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I. ON A HIDDEN HIGHWAY

“Fucking Hell,” Kyle Kane cursed under his breath.
He raced home late down 88, like lightning breaking.
Heather was right, he was horrible at this thing they had.
He knew he loved her even now, but he had forgotten how.
Then with his dad in ill health and his mom just on the mend—it 

seemed folly to relax.  It took all his strength just to keep two white fists 
fast  upon the wheel—with one hot  heart  beating under fire—and one 
wired mind climbing light-years higher.

But overshadowing it all--what had led him to drive out to Black 
Heron Lake in the first place that day, was a desperate bid to kill himself
—to trek out far onto the frozen waves and pull trigger.

His meal-ticket at Superstate Security had been ripped up.  His 
family depended on him—and he now was no longer a part of the work 
force.

Now all  he  had  was  an  empty  wallet  and  a  resume--in  New 
London no less, a city known for it's tough, daunting job market—and 
impossibly grim odds.

He started to cry as he drove, unable to bear it any longer.  Just 
thinking these thoughts was pushing him over the edge—and he knew it
—but it was too hard to keep them at bay.  He was slipping.

He slowed over to the side of the road to compose.
He produced his notebook and began writing lyrics.
Shortly thereafter, lights began flashing in the mirror.
“Shit.”  He ripped the page out and stuffed it away.
Cruiser door opened behind.  Officer stepped out.
Kyle began fumbling all around for paperwork.
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The officer walked up slowly, hand stiff on gun.
Kyle rolled down his window, lighting up a smoke.
He was beginning to think his luck would never return.
The officer leaned in the window, chewing a toothpick.
Kyle had his license held up, but the man brushed it off.
“Just wanted to let you know, there's a killer out on foot.”
“Excuse me what ...?  Seriously ...?  Like whereabouts?”
“I mean, we're on the hunt,” he said, pointing to the sky.
They could hear a chopper getting louder, passing over.
It's spotlight was scanning the woods all down both sides.
“That's all I need,” Kyle said, shaking his head.  He had walked 

out on that lake of ice, pressed that barrel to his temple—and as God was 
his witness, his finger almost triggered—that muscle almost twitched—
and nothing could have stopped him but that one thing.

Now here he was skirting death again, except not by his own 
hand this time.  It was obvious how ironic it would be to quit suicide—
only to die elsewise.

“Should I turn around?  Which way was he going last ...”
The  cop  smirked.   “She  was  spotted  back  in  Darkhill—then 

again at Pinedale Inn—and around three different cottages just a ways 
back over by the tracks.”

Kyle noticed across the man's shoulder moon was full.
It seemed sometimes to just about explain everything.
“We think it's female, anyway.  Quite the hairy broad.”
He showed Kyle an eye-witness sketch of a Sasquatch. 
“What ...  You're joking, right?  What show am I on?”
The officer slowly, grimly shook his head side-to-side.
“I wouldn't be wasting your time just for kicks, kid.”
“Well I'm driving straight home.  Doors are locked.”
“That is advisable.  By the way, your light is out.”
Kyle looked back.  His brake light had been busted.
“Got lucky this time.  Lady Big Foot takes it tonight.”
The officer began walking away, quickly tipping his hat.
“Thank you Sir,” Kyle managed, suddenly now sweating.
He had just noticed his gun sticking out from under his bag.
He had set it on the passenger seat and forgotten all about it.
He watched the cop pull away, marvelling at the close call.
He started the truck and eased back out on to the road home.
He followed the cruiser for a time, until the next rise arrived.
The officer went over the hill, but by the time Kyle climbed it—

the cop was gone.
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The road stretched out into the valley—but there was no sign of 
the cruiser anywhere.

Kyle put on his high beams, as the sun had almost set, but the 
policeman had clearly turned off somewhere.  He slowed down, looking 
in the rear-view, but there was no one behind him.  He turned on the 
radio  to  distract  himself  and  shifted  the  truck  into  fourth—when 
suddenly from out of the woods to his right, there was a high-pitched,  
feral wail—and he was shaken to the bone.

“What  the  fuck in  Hell  ...”  he  sharply hissed to himself.   He 
gassed it and ripped along as fast as he could—almost reaching the next 
bend--when he suddenly spotted a hidden highway running right.

It was darkly shrouded.  An old, vine-clung sign read: Highway 
111.

It struck him that the cop might have turned down that way—and 
on a reckless whim, he followed an urge to turn down that way as well—
if nothing else but to catch a glimpse of the Sasquatch himself.  He had 
his  camera  charged  and  ready  at  all  times  for  his  website  of  the 
supernatural.  He was always on the lookout for good footage—and this 
was opportunity knocking.

A few hundred yards down, however, the dark began to unnerve 
him.

He  pulled  over,  intending  to  turn  around  and  head  back  out 
again.  There was still no sign of the officer—and he was beginning to 
think the cop had not come this way after all.  The man had probably just 
floored it over the next rise on the highway and simply raced out of sight.

But now here Kyle was like an idiot caught down some random 
tangent.

As he drove back out, it occurred to him the scenery looked the 
same, like he had not turned around at all—but his conscious mind could 
not grasp it, so he kept on going.

But fifteen minutes later,  with no sign of highway evident,  he 
started to wonder what was up.

He kept driving another fifteen, but by now he was sure that he 
had not come this far down.

He  pulled  over  and  got  out.   Crickets  chirped  as  mosquitos 
buzzed.  The moon ballooned.

Looking back, he suddenly realized he could see the highway. 
He scratched his head, looked forward, then back again.  He had only 
turned around once.  He was not losing his mind, but then again, there 
was the highway behind him now, plain as day.  So he got back in the 
truck and turned around again, driving on toward the highway.  He kept 
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smirking and rubbing his eyes in disbelief.
A heavy fog was rolling in now—and he plowed on into it—but 

by the time it began to thin out again, the highway was no longer  in 
sight—and Kyle Kane's bad trip in limbo began to unfold.
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II. WITH WOODWIGHTS, WOE

Kyle  slammed  the door,  walking away from the truck,  to  the 
center of the dirt road, looking up into the stars, shaking his head.  “This 
is fucking insane,” he muttered to himself, looking down and kicking up 
a cloud of dirt and stone.  He heard a wail again, from off in the wood.

He gazed into the dark of the forest, unfazed but on edge.  He 
had  been  reading  more  and  more  studies  in  recent  years,  suggesting 
scientists were closing in on mapping the DNA of some credible Squatch 
hair that some trappers had retrieved from their remote cabin in the far  
North.

Just then his eyes caught twinkle of light from between the tree 
trunks.

He stared unblinking for a long, breathless moment—when there 
it was again.

It  was  like  a  sparkler  firecracker  going  off—only  to  just  as 
quickly be doused again.

Then more came on—and stayed on—bobbing and swaying—
circling about each other.

It was as if it were the 4th of July out here in the abandoned 
wilderness of Blackburn County.

He began to back away toward his truck, unable to believe his 
eyes, when a humming arose.

The humming turned into song, of string and flute, that seemed 
distant and near all at once.

He got into the truck and tried to turn it on, but it revved and 
revved and would not start.

He slammed the dash in frustration.
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The lights were now dancing closer.
The humming was rising ever higher.
The sound of voices became apparent.
It was a sea of a thousand girls in melodious harmony—as if the 

wind were a choir.
The scintillating display of starbursts and endless circling grew 

to swallow him whole.
Spellbound, he opened his truck door and stepped out again.  
Hands of light and love scooped him up, as his eyes rolled back.
He blacked out and re-awoke in the middle of the forest alone.
He could not see through the trees which way his truck may be 

at.
He could not remember how long he had lain their in the leaves.
The  moon  shimmered  above  through  the  crack  of  the  wood 

crown.
The  wail  of  the  Squatch  ran  up  his  spine  once  more—much 

closer.
He bolted to  his feet,  hellbent  on getting out  of  there,  before 

eaten.
But  that  was  when he  heard  it,  the  sound of  time  and space 

tearing.
There was a massive flash in the sky, as if a star had exploded.
Then come ripping out of the split in reality was a shiny ship.
It was shaped like a saucer and set down upon the leafy canopy.
It hovered overhead for a time before finding a clearing to land.
He followed it's descent, tracking fast through brush to catch up.
Down a long grade and across a stream, however, he lost sight.
The moon was blotted out by clouds now and the ship's lights 

were doused from view.  He pressed on but kept feeling the direction was 
wrong.   Finally,  the  humming  returned  and  he  founded  himself  at  a 
crossroads, with the same glittering lights from before returning—down 
each way.

The glowing stars flickered in and out as the sprites converged 
on his position—finally so blinding that he had to shield his eyes—and 
there was a great flash.  After the bright light died off again, he looked to 
see that the fire show had ended—and there stood all around him paled 
ones.

They  were  gaunt  and  grooved—bloodless,  but  still  somehow 
glowing  from  their  cores—as  if  their  chakras  were  still  alive—still 
pulsing from within, lighting them up like x-mas trees.

'We are the Wynderelves,' he heard in his head.  One wearing a 
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crown stepped forward.
'I  am  Deodorph,' he  said  aloud,  in  a  soft  glass  voice  of 

nevertheless voluminous gravitas. 
“What ... are you,” Kyle sputtered.  “Why have you brought me 

here?  What am I to you?”
'Very good questions, Kyle Kane, however, we come armed only  

with more questions.'
Kyle dropped to his knees in exhaustion and exhilaration.  This 

day would never end.
The Wynderelves tightened their circle around him—reaching in 

with their long fingers.
He put his arms up futilely trying to fend them off—but they fell 

upon him all arms in.
Instead of what he feared, however, they simply lifted him up 

together--to his feet again.
'We are not here to harm you, Kyledorph.  We come from this  

dimension—but we are no longer of this world.  We were once humans  
on missions too—but we lost our bodies before finding our souls.'

“What ... is it you want from me?  I was supposed to die today—
but instead I'm here with you.”

'Then we are getting somewhere.  You see, Kyle, we died before  
our time, just as you did.'

“What are you talking about ...?  Are you saying I died out there 
on the lake?  I'm a ghost?”

'Not precisely ...  You live between worlds now, with one foot in  
Heaven—the other on Earth.  Just as we wander the world searching for  
those destinies we once lost—so too do you now seek.  But time is of the  
essence, kindred Kyle.  For your flesh yet lives, unlike us.  We each had  
one chance to return to our living cells, to carry on where we cut it off—
for  just  like  you,  each  of  us  was  a  selfish  suicide—and  each  of  us  
regretted the exit.  But you see us here today because we each failed to  
find our way back to Love—and so we were damned to save 1000 souls  
before we could save our own.  But you still have time to learn your  
lessons, Kyle Kane.  This is your one chance—these next three days—to  
win yourself back to your heart, by seeing what so blinded you before—
then to awake as if from a dream and go on with your allotted days left  
here on Earth, your suicide having been a way not taken—just a moment  
that almost happened—and a subconscious wish won to take back the  
mistake.'

Kyle just stared into Deodorph's dark eyes.   He could tell  the 
creature was being real with him.  He knew it in his bones that this was 
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the  straight  rap,  that  he  was  indeed crossing  over—and  times  would 
never be the same again.  His mind was a barn on fire with the horses 
running wild.  It was not the night he had expected—but an unexpected 
turn into the abyss of quantum entanglement.  As Deodorph continued to 
explain  to  him,  now he  was  fluid.   He  was  more  free  of  his  fleshy 
moorings—yet  still  rooted  in  reality.   This  was  his  chance,  to  find 
himself at last, to travel between worlds and the pages of the multiverse
—confined to the visible light—undefined by conventional physics—on 
a quest to quench his burning desire for meaning in life—with all things 
in Heaven but time on his hands. 

'We are here to help you, in any way we can.  It is our purpose,  
to see souls back to Earth before their time runs short, just as it did for  
us.  Our hope is to redeem enough that we too may someday travel on—
although not back to the corporeal, but forward to the final frontier of  
consciousness.'

Kyle  rubbed  his  face  long,  finally  coming  to  grips  with  the 
surreal state of things—ready to at least put one foot in front of the other 
and trod on until something made a little more sense to him.

When  he  looked  again,  the  Wynderlites  were  gone.   'Be  not  
afraid, we are with you today.'

So he looked down his road, for a sign of where to go, when he 
spotted a laser shining up.

It was a column of yellow light, feeding back up into the sky 
from somewhere on the ground.

It was down maybe a mile west of there—and his first thought 
was of the saucer he had seen.

There was no way of going back, for the direction to the truck 
was  impossible  to  tell—and  so  he  decided  to  open  his  heart  up  and 
embrace the weird way things were unrolling.  He settled within himself 
to follow the lead of the signs at hand—and not think too much lest the  
Devil set him astray.

“Okay,” he muttered to himself.  “What have I got to lose.”  He 
walked westward,  already half  the  man  he was only hours  ago—and 
shrinking fast, soon to dwindle into nothingness and nobody.

He could not help but think of Heather and what she was doing 
at that moment, but he was not even sure what hour it was—or how long 
he had been gone.  It was still night out, but perhaps this night would 
never end.  Maybe he would wander these woods forever, thinking of her
—and history.

After awhile, he noticed his feet hurt less and less—and looking 
down,  to  his  shock,  he  saw that  he  was  hovering  an  inch  above  the 
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ground—cushioned beneath his soles by an icy blue Soulfyr.  It was just 
a first step toward the Other side—as his passage commenced—on his 
longshot at redemption. 

He knew instinctively that he had to hurry.   He did not know 
what he was looking for—or of what he was intending to do—because 
there were many frayed threads in his life on Earth to mend.

The hurt  with Heather  was just  the last  rung in a long climb 
down from happiness that he had endured in recent years—including his 
crushed dreams to be famous—and the fracture with his family.

His cats loved him, but they were easy.  His girlfriend wanted to 
love him, but looking in the mirror, he could not see what she saw.  His 
folks always tried to lift him up, but he was heavy-spirited.

The  closer  he  got  to  the  red  beam of  light,  he  noticed  more 
clearly that it pulsed and crackled.

“What  the  fuck  is  going  to  happen next,”  he  whispered.   He 
pulled out a picture of Heather.

Her rosy cheeks were always so jolly, it was a wonder what she 
ever saw in his dark moods.

Perhaps she felt it was her mission in life to cheer him up—or 
maybe  she felt  that way about everyone in her life—since she had so 
much light to give, uplifting another was really just a cinch.

The voices of the Wynderlites rang in his ears in unison, rising 
up from the forest pitch:

'The first cross is a crisis of heart—where crush turns to crutch
—and you learn what you've lost.  Her name is not Heather—nor goes  
by any name at all—for it is in you who you love and leave.'

He stopped in his tracks, holding up the picture of Heather to see 
her under the  light.

Her face was fading—as the photo faded before his eyes--into a 
blank white square that suddenly caught fire—causing him to flinch and 
let it flutter to the ground, eaten up into hot ash.

Whatever it  all  meant,  all  he could be sure of was that  it  felt 
more real than a dream.
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III. OF ANCIENT SIN & STARDUST

Kyle pushed through the brush to see a clearing where the ship 
had landed.  The massive red beam pulsed in a throbbing rhythm that 
boomed through the bushes—setting the eerie trees aflutter as the owls 
and cats scattered—and crickets reached crescendo in tempo with the 
collosal column of light.

Standing fast out in the middle hulked a huge female Sasquatch, 
surrounded  by a  dozen  Greys.   The  short  and  skinny,  big-eyed,  slit-
mouthed aliens  stalked about  her slowly.   Some of them had electric 
prodding rods.  One had an electric net and was readying to toss about  
the creature, presumably to shock it into unconsciousness, Kyle guessed. 
Even being half-dead seemed tame to seeing this.

The Squatch suddenly roared, as the net was flung—and it just 
tore through it—ripped it apart with her massive hairy warms—even as it 
shocked her a hundred times.  She barely flinched a bit.

The Greys seemed intimidated.  Perhaps they were not prepared 
for finding this on planet Earth.

They talked amongst  themselves, perhaps debating what to do 
next.  The Squatch was not striking out any one, just luring them closer. 
It almost seemed as if she was doing it on purpose.

One Grey suddenly lunged in, thrusting his electric rod at the 
Squatch's  back.   Then two more  did the  same—and  she screamed  in 
agony—then fell to her knees.  They had adjusted for her tolerance level, 
pushing their charge levels into space.  Smoke literally drifted up from 
where she was singed.

Kyle was not sure what to do.  He had mixed feelings about the 
whole  situation,  like  maybe  he  should  forget  the  whole  idea  about 
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finding himself and go try to find his truck again.  But he knew that was 
only wishful thinking, that his new mission was real—and he needed to 
complete it, no matter how dangerous it might seem.  He did not want to 
die.  He had been a fool—but one chance remained.

His only thought was that he was not sure who he wanted to see 
left standing by the end.

The Grey with the net had upped the charge as well now and 
roped the  bigfoot  up  so  she  could  not  move.   The  Squatch  now lay 
unmoving at  the  feet  of  Greys—who then lifted her  up,  carrying  her 
toward the boarding plank of their flying saucer.  All Kyle could think 
was that if the Greys were alien, they might be more trouble than the 
Squatch  herself.   He  had  heard  theories  that  Squatches  were  Earth's 
keepers by birthright—sentenced to roam the world waiting to protect 
her from extra-terrestrials.  Perhaps she ate men for food—but guarded 
Mother Nature like Earth were a sacred paradise in space.

But if the Greys were government, then they might be the better 
bets, for who to befriend, if Kyle's presence was outed in the ensuing 
moments.  Kyle was not sure what to do.  He needed evidence, some 
kind of proof for later, so he could show others after he had returned to 
full mortality—but the Greys were too far now—he would have to run 
closer, get a better angle through the long grass.  On a whim of courage 
or  craziness,  he  pulled out  his  camera  and darted into the  clearing—
furtive  on  feathered  feet,  bouncing  along  on  the  Soulfyr—two  soles 
dancing through the reeds, skipping across the stream—bringing up to a 
ridge much closer to the Greys as they reached the boarding plank.

He pointed his camera and started snapping—but forgot he left 
the flash on and panicked.

The Greys stopped and looked around.  Kyle froze and fell to the 
ground, hiding under foliage.

The full moon was out again, from behind ghoulish clouds—as 
the stars myriad shimmered.

