the legacy of  Bloody Mary to become an evil 
renegade. Cyber-Mary, that mechanized abomination Scand had 
built with the aid of  that Scudder guy to replicate her Mirror-Realm 
powers with technology. And of  course Resurrection Mary, though 
Francine had to remember she wasn't evil in a true sense—she just 
wanted to get home. This new signal, though, was different. From 
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an adventure in the future she'd heard the name “Shadow Mary,” 
but she'd felt her older self's mind as she'd pronounced those words 
and the psychic shimmer between them was different from the 
essence she felt now. Shadow Mary was yet to come. This was a 
brand-new foe. 
 
“That's enough for me,” Blake said. “Alright, Dark Mary. Come out 
now.” 
 
There was silence. Blake frowned, and closed his eyes. The shout 
that emerged was psychic in nature, and thus much louder than what 
his vocal cords could send off. 
 
“Come out!!” 
 
The cry echoed throughout the Mirror-Realm, and Blake briefly 
thought of  his old friend, his fellow Homo superior, Charles Crossley. 
He had taught him the Psychic Shout, but he was also quite mad. 
Blake didn't think of  himself  as crazy—not yet, anyway. 
 
There was a giggle. 
 
“'Dark Mary,'” a sharp feminine voice said from the darkness. “I like 
that name. Mind if  I keep it?” 
 
Bloody Mary felt the psychic grip on her brain relax. A figure was 
forming out of  the darkness of  the Mirror-Realm. 
 
“I know all about you, Bloody Mary. We are linked together. The 
Mirror-Realm sees me as part of  it, just as it sees you as its owner. 
You shouldn't leave your personal energies lying around, dear, for 
people to sop up.” 
 
“I'm not as messy as you think.” 
 
Francine caught only a brief  glimpse of  her foe before she raised 
her arm. Dark Mary was right, she was the owner of  this Realm. 
Even if  the invader had made herself  part of  the Realm, it was only 
a part. As Bloody Mary, Francine Rainsford could make the Realm's 
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substance form into a fist, and slam hard into the emerging creature 
who had taken the name Blake gave her. 
 
Now the telepathic hold was broken, and Bloody Mary shielded her 
mind against further intrusions. Why Blake hadn't used his own 
powers to remove her enemy from her mind was a mystery. She 
didn't have time to talk to him about it—she thrust herself  forward, 
flying headlong at the fast-traveling Dark Mary. 
 
“Mary! Wait!” she heard Blake shout, but it was too late. She knew 
he'd be frustrated that she ignored him, but she was the boss here, 
for better or worse. As she caught up to Dark Mary, she saw what 
exactly she was dealing with. 
 
In many respects, Dark Mary was her twin. Her face was different—
she'd look like a white girl, if  her skin wasn't the same dead gray 
color as Bloody Mary's. But etched across her face were long 
lightning-bolt scratches of  pulsing red light. This light lent a 
crimson tint to her long, wavy hair, and instead of  a torn black 
dress, she wore something close to her skin. A form of  armor, it 
looked like, made of  leather or something of  similar texture. It was 
deep maroon in color, and her legs and arms were left mostly 
exposed. The flashing thunder-scars marked these parts of  her flesh 
as well. 
 
No blood issued from her eyes. All the same, her eyes were a 
piercing red. 
 
“Hey, hon,” she said. “You know, you're even prettier than my 
momma said.” 
 
“Your momma?” Bloody Mary said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
“Oh, yeah. Where do you think I got my Mary powers from? My 
name's Delphine Ingomar. My mom sends her greetings.” 
 
“Wait. You're saying you're Nadine's daught—” 
 
She never finished that sentence. Dark Mary immediately reversed 



16 

 

her course, and slammed her fist hard into Bloody Mary's 
midsection. 
 
Bloody Mary knew that her counterpart had the same ghost powers 
as her, because her blow connected with prizefighter strength. She 
groaned, briefly flickering back to the form of  Francine Rainsford. 
But one punch couldn't stop her. When Dark Mary's next jab came 
in, the true Mary caught her wrist and stopped it. 
 
“Nadine Ingomar and I were good friends. You're betraying your 
mother by fighting me,” Francine declared. 
 
“She went to her grave hating you.” 
 
Francine paused. “What?” 
 
Dark Mary sneered. “You don't believe me.” 
 
“Of  course I don't!” 
 
But Dark Mary broke her grip, and scratched her across the face. 
“Ah!” Francine cried. “Christ, that stings. I guess that means no 
more questions now.” 
 
And she let her have it. 
 
Bloody Mary's fists could shatter bones, especially in her Realm. 
Once she hit “Ingomar,” she once more flexed the structure of  the 
Realm, to slam an opposing blow into her. She knocked her back 
into another hard knock, formed from the ripply surface of  the 
Realm. Dark Mary let out a scream and then went limp. Francine 
could sense she wasn't dead. In truth, she wasn't even unconscious. 
But she wanted Francine to think she was. 
 
In a flash, Blake was behind here. “How did you get here so fast?” 
she asked. 
 
“The Mirror-Realm is a psychic dimension. My powers are much 
stronger here,” he replied. 
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“So you can teleport?” 
 
“Yes, of  course.” 
 
Mary didn't like his tone. He was getting more and more brash every 
day, and while she didn't view herself  as his superior or anything—
despite that half-serious “boss” title—she expected respect from 
someone who called himself  her friend. She was his friend too. His 
status as a psychic mutant had ostracized him from society, and she 
had helped him. But perhaps she was overthinking her own 
importance in his life. Her thoughts were interrupted by Dark 
Mary's returning giggle. 
 
“You know, all that chatter about psychic powers reminds me of  
what I can really do here.” 
 
“Hit her, Blake. Stun her with your telepathy.” 
 
“I'm trying to shut her down, Mary, but it's not working. Her own 
telepathy is extremely powerful.” 
 
“But my powers don't include telepathy...where's she getting it from? 
Is she a mutant?” 
 
“No, I don't think so. But she's not who she says she is...” 
 
“She's not Delphine Ingomar,” Mary said with relief. 
 
“I thought that was obvious,” Dark Mary growled. “But why give up 
a good routine when it makes you feel good?” 
 
“She means the 'routine' of  impersonating the children of  various 
persons of  note,” Blake said. 
 
“That's...odd,” Francine said. “Oh well. We're gonna knock her 
under for real this time. I'll slam the substance of  the Realm around 
her, like two tidal waves coming together.” 
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“I don't think so.” Dark Mary raised her hand, and suddenly, both 
Francine and Blake felt time stutter around them. It was slowing 
down, like when Bloody Mary used her powers to look through the 
filmstrip-frames of  time and emerge from mirrors in different time 
periods. There was a crackle in the air when she did that, she felt it 
now. 
 
“What are you doing?” she whispered, largely to herself. “Are 
you...using my Realm to change time...?” She remembered, then, the 
business with “President Sarason.” 
 
She repeated herself, louder now: “Are you using my Realm to 
change time?!” 
 
“I have been using the powers I've taken. Incidentally, if  your old 
friend Typhoid Mary ever escapes from her Hemkra prison—she'll 
probably be a lot weaker.” 
 
Bloody Mary was taken aback. She nudged Blake, and he opened a 
telepathic channel for them. He safeguarded it against Dark Mary's 
psychic signature. 
 
“Don't want to scare you, but she pulled my energy-signature from 
the Quartz prison Immorté made for Typhoid Mary,” she said. “So 
not only does she have my mirror-powers like Typhoid Mary had, 
but she has Immorté's telepathy, telekinesis, and hemopyrokinesis. 
Have I told you about all this? Do not let any of  your blood be 
exposed in her presence.” 
 
“Or she'll set me on fire. Got it. Yes, I remember Prince Immorté's 
abilities now,” he replied. 
 
“I'm sorry, are you trying to encrypt what you're saying?” 
 
Dark Mary's lips weren't moving—she had stepped into their 
psychic channel like it was nothing. 
 
“That's cute. You know, I can steal his telepathic powers just as easy 
as I skimmed the energy that Quartz jail.” 
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“That must be her native power, Mary,” Blake said calmly. “She 
absorbs people's powers like she absorbs identities. By entering our 
stream, she exposed her identity to me. That Delphine Ingomar 
thing was a shallow lie—her real name is Peri Kent. She is, 
ostensibly at least, the illegitimate child of  that Gotham lawyer, 
Apollo Kent, who was injured in a courtroom acid attack. When 
Kent used that attack as an excuse to become a colorful criminal she 
snapped, and not just because her father's newfound obsession with 
binaries led to her being renamed 'Pair-y.'” 
 
Francine saw Dark Mary roll her eyes. 
 
“Since then she keeps pretending to be the children of  famous 
unusual individuals, as I said before,” Blake continued. 
 
“How do you know I'm not the daughter of  Superman? Who I 
know by his real name...Kent Shakespeare!” 
 
“I don't know what you're talking about,” Bloody Mary said. “I'm 
pretty sure that if  Superman exists he's no actor. I haven't been to a 
newsstand in a while though, to check up on the funny papers.” 
 
“I was just trying to be cute,” Dark Mary grinned. “A girl has to be 
on her best behavior, after all, when she's trying to warp time to 
create a timeline all for her own.” 
 
“I was afraid that's what you were doing,” Bloody Mary sighed. “So 
you've made an alternate world with different Presidents. So what?” 
 
“I've been using your Realm to time-travel for a long time now. And 
I've been to the future. I've seen what you saw. I met Tsuu-Aas, the 
one they call the Bloody Storm.” 
 
Francine said nothing. 
 
“Tsuu-Aas rose to power thanks to a nuclear war caused by 
President Woodrew Tromble. Originally, a different man sat in the 
White House following the election of  2016, but Tromble replaced 
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him. A cult in the 1940s was involved with this time-distortion. 
They made that part of  our timeline, hon—changing time with 
magic is possible. So far I've only managed to make a split in time, 
but I'll finish what that cult started.” 
 
“You'll never get away with it, Peri. If  you're as knowledgeable as 
you think you are, you'll know then about the long reach of  the 
Golden Guardians of  Time...” 
 
“Haven't you noticed, Mary? The Guardians are getting weaker and 
less involved in our universe as time goes on. Almost like there are 
larger crises for them to deal with, in the greater Multiverse.” 
 
“Mary, I would recommend taking her out now.” 
 
“It's too late, Blake Hart,” Dark Mary intoned. 
 
She raised her hand, and suddenly a long series of  mirrors swooped 
towards her out of  the void. Bloody Mary was surprised—even she 
had never called up that many mirrors before. Dark Mary began 
made a card-deck of  them, sticking them together front to back. 
They were being shaped into a long-extending rectangular prison. 
 
“I call this a time-quartz, Bloody Mary,” said Dark Mary with a 
laugh. “It's related to the legendary alephs. It works like a vein 
cutting through the surface of  time itself. By skimming along it, 
people with our powers can glide across the timeline like an airplane 
over the Atlantic!” 
 
“And I suppose that's where you're going. You're stepping into the 
timestream.” 
 
“You'll find me in the future, Francine—the future I've made. But I 
won't tell you where! I'll go easy on you—there are no Presidents 
after Tromble in this world, just like how it is in our eventual future. 
All of  my phony Presidents will replace the course of  history that 
leads to 2016, and I'm hiding in the times after Haik where they had 
their administrations. You'll see on the trip in how I've changed 
time, making the path to Tromble that much smoother. The Corpos 
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were just the first step. Once I've proven myself  capable of  pulling 
this off, I'll know I'm basically a goddess, and can do anything. I'll 
reshape the world to my liking and rule it forever. Not even Tsuu-
Aas will stop me. How's that sound to you? Is that okay?” Then she 
waved her hand. “Toodles!” 
 
“Alright, we have no choice. We're going back into her world. I'm 
going to need your help, Blake, to do a psychic probe as we cruise 
over the timestream.” 
 
“I can do that, Mary.” 
 
“Good. Let's go.” 
 
She took his hand and they flew out through the thin jelly of  the 
Mirror-Realm. Francine felt the time-quartz leaving an angry sting 
where it ate away the substance of  her private dimension. It hurt her 
as it hurt the Realm; her power made her synonymous with the 
Realm itself. The pain intensified somewhat once they entered the 
crystal. She focused her will, her control over the Mirror-Realm, and 
she sewed together the edges of  the gap behind her as they dove 
into the quartz, healing the dimension's skin. She felt as once that 
the space within the crystal formed a strange border-land between 
the Mirror-Realm and the physicality of  Dark Mary's artificial 
timeline. The nature of  reality around her was strangely transparent, 
and Blake's telepathic communication was rendered oddly as well. 
His words sounded mechanical and distant—she had difficulty 
focusing on them. Though they were traveling across the geographic 
area of  New York chronologically, there were psychic visions 
emerging from the cityspace below them that provided museum-
guide glimpses into the events Blake's narration described. It was 
entirely surreal, but Bloody Mary was used to surreal at this point. 
More than used to it. 
 
Within this uncanny time-vision, brought about from dimensional 
intersection and psychic powers, she saw that John F. Kennedy 
became President after Dewey Haik, as Blake had mentioned. His 
1963 assassination made his VP Steven Bryant into his successor in 
the Oval Office. Bryant's liberal agenda encouraged the bill that 
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lowered the age of  eligibility to 18, and thus his successor was a vital 
young man by the name of  Rickard. Mary felt Blake muse that 
Rickard was better than “Richard,” thus spoiling another future 
President for her. At least, he'd be President if  they stopped Dark 
Mary. But given how Blake's psychic intonation spoke of  the 
“Richard” who stood in for Rickard in their version of  history, Mary 
had to wonder if  stopping this course would be the right thing to 
do. Blake asked her, “Would you prefer FDR replaced with a tyrant 
whose reign led to the deaths of  thousands, on top of  the casualties 
of  the War?” 
 
The next President, who followed young Rickard, was a 
scientifically-minded individual by the name of  Henry MacNeill; 
voyages into the oceans and among the stars were made possible 
through the programs he oversaw. Bloody Mary shuddered as his 
tale unfolded. “Slow down, Blake,” she said. “Slow down. This is a 
lot of  information at once.” 
 
“No,” he replied. “We haven't found Dark Mary yet. We have to 
keep going.” 
 
MacNeill's successor was a centrist Democrat ex-pilot named 
Harold Jordan. Some time in the late 1950s, Jordan's employer, 
Ferris Airlines, was purchased by business mogul Anthony Stark. As 
part of  a deal he himself  made with an entertainment company, 
Stark encouraged Jordan to license publications featuring himself  as 
a superhero. Jordan always stayed coy on whether his adventures as 
a costumed adventurer with a super-scientific ring were based on 
true stories or not. He was a sober President, however, willing to 
make compromises across party lines. His reputation would degrade 
over time, due in parts to propaganda efforts by his replacement. 
Jordan was Number 39; the 40th President of  the United States was 
Professor Peter Boyd. 
 
“Blake—” spat Mary. They were slowing down—maybe he was 
actually listening to her for once. Or maybe he was simply zeroing in 
the place where he'd detected Dark Mary. In the aleph-space she 
kept on hearing the expository data-release in her mind. Professor 
Boyd had done research involving monkeys in the '50s before 
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becoming a Democrat union organizer. After the '60s, though, he 
turned Republican, supporting an Evangelical Christian movement 
which claimed to have collective experienced what they called “the 
Tromble Prophecy.” On this base he rose to prominence and 
occupied the Presidency for the majority of  the 1980s. That was the 
time they passed through now. Blake said that they were coming 
down in 1984.  
 
An auspicious year. For several reasons. 
 

II. —Clear as Crystal 
 
“Where are we coming down?” Bloody Mary asked. 
 
“It's a summer camp in New Jersey,” replied Blake. As they entered 
realspace, he spoke with his mouth, rather than his mind. In her 
brain, Mary could still feel the time-quartz's remnants cutting into 
the substance of  the Mirror-Realm. But it wasn't nearly as bad as it'd 
been before, so she could soldier onward. But she ached all the 
same. 
 
“Over the last several years the camp has become infamous for 
being the site of  a number of  killings committed by insane serial 
killers,” Blake continued. “The two killers we should be concerned 
with are a mother and son duo known by the name of  Voorhees.” 
He looked up at Mary then. “Word is by this point that Bloody 
Mary is dead. You vanished in 1983, remember? Best to just poke 
around looking like Francine Rainsford.” 
 
“Yes, I-I guess that's right. I'm officially dead by 1983.” 
 
“Not necessarily. You could have survived, in some form or another. 
After all, there will soon be reports  of  a mysterious 'Demon Queen' 
stalking various East Coast cities.” 
 
“I don't think that's my type of  title. Maybe she has something to do 
with Dark Mary.” 
 
“A psychic sheath, left behind, in all likelihood. Although, if  I 
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remember correctly, we're about two years after the Lady Zoga 
incident...” 
 
“What now?” 
 
They were alone among the tall trees of  this new location—this 
summer camp, as Blake had identified it. High-reaching pines 
flanked the dusty manmade trails that wove through a system of  
cabins. The smell of  a lake was nearby, and the air seemed fairly 
fresh and clean. The blue sky was a marked contrast to the 
shadowed dark of  the Mirror-Realm, and the white light of  the 
aleph. To Francine's flickering joy, there were birds flying overhead. 
She couldn't tell what species they were, but she was happy just to 
see birds. 
 
“Supposedly, there was a resurrection of  old Zoga's Babylonian cult, 
in New York,” Blake explained. “Four paranormal investigators 
stopped the cult's activities, but not before one of  her hell-hounds, 
Xul, broke free. He's been roaming around ever since. There's a cop 
here looking for the summer camp's primary serial killer, who keeps 
coming back to the area for some reason. This cop's name is Tom 
Churchman, but an encounter last year with the zombie mistress 
Molly Mekembe prompted him to study the occult, and he's taken 
the title of  'Marduk,' after the Babylonian god. Marduk thinks 
there's a connection between the serial killer who stalks this camp 
and the demon Xul. Indeed the murderer's ghost is said to be 
responsible for the ongoing murder spree.” 
 
“So to go back a bit: there's a Demon Queen who may be related to 
Zoga...” 
 
“But she's far away from here. In Manhattan. Perhaps that's why the 
younger Voorhees maniac tries to reach Manhattan in coming 
years.” 
 
“I thought you said he was dead.” 
 
“He has a ghost, it's said, but he's been dead before. I don't know if  
Zoga is wrapped up in this, aside from the possibility of  her 
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associate Xul running around here. What I care about as far as that 
is that Xul is going to be pursued by Marduk. Our former Officer 
Churchman.” 
 
“But there's also Dark Mary running around.” 
 
“Yes, I sensed her too.” 
 
Bloody Mary, now in her human guise of  Francine Rainsford, lifted 
an eyebrow. “This is all too confusing, Blake. We landed here to find 
Peri Kent before she changes time, not to look for a demon-hunter 
and the monster he's hunting. And I'm only interested in that 
Demon Queen lead if  it has to do with Dark Mary.” 
 
“The Demon Queen is Dark Mary's shell. That is a sign that she is 
here. The Demon Queen is created in this year.” 
 
“Okay. That's all I need. We'll find out how she relates to Xul, then, 
as one of  our priorities.” 
 
“Again, that's why we have to find Marduk. We need to go to the 
police investigation.” 
 
It was fairly early in the morning; there had been rain the previous 
night, Francine observed. The sun shimmered across the beads of  
water cradled in the branches of  the pines, and now, away from the 
trees, there were puddles. Reflective puddles. 
 
“Wanna look for a rear-view mirror?” she offered. 
 
“Let's go.” 
 
She took his hand once more, and together, they dove into the 
Mirror-Realm. 
 
Francine remembered how Peri had tried to snare them before, by 
hiding for them in the Mirror-Realm. But now, she walked through 
the Realm in 1984, past the point where the time-quartz had been 
completely closed; by this point after the Mirror-Realm was severely 
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neglected. It had lost its mistress the year prior. There was a definite 
forlorn character to the Realm that they both sensed at once—a 
tangible sense of  menace. Bloody Mary knew that in her personal 
future she had created a psychic version of  Ingomar Manor inside 
the Mirror-Realm, and now they could see that house in the 
distance. It was in tatters, looking quite haunted. They preferred to 
avoid paying attention to it. 
 
“If  Dark Mary won, and created her future, then she didn't really 
make use of  the Mirror-Realm after taking it from me,” Francine 
said. “Is her synthetic timeline still growing? With the fake 
Presidents and everything?” 
 
“Her altered future continues to flow as strongly as ever. After 
President Boyd the liberal ideals of  this country really start to lose 
their voice,” Blake said. “Former CIA director Gerald Fitzhugh 
makes fatal allegiances with the theocratic Satanist dictator Nikolai 
Carpathia—a mystic forerunner to Tromble. There was a brief  
peace during the Presidency of  James Marshall, but when Josiah 
Bartlett took the U.S. into the Middle East our financial stability was 
done for. President Palmer fought hard to do the right thing, but 
Tromble's slander tore him down in the end—” 
 
“More bleakness. But nothing set in stone yet,” Francine said. 
“Look, there are some cops up ahead. I can see their cars—” 
 
“Yes. One of  the men in that group of  police holds the key to 
solving all this. Look for an older man with a goatee...” 
 
“That one?” 
 
“I believe so.” 
 
The man who called himself  Marduk was dressed in a plain black 
business suit. He chatted seriously with a number of  the officers. 
Some of  these uniformed men regarded him suspiciously—Blake 
had said he used to be a cop, so he had parted ways with the legal 
world in a way that probably left him looking a little unusual, if  he 
was honest about what he was studying instead. These officers 
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probably didn't want him around if  he turned out to be crazy. It was 
already bad enough that there was one crazy hiding out there in 
those woods. And now, considered Francine with a grin, there were 
two more headed their way. 
 
Marduk looked up at them. 
 
“Officers, don't let civilians in here,” he said, in a soothing voice. 
“I'm sorry, folks, about what happened to your young friends. But 
this is serious business and we can't let you step in.” 
 
“We know, Mr. Churchman,” Francine said. “But we're investigating 
too. We're plainclothes from the county over.” 
 
“Oh? And what are your names?” 
 
“I'm Francine Rainsford. This is Blake Hart.” 
 
Silently, Francine gestured to Blake, and he planted the idea in 
Marduk's mind that there was no reason to check the two “officers” 
before him for credentials. 
 
Unknowing of  the manipulation, Marduk cleared his throat. “Well, 
what have you turned up, you two?” 
 
“Not much. We know it's not the Voorhees guy, because he's dead,” 
Francine said. 
 
“But it's possible that there could be a copycat killer,” Blake Hart 
added. “You know, when these murders began, there was a boy 
named Joey who was killed. Coincidentally, one of  the paramedics 
who responded to the 911 call shared a last name with the young 
man.” 
 
Francine's face didn't change, but she sensed that Blake wasn't 
exactly playing fair. Opening their psychic channel, she asked him, 
“Do you already know who the killer is?” 
 
“Of  course. His name is Roy Burns. He is the father of  Joey, who 
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was murdered by a mental patient. His misplaced rage led him to kill 
Joey's fellow youths.” 
 
“Well, don't just give them the answer! That's overly suspicious!” 
 
“I'm just seeing what Marduk knows.” 
 
Marduk's words were instantly informative. 
 
“I've explored the Roy and Joey Burns connection rather 
thoroughly, but my information tells me I won't be able to produce 
evidence until I consult one of  the locals. He's the priest in the 
nearby town, a Mr. Magister.” 
 
“I see,” Blake said. “Perhaps we should go consult him then. What 
are we waiting for?” 
 
“You know, I honestly have no idea,” Marduk said, his bearded face 
splitting with a stiff  grin. “Perhaps I was hoping people like you to 
come along.” 
 
One of  the officers nearby turned to Francine and Blake, and 
whispered, “He means a lot by saying that—he's gonna start telling 
you that the stars fated that you meet, and all that shit.” 
 
“Don't worry,” Francine said then, winking. “We'll just start telling 
him what we know about vampires.” 
 
The officer rolled his eyes and stepped away, allowing Marduk to 
walk forward. “The church is this way,” he said. 
 
It was a short walk down a country road—Francine felt far from 
New York City now. The camp was near to the town, perhaps 
because not everyone here had a car. The town was small and poor 
and crumbling. The fact that the one gas station in town was 
dilapidated showed them that this place was probably automotive-
free. There were maybe five houses and they were each miles apart. 
As they walked, Marduk explained that the town used to be larger, 
but ever since the Voorhees incidents more and more people had 
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moved away. The church, when it came into sight, was worse off  
than the gas station—the wind no doubt cut through it like a knife, 
and they could hear water dripping into it without even having to 
walk in. 
 
“This is where he lives,” Marduk said. 
 
“This Mr. Magister?” Francine asked. “He must get cold at night.” 
 
“There are rumors he has a hidden structure inside the church to 
hide in. He stays warm in there—in a weird machine that's bigger 
on the inside.” 
 
“Have you investigated this?” 
 
“Well, I just got here,” Marduk admitted. “I figure it's best to tackle 
this one mystery at a time.” 
 
Though they had been loitering outside the church, they had not 
stepped forward to enter it. The front doors opened suddenly, and a 
man dressed in a scarlet version of  a priest's frock emerged. He 
seemed too formal for a small-town church, and his aged face, with 
its thick white hair, and neatly-trimmed goatee and mustache, 
seemed to indicate he had lived a long life, which perhaps meant he 
was of  a high rank within the church. And yet he greeted them with 
a humble, albeit faint, smile. 
 
“Greetings, Mr. Churchman. I've been expected you.” 
 
“Greetings, Mr. Magister. Thank you for letting me take you up on 
your offer to visit and ask questions.” 
 
“The pleasure is all mine. I appreciate guests at my humble lodging 
here at this—this house of  holies.” 
 
Francine was sure in an instant that Magister was acting strangely. 
His kind behavior sounded like...sarcasm to her. Like he was being 
condescending by being nice. Ugh—it was the worst kind of  
condescending. She watched him closely, but even as she committed 
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her attention she felt that he was monitoring her too. 
 
So she “spoke” to Blake. “What's this guy's deal?” 
 
“It's hard to tell,” he said. “He's shielding himself  telepathically. 
He's not human, though.” 
 
“Wh-what? How can you say that so calmly?” 
 
“You've encountered many aliens, Bloody Mary. This man is another 
one. He's the same race as Doctor Omega, I believe.” 
 
“Then we have to be very careful. Telepathic shielding is the least of  
that species' abilities,” Francine said. “Omega's race are generally 
much smarter than the average human. Generally. But this one...he 
seems familiar. There was a man named Magister who joined 
Richard Marlowe's voodoo cult in the 1940s, but he can't be the 
same man.” 
 
“Omega's people change faces sometimes. Don't be too sure.” 
 
Marduk, unaware of  his comrades' communication, said to Magister, 
“You said the other day you have an explanation for the murders 
taking place here.” 
 
“Oh, yes—I had the fortune yesterday of  catching up with the two 
paramedics who have been helping our humble community. They 
had stopped for a cup of  coffee at the next town over.” 
 
“And why were in the next town over?” Marduk asked innocently. 
 
“I have a small cottage on the other side of  Crystal Lake. I was 
attending to a sick man there—his. Last rites.” 
 
Magister spoke as if  suppressing a giggle. Blake “said” to Francine: 
“By cottage he means 'shack.' I caught a glimpse of  his thoughts. 
His barrier's not as strong as he thinks it is.” He paused. “He has 
Voorhees in that shack. He's attending to him, but in what way I 
don't know.” 
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“So he has something to do with murders here. But let's see what he 
has to say about the paramedics.” 
 
“Those two young men do fine work, you know,” Magister said. 
“Their names are Roy Burns and Bruce Gerhardt. I particularly 
enjoyed Bruce's company—but he complained of  the Atlantic 
weather quite a bit. I told him to move to the West Coast, to a place 
like San Francisco, where it's warmer—” 
 
“Cut to the point, Mr. Magister,” Marduk said. 
 
“The older of  them, Burns, was quite broken up about his son. The 
words he used to condemn those he believed responsible were very 
harsh.” 
 
“I see. Well, that's hardly enough to suspect Burns.” 
 
“The problem is that he brought up his connection to the incidents 
at the summer camp when I began mentioning my studies on the 
Naturom Demondo.” 
 
There was a pause. Francine was surprised, as she knew of  that 
unnatural tome. Marduk, who was also a student of  the occult, 
cleared his throat. 
 
“May I ask why you are studying that particular book, Magister?” 
 
“In order to understand the great mysteries of  religion, one must 
understand religion's antitheses, mustn't one? To look at the face of  
good one must first recognize the face of  evil. That is the story of  
the first man and woman. The dwellers of  Eden had no knowledge 
of  good because the Serpent had not yet taught them evil.” 
 
“But why that book in particular?” Francine asked. 
 
Magister seemed amused. “You are familiar with the old texts as 
well, my dear?” inquired Magister. “Truth be told, I was interested in 
renewing my knowledge of  the Hounds of  Tindalos.” 
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“Perhaps you've heard, then, of  the monster known as Xul,” 
suggested Marduk. 
 
“Perhaps—I do not recall that name in my reading precisely. In any 
case, my main point is that I believe the book has a relation to the 
Voorhees case.” 
 
“Oh? That's interesting,” said Francine. “Perhaps this is the 
explanation for the rumors that Voorhees has survived death 
multiple times?” 
 
“Yes, supposedly the Voorhees boy's mother, the original killer who 
stalked this area, resurrected him using the Naturom after he 
drowned. To those who believe in such things, the ancient book 
grants one contact with a variety of  beings, including the Hounds 
of  Tindalos and the Great Old Ones. But to those who seek the 
unholy avenues of  immortality, the volume allows contact with the 
serpentine servants of  Father Yig, the cousins of  the Aylmer: the 
Deathworms Morphant.” 
 
“And what are those?” Francine asked, leaning forward somewhat. 
 
There was a pause, and Magister gave her a broad grin. “I'm not 
quite sure, to be frank.” 
 
“Mr. Magister,” Marduk said then, “is it true that you keep a ward 
here at the church with you?” 
 
“Oh, yes, but she's hardly my ward. She's my granddaughter. Would 
you like to meet her?” 
 
Francine's mind stirred—she thought of  how they had chased Dark 
Mary here, and how she was their target. This was a completely 
different mystery. And yet now she had the strangest feeling that 
things were coming together.  
 
Blake's mind often wandered, and because of  his powers, he would 
take others with him on his wanderings. That is to say that his 
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thoughts and feelings were broadcasted into the minds of  those 
around him. And these unconscious, uncomfortable transmissions 
were becoming less and less grounded in sanity. Sometimes, through 
his brainwaves, Bloody Mary would see surrealist paintings formed 
from real-life subjects—imagination made real, surging with gore 
and bending at misplaced angles. He forced clouds of  smoke and 
fire into her mind, like the War was back again after five years. She'd 
used methods he himself  had taught her to block out these visions, 
but sometimes they came through all the same. It took her a while 
to realize that this passive interference was coming not from Blake 
directly, but from what Blake sensed in the mind of  the old man. 
 
Among these images of  war and death, there was the shimmering 
mirage of  a young girl with twisted black hair. She was locked in a 
small box. Both Blake and Francine could see the outline of  the 
box, and so when Magister led them into the church, they were a 
little baffled at first to see it placed down so casually among the 
pews. 
 
“Grandfather!” came a shout from inside the box. 
 
“She's in there,” Francine said. 
 
“Of  course she's in there. The church is in need of  repairs, can't 
you see?” chuckled Magister. “That is the safest place in this 
building.” 
 
“But what is this box?” she asked. 
 
“Nothing that will concern you. Come out, my child! Your 
grandfather has brought guests!” As he spoke, he snapped his 
fingers, and there was a creaking sound from the backside of  the 
large rectangular mass, as if  there was a door opening on the other 
side. 
 
“I'm confused as to why you keep your granddaughter in a box,” 
Marduk put forth, but Magister ignored him. He had all his 
attention on the young, frail-looking girl who stepped out from 
behind the container, whose black hair trailed long behind her. 



34 

 

 
“Here she is!” Magister said, with what seemed to be genuine pride. 
“My granddaughter. Her name is Angela. Angela Baker.” 
 
The girl sheepishly waved fellow. A moment paused. Then, as if  
awakening from a trace, Blake Hart took a couple steps forward. 
 
“This is Dark Mary, Francine.” 
 
“What?!” 
 
“This girl. She's not Angela Baker.” 
 
“What are you saying?” Magister said, with an odd calmness. “Do 
you know my granddaughter from somewhere?” 
 
“Angela Baker is currently in a mental institution following multiple 
murder convictions,” Blake said smoothly. “But using her name fits 
your sense of  humor. I know who you are now. It helps that you're 
using the same alias you used back in Devil's End.” 
 
“Mr. Hart, that's not very amusing...” Marduk said. But he was 
interrupted—Mr. Magister had begun to laugh. It was a rich, aged 
laugh, full of  mirth and hideous hate combined.  
 
“I don't know who you are or why you think you're so clever,” he 
chuckled. “Are you from my homeworld? Here to check up on my 
private experiments?” 
 
“Experiments on what? What the hell's going on?” Francine said. 
She took the form of  Bloody Mary, and Magister surveyed her with 
curiosity. 
 
“I've never seen something like you before. Angela—be a dear and 
subdue the specimen. Bring it into my ship. That's a good girl.” 
 
Now that she was Bloody Mary again, Francine began to feel odd. 
Her body had a strange goosebump-crackle to it. And there was a 
magnetic tug that seemed to draw her towards the scared-looking 
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girl who Magister claimed was Angela Baker. 
 
The feeling was mutual. “Grandfather, I feel sick!” Angela said. 
 
“Why would you feel...? Unless? Of  course!” Magister laughed then. 
“Of  course, of  course...when I recovered you, Angela—in your 
original form...” 
 
“Francine!” Blake said again. “Angela Baker is Dark Mary!” 
 
“She has forgotten, save for the moments where she served as my 
gate.” Magister's voice was now suddenly an angry hiss. “I needed to 
call forth the Deathworm Morphant I used to ensure the continued 
life of  the Voorhees boy. So he could become my warrior!” 
 
“I'm starting to understand now,” Marduk said. “Voorhees has been 
keeping himself  alive by allowing the Deathworm to contain his 
consciousness. That's what those Morphant creatures do, isn't it? 
They consume the consciousness of  the user and enable their 
controller to possess host bodies.” He blinked. “Roy Burns has been 
impersonating Voorhees because he is Voorhees, by way of  a 
Deathworm Morphant.” 
 
“You figured it out, Mr. Churchman!” said Magister, clapping briefly. 
“Roy Burns is indeed Voorhees' first host. Once he gets the hang of  
body-jumping he'll be virtually invincible. He'll keep on killing, 
getting better at it with each passing day. And that will be perfect for 
when I arrange his cybernetic resurrection in the 25th Century. 
Possessed of  far-future technology enhancements, Voorhees will at 
last be the perfect warrior for me to bring back to my War.” 
 
“Ah, yes. The War between your people and the—” 
 
“No need to name our enemy, Mr. Hart. I grow sick of  their name 
already, and I've only been fighting in this War for a few hundred 
years.” Magister looked hard at Mary now. “I don't know what you 
are, but you must have some relation to this creature I was lucky 
enough to intercept. It seems as if  our young Angela was seeking to 
enlist Voorhees for herself, under the belief  that he was 'the host of  
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Xul.' But I was able to convince her to take human form, and to 
forget her prior self. And I used her unique dimensional properties 
in conjunction with my ship, to harvest the Deathworms Morphant 
as I had before!” 
 
“Well, this is unfortunate, Dark Mary,” Bloody Mary said, clicking 
her tongue. “You wanted to beat me. You wanted my power. But 
you were defeated by an old man.” 
 
“Mary,” Blake said to her, silently. “If  Magister could defeat Dark 
Mary, he may be able to defeat you.” 
 
“I doubt it,” she replied. “I remember learning about Doctor 
Omega's people—from the man himself. And I have a bluff.” 
 
She stepped forward. “Just as my friend knows who you are, 
Magister, I know too. And I know that my blood-tears can take on 
any property I like.” And these began to pour from her eyes. “I can 
use these to stop you from changing your face. Because that 
function is more than just cosmetic, isn't it? It can also save your life 
when you're hurt.” 
 
“You can't do that. My remaining lives cannot be tainted by those 
garish tears!” 
 
“No?” In her hand was her silver chalice, which she filled with the 
dripping fluid. “I've set this batch to blind you, too. Do you really 
want to take the risk?” 
 
“Foolish girl. I always take the risk!” He flicked his wrist, from his 
long sleeve emerged a metal rod of  some kind. Bloody Mary knew 
that Doctor Omega carried a weaponized sonic implement—
presumably Magister's weapon was of  the same type. She tossed the 
blood outward. 
 
As soon as it struck Magister, he screamed. It seemed as if  all light 
curved away from his optic nerves. She hadn't been bluffing! She 
had genuinely blinded him! 
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“You young imbecile!” he screeched. “You'll pay for this! I'll take 
revenge on you, I swear it! In your future!” 
 
“You know,” Francine “said” to Blake. “I'm actually thankful for 
once I have no future on this Earth.” 
 
“You show a callous side, Mary,” Blake replied. “Did you really blind 
him?” 
 
“Just temporarily. He'll regain his sight in a few moments. And 
unfortunately, I suspect he'll also regain his ability to, uh, changes 
his faces. His species' DNA is tricky to deal with.” 
 
The blind Magister stumbled towards his box. “Well, where does he 
think he's going?” Francine asked aloud. But she got her answer in a 
moment. The box began to make a heaving sound, like metal 
scraping metal. And then, slowly, it faded away before their eyes. 
 
But Bloody Mary had no time to concentrate on that. As Magister's 
ship faded away, leaving behind his plans for Voorhees, Angela 
Baker was changing. She was remembering her former self. 
 
She sensed the resonance of  power she'd stolen once. She recalled 
that she had taken it from a ghost named Mary. She, too, was named 
Mary—she was the dark version of  that other Mary. The volcanic 
lines that erupted across her skin returned. Her false human guise 
began to melt away, and soon the phony Angela Baker was gone. In 
her place was Dark Mary, and in that instant her amnesia was gone. 
She remembered the fight she'd started with Francine, and now she 
wanted only to finish it. 
 
“A brief  detour,” she shrugged. “This time you die, Bloody Mary!” 
 

III.—Bittersweet Endings 
 

The two Marys came together locked clawed hands together. Bloody 
Mary felt her own strength shove back against her, pound for 
pound—Dark Mary had all of  her abilities, plus those psionics. 
Dark Mary was still recovering after being enslaved by Magister, and 
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so her telekinesis hadn't woken up quite yet. More properly it was 
Immorté's telekinesis. It was his power she'd stolen, along with 
Francine's. 
 
Francine hoped she could end it quickly. She broke the grip between 
them and jumped backwards, delivering two kicks into her 
counterpart's torso. Dark Mary cried out but didn't fall. Behind her, 
a broken plank from the church's ceiling began to levitate. Dark 
Mary's invisible hand gripped it. Francine prepared to dodge it.  
 
But Dark Mary's grip was strong, and the plank chased her down. It 
curved as it flew, and as Bloody Mary wove to avoid it, another piece 
of  wood slammed up into her. She grunted and fell down, before 
Dark Mary's implements jerked up above her, to beat her while she 
was down. 
 
Francine was undeterred. The dripping water from the ceiling made 
a puddle, like the one she'd used outside, and like before she 
vanished into the Mirror-Realm, but only for a moment. She 
emerged from a puddle behind Dark Mary, and dove into her hard. 
She refused to let down, even as her enemy flashed her claws at her. 
 
“Back down, Peri,” Francine said. “This is your last warning. Back 
down, or—” 
 
“Bloody Mary,” Blake Hart said then. “I'll handle her.” He closed his 
eyes, and raised one of  his hands. Behind him, Marduk stumbled 
backwards, but did not run. He would observe, and try to 
understand, but he knew that he did so at his own peril. 
 
“I can see the Hemkra energy radiate off  of  her,” Blake said. “I can 
draw that energy into myself, just as she took it for herself. My 
powers make it easy for me.” 
 
At once, the red light that spilled from the lightning-cracks across 
Dark Mary's skin began to spark out and fly towards Blake. Dark 
Mary groaned and seemed to briefly weaken. But only briefly. A raw, 
invisible telekinetic pulse pummeled out and smacked Blake right in 
the head. He fell over backwards. 
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“I won't go down that easy,” she said, grunting. Francine could see 
already, though, that the light that shined from her eyes and marks 
was dimmer. 
 
She had to hold her off  until Blake got back up. She took a long 
step forward and slashed her hand outward. 
 
Dark Mary caught her wrist and prepared to twist her around, but 
Francine had been counting on that. When Dark Mary flexed her 
arm to tug at her opponent, Francine pulled in the same direction. 
Dark Mary wasn't expecting that level of  give, and she slipped. Then 
Francine took up her arm and pulled her forward. 
 
Bloody Mary's doppelganger went down hard, and the authentic 
article grabbed her by her hair. She hauled up Dark Mary and spun 
her around, before letting go into the swing of  centrifugal force. She 
struck the wall of  the church, but quickly sprang back up.  
 
She charged Francine, but the vigilante focused on speed this time. 
The quick cut she made outward left claw-marks on Dark Mary's 
cheek. She screamed, backing away even as Bloody Mary came in 
with a punch ready. Dark Mary somehow sidestepped the lunge, 
losing her footing once again. But she forced her unsteady legs to 
step backward, awkwardly finding the strength to make a solid 
distance between herself  and Bloody Mary. 
 
Francine dove once more for her dark counterpart, but this time, to 
no avail. Dark Mary caught her in midair with Immorté's telekinesis. 
She struggled against it in vain, feeling a hand of  transparent force 
wind its way around her throat. 
 
“I'm going to just wring your power out of  you,” she said. “To 
replace what your buddy stole from me, and then some. In fact I 
think I'll keep on wringing till you're dead.” 
 
“When I die...” Francine croaked, “there will be a new Bloody Mary. 
There are even rumors that—in 1984—I already have a successor.” 
 



40 

 

“I don't care,” Dark Mary said. 
 
“And there's a shell of  your power left...in the future from now. 
Because your power dies today...” Francine said, writhing. 
 
“That 'Demon Queen'? Haha! I'm not worried about her. What's 
one more ghost in this world anyway?” 
 
Things started to go dark for Francine. She slipped back to her 
human form, feeling her powers ebb away. She kept on struggling, 
but her blood was running out of  air. She felt herself  grow cold. 
 
There was a flash of  crimson light then, and Francine felt herself  
drop to the ground. She summoned the shape of  Bloody Mary 
again, and witnessed the source of  her salvation. Blake had 
recovered quickly, and now he was draining the Hemkranic energy 
from Dark Mary at a faster rate than before. 
 
“That pulse there is what will create the Demon Queen,” he said 
calmly, his eyes glowing red. “You just released a ton of  energy all at 
once. It's inevitable that that energy will reassemble, take your shape, 
and become a new person.” 
 
“I will not lose this power!” Dark Mary said. “I'm the true Bloody 
Mary now. I won this power. It belongs to me! And you won't take it 
from me now, psychic!” 
 
“I am becoming much more than a psychic,” Blake replied. “I am 
more like a god these days.” 
 
There was another scarlet burst and more of  the red light was torn 
from her. “I should have been a god! I'm nobody! A wanderer! And 
now you've taken one more face from me.” 
 
“I need this power more than you do,” said Blake Hart. “Now. The 
power of  Immorté is finally mine.” 
 
He spoke so calmly and crisply, but there was something odd about 
his voice. Francine had felt the darkness welling in Blake Hart for 
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some time. But now he was giving into it. 
 
He viewed himself  as the next step for humanity. The people of  the 
present didn't matter to him. They never had, and she'd known the 
truth this whole time: he'd used her. She let him use her, too, 
because she was so sure he was her friend. But he wasn't—he knew 
she could lead him to power like this, and that's all he saw in her. 
 
“Blake. Don't do this,” she said, turning towards him. 
 
“Do what, Mary?” Then he paused, and grinned. She didn't like it 
when he smiled. He did it only when he was trying to pass as a 
normal human. 
 
“Your mind is leaking again. I can feel that you want to use my old 
friend's power for evil.” 
 
“Not for evil, Mary. Just evolution. I think it's high time that 
humanity climbs us to my level, instead of  flailing helplessly below 
me. I'm tired of  low bars—I'm tired of  people refusing their 
potential. I'm going to change things. Taking on Immorté's power 
will evolve me even further; I'll become more powerful. I'll become 
something different. I'll become—Blackheart.” 
 
“Blake, wait!” But she spoke in vain. Marduk and the church faded 
away, as a white light emanated from Blake Hart's body. She knew 
this feeling all too well but now—they were falling backwards in 
time. She sensed at once, through that psychic bleed of  his, that they 
were returning to 1950. She looked at Peri Kent, now made mortal. 
Without the power of  Dark Mary, she looked small and afraid. 
 
The spires of  New York appeared around them. Gone now were 
the traces of  President Sarason's assassination—this was reality as 
they remembered it. Now, Bloody Mary loomed over Peri Kent. 
“Peri...” she began. 
 
But the young girl stood up and stepped back. “Keep away from 
me!” she shouted. “Don't look at me, when I don't have a face on!” 
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“It's okay, Peri! I forgive you!” Francine cried. 
 
But Peri turned away from her. “I'm no one when I don't have a 
face. When I'm no one's daughter. I'm no one.” She ran off  into the 
New York. Those crowds were thinning, now, as they witnessed 
with rising screams the spirit-form of  Bloody Mary. She wasn't the 
only unusual sight, however, for Blake Hart was changing. The name 
Blackheart had left his lips, and that sounds to Mary like an old-style 
name for a demon. Now he was starting look like a demon, starting 
with the coal-colored scales that erupted all over his skin. 
 
