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				Chapter One – The Key


The obsidian slab screamed as it slid open, stone grinding against volcanic glass. Dust poured like ash from a furnace, choking the air. Ten men stood at the threshold, weapons ready. Most would die within minutes.

 “This the place?”
 
 Morgan’s voice cut through the silence. Bald, broad, and scowling, He swept his flashlight toward the mouth of the tunnel, where the dark pressed back like a living thing.

 Dr. Bose didn’t answer. He smacked the side of his radiation meter until it clicked again.
 
 “Yes.” Voice low and reverent. “I can feel it. The Key is here.”
 
 Morgan grunted.
  “Just making sure we’re not about to die for nothing.”
 
Bose smiled, thin-lipped and cold-eyed.
 “We will not die for nothing, Officer Morgan. We die for something more.”
 
Morgan swept his flashlight across the tunnel’s yawning maw. The beam vanished into a wall of darkness—thick, unnatural, almost wet. It didn’t recede until they stepped inside.

Dr. Bose led the way. His frame was wiry beneath a dust-streaked tan coat. Steel-gray goatee, sharpened to a point. Wire-rimmed glasses perched on a hooked nose. Pale eyes framed by laugh lines that hadn’t seen laughter in years.

His hands trembled—part age, part hunger.

Behind him, soldiers moved. 
Mechanical. Systematic. 
The cavern stirred to life—lights flickering, meters hissing, boots grinding ancient dust into stone.

Lieutenant Morgan lumbered in behind the team, broad-shouldered and scarred—an ex-Marine with fading tattoos that told war stories, and a slash of a scar running from cheek to lip.

He flicked a lighter. Dead sparks. No flame.

“This place gives me the creeps,” he muttered, tucking the lighter back into his vest. “Let’s find your goddamn stick.”

The hallway ended at a monolithic stone slab—etched in spiraling carvings. 
Sacrifices, beasts, and broken human forms knotted into impossible shapes. 
Not art. Not ritual. 
A warning.

Morgan squared his stance and shoved.

Stone groaned, grinding against ancient tracks, and the slab swung open with a seismic THOOM.
Giving way to a vaulted hall.

Ancient stone walls soared upward, their surfaces veined with black moss, strangling vines, and petrified root. The air was wet with age—each breath thick with rot and memory.

At the center rose a stepped pyramid, cut from the same black glass as the outer slab. Floating above it, impossibly still, hung a smaller stone dais—suspended in midair, pulsing with a dull amber glow. A heartbeat caught in time.

Three grotesque statues—twisted masses of tentacles, spikes, gaping mouths, and wide, staring eyes. Their obsidian glass skin shimmered faintly, as if something just beneath the surface still writhed. Each one facing a side of the black-glass pyramid.


Bose stepped forward like a priest entering the inner sanctum.

“This is it,” he breathed. “The ley lines converge here. We're near.”

He cast a sharp look over his shoulder.  
“It is not a stick, Officer Morgan. It is the Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth, forged in the void breath of Azathoth. Even a splinter holds more power than your feral mind can fathom.”

The radiation meter on his coat chirped—slow, steady clicks rising like a Geiger lullaby.

He adjusted his glasses, lenses catching the amber light.

“Keep the men back. No one touches the dais but me.”


Below, soldiers fanned out—tripods slamming into the stone, cables snaking, scanners whirring.
“You, grunt” 
he snapped, jabbing a finger toward a young soldier without looking up. 
"Come here."
The grunt dropped his toolkit and stumbled forward, hands shaking as he gripped the slick obsidian surface.

The doctor pointed without hesitation. “Rotate the statue ninety degrees to the left.”

Morgan cracked a dry laugh. “Now, Herr Bose, my men are tough, but turning a—”

A grinding click cut him off as the statue locked into place.

Bose’s eyes gleamed.
“These idols chart the dance of the Outer Gods around Azathoth. Only in their proper alignment will the ritual succeed.” 
He motioned again. 
“Now move the others—seventy degrees right. One hundred twenty left.”
Another click. Then another.

 "The number isn't random."
"Three sons. Three mouths. Three locks on the Key."

The statues sank into the floor in unison, and the central dais creaked downward. Torches along the walls ignited in sickly purple flame, a whipping wind stirring around the pyramid—as if the chamber itself had exhaled.

The dais descended until it hovered inches above the cavern floor. Bose climbed the pyramid like he’d done it in dreams.

 Stepping onto it, staring down at an altar hewn from unknown bones. Curving ribs entwined around a dagger of petrified wood, its surface glinting like fractured glass. The artifact floated within the skeletal embrace, as alien and beautiful as it was deadly.

A gale roared through the hall, rattling every bone in their bodies.

“The sons have woken!”

Bose pivoted, voice booming over the scream of wind

“Quickly! Containment unit—now!”

He lifted both hands skyward, fingers twisting into a sigil of an eye. Chanting in a warped, inhuman tongue. His voice erupted into a cacophony of screams and grunts—an alien liturgy that made the air itself shiver.

The bones encasing the Key splintered with a crack, collapsing into chalky dust. A low, resonant hum swelled—then fractured into piercing keens that raked the chamber. Soldiers clutched their ears, blood welling at their tear ducts, but the sound burrowed deeper.

From his jacket pocket, Bose drew a rune-inscribed cloth and wrapped it carefully around the Key, fingertips not daring to graze its jagged edge.

The instant the cloth kissed it, silence dropped like a guillotine.

He lifted the bundle aloft, eyes alight with triumph, as the wind died and the chamber fell into an oppressive hush. Only the sickly purple torchlight remained, flames flickering violently and casting dancing silhouettes of the damned across the stone walls.

Two soldiers sprinted forward, hauling a reinforced case.  
They snapped it open beside Bose.

Others staggered upright—dizzy, bleeding, disoriented.

And then—

The room pulsed.

Not sound. Not breath.  
space itself convulsed.

A scream ripped through the silence.  
Not human.

A man at the rear of the group split in half.  
No warning. No impact. Just gore exploding like a peeled fruit against the far wall.

Then it began.

Something moved.

Soldiers barely had time to scream as invisible claws slammed them to the ground.  
Limbs were torn free.  
Spines snapped like dry twigs.  
And from the shadows poured creatures—

—shattered things—

Beasts of warped angles and shifting limbs, soaked in gore, their skin a mosaic of broken glass and writhing void.  It shifted violently, and its body tore sideways. Bones popped. Tendons snapped. The sound was wet and hungry.
Their mouths opened too wide.  
Their howls were joy.


 “Well… here we fucking go.”

Morgan didn’t hesitate.

His sidearm cracked twice—clean, center-mass shots.  
The bullets sparked off the nearest beast like raindrops on black glass.

He cursed, drew a second pistol mid-motion, and kept firing.

“Get the doctor out of here!”

Another volley, Same result.  
The rounds bent in the air, vanishing into ripple-like distortions or ricocheting with brittle, underwater cracks—like glass breaking in a dream.

One of the things raised its twisted snout to the ceiling and howled.  
Not in pain.  
In triumph.

The sound wasn’t natural.  
It screeched like a corrupted broadcast—stuttering, jagged, relishing its return to flesh.

Then the chamber erupted.

The hounds surged forward—jaws yawning too wide, teeth glinting with pieces of elsewhere.  
Dimensions sheared like bone between those fangs.

Dr. Bose turned back to the altar, eyes locked on the Key.

The two soldiers hauling the containment case didn’t even scream.  
The first vanished beneath a swarm of claws.  
The second was lifted clean off the floor, his spine arching back until it snapped with a sound like a tree branch giving way. Blood sprayed across the altar like a blessing.

Bose stumbled toward the containment case, blinking soldier's blood from his eye.  
Fingers slick, trembling.

He slammed the Key into the chamber just as another scream shattered the far wall.  
The box hissed shut.  
Locked.

Bose staggered forward with the case—then a claw raked out of the dark, clinging into his back as he was driven down. A second carved up his face.  
His left eye burst with a wet pop.

The chamber had watched.  
And now it collected—demanding his life as payment.

He screamed.

Morgan didn’t flinch.

He charged.

Slammed into the creature—shoulder first—sending it tumbling in a mess of limbs and ink.

He grabbed Bose by the collar and hauled him up.

 “Get that fucking Key—  
 And get the fuck out of here.”
 

All around him, the chamber warped—shadows stretching like molten obsidian, spilling through the passage like a living tide.

Boots thundered on stone.  
Bose ran—clutching the containment case to his chest, every breath ragged.

Behind him, Morgan made his stand.

A hound lunged. Another slammed him down.  
Jaws tore into his gut, spilling hot blood across the ancient floor.

He didn’t scream.  
He thought of his daughter’s drawing on the fridge.  
Jammed the gun between the beast’s jaws and fired.  
Muzzle flash lit bone.

It did nothing.

Morgan’s eyes dimmed, blood pooling out of his mouth—his final breath a snarl.

The hounds descended.

Bose risked one look back—  
A flash of bodies, blood, and limbs caught mid-tear.

Then he ran.

The purple torches lining the hall winked out behind him, one by one.  
The dark chased his heels.  
The air warped. The howls twisted into something too broken to name.

Ahead—just a sliver of light.

His only escape.

The obsidian slab slid shut.
































			Chapter Two – Beginning & End



BRRRRRIIIIINNNGGG.  
The school bell screams to life.  
Lucas jolts awake—green eyes wide, heart racing, breath short.

Still here.
Still that dream.
Still that feeling of something chasing.
Hunting.
Waiting.
Something in the dark. Watching. Breathing.
With eyes—too many eyes.
It always ends the same.
Lucas, devoured.

THWACK.  
A ruler cracks against the desk.

Mr. Fritz looms above him, all scowl and sharp angles.  
“I should scold you,” he says, his German accent slicing through the static in Lucas’s brain. “But what would be the point? You’ve been doing this for five years.”
He dropped his ruler back on the desk, then adjusted the black leather briefcase he always carried—like a limb he refused to let be amputated.
Its edges were scuffed. One of the brass buckles was bent, like it had seen things.
Lucas remembered once—last semester—the briefcase fell open during a fire drill.
And something long, wrapped in black gauze, had spilled out and hit the tile.
Fritz kicked it back in before anyone could get a look.
Said it was “lab equipment.”
No one believed him.
No one asked again.

He smirks. Just slightly.  
“Enjoy your summer, Herr Nyx. I look forward to not seeing you next year.”

THWACK. One more for good measure. Then he turns and walks away.

Lucas shoves comics and frayed headphones into his worn-out, patch-covered backpack. Zipper jams halfway—because of course it does. He yanks it until it screams shut.

One last look at the classroom. Same flickering lights. Same chemical stink. Same desk he’s been melting into for years.

He leaves without nostalgia.

The hallway’s a riot. Seniors tearing posters off walls like prisoners busting out. Lockers bang open. Someone’s blasting garbage music from their phone.

Lucas doesn’t care.  
Head down. Tunnel vision.  
One target: the exit.

Five years in this hellhole. Five years of washed-up teachers and soul-dead classmates. No friends. No chances. Doesn’t matter. It’s over. Exit’s right there. He can taste it.

But freedom never comes cheap.

A hand clamps his shoulder, yanking him into a sweaty armpit that reeks of Axe, gym socks, and crushed Doritos.

“Where you think you’re goin’, Nick?”

Bradly.  
The final boss of hallway harassment.

“Tonight’s the senior send-off, Nick. You coming, or hiding like always?” 
He tightened his grip around Lucas’s throat, Bradly’s fingers bit into Lucas’s throat, voice low and rough.  
“Not ditchin’ the senior party, are you, Nick?”

Lucas shoves him off.

“It’s Nyx. Not Nick. Lucas Nyx.”  
His voice is steel.  
“Fuck off. It’s the last day. Let me go home.”

Bradly’s cheer squad of linemen snort and cackle behind him. Lucas shoulders his bag, takes a step—

—and walks straight into a wall of meat.

Bradly watches, smiling like an oil spill. “You’re right, Nick,” he says, waving his boys aside.

Lucas narrows his eyes.

Brad just walks off, grin still glued to his face.

No punchline. No cheap shot.

Just a setup.

Lucas doesn’t trust it. But the hallway’s open.

So he leaves.

Fast.

  
No one’s home. Finally. Peace and quiet for once.

Fridge creaks open. Same story: a half-empty bottle of mustard, expired milk, and a bruised apple that’s probably sentient by now.

Cheese. Bread. Butter.

Grilled cheese again. Gourmet.

He drops a pan on the burner, slaps the sandwiches together. The sandwich sizzled, rich and warm—but it couldn’t hide the mildew chewing through the walls.

Crack.  
Off-brand cola hisses open. He leans on the counter, half-exhaling for the first time today—

SLAM.

Front door kicks in. Laughter floods the apartment, sticky and sour.

His mother stumbles in, dangling off Kurt like she’s already halfway to blackout.

Weed. Booze. Sweat. Cheap perfume. It hits like a punch to the throat.

“Shouldn’t you be in school?” Kurt grunts, dumping her onto the couch like trash.

“It’s the last day,” Lucas says flatly, plating his food off.

“Oh, so now you can work.”  
Kurt stumbles into the kitchen, slouching against the counter, too close, always too close. That ratty hair of his swinging like a greasy pendulum.

He shrugs off his leather jacket, tosses it at the couch. Mom giggles and doesn’t notice a thing.

“Sure, Kurt,” Lucas says, forcing a grin, “I’ll get a job the second you do.”

He picks up his plate and tries to walk—but Kurt moves fast for a walking corpse. He blocks the hall like a busted scarecrow.

Without a word, he shoves Lucas hard into the wall. Sandwich hits the floor. Then comes the slap. Another. Harder. Taste of blood.

“Watch how you talk to me, boy,” Kurt snaps, nostrils flaring, coke crusted in one.

He steps on the sandwich, face inches from Lucas’s.

“You think you're a man now? Respect your elders, you little shit.”

Lucas stares him down, jaw clenched.  
“I’ll respect you the day you wipe the coke off your nose and do something that matters.”

Kurt slaps him. Hard.  
Again. Harder.

The world tilts. Metallic taste. Lights blur.  
Then silence—punctuated by the sound of shattered ceramic.

“You little shit,” Kurt growls, grabbing his shirt, trying to haul him up with whatever’s left of his twitchy skeleton arms. “You were only here because of school. Now? You’re nothing. Just another mouth I don’t owe a goddamn thing.”

His breath is all beer and rot.

“You got ‘til the end of the month to find a job. Or pack your shit.”  
Kurt sneers. Sniffs. Grins like he won something.  
“Hell—maybe tonight.”

Lucas doesn’t blink. Doesn’t flinch.  
“Don’t touch me.”

He shoves Kurt back. Hard. The man hits the wall, stunned.

They lock eyes. Rage against insecurity. Lucas sees it: the flinch, the fear. Finally.

“Fuck this. Fuck you. I’m done.”

Lucas grabs his hoodie. His headphones. No goodbyes. No second chances. He bolts out the door—

“What’s going on?” Mom mumbles from the couch, barely conscious.

Kurt lurches to the door, flings it open.  
Voice full of venom.

“Don’t bother coming back! You’re done! You hear me?! You’re fucking done!”

Lucas doesn’t look back.

The plate’s still broken on the floor.

So is the part of him that stayed quiet.


Lucas wandered for hours. No plan. Just streets and shadows, the ache of everything falling apart pressed deep in his bones.

The sun slipped behind the trees. Streetlights flickered awake, casting long, lonely silhouettes across cracked sidewalks.

He found himself at the park. Somehow. He sank onto a cold bench and stared out over the grass.

Kids ran wild—screaming with laughter, chasing each other in chaotic arcs. Their joy felt distant. Like static on a broken radio.

‘Now what? I can’t go back. I don’t want to go back. I’ve got no one else. No one.’

A shift beside him.

Someone sat on the bench.

He didn’t look. Maybe a jogger. Maybe a ghost.

Then a voice—soft, clear, too calm.

“Are you going to the senior party?”

Lucas turned.

A girl. Familiar. Golden hair, cheer uniform—pristine despite the hour. Those crystal-blue eyes. Too bright. Too steady.

Arhiy.  
Junior, maybe. Always surrounded, but never truly touched by anyone.

“…I wasn’t planning on it,” he said, voice fragile. “I don’t do parties.”

“Oh, nonsense.”  
Her smile was effortless, casual.  
She nodded toward a group of girls by a rusted car, their laughter spilling into the night like spilled secrets.  
“We’re heading there now. You should come.”

She stood. Held out her hand.

Lucas stared.

This moment wasn’t real. It felt chosen. Like it had been waiting—waiting just for him.

He hesitated.

Then took it.

Her smile twitched—satisfied, not sweet. Her eyes didn’t quite match it. Too bright. Too still. Like a doll’s.

She led him toward the car.

‘Guess I’m going to the senior party.’

  
  
The car ride felt like it lasted an eternity.

Lucas sat in the back seat between two cheerleaders, both absorbed in their phones—snapping selfies, laughing at inside jokes, and scrolling through the school group chat like he wasn’t even there.

Up front, a girl he didn’t recognize drove with Arhiy in the passenger seat. Lucas kept his eyes fixed on the window, watching neighborhoods give way to trees, asphalt to gravel.

Every now and then, he caught Arhiy glancing back at him in the rear view mirror. Like she was checking on him.  
But there was something in her expression.  
Not concern. Not interest. Calculation.

The road turned to dirt, winding upward. A tall, wrought-iron gate creaked open as they approached. The trees grew thinner here, like even the forest didn’t want to get too close.  
A massive house sat at the center of the clearing—glass walls, manicured hedges, lights pulsing with bass.

“This is someone’s house?” Lucas asked, frowning.

“Yeah,” Arhiy said lightly. “Bradly’s family place. A little much, if you ask me.”

Lucas didn’t answer.  
A cold feeling stirred behind his ribs.  
He suddenly understood where this was going.
‘I shouldn’t be here.’

The car circled a curved drive and stopped before an architectural monstrosity: towering glass walls, floodlights bleaching everything in artificial glow. Music pulsed from inside—deep, animal bass.

The house didn’t feel lived in. It felt staged. Like a set. A trick.

The party was already in full swing—music thumping, shadows moving behind windows.

Lucas stepped out of the car. The girls clustered together instantly, buzzing about who was already there, who’d hooked up with who, what drama was unfolding in real time.

Lucas just stood there, hands in his hoodie pocket, looking up at the house.

‘Too clean. Too perfect. I hate this place.’

He approached Arhiy as the music pounded through the walls.

“Thanks for the ride.”

“Yeah, no worries,” she said, flashing a warm smile. Her hand slid down his arm to his, fingers lacing briefly.

“Come on. Let’s party—wooo!”

She led him through the crowd to a large metal tub filled with ice and bottles.

“Do you drink?”

“I’ve snuck a few of mom’s boyfriend’s beers before. He never noticed.”

She handed him one and cracked it open for him.

Lucas took a swig and coughed hard, throat burning.

Ahriy laughed, too hard, like she needed to.

She leaned in, her fingers traced the edge of his jaw, brushing back a stray lock with unexpected gentleness.

“You’re not as boring as I expected.”

Lucas blinked. “What?”

“The party,” she said quickly. “You look good in a crowd.”

He wasn’t sure what to say.  

She didn’t wait for permission—just tugged him gently, past the kitchen, down the narrow hall, into the pulsing heart of the house.
The living room had transformed—lights dimmed, music loud enough to bruise, and bodies everywhere. Swirling in the sweat-humid air, bouncing to the synthetic beat of bad house music, too chaotic to be good, too catchy to escape.
Lucas hesitated.
But Ahriy didn’t.
She pulled him into the current, close enough that he could feel the bass through her bones. Her hands found his—guiding them to her hips, not demanding. Her laugh was soft against his ear as they moved.
He didn’t know the steps. There weren’t any. Just motion.
Just the rhythm and her grin and the beer dulling the edges of his fear.
The bass thudded through his chest like a second heartbeat, uneven but relentless. His arms stiffened for a heartbeat, then relaxed as she pressed closer, guiding him without a word.
“You’re not half-bad,” she shouted over the music, breath warm against his ear.
He forced a grin. “You’re a terrible liar.”
She leaned in closer, a ghost of a smirk playing on her lips.
“You wouldn’t know if I was lying.”
Her voice was soft, but a challenge lurked beneath the words—like a dare cloaked in silk.
“You’ve got rhythm. And you know how to use it.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief and something softer—maybe sympathy.
He almost believed her.
For a moment, the chaos around them faded into a blur of lights and bodies. The room contracted until it was just the two of them—her pulse quick beneath his fingers, the faint scent of jasmine and sweat.
Lucas felt the last of his defenses dissolve. Not because the beer numbed him, but because her laugh promised he didn’t have to be anyone else here.
For a fleeting, cruel moment, Lucas felt like someone else—someone who belonged.

Thirty minutes on the dance floor, and a few beers deep, Ahriy grabbed his hand again.

This time, she led him toward the backyard. They slipped behind the shed, away from the music, away from the noise, until it was just the two of them and the thrum of his heartbeat in his ears.

She pushed him gently against the wall.  
Her face moved in close—lips just inches from his. Then stopped.

“You’ve been entertaining, Nick.”

Lucas blinked.

“It’s… Nyx.”

She blinked back. “That’s what I said.”

Before he could respond, something shifted.

From around the corner—hands.  
Rough. Familiar.

He was grabbed. Dragged.  
Bradly. And his crew.

“What’s up, Nick! Glad you made it to my party.”

Lucas was slammed back against the shed. His head cracked wood.  
Laughter followed.

He looked to Ahriy.

She hadn’t moved.  
She hadn’t flinched.

She was still smiling.

Bradly stepped forward, beer in hand, eyes narrowing like he was sizing up a puzzle piece that refused to fit. Not quite drunk. Not quite sober.
“Y’know, I didn’t even wanna throw this party.” He gave a humorless shrug. “Arhiy talked me into it. Said it’d be good for me.”
He took a swig. Spat it to the side.
“I figured... fine. Invite the freak, let him dance, let him pretend for one night that he belongs.”
He jabbed his finger hard into Lucas’s chest.
“But you—Nick. You really thought this was real, didn’t you?”
A punch to the gut.
Lucas folded.
Bradly crouched low, venom now leaking through every syllable.
“I never liked you.”
He didn’t smile when he said it.
“Not ‘cause you’re a threat. You’re not.
 “You’re poor.”
“You walk around like you’re invisible.
Like your mom’s not frying her brain in your moldy apartment.
Like people don’t see you.
Don’t smell you.”
He downed the last of his beer, then spiked the can at Lucas’s head.
It clanged off his temple, splashing warm backwash down his cheek.
“I’m not supposed to pity you. I’m supposed to break you.”
“But here’s the thing...”
His grin cracked wide and false.
“No matter how many times I put you down... you get back up. Like a cockroach. Like an infection.”
His voice dropped.
“You should be broken. Should be easy. But you’re not. And that—”
Another blow.
“—drives me fucking insane.”

Crack.

A punch to the face.  
Something split. Maybe his lip. Maybe his nose.  
Warmth bloomed in his mouth—thick, metallic.

Blood.  
Not the first today.  
But this time it came slow. Heavy. Real.

Then came the rest.

Fists.  
Kicks.  
Stomps.

They beat him like it was tradition. Like they’d practiced.
Ribs thudded like drums. Bones begged to snap.
When it ended, there was no silence.
Just laughter.
Not joyous—just satisfied.
Like they were admiring their handiwork.
Like this was what they came for.
Lucas hit the dirt in a curl of broken breath.
One eye swelling shut.
Blood stringing down his chin.
He looked up through the blur—
and spat blood in Bradly’s face.
Bradly flinched.
Wiped it slow.
Smiled wider.
“Guess he hasn’t learned.”
A snap of fingers.
“Pick him back up.”


Rough hands gripped Lucas under the arms, jerking him upright like a rag doll. His legs buckled, dragging limply through grass and crushed beer cans.
The laughter had faded now—replaced by murmurs. The crowd wasn’t sure anymore if this was still a party or something uglier. But no one moved. No one stopped it. Just a few faces in the dark, lit by flickering porch lights and fire pit glow, watching the ritual unfold.  
Bradly walked ahead of them, slow and easy, like he was leading a procession.
They crossed the lawn, toward the back of the yard—where the grass died and the weeds began.
Lucas’s boots scraped earth, leaving two dragging trails behind him.
Bradly reached the white picket fence and popped the rusted latch on a side gate. 
The hinges screamed as it swung open, revealing the slope beyond.
The hill.
The back of Bradly’s family property dropped off sharply—an old clearing where the earth tumbled fast into brush, loose rock, and hard dirt.
Bradly crouched next to Lucas, flicking blood from his knuckles.
“You shouldn’t have come, Nick. This wasn’t supposed to be your night.”
He stared at Lucas for a long moment.
Something almost like guilt flickered in his eyes.
Lucas tried to crawl.
Not away—just up. Just upright. Like that would matter.
Then he laughed—a low, ragged chuckle torn from somewhere deep.
“You can’t stand it, can you?”
He looked up, grin crooked, teeth pink with blood.
“No matter how hard you hit me—”
“I’m still here.”
Bradly stood.
“Toss him.”
The goons hesitated.
Lucas saw it.
Even they thought this was too far.
Bradly’s voice cut sharp, slicing through the pause.
“You heard me.
Toss. Him.”
They picked him up.

He flew.

Lucas hung in the air for a heartbeat—weightless, helpless—  
one last look.

Bradly, laughing.  
His goons, grinning.  
And Arhiy at his side,  
her smile wrong, too wide,  
her eyes blinking. Sideways.

Until—

WHAM.

He hit bottom.

Dirt.  
Cold.  
Blacktop beside him—some forgotten stretch of road.

He didn’t move.  
Couldn’t.

Each breath scraped his lungs.  
Ribs screaming.  
Mouth full of blood and spit and gravel.

His hoodie was torn.  
His headphones gone.  
Everything hurt.

Then—

Stillness.

The kind of silence that isn’t quiet.  
It listens.  
It waits.

And in that silence,  
Lucas Nyx began to disappear. 
Broken.  
Still.

Headlights swept over his body.

A car slowed.

The window rolled down.

“Herr Nyx? Is that you?”

Soft yellow light clicked on inside the cabin, revealing a familiar face.

Mr. Fritz.  
Science teacher. Quiet. Kind.

“My god, boy—what happened to you?”  

He got out of his car rushed to open the passenger door.
He knelt at Lucas’s side helping him to his feet and into the passenger seat.

“Senior parties suck,” he muttered, leaning his head against the cold window.

Mr. Fritz didn’t answer.  
Just drove.






			Chapter Three – Blood On The Altar

The car rolled down a long, narrow lane lined with gnarled trees, their branches clawing at the low-hanging mist like fingers desperate to grasp something unseen. 
A figure stood motionless beneath a flickering streetlight—a slender silhouette in red robes, watching, waiting. 
Lucas’s eyes caught them for a moment, then it vanished into the shadows as quickly as it appeared.
Ahead, the headlights cut through the gathering gloom, illuminating a modest house set back from the road. 
The house looked ordinary—with neat flower beds and a porch light that struggled against the encroaching dark.
Mr. Fritz pulled into the drive way next to a battered minivan, its sliding door hanging slightly ajar.


His house was old. Quiet.  
But warm.  
Books on every shelf. Dust in corners. A strange kind of peace.

Mr. Fritz helped him inside, then carefully cleaned and wrapped the worst of the bruises and cuts.

Lucas winced as the alcohol hit broken skin.

“Is your wife home?” He asked, trying to fill the silence.

Fritz paused.  
The room seemed to exhale.

“No.  
My Ida passed years ago.”

“Ida… that’s a beautiful name.”

Fritz nodded, placing a cup of steaming tea beside him.

“She was a wonderful, powerful woman.  
Not a day goes by I don’t miss her.”

Lucas took the cup. Sipped.

The warmth slipped down his throat like honey.

For a moment, his ribs stopped aching. His hands stopped shaking.

“Tell me, Lucas,” Mr. Fritz said, voice low. “What do you want to do with your life?”

Lucas sighed, eyes heavy.

“I don’t know.  
Kurt kicked me out.  
I’ve got nothing.”

Fritz stood with his back turned.  
He reached into his coat, dabbing his cheek with a cloth.

“Well,” he murmured. “You won’t have to worry about that much longer.”

Lucas frowned.

“What… what do you mean?”

He tried to stand.

His legs didn’t move.

The teacup slipped from his hand.  
Shattered.

“What did you—”

Mr. Fritz turned around.

The cloth dropped from his hand.

The glass eye.  
The claw marks beneath.  
Faint makeup smeared and running down his cheek.

A stranger wearing a familiar skin.

Lucas’s vision blurred.  
The walls twisted.  
The room warped around him.

Then—black.


Mr. Fritz carried Lucas’s limp body down a winding stone staircase.
The low hum of chanting filled the air, words curling like smoke — impossible to catch, but impossible to ignore.
The walls seemed to pulse with it, as if breathing with some dark life. 

With every step, the air thickened, and the chanting grew louder.
Low, wet syllables.  
Like something choking on smoke and bile.  
Each word tugged at the fabric of the world.

Torchlight flickered—  
Not flames. Something else.  
Sickly purple fire that clung to the walls like rot.

At the base of the stairs, Fritz turned into a narrow corridor.  
The smell hit.

Smoke.  
Burnt hair.  
And copper. Lots of copper.

Then, the chamber opened.

Vast. Circular. Wrong.

Chanting echoing through, like an ominous choir.

A black stone altar stood in the center like a wound in reality.  
Symbols spiraled across the floor—shifting when stared at too long.

Hooded figures circled the altar.  
Cloaks swaying.  
Eyes gleaming with unnatural light.  
They were not all human.

Fritz crossed the threshold.

Several cultists stepped forward, whispering blessings in tongues that scraped at the soul.  
They took Lucas from his arms—gently, almost reverently—  
and laid him upon the altar like a sacred prize.

Fritz removed his jacket and slipped into his robe.

Red. Soaked. Dried blood clinging like a second skin.  
It hissed against him as it settled.

He raised both arms.

“My brothers. My sisters.  
The hour is upon us.”

“Tonight, the Veil thins.  
Tonight, we unseal the Key.  
Tonight, we call the name that was never meant to be heard.”

“Praise Zolthu.”

“Praise Zolthu!” They howled, voices warped, mouths too wide, eyes too many.

Fritz stepped to the altar and placed the worn black leather brief case upon Lucas’s chest.

He opened it slowly. Reverently.

Inside: a dagger wrapped in black rune-carved gauze.  
The fabric moved. Breathed.  
Like Skin.

He unwrapped it.

The Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth.  
No blade, not really.  
A shard of something older than knives.  
It pulsed. Whispered. Yearned.

Fritz grasped it barehanded.

His body convulsed.  
Veins turned black.  
Flesh blistered and peeled.  

He smiled.

Raised the Key high.

The chanting rose—not voices anymore, but pressure.  
Like the world trying to scream with its lungs cut out.

He brought the dagger down.

It sank into Lucas’s chest with a sickening crunch.

Lucas spasmed.

Fritz twisted the blade—not like a weapon, but a key in a lock.

His eyes rolled back.  
He raised his hand.

When he spoke again, it was a choir of screams.

“Open.”

He slammed his hand onto the dagger’s hilt—  
and ripped it down through Lucas’s torso.

Not cutting—unsealing.

Reality buckled.  
The altar cracked.

And something beneath the world stirred.


An endless expanse.

A sea of everything.  
And nothing.  
At once.

Stars shimmer, unreachable and infinite—  
close enough to pluck with your fingers,  
too far for the mind to grasp.

Humans.

Pitiful clay apes.  
Fleeting thoughts in leaking skin.

No.

I am not human.

I am the Crawling Chaos.  
The Nameless King.  
Madness made flesh, wearing no flesh at all.

Stars? I strip them from the sky like grapes from a vine.  
Devour them whole.  

And yet—  
I am bound.

Chained.  
Like a dog beneath the throne of a dreaming fool.  
While the Outer Gods waltz through galaxies, drunk on creation.

I am Nyarlathotep.  
Son of Azathoth.  
Messenger.  
Mediator.  
Muse of Ruin.

And I am fucking bored.

Until—

A light.

Earth’s star.  
Burning too bright, like it tore a hole through the skin of reality.

A gash opens.  
A portal—a wound between realms.

Two skeletal arms burst through.  
Clawing. Ripping. Tearing it wider.

Glyphs swirl like blood in water.  
Sigils awaken.  
Enchantment coils.

 I feel it.

Pulling me.

Wind howls where no air should be.  
It shoves me—drags me.

The arms seize me.  
Snatch me from the void.

I scream, and reality fractures.

I fall—  
into the in-between.

A white plain.  
No sky.  
No shape.  
Only the membrane.  
The veil between dimension and dimension.

And then—blocking the rift between the fourth and fifth planes—  
a god.  
Dead. Divine. Colossal.

A skeleton with four arms, outstretched, cruciform.  
Fused to the breach like a seal.

The rift pulls like gravity made of thought.  
Of memory.  
Of self.

Chanting now.  
Rising.  
Low. Alien. Beautiful.  
Words older than time’s first hour.

I am dragged toward the fourth.

But something moves.

Another will.  
Older. Deeper. Wronger.

It twists the pull.

Intervenes.

And redirects.

I am shoved, forced, crammed into a vessel—

A boy.

Lucas Nyx.  
Nineteen.  
Weak.  
Afraid.  
Perfect.


The forest steamed with shadow.
The witching hour clung to the trees.  
Time itself held its breath.

A mini-van barreled down a gravel road,  
its tires squealing like prey.
It stopped.

The side door opened.  
And a body—broken, bloodied—was dumped into the dirt.
Lucas.

He hit the earth in a heap.  
Warm blood spreading under his ribs.  
Breath shallow. Limbs twitching.

His eyes flickered.

Pain came first.  
Then awareness.

Then—

Something else.

Down the road:  
A man.  
Tall.  
Thin.  
Clad in black from collar to sole.  
Standing beneath a flickering streetlamp.
unmoving.
Watching.

Lucas’s lips trembled.
“Help… me.”

The man’s head turned.
Eyes like stars.
Not light.  
Not fire.  
But distance.

And Lucas knew.
This was no man.  
This was a being.  
A force. Something eternal.

The cold deepened.  
The pain folded.  
And Lucas slipped.
Into the soft, sweet void.
Into death.
And something far, far worse.





				Chapter Four – Five Year Nap



Nobody sat at his side.

Lucas lay alone in a hospital bed.

Unmoving. Unchanged.  
Machines blinked and hummed softly, measuring vitals that hadn’t shifted in years. A patchy, unshaven beard covered his jaw. His long, black hair spilled across the pillow, dull and tangled like old wires.

Slow deep steady breaths.  
But no consciousness. No dreams. Just stillness.

The room had been stripped of anything personal years ago—no photos, no flowers, no names on the clipboard. Just “Male, approx. Twenty four years. Lucas Nyx.”  
In time, even the nurses stopped using his name, referring to him as ‘sleeping beauty’.


Two nurses entered, chatting softly.
One carried a clipboard. The other cracked the window, thumbed a button on a vape, and took a long drag.
The device hissed like a serpent.
Inhale. Exhale.
“I still think it’s horrible,” the first said, staring out at the skyline.
“What is?”
“That they left him out there. On the side of the road. Like trash.”
She shook her head. “It’s been five years—no visitors, no letters, no prayers. The only woman who used to call stopped last year.”
She glanced at the bed.
“Just… rotting.”
“Still looks like a kid,” the second muttered, passing the vape. “Hair’s almost to his shoulders again. He’s due for a cut.”  She exhaled slowly “If he ever wakes up, someone’s gonna have to teach him how to walk again.”
“You think he even can?” the first asked. “I mean… five years. Muscles don’t wait around forever.”
“Neither does the world,” the other sighed.
She drew another breath from the vape and let the mist curl through her nose.
“I heard from a cop who used to check in. Said his mom overdosed a year after he vanished. Face-down on a stained mattress, needle in her neck, heater still running.”
She passed the vape back.
“And the boyfriend? Charged with possession. Neglect. Cops think he tried to sell the kid for drug money.”
The first nurse gagged softly, handed the vape back, and stepped closer to the bed.
She sat beside him.
Studied his face.
“He’s not much older than my nephew,” she whispered.
“Such a handsome young man. He looks a little Greek. But so pale…”
She reached down and took his limp hand.
“If you woke up tomorrow… where would you go?”
Her voice cracked.
“How could anyone let this happen to you?”
She brushed a lock of hair from his brow—gentle, almost maternal.
Then she stood.
“We’re on rounds,” the other nurse reminded.
She nodded silently, and followed her out.
The door clicked shut.
The silence returned, not like peace—but like the lid of a coffin. 



As the clock struck midnight, Lucas lay alone again.
No machines screamed. No alarms. No visitors.  
Just the faint electric hum of time forgetting him.

Then—

One monitor flickered.

Not the heart rate.  
Not the breathing.  
Just the screen. A single pixel blinking black-black-black like Morse code.

Another followed.

And another.

Then the whole monitor shut off—dead quiet.

No alarms.

No sound.

Just silence, thick and full, like the world was holding its breath.

The screen blinked once more—then held.
The shadows in the corners of the room bent in, like they were waiting.

Lucas’s chest rose. 
Once.
Sharp.
Ragged.

As if pulled from the void like a fish from the depths.

His eyes snapped open.

Pitch green.

And for the first time in five years, he screamed.

He thrashed.

Convulsions wracked his body, every nerve firing at once.  
Wires tore from his chest. Tubes yanked from his throat.  
A violent, wet gag. Then another.

Lucas clawed at his mouth, spit and bile spilling over his chin.

His eyes snapped open—too wide, too green.

‘Where am I—what is this—why can’t I—‘

His heartbeat roared in his ears. The lights overhead flickered—pulsing between white and dark like a strobe. One burst with a sharp POP.

The alarm screamed.

Within seconds, a flood of nurses and staff barreled in, skidding to a stop at the door.  
They froze, mouths open.

Lucas looked feral—eyes wild, skin pale, IVs dangling from his arms like leeches.

One nurse dropped her clipboard.

“Vitals are back—no wait, the monitors aren’t responding—”  
“The lights—Jesus, what the hell happened in here?”  
“Forget the equipment—he’s awake!”

Lucas stared at them, disoriented, trembling.  
Every movement felt wrong. Every limb like borrowed meat.  
The air smelled like ozone and plastic and something burnt.
“Get respiratory in here now!—move!”

The rest of the night vanished in a blur.

Scans. Flashlights. Blood work.  
Questions.

“Do you remember your name?”  
“Any idea how you got here?”  
“Do you know what year it is?”

He answered them all. Flatly. Blankly.  
Name. Birth date. Social. Mother’s name.

Their eyes widened.

Not just awake—lucid. Perfect memory. No signs of trauma.  
Not a hint of brain damage.

Even when they pressed the electrodes to his chest, the EKG came back flat.

Not zero.

Just… unreadable.

Like something inside him didn’t speak the language of human biology anymore.

“It must be a malfunction,” one doctor whispered.

“Run it again,” another snapped.

They did. Again. And again.


By morning, they stopped trying.

His body read as stable. His blood work showed no abnormalities.  
So they released him.

Just like that.

A kid dead for five years. Now walking out in a hospital gown and thin grippy socks like nothing happened.


The lobby was too bright.

Lucas squinted as he stepped into the light.  
The floor felt distant under his feet.  
Every step made the world tremble slightly, like his weight didn’t fully belong.

Two uniformed officers waited by the front desk.  
One stepped forward, reading from a clipboard.

“Lucas Nyx?”

He nodded slowly.

“We’d like to ask you a few questions.”  
“About what happened five years ago.”



A quiet room.

Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting everything in migraine white.  
Lucas sat at a plain metal table, lukewarm coffee cooling between his hands.

Across from him: two officers.  
One older, mustached, eyes soft. The other silent, writing with slow, methodical strokes.

“I’m Officer Conner,” the older one said, offering a smile too warm for the room.  
“We don’t know much about the night we found you. You were barely breathing, dumped at the edge of Route nine. Thought maybe… you could help us fill in the blanks.”

Lucas inhaled slowly. His throat felt dry. Voice worse.

“I got into it with my mom’s boyfriend. He kicked me out.”  
“A girl from school found me. Invited me to the senior party. I agreed. Rode with them.”  
A pause.  
“After that… nothing. It’s blank.”

The officers exchanged a glance. One scribbled something.

“Alright,” Conner said softly. “That’s enough for now. Just… stay local. We’ll follow up.”