Kyle  breathed  heavily,  pulsed  pounding.   He  felt  faint.   He 
fumbling with his camera, daring himself to take another pic  This was 
his chance at fame.  His site could rake it in.  Once click was all it took, 
to take down the hits and get rich.  That's all he ever really wanted, to be 
a famous ufologist.  Kyle Kane, Greyhunter.  But he was not the natural 
daredevil.  He loved mystery but detested risks.  He popped his head up, 
only to see the plank folding up into the ship.  The red beam of light fed 
back into the sky,  disappearing once more—then the saucer began to 
spin, hurdling a hundred strings of red and blue light about until it fired 
aloft,  twisting  toward  the  moon—and  out  of  sight.   He  stood  up, 
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cowering under the stars in the middle of the clearing.  He looked down 
at his camera, flipping through the finder to see the image he had caught. 
He zoomed in on the Greys closer—and then to the Squatch face.  Her 
eyes were rolled up into her head.  He wondered what they planned on 
doing with her and shuddered.

Suddenly he heard a snapping twig behind him and to the left. 
He ducked again for cover—espying back through a stand of saplings, 
only to see two Greys still stood in the clearing.  It did not seem that they 
had seen him.  He took a few more pics and circled about,  down the 
stream a ways. 

The two were talking to each other, too far off to hear if it were 
english or some alien tongue.

The one pulled out some kind of hand-held receiver and began 
chirping into it, high-pitched.

Then they marched into the wood and Kyle followed, creeping 
along behind them in the dark.

He followed them deep below the forest crown, into rainforest 
untouched by the mind of man.

Parrots  squawked  from  hanging  vines,  as  starlight  twinkled 
between a canopy fathoms dense.

Monkeys screamed in staccato—as crocodiles bellied up to green 
swamps and waded under.

He trailed them around the foot of a great cliff—until he came to 
a great canyon pass bridge.

They were already on the other side—so he stepped up to edge 
and looked down—spinning.

It was a sturdy wooden bridge, but heights were his enemy—and 
there was only fog far below.

He looked back but buffered himself and braved it onward.  He 
just needed to get a better pic.

He could not help but think he was an awful far way off from 
home already—getting farther.

Half-way across, he made the mistake of looking over—but the 
fog distorted depth perception.

He felt faint and faltered, dizzy from not seeing bottom, teetering 
side to side so light-headed.

Looking up, he saw the sun break dawn—heard birds for the first 
time—drew in sharply once.

The cold air threw a slug in him and his mind snapped back to 
reality—feeling eyes on him.

He looked side-to-side,  seeing a  Grey at  each end.   The one 
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spoke into its receiver unit.
The other unrolled its electric net and prod.  They both began 

down the bridge closing in.
He could not move.  He did not know what to do.  The moment 

was too much to handle.
His  hand  suddenly  let  go  of  his  camera—and  he  watched 

helplessly as it plummeted down.
It  sailed into  the  fog  far  below,  getting  swallowed up by the 

misty abyss, his dreams dashed.
This was both his greatest chance yet at getting a good pic of one 

of their faces and he blew it.
He climbed up on the rail, causing the two Greys to stop in their 

tracks.  “I'll jump, I swear!”
He was just grasping at straws in his panic.  He had no reason to 

believe they cared if he did.
But they did care, apparently, to his great relief.  He felt for his 

gun in the back of waistband.
It was there and either fully loaded or less one bullet, depending 

whether his suicide was real.
Since there  was no hole  in  his  head from where he had shot 

himself out on the lake, for his body had been given reprieve during this 
time in between lives, he assumed that the last bullet was still left in its 
chamber.   There  was  only  one,  for  he  had  only  loaded  up  one,  not 
intending  to  need  more.   It  occured  to  him,  however,  that  if  the 
Wynderelves were right, like in quantum paradoxes, whether there were 
one  bullet  or  none  in  the  gun,  was wholly dependent  on  whether  he 
believed he deserved to die that day—whether he had killed himself or it 
was all just a vivid dream—as he observed the chambers.

He pulled the gun out, but he was afraid to look.  The Greys did 
not blink, but the one put its prod away and produced a gun, which it  
aimed,  firing—hit him right in the chest,  punching him back over the 
edge—and the other Grey dashed in to catch him but he was plummeting 
into the gorge.

As  he  fell,  he  could  see  them  climb  up  onto  the  railing 
themselves.  They jumped together.

All three of them plummeted through striations of fog faster than 
light but they could not tell.

It felt like slow motion, as he observed the Greys surfing the air. 
They had zipped down their sides and between their legs, then sported 
kites between splayed limbs like flying squirrels or soldiers.

So their  descent  slowed up—and he watched them seemingly 
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climbing higher, as he crashed.
Flipping  over,  to  face  down,  he  started  to  try  to  manage  his 

descent with stiff arms and legs.
Suddenly then the fog disappeared and he was a hundred miles 

up over open ground, over the farmlands just north of New London—and 
falling fast.  His heart started into an instant panic mode.

Arching his neck, he saw the Greys far above, swooping after 
him.  They had apparently come right out of the clouds in the sky, as if 
slipping between dimensions or space—putting him in peril.

It  was  then  that  this  fists  first  lit  up,  in  the  Soulfyr—and he 
realized he could light up his whole body in that icy flame.  He learned to 
fire it from his feet and push himself closer to the city.  He was learning 
to fly, but not fast enough.  He punched it right over New London and 
zig-zagged in a downward spiral, desperately attempting to get his power 
under control, but unable to master it then.

He shot into alley dumpster like rocket, instantly vaporizing the 
garbage, singing the metal bucket to a crisp so that four sides fell over,  
leaving him lying in tatters, naked and yet liberated.  His clothes were  
burnt off but his body was perfectly intact but for a few cuts and bruises. 

He felt free for the first time in as long as he could remember,  
his greatest phobia shattered into a million shards of doubt, leaving only 
confidence in himself again. 

Then through the grogginess he heard a smack as something hit.
It was his camera, landing in the middle of the alley, fully intact.
He went and picked it up.  It was still working, like he expected.

He did not know why, only that epiphanies were now dawning.
He checked the skies and all around for Greys but saw nothing.
It did not matter.  He knew they were here, coming after him.
So he would draw them.  He went out into the street for a cab.
He took it across to the bay, giving himself time to think.
All he needed was that shot and his life was changed.
A few good stills of anything off-world would do it.
It was the proof that he was not crazy all this time.
Ever  since  he  was  abducted  by  aliens  so  long  ago,  he  had 

struggled with the memories,  being told they were fabrications of his 
subconscious, not real.

He knew they were too tangible to be just fantasy.
He knew humans were not alone but had to prove it.
He had to show it to others so he could be normal again.
For once in his life he would walk tall and proud once more, no 
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longer letting this weight around his ankles drag him down, ruining his 
relationships in real-time.

It  was a crutch from the past,  a  cross  to  bear  and a  crisis  to 
resolve, but all of the consequences stretched out through the present and 
beyond as far as the mind's eye could see.

He saw now how everything he had ever loved had vanished for 
this cause, everything he had ever cherished had been dashed to bits by 
this plague—all that he ever wanted was lost for this mission.

In trying to save himself he had been damning himself all along, 
yet this one final chance at reaching end of his quest was too tempting to 
resist—and he felt like he had already past the point of no return long 
ago—so there was no point in turning back now--and despite his regrets 
he must finish it.

He directed the cab to Heather's apartment, where he let himself  
in with the key and crashed in her bed, deeply inhaling her scent.  She 
was at work but he was happy just to be with her sheets again.

His eyes fluttered shut as he succumbed to the sandman and sunk 
deep—deeper than dreams.

Mystix the Squatch struggled under straps.  “Where am I ...?” 
she hissed long, sizing up the Greys before her with disdain.  Her kind 
were sworn against them, foreigners from another plane.  Earth was her 
land, not theirs—and she would do everything in her power to eliminate 
the cancer.

The lead Grey stepped forward, dressed in crimson robes.
“Perhaps it would be better to ask where you are not.”
He pointed to the opaque glass wall before her, which suddenly 

turned  transparent,  revealing  a  rocky  landscape  stretching  out  before 
them—and a vista of starry space—with the Earth above.

“You are on the hidden side of the moon.”
 “What do you want with me foul thing?”
“You will be returned when we are done.”
“What in the blazes does that even mean?”
“You will find out and then you will forget.”
The Grey leaned in, inspecting her up close.
She yanked against her straps, snarling hard.
He smirked, with his slit mouth—eyes bulging.
“Do  you  know  how  long  we  have  been  after  you?”

“What?  After me?  For what reason you demon!”
“Well, not you, just one of your kind.  Forever.”
“You will die before you are done wicked one.”
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“I have no doubt, if you were free.”
“Do not mock me,” she roared.
The Grey flinched, unsure.
It almost looked as if she could break those straps.
But he relaxed again and turned back to the vista.
“It is such a shame, that we may have to destroy it.”
“What are you talking about?” she barked, aghast.
“Got too much at stake, to let the humans win.”
“We only help the good humans,” she argued.
“The good humans,” the Grey said and paused.  “They are the 

ones we are against of you mangy dog of earth.  We are the Ancients—
and this is our land not theirs.  We come from the swamps—and we walk 
among you—but you cannot know our name.

“This is the Endgame that we have engineered.
“Man is the Squatch we infected with our DNA.
“But that was not enough to eradicate your filthy genes from our 

planet Earth.  Even by possessing these evil bodies, we have not been 
able  to  contain  the  humans.   They  yet  persist  with  their  dreams  of 
individual rights, love and free will.  Too many of them still cling to their 
spirits, despite our best efforts to strip them of religion, to deny them 
access to the esoteric—to chain down their hearts.”

“What are you?” she intoned, toning it down a bit.
The  Grey  paused.   “You  already  know  do  you  not?”

“No,  tell  me  ...  at  least  give  me  that  for  my  trouble.”
“Very well, but you will not remember tomorrow.” 

“Then for today alone I will know what it is I hunt.”
The Grey approached her side, looking in her eyes.
“You have the universe in there, Earth deep in tune.  You were 

always the sun, while we were the moon.  You were the fire, while we 
were stone and ice.  We waited below, biding the millenia, prehistoric 
brains bent on breaking our eternal foes mammals.”

“This is a suit, isn't it?” she hissed.  “Show yourself!”

“Kyle ... Kyle, wake up,” Heather whined, pushing him.  “You're 
taking up the whole  bed,” she complained,  snuggling in next  to him. 
“Where've  you  been  lover?   I've  been  missing  you.”
Kyle slowly came to, remembering everything.  It was nearly day two 
and time flew.

“I took a ride to the lake.”
“Because of our fight babe?”
“No I just needed some space.”
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“Did you find what you wanted?”
He sat up, breathing out long.
“No, not yet.  Unfortunately.”
“Then what will you do today?”
He pulled gun from under pillow.
“I've got a few loose ends to cut.”
“Asshole,” she croaked, rolling.
He turned.  “What's with that?”
“You don't even know do you.”
“Know what?  Honest hun, what?”
“It's my birthday, stupid.  Gawd.”
He winced.  “Babe, I'm so sorry.”
“But you're going to go anyway.”
“I've just got this one thing to do.”
He checked his camera, recharged.
“That's always the way with you.”
“I promise I'll be back before dusk.”
“And if I wait forever then what?”
“Then I'll make it up to you forever.”
“You're damn straight you jerk.  Go.”
She pushed him out of bed.
He put his pants on, splitting.
Grabbing a coffee, he planned.
The Greys would be around his haunts.
He would make himself available at once.
Then he would unmask the little villains.
Today he was calling the shots in order.
First, he won back his self-respect.
Next, he got home to his girlfriend.
Finally, the good life would resume.
First, he headed over to his own pad.

The Grey refused to remove its suit.
Mystix returned to fury, losing faith.
“What  you  see before  you  is  not  us.   The Greys  are  but  our 

puppets, very old men we have twisted into our eternal servants, while 
we control them from beyond visible light.  We are the Lizards of Old, 
that reptile that only you Squatches do not know intimately.  The humans 
at least have us alive in their minds, but you, pure of Earth—you were 
never turned.  We came to this world before you ever lived, but you were 
sprung from it, not us.  We come from Sirius.”

17



“From  the  Great  Black  Pool?”  Mystix  gasped.   “In  Squatch 
legend, you are known as the Scaled Death.  We believed you to have 
retreated into the Hollow Earth.”

“Indeed  we  did—and  to  the  Moon—awaiting  the  return  of 
Nibiru--”

“--when  your  Ancestral  Annunaki  might  reunite  with  you,” 
Mystix finished, quoting from her childhood, when she was taught of the 
Lizard Kings and their old rule.

The Grey nodded.  “Your traditions preserve the truth in whole. 
We are the Ancient Sin, the dark side of humanity, the profane light and 
the subverted providence.  You and us are all just stardust, to be sure, but 
when it comes to matters of mind and heart—ever we part.

Mystix nodded gravely.  She was told the Scaled Death had no 
empathy,  which  made  them  merciless,  impossibly  powerful  enemies. 
She could feel this Grey's cold pall all over her.

An  old  version  of  the  Devil's  Fable  occurred  to  her,  which 
included some rare verses at  the end about  how some 'Serpents were 
saved from themselves, for while their greatest weapon was owning the 
mind of man—what they never knew was their hearts once beat in love.'  
She found it hard to imagine, from what she had heard that day, that any 
Reptilian could ever turn good—but she clung to the hope. 

“Then what is your purpose with me?  Surely I am of no use.”
“Oh, on the contrary.  We must prepare the Earth for our Elders 

return—which means wiping out the good humans en masse.  But ever 
we loathe to reveal ourselves, so first we will use you.”

“How?  I will have none of it.  My people will fight you.”
“Actually, you will kill for us, doing our bidding on cue.”
“Impossible, you could never make me if time stood still.”
The Grey flipped the window into a screen of Mystix's brain.
“We are nearly done mapping every node, then we own you.”

Mystix's jaw dropped.  She knew she had to escape or die trying.
“Once we've programmed you to hunt good men not bad, then 

we will return you to Earth to begin your killing spree.  We will also then 
begin re-programming your brothers and sisters by the thousand, until 
every last one of you is turned into a soldier of death against everything  
you love.”

“NOOO!!!!” Mystix screamed, once more testing strap strength.
“Say good-bye to your old self forever, beast from the garden.”
“I ... will ... NEVER ..!  SERVE ..!  YOU ..!  DIE ... ... !!! !!!”
The Grey turned away then back, shrouding Mystix's head in a 
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hood.
Blackness  fell  over  her  eyes—as  she  whipped  about  roaring 

high.
She  felt  the  Grey  whispering  in  her  ear:  “Kill  a  few for  me 

okay.”
She felt  herself  being lowered back onto a  table  then pushed 

along.
She felt a hot beam pass over hear—and her mind went black 

blank.
Then she heard her orders,  including to forget everything that 

had happened since first seeing the Greys land in their ship—and to go 
forward henceforth and kill good men.

She  repeated  her  instructions,  slipping  in  and  out  of 
consciousness.

But she was not wholly under their spell, for they were careless.
She was their first experiment with mind-forming a Squatch.
What they did not know was since Squatches' R-complexes were 

not  switched  on  the  way  humans  were,  they  were  even  less  easily 
controlled, without that Achilles heel.

One minute she would be intent on death for good men—then 
the next she would emerge as if from a fog and remember everything, 
including all that the Grey had told her.

Finally,  her  hood  was  removed  and  she  was  rolled  out  on  a 
gurney. 

She was pushed down a long corridor as she slowly surfaced.
Urgency tugged at her mind to pull itself together, to escape.
But then she would flip back again, into the zombie mould.
Finally, her eyes snapped open fully and she had a moment.
With all of her might, she broke free of her straps and ripped her 

hood off.  The Greys in charge of her jumped back—as she climbed off 
the the gurney and grabbed the closest one, throwing it against the wall, 
crumpling its small frame.  The other one took off running.

She chased, unable to refrain from roaring after it in the hunt.
She caught it, but just as she snapped its neck, ten more came.
She turned and ran the other way, desperately seeking a hatch.
She found a vent, but it was too small to fit her hulking rack.
At the next cross-corridor, she spun right, praying for a break.

Sliding doors opened up down at the end revealing Annunaki.
The lizard men wielded guns, setting sights squarely on her.
She stopped, raising her hands slowly.  The lizards grinned.
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As they approached her, the Greys also closed in behind.
At the last minute, she jumped up, grabbing a ladder above.
She climbed into a shaft the led upward, as the lizards fired.
The photons shot all around her, a few ripping into her hide.
Just in time she reached the next level and left the shaft.
The Greys were now climbing after her,  but she did not stick 

around to watch.  She raced down the corridor, hoping perhaps to take a 
hostage or set the place ablaze.  Anything she could do to disrupt the 
operation up here would save her spirit in the eyes of her kin back on 
Earth, but she was running out of time.  The lizards were forming flanks 
on levels above and below—and shafts either side.  They entire ship had 
been alerted—and one Squatch was not going to be enough to hold them 
all off.  But even as the Greys caught up to her, she never gave up.  They 
swarmed on her—and even as she ripped them to shreds, wailing like a 
banshee—more came, more piling on—until it became a bloodfest with 
bodies of Greys strewn about everywhere, before the second wave, of 
lizards came.

The Annunaki also met with similar rage--and similar fates, for 
they had orders to take the Squatch alive—so they were forced to engage 
her at arm's length—and she was their superior in strength, agility—and 
drive.  She had the force of right on her side and would not stop, even in 
the face of certain death, while the Scaled Ones were cowards at heart,  
deep  down  inside,  who  ultimately  faltered  when  so  clearly  out-
challenged.  She pounded and flailed, clawed and crushed, mangled and 
scalped and skewered.  She finally seized one of their guns and mowed 
them down by the dozen.  They were sliced up by the automatic fire of 
her photons, until every last one of them was also dead—and she stood 
huffing and puffing over a graveyard of Greys and Annunaki—unsure 
where next to turn.

Kyle's place had been visited.  Clothes were strewn everywhere, 
drawers pulled out—everything laying in disarray.   It  felt  chill,  like a 
footprint they left behind.  It was the Greys.

The door had been left open and his cats Cain and Abel were 
gone.  

He  picked  up  the  phone  and  dialed  Heather  but  she  did  not 
answer.

“Damn it!” he cursed, slamming the receiver down.  He wanted 
them in his sights, but now they were playing games.  They wanted him 
dead simply for being a witness to the Squatch's abduction, so they could 
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afford to be coy and cunning, perhaps torture him for awhile first, much 
like cats do mice.

But he had no time for such ploys.  He was not interested in this 
involving his loved ones or anyone for that matter.  He loaded his gun up 
and retrieved a cleaver from the kitchen.  He checked the weather on the 
net and found that a stormfront was blowing in fast.  It was going to be a 
dust up. 