The red light which had blazed in Peri Kent's eyes as Dark Mary 
flared up again in Blake's. His dark hair began to grow longer, and 
extend behind his body in a long trail. Slowly the fibers of  his hair 
knit together, forming into grimy, bony spikes. As his clothing 
vanished, Mary witnessed the base of  his spine stretch long and tear 
free from his body—the bone puncturing his skin with ease. She 
watched with grotesque fascination as the bone grew flesh around it, 
until it formed into a long tail that extended out into a sharp barb at 
the tip. He used this tail to balance his swollen mass, as his former 
5'7” frame had been replaced instead with something closer to nine 
feet. While his telepathy remained—humming through the air with 
more of  those twisted, grotesque images—the sound he chose upon 
fully forming was a titanic roar. Coarse and savage, it echoed 
through the spires of  New York. But Bloody Mary held her ground. 
 
“Is this really mankind's next evolution?” she asked. “You don't 
seem superior at all, my friend. You seem more like a monster. Can 
you even speak, still?” 
 
“Of  course I can speak,” came Blake's voice. He was much louder 
and gruffer than before, but that was to be expected given his new 
appearance. “I see things now on a higher plane of  reality than I 
ever before imagined. The magics that spawned Immorté now live 
in me, and after I kill you, I'll take your power as well. I already feel a 
part of  it course through me, thanks to Dark Mary.” 
 
“I won't hesitate to beat you down, Blake,” Mary said. “I learned my 
lesson with Ormond Murks. You're not my first ally to turn against 
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me.” 
 
“No, I'm not your first traitor, Mary,” Blackheart said. “And I'm not 
your last. There's still Kroco—and there's still—” 
 
“I don't want to know my future, Blake.” 
 
“You won't strike me down; you're too sentimental,” he said, his 
voice reaching a harsh buzz. “You've lost friends. But you'll lose 
more. Your future is full of  death and grief—” 
 
“I already knew that,” said Mary. “I knew it ever since I first learned 
about my fate with Tsuu-Aas.” And she grinned, and cracked her 
knuckles. Despite his new shape, Blackheart took a step backwards. 
“Even without telepathy you'll know there's something inside me 
that lets me stick with it.” 
 
She lunged. 
 

--- 
 

Bart Hill had set up a network of  camera systems through the city. 
He had deemed it necessary after so many years of  long service to 
the city's interests. The recent years had seen the departure of  
Allard, Wildman, Benson and the rest, and while he was their 
contemporary once he was also their successor. But he was getting 
old, and without these cameras he'd have lost track of  New York's 
crime waves years ago. 
 
This was something different though. 
 
He lived in changing times. More and more were his kinfolk turning 
out to be superhuman in ways that defied the norms of  the old days. 
These were people who could command energy, or fly through the 
air without machinery, or lift a hundred tons with their bare hands. 
There had been a few here and there through the '30s and '40s, but 
now it seemed they were everywhere. So his detection devices had 
to be precise. He needed to detect unusual surges in energy, at the 
moment they appeared. It was localized within the city but someday 
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perhaps he'd be able to spread this technology to his fellow 
vigilantes.  
 
Right now he was detecting huge discharges of  psionic energy. 
There was a powerful telepath or telekinetic at work over in the 
Hell's Kitchen neighborhood. He had to track the exact location so 
he could get there quickly, before the police. When the cops weren't 
shooting their suspects they were getting themselves killed trying to 
wrestle superhumans without help. Without his help. 
 
Ah! There was the problem. In the middle of  the road, even—thank 
God there was no traffic. What was this thing, though...? 
 
He zoomed in the lens, and saw that whatever it was, it wasn't 
human. 
 
There was someone or something facing off  against it, though. This 
person looked human enough, though their long dress seemed a 
little inappropriate for combat. Before Bart's eyes, the young woman 
tackled the enormous inhuman creature. They had begun to brawl. 
 
Shoot! He wasn't gonna let them fight without his getting in on it. 
 
He already had his piebald costume on—it covered him head to toe. 
He grinned. A monster, huh? Did he dare? 
 
Of  course he did. That was what the name was for, wasn't it? Gone 
was Bart Hill. Instead there was only the Daredevil.  
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The Bride of Carl Gloria 

  

     When we first heard of the Not-Us, we were 
confused. We had explored all that was once 

unexplored, save for the lands too dangerous 

for us to traverse. That final condition, 

that those unmapped lands were too hazardous 

to wander, was the solution to our 

bafflement, though we proudly denied it when 

they first came. It seems the old adage, 

“There is nothing new under the sun,” is not 

as true as the ancient ones would have it. 

Sometimes, within those zones of chaos and 

risk, the world changes, and that is how the 

gods push us to new developments. A new 

plague will form in the distant swamps—the 

gold of our nations tarnishes and good folk 

turn to crime—or, an invader will arise at 

the border of our Great Alliance. But in the 

end we always return to peace. And that 

peace is always so harmonious that we take 

it for granted, and forget what made us who 

we are. Sometimes we turn on each other in 

our confusion, and prolong our suffering—but 

in the end, we are Us. We are One People, 

together, and diverse within. 

     Universally, we are used to our own 
diversity, and we did not know that there 

were Not-Us yet to be found in this world. 

How could there be any other sort of human? 

The skins of the Alliance come in all 

shades, we love in all combinations. Flesh 

is a canvas for expressions of gender, sex, 

and creed. Our bodies and minds are often 

imperfect, but no one can conceive 

perfection, so we don't use it as our rule. 

Wealth is everywhere, and so it is worth 
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nothing—no one has anything that they 

wouldn't share with someone else. 

Synagogues, chapels, temples, mosques, and 

shrines dot the world freely wherever they 

are needed, and none infringe on the 

boundaries of another even in our darkest 

hour. This is Us; this is who we are. 

     And we live beyond that as well. Identity 

is a descriptor, but it is not the 

synecdochal sum. We are within and without 

our identities—astral beings at home in skin 

and bone, full of meaning individual and 

cosmic, and guaranteed rights by the stars 

themselves. And even when those stars are 

mere whispers in the empty depths of space 

we shall still always be worthy of those 

rights. 

     But no more of Us—let Us be known by our 

actions above all else. This is a tale of 

war, of an insidious fiend from the West who 

plotted his wicked vengeance against Us for 

the crime of living. 

  

     “Aaand lost,” Rick Lawrence said. “Lost me completely. Fucking 
Christ. Fucking SJWs.” 

            Andrew Haralson was too busy laughing to reply at first. 
“This is bad. This is real bad,” he said at last. 

            “Y'know, I was sticking with the pulpiness—like Lovecraft, 
kind of?—until that last bit. Now I'm starting to get it—now I'm 
starting to see—” 

            “Yeah, it's just like they said it'd be. Man, this is a Holy Grail. 
This is prime riffing, right here.” 
            “Man, I can't believe those snowflakes sometimes. Told you 
that forum'd take us places.” 
            “It will, it will. I'm sure of  it. Do you—know if  there are 
any other stories like this up there?” 

            “I'm not sure, but we can find out. I have a lot of  reading to 
do. Gotta make sure I'm taking the right pills, you know.” 
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            “Ha. I hope there's a bunch of  these. Modern day pulp 
writers who think they're smart with their SJW bullshit. They should 
know that the pulps—the real pulps—got race right…and that's 
what made 'em great.” 
            “Hell yeah. Gotta love Fu Manchu and all that shit. Tarzan 
the White Man, putting the Jungle Man in his place. John Carter, 
space Confederate...” 

            “And so when people like this bitch think they can write 
cuck bullshit like this—” 

            “—it falls to us to rip 'em a new one,” Rick concluded. He 
leaned back in his chair, snapping the brim of  his new trilby hat over 
his eyes. As he ran his hands through his black hair, Andrew made 
sure he wasn't looking at the flesh of  Rick's chest as it pressed up 
against the folds of  his shirt, and he made equally sure he wasn't 
thinking of  his hands running through Rick's own hair. 

            “It sure does,” Andrew said, without missing a beat. “It's all 
just the same gibberish these cunts always spew. It's all 'peace and 
love, duuuude,' like it's the fuckin' '60s all over again, except 
somehow the libtards are even bigger hypocrites this time.” 
            “People just mad they aren't getting hippie pussy, dude.” 

            “Except from those rainbow-hair cunts.” He was really 
going now. Hot bile came up his throat, frothy, but immaterial—it 
wasn't fluid-bile, gut-bile, but the bile of  spirit. Now that those 
thoughts had passed over his mind he needed to make sure the air 
was properly cleared. Rick could have seen his glances after all. 
“They're the ones making us incels. Wonder if  anyone fucks in this 
story. I bet they do, and I bet it's with betas. One drawback of  a lot 
of  those old novels is that there were a bunch of  rich fucking 
nobles in there with their pussy faggot lily-white asses. Sir Denis 
Nayland Smith, man, he was just a little bitch.” 
            Rick laughed again, watching the tendrils of  pot-smoke rise 
up. It was funny because Dennis was the name of  the guy who'd 
sold them this. He was a good White Brother. He was a coach over 
at the local YMCA, and they'd met at a Second Amendment rally. 
He'd seen his MAGA hat and the rest was history. 

            ...jeez. “The rest was history.” With that phrasing, it sounded 
like he went and did something gay for the old skinhead. He 
thought about how ugly Dennis was, how unwomanly, from his 
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shaved skull down his sculpted chin, to his prominent Adam's apple 
that formed the center of  a shapely, muscular neck. Utterly hideous. 
No matter that when he flexed his bicep the sheen of  his skin had 
sparkled under the light in a way that recalled the perfect curve of  a 
cue-ball. 

            Ugly. 

            “Listen, pass that over, man,” Andrew said. Rick had 
forgotten he was even still holding the joint. “This is a lonnng 
sonuvabitch, and I'm gonna need my head in full working order if  
we're gonna get through this.” 

  

            In retrospect it took us too long to 
realize what was in our midst. Indeed it was 

nearly too late for all of us by the time 

we'd identified the cancer, and when we did 

find it, there was a strange familiarity in 

it, as if our own people had once been 

afflicted with it. In luxury, there is 

peace, and in peace, there is bliss—but in 

bliss, there is ignorance. We offer no 

apology, no forgiveness for ourselves, for 

those we allowed to die. And know now that 

for all the familiarity we found in the 

savagery unleashed on us, it could only have 

come from somewhere exotic and alien. Our 

medicines, varied as they were, had no 

solution for the devastation when it came. 

     “It” was the white stigmata plague. A 

virus born of mechanical hybridization—

laborious hand-crafting of diseases known 

and unknown alike—it spread quickly 

throughout our major cities, infecting 

untold thousands within days. It was worse 

than the plagues of Oran; for those whose 

skin broke out in the blisters that burst 

white with pus never had long to live. Many 

of our diplomats, politicians, and generals 

were struck down. Investigations were made 
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to see if perhaps these people had been 

specifically targeted—assassinated. This was 

where I was called in, alongside my husband, 

Fu Hsi. We already had a theory, which we 

discussed on the drive to Alliance Central 

Police. 

     “If they were assassinated, the other 

deaths could be to disguise that fact,” my 

lover offered. 

     “That's possible,” I agreed, “but we need 

to find indications of foul play—something 

that shows that someone wanted to confirm 

the kill.” 

     “It sounds like they might have some 

evidence to that effect at headquarters, 

Nuwa, my pumpkin,” he said. 

     I laughed. “Breaking out the pet names, 

huh? There must be something you want from 

me.” 

  “Maybe...” He leaned in, keeping his eyes 

on the road, and kissed on the cheek. Or he 

tried to. Before his lips touched my cheek I 

turned so he kissed me on the mouth instead. 

     “What is it?” Poor boy, he was straining 

his neck to lean in just so I could whisper 

in his ear. 

     “If this turns out to be something big, I 

want you to stay safe.” 

     I pulled back from him briefly. “What 

do you mean?” 

     “You're not worried about the plague?” 

     Admittedly, I wasn't. But the two of us 

had been proven immune, and that meant our 

families were safe as well. And most of our 

friends who had been tested, like Ming, had 

turned out safe as well. I blinked in that 

moment, realizing that I had forgotten the 

world around me. That was the opposite of 
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what I was meant to do, and at once a blush 

of guilt struck my face. But this was only 

natural. Every agent of the Infinity Trust 

had these feelings, hundreds of times. The 

flicker of doubt—the pang of selfishness. 

It's hard not to think of oneself when one 

weighs the love of oneself against the 

dangers of the world. But now this feeling 

was swallowed, erased. We were now pulling 

into the base's parking lot. 

     A quick rush through security and we were 

on our way up to where Inspector Fernandez 

was waiting. He was joined by several 

lieutenants of the chief of police, who had 

been deputized just days before when the 

crisis began. The police system was relying 

heavily on the cyberpath systems informing 

their new oath-swearers on how to get the 

operation up and running—our police forces 

are disbanded when they are not needed, 

though we keep a force of officers ready to 

go when the moment arises. 

  

     “What kinda fucking sense does that make?!” bellowed Rick then, 
realizing he had a debt of  anger to make up for in front of  Andy. 
“God, see how much they have to stretch to get their happy little 
utopia? They realize you need cops but they just have occasional 
cops?! Bullshit! You have cops or you don't. You arm them and give 
them an advantage or you don't. Logistics. No sense of  logistics.” 
     “Who's gonna pay for all those wheelchair ramps? Do they talk 
about the tax system in this society? There can't just be 'wealth 
everywhere,' that doesn't make sense.” 
            Andy's voice blew out gentle and soft, and Rick glanced 
away. Andy saw the glance and for a solitary second there was 
perfect clarity across all contexts, and an eternity of  longing. 

            “You need to have expo—” and his voice cracked for a 
second as he continued “—exposition to set up how this world 
comes together. Sure, it feels nice to imagine a perfect world but you 
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need to show we get there. Materialism matters, you know. People 
are motivated by ideals, sure, but you can't just pitch an ideal in a 
vacuum and expect people to respond.” 
            “'Feels nice'? Nuh-uh, nothing about this 'feels nice.' This is 
the end of  our way of  life, bro, the West at the top keeping us good 
white boys safe from Fu Manchu and President Kenya and all the 
rest.” At Rick's words, Andrew felt a small sting. But he saw Rick 
cool down a little bit. “You're right about exposition, though. It's 
clumsy. The narrative's clumsy too. Like, supposedly this is SJW Fu 
Manchu, with a straight cis white dude as the evil doctor, but this is 
nothing like Rohmer. It's like they knew enough from the books to 
get the concepts down rough but as far as the writing and some of  
the worldbuilding it's just fanfictiony bullshit. Like, 'cyberpath 
systems,' what is that?” 
            “I assume it'd be, like, a psychic machine.” 
            Rick looked at Andrew and he felt a chill go through his 
body. “Makes sense, still dumb. Can you imagine a white guy Fu 
Manchu, though how retarded that'd be? I know that's a different 
topic, but let's think about it.” 
            “Okay.” 

            “Fu Manchu, as per the original Sax Rohmer series: the 
Yellow Peril incarnate in one man. The Yellow Peril is the idea that 
Asians are not only smarter than us but they represent barbarian 
hordes at our gates. Today it's Mexicans stealing our jobs, but back 
in the day a lot of  people thought it was the Chinese. I mean—they 
stole our jobs the way Mexicans steal our jobs today.” He stumbled 
a bit. “Yellow bastards steal our jobs in other ways in the modern 
day which is a testament to their fiendish Oriental intellects and the 
crudeness of  the Hispanic brain. The, uh, the same intellect that was 
born in Fu Manchu. He was the leader of  the Chinese tongs, the 
Syrian Assassins, the Burmese dacoits, Indian Thuggees, and God 
knows what else. He used unknown sciences, unknown poisons and 
spiders and lizards, to kill people and subvert the Western order. It 
really is sort of  like the Mexicans, whipping up all those new drugs 
to kill our kids with.” Another pause, and a sad look. And not just 
because the weed was Mexican. 

            “So this story is going to have this villain in league with the 
Freemasons and the Salvation Army?” 

            “Try the KKK and the Posse Comitatus. That's how I'd do a 
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story like this...if  I wanted to do one like it. I'd have it so that 
everything we Westerners take for granted is strange and exotic. I 
bet that's what it's going to do.” 
            “Because the alternative, writing from the perspective of  a 
Yellow Peril figure using them as a hero, would be 'racist' by 
showing them as employing Kali-cult murderers and big Negro 
bodyguards and everything.” 

            “Yeah, that first possibility I brought up, that'd be easier and 
fit their stupid goals better. They'd need to completely invert the 
world order for it to work, what with their believing in white 
privilege and all.” 

            Andy started laughing, though he slowed down when he saw 
that Rick wasn't joining him. Instead he just looked at him with a 
serious expression on his face. Andy knew he was probably 
projecting but he wondered if  that was the face of  death. 

            “But it's the exposition,” Rick said. “Without exposition, it's 
still just a bunch of  Degenerate Art.” 
            Andy looked down, remembering that term from his high 
school art history classes. He shook his head, and this time, when 
Rick saw this moment of  weakness, he said nothing. Instead, he 
only tilted his head, and his eyebrows went up his tanned face as 
they did when he was concerned. Andrew wondered how he'd never 
noticed it until now, for all the years they'd been friends. But in that 
look he saw bonfire nights tucked away at summer camp, when they 
sat really close after going for a swim not in their trunks but in their 
camp uniforms, and there was nothing to worry about in those wet 
clothes under the stars. 

            “I guess we'll just have to keep going,” Rick Lawrence said 
then. “See if  this thing pulls itself  out of  its own asshole.” 

  

            We rocketed up the elevator right away 
to the lab. Fernandez wouldn't want us to 

waste time. He grinned when we entered. 

“Nuwa. Fu Hsi. It's good to see both of 

you.” 

     “Good to see you, Inspector,” I returned 

cordially. 

     “Let's get down right away to examining 
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the evidence. I have had several of the 

items already prepared. There's not much, 

but what we do have is rather interesting.” 

     We stepped forward to have a closer 

look. Among a large pile of documents, both 

from our department and from the victims and 

their homes, there was a pendant of some 

sort. A small silver thing, on a thin chain, 

with a blue lapis lazuli set inside it. We'd 

need to examine it carefully to figure out 

where it came from. 

     Inspector Fernandez was the first to pick 
it up. As soon as his fingers brushed 

against it, however, it released a high-

pitched screeching sound. The three of us 

brought our hands up to cover our ears, but 

Fernandez, at least, should have covered his 

nose and mouth. At once there was a loud 

pop, and a single burst of grayish smoke 

spat up from the amulet. It quickly entered 

the path of Fernandez's breath and before we 

could do anything, he'd collapsed to the 

floor. With a single gurgle, followed by a 

hissing rattle, he was dead. 

     Outside observers would have thought us 

cold for our reserved response, but our 

training came before the sweat on our brows 

and the pounding in our chests. At once we 

covered our faces, and evacuated the lab. 

There were seals in place for just this sort 

of thing, and only after we flushed the 

lab's air out did we feel safe reentering. 

In the panicked rush we were forced to 

accept that the vacuum might erase any clues 

our foe might have left for us. 

     Except that we could not be farther from 
the truth. The attack was not merely to add 

another victim to the rising body count of 
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this attack, but it was also our enemy 

leaving his calling card. I performed the 

tests myself on the body, to find any trace 

of what killed him. It was not an ordinary 

poison, I shall say that much. How exactly 

this particular venom killed him was a 

matter to present to our highest protectors—

and I will say here that I was taken far 

aback by my discovery. 

            My closest comrade was Ming Loy, 
daughter of one of the greatest scientists 

the world has ever known. She was our guide 

to the chamber where we would seek aid from 

our most skilled leaders. In another life 

she had been a spy in times of war, where 

she knew the names Lin Ying and Madame Kwan 

Mei. As for her father, he was once called 

the Blue-Eyed Mandarin, though the eyes he 

wore in that guise were fake. As Wu Chung 

Fu, he had spared with the nobleman thief 

Lord Lister. Now, by using a Darwood circuit 

to come back through from future ages, he 

was known as QJ—High Council member of the 

Infinity Trust. This council was sometimes 

called the Illuminati, and it was said they 

ruled the world—not with a fist of iron, but 

with a heart of velvet.  

     The High Council, seated in their office: 

not just Ming's father, but her second 

father Vesper, and her mother Rama. Beside 

Lord QJ was seated Dr. Edwina Tara, the 

Woman of Silver, whose face was shrouded by 

the brim of her slouch hat; her muscular 

body was hugged tight by the dark coat she 

wore, which made her blend into the black 

obsidian of her chair. Across from her was 

K2, who had once had silver skin as she had; 

but when he had found himself his skin was 
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revealed to be a beautiful black instead, 

though he could also make his shape and 

shade that of anything imaginable. Flanking 

him was his eternal friend, the brilliant 

individual known as the Cavewoman, whose 

head was that of a mandrill. Below her 

simple dress was a body fit for battle and 

probably a few weapons as well. 

     The aged witch known as Sina O'Sang leaned 
heavily on an antique walking stick when she 

stood. But that stick was mostly a prop, for 

in the presence of a reflection one could 

see her true nature. It wasn't something as 

simple as her lacking a reflection. She 

wasn't a vampire—oh, no, she was once a 

great enemy of vampires. But at the same 

time, her ghost-self walked in mirrors with 

blood in her eyes. 

     And finally there was Maikroft Tocse, the 
Great Detective. He was often forced to 

travel incognito these days, including when 

the High Council met. Whenever he entered 

the room there was a pleasant smell of 

tobacco and honey, though he'd long ago left 

one habit for another. He gazed at me from 

across the room with his cold hyper-precise 

eyes, which stared down from a face mounted 

with a pointy nose. Those eyes were still 

sharp though uncountable wrinkles lined his 

now centuries-old face. 

     I felt a twinge of anxiety as these 

sixteen eyes stared me down. I had to 

remember that these eyes were full of 

concern rather than judgment and 

expectations of failure. I had the relevant 

files and they were now being passed around 

the half-moon table as I spoke. 

     “I'm going to get right to the point, 
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everyone,” I said. “It seems that Inspector 

Fernandez perished due to a chemical serum 

which none of our security or lab personnel 

were able to detect. Fu Hsi and I were able 

to determine that this is because some agent 

in the poison targeted his genetic structure 

in particular. This was a directed attack.” 

I paused, because the next part would take 

some digestion. “The compound killed him by 

resetting the genetic structures of his 

cardial tissues, causing them to break down. 

There was a genetic sludge left behind that 

we were able to analyze once we realized it 

was the cause of death.” 

     Dr. Tara frowned and stood from her chair 

to pace. She carried in her veins powerful 

bloodlines. She was the granddaughter of the 

bronzed titan Jim Anthony, who was called 

the Super-Detective in his mythos. Her 

father had been Anthony's associate Dr. 

Muteba Muamba, who had become the High 

Priest of Ipet-isut after an adventure with 

Anthony, being rejuvenated by a serum in the 

Priest of Ipet-isut's keeping. He had then 

became an adventurer using the wealth the 

cult commanded. He had settled in the Eriuan 

islands, where he first learned of the 

artifact the locals called the Stone of 

Tara—the throne of their king. This Stone 

would be instrumental in drawing in the 

power to endow his daughter with the spirit 

of a queen. He married among these Eriuan 

women and Edwina was the product of their 

occult union. Only later did Dr. Muamba 

learned that his wife was the daughter of 

Jim Anthony, by his companion Maria Flores. 

Mr. Tocse's greatest friend and most 

renowned biographer was Tara's other 
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grandfather by his African wife, and 

consequently Tocse had been the deciding 

vote on allowing her onto the Council.  

     “What did you find, then?” she asked me. 

     “The sludge possessed only two genetic 
components: cytosine and guanine. We believe 

this is supposed to be a code of some kind; 

either GC or CG are of some significance.” 

     At this, the Council seemed taken aback, 
and I glanced over at Fu Hsi in response. It 

looked like they already had the answer, and 

it was a worrisome one. 

     Once more Dr. Tara spoke for them. 

“Recently we've been hearing reports out 

West of a criminal mastermind who's been 

orchestrating attacks against our isolated 

townships. Because he has the initials 'CG,' 

we believe that our mysterious foe is Dr. 

Carl Gloria.” 

     “Gloria? I've never heard of him,” Fu 

Hsi said. 

     “Only we and our direct agents have. And 
those who work for him, of course.” Now 

Vesper was speaking. “He is an unusual man. 

His skin is the same as mine and Mr. 

Tocse's, but he seems to believe that grants 

him a degree of specialness above all 

others. He also believes in a society where 

women of all kinds are inferior to one 

particular kind of man; and he wishes to 

have those with different abilities 

exterminated or sterilized, ” 

     “And he has the power to turn people's 

organs to slurry?” my husband asked, concern 

cracking his voice like he was a teenager 

again. I felt a small pulse of love for him, 

even in these grim contexts. He and I were 

teen sweethearts, so it brought back old 
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memories. Love in the heart of horror—that 

was our path to survival, right? 

     “That is not his only ability. The West 

is a strange, uncanny place, my friends.” QJ 

spoke to us, his Shakespearian brow rising. 

“It is where the unknowns of our world 

manifest. Indeed, many of our perils have 

been manufactured by Gloria's kin over the 

centuries. He is the successor to barbarians 

like Alexander, madmen like Leopold, social 

diseases like Edison. Nathan Bedford Forrest 

and George Wallace are in his veins. These 

virus-murders are just the beginning for 

him. We tried to offer him peace, but all 

our emissaries and heralds were shipped back 

to us in coffins. There is no reason that 

binds him, no treasure to placate him. When 

we've sent him tribute his only response has 

been that we owe him more, for what we've 

'done to him.'” 

     “What? What have we done to him?” I asked. 

     “He says we've consumed all of his 
people's resources. He says we're criminals 

who rape his women.” 

     “Have we?” 

     “Never in the present. But long ago in 

the murky times, before we sought to build 

the Great Alliance, crime was widespread 

throughout this world. Yet we never sinned 

on the scale that Gloria believes we have. 

And his Western folk sinned as greatly as 

we.” The ancient genius leaned back in his 

seat and shot a glance at the anxiously-

pacing Dr. Tara. The Cavewoman and K2 were 

talking quietly among themselves, ignored by 

the rest. “You must seek out Dr. Gloria and 

stop him by any means necessary. My 

daughter, Ming Loy, will accompany you, as 
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always.” 

     At this point a door opened behind him, 

and as if on cue, my friend entered. She 

smiled broadly at me. “Hello, Nuwa.” 

     “Good to see you again, Ming,” I said. 

Then I looked at her father, before sweeping 

my eyes across the entire Council. “Tell me 

all you know of Gloria.” 

     “He claims descent from two criminals from 
ancient times,” said the Cavewoman then in 

her melodic tones. “K2 and I traveled back 

through cosmic history using K2's powers, 

and we met these two men. Carl Peters, known 

by his alias of the Count of Gi, was the 

nemesis of Maddog Hammond, a World War I-era 

adventurer. Another veteran of this War was 

Captain Midnight, and his principle enemy 

was the criminal mastermind Ivan Shark. If 

Gloria is truly a scion of Peters and Shark 

he will be very cunning, very deceitful, and 

very dangerous.” 

     “When last you and I sparred, father,” 

Ming said now to QJ, “you said a similar 

thing of me.” And she laughed long. “I doubt 

this man stands much of a chance.” 

     “Do not underestimate her, 

stepdaughter,” wise Rama said, and Ming's 

fathers nodded. “We've already sent Lion Man 

after them, and he has not yet returned. We 

fear the—” 

     Before she could finished, there was a 
burst of light which blinded all of us. 

     “—worst?” 

     I looked around, and realized my husband 
was gone. 

     “Fu Hsi?” I exclaimed. “Fu Hsi?!” 

     “That light took him,” murmured Mr. Tocse, 

as he rubbed his chin. 
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     “But they are using up our resources,” Andrew said, looking at 
Rick expectantly. “That's why we're scared. We made this world. And 
they owe us. They should lay down their lives if  we ask them to.” 
            Rick wasn't looking at him. “We're not scared,” he said. “It's 
not fear, it's order, and honor, and righteousness. And they're chaos 
and barbarism. It's the retards and cripples that are the waste. That's 
what these boards talk about. We are. Order. They think they're 
smart for naming our worst examples, when there's a billion billion 
bad blacks, and Asians, and women.” 
            “Yeah, I hate these lady protagonist SJW stories. It's like 
reading fanfiction. Who cares? They just write them like they're men 
anyway. Remember that no one really believes this shit—they really 
don’t.” 

            “Y'know,” Andrew said, sweating nervously, “if  these twats 
think they can make a white cis man Fu Manchu, let's take Fu back. 
Why didn't we ever do Muslim Fu Manchu? The Towelhead Peril?” 
            “We did do that,” Rick said, suddenly annoyed. “It's just no 
one ever published books about it.” 

            Andrew ignored him, as he did many people. “I bet we 
could give him a real authentic-sounding A-rab name. Like every 
one of  those little bitches is called Mohammed, right? Least that's 
what the board says. So we call him Mohammed Allahuakbar.” He 
grinned, but it didn't last long. 

            Rick said nothing. He was staring at the screen, and the 
Reddit thread on it. He sucked his lips in and massaged his front 
teeth with them. 

            “I bet there's a whole history to this guy, if  we wanted to 
write him. Maybe he's originally named Khan, 'cause Genghis Khan 
was the first Yellow Peril, and and because all easterners are Khan 
something-something, if  they're not Mohammed something-
something or Fu something-something. So, um, yeah, there's this 
Arthur Conan Doyle story called 'Uncle Jeremy's Household,' or 
something like that, and the villain is a guy named Achmet Genghis 
Khan—I mean, that's perfect! That's the ultimate name for a shithead 
like that. It also sounds like a parody.” 
            Rick seemed to smile, but Andy felt at once that it was over 
something else besides his words. Maybe it was the fan turning back 
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at last to hit his forehead, which sparkled hot in the summer heat. 

  

            It was obvious that the Great Detective 
was right, and Dr. Gloria had been the one 

to capture Fu Hsi. While we didn't know what 

he wanted from him, it was clear that it had 

something to do with the Infinity Trust. 

That he could reach here, into the Council 

room, with his power, was a testament to 

what we were faced with. 

     “We must get Fu Hsi back,” I said, at 

firmly as I could. Ming Loy was at my side, 

concern on her face. 

     “I agree, but how?” Vesper asked. 

     “Our wife and I will use our psychic 
abilities, my love,” QJ assured him. “Joined 

by Dr. Tara, and her spells. Mr. Tocse, I 

presume your detective skills will be useful 

here, though the clues are limited. K2, your 

dimension-walking abilities may be the most 

beneficial at our disposal.” 

     “I'll contact our scouts. I'm not 

giving up on Lion Man yet,” the Cavewoman 

said, exiting the chamber. 

     “And I can do whatever's needed. K2, I 
could help you on searching the world, by 

traveling in the Mirror-Realm, or I could 

join Qiang, Rama, and Edwina on their 

rituals,” said Sina O'Sang. 

     “We could use your help, Sina,” QJ said. 
“I've already determined that we should 

summon Zoro.” 

     I was confused in that moment. “Zoro?” 

     “One of our most capable agents,” Ming 

said quietly. “If you can call him that. 

He...doesn't exactly work for us. He is a 

spirit.” 

     “So is Ms. O'Sang, I thought,” I replied. 
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     “But she is bound to a mortal body. Zoro 

is...something else.” 

     “So he's not Don Diego, then?” 

     “No, that's with two r's. Zoro is 

sometimes known as the Beggar of Fate; in 

ancient times he wandered the Americas as 

the Fantomu Mishiranu Hito, or El 

Desconocido Fantasma. These are his avatars, 

his parallel selves. You can help them, 

can't you?” 

     I nodded. I liked to have Fu Hsi with me 
when I practiced magic, but to join my 

energies with that of the High Council was a 

rare honor which I would not pass up. The 

quartet who could work magic happily 

welcomed me into their circle. I saw that 

Maikroft Tocse had vanished, likely in the 

company of K2. 

     I looked at the Council roundly and said, 
“How do we summon Zoro?” 

     “There is no ritual for summoning 

Zoro,” Edwina Tara said. 

     “Then...how do we summon him?” 
     “We don't,” said Sina O'Sang. 

     “Um. Okay.” 
     “Keep talking about him, though,” Dr. 

Tara said. 

     “Okay. Well, I do have some questions—
they're questions I like to ask before any 

sort of summoning. What can I expect from 

him?” 

     “He's a trickster,” Sina said. 

     “As far as I know from my research, he 

once used his powers to commit acts of 

thievery,” Rama added. 

     “He has the ability to stop time. He can 

hypnotize anyone upon making eye contact, 

even through the sunglasses he wears,” said 
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QJ. 

     “Sunglasses? Is he related to Baron 

Samedi?” I asked. 

     “He enjoys mortal pleasures, like smoking 

and drinking, as Samedi does,” QJ said. 

     “We should be careful in invoking him,” 
Rama noted. 

     “As with all tricksters. For example, his 
method of summoning is very roundabout,” 

Sina said.  

     “What? I thought you said you didn't know 
how to summon him!” 

     “We do know, but we can't talk about it 

directly. Not till it's done,” Tara said. 

     “Why?” 

     “Because he's a trickster,” Sina said, 

with mild frustration in her voice.  

     “Just tell me what's going on!” 
     And Dr. Tara sighed and said, “He's 

attracted to the sound of people talking 

about him, and also, we need to have a 

perfectly palindromic conversation. Everyone 

speaks in order, then the same order 

backwards.” 

     “Oh!” I exclaimed. 

     And there was a flash of light, and from 

this burst of light emerged a sea of emerald 

smoke. 

     “Ahh-hahahaha!” came a long cry from the 

fog. “OHHHH-hohoho! So you five need my 

help, ehhh?” 

     “Oh, no, what is happening,” Ming Loy 

said at once from the sidelines. 

     “I can see your fate, that's what 
happening!” The voice was very familiar; he 

rather reminded me of Fu Hsi's father, 

honored be his spirit. “I can see everything 

that's going to happen to everyone in this 
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room.” 

     The smoke was clearing now, and we 

could see the being called Zoro. I backed 

away now that he was summoned, to seek 

Ming's company. At the sight of this, Zoro 

laughed again. 

     “Yes, yes, join her, join her! You are 

destined to journey together!” 

     He was a fat man dressed in a violet 

bathrobe; golden tassels adorned the sashes. 

He had a large beard and mustache, and as I 

had been warned, he wore sunglasses. I tried 

to avoid the sweep of the eyes behind those 

glasses. Most bizarrely was the feathered 

turban he wore, of a similar hue to his 

robes but a lighter shade. It seemed to be 

spun of unearthly silks, and the feather 

emerging from the emerald folded into the 

fabric sparkled with unrecognizable pollen. 

     “Ahahahaha! Yes, Zoro is here to help you. 
And just in time, too! Now, what will you do 

for Zoro if he is to help you?” 

     “We will offer you my weight in gold, 

Zoro, and forget what things you have done 

in our cities in the last hundred years,” QJ 

said. 

     “Only the last hundred? And you are 
skinny, my friend. You are not worth much 

gold to Zoro, I think.” 

     “Ah! But what if I were to offer you 

gold worth the weight of my son, the 

detective called the Great Chan? He is a big 

eater, you know.” 

     “If you can produce such treasure we have 
a deal! And thus! Destiny continues!” 

     The last thing I saw of the Council 

chamber was Zoro raising his robed arm, and 

snapping his fingers. 
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     In an instant, Ming and I were outside. 

The sky overhead was gray with thick clouds, 

but there was no smell of rain in the air. 

Still, it was easy to feel the rumble of 

distant thunderbolts. In the roll of those 

clouds I swore I heard Zoro's peculiar 

laugh. He hadn't brought us directly to Fu 

Hsi, or to Gloria, but he had brought us 

near. 

     There was a tall, gray tower that spread 

decay across a large valley. Doubtlessly 

this was where Gloria had taken my husband. 

      

     “I just don't get it,” Andy said, despite getting it. “It just keeps 
going. They're just so fucking earnest about the whole thing.” 
            Rick said nothing. Andy felt like crying. 

            “If  they're making us look exotic, and they're trying to make 
up worlds where we are oppressed...” Shit. He'd said it, hadn't he? 
“Uhh...well. I guess we should interpret this as...what they think 
reality is? But they don't know we have a hook...they don't know we 
can fight b-back...” 
            Rick said nothing. 

            “They make their side look bad, too! If  they do the things we 
do, it makes them look like the...” He choked. “...bad guys...” 
            Rick sighed. 

            “Hey, Andy, do you ever feel like we steal these 
things...because those who came up before us put their theft in 
stories of  adventure?” 
            “What do you mean?” 

            “I mean that Allan Quatermain and Doc Savage were sort 
of  our new Manifest Destiny. Adventures into science and magic 
were us claiming things because all our ancestors had done was 
claim things. Quatermain moreso, obviously, but Doc had his shares 
of  sinister Asians and hulking blacks...” 
            “Now you sound like...l-like...” He couldn't finish. 

            “I mean that's why I'm mad. How do you get that balance 
between...ugh, fucking Christ...'problematic,' as those...people call 
it...and just celebrating history?” He sighed. “I'm a conservative 
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because I value tradition. But the harder I look, the more inevitable 
the changes to tradition become...” 
            “What do you mean?” Andy asked again, with more 
confusion in his voice. 

            “I'm reading ahead as I read out loud,” Rick explained. “I 
think maybe it's best to let the story speak for itself.” 

            The other boy didn't know what to say, but he could feel the 
talon-grip that was in his ribcage start to release. He could breathe 
easier. 

            Then he reached over and, to Andrew's blushing surprise, he 
set his hand on his knee. He started smiling. They both did. 

  

     “Remember the Oyama case, Nuwa. Trust 
nothing and no one,” Ming said. 

     I could only nod in response. Everything 

was happening so quickly. The gray tower 

seemed to blend with the gray sky, as if 

Gloria could shape the heavens themselves in 

a home for himself. We walked slowly, 

knowing that moving forward was the cure to 

fear. Within moments we were at the door to 

the gray tower, so we had conquered our 

first terror. A little after that, we were 

inside the tower, so we had conquered our 

second. Now, we were climbing the stairs to 

where Carl Ivan Gloria was waiting, with his 

devilish Occidental secrets with him. We 

didn't recognize these harsh steppes; it was 

as if Zoro's magic, and Gloria's, had taken 

us to a sort of fantasy-West, where there 

was danger and mystery which was unknown to 

our world. It was only a touch of a 

possibility. Here, in other frontiers, 

things were undeniably less definite—less 

real. 

     As we climbed the helix stairs that 

crawled up the tower like DNA, there was an 

eerie silence, but it didn't last long. A 
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voice broke through, which had to be 

Gloria's. “I will be sending some boys down 

to take care of you two bitches. Woe betide 

you who come to the Tower of Gloria! All who 

have entered before you have died. They 

didn't even make it past my simplest 

minions.” We pressed on, only increasing our 

speed. He must have been watching us 

somehow, as renewed anger entered his voice. 

     “Tom Brown! Carter Bolan! Dispose of 
them!” 

     These exotic names were meaningless to 

us, but now, coming down the stairs, were 

two brutes of a near-albinic shade. Their 

garb was unusual, being flat, tight coats 

wrapped around a white garment linked at the 

middle with buttons. Garish strips of cloth 

hung for a knot at their neck. Despite their 

apparent fighting capability they seemed 

restricted by these clothes. The flapping 

fabric they hung from their necks were easy 

enough for us to tug once they lunged 

forward in their unsteady punches. We barely 

got a look at them, and I doubt the drop 

down below treated them well. 

     The callousness of our motion was a 
fulfillment of a certain symmetry. Ming Loy 

would literally never hurt a fly, unless 

that fly happened to provoke her. But 

through my power, the same power which built 

the conduit for Zoro, I scanned these two 

blurred-face entities as they approached. 

Through them I saw strange visions of worlds 

I could not understand; one of them saw the 

man called Tom Brown standing in a 

graduation ceremony, at the top of his class 

in a rather literal sense. This bizarre 

vision conveyed that he stood atop a pile of 
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men with dark skin, who were defeated or 

dead. The mystic arts commune often in 

metaphor. Brown served a strange pagan god, 

one who did grant freedom upon His servants 

but through a code of bondage. It was an 

essential part of the environs which created 

these two men. Within rigidity there was 

strength, but there was also the weakness of 

being driven mad by the merest passage of 

time. And this cross-bound god who perverted 

God was as His Father was: pale and 

muscular. It was this muscular godhood that 

propelled a schoolboy's empire of death.  

     As for Carter Bolan, he walked a smoke-

filled world of blood and guts, of palm 

trees with melting leaves that dissolved in 

the acidity of a hideous orange spray. As my 

mind met his through the astral links, I 

felt my lungs turn black under the 

unrelenting bombardment of tobacco, heroin, 

and cannabis. But there was an obsessive, 

rhythmic joy in watching these collapsing 

jungles burn and steam around me. For deep 

within those trees, he saw brown men 

burning, as all water boiled away. 

     These histories ended at the bottom of all 
those bare yards. We had reached the door of 

Dr. Gloria's office.  

Ming kicked it in, and I strode in 

behind her. We were confronted by the figure 

who had brought the white stigmata to our 

Alliance. 

     He turned and looked at us as if we were 
interrupting some long-earned vacation. He 

was seated at a desk looking over a computer 

screen, which illuminated his cold brown 

eyes. I've never seen paler brown eyes—they 

were nearly gold in their darkness-softened 
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coolness. His rich dark beard grew primarily 

from his throat, and it was clear that 

beneath his simple clothes he was 

simultaneously bloated and atrophied from a 

lack of exercise. 

     “Greetings, Nuwa. Ming Loy. That was 
unexpected of you, but so was your speedy 

approach. I shouldn't be surprised, though, 

that the Great Alliance has teleporter 

technology just as I do.” 

     “Something like that,” I said. “Where's 

Fu Hsi?” 

     “Patience, my dear, patience! You must 

want to know what I'm doing here—what I will 

do, once you're dead, and how I will end 

your mongrel Alliance. If you value your 

husband's life, you have no choice but to 

listen to me.” 

     I remained silent. I would wait to see 

what he would do. 

     “The white stigmata was your own creation, 

in a way—just as all of this conflict is. It 

was manufactured by your great scientists, 

who were lured to me in some form or 

another. If I wasted time naming them you 

would know each of their faces. Some, who I 

will describe in more detail in a moment, I 

had to control with kidnapped family 

members, usually daughters or wives. Others 

came because of the identity I took to spy 

on the Alliance cities. Many of your more 

unseemly kind still revere the name of the 

crime-lord Mahdi Bey, and that was who I 

posed as.” 

     “My father took the name Mahdi Bey 

lifetimes ago. Before he refined his 

methods,” Ming said, tossing her black hair 

back defiantly. 
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     “I'm glad to snare you, Ming Loy, because 

now your father will be forced to work for 

me. Actually, I will be honest: what has 

transpired now has been part of an 

organically-developing plan hinging on my 

controlling Lord QJ.” 

     “Hold on, what?” I asked. 

     “You two are friends, which I learned when 
I was a spy in your countries. If I ransomed 

the husband of my intended victim's best 

friend, I could have every assurance of 

snaring that victim when she aided her 

comrade. Stopping you, Nuwa, and your 

husband, were my first priorities when I 

decided to launch my plague. I couldn't 

resist leaving a clue in Inspector 

Fernandez's body, but I also knew that that 

would be my undoing in a heartbeat unless I 

already had plans to disable you. But if I 

could snare the Daughter of the Dragon, I 

could also stop the heart of the High 

Council itself.” 

     “My father, I'm pretty sure, would be 

totally fine with letting me be tortured to 

death if it meant he never worked for you,” 

Ming said, though I shot a stiff glance at 

her. “I'm fine with it as well. The Alliance 

is more important than me. My father has 

other children, like Chan and Rising Spirit, 

to keep him company in his old age.” 

     Dr. Gloria seemed undeterred. He only 

grinned. “You may be wondering why I 

specified the importance of my ransoming my 

stolen brains' daughters and wives. 

Regardless of their prior status in life, 

they are now my wives. My brides. And they 

are the centerpiece of my scheme. For 

everything about your Alliance flows from 
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those women.” 

     I frowned. “How so?” I asked, 

legitimately confused. 

     “All power in life is interconnected. All 

symbols of rank within this barbaric, 

natural-selection world of ours—sex, race, 

ability, class—are bound together. In the 

world that once was, those first three 

attributes influenced your class status. 

When people like me were accepted in your 

ranks, those who fought against us, the 

feminists, brought about our end by 

successfully unifying all aspects of life 

under the battle for women's rights. 

Feminism enabled our foes to cross all 

social divides by making all people of all 

backgrounds subject to 'protection' from the 

patriarchy they believed in. But in the end, 

they only wanted to overthrow the power of 

men so they could replace it with that of 

women.” 

     “That's incorrect, actually,” I said 

simply. 

     “Oh, you'll believe it in time, my pretty 
bride-to-be—once my machines get to work on 

that little brain of yours. Yes, it's true! 

Look at the High Council! There are only two 

white men, and one of them is a polyamorous 

bisexual! At least two of them aren't even 

human! And your father, my yellow-skinned 

little Ming, is a transgendered. 'He' gave 

birth to you.” 

     “A fact both he and I are proud of,” Ming 
said. 

     “That platinum-flesh freak, Dr. Tara, is a 

stinking lesbian!” 

     “So?” I said. 

     “She's a dyke!!” he spat out. 
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     “...so?” I asked again. 

     He snarled. “You bitches. Always playing 
tricks. You think you're tough? I bet you 

can't even kill me, you kale-mouthed pussy-

suckers.” 

     “I seriously don't know what the hell 

you're talking about, but I'm not going to 

kill you,” I said. “I'm just going to talk.” 