Lucas stood.  
The chair scraped like a scream against the tile.

Everything felt heavier than it used to.  
The lights too sharp.  
The air too thick.  
The sound of his heartbeat… louder than it should be.

“You’re lying, you know.”

A voice.  
Not in the room. Not even in his head.  
Somewhere behind thought.

Lucas froze.

“I remember everything.”  
“You were soft. You bled. You screamed.”

He blinked.  
The lights buzzed.  
The officers opened the door. The voice vanished.


The officers didn’t take Lucas back to the hospital.  
Instead, they drove him downtown—to a small law office tucked between a florist and a pawn shop. 
The kind of building that looked like it had been there forever, waiting for someone to remember it existed.

Inside, a sharply dressed man with silver hair and paper-thin glasses rose from behind his desk.  
He offered a firm handshake and tired eyes.

“Lucas. I’m Mr. Halbrook. I’ve been handling what little remained of your family’s estate.”

No fanfare. No emotion. Just clockwork sympathy.

He gestured to the seat across from him and slid open a file.

“Your mother passed away shortly after your disappearance. Overdose. Her partner—Kurt—was convicted on possession and manslaughter. He’s still serving time.”

Lucas nodded slightly.  
He felt nothing. Like the words were being said to someone else’s ghost.

“There’s more,” Halbrook continued, flipping another tab.  
“Your grandmother—Margaret Nyx—passed last year.”

Lucas blinked.

“I didn’t even know I had a grandmother.”

“She lived just a few miles from where you grew up. Quiet. Off-grid. No digital records.”

A pause.

“As her last known living relative… the estate is now yours.”

He handed Lucas a thick envelope—documents, a deed, a new debit card linked to a modest estate account.  
On top: a small ring of brass keys, scuffed and ancient. One of them was blackened around the edges, like it had been pulled from fire.

Lucas stared at them. Something cold curled in his gut.

“She kept the place in working order,” the lawyer said.  
“It’s yours now. Address is inside.”

Lucas stood. The envelope felt heavier than it should.  
Like it didn’t want to be carried.


The car pulled to a stop in front of a modest, weather-worn house.

White paint peeled in curling flakes from the siding. One shutter hung crooked over the front window.  
A warped picket fence ringed the yard like broken teeth.

Lucas stared at it, wide-eyed.

He’d walked this block a hundred times.  
As a kid. As a teenager.  
And somehow, he’d never noticed it.

She’d been here—right here—the whole time.

The lawyer stepped out, handed him the keys and the envelope of paperwork.

“If you need anything,” he said, voice already fading.  
“There’s a number inside.”

Then he was gone—vanishing down the street like smoke, tires crunching against gravel until only silence remained.

Lucas climbed the creaking porch steps, alone again.
The brass key slid into the lock, like it had always belonged there.
The door groaned open.
The air inside was stale.

Dust hung in the beams of morning light like ash caught mid-fall.  
Plastic sheeting draped over the furniture—like someone had left in a hurry and never returned.  
A clock ticked somewhere in the house, slow and arrhythmic.

Lucas stepped inside. Closed the door.

No welcome. No sound.  
Just stillness.

He moved to the couch and sat. The plastic crinkled beneath him like dead skin.
The quiet pressed in.

Yesterday, he was nineteen.  
Today, he was twenty-four.  
With a house. With money.  
With nothing.

His breath hitched.
Fingers curled into his palms.
He buried his face in his hands—and for the first time in five years…
He cried.

In the attic, something breathed.  
In the walls, something watched.
In his heart, Something stirred.


		
		Chapter Four – Resurrection Is A Fist Fight
 
Lucas woke drowning in plastic and regret, bare skin tacky with sweat and last night’s sins. His mouth tasted like vomit and old wine, the bottle still dangling from his hand like an accusation.

His head throbbed—like fists pounding from the inside, desperate to get out. His ears rang, high and shrill, like someone screaming behind his eardrums.

He blinked at the stained ceiling.  
“What the fuck do I do now?”  
He took a long swig.  
“At least the nightmares stopped.”

He pushed himself upright, legs shaky, and stumbled toward the bathroom. The floor creaked under his bare feet.  
He flicked on the light, squinting against the brightness.

In the mirror, he cringed.  
A patchy, scraggly beard.  
Sunken cheeks.  
Unfamiliar eyes.

He splashed cold water on his face.  
Eyes closed. Breathing heavy.

The lights flickered.

He looked up.  
Nothing.

But—movement. Just beyond the mirror’s edge.  
A shadow shifting in the periphery.

He spun around.  
Empty hallway. Nothing.

He turned back to the sink.  
Cupped his hands. Sipped.  
Breathed.

Looked up again.

In the mirror, a figure.  
Tall. Drenched in black. Standing behind him.  
Still as stone.

Lucas choked, spitting water at the mirror as he recoiled.  
Spun—  
Swung—  
CRACK.

Fist into tile.  
The wall buckled. Porcelain shattered.  
A hole the size of his fury burned into the bathroom.

He stared at his hand.  
“No… no way. How the fuck?”

A voice echoed—disembodied, amused.  
“So close. So deliciously close.”

Lucas froze.  
“What the fuck?! Show yourself!”

He stepped out of the bathroom, scanning the hallway.  
Nothing.  
He grabbed a fireplace poker from the hearth.

The voice laughed again.  
"Oh good, a stick"
"you want to hurt me? ram it through your skull"

The laugh echoed—not through the room, but through his spine. Like ice crawling under his skin.
Lucas spun around, brandishing the poker.  

“What the fuck are you?! What did you do to me?!”

“Easy now… hush, hush.”
“Sweet Lucas."
“Do you feel it?”
“That itch beneath your ribs? That’s not madness.” 
“That’s me. Stretching.”

A shiver ripped through him.  
Something moved behind his ribs—an alien slither, like nerves twitching under ice.
Lucas’s hands shook.

The voice hardened.  
“It means your skull is mine to rattle, your blood mine to wear.”

His eyes caught the hospital discharge papers—creased, blood-spattered, proof he hadn’t dreamed the coma.

"The coma—this has to be a side effect. I’m hallucinating. Where’s the hospital’s number—?"

“Those doctors? They scanned the meat.”
“But they never saw me.”

Lucas let out a raw, helpless scream—  
Grabbed the papers.  
Threw them.
They scattered like dead leaves across the floor.

“Then fucking prove it! Make me believe I’m not going insane!”

He clutched his head in his hands.  
Vision tunneling.  
Breath ragged.  
The world tilting sideways.
His knees buckled. The ground vanished beneath him.

Darkness.  

Absolute. Endless.  
Lucas stood in a black void—no floor, no sky, no stars. Just him. Just silence.

“Hello?” he called, voice small against the infinite.

His echo bounced outward—  
“Hello…”  
“Hello…”  
“Hello, Lucas.”

The last one wasn’t his own.

A figure emerged from the void—tall, slender, skinless.  
Two piercing white eyes burned in its featureless face.

“I am Nyarlathotep.”

Lucas squinted. “You couldn't pick something...easier to say?”

The void rumbled.

“Listen closely, you fleeting smear of thought.”  
“Before I tear your bones from your flesh and grind them into meal.”

Nyarlathotep surged forward, a blur of shadow and fury, grabbing Lucas by the shirt and lifting him into the endless dark—then dropped him.

Lucas gasped, the air ripped from his lungs. Then fell—kicking into the endless black.

The black around him shifted—melted.  
Stone rose from below, ancient and slick. The shadows folded into architecture, forming columns, a vast hall of black stone yawning into shape—a floor beneath him just in time for the impact.

THUD.

He landed hard, groaning as he rolled onto his side.

The void bled stone. Columns grew like bones through skin, ancient halls assembling themselves from darkness and memory. He was now at the foot of a towering black throne—flanked by two lions wreathed in unquenchable fire.

Seated atop it, Nyarlathotep again.  
Still tall. Still thin. But now draped in regal gold, robed like an ancient pharaoh.  
His face remained a churning, faceless dark.

He slammed a long black staff against the ground—BOOM—the sound shook the stone and the stars behind reality.
  
“The Nameless King!”  
“The Crawling Chaos!”  
“Messenger and Mediator between the Outer Ones and the Elder Ones!”  
“I am Madness Incarnate!”
“I am Nyarlathotep!”

Lucas sat up slowly, dusting himself off. His body ached. His pride worse.
He looked up at the throne.

“Alright, Crawling Chaos. You’ve got titles. You’ve got fire lions. Great. You win.”

He wiped blood from his lip, breath catching as he stood.

“But I’ve had the worst week of my life—and apparently, I missed five years of it.”

Hands on his knees, bent forward, catching breath.

“I don’t know what year it is. I don’t know why I’m not dead. I don’t know why I can feel something crawling under my skin when I breathe.”

He straightened, eyes locking with the god.

“So here’s the deal. You tell me what the hell happened to my life—and I’ll listen.”

Nyarlathotep stared at him in silence.  
Then rose.

Each step down from the throne thickened the air, turned space to stone beneath his feet.  
He reached Lucas. Crouched.

Piercing white eyes met green.

“Deal...”

The staff touched Lucas’s forehead.
And the world shattered.


A storm of images.  
Blinding. Relentless.  
Memories torn open like old scars.

“A celebration… and a betrayal.”

He saw himself laughing. Hesitant.  
Ahriy’s hand in his.  
The backyard.  
The ambush.  
The first fist.  
The blood.  
The cold.

“A savior… and a predator.”

Fritz’s car.  
The tea.  
The weight in his limbs.  
The altar of bone.  
Red robes.  
The knife.  
The scream—  
Then silence.

“Death… and resurrection.”

The hospital.  
Wires. Machines.  
Flat line.  
Darkness.

Lucas staggered, chest convulsing. But there was no breath. No body.

His mother’s corpse.  
Kurt in chains.  
Years devoured by silence.

And beneath it all—

Nyarlathotep. Watching. Waiting.

“They locked me inside your corpse. You, a prison.”
“No one came for you.” 
“So I waited.”  
“And shaped the world around your absence.”

“The house? The inheritance?”  
“I made sure you would be left… something.”


The visions cracked.  
Ash in the wind.  
The hum faded.


Lucas gasped.

Back on the couch.  
Sweat soaked through his shirt.  
His knuckles white around a wallet he didn’t remember grabbing.

Outside, the light had changed. Hours stolen.

But the voice lingered.

“We are awake now, Lucas.”
“And the world is already watching.”

 “You have money. Get some necessities. Clean yourself up.”

Lucas stared at his reflection in the dusty TV screen.  
A mess of patchy beard, greasy hair, and hollow eyes.

“Fine. I’ve never had a beard. I don’t even know how I feel about it.”

He rubbed his jaw.

“No one ever showed me how to shave. The one time I tried, I looked like I got mauled by a house cat.”

“So this should be fun. You use cream, right?”


Lucas dropped a plastic bag on the bathroom counter, pulling out a can of shaving cream and a cheap disposable razor.  

"Apply the lather, little monkey. Carefully now."
“And maybe learn how to hold a razor this time.”

He turned the can over, skimming the instructions.  
‘Shake before use.’  
He shook it aggressively, then sprayed a massive white puff into his hand and slathered it across his face.

Razor in hand, he leaned over the sink and took a slow, cautious stroke.

Schhhk.  
A clean line of skin emerged from the foam.

Lucas smirked.  
“This isn’t so difficult.”

He continued, clearing one side, then the other, wiping as he went.

But when he reached his neck, his grip slipped.  
The blade nicked him—just barely.  
“Ah—fuck,” he hissed, tilting his chin to inspect the cut.

Blood surfaced—then retracted, pulling back into the wound as the skin closed like nothing happened.

Lucas froze.

“What?” came the smug reply. “Did you think hosting an ancient being of madness wouldn’t come with perks?”

Lucas stared into the mirror.  
“…Like what exactly?”

“Let’s start simple: You can’t die. You have strength no human should possess. You can manipulate matter—though in a limited radius. My power is far greater, but inside your fragile meat sack, I’m… weakened.”

Lucas blinked.  
“You couldn’t have told me this before I started shaving?”

“You seemed like you needed a win.”

Lucas wiped the last of the cream from his face and rinsed the blade.  
“Much better,” he muttered, then grabbed a second razor.  
He shaved the sides of his head, leaving a sharp, uneven undercut.

“There. Now we’re presentable. We need to—”

“Nope.” Lucas tossed the razor into the trash.  
“I’m going out. I have somewhere to be.”

“Lucas—”

“Don’t care.”  
He laced up his boots and threw on a faded jacket, walking to the door.

“We have—”

“I said shut up.”  
He stepped out into the daylight, locking the door behind him.

“Honestly,” he muttered, “It's starting to feel like I'm a living death wish.”

Nyarlathotep chuckled.

“HA! Wish granted, kid.”

Lucas stopped mid-step.  
“…What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You did die. Five years ago. You’re just a walking corpse now. The only reason you’re not rotting six feet under is me.”

“So like I said—show me some fucking respect.”

Lucas rolled his eyes.  
“Great. Just another reason to drink.”

He started down the sidewalk, muttering,  
“Do me a favor, will ya? Don’t talk to me in public. I already feel insane. I don’t want to look insane.”



Lucas pulled up his hood and walked.  
No destination. Just movement.  
He wandered until familiar streets gave way to wrought iron gates.

The local cemetery.

He climbed the fence, dropped down on the other side, and started weaving through headstones.

“K...”  

Step.  

“M...”  

Step.  

“N...”  

Step.  

“Na... Ni... Ny...”

He stopped.  
There it was.

Nyx.  
“Hey, Mom,” he whispered.

He stood over the grave, hands in his pockets.  
The inscription read:

Here lies Lucy Nyx.  
Mother. Daughter. Wife.  
Taken from us too soon.

Lucas stared.  
Felt… nothing.  
And then everything.

“Hey, Mom. Guess who’s not rotting in a hospital anymore?”  
Almost laughing.  
“I mean… you weren’t much of a mother.”  
“Everything I know? I taught myself. Made my own food. Got myself to school. You were always high. Always with some new ‘Dad of the Month.’”

He swallowed.

“But I wish… I wish I could talk to you now.”  
His voice cracked.  
“I know you wouldn’t say anything helpful. I know you wouldn’t fix anything.  
But maybe… maybe you’d just be there.”

He dropped to his knees.  
Head bowed.  
Fists clenched in the dirt.

“They said you never came to see me in the hospital.”  
“Didn’t call.”  
His voice rose.

“I died, Mom. That night Kurt kicked me out—I fucking died.”  
“They cut me open. Left me bleeding on an altar.  
And you never even called.”

His whole body shook.

“But I’m still here.”

He slammed his fist into the ground.  
A tremor rippled across the graveyard—  
Low. Deep.  
Gravestones rattled.  
Crows exploded from the trees, screaming into the night sky.  
Then… silence.

 He stared at his fist—bloodless, steady.  
Then the smile crept in.

He rose. 
Drew back.  
And shattered the headstone—his mother’s name crumbling with it.
His voice low now. Controlled.

“If you were here or not… it doesn’t matter.”  
“I don’t need you.”  
“I’m not the same person anymore.”  
He turned away.

“You’re dead.  
And so am I.”

Lucas pulled his hood back up, vaulted the fence, and disappeared into the streets.

He knew exactly where he was going next.
Back to the house he wanted to forget.










				Chapter Five – Sunflowers in the Sunlight


In his head, Nyarlathotep sniffled dramatically.

“Oh, how precious. You shattered a gravestone and cried under the moonlight. I nearly wept.”  
Lucas rolled his eyes.  
“You’re a bastard.”  
“And you’re sentimental. Let’s move on. I have things to show you.”

Lucas ignored him and continued walking.  
Lucas stood in the center of the town square, hands in his pockets, soaking in a place that looked familiar—but felt... off.

The cobblestones were cleaner. Storefronts updated. The diner had been replaced with something called “The Alchemy Bean.”

Montgomery never used to change.

For most of its life, the town was a stunted echo of gold rush glory—built on silver veins and sheer damn stubbornness. They tried to buy it. Flood it. Drown it beneath the reservoir like the others.

Montgomery didn’t budge.

It survived.

Lucas kicked a pebble off the path and watched it clatter into a drain.

“Guess it outgrew me too.”

 he slowed in front of a wide cork board plastered with posters.

MISSING.

Dozens of them.  
Children. Teens. Adults. Elderly.  
At least thirty pairs of eyes stared back—frozen smiles, faded corners, notes from family and friends written in smudged Sharpie.

Lucas’s breath caught.  
“What the hell is happening here?”

A hand touched his shoulder.  
He turned, half on edge—  
Officer Connors.

One of the cops who picked him up from the hospital.

“Good to see you out and about, son,” Connors said with a nod.  
He noticed Lucas staring at the board.

“It started five years ago,” the officer said, voice low. “Same time we found you.”  

“Jesus...” Lucas whispered.  

“We thought it might be connected to you,” Connors said, too softly. “Still do, if I’m honest.”  
Lucas said nothing.

He pointed at one photo in particular—an elderly Black woman with kind, smiling eyes.  
“Ms. Seshat. She was my third-grade teacher. Only adult I ever felt like I could talk to.”

Connors’s expression softened. “Ms. Seshat was a good one. Taught me too. Would’ve taught my kids.”  
A silence passed between them. Heavy.

Then Connors clapped his shoulder gently.  
“Well. Won’t keep you. Good seeing you, son.”

“You too,” Lucas murmured, turning to walk in the opposite direction.  
His hands were in his pockets. His thoughts in a storm.

“They didn’t vanish,” Nyarlathotep whispered, voice hollow.  
“They were consumed. One by one. Without error. Without mercy.”  
“And not by human hands.”

 Lucas said nothing. But something inside him began to scream.
 
 
Lucas stood at the base of his old apartment complex, hood up, eyes fixed on the third floor.

“So I’ve got powers, right?” he muttered.

“More than you deserve,” Nyarlathotep replied, flat and amused.

Lucas crouched. Focused.  
Then jumped.

Too fast. Too high.

He overshot the balcony like a cannonball—  
smashed through the window.  
Glass exploded inward, sharp as shrapnel.

He hit the floor hard, skidding into the living room—  
right in front of a stunned family watching TV.

Time stopped.

A mother.  
A father.  
A little girl clutching a stuffed rabbit.  
Mouths open. Eyes wide.

“…Oh, fuck,” Lucas muttered.

“You really screwed up, kid.”

Before the family could process what they were seeing, Nyarlathotep’s power shimmered to life—  
black tendrils slithering from the shadows, snapping into a sleek, faceless mask around Lucas’s head.

He bolted.

The mother screamed.  
The daughter cried.  
The father stood, already chasing.

Lucas hit the hallway. Rounded the corner—
His bedroom. Or it used to be.
Slammed into the door. Locked. 

“I didn’t think this through.”

“Oh, really? You hide it well.”

No time.

He slammed his shoulder into the door—
Ripped it off its hinges.
Crashed into a room painted bubblegum pink.
A child’s room. 

Dropped to his knees.  
Crawled to the far corner.  
“Come on, come on—please still be here—”

He peeled back the carpet.  
A vent.

Both hands gripped the cover.  
Ripped it free.

Fingers fumbled inside—touched cool wood.

There.

A small box.  
“Lucas” etched on the lid.  
Stickers curled and sun-faded, but still intact.

He yanked it out and held it tight  to his chest.

“Oh thank God—”

“You’re welcome. Wait… what are you thanking me for?”

Lucas turned—

The father's hand clamped onto his shoulder like a vise.  
A pistol leveled at his temple.  
The hammer drew back. Click.

“The hell do you think you’re doing in my house?” the man growled.

Lucas froze.  
Pulse hammering. Breath locked in his throat.

“Use the other powers,” Nyarlathotep snapped.  
“Focus. Picture the house—your couch. Now.”

Lucas shut his eyes.  
The barrel kissed his skin.

He clenched his jaw.  
Couch.  
Dust.  
Curtains.  
The yellow light through the blinds…

The trigger clicked.

Lucas vanished.  
No flash. No bang.  
He simply sank—into the floor like it was liquid.


He burst up from his grandmother’s living room rug like breath breaking surface.  
Gasping.  
The mask peeled away in ribbons of smoke.

He hit the couch hard.  
Clutching the wooden box.  
Chest heaving. Face pale.

“…Okay,” he wheezed. “That was… pretty fucking cool.”

“You’re welcome,” Nyarlathotep purred.  
“You'll be thanking me a lot more when you stop botching everything you touch.”

Lucas didn’t answer. He looked down at the box in his lap.

“Later,” he muttered. “First—I wanna see what’s still in here.”
  

Nyarlathotep’s voice dripped with sarcasm.

“So… what’s the priceless artifact you risked our very fragile anonymity for?”

Lucas dropped onto the couch, holding the worn wooden box in both hands.  
“This is my box,” he said. “Where I kept important shit. My social security card, birth certificate, some emergency cash... Monster cards.”

He popped the lid open.

A single note sat inside.

Eat shit, kid. 
—Love, Kurt.

Everything else was gone.

Lucas stared at the note for a long moment.  
Then screamed, “That fucking piece of shit!” and hurled the box across the room.  
It exploded against the wall, splinters scattering across the floor.

He sank into the couch again, hands gripping his hair.

“You’re pathetic,” Nyarlathotep sighed. “Everything you are, everything you’ve become—and you’re still brought to your knees by a piece of wood and a junkie.”

Lucas didn’t answer.

“You don’t need the originals. Not anymore. Whatever you lost—just imagine it. Feel it. Picture it in your hand.”

Lucas looked up slowly.

He extended his hand, palm open.  
Focused.

Social security card.  
Edges. Texture. Lettering.

From the shadows under the coffee table, black ichor oozed upward—coiling like smoke, thick and shimmering.  
It twisted in the air and formed—solidified—into a perfect replica of his social security card, crisp and cold.

Lucas blinked.  
“…This changes everything.”


He tried again.  
Birth certificate.  
Cash.  
One by one, the documents and essentials reformed in his hand from shadow and thought.

He leaned back against the couch, exhaling.

“Okay… okay. That’s better.”

He held out his hand again.  
A can of beer materialized—cold, beaded with condensation.  
The cap twisted itself off and clattered gently onto the floor.

Lucas took a slow sip.  
“Alright, Nyar... what do you have to say now?”

“Finally,” Nyarlathotep said, sounding almost pleased. “You’re thinking like a god.”

“I need you to find someone,” he continued. “An old acquaintance. He may help explain why I’m here. Five years and I’ve heard nothing—not from the Elder Ones, not from the Guardians. Something’s off.”

Lucas took another drink.  
“Alright. So who is he? Some cult dropout or what?”

“His name is Alhazred. One of the greatest necromancers to ever live.”

Lucas stared blankly.  
“That’s not a little dramatic?”

“He wrote the Necronomicon.”

“…Right.”

A glowing list appeared in front of Lucas, floating mid-air.

• Four blue candles  
• Jasmine flowers  
• Purified water  
• Silver compass

Lucas squinted.  
“Is this... witch shit?”

“Just get the fucking items, Lucas.”

Lucas grinned. “Scented ooooor—?”

“By Azathoth’s gnashing maw, must you always be insufferable? Unscented. Blue. Candles.”

Lucas burst out laughing.  
“You know the funniest thing about all this, Nyar?”

“Do tell.”

“I can annoy you constantly… and you can’t escape me.”

“The irony is not lost on me.”

Lucas snapped his fingers, shadows swirling into his palm. Four perfect blue candles appeared.

“See? Boom. Done. Magic cheat code.”

“The candles themselves aren’t the point, you jackass. It’s the imbued properties—infused during ritual molding. And you don’t have the will to make real ones.”

Lucas raised an eyebrow. “Will? You mean like... intent? Drive?”

“The raw imprint of Self upon the Void, yes.”

Lucas smirked. “You could’ve just said ‘spunk.’”

“…Never say that again.”

Lucas stood and stretched.  
“Alright. Where am I supposed to get the other stuff? Whole Foods? Summoning aisle?”

“I believe your generation calls them... metaphysical stores.”

Lucas groaned. “You mean that fake-magic hippie crystal shop bullshit? That’s real?!”

“Not all of it. Just the ones that don’t have bar codes and LED chakras.”

Lucas sighed.  
“Let’s go get your discount Satanist starter kit.”

“Just walk, Lucas.”



Walking through town felt familiar... and wrong.  
Everything had changed.

The old video rental store? Now a gas station.  
The park where Lucas used to skip class and read comics? Bulldozed.  
In its place, a monolithic Woo-Mart squatted like a tumor.  
Fresh paint. Clean sidewalks. No graffiti.  
No one remembered what came before.

But Lucas did.

“All the old spots,” he muttered. “Five years, and they just... erased everything.”

“You humans and your sentimentality,” Nyarlathotep scoffed.  
“Your minds are tissue paper soaked in nostalgia. One wrinkle and you collapse. That’s why you’re so easy to twist.”

Lucas sighed.  
“So that’s your whole thing, huh? Manipulation. Madness. Emotional damage.”

“That’s it?” Nyar sounded genuinely insulted.  
“You don’t know who I am?”

Lucas shrugged.  
“Try a name people can pronounce. Might help with the whole ‘cult following’ thing.”

A low growl rolled through his skull.  
Like tectonic plates shifting beneath a dying world.

“The last time I walked this plane, I reshaped continents.”  
“I unmade civilizations. I fed on the hearts of dreaming gods.”  
“I am the Black Pharaoh. The Crawling Chaos. Madness Incarnate.”

Lucas stopped mid-step, turned, and threw his hands wide.  
“Yeah? And now you’re stuck inside a dropout with abandonment issues and a discount hoodie.”

A woman nearby clutched her daughter tighter. Eyes wide.

Lucas met her stare.

“Boo.”

She gasped. He rolled his eyes and picked up the pace.

“…I hate this town.”



A few blocks later, he stopped.

A narrow building wedged between a vape shop and a nail salon.  
Wooden sign above the door:  
Amber’s Apothecary.

He stared at it.

“This used to be a coffee shop,” he muttered. “First job. Got fired when my mom showed up wasted and called the manager’s wife a toothpick with tits.”

“Boohoo,” Nyar deadpanned.  
“Buy the witch crap and let’s go.”



The bell above the door chimed softly as Lucas stepped inside.

Amber’s Apothecary was warm, quiet, and steeped in scent—lavender, jasmine, and the faint ember of burning herbs. Dusty light poured through high front windows, catching on glass bottles and hanging charms.

Behind the counter, a petite young woman sat reading. Golden strawberry blonde hair framed her face, glowing where it caught the sun. A pair of round glasses rested low on her nose. Her sundress—sunflower-patterned and loose—moved like it remembered the wind.

She looked effortless—never ordinary.  
The kind of person who didn’t just see the world… she read it.

Lucas hesitated.  
“Uh... hey. I’m looking for some blue candles and jasmine flowers.”

She looked up, glasses drooping down the bridge of her nose, smile soft and immediate.  
“Absolutely,” she said. “Follow me.”

She placed a finger in her book and marked the page with care.
Then removed her glasses, set them gently on the cover, and rose—sunflowers swaying as she stepped from behind the counter.

He followed, caught in the hush between heartbeats. 

“Here we are,” she said cheerfully. “Blue candles—scented and unscented. We’ve got deep blue, sky blue, teal, indigo—any particular vibe you’re going for?”

She picked up a short sky-blue candle and handed it to him.

“Not that one,” Nyarlathotep hissed in his mind.  
“Top shelf. Right of the box.”

Lucas blinked, then cleared his throat.

“This is going to sound weird but... could I get the ones on the top shelf? Right of the, uh... box?”

The woman blinked once.  
Her smile didn’t vanish—it just stopped being warm.

The room went quiet. Not silent—still. Like air before a storm.  
Her eyes didn’t narrow. They simply... stopped smiling. Like shutters closing behind glass.

“…Wait at the counter,” she said softly. “I’ll be right back. How many?”

“Four.”

She turned without a word and vanished behind a beaded curtain that whispered as it closed—like a warning muttered too low to hear.

Lucas wandered back up front, unsettled.  
The lavender in the air now felt like cover—something masking something deeper. Something burning.

Minutes passed.

He drifted through the shop, fingers brushing over rows of tarot decks and crystals. He lingered on one box:

Oracle of Dust.  
Illustration: a blindfolded figure standing on a pile of ash.

Then—

CRASH.

Loud. Sharp. Heavy.  
Not a slip. Not a stumble.  
Something fell—on purpose.

Lucas turned sharply toward the curtain.

The light had dimmed.  
The scent of incense now thick as smoke from a funeral pyre.
  
Lucas darted through the beaded curtain into the back room.

One of the tall shelves had collapsed—herbs, jars, and candles scattered across the floor, rolling like glass marbles. Beneath it, the young woman groaned, pinned and struggling to push it off.

Glass crunched under his knee. A jar of something oily soaked into the rug, sharp with cloves and copper. “Hey—hang on." He was already moving.

Lucas grabbed the edge of the shelf and lifted. It was heavier than it looked, but something inside him surged. With a grunt, he hoisted it up and shoved it back—it slammed against the wall with a hollow thud.

She sat up slowly, brushing loose curls from her face and smoothing her sunflower dress. Her voice trembled, but only slightly.

“You’re… stronger than you look.”  

Before he could respond, she quickly scooped up four candles from the floor and shoved them into his arms.

“Well! Here you go. The jasmine’s on the house!”

She moved fast—too fast. Breezing past him, motioning him back toward the front without meeting his eyes.

Back at the counter, Lucas still held the candles awkwardly while she rang them up.

The scent of herbs and smoke still clung to the air, but the warmth was gone.

“That’ll be $175.77,” she said with a too-bright smile.

Lucas blinked.  
“Whoa. Okay. These candles burn money or something?”

He pulled out his card.

“You asked for the real ones,” she said gently. “You got the real ones.”

The reader beeped. She handed him the receipt, fingers light, smile fixed—but colder now. Watching. Measuring.  
Like she was assessing a threat.

Then—she hesitated.

Her gaze flicked up. Locked on his.

Something cold moved behind it.

“How did you know about those candles?”  
“…Or the box?”

Lucas hesitated.

“Uh… a friend told me. What to ask for.”

She held his stare a moment longer.  
Then her smile returned. But this one had edges.

“Awe. We’re friends.”

She handed over a small pouch of jasmine flowers, fingers brushing his for just a beat too long.

“You’ll want purified water too,” she said, almost too casually.  
“Corner store. Two blocks down. Blue label. Not mineral. Trust me.”

Lucas nodded slowly. “Right. Got it.”

“Come back soon,” she said.  
Still smiling. Still watching.


























			Chapter Six – Not Dead Enough


Lucas walked down the street, bag in hand. A faint smile tugged at his mouth.

“She was... cool,” he muttered. “Definitely something off about her, though.”

“Mm,” Nyarlathotep hummed. “Cool. For a witch.”

Lucas stopped mid-step.  
“…What?”

“What?”

“No—what did you just—?”

Lucas started down the street, bag in hand.

Suddenly, his legs jerked — not a stumble, more like a marionette on a caffeine binge.

Before he could register what was happening, he burst through the phone store’s glass doors, nearly toppling a display stand.

Heads turned. Phones pinged. An elderly woman gasped.

Nyarlathotep’s voice crackled in his mind, amused and impatient:

“You need one of those ‘intelligent phones’ you humans worship. Now move it.”

Lucas mumbled, cheeks burning, as he tried to catch his breath and dignity.

“Yeah, yeah, sure… laying low, right. Totally subtle.”

“Then don’t argue.”

Silence.

A few customers filtered out. Muzak played softly overhead. The smell of new plastic hung in the air.

“…We still need the silver compass,” Nyarlathotep said.  
“Pure silver. Magic doesn't like mixed metals."

Lucas sighed. “Can’t I just manifest one like I did with the card?”

“Not with your current control. You’d end up conjuring a goddamn dinner fork.”

Lucas rolled his eyes. “The fuck’s that supposed to mean—?”

A hand tapped his shoulder.

He jumped.

“Sir?”  
An employee stood over him, awkwardly polite. “You’re next.”

“Oh. Yeah, sorry. I was… spacing out.”

Lucas stood and followed him to the counter.

“So,” the employee began, flashing a retail smile just a little too tight, “what can I help you with today?”

Lucas eyed the glowing displays.

“Uh… it’s been a while. Last phone I had flipped open and shut.”

Every employee in earshot turned.  
One actually gasped.

“Well,” the guy said, recovering with the speed of commission-hunger. “Let me show you the new models…”

They moved along a row of tiny monoliths. Each one a portal to the digital sprawl of Earth.

“Oh, by Azathoth’s gnashing maw, this is excruciating,” Nyarlathotep groaned.  
“Buy the most expensive one and leave.”

Lucas squinted.  
“Dude. Cosmic phone’s like… sixteen hundred dollars.”

“That’ll work.”

Lucas sighed, pulled out the card, and slapped it on the counter.

“Just get me whatever I need.”

The employee scanned it, smirking like he was waiting for the decline.

“Alright,” he said. “That’ll be $2,256.89.”

Approved.

The smirk twitched. Lucas grabbed the bag and walked out without a word.



The sunlight outside hit hard.
Lucas winced. His stomach twisted.  
A deep, gnawing cramp.

“Fuck, I’m starving…”

Across the street—steam-fogged windows.  
The scent of meat. Spice. Garlic.  
A buffet.

His stomach howled like something caged.

He stumbled against the stone wall beside him, breath short—

—and fell through it.

His body fractured like spilled ink through cracked glass — then reformed across the street, right at the buffet’s threshold.

Lucas stared back across the street.

“…What the fuck just happened?”

“I’ll admit,” Nyarlathotep mused. “You’re more talented than I gave you credit for.”  
“You moved through a dark fold in reality. Places thick with shadow… you can slip between them. Just like at the apartment.”  
“Your pathetic mortal shell was so desperate for sustenance, it acted on instinct.”

Lucas looked down at his hands. Then the buffet.  
Then back across the street again.

He shook his head.

“Nope. Not processing that right now. Too fucking hungry.”

He pushed through the door, stomach still growling like a beast unchained.

Minutes later...

Lucas sprawled in a booth.  
Mouth full of noodles.  
Chopsticks flashing like weapons.

Plates towered in front of him—a fortress of gluttony.

Around the restaurant, employees whispered and stared.  
Half awe. Half horror.  
One server crossed herself.

Lucas didn’t notice.  
He was scrolling his new phone.

“…Facepage? PicChat? What the hell is a ‘Squick’? Is that a verb now?”

He swiped, clicked, swiped again. Frowning.

“Much better,” he muttered, slurping another mouthful of sesame noodles.

“Awe,” Nyarlathotep crooned. “Is the monkey less angry now?”  
“Can we finally focus on the whole God out of place thing?”

Lucas groaned.  
Leaning back, belly full, proud.

He waved for the check.

“Sure, parasite. Let’s get to work.”

He scribbled something between a signature and a sigil, left a generous tip, and scooped up two foam containers of leftovers.

“You tip well for a dead man,” Nyarlathotep said.

Lucas pushed open the door.  
It jingled shut behind him.
  


Lucas ambled down the street, humming to himself, leftover boxes swinging by his side.

“So…” he muttered, “what exactly needs doing, oh mighty soul squatter?”

Above him, across rooftops, a creature moved. It leapt silently from one building to the next—keeping pace. Eyes locked on its target. Lucas.

The streetlamps flickered. Wind picked up. The sidewalk cracked beneath something unseen.

Lucas kept walking. Oblivious. Full. Tired. And very, very exposed.



“Yes, I know about the compass,” Lucas muttered, shaking the smartphone in his left hand like a holy relic. “But just hear me out, Nyar—this device?” He waved it in the air. “It has silver in it. And this app? It’s a map.”

“The spell calls for a compass made of pure silver, purified water, jasmine flower, and—”

His right hand held the takeout boxes. They steamed slightly in the cool air.

“I’m multitasking like a goddamn champion.”

“Kid, we’re—”

“Yeah, I fucking know, we’re doing a spell. So we can find some ancient necromancer guy. I get it. I’m not a total—”

“No, not that! Behind—”



A low, wet clicking. Hunger, wearing flesh like a costume.

Thump.

A shadow dropped from the rooftop above.

Lucas didn’t even have time to blink.

Claws. Splitting his shoulder open like butcher hooks.

He was ripped off his feet and dragged into the alley.

Everything went black.

His back cracked into concrete. The boxes flew, jasmine and noodles exploded like confetti.

Then came the teeth. Like shattered glass ground into flesh.

Tearing. Ripping. Unmaking.

His scream was silent—choked behind agony.

Is this how I die? Torn apart by monsters.

“You’re going to let these lesser creatures destroy you?” Nyarlathotep’s voice was a spike of lightning through fog. “You are the host of one of the most powerful entities to ever exist. No more sarcasm. No more running. No more hiding, Lucas Nyx.”

Lucas grit his teeth. Blood blurred his vision. But beneath the pain, something stirred.

He reached inside. Found the fire. The voice. The dark waiting beneath his skin.

He didn’t beg. He didn’t scream.

He whispered:

“Then lend me your strength. Mad god”

The shift was instant.

His right hand twisted, bone breaking and reforming. Skin split.

From the palm, a jagged blade of shadow and bone erupted.

He stabbed upward. The weapon punched into the thing’s chest, deep and final.

It shrieked.

But others were coming.

From the alley wall, Nyarlathotep answered.

Two colossal claws of darkness burst into reality—jagged, spined, massive. They clamped down on the ghouls flanking him, crushing with impossible force.

The creature on top thrashed. Lucas summoned a second blade in his other hand and drove it into the ghoul’s skull.

Spasm. Stillness.

He pushed the corpse off, lungs burning, ribs screaming.

One ghoul ripped free from the right claw, leaving behind its own arm. It lunged—pure hunger.

Before it reached him, the left claw moved. It caught the creature by the head.

SLAM.

Into the ground. Once. Twice. Three times.

Bone turned to pulp.

Lucas turned to the last one—still caught.

He raised a trembling hand. Then, slowly, closed his fist.

The claw obeyed.

Snap. Crack. Crunch.

The ghoul slammed into the wall like a nail into wood. Then nothing.

“Yes!” Nyarlathotep roared. “Kid, that was some bloody good chaos. Well. Done.”

Lucas staggered upright. Blood soaked his clothes, but his skin knit shut beneath it. The blades receded. Dissolving like ink into water.

He exhaled. Grinned.

“That felt fuckin’ great.”

He stepped out of the alley. Bruised. Whole. Picked up his shattered phone and stared at it.

“Oh god fucking damn it.”

Nyarlathotep howled with laughter.





























			Chapter Seven NecroHamcer



Lucas woke to the familiar glow of daylight bleeding through dusty curtains.
 
A half-eaten box of Chinese takeout rested on his chest.  
His phone buzzed naggingly beside him—an alarm set for 8:00 AM.

BZZZT. BZZZT.

“Get up, move your lazy human flesh.” Nyarlathotep’s voice coiled through his skull like barbed wire._  
“We’ve wasted enough breath on your useless sleep cycle.”

Lucas groaned.  
He peeled the box off his chest, silenced the alarm with a groggy tap, and sat up.

“Silver compass and purified water, right?”  
He rubbed the crust from his eyes and shuffled toward the bathroom.

He splashed cold water on his face. Brushed his teeth.  
Stared blearily into the mirror.

That’s when Nyarlathotep appeared behind him.

Lucas jolted, nearly choking on toothpaste.  
He coughed and spat into the sink.

“Fuck, Nyar. Stop doing that.”

“Quit bitching. While you passed out, I found a compass suitable for the ritual.”

Lucas squinted. “Wait, what?”

“It’ll arrive at noon today. Tropical Delivery. One-day shipping.”

Lucas blinked. “How... how the hell did you—”

“I used your phone. Ordered it online. Charged your plastic debt rectangle. Subscribed to Tropical Plus for free shipping. You’re welcome.”

Lucas stared at him.

“…This eldritch tag team is gonna bankrupt me.”

“It’s already free. You're just too dumb to notice the terms and conditions.”

Lucas pulled on a shirt and zipped up his jacket. “Fine. I’ll get the water. That metaphysical girl—Amber—said the corner store had the right kind.”

“A fine idea. Can’t help but notice you’ve been sleeping on the couch like a street rat. You do own this house, you know.”

Lucas grabbed his keys.

“It doesn’t feel like mine.”

“Then stop thinking of it as hers. Claim it. Burn it down. Sacrifice a Realtor. It’s your house now.”

Lucas sighed, slipping on his boots.

“Yeah... maybe you’re right.”