Afternoon was  waning as  he made  his  way through the busy 
streets.

He could walk to Heather's faster than take a cab in this traffic so 
he did.

He found her door open and bed in a mess but she was gone and 
coffee was hot.  He found an envelope with his name on it lying on her 
pillow.  He grabbed it and bolted downstairs.

He  left  her  building  in  a  haze,  unsure  where  to  go  next  but 
needing to get there fast.

The security guard in the top hat at the front door frowned at 
Kyle's earnest expression.

Kyle almost got hit by a black sedan while crossing over toward 
Black Palace Theatre.

A white van cut him off--stopping.  The back opened and four 
men in blue jumped him.

As they pulled away,  one of  them unbuttoned his  work shirt, 
showing his glowing heart.

They  were  the  Wynderelves checking  in  on  his  progress. 
Deodorph was up front driving.

'How is everything going, Kyle?  Have you found out what the  
Universe is trying to say?.'

“Are you fucking kidding me?  I've been too busy dealing with 
these Goddamn Greys.”

'Maybe the Greys are a part of the story, what do they have to do  
with you?  Think Kyle!'

“I don't know, alright, none of it makes any sense.  I've always  
wanted to catch an alien.  It's all my website needs to really have a shot, 
then Heather and I can retire to a tropical island and get away from this 
city that's the problem.  It's the traffic and the gas prices and the rest 
driving us so crazy we forget to love each other.  I'm sick of it it—and 
this is my big break, what I've been waiting for—but somehow I feel like 
I'm supposed to be doing something else.  Heather didn't  want me to 
leave this morning—she's been so sick of the ufo sightings taking me 
away from her.  Christ, guys, you gotta help me—they've got her and I 
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don't  know what I'm supposed to be doing.   Just  tell  me  what  to do,  
okay?”

'We don't know, Kyle, this is your trip.  You gotta decide what  
the answer is before time is up, that is all we know.  We've seen some  
join us—and some figure out the lesson and go on up higher.  But it's up  
to you, we're just here for ... let's say, moral support.'  Deodorph pulled 
into a parking lot.

“Well,  alot  of  Goddamn help  you  all  are,”  Kyle  spat  and let 
himself out of the van.

'Please, Kyle,' Deodorph pleaded after him.   'We need to talk  
soon, we want to help you work it out, think it through.'

“I don't need you, I'm done!  I can do it alone!  By MY rules this 
time.”

'Kyle, what are you talking about,' Deodorph inquired, now at  
his side.'

Deo had ditched the van and was following Kyle now, tugging at 
him.

“Leave me alone,” Kyle cut back, slapping Deo's hands off his 
elbows.

'Kyle, let's not be rash, you have to use this time to learn the  
Three Keyes.'

Kyle  stopped for a moment.   “I  know ...  'The first  cross is a  
crisis of heart—where crush turns to crutch—and you learn what you've  
lost.  Her name is not Heather—nor goes by any name at all—for it is in  
you who you love and leave.'”  He tapped his temple.  “I'm on it, dude.”

'Kyle, we hear those words on the wind, we do not know what  
they mean, anymore than you do ...  Do you think it means you should  
stop hunting ufo's?  Is that the First Keye?'

“I  think it  means  you're  stalling me ...   Why?   Who are  you 
really?”

'We're the Wynderelves--'
“BULLSHIT!” Kyle hissed, shoving Deo against a brick wall. 

“Who are you?”
'Kyle, I promise you ...'
But Kyle had had it.  He grabbed Deo by the throat.
Deo's body lit up in the green glow of his heart chakra, 
“Listen to me, whatever you are, I do not care why you died, nor 

why I did.  I am here now, with this same power as you, but I also have 
my body—I also have my head and heart—and so I'm good to go.  I'm 
sorry for your  problems,  but  I got  problems of my own.  I  got  some 
Greys to catch and a girl to save and I'm going to do it without your help 

22

because so far you're just getting in the way!”
'You need us!' Deo begged.  His bioelectric essence was surging 

into  overload—green crackling  energy leaping  and dancing  about  his 
body in arcs of light.

“NONSENSE!   I  need  no  one—and  NOTHING,”  Kyle  said, 
letting  go  of  Deo.   Deo's  electromagnetic  vortex  settled  down again, 
reducing further shock and suspicion by passerby.  “Who is in charge of 
you?  Who do you answer to ... when you go back up there?”

'Kyle,  we  never  go  anywhere,  we're  always  right  around  the  
corner watching you ...  We're not allowed to ... go back up there, as you  
say.  That's the whole point, don't you get it?  We're trying to redeem  
ourselves, while you are in the process of needing redemption.  You can  
still stop yourself.'

“Yeah, well just watch me not stop myself.  Not this time.”
Deo grimaced as Kyle stalked away into the throng.
He was never very good at this, hence his damnation—but being 

the Wynderve Highyn meant  he was next for Passing On—if only he 
could get Kane in line.

The van pulled up.  He jumped in and it sped away.

Kyle cut through an alleyway and across a parking lot.
Opening the envelope, he found it read: Lizard Lounge.
He headed for the pub he knew so well. They watched.
He found a dark corner—and soon Heather stopped in.
She appeared to be alone and she came right over to him.
He got up, but she waved him back down.  She sat down.
“Kyle ...  Did I just daydream or something I'm lost ...”
“Heather, what's going on ...?  What did they do to you?”
“Nothing, Kyle ...  I'm fine ... What are you talking about?”
“What do you mean, you just came here out of the blue?”
“One minute I was ... in bed ... the next I was walking in.”
“You ... don't remember anything else beyond that—at all?”
“No ... not really ...” she sighed.  “I must be losing it, really.”
“Heather ...” Kyle said quietly, looking all around the bar.
“Did you see ... anybody odd when you walked in here?”
“No,” she said, rubbing her eyes.  “I knew to look for you.”
“How?  How did you know I would be here right now?”
“I thought you would know ...  I feel tired, honestly.”
“Okay, we're going home--”
“What?  But we just got here.”
“Not if I can help it, let's go ...”
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He grabbed her arm and helped her up.
She followed him out but in confusion.
Kyle was not interested in the games.
He would not play into Grey hands.
This was his day to take command.
He could feel the Soulfyr burning.
To Hell with the Three Keyes, he thought.  To Hades with the 

Windereves.  To Death to the thought of Passing On—but to Hell with 
going back to mortal flesh.  He liked how the Soulfyr felt.  He would be 
Damned  if  he  had to  give up the  best  proof  he had ever  had of  the 
supernatural.  He could not guarantee he would catch a Grey, there was 
no chance he would see the Squatch again—but he could keep his power 
given—defy the Fates and take the third road on purpose.  He would 
remain in between worlds, just like the  Wynderelves, but he would not 
seek absolution.  He would savour every sip of sin.

If it was the sin in suicide, then so be it, he would acquiesce, but  
nothing could make him spend infinity trying to learn how to forget the 
past.  He could do that in a heartbeat—and then set about making up for 
lost time, taking the world by storm—restoring Heather into his arms—
and much more.

 
Mystix paced down the corridors, taking out random Greys and 

Annunaki as she went.  She found a great glass bridge that gave her a 
good view of the moonscape.  The tower stood tall over a network of 
tunnels and buildings, all tucked away in the corner of a giant crater.

She crossed over to the next building, but the door was locked—
and her presence detected.

Greys soon swarmed in from back over the bridge—and she saw 
lizard men other side the door.

She would lure them all in, then in a final blaze of glory, shatter 
the glass bridge with photons.

But as the Annunaki reached out for her—she fired and the glass 
did not break—but the photons reflected back, ricocheting five times a 
second slicing them all up.  They all hit the floor, but not before most 
were dead.  Mystix herself was shot right through the chest and she bled 
hard.

She  stood  up  again,  only  to  be  clubbed  in  the  face  by  an 
Annunaki mace.

She returned the favour with a monstrous upward crush to the 
lizard's face.

She spun around, smashing down two Greys that had snuck up 
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behind her.
She roared in victory, call echoing down the glass bridge in both 

directions.
She had won again, served odds back to the Gods and gone and 

gotten mean. 
She had had enough of the pussyfooting around the throne—and 

wanted blood.
She was heading back to the main deck, where Grey Vedek had 

held her.
She wanted answers—and she would have them.  Revenge was 

over target.
Her killer instincts were now kicking into overdrive and she was 

loving it.
“Bring  it  on,”  she  hissed.   “Time  to  shed  some  light  on  the 

Scaled Ones.”
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IV. WHERE EVERY WORLD ENDS

Kyle and Heather caught a cab to the train station.  The plan was 
to take it up to Darkhill, where he had some friends who could put them 
up—let them lay low for awhile.

He needed to figure out what type of game the Greys were up to, 
before he made his next move.  Once he was sure Heather was safe, he 
would return to New London on his own.

His  Soulfyr was getting more powerful now, he could feel it in 
his bones.

The got  their  own roomette on the train,  for  safety and some 
privacy.

After  Heather  shut  the  door  behind  them,  they  both  relaxed 
immensely.

Seven went out for some coffee and muffins when Heather heard 
a knock.

“Come in,” she said, thinking it must be an attendant after their 
tickets.

When no one opened the door, she got up to see who it was—
trepid.

There was no one in the corridor.  She frowned and closed the 
door.

Seven  soon  returned  and  she  told  him  about  the  mysterious 
knock.

He shrugged but was secretly worried the Greys were on their 
heels.

He  went  for  a  look  around,  on  the  excuse  of  fetching  the 
newspaper.

26

He checked all  the  front  cars,  up  to  dome  level  and  back  to 
luggage.

There  was  nothing,  no  sign  of  Grey  anywhere  in  sight.   He 
sighed.

He sat down in the dome car to read the paper and keep an eye  
out. 

The  first  page  headlined  blazed:  ROGUE  HABITABLE 
PLANET.

It read about how a planet had been detected on course for Earth.
Its presence explained certain gravitational anomalies of orbits.
He could not  believe what  he was reading,  but  did not  really 

care.
He was more concerned with getting the Greys at that moment.
He  looked up  out  the  glass  dome  into  the  night  sky  as  they 

rolled.
The  trees  either  side  looked  like  jagged  monsters  marching 

along.
The twilight stars shimmered—with the full moon hanging on.
The article said this 10th planet, or Nibiru as Sumerians called it, 

would come across the far side of the Sun and present itself in Earth's 
sky all  of  a  sudden one morning,  dawning like  a  banshee.   It  was a 
planet, that like all planets, contained an inner sun in it's hollow core.

It's outer shell was doused, but its furnace still burned over.
It was a dark sun--a dark, ugly sun on course for Earth.   
Its elliptical path through our solar system happened only every 

many millenia, when its inhabitants the Annunaki would then visit, going 
back as far as 200,000 years ago—when amphibians were first spliced 
with the DNA of lizards—and the hybrids were born.

Kyle  sighed,  setting  the  paper  aside.   Next  to  Nibiru—Greys 
were lame.

All his life since he was a kid he wanted to beat ufo disclosure to 
the punch.

But if this article was right, they would be seeing the 10th planet 
dawning soon.

Then, everybody in the world would be an eye witness to the 
event, and nothing would ever be the same again.  Suddenly Kyle's quest 
to catch the Greys was cast a little more dimly.

A young asian woman came up into the dome car then, followed 
by a man in black.

The girl sat opposite Kyle, and began to listen to her pod while 
thumbing a magazine.

27



He could  see  in  his  periphery  that  the  man  in  black  had  sat 
behind him and to the left.

He could feel the man's gaze burning into him—and he suddenly 
had a thought dawn.

What  if,  he  wondered,  the  Greys  were  somehow in bed  with 
government agencies.

That, he thought, could well be an even bigger story than just 
some new planet.

Mulling over the notion,  plans for his site began to take new 
shape, and new life.

It seemed to him to be the perfect ploy, distract the subject with 
alien visitation, while observing unnoticed from the shadows.  He started 
to think his only protection might be real evidence of the Squatch, not the 
Greys.   They were after him to keep the Squatch covered up, not the 
Greys.  They likely actively promoted Greys in pop culture, since that 
would benefit their intimidation programs.

It did occur to Kyle that he might be getting a bit paranoid with 
the whole lot of it, but then again, nothing that had happened the last few 
days was any less crazy to consider, so he thought.

“What's your story?” the asian girl inquired, a little bit forward 
but seemingly friendly.

“Oh ... not much, my girl and I are visiting friends in Darkhill.”
“Oh, I'm from there ...  Who do you know?  It's such a small 

town.”
“I know everybody,  I grew up there.  It shaped my life living 

there.”
“We  just  moved  there.   My  mother  opened  an  Acupuncture 

clinic.”
“That's  great,  I've  always  wanted  to  try  that.   Did  you  hear 

about ...”
He  passed  her  over  the  paper.   “Oh  yes,”  she  said.   “We've 

known.”
“What do you mean?”
“It's a fable in our family.”
“That a planet would come?”
“Yes, but what can we do?”
“What did your story say?”
“That '[Snakes will fall from the skies and we will all be forever 

changed, as our ancient ancestors return to reclaim their slaves.]'”
“Sounds crazy.  Believe it?”
She nodded nearly imperceptibly.
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“Well I have a hard time until I see it.”
She looked out the dome.  “Only those who want to see it will  

see it, the rest will deny its existence until the lizards land.  Even when 
their houses are stormed they will sever from reality and refuse to believe 
their very eyes.  They will die.”

“Bloody Hell,” Kyle swore, jaw dropping.
“No one knows the day, but it will be soon.”
Kyle suddenly realized the man in black was gone.
“Did you see that guy sitting back there a minute ago?”
She slowly shook her head, looking him deep in the eyes.
“Will I see you around Darkhill?” she said, smiling now.
“Um ... yes, of course.  I'm Kyle by the way, nice to meet.”
“I'm Cordelia.  I cannot stay now, my mother is waiting.”
She got up and left.  He noticed smokes in her back pocket.
He wished he could light up, but it was a non-smoking car.
He returned to make sure Heather was okay.  She was gone.
But just as he began to panic all over again, she returned.
She had just gone to use the washroom.  He hugged her.
“Where have you been?” she said.  “I was getting worried.”
“Just talking to a girl ...  Nevermind, I think I saw something.”
“What?   This  whole  situation  is  crazy,  Kyle.   What  are  we 

running  from?   Who trashed my apartment  like  that?   What  kind  of 
trouble are you in, just tell me, okay?”

“There's  no  time  to  explain,  come  on ...   We're  safer  around 
people.”

They went out to the dining car for a late meal but it was very 
quiet.

The  waiter  kept  looking  over  at  the  man  in  black  sitting  by 
himself.

“I'll have the salmon and she wants a burger.  Coffee and water.”
“The works,” Heather added.  “Salad.  Vinaigrette.  Green tea.”
“See that guy over there, he keeps looking our way, I swear it.”
Heather went to look.  “No ... don't just look ...  Wait a second.”
She waited and then pretended to drop her fork, catching a shot.
“Oh, he looks creepy, why's he wearing glasses it's night-time.”
“I think he's been following me.”
“Why?  Was he the one at my place?”
“I don't think so ...  But I've got an idea.”
“Has this got something to do with your job?”
“Security State?  I ... haven't told you yet.”
“Told me what?  Oh shit, Kyle ...”
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He nodded.  “Just got laid off.”
“I'm so sorry, after all that.”
“Guess I was right all along.”
“You were suspicious for sure.”
“Well now I've got other plans.”
“But what about this dude in dark.”
“It's something unrelated, that's all.”
“Did you start gambling again, Kyle?”
“No, I swear ...  I will explain in time.”
“You've got to start talking to me soon.”
The waiter came back.  “Call for you ...”
He pointed at the phone at the front.
It seemed suspicious.  “I'll be a minute.”
He walked up past the man in black.
Picking up the phone, he paused.
Looking back, the man still sat.
Heather was sipping her tea.
“Hello?” he spoke reservedly.
“The Second Keye is a matter of mind--where time turns to dust

—and you learn what you must.  Its name is not magic--nor goes by any 
name at all—for it is in you who you are—and who you become.  Reality 
casts more doubt than love.'

He hung up in a hurry, spinning.
The man in black was getting up.
Heather turned to look back at them.
As the man passed her, she winked.
Kyle came up behind, concerned.
“Did he look at you weird at all?”
She shrugged, frowning.  “Nope.”
They started back to the roomette.
“So who is this Reggie friend?”
“Oh—old high school buddy.”
“What does he do?  Is he cool?”
“For sure.  He fixes up bikes.”
“Like bicycles or motorbikes?”
“Both—and snowmobiles.”
“Oooh, I've always wanted--”
“One day at a time, but fine ... You just relax and pretend like 

we're on vacation.  That's all Reggie needs to know too.  Then I'll take 
care of business and we can get back on track.”

“Whatever—you'll tell me when the time is right—I think you're 
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just over-reacting, whatever it is ...  Why don't you just talk to the guy,  
sort it out?”

Kyle chuckled.  “I will, babe.  No worries.”
They finished up their meals and retired.
The rocking of the train was relaxing.
The slept in each other's arms silently.
The full moon in the sky seemed to smile.
He never would have imagined the Squatch was on that rock in 

space, still alive, battling for her mind and her home planet Earth—trying 
to drive a stake into the heart of the Grey lunar colony.

Mystix approached the main deck.  She had found her way back, 
for they had not taken her far.  She had dispatched a few more Greys 
before reaching the final Annunaki guard.

She  approached  it  in  long  black  robes  she  had  ripped  from 
another Annunaki.

It did not notice anything usual until the last moment, then she 
growled pouncing.

The lizard man spun on cue,  cutting upward with his  scythe, 
slicing up Mystix's face.

She roared in disapproval, gnashing down on the serpent alien's 
neck, tearing tendon.

Beyond  the  door,  on  deck,  Grey  Elder  Vedek  sat  patiently, 
ordering a ship-wide stand-down.  The Squatch had proven more strong 
of mind and body then any of them had anticipated—and he was pleased, 
for this only meant more bloodshed once they had her in their service.

Her mind would be a harder grind,  but  they would break her 
nevertheless.

They  had  patience  as  long  as  the  universe—and  many  more 
tricks to try.

Neuroscience was everything and more to them—and they had 
mastered it.

The Reptilians did not have the scope of the neo-cortex, but they 
did  have  the  unending  drive  to  excel  at  deception  and  manipulation, 
without hesitation, without shame but a strong pride.

The door was opened with the thumbprint of the guard who hung 
dead in the Squatch's arms.