     “And what? Hypnotize me? I don't want to 
hear it. I'm blowing your brains out right—” 

     “No. Shush.” And I let a beat pass. “When 
Ming and I were children, QJ told me once 

about the astral memories he accessed 

through his experiments of the lives he once 

lived. He knew of the old times, before the 

Alliance, as many of the High Council do. 

The Infinity Trust arrived after the 

Alliance was formed but the powers that 

brought them to our world to begin with 

allowed many of its members to influence our 

history. Whether it was in their present 

lifetimes or not. 

     “In one of his older lives, QJ—Qiang 

Jiantou—witnessed the battles between the 

feminists you cite and the people who fought 

them. He was so captivated by it that he 

penned a book on the subject which is still 

kept by the Infinity Trust. His primary 

observation was that this antifeminist 

movement, as a purely reactive movement, was 

doomed to failure from the beginning due to 

intrinsic ideological faults, rather than 

outside influence...though that outside 

influence definitely sped up this 

conclusion. The biggest of these reactive 

faults was that the 'movement' just stole 

all the big ideas from feminism and used 

them in an unwieldy fashion. They just 



73 

 

turned all of feminism's arguments 

backwards. They proved the existence of the 

patriarchy by demonstrating that 

'resistance' movements created by 

institutions worthy of resistance 

are...fake, and people see that.” 

     “I don't believe you!” Dr. Gloria 

exclaimed. 

     “Fine, I'll cite examples,” I continued. 
“They claimed society was unfair because men 

worked more hazardous jobs and that gave 

them shorter lives. But they ignored the men 

who kept interested women out of those jobs. 

They claimed that it was impossible to be a 

nurse, a teacher, or a cafe barista because 

women dominated those industries. But they 

ignored the history of men saying those jobs 

were 'better' for women. They said that men 

were becoming feminized due to an increased 

focus on women and diverse-gender folk in 

the media. But they ignored all the 

questions of why exactly feminine men were 

bad. They said that breaking the traditional 

family would wreck society. But they ignored 

that there was nothing to this beyond 

doomsaying. They claimed that they pampered 

women through traditional marriage and 

family. But they never listened to the women 

who didn't agree. They said that divorce and 

custody laws that benefited women were 

violations of their human rights. But they 

ignored that there are more important 

rights, intrinsic to humans, that are 

weakened by the claim that a right to a 

dowry or to child custody are as essential 

as food and shelter.” 

     “And,” Ming Loy added, “a lot of them 

tried to fight anti-rape and anti-abuse 
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laws. They always jumped to trying to change 

the law. They sincerely viewed it as a 

necessity to open up more women to abuse and 

rape—on a legal level—in order to shield 

themselves against false accusations.”  

     “QJ told you this when you were children?! 
This is why you monsters are so disgusting 

to me! You indoctrinate your spawn with 

propaganda!” 

     “Do you have kids, Gloria? Because I get 

the impression you're not exactly the kind 

to let those around you escape your 

opinions,” I said. 

     He was realizing only now that he was 

backed into a corner. He always had been, 

but cornered tigers are more dangerous than 

their liberated peers. “I-I can't let you 

win. You're wrong, we haven't 'appropriated' 

your arguments. We're not 'projecting,' as 

you say.” 

     “I didn't say that,” I said. 

     “Listen, Nuwa, we're wasting time. Just 
tell him he's on his way up,” Ming said. 

     “What?” Gloria replied. 

     “Fu Hsi,” I said. “He's on his way up. 
Your dungeons, I assume, are below this 

tower. We didn't really look around. My 

husband was probably giving the same sort of 

speech I just gave you the instant you threw 

him in your jail. You're honestly lucky the 

revolution hasn't hit you yet.” 

     “What do you mean?!” he asked. 

     “Fu Hsi likely convinced all of your 

prisoners to overwhelm your guards, and 

they're on their way up.” 

     Dr. Gloria was hushed now, as if he was 

listening for once. Now, he could begin to 

hear the faint sounds of churning cries as 
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the damned souls down below climbed towards 

him. 

     “Oh no,” he said, and he stood at once to 
flee the office. Moving as hurriedly as he 

could, he dashed out to the stairs and 

looked down. His seeming omniscience was 

suddenly at an end. 

     We joined him, wanting to stay close to 
him in case he tried something. But his pale 

skin blanched at once; he was slick with 

sweat. I bit down on the temptation to wave 

to my husband, who I could now see 

ascending. 

     “I'll never let those savages get their 

hands on me! I know what they'll do if that 

happens!” he screamed.  

     Down below, I saw Fu Hsi look up, and he 

shouted: 

     “Nuwa! Don't let him jump!” 

     But at once Gloria seemed to gain a 

mysterious burst of strength, and he tore 

himself from my and Ming's powerful arms. I 

watched as he plummeted down into the open 

space below, but now Fu Hsi was completing 

the last few steps up to me. It was too late 

for him to catch him as he fell, and if he 

had, he would have been dragged down with 

him. 

     “There's a teleport ring all around the 
outer extent of the base floor,” my lover 

said.    

     “So that means his henchmen are alive, 
too—!” said Ming. 

     “But these people—”—they'd reduced Fu Hsi 
and all the others to wearing white robes, 

like they were in a doctor's office—“—are 

now free. There will be no more outbreaks of 

white stigmata.” 
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     I looked across the haggard faces, 

assessing quickly that they were all in good 

enough health for whatever sort of journey 

awaited us on returning to Alliance 

territory. We couldn't count on Zoro—so we'd 

have to get walking. It was too dangerous to 

try to follow Gloria by plunging down to his 

teleporter ring, as long as we had these 

poor souls with us. 

     I had nothing to say in the moment. My 
adversary had escaped. What does one say on 

the eve of a fresh war? 

      

     “The End,” Rick concluded. 

            They were both silent in that moment. 

            “I'm not sure I was impressed by Dr. Gloria,” Andy 
confessed. “I think he was a little floofy, but—that's the point, 
right?” 
            Rick seemed to wince at the word “floofy.” 

            “L-like, if  there was gonna be a white guy Fu Manchu he'd 
have to be a real tough guy, you know? He—” And he stopped, of  
his own accord. He had nothing left to say. He had his image of  a 
screaming horde at the gates of  civilization and empire. And it was 
made of  white dudes. 

            Rick started talking. 

            “Hey, Andy, my family's name isn't really Lawrence. I mean, 
it is now, but...my grandfather's name was Lorenzo. I'm Hispanic.” 

            Andy wasn't going to interrupt. 

            “I had an aunt, named Fransizka Hohfer Lorenzo. We called 
her 'Franzie.' Her mother was a German-Czech Jew.” He leaned 
back into his chair. “Surfing queen of  Malibu, she was, once upon a 
time. She was the child of  my great-uncle Paul Lorenzo, who was a 
reformer back in the '30s, I guess. He tried to stop the spread of  
STDs, and later, he used his experience as reformer to come up with 
anti-Nazi propaganda.” 

            His friend suddenly found strength to talk. “Were you 
fighting back against that? When you started looking these sites up a 
few months ago?” 
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            “Yeah,” he sighed. “Plus, very distantly, we were related to 
Counts and Countesses. I know that Nazism and aristocracy are 
incompatible but I...wouldn't be the only Nazi who thought nobility 
was another sign of  superiority.” 

            “Well, hey, I mean, my grandpa's name was Hassan,” Andy 
said. “Hassan. Haralson. Get it? If  I was like the rest of  my family 
I'd be praying towards Mecca five times a day.” 
            “Do you?” Rick Lorenzo asked. 

            He looked away. “...I should.” 

            Rick looked down then. “What's their story?” 

            “I'm from Sheikh and Pasha families. Turkey, Saudi Arabia, 
Syria—and still, me and my parents are as pale as can be.” 
            “Yeah, I don't quite show the Mexican side off  very well. At 
least not on my face,” Rick said. 

            “Not on your face, huh?” 

            Now Andy was the one to touch Rick's knee. 

            Rick looked up at him and their eyes met. Like ice against 
the sun, the last of  their defenses vaporized. 

            Rick pulled him in and kissed him firmly. His hands found 
both the nape of  Andy's neck, and the curls of  his hair. As he came 
forward out of  his chair, Andy gently tugged Rick on top of  him, 
and in the confusion of  the mutual pulling they fell onto the 
ground. For the first time in hours they were laughing sincerely 
again, and laughed between kisses. With an unspoken 
understanding, they removed each others' clothes. 

            Rick caressed the front of  Andy's briefs, and tugged them 
down, still kissing him. Short tufts of  soft brown hair surrounded 
the long stretch of  his cock.  

After several hours, they were left napping on the carpeted 
floor. As Rick slept, Andy smoked a cigarette. He thought once 
again of  story structure and he was glad that this one had such a 
climax to it—swift, simple, and exacting. 
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The Dragon and the Ox 

 
Dedicated to Lawrence Milton Boren—wherever you are in this Multiverse. 

  
            I stood over the looping track of  the Ferox Federal 
Racecourse. Here, all of  the racing was funded by the Sovereignty 
of  Ferox, which last I checked is managed by a prince these days. 
The economy is largely insular and self-sufficient—the house makes 
enough back on its betting system that Ferox has had no need for 
taxation in centuries. There's almost no chance that you'll get rich 
yourself, but people don't come here, usually, to get rich. The fools 
of  the cosmos come here because they've made the sport into an art 
form. A good race, they say, is likely a brief  glimpse at a beautiful 
painting. I'll take their word for it. 
            “You used to be a racer, didn't you?” 
            I paused on my cigarette as I heard the gentle voice touch 
my ear. It was gentle in that there were pockets of  softness in it, 
pockets of  weakness, which suggested he was either sick, or a 
smoker like me. I smiled, because if  it was the latter then Ferox 
wasn't the only planet he liked frequenting. While e-cigs were big, 
those seeking to have their tobacco or bud in the plant form would 
need to travel to some pretty far-flung colony worlds. I turned to 
look over at him, and saw he was a handsome Earthman, with 
ancestry from southeast Asia, probably Chinese or Taiwanese. He 
grinned at me as he pushed back a slick lock of  dark brown hair. 
            My own smile didn’t fade. “You must have some ooold 
posters.” 
            “Oh, I don't collect posters...I don’t collect anything. But I 
was here about six years ago. That's when they first started calling 
you the Crimson Dragon, isn't it?” 
            My face twisted. So he knew who I was, both within and 
without my racing career. I'd find that unsettling even if  I wasn't the 
Crimson Dragon. 
            “It was six years ago that I started myself  the Crimson 
Dragon. I worked without a manager, and I coined the name to the 
press quite specifically.” 
            “Seems like a name of  significance.” 
            I shot him a flawless reflex-smile, even as my hand slipped 
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back to grip the gun on the back of  my belt. 
            He remained unaware, probably because I hadn't put my 
heart in the thought of  shooting him yet. For now, I'd let him talk. 
“I seem to remember you went against Dr. Maleko and the Dancing 
Anemone—barely pulled off  the win. But I assume you'd remember 
that better than I do.” 
            Truth be told, I only barely remembered. Yes, Ferox Federal 
and their meager prize had helped me—and I did recall meeting Dr. 
Maleko at least once. But none of  those racers impressed me or 
approached me enough for me to make proper cases out of  any of  
them. 
            “And who might you be?” I asked. 
            “My name is Hanzo Hitara. I'm with Jovian Authority.” My 
fingers only tightened around my weapon. Now if  he was trouble I 
knew just to stun him, rather than blowing one of  his arms off. “I 
suppose you probably want to know why I'm here,” he asked. 
            “Probably not,” I replied, dropping the flirting at once. I try 
to avoid picking up cops because not all of  them quite recall there 
are now laws that protect people like me—and there have been for 
some time. (Their memories are even shorter than those gamblers'.) 
They look stupid bringing us good-time girls and gigolos down but 
sometimes they get smart and throw a bit of  coke or sun-piece in 
the back-pocket. 
            “Would you be interested to know I approached you 
because I needed your help?” 
            “A lot of  people need my help, suddenly, when they 
recognize me. And when they know how I make my living.” 
            The cop sighed and stepped closer. In his hand was a 
phojector of  what appeared to be a baby girl. 
            I raised an eyebrow skeptically. 
            “What is this?” 
            “Ask the three behind you.” 
            “Why?” I shot a glance over my shoulder. Three men stood 
packed together like a football huddle that got sliced in half. Broad 
coats connected them into a singular entity. Every so often one of  
their triplet heads shot an anxious glance backward. 
            “Are—are we looking at a ransom situation?” 
            “Of  the worst kind. This kid and her parents are refugees.” 
            “Why would anyone want to ransom someone whose family 
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has lost everything, or almost everything?” 
            “It's labor extortion—her parents, grandparents, and siblings 
have been taken as slaves.” 
            Slaves. Not a good word to throw out around me. I've 
endured some chains in my time but nearly all of  those times have 
been by my own consent. I have felt the freedom restraint can give 
to someone, and therefore I know how perverse real slavery is. No, 
not perverse—perverse for me is a badge of  courage, a symbol of  
achievement rather than of  condemnation. But there is something 
deep about slavery that cuts into you where you never can be cut. 
Not “never should be cut,” though that too—never can be cut. For all 
the goodness of  this sentience that was burdened upon us, for all 
the achievement our power of  thought can give us, we found a way 
to cut someone in an uncut-able place. Of  course we did. 
            I could feel Hitara's eyes on me, like he was inches from 
asking about my own experiences, when the only thing he had on 
me was that I was a hooker. Scummy little cop. 
            All he said, though, was: “I knew you couldn't resist.” 
            I shot a glance back to the three he'd pointed out. “Fine. 
You got me. But we need a better plan.” And I locked eyes with 
him, seeing my own hazel glint coming back at me. “And that mean 
I need your ID. Now, and no fakes.” 
            “Can you even fake a Jupiter badge anymore?” 
            “Yep. I did it, last month. But I don’t have time to do it 
now.” 
            He handed it over. Still printed physically, his was. How 
charming. Sometimes you could forget how a wallet wore paper or 
cardstock down. I've been on digital my whole life, and the only 
time I saw a wallet with paper in it was through my parents—“An 
inspector?” 
            “Yep.” 
            I let out a sarcastic whistle. “Now I really bet you'd like to get 
your hands on me.” 
            “Don't get cute. I've no jurisdiction to arrest you. But I also 
don't have to remind you of  the price on your head. If  I wanted I 
could turn you in with a proxy, and claim the reward without 
conflict of  interest.” 
            I made a fist and showed proof  of  its existence to his 
face—just a glance though. If  I had struck then, he didn't have the 
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time or footing to dodge. “I need that baby's name, the names of  
the kidnappers, and whether you know where her family is,” I said 
next. 
            “Well, you're in luck, because Baby Nuli and her family are 
together, in one general location. They are aboard the craft which 
destroyed Nuli's homeworld. The gang is called the Oxes—they're 
led by someone calling himself  'Apollonius Agricola,' which is 
almost certainly a pseudonym.” 
            “Hey, I dunno, sounds real to me.” 
            “Ha-ha. Well, this man—who feels a need to use the names 
of  the greatest wizard of  Jesus' time and the conqueror of  Britain—
”  
            “I know who those two were, you're being condescending.” 
            “—he has a device of  some kind that lets him blow up 
whole planets. And a lot of  the area around them, too.” 
            “Oh? And I haven't heard of  this because—?” 
            “Because Agricola's only been targeting out-of-the-way 
worlds. They make us memorize the names of  all the planets at the 
Academy, but I had never heard of  the world that Nuli's from.” 
            “It escaped the Vitaprobe survey?” 
            “I'm gonna tell you now, Crimson Dragon, my friend, that 
the Vitaprobe is about as crusty as its name. A good effort but 
hardly the be-all end-all of  sentience detection. There are 
speculations among Jupiter High Command that as many as half  of  
all sentient-inhabited worlds are missed by the Vitaprobe's sensors.” 
            I realized at once that there was validity to the longterm 
cultural fears about Vitaprobe failure and what that implied—
something I'd laughed at previously. Most people were afraid of  the 
inverse issue to what had happened—that those unknown planets 
would have unknown threats on them, conquerors and destroyers, 
who would could perhaps deliberately mask their presence from the 
Vitaprobe satellite. Our species, empathetic to the last, never once 
considered that there could be people on those worlds who needed 
help, instead of  wanting to kill us. 
            Now some of  those worlds had been snuffed out. We never 
even learned their names. 
            But for now, on the smaller scale level of  things, there were 
the three men. Cohorts of  this so-called Agricola, probably, having 
come to Ferox coincidentally at the same time as me. It wasn't just 
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my pseudopathic implants that helped me sense that Hitara was 
telling the truth—and it wasn't his badge either. I'm no Sherlock 
Holmes. I work on hunches, and now my hunch was shoving me 
over to those men. 
            I knew how to walk at this point. Just a little wobble to the 
hips was all it took. My center of  gravity worked it naturally, and I 
could feel Hitara's eyes follow my long red hair down the smooth 
slope my back, to my pistol was. Except he was the one with the 
pistol. The cushy globes of  my holster—one of  them, anyway—fit 
perfectly in the black synthleather which clung tight to my body. Just 
under the bounce of  my ass were my thighs, also perfectly outlined 
by the black material, and I felt the soft flesh buzz hot under his 
stare. Now he wasn't the only one looking. My three targets were 
looking at how gravity affected my front. 
            My tailor always knows how to fit my chest, but I taught him 
that in the first place. Free in the right place, boosted in others. Not 
like my breasts need much of  a boost. Even without a bra I have 
that soft line of  well-defined cleavage that reminds people who are 
into women of  why they're into women. That was all I needed. As 
far as these men were concerned, my face didn't matter, but that 
stupid impulse was quickly mashed up when they finally decided to 
try to look me in the eye. The smile that crossed my asymmetric lips, 
the way the shadows hit my eyeliner. I had bagged three clients. 
            “The house has offered you entertainment, right, boys?” I 
asked them. 
            “Whuh—no?” said one of  them, tripping over his words 
and his feet. “I mean. I didn't know they did that in this district. 
Local girl, then, are you?” He smiled, and his two friends were 
smiling as they encircled me. They didn't know how fake my smile 
was, and they didn't catch my glance back at Hitara, who I saw now 
moving his hands to me in Sign Language. I was a bit rusty, but I 
made out: “Do your thing. I'll follow.” Not reassuring, but if  I could 
do the good thing and also make some money on it—maybe get a 
good fucking out of  it—then it was worth the time spent. 
            “Yep, I work for the circuit,” I half-lied. “You know, it's peak 
race season. Which means peak discounts.” 
            “Discounts?” 
            “Sure, why not? 150 for each of  you? As a base. And that's 
for a crack at my pussy.” 
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            “That's a good base!” one of  them shouted, in a louder tone 
than I thought necessary. 
            “Geez, are you an O specialist, or...?” 
            “C'mon, save the questions for when we get to my place,” I 
said. It was fortunate I did have a place, because I had hoped to do 
some work until something like this arrived. 
  
            Back at my room, it wasn't long before they had me in the 
queen-size and had torn my black one-piece off. It had a nanosmart 
weave, so it could patch itself  up without any scars. It was a great 
sort of  thing to have if  you like it a little rough. Which fortunately I 
do. 
            Guy #2 and Guy #3 had thrown down an extra 50 apiece 
when I told them I was an O specialist. Guy #1, so named for his 
courage, was content for what I had between my legs. As soon as I 
heard the first rip of  fabric I was wet as could be; good thing the 
weave was stain-proof, too, because there was a distinct drip down 
my thigh at the thought of  them working on me. 
            “Are you safe?” Guy #1 asked. Long ago, that would have 
meant he was asking if  I had any diseases, but now, with hepatitis 
and gonorrhea and all those other long-named thingies long dead, it 
only meant if  I was on BC or not. I nodded yes that I was, feeling 
my face turn red with excitement as I realized that meant he wasn't 
planning on using a condom. Good—I never liked the things, but 
only because I had my BC and because HVI or whatever it was and 
all the rest were such distant memories. Sometimes, when I'm going 
around in my Anywhere Engine, I run into occasions and epochs 
where protection is a good idea. Here, in my native century, I was 
under no such restrictions. 
            He whispered in my ear that he loved doggy-style, and so he 
bent me over right away, with just a little spit and fingering to get me 
prepped. I don't always need foreplay to get going, so I didn't ask 
this time. The tram ride back to the room had been enough to get 
me ready. 
            I got only the barest glimpse at his cock, but I was not 
disappointed. I rarely was, and now I felt the thick head press 
against my labia. Ahead of  me, two cocks of  equal size were ready 
for me, and Guy #2's hard, warm meat slid into my mouth even as 
Guy #1 penetrated me from behind. He moved slow, but slipped 
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balls-deep inside me, and I moaned as I worked the cock in my 
mouth up to similar depth. I felt his heavy hands take hold of  the 
soft skin of  my belly, just above my hips. He began to thrust, and I 
mirrored each thrust in the heat of  my pussy with a slick motion up 
the length of  the second guy's cock. 
            By the time Guy #1 started fucking me in good rhythm, 
Guy #3 was getting tired, however faintly, of  my fingers, which had 
slipped up his thigh to his hard rod and begun stroking him, balls to 
head, over and over again. Guy #2 almost politely stepped back, and 
I kissed against the head of  a new cock, while now supplying Guy 2 
with my eager hand. As I kissed over the head of  Guy #3's knob I 
let my lips work their way slowly down. I savored the gentle saltiness 
that touched my tongue when I ran it down to his balls. He was 
shaven, and so it was like gliding on a lubed-up runway as my head 
jerked back and forth. Small droplets of  precum dabbled down my 
throat, but I sensed he wasn't ready to cum yet. He wanted 
something more. 
            I was ready to cum, though. Guy #1 was plowing me with 
great skill. Each thrust had a tiny kick at the end of  it, that struck 
the head of  his penis against my g-spot. I had to get the cock out of  
my mouth to let out the cry that ensued, as I pulled him up close 
into me. I hissed, pressing down with a sudden tiredness. My naked 
breasts swayed under me; my hard nipples pressed into the sheets of  
the bed. 
             That was when Guy #3 grabbed my hair, and pulled my 
head up. I purred contentedly, albeit with an initial note of  surprise. 
He wasn't overly forceful, and he let me know his hand was in my 
hair before he tugged. “Do you...do you take it in the ass?” he asked. 
            “I do. And it will be an extra 50.” 
            The wildness in his eyes deepened. I realized where I was 
going; and I was all the happier for it. I looked back as the guy 
behind me, flinching away from my words briefly to laugh as he 
spanked me. “I know you don't want to give up, but how 'bout 
letting me be on top for a bit?” 
            He nodded, showing a clear exhaustion in his face. Good. 
I'd done this largely to wear them out. 
            I had to give Blowjob Guy a break, too, which he wasn't 
happy about, but he probably knew regulations so he knew what'd 
happen if  he lashed out. “Don't worry, honey, I'll get your cock back 
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in my mouth soon enough.” I stayed prone, bent over, as Pussy Guy 
wriggled underneath me. He was right underneath Blowjob Guy, 
and Ass Guy came up behind me. I felt him tug at my ample cheeks, 
felt his palm press into the skin. He had found the lube easy 
enough—I don't keep it hidden, after all—and was starting to get 
things prepped when Pussy and Blowjob lost their patience. So did 
I—it's not like I didn't help them in. The long cock caressed my 
thigh before prodding once more at the soft pink of  my labia; I 
settled down over, feeling the nude prick slide in as far as it was 
long. Though he'd had a taste of  me before, he gasped, feeling how 
sweet and wet it was. I moaned, but as soon as my lips were apart 
they were drawn magnetically to the head of  the cock before me. 
My eager pulses of  motion almost made him cum then and there; I 
saw his knees buckle. Even though the man below me had only 
been inside my pussy for about thirty seconds, that little buckle 
nearly made me cum as well. 
            Then the guy behind me got it in my ass, and I was shaking 
and shivering, and making a noise so beautiful that Blowjob couldn't 
help but cram his meat all the way down my throat. I reached up 
and held him there, running my tongue over the base of  his shaft, at 
the very top of  his scrotum. I kneaded his buttocks gently as I felt 
his veins pulse against my tongue. 
            The rough but pleasurable unease of  anal penetration always 
mixes strangely with pussy-fucking, especially if  you're horny for a 
creampie. I wondered if  the one behind me would pull out, or if  he 
would fill my ass with his sperm. He must have read my mind, or I 
must have ground closer to him. He was suddenly close—I could 
feel it. 
            They all were, and I'm sure it was Blowjob Guy who broke 
down first. There's no such thing as an O specialist, but the phrasing 
helps them fill in the illusion themselves. Before I knew it, my 
mouth was suddenly full of  churning waves of  thick, salty cum. I 
massaged his balls as he pulsed out his sperm again and again right 
down my throat. As ever, I swallowed all of  it, but that was just the 
beginning. 
            The other two came at the same time, and as I felt it I 
swallowed the last of  the cum in my mouth to let out a long moan. 
My body seemed to fade away as my own orgasm rose up through 
my cock-gobbling throat, making me shudder and arch as they filled 
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both my asshole and my vagina with their hot, sticky cum. 
            After that, they pulled out gently, or in the case of  the one 
who creampied my pussy, I climbed off  him. We were all exhausted, 
but I less so than they. I smiled for several reasons as I shook 
through the last of  my orgasm, which left the creampie trickling 
down my thighs. I moaned sensually and casually as Hitara walked 
in. 
            “They're all ready for you, Inspector,” I said calmly. He was 
clearly taken aback at the sight of  my nakedness. He saw the white 
streaks of  cum leaking from the pink of  my pussy. 
            “Hey, what is this—?” one of  them shouted then. But it was 
too late. Their embarrassment combined with their exhaustion, and 
they couldn't escape the handcuffs. I laughed as I saw him place the 
final arrest. 
            “Kinky,” I said. 
            “I'll show you kinky,” he said, grinning. “Would this cover 
you for another round?” And he took out a 500 chip, and set it 
down on the payment my trio had given me. 
            I nodded at once, suddenly finding him a lot more enjoyable. 
            “What are you gonna do?” called one of  them, for what 
seemed to be the third time. 
            “I have this thing about making arrests,” Hitara confessed. 
He was seemingly speaking to them, but he addressed me, as I made 
myself  more comfortable. My hand slipped to my pale breast and I 
began to work it under an increasingly eager grip. My dark nipple 
escaped from between my fingers. 
            “I just kind of  like to mock you guys. It's a kink of  mine, in 
the purest sense. I think this time, though, I'm gonna get the most 
enjoyment.” He looked at me, and with a smile he said, “That 
money goes so that they never get a crack at you again.” 
            “Mm, I make no promises. Well. Some. I guess I'll decide if  
you show me a good enough time.” 
            “Do likewise and I'll give you a bonus.” 
            I knew it would turn him on to look over at the men then. 
My fingers crept down to my pussy, and I began to work myself, 
rubbing my clit, as the inspector tidily undressed. 
            “Oh, c'mon!” 
            “No, this is torture!” 
            “I want her again! I want her again!” That last fellow broke 



87 

 

off  into defeated sobs. 
            I laughed at him, remembering that he was working with 
ransomers. Then I looked over at Hitara, as his boxer dropped off  
his legs, and my laughter trailed off. 
            “...oof.” 
            I'm not sure if  he heard me, because I bit my finger as I said 
it. I had taken a cop in against my prior word on impulse, but I 
could already tell I wasn't going to regret it. That short hair, which 
had looked tacky with his clothes on, was now properly cute; his 
muscles were not cute, because cute implies smallness in some 
capacity. No, he was pretty well-packed, and with abs, pecs, biceps, 
and a butt, but also those little lines ripped dudes sometimes get that 
go down the sides of  their torso around the pelvic area. Those are 
the real love handles. 
            I do not shy away from big cocks when they come my way, 
and this time was no exception. Those dreamy muscles and all they 
implied didn't stop below the waist. His balls hung quite some 
distance down his thighs, and the rod that emerged was smooth and 
sleek, even around where the veins were. 
            “Why are your legs sticking straight out?” he asked me. 
            I realized with some embarrassment that I had already cum 
from anticipation. I bent my knees once more as he scooted up to 
me and climbed on top. He kissed me, rather sweetly I thought, and 
I was so lost in kissing him that I was almost shocked when his cock 
slid into me. I kissed him again and again and he began a coarse, 
hard-knocking rhythm. My entire bed was pressing into the wall. 
Even if  you don't always feel it in your junk, you feel it in your body, 
and it's one of  the best parts. As gentle as his face and hair now 
suddenly seemed, he was giving me quite the ride. 
            I was just getting about wrapping my legs around him—I 
was going to cum again—when he suddenly turned us so I was 
facing out towards his prisoners. He was the big spoon to my little 
spoon, working hurriedly between my parted legs; his hand crested 
around my neck and held on, and that was when I had my orgasm. 
His breath heightened as the increased tightness around his prick led 
him to push deeper into me. 
            I thought he was going to let it end then and there, but he 
propped us up then, so he was in a seated mission, and I was going 
reverse cowgirl on his lap. His hand on my throat moved to the back 
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of  my neck, which was lit up with a string of  kisses. As he 
romanced my neck, he whispered in my ear, “I want you to look at 
them. I want you to smirk at them. I want you to mock them, so 
they feel bad that they're not the ones fucking you.” 
            I did as he asked. He reached up to grab at my left tit, and 
his rough fingers rolled my nipple between it. I was almost back at 
the edge one last time, but he felt that, and shoved my hips down so 
I could roll around his cock. “I'm gonna bust my nut in you,” he 
whispered out, his voice gasping, “and they're gonna feel jealous. 
Which is good. Because they should feel bad about being criminals.” 
            He wasn't lying about being kinky. But I wasn't in any 
position to complain; nor did I want to. I felt the raw force in the 
hand that held me down in dutiful place as he came in me. I sweated 
through the crackling peaks of  my orgasm and tilted my head down 
to look at the sight of  his cock pistoning me, only to see long 
streams of  sperm spitting forcefully out of  where our junk came 
together. Semen oozed down the shaft of  his cock even as it poured 
from my pussy lips to my soft legs. Already the cum in my asshole 
had slicked my buttocks, but his sperm mixed with it so that my 
whole bottom was smeared. 
            I let out a long sigh, and smiled, leaning back in Hirata, and 
bringing a hand around to stroke his hair. That was my work day 
done. It would be a little while before I could take another fucking 
like that. 
  
            Hirata, once he got his cock cleaned and his clothes back on, 
questioned the three I'd helped him arrest. To keep him hard for 
later I snuck around his impromptu interrogation room naked, and 
he watched their eyes dance on me. At one point, I decided to test 
his mettle, by pressing his head between my boobs as he spoke. He 
started sweating, but he didn't miss a beat. 
            Afterwards, he took me back to my room very calmly and 
then had me up against the wall. Forwards and backwards. It didn't 
take as long as this time but we both just wanted a quickie. As we 
laid on the floor of  my room, and I looked over at his flaccid dick 
protruding from his fly, he said, “I guess you like cops a bit better?” 
            “Not on your life. But if  you're going to keep paying for me, 
I'm going to see to it you're kicked off  the force. ” 
            “Fair enough,” he laughed. “Do you want to get on my ship 
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now or later?” 
            I blinked, and looked over at him lazily. “Where to?” 
            “We're going to look for the Oxes. Based on the info I just 
got. We're gonna save that baby.” 
            “I know, but I mean, where are we headed?” 
            “To Sinices. That's where Agricola's planet-wrecker was last 
spotted.” 
            “Do we have to leave so soon?” I asked. I reached over for 
him, feeling my prior exhaustion suddenly fading away.  
            “Well, Sinices is about a week away. And reports say that 
Agricola doesn't move his craft often. He doesn't want anyone from 
Jupiter figuring out his engine's wave-pattern.” 
            I smiled broadly. “A week, huh?” 
            He nodded, similarly pleased. “A long week. But I can set the 
autopilot.” 
            “Does your autopilot have any other functions? Last time I 
cruised with an autopilot ship, the autopilot had his own autopilot to 
take over when he was distracted...I tell you, he was like a goddamn 
machine. Probably because he was.” 
            “It'll just be you and me. Unfortunately. But I have some 
tricks up my sleeve to keep you occupied.” 
            “I can't wait.” 
            “And by the way, Crimson Dragon...” 
            “Yes?” 
            He sat up, and took on a faux-concerned face. “That's twice 
now I've slept with you, and you haven't given me the courtesy of  
your name.” 
            “I have. First name Crimson, last name Dragon.” 
            “No, seriously. Your birth name.” 
            “I told you that you wouldn't get me so easily. I was wrong 
in one way, but not in another.” 
            “Well, I'll just have to fuck it out of  you then.” 
            “You may try.” 
            He tried, and on the third time he succeeded. The boudoir 
on that ship of  his was something else. A nice, expansive space—
though he assured me I was the first he'd actually taken with him, 
this ship was perfectly equipped for the sort of  intimate encounters 
he boasted of  when he taunted his targets. I'd already told him that 
if  he wanted to try to arrest me, he'd only be rewarding me if  he 
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used his ordinary angle. If  he started fucking someone else to make 
me jealous, after slapping the cuffs on me. I didn't need to touch 
myself  to masturbate, and when I felt assured that I wasn't hurting 
anyone I could be something of  a voyeur. 
            But now, on the large queen-size he had packed into his little 
living-room, I was once more panting and gasping, as my head lolled 
off  the side of  the mattress. “Jane Meng,” I said simply. 
            “What?” he asked. 
            “Jane Meng,” I said. “It's my name.” 
            “Okay,” he said. “Good to know. Probably worthless. You're 
the kind to burn your own birth certificate—” 
            “Guilty.” 
            “—and you use so many aliases that knowing your real name 
will never come in handy.” 
            “Also true.” 
            “Is there a story there?” 
            I hesitated, but then I chose to tell him. “Jane comes from 
one of  my maternal ancestors. Jane Gay. She was a dancer and 
adventurer whose comic strip stories kept the army going during the 
Second World War on Earth. On my dad's side, though, I'm a 
descendant of  a man named Kahn Meng—who was the son of  a 

20th Century criminal called the Gray Dragon. His daughter 
Westernized the name, making 'Meng' and not 'Kahn' the family 
name.” 
            “Ah! It starts to come together. Gray is not an erotic color as 
Crimson is.” He paused. “But then, they wore Crimson robes in the 
Order, didn't they?” 
            “Yes, we did. It was a tradition from time immemorial.” He 
circled a finger around my chest. His spunk was splattered across 
my belly from when he'd pulled out. “The Gray Dragon, before he 
was brought down by Peter the Brazen, was an affiliate of  the 
Order, when it was young. Jane Gay joined the Order after the War. 
My lineage was bound together before my parents got married.” 
            “What was the Order of  the Madonna exactly? Just a bunch 
of  prostitutes?” 
            I spat out angrily, “It was a group for helping women, which 
included protecting sex workers and raising money to help them 
using sex work.” 
            “Okay! Okay! Fucking Christ. We always assumed you left 
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the Order out of...well. You certainly didn't seem proud of  them, 
even though you carried on sex work beyond it. I know you're 
wanted for associating with them, but you never acted like you 
weren't okay smudging your record with new crimes from Day 
One.” 
            “I left them because I started having visions that they were 
doomed.” 
            “Visions? You mean you're psychic?” 
            “...is that so incredible? We have psychic implants these days. 
I've always seen our future. I knew that the day would come when 
we were wiped out and driven underground.” 
            “But did you ever think that by leaving the Order you led, 
you may have led them into extinction?” 
            I shot an angry look at him. “It's certainly a shitty thing for 
someone to say when they were one of  the bastards who pulled the 
trigger.” 
            “You think I hunted and killed the Order of  the Madonna? 
You think I was part of  the Authority brute squad, and you still 
slept with me?” 
            “I thought it was a possibility.” 
            “So you don't care.” 
            “I can't change the past.” 
            “And neither can I. I wasn't one of  the ones who 'pulled the 
trigger,' as you'd have it. I never supported labeling the Order a 
terrorist group. I realized they were framed.” 
            “Then why didn't you do something?” 
            “You can't always do something.” 
            At this my eyes went wide. “There are still people who 
believe that these days?” 
            “...why...not? It's just realistic.” 
            “The fact that human integrity has no limit is part of  reality 
as well.” 
            “Well, like you said, and like I parroted. I can't change the 
past. I have my regrets with the Jovian Authority, too. I worry about 
it. Someone really needs to come along and shuffle out the corrupt 
commissioners and rule-breakers who are hard to control. I'm 
gonna be honest, that's why I started working with sex workers, and 
had no qualms working with you. Me and the Authority are 
probably gonna split soon.” 
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            “Hmph. You've got a body. You ever want to work in this 
business I'm sure you could figure something out.” But then I took 
his hand. “You say you want 'someone' to clear out all the bad 
bosses and loose cannons. Why not us?” 
            “Why not? Because I haven't split yet—and because, 
considerable sex experience aside, you aren't equipped to take on a 
legion of  elite police officers.” 
            “Yes I am. Because I'm not just a sex worker. I call myself  
the Crimson Dragon for a reason. I'm a fighter. In fact, I was the 
best fighter the Order had, and that was why I led it.” 
            “That I can believe. You've got great muscles. You could 
crush my head while I'm eating you out.” 
            “That's a pretty unique form of  necrophilia, but if  you've 
got the cash...” 
            We laughed together. I agreed to take a formal bounty 
contract on Apollonius Agricola. I figured I could take my fees for 
my additional services out of  that. If  I was going to clock out of  
the skin job, and switch over to bounty hunting, then I needed the 
right clothes. I hadn't really had proper clothes beyond frilly lingerie 
for days, but I had spent a small fortune on one of  those nanosuits, 
which you can call up with psionic implants. They can only do one 
outfit for now, but it was all I needed. It was my battle-suit—light 
and comfortable, it had pliable fabrics around the joins, but was 
otherwise a mass of  crimson mail-plates. It left my head 
unprotected, but at least it wasn't boob-armor. The angles and 
specifications were such that this couldn't be driven back into my 
body, to cut or gore me. It was all practicality, forged by the finest 
armor-tailors in the cosmos (at least that my Anywhere Engine 
could find). It could absorb a few blaster shots before I dropped, 
and if  someone tried to punch or kick me they'd probably bruise 
something at the very least. The armor seemed both inappropriate 
and right on the money for the bed we sat in. Though it was 
comparatively modest, Hitara seemed more aroused than ever to see 
me suited up. 
            Once he gained control of  himself, he said, “You won't need 
that for now. It's still a couple days to Sinices.” 
            I shook my head at him. “Check the controls. We're there. In 
fact, I suspect we've been in orbit for hours.” 
            “What?!” 
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            He didn't believe me, but the monitors confirmed it. “How 
did you—?” 
            That was when I showed him the Anywhere Engine. 
            It wasn't hidden on me, because it could be hidden 
Anywhere. To him, it looked like I held a rainbow in my hand—a 
coiled rainbow, which looped around itself  like a mixed-up 
Ouroboros. “Not many get to take a look at this,” I said. 
            “What is it?” he asked. “It's beautiful.” 
            “It's an Anywhere Engine. I think there may be others, but 
I'm not sure. I found it by accident, when I was stranded on a 
faraway planet that I've never been able to find since. It's a space-
shifting device, will-reactive. I transplanted the space containing our 
ship into an area near the planet. I use it to travel instantaneously 
between planets—it's my 'ship.'” 
            “You realize that something like that...would revolutionize 
law enforcement? You could be taking a huge risk by showing me 
that.” 
            “I know. But you said you were splitting. Weren't you?” 
            For a second, he seemed to reconsider that decision—the 
power I had in my hands could reverse his grievances. In many ways, 
this was my ultimate temptation, and few had been able to weather 
it. But he looked up at me. 
            “I am. And when I do hand in my badge, I'll keep this a 
secret.” 
            “Thank you.” 
            “But you...could have brought us there this whole time? 
That's essentially a teleporter, right?” 
            “The principle's roughly the same—very roughly. So yes, I 
could have.” 
            “So you let the ransomers figure out that three of  their 
agents were arrested and interrogated, therefore imperiling both the 
hostages and ourselves.” 
            “You seemed to enjoy what transpired in the meantime.” I 
wanted to shock him, just for shock's sake. An unfortunate habit left 
over from my youth. “No, but seriously, I know Sinices. The 
Vitaprobe has its faults, but the station is near Sinices and therefore 
its files are accurate. I checked the files just after we took off, and 
after you put it up my ass the first time. There are few lifeforms 
there, and in orbit. Less than fifty, as it happens. Whoever these 
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people are, they likely need their hostages. It's a small operation...” 
            “But one armed with a planet-wrecker.” 
            “Speaking of  said planet-wrecker...” I mused, moving to the 
controls. “I haven't seen it through any of  the viewports on this 
thing, but it may on the other side of  the planet.” 
            “Yeah, that's...a good point. Good thing this isn't my police-
ship.” 
            “If  there's not much here though we'll be just as suspicious.” 
My eyes hurriedly scanned all the sensors. “Lucky...as I often am. We 
haven't been noticed. Sinices has a small asteroid belt, we can hide 
behind one of  the rocks.” 
            He steered the ship the old-fashioned way—I didn't like 
wasting energy making the Anywhere Engine move things for such 
minor purposes. Actually, it often proved to have a will of  its own. 
It wouldn't let me use it for minor purposes. Once I had tried to use 
it to move stuff  that was in my way, but no luck. It was 
transportation only, it seemed—in the conventional sense, if  you 
viewed superluminal travel as conventional. It was finicky, and I 
figured I'd be long cremated before I ever found how to properly 
use it. My only guess at where it came from was that it was a chunk 
of  alien machinery that was suped up by some sort of  chemical or 
dimensional reaction. 
            I didn't dare entertain the possibility that it came from 
something supernatural. If  it did, was it demonic, or divine? 
            “Could that thing of  yours take us out of  my ship? I mean, 
could we use to board their craft without having to get my ship 
involved?” 
            “We could. Once we find out where they are.” 
            “We won't have to look far.” 
            This time, Hitara had a leg up on me in a more metaphorical 
sense. He'd noticed the sweeping shadow before I had. I hadn't even 
a chance to say the first W in “What” before I was briefly hushed by 
its appearance. 
            When my shock passed I said, “I don't want any jokes, 
but—that is big.” 
            “No worries,” he said, “I know neither of  us is in a joking 
mood.” 
            The source of  the looming shadow crept right over us. 
There wasn't time to figure out if  we'd been detected. There were 
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no signs of  such, not yet. For now, the ship drifted headlong for the 
planet. 
             I had neglected to ask Hitara why the ransomers we were 
dealing with were called “the Oxes.” Perhaps they were descendants 
of  the gang of  that ancient criminal, Dr. Ox. Now I seemed to have 
the true context. The ship's bulk was a large circle with a hollow 
port at the center. Protruding from each of  the four directions were 
arms or claws of  some kind. An O stacked with an X—OX. 
            The way I saw it, the O was a collection disk of  some 
kind—the claws likely facilitated or catalyzed the absorption 
process. I wondered what it was meant to take in, and for what 
purpose, but the fact that an emitter of  some kind formed the center 
of  the O was concerning. 
            But I remembered that this ship was supposed to be a 
planet-wrecker. I remembered the girl and her family who we did 
this for. 
            “Are they going to blow up Sinices?” I asked myself  aloud. 
            Hitara said, “They might be drawing energy from the planet. 
We don't know anything about Sinices at this point—it's not in the 
Vitaprobe catalog because it's naturally lifeless. And all the lifeless 
rocks flow together after a while in the mind. Could have attatite or 
yzmrite. They could be trying create a chain reaction. Get some 
energy out of  a small collection of  yzmrite crystals, use it to blow 
up a larger deposit, use the energy from that to blow up the planet. 
And use that energy threaten Jupiter.” 
            “You think they're really gonna blow up Jupiter? How many 
terrorists on old Earth tried to blow up the White House or 
Buckingham Palace?” 
            “Did any of  those old Earth terrorists have the hardware to 
pull that off?” 
            “Maybe you're right. But they could do a lot with the 
collective power of  a destroyed planet. It doesn't mean they're going 
to try to destroy Authority Central.” 
            “We'll never know unless we get aboard that thing, won't 
we?” 
            “No, I guess not.” 
            At my words he stretched his arms back and cracked his 
knuckles. “Let's get going. You said your Engine can help us out?” 
            “Well, maybe it can. It, uh. It has a mind of  its own 
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sometimes. It seems to have a taste for, um. Drama?” 
            “What do you mean?” he asked. 
            “I mean that it arranges my landings sometimes so that I 
have to fight my way out of  a group of  guys, or I end up in a prison 
cell...or the ship captain's bedroom. It's weird like that. And once I 
end up there, it decides to stop working.” 
            “I see.” 
            “So. I just want to know that it is basically inevitable that 
something dicey happens to us when we land.” 
            He rubbed his temple. “Thanks for the warning.” 