He stepped outside. The morning air was sharp, the street quiet.  
He headed toward the corner store—shadows stretching unnaturally across the pavement behind him.
  
“Why do we walk everywhere?” Nyarlathotep groaned. “Buy a car. Teleport. Manifest a chariot of bone and fire. This is a waste of time.”

“I like walking,” Lucas said. “Helps me think. Clears my head.”

He looked down the sidewalk, eyes narrowing.  
“I want to know what the fuck attacked me last night.”

“Ghouls,” Nyar said flatly. “Pitiful, cannibalistic bottom feeders. Ever wonder what humanity would become underground? There’s your answer. Pack hunters. They pick off the sick, the dying… or those already half-dead.”  
A pause.  
“Or maybe they felt me.”

Lucas rolled his eyes. “Great. So we’re walking monster bait. Love that for us.”

They passed the alley where it had happened.

Lucas slowed, then stopped.

“…This is the spot.”

He stepped inside.

The alley was clean.  
Too clean.

“No blood?” he muttered. “There was a lot last night.”

He crouched near the wall.  
No blood. No torn brick. Just... something brittle. Flakes like burned paper.  
He picked some up. Rubbed it between his fingers.  
Ash.

“You burned them,” Nyarlathotep said casually. “My power has... side effects.”

Lucas stared at the ash coating his fingertips, the faint chemical stink rising from it.

No blood. No broken pavement. Just absence.

He stood, brushed off his hands, and shoved them into his pockets.

“Maybe that’s why people are going missing,” he said. “Maybe it’s not a person taking them.”

He stepped out of the alley and kept walking.
No blood, No bodies, Just ash and sunlight.

  
  
The corner store’s automatic doors didn’t open.  
Inside, the lights flickered.  
The doors were stuck mid-slide.  
A key dangled from the lock—like the opener bolted before finishing the job.

“…Guess we’re trying the grocery store.”

“Or—and hear me out—you open the door and just take one,” Nyarlathotep muttered.

“We’re going to the store,” Lucas sighed. “I need food anyway.”



The grocery store had been re-branded—cleaner, shinier, sterilized.  
The kind of makeover that tries to bury ghosts under fresh tile and LED bulbs.

Lucas stepped into a blast of icy AC. A peppy jingle played overhead, upbeat enough to feel sarcastic.

He grabbed a cart.

“Well,” he muttered, “this is new.”

He wandered the aisles, tossing in the essentials:  
Chips. Candy bars. Frozen pizzas. Energy drinks.  
All five food groups—if you’re twenty-four and broken.

When he reached the purified water fridge, he reached in—

—and his hand brushed.

He looked up.

Amber.

Golden hair. Loose sundress. Same sunflower print. Same unreadable calm.

“Oh hey,” she said, adjusting her glasses. “It’s you.”

Lucas blinked. “Purified water, right?”  
He gave the bottle a little shake.

“You got it. That’s the one.”

Her eyes flicked to the overflowing cart.

“Stocking up?”

Lucas chuckled. “First real chance since... everything.”

She tilted her head.

“So you’re still alive. That’s good.”

He froze.  
Then smiled faintly. “Still figuring out what that means.”

Amber pulled out her phone and handed it to him—blank contact screen open.

“Explain it later.”

Lucas typed: Lucas Nyx  
Handed it back.

She read it, smiled.  
“Nyx. Darkness. Light-bringer. Powerful name.”

“Yours?”

“Amber Lefae,” she said, holding out her hand.

He shook it.  
Her grip was warm. Solid.  
Like a warding spell disguised as kindness.

“See you around, Lucas Nyx.”  
She smiled—like she knew a secret about him.  
Then vanished down the next aisle.

Lucas stood there a moment longer.  
Then wheeled his cart to the front.

“We’ve got one more thing waiting at the house,” Nyarlathotep said.

“The compass?”

“Yes. And no. You’ll also need salt. Check above the oven.”

Lucas stepped back into the sunlight.

“Salt. Of course. The occult requires seasoning.”

  

Back at the house, Lucas moved with quiet focus.

He walked the hardwood floor in slow, deliberate steps, pouring salt in long arcs. Seven circles. Each one etched with symbols—foreign, crooked, old.

In the center: a ceramic bowl.  
Filled with purified spring water and a scattering of dried jasmine blossoms.

Lucas stepped back, cracked his neck, and began the chant.

“Thrughain Adhar Thruagort Isham, Umbra Libre Invenio.”  
“Thrughain Adhar Thruagort Isham, Umbra Libre Invenio.”

He paused. Looked up.

“Now do the thing.”

A slim blade erupted from the meat of his palm. He winced, squeezed.

A line of blood dripped into the bowl—bright red, vanishing as it touched the surface.  
The wound sealed itself with a faint hiss, like a match blown out.

The symbols flared.  
Salt lines burned with violet-white light. The circles pulsed once, twice, and stilled.

“Place the compass in the bowl,” Nyarlathotep said.

Lucas did.

Instead of sinking, the compass floated—  
quivering, then slowly spinning.  
Faster.  
Faster—until it blurred into a streak of silver.
Then—

It stopped.

The needle pointed true.

“That’s our cue, kid. Let’s go.”

Lucas threw on his jacket, laced his boots tight, and picked up the bowl carefully.  
As he moved, the compass spun—adjusting itself to each turn. Always pointing.

He followed it out the front door.  
Down the street. Past shops. Past memories.

East.  
Abruptly south.  
Then a sharp hook west.  
Then—

North.

The bowl tugged him—like gravity or instinct—into the center of a desolate street on the edge of town.

The needle shuddered—

—and sank.

Straight to the bottom.

  “Well, now what?” Lucas muttered, standing alone in the middle of the dead street. “I don’t think your friend is just hanging out in the middle of a cul-de-sac.”

“He’s below us,” Nyarlathotep replied.

Lucas scanned the surrounding buildings—dusty windows, peeling paint.  
Then he saw it.  
A squat brick structure, boarded up and half-eaten by ivy. The old station.

He circled around until he found a side window. Boarded, but loose.  
He wedged his fingers under the plank, grunted, and pulled. The wood groaned and snapped loose.

Lucas imagined the space on the other side. Focused.  
When he opened the window, he was already in the station.

Sunlight pierced the cracks in the boarded glass.  
Dust hung in the air like suspended ash.  
The tiled floor was layered in grime, shattered glass twinkling beneath his boots.  
Rats skittered between overturned benches and corroded vending machines.

Light fixtures dangled, gutted. The whole place was suspended in a kind of forgotten breath.

At the center of the room, a grand staircase led down into darkness.

The compass in the bowl spun, then locked—pointing down.

Lucas exhaled. “Of course.”

He descended the steps.

  
The station below was hollow. Quiet.  
No subway cars docked. Just echo and emptiness.

Lucas jumped down onto the tracks, pulled out his flashlight, and switched it on—  
Only to realize he didn’t need it.

The darkness wasn’t thick anymore.  
It welcomed him.

His pupils stretched, adjusted unnaturally. He clicked the flashlight off.

“When I was thirteen, they tried to link the city to the mountains. Said it would boost tourism.  
Ran smooth for about a year—until the crash. One night a train just... kept going. No lights. No brakes. No survivors.”  “They blamed power failure. Buried the whole thing under concrete and denial.”

“That was no accident,” Nyarlathotep said. “That was a claim. A successful seizure of territory by a local ghoul hive. I can feel their scent ahead.”

Lucas froze. “More of those things from last night?”

“Indeed. But don’t worry. Here, in the dark... you’re stronger. The deeper we go, the more I can give you. Consider this... practice.”

Lucas continued, stepping carefully around broken glass and rusted tracks.  
Half a mile in, he stopped.

An overturned subway car lay sideways in the tunnel, half-submerged in debris.

The compass pointed through it.

Lucas scanned for another way. There wasn’t one.

“Only path is through.”

Lucas nodded.



He set down the bowl.  
Inhaled once—held it.  
Then let it out through his skin.  
The ichor pulsed up his arms, born from tension, and pain.
His fingers twisted into claws. Not armor. Instinct.

With a grunt, he sank his claws into the twisted doorframe—  
and ripped it open.

Metal screamed. Rust gave way.

“Fine,” he said, stepping inside.  
“Let’s go.”

Lucas slipped into the overturned subway car, bowl balanced carefully in one hand.

The shadows clung to the walls. Every sound was distant. Muffled.  
He planted his ichor-coated claws into the twisted metal walls for balance, each step echoing like it didn’t belong.

Forgotten artifacts littered the space—  
Rubble. Shoes. Dolls.  
Photo frames lined the empty seats, each holding a frozen face—passengers memorialized by loved ones long gone.  
Dead flowers. Burned-out candles. Dust.

A shrine to absence.

A ghoul.

Feral. Starving. Teeth flashing as it lunged for his throat.

Lucas grunted, instinct taking over. He twisted just in time, jamming his left forearm between its jaws. Bone met bone—hard.

The bowl flew from his hands—water spilling in a shimmering arc.  
The runes flickered once… then died.  
The compass slipped beneath the seat, swallowed by shadow.

“Shit—”

The ghoul snarled—breath hot with rot and copper—as it tore at his ribs.

Lucas didn't have time to think. Just act.

Lucas forced himself to focus. His right hand trembled—

—and from it, formed a weapon.  
Simple. Brutal. Familiar.

A pistol, molded from black ichor—slick, cold, alive.  
He shoved it under the ghoul’s chin.  
A sharp crack, warped by flesh.  
Its skull erupted—bone and black sprayed the walls.  
The body dropped. Twitched.  
Then stilled.

Lucas stumbled back, dropping into a seat. His chest heaved. His hand trembled around the gun, still warm.

“…Holy shit,” he muttered.

“What? Surprised it worked?” Nyarlathotep asked, amused.

Lucas stared at the weapon. “I’ve never fired one before.”

“You did fine.”

The bowl was knocked aside. The water gone. The spell broken.

“Well,” Nyarlathotep muttered. “That’s unfortunate.”

Lucas stared down at the broken ritual.  
The silver compass sat cold in his hand.
No direction. No pull. Just dark.
Ahead, the tunnel yawned open.  
Hungry. Waiting.



The tunnel sloped downward.  
With each step, the air thickened—colder, stiller.

A cave-in split the wall like shattered ribs. Beyond it: a breach. A chamber.

Four ghouls hunched over a body.  
Not fresh. Not recent. An explorer—long dead.  
Skin leathered. Tools rusted. Belt snapped.  
The ghouls tore at him slowly. Silently. Savoring every strip of rot.

Lucas paused.

"Tear them from limb to limb. I want to hear cartilage scream.,” Nyarlathotep hissed.

“Too loud. Too many,” Lucas muttered.

“You already killed one. What’s four more?”

“Don’t care.”

Shadow coiled around him—tight, soundless.  
He slipped between the feeders.  
A ghost in the dark.

They never looked up.

On the far side, the shadow peeled off like steam.  
He walked on.

“Why not kill them?” Nyarlathotep teased. “Didn’t it feel good?”

Lucas didn’t answer.

“Hey. Hello? Kid? Pal?”

Lucas stopped. Just enough to turn his head.  
“You said they were hive-minded. I kill them, the others feel it. Then they come. Not worth it.”

“…Buzzkill.”

The tunnel sloped again—then flattened.

One flickering light hummed in the dark.

And beneath it—  
A wrecked subway car. Bent. Shattered. Swallowed by shadow.

But it wasn’t the train that stopped him.

It was the door.

Blood-red. Smooth. Seamless.  
No rust. No hinges. No frame.  
It pulsed faintly—like something inside was breathing.

Lucas looked down.

The compass trembled in his hand.  
The needle locked on the door.

“…This it?”  
“It is.” a hushed hiss
“Do we knock, or?

  
  
CRACK 
A spike of pain behind Lucas’s eye.  
He spun, fists up.  
Nothing.

Then—squeak.
A rat launched from the dark.  
Teeth hit skin. Sank into his cheek.  
Hot blood ran down his jaw.
Lucas cried out and tore it off, slamming it to the ground—ready to stomp it into paste.
But it was already dead.
Still twitching.

“What the fu—”

They fell from the rafters—screeching, unraveling.  
Entrails uncoiled midair. Eyes bounced from their skulls like loose marbles.  

Lucas formed a riot shield from his left arm—thick, jagged, pulsing black—and swatted them away mid-leap.

Then he heard them.
Above.

The tide crushed him back.
Claws raked. Teeth scraped. The air reeked of bile and rot.
They didn’t just swarm.  
They climbed over each other, clawing, gnashing—  
forming walls of squirming fur.

Then, the walls melted.  
Flesh grafted to flesh.  
Skin split. Bones re-knit.

Spines coiled like serpents and wove together, wet and snapping.  
Eyes bulged and slid down flanks—blinking from places no eyes should be.  
Teeth spiraled, re-configuring, forming jaws within jaws.

The swarm writhed and knotted—spines coiling like serpents, ribs cracking and weaving into vaulted arches. A cathedral of sinew and flesh rose, obscene and breathing, dripping with the sick scent of rot and madness.

It rose with a shriek that wasn’t breath, wasn’t voice—  
just the wet sound of things becoming wrong.

And it slammed him into the tunnel wall like a battering ram made of corpses.

Lucas grit his teeth, blood pooling at the corners of his mouth, ichor surging down his arms like oil under pressure.


“Abdul Alhazred!”  
Nyarlathotep’s voice boomed from his throat, distorted and layered with a chorus of whispers.  
“Blood-Scribe of the Necronomicon Ex-Mortis—  
Is this how you greet an old friend?”

The rats froze.

One heartbeat. Two.

Then slowly… they began to retreat.  
Peeling off in clumps. Melting away into the walls. Vanishing into cracks and tunnels.

The massive fused ones unraveled like wet rope, collapsing into piles of bone and fur.

Silence fell again. Thick. Final.

Lucas collapsed to one knee, shield-arm trembling, breath ragged.

“…The fuck was that.”

“Security system,” Nyarlathotep replied.  
“Though clearly, it's been chewing on madness for far too long.”


Heavy footsteps echoed from beyond the blood-red door.  
Slow. Distant. Each one sent a faint tremor through the tunnel floor.

Lucas held his breath. The red door began to shake violently—  
—then blew off its hinges with a crash.

Dust plumed into the tunnel. A monstrous shadow spilled out from the light inside—  
Twisted. Vast. Coiling like smoke with horns and claws and too many eyes.

Lucas tensed, breath locked in his chest. Whatever stepped through—he’d meet it swinging.

Then—  
Silence.

No shriek. No wings.

Just… fur.  
Cloaked. Hooded. Upright.  
The monster stepped forward—

A hamster.

Staff on its back. Face pinched in eternal disapproval.  
It sniffed once. Displeased.

In their minds—Lucas and Nyarlathotep both heard the voice:
“NO.”

The hamster spun and bolted down the hallway beyond the door.

“Oh for the love of—” Lucas groaned, stepping inside.

They gave chase.

“Go away, Nyarlathotep!” the hamster’s voice shrieked directly into their minds—high, sharp, furious.  
“You always bring death! I’m not dying again!”

“Into what? We don’t even know what’s going on!” Nyarlathotep’s voice snapped through Lucas’s mouth.

He swatted the air like he could shoo Nyar out of his mouth. “Next time you need to monologue, get your own body.”

They emerged into a room reeking of formaldehyde and iron.  
A makeshift lab—  
Rusted shelves. Yellowed scrolls. A flayed corpse on the stone table.  
Surgical tools gleamed under a single humming bulb.

The hamster scrambled up a stool—using dead rats as a crude staircase—and turned to face them.

His tiny paw gripped the staff.


“Everyone has noticed your absence!” the voice boomed into their heads—raw, furious.  
“You vanished five years ago! The Elder Ones are at war! The Six are missing! Their clans are tearing the void apart with blame and blood! The universe is unraveling—because of you!”

Lucas blinked. “That’s a lot for a gerbil.”

“I am Alhazred! Blood-Scribe of the Black Codex! Keeper of Forgotten Tongues! Former Archmage of the Pale Court!”

He slammed the staff into the table. It made the tiniest tink.

“That’s why we’re here,” Nyarlathotep said through Lucas now—voice calmer, but coiled.  
“They sealed me in this corpse.”

“Hey—!” Lucas interjected. “Still here!”

Nyarlathotep didn’t miss a beat. Lucas’s protest went unheard.

“For five years, I’ve been bound. Powerless. Silent. I assumed the Elder Ones would find me… but if they’re missing too...”

Alhazred lowered his staff slightly.

“They tried to trap me in the rift. But something intervened. Redirected me into this… rotting meat-sack.”

“HEY!” Lucas shouted, arms thrown wide. “Still the guy wearing the skin, thanks!”

Both turned.

There was a pause.

Then Alhazred sighed—telepathically.

“Oh. You’re still conscious in there. That’s… awkward.”

Alhazred muttered something low and guttural in… hamster. He raised his tiny staff.

Lucas barely had time to blink.

A surge of force lifted him off the ground—his back arched, eyes wide in panic. His skin peeled away from his bones in strands of light, like silk burning backwards.
He screamed.
Beneath the flesh, his bones glowed with seven arcane runes—etched deep, pulsing faintly. Sigils danced across his organs like living ink.

Alhazred’s voice echoed telepathically:

“These enchantments—I can’t break them.  
They were placed by a being of godlike power… not unlike yourself.  
But I can’t identify who.”

With a flick of the staff, the magic reversed.  
Flesh knitted back to bone. Muscle reformed. Lucas hit the floor, gasping, shivering, on his knees.

“You’re not the only soul stuffed in a sack of limitations.”

Lucas coughed. “Dude. Really?”

Alhazred let out a frustrated squeak and dropped onto his haunches.

“It’s true. During my last body transfer ritual, my apprentice and I located a child with an exceptional magical reservoir.  
But… he sabotaged the ritual. Transferred me into this.”

He gestured vaguely at himself with his staff.

“…a hamster.”

Lucas wiped blood from his lip. “Just curious. What was the hamster’s name?”

“Koda.”

Lucas smiled. “I like that. Koda.”

“Me too,” Nyarlathotep said, dry.

“You’re Koda now,” Lucas finished.

The hamster necromancer squeaked in fury.

“To the hells with both of you! You got your answers—leave me be!”

But Nyarlathotep wasn’t done.

“I still have questions, Scribe. What of the Outer Ones?  
Do they maintain their dance around Azathoth?”

Koda hesitated. Then—reluctantly:

“They endure. Locked in their rhythm. Around the Blind Idiot God, the dance continues.
They’ve chosen a proxy to enact Azathoth’s will in your absence.  
The Great Old Ones remain bound.  
And whoever tried to trap you… has made no further moves.”


A blinking red light on the electrical panel tore through the knots in Lucas’s mind—each pulse a shard of memory.  
The night the Key was plunged into his chest.

“I remember. I still feel it.”

He winced.

“Someone I trusted drugged me. Then—”

Flashes hammered his ribs—red robes swirling, faces blurred into a maddening ring. Distant chanting slithered through shadows, wet and hungry. A blade hovered, cold and jagged, inches from his sternum. Then—searing pain ripped through him, sharp enough to split his soul.

Lucas collapsed to his knees, clutching his chest.  
His scar flared—not hot, but wrong. Pulsing like something alive beneath it.

“The knife…” he gasped. “It looked like petrified wood. Cracked.  
But glowing. Like it was lit from inside.”

“And then—”

The pain ripped through him again.  
Deep.  like he was dying a second time.

“Red cloaks… chanting. I wasn’t just sacrificed. I was offered.”  
“It was a fucking ritual.”

“The Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth,” Koda whispered. “They used that?”

“No mortal should ever wield that Key.  
It was forged from the bones of cosmic Titans.  
It doesn’t open doors—it opens timelines.”

“Only Yog-Sothoth could shape it. And  I… was never meant to carry it.”

“Then that’s our lead,” Lucas said. “We find the cult.”

“Not my problem,” Koda snapped. “I’m busy. I am the reason the ghouls haven’t overrun this town.”

Lucas blinked. “I was wondering why there were only a few.  
You’re holding them back? Why?”

Koda hesitated again, voice dropping low.

“I don’t care about this town.  
But I sensed something. Something left behind. Something… powerful.  
So I stayed. I carved wards into the stone.  
Not to protect them.  
But to keep the ghouls away—until I could figure out how to make that power mine.  
Until I could claw my way out of this damned rodent flesh.”

Nyarlathotep growled. “I got what I needed. Let’s go, meat sack.”

“Typical Nameless King,” Koda muttered. “Takes what he wants, gives nothing in return.”

Koda growled—his voice heavy with ancient disdain.

“You have your answers. Now go. I have wards to restore. And flesh to stitch.”

Lucas turned, walked a few steps, then stopped.

“…He’s got a point.”

He turned back.

“What can I do for you?”

A pause.

“Peanuts. Roasted. Salted. In the shell.”

Lucas blinked. “Peanuts?”

“Peanuts?” Nyar echoed.

“Yes. Real peanuts. Not your processed chemical slop.  
Roasted. Salted. Divine.”

Koda said, curling his tiny claw.  

“The last thing I tasted as a man.  
Before the curse. Before the betrayal.
Bring me peanuts, and I’ll call it even.”

Lucas raised an eyebrow. “That’s it?”
Koda stared.

“I want to touch what slipped through my fingers—the warmth, the taste, the weight of a life lived in flesh, not fur. To remember… what it meant to be human.”

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward.  
It was ancient.

Lucas slowly extended a pinky.
Koda, solemn, extended his paw.
They shook.

Lucas’s stomach rumbled as he and Nyar walked back up through the tunnel.
“So what now?” Lucas muttered.
“Pizza, No. Tacos.”

“Liver.”

“Seriously?”

“Child hearts. Still beating.”

Lucas scowled. “You’re disgusting.”

“I’m eternal. There’s a difference.”





























		Chapter Eight – Home is where the Ichor is


Lucas stirred awake, face half-stuck to the plastic-covered couch. The cracked screen of his phone buzzed in his hand—ichor seeped lazily from his palm, sliding across the fractures like ink, sealing the glass with a faint shimmer.

He blinked.

“…Handy.”

A message from an unknown number lit up the screen.

“Hey. I was wondering when I’d hear from you.  
Then I remembered—oh yeah, you gave me your number.  
This is Amber. Amber Lefae?:)”

Lucas squinted at the text, thumb hovering. He stood up, wandered to the bathroom, toothbrush already in his mouth by the time he returned.

He flopped back onto the couch.

“I figured you’re the only one I gave my number to.  
What’s up?”

The reply came instantly.

“What did you mean—you haven’t ‘moved in’  but you’re also from here?”

Lucas spit into a mug, reached for a half-finished beer.
Flat. sour. Mouthwash.

“Disgusting.”

“I grew up here.  
It’s hard to explain.  
I haven’t been awake for five years.”

A pause.

Then.

“Wait. Are you that guy?  
The one who was in the coma at Saint Joan’s?  
For five years??”

“That’s me.  
Coma boy.”

“Wow. I followed your story for a while.  
It was so… heartbreaking.  
The boy with no family.”

Lucas stared at the message.

His thumbs hovered.

“It’s hard to talk about.”

“Say no more. I’m sorry I pressed.”

“It’s okay.  
At least someone cared.”

Another pause.

Then Amber again:

“Stop by the store sometime.”

“Yeah.  
For sure.  
Have a good day :)”

“You too.  
Good luck, Coma Boy.”

Lucas let the phone slip from his hand and onto the couch, a slow exhale leaving his chest.

“So,” Nyarlathotep said dryly, “does this mean you’re finally moving in?”

Lucas cracked his knuckles.

“Something like that.”

From his shoulders, the shadows surged—limb-like arms branching out like black trees. Dozens of them. They crawled along the ceiling, through doorways, across the floor.

One by one, they peel the brittle plastic off every piece of furniture and flung it out the front door.

Some arms sprouted bristles and became brooms, others formed into buckets and mops. The house shook slightly as every door slammed open, clouds of dust exorcised like spirits.

Carpets lifted and floated outside.  
Tables and chairs glided into the backyard.  
The walls themselves were scrubbed, dried, and shadow-smoothed.

In under an hour, the house stood bare.

Clean. Echoing.  
His.


Lucas stood in the center of it all, watching the arms work in quiet efficiency.

“How heartwarming. The meat puppet is nesting.” Nyarlathotep muttered.

The more he walked, the more wrong it felt.  
Like a memory someone else built for him.  
A house with no smell. No scratches. No stains.  
Just the shape of a home

“This house is bigger than it looks,” Lucas muttered. "Feels like it was never lived in."

He surveyed the furniture laid across the lawn—relics of a life that never belonged to him.

He raised his hand.  
One at a time, they shimmered—spiraling inward, folding into small voids.  
Some dropped into the trash.  
Others into the recycling.  
And the rest…  
Vanished.

He didn’t know where they went.  
He didn’t care.  
Maybe some part of him did.
  
  
In a crumbling alley beneath the overhang of an abandoned warehouse, a woman lay curled around her dog, wrapped in a threadbare coat.

She woke to warmth.

A bed—complete with frame, mattress, and blanket—had appeared beneath her. The dog whimpered in surprise, then leapt up, tail wagging.

The woman smiled, tears in her eyes, and pulled the blanket around them both.

  
Elsewhere, in a cramped apartment above a laundromat, a family sat in silence, staring at their broken refrigerator. The father opened a weathered laptop, typing in desperate numbers.

When he turned around, a brand-new fridge stood in place of the old one.

He froze.

The wife covered her mouth.  
The daughter opened the door—light and cold air poured out.

No one spoke.

They didn’t question it.  
They just began putting the food away.

  
Back at the house, the last of the furniture disappeared.

All but the couch.

Lucas walked inside, and there it was. Same worn leather. Same patch of faded upholstery.

Right back where it had always been.

He stared at it for a long moment.

Then he sat down.

  
“Gotta admit, kid,” Nyarlathotep’s voice rasped, echoing just over Lucas’s shoulder.
“That’s impressive—for a greenhorn.”

“Thanks,” Lucas muttered, almost sheepishly. “I guess.”

He closed his eyes.
Breathed in.
And imagined.

Beneath his feet, a circular table of obsidian-black glass spiraled up from the floor, gleaming like still water.  
A rug unfurled beneath it—soft, black, and fibrous, as if woven from shadow or shed skin.  
On either side of the couch, low coffee tables burst from the hardwood like roots tearing through cracked ribs—dragging themselves up from the floor.

In the kitchen, appliances bloomed from ichor—slick, pulsing, alive.  
A fridge. A toaster. A microwave. A blender.  
Each one throbbed faintly, like organs remembering how to beat, humming as if to themselves.

In the dining room, a long table cracked upward like a jawbone.  
Six chairs snapped into place around it—rows of sharpened teeth, smoothed into polished grain.

The bathrooms assembled themselves—rugs fusing to the tile like wet fur, towels hanging from bars like strips of flayed flesh, drying in invisible heat.

Lucas left two of the upstairs rooms untouched.

But in the master bedroom, a wide bed formed facing the window. A simple dresser. Bookcases. A closet full of long black coats—identical, utilitarian, and somehow comforting.

A final detail clicked into place—a clock above the fireplace.

3:33 PM.

Lucas blinked.

“Shit,” he muttered. “Today went fast.”

“Kid,” Nyar chuckled,  
“you’ve been sitting there with your eyes closed for two hours.”

Lucas sat up, frowning. “What? Felt like thirty minutes.”

“That’s meditation. Or madness. Hard to tell.”

Lucas glanced around.

Light moved cleanly through the space. The air smelled like nothing—fresh and still.  
No mold. No ghosts.  
Just room.

The weight of someone else’s story was gone.

“Feels like mine now.” He said softly.  


He zipped up a jacket. Boots thudded across the floor.  
At the door, he paused.

A breath. A glance back.

The house was quiet. Waiting.

“We going somewhere?” Nyar asked.

Lucas opened his phone. Pulled up a map.  
“Yeah. Need a few things.”

  


In the city, Lucas wandered the rows of chrome and concrete.  
Polished machines gleamed in the sun. Salesmen loitered in toothy smiles and cheap suits.

He stopped in front of a monstrous black SUV.  

“This one,” Nyar boomed. “Buy it. Shiny.”

Lucas walked on.

Further down the lot—he stopped.  
A black Bronco. Sleek. Red accents like blood splashed on pavement.  
It didn’t purr. It growled.

“Fierce! Strong! Shiny!”

Lucas didn’t move.

Because then—he saw him.

Bradly.  
Helping a couple with paperwork.  
Smiling like he hadn’t ripped someone’s life to shreds.  
Flirting shamelessly with the wife while the husband signed away hope.  
Like he owned the world—like he was owed it.

Same swagger. Same smirk.  
Same hollow parasite wearing a human suit.

Lucas froze.  
Breath hitched knuckles clenched, nails digging into his palms, 
fists trembling with barely held rage.

A voice in the back of his mind snarled, Jump over the car. Rip him apart.  
Something colder and deeper, in his chest agreed.

Bradly looked up.

Their eyes locked.

A heartbeat stretched.

Then—Lucas vanished.

  
He walked quickly.  
Back to Montgomery.  
Didn’t speak. Didn’t look back.

“What was that?” Nyar hissed.  
“Go back and buy a car. Or take his spine. Kneecaps, at the very least. You earned it”
“You want to hurt him, I felt it in you. Say it. I’ll help.”

Lucas said nothing.

“You walked like a mortal idiot—this is excruciating.”

Still nothing.  
No words. Just rage. Swallowed hard and walking.

He closed his eyes.

Reopened them.

He stood back in town.

The sun hung lower now.  
The air felt smaller.

He wandered aimlessly until he reached a rusted sign and a sun-blasted lot.

Tik's Tire's  
Nothing fierce. Nothing shiny.  
Just chipped bumpers and cracked pleather and engines that coughed.

It was perfect.

No questions.  
No one who knew his name.

Lucas walked in.

  
A small bell jingled as Lucas stepped inside.

Behind the counter, a middle-aged Black man sat reading Lovecraft Country, glasses slipping halfway down his nose. He looked up, marked his page, and stood.

“Welcome to Tik’s Tires,” he said, extending a hand. “What can I help you with?”

Lucas took it, matching the firm grip.

“Honestly? I’m new to all this. Looking to buy a car.”

“That I can do. Every vehicle out there’s been rebuilt, tested, and tuned to hell and back. No lemons. Let’s take a look.”

They stepped outside, walking the rows.

George talked him through a few solid options. Lucas listened, politely nodding—until they came to an older car, sun catching the deep curves of its black chassis.

A 1970 Shevy Shevelle. Solid. Quietly dangerous.

“She was my mom’s,” George said, patting the hood. “She’s a piece of history.”

Lucas looked closer. Something clicked.

“You look familiar. Who was your mom?”

“Elaine Seshat.”

Lucas’s chest tightened. “Ms. Seshat? She was my third-grade teacher. She used to sit with me at recess. Listen. Talk. She was the only adult who ever... really heard me.”

“I remember you now,” George said softly. “You were always at the house. Then one day, you just stopped showing up. And not long after... they found you.”

“I was hoping she’d still be around.”

“She tried, kid. Went to visit you more than once. But the hospital said only family was allowed. So she called. Every day.”

Lucas looked away. “They told me no one ever did.”

George’s jaw clenched. “Then they lied. She kept calling. Right up until the day she went out for a walk and... never came back.”

Lucas swallowed. Hard.
“I don’t really know how to handle... people giving a shit.”

“She wasn’t the only one,” Lucas said.

“Yeah,” George replied. “You’re not wrong.”

“I’m sorry—I don’t think I ever caught your name.”

“Don’t think we officially met,” George said, extending his hand again. “George Seshat.”

Lucas shook it. “It’s good to finally meet you.”

“You too,” George said with a smile. “I see why she liked you.”

He turned back to the Shevelle. “Wait here a sec.”

George disappeared into the shop, came back with a worn set of keys.

He tossed them in his hand a few times, looking at them. 
Remembering. Then tossed them to Lucas.

“I think... she’d want you to have her.”

Lucas blinked. “I... I don’t know what to say. Thank you, George.”

He slid into the driver’s seat. Cranked the window down by hand. Slotted the key into the ignition.

The engine roared to life like a sleeping beast.

“Oh yeah,” Lucas grinned. “This one roars.”

George climbed in the passenger side. “Take her for a spin.”

“Gotta admit—it’s been a few years.”

“Don’t worry. Just like riding a bike.”

Lucas eased onto the road. Cruised the block a few times. The growl of the engine settling into his bones.

Back at the lot, he reached into his pocket. Focused.  
A thick wad of cash formed in his hand.

“This is what I was willing to spend today,” he said, offering it to George. “Take it.”

“Kid. The car is a gift.”

“So is this.”

Lucas stepped forward before he realized he was doing it. The hug wasn’t practiced. 
It just happened.

George blinked, then smiled and clapped his back.

“Wait here. I’ll grab the paperwork.”

Thirty minutes later, Lucas drove off—title in hand, smile on his face.

“I still wanted the shiny one,” Nyar muttered.

Lucas slid into the seat. Something in the upholstery hit him—lemon balm and old paper. Her scent.  
He swallowed. Didn’t say anything. Just turned the key.


Lucas drove with the windows cracked, the radio tuned to some local weather guy droning on about low-pressure systems.

He wasn’t listening.

He cruised the town aimlessly as the sun sank. Letting the road hum under his wheels. Letting the silence hold.

Back home, the clock on the wall read 8:22 PM.

He tossed yesterday’s pizza in the microwave—a glowing box of smokeless purple flame. The crust came out hot and perfect. Not a single scorched edge.

He climbed the stairs, flicked on the fireplace—eldritch violet flames licking air without smoke or sound. Sat at his desk.

“Oh shit—I forgot.”

He closed his eyes.

A laptop grew from the desk, smooth and black. A modest 30-inch TV rose from the wall above it, a cable slithering from the laptop into the screen with a faint hiss. The TV lit up.

“Sick,” Lucas muttered.

He flopped onto the bed, chewing crust and typing MeTube into the search bar.

“Cults.”

He clicked videos at random. Some low-budget documentaries. Some unhinged rants in windowless basements.

Nyarlathotep judged each one aloud:

“Posers.”  
“Fake.”  
“Dead before they finished the chant.”  
“Ugh, Star Children again?”  

Lucas clicked another video:

“Top 10 Most Dangerous Occult Cults on the Dark Web.”

Halfway through—

“STOP. Them.”

Lucas froze, crust halfway to his mouth.  
The flames in the fireplace dimmed.  
Even the laptop screen seemed to breathe slower  
Nyar was suddenly quiet.

The video played on:

“...One of the most secretive groups is known as The Wakers. With alleged ties to the Cult of the Black Sun, their history traces back to 1686. They’ve been loosely linked to terror events across modern history—Chernobyl, the Kuwaiti oil fires, even 9/11...”

“...While most researchers consider The Wakers a hoax—largely due to their bizarre mythology, which pulls heavily from the writings of H.P. Lovecraft—some believe there’s more to the story...”

Lucas paused the video.

Typed the name:

The Wakers.

The letters looked wrong on the screen.  
Too heavy.  
Too real.

“You felt them before, didn’t you?” he said aloud.

Nyarlathotep didn’t answer. Not right away.

“I’ve never felt anything like them, Lucas. Not in this world. Not in any.  
And I watched as the first star was snuffed out, screaming.”








		Chapter Nine – Chasing leads… And my Head



Brrrrriiiiing.

The school bell rang through the halls of East Hollow High.

In the teachers’ lounge, a newspaper snapped open. A woman sipped her coffee, scanning the front page.

“Five-Year Coma Patient Lucas Nyx Awake!”

She raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t that boy go here?”

“Indeed he did.”

An older man’s hand reached out and took the paper, folding it neatly. Reading with intensity.

Mr. Fritz.  
Science teacher. Cult leader.  
The man who’d once driven the Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth into a student’s chest.

“He never got his diploma,” someone joked.

“Hmm,” Fritz, standing slowly. “Maybe we should pay him a visit.”

“Wonderful idea, Solomon!”

Fritz ignored them. Left the room.

He pulled out a sleek black phone, dialing a single number.

“The boy is awake,” he whispered. “We correct the mistake. Tonight.”




Lucas stirred under the covers. Sunlight bled through the windows.  
The house was quiet.

He stretched, yawned, dragged himself out of bed.

The bathroom was warm. The water hot. The steam welcome.

It wasn’t until he stepped out and wiped the mirror clean that he noticed it.

His shadow had stretched out across the doorway, like it had somewhere to be.

In the kitchen, the smell of bacon hit him first. Then the sizzle. Then—

Nyarlathotep.

A tall, pitch-black silhouette, cooking.

“Gooooooood morning, Nyxie-boy!”  
“Made you breakfast! Eat, eat, eat! We’ve got things to do!”

Lucas blinked.

“How... are you doing that?”

“Doing what?”

“Standing outside my body. Making breakfast.”

Nyarlathotep shrugged, flipping an egg. “How do you think I kept your body alive in the coma? I can separate—about a mile radius. Beyond that, I snap back.”

Lucas sat down, cautiously. Took a bite.

“Huh. This is actually good.”

“I learned from a diner chef in 1974. Lovely woman. Died screaming.”

“...Charming.”

“Anyway. Today’s agenda: We dig into The Wakers.”

“Any leads?”

“A thread, maybe. The video mentioned The Cult of the Black Sun. That was one of mine, back in the day. Before I got bored and let them eat each other.”

“Lovely visual.”

“There’s only one worshiper left who still calls my name. He might know something.”

“Is this one a raccoon?”

Lucas stood, shadow-stitching his clothes into place.

“Do you know where to go?”

“I can feel him screaming. Mind flayed open. Begging for me.”

Lucas nodded once. A dark grin.

“Then let’s give him a revelation.”



Lucas parked near the hollowed shell of a liquor store.

The streets were quiet. Midday sun casting long, lazy shadows. Most people were at work. The world was still.

“He’s close,” Nyarlathotep muttered. “His prayers... louder than the others. Desperate men always scream the loudest.”

Lucas followed the pull—down cracked sidewalks, past the scorched outlines of old gum, to a man sitting slumped against the wall.

A shopping cart throne.  
Whiskey bottle for a scepter.  
A dog curled against him like a forgotten oath.  
Layers of filth hardened into armor.  
Yellow eyes flickering beneath hair that had forgotten the color of soap.
He was talking to himself. Arguing with ghosts. Or a god.

Lucas approached.

The dog barked, then took off down the alley.

“Piss off, you fuck!” the old man growled, swinging his bottle.

“Mark.”  
Nyarlathotep’s voice dripped through Lucas’s mouth.  
“How dare you strike at me?”

Mark looked up—and saw Nyarlathotep.

His true form.

The drink dropped. His mouth gaped. He collapsed forward, fingers shredding against broken concrete as he groveled.

“Spare me, O Nameless King! I am but a maggot! A smear! A crumb beneath your divine heel!”

Without hesitation, he shattered the bottle and dragged the glass across his skin—etching jagged runes like a man remembering a prayer by instinct.

“Enough,” Nyarlathotep said. “Lift your head, last of the Black Sun. We have questions.”

“Not here,” Mark hissed. “Not here.”
“They listen,” he whispered, twitching.  
“Even the walls have teeth.”


  
He led them down a tight alley. Past trash bins. To a makeshift shrine of boxes and crates, tarps and plastic.
Somehow... a TV hummed.  
A chair—threadbare, torn—was offered to Lucas.
Mark sat cross-legged before it.

“I am your vessel, Crawling Chaos. Speak your command.”

Lucas crossed his arms.

“What do you know of The Wakers?”

Mark flinched at the word. Actually hissed.

“They destroyed us. One by one. Infiltrated the Cult. The Grand Priest… he turned. He offered sacrifices to Zolthu instead.”

“And you?” Nyarlathotep asked, cool and calm.

“I ran. I hid. I’ve been faithful since! I sacrificed, my Lord!”

“Ah yes,” Nyarlathotep drawled. “The cats were underwhelming. But the children? Those were... flavorful.”

Lucas’s face paled. His breath hitched.

“You killed children?”

Mark bowed again. “For the King! For the Keeper of Secrets—”

Lucas stood. Loomed over him.
Nyarlathotep whispered. 

“You should’ve died with the others.”

Mark sobbed at Lucas’s feet. 
 
“I served you. I bled for you. You’re the King. You brought me the voices.”

Lucas looked down at him—this trembling thing.  
A man who had once made choices. Buried lives. Now reduced to prayers whispered to shadows.