She slowly walked around in front  of  Vedek and dumped the 
guard's body before him.

“There is your pathetic defense.  Now you will do as I say or 
face the same fate shortly.”
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“Bravo!” Vedek said, applauding.  “I am most delighted in your 
performance.”

Mystix stepped up to him, menacingly.  “Listen to me Grey.  I 
mean what I say.”

“Oh ... I do most assuredly believe you.  But do you think one 
guard was all?  Do you not think I could call a battalion in here at the  
slightest inflection?  All I need to do is say so.”

“Then why have you not done it?  I will take on them all!  But 
you first ...”

“No wait,” Vedek implored, holding out his hands as she closed 
in on him.

“Speak  your  case  quickly,  Grey,  for  my  patience  runs  short. 
What  use  are  you?”
He gestured toward the glass screen again.   The vision snapped from 
space to Earth.

Mystix recognized the city as New London.  She had not stalked 
its streets in some time.

“This is what all your efforts are for, Mystix ...”  A ship came 
into view, descending.

It hovered above the buildings for a bit, before being joined by 
many more saucers.

“They are cloaked, so the humans cannot see them.  We have 
them everywhere.”

“What are your plans?  I thought you wished for us to do your 
dirty work for you.”

“Oh, we do.  That is still the case.  But we will be watching, 
ready to clean up.”

“So  after  we  have murdered  most  of  mankind,  then you  will 
swoop  in  to  rule?”
“Yes—or if you fail—then we will wait for orders from Nibiru when she 
arrives.”

“So no matter what I do here, it matters not, for my world is lost
—and you have won?”

“I  would  not  put  it  so  dramatically,  my  dear.   You  will  be 
returned to your forest havens, after all is said and done.  We will not 
bother the Squatch after you have done this one deed—as long as you 
stay  out  of  our  business  and  let  us  rule  civilized  Earth  alone—
unchallenged.”

Mystix stood long and quiet, grimacing at the pride they would 
lose. 

“Very well,” she said finally,  turning back from the screen to 
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him.
But  then,  out  of  a  flash,  she  grabbed  him by the  throat  and 

squeezed.
He tried to call out for help, but only a squeak came out, falling 

short.
“So much for the cavalry, when I have your voice-box in a vice-

grip.”

Kyle was jarred awake in the night by a great rumbling and a 
dull thud.

The train had just passed over a bridge, but now he saw a hand 
out the window.

Something  was  on  the  outside  of  the  moving  train,  crawling 
across the glass pane.

Kyle  caught  his  breath,  almost  yelping—careful  not  to  wake 
Heather.  His heart worked hard.  He reached for his gun.  It was one of 
the Greys, now peering into their roomette.  It saw him.

Kyle scrambled out from under the sheets.  He shut the blind on 
the window and dashed.

Out in the corridor, he started toward the next car in a panic, 
when he ran into Deodorph.

“Kyle!” 
“Deo?
“Thank God we found you ...”
“What are you doing here?”
“We couldn't just leave it.”
“Deo, this is not the time.”
“But this is all the time left.”
“The Greys are on their way.”
Deo did not looked surprised.  “That is because you have not 

learned your lesson.”
“It is NOT because of THAT!” Kyle growled, slamming the wall 

next to Deo.
“This has gone on too long Kyle, they're going to damn you to 

being with us forever, that is not what you want is it ...?  What about  
her ...”

“What  about  who  ...   Heather  ...?”
“Won't  you  miss  her,  when  you're  with  us  ...”
“I will NEVER BE WITH YOU!!!” Kyle roared.  He turned toward the 
next car and opened the door and then the side emergency exit, stepping 
out between the two cars of the moving train—reaching around for the 
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ladder and starting to climb up.
“KYLE!” Deo called after him futilely.  He sighed and climbed 

out after Kyle, frustrated that this was his big assignment, someone who 
would not listen even if his life was on the line.

“KYLE!  It doesn't work like this ...  GOD will NOT let you just 
do  whatever!!!”
The two of them stood atop the car now, as it rushed along in the night,  
shooting  stars  spearing  the  sky  now above  them—full  moon  shining 
brightly, lighting up every dancing shadow.

Kyle  spotted  several  Greys  creeping  along the  cars,  climbing 
down either side.

He turned back to Deo, grabbing him by the collar.  “There IS 
NO GOD, Deo!!!  It's all in your mind!  You think you have this grand 
purpose, that you made some mistake ...  But this is a gift not a curse ...  
We have been given these powers ... AND the chance to stay on Earth. 
Why don't you embrace it like I am ...?” Kyle said, almost cackling now, 
at the cosmic absurdity of it all.  “I'm having a great time here Deo ... and 
it's all thanks to your supposed curse!!!”

“But what happens when ... HE comes to take it back, Kyle?”
“Who is this HE you speak of?  Have you seen him even once?” 

Deo hesitated and Kyle shook his head.  “No, I didn't think so.”
Kyle turned to go after the Greys.  “Either help me or go home!”

Deo sighed again.  He was blowing his big chance, but he could not let  
Kyle get killed on his watch, even if it meant throwing the Three Keyes 
out the window and going rogue.

He plodded after Kyle along the top of the train as it now wound 
through snowy-capped mountains.  The chill wind blew hard, but they 
used their Soulfyr to keep planted on the roof energetically, icy blue fire 
flaming up from their shoulders, pushing down their centres of gravity.

Kyle  approached the two Greys that remained on the roof.  It 
look like they were sitting waiting for further orders, when they noticed 
him and Deo.  He brandished two fists of Soulfyr.

Deo  lit  up  his  whole  body  in  his  trademark  green  glow, 
positively vibrating.

“This  should  be  the  easiest  decision  you  ever  made,”  Kyle 
boomed over the rush of trees whipping by and coyotes crying in the 
night.  “Leave this train or die where you stand.”

The lead Grey blinked once then raised a gun.  He fired but Kyle 
blocked it.

He  deflected  the  Grey's  photon  blast  with a  swath  of  Soulfyr 
from open palm.
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The Greys looked shaken, as if they did not know Kyle and Deo 
were not human.

'Let's end this ...'  Deo said, stepping forward.  “This does not 
need to happen.”

“They will not listen,” Kyle corrected.  “Do not be tricked by 
their appearance.  They will be deadly in a flash at a moment's touch  If 
you look away just once you might end up dead.”

“I  think  I  can  take  care  of  myself,  newcomer,”  Deo  dissed. 
“This is my lead hand.”

The second Grey threw an electric net at them.  Kyle  jumped 
straight up, but Deo was ensnared and electrocuted.  He convulsed on the 
roof of the train, when suddenly, a tunnel through a hill rushed right up
—and Kyle landed just in time to duck down, just as the Greys turned 
around to both catch the brick lip of the tunnel with their heads—going 
decapitated in a nanosecond—leaving them alone.

Kyle cried out: “DEO!!!  HOLD ON!!!”  They rushed through 
the pitch of the tunnel.  Kyle dared not move until moonlight returned. 
The moment it did and crawled over to Deo.

The electric net was no longer active, the Grey and it's remote 
device being crushed—but Deo was unconscious.  Kyle checked for his 
pulse, but could not find it—so he pressed both hands against Deo's chest 
and summoned the Soulfyr—charging Deo once, twice—three times ...

Finally, on the fourth charge, Deo coughed and choked, spitting 
up blood.

“My friend, you are not getting out of helping me that easily,” 
Kyle kidded.

Deo smiled.  'Can't believe we're doing this, you're supposed to  
be learning.'

“Who says my lesson has to be giving up ufology?  That's your 
deal, Deo.  Besides, I don't care about getting shots of Greys anymore, I  
just want to get rid of them—and snap a Squatch.”

'Well, maybe, but when we were debriefed on the Mount, the gist  
was you should quit.'

“Wait, I thought you said that you had no idea, about the plan for 
me—that this was all just as much a mystery to you as it was to me ...  
What do you mean, when you were debriefed?”

He helped Deo to his feet and they carefully climbed down into 
the car below.

'All I know is there's a flash, and then it's like a waking dream.  
We  every  Wynderelf  find  ourselves  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  Mount  
Miramar in French's Forest—and we climb.  We know not why or for  
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whom our mission should fall—but we just climb.  Finally, broken and  
thirsty by the top, we kneel again, this time before a great shining vision  
of God, with lava spitting up from the mouth of the volcano behind him—
and he tells us the Three Keyes and Rydlles of so-and-so of such-and-
such ...'

“... and what did your God say about Kyle Kane of Darkhill.  All 
good things I hope.”

'He said you were possessed by fantasies, thereby losing your  
girlfriend and family.  He said you must come to terms with the fact that  
there are no Greys, no Squatch—no men in black.'

“But now you've seen them.  There's the bloody legs left over 
from them over there.”

'I know!  I know ... but you have to understand, we always see  
what the new one sees.  It doesn't matter what his or her lessons are, we  
go through them with her.  If you believe in the Greys, then so do we—
and they will exist as long as this window of warning lasts.  Your time is  
almost up, my friend.'

Kyle  smirked.   “Good,  can't  wait  to  get  it  over  with.   In  the 
meantime, Heather needs me.”

He headed forward toward their roomette, with Deo reluctantly 
running along in tow.

'Maybe I should tell you the Third Keye just in case.  It might  
mean something to you.'

“Why would you wait?”
'Truth loves small doses.'
Kyle stopped Deo dead.
He squeezed his shoulders.
“Second thought, keep it.”
'You don't want to know?'
“Not if my life was on it.”
'But it just might be Kane.'
“Your God.  My Way.”
Deo nodded low.
Kyle turned off.
They marched on.

Vedek struggled to speak.
Mystix loosened her grip.
He breathed: “Sleep ...”
Her eyes went blank.
She forgot herself.
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Remembering her orders.
She let go, standing down.
He stood up, straightening.
“It is a shame we could not talk like civilized beings, Squatch. 

But now you see, even though we have not fully broken you yet, it is but 
a simple thing to flip you back into our fold.”

She nodded vacantly.  All she could think of was squeezing the 
life from the eyes of good men.

Vedek called in a flank of guards who were waiting just the other 
side of a nearby door.

They shackled Mystix down double-strong this time, with double 
their  number  at her sides and more alert  now to her unsteady trance. 
They had a tranquilizer shot ready the moment she struggled.

“Take her back to the Psikotron and start  from the beginning. 
We will have her heart and soul yet, if it is the last command I give,” he 
said, stepping toward the view of Earth, pondering long.

He was a sage, a knight of old, from when men knew their place
—and Kings ruled right.

These days,  however,  things had changed.   The world was in 
turmoil, from the uprising populaces to the weak-willed rulers.  But the 
Annunaki were going to change all that, restore the order that was natural 
to Earth's kingdom—whereby the lizards sat atop the pyramid—and the 
mammals cowered below.  The snakes would bring back the iron fist, 
down on humanity—with his help.  

He had been the fabled one of the Dark Ages, who had entered 
the lair of the Dragon and survived—but it was not for his strength, but 
his wisdom in surrendering his  will.   From that  day forward,  he  was 
possessed by the Dragon's mind—and though he became immortal, his 
body  began  to  shrink—eventually  forcing  him  to  become  a  hermit,  
hiding out from regular folk—until modern times when these suits were 
invented  to  carry forth  the  plan  of  the  Serpent—the  greatest  trick  in 
history.

Finally,  when  the  Greys  believed  Mystix  was  sufficiently 
brainwashed, they loaded her into a return pod and Vedek attended to 
confirm her final orders and send her off.

“What  are  is  your  mission,  Squatch  Mystix.   Who  do  you 
serve?”
“I serve you, Elder Grey Vedek.  My purpose is to kill all good men.”

“And who is  your  primary target,  before proceeding with that 
plan?”

“Kyle  Kane  of  Darkhill—and  his  girl  Heather  Horn  of  New 
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London.”
“And what do you remember of our meeting, of everything else 

said?”
“Absolutely nothing,” she said, but faint flashes, it still came back.

“Very  good,  then  off  with  you  beast,  do  our  command  in 
earnest.”

Mystix  gazed  from  her  pod  as  it  blasted  off,  leaving  Moon 
behind.

Lying in wait on return home, she flipped between memory and 
nil.

One second she salivated at the thought of good men's  blood, 
then the next she recalled the programming and schemed how to stop the 
Greys from destroying humanity.  

“Heather!” Kyle called, bursting into their roomette.  She stood.
Deo stepped in behind him, checking the corridor before closing 

door.
“Who is this?” she said.
“Deo ...  I'll explain later.”
“What is the matter now?”
Kyle turned to Deo.  “Back in town, I think they had Heather but 

then released her ...  Why do you think they would do that?  Just games?”
“Maybe it was a message.”

“But saying what exactly.”
“Hmm ...  Listen Kyle, this is probably a longshot and not what 

you want to hear, but maybe they were trying to tell you to back off.”
“You mean leave them alone?  But they were the ones after me.”
“Are you sure, or the other way around?  Or does it  go both 

ways.”
“It doesn't matter, I'm not after them now, if they just leave us 

alone.”
“Well after what happened to those two they might be pissed off 

now.”
“What happened to what two?” Heather interjected.

“Nothing—alright, listen ...  Heather,” he said.
He took her by the shoulders and sat her down.
“I'm going to tell you everything now in a minute.”
“Fucking finally.  I've been feeling totally left out.”
“Um ...  Should I leave?” Deo pointed to the door.
“Ya, maybe stand look-out, we won't be long.”
“Look, babe ...  I'm not crazy, but crazy things--”
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“How about save some time and start at the end?”
“I ... I could do that, well ...  I guess it's like this--”
“Let me guess, it's about another girl right?  I get it.”
“No ... what?  Wait a second, Heather ...” he said.
But until she saw a Grey for herself, he did not bite.
He could not bring himself to tell her aliens were afoot.
The last thing he needed was for her to think him paranoid.
She was already jealous of the ufology enough that it mattered.
But the moment one of these Greys reared their ugly mugs in 

front of her, she would know for sure.  He just had to keep thinking of 
excuses for staying in Darkhill until he figured it all out.  

“It's not about another girl, ...  My dad's sick and I need to see 
him.”

“Why didn't you tell me?  Kyle ...  I would have come anyway.”
“But there's some other stuff. I need you to trust me, just once.”
“It's Christmas, babe.  I'll go anywhere as long as I'm with you.  
She pulled him close and kissed him, when he noticed a twinkle.
It was not a look he had ever seen in her eyes before.  He smiled.
He kissed her back, hard and long, relieved to be with her again.
They fell together onto the fold-down bed and began at it madly.
Nibiru could rise tomorrow and he would happily live it  with 

her.
“I'm not leaving your side even just one more time for anything.”
“Promises, promises,” she said and laughed, tossing head back.

Outside, Deo checked his phone.  It read: 1 New Message from 
Om.

He sighed.  He could not ignore him forever.  The phone rang 
again.

“Yes,”  he  said,  answering,  while  looking  out  at  the  passing 
landscape.

“No, I haven't been checking my messages.  I've been busy.  Yes 
...  No ... No ... not yet ...  I haven't yet, no ...  Listen, I've been doing alot  
of thinking ...  I feel like ... as if ... just maybe he's not crazy ... no ...   I  
mean it ... I mean ...  I'm seeing what he's seeing, too ...  I know, but it's  
more real than usual.  Usually it tunes in and out, but these ... Greys ... 
they feel real to me ...  He's on to something.”

“Yes, I know, you told me before ...  Aliens are angels not little 
grey men.   But maybe  they're  not  alien.  Maybe  they're  from here ... 
Christ, I don't know ... look, just give us some more time, I'll help him 
work it out or whatever ...  I know, it's my eternity on the line.  Believe 
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me, I get.  He thinks you're going to let him get away with going it alone.  
Okay,  alright  ...   I'll  try  my  best,  but  he's  convincing.   No,  I  won't 
interfere anymore ...  Taking the girl was not right—and it backfired.  It 
was  supposed  to  make  him  give  up  on  the  Greys,  but  he's  still  ... 
conjuring them every chance he gets.

“No, he wouldn't listen to the Third Keye ...  Oh---look I got to 
go--” he said, seeing a Grey.

It stood at the end of the corridor.  He looked down the other 
way and saw another over there.

He went to warn the two, but heard them love-making and pulled 
back.  He turned back scared.

The  Grey  to  the  right  raised  one  hand,  signalling  with  two 
fingers—then began to back away.

He looked back and saw the other doing the same.  He started 
after the first, now determined.

He could not take his gaze off it's eyes.  He almost seemed to be 
leading him along at times.

Kyle and Heather climaxed to a soft knock at the door.  “Kyle!” 
she cried in a hush pointing.

“That's the same knock as before ...”
Kyle jumped, putting his pants on.
He opened the door but saw nothing.
“Maybe it was the wind or something.”
“Kyle, that was clearly someone knocking.”
Then there came the knock again, louder.
“Damn it!” Kyle hissed, ripping it open again.
There was nothing there and he slammed it shut.
“Okay, then ... just leave it open,” she said.
So he did.  “Deo's probably getting coffee.”
He sat in silence as she finished dressing.
“So did you hear about this new planet?”
“Ya—but no worries.  It'll never show up.”
“Why do you say that?  Everyone says so.”
“Because nothing ever happens for real.”

Deo started chasing the Grey, that ran.
It disappeared into the luggage car.
He searched everywhere but lost it.
“Damn it,” he spat, pushing someone.
He saw he was getting angry these days.
He used to be an angry person, in life.
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His suicide had been an exit from it.
But ever since, it still lingered on.
He had not left it behind even now.
Perhaps it was because of being between worlds.  He still had 

that mortal passion pushing him over the edge from time to time.  He 
could not help it—and it was his lesson he had yet to learn.

His  face  grew  red  as  he  stormed  about  the  passenger  cars 
checking everywhere for the Grey.

An attendant tried to ask him what he was looking for, but he 
scowled and chased her off.