I flipped the Engine on, through its invisible switch. 
            In a second we were aboard the Ox-ship. The sight of  rows 
of  fighter ships laid out neatly immediately conveyed to me we were 
in a hangar. However, these rows of  fighters were obscured by their 
presumed pilots, who now loomed angrily around us. The 
momentary shock of  us teleporting in had already passed by the 
time our senses were in working order. 
            “I don't know how you got here—” one of  the fighter-
jockeys roared, “but you're going back out. Through the fuckin' 
airlock!” 
            “Do ships even still have airlocks in that specific sense?” I 
asked. Our hands were up, because they had guns, but to me at least 
that meant nothing. 
            In a second, my own gun was in my hands, and the trio in 
front of  me was on the floor with burn marks through their chests. 
There were still some behind us, but Hitara took care of  those—an 
elbow jab at the one right behind, and then a clumsy clobber-punch 
sort of  thing that took out a guy whose finger had already squeezed 
his trigger down a few millimeters. I shot the third and fourth men 
of  this second group, and that gave Hitara time to draw and fire his 
own gun. The element of  surprise, though subject to inertia, had 
still served us well. 
            “That was a little different than what I was expecting,” 
Hitara said as he looked over the fallen bodies. Two of  the men 
were still alive. “I had heard you did things differently in your 
business as a sexual detective.” 
            “'Sexual detective' sounds like some sort of  cosplay kink. If  

you think it's like 20th Century movies where I'm grabbing security 
guards left and right and whispering, 'How about that shower, 
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soldier?', then you need to get your head out of  the peersharing sites 
where they stuff  the antiques. Maybe, once upon a time, we Order 
girls got along as courtesan adventuresses. Mata Hari was 
surprisingly effective, up until the firing squad got her. So were 
Sumuru, and Emanuelle. But even before their century was up, there 
were changes and reversals. Masks starting coming off  of  rapists, 
and off  what happened to our girls—all our girls, who the Order 
fought for. Still took over a hundred years, and we're still...listen, 
dude, you were condescending on Ferox, alright?” 
            “You mean the mansplaining Agricola thing? I'm—I'm 
sorry.” His boyish blink revealed his sincerity. 
            “No, the thing is—it was just a little bit. Just that hair of  a 
suggestion of  how it used to be. It was so much worse in the past.” I 
paused. “Through the power of  the Matrons, I get intimations of  
the past along with those doomsday hints, like the one that made me 

leave the Order. I can feel the 22nd Century around me—the 22nd, 

and the 21st. And then, God, the 20th, where rape and misery 
balloon out. And it gets worse from there, for a time.” I stopped. 
“Look, this isn't what we came here for, and on top of  that, it's not 
very sexy. So let's get these goddamn terrorists.” 
            As soon as those words left my lips, the fighters around us 
revved up. We raised in surprise, but the ships lacked pilots; they 
were flying by automation. All they did was scuttle off  to the sides 
of  the hangar. Like they were making way for someone. 
            I made that last deduction too late. There were twin doors 
exposed now that the fighters had parted, and as they opened I saw 
the familiar glow of  stun bolts. I bit my tongue as I fell flat on my 
ass. I'd taken my fair share of  stun bolts—I'd practiced being 
stunned, actually, same as what cops do—and I could get back up in 
just under three seconds. Oftentimes that wasn't enough, but I made 
it up just in time to see a second blur catapulting towards me. It 
looked to be a small metal football, and when it passed over me it 
snapped open into a metalcord net. I let out a cry when it landed on 
me, but it was out of  consternation more than anything. 
            “What are you, a fucking Roman gladiator?!” I shouted, but 
I realized then that Agricola might take pleasure in such an “insult,” 
given his name and all. I seized a length of  the cord in my black-
gloved hands, and tugged at it. The gloves helped me ignore the 
nanobarbs lining the cord's surface, but then I felt a convulsive 
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pulse run through me; voltage. “Agh!” That was a pain-cry. But using 
my psi-implants I willed my armor to draw the electricity into itself. 
It wouldn't be perfect but it would stop my hands from burning off. 
Knowing I'd only get shot if  I stayed still, I thrust my arms out to 
rip the cord in half, and as I did so I used the same force to throw 
myself  through the hole I'd made in the net. I managed to land on 
my feet, leaving the sizzling, sparking thing behind me. 
            I was just getting my bearings when I saw that one of  the 
men coming towards me had a stun-gun in his hand—not a stun-
pistol, though, a stun-rifle. The difference between a stun-bolt and a 
stun-beam is agonizing. They can hold you in a beam until the 
battery blows or your heart does, because yes, you can kill someone 
with a stun weapon. Pretty easily, in fact. I thought that was they had 
set for me, but they just took me to burning edge rather than full-on 
Hell itself. 
            My arms and legs were paralyzed. My armor and its 
microcircuits were scorched. I was lucky not to be missing hair, 
though it may have gotten any that was on my legs, which I figured 
would at least save me a long shower. For a few seconds, I couldn't 
even think. Then, for long seconds afterwards, I couldn't speak. 
            The guards rounded up Hitara and I. The poor guy had only 
needed the one stun bolt to go down. We were both regaining most 
of  our functions when they clapped the irons on us. 
            “What now?” I asked. 
            “I don't know,” Hitara said, again missing that I wasn't 
addressing him. I was looking to the guards for an answer. 
            “Now you get to talk to Agricola,” the man said. 
            I grinned. This was what we wanted, wasn't it? 
            These cuffs couldn't hold me forever. Already my armor was 
repairing itself, and once its circuits were working I could maybe get 
a burst on those cuffs to pull off  a full Houdini. Escapes of  this 
kind weren't something I exactly had a degree in, but I could wing a 
halfassed Houdini if  a full one wasn't coming. 
            He came into the room sooner than I expected. My visions 
of  the future don't work all the time, obviously enough, but 
sometimes the feeling crops up in strange ways. It's like when 
people enter the room when I'm not expecting them, it's like they're 
always right on time even through the surprise. But when 
Apollonius Agricola came in, it was like I knew he was coming, and 
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suddenly, I realized he was there the whole time. 
            He wasn't human. He appeared to be a perfect doppelganger 
of  an Earth mantis insect, specifically Hierodula membranacea if  my 
implants weren't shitting me. Except instead of  being three-and-a-
half  inches, he was three-and-a-half  feet in length. What impressed 
me was that his entire carapace seemed to be plastered with a thin 
platinum material, which looked rather tough. It was like he was 
made of  some sort of  organic metal. Pupiless, lidless yellow eyes 
stared at me from the flanks of  that triangular antenna-bearing 
head. 
            “Greetings, Jane Meng,” he said. 
            “Agricola?” 
            “I am he.” 
            There was a pause. 
            “I don't recognize your species,” I said then. 
            “I'm not one your ape-race has yet met. The name is 
unpronounceable to non-insectoid throats. But if  you have to call 
my species something, you may call me a 'Zaagii.' I am a successor 
to the insects of  Erumay, and to the demon-ants of  Alamogordo.” 
He clicked his mandibles together loudly. “Words can't express how 
good it is that my traps have snared the Crimson Dragon. I heard of  
you seven years ago, after I claimed the title of  Apollonius for 
myself. With the expansion of  my power into the Zyberr domain, 
and my dominion of  the Middle Circle, I heard tell of  your deeds in 
the Mummy Nebula. I knew I'd run into you—and have to kill 
you—sooner or later. We are natural enemies, you and I.” 
            “Oh? How so? Aside from the fact that I like keeping 
people's planets in a non-blown up state.” 
            “You are a contradiction. My goal in life, Dragon, is to 
eliminate contradictions. I wish to create a more orderly universe. 
And you are an anomaly, alongside all other astronauts of  your sex.” 
            “Hold on,” I said then, “what?!” 
            “When you set among the stars, the first of  you to make it 
another celestial body called it 'one step for man, one giant leap for 
mankind.' He clearly meant by the first clause that the first step on 
your moon was performed by a male. The second clause, then, 
obviously indicates that this small step is also a great achievement for 
all the males of  your species.” 
            “Idiot, 'mankind' means 'humanity.' All of  us, asshole!” 
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            “Then shouldn't it be 'humankind'? Surely the great 
Armstrong, one of  the foremost of  your space travelers, would not 
make such an error. This first edict, this first tradition, is clear: you 
humans are only efficient and proper in space in your male form.” 
            “Next you're going to tell this isn't a 'planet-wrecker,' it's a 
'planet-disassembly device.' And so it's immune to planet-wrecker 
regulation or something.” 
            “Hypothetically, if  I were to submit this device for review, it 
wouldn't be classified as a planet-wrecker, it would classified as a 
mining drill. It doesn't matter that that's not what I'm using it for.” 
            “The more you talk, the more I wince,” I said. 
            “Your opinion is unimportant,” he replied. “Do you want to 
know what this ship does?” 
            “No,” I heard Hitara growl, at the same time I said, “Yes.” 
Agricola seemed to focus only on me. 
            One of  his goons came up behind him, and passed him a 
phojector. The image it cast was considerably larger than Hitara's 
small handheld. We now looked at a moving diagram of  the planet 
Sinices as we orbited it. The ship was headed for the planet's north 
pole. 
            As this occurred, two other bodies drifted into view. They 
were highlighted with a red aura, though I didn't know at first why 
they had to be set apart from the rest of  the model. Hitara said it 
first: “Those are models of  the Earth.” 
            “An astute observation, Inspector,” Agricola said, evidently 
knowing Hitara just as he knew me. “These models represent a 
dimensional event which is happening even as we speak. Two 
parallels universes are drifting near to our cosmos.” 
            “You're talking about the Multiverse?” I asked. 
            “Have you ever voyaged into another universe, Dragon?” he 
returned. 
            “No. No one has, except in stories.” I sometimes 
remembered other worlds, though, through the consciousness of  
the Matrons. 
            “I've walked on many versions of  the Earth. Some of  them 
I've destroyed. But destruction is a crude mechanism. I've learned 
instead to tinker. Our cosmos is now edging closer to Universe-O 
and Universe-X. The Multiverse works in mysterious ways, and I 
think I understand now why I used the Ox for my symbol. The 
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unique fuel-reactors of  this craft gain power from the dimensional 
overlap, between O and X. But it is both planets which I shall use to 
destroy your species on a spiritual level.” 
            “Because we cause a lot of  contradictions?” Hitara asked. 
            “Precisely. Humans write stories of  aliens like myself, 
instilling them with their own weaknesses and attacking them for 
their flaws and the flaws they're responsible for. There is a bit of  
logic to you, but not enough. Your accomplishments consistently 
fail to cross the line of  perfection; all you do just makes it clear that 
your graphic curve remains asymptotic.” 
            “I will say this, those stories do show our imperfections,” I 
said then. “Because for some reason, the characters always argue 
against the aliens on the moral lines that imperfections are what 
allow us to succeed. Here, now, in real life, I'm protesting you 
because you're an idiot and I don't want you to kill people.” 
            “You won't even notice it when it comes. Here, I plan to use 
the dimensional crossing to turn your people into cattle first.” 
            “What do you mean?” 
            “Earth-O and Earth-X both have strange ties to your 
species' creativity. Earth-X is an embodiment of  nearly all your 
fictions. Your Sherlock Holmes, your James Bond, your heroes of  
ancient history, are real there. Earth-O, meanwhile, does not directly 
feature 'adaptations' of  your stories but it conforms to the tropes 
you've imagined for your pornographic fiction.” 
            “So, what, you order take-out, and the deliveryman 'gives 
you extra sausage' or something?” 
            “That is a common occurrence I observed there, yes, if  you 
must be crude. The humans there produce more sex hormones than 
any others in the Multiverse. Their societies are more sex-directed 
than even the most hedonistic of  the Main Ring Earths. I have 
determined, in fact, that Earth-O is the container of  your races' 
sexual potency. It is stored there somehow, in energy form. Your 
fictions, too, are energetically incorporated into the fabric of  Earth-
X. You influence them with your thoughts and feelings, but now 
those thoughts and feelings cannot live without those worlds.” 
            “So you're gonna blow them up,” I said, doubting basically 
every part of  what he was saying. 
            “Oh, no. That would eject the energy fields invested in them 
into the Multiverse, ensuring the survival of  the link. I'm going to 
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sterilize them.” 
            “What's the difference?” 
            “I didn't build this ship, Dragon.” 
            I rolled my eyes, getting now a deeper glimpse of  my 
surroundings. Noting, particularly, that they had left the door open. 
            “Who did?” I asked, pretending to pretend to be interested. 
            “This ship is a Block. Think Writer's Block, but applied to 
the entirety of  the mind. Earth-O was attacked some years ago—
only a record by a writer named Victor Luminera slipped through 
revealing that a demon known as the Emperor unleashed his Mages 
upon the Earth. They were both the slaves and the pilots of  the 
Block, a huge ship that turned the whole universe into the 
Emperor's servants. When Universe-O was occupied by several 
Blocks I stole one of  them and modified it, before a revolution 
across a number of  worlds grow the Emperor's fleets back. Now I 
can smudge and ruin the cores of  your species' imagination and 
sexuality. Your people on those worlds will live on, but only as 
lifeless, mindless zombies.” As he said this, the red limits around the 
models of  Earths O and X turned to black. I hoped they weren't 
running in real time. 
            “Without these drives, your species will wither away across 
the Multiverse. It will happen across time, and your influence on the 
cosmos, and all the problems it has caused, will come undone. I will 
then just apply this method to each of  the worlds in those two 
universes which feature species who cause problems.” 
            “You're gonna end up with a lonely Multiverse,” I said. 
“And...you don't want to end up lonely in the end, do you?” 
            “Uhh...” 
            He had noticed I had started to slink towards him, in my 
usual way. I remembered what Hitara had said to me, and I figured it 
was worth a shot. 
            “I'm sure a student of  perfection like yourself  could find a 
way to keep me around.” 
            “Why would I broker such a deal with you?” 
            I laughed, and now I was nearly up against his body, which 
was half  my height. “Oh, I'd love to help you find out.” 
            “Are you...are you...” 
            “You know, you wouldn't be the first boy with an aedeagus 
I'd let take me on.” 
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            “...are you trying to convince me to mate with you?!” 
            I will be honest, he did sound hopeful for a second. And I 
was mostly kidding about fucking insect-people, though the ancient 
Order once copulated with a gargantuan “Lizard King.” But there 
was more disgust in his voice than anything. 
            “If  you wanna call it that, lover.” 
            “That is...that is...” 
            I leaned into his face, wiggling my rump in the air. I planted 
an unrepentant kiss on his mandibles. 
            “...hot?” I asked. 
            Then my restraints snapped open. 
            The circuits had done their work, and the guards, male and 
female alike, were too fixated on my booty to see me work with my 
fingers. Maybe they saw what I was doing with my hands and that 
was what fixated them, as they envisioned my fingers full of  
something else. 
            I threw the cuffs to the ground, and as I leaped up in the air 
over Agricola I blessed the days I spent playing and running cup-
and-dice games. They'd passed my gun around a few times between 
them but my eyes never lost who had it. I kicked them in the face 
and my gun, sure enough, slipped from their holster. I took it up off  
the ground and fired a stun shot over at the guy I saw carrying 
Hitara's gun. (You gotta know how to run two games at the same 
time.) “Hitara!” I shouted, and gloriously he knew what I meant. 
Soon he had his gun too. 
            I was already sending off  a volley of  shots to clear the path 
for him to reach me and the door. I mostly stunned them to 
conserve ammo, because I had not forgotten these people were 
slavers—I knew from how they handled me, and how Agricola 
handled them, that they were not the slaves. In fact, I counted all of  
them, and matched it against the life-sign readings. Nuli and her 
family would just about round things out. 
            “Stop them!” shrieked Agricola, in a voice that cracked like a 
teenage boy's. He had an admittedly deep and handsome voice, 
probably the result of  hidden machinery. I thought about taking the 
time to turn my gun on him full blast and burn through that armor-
skin of  his, but it was too risky. I'd bring him down in a surer way in 
any case. 
            Once we met up I said to Hitara, “There has to be a power 
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source—maybe a beam that creates that nullifying effect he went on 
about. Try to reverse it. Turn it back into itself. I'll find Nuli and the 
others!” 
            “Roger that!” he shouted at me, and we split up once the 
hall forked, knowing full well that we had no idea where we were 
going and that we might end up having to do each others' jobs. Or, 
we could also end up dead. 
            But this wasn't too big a ship. My hallway led to a single 
door, and with just a moment's hesitation I opened it. It was dark 
inside and I could hardly see, but I stepped in all the same. I heard 
movement, and I aimed the barrel of  my pistol at the source—just 
then, a light snapped on. 
            Sitting huddled together on a single cramped bed was a 
small family. Dark of  skin, and dressed in white clothes, I saw an 
elderly man and woman, joined by a young woman, a small, fragile-
looking boy—and an even more fragile-looking baby. “Nuli,” I said 
aloud. 
            “Don't take her!” the woman screamed suddenly. She 
assumed I was with Agricola, and because she had never seen me 
before, perhaps she took me for one of  his elite. “You can't have 
her. My grandmother has done enough for your machines...” 
            “I'm not with that dumbass. Pardon the language,” I said. 
“My name is the Crimson Dragon. I am the Matron of  the Order 
of  the Madonna. I'm here to set you free.” 
            I am most proud of  the fact that I can convince people to 
trust me. They understood I was not lying in a second, and the old 
man and old woman cried loudly into each others' shoulders. “But 
they're right behind us,” I added. “And I suspect that also the ship is 
about to explode, assuming they haven't killed my friend.” 
            “That's not optimistic!” the woman said, still shaking from 
the fear that I was here to hurt her child. 
            “It's realistic! Now, let's get going. I, uh—I think we're going 
to have trouble getting out without my friend.” The fact that the 
Anywhere Engine felt dead as a doornail within its private 
hammerspace was my reasoning for that. Its usual lively vibrations 
were switched off. It hadn't had its fill of  drama yet. 
            “I used to be a dimensional physicist on some of  the LHC 
stations out near the Angelo Nebula,” the old woman explained. 
“That's why they kidnapped Nuli. They forced me to direct my 
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husband, son, and daughter to build their machines...” 
            We hadn't gotten terribly far quite yet down the hallway. I 
must have looked impatient. 
            “I can help you destroy those machines!” she said finally. 
            “Let's give it a try,” I said. “If  Inspector Hitara is sticking to 
form, he's probably bungled...” And I paused. “...something?” 
            We had gone down Hitara's chosen passageway, and now 
stepped forward into a large reactor chamber. There were four 
complicated-looking barrel-shapes extending from the ceiling, 
around which energy crackled. It swiftly gained ferocity as I 
surveyed the small mound of  stunned guards Hitara had left behind 
him. Some of  them it looked like he'd fought down hand-to-hand. 
            I suddenly yearned to wrestle him. 
            “Get back, get back, get back!” Hitara shouted, with Nuli's 
grandma echoing him once she saw what was happening. “I don't 
know what I did, but it's working!” 
            “Do you know where the escape pods are?” the small boy 
screamed at me, scared senseless by the arcing bolts of  dimensional 
force. 
            “No, but we don't need them,” I told him, keeping my voice 
calm against the whirlwind of  destruction we left behind. 
            The ship was disintegrating fast, but I could sense the 
Anywhere Engine warming up. Of  course it wanted a big explosion, 
with us getting out at the last second. At least it had dependable 
timing. No point in all this heroism if  the heroes died, right? 
            Right? 
            Now Apollonius Agricola was back in sight again. A few 
loyal guards still accompanied the scampering little bug. 
            “What have you done?!” he shouted, as if  he didn't know. 
“Y-you've created more entropy in this universe! Why would you 
wreck sweet, beautiful stillness like that?” 
            “Some peace is worth consigning to entropy. You know, 
most people on our world don't remember your namesakes 
anymore, Apollonius,” Hitara said. 
            “Yeah. How does that old song go?” I asked. “'All in all, 
you're just a- / 'nother Agricola.'” 
            “'Another brick in the wall,' Lady Mondegreen. Come on, 
let's get out of  here!” 
            I produced the Anywhere Engine. Just in time. I saw 
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Agricola's eyes blaze greedily as he saw it. 
            “What is that?” he said. “Give it to me! I need to know what 
it is!” 
            “Potential,” was all I said to him, before he was cut off  from 
that concept forever. 
  
            As it always does at the end of  my cases, the Engine brought 
us home. Hitara and I were back aboard his ship, like it was all a 
dream. We still had to start the damn thing and get it out of  the 
blast radius, which was fun, but we made it. And once we made it, 
we confirmed, as I already knew, that Nuli and her whole family 
were back in their house on their own planet, as if  they'd never left. 
I have to confess, I muted some of  their thanks, because they didn't 
listen when I told them they were welcome. Once they calmed 
down, the inspector and I promised a visit, though we'd been so 
briefly acquainted. I'll never forget the tears of  joy that shone in 
their eyes that day. 
            Of  course, there were tears of  joy in my future as well. 
Admittedly, it's best to talk about those in an entirely divorced 
context. I suspect that if  that family ever learned what I usually did 
they were rather shocked, albeit only briefly. Times change slow, and 
it's not a family sort of  business I'm in, at least if  by “family” you 
mean the outdated genre name for kids. Sometimes my mind lets 
the two contexts cross and it feels a little yucky. But like I said, times 
change slow. 
            There's nothing slow about Hanzo Hitara. 
            We've been voyaging and fucking together for about six 
months. I've shown him some of  my favorite planets and he's 
shown me his. Just last month we decided to figure out a 
dimensional barrier breach and end up on that Earth-O that 
Agricola talked about. Now that it's no longer a slave-world under 
that Emperor demon thing, it's literally a dream come true. When 
we left at last I was walking like I just got off  a wide motorbike for 
at least a week—to say nothing of  sitting down. 
            The inspector, whose vacation time is ending soon, gives me 
a little hope. Maybe it's not too late to make up for sins past. Living 
in this time, and having seen the past too, has let me see that there is 
redemption. Even for phallocentric dictionary-abusers like Agricola. 
And maybe, along not too dissimilar lines, the Order can live again. 
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            I think I'll find it. Seems inevitable. I'm willing to sail into 
the Multiverse to see who wants to walk with me. 
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The Adventure of  the Mummified Surgeon 

 
Zuvendis, 1987 
 
A hundred years had passed since a true outsider had set foot in 
Zuvendis. Not since there was such a thing as the British Empire 
had outsiders ventured onto the forbidden territory. Alongside their 
allies in the nation of  the Wakandas, the Zuvendi practiced a very 
severe form of  isolation. But the invention of  the personal 
computer had exposed them to the global community, and under 
the command of  their royalty they worked to establish a presence 
on the Internet. Now there was talk that a newcomer had arrived—
and that he had “demands” for the Queen. 
 
The messenger who told the Queen of  his approach said, with a 
confused tone, that his name was “Killer 4.” The Queen seemed to 
understand at once, as was her way. She didn't need to call upon any 
of  her secret talents to divine the identity of  her guest. Harry Killer 
IV was a known outlaw north of  the Sahara, carrying on the 
tradition begat by his great-grandfather, who had wandered Africa 
doing wrong to nearly all he came across. He was said to be little 
more than a petty thug these days, a de facto slave of  whatever gang 
could give him his drug fix. For a junkie he seemed pretty cocky, 
though. He swaggered into the Royal Palace like it was his own, and 
he gazed at the Sun Idols like he was fixing to piss on them. He was 
a stout man, with a strong jaw, and dark eyes. But the Queen was 
not afraid of  him, nor of  the large sack he dragged heavily behind 
him as he approached the Throne. 
 
He made a little mock bow. “Your Majesty,” he said. “I come 
bringing a message from my boss. He says it's urgent.” 
 
“Must be,” the Queen said. “You know that we normally kill people 
who come in here, right? Through two World Wars and everything 
else, people have remembered that.” 
 
“Unfriendly bunch. But I'm not surprised. In the outside world, 
Your Highness, they say you're a demoness.” He winked. “And now 
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I've seen you for myself, I can sort of  believe it.” 
 
Edwina Tara, Queen of  Zuvendis, sighed and rolled her eyes—her 
orange eyes, which blazed in her skull like candlelights. She could 
see perfectly in the dark through those bright Jack-o-Lantern eyes. 
They seemed to give off  their own light, and they weren't the only 
part of  her body with such a property. It was an exaggeration that 
her skin glowed in the dark—but her skin glittered even in the 
darkness. There was a reason why they called her the Woman of  
Silver. Though she was as black as the darkest people of  this 
continent, there was a quality to her flesh that made it seemed like 
silver, as if  her skin was a black metal which reflected curiously 
under the sun. Her people feared her as much as they respected her, 
for at times she seemed to twist the sun's light through her 
reflections—and nothing was more sacred to Zuvendis than the 
sun. It was fitting, she thought, that her present career in the outside 
world meant she had to stick to the shadows. There were whispers 
now and again that she was a witch, and not just because of  her 
skin. She could bend the light of  the sun to her will with the 
energies that crackled within her. 
 
In the outside world, her skin was doubly weird to strangers. When 
she had commenced the life of  adventure her parents had set for 
her, she found a stratum of  life pitted hideously with bigotry and 
oppression. She knew what had happened in the days of  old, when 
the explorer Allan Quatermain had died here in the service of  her 
ancestor, Queen Nylepthah. She knew of  the Empire from which 
he had emerged. He, one of  the last strangers of  Zuvendis, had 
been a symbol and tool of  that which spread bigotry across the 
world. 
 
Edwina was unusual among the Zuvendi as well. Due to a number 
of  ancient migrations, Zuvendis' population was white. Black folk 
from nearby were welcomed into the nation's populace in ancient 
times, but overall, Dr. Tara was unique. Her choice of  pursuing the 
sciences, however, was not unique among the Zuvendi. For though 
she was Queen, she was a researcher too. And with the cold glare of  
a scientist inspecting a microbe, she asked: 
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“What does your 'boss' want? And who is he?” 
 
“I'll answer the second one first, because Your Highness will 
doubtlessly find it more interesting,” Killer said. “I work for Dr. 
Carl Gloria. Surely you know the name.” 
 
“That flimsy upstart? That Dr. Quartz wannabe? Don't make me 
laugh.” 
 
“Well, you should take a look at what I've been dragging around in 
this bag before you jump to any conclusions.” 
 
Tara ran a hand through her short grassland of  shock-white hair, 
and raised a similarly-albinic eyebrow. The criminal hauled the large 
sack out in front of  him, and unzipped the large seam that split it 
down the middle. Tara had only just realized that it was a body-bag 
when the body within spilled out. She had seen many corpses 
before, and so she was not disturbed—until she saw who the body 
was. 
 
“How did you get this?” 
 
“Dr. Gloria gave it to me.” 
 
Tara stood from her Throne and walked down the short steps to 
where the body lay sprawled. She crouched low, taking in the aged 
face slowly. 
 
“Dr. Genessier,” she said. 
 
“Is that his name?” Killer asked, carelessly. 
 
“He was probably the best plastic surgeon in European history. But 
he had a shady past...he worked for the Si-Fan as a young man in the 
late '20s...then got mixed up with SPECTRE in the '60s. He had to 
fake his death to get there, of  course...during an incident in the '50s 
with his daughter.” 
 
“Very interesting, I'm sure,” Killer said. “But Dr. Gloria wanted you 
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to examine him.” 
 
“There's much to examine. You don't think I haven't noticed these 
mummy-wrappings?” The orange eyes attended carefully—the 
wrappings covered the body from the neck down. “It's like a 
practical joke. And the only reason why I say that is...” She closed 
her eyes, making sure she remembered correctly. “Dr. Genessier is 
not dead. Not presently, anyway.” 
 
“So you think he's soon to die, then?” Killer was mocking her, but 
she allowed him to for the moment. 
 
“My psychic powers never fail. They are at their strongest here in 
Zuvendis. I can feel him somewhere in the world...alive. This man is 
his twin, and yet—there are the ghostly salts, the spiritual ashes left 
behind in the corpse's psychic profile, which match those which will 
be left behind when Genessier's soul departs from his body.” She 
looked up at him, though she was actually looking past him. “This is 
the real deal. Sent back from his point of  death, in the trappings 
befitting a dead enemy of  the Priests of  Ipet-isut.” She paused, 
looking back down at the corpse. “Time-travel. So Gloria has a 
Darwood circuit, then, does he?” 
 
The thief  and murderer ignored her question. “I've heard of  that 
cult of  yours: the Priests of  Ipet-isut. Didn't they boss around that 
mummy that went around bumping people off, like, fifty years ago? 
In Massachusetts and Louisiana?” 
 
“Before my father, Dr. Muteba Muamba, became the High Priest of  
the Ipet-isut cult in 1964, the cult was particular violent, yes,” Dr. 
Tara said. “Things have changed. That having been said, Killer, 
we're still going to have you executed. Just so you know.” 
 
“I don't believe you. You're not one to shoot the messenger, are 
you?” 
 
“Unfortunately 'making the messenger face a pack of  angry 
hippopotamuses' is too lengthy to be a good metaphor. It's nothing 
personal, aside from the fact that you have killed a lot of  people. 
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Joined up with a few dictatorial death squads in your time, haven't 
you?” 
 
“I...uh...that is...” Now the Queen's Zuvendi bodyguards were 
arriving, to arrest him and take him to the hippopotamus chamber. 
“Wait! You need to hear the rest of  the message!” 
 
“Speak, then.” 
 
“He said once you find out about the Darwood thing, you should 
know it's proof  that you two are going to be fighting in the future!” 
As the guards restrained him, he began to speak faster and more 
desperately. “Dr. Genessier works for him now! Gloria dares you to 
stop their scheme if  you can! He says that when you and your cult 
kill Genessier, he'll kill you!” 
 
“Then why didn't he send my corpse back?” 
 
“Because he wants to keep it in his hidden museum! Genessier is the 
calling card! Oh God, let me go!! I don't want to be killed by 
hippopotamuses!” 
 
Edwina snapped her fingers, and the guards took him away. He 
kicked and screamed, but it was no use.  As she watched him go, she 
returned her to her musings of  how it was an honorable death to be 
killed by the sacred hippos of  Zuvendis. There was no honor to 
Killer, so he was merely being taken to a holding cell instead. But 
the fear of  death would, for a time, get him to spill whatever 
information he was still foolishly keeping secret. 
 
One guard remained, knowing that her Queen would desire a 
servant to make her wishes reality. The guard knew from the corpse 
before her that Dr. Tara had a new case. 
 
“I will be leaving Zuvendis soon,” the doctor said. “Get Mehmet 
down here. I'll want him with me when I depart.” 
 
“Yes, ma'am.” 
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As the guard left, Tara knew she first had to find the cause of  death. 
If  she was Genessier's killer, as her guest had asserted, she knew 
that there would be virtually no indication of  such. She could 
already sense with her psychic abilities that he had several broken 
bones, probably from being thrown. That certainly pointed towards 
a blast of  vril. From the number of  spinal injuries she counted, it 
was a big blast—one intended to kill him quick, and kill him sure. It 
fit with the idea that this was a predestined killing and that it was 
one of  hers. She never made her victims suffer when she used vril 
to strike someone down. 
 
She froze. She was one with the throne room, psychically, but only 
now did she sense someone hiding in it. Behind one of  the wall 
tapestries—remarkable that she hadn't noticed before.  
 
“Come out of  there,” she said. 
 
“I assure you, Your Majesty, I come only in the interest of  service,” 
returned an elderly British voice. There was no movement at the 
sheet, however. 
 
“Who are you?” she called. 
 
Now the violet fabric parted, and a thin figure emerged. He was 
finely dressed in a dark suit, of  a style that would have befit 
Quatermain's time. He was a white man, with keen, eagle-like eyes, 
and a beak-like nose to match it. His hair was as white as hers, but 
this color came from age rather than exposure to vril energies at 
birth. He kept his hair, which age had not thinned, slicked back 
neatly, and it crowned a symmetric face lifted high on a set of  
shapely cheekbones. 
 
“You may call me Maikroft Tocse.” 
 
She knew at once that meant he had another name, one that he 
wasn't telling her. But whatever it was, it wasn't visible to her 
telepathy. His mind was complicated—and old. His body, elderly 
though it was, failed to convey the true age she sensed from reading 
this man's mind. 
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“I am a detective,” he continued. 
 
“A skilled one, no doubt, if  you were able to break into Zuvendis 
unnoticed,” Dr. Tara said. “What sort of  tech do you have on you, 
that shields you from my telepathy?” 
 
“Only a mind sharpened and re-sharpened by years of  experience,” 
the old man replied. “And perhaps a little training in the East.” 
 
“'Mycroft.' You spell it strangely in your head, but that's your name.” 
She snickered. “Any relation to Mycroft Holmes, Sherlock's 
brother?” 
 
Then her face dropped. “Wait. 'Tocse.' How do you spell...?” Then 
her mind-reading confirmed it. “'Tocse.' T-O-C-S-E. That's 'Escot' 
backwards. He—I mean, you—you called yourself  Escott in the 
Charles Augustus Milverton case...” 
 
“You are very talented, my dear—or at the very least well-read. I am 
impressed, and I'm pleased to report that I can say so honestly for 
once.” 
 
“But you were born in...what, 1853?” 
 
“1854, my dear. On Twelfth Night—like the Shakespeare play.” 
 
“And you were kept alive with...” 
 
“...the royal bee jelly I developed in Sussex, in my retirement. Using 
the tana herbs of  your order, actually. The longevity properties of  
the leaf  are refined by the bees in a manner which allows one to use 
it as I have.” 
 
Edwina Tara stood up now at her full seven-foot height, but she felt 
like bowing. “Sherlock Holmes, in the flesh.” 
 
“Yes, I thought we'd established that.” 
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“But I needed to say it out loud, just to. Confirm it for myself.” She 
straightened her back even more than it had been previously.  
 
“The name Mycroft is indeed my brother's, but while I used it 
previously, I cannot bear wearing it for long, when it's not mine to 
use. A Mr. Heard reported some of  my labors when I was forced by 
circumstance to take on such an alias. I spell it differently, so that 
Mycroft doesn't get angry.” 
 
“Angry? What, does the great Sherlock Holmes believe in ghosts?” 
 
Only then did Tara realize that if  Sherlock Holmes was alive, it was 
likely that Mycroft Holmes was as well. 
 
“I am forced to believe in such things as time-travel these days, but 
not ghosts,” “Tocse” said. “Your deductions were correct. And I 
know because I, too, am aware that Dr. Genessier is alive—and 
working for the infamous Dr. Gloria. Carl Ivan Gloria is, through 
the source of  his first name, a descendant of  a certain nemesis of  
mine. He has risen to a similar position as his great-great-
grandfather, having his fingers in many forms of  wickedness the 
world over.” 
 
“Gloria is a descendant of  Moriarty? I never knew that. But it fits 
the reports of  his activities. Arson, murder, robbery, blackmail, and 
kidnapping are all his purview. On top of  his being a known hater 
of  women.” That last bit brought to her mind crimes that even 
James Moriarty had never descended to. 
 
“His grandfather was Carl Peters, the nemesis of  that tedious 
'clubland hero,’ Drummond. Treachery is in his blood, Your 
Majesty.” 
 
“Please—call me Edwina, or Dr. Tara, if  you've got to be 
professional.” 
 
“Dr. Tara it is, then.” 
 
“You realize, of  course, that Gloria's possession of  a Darwood 
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circuit means he's more dangerous than ever.” 
 
“I am invoking your aid as much as I am offering you my services, 
Doctor. This is beyond my field, and yet I am finding that 
expanding my boundaries helps stave off  the boredom of  my 
particular condition.” 
 
“Even Sherlock Holmes gets bored by immortality?” 
 
“It is difficult to become a figure of  myth. One can no longer be 
oneself, and thus one can no longer pursue one's career in an 
ordinary fashion. Aliases are no longer enough in this technology-
obsessed world we find ourselves in; money is no longer enough. 
There's so little one can do with a certificate of  birth from 1854, 
isn't there?” 
 
“No, I suppose not. Are you...asking for asylum, then?” 
 
“Oh, on the contrary, I have a home. But I have fallen into a 
successful and familiar rhythm of  preserving myself, and boredom 
creeps up again. What I mean to say is that I cannot open a practice 
and make detecting my profession as I once did. And it is dangerous 
for me to engage in some of  my older vices to distract myself  at this 
age—narcotics and the like, you may recall, since you've seemingly 
read John's accounts. The hunger for such things deteriorates in old 
age, anyway. So while I will welcome asylum as payment, it is largely 
a compulsion to return to the past that takes me into this matter.” 
 
At once, Tara sensed he was lying in some capacity, but his well-
honed mind once more prevented her from discovering the nature 
of  his thoughts. 
 
It was at that moment that Mehmet Warrender entered the room. 
Her friend grinned upon seeing him, though his face deepened to 
one of  confusion when he saw Mr. Tocse. 
 
Mehmet Warrender was nearly as tall as Dr. Tara, which was rather 
impressive. His long hair and beard swathed his shoulders and the 
lower half  of  his face—his intimidating gold-flecked eyes crowned a 
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face that was as bird-sharp and intelligent as Tocse. At the same 
time his tanned skin stretched around strong muscles which were an 
eternal preview of  the warrior prowess he carried with him. 
 
“Who's this, Edwina? And who's the dead guy?” 
 
“Greeting, Mehmet. This is Mr.—” 
 
“Maikroft Tocse,” Holmes interrupted, before Edwina could speak 
his true name. 
 
“And Maikroft, this is Mehmet Warrender, my closest confidante.” 
 
“Warrender? A curious name, for one whose ancestors came from 
Mexico and Syria.” 
 
“How did you—?” Mehmet asked at once. 
 
“A combination of  your outfit—a Syrian dishdasha for your robe, 
sandals of  the style worn by the farmers of  Ecatepec—and your 
accent. You sound like what would happen if  a young man of  the 
Mexico City flats wooed a young woman of  Aleppo.” 
 
“You sound like you speak from experience, Mr. Tocse,” Memhet 
said, nodding his head somewhat. 
 
“I am not a womanizer, though I've no shame in confessing I've 
sired offspring with those who—well. There's no need for me to 
think aloud about such emotional musings.” 
 
“I think I met your son, Mr. Lupa, some time ago. He was doing 
well,” Tara said. 
 
“Yes. But now I can see as well that there is some Indian heritage to 
you, Mr. Warrender. Or at least an influence. Are you a good toss 
with that Punjab lasso?” 
 
Mehmet glanced down at the catgut cord looped at his waist. “I 
don't like using it unless I have to.” 
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“I recognize it from my time in India...from the same Asian tour 
which taught me the art of  baritsu. Once or twice upon a time I 
battled the man who made such a weapon famous in the West. I'll 
make sure to keep my hand at the level of  my eye around you, my 
dear sir.” 
 
“Like I said, I don't like using it.” Mehmet was a pacifist, as much as 
he could be.  
 
“Mehmet, we've been called to battle by Dr. Carl Gloria,” the Queen 
said. “That terrorist in the old-style mad science mold. He has time-
travel at his disposal now, it looks like. And according to Mr. Tocse 
here, he's the great-great-grandson of  Professor Moriarty.” 
 
“Great,” Mehmet sighed dejectedly. “I—didn't even know he was 
real, if  I'm being honest, but. Now that I know he is, I'm smart 
enough to know I should worry about his bloodline.” 
 
“You're a clever young individual,” Tocse said. “Moriarty was an 
affiliate of  a gang which London knew as the Gentlemen of  the 
Night. Elsewhere they were called Les Habits Noir or Die 
Schwarzen Mantel. These 'Black Coats' were an Italian gang under 
the control of  an ostensible immortal named Colonel Bozzo-
Corona, said to be the same as Michele Pezza, the historical 'Fra 
Diavolo.'” 
 
“I was doing research recently on Bozzo-Corona, Mr. Tocse,” 
Mehmet said in his soft voice, taking a few steps forward. “I found 
evidence suggesting he became a Soviet operative, using 
brainwashing techniques on American biker gangs for unknown 
reasons.” 
 
“Your sources are incorrect. The man known 'Comrade Boznik-
Koronovich' is actually a guise for an agent of  the Si-Fan, one Tania 
Orloff. She is an agent of  the Black Robes, a Chinese tong, which I 
encountered once in a particular case which started in the Beijing. I 
met the famous evangelist Father Donegal and the mysterious agent 
Ming Dwan. Joining Ming was a man who claimed to be her 
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husband. He was, however, an English detective, who combined the 
names of  his companions following the clash with the Black Robes 
to become Donegal Dwan. Eventually he amended the name to 
Donegal Dawn.” 
 
“Who was this man originally?” Dr. Tara asked. She knew that even 
now, Gloria was mobilizing for an attack on Zuvendis, but she knew 
it was unlikely that the Great Detective would linger on irrelevancies 
when there was so much at stake. 
 
“Below his primary layer of  identity he was Quentin Locke, a man 
of  good police experience. In 1918 he faced down a robot of  some 
kind created by a sinister corporation using a natural ability for 
escapism. I was intrigued by this power of  his and wondered if  
perhaps he could contribute something to my own ability to escape 
from locks. It was this talent for escape which made Locke different 
from all those other detectives who shared the poetic drumming of  
my name: two syllables, then one. From that name came Sexton 
Blake, Dixon Hawke, Nelson Lee, and all the rest. Quentin Locke 
sought to cash in on the familiarity with my name, as these others 
did, but he did so out of  respect. And unlike Blake and Harry 
Dickson, he never moved into my old quarters as far as I know.” 
 
Dr. Tara retained her patience, seeing he had still more to say. 
 
“Quentin Locke had yet another layer to him. His assumed name of  
Donegal Dawn, with its alliterative quality, reflected his birthname. 
He was christened at the beginning of  the 19th Century under the 
name Howard Hilary.” 
 
“I'm confused,” Mehmet said, but Edwina signaled to the head of  
Zuvendi Intelligence to still his tongue. 
 
“Hilary was a sailor who was frozen in ice during a voyage, and was 
revived a hundred years later and brought back to civilization. After 
a brief  adventure under his original name he decided to take on the 
detective trade on under the identity of  Quentin Locke. Once I was 
acquainted with him I sought, for a time, to determine the 
properties of  the ice that preserved his living form. I believe it was 
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ice from the same geographic region which facilitated the 
preservation of  an important American operative from the last 
World War into the present day...but I digress. Mr. Hilary, or Mr. 
Locke, or Mr. Dawn, however you should refer to him, has been 
relatively unaffected by age in the decades which have transpired 
since his clashes with the Black Robe tong in the 1930s.” 
 
“Ah, I see,” Mehmet interrupted, as he tended to do. “We have a 
connection now. Dawn to the Black Robes to the Black Coats to 
Gloria. We contact Dawn, and we're closer to figuring out Dawn's 
address.” 
 
“Precisely,” Tocse replied. 
 
“So where is Mr. Dawn?” Dr. Tara asked. 
 
“That's the problem,” Tocse said. “I don't know at present. It seems 
he's been kidnapped.” 
 

*  *  * 
 

The Queen asked for some time alone with the Chief  of  
Intelligence, and Mr. Tocse was respectfully escorted to 
accommodations considerably more comfortable than Mr. Killer's. 
He requested that the body be taken with him so he could examine 
it. Edwina Tara breathed a sigh of  relief  upon being left with the 
exclusive company of  her best friend. 
 
“Can we trust this guy Tocse?” Mehmet Warrender asked her. 
 
“You know who he is, right?” 
 
“No. Aside from a detective. Apparently of  greater age than he 
looks, if  he's mentioning Nelson Lee and Sexton Blake as stealing 
his gig.” 
 
“He's the detective.” 
 
Mehmet looked at her sternly with his hard eyes. “I don't follow. 
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You mean—” He paused. “Oh. Moriarty. I see.” 
 
“Yep.” 
 
“We've gotten ourselves into something big, then, my friend. I 
thought this Gloria was just a crackpot, but apparently he means 
business.” 
 
“Zuvendis must be protected. That means tracking down this 
Donegal Dawn. That's the first reason I called you here, Mehmet—I 
need you to join your energies with mine.” 
 
“Lucky I had my coffee this morning. A mere mortal like me 
stepping into your vril-pool is like running a marathon sometimes.” 
 
“Quit complaining and come closer. We'll draw the circle in front of  
the Throne.” 
 
Mehmet nodded and walked forward. He stood roughly ten inches 
from his silver-skinned friend, and they touched their fingertips 
together. There was a brief  spark between them that crackled 
orange, and then they broke apart. The orange sparks returned, 
blazing around Tara's fingertips—the bright vril-force that was life 
itself. With these sparks she drew lines around them, forming a box 
which shifted like a living thing into a binding circle. The circle 
expanded to encompass both the two of  them and the throne, and 
they closed their eyes. They crossed their legs as one unit, but 
remained standing, lifting one leg off  the ground—and then the 
other. In this cross-legged pose they levitated off  the ground, and 
they raised their hands in mirror-motions of  each other. They drew 
a circle of  vril in the air with a thin line—but this line pulsed 
outward and sparked up with the electric flames of  mystic energy. 
They were sheathed in a dome of  pure vril, and the chamber around 
them faded away. The orange walls of  their dome parted, and they 
were left instead at the border of  astral territories—jellied galaxies 
of  pooled psychic energy bloomed and floated around them in a sea 
of  stars. 
 
Below them was a glowing representation of  the Earth—its 
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shimmering clouds orbited slow over its green continents. 
Somewhere down there were their leads—the missing detective. His 
kidnappers, in their black coats. The fraudsters who impersonated 
Les Habits Noir—old enemies of  the imprisoned man. First, 
Edwina had to link herself  to the Earth. In the ancient tongue of  
Egypt she whispered an offering to the spirits of  the Earth. 
Mehmet's mind was with hers, repeating the thanks as they passed 
through Tara's mind. 
 
Once she had forged the connection with the sphere below her, her 
fingers began to comb through the life below like she was looking 
for diamonds in soft sand. Every minute grain of  the sand was a 
person; only in magic could she comprehend the true size of  five 
billion. The diamonds she looked for had disguised themselves as 
one of  these infinitesimal grains, making the search all the more 
difficult. But Mehmet was there, stabilizing her by his mere 
presence. He knew little of  magic, but this gave him a material 
quality that bound Tara to the physical world. 
 
The Black Coats, the Black Robe, and Dr. Gloria were all too strong 
of  mind to be detected specifically. She had to search instead for 
Donegal Dawn—or Quentin Locke—or Howard Hilary. All of  
those names passed through her mind as she strained to find her 
target. She even looked for a face similar to Tocse's, knowing now 
that he was one of  his many impersonators. But there was nothing 
that she could find. 
 
Nothing in the present, anyway. 
 
Mehmet had suggested to her once that she used vril to curve time. 
She wondered, in her heightened state of  mine here on the astral 
plane, if  there was vril in the time-device which had brought 
Genessier's mummified corpse back to this era. Silently she 
motioned to Mehmet to supply energy so she could open herself  up 
to the timestream. Mehmet was trustworthy to the last; his ability to 
provide psychic energy to feed her vril suggested that perhaps he 
was something of  a medium, capable of  turning himself  into a 
conduit for spiritual power. The Akashic belt of  time opened itself  
up to the traveling pair, and Tara turned her mind to its vast 
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contents instead for looking for the thin chronal strand that was 
Dawn's life. 
 