Nyarlathotep burst from Lucas’s spine—silent, surgical, a streak of living night.  
A single diagonal stroke, clean as moonlight on glass.  
Mark didn’t fall so much as come apart—top sliding from bottom in a slow, wet slouch.
A soft gurgle. A spray of blood across the tarp.   
Silence.

“We got what we wanted,” Nyarlathotep commanded. “Let’s go.”

Lucas stood frozen, the silence deafening in his ears.  
Then, with a twitch of thought, he erased the blood.  
The corpse.  
The smell.

“Was that necessary?” Lucas muttered.

“Cutting loose ends,” Nyarlathotep quipped.

Lucas didn’t answer.
He drove in silence. Picked up food.  
A part of him felt empty.
Another part—the darker part—was getting used to it.

  
  
Lucas reclined into the couch, fast food tray balanced on his lap. The eldritch fireplace crackled with silent purple flame, casting shadows that didn’t match the room’s geometry.

A thud.
Something dropped in front of him.
Lucas blinked.
His high school diploma.
He leaned forward, confused—when steel wire cinched around his neck from behind.

Shhk—

His breath hitched. His fingers clawed at the garrote, slipping between cord and skin—until the tension snapped them. Bone popped. Nerve endings screamed.
Blood rushed down his chest, warm, pulsing.
The wire pulled.
Hard.

SNAP.

Lucas’s head hit the floor with a soggy crack rolling from the couch like a fruit from a butcher’s block.
His body slumped back into the couch, twitching once—then still.
Behind him stood a figure in crimson robes, hood drawn low. On the forehead of his garment: a sigil stitched in black thread—a half-lidded eye, twenty triangles lining its edges like lashes, five more orbiting like cruel satellites.

The cultist knelt and scooped up Lucas’s severed head.
Outside, four more robed figures waited.

“Are you sure this is the one?” one asked, holding up the head like it might blink. “That was… really easy.”

Another shifted nervously. “Shouldn’t he have, like… exploded or something?”

Inside, Lucas’s body twitched.

And then it moved.

From the torn stump of his neck burst a bouquet of writhing ichor-vines—slick, pulsing, and studded with twitching eyes.  
They lunged, a blur of shadow and spite, straight through the front door.

SHUNK.

The cultist holding Lucas’s head didn’t even scream. He vanished—yanked off the porch and into the house like a string-cut marionette.

More tendrils followed—faster, meaner. Four snapped outward, snagging the others mid-motion. Screams tore the air as blades flashed, flailed, failed.  
The door slammed shut.

Outside, Lucas’s severed head hit the grass. Rolled once. Stared blankly at the stars.


Inside the house, the cultists crashed to the floor—groaning, gasping. Weapons scattered across hardwood now glossed in fresh blood.

The walls churned. No longer walls—just organs wearing drywall, pulsing with black life. The windows sealed. The exits were gone.

From the ceiling, a voice—not quite Lucas’s—dripped like oil through the air.

“How am I still alive…?”

Nyarlathotep chuckled from the pit behind Lucas’s mind.

“You can't kill what’s already dead.”

Lucas’s voice slithered across the room—directionless, patient, cold.

“I can’t see them. But I feel them.”

Something shifted above.

The cultists looked up.

Lucas’s headless body crawled along the ceiling—silent, graceful, nightmare-fluid. Black tethers held him like webbing, anchoring him in that upside-down sprawl.  
A pair of glowing red eyes blinked open where his face should be.

“Now. Let’s talk.”

One cultist fumbled for his phone, thumb trembling over the dial.

Click.

A jagged tendril shot from the wall—snatched the phone midair—and dragged it screaming into the living darkness.

“Keep one alive,” Lucas’s voice echoed.

Then he dropped from the ceiling.

No head. Just smoke billowing from the open neck, like hell exhaling through a slit throat.

Tendrils bloomed from his back—slick, spined, serpentine.

One coiled around a cultist and whipped sideways.  
A shriek turned to a wet pop as flesh unraveled, red ribbons spraying across the walls.

Two others turned to flee—only to be yanked upward and slammed together in midair.

Crunch.  
Snap.

“Fucking kill it!” one screamed, charging with a jagged blade.

Lucas tilted his headless form. Sidestepped.
The blade whiffed air.
The cultist stumbled—then vanished, swallowed by the wall like meat into a maw.
Lucas turned.
One robed figure remained. Trembling.  
Dagger raised—turned inward.

He plunged it into his gut.

Once. Twice.

Thk.  
Thk.

Desperate.  
Futile.

Lucas stalked forward, silent, unstoppable.
The cultist collapsed in a pool of himself—still breathing.

Crack.

Lucas brought his boot down.

Once.

No scream. Just pulp.

Vertebrae unfurled from his back like a skeletal serpent—coiling with precision, linking to the severed head nestled in the dark.

Cradled by shadow and bone.

It hovered—awaiting divine permission.

Then dipped—spine to skull—with surgical grace.

Bone kissed bone. Flesh twisted together like melting wax.

SNAP.

Lucas’s eyes jolted open—red, wet, wrong. He inhaled sharply, as if remembering how.

The walls sighed. The shadows peeled back.  
The house returned to its structure—scarred, but intact.

Silence.

“I think it’s safe to assume they know I’m awake now.”

Nyarlathotep’s voice rasped dryly across his thoughts:

“Gee, what gave it away? The ritual evisceration? The arterial Jackson Pollock on your hardwood?”

Lucas wiped blood from his jaw.

“We’re going to need more bleach.”

Outside, beneath a flickering streetlight, a figure in crimson robes stood alone. Watching. Listening.

They held a black flip phone to their ear.

“It failed.”  
“Yes. Full regeneration. Integration confirmed.”

A pause.

The figure’s gloved fingers traced the sigil stitched into their hood.

“Then initiate the next phase.”  
“Wake the rest.”

Click.

Darkness.








			Chapter Ten – Morbid Prairie Dog 



A symbol.

A half-lidded eye.  
Ten jagged teeth—five above, five below—curling along each lid.  
Three black spears crowned the top—center, left, right.  
Two slashes marked the bottom, pointing outward like broken wings.

It burned, not drawn, on the forehead of the cultist’s crimson hood—etched into the fabric like a curse that never cooled.

Lucas stared at it, breath thin, fingers brushing the blood-dried skin of his throat.

“Nyar... what is that?”

Nyarlathotep was quiet. The silence stretched like a held breath.

“...It feels familiar.”

Then a door appeared.

Jet black. Silent.

Where his kitchen used to be.

“Shall we get some questions answered?”

Lucas didn’t hesitate. He opened it.

Beyond: A black so deep it erased the idea of color. Sound died before it could live. Light obeyed as if it was obeying the command of something far older.

The captured cultist.

Bound. Gagged. His arms suspended behind him by a thick tendril erupting from the obsidian oil floor.

Lucas stepped forward.

Each footfall lifted the man higher, until he dangled like bait in a sea of black.  
Wet, slithering tendrils unwrapped his hood and mask, peeling away layers of false identity.  
The face beneath was a disappointment—middle-aged, balding, his yellow-gray hair like a dead field clinging to his scalp.
Lucas plucked the ball gag from his mouth.

Clink.

The man’s jaw twitched—trying to bite something.

Lucas raised an eyebrow.

“Really? Cyanide? You people watch too many shitty movies.”

One of the tendrils shot forward—rooted into his mouth—and plucked the capsule like a tick.

The cultist spat blood at him.

“You’re not getting shit out of me.”

Lucas didn’t answer.

A worm of darkness slithered from his own temple—pierced the man’s forehead.

Both sets of eyes turned to glass.

Memories collided.

Cheap whiskey. Mop water. Chewing tobacco.
A cold school hallway.  
The cultist—once a janitor. Lucas’s janitor.  
Then: Fritz. Tea. Shadows. The altar.  
The screaming. His own screaming.  
Dr. Fritz. Four others.  
One of them—this man.

“He was there the night I died.”

Lucas clenched his jaw. Funny—he’d always imagined revenge would feel louder.

“He held my arm while Fritz carved into my chest. I thought he was trying to comfort me. He was holding me still.”

From the black, Nyarlathotep lashed out, erupting from his back—snaking up his legs.  
They pulled tight.

Snap.  
Rip.  
Screams twisted like static.

“You should kill him,” Nyarlathotep growled, voice low and hungry. “You owe it to the child you were.”

Lucas raised a hand. The tendrils stopped, quivering.

“I want him alive.”  

“Some memories are blocked. Sealed. I can’t break them.”

He focused—reaching deeper. The seals resisted.

“Damn it. Not enough power.”

From the dark, a cell bloomed into existence. Glass walls shimmered under sterile light. Inside: a bed, a toilet, a screen, and a shelf of forgotten paperbacks—like a motel for monsters.

Lucas dropped him inside.

“Always wanted a pet.”

He opened a portal.

“Wait—hey, WAIT!!”

The cultist screamed, fists hammering glass.

Lucas stepped through.



 Back in his ruined living room.  
 Four bodies. Blood and burnt air.

 Ding-dong.

The bodies folded into the floor, limbs vanishing with wet pops and crunching bones as if the house itself were chewing them into silence.

He froze.

“Shit.”

 He cracked the door just wide enough to see.  
A man he’d never seen stood waiting. Calm. Wrong.
  
Through the crumbling subway tunnels.  
Past the jagged hole in the station floor.  
Down twisting rock passages slick with ancient moisture—

A fork.

Left.  
Dancing shadows cast inhuman shapes across the stone walls.

A group of Waker cultists clash violently with a pack of ghouls.  
In the center of the chaos, a monstrous ghoul. Hooved feet, Tail bristling with bone-spikes, arms ending in claws long as machetes. The queen. 
She rips a cultist in half, spraying blood across the cavern walls.

She seizes his skull in one clawed hand and screams point-blank. The sound rips through his skull—bursting eardrums, shredding sinuses. Blood fountains from his ears. His eyes bulge—then pop. His head detonates like overripe fruit.

Two cultists break from formation, screaming:

“Praise Zolthu!”

They tore open their robes, revealing vests packed with C4, wired tight and blinking red.
A small device was clutched in one of their trembling hands.
A dead man's switch.
The moment their thumbs lifted—
BOOM.

The explosion sends fire and bone splinters echoing down the tunnels.  
The queen ghoul is thrown backward.  
Most of the ghouls are vaporized in the blast.

The stench of burnt hair and bubbling flesh chokes the chamber. 
Flesh and blood drip from the cave roof.

The smoke lingers, curling like a veil around the ruin. Then—movement.
They draw chains carved with cult runes, cattle prods sparking like lightning rods, and manacles slick with drying blood.

“The queen snarls, half-risen—  
But they strike like executioners.

Zap.  
A prod jabs into her ribs.  
She bellows, eyes glowing with primal fury.

Clack.  
Two shackles around her thick neck.  
Snap.  
Arms bound behind her back.

She thrashes, hurling one cultist across the tunnel—bone crunches. 
Another jams a prod beneath her jaw—the shock short-circuits her roar into a choking gasp.  
Another charges and shocks her at the base of the spine.  
She drops to one knee.

Zap. She screamed. Zap. Her knee buckled. Zap—until crawling was all she had left.

In the background, a second team of cultists appears—  
Dressed in tactical gear.  
Assault rifles ready.

They secure the scene.  
What remains of the ghouls are gunned down.

The queen ghoul is dragged deeper into the tunnels.  
A mile down, they reach it:

A rusting World War II bunker.  
Its corroded steel door still bears the faded insignia—  
A swastika, etched by time and moss.

Inside—  
They lead her into a chamber, chaining her to floor bolts sunk in old concrete.  
Each shriek, each tortured howl, echoed down a dozen metal tunnels.  
Somewhere, other ghouls stirred—listening.

Zap.  
A prod to the ribs.  
Never ending 

 In a corner, blonde hair peeking out of her hood, a slender female cultist pulls out her phone and dials.

"Hi, Grandpa. It’s done. The queen’s bound. Her screams are… effective. We’re tuning them.  
Yes, yes…  
It will be done.  
Praise Zolthu.”

 In the depths of the abandoned subway, a low rumble builds—  
 Vibrating through rusted rails and broken tiles.

 A speaker clicked on.  
 One of her howls played back—twisted, pitch-shifted, broken.  
 And far below, something answered.

 Then—  
 Screams.



A cacophony of howls and shrieks explodes from the yawning hole in the subway wall.

A flood of ghouls pours into the tunnels—  
Clawed, pale, teeth gnashing, eyes glowing with primal hunger.

Hordes of rats—thousands of them—form twitching mounds, a living tide that surges forward in defense.

But they’re no match.

The ghouls tear through the rats, shredding them apart in a frenzy of bone and squeals.

  
Inside a dimly lit, cluttered makeshift lab, the chaos echoes through cracked concrete and rusted vents.

Abdul Alhazred—once the most feared necromancer in twelve dimensions, now inconveniently trapped in the soft, twitching body of a hamster—popped his head out of a nearby dog’s corpse like a morbid prairie dog.

The cacophony reaches him.

“This is not good!”

He ducks back inside the corpse, burrowing into its brain cavity.

From within, he pulls out a wooden scepter, its tip carved into a skull.

He jams it into the brain matter.

The eyes of the carved skull glow green. Fog seeps out from them, spilling over the exposed brain.

The dead dog’s pale eyes snap open.

It rises, jerky and stiff, then leaps off the table.

“Move, beast!”

The undead hound bolts from the lab, weaving through rats and ghouls locked in brutal combat.

It barrels toward the crashed subway car, dodging claws and gnashing teeth.

Then—  
WHAM.

A ghoul tackles it mid-sprint, pinning it to the ground.

The ghoul’s jaws tear into the hound’s neck, spraying black ichor across the rails.

But too late.

From the mouth of the dying dog, Koda the hamster scurries out, fur matted, eyes wide.

“I never thought I’d be thankful to be a rodent.”

Tiny claws scramble across blood-soaked ground.

He zigs, zags, and squeezes through debris—  
Only to find himself cornered by more ghouls at the far end of the subway car.

No escape.

He burrows downward, paws a frantic blur, vanishing into the earth.  
  
  

In a peaceful cemetery, quiet, green, unaware.

A funeral is moments away.  
Grave workers take their lunch break beside a freshly dug plot.

Suddenly—  
The earth explodes.

Ghouls pounce, ripping into the startled men.

As chaos erupts above, Koda pokes his head out of the burial site, blinking in the light.

“Perfect timing.”

He hops up, then dives headfirst into the open casket, disappearing once again.

  


Lucas opens the door.

Standing before him is a man in his late forties—pale, with sunken eyes, lips cracked and trembling. He looks like he hasn’t slept—or breathed—in days.

“Let me in,” the man croaks, voice raspy.

He weakly pushes at Lucas’s shoulder, trying to force his way past.

Lucas plants a hand against his chest and pushes back.

“Hey, man—don’t make me call the cops.”

Then—

The man’s mouth stretches unnaturally wide, jaw distending with a sickening pop.  
A hamster—fur streaked with gore—climbs out of his throat.

“Shut up, boy. Let me in!”

Lucas stares, stunned. Then steps aside.

“Normal is officially dead.” letting out an exhausted sigh.

The man’s body collapses to the floor with a dull thud, lifeless.

Koda scurries across the floor and leaps onto the coffee table, fur bristling.

“I won’t ask. My laboratory was just overrun. They’re moving—together. Not like ghouls. Coordinated. Controlled.  
If we don’t act now, this entire town may be next.”

“Yeah, no, we are bus—”

“Yeah sure, I’ll help,” Lucas interrupts himself.

“Hey! I said no!” Nyarlathotep snaps. “We need to focus on the memory seals!”

“Maybe Alhazred can help if we help him,” Lucas counters.

“I can,” Koda says, twitching. “I think I can break one of those enchantments!”

Lucas smirking victoriously picks up the necromantic hamster, placing him on his shoulder.

“Hmph. Fine. We’ll help.” Nyarlathotep hisses.

“We were helping regardless,”

Lucas steps out, locking the door behind him. Koda settles onto his shoulder like a war general.
As they walk to the car, Lucas’s phone blares with an alert.

“Warning! Stay in your homes. An unknown threat is invading downtown.”

Lucas looks up.

In the distance—thick plumes of smoke rise into the sky.

“Oh fuck.”

No more debate. He jumps into the car, starts the engine, and drives toward the chaos.




















			Chapter Eleven – Towering Hunger


Dr. Bose sat at his desk, fingers steepled, eyes glinting behind thin spectacles.

Across from him, two cultists sat in silence, heads bowed.

“What is it about this boy?” Bose said, voice low, trembling with rage.  
“I sacrificed him on an altar—he lives.  
I sent five of you to take his head—he lives!”

He slammed his fist on the desk and stood, motion sharp and jerking.
The cultists exchanged a wary glance.

“Sir…” one began carefully,  
“It seems the boy, Lucas Nyx is… bound. To the god Nyarlathotep. They’re working together.”

Silence.

Dr. Bose’s hand drifted to the ceremonial dagger on the desk.

“You know what’s funny?” Bose laughed dryly, tracing a line of blood along the dagger’s spine. “I thought you would be the ones to kill him. I really did.”

In one fluid motion—two slashes.

Both cultists collapsed, throats opened, blood spurting onto the floor.

“Useless!” Bose snarled.  
“Fine. If cannon fodder won’t kill him—I’ll send a cannon.”

He reached beneath the desk and pulled out a black-bound tome, its cover whispering with trapped voices.

The blood of the cultists began to coagulate, slithering along the stone floor to form a summoning circle, etched deep with ancient runes.

Bose began to chant, low and guttural.

The bodies ignited, bones snapping, flames licking at the edges of the circle.

He tossed herbs and stones into the blaze—  
Sulfur. Hemlock. Obsidian. Grave moss.

The fire snuffed out in an instant.

Smoke spiraled upward, shaping into a face—inhuman, writhing in silent hunger.

With a gesture, Dr. Bose sent the entity flying out through the ceiling, dispersing into the night.

“Let’s see you survive this, boy.”
  
Moments later, two more cultists stepped into the room, unfazed by the charred corpses on the floor.

“Sir,” one said,  
“Phase two is complete. The queen has driven the beasts into the town. We’ve severed all outside communication. Civilians are beginning to lock down. Soon the town will be isolated.”

“Excellent,” Bose said with a thin smile.  
“Begin phase three. Immediately. There isn’t a second to lose.”  
“Praise Zolthu,” the cultists replied in unison.


Above the town, in the starless night sky, the summoned entity flew like smoke through the wind.

It plunged into an abandoned mine shaft, descending through winding tunnels of dust and bone.

In the deepest chamber—  
A corpse sat slumped against the rock wall, forgotten and lifeless.

The entity burst into its chest.

The body convulsed.

Its eyes snapped open, now burning with unholy light.

Antlers pierced through the skull, twisting upward like skeletal branches.  
The face elongated, warping into an elk-like snout. A grotesque roar echoed from deep within its ribs.

The creature rose—growing.
Its skin cracked and split, muscle bulging, smoke pouring from its back.
It now resembled a bipedal bear, twice the size of a man, with twisted antlers and pale glowing eyes.

It let out a second, bone-rattling shriek—  
Then it moved into the woods.

  
In the forest, birds scatter.

A couple, Jack and Sally, hike quietly through the underbrush, sunlight flickering through the canopy.

They stop at the edge of an abandoned campsite, tension rising as they take in the scene.

“Oh my god... Sally, do you see this?”

The ground is stained with blood, spattered across torn canvas and shredded backpacks. A bent tent pole juts upward like a snapped bone.

“Jack, we need to tell someone.”

Suddenly, the tent rustles.

“Someone might still be alive—they need our help!”

“Wait,” Jack says, holding her arm.  
“What if whatever did this is still here?”

Too late—Sally rushes forward, dropping to her knees and unzipping the tent flap.

Inside, hunched among a pile of shattered bodies, the creature clawed deep into a crushed chest, devouring slick organs glistening with blood.

It turns slowly, eyes gleaming, and screams.

A mimicry of human horror, garbled and wet:

““WhAAat iSss Thaat thIIIng–?!”

It lunges.

“Jack—RUN!” Sally screams, turning—

But the beast gores her, impaling her torso on its gnarled antlers, lifting her like a trophy. She flails—screaming—until it grabs her leg and tears her in half, stuffing entrails into its snapping jaws.

“Oooh mY GoooD, JAAACK! RrrrRUuunnn!”

It screeches, charging toward Jack.

“Oh, fuck no!” Jack bolts, leaping over rocks, tumbling through brush, breath ragged, the sound of cracking branches behind him like gunshots.

He stumbles to a massive tree, presses his back against the bark, and fumbles for his phone.
No signal.
The screen flickers.

“All services are down. We will be with you shortly.”

“What the hell does that mean?!”

He peeks around the tree—no sign of the creature.
Jack sprints, bursting from the treeline, tumbling onto an empty mountain road.
A forest ranger’s truck screeches to a halt, tires kicking gravel.
The ranger leans out the window, scowling.

“Boy, are you fuckin’ mad?!”

Jack stumbles to his feet, slamming his palms on the hood.

“Help me!”

The ranger throws open the door—

But the creature erupts from the woods, slamming its massive antlers into the truck with a thunderous crash.

The vehicle and ranger are sent flying off the cliff, disappearing in a burst of fire and metal.
Jack stares down the drop, paralyzed—until a shadow looms behind him.

He turns—

The beast loomed behind Jack, Antlers scraping the sky like the limbs of dead trees.

Plucking him off the ground claws piercing his side, hoisting him into the air. Dangling over the creatures mouth.

He screams, kicking wildly, as its maw opens beneath him—

Darkness.

  
-----------------


Over the radio, static crackled between panicked reports:

“...cellular services are—fire spreading across downtown—hostile unidentified assailants have been reported—citizens are advised to—stay inside! Arm yourselves! Make peace with your God!—this is the end!...”

Out the car window, families loaded trunks, children cried, neighbors shouted.  
Some fled on foot. Others abandoned their homes entirely.  Thick fog and smoke rolling over clean cut green lawns. Ember trailing down from the sky.

A pickup truck roared by, bed packed with whooping teenagers clutching rifles and shotguns, vanishing into the smoke.
A chill like barbed wire wrapped around his spine as Nyarlathotep’s grin unfurled in his head.

“Simple-minded humans—quick to play hero, quicker to become meat between gnashing teeth.”

 Lucas pressed down on the gas, jaw clenched, grip tightening.  
He wasn’t running. Not anymore.  
 A man with power—finally ready to use it.

“Ever since I woke up… it’s all felt wrong. Like I’m trapped in someone else’s nightmare. A tainted fever dream. But this dream?”  
“It’s mine now. And I’m done letting it control me.”

As he drove deeper into town, the fog thickened.  
 Shapes shifted in the haze—too many legs, the wrong number of limbs.  
 Screams echoed between burning buildings.  
 Blood painted the sidewalks.  
Embers drifted like snow, blanketing a town collapsing into madness.

“This is a graveyard…” he muttered.

“No,” Nyarlathotep whispered. “It’s art. A divine masterpiece. Death without pretense.”


Ahead, the abandoned subway station comes into view. Or rather, what’s left of it—ghouls swarm the entrance, pouring into the streets like a broken hive of subterranean man eating ants. Crawling over the stone, screeching, feeding.


Then—  
The ground trembled. Like footsteps.

All at once, the ghouls stopped. Heads turning in eerie unison toward the tree line.
Then they scattered. Howling. Scrambling away like insects under boiling water.

The forest split.
Trees exploded backward—snapped and hurled like splinters by the force of something rising.
Then it stepped out.

Towering. Wrong.  
A bear’s mass stretched into something worse.  
Blackened fur peeled away in places, revealing maggot-choked wounds and ridges of jutting bone. A raw spine jutted from its back like a serrated blade.

Each step crushed asphalt to gravel, its clawed feet braced by black hooves that hissed where they touched the ground.

Its shoulders swelled into deformed arcs of bone and muscle, curved wide enough to cradle redwoods like bones in a rib cage.
Arms—thicker than redwood tree trunks—ended in fingers like hooked sickles, flexing slow, like savoring the kill.

Antlers twisted skyward, branching like petrified roots.  
Rusted wire coiled around them. Chunks of flesh clung to the bone.  
Intestines dangled like ornaments.

Its face—a warped elk skull fused to a human jaw.  
Its mouth hung open, stretched far too wide, exhaling black fog that hissed like molten steel cooling in ice.  
The same fog oozed from its back like pus from ruptured blisters.
Its eyes glowed dull white—vacant, starved.
Then it screamed.

Not a roar.
A corrupted police siren, distorted and layered with human screams—  
like someone broadcasting a dying city through a shredded throat.

The sound shattered windows.  
Split pavement.  
Birds dropped dead from the sky, pelting the Shevelle’s windshield like hail.  
Blood ran from Lucas’s ears.

Lucas watched from the street as the pickup truck skidded to a stop.  
The teens in the bed—laughing seconds ago—rose to fire.  
Shotguns. Rifles. Homemade bravado.

They emptied everything into the creature.  
Bullets cracked like hail.  
Pellets rained down on rotting fur and bone.

The Wendigo turned its head—slow. Unbothered.  
Shells pinged off its body like spit on iron.

One teen slammed the roof of the cab—three times.

“Drive! Drive! DRIVE!”

Too late.

The beast's clawed hoof came down on the engine block—crushing it like a soda can.  
The truck detonated upward in a burst of shrieking metal and fire.  
Teenagers flew.

One was impaled on a twisted antler, limp and twitching.  
Another hit the asphalt headfirst—a burst of teeth and blood.  
Two more screamed, broken and crawling.

The last survivor didn’t even get to beg.  
The creature plucked him from the wreck like a toy—  
And bit his head clean off.

Nyarlathotep’s voice blared like a megaphone behind Lucas’s eyes, rattling his skull.

“We are too weak to fight this abomination. LEAVE—before it notices us.”

Lucas threw the Shevelle into reverse—just as the creature’s head snapped in their direction.

Its warped jaw stretched open, peeling wide. A siren-pitched shriek spilled out—twisting, almost human:

“Driiive… DrriIiVee… DRRIIIVVVEEEE!!”

Then it hurled the mangled body of a teenager at them like trash.

Lucas slammed the gas.  
Tires screamed.  
The Shevelle shot backward, fishtailing across blood-slick asphalt.

The corpse crashed to the pavement in front of them with a wet THUD—legs broken, face ruined.

Lucas jerked the emergency brake, spun the wheel, and whipped the car into a full 180—glass and gore spraying as he burned rubber and fled.

Nyarlathotep’s voice fell to a whisper—cold, sharp, final.

“Go back. Fortify the house. The town is theirs now.”






























		Chapter Twelve – Spell-craft on Aisle Six


Lucas sat in his darkened room, lit only by the cold blue glow of a computer screen. Every window was barricaded with sheets of ichor.  
No electric hum.  
No safe silence. 
Only the occasional dying scream, the crack of gunfire, or the low rumble of something exploding somewhere too close.

The rest of the house was swallowed in shadow—lights off to avoid drawing attention.  
Outside, the sky hung heavy and gray, the sun blotted out by the unnatural fog choking thetown.

The ghouls had no reason to hide anymore.

They prowled the streets freely, dragging the screaming and unwary into the gloom.  
The Wakers moved door to door, offering neighbors a choice: join their cause or die.

 Lucas knew it was only a matter of time before they came for him.

He’d watched them drag Mr. Tully out screaming two nights ago.  
The others had stopped counting the screams.  
He hadn’t.
 And when they came for him?
 He was ready.
He didn’t look away from the screen.


Line after line of archaic text passed across his monitor — spells, grimoires, fragmented blog posts from people who might’ve once lived through something similar. Beside him, Koda scribbled notes with a claw dipped in ink, while Nyarlathotep murmured incantations in the back of his mind, testing syllables for power.

“We’ve got the list,” Koda muttered, voice low—no trace of his usual sarcasm.  
He scrawled the names on parchment, ink glistening like old blood.

“Boneset. Burdock root. Barberry. Allspice berries. Black walnut.”

Lucas squinted at the list, rubbing the bridge of his nose.

“That’s it?”

“For the herbs,” Koda said. “But we’ll also need moon-blessed water, seven black candles, a pure silver bowl…”

He hesitated.

“…and a rabbit.”

Lucas blinked.

“A what now?”

Nyarlathotep answered before Koda could.

“For the sacrifice,” he intoned, each syllable curling in Lucas’s skull like smoke and static.

“Sacrifice!?”

Lucas shot up, chair screeching across the floor. His breath hitched, eyes flicking to the barricaded window like the word itself had summoned something.

“You’re telling me I need to kill a rabbit and carve into my own spine just to maybe break a seal?”

“You don’t need to kill the rabbit—the caster does,” Koda clarified, still scribbling. “It’s also the weakest one. Just the one in your spine.”

Lucas laughed. A short, ugly sound.

“Oh great. Just my spine.”

Nyarlathotep surged forward in his mind, voice louder now—closer.

“Quit whining. You want to play hero? Save the town? You need power. You need me. I’ve kept you alive this long—how much longer you think you’ll last without me clawing through the dark for you?”

“You didn’t mention this when you hitched a ride in my skull,” Lucas growled.

“I didn’t mention the ghouls either,” Nyar hissed. “But here we are.”

The silence that followed wasn’t peace.  
It was the kind that came before someone started cutting.

Outside, a low groan echoed down the street. A scream. The rattle of chain-link.

Lucas sat back down—slowly. His hands trembled.


Koda finally looked up. For once, no jokes.

“We don’t have time for a crisis, Lucas. We need supplies. And we need them now.”

Lucas stared at the screen again. The lines of text had blurred.  
Something scratched at the Ickier on the window—slow, deliberate.

He closed his eyes. And nodded.

“Tell me where to start.”

“The nuts and berries should still be on the shelves at that overpriced organic grocery,” Koda muttered. “And the rest? Maybe the witch shop on Main. If it’s still standing.”

“We have a plan,” Nyarlathotep said. “I’ll handle the incantation.”

Koda scurried across the keyboard, tapping in letters one claw at a time.  
Lucas sat on the bed, hands clasped, voice quiet.

“It’s been three days since the town fell.”

Silence.

“There's no point to going at night, i may be stronger, but so are they. If we stay in the light the playing field is more even .”

“Then you chase your death, you should use me, mow them down like the scavengers they are!” Nyarlathotep insisted.

Lucas met the glow of the monitor with flat, dead eyes.

“I’ll survive.”


Lucas’s alarm buzzed softly as the first gray light filtered through the boarded windows.  
He sat up in the gloom, laced his boots, and slung his backpack over one shoulder. Avoiding the main doors, he slipped out the bedroom window and scaled up to the roof.

The fog clung thick over the street like wet cotton. Lucas could barely see ten feet ahead. Shapes drifted in and out of the mist—shadows moving with purpose, not wind. Ghouls.

Then he saw them: a group of cultists emerging from the fog below, their red robes billowing like open wounds. Two carried long knives. One had an assault rifle.

Lucas flattened himself against the rooftop, heart hammering, breath low and steady.  
They passed. He moved.

Rooftop to rooftop. Alley to alley. Keeping low. Holding still as death walked past him.
His shirt stuck to his back. He hadn’t realized he was sweating until the fog turned it ice-cold.

The grocery store was just ahead. The parking lot was a graveyard—abandoned cars and silence. Lucas dropped down behind a dumpster and peered around the corner.

The front doors were chained shut, shelves and carts stacked behind the glass like a barricade.

“There are people inside,” Lucas whispered. 
 
“So?” Nyarlathotep replied in his mind. “Kill them and take what you need.”  

“I’m not a murderer.”

Nyarlathotep hissed behind his ears
"You will be,"

Lucas moved fast between cars to the front. The padlock and chains were tight, sealed from the inside. A paper sign taped to the door pointed around the corner with a crude arrow:  
“Deliveries – This way.”

Lucas followed it to the loading dock. Another sign, another arrow. He checked the metal doors—locked.

“Fuck.”
He glanced over his shoulder. No time. No plan.  
The fog didn’t wait for thinkers.

Just then, the loading dock groaned open. Harsh light spilled out. Figures stepped forward—six or seven people, weapons raised, faces covered by bandannas and cloth masks.

“Hands up!” one barked.

Lucas froze. He raised his hands slowly.

A man in a torn and dusty police uniform pushed to the front. His eyes squinted through the gloom—then widened.

“Hold up—he’s not one of them,” the man said, lowering his weapon. He pulled his mask down. It was officer Conner.

“I know you. You’re Lucas Nyx.”  
A pause.  
“Well... you came to the right place.”
  
  
Conner led Lucas through the darkened grocery store, past overturned carts, makeshift beds, and shelves stripped bare. A group of people sat gathered near the front—tired, tense, and half-starved. Faces Lucas didn’t know, though they had likely passed each other in town a hundred times. But one face he did know.

Bradly.

Flashes of the fall burst back into his mind, being tossed into darkness, The blood in his mouth, Dr. Fritz's shadow. the piercing gravel and laughter echoing up the hill. The spark that ignited everything.
Lucas’s body tensed. His jaw locked. Fists curled so tight his knuckles whitened.

“Hey, kid—Lucas?” Conner’s hand landed gently on his shoulder. “You alright?”

Lucas didn’t look away from Bradly.  
“Yeah. Just tired... and hungry.”

An older man rose from the group, pointing an accusatory finger. Lucas recognized him instantly—Bradly’s father.

“Another mouth, Conner? We can’t survive with this many people!”

Bradly spotted Lucas and smirked, lifting a hand in a mock-wave.

“You hate him, don’t you, kid?” Nyarlathotep hissed in his mind.  
“I can taste it. You’re oozing hatred. Sweet. Delicious. Do it—kill him. I know you want to.”

“Shut up, parasite. I’m not a murderer.”

The tension escalated. Conner stepped between Lucas and the shouting man.

“Calm down, James. He just needs some food.”

“So you’re just gonna give it to him? Our food? And let him walk out?” James barked.  
“This is my store, Conner! Hell no!”

A few others stood with him. The crowd began to split.

“James,” Conner said firmly, “this is an emergency. We don’t know what’s out there. We need to keep people alive until help comes.”

Others rallied behind Conner, pushing back against James.
James marched forward until he was face-to-face with Lucas.  
“Our rations are low. You step out of line, and you’re out. Understand me, boy?”

Lucas’s fingernails dug into his palms. But he met the man’s gaze and forced a smile.

“If I may speak for myself, sir—I just need some allspice and black walnuts.”

James stared at him like he’d grown antlers. Then he scoffed, turned, and walked off, motioning for his family and allies to move to the far end of the store.

“Stay on your side, Conner. He eats from your rations.”

Conner sighed and dropped his hand from the grip of his holstered pistol.

“Sorry you had to deal with that. James is—”

“A dick. Like his son.”

The officer chuckled.  
“Oh, so you do know them.”

“Unfortunately. Don’t worry—I won’t stay long.”

“Stay as long as you need,” Conner said, nodding toward the back. “Sleeping bags, bottled water. If you’re hungry, grab some fruit—it’s going bad.”

Lucas gave a quiet thanks and wandered down the aisles.

Most of the shelves were picked clean, but the spice section remained mostly untouched. He pulled out his phone to light the labels, scanning until he found what he needed: allspice berries and a jar of ground black walnut.

He slid them into his backpack—then froze.
A hand grabbed his shoulder.

Before he could react, he was spun around and slammed into the shelf. Jars rattled, a few crashed to the floor.

Bradly loomed in front of him, forearm across Lucas’s throat, pressing him against the metal racks.

“Hey, freak,” he sneered. “Miss me?”







































  		Chapter Thirteen – Clean up on Aisle Six  


Down one of the dim aisles, a little girl wandered alone, her small hands brushing against empty shelves. Her eyes lit up when she spotted a single cup of chocolate pudding, dusty but intact. She reached up, fingers just grazing it.

A large hand clamped around her wrist.

“What do you think you’re doing, little girl?” James’s gravelly voice snarled from above. He loomed over her, eyes narrowed. “That’s not yours to take.”

The girl whimpered and yanked back.  
“Let go! You’re hurting me!”

Before James could squeeze harder, a foot lashed out from behind—cracking him between the legs. He doubled over with a grunt, nearly dropping to one knee.

The little girl was pulled back by her older sister.  
“What did you do?!” the younger gasped, still clutching the pudding.

The older one kept running, breathless.  
“I don’t know. I just wanted the pudding!”

They darted down an aisle—but James was already behind them. He grabbed them both by the shoulders, dragging them toward the front of the store like sacks of grain.

“You did it now!” he spat. “Time to make an example.”

the older sister thrashed against him. Teeth gritted tears streaming.

“She didn’t mean to,” the older girl said, voice trembling. “We just—she was hungry.”

The girls screamed, crying and begging. Shoppers turned, eyes turned. Conversations stopped. But no one stepped in—not yet.
 Conner stepped forward quickly, placing himself between James and the crowd.

“What the hell’s going on, James?” Conner barked, striding forward. “Unhand those girls!”

James shoved them both to the floor.  
The younger one yelped, hitting hard. She cradled her arm, eyes wide with shock.

James snatched the pudding cup from her hand like it was a weapon.

“Caught them stealing rations,” he spat.  
“And when I stopped them, this one”—he jabbed a thick finger at the older girl—“kicked me in the damn balls!”

He held up the pudding like a guilty verdict.

“I want them out. Gone. They’re not welcome here anymore!”

The store froze.

Gasps cracked the silence.  
People turned—some looking away, some just staring. No one stepped forward.

Just the sound of the pudding cup crinkling in James’s fist.


  
Bradly’s forearm pressed hard against Lucas’s throat, slamming him into the spice shelf. Jars rattled, glass cracked behind his spine.

“Well, hi Nick,” he said with that same crooked grin from high school. “Heard you woke up from your little nap.”

Lucas didn’t struggle. He didn’t even blink.

He simply stared, eyes hollow and still. The kind of stillness that makes predators hesitate.

Bradly’s smirk faltered. Just a hair.

“You look tired. I’ll put you back to sleep.”

Lucas raised his knee, slamming it into Bradly’s ribs. As the air whooshed from Bradly’s lungs, Lucas twisted his body, kicked out—driving Bradly backwards into a rack of canned beans.

The shelves buckled. Metal clanged.

“Yes! YES!” Nyarlathotep shrieked in his mind. “Break him. Bleed him! Snap his soul in half!”

Bradly scrambled up, red-faced, wild, swinging wide.

Lucas didn’t dodge.

He caught both fists mid-swing—CRUNCH!—his fingers tightening like a vice.

Bradly’s expression shifted from fury to confusion to horror.

Lucas stepped forward, eyes burning like eclipse fire.

“For the last time, Bradly,” he said, voice gravel and ice,  
“My name’s not Nick.”

Thick black tendrils snaked from his wrists, wrapping around Bradly’s forearms like wet ropes of tar. They pulsed—alive.

“It’s Lucas. Lucas Nyx.”

Bradly thrashed, screaming now, but it was muffled by ichor rising up and slamming shut over his mouth.

“You wanna know what happened that night?” Lucas said, pulling Bradly in close.

“You tossed me down that hill. Left me broken. Bleeding.”  
“Then they found me.”

His voice grew darker.

“A cult. A ritual. An altar.”  
“They carved out my life and replaced it with this.”

Snap!—his right arm broke like dry wood.  
Bradly howled—but the ichor drank the sound.

“Now I have a god in my head.”

He leaned closer, whispering like a secret.

“And he really, really wants me to kill you.”

Snap!—his left arm went limp.

“Do it!” the voice inside screamed.  
“Tear out his spine and use it as a toothpick!”

Lucas raised a fist. Ichor extending into a jagged blade like obsidian glass 
Bradly whimpered.

But then—he stopped.

Lucas stared into Bradly’s terrified, tear-streaked eyes. His hand trembled.

And slowly, he opened it.  
The tendrils uncoiled. Bradly dropped to his knees, gasping, crumpled.

“Kill him! Kill him! I want to drink from his skull like a fucking coconut!”.

“No,” Lucas whispered to the voice. “Not today.”

Then—CRASH! A scream from the front of the store.

Lucas turned toward it without a word.  
He sprinted, leaving Bradly broken but breathing.


  
Chaos surged through the front of the store like a storm.  
Voices rose—shouting, arguing, panicking.

“You need to calm down, James!” Conner barked, raising his pistol, shielding the girls behind him.

James didn’t flinch. He stepped forward, eyes burning, fists clenched around a jagged plank of wood.

“To hell with all of you! You brought this on yourselves! You and that thing you let in!”

Before Conner could respond—  
CRASH.

The front windows exploded inward in a hail of glass and shrieks.