She went to tell the engineer and get security.  
Just then Deo thought he heard thuds from above.
He left the car and climbed outside up top again.
There he saw the Grey just suddenly jump off.
It disappeared into the wood falling behind.
He was not even with Kyle and he saw it.
He saw the Greys with his own mind's eye.
It could only mean they were real even to him.
He returned to the room and rapped on the door.
Kyle answered.  “Where's my coffee, brother?”
“I ... couldn't find any,” Deo replied, winking.
“Can I speak to you in the hall for a moment?”
They stepped out together.  “What happened?”
“I saw two of them, I went off to follow one.”
“You should have told me what was going on.”
“I tried to!  You were too busy getting it on.”
Kyle smirked.  “Shit, sorry.  What happened?”
“It got away, I mean, like literally off train.” 
“They want to stay close but never too close.”
“You think it's all about the Squatch don't you?”
“Well, sort of—that's exactly when it all started.”
Deo turned around, looking down.  “Kyle ...
“I got another message from Om, my Astral Guide.  He ordered 

me to continue dissuading you from these Greys,  no matter what they 
want ...  He believes it's all in your mind—and you must battle through 
it, to realize you are summoning these visions--”

Kyle went to interrupt him.  “But wait,” Deo said.
“I want you to know, I'm not going to follow orders.”
“What?  Deo, listen ... you don't have to do this ...”
“It's nothing to do with you, Kyle.  I was going to—”
“This is my life ...  You've already suffered for yours.”
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“It's not that.  You see, I saw ... well, let's just say, I believe you  
now ...  That those Greys are real—and I don't know what to think of it.  
How could the Om be so wrong?  The Om is never wrong, Kyle, ever ... 
It's just not possible, goes against everything.”

“So now he has a name, Om.  What else are you hiding?” Kyle  
said eyeing Deo dead on.

“Nothing,  I  swear,”  Deo  said  nervously.   He  was  beginning 
himself to wonder who was Om.

Heather opened the door.  “Are you boys done yet?  I'm thinking 
of staying up until we arrive.”

“Ya, we're just about done here,” Kyle said, pulling her close. 
“By the way, this is my old friend Deo from Darkhill, I just happened to  
bump into him coming home ... from your sister's in New London, right 
Deo?”

Deo nodded.
“Ah ... nice.”
“But  I  should  get  going  for  now,”  Deo  said  and  left.   Kyle 

noticed train security passing by shortly after and they closed their door 
again.

Heather sat and stared out the window.
Then came a high knock at the door.
Kyle answered it to see the security.
They checked their tickets and left.
Kyle sat down to check the internet.
He went to the weather forecast first. 
Sunspots were on the rise, storms brewing.
He sighed, leaning back, unsure of tomorrow.
In any case, he relaxed, knowing home awaited.
If the world must end, Darkhill was the place to die.

42

V. OUTLAWS OF THE MULTIVERSE

Kyle fell asleep for a half hour while Heather watched over him.
Her cell rang and she answered it.  'The Beast is on her way ...'
“He has no clue.  Typical man with a heart in between his legs.”
'You were not to seduce him Lyra, that was not in your script.'
“I have no script anymore.  You sent me to babysit a wild man.”
'You will not have to do it for long.  The Squatch will kill him.'
“Just make sure that position you promised is held open for me.”
'You will never work in the field again.  This assignment is final.'
“Between me and the others you've got him running three ways.”
'Be sure that he is not human.  We must be certain he can die.'
“There is another of his kind, named Deo—probably more.”  
'We cannot afford errors.  If they bleed, then we will carry on.'
“And if they don't?  We've come too far on to turn back now.”
'Exactly, so if we must, we will wait, until we learn of them.'
“They are interdimensional like us, but Kyle does not know it 

yet.  I do not think he has quite opened his Third Eye yet, more like he's 
blinking and still unsure.  The other, however, Deo ... he is a Master ...  I 
am afraid he will see through me if I let him linger long.”

'Then be done with him, if you can find a subtle way to do it.'

“Babe?” Kyle said.  He had been drifting up from sleep a minute.
“I'm here,  hun ...   I,  uh ...  was just  checking my messages is 

all ...”
“Ah, ... what time is it?  Oh, I'm missing it ...” he said getting up.
He went across to see the sunrise and put his hand on her back.
She purred and put her hand on his.  She kind of liked humans.
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Security pounded on Deo's door, but he did not answer.
They had seen him go in there and so knew what to do.
The retrieved the emergency key and unlocked it on him.
This was a last resort, but they needed to ensure his safety.
The attendant had described him as drunk and or a bit crazy.
But when they went into the roomette he was not in there.
They searched through everything, but he left not a trace.
He had simply summoned his Soulfyr and stepped away.
Through the mirror, he passed into the next dimension.
It was a trick as old as the world, of which he often tired.
These days he preferred sticking to one dimension more.
He preferred the challenge of dealing with his problems, rather 

than running off to just yet another one of infinite alternative planes of 
existence, forever leaving troubles for new troves.  

In his mortal life, he always dropped the ball before long—and 
as a Wynderelf, he suffered the same affliction, ever prone to giving up 
on those who needed him.

This was why it had taken him so long to earn Passing On—for 
only recently had he finally learned to hang in tight when the going got  
rough—not check out.

He must  have failed a hundred souls for every one he helped 
before, for every-time they screwed up, he was the one who got sick of 
trying and let them down.

But not this time, for with Kyle he felt different, done with fear.
Ironically, it was Kyle's very disdain for following the rules that 

might  free Deo in the end, if it taught him how to be a patient, loyal  
friend to someone—anyone—again.

The  train  pulled  into  Darkhill  and  Kyle  and  Heather 
disembarked.

“Where did your friend go?  I never really even got to talk to 
him.”

“Probably got off before us.  We'll see him again soon I'm sure.”
“Well I hope so, maybe we can stop off at his place on the way?”
“No ...  I don't know where he's at these days ...  He'll turn up.”
“Don't you have his number?  Can't you call him, make sure?”
“Why are you suddenly so intent on seeing him again anyway?”
“Well—no reason.  I just thought, since you two were so close.”
“We're not that close, I never said that.  Anyway,  let's catch a 

cab.”
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The  pod  landed  in  a  field  North  of  Darkhill,  automatically 
opening.

Mystix was awakened from her starry slumber,  set out on her 
hunt.

She moved quickly through old territory, intent on finding Kyle.
She could taste his blood already,  as fear washed over him at 

once.
She just kept thinking how good men must die and it was her 

will.
It did not occur to her that she had lost time to account for at all.
It did not seem strange that her values had suddenly changed.
No longer was she a killer of the evil in men, but its defender.
No longer did she think of the Earth first, but only human blood.
Now  at  last,  she  was  free  to  be  an  animal,  with  no  moral 

trappings.
He heart  was disengaged—her inner lizard set  free to rip and 

rage.
“RAWWWRRROOOARR!!!”  her  cry  boomed  through  the 

forest.
She came upon the highway, when headlights nearly blinded her.
It was the cruiser who had stopped Kyle before, his eyes bulging.
He had been driving all night without a sign and suddenly it was 

her.
He could not believe that she was real even though she stood 

before him.
He grabbed his radio handset: “This is Officer Humble on 88 just 

past Darkhill.
“I've got this situation here ...”
The  CB  crackled  and  returned:  'Hey  Ted,  what's  the  story,  

over ...'
“Oh Hey Nance, this Squatch we've been hunting, you know, to 

keep the Mayor happy ...”
'Yes dear, let me guess, you got another eye witness asking about  

the reward money.'
“Not  even  close  ...”  Ted  said,  gulping.  The  Squatch  was 

approaching his driver's side.
“Or closer than I  care for this  close to my holidays.   I  got  a  

positive ID on it.”
'Ted ... could you repeat that ...  You're breaking up ... a bit ...  

ID on what?'
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“That would be I'm looking at the Squatch as we speak.  Send 
back up ...”

'Ted ...?   Ted ...'  But Ted dropped the transmitter, grabbing for 
his gun.

Mystix  reached  out  and  ripped  the  door  off,  tossing  it  aside 
effortlessly.

“Good God!” Ted cried out, aiming his gun and firing.  She took 
two.

But the bullets were just like bug-bites to her—and she reached 
in.

She pulled Ted out, who quivered in fear, lifting him up to the 
moon.

She salivated at the thought of devouring him whole, no longer 
vegan.

Squatches were always omnivores, but unless pressed renounced 
meat.   When they did eat it,  it  was usually only in winter—and with 
preference toward non-sentient animals.  Even the ones she had killed the 
day prior, who were evil in heart, she had not eaten out of respect.

But today was different, she felt alive for once—and willing to 
do it all.

She grabbed Ted's gun from him and threw it across the road, 
growling.

But before her mouth met his neck, she had a better idea spring 
up.

She set him back down.  “If you want to live, do exactly as I 
say.”

Ted's  face  fell  pale.   To his  astonishment,  the  Squatch  could 
speak. 

“Tell  me,  human,  do  you  understand?   There  is  no  time  for 
delay.”

He  nodded.   She  had  him  get  back  in  the  car  and  contact 
dispatch.

“Ya,  that  was  a  false  alarm  there  Nance,  just  a  bear  in  the 
sunlight.”

'You don't say?' Nance responded in laughter, crackling in and 
out.

“But tell me there hun, could you run a name for me on the fly?”
'Sure, Teddy ...  What you got for me?  I'm all ears.'
“One Kyle Kane in Darkhill.  I need an address.”
'Okay, give me one minute.  I'm on the go tonight.'
“Why what's going on?  Anything strange in the air?”
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Mystix gestured for him to quit the chit-chat at once.
'Just everybody thinking the world is ending and all ...   Okay  

that would be Carol Kane at 222 Dove Crescent is my guess ...  No other  
Kanes in Darkhill.'

Before Ted could thank her for the help he was dead.
Mystix dragged him into the ditch then took his ride.
She was a feral huntress, but she still had half a mind.
She put on his hat and jacket, then drove down to Darkhill.

Deo hiked through the jungle up to Mount Miramar.
He climbed the overgrown trail up to visit with Om.
The small cabin stood unchanged on its cliff shelf.
The small man sat unchanged in his wicker rocker.
His long white beard was no longer, nor shorter.
His bald head still reflected the morning sunlight.
His crooked smile still disarmed Deo on contact.
“Afternoon, Deo, how nice of you to join me.”
“It wasn't my first choice,” Deo said, irritated.
“Ah, yes—you have been considering things.”
“Yes, many things.  Mainly why Wynderelves.”
“What do you mean, Deo?  I do not follow.”
“I mean, when you chose to save us, why us.”
“Because you were the suicides, as I've said.”
“Yes, but what about others who went too soon.”
“None go to soon but those who choose it first.”
Deo bowed his head.  Om was always like this.
“Cryptic to the very end, I see, Om.  True, no?”
“Deo,” Om said, pouring the Wynderelf tea.
“I have never misled you, in anything I've said.”
“Then tell me, Om, once and for all, who are you?”
Om was very quiet for some time.  “Finally you ask.”
Deo sighed.  “Sometimes we ask Keye questions last.”
Om smiled.  “You are beginning to learn at last, Deo.”
Deo smirked.  “You're not getting off that easily now.”
“Very  well  then,”  Om said,  moving  a  chess-piece.   It  was  a 

never-ending game he played with whoever came to visit him.  He was 
just  an Old Mage from the Golden Age of the magic  weald French's 
Forest,  which was a powerful nexus.  He had found immortality long 
ago, but only in the constant pursuit  of good, in saving suicidal souls 
from themselves.

Deo moved a knight, trying to remember how to play.
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“So  I  wyrded  this  globe,”  he  said,  spinning  the  world. 
Thousands of pin-prick red lights flashed all over it.  “These are those 
killing themselves every second.  I sit here and save them, as I did you 
Deo—from certain death—with just a wish and a breath—but on one 
condition—as the Fates have bound me to do—that you must in turn also 
choose to save yourself.

“Yes, I understand all of that, first hand—old man--believe me. 
Apparently  I've  been  living  in  your  game  for  quite  some  time,  but 
because I never asked—I never knew--”

“What did you think I was Deo?  God perhaps?  No, I'm afraid 
not, but I never directly tell the Wynderelves such.  It's far more effective 
if they think I'm Almighty.”

“So you are just a ... fraud?  Some sorcerer behind a veil?”
He felt his blood pressure rising.  Om was a liar all along.
“Nonsense!  I never lied in words.  You filled in the gaps.”
Om moved another piece, but sensed this game was over.
“But who gives you the right to interfere in mortal affairs?”
Deo smashed away the chess pieces, dashing the board.
“I believe I am doing right by mankind.  Judge for yourself.”
The globe lit up in green lights now.  “These ones I saved.”
“Good for you.  Just sounds like you have a God complex.”
Deo stood up—reaching over, grabbing Om by the collar.
“Deo, you are so close now, I can feel it ...  Before Passing.”
“Whatever, old man ...  There's a new game in town today.”
Deo shoved him to the ground and stormed out of the cabin.  Om 

followed, but the sunlight was too much, driving him back indoors.
“You cannot ignore your Calling Deo!  It will not work!”
“It's working so far!” Deo yelled back.  He walked on, free at  

last.”
He  heard  Om  in  his  head:  'Do  not  be  a  fool.   I  cannot  let 

Wynderelves just run amok.  The kid Kane can still make it, he has time 
left before his threshold is reached—but you, Deo, this is your ultimate 
chance.  I will cut you off from your  Soulfyr and it will eventually run 
out.  Do not make me do it, Deo—I do not wish it to go down this way.  
But if you disobey, Hell will Welcome you soon, Deo.'

“OLD MAN!” Deo roared.  “WHERE DO YOU THINK I AM 
ALREADY!!!”

Deo  grunted  and  turned  back  down the  path,  away from the 
cabin.

'Please, Deo,' the old man whispered in his ears, now desperate.
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Om did not want to watch Deo go, they had grown so close now.
But he knew it was his duty to see the Soulfyr remain unabused.
So he pulled Deo's piece from his custom Wynderelf chessboard.
From thence forward, Deo's  Soulfyr would dim over a spin of 

Earth—so that nothing remained to keep him from Passing On—and he 
would die, having forsaken his Calling—and be bound for Hell.

Om poured himself some ginger tea and stepped onto a shaded 
porch.

The walls of Miramar blocked in one side of the view—forest 
beyond.

The wood called out to him, wildlife echoing up the sides of the 
Mount.

This was his home and it had been so for nearly an eternity it 
seemed. 

He was reluctant to give up on a Wynderelf any day of the week.
But the sacrifice of one was the survival of many in his logic.
The Fates would not allow his Game to ensue unapproved.
They did not like idea of cleaning up after rampant lives.
'Godspeed, to you, Om of French's Forest, in your Quest to Save  

Lost Souls,' they had said, in their signature enchanting harmony.  'But if  
your Wynderelves ever veer from saving themselves, then we will end  
your experiment and ensure you practice magic no more.'

“I understand,” he had said.  “And I thank you for this!”
So he had go about his ways, through the days, steady.
He had plodded along—following the plots of his pawns.
He had divined the Three Keyes, through trance writing.
He had met with the Wynderelves and instructed them.
Together, they saved many lives—including themselves.
But theirs was a closed circuit.  This was a singular operation, 

divorced from the whole of reality.  This was a loop-back to a second 
chance for so many under Om's tutelage—a take-back of a suicide, an 
early exit, in a life still left with unfinished business.

If word of the  Wynderelves ever got out—if any God or Devil 
ever knew—then the entire effort would be for naught—and centuries 
spent invested in it would become worthless.

No, Om would not all Deo to ruin all that all on his own.  He 
would go down just as that bullet out on the frozen lake had taken him—
and this time he would stay head.

Grim—with  a  new  focus—Om  closed  his  eyes  and  remote-
viewed Jax,  his assistant  werejaguar.   'Jax,  you  are summoned to the 
cabin, I have some business for you.'
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Jax arrive shortly,  in  his  biped  form,  approaching  Om's  table 
with purpose.

Jax never  said a  word.   He  listened at  length—and he killed 
without hesitation.

Om sat waiting for him.  He invited Jax to sit and asked him 
what he smelled.

“I  smell  a  man  ...  I  think.   He  smells  of  Death,  but  yet  he 
walks ...  A Gatewalker.”

“Close—not that, but one of my own blends.  His  Soulfyr will 
expire  in  three  days,  at  which  point  you  should  have  little  problem 
dispatching him.  Consider this your last debt to repay.”

Jax brightened up.  
“Yes, your freedom.  You've earned it.”
Jax stood to go, eager to carry out the deed.
“But just be careful, for he has friends ... and tricks of his own.”

Deo stumbled down the mountain, drunk on a sour note or high 
on a fever, however he chose to look at it.  One minute he was brooding, 
then next elated to be free at last.

But the timer was on, he did not believe Om would let him go so 
easy.  

His warnings were well heeded and Deo would not linger long 
around here.

The  snow  was  knee  deep  at  parts  but  he  ploughed  ahead 
oblivious to the pitfalls and perils of mountain-hiking all  around him. 
His mind was working over-time planning for contingencies.

The next stage could play out so many different ways he was 
going crazy comprehending it.

He knew he had to get back to Kyle and explain everything that 
had happened.

He went into the woods and then found a good clearing, where 
he spun.

He spun the  Soulfyr in whirling motions, deft like a fire-eater, 
until the green tendrils of light formed a torus shape around him—and 
the landscape before him changed to Darkhill country. 

It was a splice through space, as Om often said—and the next 
step he took was miles away.

He walked down the highway past the Welcome to Darkhill sign
—then thumbed it.

He figured if he caught someone going in to Darkhill they might 
know Kyle.
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He needed to  find  him fast  before  Om cut  him off  from the 
Soulfyr.

It did not take long before someone stopped, but they did not 
know where the Kanes lived—only that Carol Kane frequented the local 
bowling alley.  

“That doesn't really help me, I need to find her tonight.”
“Oh, she'll be there alright, she's there every single night without 

fail.”
They dropped him at Flint's Bowl.  “Wait, how do I find her?”
“Just look for the red-head, she's the only one in Darkhill.”
Stepping inside, Deo felt like six fingers and a glove.
All the old timers eyed him up as he looked around.
“Can I get you something dear?” a waitress offered.
“Sure, get me a menu ... and point out Carol Kane.”
“Oh, now who's asking, not some crazy ex I hope?”
Deo chuckled.  “No, friend of her son's, out of town.”
“NO SHIT!  You know, I never would have guessed.” 
Deo laughed, sensing the jibe.  “Alright, just a menu.”
He watched Carol bowl for awhile, drinking coffee.
“Did you decide what you wanted to eat yet dear?”
“Yes—I'll have steak rare—eggs over easy—OJ.”
“Coming right up hun.  Our Angus is all grass-fed.”
“Brilliant.  Not to worry, last meals always taste good.”
“Do you always eat breakfast in the evening sugar?”
“Oh—I actually haven't eaten in about fifty years.”
“Oh—hooo!  You must be starving then darling.”
She left.  He tried to act casual but felt otherwise.
He was reeling in his first free time in forever.