Then she saw it. She saw where he stood on the timeline, his life a 
flickering pulse-blip. 
 
“Mehmet—” 
 
Their voices merged together in telepathic melange. 
 
“He's not in the present. We can't find Dawn because he's in—” 
 
“Yes,” he said. “They hid him in the past.” 
 
The image flared up like a fire discovering a hidden pocket of  oil 
below the ashes. Orange light carried the Earth away as the mystic 
vril-dome collapsed. Tara recovered in time, though, and hovered 
them a few inches above the ground when they dropped. It was that 
terrible a shock. Mehmet still dusted himself  off, though. 
 
“Heh. That's always a trip. I remember why we call you Dr. Terror,” 
he said. 
 
“No...” Tara said, drawing the syllable out long. “For one thing it 
makes people think the name's TEHR-uh. It's TAWR-uh. TEHR-uh 
is how you pronounce the name of  Queen Tera, the mummified 
regent whose worship split the Priests and made my parents meet.” 
 
“And TAWR-uh's the name of  the Hill in Ireland with the Stone the 
Priests thought was related to Tera, which you were born and 
conceived under, etcetera, etcetera, blah, blah, blah. You've told me. 
You don't need to go into how exactly your parents met. It's part of  
our national history, so it's embedded deep in my mind.” He paused. 
“I'm just glad we have our first clue.” 
 
But now the Queen's mind was running fast, and she was 
reminiscing about the story of  how her parents had come together. 
The past was all around her, even as it served as a prison for 
Donegal Dawn. She could review her parents' tale in a matter of  
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seconds, and in any case, she had time to collect her thoughts for a 
moment while Tocse worked. 
 
She was the daughter of  the most recent King of  Zuvendis, the late 
Dr. Muteba Muamba, and one of  Zuvendis' greatest warriors, 
Antonia Flores. Dr. Muamba was also the High Priest of  the cult of  
Ipet-Isut, just as she was now High Priestess. He knew the secrets 
of  magic that propelled the remains and worship of  the living 
mummies: Queen Tera, Lord Yasta-hiqun, Master Kahlariish. He 
had access to the tana leaves and the compounds made from it that 
could make old flesh young again. In fact, he was much older than 
he looked when he died, for he had been restored to youth from the 
brink of  dotage at least once before. 
 
Dr. Muamba was a comrade of  the Irish-Comanche “Super-
Detective,” Jim Anthony. In the late 1930s he had aided Anthony in 
a fight against a sinister Mastermind in Africa. The two kept in 
contact for many years, but they had fallen out of  touch by the early 
1960s. That was when her father was called out to a case in Ireland, 
homeland of  his old friend's father, on an apparent scientific study. 
It turned out that it was a kidnapping. 
 
The Priests of  Ipet-Isut needed someone with Dr. Muamba's 
experience, and so they imprisoned him and indoctrinated him with 
their ways. They also restored his youth using a tana-leaf  brew, 
shaving some four decades off  his sixty-year life. He maintained his 
independence, however, and resisted, dooming him to a terrible 
fate—but before this could transpire, he was rescued by an Irish 
adventurer named Antonia Flores. The two of  them fought back 
against the Priests, falling in love in the process; upon their defeat, 
Muteba became the High Priest. He completely reorganized the 
order so it was no longer concerned with murder, as it had been 
throughout much of  its existence. He made it an organization for 
justice, based out of  his ancestral Zuvendis. Before leaving Ireland, 
however, his new wife decided to explain why she was tied to this 
particular land. Her grandfather had been Irish—in fact, he had 
been Shean Boru Anthony. She was Jim Anthony's daughter. 
 
Shortly after his first adventure, Jim Anthony had been called to his 
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father's homeland to deal with the Irish terrorist Lady Nora O'Neil. 
He was joined by his companion Maria Flores, the leader of  an all-
girl gang who carried out independent revolutionary operations in 
several countries. When they arrived in Ireland they were met by 
Lady Nora's sister, Scarlet, who could become invisible thanks to an 
invention of  her scientist father's. Invisible Scarlet O'Neil joined Jim 
and Maria against her sister, but all three were surprised when Lady 
Nora sought to join them against the Priests of  Ipet-Isut. The 
Priests had come to Ireland thanks to the efforts of  an Irish 
scientist and occultist, Dr. Abel Trelawney, who worshiped the 
Egyptian Queen Tera. Some of  Trelawney's biography was available 
through an account written by an Englishman named Nick Jenkins. 
Trelawney was able to convince the Priests that there was a link 
between Queen Tera and the Hill of  Tara, the seat of  regal power in 
ancient Ireland. In truth the Hill of  Tara concealed a large 
concentration of  vril energy. It sat atop one of  the cities of  the Vril-
ya, the People of  the Vril. Trelawney and his coalition of  Priests 
descended upon the Vril-ya and enslaved them, using the vril for 
their benefit. Trelawney trained a special class of  apprentices to 
keep the Vril-ya under control—Edwina remembered their names as 
Julian Karswell, Hjalmar Poelzig, Anselm Oakes, and Christopher 
Carlton. The cult's control over the Vril-ya still existed when Jim, 
Maria, and the O'Neils waged war against them. But the quartet 
freed the Vril people, and with their aid defeated the Priests (or so it 
seemed). Antonia was conceived during the celebrations Jim and 
Maria enjoyed following their adventure. Maria remained in Ireland 
to raise her daughter, at least for a time, while Jim returned to his 
crime-fighting lifestyle. From a hidden base Maria commanded her 
forces around the world, ultimately failing to keep her secret life 
hidden from her daughter. 
 
After Antonia and Muteba were married, they decided to enchant 
their children with the powers they commanded with vril and tana, 
knowing that the resultant individual would have powers beyond 
those of  ordinary mortals. Conceived and born at the foot of  the 
King's Stone of  Tara, the child would have powers of  telepathy, 
hypnotism, astral projection, ritual magic, Akashic reading, and 
command over the orange vril energy. 
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And so she did. Born in 1967, Edwina saw the death of  her death 
of  father at age thirteen, assuring her rise to the Throne. Leading to 
where she was today. 
 
Footsteps marked the return of  Dr. Tara's guest. 
 
“You've completed your examination, Mr. Tocse?” 
 
She saw then that he carried dark metal belt in his hands. “I have. I 
am familiar with the mummification processed practices by the 
Priests of  Ipet-isut, but to have a chance to reexamine them under 
these circumstances was a true honor. I discovered the time-circuit, 
which would reasonably have to remain attached to Dr. Genessier's 
corpse.” 
 
“I'm surprised I neglected to check that,” Tara said. 
 
“It was understandable, given the circumstances. Now, I recognized 
this circuit as being a model of  belt used by an American agent 
named Power. He used it some twenty years ago to defeat an 
affiliate of  Tania Orloff  called Big Buddha, alias the Pig. I doubt it's 
overly sophisticated—that it still works is, from my limited 
understanding, a technological marvel.” 
 
“I remember the Power case,” Mehmet said. “Big Buddha wanted to 
nuke San Francisco. The bastard. No one does summer festivals like 
San Francisco...” 
 
“Mr. Tocse, if  I may ask, how are you familiar with the device?” 
Tara asked. 
 
“A fellow named Q was a regular at my brother's Diogenes Club. He 
was associated with the belt's inventor, a British-Canadian named 
Cane.” 
 
“I see.” She paused. “Gloria is hiding in the past, Mr. Tocse.” 
 
“The past?” 
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“Yes. Using my power, Mehmet and I were able to determine that 
they have hidden out in a small village on Seagull Island, in England. 
The year is 1964.” 
 
Tocse said nothing, but seemed to understand they had little choice 
but to follow this journey to its conclusion, no matter how far 
outside his usual domain it led him. 
 
“I hate to suggest that we have to use that thing,” Tara said. “It 
looks dangerous. And getting us all back and forth with just the one 
will be even harder.” 
 
“You're going to try use that to get us back to 1964?” Mehmet 
asked. 
 
“Do you know where else we can get a Darwood circuit?” 
 
“True. But—” And he paused. “You'd better let me go first. In case 
the belt fails.” 
 
“You seem prepared for this eventuality,” Tocse said then. “Is there 
training these days in Zuvendis for navigating in time?” 
 
“It was something my father foresaw we'd need to take on,” Tara 
said. “The plan would be to take one of  our operatives with us to 
return the belt to the present. We'll send a squad to Seagull Island in 
the present in case we need to leave any messages for our future 
selves, like if  we need an emergency rescue. It's crude—there's no 
chance the messages will survive the 23 years—but it's what we've 
got if  we only have the one time-machine.” 
 
“Yes, Mr. Cane told me they can only sustain about 450 pounds. 
Enough for two, but rarely three,” Tocse said. 
 
Mehmet eyed the old man warily, apparently still missing who 
precisely their guest was. “Should we really taking this old guy back 
with us?” 
 
“Age has only made me more vital, young Mr. Warrender,” Tocse 
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mused. “I appreciate your willingness to go through first, with the 
possibility that the belt could fail hanging in the air.” 
 
“There's no reason for you to be stuck in the past, living history 
twice,” Mehmet said.  
 
There was a mocking air about his words. Tocse seemed to be mildly 
irritated, but he restrained his words. Tara realized that he must have 
lost some self-control over the years if  he was being so transparent 
with his feelings, even one as quiet as what he showed here. 
 
“I'll call in my best,” said Mehmet, and he brought his wrist-comm 
to his mouth, sliding back his sleeve to do so. “Mola, can I get you 
up to the Throne Room, please?” 
 
A short Indian man appeared promptly. “How can I help, boss?” 
 
Mehmet explained the plan. Mola was a little surprised, but he 
remembered his training. He would carry his lord and his sovereign 
back through time if  that was the order. Tocse handed the belt to 
Mola, who took it uneasily, knowing it was taken off  a corpse. It was 
not disgust, but respect for life, that shook him. He studied it briefly, 
observing that there were dials to set the year, month, day, hour, 
minute, and second. Tara stepped near him and passed on the era 
she had seen on the astral plane to him—telepathy was no bother to 
Mola. When he was ready, Mehmet huddled close to him, and they 
wrapped their arms around each other. 
 
“Alright, Edwina—here goes,” her friend said cautiously. “Mola, are 
you set?” 
 
“Always,” Mola replied, and he flicked the activator. 
 
It was just a pulse of  shallow blue light, and they were gone. There 
was a halo suggesting their former presence once their blipped out, 
but that faded in less than a second. It was like magic—a simile Tara 
was well familiar with. 
 
Once they were gone, Tocse said, “Your stance suggests unease. Are 
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you uncomfortable with Mr. Warrender's choice of  companion?” 
 
“Mola is one of  Mehmet's best, but it took a lot of  work to bring to 
our side. He has...a history.” 
 
“He's righthanded, looking at how he supported Mehmet. Mehmet 
is lefthanded—reflecting in how he walks and gestures his hands—
and yet the Punjab lasso on his belt was looped as if  weighted for a 
righthanded thrower. I believe that cord was originally Mola's, and 
he gave it to his superior as a gift.” 
 
“Correct as ever,” Tara said calmly, though she suppressed great 
excitement. “Mola was an agent of  the Si-Fan when we found him, 
just as Dr. Genessier once was. His grandfather had led a Thuggee 
cult that was absorbed into the Si-Fan, and for a time he was our 
enemy. But after lessons in ethics as well as in combat, Mola 
renounced his life of  crime to become a Zuvendi agent. He's passed 
our best tests designed to examine loyalty and dedication in our 
troops.” 
 
“But it is the buried nature of  man that is worth judging him by. 
Consider my nature. To most, 'Maikroft Tocse' is nothing more than 
an unusual nom de guerre involving the uncharacteristic spelling of  an 
obscure English name. But to those who know me, there is another 
figure there—another character, or another dimension of  character, 
lies and waits to be awoken.” 
 
“True enough,” the Queen said, her eyelids growing heavy then. 
“Much of  my own character has been obscured since the day I was 
born. One day, I hope—” 
 
But at that moment, there was another gentle flash, and Mola 
returned. 
 
“Success,” he said, sweat oozing down his forehead. “It, uh...by Kali. 
I didn't know if  it could be done but—we made it!” 
 
“Well done, my friend,” Tara said. “Is it safe, then, to bring Mr. 
Tocse back?” 
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“Absolutely. The tunnel the device makes is smooth, and the travel 
is nearly instantaneous.” 
 
“Splendid. But I'd like go through second, to confirm for myself  
that the device can last.” 
 
“As you wish, Your Highness.” 
 
She looked at Tocse. “This is acceptable?” 
 
“I have no protest, Your Majesty.” 
 
She realized she'd been asking for her own benefit, to make a delay. 
She wasn't ready yet, but her mind organized itself  faster than most 
people. 
 
Mola extended an arm, and Tara took it. “I'll be gone by the time 
your senses come around, my Queen, to recover Mr. Tocse. I wish 
to move with the most urgent speed,” he said. 
 
“Thank you,” she said. “Ready when you are.” 
 
He set the coordinates again, aiming for a solitary second after he'd 
deposited Mehmet. “Let's go, then,” he breathed. 
 
She closed her eyes as he flicked the switch. 
 
Tara felt no movement, but it was as if  all relative motion was 
whirling around her. She could feel the stars above, with their sacred 
constellations, and the Zodiac—all moving around, stretching out 
along their fourth dimension to become not spheres in space but 
snakes. All time in that instant was a mess of  snakes, a rat-king of  
snakes, made of  timelines and worlds that were and never could be 
flashing by as vague impressions. She could feel these things cleanly 
and clearly as a being of  magic. All she felt was a hum—the soar of  
the universe around her was a hum, like music. 
 
The first thing she felt after that was the mist on her face. British 
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mist—she was near her mother's homeland. She let out a cold 
breath, opened her eyes, and surveyed her surroundings. 
 
She had seen the farmhouse around her on the astral plane—the 
fences and the grasslands. Gray clouds hung overhead, emitting 
small, ominous static crackles that only she could hear. 
 
It didn't take long for her eyes to find Mehmet leaning against one 
of  the fences. He smiled when he saw her. “Glad it wasn't long,” he 
said. Tara frowned, distantly remembering that they had aimed for a 
second after Mehmet's arrival. “But it's not like I can afford to be 
impatient with this stuff. Though I do look pretty conspicuous for 
the time and place.” 
 
“In contrast to me?” Tara asked teasingly. “Yeah, anyone who's not 
Gloria is going to surprised by us here on Seagull Island. Now 
where's Tocse?” 
 
“I assume he's around.” 
 
“Yes, but where?” 
 
She blasted the area with a psychic pulse, seeking his telepathic 
signature. But there was nothing. Only momentary collisions with 
animal-minds—frogs, crickets, flies, and bees. Many bees, actually. It 
seemed they were at an apiary. She mused briefly on how for the last 
seven years outsiders who knew of  Zuvendis called it “the beehive”; 
a central colony controlled by a powerful Queen. She tried to locate 
the apiary's name in the psychogeography of  the area, but it was all 
a blank. The dreary emptiness of  the island extended to its psychic 
profile. This island had almost no history to it—no ghosts. It was an 
eerie sensation for a telepath to come across. 
 
“He's not here,” she said. “At least not that I can sense.” 
 
“Could they be hidden somewhere that your powers can't reach? 
Behind telekill alloy, maybe?” 
 
“It's possible. He—” She paused. “Wait. I can sense Mola.” 
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“Where is he?” 
 
“Follow me.” 
 
She led him to the closest of  the farmhouses. It was decrepit 
enough where it had likely fallen in by their time, if  other factors did 
not level it. The closer she got to the house the more she could 
sense psychic entanglement churning within. It was like a psionic 
static covered the whole house, blurring and distorting whatever 
minds lurked inside. Was Gloria himself  psychic, she wondered? 
Was he waiting in there, scrambling her powers so that he could 
spring a trap on her? Mola suddenly seemed like the faint light at the 
end of  an angler's lure. 
 
She thought of  Doyle's stories. 
 
“Wait,” she told Mehmet. “Let's consider the facts.” She passed 
onto him the feeling of  psychic jamming that she felt wrapping 
around the house. 
 
“So you think it's a trap?” he said then, his voice dropping low. 
 
“I think the time-belt malfunctioned and brought Tocse back before 
either of  us arrived. I was supposed to arrive almost immediately 
after you were dropped off, but...well. How long was it before I 
arrived, after you became aware of  your surroundings?” 
 
“About thirty seconds.” 
 
“So the calibration on those old things isn't perfect. If  Tocse landed 
before we did, he and Mola may have been captured. Meaning: we're 
stuck here until we fight our way out. If  Mola never returned to the 
present, our plan of  leaving messages so he could retrieve us is out.” 
She sighed. “My fault. It was a dumb plan anyway. I should have 
taken one of  you back myself, then returned for the other.” 
 
“But if  we were captured, then the enemy would have the belt. It 
would be safe in our present time, if  you pulled it off  correctly.” 
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“All the same—” 
 
“Freeze!!” 
 
They turned, and Edwina cursed herself. This was likely the next 
stage of  Gloria's plan, and something on one of  the planes she was 
connected to confirmed this for her. She had been so busy probing 
the static-ball around the house that she had neglected to scan 
behind her—where she would have found the platoon of  soldiers 
coming in to capture them, rifles to backs. 
 
“No funny business, Tara,” one of  these soldiers called. She and 
Mehmet turned to face them. Their uniforms were unfamiliar but 
generic—lots of  gray and black blending into each other, flat 
plastic-looking plates of  armor, boring masks and helmets that 
concealed the whole of  their faces. They had probably been brought 
back from 1987—they vaguely resembled American commandos as 
they existed then, with the addition of  SWAT gear. Her eyes could 
have looked up the models of  the guns in the Akashic records, the 
archive of  all memory, but she didn't care. They were a bunch of  
morons displacing their phallic ideals onto a game of  murder. Or 
intended murder. 
 
“Lord Gloria says you come with us!” shouted one of  them. “Put 
your hands on your head and assume a kneeling position! Now!” 
 
“Don't try to give orders to a Queen,” Dr. Tara said. Then, she 
broke into a run towards them, throwing her thoughts backwards to 
Mehmet: “I'll handle this.” 
 
Before they could overcome their surprise and open fire, Tara set 
her hands behind her and lit up her vril. Commencing ignition mid-
step, she used her velocity to throw herself  forward. The orange 
blaze of  vril roared high as it thrust her along like a cannonball. 
When she landed she sent her vril down into her feet and created a 
second blast, which launched her above the now-panicking soldiers. 
 
She hung for a frozen moment below those dreary clouds, which 
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seemed to part behind her. Suddenly her skin lit up, a thin vril glow 
enshrouding her whole being. The vril danced from the life in her 
cells to the fresh sunlight and back again. Within the near-invisible 
glow of  the vril there was a silver shine that became a rich black 
before falling back again. Her eyes were twin fires in her skull, and 
her body was one willowing shape in the wind. They saw the gleam 
of  her short white hair and the black coat that enshrouded her 
body; the orange of  the vril in her feet ran against the blue denim 
of  her pants, which ended with long high-laced leather boots. They 
swore she had been wearing something else before, but then the vril 
had come out and they knew their reality was not as they thought it 
was. 
 
Now she brought the sparks of  vril that encircled her body to her 
raised fists. As she came down, she slammed the vril into the Earth, 
and the resultant blast tossed the troopers away like ragdolls. She felt 
their minds slip into unconsciousness, but not as far as death—
though she felt the pain that wracked them was considerable. Clods 
of  dirt fell around her as time seemed to move slowly. While the 
minds in the falling bodies shrank to pinpricks of  activity, there 
were three near her that blazed hot. Now the bullets were coming 
in, but for them, she had a vril shield which turned them to lead 
mist. 
 
The fight was over, seemingly, before it began. 
 
“We can't fight her!” one of  the survivors yelled.  
 
“I could've told you that,” the Queen replied. 
 
A trio of  lightning bolts, made of  entirely of  raw vril, darted out. In 
an instant, the three soldiers were on the ground. But on the ground 
didn't mean they'd been stopped. 
 
Tara was striding back towards Mehmet, her skull now lit up by a 
familiar ringing sensation. She had taxed her powers too heavily and 
they were draining on her. That's why she only barely sensed the one 
man who could stand up after taking her vril-bolt. And by the time 
she detected that he was going to shoot her, it was too late. 
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But a catgut cord flashed out, looping itself  around the soldier's 
neck. His uniform seemed to protect his throat but only barely. 
Mehmet worked the Punjab lariat like a master puppeteer, taking 
care only to bring unconscious to the already-jarred combatant just 
as his Queen had done. 
 
When it was over, he was able to slip the rope off  of  him without 
having to take a single step. He looped it back and hung it from his 
belt. “Let's go save Mola,” he said. “And that Mr. Holmes.” 
 
“Let's make sure that his nemesis' descendant doesn't get the last 
laugh on him.” 
 
“Is Mola still in the house?” 
 
“Yes. He hasn't moved.” 
 
He only nodded then, and let her take the lead. 
 
She set her hand on the doorknob and probed her vril into the lock. 
It shattered instantly and silently, and she pushed it open. It was 
dark inside, but she could already see Mola's body crumpled on the 
ground. Moving as quietly as she could, she stepped over to where 
he was, and looked him over. She told Mehmet the fact she 
determined only after she discerned that the time-belt had been 
taken from the fallen man. 
 
“He's dead,” she said. 
 
“He was a distraction, Dr. Tara. You were right, he was the light at 
the end of  the lure.” 
 
Both Tara and Mehmet turned fast, with Tara's vril still too weak for 
her to lash out. But the Punjab lasso whipped out once again, 
aiming for the forgettable-faced man in the white labcoat who'd 
addressed them. Dr. Gloria held his hand at the level of  his eye, and 
caught the strand. He tugged on it hard and despite the smallness of  
his form he pulled tall Mehmet off  his feet, merely because he was 
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unprepared. 
 
Tara surveyed her enemy carefully, seeing now that he had a gun in 
his hand—a gun leveled cleanly at Mehmet's head. That phrase 
“forgettable-faced” had jumped into her mind instantly. He was a 
short, dumpy white man, and that was all there was to it. But there 
was something at the edge of  his appearance—it was another layer of  
reality that only a witch could see, invisible to all but the third eye. 
He was amorphous somehow, as if  he was many nondescript men all 
at once. At once, she realized that his possessing time-travel was 
almost irrelevant. Something about him naturally flickered through 
dimensions, perhaps even universes. He was less a man than a living 
anomaly in space, representing some value or set of  values given 
humanoid form. And all of  those values were tied to some sort of  
evil. 
 
“What did you do to yourself  to make yourself  into that?” she asked 
him at once. 
 
“Like what?” he replied. 
 
“You have to know. It's the same reason why you're psychic, isn't 
it?” 
 
“I'm psychic here?” 
 
She stared at him, hate brewing rapidly. 
 
“If  you mean my splintered dimensions, I decided to take advantage 
of  my time in 1964 to visit the Nova Mob. They made some 
adjustments to my...self, which we found mutually beneficial.” 
 
She had no response to that. 
 
“Well, don't just stand there staring, come into the parlor. I want to 
show you what I've done to Mr. Tocse in the last 24 hours.” 
 
“24 hours, huh? Then the time-belts were badly calibrated.” 
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“Yes, it's a miracle that you three weren't here waiting for us when 
we arrived. Actually, why didn't you think of  that? Coming early to 
intercept us?” He paused, and shook the gun in a motioning gesture. 
“Come on, into the parlor. You too, Mr. Warrender. You have three 
seconds before I shoot you.” 
 
They chose to follow his directions, and soon found themselves in a 
small cozy room lined with many books. Two men sat bound to 
chairs, unconscious—one was Maikroft Tocse, while the other was a 
gray-haired man who was likely Donegal Dawn. Even in 
unconsciousness Tocse's face looked hardened and determined. 
 
Also present, though not bound by any means, was Dr. Genessier. 
Alive, for now. 
 
“Dr. Genessier. It's a rare privilege,” Tara said through her teeth. 
“What's your story? What is Gloria giving you?” 
 
“An opportunity,” the Frenchman said simply, in English. 
 
“And...what do you mean by that?” 
 
“Let me explain, Tara,” Gloria said then, his voice no longer 
respectful. “There is a vital link between what we have been doing 
here and my current...condition.” 
 
“Dr. Genessier also has a gun,” Mehmet observed, smiling. His grin 
rarely faded, even in trouble like this, and that helped Tara balance 
herself. 
 
“Yes, and that 'gun' is of  great importance to my explanation,” 
Gloria replied. “My plan began some time ago when I became 
fascinated with notions of  identity. I wanted to learn how to make 
people into other people, so that one day, if  it became necessary for 
my survival, I could make myself  into a different person and 
therefore survive attempts on my life. The ability to change the 
identities of  others would allow me to get away with much that 
would benefit me, financially and otherwise. I began to believe there 
was some sort of  essence of  identity, some extra-physical that 
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defined both appearance and personality. If  I could control this 
Essence, I could control mankind.” 
 
“That sounds pseudoscientific to me, but I'm living proof  that 
magic exists...and none of  this would be happening without time-
travel,” Edwina said. 
 
“Yes. I figured, Your Highness, that you would see some value in my 
theories, even if  I doubt you comprehend their principles. But now 
to go back further into history—I heard of  Dr. Genessier through 
the business with his daughter in the '50s, as well as what he did for 
that terrorist organization in 1967. The 1967 account is the more 
valuable one. Genessier used plastic surgery, as well as a learned 
talent for hypnotism, to transform people into duplicates of  his 
employer's head officer. I realized at once that this combination of  
cosmetic surgery and hypnotism could lead me to the Identity 
Essence, so I met with him in my native time and used resources at 
my disposal to give me many more years of  life than he had ahead 
of  him.” 
 
“You mentioned resources,” Tara said. “Were those soldiers outside 
from the Black Coats?” 
 
“Oh, no, I outgrew the Black Coats ages ago,” Gloria laughed. 
“Those are just some mercenaries I cobbled together from across 
time. They'll be returning to their own eras shortly.” And there was 
something strange about that statement to Tara's ears. 
 
“Given access to all points of  the timeline, Dr. Genessier was able 
to expand what he had already made into an art into a medium unto 
itself,” Gloria continued. 
 
Genessier stepped forward then, and said, “In order to refine my 
methods I had to learn occult surgery. I was offered the chance in 
1987 when I was approached by a Mr. Myles Clarkson, a pianist who 
claimed to be a relative of  mine through an uncle of  mine from the 
Orloff  family. Once he taught me what I knew, I reached out 
mystically and tried to contact divine intelligences to aid me. I 
learned from plastic surgeons all throughout history: Richard Vollin 
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was one of  them, as was Malcolm Walsh, and Dr. Eckhart, who was 
part of  the Apollo Kent case. I also studied Dracula's process of  
turning others into his mystic satellites, and learned how to sculpt 
such clones myself. The word 'clone' inspired me to examine the 
biological reproduction methods of  entities like Clonus and 
Hailsham, as well as plants like those that fell at Santa Mira. And I 
finally returned to magic once again when I studied the Ritual of  
Altosagha, a spell which allows one to pull oneself  as seen in dreams 
out of  the Dreamlands and into material life, to serve as a satellite 
body—as with Dracula's method.” 
 
“You've been a busy bee,” Tara said then. “And speaking of  bees, 
what are you doing here at this apiary?” 
 
“I've bought housing here from the local farmers, and the 
Hargroves, who are away at the moment,” Dr. Gloria said. “I figured 
it would make our guest comfortable while I raised him to be my 
agent.” 
 
“Agent?” 
 
“I was able to boil down all I'd learned about the Identity Essence 
into this gun!” Genessier proclaimed then. “This is the Essence 
Imprinter. It captures the Essence of  one being and confers it onto 
another. Your giving us Tocse was something we discovered was 
bound to happen, and so we planned to use him as part of  our 
work.” 
 
“You see, Maikroft Tocse is one of  the most brilliant men who ever 
lived,” Gloria said matter-of-factly. “We needed someone who we 
could pluck out of  time and change into Tocse, only with his 
intelligence being in my service. The apiary we secured for him will 
help him adjust to the memories of  Tocse's beekeeping on the 
Sussex Downs. We chose Mr. Donegal Dawn, nee Howard Hilary, 
because he already resembled Mr. Tocse, and because his identity 
was already unstable. Mr. Hilary was a sailor who became an escape 
artist who became a detective, over the span of  almost two hundred 
years...his mental profile has been deeply receptive to the process 
thus far.” He paused. “Of  course, the process has effectively been 
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his doom. Now, partially combined with the Essence of  Maikroft 
Tocse, he has become someone else. His previous personality and 
memories have been erased.  
 
“He felt nothing, I assure you. Let's wake him up to prove it. 
Besides, I'm sure he wants to tell you all about his plans for 
humanity.” 
 
“Plans?” 
 
Gloria snapped his fingers, and Dawn—or whoever he was now—
began to stir. Curiously, Tocse began to wake up too, which 
suggested to Dr. Tara they were still linked. 
 
“Howard?” Gloria asked the battered immortal, who wore a small 
mustache beneath his nose, which was most un-Holmes-like. 
Despite this mustache, though, there were a few physical similarities 
between he and Tocse, suggesting that the process was indeed 
working. “Hilary, wake up. We have guests. Guests who want to hear 
about your bees.” 
 
“My bees?” Dawn murmured. “What about my bees?” 
 
“Tell our guests your name first,” Gloria said, laughing. He still had 
the gun aimed firmly at Mehmet's head, daring Tara to use her vril 
to save him. 
 
“My name is...Howard Hilary...Wilary—no, Howard William—
Howard William...Manfred?” He spoke uncertainly, with his eyes 
half-lidded, as if  he was drugged. He probably was, effectively. 
 
“That's the name he thinks he has. It's no influence of  mine,” Gloria 
said “It's what memory alteration will do to a person, at least at this 
stage. The name William is yours, isn't it, Mr. Tocse? William 
Sherlock Scott Holmes—William S. Scott—William Escott. And 
then, backwards, to form Tocse. The Manfred comes from Mr. 
Hilary's ancestry. The Hilary family is descended from Conrad 
Manfred, Lord Otranto.” 
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“I-I call myself  H.W.,” the prisoner stuttered. “H.W. Manfred. And 
I-I...my bees, I—” 
 
“Yes, Howard William?” Gloria asked. “What about your bees? 
We're going to use those bees to hold the world to ransom, aren't 
we?” 
 
“Y-yes...the world t-to—ransom...” 
 
“That's my work. Hypnotic implants, taking advantage of  his 
personality fragmenting.” 
 
Tara and Mehmet could only stare at Gloria in disgust as Tocse 
finally opened his eyes. At once, he absorbed his surroundings, and 
they seemed to unlock his memories. 
 
“This place is familiar,” he said. “This is where I had my first case 
under the Mycroft alias. I solved a case here—it's where Silchester 
had his mettle tested. The Hargrove I stopped then must have been 
a relative of  the Hargroves from whom this estate was purchased.” 
 
“Don't interrupt, Mr. Tocse—you've awoken just as Mr. Manfred 
was about to tell us about his bees,” Gloria said gleefully. 
 
“His bees?” Tocse blinked. “I was having a dream, I believe, where I 
was keeping bees. And yet there was someone with me—someone 
close. Not John—this figure was similar to myself.” He became 
silent, choosing to listen instead to Manfred speak. 
 
“My bees...” 
 
“Go on, Manfred,” Gloria urged. 
 
“I-I'll Africanize them. That will be an obvious part of  the process. 
But I'll also have to raise their intelligence. There was a descendant 
of  Dr. Moreau ten years back who raised the intelligence of  ants in 
certain American experiments. I'll find his research, and apply it to 
my own.” 
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“I remember that phony Dr. Moreau,” Dr. Tara said, choosing then 
to speak. “A lunatic. He was probably the one who spread those 
legends that the Priests of  Ipet-isut were founded by a cult of  time-
traveling apes with super-scientific technology, who coast up and 
down our timeline reshaping the course of  history.” 
 
“Ha! Like infinite monkeys at infinite typewriters,” Mehmet said. 
 
“Something like that. In any case, that Moreau will end up the same 
as his namesake with any luck. And you may find yourself  similarly 
undone if  you aren't careful, Mr. Manfred.” 
 
“He can't hear you, Dr. Tara,” Gloria said, rolling his eyes. Then he 
glared at his subject, as if  he expected the next thing to come out of  
his mouth to disappoint him. 
 
Before Tara could offer anything, however, Tocse was free of  his 
ropes. She remembered that Dawn—or Locke—had taught him 
escapism. As for his confidence in striking out, she had also 
deduced that Gloria was blindsided too deeply by his demonstration 
to actually have the concentration and time to shoot Mehmet. A 
swift baritsu swing and the pistol flew out of  Gloria's hands. 
Genessier stared at them impotently, cradling the Imprinter before 
him. 
 
Tara turned her hand on it at once, firing a vril-blast that melted it 
to goo. Dr. Genessier suddenly yanked open his labcoat, and shakily 
produced a rusty handgun, as if  suddenly remembering he had it on 
him. He aimed it at Tocse, and a surge of  passion flooded into Tara. 
This old man had already killed one of  her people—Mola was dead 
by his hand. And now he was going to kill the Great Detective. 
 
A strange thought came upon her then. Why was he mummified, 
when his corpse came to her in the past? Who had done that? Killer 
blamed Tara herself. Perhaps he knew that the wrath of  the hippo 
was not the only punishment among the Priests of  Ipet-Isut. After 
all, some of  the mummies of  the ancient order had been 
condemned to their wrappings and living burial due to their 
betraying the royalty. And she was a Queen. Inside Genessier 
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writhed a twisted and hateful spirit. Perhaps without the mystery of  
the mummy she would not be here, and there'd be no one to stop 
Gloria. In this moment, she let a higher power take control of  the 
force that churned within her.  
 
She hit Genessier with a vril-blast harsh enough to throw him back 
off  his feet. He toppled over a large wooden desk that stood behind 
him, and his labcoat flared up, allowing Tara to see that the time-belt 
was now looped around his waist. She realized at once what was 
going to happen. Knowing already that the trauma had killed 
Genessier, Tara raised her hand once more and let magic work 
through her. She bound the corpse in mystically-summoned 
wrappings The impact had flipped the switch of  the time-belt—and 
now, it was activating. 
 
She tried to remember, with bitterness, if  she had wondered if  the 
answer to this case was meaningless. She'd created a hook to intrigue 
her past self. But all she'd done was make a closed loop in time. 
Fortunately that closed loop had swung around in a way that let her 
stop something horrible. 
 
Mr. Tocse looked at Gloria, who now meekly stepped behind the 
chair that held Manfred. “And I thought I would be the one to kill 
and mummify the good doctor. But you yourself, Queen Tara, are 
the catalyst for all of  this. I figured something like this might 
happen, but what happens next was inevitable. One last trick—to 
make sure you can't change history until it's too late.” 
 
Tara frowned. “What do you—?” But she began to hear that hum 
again. Looking at Mehmet and Tocse, they were starting to become 
enshrouded with a familiar blue light. A soft blue light. 
 
“The damage to the time-belt not only altered your landing course, 
but it has created a feedback loop. You're about to be sent back to 
1987, while I stay here to cultivate Mr. Manfred into the new 
Sherlock Holmes.” 
 
“Gloria!” Tara cried. “You will not bring death to the people of  
Zuvendis—!” 
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Near to Tara, the ghost of  Dr. Genessier gibbered mindlessly, in 
grief  of  his own death. She remembered his crimes. She knew that 
those of  Gloria were worse a thousandfold. 
 
Vril was what did it, in the end. It was quick and decisive. It is 
possible that Gloria felt nothing when the climax came down. 
 
And then the feedback loop surrounded his killer and her comrades, 
and they were gone. 
 

*  *  * 
 

Soon they were back in the Zuvendis Throne Room. 23 years had 
elapsed. 
 
Tocse and Tara were shaken, but they heard Mehmet speaking to 
himself, with a strange tone in his voice. “Hm...hm. So that's how 
that happened.” 
 
Tara breathed unsteadily. “W-we didn't fully succeed, did we? Gloria 
turned someone with Holmes' intelligence into something 
malicious.” 
 
Mehmet looked at her with an expression as odd as his voice. 
“Don't worry, Edwina, my friend. We failed, but in doing so, we 
created an opportunity for others to make things right.” 
 
“What are you saying?” she asked. 
 
“I'm saying that history marched on,” he replied confidently. 
“Manfred's psyche was mangled by Gloria. Manfred had enough 
money to make his apiary into a murder den, creating a hormonal 
chemical that could cause the bees to attack. He planned to export 
the bees and hold the world to hostage with the secret of  the bees' 
weakness: a tone emitted by the Death's-Head Moth. But that's what 
helped us save the day, when the bees spread over the world. These 
fragmented instances of  dangerous swarming culminated with 
attacks in the mid-1970s, which were stopped by Drs. Bradford 
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Crane and Sigmund Hummel Walters before many lives were taken. 
But in 2004, there will be reports from an island called 'Summersisle' 
of  swarms of  killer bees such as those Manfred worked on at their 
disposal—that one we still need to take care of.” 
 
Both his Queen and the Great Detective stared at Mehmet, the 
former with confusion, and the latter with patience. 
 
“Here, I'll explain.” 
 
And he brought his wrist communicator up his face, pressing a small 
button on its surface. In an instant, the Palace that surrounded them 
melted away to instead become a cold-looking business office, such 
as one might find in Capetown, or Japan, or the U.S. Cubicles 
surrounded the pair, who whirled around swiftly, searching for some 
trick. Edwina found her psionics were useless, but that was largely 
due to her severe sensory disarray. 
 
“Before he was stung to death by his own bees in 1965, H.W. 
Manfred trained a student who blended his dedication to insects 
with esoteric philosophy. Dr. Richard Benedict believed that 
infusing humanity with insect-like qualities would purify them and 
make them better than they could ever be otherwise. But in 1989 his 
assistant, a girl he took from India by the name of  Sarah, betrayed 
him, and used his resources to create this company. Mantra 
International.” Mehmet shot his arms out away from his body, doing 
a brief  twirl on his heel. “We used it as a base, of  course, after Sarah 
fell in love with two of  our agents.” 
 
“Agents? Our base? What are you talking about, Mehmet?” Tara 
asked. “Have you been directing Zuvendi agents without my 
permission?” 
 
“Not Zuvendi, no. I'm talking about the Infinity Trust.” 
 
“...the what?” 
 
Mehmet looked at them with a sudden lack of  mirth on his face.  
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“The Infinity Trust is a pan-universal coalition of  adventurers. By 
sharing technology and knowledge with each other, we've gained the 
capacity to send operatives to any location in time and space, all 
throughout the Multiverse. Under the leadership of  the High 
Council, we continue our acts of  good from our old lives, though 
many of  us carry on the mantles of  adventurers whose stories have 
ended for good. We have selected you to join, Edwina, and Mr. 
Tocse, to have you join us as well would be an honor beyond 
words.” He scratched his nose. “Sorry I kept my allegiance secret till 
now. I knew from the first day of  our friendship that you would be a 
good fit for us, but the Council wanted to make sure.” 
 
She sensed his mind was open, and she read it thoroughly. She saw 
that he was telling the truth, and more. She saw groups of  people 
with uncanny appearances wandering through strange and exciting 
environments. Somehow he had managed to keep this all a secret 
from her.  
 
“But—but how did you get mixed up with this...Trust? It's not that I 
doubt you're incredible, it's...” 
 
“I mentioned Sarah, the student of  Manfred's apprentice Benedict. 
She joined Mantra International's resources with the Trust's 
following an adventure with two of  our agents, Hassan and 
Lorenzo. Those two were married when they met Sarah but the 
three formed a polyamorous triad. Using the technology of  the 
Infinity Trust, they managed to conceive a child who shared all three 
of  their DNA patterns.” He smiled with a feeling that both Tara and 
Tocse could sense was nostalgia. “The child of  those three parents 
was named for his mother. Sarah the Indian girl was named Sarah 
Warrender, and she was a descendant of  the 19th Century Thuggee 
leader who a writer crudely called Achmed Genghis Khan.” And he 
looked his old friend in the eye, serious again. “From our normal 
perspective, Edwina, I still won't be born for another three years.” 
 
Once again, he spoke the truth. He was walking away from them 
now, leading them to a dark room. Within this smallish room there 
was a screen of  some kind built into the floor. It seemed prepared 
in advance for their arrival, as it lit up as soon as they entered the 
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chamber. Mehmet gestured down to it. “I just wanted to show you 
guys that Mr. Tocse's Identity Essence and genetic material won't 
end up in the wrong hands.” 
 
“With what I've seen today, it is not impossible that someone could 
extract such materials from Manfred's body,” Tocse said. He paused, 
and Tara sensed that like her, he was reflecting on how the incidents 
that had just occurred had killed a detective and immortal of  talent 
and note.  
 
“We have something prepared for Mr. Manfred. We need to ensure 
that his body is recovered,” Mehmet said. “One of  our agents is on 
it now.” 
 
They watched then as a young woman walked away from Manfred's 
house in the English countryside, a haggard expression on her face. 
As she wandered down the road she passed by a man in a long tan 
trench-coat, wearing a bowler hat. She stared at him confusedly as 
he passed, cheerily tipping his hat at her. Dr. Tara was sure that she 
heard the faint sound of  a strange song being played on shrill pipes 
as this presumed agent of  the Infinity Trust toddled by. 
 
“A popstar named Robbins was sent to ensure the death of  
Manfred,” Mehmet explained. “She was yet another of  our agents. 
She was instrumental in helping us investigate the Carrie Nations 
three years later.” Then he looked firmly at his two guests. “But she 
would have been unable to complete her assignment if  she hadn't 
had outside help. Our records indicate that you helped her.” 
 
Dr. Tara and the Detective were speechless. 
 
“Join our roster of  agents, my Queen!” Mehmet said. “The Blue 
Phantom. The Crimson Dragon. Immortée. Please join us as well, 
Mr. Tocse...Mr. Holmes. We can expand your influence and ensure 
that both Zuvendis and London are protected.” 
 
“This is an offer which I believe I am worthy of  accepting,” Tocse 
said. “It has been a long road down the century since my biographer 
published his first account of  me. I have an impression that joining 
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this coalition would make Watson—would make John—very 
proud.” He looked at Dr. Tara then and let out a long sigh. “If  you 
were to serve with me, it could cement that pride, if  nothing else 
than in spirit.” 
 
“Then you know?” she replied, the edge of  her mouth rising. 
 
“Why ask, when you were able to determine for yourself  that I 
knew before I first sought you out? I looked for you because I 
knew.” 
 
“What is it you know? Now I'm the one who gets to learn things,” 
Mehmet said excitedly. 
 
Tocse turned his eyes to the Infinity Trust agent. “The Zuvendi 
traditionally consisted of  white people. Yet Dr. Tara's father, Dr. 
Muteba Muamba, the hereditary King of  Zuvendis, was a black 
man. My friend Dr. Watson married a Zuvendi woman named 
Nylepthah, daughter of  the same-named Queen Nylepthah who 
ruled Zuvendis when the land was encountered by the explorer 
Allan Quatermain. But Nylepthah was white, as her mother and 
father had been. All of  John's descendants, including one who I met 
very recently, were white as he was. 
 
“Queen Nylepthah the elder, however, had a sister, Sorais. She 
supposedly committed suicide after turning against her sister when 
Nylepthah fell in love with Quatermain's companion, Sir Henry 
Curtis, which sparked the Zuvendi civil war that claimed 
Quatermain's life. But she lived, and went on to marry a black 
African lord named Muamba. The daughter they had was meant to 
serve as a weapon against Nylepthah and her descendants. 
Unfortunately Sorais' daughter, also named Sorais, decided to take 
her vengeance on Nylepthah through John Watson. She kidnapped 
him and drugged him, and in this state, she took advantage of  him, 
an incident which neither John nor Nylepthah ever knew of. I 
scarcely knew of  it until recently. She became pregnant by him, and 
died in childbirth bringing a son, Muteba, into this world. Sorais the 
elder recovered her grandson and brought him to Zuvendis, which 
she obtained control of  after Nylepthah yielded the throne to be 
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with John. Though he hid his connections to the kingdom for many 
years, Dr. Muamba eventually claimed his throne, and the rest, of  
course, is well known to you.” And he placed his hands behind his 
back. “The final proof  was that your name is Edwina. Named for 
Dr. Watson's mother, Ella Edwina Mackenzie.” 
 
Tara did not cry, but she had a sad look in her eyes. “It's not a great 
story, Mehmet. I despise what my grandmother did to Dr. Watson.” 
 
“But in spite of  the violence against him, John, had he known of  
you and your father, would have been proud—of  that I am sure,” 
Tocse said simply. 
 
Mehmet smiled, joyful of  the pact he'd just formed. The Infinity 
Trust was now worlds better for their having joined. And now it 
transpired to be a faithful union. “Holmes and Watson, together 
again,” he said. And his two friends seemed to take kindly to that 
notion. 
 
With that, he set his hands on their shoulders, and led them out of  
the projector room to meet the heroes and legends who formed the 
High Council of  the Infinity Trust.  
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ANNOTATIONS 

 
For details on the Infinity Trust, please take a look at the section 
after this, “The Remnants of  ReTales.” 

 
A Mirror, Darkly 

 
Bloody Mary, aka Francine Rainsford, is from my own fiction, 
starting with “The Blood Avenger” in the first issue of  Odd Tales of  
Wonder Magazine. Blake Hart is one of  her established allies in my 
book Meta-Terrax. He is an amalgamation of  Adam Blake, aka 
Captain Comet, who first appeared in the DC Comics Universe in 
1951, and Adam Hart, from Frank M. Robinson's The Power (1956). 
Both Blake and Hart are psychic mutants; Blake is specifically said 
to be “born 100,000 years before his time,” which is a description I 
use for him here.  
 