Figures poured in—thin, contorted, jerking like puppets on frayed strings. Ghouls.

They collapsed onto the crowd like a scream given teeth and claws—chewing, tearing through arms, backs, faces.

Screams. Blood. Chaos.

James spun, stumbling back. “What the fuck are those things?!”  
He swung the plank wildly, cracking one across the jaw—but two more lunged toward him.

Conner pushed the girls behind a fallen shelf, firing shot after shot as the creatures leapt. He dropped one, then another.

Then teeth sank into his leg. He screamed.

Another ghoul tackled him from the side, burying claws into his ribs.

Conner twisted on the floor, blood pouring, arm trembling as he aimed—

Bang. One final shot. A ghoul, inches from the fleeing girls, collapsed.

His gun clicked empty.

Then the horde swallowed him.
  
  
James didn’t look back.

He bolted to the back of the store, boots slipping in blood.

In the spice aisle, he found Bradly—arms twisted, face swollen, crying against a wall like a child.

“My boy! What happened to you?!”

“I-it was him... Lucas,” Bradly stammered, choking back sobs. “He did this. He’s not right. He’s a monster, Dad. He nearly killed me.”

James clenched his jaw, fury eclipsing fear.

“I knew it. I knew that freak was trouble.”  
He yanked Bradly to his feet, half-dragging him into the break room, slamming the door shut behind them.

He didn’t look at the terrified faces of the people left behind.  
Didn’t acknowledge the fists banging on the door.  
Didn’t care.

He just shoved a chair under the handle and locked the deadbolt.

“I’m gonna find that little shit,” James growled, panting. “I’ll put a bullet between his fucking eyes.”

Bradly curled in the corner, shivering, his broken arms cradled against his chest.

Drip. Drip.

Something pattered lightly on the tile.

Bradly looked up.

From the ceiling, a vent cover hung ajar.  
A pale, long-fingered hand gripped the metal edge.

Then another.

And another.

Three ghouls crawled out like spiders, silent and hungry, clinging to the ceiling above them.
Bradly’s breath caught in his throat. Mouth agape. No sound—only a thin trickle of blood from his nose.
“D-dad—”
Too late.
They dropped.
One ripped Bradly’s shattered arm clean off with a wet crack—
—and didn’t stop there.
The others swarmed him, claws sinking deep, ichor boiling from their jaws as they hunched over him like carrion.
But Bradly didn’t scream.
Didn’t fight.
He just watched.
Eyes wide. Too wide. Staring past the ghouls. Past the room. Like he saw something else.

James turned just in time to see his son’s limb come down like a hammer on his head.

Skull split.

Blood sprayed across the vending machine’s glass—splattering the sticker that read, ‘Smile Today!’
The others dragged James to the floor, claws carving red lines across his stomach as he screamed.

Then—only wet noises.

Then—silence.



Lucas reached the front of the aisle—and froze.

Carnage.  
Bodies lay torn across the linoleum, blood pooling around crushed fruit and splintered shelves.

Conner’s pistol lay on the ground, empty.  
What was left of Conner was being pulled apart by ghouls like fresh bread.  
And Bradly—gone.

Lucas scanned the chaos and caught a glimpse—  
Two small figures running, screaming.

The girls.

He sprang into motion, vaulting onto the top of a shelving unit.  
From his elevated perch, he could see the ghouls gaining ground fast on the girls.

“If I can’t save anyone else, I can at least save them!”

“You’re wasting your time, kid. We already got what we came for.” Nyarlathotep hissed

“Shut. Up.”

Lucas sprinted the length of the shelves, leaping down as he reached the back. He landed hard in front of the barricaded break room.

Screams howled from inside.

He didn’t look back.

Ahead, the girls darted toward the loading dock—the older sister dragging the little one by the wrist.

Lucas chased after them, dodging debris and swiping ghouls with blasts of black ichor.  
He was fast—but the monsters were faster.

Just as the dock door came into view, the younger sister tripped.  
She cried out, face-down on the cold floor as two ghouls lunged at her from the shadows.

“La-La, NO!” the older girl screamed.

Time froze.

Then—

SHRACK.

Lucas slammed down between them, his back erupting into grotesque, wing-like appendages that unfurled like blades.

With one savage swing, he crushed both ghouls, sending limbs and viscera splattering across the tiles.

He turned, scooped the girl into his arms, and ran.
The older sister flung the loading dock door open—
daylight spilled into the store like salvation.
Lucas burst through behind her, black wings folding back into bone.
He didn’t stop running until the city blurred and the fog thinned.
Only when he was certain nothing chased them did he stop.
He set the younger sister down. The older one rushed in, clutching her, sobbing into her shoulder.
Lucas crouched low, catching his breath.
“Where’s home?” he asked. “Sun’s going down. We gotta get you somewhere safe.”
The older girl pointed across the street.
“Fourth floor. That one.”
Rubble choked the main entrance, but the building itself still stood—lights flickering faintly behind cracked windows.
“We lost the keys,” Lana said. Her voice trembled, tired.
“We’ve been sleeping in the grocery store.”
Her sister added, quieter, “Grandma tried to take us somewhere safe. She didn’t make it.”
Lucas exhaled, ran a hand through his hair.
“Alright,” he said.
Before they could react, he swept them up again.
“Hold on tight.”
“Wait—what are you doing—?”
FWOOM. The world dropped beneath them.
“OH MY GOD!”
“Wheeeeeeeee!”
Lana shrieked with delight as they soared. Her sister clung tighter.
They landed hard on the fourth-floor balcony. Rails groaned under the weight.
“Inside. Go. Now.”
Lana zipped through the sliding glass door like she was home from school.
Her sister hesitated, then turned back to Lucas.
He pulled two cups of pudding from his pack.
He knelt. Offered one.
Lana peeled the lid, popped the plastic spoon—and offered Lucas the first bite.
He blinked. Smiled. Took it.
“Thank you!!” the older girl said. Pudding cup in hand.
“I’m Corina. That’s Lana. We call her Lala.”
Lucas’s expression turned hard.
“Barricade the door. Keep the lights low. Pretend no one’s home. You never saw me—understand?”
Corina nodded solemnly. Looking to her sister.
“You’re like a superhero.”
But when she looked up again—
Lucas was gone.
Lana peeked from behind the curtains.
“He did the Vigilante thing! He did the Vigilante thing!!”

“Playing the hero won’t stop what’s coming.”

“We only got two of the ingredients, I’m stopping at the witch store.”

“The witch would be useful.” 

“Glad we finally agree on something.”


  

		


		Chapter Fourteen - Coma Boy & Witch Girl   


Lucas crouched low in the alley beside Amber’s shop, eyes locked across the street.  
The cultists were outside the bar, drinking and howling with laughter, some townsfolk drunkenly joining their chants.  
Perfect distraction.

He closed his eyes.

Just picture the counter. Picture her.

For a brief moment, he wasn’t in the alley anymore

 He was inside Amber’s shop, standing at the front counter.  
The scent of incense. Beaded curtains swaying in a breeze that wasn’t there.

He opened his eyes—still inside.
The store was empty.
Lucas moved quickly through the curtain to the back room where she kept the more dangerous supplies.
There—seven black candles. Perfect.
He stuffed them into his backpack.

WHACK!

A thick wooden stick cracked across his face, sending him staggering to one knee.

“Put those back!”

Amber loomed above him, fury in her eyes, raising the stick again—

WHACK!

Lucas dropped to the floor.

“How did you get in here?”

“OW! Fuck, that hurt!”

He stood, clutching his eye. She flicked the lights on.

“Lucas?! What the hell are you doing?”  
“I need the candles—it's for a spell. Something to stop this.”  
“Don’t lie to me.”  

“I picked the lock—”

THUNK! Another smack—lighter this time, more insult than injury.

“Bullshit. The alarm would’ve gone off. We’d both be dead.”

Lucas raised both hands.

“I don’t know how to explain it! I just... I can do things now. Since the coma. Please don’t hit me again.”

Amber hesitated.

“Watch what you say, kid.”

“You’ve gotta believe me. The truth is weirder than the lie.”

Her eyes searched his face—the black eye, already fading.  
Bruises shrinking. Skin mending.
She lowered the stick slowly.

"You're lucky the store has a crisis care policy. Management says I have to take care of you till the fog clears. It’s me—I'm management."  

Lucas reached into his jacket and handed her a folded paper.
A short list. Candles. Salt. Berries. Odd herbs. Some already crossed off.
Amber inspected the contents of his pack.
She lifted a jar of crushed black walnuts, sniffed, and tossed it behind her.

“Useless.”

Next, a tin of allspice berries. She pinched one, rolled it between her fingers, and crushed it.

“These work.”

Without another word, she walked deeper into the shadows of the back room. A click, and a small desk lamp flickered on, casting amber light over an old, claw-foot desk lined with sigils and jars.

She looked over her shoulder.

“Well? Come on, then.”

Lucas stepped forward.
The war was raging outside. But in that small, glowing circle of light, something powerful was forming.

  
Behind the desk, a small hatch sat open. Amber stepped down the narrow ladder without hesitation.
Lucas peeked in. “What is this?”

“Cold War bunker,” Amber called up. “Built into the shop, I guess. Found it while cleaning a while back.”

Lucas followed, boots clanking on the metal rungs as he descended. The space below was surprisingly bright—lit with warm bulbs strung along the walls. A cozy, lived-in apartment stretched out beneath the metaphysical store: bookshelves stacked to bursting, velvet curtains partitioning corners, a kitchenette, and a mismatched couch.

Amber gave a mock curtsy. “Welcome to my humble lair.”
Lucas blinked. “This is... under your shop?”
“Where else would I keep the good stuff?” she said, already flicking on a kettle.
He looked around, impressed. “Who are you?”
She smirked. “Amber Lefae. You’re Lucas Nyx. Thought we covered this.”
“No, I mean—”

“I know what you mean. I’m messing with you.” She plucked two mugs from a shelf. “It’s as hard for me to explain as it probably is for you to admit what’s really going on with you.”

She poured tea into mismatched china cups and handed one to him. Then she crossed the room, dropped the needle on a record player. An old Motown track spun to life, warm and crackly.

“My grandma was a witch,” she said, settling into a chair across from him. “Old-school. She taught me most of what I know before she passed.”

Lucas took a sip, unsure if he should feel comforted or alarmed.
Amber raised an eyebrow. “You’re looking at me like I’m the weird one. You’re the guy who walked through locked doors and healed a black eye in five minutes.”
“Fair,” Lucas muttered.

Lucas meets her eyes. “How much do you know about what’s going on up there?”

Amber leaned back. “Ghouls. A lot of them. Red-hooded freaks working with them. Streets aren’t safe. Ground keeps shaking like something big is moving .”

Lucas nodded. Amber continued. “And I assume you saw the sky?”

Lucas hesitated. “You mean how it doesn’t look like... Earth anymore?”
“Exactly.” She glanced up, as if she could see through the ceiling. “Something’s wrong with the barrier. 

The veil’s thinner than it should be. Things are bleeding through. Not just ghouls—worse.”
Lucas rubbed his forehead. “And you’ve just been... hiding down here?”

“Living,” she corrected. “I’ve got food, water, a few wards, and perfect Wi-Fi. Can’t send messages out, though. Every text gets bounced. But I can stream WebFlix.”

Lucas chuckled despite himself. “At least there’s that.”

Amber leaned forward, her expression serious now. “You want to fight this, Lucas. I can tell. But if you’re going to, you need more than brute strength and weird powers. You need knowledge. You need focus.”

Lucas’s hand tightened around the teacup. “Then teach me.”


Lucas sat motionless, tea cooling in his grip. The silence between him and Amber stretched like a wire—tense, one twitch from snapping.

“Nyar… she can help. I’m telling her.”  
“It’s a risk we cannot afford.”  
“I’m done playing it safe.”  
“You’ll regret this, kid.”

Amber snapped her fingers.

“Hey. Don’t tell me you just fell into a second coma mid-tea.”

Lucas looked up, locking eyes with her. Calm. Grounded. Dangerous in a new, quiet way.

“The red cloaks. The ones controlling the ghouls? They call themselves the Wakers. A cult. They’re not just opening doors—they’re summoning something bigger.”

Amber’s brows furrowed. “And how exactly do you know that?”
Lucas exhaled through his nose. No point sugarcoating it.

“The voice in my head told me.”

She blinked. Hard.

“Right. And do you take that voice with food, or... is it more of a fast-acting hallucinogen?”

Lucas gave a weak laugh, the kind built from too many sleepless nights and way too much trauma.

“Yeah. I’d think I was crazy too.”

He set his cup down with a soft clink. No more hiding.

“Five years ago. Last day of high school.  
Went home, got in a fight with my mom’s boyfriend.  
I left. Wandered to a park.  
Ran into the school cheerleader—she convinced me to go to a party.

It was a setup.

They jumped me. Threw me down a hill.  
Science teacher found me. Took me to his place.  
We had a nice chat.

Turns out he was a cult leader. A lunatic.
He drugged me. Dragged me onto an altar.  
Cut me open. Said I was ‘chosen.’

They tried to turn me into a portal.  
Tried to bind Nyarlathotep—the ancient god of madness—inside me.
But it didn’t work.  
Not how they expected.”

Amber’s smile vanished. Her cup slipped from her hands, clattering to the floor—tea splashing across the bunker tiles.
Lucas didn’t blink.

“When I woke up... I wasn’t alone in my head anymore.”

Behind him, a black tendril of ichor rose slowly from his back. It curled, shimmered, then split in three, a jagged many-toothed mouth. 

“Allow me to introduce myself. I have many titles—The Crawling Chaos, The Nameless Ki—”

Lucas pinches the mouth shut. "We get it, you got titles. No one likes a bragger."
Amber flinched, instinctively grabbing a glowing pendant around her neck. A faint pulse of light shimmered from it—reactive warding.  
But the ichor-mouth didn’t attack.  
It just wiggled.

Amber blinked. “Is... is it wagging?”

The mouth snapped free of Lucas’s grip, snarling.

“I am Nyarlathotep! The Whisperer at the Thresh—”

Amber stepped forward and scratched under the lower tendril.  
Like a woman greeting a very ugly dog.

“Nyarla,” she said, grinning. “Such a cute name.”

“NO! Stop—stop that immediately! That’s undignified!”

The tendril hissed, then yanked itself violently back into Lucas’s spine.
Lucas doubled over, laughing until tears hit the floor.  
“I’ve been trying to shut him up for days. That was... that was beautiful.”
From somewhere inside, muffled. “I loath both of you!”


Lucas wiped his eyes, lifted his teacup, and drank deep. For a moment, warmth slithered into his limbs. Into his soul. Like life had remembered him. Then it vanished—replaced by a cold so heavy, breathing felt like drowning.

“Anyway,” he said, breath still shaky, “Nyar and his buddy the hamster want to break a seal etched into my goddamn spine.”
Amber slowly sat down again, eyes still wide.

“...Hamster?”

Lucas sipped again.  
“Yeah. Undead rats. Necromancer. Likes peanuts.”

A mouth tore itself open on Lucas’s cheek—wide, toothy, grinning like a shark in church.  
“Alhazred!” it bellowed, proud and giddy—then vanished, skin sealing shut like nothing had happened.

Amber didn’t blink. Her eyes locked on Lucas like she’d just seen him crawl out of a burning wreck. Her jaw hung slack, silent, stunned.

Lucas drained the last of his tea and set the cup down gently. “Told you it was a lot.”

  
“Alhazred?” Amber blinked. “As in Abdul Alhazred? The Necronomicon psycho? That guy?”

Lucas nodded. “Yep. He’s a hamster.”
Amber stared at him. “A hamster. You're serious?”

“We call him Koda. Don’t ask—”

“Let me get this straight.  
You’ve got an Outer God squatting in your spine.  
Your best friend is the Abdul Alhazred—who’s a peanut-hoarding hamster.  
And you’re trying to save a ghoul-infested town full of cultists.”

Lucas poured another cup of tea. “Oh, and I’m technically dead.”
She sighed. “Right. Dead too.”
A moment passed in silence.

Amber shook her head, chuckling softly. “That’s insane,” she muttered, then sighed. “But... my grandma used to curse the DMV from her bathtub. With a jar of pickles and a pack of cigarettes. So I really can’t judge.”
Lucas smiled. “That explains a lot, actually.”
“Having this connection to magic, to the earth—it’s a gift, Amber. But it’s also a responsibility. A call to guide and protect.”
Her grandmother’s voice came unbidden—heavy as earth, old as bone.
Not sweet. Not soft. But solid.
The kind of truth that didn’t ask permission.
Amber stared at Lucas.
Scarred. Cracked open. Still standing.
The kind of mess you walk away from—unless you're called to stay.
“You don’t wait for the right time. You act. Even when it hurts.”
Her hands trembled once.
Then stilled.
“Alright, Coma Boy... You’ve got my help. Have your rodent necromancer meet us here. It’s not safe, but it’s familiar.”

Lucas set down his cup. “Not ready yet. But tomorrow night’s the full moon. We’ll be here.”
Amber stood. “Good. Leave the candles—I’ll prep everything we’ll need.”

Lucas glanced at the wall clock and winced. “I have to go. Thanks... for listening. And not screaming.” He stands up and stretches.

"Lucas" Amber reaches for his hand, her finger tips brushing his wrist. "You’re not broken. You’re just… surviving.”

Lucas looked back and smiled "That's always what i did best."

Amber walked with him to the ladder. “I’m assuming you’ll find your way out the same way you broke in?”

“That was the plan, Witch Girl.”

She smirked. “Stay alive, Coma Boy.”

Lucas nodded and climbed. At the top, he paused at the trapdoor, closed his eyes… and pictured the wind on his face.  
Cold. Real.  
He pushed it open.
























			Chapter Fifteen - Wendigo 101


 Lucas stepped out of the alley way shadows behind Amber’s shop.  
The sky was ink-black. Streetlights buzzed and flickered, their glow swallowed by the mist.  
 Somewhere nearby, someone was being torn apart. Wet screams echoed through the night.

Lucas pulled his hood low, crouched, and vanished into the haze.
 
“Why aren’t we going home, Lucas? Haven’t you racked up enough bad decisions for one night?”
 
 “I want to find out what that thing was—the big one. The one with antlers.” 
 
 “Suicide.”
 
“Maybe. But if I understand it… maybe I can kill it.”
 
Scaling the old church, hands encased in ichor clawing into stone, until he reached the steeple. The town below was blanketed in fog—dense, alive, shifting like breath.

 Across the rooftops, something massive moved. Shadows stretched too long in its wake.

 With a flick of thought, a pen and notepad formed in Lucas’s hand. He jotted quickly:
 
▪ Antlers. Tree-height  
▪ Elk skull  
▪ Fur like a bear

He exhaled once, then dropped from the steeple. Landed in a crouch.
 The tremors in the earth grew with every step toward the thing.
Copper. Rot.  
The air reeked of it.
 Around the corner, Lucas stopped cold.
 There it was.
 Hunched over the wreck of a patrol car, the beast feasted on what was left of the town’s police. Limbs hung from its claws. Viscera painted the pavement.
 It had grown. Enormous.
 Clawed hands—five digits. Thick like a man’s, powerful like a bear.
Beneath the elk skull, something snarled. A second mouth, lined with broken, serrated teeth.
 The fog rolled off its back like smoke. Breathing it out. Blanketing the town with every exhale.

Gripping his pen. Eyes wide.
 
▪ Emits fog  
▪ Feeds on humans  
▪ Grows larger  
▪ Elk skull = mask?  
▪ Apex predator

 “Nyar,” Lucas whispered, “what the hell is that?”
  
“A mistake,” the voice growled. “A herald. That thing shouldn’t be walking this plane. It’s a Servitor Beast. They send those when something worse is coming.”

Lucas didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. “Worse than this?”

“Much worse,” Nyar said. “This is just the smell before the storm.”

  
Lucas turned to leave, notes in hand—  
Then his foot clipped a pile of garbage.

CRASH.

The sound snapped through the street like a gunshot.

The creature froze.  
Its head jerked toward him.

It let out a shriek—high, sharp, soul-splitting—and in a voice stolen from its prey, it screamed:

“Rrruun! It’s coooming!”

As it shrieked, a dozen half-voices spilled from its throat—laughing, sobbing, whimpering for mercy.  

It rose.  
Massive. Monstrous. Ravenous.

It charged.
Lucas ran.

He bolted down the street, lungs burning, the pavement shaking beneath each crashing step behind him. He cut into an alley, mind racing. Bedroom. Bed. Focus—!

But panic clouded his thoughts.

A clawed hand tore through the alley wall behind him as he dove between two dumpsters. He scrambled into a rusted bin, slammed the lid shut, curled tight in the stinking dark—and forced himself to breathe.

Home.  
Desk. Bed. Now.

The lid creaked open—
—and Lucas woke up.

Soaked in sweat. Gasping. Shaking.
Across the room, a small hamster sat on the desk, staring at him.

“Tense evening?” it squeaked.

Lucas tossed the notebook across the bed. “What the hell is that thing?”
Koda hopped onto the keyboard and typed:  
W E N D I G O

“I’ve heard of that,” Lucas muttered. “Some show. Cannibals, right?”

Koda nodded. “A Wendigo is what happens when someone eats nothing but human flesh for a full lunar cycle. Add magic—just a drop—and they don’t stay human.”

“They grow as they feed.”

“They’re cursed. Not alive. Not dead. Just hunger that walks.”

Lucas’s jaw clenched. “So how do we kill it?”

Koda looked up. “Fire. Lots of fire.”

Lucas sat up, eyes hard. “Then tomorrow, we torch it.”

The hamster hesitated. “We’ll need the incantation. And I should warn you—a witch’s earth magic could disrupt the seal—”

“I said what I said,” Lucas cut him off. “Have it ready. Tomorrow night. Midnight. Amber’s shop.”

He lay back, eyes on the ceiling.

“Tomorrow… it burns.”

Koda hopped down from the desk, muttering to himself.

“Witches. Fire. Midnight. What could possibly go wrong…”




















  			Chapter Sixteen – Nightmare Lecture 


  
For the first time in years, Lucas dreams.

He’s in his childhood home—  
Before the screams.  
Before the blood.  
Before the long darkness swallowed everything.

Sunlight spills through the windows. The walls hum with warmth.

In the hallway mirror, he catches a glimpse of himself:  
Young. Smiling.  
Holding a stuffed bunny he doesn’t recognize.

The scent of something warm and familiar pulls him toward the kitchen—  
Garlic. Butter. Rosemary.  
Love.

He drifts down the hallway.  
No creaking floorboards. No broken tiles. Just peace.

In the kitchen, two people are cooking.

One is his mother.  
Healthy. Glowing.  
Years before the pills drained her hollow.

The other is a tall man—face flickering with static. Unreadable.  
But somehow, undeniably, his father.

Lucas watches, heart swelling and breaking at once.

The man turns, smiling, and lifts Lucas into the air.

“Look at my big boy!”

He sets him down at the head of the table.  
A child’s throne.

“King Lucas. My lord.”

He bows with theatrical flair.

And for one flickering second—  
The static clears.

The Smile.

Too wide. Too white.

It grows.  
Across the man’s face.  
Across the walls.  
The ceiling.  
The floor.

It opens.  
And swallows him whole.


Lucas falls.

Spiraling through a vortex of static, blood, and shadow—  
Until he slams into a chair.

His old science classroom.

Fluorescents buzz. Chalk dust in the air.  
The smell of antiseptic and fear.

Dr. Fritz stands at the board, scrawling symbols—  
Equations. Glyphs. Curses.  
They twist the longer you stare.

He turns. The room dims.

“Mr. Nyx!”

A ruler slams onto Lucas’s desk.  
Not a ruler.

A spine—lacquered in gore, twitching with the impaled bodies of townspeople.

“You never paid attention, did you?  
I’m amazed you’re still alive.  
Every time I try to fix that, something gets in the way.”

He steps forward.  
And with every step, he grows.

Becomes massive. Inhuman.  
His coat bleeds.  
His teeth glitter like knives.

“But don’t worry. Your days are numbered.  
Nyarlathotep’s power will be mine.  
And you?”

He leans in.  
Breath like rot. Like graves.

“You’ll rot in the ground, boy.  
Maybe then you’ll finally be useful.”

Lucas rises.

Trembling. Defiant.

A spark against a god.

“Fuck you.”

Fritz slams the spine down—

And the world shatters.
































			Chapter Seventeen – Vigilante 	


Lucas jerks awake.

Cold sweat.  
Hammering heart.  
Dark room.

Koda snores softly in his nest.

Lucas runs a hand through his hair, still shaking.

“Well,” he mutters, voice dry,  
“that was trippy.”

Morning light bled through the ichor, catching dust in slow spirals. Followed by the genital tap of rain hitting glass.
At the desk, Koda sat upright mid-yawn; buck teeth jutting as his jaw stretched to an unnatural width, cheek pouches swelling like they might tear. For one horrifying second, his whole head looked like it might turn inside out.
He rose to his feet with a squeak, just as a dozen rats scurried in to flank him. They moved with eerie purpose, weaving together to form runes on parchment with their bodies.
"Almost done with the incantation," the hamster muttered, not bothering to look up.
"Should be ready by noon."
Knock. Knock.

Lucas freezes.
He steps to the window.
Three cultists. Waiting.  
Knocking.

He sighs, throws on pants and a shirt, and walks down the stairs.
In the center of the living room, he exhales. Focuses.
Shadows deepen. Stretch.  
Then consume.

Darkness clots in the corners.  
A starless void.

The front door creaks, then slams open.

Three cultists step inside.
Only to be yanked into the black.
Their screams barely begin.
Then silence.
Torn apart like wet paper.
The door slams shut behind them.

Lucas exhales, flicks on the stove, and cracks two eggs.  
Slides in a slice of bread.  
A lays down strips of bacon onto the hot iron.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

He frowns. “Can’t be more cultists.”

He opens the door a crack—

Hell.

Ghouls. Cultists.  
A mass of teeth and chants, circling the house like a noose.

His eyes widen.

“Well, fuc—”

BOOM.

The door explodes inward.

A tidal wave of death.

Lucas stumbles into the kitchen.  
Grabs the hot pan—slams it into a ghoul’s skull.  
It crashes through drywall, howling.

More pour in. Crawling. Screaming.  
Hands like claws. Mouths like pits.

Lucas bolts for the back door.  
Rain lashes down. Thunder groans.

Shoes form around his feet.  
His coat fuses with living shadow, tendrils lashing around him.

He jumps the fence. Lands hard. Runs.

Behind him: a stampede of the damned.

Their screams echo across the neighborhood—  
A stadium of monsters, chanting for his blood.
  
  

“Well, this is just great.” “Run monkey run.”

Lucas sprints across rooftops, his breaths short and ragged, boots slapping shingles. Behind him, the shrieking tide of ghouls scrambles after him like rats in a firestorm.

“If I can just get far enough... maybe I’ll shake them.”

Over an hour of running. Exhaustion gnaws at him, his limbs heavy. Finally, he finds an old general goods store—abandoned, half-sunken into the decay.

He slips in through a hole in the roof, sealing it behind him with black ichor. Windows too. Every crack, every crevice—plugged with inky darkness.

In the backroom, he collapses against the wall, chest heaving. The silence feels foreign.

He checks his phone.

12:07 p.m.  
“Hope Koda finished the incantation. Hope he finds the shop.”

He paces, waiting. An hour passes. Then another.

No ghouls. No cultists.

He peeks through the front door—empty streets.

He slips out and climbs back up. The fog is thinner now, soft and gray like smeared chalk across the skyline.

From the rooftop, he sees Amber’s shop in the distance.

Between here and there? Dozens of patrols. Cultists and ghouls, crawling along roofs like carrion birds.

His house is still smothered. Blackened like a corpse under a pile of worms.

“I could just rip through them... but that’ll bring the whole town. Or wait till midnight…”

Then—

A scream.

Lucas snaps to the sound. A nearby alley.

The girls. The ones from the grocery store.

Surrounded.

The older one—bleeding, barely standing. The younger one—swinging a stick like a sword, wild-eyed, terrified. Cultists circle them, laughing—hands grabbing, playing with their victims like hyenas.

Nyarlathotep growls in his mind.

“Leave them, kid.”

Lucas’s boots hit the alley floor with a thunderous crack.

Shadows ripple.

They surge, stretching like limbs from the alley walls, wrapping around cultists—snapping ribs, crushing arms, pulling them backward.

One cultist raises his hand to strike the girl—his fist freezes in the air.

CRACK.  
His arm twists backward unnaturally—bone juts through skin.  
He drops, screaming, blood spraying.

Others turn. Too late.

Lucas rushes them—tendrils explode from his back, grappling, binding, splintering bones like dry branches.

In seconds, they’re down.

Lucas scoops up both sisters and runs.

Behind them—

Wet snapping. Bones crunching. Screams muffled under flesh.

Then silence.



Turning a corner, Lucas slows down and sets the older sister on her feet.

“Let me see your arm.”

She hesitates, but extends it. Lucas gently takes her wrist, tearing a strip from his sleeve and wrapping it tightly around the wound.

“Hold that there. Keep pressure on it.”

Lucas stands up hand rubbing his face, the other resting on his hip

“Okay girls, this is twice now.”

Lana tugs his jacket. “Mr. Vigilante. We tried to stay safe but the monsters broke our door trying to get in. but we got away.”

Lucas Scoops her up.

“I think I have just the place for you two.”--------


























				Chapter 18 - The Odd Couple


The sun dips below the horizon as Lucas weaves through the alleyways toward Amber’s shop. The fog is thinner now, but the danger isn't. He crouches behind a rusted dumpster. Cultists and ghouls roam the streets like packs of feral dogs, hunting for scraps.
Behind him, Corina and Lana huddle close—shivering, breath shallow, eyes wide.
Lana tugs at his jacket. “Where are we going?”
Lucas glances back. “To see a friend. She’s a real witch.”
Both girls gasp.
“A real witch!?” they blurt, way too loud.
Their voices bounce off the brick like gunshots.
Lucas’s eyes go wide. “Oh no—”
He grabs them like sacks of screaming groceries and sprints for the shop’s back door. Behind them, the alley groans awake with snarls and footsteps.

Nyarlathotep laughing. “The lesson festers, unheeded. Playing the hero won’t go unpunished.”

Getting to the heavy door, he sets the girls down, swings it open, and hurries them inside before slamming it shut with a reverberating clang. He heaves a nearby shelf against it, wood screeching across tile.
Something slams into the other side a heartbeat later.
Lana screams. Corina clutches her arm. Lucas throws a finger to his lips.
“Shh! They can’t get in unless we open it again. Which we won’t. Right?” he says, panting.
Another thud. The shelf bucks an inch.

Not long after, the trapdoor overhead bangs open with a metallic clang, and Amber comes flying around the corner—book in hand, arm cocked back like she’s about to send a literary ninja star straight through someone’s skull.
“What the hell is going on!?” she shouts.
She skids to a halt, blinking at the scene: Lucas bracing a shelf against the door like it owes him money, Corina and Lana huddled between stacks of candles and salt jars, one of them crying, the other clutching a crowbar she definitely didn’t have earlier.
“Oh,” Amber says, lowering the book slightly. “It’s you. And… friends?”
Lucas pants, sweat glistening on his forehead. “Surprise.”
Lana looks between Lucas and Amber. “I thought you said she was a real witch.”
Amber marches over. “You brought children. And you told them I’m a witch?!”
“They’re not just children,” Lucas snaps. “They’re orphans.”
Then he smirks. “Besides, it’s store policy.”
Amber shoots him a glare—then sighs, her face softening.
More slams hit the door. Then a scrape. Something claws at it—wet and frantic. 

Corina lets out a small gasp. Lana perks up, eyes wide. Lucas’s smirk fades.
Amber turns slowly to the door. “Of course.” 

Amber’s expression hardens. She slams a hand against the door.
The wall shivers. Behind it, vines explode into life—coiling, choking, sealing. The slamming ends with a series of wet, bubbling gurgles.
Corina whimpers, clutching her arm. Worry etched across her face.
Lucas stares, wide-eyed and bracing the door, lips parted.
Oh.
She’s a real witch.
Lana jumps up and down, grinning like she just saw Santa murder a demon.
Amber sighs through her nose. “Fine. Upstairs isn’t safe. Come on. Bring the orphans.”
She spins on her heel and storms toward the trapdoor.
Lucas looks at the girls. “C’mon. Try not to touch anything enchanted.”
Lana’s eyes go huge. “Like… broomsticks?”
“No,” Lucas says grimly. “Like the soup.”

Down in the bunker, Lana darts from room to room, wide-eyed and electric, like a kitten who drank espresso. Lucas paces the length of the central hall, muttering to himself and side-stepping Lana every third pass.
Amber kneels beside Corina, who’s curled in a mismatched armchair, her face pale and pinched.
Amber unscrews a glass jar. “Okay. This is going to sting a little at first. You ready?”
Corina flinches before it even touches her, burying her face in the crook of her shoulder.
When the salve hits the wound, she gasps—sharp and quick—but then lets out a slow breath as the pain dulls to a soft, spreading warmth.
The gash seals in seconds. The skin smooth. No blood, no scar. As if it had never been there.
Amber offers a quiet smile. “You did great, kiddo.”
Corina peeks out at her, eyes wide. “You’re so cool.”
Amber snorts. “Me? Nah. I just like plants.”
Corina clutches her arm, now whole again, and stares at Amber like she just watched a goddess knit flesh out of light.
Lucas walks past again, muttering under his breath. “We’re doing a damn ritual tonight and there are children in the fallout shelter...”
Lana zigzags across his path like a human ping pong ball. “Can I touch the crystals? What about that stick? Is that soup magic? Is that—”
“No touching the soup!” Amber and Lucas snap in unison. Nyarlathotep cackling.
“Children are their own punishment.”

Amber finishes tidying her bedroom, getting the girls settled with Webflix streaming on a small T.v.
Satisfied, she storms back into the main chamber.
SLAP
“You didn’t—”
SLAP
“Have to—”
SLAP
“Tell them—”
SLAP
“I’m a witch!”
Lucas stumbles back, shielding himself with his arms as he slinks against the bunker ladder.
“Ow—ow! Okay! Ow! I get it!”
He peeks through his fingers, grinning like a kid caught stealing cookies.
“I’m sorry, okay? They kept asking questions. I panicked.”
Amber flicks him in the forehead.
“It’s fine. I’d have been madder if you left them out there.”
Lucas lowers his arm, blinking.
“…So this is you not mad?”
Amber glares.
“Oh no, I’m still mad. I’m just also not heartless.”


Corina sits cross-legged on Amber’s bed, a thick blanket wrapped around her like a cocoon. A mug of herbal tea steams gently in her lap.
Lana, meanwhile, is investigating everything—poking at herbs, eyeing the jars of powder, and asking an impossible number of questions. 
“Is that frog’s breath?” 
“Why is this candle screaming?” 
“Can I fly on your broom?”
Amber lets her wander—with warnings. “Don’t touch the plants. They bite.”
Corina, finally warming up, glances at Lucas. “Is this… safe?”
Lucas sits beside her, eyes tired but soft. “Safer than outside.”
Corina nods slowly, holding the mug tighter.
“Thank you,” she says, small. “For not leaving us.”
Lucas gives her a gentle smile. “Don’t thank me yet. This is the part where things get weird.”
Amber calls from the kitchen. “Do you like chicken noodle?”


A few hours pass and the sun goes down, Lucas lounging on the couch as an alram goes off on his phone. 

Lucas’s phone buzzes. He stretches, bones popping, and mutters,
“Alright. Time to fetch the necro-hamcer.”
Amber turns, halfway through stirring soup. “Wait—”
But he’s already gone. The spot where he sat is empty, a faint distortion in the air the only sign he was ever there.


Coming to his feet to the alley way behind the apothicary.


“Koda?”

Silence.

Then, at his feet, a rat appears—half its face missing, one eye dangling, the other glowing faintly green. It waves at him.

“Charming,” Lucas mutters.

He follows it to another dumpster, where Koda sits inside a makeshift throne of old takeout boxes, surrounded by a hundred twitching, undead rats.

“About time,” the hamster scowls. “We’ve been waiting all day. You sure took your sweet time.”

Lucas reaches in and scoops him up. “Do you have the incantation figured out?”

Koda flattens his ears. “Of course I do. Now, let’s meet this witch of yours.”

Lucas tucks the incantation into his coat and cups Koda gently in one hand—the legendary necromancer in rodent form.
With a breath, he pictures Amber’s bunker—and reality folds.
He reappears right where he’d been lounging on the couch.

Amber’s eyes widen. “Is this—?”

“It is.”

She kneels in front of the hamster. “Mr. Alhazred?”

Koda perks up, speaking directly into her mind. “That is indeed my name.”

Amber gasps and gently scoops him up like a sacred relic. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“We call him Koda,” Lucas says, smirking. “Named after the hamster whose body he’s in.”

“You be nice! I’m still mad at you!”

Koda turns and peers up at him. “I like this one. She is kind.”

Amber squeals quietly, delighted, and sets him back down. “I hope you don’t mind, but I added a little something to the spell. I assumed we’re trying to break something, so I built in a few buffers—for safety.”

Lucas pulls out the papers and hands them over. “Koda came up with the main structure.”

Amber scans the pages, eyes flicking from line to line, lips moving silently as she reads. Finally, she nods.

“This will work. We’ve got a few hours before midnight. And it helps if we’re well-fed—stabilizes the magic.” She walks over to a bubbling pot and stirs it.

Two small heads peek out from behind the hallway wall—Corina and Lana, wide-eyed.
In perfect unison:
“Is that a hamster??” 




			















			Chapter Nineteen – Breaking Point


A few minutes before midnight, Corina and Lana, finally overwhelmed, have curled up in Amber’s room, fallen into restless sleep.
 Lucas finishes his fourth bowl of soup with a content sigh. Across the room, Amber stares at him wide-eyed.

“You sure can eat.”

From the table, Hamster cheeks full. “I once dined in the Court of the Thousand Eyes. This… is better.”

Lucas raises his empty bowl. “Fifths?”

Amber chuckles and snatches it from him. “No time, coma-boy. I don’t want you too full for what’s coming next. For this, you need to be clean.” She gives him a once-over. “Shower. Deep scrub. Clothes are waiting.”

Lucas gets up, stretching, and ambles down the hall. The bathroom is dimly lit, lit only by a flickering candle. He opens the door, slides the curtain back, and turns on the hot water. Steam begins to fill the small room, fogging the mirror in thick swirls.

He sits on the toilet lid, slowly peeling off his boots, then his clothes. His body is marked—scars, bruises, shadows of old wounds that never quite healed right. One scar in particular, carved into the center of his chest, draws his fingers.

The water beckons.

Lucas steps into the shower, letting the scalding heat pour over him. It washes down his shoulders, his spine, the old pain etched into his body.

His hand lingers on the scar. A memory stirs. The altar. The knife. His blood soaking the stone.

“Breaking the seal,” he says aloud. “What will happen to me?”

Nyarlathotep answers from within, his voice smooth as oil:

“You will grow stronger. More of my power will flow through you. More of myself… will be free.”

Lucas exhales, fog curling from his mouth like smoke.

“I don’t know how I feel about this. About you. But if it saves the town… I’ll do it.”

He stands in silence for a moment, letting the water run over his face one last time.

Then, with a breath like a vow, he shuts the water off.

He towels off slowly. Hanging on the back of the door are black ritual robes—heavy, ceremonial, impossibly soft. He touches them with reverence, then begins to dress.

  
Lucas slips into the black robes and steps out of the bathroom. Amber is in the family room, arms full of ritual supplies, the glow of candles flickering against her determined expression.

“You look much better,” she says with a grin.

She lights a bundle of sage and begins to dance around him, trailing smoke in circles. Lucas coughs, waving the smoke away from his face. “Is that really necessary?”

“Yes,” Amber replies firmly, snuffing out the bundle. “Yes, it is.”

Gathering her tools, she gestures for him to follow. Down the opposite hallway, she flips a switch, and overhead lights buzz to life, revealing a set of large double doors.

Amber pushes them open.

The room beyond is an abandoned operating theater—cold tile, yellowed lights, metal trays rusting on cracked linoleum.

Lucas stops in the doorway. “This isn’t creepy at all.”

“Up on the table,” Amber says, already moving to a chain near the wall. “Lay on your stomach.”

He climbs onto the operating table. Above him, Amber pulls the chain with a grunt. A portion of the ceiling creaks open, revealing the moon—full and pale—its light spilling down into the room like liquid silver.