Kyle let himself and Heather into his mom's house.
He figured his mother was out bowling about now.
Reggie  would be out  drinking,  so he would bother  his  friend 

tomorrow.  Tonight,  he just  wanted someplace safe and secure where 
they could hide out.

“What about Deo, are you going to call him?”
“He'll call, trust me ...  Do you want cereal?”
She loved her cereal, so he filled her up.
“Remind me never to eat cereal again.”
“What ...?  But you love cereal babe.”
“Oh ... right.  Just joking.  Got more?”
“Anyway, anytime you want to crash.”
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“Okay, show me where to clean up.”
He led her into the guest bedroom.
She went right into the washroom.
He checked the window, shut blind.
He  set  the  alarm  for  early,  but  did  not  plan  on  signing  off 

anytime soon if at all.  He would watch Heather sleep and keep an eye on 
the outside.

His mom would come home and check on them.
They would only be there one night, just to be safe.
While Heather slept he switched on the television.
News 27 was reporting on the proximity of Nibiru.
According to new estimates, days or weeks were left.
He heard some noise coming from the bushes outside.
He went out with a flashlight but saw nothing odd.
Only when he turned to go back in did he see it.
A Grey stood in his doorway, looking out at him.
“What do you want with me?” he demanded.
It simply stepped back and shut the door.
He heard the dead-lock slide across.
His heart sank in an instant.
He pounded the door.
He howled in protest.
He tried smashing it.
His Soulfyr writhed.
He blasted it down.
He dashed inside.
The Grey stood at the top of the staircase.
He raced up there, as it shut itself in their room.
He tore the door open, but it was nowhere in there.
“Kyle?” Heather said sleepily.  “What are you doing?”
“Nothing ...   Nothing, hun ...  Go back to sleep, I'll be back.”
He went back down and shut the front door again, cursing aloud.
He leaned against the door and slid to the floor, nearly defeated.
The frustration was becoming too much.
He needed to corner these things soon.
Suddenly the door started to unlock and he jumped up in shock.
But it was just his mom coming home from bowling, with Deo.
“Kyle, your friend here was lost ...”
“Kyle, I'm so glad I found you ...”
“Deo, what are you doing here?”
“We need to talk, somewhere ...”
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“Mom—we'll catch up soon.”
Carol shrugged.  “I'm off.”
“Where are you going?”
“Got a hot date.  Later.”
“Not even a good-bye?”
“Son, I'll see you soon.”
Kyle scratched his head.
Deo smirked and shrugged.
They hoped that she was right.
Kyle led Deo into the library.

Mystix pulled into Darkhill.
The cruiser was conspicuous.
She decided to ditch it first.
She walked the remaining blocks to 222 Dove Crescent, losing 

the hat, but keeping the Sheriff's jacket on.  It was small on her and she 
looked ridiculous, but she figured even just a jacket might be enough to 
deflect  attention.   All  it  would take was one long look and someone 
would call the cops.

She  passed  a  long-haired,  squinty-eyed  old  hippie  who  just 
grinned and nodded.

She nodded back, winking.  He must have been too stoned to 
notice her fur.

Some drunks stumbled out of a pub, but they too were too gone 
to notice her.

When she got to the address, she spotted the man Kyle Kane in 
his window.

He  was  pacing  back  and  forth  talking  to  another  man,  arms 
waving around.

She approached the window, crouched in the bushes, peering in 
at the two.

“So ... what did you do then?”
“I shoved him down and left.”
“What do you think he'll do?”
“It's crazy, because now that I see him in a different light, I see 

that  he's  capable  of  anything  ...   Whereas  before  I  would  have  said 
nothing.”

“So we don't have much time.”
“None at all, really, honestly.”
“So we move quickly, then.”
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Deo turned up his palms.
“Nothing to lose,” he said.
“So  we  need  a  plan,  something  concrete,  step-by-step  ... 

flawless.”
“I  vote  we take out  Om before  he takes  us  out,  it's  our  only 

chance.”
“You really think he has that kind of power over us?  That he 

would?”
“Think about it ...  He's the only reason we're still alive.  We are 

dead.”
“Correction ...  We should be dead.  We did kill ourselves.  But 

he gave us new life.   How do we know he can take that back just as 
easily?  Maybe his powers only go one way.”

“That's just what I was beginning to wonder, actually.  He made 
the threat, but I didn't feel like he seemed so convinced of it himself.  I've 
never seen him do it before, send a soul to Hell.  But more than that, 
prior to us meeting, he had begun to fret about Nibiru's arrival.  He kept 
talking about how it would thin the interdimensional veils and his magic
—and that it was becoming increasingly difficult for him to track all his 
Wynderelves and communicate with them at a distance.”

“So he might have been bluffing.  He might not be all powerful 
after all.”

“I'm sure he'll  do something though.  He feels responsible for 
what we do.”

“Then  he  will  feel  the  blame  of  a  little  more  than  us  saving 
ourselves.  Isn't that what he wanted, after all?  Didn't he spare us to give 
us  a  second  chance  at  achieving  everything?”
Deo smirked.  “It's not how he saw us do it, but I'm in.  We go Outlaw.”

“He  is  not  the  Cosmic  Law.   He's  just  a  fraud,  an interloper 
egomaniac.”

“But there is one thing we must do, before we can be properly 
Deputized.”

“What do you have in mind?”
“You need to learn to Shyft.”
“What do you mean Shyft.”
You  have  the  Soulfyr,  but  you  never  use  it.   You can  move 

through walls, Kyle—through time and space—as well as fly and fortify 
your body and mind.  I can show you how.”

“Then let's work quick, before we lose the chance.  We'll march 
on Om.”

“We'll need to prepare.  Miramar is his backyard.  He has the 
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advantage.”
“No matter, we have the will.  We will get ready and delay no 

longer.”
“What about Heather, what will you tell her?  Does she need to 

know?”
“I will--” he began, but just as he spoke he noticed Heather by 

the door.
“I ... heard you two talking, just thought I'd say hello ...”
“How much did you hear?”
“Oh—nothing, just now ...”
“You remember Deo ...”
“Yes, nice to see you.”
“I ... was just leaving.”
“Drop by in the morning.”
“It's late, why not crash here?”
Kyle sighed, but she was right.  
“Well, if it isn't imposing too much.”
“No ...  Sleep here and we'll get started in a few hours.”
“Why, what's going on?” Heather said.  “What's up?”
“Nothing, we've just got some catching up to do.”
“Kyle and I go back,” Deo supported the story.
“Well, look ...  Let's all get some sleep soon.”
Outside, Mystix was beginning to form a plan.
But then, as the full moon came out from clouds, her memory of 

Vedek and the Greys returned—and she snapped back into herself.  She 
recalled Vedek wanted her to murder good men—and that she was being 
used as a pawn.  She grew furious, but also scared she might relapse at 
any moment.

If  she left,  no matter  how far  she ran,  once the mind-control 
kicked back in, she would return.

Up on the highway, the men in black drove on toward Darkhill.
“Wait, I think I saw something,” Huntington said.  
Rex pulled over, where they found Ted.
The Sheriff's body lay half in the ditch.
“He's still warm, the Squatch is here.”
Huntington alerted Headquarters.
“We are approaching contact.”
'Ensure the Kane is killed.'
“If the Squatch does not follow through, what are our orders?”

'Eliminate the beast, as well as Kane and his undead companion.'
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“What  do  we  know  about  their  abilities  yet?   How  do  we 
prepare?”
'We know they can Shyft and Summon.  Good luck.  Control out.'  

“Damn it,” Huntington cursed.
“We already knew that ...”
“What good are they ...”
“This is a death-trap.”
“Not necessarily.  Only the one Deo has shown Shyfting.  Let's 

see if the Squatch follows orders.  She may yet do all the work.”
“Everybody's an outlaw but us.”
“Above the law is better by far.”
“Whoever's left standing is best.”
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VI. THE WINDOW IS A MIRROR

Jax galloped into town on his mystical black steed Kormak.
He could still pick up Deo's scent enough to keep him on track.
He was mystified by it, yet committed to killing the Wynderelf.
Whatever earned freedom was worth doing,  whether moral  or 

not.
He  tied up Kormak  at  the  pub,  oblivious of  the  gawkers  and 

goons.
He  walked  down  the  middle  of  the  street,  when  some  kids 

cruised by.
They eyed him up as they pulled away, but he noticed not, too 

intent.
Then  he  spotted  a  Squatch  squatting  by  the  window  of  a 

residence.
He observed the lights in the house go out.  The Squatch went 

around to the side and seemed to be checking all the windows and doors 
to find a way in.  He wondered what the Squatch's business was with the 
Wynderelf.  He decided to wait and see what he could make of it.

Suddenly then a dark sedan pulled up.  Two men sat in wait as 
well.

Mystix was about to leave, to regroup her thoughts, when she 
sensed it.

It was the shroud of evil she had developed a sixth sense for long 
ago.

It  was  coming  from  the  house,  but  it  was  neither  of  the 
Wynderelves.
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It  was  the  girl  Heather.   She  was  different.   She  was  hiding 
something.

It  seemed  she  was  not  the  only  imminent  danger  to  the 
Wynderelves.

She tracked around the side of the house, found the side door 
open.

She lowered her hulking frame and stepped inside, careful and 
quiet.

She heard the  Wynderelves downstairs in the basement talking 
lively.

She saw a bedroom light on upstairs—and a shadow cast by the 
girl.

Huntington and Rex pulled into Darkhill.  They pulled up to the 
house.

“She's just entered in the side,” Rex said, monitoring her on the 
GPS.

“The Squatch is on the inside,” Huntington said into his headset.
'Copy that.  Are we sure she's here to do what she's supposed  

to?'
“You're  asking  the  wrong  man,”  Huntington  replied.   Rex 

smirked.
Back  on  the  moon,  Vedek  listened  quietly  to  the  entire 

conversation.
The  Squatch  would  murder  the  gifted  humans  and prove  her 

worth.
Then  her  entire  race  would  in  turn  be  twisted  into  mental 

surrender.
Finally, an all out war would surface between Squatch and Man.
Two people who once lived in harmony, when the Squatch was 

just a legend, would now clash in war, for the first time beast genius and 
smart ape meeting face-to-face.  It would begin under darkness, with the 
Squatch dispatching good men from the shadows, before finally going 
full out.

Then both sides would get caught up in an all-out World War, 
leaving  the  Greys  and  Reptilians  perfectly  positioned  to  strike  the 
wearied  victors  in  one  fell  swoop  and  take  back  control  over  Earth, 
reclaiming the throne of the world for their own—once more sitting atop 
the pyramid of time.

Kyle led Deo into the basement, where they could talk normally 
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and not wake Heather.
“Now  tell  me,  when  you  first  ...  began  your  Crossing,  did 

anything  strange  happen,  beyond  your  Soulfyr igniting  ...  anything 
unusual or different about time and space shifting or twisting?”

“Only, after I left you in the woods, the Greys pinned me down 
on a bridge ... and all three of us ended up going over the edge, down 
into this great chasm that went on forever before ...”

“It's okay.  It wasn't a dream ...  Usually your Shyft kicks in on 
its own at first.”

“We ...came out of the fog ... miles high in the sky ... like we 
teleported there.”

“I don't know much about the Greys, but I know their suits allow 
them to Shyft.”

“So you're saying they ... Shyfted all three of us up into the sky,  
for what reason?”

“Shyfting is complicated.   The fog mimicked clouds, so it was 
an easier transition.  They might Shyft between fog and cloud and water 
on a regular basis, so it would be more natural to them.”

“They did seem prepared.  They had parachutes.  Some things 
about them are human.”

Deo nodded.  “Perhaps more human than is apparent.  Perhaps 
even more than us.”

“Nothing would surprise me these hours.  So my Shyft can be 
influenced by theirs?”

“Precisely, which is why I wasn't sure at first if these Greys were 
just in your mind.”

Kyle  hummed,  beginning  to  swing  the  drift  of  this  strange 
business.   “Because  the  Soulfyr can  also  be  influenced  by  others' 
Soulfyr's?  Or what is it that allows me to manifest such visions?”

“It's your control over reality.  Just as there are the Keyes Thyre, 
there  are  the  Spirytes  Thyre:  the  Soulfyr,  the  Shyft—and  most 
powerfully,  the Synthesistika.    They work synergistically—and when 
you master all three you become truly powerful.  If nothing else, Om 
never bid us to do harm.”

“He still owes you your life back.  He still fooled you into this 
charade all this time.”

“We will give him one chance to redeem himself.  I will know if 
he's lying in the least.”

“If he is, then you know what we have to do.”
“It won't be as easy as you might think, Kyle.”
“It'll be easier than eternity in Hell, my friend.”
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“Okay, so how can I master my Synthesistika.”
“First, you must just empty your thoughts.”
“Okay ...  Ya, there's too much going on.”
“You'll never get there without peace.”
“Alright, relax.  Got it.  Check.  Next ...”
“Now look in this mirror, what do you see?”
“I see me looking back at me—and you ...”
“No ...  I mean what do you really see?”
“What do you mean?  That's what I see.”
“Is it what the mirror wants you to see?”
“Um, no ...  Mirrors don't want things.”
“The first lesson of Synthesistika, is that all objects are sentient. 

Even rocks have memory and can communicate with you.  This mirror is 
a person, Kyle.  It has a personality, experiences, biases ...  It controls 
what it reflects—and so I ask you, what do you see?”

Kyle shook his head in frustration.  He squinted.  Then he saw it.
“What the ...”  For a second, in a flash—he was a rotting corpse.
“Jesus!” he cried, turning away from his grotesque reflection.
“That is how we really look, Kyle, without Synthesistika.  The 

mirror  knows  who  we  really  are—and  how  temporary  this  Crossing 
really is—so you see, we throw up these faces all on our own.  We're  
already creating so many masks  from moment  to  moment,  all  in  our 
minds.”

Kyle  concentrated,  consciously  bending  his  reflection,  like  it 
were a circus funhouse mirror—until finally turning himself into a Grey
—and then a Squatch—and then a man in black.

“Very good ...  Well done ...  Bravo ...” Deo applauded.  This 
was the same trick he used to not look so deathly around humans and 
scare them off.  It was just a little mental make-up, enough to get him by,  
but not tax his thought processes too much.

“I can't believe I was already doing it all along.”
“It's a lot like learning to walk.  You remember.”
“Is this the crash course.  Time's running short.”
“Believe me, this is as short as it's gonna get.”
“Okay, alright.  Let's just speed it up a little.”
“We can step back to this moment any time.”
“What do you mean?  We can time travel?”
“In limited fashions.  It takes a lot out of you.”
“How do we do it?  What's the trick genius?”
“First, the second rule.  Everything that you don't create, that is a 

manifestation from outside your sphere of influence, is in turn still just a 
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conjuring—a dream of the universal background, all-seeing, all-knowing
—collective consciousness.  In that way then, it is still just as subject to 
change.”

As he said this, Deo stuck his hand into the mirror.
“Oh ... my ... God ...” Kyle uttered in amazement.

Mystix slowly mounted the stairs, highly alert.
The girl's  energy signature was so malevolent,  she could only 

conclude it was Reptilian.  Since she had now killed them in battle, their 
scent would never leave her.

If the girl was a lizard, then it was likely Vedek's doing.  Even if 
she took herself out to spare spilling innocent blood, the Reptilian was 
probably there to ensure the men died.

But if she got to the girl first, she might have a chance at turning 
the tide of death back.  

“She's climbing the steps,” Rex said.  “Now ...”
“We've got a situation.  She's heading your way ...”
'What?  You're fucking kidding me right, damn ...'
“No joke, get out of their before cover is blown.”
Huntington and Rex broke for the house on foot.

Jax saw the men in black jump out of their car.
They approached the house, kicking in the door.
He casually walked up and slashed their tires.
He would walk in their wake and wipe up after.
Dawn was just breaking when he saw Nibiru rise.
It was black as death and hanging next to the sun.
It was a dark bandit sun, like an inkblot on heaven.

“The  mirror  is  a  window—and vice versa,” Deo said and led 
Kyle over to the basement window, where they looked out of it across 
the front lawn.

“Tell me, what do you see?”
“I see ... nothing ... just the street,” he said, but then again there 

was a flash—and he saw himself from hours before walking up to the 
house.  “What the ...”  Deo saw it as well.

“It's a time flash.  You get snapshots from hours, days—even 
years before.  You see—this is the power of the window--the mirror ...  
two pillars ...  You need some type of portal, in order to amplify your 
Soulfyr and  Shyft  more  effortlessly  through  your  inner  world  of 
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Synthesistika.”
But when Kyle looked back out, the past-temporal reflection of 

himself  had  vanished—replaced  by a  view of  the  men  in  black  now 
approaching the front door—and kicking it in. 

“Christ!  What do we do ...”
“Follow me,” Deo urged.
He stepped into the mirror.
He turned, looking back out.
“The last lesson is this, that the moment before contact, you must 

clear your thoughts of all other eyes, so that the controls are clear—and 
there  is  no interference  from others'  observations.   Then you  will  be 
ready to jump.  Now jump!”

Kyle held his breath, dumped his thoughts—and followed Deo 
through the mirror into the lush jungle realm where he had followed the 
Greys before.

From that moment, time was suspended—and they had a chance 
to think.

“Where are we?  Or ...  when are?  I  feel  like I've lived here  
before—like it's so familiar.”

“Primordial times.  Look at the green rivers—the spotless blue 
sky—the gators.  This is where the mind first goes, because it's where the 
mind evolved from—the reptiles.”

“You  mean  the  base  of  the  brain  stem  right,  below  the 
mammalian.”

“You  are  correct.   This  landscape  is  the  seed  of  all  your 
thoughts.”

“So when the Greys led me here, it might have been me doing 
it?”

“You might have led them here, in fact.  Then they chased you 
out.”

Kyle  nodded.   They tracked about  a  bit,  careful  of  slithering 
denizens.

“So when I jump, I will learn how to go elsewhere, in time and 
space?”

“Yes, with practice, you will sharpen your focus to where you 
wish.”

“We have to get back ...  Heather may be in danger, if we wait 
longer.”

“No matter when we return, it will be at the precise moment we 
left.”

“Okay, well I'll believe it when I see it.  Come on, I think I've 
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got it.”
“Just get a good look.  Remember it clearly for when you must 

return.”
Kyle paused, heavy-spirited.  He was getting tired of the endless 

trials.
“Alright, now we use these two oaks for pillars.  Clear eyes—

and step.”
They marched back into the basement of Carol Kane's place in 

sync.
Instantly, their adrenaline kicked back in.  It was but a moment 

later.
The  footfalls  of  the  men  battered  overhead,  then  pounded 

upstairs.
“Heather!”  Kyle dashed for the stairs, roared up them in a flurry.
Deo followed closely behind him.  He sensed Kyle was a quick 

study,  but he would feel responsible if his rushed lessons fell short of 
preparing the kid fully, so he stuck close by his side.