Lee Sarason is from Sinclair Lewis' novel It Can't Happen Here 
(1935), about a fascist regime in the United States built on the legacy 
of  a President with a dangerously populist platform. Berzelius 
“Buzz” Windrip, mentioned below, is the source of  this legacy, and 
is the creator of  the “Corpo” militias, also mentioned below. Dewey 
Haik is also from Lewis' novel. 
 
Brian Hammerstein, Francine's cousin, is an original character, but 
he is meant to be the father of  boxer B.J. Hammer from the 
blaxploitation film Hammer (1972). 
 
Vulthoom is the titular demon from Clark Ashton Smith's Cthulhu 
Mythos story “Vulthoom” (1935). In my Bloody Mary story “The 
Neon Fury” Vulthoom created an alternate timeline where 
oppression and social decay ruled over the world. This world was 
meant to be the same as the Mirror Universe in Star Trek and the 
evil world of  Earth-Three from the stories of  DC Comics.  
 
The President's guards, Jones and Cvetic, are meant to be Bill Jones, 
from the film The Red Menace (1949), and Matt Cvetic, from the 
movie I Was a Communist for the FBI (1951). More properly this is the 
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fictional version of  Cvetic as the film was based on the 
investigations conducted by Matthew Cvetic (1909-1962). Both 
those films are from a short lived period during the Red Scare where 
anti-Communist film noir was a prospering genre. 
 
JFK's assassin, the cigarette-smoking Spender, is CGB Spender aka 
the Cigarette Smoking Man from The X-Files. Scop is the 
eponymous time-traveler from Barry N. Malzberg's novel Scop 
(1976), in which the title character tries to prevent the Kennedy 
assassination. Totter's Lane is a reference to the first ever Doctor Who 
serial, An Unearthly Child (1963), in which the world first met the 
Doctor when his soon-to-be companions stumbled across his 
TARDIS in the junkyard at Totter's Lane. The first episode of  An 
Unearthly Child aired on November 23rd, 1963, one day after 
Kennedy was assassinated, and is generally accepted to take place on 
the day after Kennedy’s shooting. The reference to the alien 
invasions are nods to the Doctor Who serial Remembrance of  the Daleks 
(1988), in which the Doctor faces a Dalek invasion on the day he 
left Earth in An Unearthly Child, and the TV series Dark Skies (1997-
1998) in which it is revealed that evil aliens known as the Hive killed 
Kennedy. Sugar Kane is Marilyn Monroe's character from the film 
Some Like It Hot (1959), but the reference to her being “alive and 
behind bars” is a nod to the film Marilyn: Alive and Behind Bars 
(1992). 
 
Madame Malatesta is a spiritualist seen in the film The Oracle (1985). 
While I did not indicate it in the story, I intended for her to be a 
relative of  the Satanic showman from the movie Malatesta's Carnival 
of  Blood (1973) (which is possibly related to the 1970 film Carnival of  
Blood). 
 
Typhoid Mary battled Bloody Mary in my story “Typhoid Mary,” 
published on the Odd Tales Productions website. Cyber-Mary is 
original to this story, but her creator, the Scandium Conqueror aka 
Lord Scand, has appeared in previous Bloody Mary stories; he is a 
version of  the Marvel Comics villain Kang the Conqueror. 
“Scudder,” who helped Scand build Cyber-Mary, is a reference to 
Sam Scudder, aka the villainous Mirror Master from DC Comics' 
stories of  the Flash. Resurrection Mary was a character I intended 
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to appear in the Bloody Mary series but who I never found space to 
work in; she is named for and based on the urban legend of  
Resurrection Mary, where a young female hitchhiker is picked up 
and asks to be brought to the cemetery, only to vanish upon 
reaching it, revealing she was a ghost. Shadow Mary is meant to be 
separate from Dark Mary; this is a joke referencing video games 
such as Street Fighter which will accumulate multiple clone characters 
or “palette swaps” of  the main characters. The Street Fighter series in 
particular features two dark versions of  its main character Ryu, Evil 
Ryu and Shadow Ryu, who are separate from each other. 
 
While referring to mutants as Homo superior is famously tied to 
Marvel's X-Men, it originates in Olaf  Stapledon's Odd John (1935), 
about a psychic mutant who tries to conquer humanity. Charles 
Crossby is from Robert Graves' short story “The Shout” (1929), 
about a man who claims to be able to kill people with a superhuman 
yell. 
 
Madame Ingomar is from the Bloody Mary series, but her name is 
tied in with Fah lo Suee, the daughter of  Sax Rohmer's pulp 
character Fu Manchu. Fah lo Suee uses the name in one of  
Rohmer's books, and in my fiction I revealed that she stole the name 
from a real person, Nadine Ingomar. Nadine was Francine 
Rainsford's predecessor as Bloody Mary, and after passing on the 
mantle she taught Francine all she knew. When she died she left her 
English estate of  Ingomar Manor to her student. 
 
Hemkra Quartz appeared previously in the Bloody Mary stories—it 
is based on the M'Krann Crystal seen in Marvel Comics Universe. 
Immorté is an original character but he also serves as a 
dimensionally-shifted alternate version of  Adam-X the X-Treme, 
one of  the peripheral X-Men characters.  
 
The explanation of  Peri Kent's identity first requires identifying her 
father. “Apollo” was the nickname of  handsome lawyer Harvey 
Dent, who became the villain Two-Face in the Batman comics. In 
his first appearance, Dent's name was provided as Kent—later 
retcons from before DC's Crisis on Infinite Earths event clarified that 
the Earth-Two “Golden Age” version of  Two-Face was Harvey 
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Kent, while the standard “Earth-One” version was named Harvey 
Dent. Peri Kent, then, is based on Duela Dent, a character 
introduced in DC's Teen Titans stories who claimed not only to be 
the daughter of  Two-Face, but the offspring (at various points in 
her career) of  the Joker, the Riddler, the Penguin, and the Scarecrow. 
Before changing her name to Harlequin she operated under the 
name “Joker's Daughter.” It was pointed out by Duela's former 
teammate Dick Grayson that she was too old to be Two-Face's 
daughter, but this issue was left ambiguous. Eventually it was 
explained that Duela was native to the world of  Earth-3 (not to be 
confused with the aforementioned Earth-Three, because DC 
Comics needs to stop), being the child of  that world's heroic 
incarnations of  the Joker and Two-Face (the latter being a woman in 
this universe). She was an anomaly in the Multiverse and tried to fill 
the hole this left in her by taking on other people's identities. As part 
of  her status as an anomaly she could travel between universes, 
which is how she joined the Pre-Crisis Teen Titans. The use of  the 
alias “Delphine Ingomar” recalls Delphini, the daughter of  the evil 
Lord Voldemort seen in J.K. Rowling, John Tiffany, and Jack 
Thorne's play Harry Potter and the Cursed Child (2016). Delphini was a 
controversial character for Harry Potter fans and my use of  the 
name Delphine here could be taken as a reference to her being an 
imposter instead, a la Duela Dent. 
 
Kent Shakespeare is the name of  a minor character from DC 
Comics' Legion of  Superheroes stories. After the aforementioned 
Crisis event, the DCU was changed so that Superman no longer had 
a career in his adolescence as Superboy, and consequently, he was 
never a member of  the Legion as a youth. He was replaced partially 
in his Legion role with Mon-El, a fellow Legionnaire, but Kent 
Shakespeare, a man who looked like Clark Kent and had some of  
Superman's powers, was another patch for the Man of  Steel. His 
mention here is little more than a deep self-indulgence, in a story 
primarily composed of  deep self-indulgences. 
 
Tsuu-Aas is an original character, who plays a significant role in the 
Bloody Mary series and my novel Kinyonga Tales. His name is based 
on Tsoo-ahs, an Atlantean warlock from John W. Campbell's The 
Mightiest Machine (1934).  
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Woodrew Tromble is from Katherine Avalon's The Fires of  '16: Reign 
of  Emperor Tromble (2016). The cult that brought Tromble and his 
Presidency into being appeared in my story “Bloody Mary vs. the 
Klan.”  
 
The Golden Guardians of  Time are original creations. They played 
a role in previous Bloody Mary stories. 
 
Alephs are the titular time-crystals from Jorge Luis Borges' story 
“The Aleph” (1945). Gazing into an Aleph gives one a glimpse of  
the whole universe at once. 
 
Steve Bryant is the Presidential candidate from “The Candidate's 
Wife Affair,” a 1966 episode of  the TV series The Man from UNCLE 
(1964-1968). He replaces Lyndon B. Johnson in this timeline. 
“Rickard” is Prez Rickard, the 18-year-old President who had his 
own series at DC Comics in the '70s; he replaces Richard Nixon. 
Henry Talbot MacNeill is the President of  the U.S. from both 
Voyage to the Bottom of  the Sea (1964-1968) and Lost in Space (1965-
1968) (the former being based off  a 1961 film of  the same name). 
He replaces Gerald Ford. 
 
Harold “Hal” Jordan is DC Comics' second hero to use the name 
Green Lantern. He was President of  the United States in Superman 
and Batman: Generations, an out-of-canon story which features DC's 
heroes actually aging as time went on—here he replaces Jimmy 
Carter. (The idea of  a superhero President has become pervasive 
enough where I had to let at least one of  them take the role.) Ferris 
Airlines is Hal's employer in the comics. Tony Stark is of  course 
Iron Man. Peter Boyd is from the film Bedtime for Bonzo (1951); in 
this timeline he replaces his actor, Ronald Reagan, as President. The 
Tromble Prophecy is a reference to the absurdly idiotic film The 
Trump Prophecy (2018), a supposedly true story about a firefighter 
who receives a vision from God saying that Donald Trump must be 
President. 
 
The Voorheeses are Pamela and Jason Voorhees, from the film 
series that followed the release of  Friday the 13th (1980). The summer 
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camp is Camp Crystal Lake. The Demon Queen is meant to be the 
titular character from the film Demon Queen (1987). I initially meant 
to tie her in with the mirror-demon from the film Mirror of  Death 
(1988), but couldn't find a meaningful way of  doing so. The spirit in 
Mirror of  Death is described as a voodoo spirit, and I intended to 
further connect this spirit to the voodoo demon from the movie 
Headhunter (1988). This could have been connected to the voodoo 
priestess Molly Mkembe (see below) but I preferred to keep this 
thread on the cutting room floor. 
 
Lady Zoga is one of  the main characters of  Meta-Terrax and, as per 
that book, she was one of  Bloody Mary's enemies. She is an original 
character heavily inspired by the idea of  a Yuuzhan Vong Sith Lord 
(the Yuuzhan Vong and the Sith being from Star Wars and its 
Expanded Universe). In Meta-Terrax however she was named Goza, 
due to having genetic transplants from Godzilla. She traveled back 
in time to form a Babylonian cult centered around herself, and the 
reference to her recent appearance is meant to imply that Goza is 
also Gozer from Ghostbusters (1984). Xul is meant to be Zuul from 
that film, and also the demon from the film Maxim Xul. Tom 
Churchman and Molly Mkembe are from the film Zombie Nightmare 
(1986); Churchman is conflated with Professor Marduk from Maxim 
Xul as both characters are played by Adam West. Molly Mkembe 
may be the daughter of  Ann Christoff, the voodoo priestess from 
the film Serpent Island (1954). 
 
Blake's allusion to Jason Voorhees going to New York in the future 
is a reference to Friday the 13th Part VIII: Jason Takes Manhattan 
(1989). 
 
Gerald Fitzhugh, the fictional President replacing George H.W. 
Bush, is from Tim LaHaye and Jerry B. Jenkins' Left Behind series of  
post-apocalyptic Christian novels. Nikolai (or Nicolae) Carpathia is 
the Antichrist in that series. James Marshall, replacing Bill Clinton, is 
the President in the film Air Force One (1997). Josiah Bartlett, 
replacing George W. Bush, is from the TV series The West Wing 
(1999-2006). David Palmer, standing in for Barack Obama, is from 
the TV show 24 (2001-2010). 
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Joey and Roy Burns are from Friday the 13th Part V: A New Beginning 
(1985); driven mad by his son Joey's death, Roy Burns dons a 
hockey mask to impersonate Jason Voorhees and kill the teens he 
deems responsible. He is thus responsible for A New Beginning being 
the only film in the Friday the 13th series besides the first to not have 
Jason as the killer. In Simon Hawke's novelization of  Friday the 13th 
Part VI: Jason Lives (1986), it is suggested that Roy was possessed by 
Jason, which ties in with some of  the later films, as I'll talk about 
below. 
 
Mr. Magister is the Master from Doctor Who—specifically he is the 
“Time War” incarnation played by Derek Jacobi. Doctor Omega is 
the titular character of  Arnould Galopin's Doctor Omega (1906). 
Omega, a space-traveler, is depicted in the original illustrations for 
Galopin's book in a way that coincidentally resembles the First 
Doctor from Doctor Who, and so these mentions of  Doctor Omega 
are meant to refer to the Doctor. His people, and the Master's, are 
the Time Lords. Magister being a member of  Richard Marlowe's 
cult refers to the cultist from the film Voodoo Man (1944), as well as 
my short story “'As Thou Has Decreed, So Have I Done!'” The 
latter story featured Marlowe as the Master of  a voodoo cult, and 
depicted his training a new Master, who would carry the title into 
the events of  Manos: The Hands of  Fate (1966). Though the emphasis 
was on Manos' Master, I couldn't resist including an appearance by 
Doctor Who's Master to have three Masters in the story. 
 
Bruce Gerhardt is the San Francisco paramedic from the 1996 
Doctor Who TV movie. Using a Deathworm Morphant (see below) 
the Master steals Bruce's body and wears it for the rest of  the film. 
By suggesting Bruce move to San Francisco, the Master has 
guaranteed his own past. (Derek Jacobi's Master is further along the 
timeline than the incarnation who victimized Bruce.) 
 
The Naturom Demondo (or Demonto), aka the Necronomicon Ex-Mortis, 
is the evil book from the film The Evil Dead (1981). The Necronomicon 
Ex-Mortis (named for the Necronomicon from the Cthulhu Mythos) 
also appears in Jason Goes to Hell: The Final Friday (1993), and it is 
implied that Jason's ability to resurrect from the dead is tied to the 
book. (Jason Goes to Hell also includes references to the 1982 film 
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Creepshow.) The Tindalosian Hounds are from Clark Ashton Smith's 
Cthulhu Mythos story “The Hounds of  Tindalos” (1929)—Zuul 
from Ghostbusters resembles a demonic dog and so he is implied to 
be one of  the Hounds.  
 
Yig is a snake-god from H.P. Lovecraft and Zealia Bishop's story 
“The Curse of  Yig” (1929). The Aylmer is a worm-like creature seen 
in the film Brain Damage (1988). (The film is set in the same universe 
as director Frank Henenlotter's 1982 movie Basket Case.) The 
Deathworm Morphant is from the Doctor Who movie—taking the 
form of  the Deathworm, the Master slithers down Bruce Gerhardt's 
throat, which is how he takes control of  his body. In Jason Goes to 
Hell, Jason takes on the form of  a slug-like creature in order to steal 
bodies. The implication here is that the Master supplied Voorhees 
with a Deathworm Morphant summoned through the Necronomicon 
Ex-Mortis to make him immortal. In the future, during the events of  
Jason X (2002), Jason will be turned in a cyborg, and the time-
traveling Master can then use him as a weapon during the Time War 
between the Time Lords and the Daleks. 
 
Angela Baker is from the film Sleepaway Camp (1983), a summer 
camp slasher film in the style of  Friday the 13th. Her being locked in a 
box (the Master's TARDIS) is a nod to the Doctor ostensibly 
locking his granddaughter Susan in his TARDIS, much to the horror 
of  her teachers.  
 
“Devil's End” is the town from the Doctor Who serial The Daemons 
(1971), wherein the Master poses as a Satanic priest named Magister. 
The sonic device he wields may be a sonic screwdriver, but it could 
also be his distinctive laser screwdriver. 
 
Blake's new incarnation, Blackheart, is based on the Marvel Comics 
villain of  the same name, who first clashed with Daredevil in the 
late 1980s. Ormond Murks is from the film Valley of  the Zombies 
(1946), and he was an ally of  Bloody Mary in a number of  previous 
stories. As he is the villain of  Valley of  the Zombies, however, he was 
only a reluctant ally of  Bloody Mary and eventually turned to evil, 
before meeting his end in the events of  his source film. Kroco, aka 
Krocosaur, was one of  Mary's allies in Katherine Avalon's story 
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“Wilted Flowers.” He is meant to be Kraid, the giant far-future 
reptile Space Pirate seen in the video game Metroid (1986) and its 
sequels. 
 
“Allard” is Kent Allard, aka Walter Gibson's pulp character The 
Shadow, who first appeared in 1931. “Wildman” is James Clarke 
Wildman, which Philip Jose Farmer claimed was the true name of  
Lester Dent's pulp hero Doc Savage (Doc first appeared in 1933). 
“Benson” is Richard Henry Benson, aka The Avenger, a pulp 
adventurer created by Paul Ernst in 1939. Bart Hill, aka the 
Daredevil (or sometimes the Golden Age Daredevil, to differentiate 
him from Marvel's Matt Murdock), was created by Jack Binder and 
first appeared in comics by Lev Gleason Publications in 1940.  
 

The Bride of  Carl Gloria 
 

The plagues of  Oran reference the virus that overtakes the Algerian 
city in Albert Camus' The Plague (1947). 
 
Fu Hsi, or Fuxi, is a figure from Chinese mythology; Nuwa is the 
name of  his wife in the myths. Sax Rohmer appropriated the name 
of  Fu Hsi when creating the character of  Fo-Hi, the villain of  his 
novel The Golden Scorpion (1919). Fo-Hi was later revealed to be an 
associate of  Fu Manchu (see below). Fu Hsi from this story is 
meant to be a reincarnation of  Fo-Hi. 
 
Ming Loy is a reference to Princess Ling Moy from the 1931 film 
Daughter of  the Dragon, which was the second sequel to 1929's The 
Mysterious Dr. Fu Manchu. Moy, played by Anna May Wong, is Fu 
Manchu's daughter, being an adaptation of  Fah lo Suee. Lin Ying is 
Wong's character from the film Bombs Over Burma (1942). Kwan Mei 
is Wong's character seen in Lady from Chungking (1942).  
 
The Blue-Eyed Mandarin is meant to be a reference to the title 
character of  Achmed Abdullah's The Blue-Eyed Manchu (1916), which 
served as a Fu Manchu ripoff. Wu Chung Fu is from the film serial 
The Mysterious Mr. Wu Chung Foo (1914), which was an even more 
transparent Fu Manchu cash-in. Lord Lister is Wu Chung Foo's 
enemy in the serial, but he is also a preexisting pulp character who 
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was still appearing in European pulp magazines by the late 1930s. 
 
The “Darwood circuit” time-machine references Bloody Mary's 
former comrade, Professor Ernest Darwood—Darwood is a time-
traveler who originates from the film A Clockwork Blue (1972). 
 
“QJ” is Qiang Jiantou, the protagonist of  Katherine Avalon's Fuck 
Off  S.R. (2018). Qiang Jiantou is the reincarnation of  Fu Manchu. 
His fellow members on the High Council of  the Infinity Trust 
include Vesper (“West” from Fuck Off  S.R., a version of  Dr. Petrie 
from the Fu Manchu books) and Rama (“Ahsayrramah” from Fuck 
Off  S.R., based on Dr. Petrie's wife Karamaneh). 
 
K2 is Kory Kinyonga, from my book Kinyonga Tales. The 
Cavewoman is his friend Donia. Sina O'Sang is Francine 
Rainsford/Bloody Mary; her name references her father, Sanger 
Rainsford, while also punning on the word “sanguinary.” (Sanger 
Rainsford's adventures inspired the events of  Richard Connell's 
1924 short story “The Most Dangerous Game.”) Maikroft Tocse is 
examined below, but he is meant to be Arthur Conan Doyle's 
Sherlock Holmes. 
 
Jim Anthony is a pulp character created by Victor Rousseau 
Emanuel in 1940; he is an Irish-Comanche adventurer possessed of  
amazing intelligence and strength. Muteba Muamba appeared in my 
book Jim Anthony vs. Mastermind, the fifth volume of  Jim Anthony 
stories from Airship 27 Productions. The Priests of  Ipet-Isut are 
meant to be the Priests of  Karnak from the film The Mummy's Hand 
(1940) and its sequels—Ipet-Isut is another name for the city of  
Karnak. “Eriuan” references Eriu, the matron goddess of  Ireland, 
from whom the island gets its name. Maria Flores is from the 
original Jim Anthony stories and played a notable role in my 
continuation of  such. 
 
Carl Peters is meant to be Carl Peterson from H.C. “Sapper” 
McNeile's Bulldog Drummond series—the Comte de Guy was an 
alias Peterson often used. However, the title of  the Count of  Gi has 
also been by Bloody Mary's enemy, the vampire Dr. James 
Kamarack, who also uses the alias “Count Substance.” I meant to 
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imply that Peterson and Kamarack were allies at one point. 
“Maddog Hammond” is meant to be Bulldog Drummond himself. 
Captain Midnight is from the radio serial of  the same name, which 
ran from 1938 to 1949; Ivan Shark was once of  his recurring 
enemies. The name “Carl Ivan Gloria” is a reference to “Carl Ivan 
Chu” from the Mystery Science Theater 3000 episode for The Castle of  
Fu Manchu (1969); the name “Carl Ivan Chew” is suggested to be 
the true identity of  Christopher Lee's interpretation of  Fu Manchu, 
which uses yellowface makeup and furthers the racism present in 
that movie.  
 
Lion Man is a superhero from the 1947 comic book All-Negro 
Comics, which was the first comic to be exclusively produced, 
written, and drawn by black people. 
 
Zoro is from the film Geisha Girl (1952); he is a criminal with 
strange powers. Don Diego is the other Zorro, being the sword-
wielding hero created by Johnston McCulley. The Beggar of  Fate is 
from the film Oriental Evil (1951), made by the same creative team 
behind Geisha Girl. The names “Fantomu Mishirahu Hito” and “El 
Desconocido Fantoma” are Japanese and Spanish respectively for 
Phantom Stranger, referring to the DC Comics character who first 
appeared in 1952.  
 
The Great Chan is Charlie Chan, the Chinese detective created by 
Earl Derr Biggers in 1925. He was first suggested to be the son of  
Fu Manchu in Dennis Power's “Asian Detectives in the Wold 
Newton Universe.” 
 
The Oyama case is from Tokyo File 212 (1951), which was also from 
the makers of  Geisha Girl.  
 
Tom Brown is the title figure of  Thomas Hughes' novel Tom Brown's 
School Days (1857). The schoolboy genre, which was huge in Britain 
into the mid-20th Century, was often fraught with imperialist 
propaganda and racism. “Carter Bolan” is a reference to Nick 
Carter: Killmaster and Mack Bolan. Nick Carter: Killmaster is a 
modern take on the detective character who was created by 
Ormond G. Smith in 1886—a Vietnam vet and spy, Nick Carter: 
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Killmaster was created by Michael Avallone and Valerie Moolman in 
1964. Mack Bolan, aka the Executioner, is another Vietnam vet 
involved with violent government undertakings, who was created by 
Don Pendleton in 1969. The Carter and Bolan series are renowned 
for their male chauvinism. 
 
Fu Manchu used the alias “Mahdi Bey” in Sax Rohmer's The Bride of  
Fu Manchu (1933). 
 
“Rising Spirit,” Fu Manchu's other son, is a reference to Marvel 
Comics' Shang Chi, who in his original appearance was shown to be 
the offspring of  Rohmer's crime-lord. 
 
Fransizka Hohfer Lorenzo is meant to be Gidget, from Frederick 
Kohner's Gidget, the Little Girl with Big Ideas (1957). Her name is given 
as Fransizka Hohfer in the original books, but in the 1959 film 
adaptation and its sequels her name is given as Frances Lawrence. 
Paul Lorenzo is the social reformer from the film Sex Madness 
(1938). 
 
“Hassan” refers to the lineage of  Ahmed bin-Hassan from Edith 
Maude Hull's The Sheik (1919), turned into a 1921 film starring 
Rudolph Valentino. The tale of  bin-Hassan's lineage is told in my 
short story “The Tale of  Two Titles; or, the Mummy vs. the Si-Fan.” 

 
The Dragon and the Ox 

 
I originally wrote this story under the name “Victor Luminera,” 
referencing the director of  the film Psyched by the 4D Witch (1972). 
The true name of  that film's director was Lawrence Milton Boren, a 
UFO researcher and possible stage producer, who I have credited 
here. In 2012 I wrote four stories in the “Agent 19-13-21-20” porn 
series under the Luminera pseudonym. See below. 
 
Hanzo Hitara is meant to be a descendant of  Hattori Hanzo from 
Kill Bill (2003) and Kill Bill: Volume 2 (2004). Hanzo, played by Sonny 
Chiba, is based off  of  Chiba's character of  Hattori Hanzo in the 
TV series Shadow Warriors (1980-1985). All three of  these men are 
descended from the real-life samurai Hattori Hanzo (1542-1596). 
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At risk of  over-explaining, as Hanzo does, “Apollonius” refers to 
the philosopher Apollonius of  Tyana (15-100 CE), while “Agricola” 
refers to Gnaeus Julius Agricola (40-93 CE). 
 
Jane Gay was the scantily-clad protagonist of  Norman Pett's comic 
strip Jane (1932-1959). Peter the Brazen, the Gray Dragon, and 
Kahn Meng are all from from the Peter the Brazen stories by 
George F. Worts, which ran from 1918 to 1935.  
 
The Order of  the Madonna comes from my book The Divine Mrs. E 
and my story story “Unbalanced” in the third volume of  stories 
from Airship 27 to star the Domino Lady. It is based on the Order 
of  Our Lady from Sax Rohmer's Sumuru series, as well as the blue-
octopus cult from the James Bond film Octopussy (1983).  
 
Mata Hari (1876-1917) was a real-life spy and courtesan. Sumuru 
appeared in a series of  books by Sax Rohmer which began in 1950. 
Emanuelle, or “Emmanuelle” is the pen name of  Marayat Rollet-
Andriane (1932-2005), who in 1959 published Emmanuelle, a semi-
fictional account of  her sexual escapades. After the book was 
adapted to film in 1974, numerous movies used the name 
“Emmanuelle” or “Emanuelle” to try to cash in on that film's 
success. Emmanuelle is the titular “Mrs. E” of  my book. 
 
The “Zaagii” refer to the Insects of  Shaggai from the Cthulhu 
Mythos. In my story “Unbalanced” the Shaggai, under the 
command of  Azathoth, helped create the planet Gor from John 
Norman's books. Presumably they were experimenting with the 
same dimensional technology that Agricola used to create his 
weapon. The “Erumay” are meant to be a reference to the insectoid 
Hiromi from the Star Wars comics. The ants of  Alamogordo are 
from the giant monster film Them! (1954); in my story “Bug's Life” 
in Tales of  the Shadowmen: Volume 15 from Black Coat Press, I 
explained the giant ants as being created by the eccentric Dr. 
Moreau seen in the 1996 film adaptation of  H.G. Wells' The Island of  
Dr. Moreau (1896).  
 
“Earth-O” is from the porn stories I wrote as Victor Luminera. The 
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mechanics of  Earth-X are explored in the Bloody Mary series and 
Kinyonga Tales.  
 
The Block, Luminera's method of  transmissions, the Mages, and the 
fate of  Earth-O are all detailed in the last of  my Luminera stories. 
The Emperor, the Third Enemy of  the Multiverse, is from my own 
fiction. The Emperor is the being destined to destroy the entire 
Multiverse. 
 
The Lizard King and the Order of  the Madonna's involvement with 
it are from my books Tail of  the Lizard King and The Divine Mrs. E. 
 
The Crimson Dragon references Pink Floyd's “Another Brick in the 
Wall.” Lady Mondegreen comes from author Sylvia Wright 
mishearing the lines “They have slain the Earl o' Moray / and layd 
him on the green” from Scottish ballad “The Bonnie Earl O' 
Moray” as “They have slain the Earl o' Moray / and Lady 
Mondegreen.” Since she shared this in 1954 the word 
“mondegreen” has come to refer to replacement lyrics filled in by a 
listener who mishears the actual lyrics of  a song or poem. 

 
The Adventure of  the Mummified Surgeon 

 
Zuvendis is from H. Rider Haggard's novel Allan Quatermain (1887), 
starring his adventurer Allan Quatermain who first appeared in King 
Solomon's Mines (1885). The Wakanda people first appeared in Edgar 
Rice Burroughs' The Man-Eater (1915), but here they are combined 
with the nation of  Wakanda from Marvel Comics' Black Panther 
comics. 
 
Harry Killer is from Jules and Michel Verne's The Barsac Mission 
(1914). Harry Killer is a warlord of  sorts who commands Blackland, 
a city hidden in the desert. 
 
Nylepthah is indeed important to Zuvendis during the events of  
Allan Quatermain. 
 
Dr. Quartz is the nemesis of  the Nick Carter who appeared in 1886, 
mentioned above (the non-Killmaster). Dr. Quartz is one of  the 
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first really memorable mad scientists in modern fiction. 
 
Dr. Genessier is from Jean Redon's Eyes Without a Face (1959). In 
that film Genessier kills young woman to steal their skin and 
repaired his injured daughter's face. Genessier's involvement with 
the events of  Sax Rohmer's Re-Enter Fu Manchu (1957) and the 1971 
film of  Ian Fleming's Diamonds Are Forever (1956) was described in 
my story “The Mummy vs. the Si-Fan.” (The Si-Fan is Fu Manchu's 
criminal association, while SPECTRE is the enemy of  James Bond, 
as seen in Fleming's novels.) 
 
“Vril” is the energy source from Edward Bulwer-Lytton's The Coming 
Race (1871). The vril energy is controlled by the Vril-ya, a race of  
subterranean humanoids who are mentioned later. 
 
Sherlock Holmes' identity of  Escott the plumber and Charles 
Milverton are both from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's “The Adventure 
of  Charles Augustus Milverton” (1904). The full alias of  William 
Escott, along with Holmes' full name being “William Sherlock Scott 
Holmes,” come from William S. Baring-Gould's Sherlock Holmes of  
Baker Street (1962). 
 
“Tana leaves” are the source of  power for the mummy Kharis from 
The Mummy's Hand and its sequels. In Sherlockian lore, Holmes 
extended his lifespan greatly with the use of  “royal bee jelly.” The 
relationship between tana and the royal jelly was explored in “The 
Mummy vs. the Si-Fan.” 
 
“Mr. Heard” refers to author H.F. Heard (1889-1971), who wrote a 
series of  novels featuring a disguised Sherlock Holmes operating 
under the name “Mr. Mycroft.” The first was A Taste of  Honey 
(1941), which will be discussed further below. 
 
James Moriarty is Sherlock Holmes' nemesis. His being related to 
Carl Peterson comes from Win Scott Eckert's “The Malevolent 
Moriartys.” 
 
Mehmet Warrender's first name references my theories from “The 
Mummy vs. the Si-Fan” that the men named Mehmet in the films 
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Vampyros Lesbos (1971) and Macumba Sexual (1983) were related to 
the Priest of  Karnak Mehmet Bey from the 1940s Mummy movies. 
 
“Mr. Lupa” refers to Auguste Lupa, the name John Lescroart used 
for the detective Nero Wolfe, who has been theorized to be the son 
of  Sherlock Holmes. Nero Wolfe was created for a series of  mystery 
stories by Rex Stout in 1934. 
 
The Punjab lasso is an instrument of  murder from Gaston Leroux's 
The Phantom of  the Opera (1910). One can save oneself  from being 
strangled with by “holding your hand at the level of  your eye” to 
catch the strand. Baritsu is a fictional martial art accidentally created 
by Arthur Conan Doyle in the Sherlock Holmes series, based on a 
mishearing of  the name for a real martial art, bartitsu.  
 
The Black Coats are from a series of  books from the middle of  the 
19th Century by Paul Feval. Michele Pezza (1771-1806), aka Fra 
Diavolo, was a real person who was incorporated into the Black 
Coats books, becoming the fictional “Colonel Bozzo-Corona.” 
 
“Comrade Boznik-Koronovich” and his hypnotized biker-gangs are 
from my book Deus Mega Therion. As seen in “The Mummy vs. the 
Si-Fan” and Meta-Terrax, Boznik-Koronovich was not Colonel 
Bozzo-Corona, but instead Bob Morane's enemy Tania Orloff  
operating under an alias to slander the real Colonel. Tania Orloff  
and Bob Morane are from a series of  stories by Charles-Henri 
Dewisme which began in 1953. The Black Robes are a cult from the 
film Secrets of  Chinatown.  
 
Father Donegal is a priest seen in Sax Rohmer's President Fu Manchu 
(1936). Ming Dwan is an alias taken by Myra Reldon, an agent of  
the pulp character The Shadow. Donegal Dawn is the Sherlock 
Holmes-like detective from Secrets of  Chinatown. 
 
Quentin Locke was played by Harry Houdini in the film serial The 
Master Mystery (1918-1919). Sexton Blake was created by Harry Blyth 
in 1893, and ripped off  Sherlock Holmes in many ways. However, 
Blake eventually grew into his own character. Dixon Hawke, created 
by an unknown author in 1912, was another Holmes clone who 
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branched out. Nelson Lee, created by Dr. John Staniforth in 1894, 
was much the same way. Harry Dickson was created in 1907 as an 
assistant to Sherlock Holmes in a German pulp, and was eventually 
reinvented into “the American Sherlock Holmes,” a full-on detective 
in his own right. Both Sexton Blake and Harry Dickson ended up 
moving into 221B Baker Street during the time when Sherlock 
Holmes was believed to be dead. 
 
Howard Hilary is Harry Houdini's character from the film The Man 
from Beyond (1922); as described here, Hilary was a sailor who was 
frozen in ice for a century, before reawakening and become an 
adventurer of  sorts. The operative who was frozen in the same ice is 
meant to be Marvel's Captain America. 
 
Queen Tera is the mummy from Bram Stoker's The Jewel of  Seven 
Stars (1903). Yasta-hiqun is Katherine Avalon's name for Kharis in 
Fuck Off  S.R.; Kharis is the mummy from Universal's 1940s 
mummy series. Kahlariish is Avalon's name for Klaris, the mummy 
from the film Abbott and Costello Meet the Mummy (1955). 
 
Lady Nora O'Neil, an Irish terrorist, was created by Clive Stewart in 
1936. Scarlet O'Neil was the star of  Russell Stamm's comic strip 
Invisible Scarlet O'Neil.  
 
Abel Trelawney is from The Jewel of  Seven Stars, but the mention of  
Nick Jenkins conflates him with Dr. Trelawney from Anthony 
Powell's A Dance to the Music of  Time (1951-1975). Dr. Trelawney is 
based on occultist Aleister Crowley (1875-1947), as are his students. 
Julian Karswell is from M.R. James' “Casting the Runes” (1911), 
receiving his first name of  Julian from the film adaptation from 
1957, Night of  the Demon. Hjalmar Poelzig is from the movie The 
Black Cat (1934). Anselm Oakes is from Christopher Isherwood's “A 
Visit to Anselm Oakes” (1966), while Christopher Carlton is from 
E.M. Butler's Silver Wings (1952). 
 
“Power” is Justin Power, from the film Dimension 5 (1966), which is 
also the source of  Big Buddha. The Pig is from the movie Death 
Dimension (1978). Big Buddha and the Pig are both played by Harold 
Sakata. 
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Q is MI5's inventor in the James Bond novels and films. The 
Diogenes Club, frequented by Mycroft Holmes, is from the Sherlock 
Holmes stories. Cane is from Dimension 5. 
 
“Mola” is based on Mola Ram, from the film Indiana Jones and the 
Temple of  Doom (1984). 
 
Telekill alloy is borrowed from the universe of  the SCP Foundation. 
The Foundation is an organization that contains various monsters 
and anomalies, or tries to contain them. As is the case here telekill 
alloy prevents telepathic transmissions. 
 
The Nova Mob is from the Nova Trilogy by William S. Burroughs, 
which includes The Soft Machine (1961), The Ticket That Exploded 
(1962), and Nova Express (1964). The Nova Mob is an 
interdimensional horde of  monstrous criminals. 
 
Myles Clarkson is from Fred Mustard Stewart's The Mephisto Waltz 
(1969). Clarkson is a talented pianist who is possessed by the spirit 
of  his fellow musician Duncan Ely, who is a Satanist. In my story 
“The Curse of  Orlac” in Tales of  the Shadowmen Volume 14, it is 
revealed that “Ely” is actually Stephen Orlac, from Maurice Renard's 
The Hands of  Orlac (1920), who has turned to evil. 
 
Richard Vollin is the plastic surgeon from the film The Raven (1935). 
Malcolm Walsh is the surgeon from movie Face/Off  (1997). Dr. 
Eckhart, and Harvey “Apollo” Kent, are from the Batman comics. 
Dracula is from Bram Stoker's Dracula (1897); his ability to create 
“soul-clones” (used as an explanation for the plethora of  vampires 
called “Dracula”) was theorized by Chuck Loridans. 
 
“Clonus” is meant to be the titular company from the film Parts: The 
Clonus Horror (1979). Hailsham is the boarding school for clones 
from Kazuo Ishiguro's Never Let Me Go (2005). (I have always 
wondered if  the clone culture from Ishiguro’s novel is connected to 
that seen in Nancy Farmer’s 2002 novel The House of  the Scorpion.) 
The plant-pods of  Santa Mira are from Jack Finney's novel The Body 
Snatchers (1954), which was the basis for the movie Invasion of  the 
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Body Snatchers (1956). The Ritual of  Altosagha is from my own 
fiction, particularly my online story The Monogram Monograph. The 
Dreamlands are technically from a variety of  stories but they are 
primarily based on the Dreamlands seen in the Cthulhu Mythos. 
 
H.W. Manfred is from the film The Deadly Bees (1966), which started 
life as an adaptation of  A Taste for Honey. Eventually it was morphed 
into a bee-themed horror film, and so eventually the Mr. Mycroft 
character became the villain, in the form of  Manfred. And so a 
Sherlock Holmes clone, Quentin Locke, is turned into the evil 
Holmes figure of  Deadly Bees. H.W.'s ancestor, Conrad Manfred, is 
from Horace Walpole's The Castle of  Otranto (1764).  
 
Silchester is Mr. Mycroft's assistant in A Taste for Honey and its 
sequels. Both A Taste for Honey and The Deadly Bees feature characters 
named Hargrove. 
 
The story of  Dr. Moreau and his time-traveling gorillas is told in my 
story “The Cosmos of  Dr. Moreau.” Bradford Crane is from the 
disaster film The Swarm (1978), while Sigmund Hummel is played by 
John Carradine in The Bees (1978). He is conflated with Carradine's 
character of  Sigmund Walters from the film Captive Wild Woman 
(1943). Summersisle, not to be confused with Summerisle, is from 
the 2006 remake of  the 1973 film The Wicker Man. In the original 
Wicker Man the crop of  the island is apples, while honey is the 
produce in the 2006 version. 
 
Dr. Richard Benedict, Mantra International, and Sarah are all from 
the film Age of  Insects (1990), an astounding movie which really just 
needs to be seen for itself. 
 
Hassan and Lorenzo are of  course Andy and Rick from the 
previous story. As they themselves pointed out, Achmet Genghis 
Khan (unlikely to be his true name) is from Arthur Conan Doyle's 
“Uncle Jeremy's Household” (1887), as is the Warrender family 
descended from him. 
 
The man with the bowler hat and the strange whistling theme is 
from the end of  The Deadly Bees. Vicki Robbins is from The Deadly 
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Bees but is explained below. The Carrie Nations are the band from 
the movie Beyond the Valley of  the Dolls (1970). 
 
The Blue Phantom, aka Illiad Ziguwmar, is from my unfinished 
story ReTales. See the next section for more information. Immortée 
is the daughter of  Bloody Mary's friend Immorté; some of  her 
exploits were depicted in my story “A History of  Immorté.” 
 
The background between Dr. Watson and Nyleptha the younger is 
from Philip Jose Farmer's The Adventure of  the Peerless Peer (1974), 
though I have elaborated on it. Sorais is from Allan Quatermain. 
Watson's mother, Ella Mackenzie, gets her name from William S. 
Baring-Gould's Sherlock Holmes of  Baker Street.   
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The Remnants of  ReTales 

 
Elements from the stories collected in this volume overlapped with 
a story I was writing at the same time called ReTales, which still exists 
in partially-completed form at talesfromthestore.blogspot.com. This 
section is dedicated to revealing details from the stories I wanted to 
tell over the course of  ReTales, which began life as a series of  
cathartic pieces commenting on the frequent injustices one tends to 
encounter as a retail employee before evolving into a superhero 
story centered around working class empowerment. A combination 
of  poetry, horror, humor, and adventure, ReTales ended up 
becoming a crossover story, but one which was much less literal and 
grounded than anything I'd done before. Slowly, main characters 
developed, being a group of  cashiers at a Sun Valley Inc. grocery 
store: Eleanor del Rey, an ordinary kind woman whose lack of  
genetic connection to previous fictional characters was inspired by 
my impressions of  Rey from Star Wars; Garth Howard, who was 
killed over and over again by everybody and everything, and came 
back to work each time; Krissy Azedia, who would become a 
Christine figure for a Phantom of  the Grocery Store; Midori 
Mifune, who would dream of  monsters and one day gain the power 
of  one; the Dreamkeeper, who would electrocute customers who 
stole from the shop; and Johnny Whistler, a mysterious, half-spirit 
narrator too pretentious for his own good. They would discover that 
all the weird stuff  in the store passed off  early on as hallucinations 
or alternate worlds turned out to come from the store being built 
over a dimensional rift. A group of  supervillains would be stealing 
the energy from this rift, even as it tore apart the cashiers' universe. 
Fortunately, a superhero team called the Infinity Trust would appear 
to awaken the powers of  the cashiers and help them battle against 
Uncanny Evil. (As they tried to decipher the name of  the group 
they fought against, the heroes would learn a clue in the form of  the 
word “S l N,” spelled not with an “i” but an “L.” SLN are the letters 
abandoned from “Sun Valley Inc.” when it is rearranged to spell out 
“Uncanny Evil.”) Training missions would slowly transition into an 
all-out war between the two groups, where both heroes and villains 
died. At the end of  things, the story would return to the grocery 
store by way of  a reality reset, which turned Sun Valley into a 
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normal store. The cashiers would at first question if  their 
adventures with the Infinity Trust were dreams, before being picked 
up again by the Trust and taken back out to defend the Multiverse. I 
regret not being able to write this story in full—but I hope this 
information, as well as the character profiles provided below, allow 
at least a glimpse into the worlds I created for this tale of  common 
folk who became champions. 
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
 

Roll Call for the Infinity Trust 
 

The Infinity Trust had many members in its heroic ranks, and I'm happy to 
reveal the full roster as I planned it. Some of  these members we've encountered 
before but I'll touch on them just the same. It's notable that while names of  

Infinity Trust members are bolded, not every bolded individual has an entry, as 
their mention in another person's entry covers as much information as I feel fit to 

share for the purposes of  this book. 
 
QJ – Aka Qiang Jiantou, the main character of  Katherine Avalon's 
Fuck Off  S.R. He is the reincarnation of  Fu Manchu, possessing his 
desire to repel the destructive Western nations that have never paid 
reparations for their actions in Asia. He and his spouses Rama and 
Vesper, and their friend Pahg la Rein, warred with Bacchus Jones, 
a white supremacist who sought to alter history to erase all people 
of  color. After defeating Jones, as seen in Avalon’s book, this quartet 
became aware of  the coming doom of  their home universe. When 
they learned they could not prevent it, they prepared to flee, with QJ 
and Rama combining their talents in the mystic arts to do so. They 
traveled to the alternate universe of  Earth-Alpha in the early 21st 
Century. Here, they encountered other refugees from Earth-X, 
including K2, the Cavewoman, and Sina O'Sang. Their alliance 
was brought into being by Dr. Draugiz, Taylor Robbins, 
Elizabeth Vollin, Mr. W, and Will O' the Wisp, who had in turn 
come together via a directive given to Will O' the Wisp by QJ’s 
future self, when he had become one of  the members of  the 
Infinity Trust’s High Council. Though Pahg le Rein did not survive 
to enjoy a place on the High Council, these eleven individuals 
became the founders of  the Infinity Trust, and of  them, six took 
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seats on the group that would lead this team of  heroes. QJ was one 
of  these Council members, joining Rama, Vesper, K2, the 
Cavewoman, O'Sang, and Will O' the Wisp. QJ suffered tragedy 
during the war with the syndicate known as Uncanny Evil; his 
husband Vesper was killed. While QJ did not grieve openly, it was 
clear he was deeply affected by his partner's loss, and he and Rama, 
and QJ's daughter Ming Loy (joined in the escape effort by her 
friends Nuwa and Fu Hsi), pooled their psychic abilities to open a 
gateway to a realm higher than the dimensional entanglement of  the 
Multiverse—this led to a world they called the Metaverse. Here, they 
believed they could be reunited with Vesper in his next life. The 
High Council tried to talk them out of  it, but they could not be 
dissuaded, and vanished into their portal. They have not been seen 
since.  
 