Around them, seven black candles flicker to life one by one as Amber lights them, each set at a point of a pentagram drawn in black dust on the tiled floor. Beside the table, a massive silver cauldron bubbles gently, flames licking beneath it. The scent is something between herbs and ozone.

Koda sits on the counter, tiny paws folded. His voice is quiet now.  
“You can still walk away, Lucas. There’s always another path.  
And whatever you choose... I’ll keep you safe.”

He rises on his hind legs. For a moment, he looks more ancient than small.  
A guardian. A legend. A friend.

Lucas doesn't look at him. 
Just stares up at the moonlight flooding through the broken ceiling.

“I don’t think there is another path,” he says.  
“Not for me.”

Nyaralthotep whispering I his ear “Soon we will be closer than ever.” 

Amber approaches the cauldron, her face calm but serious. “Lucas, I need you to inhale for seven seconds, then exhale for seven seconds. Do this seven times. Don’t rush. Focus.”

Lucas closes his eyes.

Amber nods to Koda. The hamster raises his paws—and from the shadows, dozens of undead rats skitter in, forming a perfect circle around the ritual space.  
  

One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

As Lucas breathes out, Amber tosses a pinch of dried herbs into the bubbling cauldron. The rats squeak and chitter, their voices rising in a strange, discordant chant that somehow forms words no human throat could replicate.

Ms. Sheshat, The smell of paper and nutmeg.  
A warm hand steadying his.  
“Take your time, Lucas. You don’t have to be afraid of failure”

One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

More ingredients—powders and roots—are thrown into the brew. The liquid sizzles, and Amber begins chanting in a low, firm tone, her voice weaving around the rats’ alien choir.

Mom, Lipstick on a coffee mug.  
The clatter of prescription bottles behind her laugh.  
“I’m trying, baby. I swear I’m trying.”

One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

The rats shift in unison, circling the pentagram counter-clockwise. Their chanting grows louder—no longer squeaks, but a layered cadence like dozens of voices caught in static.

Kurt, Beer breath. A belt on the floor. Rage wrapped in love.  
“You ain’t your old man—you’re worse.”  
The crack of pain that made the silence seem safer
One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

Amber casts another handful of herbs into the cauldron. There’s a sharp pop—a small combustion—and a plume of white smoke bursts upward, spilling out through the moonlit hole in the ceiling like a ghost escaping the earth.

Bradly, “Gravel in his teeth. Blood in his throat.  
Laughter rolling down the hill like thunder.” 
“You’re nothing, Nick.”

One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

Amber’s voice fuses with Koda’s mental hum, the hamster’s tiny form glowing faintly on her shoulder. The rats match their rhythm perfectly—an eerie choir echoing with ancient, forgotten power.

Dr.Fritz, Music and tea.
Relief then, fear
As false identity, a knife for key

One... two... three... four... five… six... seven.

Exhale.

The seventh candle flickers violently—then dies, snuffed out by an invisible force.

*Amber's Smile* _Salt air. Burning sage._  
_Fingertips brushing his wrist, not pulling away._  
_“You’re not broken. You’re just… surviving.”_

Amber reaches into her bag and pulls out a snow-white rabbit. She cradles it, whispering against its ear.  
“Thank you for your sacrifice, pure one. I’m sorry.”

She raises a jagged dagger, its blade blackened and curved like a fang. With one swift motion, she slits the rabbit’s throat. Blood pours from its body, red and steaming, and she holds it over Lucas.

> A single splash lands at the base of his skull—where it meets the spine, where the seal is etched into bone.

As soon the blood covered his neck
He realized—
He is no longer lying on the table.

He is floating.

Seven feet above the ground, suspended in air, weightless and paralyzed.

Below him, Amber stares upward, their eyes meet for a moment. Koda balances on her shoulder, glowing faintly, his eyes shining like twin pinpricks of moonlight.

Lucas’s body trembles. Something inside him throbs—just beneath the skin at the base of his neck. A deep pulse. A second heartbeat.

It quickens.

Faster—vibrating.  
Faster—burning.  
Faster—until something inside him claws at the cage of his spine.

Then—

Agony.

Pure and total.

His skin begins to melt, slow and bubbling. Lucas screams, and for the first time in what feels like forever, he really feels it.  
Not the dull ache of after-pain, not numbness. True pain.

Like pressing his soul to a stove and leaving it there.

The burning intensifies. His mind fractures. The white-hot ringing in his ears blocks out the chanting, the rattling, the fire. everything blurs into white.

He’s seven. Sitting cross-legged at Ms. Seshat’s table.  
Homework spread out. Her warm hands guiding his shaky pencil.  
A pot of soup simmering. The scent of cinnamon and onions.  
For a second, he pretends this is _his_ home.

Eleven years old.  
She’s clean for three weeks. They go to the movies. She smiles.  
She smiles.  
He clutches the stub in his pocket like a holy relic.  
That night, He finds her in the tub.  
Pale lips. Open bottle. Vomit pooling like apology.  
Her smile died before her body did.

Sixteen.  
Lucas shoves his mother’s boyfriend into a wall.  
Blood on his knuckles. Her voice screaming—not at him, but _for him to stop_.  
“You’re just like your father!”  
That was the first night he slept outside.

Nineteen
Nineteen.  
Ahriy’s smile—fake. Bradly’s fist—real.  
Betrayed, beaten, tossed like trash out the gate.  
The laughter behind him louder than the darkness ahead.
Into pure darkness and pain

Death
A cold stone altar.
Bose Knife raised high.
Pain tearing through his chest.
The sweet embrace of death ripped away

Twenty Four
Her smile, Her laugh.
Spreading Amber warmth of life,
Through out his cold body.
however fleeting.
Alive for seconds. Enough to feel warmth.  
Enough to remember what being human costs.

Sudden darkness.

He drops—  
limp, scorched, silent.

The air doesn't catch him.  
The light doesn’t follow.

**CRACK.**















			Chapter Twenty – Fae fungus


Lucas snapped awake like something yanked him from a vat of void ichor.  
His eyes flew open—wild, too bright.  
He smelled fire and flowers. Blood and lavender.

The world slammed into him sideways.  
His breath came ragged, reluctant—like even air feared entering.  
One hand shot to the back of his neck.

Raised flesh. Seven sharp points. Precise. Deliberate.  
A heptagon, burned into him from within.  
It pulsed.  
Slow.  
Wet.  
Alive.

Across from him, Amber stirred—blanket slipping from her shoulders. Her eyes widened.
A gasp tore from her chest. She stumbled forward, arms crushing around him, rocking his body like she was trying to shake the dead awake.

“He lives!” she cried, half-sobbing, half-laughing.

Lucas winced but didn’t pull away.

“I thought I messed something up,” she said, voice cracking. “You fell like a stone. No pulse. No breath. I thought… I thought I’d killed you.”

She wiped her face with the back of her sleeve.

“Koda had to talk me down. Said you were still in there. We moved you to the couch. I just… I stayed up. Watching.”

Lucas let out a dry rasp. Dragged a smile to his face like hauling a creature out of tar.

“I’ve had worse wake-up calls.”

She held him tighter.
Then quieter—almost afraid of saying it aloud.

“I felt it,” she whispered. “Something moved through you when the seal broke. Like it saw me.”

Lucas didn’t answer.  
Because she was right.  
And because it still was.


Lucas swung his legs off the couch.  
The floor rushed up—knees buckling, balance shot.  
He collapsed back down, clutching the couch like it might drift away.

Beneath him, the wood pulsed. Alive. Breathing.  
Something remembered the blood.  
Something savored it.

Amber pressed a glass of water into his hands.

“Seven A.m.,” she murmured. “You’ve been out all night.  
You need to eat.  
Whatever we just did… it carved out what was left of you.”

She turned too quickly, too sharply—like she didn’t want him to see her eyes.


He opened his mouth to speak—  
but the words didn’t just stall.

They flinched.

As if they sensed it before he did.

A presence. Massive. Coiled around the base of his skull.  
Not lurking.  
Dwelling.  
Nested inside the hollow his will used to fill.

The seal was gone.  
And something older had moved in.

His thoughts staggered. Off-balance. Disoriented.  
Like a room shifting under his feet.

“I’ve got you, Lucas,” Nyarlathotep whispered.

Not Just from behind. 
From inside.  
From bone marrow. From the wet red seams of his becoming.
His voice like an itch on the brainstem.

Gentle.  
Familiar.  
Predatory.

Lucas drank the water. Slowly.  
His throat was raw. His body—aching.  
His flesh—occupied.

Amber turned toward the kitchen, moving with purpose.

“Is it normal to feel like I’ve been hammered on an anvil after... whatever that was?”

Blue flame erupted beneath the pan like a summoned beast, licking the iron with eager tongues.
Amber smiled faintly over her shoulder. 

“Mostly. You’ll get used to it." 
 "If eggs and bacon cant fix it, then I'll be worried." 

She cracked eggs, tore open the bacon,  
dropped the strips—  
each one landing with a crackling sizzle.

Lucas rose—slow, stiff.
Joints popped, cracked—rigor mortis unwinding one vertebra at a time.
His steps were shallow. His breath, deep.
The ache wasn’t just pain.
It was remembrance.
His body recalling what his soul was still trying to forget.
“Where are the girls?” he rasped.
Amber didn’t look up from the stove. “Upstairs. Playing with Mr. Hamster.”
Lucas squinted. “Mr. Hamster?”
She finally glanced back, smirking. “Yeah. They met Koda while you were out.”
Lucas dragged a hand down his face. “Oh, no.”
Amber’s smile widened. “They like him. Said he was ‘cool.’”
He groaned. “He’s a talking corpse hamster who lives in a throne of takeout boxes.”
“And you’re Mr. Vigilante,” she shot back, stirring the pot. “Deal with it.”
Lucas made a sound halfway between a sigh and a growl.
Then, without another word, he shuffled down the hall toward the bathroom,
trailing faint steam from skin still haunted by fire.
  
Lucas flipped on the bathroom light, blinking against the sudden glare. His eyes met the mirror—sharp, wild, too bright.

Behind him, a familiar shape took form—Nyarlathotep, all sharp teeth and liquid shadow, curling like smoke around his shoulders.

“Pain is the herald of transformation,” the voice purred. “Will you embrace the inevitable, or waste yourself struggling against the tide?”

“What did you do to me, Nyar?” Lucas muttered.

Nyarlathotep smiled—soft, almost fond.

“Loosened the chains. Gave myself a little stretching room… just behind your eyes.”

Lucas didn’t reply.  
His vision swarmed with phosphenes, pressure blooming behind his eyes—like something was writhing in the hollows of his skull.  
He gripped the sink and turned on the tap, splashing warm water onto his face.

When he looked up again, the mirror showed only him.

But his reflection held still too long.  
Like it was waiting for him to leave.


He trudged back into the kitchen where Amber was placing a plate of food on the table—eggs, toast, bacon. Lucas sat down, picked up a strip, and bit in.

The taste hit instantly—wrong. Bitter and grainy, like chewing sand and ashes.  
He spat it into a napkin, coughing and scraping his tongue with his fingers.

Amber spun around. “What’s wrong?”

Lucas’s face had gone pale. “It tastes like... ash and old bones. Everything tastes wrong.”

He staggered to the couch and collapsed, clutching his stomach as cold sweat broke across his skin.

Amber was at his side in a heartbeat, placing the back of her hand to his forehead.

“Damn it... I was afraid of this.”

She leaned in. “Let me see your tongue.”

Lucas reluctantly stuck it out—tinged a strange bluish-green.

Amber’s jaw tightened. “Yeah. Called it.”

She stood, brushing her palms against her pants.

“You’ve got an Arcanic contamination.”

“Arca—what?” Lucas croaked, wide-eyed.

Amber was already halfway to the kitchen. “You got hit with a lot of raw magic last night—too much. For someone untrained and... well, dead.”

She grabbed a heavy pot and slammed it onto the stove.

“It seeps into the blood. Settles in the nerves. Starts changing you from the marrow out. Like mold. Or fungus.”

She struck the burner—WHUMP—flames bloomed.

“Give it a week and you’d be blooming spores from your tear ducts.”

Lucas’s heart thudded. “Changing me into what?”

Amber didn’t look back.

“Into a Fae fungus.”

Lucas buried his face in his hands. “Great. I’m going to become a mushroom.”

Amber smirked. “Every witch gets an Arcanic contamination eventually. You’re not dying—you’re adapting. I just need to flush it out before your limbs start sprouting caps.”

She filled the pot. Water sloshed.  
Snap—her fingers lit the flame like summoned fire.

Lucas leaned against the wall, watching blearily.

“So… another spell?”

Amber stirred the water with a wooden spoon.  
Didn’t answer right away.

“Not quite. More like a... medicinal stew.”

Lucas narrowed his eyes. “I don’t like that pause.”

Amber glanced at him over her shoulder with a faint, too-sweet smile.

“Close your eyes and rest, Shroom Boy.”

  
  
Lucas wasn’t sure how long he’d been out when he opened his eyes again.

Amber was sitting across from him, smiling faintly.  
A steaming bowl waited on the table. A spoon beside it.

He sat up, groaning, and leaned forward to stir the contents.  
The liquid shimmered in hues no broth should shimmer in—iridescent greens and bruised purples. A lizard’s eyeball bobbed to the surface, blinked once, then sank.

Lucas recoiled. “Nope. Hell no. I’ll stay sick.”

Amber leaned her cheek into her palm. “Then you’ll make a very pretty mushroom.”

Groaning louder, Lucas picked up the spoon. “I hate you.”

“Eat.”

He shoved in a spoonful. It was vile.  
Like spoiled meat and fermented pennies.  
Like something that wanted to be soup but failed… violently.

He gagged—but forced it down.  
Then another bite. And another.

Bitter sludge, rubbery roots, something that crunched when it shouldn’t have.

Eventually, only two eyeballs and a few limp tentacles remained—curling like they were still dreaming of life.

He stared at them.

Amber raised a brow. “All of it.”

Lucas groaned from his soul.  
He scooped the final horrors into his mouth and swallowed.
They twitched.
Darkness fell.

And then—  
Voices.

Whispers like flayed silk,  
Laughter, dry and brittle, unfolding deep inside his skull.

"Oh, Lucas... you really shouldn’t eat things offered by witches."

The voice was close. Closer than thought.  
It slid through the cracks in his mind like oil seeping into a fresh wound.
Lucas tried to open his eyes. Couldn’t.  
Couldn’t move. Couldn’t scream.

"You remember fire, don’t you?"  
"Your blood on stone. The way she wept."  
"You were always meant to die. But now..."

The stew churned again—but it wasn’t stew anymore.  
It writhed in his gut, heavy and alive. Cold, then burning, it spread through his veins.  
Every nerve screamed as it rewrote him.

"Do you feel it? The growing thing inside you?"  
"You were soil from the beginning."  
"A garden fit for a god."

His tongue burned. His fingertips pulsed. His heart hammered, as if fleeing from something crawling beneath his ribs.  
Something was sprouting under his skin.

"Yes... yes!"  
"Just let it happen. Let me in. Go to sleep, Lucas."

Millions of black tar roots began to writhe around him—  
dragging,  
burying,  
pulling him down into the dark folds of his own mind.
They slithered across memory and marrow,  
clogged thought,  
strangled breath,  
wrapped his limbs like fetters of ink.

"There now," the voice cooed.  
"No more pain. No more questions. Only silence... Only obedience"





	Chapter Twenty One - The One Who Never Looks Away. 	

He floated in the void—alone. Oppressive, smothering darkness, endless and unyielding. The deafening roar of silence, pressed against him from every side. Infinity stretches on as time slips away from Lucas.

“Why am I here? Did I die?” he muttered.

He squinted into the abyss. “Great. I’m a mushroom, aren’t I? You hear that, Nyar? Enjoy your mushroom throne, you prick.”

He spun slowly, weightless, trying to orient himself. No up or down. Only black, and starlight.

A low, cruel voice seeped from the dark, curling around him like smoke.

“Fungus? No, Lucas. You’re the crown jewel—a vessel fit for The Black Pharaoh.”


The void ripped open like a wound in the dark, revealing a flickering flame—Amber. Alive. Reading a book. Sipping tea. Unaware. A bright flame, flickering on the edge of being snuffed out.

“You see her? Your precious witch, her ripe heart, waiting to be plucked from her chest.”

A scene unfolds before Lucas—Nyarlathotep, in complete control, his hands tearing Amber’s heart free with brutal ease.  
Lucas’s breath hitched.

“She’s mine now—my pet to toy with, to crush until she shatters.”

The flame snuffed out. Amber—gone, swallowed by darkness.

“You lost. I won. The seal shattered, and with it, your hope. I will only grow stronger from here.”

Lucas’s fists clenched, the void responding with a pulse of dark energy beneath his skin.

“Any last words, Lucas? Before I finish this... properly.”

Lucas screams silently into the void—rage burning in his eyes.


“That is enough, Nyarlathotep.”

The choking dark splintered. Blinding light cracked through the void like lightning through glass, spilling across the abyss in a soothing glow over Lucas.  
Familiar.
Maternal.

Across from him, Nyarlathotep emerged—tall, unnatural. His obsidian frame writhed in the holy light, its surface shifting like something beneath it wanted to scream. Smoke curled from his skin as he hissed, recoiling.

“He is mine—mine! His flesh belongs to me!”

“No.”
The light flared. The void recoiled.

The word—calm, absolute—rippled through the dark and struck Nyarlathotep like a divine blow. A star-forged chain snapped tight around his neck, yanking him upward like a rabid dog on a short leash.

Behind the light, a figure stepped forward—impossibly tall, her face hidden in radiance, voice heavy with memory and power.  
“This child was never yours.”


Each step cracked reality beneath her molten feet,  
platforms of fractured starlight.  
With every step, she diminished—not in power, but in scale—until she stood eye to eye with Lucas.

She wore light like silk, but her presence hit like gravity., her radiant face human, yet unreadable—framed by golden fire bound in divine cloth.

The void’s weight lifted. Silence cracked beneath an overwhelming radiant flood. Soothing, divine. For one breathless moment, he forgot where he was. Bathed in radiance, a light that washed the dark from his soul.

Before he could fully grasp what was happening, her arms wrapped gently around his shoulders, pulling him into a warm embrace.  
A divine warmth—familiar, echoing a childhood memory he couldn’t quite place.

“You always held your breath when you were scared.” He blinks, she smiles
“You carry yourself with strength now, Lucas. My heart swells with pride.”

Lucas looked up, searching her face—and in her glow, the ache, the fury, the doubt… eased, if only for a moment.

Lucas’s throat tightened. Something in him cracked open—grief he didn’t know he’d been carrying.  
“Do I… know you?”

“You do. I’ve known you for many years. But we formally met five years ago.”

Lucas blinked.

“Okay. Normally I’d panic at the part where space starts talking to me, but honestly, it’s been a weird week.”


She caresses his face like a mother, looking into the eyes of her child.

“You’ve walked a road I never meant for you. But you never let it break you.”

Tears welled, his jaw slackened. Like a veil torn from memory, the truth fell into place.

"You?" The tears rolled. His teeth clenched. "It was you?"

She nods, golden light tracing soft paths down her luminous face.. She pressed her forehead to his, light haloing them like a crown.

"I need you to know Lucas. Although you feel alone, I am at your side"

She wipes away his tears.

"Your path never belonged to him. Because you’re the one who never looks away. Even when it hurts. That’s what makes you dangerous. That’s why it had to be you.”

Lucas swallowed hard. Something ancient stirred behind her eyes—stars collapsing, galaxies weeping. His breath hitched.  
“Who are you?”

She releases his face. Stepping back, rising—not in height, but in magnitude.  
The light around her shimmered with gravity, her silhouette eclipsing the void.
A rising dawn in an empty void.

“The light that rises now is not mine alone,” Her voice echoes.
“Another flame stirs—brighter than even I dared hope.”  
She smiles. Proud. Quiet. Knowing. 
“And she will not rise alone."


“I am the First Mother. Warden of Life. Shava—”

The utterance of her name detonated like a star’s death.  
 The void shattered.  
 Light blurred into flame.  
 Nyarlathotep screamed—a high, shrieking sound like rusted knives on bone.  
 He writhed like a leech left under a god’s magnifying glass.  
 Lucas burned in the center of it all—tempered, not broken.
  






























  		Chapter Twenty Two – Not Alive Enough



The soothing light faded into concrete and shadow. The ceiling loomed above, blank and fluorescent. What once held him like a mother’s touch was gone—replaced by cold sweat and sterile silence.

 Lucas blinked. Awake—back on the couch, skin slick with cold sweat. But under the chill, his heartbeat was slow. Calm.

A steady heat lingered behind his ribs—gentle and unwavering. Like someone had dragged him through fire... and left behind an ember to reignite his soul.

Amber sat nearby, gaze fixed on him, concern softening her expression. A bowl of empty stew rested in her lap, long forgotten.


Amber grinned over her book. “Welcome back. You went full couch fungus on me—had to harvest a few fingers and toes. If you’re hungry, mushroom stew’s waiting. It’s... surprisingly nutritious.”

Lucas looked down at himself, patting his arms and chest, checking all his fingers and toes. “Okay. Still human. 
Not a mushroom.” He sighed in relief, his head falling back. “You thought about that one for a while, huh?” He glanced over at her with a smile.

Amber chuckled. “Maybe. But I gotcha. Seriously though—look at you, I think you got taller.” 

He shifted upright on the couch. "I'm happy to be your punchline.”
  
“It’s tradition,” Amber shrugged. “Congrats. You’re officially a witch now.” 
 
He raised an eyebrow. “Cool. Do I get a broom?”

She set her book aside. “You did grow,” Amber said, eyes scanning him. “Two inches, easy. And your limbs… they look off. Too long.”

“How long was I out?” Lucas croaked, throat dry and raspy.
Amber smirked. “Midnight again. You pretty much slept a day straight. Had to stop Lana from drawing a Vigilante mask on you.”
She glanced down the hall. “The demons are warded away in my room.” 

He hunched forward, elbows on knees, rubbing his face like he could scrub away the confusion. Letting out a heavy sigh.
“I think I met someone important.”

Amber tilted her head. “Someone?”

His chest ached—not from pain, but from remembering something too big to hold. It pulsed gently under his ribs—like a second heartbeat that wasn’t entirely his. 
Lucas looked toward the ceiling, trying to grasp the fading dream before it slipped away. 

"A woman woven from constellations. She said she knew me… that she was sorry. That she didn’t have a choice.”

Amber’s face paled. “Did she give you a name?”

Lucas hesitated. “She tried. But she didn’t finish. Just—‘Shava...’ Something. Ancient. Heavy in my mouth.”

 Koda stopped pacing. Slowly, he turned from the map, and for the first time since Lucas had met him, the little creature looked... older. Wiser.  
“Shavalyoth,” he said. “The First Mother.”
 
Amber’s breath caught. For a moment, something flickered behind her eyes—a warmth, a weight, like distant thunder beneath her ribs. She froze, hand drifting to her chest, unsure why her blood had started to hum. Trembling.

She cleared her throat and composed herself.  
“That’s not a name you hear lightly.”

Lucas looked at Koda.  
“You know her?”

Koda nodded once.  
“Even the stars fear to whisper her name. She was the one who first drew the line between light and shadow. She exists to keep the balance. And when balance falters… she intervenes.”

Lucas sat up straighter. “She told me not to trust Nyarlathotep. That he’d try to take control with each seal I break.”

Koda’s tail flicked. His voice dropped lower.  
“She spoke truth. You would be wise to listen, to heed her words.”  
Koda padded toward Lucas, stopping at the edge of the table.  
“She left you with a gift—an ember from her own heart. That’s why yours beats once again, Lucas.”

“Am I hearing what I think I’m hearing? You’re saying... I wasn’t just healed. I was reignited?”_ Lucas clutched his chest, trying to grasp the warmth within.


“So… what now?”

Amber snaps her book shut, eyes sharp.  
“We stop this thing. Save the town.”

He nods, fingers tightening on his boots.  
“From cosmic dreams to living nightmares... seems to be my life lately.”

Amber stands, a small smile tugging at her lips.  
“Couldn’t think of anyone better suited to live it.”

Lucas straightens, his clothes stretching to fit his new height.  
“I appreciate it, Amber.”

“No problem. I’m keeping Koda here—he’s made himself at home in the operating room. Creepy little dude built a nest out of surgical masks.”

They gather around the kitchen table. A crude map sprawled across it, Koda pacing atop the paper, tail flicking.

“We know it’s a Wendigo,” Lucas says. “And it hates fire. So—how do we burn it?”

Koda settles down over the gas station on the map, tail twitching.  
“You lure it there. It’ll be dangerous.”

Amber winces. “That could kill you, too.”

Lucas meets Amber’s eyes, steady.  
“Like you said—I can’t see anyone better suited than me.”
		Chapter Twenty three – Cage Match

Lucas emerges from the shadows in his living room.  
The windows are still smeared with ichor, the light outside pulsing like a dying heartbeat.

“Alright. Talk to me face to face.”

From the far corner, a shape unfolds—impossibly tall, a humanoid silhouette wrapped in a cloak darker than the space between stars.  
Eyes burn like twin coals beneath a crown of writhing shadow.

“Mother comes to the rescue,” Nyarlathotep sneers, voice a blade wrapped in velvet.  
“Now baby has confidence. Don’t forget who you’re speaking to, child.  
I am still a god—and I am still inside your head.”

White-hot agony cracks through Lucas’s skull. A pulse of fire races beneath his skin. Ears ring; vision blurs to white static.

Something cracks open inside him—not in bone, but in soul.  
Something that’s been waiting to burn.

Heat pools in his chest, a low hum, like the breath of life rolling through his veins. 
Lucas straightens, grits his teeth, and shakes his head. A flicker of flame behind his irises.

“I’m not a corpse you can dominate anymore, Nyarlathotep.”

Nyarlathotep’s shoulders brush the ceiling. He glides forward, impossible and sudden, shadow trailing behind him like a cape.

“You will know your pla—”

Lucas rolls his shoulders—and swings.  
A haymaker, raw and real. Fist to jaw. Impact.  

Silence.  

Nyarlathotep freezes. Jaw turned. A thin crack forms across his cheek, leaking smoke.  

Lucas stares at his hand like it’s a weapon he didn’t know he carried.  
Then back at Nyarlathotep. 
That grin widens. Spreads. Twists. A wild, manic gleam in his eyes. Somewhere between battle high and divine madness.

He snatches Nyarlathotep’s cloak—light as smoke—and hammers his fist into the god’s nose.
Bone cracks. Shadow bends.  
Then, with a growl, Lucas hurls him across the room—  
Nyarlathotep slamming into the table, shattering it, ichor-glass exploding across the floor like obsidian snow.

The god bleeds.  
And for the first time—  
Lucas laughs.  
Primal. Wild. A growl stitched between each breath.

Nyarlathotep rises from the wreckage, shadows writhing like vipers. His face is cracked—cosmic ichor hissing through the seams.  
Lucas doesn’t wait. He’s already moving.  
Picking up a table leg and cracking it across Nyarlathotep's head.

Snapping back, Nyarlathotep lashes—a whip of shadow like a scythe, carving the air.  
Meets Lucas's chest, with another to his ribs. The wind leaving his lungs.  
Lucas regains his breath—  

A tendril of shadows wrapping around his ankle and pulling—  
throwing Lucas onto his back, before whipping him into a wall, and then a bookcase.  
Lucas braces himself with his arms only for The bookcase crashes down—Nyarlathotep’s boot follows, pinning Lucas beneath its weight.

“Ask yourself this, Lucas—”  
The voice coils in his mind like smoke in a dying fire.  
“If I’m so dangerous, why did she make me your shield?”

The weight crushes his ribs. The shadows claw at his soul.  
But Lucas reaches inward—not toward his thoughts, but deeper.  
Past the pain. Past the hollow places.  
To something small. New.  
A flicker. Not fire. 
Not fury.
 A seed

He feels it stir—  
The part of him forged in every loss, every scar, every time the world said he couldn’t.  
This time, he doesn’t back down.  
He draws it in.  
Feeds it with grief, rage, guilt—  
until it flares.

His hand slams against the floor.  
Then pushes—with everything he has.  
The bookcase groans. Lifts. Nyarlathotep’s leg rises with it.  
He climbs to his feet—  
like a man dragging himself out of the grave the world put him in.

“She didn’t make you my shield,” Lucas growls, ice hard in his eyes.  
“She made me your cage.”

He rises with a roar—not of magic, but pure will—  
and sends the god stumbling back amid shattered glass and splintered wood.  
The room shakes with the weight of a man who refuses to be broken.

Lucas doesn’t stop. He steps forward—shoulders squared, eyes alight, each breath sparking against the air.  
He hurls a punch that cracks the air itself.  
Nyarlathotep dodges—barely. 
 
He sneers, but it falters—not from pain, but from something deeper.  
He looks into Lucas’s eyes—  
and sees what’s behind them.

For the first time, he doesn’t speak.  
Nyarlathotep staggers.  
And in all the eons he’s existed... he’s never staggered before.

No magic. No prophecy.  
Just pure, human defiance—  
the will to say No  
when everything says he should already be dead.

And in that moment,  
Nyarlathotep understands why she chose him.

The room groans.  
The air buckles.  
Books shudder on their shelves.  
Shadows recoil like startled beasts.  
The ichor boils, thick and wrong.

Nyarlathotep doesn’t move.  
He waits—  
not out of patience,  
but caution.

Lucas steps forward, hand clenched. The air trembles around his fists—  
not magic, not flame—just pressure.  
Like the room knows it’s about to be broken.

Each breath comes steady. Controlled.  
Reality doesn’t twist around him.  
It braces.

“You’re not in control.”  
“You’re in containment. A cage. One you were never meant to leave.”

He hurls a punch that snaps the air just from the force of the wind behind it, even before it lands.  
Nyarlathotep catches it—but staggers.  
Not from strength alone.  
From the truth inside it.

A tendril spears from the dark—Impaling his shoulder. Lucas rips it free with a snarl, spinning the god like a dancer and driving his knee into Nyarlathotep’s face.  
Glass rains down. The ceiling groans.  
No words. Just breath. Just fists.  
The living room is a war zone.

Bookshelves collapse. 
Lucas shoves Nyarlathotep through the TV—  
CRACK.  
Sparks fly. A burning cord coils like a serpent on the floor.

Nyarlathotep reforms on the ceiling, shifting like trapped smoke,  
then lunges down at Lucas—  
a predator diving for the kill.

Plaster. Smoke. Splinters.  
A god. A man.  
And the war between them has only just begun.


Time becomes meaningless. As second bleed into hours. Walls blur. Fists fly. They fight until 
Lucas is on his hands and knees grasping at every breath.  
Nyarlathotep propped up in a corner, healing his wounds.  
The fight dying down to a low simmer of resentment.  
Silence only broken by the sound of scratching at the door edge.

Ghouls.

Lucas stands, steadying his breath. His body aches—but the fire doesn’t dim.  
“We’ll talk more later,” he says, jaw tight.  
His eyes harden.  
“What's next?”

Nyarlathotep smiles, slow and sharp.  
“Now, Lucas… we kill the Wendigo.”




















		Chapter Twenty Four – Ghost’s In the Fog



Lucas hunts through the ruined streets of Montgomery, Colorado.

Everything is quiet.

Too quiet. No screams. No gunshots. Just the distant crackle of a fire burning somewhere he can’t see. The world’s gone corpse-still.

Fog mixes with smoke, thick and clinging. It’s been a week since it rolled in—since the sky choked the town.

Everyone’s gone.

Escaped. Hiding. Joined the cult. Or dead.

Something deep inside Lucas, wishes he was hiding too.

He steps over shattered bones. Walks in the massive cratered imprints left in the street—not tire tracks. Footprints.

Wendigo.

The fire ahead glows soft and sick through the haze. He walks toward it. Breath slow. Muscles coiled.

“Ahh, the town hero ready to make a stand. How quaint,” Nyarlathotep purrs in his skull, voice coiled like smoke around a blade.  
“What a charming little grave you’ve found for yourself.”

Lucas doesn’t respond. His jaw is locked tight.

“It’s sweet, really,”  Lucas could feel the smile curling up his spine. "Trying to save the burning corpse of a town that never knew you existed."

The fog thickens.  
Swallows the street signs.  
The world closes in like a trap that remembers him.

he hears it.

Behind him. Too close.

“Well, well, well... Nick. Look. At. You.”

Lucas whirls, fists up—

Bradly.

Letterman jacket. That same rat-smirk, smug as ever.  
Hands in his pockets like they’re still seventeen.  
Like high school never ended.  
Like nothing ever changed.

The familiar feeling pierces his chest, the same one every time he saw that smirk from across the hall, tracking him, hunting him.

“Gotta say, I never expected this for you,” Bradly sneers.  
“If I’d known you were gonna turn into some super freak…”

He takes a step forward. His feet make no sound.

“…I would’ve just bashed your skull in at the party.”

CRACK.  
His right arm snaps backward at the elbow—then the left follows.  
His grin never wavers. His eyes start to hollow.

“Should’ve made you disappear,” he growls, voice glitching like a corrupted file.  
“Shoved you so deep in the dumpster they’d never dig you out.”

His body jerks, tendons twitching, head lolling.  
Like something’s pulling his strings from above.

“Because some people?” he says.  
“Some people are born to matter.”

Dread pins Lucas in place.  
Breath caught.  
Cold sweat sliding down his spine.

“And you?” Bradly leans in, less than inches from Lucas’s face.  
Eyes sunken. Skin split and peeling. Fog curling from his mouth.

“You’re nothing, Nick. Just a walking scar.”

Nyarlathotep adds on "Worse—scars heal. You’re just rot."

“The only thing you’re good at…”

The fog around them shivers.

“…is breaking.”

“You were born to lose.”

Lucas swings.

His fist cuts through fog—  
Nothing.  
Bradly’s voice evaporates like smoke in a broken speaker.

Nyarlathotep's laugh echo's through Lucas's mind like a pulsing headache.

"You wish you were the one to finish him off, i can feel it in your heart. You thirsted for his blood as much as i did."

And then—

A laugh.  
Feminine. Familiar. Too familiar.

He turns—  
She’s already there.

Standing next to him. The same way she sat next to him that night on the park bench.  
Same posture. Same perfect smile.  
Ahriy.

“You were so easy, Lucas,” she says sweetly. “I never even spoke to you in school.”  
“And still, you trusted me.”

She tilts her head, brushing invisible dust from her sleeve.

“All those times Bradly found your little hiding spots?” she whispers.  
“That was me.”

Her voice stays calm. Casual. Almost proud.

“Getting stuck with him in every class? Me.”  
“We laughed about you all the time.”

She sighs.

“I almost felt bad for you that night.”  
“Almost.”

Her smile curls wider. Not human anymore.

Nyarlathotep pours salt in the wound "What makes me laugh the hardest. Deep down, you thought she was cute, you wanted to 'date' her." He erupts in mocking laughter.

“But I never laughed harder than when I watched them throw you through that gate.”  
“Into darkness.”  
“Knowing exactly what was waiting for you at the bottom.”

She stands.

Her eyes sink into shadow, her face stretching—mask slipping, teeth too sharp.

Then she’s gone, swallowed by the fog like she was never real.

"I should thank her for setting up the pins, so i could knock you down."

Nyarlathotep, taunts him 

Lucas turns and runs down the street.

"This fog is playing tricks with my head. No, not tricks. it's pulling out my deepest insecurities, my trauma, and fear. I have to get out of here."

His eyes find a roof top, above the fog. 

Shifting through the shadows, he stands on the rooftop, Hands on his knees, regaining his composure.

The air grows warm. Cluttered. Smells like sweat, smoke, and spilled beer.

A voice rumbles out of the dark.

“I knew from the minute I met you...  
You were nothing.”

He didn't need to turn to know the voice.
Kurt

"Quite weird little brat. Always getting in the way. Useless."

Lucas feels a half drunk can of beer hit the back of his head.

"Turn around you little queer. Look at me when I'm talking to you."

He does, Kurt stands there long greasy hair, in his torn up leather jacket, with the stained cotton muscle shirt under neath.

"There he is!."
"Still a got your tail between your legs, like a whipped dog."

Kurt’s teeth flash—rotted, yellow, grinning.

That smile.  
The one Lucas learned to fear.  
The one that meant a bad night was coming.

“You know she didn’t even notice you were gone that night?”  
“Told her you just went for a walk. Needed to blow off steam.”  
“She was so high she nodded off in the hallway.”

His laugh is low, joyless.

“Didn’t find out ‘til your face was on the news.
'Missing teen found, still alive.' 
“Imagine the disappointment.”

Nyarlathotep "and my pleasure"

A shadow stumbles forward from behind him.

Mom.

Hair tangled. Makeup smeared.   
Her eyes don’t register him—just float, unfocused.

"Why did you leave Lucas?"
"Was the bed and food not enough for you?"

She stumbles towards him. 
Not drunk but.
Wrong.

“I wish your father took you with him when he left.”  
“So you both could’ve driven off the cliff.”

Kurt’s arm snakes around her shoulder.  
His smile twists—too wide, too wrong.  
A mask slipping, revealing the thing behind the man.

Lucas doesn’t flinch.  
He stands stoic, fists clenched at his sides.  
Jaw locked tight, like he’s waiting for the punch he’s known his whole life.

And still—he doesn’t look away.

“I know you’re not real,” he says, voice low.  
“But fuck you anyway.”  
“I’m more of a man than you ever were.”

Silence.

Kurt’s grin twitches—then tears apart.  
Both vanish in a violent gust—like ash sucked into a vacuum.

And before Lucas can breathe—

WHAM.

A massive clawed hand erupts from the fog,  
swatting him like a fly.  
He’s launched—ribs cracking, vision blurring—  
through the air and into the side of a crumbling building. As it collapses down on him.

Nyarlathotep clicks his tongue with an echo.
"Tsk tsk tsk Lucas, Left your self open. Give up already, i can handle this for you."

The Wendigo steps through the mist,  
its silhouette towering,  
its antlers scraping through fog like, shark-fins in blood water.

It screamed—raw, hungry—clawing frantically through rubble,,  
tearing apart the space where Lucas had been.

"TIiiMmEee DIiiiiEee"

Above the chaos, blood streamed down the left side of Lucas’s face,  
hanging in the night like a banner of defiance.

Gathering every ounce of fury, Lucas clenched both arms—  
forming a massive ichor hammer, pulsing with corrupted strength—

and CRACKED it into the Wendigo’s elk skull.

A deep, jagged fracture spider webbed across bone.


In the instant between air and earth, a vicious backhand caught him,  
launching Lucas down the block, skittering across asphalt.

"Paaaiiiin Nooot EnooUuGh"

Skin scraped raw, reforming over bare jawbone and eye socket.  
Arms and legs cracked and popped back into place.

He groaned, rising at the feet of a familiar figure—  
the man who sacrificed him on an altar of science:  
Dr. Fritz.

“Stay down, boy. Your problem is you just don’t know when to stay dead.”

Lucas groaned, muscles screaming, but didn’t stay down.  
Pain was an old friend now—like cold rain against broken skin.

The Wendigo roared, shattering the night as it surged forward—  
claws gouging asphalt, teeth bared like jagged knives.

Lucas shoved off the ground, bloodied fists clenched,  
locking eyes with Dr. Fritz—  
a ghost made of betrayal.

"I'm coming for you next."

Then he turned and ran.

Mind racing. Calculating. Bleeding from everywhere that still remembered pain.

Two blocks up—  
Gas station.  
Perfect.

Nyarlathotep, Screams in his mind. “You think this pain makes you real. That you’ll earn a life if you suffer enough. I admire your delusion.”

A plan formed. Reckless. Violent. His favorite kind.

He picked up speed, boots pounding pavement like war drums.

The Wendigo shrieked behind him—gaining.

"ChhAaaSsEe, RrrUuun, NooOo Hiidee"

But Lucas was already working.

Fingers flicked—  
shadow tendrils lashed out like living whips,  
snaring every passing silhouette: lamp posts, dumpsters, broken windows.

Dozens. Then hundreds.  
Coalescing into one long, tense trap.

At the final heartbeat—

Lucas launched himself into the air.  
Unleashed the tethered storm.

The shadows snapped like a hundred rubber bands at their absolute limit—  
 Wrapping tight around the Wendigo’s charging legs—an unyielding snare meeting unstoppable momentum.

Caught off-guard, the beast’s own force betrayed it, pitching it forward.