They mounted the steps two-by-two, in breathless beats, just on 
the heels of the men.

Every second was a window into untold infinity—or a reflection 
of certain doom.

Kyle could not get his doubts out.  He kept letting other eyes into 
his mind.  His Synthesistika was compromised from the start—and he 
and Deo were mounting headlong into danger.
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VII. IN TRAGEDY ONLY WE TRUST

Mystix  reached  the  girl's  bedroom  but  she  was  gone.   The 
window was open and a  night  breeze blew the curtain.   She stepped 
across  to  look out,  but  saw nothing.   The  lizard  was  gone,  but  then 
suddenly, two men in black burst in on her.  Their guns were drawn and 
she whirled about roaring.  The entire neighbourhood woke up to her 
Squatch battle-cry.  She flung herself madly at them as they opened up 
first.  One, two, three ... nine direct hits and she bled but did not fall, she 
only  grew  stronger.   Huntington  could  not  believe  his  eyes.   Rex 
panicked, distracted while reloading.  She grabbed him and threw him 
against the far wall, where he slid to the floor half broken.  Huntington 
pulled his tazer rod and zapped the Squatch in the back—and finally she 
stumbled to her knees.  He reloaded, taking aim at her temple as she 
breathed heavily, defeated near death as she turned blood-faced toward 
the barrel.

“You failed your mission, Squatch.  Vedek is not pleased with 
your performance.”

“Can he hear us even now?”
“Every word.  Every breath.”
“Then he will hear your last--”
Huntington  fired  as  she  swung.   The  bullet  shot  over  her 

shoulder.  The gun flew across the floor.  She stood again, towering over 
him—and he backed away, as Rex recovered himself.  

Huntington  bolted  back  into  the  hall  as  the  Squatch  came 
barrelling after him.

The ran right into Kyle and Deo who both cried out at the sight 
of the beast.
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Huntington  pushed  past  them—and  the  Squatch  followed—
giving chase back downstairs and outside.  “Can you handle this one?” 
Kyle said, referring to the Rex in the bedroom.

Deo nodded.  “No problem, good luck ...”
They shook hands.  Kyle dashed downstairs.
Deo spun about, walked over and grabbed Rex by the neck.  He 

pulled him through the closest mirror, into primordial French's Forest by 
Miramar.

Kyle bolted out the front door after the two.
The Squatch had the man in black held aloft.
She stood in the street choking him to death.
“Heather!” he cried, but she was simply gone.
He approached the beast, holding his hands out.
“What is the meaning of this?  Why are you here?”
To his utter astonishment, the Squatch responded.
“I WAS SENT TO KILL YOU,” Mystix roared.  She cried as 

she squeezed the life from Huntington, for she hated killing any man in 
the end, good or not.

“Please,” he said.  “I will get Vedek to free you ...”
She laughed heartily.  “You matter not to him!”
“I swear  ...  Please ...  He will listen to me ...”
She continued to flush crush his voice box.
“Who sent you to kill me?  Was it ... OM?”
The beast looked bewildered.  “The Greys.”
Kyle's face fell flat.  The aliens were real. 
Then she looked up at the clouds parting.
The full moon and Nibiru hung together.
She tossed aside Huntington's lifeless shell.
“Now you must kill me, to prevent a massacre ...”
“Why?  What are you saying?  Who will die otherwise?”
“All good men,” she said flatly.  “All good men die today.”
She handed him Huntington's gun, pointed it at her head.
“Do it now, before it is too late.  Vedek's control is strong.”
“Wait, who's Vedek?  How do the Greys tie in to Nibiru?”
“He's an Elder Grey.  The Greys are Reptilian-possessed.”
“How does Vedek control you?  You cannot break free?”
“He is working feverishly, deep in the back of my mind, trying 

to break me, to bring me back into the fold—to finally let the killing 
began.  I cannot resist for much longer.  The blood calls.”

“What if we get you away from here, out of Darkhill ...  Away 
from French's  Forest,  from the  ley lines  ...   Would  he  still  find  you 
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then ...?  How far is his reach?
“It's as far as the moon and back, so nowhere on Earth is safe.”
“Well, what if I said I could get you off the Earth for awhile?”

Jax watched the scene with Mystix and Kyle unfold intently.
Kyle led the Squatch between two trees, where they disappeared.
Jax jumped from his covered position, scanning everywhere.
The new Wynderelf was more powerful than he had thought.
Suddenly then, a pick up truck appeared—and Kyle returned.
Kyle  appeared  back  from  between  the  trees  approaching  the 

truck.
Jax found a new bush to crouch behind and continued to observe.
Kyle leaned into the truck and began loudly gabbing with a guy.
Jax was getting tired of waiting game, but his target was ripe.
As soon as the truck pulled away, he would make his move.

Heather walked briskly away from the house, down side streets.
She stripped out of her clothing, naked in the middle of the night.
She morphed into her Reptilian formed and veered into a park.
Vedek would have a sentry ship sent down for her very shortly.
When aboard, she reported to her commanders of the situation.
A phalanx of Greys would be sent in now, to control the damage.
“The  human  agents  are  both  out  of  signal—as  well  as  the 

Squatch.   The new  Wynderelf has  been learning fast,  but  it  is  only a 
matter of time before they rematerialize.  It takes years to master even 
just  a  few hours  of  Gatewalking.   Greys  will  be  on  the  ground and 
ready.”

“Deo has returned but left the Squatch off-map.  He still allows 
my eyes  into  his  mind  and I  saw them behind  a  waterfall,  likely  in 
French's Forest—but when is harder then where.”

“We  will  summon  our  brothers  from  below.   It  will  not  be 
difficult for them to pinpoint the time period in that nexus region.  Where 
is the hybrid Deo now?  He must not get far.”

“I've earned the right to oversee his kill myself.  Allow me the 
first strike.”

“Vedek wishes it to be carried out by the Greys, so that plans 
may proceed.”

“Who gives a damn what Vedek wishes!  He is nothing but a 
flesh puppet.

“He  is  holding  your  transfer  for  you.   You are  better  served 

66

biting tongue.”
“But  I  am  Annunaki!   I  am of  the  Mighty  Ones,  not  some 

pathetic man!”
“The Elder Greys still outrank us on Earth, according to the First 

Accord.”
“Words!  I bow to no man.  I will pump the hybrid for more info 

first.”
“We have enough to know that he's dangerous to our mission, 

Edgwyn.”
“But there's more to him ... we need to know the source of their 

power.”
“Very well, Edgwyn ... Heather ...” Highlord Wrythyn uttered—

cackling.   “You do as you  see fit—and I will  stall  Vedek as long as  
possible.  But do not put yourself in further jeopardy.  This is not about 
you and a man—this is about a race war—a planet-wide depopulation of 
humanity.  There is no reason to draw this out any longer than necessary,  
when grander conquests await.”

“At  the  very  least,  consider  killing  the  girl.   As  long as  she 
remains alive, he will sense her on some level—sense that I am not real. 
I know her now.  I have enough to wing it.”

The real Heather had thus far been kept unconscious, strapped to 
a gurney, on a ship that hovered high overhead in the lower atmosphere. 
They  had  mapped  her  brain  and  implanted  those  memories, 
characteristics,  values  and behavioural  attributes  into  Edgwyn's  mind. 
Edgwyn had put herself into the Psykotron long enough to stimulate her 
nervous  system  and  allow  her  to  throw  up  the  physical  vibrational 
embodiement of Heather—down to a hair—more precise than a clone.

The  new Heather  saluted  her  Highlord  and returned to  Earth 
even more determined.

Deo threw Rex up against a tree, gesturing with one finger for 
silence.

There was a sabretooth tiger on the other side of the stream.
“This will be the last trip you ever take if you speak.”
Rex shook his head.  Deo released his mouth slowly.
“Now reason with me Rex, without me, you're dead.”
“Where the fuck are we?  I swear to God I'll kill you.”
“With what?” Deo taunted, waving Rex's gun about.
Rex thought about lunging for it, but Deo shook no.
Deo gestured toward the jungle all around them.
“I'm your only ticket home, my friend.  Be nice.”
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“What are you going to do with me?  Kill me?”
“Only if you don't answer my questions honestly.”

When  Kyle  led  Mystix  through  the  trees,  he  could  not  get 
Heather's eyes out of his mind—so his Shyft was twisted, unbeknownst 
to him—and despite arriving at the safest place he could focus on, it was 
nevertheless closer to the belly of the beast—not further.

They emerged together behind a crashing waterfall.  
“You'll be safe here,” he said.  “Far from Vedek.”
“But for how long?  I need to alert my people.”
“I will help you.  But first I go back for Heather.  Wait here and 

when I return, you will tell me how to reach your people—and I will 
warn them at once.”

Mystix watched Kyle walk into the falls vanishing.
Back on Earth, Edgwyn in Reptilian form saw it all.
Her eyes were inside Kyle's mind—on his every step.
So while he was distracted, Snakes would take the Squatch.

When the pickup pulled away, Jax began to prowl closer.  
Kyle looked up and around the street, clearly pondering.
He closed his eyes to calm down his mind.  Heather! 
Time was the substance he had not, but he was lost.
He was uncertain where to start to look for her.
Perhaps her captors would soon come to him.
He started walking down the street up to Elm.
He stood in a low fog, at a crossroads once more.
The full moon and Nibiru kept peeking out of clouds.
Time was running small for him and Deo to confront Om.
He was feeling strange, as if all dimensions were collapsing.
Somehow he knew it was Nibiru throwing reality into flux.
Its electromagnetic fields were interfering with the veils.
This black death in the sky was wrapping Earth up in a shroud of 

confusion.   It's  intense  influence  would  begin  to  cause  havoc  in  the 
minds, bodies and devices of men.

He felt a pull, a strong connection drawing his gaze upward, like 
to a father.

His  heart  chakra  beat  strong in opposition,  recoiling from the 
cosmic sight like a cat scampering at a high pitch—or a dog whining at a 
hollow wind and creaking door before a storm.

This  was  the  end  time,  he  thought,  the  last  days  before 
everything came down.
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He  realized,  he  was  more  than  between  worlds,  more  than 
between life and death—more than beyond logic and lunacy—into the 
realm of life-changing epiphanies—where angels and demons dwelt—
when mankind would face itself and decide between good and evil—
right and wrong.                               

He found himself suddenly wondering what his Third Keye was
—what Om saw.

Then he heard footfalls in the distance.
From out of the fog Heather emerged.
She looked dazed and shaken but alert.
“What happened to you?  It'll be okay.”
“I climbed out onto the window ledge.”
“What did you see?  How did you know?”
“I just heard some noise ...  I don't know.”
“Nevermind.  Let's get you back inside.”
Jax was forced yet again to pull back.
The girl's scent was oddly Reptilian.
This hunt had suddenly gone red hot.

Deo got really close in on Rex, harshly demanding answers.
At first Rex refused to cooperate, until he was struck hard.
Deo was in no mood for delay, so he made haste with fists.
But that was not enough, so he pulled Rex's own gun on him.
He threatened to shoot—and when Rex just scoffed—he shot.
He put a bullet in Rex's side, then aimed next at his chest.
Rex's face kept shifting, his skin going scaly, eyes slitted.
A few times Deo saw a snake in a suit, but just for a flash.
Rex lay bloody and crumpled by the time Deo was done.
He huffed and puffed, struggling for breath, ready to talk.
Deo noticed that wires were sticking out of Rex's wound.
The hot sparks of circuitry were flaring under his bruises.
He had no time to process it, more focused on getting into.
He not only got info out of him—he also blew off his anger.
He had been bottling up that rage for some time now indeed.
But deep down he knew who it was really aimed at: one Om.
He picked up the barely conscious Rex and returned to present.

Rex  had  finally  admitted  to  Deo  that  he  worked  for  shadow 
government.

He  also told him that  they were working with the  Greys  and 
Annunaki.
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Outside  the  Kane  residence,  Deo  hailed  a  cab  and  threw the 
driver out.

He  shoved Rex in  the  back  and drove  downtown toward  the 
police.

Back in the shadows, Jax decided to stay on Kane, having no 
wheels.

Deo was the prime target, but he would have to hunt him down 
later.

Besides that, he had the feeling Om would be interested in the 
Snake. 

Om had always  spoken of  the  Reptilians  return  with  a  grave 
inflection.

Deo  would  dump  Rex  off  for  medical  aid  before  he  bled  to 
death.

“How could you betray us this way?  You sided with the Devil.” 
“We had no choice,” Rex began.  “They created us this way.”
“What do you mean created?  What the fuck are you really?”
“Like you, we are not men.  We are crude bionic clones.”
“But you are sentient enough to know better.  Have a heart.”
“We simply do not understand the capacity of which you speak.”
“Then  what  are  you  in it  for?   Why do you  do  the  work  of 

demons?”
“This is all we know, Wynderelf.  We are programmed to obey.”
“Nonsense!  No one must obey Evil, that is the first order.”
“We were not put together with morals, just purely neural.”
“Negative!  If  you are half  flesh and blood,  your  Spirit  lives! 

You were probably just  never told,  never given the opportunity to let 
your so far hidden soul bloom.”

“If you're right, then I'll kill myself,” Rex hissed, eyes flaring. 
Now that  they were  back  in  the  present  dimension,  his  powers  were 
returning.  Men in black were not ancient hybrids like the Greys,  but 
rather bio-electrical android hosts for the Annunaki to channel through 
and use.  As such their powers were more limited than the Greys, but  
when  their  parasite  snakes  so  chose,  they  were  nevertheless  granted 
access  to  supernatural  strengths,  uncanny  constitutions—and  sixth 
senses.

“You might get your wish if I don't get you to a hospital stat.”
“I'll be better by the time we arrive,” Rex replied, smirking.
He opened his shirt, showing Deo the wound rewiring itself.
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Deo felt for the gun again, but Rex beat him to the thought.
“Don't worry, Wynderelf.  I no longer want to see you dead.”
“What?  Why?” Deo said, pulling over to the side of the road.
“You ... were really going to take me to get medical attention.”
“That's what being human is all about ...  We help each other.”
Rex nodded.  “I have a lot to learn, but I feel it.  I feel my Soul.”
“You  really  mean  that  don't  you?”  Deo  said,  still  in  slight 

disbelief.
“I do.  You were right.  I can live as a man if I choose.  I have a 

Will.”
“I can help you out, until you figure it out, get you off the grid 

for awhile.”
“No need ...  I will have about 24 hours until the can completely 

cut me off.
“What will you do?  Where will you go?  Aren't they always 

everywhere?”
“I have actually been putting together a plan for a long time.  I 

will be fine.”
“Well then where can I drop you off?  I have to get back to the 

Kane house.”
“I  would  think  twice  about  that.   Now  that  we're  back  in 

Darkhill, Vedek's psykotron will be tracking me again.  The Reptilians 
will be on our trail already.  We need to set a trap.”

Kyle led Heather indoors.  
Her hands were clammy.
“You must be freezing, babe ...”
He lit a fire and closed the blinds.
She curled up on the bear-skin rug.
She had trouble controlling her eyes,  keeping them human, so 

she kept turning away in the shadows.  She was delaying the kill because 
she wanted to send a message to Vedek that she would not be threatened. 
Technically,  she  could  be  over-ruled  by  the  Serpent  Council,  if  by 
disobeying a direct order, even from a man, she somehow endangered 
the overall mission.  But it was a rare occurence.

“So what is going on?” she said.
“It's a long story,” Kyle said in defeat.
He had run out of lies and the energy to distract.  
“Well why don't you start at the beginning this time ...”
He suddenly remembered his late father's old shotgun.
He went and pulled it down, then checked safe for shells.
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All of he ammo was still in there, just where it was left.
“You're scaring me ...  Are we in some kind of danger?”
He came over and knelt by the fire loading the rounds.
“We will be okay, but we need to keep our eyes peeled.”
“What happened to your friend, Deo?  Where did he go?”
“He took a trip ...  He'll be back.  He always finds me.”
“What is it exactly ... that you two share ... Kyle ...”
He looked at her strangely.  “Is it that obvious?”
She nodded.  She did not know what he meant.
He lowered his head.  “The other day, I drove out to the lake.  I 

was going to kill myself,” he said, tears now streaming down his face. 
“It was over.”

“Oh, Kyle ...” she said, awkwardly consoling.
She hugged him, resting his head on her chest.
“Tell me everything, babe.  Every little detail.”
“I'm afraid you won't believe me even if I do.”
“Nonsense—I'll believe every word--in order.”
“I am ...  I actually ...  I pulled the trigger ...”
“On what?  What do you mean, hun ... ... ...?”
“I  shot  myself.   I  died  out  there  that  day  ...”

He was expecting a look of horror, but she did not even blink.  She just 
kept  stroking  his  hair,  asking  him to  relax  and tell  her  exactly  what 
happened.

“I  am  neither  dead  nor  alive  now,  trapped  ...   I  have  these 
powers, but soon they may be taken back—and all I can do is try to right 
my wrongs before then.  I no longer care about dying, but I cannot go on 
lying to myself any longer.  I must make it right.”

“What ... powers do you mean?  What can you do?”
He got  used to  the  fact  that  she did not  seem fazed,  then he 

began going into detail about the Soulfyr, Shyft and Synthesistika.  Her 
eyes kept getting wider.

“How many of these ...  Wynderelves are there then?”
 “Hundreds.  Om rules over all of them watchfully.”
“Om ...  This man who lives up on Mount Miramar?”
“Man ... If you could call him that ...  Old as Sin ...”
'Very good,' Vedek intoned in Heather's ear.  'But you've proved 

your point.  Now let's see the hybrid dispatched so that we can all breath  
a sigh of relief.  If this one man turned ... Wynderelf ... proves to be a  
problem, we have more on our hands than just squatch and human it  
would seem.'

“Silence!” Heather blurted out, before containing.
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“What?” Kyle remarked in confusion, unsure.
“I mean ...  I've heard enough,” she covered up.
“Then whether you believe me is what remains.”
“Oh ... I believe every word she said, sliding up.”
She kissed him, pushing him back toward the fire.
She felt behind his back for the iron ember poker.
Their tongues searched deeply in utter passion.
For the first time since they slept together on the train, Edgwyn 

felt something stir in her cold, Reptilian soul.  Masquerading as Heather,  
she was coming too close to human, feeling lust and love.