K2 – Aka Kory Kinyonga, from my book Kinyonga Tales. Kory 
Kinyonga was something like a living math equation, created ages 
ago by an unknown alien race. Playing a role in his birth was the 
robo-genetic union between one of  the sentient equations and the 
adventurer X-51, from Marvel Comics' 2001: A Space Odyssey series. 
X-51 ended up on Kinyonga's homeworld and became his father 
because he traveled the universe as a companion of  Doctor Omega. 
Taking the material form of  a robot, Kinyonga could reshape his 
body into anything in existence. He traveled with a mysterious band 
of  adventurers, who possibly included an older Doctor Omega, but 
he was easily controlled by the will of  their enemies, and his unusual 
form “cursed” those around him to bad luck and death. He was 
abandoned on a planet where he remained trapped for hundreds of  
years. Eventually however, he escaped, destroying his curse in doing 
so and finding the company of  a subterranean ape-humanoid 
named Donia, also called the Cavewoman. The pair would become 
the best of  friends and to this day remain inseparable. They had 
many adventures using Kinyonga's inherent ability to travel through 
the dimensional layers of  time and space; Kinyonga was invited to 
join a village of  Swahili people, and he found a Swahili identity that 
gave him a strong sense of  self. He converted to Islam, and 
performs salat, praying five times a day and joining his village in 
doing so. He and Donia faced the destruction of  Earth-X together 
and survived it, along with the village who adopted Kinyonga. They 
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found themselves on Earth-Alpha, and eventually met up with Sina 
O'Sang/Bloody Mary, who was their friend. The trio journeyed 
together for some time before the Will O' the Wisp introduced 
them to the people who would form the Infinity Trust. Since then, 
Kory Kinyonga has focused on building the identity he formed 
since escaping his origins, and he and Donia frequently head many 
of  the major battles the Infinity Trust is drawn into. In a possible 
future glimpsed on Earth-X with fellow Trust agent Mórdún 
Saorduine, Kinyonga has a son by the name of  Antimony, sired by 
a wife named Sidri. Whether or not Sidri truly exists or if  Kinyonga 
will ever meet her remains a mystery.  
 
Dr. Edwina Tara – Sometimes called “Dr. Terror,” Edwina Tara's 
origins are described over the course of  this book. She is the heir to 
the Priests of  Ipet-Isut and their immortality herb tana, as well as 
the heroic legacies of  Jim Anthony, John H. Watson, and Maria 
Flores. Fiercely dedicated to the solar faith of  Zuvendis, Tara's 
powers allow her to use the energies of  life itself  to launch 
destructive rays at her enemies, and propel herself  forward or 
upward in terrific jumps. Dr. Tara's dark skin shimmers with a 
strange silvery allure, and her orange eyes and white hair provide her 
with a starkly otherworldly appearance. While there are legends that 
she is the product of  a failed attempt by the Sorcerer Edward 
Tamaron to get revenge on his enemy Dr. Cryptos, these rumors are 
considered false. Since joining the High Council of  the Infinity 
Trust, Dr. Tara has been drawn time and time again into battle with 
the various incarnations of  Edward Tamaron, perhaps adding fuel 
to the stories of  some link between the two. Dr. Tara attempted to 
recruit the Earth-Alpha hero Dr. Cryptos to the Trust's ranks, but 
Cryptos preferred to focus on his own organization, the Secret 
Society. Presently, Tara works in close concert with her lifelong 
friend and fellow Trust agent Mehmet Warrender, who is the son 
of  field agents Sarah Warrender, Rick Lorenzo, and Andy 
Hassan. Mehmet and his parents help migrate the Priests of  Ipet-
Isut between universes for deployment in Infinity Trust operations. 
 
Maikroft Tocse – Aka Sherlock Holmes, who first appeared in this 
form in this book. Maikroft Tocse's long life has been chronicled by 
many, most notably his late companion John H. Watson, as seen in 
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documents edited by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Indeed there are so 
many accounts of  Holmes that it is unlikely that all of  them are 
based on reality. Holmes is known, however, to have many 
counterparts in different timelines, dimensions, and universes, so 
presumably some accounts detail his alternate selves. During a Trust 
mission to the 1990s on Earth-X, Holmes was injured and placed 
inside a preservation coffin to recuperate. He was considered “lost” 
for over a hundred years, until he was revived in the 22nd Century. 
This was an alternate 22nd Century than the one which served as the 
last period of  history for Earth-X, following the Tsuu-Aas conquest. 
In this superscientific world, Holmes was restored to youth, and 
enjoyed several cases that paralleled some of  those he enjoyed with 
Watson. Returning to the Trust a younger man, Holmes has proven 
sharper than ever, even dealing with his opponents physically on 
occasion. All the same, the vast intellect of  the Great Detective 
cannot be slowed by time, and Holmes' primary conquests are 
mental in nature. 
 
Sina O'Sang – Aka Francine Rainsford, or Bloody Mary, who I 
wrote about in a series of  stories. With the story “A Mirror, Darkly” 
Bloody Mary celebrates 30 story appearances. Francine Rainsford's 
father Sanger left her when she was young and her mother was 
murdered by the Ku Klux Klan. She carried the anger of  her 
mother's death inside her as she became the only black student at 
Tennessee's Lamb University. This anger, provoked by the cruelty 
of  the white students, attracted the focus of  Nadine Ingomar, who 
in 1941 was the bearer of  the mantle of  Bloody Mary, a legacy 
thousands of  years old. Desiring to live a mortal life again, Ingomar 
offered to make Francine into the spirit instead, giving her the 
power to bring down the KKK. Francine accepted and became the 
new Bloody Mary, gaining the power to travel between reflective 
surfaces using the vast pocket dimension known as the Mirror-
Realm. She began a campaign against the Klan, delayed only by 
Ingomar's request that she take down Dr. Sean, the man who killed 
her family. The battle with Dr. Sean served as a baptism by fire, 
testing her fledgling powers to their limits. But eventually Francine 
would prove to be one of  the most adept wielders of  the powers of  
Bloody Mary, realizing she could travel through mirrors in time as 
well as space. This began a long history of  time-travel and 
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encounters with her past and future selves. (Admittedly some 
Infinity Trust researchers believe that she may have been pinned 
with a “chronal curse-tag” by her time-traveling enemy Lord Scand, 
who sought to create fractures in her timeline which he could 
exploit—this object “cursed” her with a strong tendency to travel 
through time.) Early in her career she learned that she would remain 
active as a crimefighter until 1983, when she was dragged into the 
22nd Century to battle against the demonic Tsuu-Aas—a battle 
which ended with the end of  the world. She never returned from 
that battle, but after learning of  this, she never let her four-decade 
deadline or the deadline of  her planet slow her down or weaken her 
morale. She remained a hero through the entirety of  her life, 
struggling consistently with the fires of  anger that powered the 
Mary-spirit, as well as the temptation to cross justice with revenge.  
Yet hope was always her guide. In her long career she accumulated 
many enemies, including the Wild Hunt of  Rheton, the vampire 
Armand Tesla, undead warlock Dr. Kamarack, the hunter Boris 
Orloff, the demon Vulthoom, the mutated Blackheart, and the 
insidious Pumpkin Master. However, she also gained an army of  
allies, beginning with Nadine Ingomar and her butler Allan Tyler; 
her cousin Brian Hammerstein and father Sanger Rainsford joined 
her, along with Loretta von Helsing, Ormond Murks, Ernest 
Darwood, Immorté (and later his daughter Immortée), Penelope 
Darwood, Blake Hart, Bart Hill, Thunderbolt Jim Lang, Lightnin' 
Bill Carson, Dr. Draugiz, Karnation Lee, Raven Réal, Krocosaurus, 
and many more. In the mid-1960s, Mary had completely destroyed 
the Ku Klux Klan and seen to legislation which outlawed the 
terrorist group forever. By the 1970s, she had earned her doctorate 
and was working as a professor, but she lost her credibility over 
research on the elusive “Infinity Trust” which she discovered had 
interacted with her world’s history on multiple occasions. This did 
not deter her, however, and eventually she reached the “Point of  
Destiny” in 1983, when she was dragged off  into the 22nd Century. 
Here, she was nearly defeated battling Tsuu-Aas, due to her long 
decades of  adventure and battle. However, her younger self  from 
the early '40s joined her, and was able to turn the tide. Remembering 
who she was forty years prior inspired Francine, and when Tsuu-
Aas' throneworld of  Terrax began exploding around her, she dove 
into the dimensional energies that burst out from the inside of  the 
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planet. Her powers allowed her to survive the energy maelstrom, 
and she was able to enter a gate to Earth-Alpha. She lived there for 
a number of  months before she discovered that her friends K2 and 
the Cavewoman had survived the loss of  their world as well. The 
three formed a team and carried on their heroic work on this new 
world. In time they would all become members of  the Infinity Trust 
High Council. Bloody Mary initially had difficulty reconciling her 
relationship with her fellow Council member QJ, once she learned 
that he was the reincarnation of  her old enemy, Dr. Sean. However, 
after saving each other’s lives in battle, she realized that QJ was 
more humane than his past self  and saw him for the hero he was. 
Though her connection to the pan-Multiversal Mirror-Realm has 
not faded in her old age, Francine Rainsford isn't as young as she 
once was, and has sought to appoint a successor. With Garth 
Howard, aka The Sanguinary, she seems to have found a worthy 
heir to the legacy of  Bloody Mary. 
 
Will O' the Wisp – Aka Peggy Desmond, or Willo, who was 
depicted in Katherine Avalon's The Compleat Dr. Draugiz (2018). 
Desmond took up her heroic alter ego in the lost Tod Browning 
film Peggy, the Will O' the Wisp (1917). While she originally operated 
as a non-powered vigilante on Earth-X, living a career of  crime-
fighting which has been lost to the ages, an adventure she had in 
1918 would change her life forever. When lodged comfortably in 
her Dublin home, she found herself  teleported without warning to a 
conflict at the Somme. This battle was part of  the ongoing German 
Spring Offensive that occupied the early months of  the year, where 
the Germans gained more ground than any side had since 1914. 
Peggy supported Irish independence (which was secured in 
December that same year) and therefore questioned her role in the 
War. If  she became a symbol of  Ireland, as was starting to take 
place, fighting alongside the English would strengthen the national 
image of  Ireland and therefore lend clout to the call for 
independence. However, she had no love of  the English, and so 
fighting with them was against her own principles. It is possible that 
Desmond could have met her death during the Battle of  the Somme 
were it not for the circumstances that brought her there. She didn't 
know it at the time, but the source of  her transportation was vril 
energy. It was vril from a time-gate which had been used by Dr. 
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Edwina Tara during a desperate battle with one of  the enemies of  
the Infinity Trust. Recognizing the costumed individual who joined 
her in battle as her old friend Willo, Tara realized that she had 
entered Desmond's timeline before she had become one of  the 
founders of  the Infinity Trust. In order to preserve the future as she 
knew it, Tara fought hard to keep her friend's younger self  safe. 
However, the clash between her vril energies and the power of  her 
enemy created a strange and explosive reaction. The radiation that 
emerged transformed the Will O' the Wisp, giving her command 
over a mysterious Light that would become her new weapon of  
choice. Her Light not only reveals hidden things but compels people 
to tell the truth. Dr. Tara and Willo were partners for a while before 
parting ways (for a time). At some point, Willo gained the power to 
travel through time, and ended up crossing paths with Dr. Draugiz, 
Taylor Robbins, and Mr. W—joining them in battle, she faced 
down Dr. Draugiz's daughter Elizabeth Vollin, who had claimed 
the powers of  the various invisible men (such as John H. Griffin) 
for her own. Eventually Elizabeth saw the error of  her ways and 
joined her father and his friends in adventuring. The quintet would 
go on to become the founding members of  the Infinity Trust, 
spurred along by the members of  the Trust's High Council from the 
future. While the others chose to take on lower ranks in the Trust in 
order to have more personal freedom, Peggy, who had been 
adventuring for many years, decided to take on the role of  semi-
retirement which the Council members lived in, and became one of  
the organization's leaders. Her previous bond with Dr. Tara led to 
them taking on many missions together, including one which 
brought them to San Francisco in the late 1980s. Here they 
encountered a killer-for-hire named Farkas Janowski, who 
challenged the two superpowered beings more than they anticipated. 
He demonstrated necromantic powers over the dead which he 
claimed he had gained after nearly being killed by ghosts a few years 
ago. The circumstances of  Farkas' murders had been made into a 
movie, Roberta Finlay's The Oracle. Willo and Tara learned that 
Janowski was a transgender man, who had previously had an 
infamous career as a killer who murdered for more personal reasons. 
Under the name Ethel Janowski he had committed several murders 
in 1973—his victims included his sister Rosalee, though this did not 
leave him an only child. His sister Edith Janowski had her own 
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murderous career, depicted in the films Death Nurse (1987) and Death 
Nurse 2 (1987), while their brother Gordon also appeared in the 
Death Nurse films as well as the movie Doctor Bloodbath (1987). Ethel 
was caught at the end of  the film Criminally Insane (1975), but 
returned to killing nearly a decade later during the events of  
Criminally Insane 2 (1987). The conclusion of  that sequence of  
happenings had Ethel sent to a mental hospital. It was in this 
hospital that Ethel realized his true gender and took on a new name. 
This name was derived from an alias used by his father, who was the 
villainous Dr. Mabuse—Mabuse used the alias of  Farkas in the film 
The Vengeance of  Dr. Mabuse (1972). Farkas' mother had been a 
woman named Katja Orloff, who Mabuse had met through one of  
his kidnapping victims/assistants, the much-abused scientific Peter 
Orloff. Peter claimed that Katja was his daughter. Katja Orloff  was 
a new iteration of  the woman whose complicated story was told in 
Henry Robertson Waterhouse's “The Cuckoo Girl: Or, Jeffrey 
Pratt's Wedding” (1883). An earlier version of  Katja had been the 
mother of  the timeless adventurer Immorté and grandmother of  
Infinity Trust agent Immortée. In Criminally Insane, Rosalee 
mentions to Ethel that their mother had taken up with “a little 
brown man.” (Ethel's family is shown to be extremely racist, with 
Ethel being antisemitic. Farkas' scenes in The Oracle show him to 
have antisemitic views as well.) This disparaging phrasing was her 
way of  referencing Katja Orloff's relationship with the cult leader 
Datu Sumlang, whose story was told in the film Moro Witch Doctor 
(1964). Katja Orloff  had been the mother of  Sumlang's daughter 
Karma. Given that Karma was a young woman in the 1940s, it's 
difficult to explain how Katja's mid-century incarnation was her 
mother. However, using the power of  Manos, Datu Sumlang 
combined Katja's unique chronal properties with the research of  
psychics like Carlo Lombardi and Quintus Ratcliff  to retroactively 
produce a child with her. Farkas Janowski may have learned of  his 
half-sister and her father's relation to the Manos cults of  the world, 
including the Reanhauer Cult which was seen in the film Nurse Sherri 
(1978). He could have joined the Manos cults, and the occult 
training he received would have enhanced the supernatural powers 
he demonstrated in combat against Peggy and Tara. Ultimately, 
Peggy's fighting skills combined with the power of  her Light 
enabled her to land the final blow, which saw Farkas imprisoned for 
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what would turn out to be the final time. Janowski died in prison in 
1993. Later, Peggy Desmond would investigate rumors that the 
prison Farkas died in was haunted. However, the details of  this 
adventure remain a mystery.  
 
Crimson Dragon – Aka Jane Meng, or Mrs. E. As described in this 
volume, Jane Meng was a descendant of  both the Gray Dragon and 
Jane Gay. She was also the heir to the command of  the Order of  the 
Madonna, an ancient society traditionally led by an agent known as 
Mrs. E. Though she was reluctant to take on the title of  Mrs. E, she 
did so after developing a sense of  teamwork during her time with 
the Infinity Trust. Her companion Hanzo Hitara declined 
membership in the Infinity Trust after an introductory mission. He 
is considered an honorary member, similar to Zoro. These days, 
while not pursuing private sex work, Jane trains the young women 
of  the Order of  the Madonna, and maintains a fairly distant 
relationship with the Infinity Trust. However, she has befriended 
Dr. Tara and the Will O' the Wisp, as well as Dr. Tara's friend 
Mehmet Warrender. There are stories that she has clashed with 
both Lady Zoga and Edward Tamaron's third form, Tsutomu 
Warren. 
 
Blue Phantom – Aka Illiad Ziguwmar. The Blue Phantom was the 
twin brother of  fellow Infinity Trust agent Dr. Draugiz. Though 
their ancestry will be explained in the entry on Draugiz, it's worth 
noting that Illiad showed off  his descent from the crimelord 
Zigomar by way of  his surname. The Blue Phantom inhabited the 
Sun Valley grocery store, which at the time employed several future 
Infinity Trust members, including Batuu, Eleanor del Rey, Garth 
Howard, Midori Mifune, and Krissy Azedia. It was Krissy who 
discovered his secret existence, and in her he sensed a kindred spirit. 
He revealed some of  his history early on in their friendship, 
including the details behind his blue eyes, and the azure mask which 
hid his face—the eyes had belonged to QJ in his guise of  the Blue-
Eyed Mandarin, while he recovered the blue mask of  Sina 
O'Sang's enemy the Scandium Conqueror during a mysterious 
battle with Scand's killer, the demon Kul'ul. Slowly, the Phantom 
trained her to become his avenger, his Siren, righting small wrongs 
among the customers of  the store at first and later moving on to 
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proper training for becoming a member of  the Infinity Trust. Krissy 
became like the daughter he never had, and as the storm clouds 
brewed for the coming battle between the Trust and Uncanny Evil, 
the pair fought side by side in Arthurian England, on the planet 
Rheton, and at a far-future incarnation of  the Paris Opera House. 
The Blue Phantom faced down a skull-faced rival, the Angel of  
Death, who was his counterpart in Uncanny Evil. He and the Siren 
managed to defeat the Angel of  Death every time. Unfortunately, 
the Blue Phantom was caught off-guard when the Infinity Trust's 
headquarters was under attack from the Morley Man, who had 
been turned into a treacherous sleeper-agent. Having been wounded 
on his last mission with the Siren, he was unable to defend himself  
from a strike that proved fatal. He died in his apprentice's arms as 
the Infinity Trust's battle team were also killed. The Siren would 
seek revenge against the Morley Man but was unable to make 
herself  kill him, having seen too much good in the heart of  Illiad 
Ziguwmar to avenge him with violence. The Morley Man then 
destroyed part of  the chamber they battled in, killing himself  in an 
effort to prevent himself  from betraying the team any further. The 
Siren remembered the long life of  adventure that the Blue Phantom 
had led, and kept him alive in her memories, eventually meeting with 
her teacher's sibling Dr. Draugiz. The two bonded over memories 
of  Illiad, which helped Draugiz through the grief  from the death of  
her friend Mr. W. The Siren joined Draugiz's personal adventuring 
group, enjoying missions alongside Taylor Robbins, Elizabeth 
Vollin, and the Will O' the Wisp. 
 
Siren – Aka Krissy Margo Azedia. She was born into a typical 
middle-class Midwest home, the daughter of  Steve Azedia and Mary 
van Winkle. Her life was fairly ordinary and she was deeply bored by 
her job at the local grocery store, Sun Valley. However, she heard 
from her coworker Eleanor del Rey that there was a ghost 
haunting the grocery store, a masked ghost: a Blue Phantom. 
Krissy eventually learned that the Blue Phantom was a benevolent 
individual named Illiad Ziguwmar. He trained her to become an 
agent for the mysterious Infinity Trust, of  which he was a member. 
In time Krissy would face an initiation ceremony which involved a 
terrifying duel with her inner self  on the ancient spirit-world of  
Cyfizyg, before being added to the Trust's roster as the Siren. She 



181 

 

and the Blue Phantom shared many adventures together as the 
Trust uncovered the secrets behind Sun Valley. It transpired that the 
grocery company served as a home base for the enemies of  the 
Trust, a group known as Uncanny Evil. During the war between the 
Trust and Uncanny Evil, the Siren and the Blue Phantom shared 
more adventures together, until the Phantom was cut down during 
the brawl against the brainwashed Morley Man. Grieving the death 
of  her friend and father figure, Krissy fought back against the 
villains that threatened her allies, and pursued the Morley Man in 
search of  revenge. She joined The Liberator and the two of  them 
battled their way through one of  Uncanny Evil's facilities, guarded 
by sentry robots and, on its deeper and more putrescent levels, 
warrior monsters. They defeated the Morley Man, but the Siren 
couldn't bring herself  to kill him—though the Blue Phantom had 
not been a peaceful soul, she valued him enough to avoid staining 
his memory in blood. The Morley Man died anyway, by his own 
hand. After the battle, the Siren met her mentor's sibling, Dr. 
Draugiz, who had recently lost his good friend Mr. W. Sensing the 
same sort of  kindred spirit in Draugiz as the Blue Phantom's, Krissy 
opted to join Draugiz's party of  adventurers, departing from regular 
service in the Infinity Trust without relinquishing her membership. 
When the battles between the Trust and their foes rewrote reality 
and turned Sun Valley into an ordinary grocery store, Krissy joined 
her colleagues when they “went back to work.” However, it didn't 
escape their notice that she was considerably older than she'd been 
when they last saw her. Of  all the workers at Sun Valley who found 
their way back to the Infinity Trust, Krissy alone was not among 
them. 
 
Immortée – Aka Theresa Blood-Orloff-van Helsing. Theresa was 
the daughter of  Prince Immorté of  the planet Rheton, who 
obtained his throne in the 1940s thanks to the efforts of  Sina 
O'Sang. Her father had been conjured into life with Rhetonian 
black magic, and both his body and his daughter's were made of  a 
strange supernatural material that resembled a combination of  flesh 
and plastic. Under their shimmering night-black skin were 
luminescent bones that shined through to the surface of  their 
bodies; while Immorté, raised in the American deserts, usually wore 
minimal clothing, his daughter was fond of  Earth's fashion trends, 
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while also taking on traditional Rhetonian armor for dangerous 
missions. Both also sported long manes of  thick black hair growing 
long from their heads. Theresa's mother was Carmilla von Helsing, 
half-sister to Sina O'Sang's old friend Loretta von Helsing. Carmilla 
represented a dalliance on behalf  of  Loretta von Helsing's father 
Muller, wherein he betrayed his vampire-hunting code to pursue an 
affair with a member of  the vampiric Karnstein family. The name 
Carmilla, as well as anagrams of  it, was popular among the 
Karnstein line. Theresa Blood-Orloff-van Helsing was heir to the 
families of  the pirate Peter Blood, the treacherous children of  Dr. 
Orloff, and the heroic van Helsings (albeit the German von Helsing 
branch), as well one of  the most ancient vampire clans of  Europe. 
Carmilla von Helsing helped train Immortée to control the dark 
impulses of  her vampiric ancestry, as well as teaching her the secrets 
of  vampire-hunting. Immortée's powers were the same as her 
father's; she possessed telepathy and telekinesis, as well as the ability 
to psychically ignite the oxygenated blood of  her enemies. As the 
granddaughter of  a vampire she would have inherited her ancestors' 
supernatural longevity, but her father's genes already gave her the 
immortality which named them both. In the 1970s, Immortée had a 
chance to flex her powers on Earth when she joined her father for 
his return visit. During this time she became a companion of  Sina 
O'Sang, and they shared a number of  adventures together. 
Eventually however, Theresa returned to the world which she ruled 
as Princess. During this time, however, she attended a B-movie 
festival with a group of  punk fans, wherein she watched the 1961 
film The Phantom Planet. To her surprise, the film gave a mostly-
inaccurate depiction of  the planet Rheton, but the film, set in 1980, 
claimed that Rheton was doomed to collapse under the pressure of  
its own gravitational technology. Immortée wondered if  the 
filmmakers somehow had knowledge of  the future. Supposedly a 
data device from the future had appeared in 1930, being left behind 
by some time-traveler from an era yet to come. Hollywood legend 
held that many science-fiction productions set in the future were 
inspired by data retrieved from this “tricorder.” At this time Rheton 
used gravitational technology similar to that seen in the film. 
Immortée wondered if  it could be sabotaged, and spent several 
years on Rheton preparing for the worst. However, she was 
expecting an army, when in truth it was a singular agent who took 
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advantage of  the situation. This mysterious criminal became aware 
of  Immortée's fears and used them as inspiration for his plan. The 
being who called himself  N0ir made a hobby of  destroying planets, 
though he often received payment for wiping out worlds from a 
number of  space pirate confederations and interstellar dictatorships. 
N0ir stirred up insurrection on Rheton, turning the people against 
King Immorté and his daughter. While the King and Princess 
struggled to present themselves favorably to the people, N0ir 
infected the computer systems of  the planet's gravity devices with a 
virus, causing them to self-destruct. Immortée battled N0ir, who 
had donned a powerful battlesuit, and the encounter ended with the 
planet-killer's death. The duel gave Immortée's father enough time 
to complete the engine of  the spaceship with saved their people. 
80% of  Rheton's populace was able to escape. However, this victory 
did not come without sacrifice; the fuel container for the escape 
ship was lost in a rift when the planet began to crack apart. Immorté 
turned his powers inward, turning himself  into fuel by igniting his 
own blood in a massive explosion, which was able to get the ship 
launched away from the planet in time. The Rhetonians were left to 
the mercies of  space. In 1983, three years into their exile, the 
Rhetonians encountered a group of  superhumans traveling into 
space from Earth. These superheroes stopped to enlist the potential 
aid of  the people aboard the ship in a battle against a being they 
called the Anti-Monitor. Sina O'Sang would learn and later share 
with Immortée that the Anti-Monitor was possibly related to the 
entity known as Gamba, a psychic clone of  the dark lord Tsuu-Aas, 
who she fought on Earth during the so-called “Crisis.” The Anti-
Monitor had split itself  in half, with one half  carrying off  a second 
group of  superheroes to an artificial planet fight in its “Secret 
Wars.” In exchange for help in getting her people to safety, 
Immortée volunteered to aid them in their battle at the Anti-
Monitor's space fortress. One of  the heroes was the resident 
guardian of  the New York suburb of  Metropolis, whose cousin 
would die in the forthcoming battle. He told Immortée of  how 
N0ir, the terrorist who destroyed her planet, was likely the same 
murderer who influenced the explosion of  his own homeworld. 
This individual was known as Black Zero. The superheroes who had 
been shunted to the artificial planet had battled members of  Black 
Zero's species, who were called Space Phantoms due to their origins 
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in a dimension which the Metropolis guardian was quite familiar 
with, the Phantom Zone. They were supposedly the servants of  the 
evil Scandium Conqueror. Seeing this superhero grieve over his 
cousin's murder caused Immortée to give in to the grief  she felt for 
her father. (In the comics loosely adapted from these events, 
Immortée's actions were seen by the writers as a chance to introduce 
a new superhero, one who had also lost her home-planet; this 
character was Lady Quark.) Yet she also felt catharsis, as her people 
were safe. When she followed the heroes back to Earth to continue 
the fight against the Anti-Monitor, Immortée was drawn into a 
dimensional portal and ended up on Earth-Alpha. Fortunately this 
had been where the heroes of  her original cosmos, Universe-X, had 
sent the ship containing the surviving Rhetonians. She reunited with 
her people and was welcomed back eagerly. She made plans to set 
up a colony for her people when she was contacted by the Infinity 
Trust. They assisted her in the construction of  the colony, and she 
became one of  their most valued members. To this day, Theresa 
carries with her a recognition of  the importance of  leadership, and 
is loyal to her people first and foremost. The Rhetonians and the 
Zuvendi have made an alliance, as Queen Immortée bonded quickly 
with Queen Edwina Tara. 
 
Dr. William Draugiz – First depicted in Katherine Avalon's The 
Compleat Dr. Draugiz. The history of  Dr. Draugiz is complicated and 
contradictory. He exists in a physically-genderfluid state, with the 
alteration of  his sex and pronouns arising from the grammatical 
energies of  sentence-stops. She likes the name William no matter 
what, though. His timeline is similarly fluid, and indeed it is possible 
he has multiple backstories, which converge on a singular point 
moving forward into the future. Dr. Draugiz may be nothing more 
than a living time-signature, a ghost given flesh. She is definitely a 
witch, and it is very likely that most of  the time she is the twin 
sibling of  Illiad Ziguwmar, the Blue Phantom. He is the chaotic 
counterpart to the Blue Phantom's orderly manner. The two 
adventured together before Dr. Draugiz encountered a young man 
named Taylor Robbins, who would become his best friend and 
greatest ally. Both Draugiz and Robbins were avid drug users, 
though Draugiz was more fanatical than Taylor. It may have also 
been that Draugiz, with her magic and psychic powers, was able to 
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determine that the two of  them shared genetic lineage. Robbins was 
a descendant of  the crime-lord Zigomar, just as Draugiz was. 
Draugiz's parents had been the enigmatic Dr. Sax, and Sheila Myra, 
the unhinged “crimefighter” known as Batwoman; Myra was a 
descendant of  the Frankenstein family, while Dr. Sax was the son of  
QJ's daughter Coreani Sean and Sina O'Sang's friend-turned-
enemy Ormond Murks. Murks and his twin brother Mircea Gibbs 
were in turn the children of  Marie Legrande, and her teacher, 
Alonzo Lobrego, who became an infamous armless murderer. 
Legrande was, by the fraudulent nobleman Asher Renault, the 
mother of  Taylor Robbins' grandfather, who was adopted by the 
Robbins family. Alonzo Lobrego was the son of  the Shade in the 
Felt Hat, who haunted the Paris Opera House alongside the 
disfigured Erik. Another Phantom of  the Opera was Edward 
Claudin LeFos, who had the affair with Maria Frankenstein leading 
to the lineage of  Sheila Myra. LeFos was related to the Fosco and 
Corbucci crime families, and his daughter by Maria Frankenstein 
resulted in a daughter, Priscilla LeFos, who had an affair with Mr. 
Hyde. Their descendants were Sheila Myra (Batwoman) and her 
brother, Lonnie Price (from the 1965 film Rat Fink). Under the 
name the Subliminal Kid, Lonnie was a member of  the 
interdimensional Nova Mob, with whom Dr. Draugiz had firm 
connections. Draugiz and Taylor moved to the Earth-8168, which 
was one of  999 universes that sat on the edge of  a Chaos Rift 
within the Multiversal Basilisk Nebula. Draugiz first studied the Rift, 
then strove to protect it, when it came under fire by the demon 
known as Wa. Wa had created Gallese Monteleone, who would join 
Dr. Draugiz and Taylor under the name of  Mr. W. In the course of  
their battle against Wa, Draugiz and her friends learned of  the 
existence of  the Heroes of  Gaudium, ascended humans who 
served the powerful Awwb-Zow'cnaddm. The Heroes of  
Gaudium had joined with a group of  adventurers and warlocks 
whose lives were depicted in my online story Dieselworld, who 
included the Old Man and Dr. Kai. Together they were battled 
against Wa and even greater threats like the Three Enemies of  the 
Multiverse. Draugiz proved to be instrumental in Wa's destruction, 
and after saving Earth-8168 as well as many others, he was joined by 
Peggy Desmond, the Will O' the Wisp, in a quest to hunt down an 
invisible woman who was Draugiz's own daughter, Elizabeth 
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Vollin. She had been corrupted by Vollin, but also hated her parent 
for abandoning her to go on drug-fueled adventures on other 
worlds. The two were able to reconcile, and Elizabeth returned to 
the path of  good. She joined her adventuring party and they 
traveled together with the foreknowledge of  Peggy Desmond that 
they would become the founders of  the Infinity Trust. When their 
journeys took them to Earth-Alpha, they encountered Sina O'Sang, 
K2, and the Cavewoman, and joined forces, swiftly adding QJ, 
Vesper, Rama, and Dr. Tara to their ranks. All of  Draugiz's crew, 
save for Peggy, chose to remain as agents rather than High Council 
members. Draugiz, Taylor, Elizabeth, and Mr. W continued to travel 
together within and without Infinity Trust policy, until the Trust's 
battle with Uncanny Evil began. During the fighting, Mr. W was 
killed, as was Draugiz's brother Illiad. For once of  the rare times in 
his life, Dr. Draugiz felt grief, and lost his sense of  purpose. 
However, Illiad had trained an apprentice, the Siren, who was also 
grieving the Blue Phantom. The two of  them became friends and 
the Siren took Mr. W's place on Draugiz's team. They, along with 
Taylor and Elizabeth, vanished shortly after the final battle against 
Uncanny Evil. 
 
Mr. W – Aka Gallese Monteleone; first seen in Katherine Avalon's 
The Compleat Dr. Draugiz. Gallese Monteleone's story began in one 
potential future in the mid-20th Century, when the technological 
advancements made by Kevin Flynn, Bill McLemore, and others led 
to bridging events between the real world and virtual worlds. The 
immortal crime-lord Colonel Bozzo-Corona (aka Mario de 
Monteleone), leader of  the Black Coats, hid himself  inside a virtual 
world, which eventually connected him to one territory of  the 
Dreamlands. Here he posed as a bandit lord who was mystically 
bonded to the pig-demon Zhuganglie. This bandit is similar in 
appearance to the individual known as “Goki” or “Great Ogre,” 
younger brother to the martial arts master Sheng Long. In this 
dreamself-guise, Bozzo-Corona indulged in fantastic adventures of  
wealth and power, nearly forgetting the mortal world he had 
abandoned. In the end, he decided to retire to a tropical island he 
found within the Dreamlands, where with a beautiful woman he had 
a daughter, Marin Monteleone. One day a boy came from the sea, a 
green-clad adventurer, who went on a quest to free the island from 
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the various monsters that had invaded it. In some versions of  the 
dream that built up this island, the boy awoke the dreamer of  the 
dream and the island disappeared. But sometimes the dream was 
different, and the boy decided to settle down and marry pretty 
Marin. They had children together, twins in fact, named Marin and 
Luis Monteleone. The two ended up on Earth, where they became 
plumbers. In time, however, they would return to the Dreamlands 
and become heroes, saving the royalty of  various kingdoms from a 
number of  sinister plots enacted by a race of  turtle-people who 
inhabited the Dreamlands. At one point, the brothers ended up 
battling the demon Wa, who attacked Luis. It created a dark 
counterpart to Luis, who called himself  Wallace, or Gallese. Gallese 
Monteleone was the unofficial third or fourth Marin brother, as 
Umberto Scalli Jr., a rival plumber to Marin and Luis, had begun 
impersonating Marin, wearing a similar costume to the one the hero 
donned. Gallese Monteleone began to wonder about what his place 
was in the world, but thanks to his being a clone of  Luis, who had 
obtained certain magics in his time, he became the master of  the 
Violet Flame, an energy source similar to Will O' the Wisp's 
Light—albeit capable of  destruction rather than truth-telling. W 
ended up traveling back and forth between Earth and the 
Dreamlands, and eventually befriended Dr. Draugiz and Taylor 
Robbins, joining them in their battle against his “father,” Wa. In 
time he became close friends with Draugiz and Robbins, and would 
adventure with them as they were joined by the Will O' the Wisp 
and Elizabeth Vollin. He became one of  the founders of  the 
Infinity Trust, but declined a High Council position to instead 
become head of  security. He would train many of  the security 
operatives, including Ogroff and Torgo—and when the main base 
of  the Trust was attacked by a brainwashed Morley Man, he led the 
guards he trained into battle. However, his Violet Flame and arsenal 
of  weapons (including a hammer and tennis racket) were powerless 
against the Morley Man, who killed W with a brutal series of  
punches. 
 
Elizabeth Vollin – Elizabeth Vollin is the daughter of  Dr. 
Draugiz, by Draugiz's lover Richard Brady. Richard was the son of  
Peter Brady, who was one of  several invisible men throughout 
history. In some way or another, through her father, Elizabeth was a 
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descendant of  most of  the individuals who had experimented in 
invisibility and gone mad as a result. She followed in their footsteps 
in many ways, including carrying a vendetta against humanity. 
However, Elizabeth sought to cause destruction to get back at her 
mother, who had abandoned her to get high and go on adventures. 
To this end she allied herself  with Draugiz's enemies and rampaged 
across the Multiverse, after turning her invisibility powers into a 
mastery of  light itself. Indeed, even the Will O' the Wisp, a 
mistress of  her own unique type of  Light, had difficulty defeating 
the Invisible Woman. The combined forces of  Dr. Draugiz, Taylor 
Robbins, Mr. W, and the Will O' the Wisp managed to halt 
Elizabeth plans and redeem her. Mother and daughter found love 
for each other, and worked hard to rebuild their neglected 
relationship. They would join Robbins, W, and Willo in becoming 
the founders of  the Infinity Trust, though Elizabeth had no interest 
in becoming a member of  the High Council. She bonded with her 
parent but also used the Trust's advanced technology to have 
adventures of  her own. These adventures were often more surreal 
than Dr. Draugiz's, though she never had the benefit or limitation 
of  drugs to get her through the strange distortions of  reality she 
encountered. One experiment in time-travel took her into the life of  
QJ's companion Pahg la Rein, a sentient peacock born out of  the 
chaos of  Bacchus Jones' dimensional assault on Earth-X seen in 
Katherine Avalon's Fuck Off  S.R. The two of  them became friends, 
but Elizabeth knew already that Pahg la Rein died helping her parent 
before she had fought him. Pahg la Rein would eventually learn of  
his encroaching death due to a verbal slip made by Elizabeth, but it 
did not adversely affect their friendship—rather Pahg la Rein was 
grateful to have had someone tell him how much time he had left. 
The connection between the two grew into something more when 
Elizabeth and Pahg la Rein were trapped on a dimensional world 
where time passed normally but neither of  them aged. The same 
energies that prevented their bodies from growing older 
transformed Pahg le Rein into a human, which they both grew used 
to after 30 years. During this time they had begun experiencing 
romantic yearning for each other, but denied it to themselves and 
each other due to their difference in species—Elizabeth refused to 
let herself  love a bird, while the laws of  Pahg la Rein's race of  
peacock believed relationships with hominids constituted bestiality. 
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By year 37, however, the two had become lovers, and Elizabeth 
became pregnant by her companion. They had a son named Charlie, 
who appeared to be an ordinary human. Pahg la Rein believed his 
family deserved to live on Earth, and he became more motivated 
than ever to return to Earth-X with his family. Using her control 
over light, Elizabeth was able to finally open a gate that allowed 
them to leave the ageless world, stepping out to the edge of  New 
York City in the late 1960s. Once they escaped, however, Pahg la 
Rein was no longer bathed in the energies that made him human. 
He transformed into a bird, realizing with horror that his son's 
genes would change as well. Charlie la Rein mutated into a creature 
that was neither bird nor human; in truth he became a formless 
shape, but he appeared as an angelic-seeming golden peacock, with 
an eagle's head and a heart made of  burning light. Calling himself  
the White Eagle, Charlie spoke with a gurgling voice, telling his 
parents he intended to purify the Earth with his light, erasing the 
hypocritical humans who broke their own taboos repeatedly. The 
type of  life he'd become hated being born of  a relationship between 
a human and an animal (or in Pahg la Rein's case, a bird and an 
animal); he wanted to destroy his parents, just as Elizabeth herself  
had once done. Elizabeth felt briefly that she was being punished 
somehow for her previous deeds, but the hate she felt over that 
possibility caused her to try to tear the burning light out of  her son's 
body, believing it to be the source of  his mutation. But she felt 
psychically, through her light, that the will within Charlie was his 
own. This nearly made her lose hope, until two individuals appeared 
suddenly to join her and Pahg la Rein. In 1967, Dr. Draugiz had 
requested Sina O'Sang/Bloody Mary to enlist him as a traveling 
partner, and part of  the motivation behind this was that he had 
foreseen his daughter's battle with his grandchild. While Bloody 
Mary and Pahg la Rein distracted the White Eagle, Dr. Draugiz and 
her daughter combined their powers and separated the White Eagle 
and Charlie from each other. Charlie fell several years into the past, 
but initially Elizabeth thought he had been disintegrated. That was 
when she saw a witness to their battle—a young boy, who stood out 
to her within a huge crowd. Elizabeth realized, with Dr. Draugiz's 
telepathic assistance, that the boy was Charlie. He had been blasted 
back in time to 1957, where he was discovered and adopted by a 
married couple, Andy and Sharon Parker (distant cousins of  Peter 
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Parker). Not only was Elizabeth able to identify Charlie but he was 
able to identify her as his real mother. His first memory of  her was 
her being a hero, saving his life as a baby. But she had another battle 
ahead of  her. Now Charlie watched as his parents and grandparent 
turned against the thing that emerged from the light they'd torn off  
of  the boy. It seemed to transform into a White Dragon, before 
splintering and taking on the color of  a rainbow. This was the other 
side of  Charlie's essence, and it was him as much as the mortal boy 
who watched the fight was. Yet its higher-dimensional form bled out 
ripples, and its ripples overlapped with those of  other beings. It was 
a Peacock, a Dragon, an Eagle, and a Hawk. Dr. Draugiz explained 
to those present that the Hawk was the true form of  the 
amalgamated lifeform that stood before them, and this Hawk-God 
acted like a parasite through history, latching onto heroic archetypes 
and drawing them back into itself. That is to say that many persons 
from many different realities had been forced to become part of  or 
family to the Hawk-God, and now the spirit used Charlie's dual 
nature to try to add Elizabeth and her family to its own. Elizabeth 
and Pahg la Rein led a ritual to break the overlap between the four 
aspects of  the White Eagle, weakening it in the process. They 
succeeded, and four unique deities were born out of  what was once 
one. The Hawk-God believed it had reproduced, but found to its 
horror that it could no longer interface with either Charlie or its 
other three aspects—it was weaker than it had been before the split. 
Each god went their separate way. The Peacock-God became Melek 
Taus, leader of  the Seven Mysteries of  Sharfadin. The rainbow-
colored Dragon-God became Quetzalcoatl or Kukulkan; in this 
form, it encountered K2 and the Cavewoman on the Primal Earth. 
The Eagle-God also traveled back to an early incarnation of  the 
Earth, and created gigantic eagles to serve Melek Taus' aspect of  
Manwe. The Hawk-God, unable to connect with Charlie again, 
continued its parasitic ways but found fewer and fewer dynasties of  
champions to bind itself  to. Elizabeth speculated that in time it 
would starve to death. Elizabeth then dedicated herself  to bonding 
with her son, who would become an adventurer like his mother and 
grandparent. To mock the Hawk-God, Charlie dedicated himself  
instead to the aspect of  the Eagle, and enjoyed a brief  crime-
fighting career as the Golden Eagle. 
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Dreamkeeper – Aka Batuu, from my article on The Legend of  Zelda: 
Link's Awakening on Archive of  Our Own. In the Dreamlands, on 
the small tropical island which became home to “Tarin”/Colonel 
Bozzo-Corona, there lived a shopkeeper named Batuu. He was a 
good shopkeeper although he had a vicious, callous temper towards 
thieves. There were some versions of  the dream which said that 
Batuu was the psychic spawn of  either Aleister Crowley, or Edward 
Tamaron, or both—in many versions of  the dream, however, Batuu 
was simply Batuu. He worked with the Nightmare monsters that 
infested the island, who wanted to destroy the island by forcing the 
boy who came here to wake up. This would end the dream that 
contained the island and create in its stead an empty Subspace. 
Within that Subspace they would grow into a new entity, a 
composite of  the best of  all of  them. When it came time for them 
to become that demon, they named themselves Batuu in honor of  
the warlock who aided them. Batuu realized he really only wanted to 
be a shopkeeper, and so with the island he inhabited erased by its 
dreamer's awakening, he made his way to Earth using his magic. 
Here he found employment as a cashier at the Sun Valley grocery 
store. He became famous among the staff  for his ability to interpret 
dreams, and he helped set Midori Mifune on the course that would 
lead to the fulfillment of  her dreams. Later he would claim he 
helped Midori become Horribla in the interests of  the Infinity 
Trust, but it is unknown when he allied himself  with the Trust 
precisely. Similarly unknown is the status Batuu had within the 
Trust; he claimed to operate “the gift shop,” but none of  the 
members claimed to have authorized the opening of  such a place. 
His dream-interpretation sometimes gave him visions of  the future, 
but sometimes also dreams were just dreams. When Horribla was 
fighting against the onslaught of  the Morley Man, Batuu saved her 
life with his destructive magic, though he cryptically whispered, “No 
one will believe you,” before vanishing. Batuu reappeared when 
reality was reset and the cashiers of  Sun Valley “returned to work.” 
As before, he occupied a position at both Sun Valley and the mythic 
“gift shop” supposedly nestled in one of  the Infinity Trust's bases. 
New recruits to the Trust know of  his existence only as an urban 
legend. 
 