With a sickening CRUNCH, antlers slammed headfirst into cracked concrete, driving deep into the earth like twisted iron stakes.

They caught the Wendigo’s legs and yanked.

The beast’s momentum turned against it—  
its massive form flipped, antlers-first into the concrete.

CRUNCH.

The pavement cratered beneath the impact.  
Rage bellowed in it's throat.
As it wrenches back pulling it's antlers from the ground. 

Lucas slammed into the crushed hood of a wrecked SUV, hard—  
skidding, rolling, spitting blood and laughter in equal parts.

"You're a kitten compared to the nightmare i got trapped in my skull. Ain't that right Nyar."

The Psychological cracks in his voice, like he's on the edge of shattering and doing everything he can to keep him self together.

Then he heard it—right in his ear—  
Dr. Fritz’s voice. Cold. Surgical.

“You remember it, don’t you?”  
“The portal tearing open in your chest cavity.”

Pain lances through Lucas’s sternum—  
his hand clutches the scar, breath hitching—  
and he lashes out at nothing.

Nyarlathotep hisses in his ear. "Yes, i remember it too. Sweet delicious pain."

Dr. Fritz’s voice shifts—now behind the other ear,  
closer, smug.

“The sweetest part was when you let your guard down.  
Trusted me.  
Thought I actually wanted to help you.”

The Wendigo erupts from the earth,  
scattering concrete and steel like a landmine just tripped.

Lucas’s vision wavers. Rage boils over.  
He knows it isn’t real—but his fist flies anyway.

A cold gust replaces the phantom.

The Wendigo’s slab of asphalt hits him mid-swing.

THUD.

His shoulder pops back in place—but the bones don’t seal right.  
His breath catches on wet gurgles. A rib still juts through muscle.  
Healing slowing down. Running dry.

That feeling deep inside grows louder, pleading for Lucas to run and hide.

Then—claws wrap around him.**  
The Wendigo lifts him high like an insect caught mid-flight.

"BoooOnnEeSss  SssNnAaP EeAaSsYy"

Crushing.  
Bones snapping like matchsticks.  
Ribs puncture lung. Blood floods his throat.

Dr. Fritz perched on the Wendigo’s knuckle like a gargoyle.

"There was always something about you i hated. That's why i had you held back.
That's why I chose you for the honor of making me a god!" 

Still—Lucas snarls, gasping.

Jagged thorns of ichor burst from his chest and arms,  
impaling the Wendigo’s hand.

It screams—pure agony—  
launching Lucas down the street, skipping like a stone on water.

He lands back-first into a broken power line,  
electric wires snapping down between him and the Wendigo.  
The gas station looms just a few feet away.

Ragged, wheezing breath returning, Lucas pushes himself up.  
Eight massive shadow arms erupt from his back, curling tight around the broken pole.  
With a crack, he rips it free—electric lines writhing like snakes, sparks snapping from their mouths.

Lucas winds up—  
swings with brutal force—  
cracking the Wendigo across the head.  
Electric lines wrap tight around its neck,  
igniting its matted, rotten fur in a sizzling blaze.

It roars, tearing the burning wires free—  
leaving thick, blackened scars across its shoulders and back.  
Clutching the power pole, it hurls the jagged spear like a javelin at Lucas.

"FiiIiiggHhT, DiIiEee"

Lucas leaps aside—  
only to be caught by a clawed hoof.  
Punted through a red brick building—  
wall through wall—  
crashing into the gas station’s center.

Groaning, pain flooding him, wounds healing slower with every breath,  
he sinks to his knees.
And across the wreckage,  
she stands.

Amber. 

She steps forward, slow and deliberate. 

"I told you—you can’t do this alone, Lucas."

With each step, the Fog ripples behind her. Forming into a shape. Bradly Twisted and Broken sneering.

"But you never listened."

She halts. Ahriy’s silhouette slips from the fog, her smile venomous, closing the gap.

"You wanted to be the hero."

Nyarlathotep whispering "she see's right through you. And she what a broken waste of life you are."

Amber moves again. Kurt’s sneer twists out from the darkness behind Ahriy, leering with cruel familiarity.

"And the moment you left me alone... they found me."

She pauses once more. His mother stumbles from the mist, hollow-eyed and broken.

"Now here you are, on your knees, waiting for death."

Amber turns slowly.  
Bose steps forward, his eyes gleaming with malevolent pride, hands clasped behind his back like a conductor ready to cue the final movement.

“I’m not angry, Lucas. I’m just… waiting. Waiting for you.”

They all stand before him—ghosts and monsters wearing the faces of his past.  
Kurt slouches comfortably, one arm slung over Amber’s shoulder like an old drinking buddy.

Lucas feels his will shatter, that familiar pit of despair in his chest. Like quick sand, pulling him down.

Then Nyarlathotep speaks, voice curling like smoke in Lucas’s skull.  
A vulture with god-teeth, gnawing at his spine.

“The final act: the death of the ‘Hero.’ While his ghosts applaud.  
Bow, Lucas. They’ve waited a long time to watch you die.”

Amber tilts her head—her voice too calm.  
Too soft.

“It’s time to let it end, coma boy.”  
Her smile is pity. Or venom. Or both.

Lucas staggers.  
The world bends inward.  
Nyarlathotep slithers closer, now behind his teeth, behind his eyes, cold fingers brushing the edge of thought.

“Listen to her.”  
“Just give up.”  
“You can’t do this.”  
“Let me in, Lucas.”  
“You’re out of time. Out of strength…”  
“…out of determination.”

The hallucination scatters as the Wendigo looms over him. Claw raised ready to bring it down on him.
Lucas looking up at it, a grin spread across his face. Suicidal determination in his eyes. Body Broken, will drained.

"Yeah, I'm tired."

Across the street—  
beneath an old VW bus—shadows coil like serpents.  
A sudden tension, pulled tight like a slingshot, snaps—

WHUMP.

The van rockets overhead—  
crashing down into the gas pump behind the Wendigo.

Lucas kneels, arms wide—  
a human target.  
A martyr crowned in fire.

“Got you, bastard.”

Nyarlathotep snarls in his head—  
“NO. You need to live. You are MINE—”

BOOM.

The explosion consumes everything—  
light, sound, flesh.

His charred body soars through the air,  
black silhouette against a sky smeared in ash and stars.  
A single, fragile second of peace—  
before he hits the pavement with a sickening, wet thud.

Crushed. Broken.  
Smoke hissing from open wounds.

Then—  
hands.  
Grimy, clawing hands, dragging him across concrete.  
His skin sticks to the ground in molten patches.  
Ghouls dragging him, with heaves.

Somewhere behind him—
The Wendigo still stands.

Burning.  
Rotting.  
Alive.

Flesh sloughs off in steaming clumps,  
but it doesn’t fall.

It just screams—  
into the cold, endless dark.	



















		Chapter Twenty Five – Call Me Karma


  
Amber paced the bunker’s cramped floor, book half-open in her hands. The page hadn’t changed. Neither had the knot in her stomach. Corina and Lana in the bed room coloring on the bed.

"It's been an hour."

She looked down at Koda who was studying unbinding spells.

"He’s fine, right? Probably about to stumble in, with a cocky grin, and some stupid one liner...”_

Koda flicked an ear, looking up from the page.

"You know how reckless he is. And with madness on his shoulder…"

Silence held the room—then the ground erupted, a thunderclap shaking dust from the ceiling like snow.

Amber runs to the bed room, her voice cut through the thick dust settling like a shroud.

“Stay. No matter what, do not leave this bunker.”
Corina’s eyes flickered between the cracked ceiling and Amber’s hard gaze. “But what if—?”
“No ‘What if’s.’ I will be back.”

One glance to Koda. Then she grabbed him and scrambled up the ladder, out the hatch, into a world painted in ash and ember.
 In the distance, black smoke bled into the clouds, turning the sky bruised and wrong.
 Ghouls swarmed in the same direction. The scrape of claws on stone hissed like dying static.
She followed, Koda perched on her shoulder. 
 
“Something feels… wrong,” he muttered.
 
Amber didn’t slow. “Don’t say that.” She pushed faster.
 
 Her feet struck the pavement harder now. Each step heavier, like the earth itself was trying to drag her down.
Then it came again—a tremor, low and guttural beneath the concrete.
Amber staggered, caught herself on a brick wall. 
Over the rooftops, she saw them—twisted, burning antlers.

No sirens. No screams. Just wind and the crackle of fire.


Through the shattered teeth of the skyline, Amber saw them—cultists gathered like carrion around something smoldering at the town’s broken heart.

Her breath caught in her throat. “I can’t see—”

She didn’t finish the thought. She ran. Koda dug in with both claws, clinging to her shoulder, his grim silence louder than panic.

They reached the block’s edge.  
Amber skidded to a halt—knees buckling, palms scraping pavement—just in time to see them vanish into the yawning dark of the subway.  
They were dragging something.

No—someone.

Lucas.

His body hung like a marionette, limbs slack, head listing. Every string cut.  
He didn’t move. Didn’t fight.  
The cultists pulled him into the dark like he was nothing. Like he was already dead.

Amber’s vision tunneled.  
The world narrowed to that image—his heel scraping the concrete. His sleeve catching on the edge of a stair.  
Gone.

She didn’t scream.  
Her mouth opened, but her voice curled back inside her. Choked.  
All she could do was fall—hands to the pavement, lungs refusing air.  
She had felt him. Through the leyline. Through the bond. She felt him.

And still… she was too late.

Koda rose slowly on her shoulder. His fur bristled with an old fury, the kind that remembered wars before language.

His voice was low. Precise.  
Like a blade naming its target.

“They’ve taken him.”

She nodded once. Mechanical. Disbelieving.

“I should’ve seen it,” she whispered. “I felt him. I felt the pull through the leyline—” Her voice cracked, bitter. “And I hesitated.”

“You froze,” Koda said gently. “That’s not weakness. That’s being human.”

She pressed her hand to the cracked pavement, palm flat, fingers trembling. The roots below pulsed with echoes—pain, magic, blood, and something else. Something not finished.

Amber closed her eyes.

“He’s still here.”

“Yes.” Koda’s voice sharpened. “But not for long.”

Silence stretched between them.

Then: “They’re not just hiding him,” she said, eyes opening. “They’re _using_ him. He’s bait.”

Amber stood. Not fast. Not dramatic. She stood like stone rising from the earth.

“I’m not giving them what they want,” she said.

Koda stood, tall in his small form, ancient power coiled beneath fur and bone.

“Then we plan,” he said. “We strike on our terms. Their trap becomes their tomb.”

Amber looked back toward the subway. The shadows had already swallowed the last of them.

She didn’t chase. She turned away.

Not in retreat.  
In silence.  
In strategy.  
In the beginning of something worse than vengeance.

The bunker hatch slammed.
Amber limped inside—dress torn, jaw clenched, fury in her steps.
Corina and Lana were already waiting, eyes wide with worry.
“You’re hurt—” Corina began.
“I’m fine,” Amber snapped. Then, softer: “Lucas isn’t.”
Lana’s voice trembled. “What happened?”
“They took him. I have to get him back.”
Corina stepped forward. “We’ll come with—”
“No.” Amber turned, eyes blazing. “You stay here. Both of you. If I don’t come back—”
“No!” Lana cried. “You can’t just leave—”
“If I don’t come back,” Amber said, steady now, “open the black satchel in the closet. Follow the instructions. Survive. That’s your job.”
The girls exchanged a look, then nodded, lips trembling.
“Please save Mr. Vigilante, miss Amber.”
They hugged her legs—small arms, warm tears.
Amber froze for a moment. Then she knelt, gently untangling their grip.
“I will,” she whispered. “I promise.”

Amber yanked the boots from under the cot—leather cracked, stiffened with the weight of every storm they’d survived. The laces frayed, brittle, but still holding. Her grandmother’s boots. Not just footwear. Inheritance—stories stitched in worn soles and stubborn scars.

They slid on with the creak of memory.

She knelt, hands trembling—not from fear, but a sharpened anticipation, the cold edge of resolve slicing through doubt.

Koda watched her from the table, eyes unreadable, tail still for once.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

Amber didn’t look up.

“No,” she said. “But I’m going.”

She moved through the bunker like a ghost retracing old footsteps.

Her hand found the satchel on the wall—not the decoy bag she took on supply runs, but the _real_ one. The one stitched with salt-threads, reinforced with sigils that bit like frost. Warded seams. Blood-bound leather.

She filled it slowly, deliberately.

Healing salves. Dried witch-grass. A silvered athame wrapped in a strip of her old cloak—bloodstained from the last time she nearly lost him.

Then she hesitated.

Her fingers hovered over a battered comic book—dog-eared, cracked spine, scuffed cover faded by harsh shadows and colder nights. Lucas’s favorite. Left behind, a ghost in paper and ink.

She tucked it in gently, the way a priest might close a relic into a tomb.

Then she turned to the far wall.

The box waited.  
Like it always had. Like it knew this day would come.

Half-swallowed by stone, moss curling over it like creeping veins, it pulsed faintly as she neared—not with power, but with **presence**. It wasn’t carved. It was **sealed**. No hinges. No keyhole.  
Just waiting.  
For blood.  
For bloodline.  
For her.

Amber’s hands settled on the lid. Eyes shut tight against the pull.  

Viran el’thar. Vuran thess’lai. 

The glyphs whispered in ancient tongue—no blaze, just a cold pulse. Recognition. The box exhaled, folding open like a flower of shadow.

Two items. Waiting.

Amber reached in.

First: a leather pouch, warm to the touch. Sluggish heat curled against her fingers. Not fire—something worse. Something patient. A bottled storm. Distilled retribution.

She tucked it into her belt.

Then her fingers found the staff.

White birch, worn smooth, brass rings burned into the grain. The runes etched down its length were weathered but unbroken. Its weight settled in her hand like it had never left.

It didn’t blaze with power. It didn’t hum or crackle.

It remembered her. And that was enough.

She stood.

Boots laced like armor. Satchel slung across her shoulder. Staff in hand.

Looking to Corina and Lana in the bedroom door way, “I’ll bring him back, I promise.”

Koda dropped from the table, landing beside her with the silence of the dead. His form small, but his presence ancient. He said nothing—just studied her like a general measuring his last, best soldier.

Then, softly:  
“Do not lose yourself in the fire, Amber.”

She nodded once. 
“I can't get lost in what I control..”

Koda’s tail flicked. “Then let’s make sure they’re the ones who fall in.”

And together, they stepped out into the ash.



Amber crept down the cracked concrete stairs, each step echoing with a hollow thunk. Old tiles peeled from the walls like burned skin. The air stank of mold and blood. A dead silence pressed in from every direction.
Koda sat on her shoulder, tail twitching.

“Be careful Amber, we sit in the heart of chaos.” he whispered.

Amber didn’t answer. Her staff pulsed faintly in her grip, the birch wood warm and whispering. She could feel the echoes in the stone—pain. Movement. Magic.
They’d been here.
She moved deeper into the tunnels, weaving past shattered benches and rusted tracks. The darkness swallowed the world. Only the faint green glow from glyphs etched into her staff lit the way.

Then—movement ahead.
A hunched shape. Then another.
Ghouls.
Three of them—kneeling near something. Guarding.

Amber stepped into the open.
The ghouls turned. Snarled.
She raised her staff. “I don’t have time for you.”

One lunged. The others followed.
She slammed the staff into the cracked tile—and the platform answered. A burst of force shot upward through a pressure-crack. Rebar split. Stone groaned. A jagged spike of concrete impaled the first ghoul mid-leap.

Amber spun, sweeping the staff wide—roots erupted from the wall, tearing through ancient tile and wiring. They snatched a second ghoul mid-charge, slamming it against a pillar until it went still.

The third tackled her.

Amber fell hard onto the filthy tile, ribs screaming, claws scraping at her side. She barely got the staff between them, pushing against the beast’s rot-stained jaw.

She whispered through gritted teeth, “Il’sah durren… restrain!”
Vines whip out from the tunnel ceiling, pulling the ghoul off of Amber impaling it on exposed iron rebar rods.

Amber rolled clear, gasping.
And then she saw her.

A woman.
Cloaked. Masked.

Amber panted, staff trembling in her grip, the weight of blood and bruises dragging at her limbs.
She raised her staff. “Whoever you are—wherever they took him—you’re going to tell me.”
The figure tilted her head, then slowly removed the mask.

She was beautiful. Youthful. A face built for trust.
But the eyes betrayed it all—pale, reflective, empty. As if something behind them was wearing her like a mask of its own.

The girl smiled. “You don’t know me, but I know you, and I knew him.”

A pause. That smile widened.

“I knew him long before he laid on the altar.”

Amber stiffened.

“I watched him, the invisible boy. The one no one wanted to see.

She stepped closer, boots silent on the tile.

“That was the best part. He was the easiest prey, and the most satisfying.”

Her voice deepened—just a note.

“He walked right into my trap.”

Amber’s chest clenched.

“I held his hand to the altar from the very beginning.”

The smile never reached her eyes.

"And I was there the night he was opened like a gate."

Amber stood frozen, fury and horror welding together behind her ribs.

"Most satisfying of all, he had no idea until it was too late."

“You—” she started.

“Yes. Me,” the girl said. “The pretty lie he didn’t quite believe. And now it’s your turn.”

Amber said nothing.

She planted her staff into the ground.

The tunnel rumbled.

Cracks spiderwebbed across the floor. Roots erupted from the stone, splitting tile, wrapping broken rail like veins bursting from concrete. The walls trembled.

Amber’s voice was low. “His name is Lucas Nyx. He saw through you. Even then.”

She stepped forward, power crackling in the air around her.

“You don’t get to take him. Not then. Not now.”

She smiled—then blurred.

She closed the gap between them in an instant, her body moving like smoke caught in wind. Amber barely brought her staff up in time to block the first slash. Steel rang off wood. Sparks burst from the impact.

The woman spun, a lethal blur—sweeping Amber’s legs out like a guillotine. Amber hit tile, breath ripped from lungs, ribs screaming in protest.

Amber rolled—a whisper from death—as steel bit into stone inches from her throat. The floor screamed, glowing with fresh scars. Air hissed like a serpent’s warning.

She struck again.

Amber caught her wrist—barely—and pushed.

The two locked there, straining.

Up close, her skin pulsed.

Veins twitched beneath the surface—not red, but pale lavender.

Amber whispered through gritted teeth, “You’re not even human.”

She leaned close.

Her breath smelled like crushed petals and rot.

“You’re right,” she purred. “I’m something more.”

Amber drove her forehead into her face. Bone crunched. She staggered back, maskless, blood dripping from her nose—but laughing.

Amber’s staff lashed out—snap, crack, snap—each landing with a crack of splintering magic. Air and earth fractured like a hammer on glass. Roots burst upward through drain grates, snaring The woman.

She stabbed downward. Amber dodged.

But not fast enough.

The blade skimmed her side.

Pain flared—lightning crackling under her skin. Amber sank to one knee, clutching the staff as if it were the last anchor in a drowning sea.

the woman raised the dagger again.

“You die here, little witch.”

Then—

Koda screeched from the shadows.

A screech cut the air. Koda’s eyes flared pale green—tiny paws spread, trembling with fierce will.  
“Arise!”  
Bones cracked beneath shattered tile. From the shadows, rats clawed up like lost souls—eyes dead-fire glowing—swarming the witch’s foe.

The rats rushed the woman, gnashing, snapping, crawling over her biting into.

She let out a furious, inhuman scream.

Amber rose—bloodied, breath ragged, fury and focus burning like wildfire behind her eyes.

She gritted her teeth and slammed her staff into the floor.

“You crave death?” she roared. “Then meet the earth that holds it!”

The tiles around her glowed—

Then exploded upward.

A column of stone and old subway steel shot from the floor, slamming into Ahriy with crushing force. She was launched backward into the wall. Dust rained from the ceiling. Cracks bloomed across the archway.

Amber stood, blood dripping from her side, her eyes wild.

“You tortured him—for fun.”  Twirling the staff above her head, sparks igniting her staff.
“Call me Karma. Consider this payback.”

The woman rose from the rubble—limping, hair wild, jaw clenched. She stared at Amber through pale, inhuman eyes.

And smiled.

“Remember my name, Witch. Ahriy S. Bose.”

She touched the wall behind her—sigils flared.

A portal—shimmering, oily—ripped open in the stone.

Amber hurled her staff like a flaming spear.

striking where Ahriy’s heart would have been.

Ahriy vanished with a hiss.
The subway fell silent.

Amber stood there, shaking, one hand pressed to her wound, the other still reaching toward the fading light of the rift.

Koda scurried up beside her.

“Not many can draw the earth’s wrath with such fury. Keep that fire alive.”

Amber gave him a bloody smile. “Thank you.”
She retrieved her staff, breathing hard.

“She’s not done,” Koda muttered.

Amber nodded. “Neither am I.”	
		



















		Chapter Twenty Six - Corpse Privileges 



The time felt like days—like a nightmare.  
Lucas hung his head low, fighting sleep, starving and weak. His gaze fixed on a patch of shadow near the cell’s corner. For hours, he stared, convinced it moved—a twitch, a ripple—but he blamed the flickering torchlight.

His mind drifted, weaving shapes from darkness: tendrils writhing, eyes glinting, faces looming.

Suddenly, something stirred.

From the shadow, a pudgy blob emerged—an Ickier, with two stubby arms and legs, and a single tiny eye where its head should be.

It shuffled up to Lucas.

“Hey there, little dude,” Lucas croaked. “Wanna help me out here?”

The blob looked around, then turned and slipped through the bars, leaving Lucas alone once again.

Lucas let out a dry laugh, something halfway between a cough and a curse.  
“Tsk. Figures.”

He slumped back against the wall, eyes drifting once more to the shadows.

“Maybe I can make more,” he muttered. His eyes didn’t move. He wasn’t talking to himself—he was listening.

  
Outside, the cultists swarmed the halls, rushing through preparations for the ritual.

“Quick! Not a second to lose! The boy will die soon—and then, then we finally bring our King home! Praise Zolthu!”

Above, a small mass of Ickier skittered along the ceiling—an eerie glob with a single tiny eye—gliding silently through the facility, noting everything it saw.

Inside the cell, Lucas sagged against the cold stone. His eyes fluttered closed—not from rest, but surrender.

Darkness didn’t come. Instead, the world flipped inside out—like his mind had crawled through a pinhole into someone else's dream.

He was somewhere else—floating, weightless, watching. A warped, flickering view seeped into his mind: high ceilings, the cultists’ chants wove into the air like venomous smoke, curling around blackened glyphs that pulsed with sickly light.. It was like dreaming through a cracked mirror smeared in oil.

He wasn’t seeing with his eyes.

He was inside something.

“What… is this?” he whispered.

The perspective drifted—no footsteps, no breath, just gliding silence. A single, tiny eye blinked, and Lucas felt it blink.

A cold realization gripped his gut:

I’m not just watching. I’m inside it.  
Piloting this thing like a drone.

He wasn't watching the blob. He was riding it.

The glob darted swiftly, showing the ritual unfolding in the main hall: cultists chanting, dark sigils glowing. Then, in another chamber, a more vicious-looking ghoul writhed, strapped down and shocked repeatedly by cattle prods. Each jolt sent a piercing screech echoing through the stone corridors.

The Ickier glided into that room, inching across the ceiling. Near the back wall was a rack of cattle prods. The creature slid over one and—with a wet, sucking sound—consumed it. It climbed back up the wall, its tiny eye gleaming.

“What the hell…” Lucas whispered.

Back at the cell, two cultists kept watch—one seated at a cluttered table, feet propped up, lazily flipping through a magazine; the other pacing just outside Lucas’s door.

The Ickier approached the patrolling guard. Hovering silently above, it excreted the cattle prod it had swallowed. The prod hummed to life just before slipping from the ceiling—crackling midair—before slamming into the guard’s back. He convulsed, screamed, hit the ground smoking.

The seated cultist sprang up, startled, rushing over.

The glob dropped from the ceiling, landing on the man’s head. It quickly wrapped itself tight, suffocating him in a slimy grip. With a quick gulp, it consumed the cultist’s keys.

Regrowing two tiny arms and legs, the creature scurried over to Lucas. It leapt onto his lap, then melted into a writhing pool of Ickier that crawled up his chest—then his face.

“Ah, fuck! Ugh, gross!” Lucas spluttered.

The creature slinked to his cuffs. It pushed a small, slimy appendage through the bars, extracting the key from the lock and sliding it in—click.  
The cuffs fell away with a wet click. Lucas’s skin crawled. Freedom tasted like slime and betrayal.



As soon as they hit the floor, Nyarlathotep’s voice slithered into Lucas’s mind.

“There you are! Before you go, we need to have a little chat.”

The room darkened. Shadows swirled and thickened until the very air felt suffocating.  
From the ground, Nyarlathotep emerged—a towering shadow-man, his face a void of stars, eyes blazing pure white.

“You have lost your Corpse Privileges, kiddo. Let me play with it for a little while.”

Lucas struggled to his feet, legs shaking.  
“No.”

“I wasn’t asking, Lucas.”

“NO!” Lucas yelled, fury flaring as he glared into the starry void.

Nyarlathotep stepped back, arms unfolding and elongating grotesquely, transforming into a nightmarish Pharaoh: four skeletal arms, no legs, a faceless headdress framing two burning eyes. Dark robes rippled like the cosmos itself. Tendrils writhed from his back—slimy, covered in twitching eyes and gnashing mouths. His fingers sharpened into claws; at his waist, a writhing skirt of flesh tendrils pulsed with maddening energy.

Power, menace, and madness radiated from him as the tendrils lashed out, wrapping around Lucas’s arms. They lifted him off the ground, pressing him close to the faceless visage.

In a voice made of a thousand screaming souls, Nyarlathotep hissed:

“You will give me your body, Lucas. It is mine to take.”

Lucas coughed, blood splattering across the god’s starry mask.  
“No! It’s my body!”

Nyarlathotep dropped him.  
The stone caught him like a slap. Lucas scrambled backward, coughing, cornered. Dying. Furious.

“You have nothing, Lucas,” the god whispered, his form bleeding shadow. “You never did.”

The air thickened with frost and lies.

“That sweet little story you clung to? That Grandma you convinced yourself had to be real, had to have loved you?”  
“There was no woman. No voice. No perfume in the couch cushions.”  
“Just a name I forged. A mailbox I filled. A house I broke into and rotted from the inside out.”

Lucas’s vision blurred.

A flicker—  
The envelope with his name on it.  
The paperwork he got the day he woke up.  
Cash. A house. A soft landing.

No photos. No memories. No phone calls. No warm voice waiting for him at the door.

Just silence, sealed and gift-wrapped.

And somewhere, deep in his gut, he’d always known.  
Not all at once. But piece by piece, suspicion by suspicion, like cracks in drywall.

That feeling now churned in his gut like a vortex of dread.

“You knew,” Nyarlathotep cooed, crouching low, smiling wide. “You knew it wasn’t real.”  
“But you let me lie to you.”  
“Because even a lie that says ‘I love you’... is better than silence that never did.”

Lucas’s breath hitched.  
His throat burned. His chest shook.  
He wasn’t cold anymore—he was hollow.
The silence screamed.

“I know,” Lucas whispered. “I fucking knew. I just wanted—”  
His voice cracked.  
“—something.”

Nyarlathotep straightened.

“Oh. And while you were napping in your coma—I took a little stroll.”

The shadows behind him twitched—and a new memory slammed into Lucas’s mind.

A shop. Old. Cozy. The air was thick with dried rosemary and old metal—like death dressed in healing clothes.  
The man behind the counter—gray-haired, kind, worn down but alive.

He dropped dead. No struggle. Just fell.  
No one looked twice.

Nyarlathotep’s silhouette flickered—becoming the thing that stood behind that man that day.

“We needed spell supplies, after all. She needed a reason to stay. She needed roots. So I made her soil. Fertilized it with blood.”

Another memory:  
Amber, standing in that shop. Beaming. Hopeful.  
“I can’t believe I found this place,” she said.

“You think she earned that building?” the god whispered. “I killed for it. And I gave it to her. Because it helped Us.”

Nyarlathotep moved closer in his true form—the Black Pharaoh. He bent low, face to face with Lucas. His head twitched. His eyes burned like twin suns.

“I don’t just haunt your life, Lucas.  
I built it.”

“Your body’s folding in on itself, Lucas. Rotting like spoiled meat in a locked box. They won’t reach you in time. They never were.”

Lucas collapsed against the damp rock, body screaming.

“Even if you run, Lucas... the world you’re running through is one I made.”

A wide smile, like the smile of a leech with the teeth of sharks.

"It's over Lucas, Just go to sleep. I'll take over from here."

But just as the silence coiled around him—another voice cut through, sharp as a blade.  

Shavalyoth.

“Whatever you do, do not trust Nyarlathotep. He is not your friend. Never allow him to take control.”

Lucas wheezed.  
“No.”

Nyarlathotep snapped back towering above him.

“This is one grave you won't crawl out of, boy. I will have your flesh—one way or another.”


The shadows snapped back—Nyarlathotep was gone.

The Ickier glob wriggled by the door, turning the key in the lock—click. The cell creaked open.

Lucas pushed himself up. His legs shook violently, bracing himself against the stone wall. Raising a trembling hand, trying to summon something—anything. Nothing stirred.

The glob scuttled up his leg to his hand—and morphed.
A small, crudely forged jagged dagger.  
The blade shimmered with dark energy, an eerie eyeball pulsing at its center.

Lucas dragged himself out of the cell, clutching the jagged dagger tightly. He leaned heavily against the cold stone wall for support, blood streaming from the corner of his mouth. His breath is ragged, every step a struggle as he moves cautiously up the stairs, sticking close to the shadows.

Peering around a corner, Lucas spots two cultists moving into the main chamber ahead. He waits silently until they disappear, then slips down the hall.

Suddenly, a piercing scream tears through the air from the adjacent room.

Lucas stumbles into the chamber to see the source. A towering ghoul-queen loomed—horned and spiked, her long sinuous tail coiled like a viper. Her torso was unmistakably feminine, but in a way that mocked human form—bound by heavy chains. Two cultists jab cattle prods mercilessly into her, eliciting high-pitched screeches.

Summoning the last of his strength, Lucas inhales sharply, then lunges at the nearest cultist, plunging the jagged dagger deep into his neck. The man gurgles, clutching his throat as Lucas yanks the blade free.

The second cultist spins, driving the cattle prod into Lucas’s side. Pain explodes through him, and he crashes to the floor beside the bleeding cultist, his own blood mixing with the other’s.

Before Lucas can react, the cultist jabs the prod down again. Electricity ripped through him, locking his muscles and throwing his limbs into violent spasms. His teeth snapped shut with a clack, vision going white. His breathing slows, each inhale more labored than the last. His vision blurs, heart pounding slower and slower.

The cultist raises the prod for another strike—but suddenly the chained ghoul shatters her bonds. With a savage roar, she lunges, sinking teeth into the cultist’s neck, tearing out a chunk of flesh.

The blood hit like a wave—hot, thick, metallic. Lucas exhaled sharply, a reflex more than a thought, sending red spatter flying from his lips. He gagged, sucked in air like a drowning man, and blinked up at the monster looming over him.

The ghoul turned, the chunk of flesh sliding down her throat. Nostrils flared as she sniffed him. Lucas, clutching his side, scooted back, eyes locked on hers. Blood coated him—warm, thick. He exhaled hard, reflexive, spraying crimson from his lips in ragged bursts.

She watched him. A low growl rumbled in her throat, talon-like claws twitching at her sides.

Then—she raised her head.

The scream that tore from her was deafening, echoing through the stone like thunder in a tomb. It wasn't pain. It wasn't rage.

It was a call, to her children.
		Chapter Twenty Seven - Wave of Retribution
					

In the main hall, rows of cultists kneel, voices rising in unison as they chant the name: Zolthu.

At the altar, Dr. Bose stands before a bundle of rune-scribed cloth.  
Unwrapped atop it: the Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth, pulsing faintly, whispering secrets to no one.

Bose chants in an inhuman register—his mouth moves, but the sounds don’t belong to this world.

Then—he stops.  
Mid-chant.  
Eyes narrowing.  
Head snapping toward the queen’s chamber.

“Why has the screaming stopped?”

His fist slams into the altar. CRACK.  
Stone splits. Cultists flinch. The sound cuts like a whip through the chamber’s stillness.

Bose rises, shaking with fury, and storms through the ritual hall—his voice a serrated thing:

“If I don’t hear her scream by ten,  
I’ll drag your guts out in sequence  
and teach her your name—  
vertebra by vertebra.”

Then—a shriek.  
Not of pain.  
Not of rage.  
But something worse.

A summons.

A primal, piercing howl that forced even Bose to clutch his ears. Cultists screamed, fell to their knees, blood running from burst vessels.

Then... silence.

It starts with a low rumble… then the yips. Not human. Not language. A primal chorus—ghouls returning the queen’s call.  
Then come the cultists’ screams. A wave of retribution crashes into them—limb-splitting, spine-snapping, relentless.
 
A stampede of ghouls erupted into the cavern—tearing through the cultists with savage precision.  
Limbs severed. Throats torn. Bones shattered under claw and fang.

A cultist screams, vanishing mid-chant—ripped backward into the dark with a wet, shredding sound.  
Then comes the roar. Not one voice, but hundreds, shrieking with a mindless, chittering hunger.

Pale, twisted things. Fangs glistening. Limbs too long. Eyes too bright. They crash through the ritual chamber like a wave of bone and teeth. Retribution given shape.

The chanting dies.  
Screams bloom like wildflowers.

One cultist tries to run—he doesn't get far. A ghoul latches to his back, jaws unhinging, and bites through his spine.  
He folds like rotten scaffolding, eyes wide, lips twitching through a prayer Zolthu didn’t bother to hear. As he is whipped back and forth before being ripped apart by several ghouls.

Another is dragged across the altar, her fingers clawing at the stone.  
The Abyssal Key rolls from its perch, soaking in blood. 
Another cultist’s head is slammed against the altar—once, twice, until it cracks like a melon.

Blood slicks the stone, limbs strewn like discarded meat. The copper tang hangs in the air like mist.

Cultists crawl trying to escape trailed by their own intestines only to be dragged back and ripped apart.

Dr. Solomon Fritz Bose, crawls to the Abyssal Key, blood slicking his fingers. The vibration cuts through his bones—syncs with his heartbeat. It slithers into his mind, rooting deep.  
Feeding. Binding.

He stands watching as his plan is torn from him. Several ghouls lunge for him, with a swipe of the Abyssal key they burst like bloody blisters.

Bose turns, robes soaked in gore, expression wild.

“No—NO! You will obey me! You are the choir to my chaos!”

The queen answers his defiance with silence.

She enters with slow, deliberate steps, towering above the carnage.  
Decay worn like a queen’s shroud—horns of ruin, dripping rot like jewels.  
Her eyes lock onto Bose.

The queen arrived.

Chains trailing behind her like broken vows.

She led her horde.

Bose lifts his hand to cast—  
She closes the distance in one brutal bound.  
Bose screams once—half a scream, torn and ragged.

It ends with a sickening sound: meat hitting stone.

He collapses, clutching a shattered arm, blood flooding through fingers.  
Not dead. Not yet. Just broken—maimed and furious.

The cultists scatter, desperate—but escape is a lie.  
The ghouls don’t hunt—they harvest.  
Teeth tear. Claws rake. Bones snap like brittle twigs beneath a boot.

Ritual scrolls ignite in a flare of cursed flame. Symbols crack, crumble into dust.  
The temple, once drenched in unholy song, now throbs with one pulse: tearing, shrieking, dying.

And then... silence.  
The queen lifts her head.

A sound not made for ears—a funerary hymn stitched in screams. A curse. A farewell. A promise
She turns. Her horde follows.

Leaving behind nothing but corpses and smoke—and a maimed, seething Bose, clutching the Abyssal Key like a bleeding promise of revenge.

And in the blood-soaked dark, Lucas gasped. Each breath shallower. Each heartbeat—softer, slower, slipping toward stillness.


“Any time now, Lucas,” Nyarlathotep croons. “It was nice knowing you. Maybe I’ll pay Amber a visit after this—she’ll be soooo happy to see you alive.”  
His voice drips venom, curling like smoke through Lucas’s dying thoughts.

His body convulses weakly, blood bubbling from cracked lips, the taste metallic and thick. Darkness gnaws at his vision, a cold shadow pulling him deeper. His breath comes in ragged, broken gasps, like he’s drowning on dry land.

Nyarlathotep’s laughter echoes in his skull—low, eternal, triumphant.  
But then... something else.  
Footsteps. Faint. Uneven.  
Somewhere close, yet impossibly far—drifting on the edge of consciousness like a dream he wasn’t invited to.

He turns his head—barely—every tendon screaming.  
A silhouette moves through the fog. The blur swallows everything but one thing: sunflowers.
 Amber slid to his side, knees scrapping against the stone.

“Hey! Hey—coma boy! Don’t you dare check out on me now!”
 
Her satchel hit the ground like a dying heart. Fingers dove in—vials clinked, cloth fluttered—until she yanked the bottle free and bit the cork off like a wolf tearing meat.  
“Hold on.”  
She grabbed his face—cold, blood-slick, trembling—and slammed the bottle to his lips.

The liquid scorched his throat, searing and raw—  
then bloomed like wildfire racing through dry bones.  
It didn’t just warm him—it invaded. A foreign pulse thundered through him, syncing with his dying heart.  
Then came the pain.  
His ribs shifted—snapped—realigned. Something deep popped.  
Air blasted back into his lungs like he’d been punched by God.

“Mmmph—what the hell…”  
He lurched upright, choking, blood on his lips. His eyes fluttered. He remembered the queen. The screams. The silence. He wasn't sure if he was alive—or just the echo of who he’d been. 
“Holy shit—that’s delicious.”  
His voice still rasped like torn cloth, but something deep inside him… glowed.  
Not just alive—awakened.

A growl curls through his mind, black and endless.  
“That won’t be enough. You know it, Lucas. Tick-tock.”
"She can’t save you from what's already inside.”







		Chapter Twenty Eight – Plucked Sunflower


Dead cultists lie strewn like trash through the collapsing tunnels—bodies crushed, torn apart. Eyes still wide. Blood and sinew paint the walls like a mural of pain and retribution.

Lucas and Amber walk, Koda curled inside Amber’s satchel, nose twitching.  
Ghouls slunk past them, keeping their distance, eyes wide and unblinking.

"So, yeah. No magic shadow powers. Got this cool knife though."

Lucas showed her a small, crudely forged dagger. Jagged edges. An eyeball pulsed at its center—it snapped to stare at her.

 "Nyarlathotep’s throwing a little tantrum because I wouldn’t give him my meat suit.”

Amber raises an eyebrow. “Sounds about right.”

 They pass under a jagged arch into a wide chamber.  
Vines spill from the ceiling, trailing down rusted metal walls. 
In the center, a stone pillar juts from the ground, split with scorch marks and old blood.  
Dead ghouls hang skewered on jagged rebar. The air thrums with a lingering, bitter violence—

Lucas turns slowly, eyeing the carnage.  
“Okay, so... I definitely didn’t make this mess.”  
He looks to Amber—who’s already watching him. She gently grabs his arm.

“I met someone here,” she says. “A blonde woman. Said she knows you—she was one of them—a Waker.”

Lucas stiffens. Doesn’t turn. Doesn’t blink.

“Ah. So you met one of my high school friends.”

Amber grips his arm gentle but firm. “Lucas...”

He doesn’t look at her.

She grabs his chin and lifts his head.

“Lucas. She told me everything.”

A long silence. Even Koda stops breathing.

“Things maybe you don’t even know. Everything you went through—every fight, every humiliation, every time you wanted to disappear—she orchestrated it.”

Lucas’s voice is low. “Her name?”

Amber’s eyes flicker with fire. “Bose. Her last name is Bose. Ahriy S. Bose.”

Lucas stared at her, storm building behind his eyes—caught between vindication and nausea.

Memories crashed like waves—whispers like knives in crowded halls. Lockers slamming like trapdoors. Every ambush a blow to the ribs.  
Cold nights, curled on stairwells, wishing it all would end.

And in all of them… she was there. Always there. A background blur. A giggle. A passing glance.

Then—  
One last memory surfaced, sharp and immovable:  
Lucas, falling backward into darkness.  
Bradly and his goons laughing.

And standing behind them—  
Ahriy.  
Smiling too wide.  
Eyes blinking sideways like a lizard.  
Like she wasn’t pretending to be human anymore.

Her hand hovered over his shoulder. "We have to keep mov—" unfinished words trembling on her lips. 
Before she can finish, Lucas pulls her into a hug.  
Amber freezes—breath hitching. Then her body softens, like something in her broke open.  
Koda peeks from the satchel, sensing the shift in the air.  

“Lucas…”  

His warm tears soak into her dress, hot and trembling.

“Thank you, Amber.”  

She holds him tighter. “I’m sorry you had to go through all of that.”

 Lucas pulls back, eyes locking with Amber’s. The cocky mask slips away, replaced by something raw and real—a smile—something honest and human.
 
“I know who I am. And they could never take that from me.”

But under the surface, something old and endless uncoils.  
Nyarlathotep’s voice slithers through his mind like smoke:  
“They may not…  
but I will.”

“Damn right, coma boy.” She punches his arm—just hard enough to anchor him. Then nods to the busted staircase.  
“Let’s go ruin somebody else’s day.”


Emerging from the gaping hole in the center of town, the fog is thicker than ever—dense, choking, swallowing everything whole. It pours in every direction, curling like smoke and silence, muffling the world to a hush.

Amber steps out first, boots crunching through gravel and old bones. She turns, extends a hand.

Lucas grabs it without thinking—grimy fingers laced with hers, his weight still heavy from exhaustion, trauma, and too many unanswered questions.

For one fragile heartbeat, they are tethered. Balanced.

Then the fog moves.

A monstrous hand, impossibly wide and wrong, bursts from the gray—skin translucent, joints bent backward, nails like cracked obsidian. It wraps around Amber with bone-crunching force.

She gasps—a choked sound of surprise more than fear—then screams as she’s ripped away.

Lucas is yanked forward by her momentum. Their hands tear apart.

He hits the broken ground hard—back first, breath knocked clean from his lungs. His body rolls, arm scraping against shattered concrete.

Amber’s staff clatters nearby. Her satchel spins once in the air before slamming down.

The flap bursts open.

Koda tumbles out, dazed, blinking.

“Amber!” Lucas shouts, scrabbling to his knees.

The fog has already swallowed her.

Koda shakes himself off, eyes wide, snout twitching like mad. “I can still smell her! She’s close! Grab me—quick!”

Lucas doesn’t hesitate. He scoops the necromancer up, blood smearing the stone beneath his boots.

He runs. 


Frantic footsteps echo through fog-choked streets

"Her scent stops here."

Lucas slows. Looks around.

Cracked pavement yawns beneath him. 
A streetlight flickers—dead, but still trying.
And then—

He sees it.

The familiar, crumbling façade.  
His old high school.  
Five years trapped in a spider’s nest.
Ahriy’s whispers still twitch the threads.

“Bose. Of course. He would bring me here.”

Lucas gently sets Koda down.

“Can you do anything to help?”  

“I should’ve done more before… but I’ll try my best.”

The little creature shuffles into the swirling mist.

“Nyar,” Lucas murmurs, voice steady but desperate. “We both know I’m going to need your help.” His breath curls like smoke in the cold gray.

“No.”

Lucas turns, voice rising.

“If they kill me, you’re in the Key. If being stuck in me sucks, try eternity as a fucking keychain. No one to talk to. No one to annoy. No one to manipulate.”

He pauses, eyes narrowing into the fog ahead.

“It would be a damn shame, wouldn’t it?”

Silence.

Lucas steps toward the looming building, the fog curling around him like fingers.

  
The double doors gape wide, waiting for him. Fog rolls in like a red carpet of dread. Lucas steps in. His boots echo through dead, locker-lined halls.

“Bose!” His voice echoes coldly through the empty halls.

A few cautious steps forward — and doors burst open all around. Cultists emerge, knives and hatchets glinting in the dim light, encircling him.

Lucas draws the dagger from his belt. White knuckled fingers tighten around the hilt. The eye at its center snaps open, locking on the cultists with a cold, unblinking gaze—tracking every twitch, every breath.


Cultist lunges with a pipe, swinging down hard—  
Lucas sidesteps, smooth and fast, the pipe hissing past his ear.  
Instinct hits like lightning. The dagger finds ribs—wet, too easy. He yanks it free. The eye twitches, eager. Watching.  
Lucas raises the blade.

“One down. C’mon—I don’t have all day.”

The others rush him.

He slashes—steel catches flesh, a chest opens red.  
The eye pulses.  
A flicker not his own—behind. A blade slashing at his back.  
Lucas surges forward moving before he thought, shoulder-first, crashing into one cultist sending them sprawling.
He turns, flips the grip—  
—and drives the dagger into anothers spine.  
The body stiffens, then slumps against him.

“Two.”

Something inside him shifts.  
A stomach he didn’t know he had growls—sated, and starving again. 
A new hunger blooms.  
Death.

He bolts, boots hammering linoleum.  
Down an adjacent hall. Around a corner. Into a classroom.

He slams the door shut, barricades it with a desk.  
His side screams. Blood seeps. An open gash, refusing to close.

“So it’s like that.”

Familiarity hits him—his old science room.  
He limps to the medical cabinet, tearing it open. Gauze. Bandages. Rubbing alcohol.

He douses the wound. It burns like betrayal.  
Teeth grit, breath ragged, he wraps his waist tight. Holds himself together.

Then he sees it.

Scrawled in blood across the chalkboard, right where he used to sit:  
BOILER.



The cultists hammer at the door, axes biting into the wood with sickening thuds.

Lucas dashes to the window shoving it open with a grunt, and leans out.

“If I remember right, Ms. Rain’s window never shut all the way."

He looks up to the second floor, dead center of the building—one window ever propped open.

"God bless lazy maintenance guys."

He swings out the window, gripping the ledge above. 
Dagger in hand, he drives the blade into the brick for leverage and hauls himself up. Boots scraping against the wall.  
A few careful steps along the ledge brought him to the perpetually jammed window.

He shoved the screen aside and hurled the dagger inside. It clattered across the floor.  
Lucas followed with a grunt, landing hard.

“First time incompetence saved my ass.”

With the dagger secured, he barricades the door with a desk. Scanning the halls fast.
Not much. But—  
An old fire extinguisher. Heavy. Ugly. Better than nothing.

Breathing slow, he peeks through the door crack.

Footsteps. Voices.  
Cultists, sweeping the rooms methodically.

The stairwell door to the roof stands open across the hall.  
Lucas waits—heart pounding, ribs flaring.  
The pain sharpens him. Focuses him.

Unaware of the monstrous eye glaring through the cracked second-story window.

The Wendigo swings.

Its claws punch through brick, metal, and drywall like paper.

Smash.

The wall explodes inward.

Lucas rolls instinctively, glass and debris raining down in a whiteout.

“Fuck!”

He grabs the fire extinguisher, dives into the new hole in the wall—

—just as another claw rips through the next room.

He runs.

One room to the next, the Wendigo crashes through after him,  
smashing classrooms, flattening desks and cultists alike.

Blood in his mouth.  
Fire in his ribs.

Lucas stumbles into the hallway—

—and slams to a halt.

Cultists. Everywhere.

Surrounded once more, Lucas grits his teeth and swings the extinguisher wildly—spraying and bashing cultists as they close in.

Each thunderous slam of the Wendigo’s fist against the walls and lockers sends cracks racing along the school’s aging bones.

Suddenly, a bank of lockers collapses, crushing several cultists beneath steel.

Lucas seizes the moment, plunging into the wreckage of the destroyed classroom.

Cultists pursue, slicing and hacking at him with knives. Lucas grabs a heavy desk and hurls it, knocking two enemies off balance.

He rushes forward, smashing one cultist’s skull with the extinguisher. The other shoves the desk aside and slashes into Lucas’s arm.

Pain flares, but Lucas yanks the hose free and sprays a feeble stream.

The cultist bats the extinguisher away. Lucas squares his shoulders and growls, “Come get it.”

The cultist lunges, plunging a knife deep into Lucas’s chest and knocking him down.

Twisting the blade, the cultist screams triumph—but Lucas grabs his attacker’s wrists and throws him off.

He knows better than to pull the knife out now—it would only kill him faster.

Summoning his remaining strength, Lucas lifts the extinguisher and smashes it again and again into the cultist’s skull until the pounding of the Wendigo’s fists ceases.

Bloodied and breathing heavy, Lucas limps to the stairwell—knife still lodged in his chest.  
A rusted sign hangs crooked on the wall: 
BOILER ROOM. 
Gasping through the pain, he descends into the dark.

  
Lucas clutches the wall, every step agonizing. Water drips echo off the boiler room’s rust-stained walls—sharp, rhythmic, like a countdown.

 The knife in his chest burns white-hot. Blood slicks his ribs—a cruel reminder of his fragile hold on life.

“You’d think an omnipotent god wouldn’t be this petty,” he thinks bitterly.

His fingers brush against the hilt of the dagger. He grips it tightly, grimacing against the pain.

At the far end, a sickly red glow bleeds from beneath the boiler room door.  
Sick red light crawls across the floor.

With a ragged roar, Lucas kicks the door open.  
 
Amber lies limp—surrounded by cloaked figures and flickering shadows.

He swings the dagger wildly, slicing into the nearest cultists. They catch him quickly, restraining his arms.

Dr. Bose steps forward, eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. “You just won’t die, will you?”

Lucas struggles, but they hold him fast. Bose strides over, gripping the knife still buried in Lucas’s chest. With a cruel twist, he yanks it free.

Blood gushes, flooding Lucas’s ribs.

Desperate, Lucas swings the dagger again, smashing a steam valve loose. Hot steam hisses, scalding cultists and Bose alike.

They stagger back, but Bose recovers first.

He crawls toward Amber—hand outstretched, desperate—only to be yanked back and slammed against the wall.

The dagger clatters to the floor as Bose drives his hand into Lucas’s chest—no hesitation, no mercy.  
Fingers close around a beating heart.  
He tears it free.

Lucas collapses, breath fading, vision blurring into darkness.

A last whisper escapes.

“You got your wish, Nyar. Enjoy the Key.”

And then, sweet oblivion.

  
  
An endless sea of Nothing and Everything stretched before him.
 Stars shimmered like unreachable beacons—close enough to dazzle, forever out of reach of any mortal mind.

Lucas floated, weightless among the stars.

“So this is Death,” he murmured softly. “It’s… comfortable. I feel free, finally.”

Time slipped away—moments stretched into an eternity of serene stillness.

“Lucas?”

“Five more minutes, Mom…”

Suddenly, hands appeared beneath him—warm, steady—holding him gently in the vast cosmic void.

Shavalyoth’s face loomed large, serene yet impossibly ancient.

“You’ve had five years to rest, sweetheart.” She said softly.

Lucas’s eyes fluttered open, meeting hers.

“Am I… not dead?”

Her smile faded, replaced by a shadow of sorrow.

“You are. I’m sorry. Nyarlathotep let you die… so he could take over.”

Lucas pushed himself up on his elbows, the void swirling around him.

“Then let him deal with it. He wanted this—he can have it.”

Shavalyoth’s eyes darkened with quiet urgency.

“He can’t. Nyarlathotep cannot strike down the vessel of another god. If he tries, they’ll trap him in the Key. Amber will die. And the world will end.”

Lucas rose to his feet in the endless night, resolve hardening.

“What do I need to do?” 



		Chapter Twenty Nine – Officially Dead. Again.


Bose stood over Lucas’s body, drenched in blood, triumphant. He held the heart aloft like a trophy, gore dripping down his arm. 

Amber lay unconscious next to her friend, next in line for sacrifice.

“Victory is mine, boy!” he howled to the ceiling, ecstatic. “I only had to rip your heart out with my bare hands!”

Bose spikes the heart into the concreat and stomps on it, with a twist of his heel.
He spat on the corpse and gave it a few casual, almost gleeful kicks—like a child testing if a toy was truly broken.

Then he turned with a snap of his fingers. Pointing. Commanding.

“Shackles. Now. Bind what’s left. Before the god gains control.”

Six cultists broke formation. The chanting stuttered as they rushed to the heavy crate near the boiler room doors, hauling out a coil of rune-etched chains that hissed faintly when touched.

Bose stepped away from the body and toward the altar—a grimy folding table covered in a leather-bound grimoire. He flipped through its pages with shaking hands, smearing blood across the vellum as he searched for the containment spell.

Behind him… the corpse twitched.

Just a spasm.  
Then another.

The third jerk cracked bones.

The three closest cultists knelt, arms full of shackles, moving in cautiously.

Too slow.

Eight tendrils burst from Lucas’s back—long, black, and jagged like nightmare limbs.  
They slashed outward with surgical violence.

Blood sprayed the boiler room walls.  
Limbs hit the floor.  
A head rolled.

The remaining cultists screamed, stumbling backward into shadows that didn’t belong.

Lucas’s corpse rose unnaturally, lifting from the floor heel-first—floating upright like a puppet Propped up by Eight Ichor eight fingered hands. 

His head lolled forward.
His mouth twisted into something that wore a grin, but had never truly smiled.
 
He slowly looks up, his eyes a pair of voids.

"He held on longer than i gave him credit for."
 
 
 
 Bose eyes wide stumbles back into the table bracing him self with both his hands. 
 
 The Door slams shut, Darkness covers the room, the only light remaining a singe blinking red light. 
 
BLINK 

Nyarlathotep stands behind a cultist.

Blink 

They were divided in half—vertically, cleanly—  
yet the intestines remained untouched, still cradled whole between the two halves.  
Like a grotesque lace centerpiece.  
A doily of meat.

BLINK 

Another cultist runs for the closed door

BLINK

His hands stretched out for the door lie severed at their feet as Nyarlathotep stands next to him hand on the top of the head, snapping it with an effortless twist.

BLINK 

The last cultist was gone.  
Only the head remained, spine dangling like a torn marionette.  
Nyarlathotep watched Bose, smiling with someone else’s face.

BLINK 

Nyarlathotep lashes out—  
But his strike shatters against something unseen, ancient, alive.  
Sparks crackle like fireflies caught in a cage.

Bose’s robes flare with an eerie purple glow.  
Hands fumbling beneath, he pulls out the Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth.

It pulses—a living wound in the dark. The shadows recoil, the room flickers back to sickly light.
Nyarlathotep recoils, ichor sizzling in agony.

Without hesitation, Nyarlathotep snatches Amber’s limp form from his back and bolts from the boiler room.

Bose’s laugh cuts through the chaos, sharp and cruel.

Nyarlathotep hisses down at Amber’s unconscious form, still slung across him like dead weight.

“I don’t care if you live or die.  
You’re just the next piece in his plan—  
and in my demise.”

He coils up the staircase like a serpent of shadow and ichor. Bursting from the stairwell, tearing through the door with a shriek of rusted hinges and splinters.

A cultist guarding the roof doesn’t even get a word out—the door hits him like a guillotine.

And at the far edge of the roof—  
Bose is already waiting.

The Abyssal Key glows, pulsing purple with a throb that warps the air around it.

“Even you can’t outrun prophecy.” Bose hisses.

Nyarlathotep rises into the air, a living shadow in Lucas’s form, tendrils whipping and writhing in every direction. Amber hangs limp on his back, strapped down like a forgotten offering.

“I am beyond this place,” Nyarlathotep snarls. “Beyond all of you.”

He makes a break for the sky.

The tendrils whip backward, launching him into the air like a divine parasite escaping a dying host.

But Bose raises the Key—and the sky answers.

A wave of shimmering violet light bursts outward, slamming into Nyarlathotep mid-ascent.

He stutters in the air.  
Falls.

One by one, his tendrils begin to disintegrate—evaporating like smoke in holy fire.

For every limb lost, a chain forms.  
Purple. Ethereal. Anchored to the Key.  
They lash out and seize him.

Nyarlathotep screams—raw and unearthly.
Amber slips from his back. 

CRACK.

Her body skids across gravel and blood. Silent.

Nyarlathotep thrashes—  
a storm of limbs and ichor, wrapped in eight glowing chains.  
Each pulse from the Abyssal Key tightens the bindings, drawing screams from every shadow.

“This Key will not hold me!”  
His voice splits—Lucas’s rasp laced with something ancient, venomous, wrong.  
“When I escape, your heart will be the first of many I devour.”

Bose looks up.
And smiles.

“No, Nyarlathotep… that’s where you’re mistaken.”

He lifts the Key high—the wind screaming with him.

“There is no escape.”

The sky churns.  
Chains blaze.  
Reality bends around the Key.

“This Key was made for you.”

Nyarlathotep convulses—smoke trailing from fresh cracks in his form, his outline warping, fragmenting. Like a god being unshelled.

“You are the beating heart,” Bose says, voice like thunder,  
“the map, the offering, the cursed compass.  
You will lead me to the Gate.”

Nyarlathotep screams—  
black ichor pouring from Lucas’s mouth like a soul being exorcised,  
a psychic wail that splits the air like a thousand knives.

“My God will be born,” Bose howls, robes billowing, hair wild,  
“And you, Nyarlathotep—”  
“You will open the door for Them!”












		Chapter Thirty – Sunflower’s Final  Bloom



Nyarlathotep floated in the air, tendrils of black smoke billowing from his eyes and mouth like living shadows. With a final shudder, Nyarlathotep was ripped free — and Lucas’s lifeless body collapsed to the ground.

Dr. Bose kicked the fallen form aside without a glance and strode out of the room, a cruel smile on his lips.

Amber groaned, clutching her head as consciousness returned. Her eyes flicked to Dr. Bose advancing toward her, the Abyssal Key clutched tightly in his hand.

Panic surged. She scrambled to her feet and bolted up the stairs, heart pounding. Behind her, Bose’s voice rang out sharp and furious.

“Get back here, girl!”

Amber pushed herself harder, ascending another flight of stairs. But Bose was relentless. He lunged forward, grabbing her ankle and tripping her to the ground.

Whirling around, Amber lashed out with a desperate kick — connecting solidly with Bose’s glass eye. The eye shattered, glass raining down as he screamed in pain, clutching his face.

Amber wasted no time. She scrambled up and sprinted toward the roof.

The school groaned and cracked, the building trembling as it began to collapse around them.

Bursting through the door, Bose charged after her.

Suddenly, the Wendigo emerged from the thick fog behind the building, its massive arms slamming down on Amber’s side of the rooftop, blocking her escape.

“NoOoOoO WheeRRee ToOo GoO!” the Wendigo growled, its voice like thunder.

  
As Dr. Bose advanced toward Amber, a low rumble shook the rooftop.

The sky boiled above them—clouds twisting in spirals of smoke and fire. Runes flickered dimly across crumbling concrete. The building groaned, cracks spider webbing outward with every tremor.

Amber planted her feet, unyielding.

Then—she stretched out her good hand. A breath. A heartbeat.

The faint whistle of rushing wind.

Her grandmother’s staff slammed into her palm.

Blood matted her curls to her scalp. One arm hung useless at her side. The staff—cracked, scorched—still pulsed faintly beneath her grip.

“You can’t win,” Bose said calmly, striding forward. The Abyssal Key shimmered in his hand, its serrated edges humming with cosmic resonance. “You’ve already lost.”

Amber’s voice was hoarse, low.

“Then why are you still talking?”

She slammed the staff into the rooftop.
Stone split.
A column of jagged earth shot toward Bose like a battering ram—but he was faster. He spun with the Key, slicing through it effortlessly. The impact sent shards of concrete flying, peppering his coat with dust and sparks.
Amber moved.
She ducked low, swept her staff toward his knees—vines burst from the rooftop, snaring his legs. He stumbled just enough for her to land a blow—a direct strike to his chest that echoed like a drumbeat across the foggy rooftop.
Bose staggered.
Then smiled.
“You’re stronger than he was,” venom seeping from his words.
Amber froze.
“Lucas.”
Bose’s voice turned colder. “He tried to save you. When I killed him, he laid at your side.”
Silence cracked.
The fog didn’t stir.
The rooftop didn’t shift.
But something inside her broke.
She staggered back a step.
“You’re lying,” she whispered.
But her voice didn’t sound like hers.
Bose smiled like it meant nothing.
“I watched the light leave his eyes. It was beautiful.”
He had died here.
With her.
Protecting her.
And she hadn’t even known.
She’d promised.
And now he was just... gone.
No goodbye.
No final spell.
Just silence.
Then Bose drove the Key into the rooftop.
Concrete howled.
A pulse of raw, twisted energy exploded outward.
Amber flew—shoulder slamming into stone. She tumbled, skidded, coughed blood.
And then—
Nothing.
No visions.
No ghosts.
Just the echo of his name in her ribs.
Lucas.
He was gone.
And she hadn’t been there.
She’d sworn to protect him.
She let him die.
No.
Not like this.

Magic flared beneath her skin—hot, blinding, instinctive. It didn’t ask. It didn’t wait.
Amber screamed.
Magic detonated around her—flaring like a corona of firelight and fury. She rose with the storm, pain forgotten, grief sharpened into wrath.

She slammed her staff to the stone.

The rooftop answered.

Roots burst from beneath—massive, thorned, glowing with raw life-force. A wave of rock, moss, and bone-choked vines surged toward Bose with primal vengeance.

He stepped forward.

Unbothered.

With a single arc of the Abyssal Key, he parted the magic like a curtain.

Amber lunged.

Their weapons collided again—staff against dagger, nature against void.

This time, Bose knocked her staff wide and drove his fist into her ribs.

Bones cracked.

She collapsed to her knees, gasping.

“You should have stayed hidden,” he said. “You could have lived. Quiet. Forgotten.”

Amber raised her eyes, blood trickling from her mouth.

“Then you wouldn’t be here to lose.”

She summoned the last of her strength.

The ground beneath Bose buckled. Cracked. A vine shot up from the core of the school itself, wrapped in lightning.

It struck true.

Bose was hurled backward, crashing into the metal venting system with a deafening screech.

Amber swayed.

Staggered to her feet.

The fog behind her shifted.

A shape emerged.

The Wendigo.

Towering. Flaming ribs yawning wide. Eyes glowing like twin furnaces.

Amber turned, just in time to see the beast leap.

She raised her staff—

But it was too late.

Massive claws slammed her down.

The roof cracked beneath the force. Her body struck the stone like a ragdoll.

She didn’t rise.

Dr. Bose stood, brushing ash from his sleeve, eyes locked on the beast.

The Wendigo lifted Amber’s limp body in one clawed hand. Her staff rolled across the rooftop, clattering to a stop at Lucas’s feet.

Then dropping her at Bose's feet.

Only silence remained.

  







		Chapter Thirty One – Abdul Alhazred Necrohamcer 



The rooftop was chaos.

Runes flickered dimly beneath blood and broken stone. Smoke curled upward into the choking gray sky. The Wendigo loomed in the fog beyond, its skeletal frame ablaze with dying fire, tearing through what remained of the resistance.

Amber lay unconscious on the shattered rooftop, her staff just out of reach.

Lucas was down, barely breathing.

And Bose stood at the center of it all—wounded, bleeding, but still smiling. The Abyssal Key of Azathoth glowed in his grasp, hunger incarnate.

Then—

The rooftop trembled.

A guttural roar ripped through the air, shattering stone and rattling ribs alike. As an enormous undead bear crashed through the fog and slammed into Dr. Bose, sending him sprawling into the debris. A Bear stitched together by bone and rot, its empty sockets lit with green flame—thrashed wildly, claws raking the air.

Bose recovered quickly, driving the scepter into the bear’s neck, wrenching it sideways with a sickening crack.

The beast shuddered, gurgled…

…and collapsed.

Silence.

Then, a squelch.

Something stirred inside the bear’s ruined skull.
A figure clawed its way through gore and bone, drenched in black ichor and defiant glee.

“Surprise, you smug sack of bones.”

Koda emerged.

He scrambled out of the bear’s eye socket like a ghoul from myth—snarling, soaked, and grinning ear to ear. He leapt from the carcass straight onto Bose’s face.

The Key clattered to the stone as Bose howled in shock.

Koda struck with precision, claws digging into Bose’s face, finding soft tissue—ripping.

“You thought I was a joke? Just a rodent in robes?”

He gouged his tiny paws into Bose’s ruined glass socket and pushed.

The eye popped free with a wet snap.

“I was a king once,” Koda snarled, eyes glowing with something old, something sacred.  
“I spoke to Death.”

Bose, shrieking, flailed wildly and finally slammed Koda to the rooftop.

The crunch echoed.

Koda’s body bent wrong.

Blood pooled around his broken limbs as he gasped, coughing foam flecked with red.

Still—he moved.

He crawled.

Each inch carved from pain, but he crawled.

Toward Amber.

The fog swirled. The Wendigo stirred in the distance.

Koda collapsed beside her, his ruined paw brushing her hand.

“You weren’t meant to die here, girl…” he whispered. “You were supposed to outlive all of us. Be better than us.”

He blinked slowly. His breath came shorter now.

“So let me be the monster who does something right for once.”

He laid his palm flat on the blood-slicked stone.

The runes beneath him flickered—then flared bright.

All around the rooftop, the undead animals collapse—possums, raccoons, rats, even the bear’s smoldering corpse. Their bodies crumbled into ash, curling upward into glowing threads of light.

That light poured into Koda’s chest.

He arched, screaming—not in pain, but in release.

“I don’t die for glory.”

His voice cracked as his eyes locked on Amber one last time.

“I die for her.”

“And maybe just a little out of spite.”

Time itself seemed to pause as Abdul Alhazred stood—not as Koda the trickster, but as the man he had once been: a prophet, a heretic, a king of forbidden knowledge. His form flickered between light and shadow, memory and myth.

In his hands, the Necronomicon—no longer a book, but a living monument to everything he had endured—bound in whispering skin, its ink drawn from the blood of gods.

Amber stirred, dazed, eyes wide.

“Koda…?”

He didn’t look at her.

He looked at Bose.

The man who had shattered everything.  
Who had claimed gods like toys.  
Who had stolen so many futures.

Alhazred opened the tome.

Wind rushed in, howling with languages older than bone.

Glyphs peeled from the pages and took shape in the air—screaming symbols, twisting through the sky, each one singing with entropy. The runes on the rooftop answered. The stars above shuddered.

Bose staggered to his feet, bloodied and wide-eyed.

“No—no, this isn’t possible! You’re dead!”

Alhazred spoke a single word.

The first name, the true name of God.

The word hit the world like a hammer.

The stone cracked. The Wendigo faltered. The Key pulsed wildly in Bose’s hand, now struggling to resist him.

“You never understood the price,” Alhazred said, his voice echoing like thunder.  
“You stole power, Bose. I earned it.”

He raised the Necronomicon—

—and slammed it shut.

Light erupted.

Not fire. Not destruction. But unmaking—the kind only truth can bring.  
The remaining cultist in the town, disinterested into ash as the wave of light hits them. 
A hole punched in the sky. Light touching a town that hasn’t seen it in a week.
The curses, the seals, the corruption Bose had spread—burned clean.

Bose was hurled backward, The key ripped from his hands. His coat tore. His skin blistered, on his knees.  
  
The key floats anchored in the air un moved by the blast, the light bending around the key, shielding Bose from the scorching divine light.

And then—

Alhazred began to fade.

The light peeled from his form in soft ribbons.

His features softened—fur returning, limbs shrinking—until once again he was just Koda.

He turned to Amber.

And smiled.

And then—

He was gone.

Amber stirred.

Her eyes fluttered open. In time to see Abdul Alhazred's final smile

The sky was dim, and the rooftop was quiet.

She sat up slowly, aching, her hand brushing something soft at her side.

Koda’s body.

Curled beside her like a sleeping child.

Still. Silent. Small.
	Chapter Thirty Two - Death, Resurrection, Repeat



Dr. Solomon Fritz Bose cackled to the sky, head thrown back like a mad prophet drunk on revelation.
His arms stretched wide, the Abyssal Key of Yog-Sothoth glinting in his crimson-soaked grip. The arm holding the key, bloated and pulsating, mutated.
Blood streamed down his face like war paint, soaking the shredded folds of his robes.
One eye bulged with manic glee.
His grin—wide, jagged, red—looked carved in with a broken bottle.
He snapped his gaze to Amber.
“This is a great honor, young lady…”
He stepped forward, boot kicking her grandmother’s staff aside with contemptuous ease.
“You will be the final offering. The keystone. The last puzzle piece to a god’s birth.”
Amber tried to rise—limbs trembling, hand stretching toward the staff—
A pulse of black energy surged from the Key.
It slammed into her like a tidal wave, flattening her to the rooftop.
Bones screaming. Vision blurred. Magic short-circuited.
“No,” Bose hissed, stepping closer, Key crackling in his grip. “No running. No magic.”
“You weren’t even supposed to be here. But you just had to play the hero. Try to save your little friend.”
He sneered.
“A waste of breath. A mistake.”
His foot snapped out—
Kicked her in the gut.
She folded over with a strangled cry, coughing blood onto concrete.

And then—the wind changed.
It blew backwards.
Just a whisper at first.
But it came all at once, like the rooftop finally exhaled after holding its breath too long.

“A mistake I already corrected.”
He crouched beside her, lips at her ear, voice low and venomous.
“I pulled his heart out with my bare hands…
And I stomped. It. Flat.”

Somewhere below—
A footstep.
Soft. Measured. Deliberate.
Then another. And another.
Climbing. Slow. Steady.
Like someone walking back from the grave.
Amber’s eyes widened.
She didn’t move.
Didn’t breathe.
But she knew.
Lucas.

Bose grabbed her by the hair, screaming into her face.
“You will be the final piece! The one who opens the gate!”
He slammed her head to the concrete.
Amber gasped—barely conscious.
Bose rose, arms raised high to the storm-choked sky.
“Zolthu! Your time is but moments away! The gate will open, all will awaken, and everything will end!”
He began to chant—ancient words that warped the air, syllables from a throat no longer fully human.
Behind him, a shadow shifted.
A boot scraped gravel.
Amber’s eyes twitched toward the sound.
Just for a heartbeat.
She saw him.
Bose didn’t.
At the apex of his chant—
CRACK.
A chunk of concrete slammed into the back of his head.
Bose stumbled forward, Key dropping with a clang.

Lucas Nyx stood in the smoke and rubble.
No hole in his chest. No blood. Just rage.
“I’m not dead, Fritz,” he said, voice cold and cutting.
“You really suck at this whole ‘killing people’ thing.”
Dr. Bose turned, his empty socket twitching with disbelief.
“How—how are you not dead?!”
“I ripped your heart out—I stomped on it!”

With a furious roar, Dr. Bose charged.

Next to Amber, Lucas see’s the still hamster body of Abdul Alhazred.
His fists tighten, his jaw clenches. And he charges back at Dr. Bose.

Bose lunged, swinging the Abyssal Key like a blade. Lucas ducked low, driving a shoulder into his ribs. They crashed into the rooftop, skidding through broken stone and blood.
Fists slammed. Knees collided. Elbows cracked ribs.
“Do you really want to be stuck in there?” Lucas growled through gritted teeth, pinning Bose’s arm.
“Shut up!” Bose roared, spitting blood in his face.
Lucas headbutted him. Hard. Bose reeled.
“I’m not talking to you,” Lucas hissed, seizing the Key mid-swing, struggling for control.
The scepter pulsed. Smoke seeped out in dark threads. Lucas stared straight into the void curling from the Key’s sockets.
“Pretty boring in there, huh?”
A pause. Then—
A whisper on the wind, oily and amused.
“It is.”
Bose howled, wrenching the Key back with both hands. “Silence!”
He struck Lucas across the face with the Key's butt—Lucas staggered but held his ground, blood now dripping down his cheek.
He wiped it away with the back of his hand, grinning like a devil.
“So…” he said, circling Bose, both of them breathless, bruised, snarling.
“What are you gonna do about it?”

  
The Wendigo’s massive hand snatched Lucas from the ground, crushing him in a grip like a vice made of hate.
Lucas screamed, the pressure blinding. Bones bent. Flesh tore.
“Are you really choosing that Key over me?” He choked out. “I thought we were—friends.”
His voice broke on the word, more plea than taunt.
And in that moment—something answered.
The Abyssal Key pulsed. A low, churning vibration, like a god trying to cough up its own chains.
Then—snap.
It tore itself from Dr. Bose’s grip, spinning midair, shrieking.
Dark light flared from its core. Wards sizzled and cracked.
Smoke poured from its eyes—thick, black, alive—but it didn’t go far.
It twisted backward.
Straight into Lucas.
The smoke plunged into him—mouth, eyes, scars. Not like possession.
Like reclamation.
“Ahhh…”
A voice curled into his mind like a lover whispering through broken teeth.
“There you are. My favorite monkey.”
The Wendigo clamped both hands down to finish the job.
But it was too late.
There was a sound—like stone cracking under starlight.
And then its hands detonated.
Flesh burst apart. Fingers flew like shrapnel.
Lucas rose.
Not floated—rose. As if the ground no longer recognized his weight. As if gravity had surrendered.
Draped in cosmic silence, a god of void and burning suns.
Eight tendrils unspooled from him—each one shimmering with impossible color, like oil slicks woven from galaxies.
· One from each heel.
· Each knee.
· Each elbow.
· One from the crown of his head.
· And the last—long and coiled—curled from his spine like a serpent’s stinger.
His face was gone.
A void of pure black. Featureless.
Only his eyes remained, burning like twin suns on a dead world.
“Third time’s the charm,” Nyarlathotep purred through his mouth.
“Make this one stick.”
Lucas said nothing.
He didn't need to.
He was silence after creation.
The shadow behind resurrection.
A God-Host—the stars held their breath.
“Behold. My Visage.”

  
Below, the Wendigo shrieked—half-beast, half-nightmare—its elk skull twitching in fury, blood mist curling around its massive antlers. It charged again, claws like scythes, breath a fog of rot and hate.

Lucas burst down with the force of godly wratndigo swung—
Lucas struck first. Bones shattered from the force, splintering through its skin. What remained of its hand was twisted, broken.

He landed on its arm—sprinting upward like gravity was an old rule he’d outgrown. A tendril surged forward, hardening into a javelin—sleek, sharp, and humming with energy. He drove it into the Wendigo’s left eye. The beast shrieked, staggering, clawing at the air as blood poured like rain over the shattered parking lot.

Without slowing, Lucas leapt skyward and spun.

The Wendigo rose to follow—and Lucas slammed his foot down on its throat, driving it through the roof of the building. The structure groaned and gave way, brick and beam collapsing like dominoes beneath divine wrath.

Amber slipped—air and ash rushing past her.
The staff was across the roof, impossibly far.
She reached anyway.
Then—
It was in her hand.
And she wasn’t falling.
She was rising—
Lifted. Weightless. Caught mid-death.
Lucas held her.
Not the boy from the shop.
Not the man who saved children.
Something else.
Ascended. Radiant. Terrible.
A god with a human face.

He set her gently down in a safe patch of grass. The sky boiled behind him.

The Wendigo rose violently thrashing with his antlers tearing through what remained of the building. Blinded. Screaming. Rage incarnate.

It charged.

Lucas didn’t flinch.  
He stepped forward—  
—and caught its antlers.

The world froze.

Amber stared, wind tearing at her hair, her breath stolen. She felt the force ripple through the earth as the Wendigo’s momentum halted without effort.

This was Lucas?  
The awkward boy who’d wandered into her shop less than a week ago?

Then—with a roar—he rose.

Dragging the Wendigo skyward.  
Into sunlight. Into silence.  
Into something sacred.

He held the beast above the world, tendrils flaring like a god’s wings.

And then—he let go.

The Wendigo plummeted, claws raking at the sky as it fell like a comet. Lucas spun midair, tendrils coiling tight as he became a high-velocity drill—a black star descending.

He struck the Wendigo in the chest, driving it into the shattered remains of the school with a thunderous crash. The earth buckled. Glass shattered across half the city. A shock wave of dust and fire rippled for blocks.

Then, silence.

From the crater, Lucas rose—tall, spectral, immortal.

He reached down.

Grabbed the Wendigo by its antlers.

And, with a sickening crack, ripped its head off.

With effortless grace, he hurled it—spinning—into the town square, where it crashed through the statue of Montgomery’s founder and shattered the fountain below.

The tendrils surged forward, infiltrating the Wendigo’s ruined corpse. They devoured, reclaimed, erased.

Until nothing remained but ash, heat, and silence.

  
He was no longer just Lucas.  
He was something else now.  
He was the Visage. Host-Bound.
  
  
The wind screamed over the collapsing rooftop.

Lucas hovered above the wreckage like a dark seraph, glowing tendrils lashing behind him as the echoes of the Wendigo’s death faded into silence.

Then—he heard her.

A cry. A cough. A spark of life.

He turned, eyes widening.

Amber, held tight in Dr. Bose’s arm. She writhed against him, teeth clenched, trying to force a spell from her lips. Sparks of golden light shimmered around her fingers, dimming with each breath.

And Bose, the man who had once lectured about purpose and sacrifice, looked nothing like a professor now.

His eyes were wild. His skin pulsed with dark veins. The Abyssal Key trembled in his hand, as if something inside it wanted out.

Lucas dropped like a meteor, landing with a quake that cracked the lawn.

“It’s over, Bose! You failed!”

Bose grinned, tightening his grip on Amber as she snarled and twisted in his arms. “Don’t come closer,” he spat. “I’ll kill her. I swear it.”

Lucas raised his hands slowly, his mask parting into tendrils that coiled back into his suit. His face, starlit and grim, locked onto Amber—then Bose.

“Let her go.”

Amber’s eyes met Lucas’s.
“Let her go?” Bose hissed. “Why would I let go of my offering?.

“This is only the beginning. Zolthu stirs. Can you feel him?”  
“The womb opens. The God grows inside me. You, Lucas, are just the flint to light his flame.”

He drove the Key into Amber’s chest.
She gasped—eyes wide.
Bose wrenched the Key free and threw her aside.
Behind him, reality split.
A jagged rift tore open, revealing the cold, pitted surface of the moon—vast, empty, waiting.
Amber’s body slammed to the ground.

“NO!”  
“That one was mine!.”

Lucas’s scream tore the sky. Tendrils snapped outward in rage, shattering stone and glass. The air twisted—ripped open—as a jagged portal exploded behind Bose, filled with spiraling glyphs and the scent of burning ozone.

Bose turned, madness dancing in his eyes.

“Can you hear it?! The first thunder of Zolthu’s heart—the harbinger of the Awakening!”

Lucas’s tendrils curled around his fists like blades. He lunged.

“I’M GOING TO FUCKING KILL YOU!”

They collided with the force of collapsing stars, bodies spiraling through the portal as it snapped shut behind them—

—gone.

Amber lay alone, rain falling gently onto the blood around her.
Her hand twitched once.

Then stillness.
Silence.























					Epilogue - A.R.C	



Light pierced the clouds—ripping reality’s fabric—shattering the thick fog. It shone down on a town starved of sunlight for a week, centering on a crater where Montgomery High once stood.

Amber lay sprawled on the grassy lawn. Her sunflower dress was stained with blood, curls matted to her scalp. Her lifeless eyes stared up at the fractured sky, webs of cracked light like broken glass above her.

A low growl rolled through the empty streets. Tires crunched on gravel—six over sized black SUV s and two military Humvees, all bearing a triangular logo: A.R.C.—Anomalous Research and Containment.

The convoy sliced through the lingering fog, pulling to a halt beside the crater. Armed guards poured from the Humvees, forming a tight perimeter. The leader pointed toward Amber, voice clipped: “Wavering life signs. One signature.”

As he approached, his electronic gear sputtered, flickering erratically. “Equipment failure. No vitals detected. Checking manually.”

Fingers pressed to Amber’s neck. “Faint heartbeat. Requesting crash cart.”

From the SUVs, medics and researchers emerged in a flurry. One opened a mobile OR. A woman in a lab coat knelt beside Amber, pulling out a scanning device that sparked and died. “Her presence is interfering. Administering Angel’s Breath Regenerative.”

She pressed a respiratory mask to Amber’s face, flooding her lungs with bubbling liquid. Amber convulsed, then stilled; a sickly purple glow bloomed from her chest wound. “Vitals stabilizing... but no readings on anything else.”

A tall woman stepped out from the lead SUV, black coat bearing the A.R.C. insignia. She placed a hand on the medic’s shoulder. “Load her into transport. She’s coming with us.”

Turning to the rest of the agents, she ordered, “Secure survivors. Quarantine the town.”

As she slid into the medical transport, a short man approached. She whispered, “Cloak the town. Fabricate a story—Montgomery Dam collapse. Survivors will be announced later.”

Rolling up the window, she barked, “Black Guard, secure the perimeter. Hunt any cultists remaining for interrogation.”

The convoy rumbled away, taking Amber with it.