The Unknown – Aka Gina Ilgrande, Marie Legrande, Elise van 
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Zile, Zenobia, Myra Reldon, Ming Dwan, Katja Sharif, Vicki 
Robbins, Eva Kant. The Unknown originates from an audio series I 
never ended up producing, which would tie in with ReTales. Gina 
Ilgrande was born in Italy in 1864 as one of  many children of  the 
crime-lord Zigomar. She aspired to become his heir, but he rejected 
her and forced her into exile. At the age of  20, Gina became a 
dancer at a bar in London; unfortunately, this bar was frequented by 
the sinister Edward Hyde. Hyde kidnapped Gina when she rejected 
his advances, and tortured her repeatedly until he lost interest in her. 
Having barely survived, she swore from that moment onward to 
always have the power to defend herself. She sought out the French 
gang known as Les Vampires, and was eventually recruited by the 
legendary Irma Vep herself. Changing her name to Marie Legrande, 
she became involved in many criminal enterprises, and eventually 
found a mentor in a man named Alonzo Lobrego. Lobrego had 
served with the Vampires for many years and was one of  their most 
ruthless members; however, he also traveled with a carnival where 
he posed as an armless knife-thrower. His skill was throwing knives 
with his feet. Marie learned all there was to know about knife-
throwing, and along the way she and Alonzo fell in love. She became 
the mother of  his twin sons, but fell into despair when she learned 
that his true love was one of  his fellow carnival performers. 
Lobrego went mad when his lady-love at the carnival chose 
someone else, after he'd cut off  his own arms for real to 
accommodate her hatred of  men's hands. He tried to kill his subject 
of  affections and her paramour, but died in the process. Marie was 
unable to raise her children, as they reminded her too much of  the 
man who'd abandoned her—one of  her sons would grow up under 
the name Ormond Murks, while the other would be raised as Mircea 
Gibbs. Repressing her grief, Marie focused on her work, and rose 
within the ranks of  the Vampires, reaching a point where she was 
offered a longevity serum by the gang's leaders. This was said to be 
the same philter that lengthened the lifespan of  Colonel Bozzo-
Corona. The thought of  living forever thrilled Marie, as she would 
have an eternity to make up for her early life. It would also give her 
time to become wealthy. Emboldened by her new longevity, Marie 
began to plan a way to take over multiple criminal organizations. She 
learned of  a society called the Order of  the Madonna, which was 
presently under the control of  Sumuru. To toy with Sumuru, Marie 
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plotted to steal The Sinister Madonna, a painting dear to the crime-
mistress. To do this, Marie organized a gang that was entirely under 
her control. The payroll for this gang came from Asher Renault, a 
wealthy man who posed as an Arab named Sheikh Ahmed bin-
Hassan. The false Sheikh had a number of  aliases he traveled abroad 
under, for privacy purposes, and it was as Count Rodrigo Torriani 
that Marie, as Elise van Zile, became pregnant by him. Using their 
child as something of  a hostage, “Elise” convinced “Count 
Torriani” to invest his money in the criminal venture of  robbing 
Sumuru. Torriani would be the fall-guy if  anything went wrong; the 
gang was even named after him, becoming the Torriani gang. These 
crooks were depicted as the “Torrelli” mob in Wallace Jackson's The 
Sinister Madonna (1937). Marie's actions provoked a war between the 
Order of  the Madonna and the Vampires, which saw Marie removed 
from the latter organization. Before that occurred, however, Marie 
was hired as an assassin by Dr. Vaughn Orloff, a roboticist involved 
with the fraudulent International Patents, Inc. She was to ally herself  
with Dr. Gilbert Trent, a colleague of  Orloff's, who had been 
scorned in marriage. His bride-to-be had fallen for another man, a 
mysterious newcomer named Howard Hilary. Marie was fascinated 
with Hilary's story—he had been frozen in polar ice nearly a 
hundred years prior and had only just been thawed out. Felice 
Strange was believed by Hilary to be the reincarnation of  his long-
dead fiancée; she had begun to believe it too. Marie's mission as per 
Trent was to seduce Hilary and make him seem impure in Felice's 
eyes, or else kill the century-old interloper. Marie was unable to 
convince Hilary to come away with her instead, and attempted to 
kill him as Trent had asked. However, Hilary was incredibly skilled, 
proving to be an excellent combatant as well as a talented escape 
artist. Their battle ended in a draw, and Marie was surprised by her 
inability to defeat her target. There was something about that man 
that struggled to survive, which had kept him alive within that ice. 
He nearly reminded her of  herself, and a strange fascination 
bloomed within her, being not hateful, nor romantic, nor sexual or 
Platonic. Howard Hilary was a strange individual and so was she, 
and she believed they were destined to be drawn together. Hilary's 
life was soon shaken up, as his wife Felice died giving birth to a 
stillborn baby. He decided to seek work as a detective, being inspired 
by the tales of  figures like Maikroft Tocse—he called himself  
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Quentin Locke. He had an aptitude for it, and it wasn't long before 
he clashed with Marie's primary boss, Dr. Orloff. Orloff  sent a 
robot, “Q,” to kill Locke, but Locke destroyed it. In time 
International Patents Inc. was exposed for being a front for criminal 
activities, and Orloff  spent some time in jail. By then, however, 
Marie Legrande was seeking entirely new employment, in a very 
unusual way. The research that brought her into the clash with the 
Order of  the Madonna had informed her about a cult called the 
Black Robe, which had loose associations with the Si-Fan of  the 
insidious Dr. Sean. The Black Robe worshiped a priestess called 
Zenobia, a role occupied by many women over the years—Marie 
Legrande became Zenobia in order to gain sway over the cult. 
Eventually she was replaced but retained a rank within the Black 
Robe. During this time she was approached by a mysterious figure 
who called himself  Ying Ko—she would learn he was a vigilante, a 
living shadow with a piercing laugh and twin pistols. He collected 
agents to work for him in his battle against crime, and he wanted to 
use her criminal connections to break up some of  the stronger 
empires of  vice which had appeared in recent years. She was to pose 
as a Department of  Justice agent named Myra Reldon; and Reldon 
herself  would take on a disguise as a Chinese woman, Ming Dwan. 
With the Black Robe assisting her, she was to go to China to free a 
priest named Father Donegal from the fortress of  Dr. Sean, the 
head of  the Si-Fan. Donegal had a strong media presence which 
could be used to break down Si-Fan operations in America—if  he 
was alive and free to send out this message. During the rescue 
mission, which Reldon/Dwan pulled off  perfectly, a small snag 
arose when none other than Quentin Locke appeared. He was being 
hounded by the Si-Fan and had led them right to Marie and her 
escaping prisoner. During this time Locke disguised himself  as 
“Donegal Dwan,” Ming Dwan's Western husband, convincing the 
Si-Fan agents who pursued them that they had gotten Donegal 
Dwan confused with the Donegal they were looking for, just as they 
confused Ming Dwan confused with Myra Reldon. This trickery let 
Ming and the two Donegals escape. The incident further cemented 
the strange bond between Quentin Locke and Marie Legrande—
now they were like friends. Locke found himself  liking the name 
Donegal Dwan, but changed it instead to Donegal Dawn. He 
opened a new detective practice in Vancouver, where he made a 
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calm living into the early 1930s. It was in 1933 that Donegal Dawn 
would help bring down the Black Robe, unwittingly driving Marie 
out of  another home. By this point, however, betrayals and exiles 
were like raindrops to her. She lived by a new name, taking it from 
the title of  the 1927 movie which adapted the life of  Alonzo 
Lobrego: she was now The Unknown, and she embodied all the 
strength her younger self  had sought when she survived Hyde. After 
her ousting from the Black Robe, she wandered the world, perhaps 
fighting in World War II, or going on an adventure or two in the 
company of  Bloody Mary (Sina O'Sang). She is also believed to 
have had something to do with the events of  the film Les Diaboliques 
(1955), but her precise role remains unclear. In the year of  that 
film's release, she ended up in a village in France where several Nazi 
zombies arose, having been killed ten years prior by the town's 
inhabitants. These zombies had been mutated by the experimental 
chemical Gamma-693, the same source of  the zombies that Ogroff  
wanted to protect the world from. The mayor of  this town was 
Vaughn Orloff, now considerably older and more peaceful. He had 
suffered a humiliating defeat at the hands of  an elderly woman over 
in England, as seen in the film Vampire Over London (1952), and now 
he wanted only quiet relaxation. After The Unknown—disguised as 
reporter Katja Sharif—diverted the zombie attack (in an incident 
filmed in 1980 as Zombie Lake), Vaughn retired to the United States 
and settled down with a wife considerably younger than himself. 
Orloff  and his wife died shortly thereafter, and their remains were 
reanimated by alien powers for the purposes of  an invasion—this 
puppeteering of  Vaughn Orloff's corpse was depicted in Plan 9 from 
Outer Space (1959). Marie was strangely saddened by the death of  a 
man who had once been a brutal criminal. All this time, The 
Unknown had been tracking Donegal Dawn as he took on cases all 
over the world. He aged, while she did not, but he kept himself  
healthy. That was why it was suspicious that he vanished one day in 
1964. During this time, Marie Legrande had become a musician, 
having found a secret passion for the art in her endless youth. She 
performed independently, under the name of  Vicki Robbins; she 
took the name in order to pose as a long-lost niece of  the Robbins 
family, who had adopted her son by Asher Renault. The grandson 
of  the child she gave up would be Taylor Robbins, companion of  
Dr. Draugiz. When she heard rumors that Donegal Dawn had 
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ended up on Seagull Island in Britain, Vicki Robbins coincidentally 
needed some time off  from recording and requested a rest leave to 
this small islet. She discovered the results of  a plot carried out by 
Dr. Carl Ivan Gloria, which had turned Donegal Dawn into “H.W. 
Manfred,” a murderous beekeeper. He had become like his hero 
Sherlock Holmes, by turning to beekeeping, but Gloria's evil will 
ensured that the former detective had become a mad killer. The 
Unknown defeated Manfred and he met his death at the hands of  
his own bees, which left her mourning the death of  someone who 
had lived as strange a life as she. Yet Howard Hilary he would return 
in multiple forms in the future. Transformed into the Ghost of  the 
Dawn, he battled Dr. Draugiz; he was dispelled after the demon Wa 
was destroyed by Awwb-Zow’cnaddm. He eventually reincarnated 
as Garth Howard, a detail which The Unknown learned of  when 
Howard joined the Infinity Trust. She had joined the Trust 
sometime in the 1950s, and it was they who informed her about 
Hilary's location. They wanted to do follow up work for Dr. Tara 
and Maikroft Tocse, who had a role in Dawn's transformation into 
Manfred. The Unknown was quite close to Garth Howard when she 
learned of  who he once was, but he was far from the closest of  her 
Infinity Trust associates. After a brief  stint where Vicki Robbins 
played guitar and sang for the Carrie Nations, Marie Legrande 
changed again. She still sometimes played music but most of  the 
time she was Eva Kant, beautiful lover of  the crime-lord Diabolik, 
aka the Lord Deep Down. Diabolik was of  course quite young 
next to her—she was over a hundred when she became his 
girlfriend—but in him, Marie found mystery, horror, and wonder. It 
was like he was older than even she. The thrill she got from stealing 
alongside him was one of  the most exciting things she ever had. She 
convinced him to join the Infinity Trust, which she became quite 
dedicated to, and introduced her lover to her great-grandson Taylor, 
who worked with her on Trust missions whenever possible. 
Diabolik would also meet Garth Howard and he and Eva would 
fight alongside Garth when he became The Sanguinary. She was as 
much an influence on The Sanguinary as Bloody Mary was, which 
was impressive given that Mary was the one who gave Garth his 
powers. Marie Legrande lives for the strange experiences she's made 
for herself. Her quest to save herself  from monsters with a 
monster's strength has given her an unearthly life, and she often 
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wonders how anyone could ever believe that it would go any other 
way. 
 
The Lord Deep Down – Aka Diabolik, Simon Desroches. Born 
the son of  the arch-criminal known as Belphegor, alias Simone 
Desroches—a detail discovered by Jean-Marc Lofficier—Diabolik is 
one of  history's greatest master thieves. Like his ancestor Fantomas, 
Diabolik's criminal career has been recorded in details by a variety 
of  authors, but was first depicted in a series of  comic books by 
Angela and Luciana Giussani. Diabolik joined the Infinity Trust not 
out of  any deference to its principles of  morality, but because his 
lover, Eva Kant, was fond of  the team. The Lord Deep Down 
generally declines missions that are not of  his own design, but he 
does seem to show some respect for his step-great-grandson, 
Taylor Robbins. Shortly after the war against Uncanny Evil, 
Diabolik disappeared completely from the Infinity Trust's notice. 
Eva Kant has remained in touch with the High Council but has 
taken an extended leave to search for her paramour.  
 
Zoro – Aka Unmei, the Beggar of  Fate, the Strange Phantom. Zoro 
is one of  the millions of  kami or yokai who inhabit Japan, though 
he has also appeared in the United States. Some associate him with 
the Wandering Jew or Baron Samedi, or the individuals commonly 
identified as such, but these various persons are believed to be 
unrelated. Zoro has many dire and serious aspects, but is known in 
his primary guise to be a figure of  fun. He enjoys stealing and 
teasing mortal law enforcement, and he often wears sunglasses 
regardless of  what era he appears in. His magical powers are great 
and terrible, but he usually uses them either for his thefts or 
mischief. He dislikes being summoned easily or conventionally, and 
he changes his summoning ritual very often, sometimes multiple 
times a day. When he is friendly towards his summoners, however, 
he can help them achieve many difficult things. He sometimes even 
imparts genuine wisdom or occult knowledge if  he is in a good 
enough mood. He is considered a member of  the Infinity Trust 
despite the fact that, when asked to join, he replied only with 
laughter before disappearing. His membership is considered 
honorary as such.  
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Lion-Man – Aka D'Jaga. The man who would one day known as 
the Lion-Man was born among the Wakanda people, the founders 
of  a great secretive kingdom that possessed advanced technology. 
Their neighbors were the Zuvendi, who would one day be ruled by 
Dr. Edwina Tara. Using the powers of  the “heart-shaped herb,” 
D'Jaga fought crime on behalf  of  the Wakandas and also the United 
Nations. In the 1947 anthology All-Negro Comics, it was explained 
that he was defending a mountain of  gold as part of  a UN 
mission—in truth, the mountain of  gold represents a large 
collection of  meteoric metal possessed by D'Jaga's people, which 
had the ability to absorb kinetic energy. The comic also named 
D'Jaga's nemesis as Dr. Blut Sangro, a mad scientist. In truth “Blut 
Sangro” was a coded name for a Nazi agent known as Dr. Miklos 
Sangre. An extremely distorted account of  the Lion-Man's battle 
with Sangre occurred in the racist film King of  the Zombies (1941), 
where Lion-Man was replaced with a “Cowardly Negro” stereotype 
character played by Mantan Moreland. During the mission against 
Sangre, Lion-Man worked with future Infinity Trust associate 
Tahama Beulah, alias Aunt Hagar. D'Jaga and Beulah were deeply 
insulted by the release of  King of  the Zombies, and assisted in the 
production of  All-Negro Comics to help create a more positive 
depiction of  black people in the United States. D'Jaga found a taste 
for reform and campaigned to become the leader of  the Wakandas. 
He succeeded and provided much for his people, strengthening the 
nation of  the Wakandas into an even greater power than it was 
before. It was during this time of  prosperity that he began spending 
time away from his Earth, as an agent of  the Infinity Trust. This did 
not inhibit his ability to rule and Wakanda continued to grow. In 
time, D'Jaga married and had a son. Unfortunately, news of  the 
unique technology and metals present in Wakanda attracted the 
attention of  a treasure-hunter named Ulysses Klaw (a son of  the 
occult detective Morris Klaw). In order to steal the powerful metal 
Klaw murdered D'Jaga. His son D'Jalla later avenged him, using the 
heart-shaped herb to take on a costumed crime-fighting identity of  
his own.  
 
Ogroff  – First seen in Norbert Moutier's film Ogroff  (1983). Ogroff  
is a serial killer, who murdered dozens if  not hundreds of  people in 
the woods of  southern France between 1945 and the early 1980s. 
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Ogroff  was seemingly driven mad during World War II, when he 
was trepanned and blinded in one eye by the Nazis; he may have 
also inherited madness from his ancestors, the Orloff  family. In 
truth, Ogroff  was more heroic than he first appeared; he was 
actually committing his murders to feed an army of  zombies who he 
had sealed under his house. A young woman by the name of  Irene 
Kathal-Nova became his lover—she had an intriguing and 
complicated history. She was born in the late 1910s as a result of  an 
alliance between the ancient Church of  Starry Wisdom and the 
Nova Mob, who came from the future. The Subliminal Kid, alias 
Lonnie Price, was wedded to one of  the Priestesses of  Cthulhu. 
Their offspring was Irene, who was raised a slave of  the twin cults, 
forced to serve Cthulhu in any way her masters demanded. Her 
years of  servitude under Cthulhu gave her superhuman abilities. She 
escaped the cults in the late 1930s, and became an enemy of  evil 
with her eldritch abilities, which were rumored to be the result of  a 
deal with Satan. A comic publisher called Timely Publications told a 
few of  her adventures wherein they called her the Black Widow; it is 
unknown if  Irene ever used this name in reality. She was immune to 
the effects of  age and so remained active in her quest for vengeance 
into the early '80s—she seems to have had a limited career, spent 
hunting down particular individuals for what could be years at a 
time. She was in France hunting down a vampire when she met 
Ogroff; she sensed in him a kindred soul, a being haunted by 
darkness, sworn to a justified end achieved through evil means. They 
shared a romantic encounter which left her pregnant. Shortly 
thereafter Ogroff  was seemingly devoured by zombies, but Irene 
escaped to give birth to a daughter, who supposedly became a 
writer. Ogroff  was not killed by zombies, but saved at the last 
second by Mr. W, who was in the area at that point in time on an 
Infinity Trust mission. Mr. W sensed the same perverse form of  
goodness in Ogroff  which Irene had seen in him, and after rescuing 
Ogroff  took him to one of  the extradimensional bases of  the 
Infinity Trust. There he healed Ogroff's injuries, restoring his power 
of  his speech and his full eyesight. His psychological damage was 
beyond the aid of  medical technology, but Dr. Leonard Crane 
began to work as his therapist, helping him undo the madness of  
many decades of  life. Mr. W was looking to form a security force 
for the main fortress of  the Infinity Trust, and so Ogroff  was his 
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first recruit to this security detail. While he struggled to determine 
his new place in the world, Ogroff  proved to be a valuable asset in 
keeping the facilities of  the Trust safe from invaders and escaping 
villains or monsters. He served faithfully for many years until the 
Morley Man turned traitor. He joined his leader, Mr. W, and his 
comrade Torgo, in battle against the superpowered turncoat, but his 
trusty ax was no match for the Morley Man's strengthened skin. W, 
Torgo, and Ogroff  were all killed in the struggle. 
 
Torgo – From the film Manos: The Hands of  Fate. There are several 
stories of  who Torgo is and how he came to be. According to some 
urban legends, Torgo was a satyr, coming from one of  the mystical 
worlds that connect to the Earth. He could have come from the 
dimensional world of  Megas-Tu, also called Magicland, where many 
creatures from Earthly mythologies live. Yet also, some comparisons 
have been made between his worn gray clothing and a severely 
damaged Confederate uniform, suggesting that Torgo is a ghoul or 
revenant drawn from the remains of  someone who died in the 
American Civil War; perhaps he was part of  the brigades whose 
disturbed souls would be responsible for the events of  Night of  
Horror (1981) and Curse of  the Cannibal Confederates (1982). Of  course, 
given that his Master was a relative of  sorts of  the Orloff  clan, it's 
possible that he was an artificial homunculus like those employed by 
the Orloff  family, such as Morpho or Lobo or Blind Jake. It's also 
possible that he was the child of  two of  the circus freaks recruited 
as minions by Feodor Orloff  II. The children of  Orloff's freaks 
were depicted in the film House of  the Damned (1963). Whatever his 
origin, Torgo was a strange individual, and he became stranger still 
when he was forced to serve the wizard known as the Master. The 
Master worshiped the dark lord Tsuu-Aas in his aspect of  Manos, 
and he had served as an apprentice of  Feodor Orloff. He had many 
wives, whom he had kidnapped and warped into his servants with 
dark magic. Torgo desired these wives greatly and spent his many 
years with the Master suffering from his belief  that the wives would 
someday fall in love him, and bring him relief  from the torments of  
his slavery. All they needed to do was awake from the endless sleep 
that they joined their Master in. Yet the Master and his wives 
slumbered year after year after year, and Torgo could not escape 
from the small expanse of  land which formed their Texan lodge. He 
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was driven deep into madness by his isolation and forgot his 
previous life, whatever it was. In 1964, a group of  travelers found 
their way to the Master's lodge, disrupting the balance the cult had 
sought, and Torgo saw his chance to betray the warlock who had 
enslaved him. However, he was unable to even challenge the Master, 
and for his insolence, his hand was burnt off  after a lengthy series 
of  tortures, and he was exiled into the Texas deserts to die. The 
woman and girl who came to the Master's doorstep became his 
wives, while the man, Michael, became Torgo's replacement as his 
servant. Yet the Master would not have long to enjoy the calm that 
came after this intrusion. When the Master awoke again in 1966, was 
sent by the will of  Manos to Uganda to retrieve an artifact from the 
Plateau of  Leng. As seen in my story “The Revelation of  the Yeti,” 
this quest would end in the Master's death. There would be a 
successor to the priesthood of  Manos, working to ensure the rise of  
Tsuu-Aas, but Torgo had been forgotten. Torgo learned rapidly of  
his slaver's death. Hiding himself  in the small state of  Bakunda 
under the name John Togar, Torgo had replaced his hand with an 
iron hook he'd bought off  a poor widow named Mascarenhas. He 
allowed himself  to return to the States, but learned with horror of  
the rise of  Father Reanhauer, the new Master of  the Texas Manos 
cult. He used what magic he had learned under the Master to send 
out a distress signal, finding a sense of  pride and independence in 
the process. The Infinity Trust heard his prayer and assisted him in 
sabotaging the Reanhauer cult, stopping one of  the branches of  
Manos-worship that helped strengthen the destroyer of  Earth-X. 
He was then taken on as a member, with the advocacy of  Mr. W. 
Mr. W became Torgo's boss—his boss, Torgo was relieved to think, 
and not his Master—and he worked security detail at the various 
Infinity Trust compound. Like his comrade and friend Ogroff, 
Torgo began to work through the trauma his life experiences had 
given him, constructing a new sense of  self  to move beyond his 
misery and torture. Unlike Ogroff, however, Torgo found an odd 
closeness with several members of  the Heroes of  Gaudium, who 
had allied themselves with his new employers. Specifically he had a 
closeness to Amos Berkley, aka Manos, who was surprised to learn 
of  Torgo's reality, due to Torgo being just a movie character on 
Berkley's world of  Earth-Gamma. Due to an incident involving 
Edward Tamaron, the First Enemy of  the Multiverse, Amos Berkley 
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had had his powers drained by Tsuu-Aas, who stole the Manos 
name as well as the power of  Manos. Tsuu-Aas then posed as 
Manos and became the god of  Torgo's Master. Berkley helped 
Torgo feel more at ease, realizing that the terror of  Manos was 
merely a fluke, a fragment of  a larger power which fought for the 
side of  good. Unfortunately, Torgo's prosperous career and bold 
recovery were cut short when the Morley Man was forced to betray 
the Infinity Trust. Joining Mr. W and Ogroff  in a desperate attempt 
to defend the Trust's main base, Torgo proved to be no match for 
the Morley Man's powers and died in battle.  
 
The Liberator – Aka Eleanor del Rey. Eleanor was considered the 
most balanced and most average of  the cashiers at Sun Valley. She 
worked there in relative peace but imagined a greater life for herself. 
Her ultimate dream was to work a job where she helped 
underprivileged people instead of  an already-wealthy CEO. 
Unfortunately, the reality of  Sun Valley slowly became apparent to 
her, and she realized she wasn't merely abetting the wealthy—
instead, she was merely part of  a front operation for a group of  
Multiversal criminals who took advantage of  a dimensional crack 
the store was built on. They drained the dimensional energy leaking 
from the crack and used it to power weapons and machines that 
changed the nature and structure of  Eleanor's universe, making it 
more and more dystopian. Around this time Krissy Azedia, another 
cashier at Sun Valley, met the Blue Phantom and other members 
of  the Infinity Trust. The Trust's High Council revealed to Krissy 
that many of  her coworkers would demonstrate newfound 
superhuman abilities as a result of  the dimensional radiation. Krissy 
had Eleanor tested and Eleanor learned she could absorb 
dimensional energy into herself. In order to stop Uncanny Evil, the 
organization that hid behind Sun Valley, Eleanor absorbed all the 
radiation of  the dimensional rift, which seemingly killed her. 
However, in truth she was reborn with a secondary set of  powers, 
including superstrength, flight, and a connection to a magical sword, 
Tizona. Using these powers, encouraged by the High Council, she 
became the Liberator, clad in a special-made red-white-and-blue 
armorsuit the Trust made for her. Or at least—she would have, if  
her powers hadn't overwhelmed her. The energy she absorbed 
caused fainting spells, as her psychic essence spilled out into the 
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meta-layers of  the cosmos, overwhelming her with stimuli. A device 
was built for her by Awwb-Zow'cnaddm, called the Pulse-
Chamber—this device connected her to the outer world and allowed 
her to control her meta-senses, while also providing a space where 
her body remained stabilized. With her life as the Liberator better 
cemented, Eleanor decided it was finally time to turn her work at 
Sun Valley into something beneficial. She connected to the store's 
timeline and traveled up and down its past, helping out her friend 
Janine, who always hid her friendship with the Liberator from 
Eleanor once she learned that the Liberator was Eleanor from the 
future. She was a guardian of  sorts for the employees of  the store, 
even moreso than the Blue Phantom. However, she used her now-
frequent time-trips to stack the deck against Uncanny Evil, 
undermining their use of  the store. She joined her Infinity Trust 
colleagues in the war against Uncanny Evil, which ended with reality 
being reset. Eleanor returned to work in the new version of  Sun 
Valley which appeared, and like her colleagues Horribla and The 
Sanguinary, she resumed membership in the Infinity Trust. 
 
The Sanguinary – Aka Garth Howard. Garth Howard was born 
with strange mystical energies teeming inside him. He was the 
reincarnation of  Howard Hilary, an explorer who had lived a long, 
strange, and cursed life. Energies from his time on the mortal coil 
tainted Garth's soul when he was in the womb. He probably 
attracted these energies to begin with because he was the son of  the 
mysterious and mononymic Garth, who was depicted in a British 
comic strip from 1943 to 1997. Garth was the product of  an affair 
between his namesake and Lyta Trevor, the daughter of  a certain 
Amazonian superheroine. Lyta Trevor, aka Fury, lived occasionally 
as Lyta Howard, as her father Steve Trevor often had to use the 
surname Howard to act incognito when he was targeted for 
assassination attempts. He was taken from his family and raised in 
the future by Uncanny Evil, who realized that the boy's unique 
mystical aura could be used to alter reality. Garth was used as a 
dimensional energy battery over the years, when he was forced to 
work in his slavers' grocery store, Sun Valley. He was killed 
repeatedly by customers, managers, and work accidents, all 
manipulated by Uncanny Evil, who resurrected him after draining 
the dimensional energy that burst out of  him in the shock of  death. 
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The members of  Uncanny Evil found Garth's repeated deaths 
amusing as well as useful. Garth eventually discovered that he had 
contradictory memories, and began to understand his nature. Krissy 
Azedia, who had met the Blue Phantom, introduced her 
coworkers to the Infinity Trust, and exiting his universe released 
Garth's brain from the hold Uncanny Evil had in it, finally 
understanding his role as a repeat murder victim. Recognizing the 
rage that brewed within the young man, Sina O'Sang, aka Bloody 
Mary, took him under her wing. She taught him how to control the 
dimensional energy he possessed, and even joined her power with 
his, giving him access to her Mirror-Realm. She realized that he 
could serve as her successor to the role of  Bloody Mary, as she was 
nearing the end of  her life. Yet he would not be called Mary—on 
Sina's homeworld of  Earth-X, in the 1980s, Garth took part in a rite 
known as the Ritual of  the Sanguinary, which was depicted in 
twisted form in the film Day of  the Reaper (1984). Garth become the 
host of  ancient blood magics which existed parallel to those held by 
Bloody Mary. Taking on a gray-skinned, bloody-eyed appearance, 
with a gray hood and cloak, Garth became The Sanguinary. He 
would inherit the Mirror-Realm and the ability to bestow the Mary-
spirit to his heir when his time came. Using the power of  the 
Mirror-Realm, Garth went straight into the battle against Uncanny 
Evil, battling on their complexes while also defending Infinity Trust 
bases. During the Morley Man's rampage, Uncanny Evil invaded 
the Mirror-Realm and broke the Hemkra Quartz that Sina had used 
to trap her enemy Typhoid Mary. The demoness broke out and 
battled The Sanguinary all across the facility. Some of  her energy 
had been previously drained by Dark Mary, and this allowed Garth 
to lay the final blow that ended the demon once and for all. Typhoid 
Mary was destroyed, and that he had survived her, much less beaten 
her, greatly impressed Sina O'Sang. In the wake of  the war with 
Uncanny Evil, Garth and Bloody Mary still have a close relationship, 
but Garth's soul remembers The Unknown as a friend from a past 
life. Were it not for his return to active duty after the reality reset, 
she would have no reason to return to the Trust after her journey to 
find her lover, the Lord Deep Down. 
 
Horribla – Aka Midori Mifune. Midori was the daughter of  Shinpei 
Mifune, an inventor who had made toys in his youth. She often had 
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dreams of  going to a distant town, which had a tower in it. This 
tower was a lighthouse in some versions of  the dream—other times, 
it was something completely different, like a church. Eleanor del 
Rey encouraged her to talk to Batuu, who had a reputation for 
being a dream-master. Batuu told Midori to go on a road trip to find 
the town from her dreams, but she was unable to initially. The work 
shift she had after her trip was canceled had her in the back office, 
where she found a strange file, containing stories of  a monster 
called “Ab-Horriblis.” Cloned from a giant creature called Horriblis, 
Ab-Horriblis was a flying, pterosaur-like monster like its namesake, 
but it was motivated by evil. Ab-Horriblis destroyed many other 
monsters, including Tokagiru, the mightiest monster of  them all. 
Midori would learn much later in her life that these monsters, or 
kaiju, had once truly existed, but humanity's memory of  their 
existence was erased by Sina O'Sang's ally Krocosaurus, who was 
descended from Tokagiru. Each story that Midori read promised 
“The Terror of  Ab-Horriblis,” until at last she reached a story by 
that name. The story told of  how Ab-Horriblis used the psychic 
energy that erased the memories of  the kaiju to control humans—
he joined a league of  evil beings, and together they built a prison 
where humans served as their slaves. Reading the story made Midori 
aware that the sinister organization, Uncanny Evil, controlled the 
Sun Valley grocery store. But that was a torture-trap installed in the 
story by its author, “Angelo T. Mallory,” who was actually the Blue 
Phantom's rival the Angel of  Death. The story actually enslaved its 
users, but made them aware of  who was enslaving them. It was the 
Liberator, aka Eleanor, who saved Midori from mind-control—she 
brought her to the Infinity Trust, who broke the psychic lock. 
Midori was told to fulfill her dream and find the lighthouse, which 
would unlock her powers. After driving a long distance Midori 
found the town and went to the lighthouse. She met an old man 
there named McDunn, who told her that back in 1949 a giant lizard 
had destroyed the lighthouse. That lizard was supposed to be the 
father of  Tokagiru. Midori told the old man that Tokagiru had been 
killed—Ab-Horriblis slew him in one of  the stories, and took his 
power. McDunn replied that Tokagiru still lived, and as if  
responding to the old man's words, Tokagiru emerged from the 
water near the lighthouse. It was here that Midori's powers activated. 
Like Eleanor, she could absorb dimensional energy, but her 
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absorption was so complete that it consumed the Essence of  what 
she was consuming. Tokagiru's life and history and powers became 
part of  Midori. She collapsed, and then awoke, being something 
different: part human, part fish, part lizard. She could fire a 
destructive beam from her mouth, as Tokagiru could. She even had 
the monster's recognizable spikes jutting from her backside. It was 
at this moment that she and McDunn were attacked by Ab-
Horriblis. In the fight that ensued, the monstrosity that was Ab-
Horriblis was destroyed—his terror eliminated. To honor the flying 
monster with a good spirit whose image was perverted by Ab-
Horriblis, Midori called herself  “Horribla.” She took pride and joy 
in having become monster-like—she felt it made her special. Her 
name was almost like a joke, as she did not consider herself  horrible 
at all. Her devastating strength and “nuclear breath” proved to be 
vital weapons in the war with Uncanny Evil. Midori returned to 
work at Sun Valley after the reality reset turned it into a normal 
grocery store. Discovering that she could change into her Horribla 
form and back again at will, Midori rejoined the Infinity Trust, 
honoring the kaiju of  yesterday with a legacy to outlast tomorrow. 
 
Kerrtys Zantoro –  Based on Santoro from the film Hell of  the 
Living Dead (1980) and Kurtis Stryker from the Mortal Kombat games. 
Zantoro was a member of  a mobile SWAT team, who also worked 
in some capacity with the U.S. military. He was present at the 
Nakotomi Plaza incident of  1986 and stopped a speeding bus rigged 
to explode in 1992. Most famously, however, he was involved in 
stopping an outbreak of  zombies in the Philippines, where an 
experiment on the Nazi compound Gamma-693 was underway as 
part of  “Operation Sweet Death.” He and his squad contained the 
zombies, but Sweet Death would return in 1986, when the island of  
Matul was afflicted with the zombifying effect of  “Project Death 
One.” After becoming a fighter in an interdimensional tournament, 
Zantoro was tracked down and recruited by the Infinity Trust, 
believing his combat skills to be useful. During this time, the Trust 
rescued physicist and explorer Mórdún Saorduine from death 
under the reign of  Tsuu-Aas by plucking him out of  Earth-X's 
timeline. Saorduine often accompanied Zantoro on missions, and at 
one point, the two of  them were trapped on a world that was in the 
process of  being destroyed by a race of  aliens who enslaved the 
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Earth in one possible timeline of  Saorduine's future. Saorduine was 
unable to save himself, but used the technology of  his unique 
armorsuit to eject a digital copy of  his mind into Zantoro's brain. 
Since then, Zantoro has carried the physicist's consciousness in his 
mind, on the lookout for a chance to restore Mórdún to a physical 
body—preferably a clone of  his original self. Sometimes, when 
Zantoro sleeps (as he often does, as inopportune times), Saorduine 
takes control of  his body, and flexes his own agile combat skills. 
Indeed, Saorduine's mind has saved Zantoro from his own idiocy on 
many occasions. Zantoro also has something to do with the main 
character of  the film Stryker (1983), which may be set in the same 
universe as Mad Max, Escape from New York, Rats: Night of  Terror, 
2019: After the Fall of  New York, 2020 Texas Gladiators, Webster 
Colcord's Dr. Death, Kamandi, Tank Girl, Judge Dredd, and others. This 
world may have been what remained of  civilization after Tsuu-Aas 
took over the Earth, following President Tromble's nuclear war. 
 
Dr. Leonard Crane – Eleanor del Rey's therapist, and eventually, 
the much-needed therapist for the entire Infinity Trust. He is the 
son of  Sam Loomis II and Lila Crane; Sam was once romantically 
involved with Lila's sister Marion. Marion and Lila Crane were the 
nieces of  Dr. Jonathan Crane, who knew Dr. Sam Loomis, Sam 
Loomis II's uncle. Dr. Loomis studied Jonathan Crane when he was 
locked up in Arkham Asylum. Loomis also studied Norman Bates, 
or Bateman, who killed Marion Crane. But his most famous patient 
was Michael Myers—an ostensible descendant of  Fantomas (much 
like the Lord Deep Down) who was a soulless killer. Sam's cousin 
Tommy, another nephew of  Dr. Loomis', was disfigured by Lonnie 
Price, Dr. Draugiz's uncle who became the villain Rat Fink. Price 
singlehandedly destroyed Tommy Loomis' chance of  becoming a 
pop idol like Vicki Robbins. Dr. Sam Loomis' death at Michael 
Myers' hands inspired Leonard Crane to become a psychiatrist; he 
was named for Leonard Samson, a comrade of  his father's uncle. 
 
Rip Gardenier – Rip Gardenier represents my fan continuation of  
a concept by Rick Lai. In his story “Shadows Reborn” in Tales of  the 
Shadowmen Volume 11, Lai combined Philip Jose Farmer's “Skinburn” 
with “The Long Purple Dream of  Rip van Winkle” to propose an 
alternative genealogy for Kent Lane, ostensibly The Shadow's son. 
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Instead of  being the son of  Kent Allard and Margo Lane, Kent 
Lane is instead the son of  Thelda Bouchard (from Walter Gibson's 
Shadow novel The Death Tower) and Rip van Winkle. In the latter 
Farmer story mentioned above, a time-traveling Rip van Winkle has 
a sexual liaison with Margo Lane. In Lai's version, Farmer's story 
happened in a sense, as Thelma Bouchard impersonated Margo 
Lane on occasion. Kent Lane, despite having no biological link to 
The Shadow, was still considered The Shadow's son, and therefore 
his offspring, Rip Gardenier, was like The Shadow's grandson. Dr. 
Draugiz considered him a “cousin” because her own ancestors had 
been fraudulent descendants of  The Shadow. Sina O'Sang had 
some affinity with Rip as well—her father, Sanger Rainsford, had 
been an agent of  The Shadow, and the vigilante had even used her 
father's name on missions. She was sort of  like The Shadow's 
daughter, in a sense. Under the names Myra Reldon and Ming 
Dwan, The Unknown had been one of  The Shadow’s assistants. 
Rip Gardenier was named for his ancestors—Gardenier was the 
name of  Rip van Winkle's descendants, as seen in Washington 
Irving's original story. He worked as a security enforcer in the same 
vein as his “grandfather”; he wielded two pistols and laughed as he 
fought his enemies. He even wore a slouch hat, though he dressed 
sensibly, appropriate to his native decade in the 1980s.  
 
Johnny Whistler – Johnny Whistler appears to be the latest 
incarnation or avatar of  the Whistler, a spirit-like storyteller who 
made many radio and film appearances in the 1940s. He served as a 
narrator for the Sun Valley grocery store as he worked as a cashier 
there, though all the narration is in his head. For most of  his life, 
Johnny prized himself  on being cool. When he learned of  the 
Infinity Trust through Krissy Azedia, he thought he had powers 
waiting to awaken. The Trust warped him to the planet Ras'xik, a 
planet of  sweeping pink fields and ruins of  an ancient civilization, 
the Rasa. Exploring a dead Rasa city awoke the spirit of  a fallen 
warrior of  the Xik, the race which wiped out the Rasa at the 
expense of  themselves. The Xik ghost claimed that he was the new 
guardian of  this fallen city, and he knew everything about it, being 
synced with the ruined banks of  the city's computers. It revealed to 
Johnny that he was not cool. His name wasn't even Johnny 
Whistler—he was Richard “Dicky” Vaporwave, entitled heir to the 
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Vaporwave fortune. He came from one of  several nonsense 
dimensions that intersected with Sun Valley thanks to the 
dimensional rift beneath it—a version of  Earth with a history most 
would consider ridiculous. Embracing the fact that he wasn't cool 
gave Johnny the superpower of  self-confidence. He served no 
meaningful battle role in his time in the Infinity Trust, but he was a 
friend to everyone who was a member. Johnny returned to Sun 
Valley with his fellow cashiers after the reality reset, and also joined 
with them when they returned to service within the Infinity Trust. 
The Liberator seemed shocked, however, when Johnny mentioned 
a “future daughter” he'd learned about, a girl named Janine 
Vaporwave. 
 
“Dad” - Aka Plough, M. Power, Abrahamson. The most mysterious 
agent of  the Infinity Trust, “Dad” is the only known survivor of  a 
quantum erasure which destroyed his entire timeline. In fact, he is 
the only survivor of  a quantum erasure in the known Multiverse. He 
remembers his true name but cannot speak it due to nearly-fatal 
damage to his observational property projection, which affects his 
appearance as well as his speech, though he claims to have always 
looked this way. He sports bizarrely-proportioned features, 
including tiny ears, a sloping Neanderthal-like skull, round golfball-
like eyes with minuscule pupils, a protruding upper jaw marked by a 
brownish muzzle, and most strikingly of  all, an unusual matte yellow 
skin tone, though he lists his race as white on Trust documents. He 
also possesses limited intelligence, which is believed to be influenced 
somehow by his dimensional scars, as he demonstrates little 
comprehension and knowledge of  traditional academic subjects yet 
is prone to fits of  brilliance, on top of  being extraordinarily lucky as 
far as idiots go. Indeed, “Dad” is smart enough to manage the 
atomic power plant that serves as an Infinity Trust base on Earth-
81513518, though there are several near-emergencies on a regular 
basis. “Dad” additionally suffers from severe alcoholism and fits of  
rage, though he has proven to be a loving and amiable person under 
the right circumstances. Besides his uncanny and unexpected 
aptitudes and spurts of  great fortune, he has no useful superhuman 
abilities. He can summon what he says are the ghosts of  his wife, 
son, and two daughters, though these phantoms appear to lack 
sentience. “Dad”'s wife (nicknamed “Mom”) makes only a low-
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pitched grumbling noise; his son (nicknamed “Brat”), speaks one of  
two phrases which are smothered by the sound of  TV static, but 
which seem to contain the syllable “cow.” His oldest daughter 
(nicknamed “Middle”) possesses the most self-awareness and has 
been known to communicate comprehensibly to Infinity Trust 
agents. “Dad”'s oldest daughter has been nicknamed “Baby,” which 
conveys that she was only an infant when her life ended. Oddly, 
“Dad” has claimed that “Baby” was a baby for “many years.” This 
may have something to do with the town “Dad” cites as his place of  
living, which had a duplicate on Earth-X before its destruction. Due 
to the same quantum event which removed “Dad” from the 
timeline, this town does not exist in a fixed location and can be 
found in a variety of  American states, including some which don't 
usually exist on the majority of  Earths. “Dad” claims that a man 
who lives in the Earth-X incarnation of  his town is his replacement, 
indicating his timeline was once part of  Earth-X. “Dad”'s supposed 
replacement is said to be, in “Dad”'s words, “Like me, but rounder 
and more polished.” “Dad” is kept around both for research 
purposes and because he is a man without a home. He has agreed to 
stay in the Trust's employ in exchange for a regular ration of  
alcohol, breakfast pastries, and chocolate milkshakes. He has 
specified that said milkshakes must be “frosty.” 
 
Morley Man – Based on the Marlboro Man, and named after the 
fictional line of  cigarettes which have appeared in dozens of  movies 
and TV shows (perhaps beginning the 1960 film Psycho). The Morley 
Man may have once been a human but no one, including him, 
knows for sure. He acts more like a sentient idea, a living 
advertisement. He became an adventurer in the mid-20th Century 
when he was given a wristwatch from a scientist named Dr. 
Bradford Markham, which was originally intended to lengthen his 
lifespan after it was discovered his body was devastated by nicotine 
use. The watch, loaded with a chemical known as Thermo-Clyodine-
Phostium, or TCP, would later confer superhuman abilities akin to 
the Morley Man's in English police constable Mick Riley, who would 
become the superhero known as Thunderbolt the Avenger. Using 
the powers of  flight and super-strength, the Morley Man battled a 
dangerous group of  invasive aliens, in a series of  events fictionalized 
as The Creeping Terror (1964) (which coincidentally featured one of  
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the Marlboro Men as “Dr. Bradford”). However he was eventually 
trapped, in fact if  not in name, in one of  the Morley Cigarettes 
facilities, until he decided to escape. The life he began away from 
Morley led him to the Sun Valley grocery store, where he ended up 
being recruited, along with many of  the employees there, into the 
ranks of  the Infinity Trust. However, Sun Valley Inc. had once 
owned Morley Cigarettes, and the store and company were a front 
for an interuniversal league of  villains known known as Uncanny 
Evil. The Morley Man had secretly been a living weapon for 
Uncanny Evil, and they “activated” him in order to infiltrate the 
Infinity Trust. He stole many of  their secrets, including the 
weaknesses of  the team's various members, all against his will. To 
his mounting horror, he was forced by his sleeper-agent 
programming to kill the Blue Phantom, Vesper, Mr. W, Ogroff, 
and Torgo. When he was brought down by The Liberator and the 
Siren, he was able to shake the control over his mind long enough 
to ask them to kill him. The Liberator refused, while the Siren 
hesitated, and in this pause the Morley Man used his strength to 
bring down a steel beam, collapsing the ceiling of  the room they 
were in. The two heroines survived, but the Morley Man, to his 
relief, did not. 
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The Villains of  Uncanny Evil 

 

− The Angel of  Death, aka Angelo T. Mallory. He 
considered himself  to be the true Phantom of  the Grocery 
Store, envious of  the Blue Phantom's acquisition of  that 
name. His origin is unknown but he appears to have been a 
living skeleton. He wrote a trap book which threatened to 
enslave Midori Mifune/Horribla. 

− Ab-Horriblo. After Horribla slew Ab-Horriblis, Uncanny 
Evil trapped his Essence and turned one of  their common 
soldiers into an avatar of  the powerful monster. This man, 
who forgot his own name during the painful fusion process, 
was obsessed with destroying Horribla and stealing her 
power, just as Ab-Horriblis hungered to destroy and 
consume other monsters. 

− The Pumpkin Master, an enemy of  Bloody Mary's 
described in her story series. He is an invader from another 
universe who has dark plans for Earth-X and its survivors. 

− The Scandium Conqueror, another enemy of  Bloody 
Mary's. Ever desperate to escape the various deaths that he 
saw his future selves die, Lord Scand is a cold-hearted 
abuser of  time-travel whose only concern is preserving his 
own existence at all costs. 

− Dr. Carl Gloria 

− Typhoid Mary, a predecessor to Sina O’Sang in the role of  
Bloody Mary. She stole Mary’s power to become her own 
entity—Sina trapped her in a Hemkra Quartz prison and she 
was fed on for power by Peri Kent, aka Dark Mary. Yet she 
was still alive when she was released to fight The Sanguinary, 
by the will of  Uncanny Evil. To their mutual surprise, the 
fledgling superhero was strong enough to defeat her in a 
mortal battle. 

− Dr. R.G.V. Moreau, master of  Gorilla City, professional 
time-meddler and man-maker. He is the deranged heir to Dr. 
Alphonse Moreau of  H.G. Wells' famous novel, and like 
Lord Scand he is a reckless time-traveler who has altered 
too much history for his own good.  
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− Lady Zoga, a powerful warrior created in the events of  my 
book Meta-Terrax, was an occasional ally to the group. 

− Additionally, Wa, creator of  Mr. W and enemy of  Dr. 
Draugiz, served a new role after its death at the hands of  
Awwb-Zow'cnaddm. Whereas the Liberator, the Infinity 
Trust's champion, was powered by the Pulse-Chamber, Wa 
became a machine that infused the members of  Uncanny 
Evil with dimensional energy that enlarged and distorted 
their various abilities. He was thus something like an “Anti-
Pulse-Chamber” and was called such on several occasions by 
several of  the specialists who worked for Uncanny Evil.  

 

 

 

 

 

 