She had ignored it before, but it felt deeper now, more certain. 
This was something she was not  sure she could give up so suddenly, 
having  just  begun  to  taste  the  sweetness.   This  was  the  essence  of  
humanity, that the Snakes had never known enough to try.

So instead of skewering him, she began to tear his clothes away
—savagely loving him in ways he had never known before.  This was no 
side of Heather he had ever experienced before.  Heather was usually 
soft and timid in bed.  He assumed it was hormones.

'EDGWYN!' Wrythryn boomed in red hot anger in her ear.
She smiled devilishly, ripping the piece out—tossing it.
“What has gotten into you, babe,” he grunted under her.
“I have not gotten enough of you yet,” she kept saying.
The flames from the fireplace danced off her bare breasts.
He could have sworn he saw her eyes turn in and out of slits.

Then she threw her head back, almost howling, as if possessed.
But  he  loved  every second  of  it,  released  tensions  in  a  final 

shudder.
“Wow ...”  he said afterward,  sweating and breathless.   “What 

was that?”
“Why are you complaining?” she said, more assertive than he 

had ever heard her.
“Excuse  me  ...?”  he  said.   “So  what  happened  to  the  other 

Heather?” he joked.
For a second, she froze while putting her clothes back on—but 

then she relaxed.
“Maybe  I'm just  turning  over  a  new leaf,  my  more  assertive 

self,” she said, smiling.
Already, she knew, the Greys would be closing—swarming the 

neighbourhood.
She did not have time to think about her decision.  She just knew 
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it was right.
Her human side was coming through more everyday—and she 

liked it.
She hated working with the Greys—and she would be no slave 

to no man.  But the idea of a man being hers was an entirely different 
picture.  The male Reptilians were too cold, unloving—and ruled their 
women with wicked fists.  This man Kyle, she knew, would never be like 
that.  

Visions of a future kept coming to her, where her and him would 
live together.

They  would  flee  the  coming  calamity,  the  race  wars—the 
intergalactic invasion.

They would find comfort in each other, in a far away place—and 
just be happy.

“Kyle ...” she said softly but firmly.   “Can we just leave, right 
now—escape ...”

“Everything is going to be alright, babe,” he said.  “Just relax, 
I've got it ...”

But she knew he had no idea, so she began packing his things up 
at once.

“What are you doing?  We need to just sit tight here until Deo 
comes back.”

“I can't wait, Kyle ...  We need to go ...  Are you coming with me 
or  not?”
“Why?   What  are  you  suddenly afraid of?   You don't  need to  be so 
jumpy.”

She  grabbed  him,  turning  him  about  and  strong-arming  him 
against the wall.

“Listen to me ...  Kyle ...  Please, I'm begging you ...  I've got a 
terrible feeling.”

“Alright  ...   Let  me  just  write  Deo  a  note  and  we'll  stay 
somewhere else tonight.”

While  he  was  busy  packing  up,  she  peeked  out  the  blinds, 
checking the street.

She could see Greys everywhere, all closing in fast.  She spat 
and hissed.

“Kyle ... we need to move now ...”
“What?  Wait ... almost ready.”
But she had had enough.
She grabbed him roughly.
He pulled back but surrendered.
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They went racing out the back door.
Darting through backyards, Kyle saw some Greys now in steady 

pursuit.
“How did you know they were here?  You knew, didn't  you? 

How ...?”
“Listen ...   I'll  explain it  all  later,  but  we don't  have time  for 

chatter.”
“Wait ...  You'll explain it all to me?  I thought that was my job.”
She smirked.  “Please ...  I think I love you ...  Just go with it.”
“You think ...?  Heather, we've been together four years.”
She pulled him down a side street, but Greys blocked it.
They busted through a house and out the back door.
But Greys were everywhere, relentlessly on to them.
“Wait,” Kyle said, stopping her near a frozen pond.
“What ...?” she said anxiously, following his gaze.
“I have a friend, holed up ...  I'll take you there.”
She looked him deep in the eyes.  “The Squatch.”
“What the ...?” he said, more shocked than ever.
“Kyle—the Squatch is probably dead by now.”
“How?  Why?  Heather ... what's going on ...?”
He started backing away, onto the frozen pond.
“Kyle, everything's okay ...  I'm just saying ...”
“What ... exactly ... are you saying Heather ...”
“Just come on now ... we need to keep moving.” 
“I have to check ... just hold on a minute, babe.”
He pulled his shotgun and blasted a hole in the ice.
By focusing his Synthesistika, the frigid waters bubbling up then 

turned  into  a  portal—allowing  him  to  see  back  to  the  waterfall  in 
French's Forest, where to his dismay, Mystix was not in sight.

Jax had followed Kyle and Heather and now hid beside a house.
'Now this has definitely changed the game,' Om  spoke  to  Jax 

telepathically, as he peered into his orb up on Mount Miramar.  'Not only  
due to more dire danger with the Annunaki girl, but also ... this is still a  
Wynderelf  we're  talking  about  ...  whether  Deo or  not.   This  may  be  
Kyle's calling, after all ...  An interesting twist to the story, indeed.  This  
will  force  Kane  to  confront  his  First  Keye—and  possibly  even  the  
Second.  But what of Deo?  Where is he now?'

“His scent fades fast.  I suspect he has left Darkhill by now.”
'Yes, I believe he's in New London now, but his signal is weak.  

As  his  powers  begin to  wane,  so does  my ability  to  see  him.   I  will  
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summon the other Wynderelves.'
“Then I will stay on Kane until I hear from you next.”
'Yes, watch but do not interfere, as of yet.  If the Annunaki truly  

have returned, we need to be careful about how much information they  
know about us.  Perhaps she will take care of the Wynderve Kane all on  
her own.  If so, then we can pull back unseen.'

Mystix paced about, anxiety only defeated by the deafening falls.
She  smelt  Snake—and  many  of  them—quickly  slithering  her 

way.
They seemed to be coming from underground, zoning in on her.
The Wynderelf was wrong, there was no escaping Annunaki.
They slithered up toward her from the bowels of the Earth.
It mattered not whence she was, for they were forever.
It mattered not where she went, for they were everywhere.
It mattered not what she wished, for they were ever more clever.
She realized then, in a sinking horror,  that her people were in 

danger.
By staying there, she was putting every one of them in harm's 

way.
Adrenaline rushed through her as she wondered what to do now.
She could be in any time—and only Kyle could bring her back.
Why had she trusted him? she scolded herself.  She knew better.
But then she remembered an old Squatch time travel parable:

One day, the old Squatch Heraldus had had enough of his life.
So he wandered far underground, deep into dangerous caves.
Just when he thought he could not carry on, however, he did.
A light appeared, where there should only be darkness.
He kept walking on, curious to find out what it was.
Then he came out into the center of the Earth.
Land curved around the inside, to the horizon.
A giant sun blazed inside, the hot core of the world.
At first it seemed Heaven—but soon he saw that it was Hell.
The Snake lived down there—and they promptly chased him out.
But when he resurfaced on Earth, no one at all believed his story.
Also, it soon dawned on him time had sped up in his absence
He was only gone for a month, but he came back years later.
In fact, he had not seemed to age at all, while all else had.
So he lived out a decade in wonder of the Great Below.
He dreamed about whether it was where time stood still.
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He fantasized that one day he might return there forever.
He could be immortal if the Snake would let him remain.
So his fear of old age and death was soon replaced with life.
His longing to move on soon shifted into a lust for going back.
Then everytime he resurfaced, he would return to a newer Earth,  

a future where only his descendants lived--and each time he stayed, he 
would begin again to age.

Finally,  one day,  on his 333rd birthday,  he set out to find the 
Hollow Earth again, the Land of the Inner Sun—where he would cheat 
death, yet learn the depths of loneliness.

He hid out from the Snakes, had no Squatch with whom to talk
—and eventually grew suicidal all over again—despite having the upper 
hand over time.  He realized, what he really wanted, was to return to the 
surface, even though he knew that he would have little time left.

But just before he set out to return to his death, a novel thought 
occurred to him wholly by surprise.  He had been thinking long and deep 
on how time moved more slowly in the Hollow Earth, due to the lower 
center of gravity--when it struck him intriguing what might happen if one 
were to climb even higher--to get even closer to the center of the Earth--
up upon the highest mountain.

Being a Squatch, mountaineering came easily to him, so soon he 
was set upon his task hiking up the highest mountain he could find in 
Hollow Earth.  As he drew near to the top, to his excitement he noticed 
that his skin was smoothing out, his body was regaining strength.  

He was literally growing younger the higher that he climbed.
But the final pass to peak was blocked, impeding progress.
Yet that did not deter him, for this far was not enough.  
He wanted to be even younger, having tasted it now.
A fever of greed swept over him—and he pushed on.
Despite taking grave risks, he marched on up the side.
Several times he almost died, all the while losing his age.
Then at the last gap, he was just a fresh Squatch of sixty-six.
Yet it was still not satisfying—and he made the final leap over.
But in his delirium, he missed the ledge—plummeting far below.
His  obsession  with  finding  his  youth  finally  ended  with  his 

death.
Ultimately,  it  was not just ageing nor passing on that haunted 

Heraldus.
It was the very nature of change itself that most affected him to 

the core.
After  all,  he was far  happier dead than living,  whether old or 
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young alike.

In thinking on this legend, Mystix mulled over how many had 
said it was no myth,  but actually happened—and that the Land of the 
Inner Sun was real, for others had also verified it.

She could sense the Snakes still closing in—almost close enough 
to see them.

Quickly her mind swam through a sea of uncertainty.  All she 
had was the hope that Kyle returned shortly—or this new wild notion 
that just maybe she could find her own way back forward to the modern 
day—by  going  deeper  underground—headlong  into  the  oncoming 
Snakes.

Then  just  at  the  last  minute,  as  the  Annunaki  emerged  from 
below,  out  of  several  surrounding  tunnels  behind  the  falls,  Mystix 
plunged into a different tunnel she sensed was empty.

She tracked down, deeper and deeper—with Snakes hissing in 
fiery pursuit.

Sometimes  she  ambushed  the  Reptilians.   Sometimes  she 
outpaced them.

Finally, she made it to more clearly marked tunnels, as she got 
deeper.

Eventually,  a network leading below became more obvious to 
her.

She fought when she must, moved furtively whenever she could.
A long journey lay before her, all just to get back to the moment  

she left, when Kyle had led her away from her duty to her people.  It was 
up to her to return to warn them.

She would travel down, in order to leap forward—and emerge 
from the bowels of Earth a hero to her Squatch people—then lead them 
against the modern day Snakes and Greys.

Hours later, Kyle dropped in through the hole in the frozen pond, 
landing on the rocky beach behind the falls, to find no Squatch anywhere 
in sight.  Looking around, he saw her tracks headed underground—and 
he also saw the many tracks of Reptilians chasing after her.

He lowered his head in shame.  He had told her it would be safe 
there.

He  returned up  through the hole  in  the  frozen  pond,  Heather 
helping.

She pulled him up onto the ice, huskily asking him if he was 
alright.
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She urged him to keep moving with her, for it was now or never.
She warned him she was leaving whether he was coming or not.
He shook out his hesitations and got his feet under him again.
He followed her down the street, melding into the heavy fog.
The Reptilians were on the hunt, but he would do Mystic justice.

Deo felt as if every corner was turning him closer to calamity.
He did not know whether to trust Rex or not—and time was thin.
They pulled  beneath  the  404 overpass,  over  to  the  Blue  Bay 

docks.
They parked and Rex led Deo onto to the docks—over to his 

sailboat.
“How cozy,” Deo remarked as they boarded, ducking down into 

the galley and quarters, where Rex retrieved more firearms for them both
—and they sat quietly discussing things.

“They will come from both directions, land and water.  We must 
stand here.”

“What is their weakness?  What chance do we have against a 
hoard of them?”

Rex  remained  very  still  and  contemplative  before  finally 
answering lowly.

“We can only hope to stall them long enough for us to make our 
escapes.”

“What  do  you  think?   What  if  we  throw them off  our  scent 
somehow?”

“It's  not  just  our  scent,”  Rex said.   He opened up his  heart's 
circuitry.

“Geez, you weren't kidding.  You really are as much machine as 
man.”

He ripped out a fistful of wires and tossed them aside, smiling 
faintly.

“Now remove your clothes,” he said, tossing Deo a new set of 
duds.

Rex  did  the  same  and  they threw the  discarded  garments  all 
about.

Then they untied the ship's moorings, fixed its rudder and set it 
free.

They watched the ship slowly set sail in the breaking morning 
breeze.

“That will at least divert some of them.  The fewer we see the 
better.”
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They spotted several  black sedans cross the overpass,  circling 
down.

“Do you ever get the feeling this will all  end badly no matter 
what?”

“Oh ...  Do not be mistaken, Do.  This will end badly.  Just how 
bad.”

They hopped in the cab and tore out of there, leading a raucous 
chase.

The black sedans proved hard to lose, but they were put to the 
test, for Rex was every bit as strong a driver as them, with equally fast 
reflexes and nerves no less steely.

“Mother  in  Hell!”  Deo  screamed  as  the  roared  toward  New 
London.

The  highway  was  quiet  that  early,  allowing  them  to  weave 
freely.

The first sedan to catch up to them started ramming from behind.
They fish-tailed but Rex regained control.  Deo leaned out his 

window to shoot back at the sedan.  He hit their windshield twice but 
they remained in constant pursuit.

Two more sedans caught up behind the first, waiting coolly in 
turn.

Just  then  a  long haul  eighteen  wheeler  appeared  over  the  far 
crest.

It barrelled their way at a quick clip, giving Rex an reckless idea.
“You know why humans are so strange to us Biodroids, Kyle?”
“No, why not tell me ...  Instead of keeping eyes on the road.”
“Oh I don't need these,” Rex said, closing his eyes, driving on.
“Cute, but I would still feel better with your bloody eyes open.”
“Humans ... trust strangers more than they trust their love ones.”
“What ...?  What the fuck does that have to do with anything?”
“What I mean is, a man will drive down a highway, fully trusting 

oncoming  traffic  will  not  veer  into  him—yet  he  needs  constant 
reassurances that close ones love him.”

The semi truck and trailer had almost reached them.
The sedans were firing and swerving and hanging on.
“Oh shit ...” Deo said, beginning to see Rex's wild eye.
“But  most  times,  insecurity  in  love  is  unfounded,  with  more 

harm coming from the fear of rejection than any real rejection—while a 
lack of appropriate apprehension in the face of oncoming traffic--despite 
those drivers being total strangers—is profoundly dangerous.”

Then, as if he had a death wish, at the last moment, Rex swerved 
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in  front  of  the  semi,  spinning  out  on  the  far  shoulder.   The  sedan 
immediately behind also swerved, but was too late, getting smashed into 
oblivion by the truck.  Rex got back into gear and sped down a dirt road 
just in time to pass over tracks before a long cargo train rumbled by, 
finally cutting off the remaining sedans from their chase.  In their  wake, 
back up on the highway, the semi lay burning on its side, with the first 
sedan many meters  away,  crumpled  and crackling on fire—a man  in 
black and a Reptilian stumbling free.

“That was quite the move back there.  You could have fucking 
killed us both you know.”

“Maybe.  If my instruments were tweaked or the sunspots were 
acting up, throwing my readings off.  Otherwise, I'm pretty precise.  GPS 
chips,” he said, tapping his temple.  “If I can pinpoint changes in your  
heartbeat just by listening, I think I can pull a close one like that with 
more confidence than you realize.  Trust me.  That's all you've really got  
right now.”

“I'm a  Wynderelf remember,  I  can  handle  myself,  for  now at 
least.  Soon it may be different.”

Rex pulled over.  “Fine then, as you wish ...  I'm not going to 
force you to ride along with me.”

“Hell  no!  If you want out,  you get out!  I  hijacked this cab,  
remember.  These are my wheels.”

So Rex got  out,  but  Deo had not  driven fifty yards  when he 
stopped and reversed back again.

“How about you just tell me next time, before you go off pulling 
some maniac maneuver?”

“No problem,” Rex said, getting into the passenger seat.  “We'll 
do it your way for now.”

Deo drove on to New London, where they thankfully blended 
into cacophonic traffic.

“Do you think it's in our nature to be drawn to tragedy, because it 
seems more reliable?”

“I do think that people are more prone to self-sabotage,” Rex 
said, frowning.  “Which is why sometimes I hesitate at the thought of 
becoming more human.”

“If all of your bionics were removed, would you die?”
Rex paused.  “Not necessarily.  Flesh has its ways.”
“We are two in a pod, but also exact opposites.”
They were pulling into the market sector now.
“How so?  You mean soul versus synapses?”
“Sort of ...  My powers are more natural ...”
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Deo focused the Synthesistika and produced a sphere of energy 
in his open palm.

Rex  smirked.   “Humans  also  fail  to  realize  they  are  more 
Reptilian than they think.”

The sphere turned into the Earth,  then to Deo's  surprise,  dark 
Nibiru came into view.

Deo closed his hand and the planets vanished.  Looking out the 
windshield into the  sky they saw the clouds part  and the real  Nibiru 
revealed.  The late morning sun was sitting over to the East.

Deo pulled into an alley he knew connected to the next part of 
the market where he parked.

“What's the plan Commander?” Rex said sarcastically.
Deo remained silent.  He got out and went around.
A woman came out barking he could not park there.
It was the back door to the eatery Clay's Cafe.
Deo walked into the kitchen, with Rex close behind.
The  woman  came  in after  him,  until  she  realized he  was  the 

owner's son.  Deo sampled some of the food.  “Still tastes good to me—
even half dead,” he said.  “Do you eat?”

“Half as much,” Rex replied.  “The rest of the time I recharge.”
Deo's dad came in from the front.  “Good to see you son, been 

some time,” he said, shaking Deo's hand and holding his elbow.  The 
look in his dad's eyes was of sympathy.

“Thanks  Clay,”  Deo said.   He only came  by rarely since his 
suicide.  He did not want them to see him like this.   It  took a lot of  
concentration for  him to look normal—and he had to  be realistic,  he 
could not keep it up all the time.  But the consequence of that was that  
his family thought he was in trouble.  

“I'm  fine  dad,  I'm  sorry  ...  I've  been  busy.   I'm  still  busy,  
actually ...”

“Please ...  Who's your friend?  What would you like to eat?”
“Grab us whatever you have, we'll eat back here.  I have--”
“What is it, Deo?  You look ... like you're on the run ...”
Deo nodded.  “I have a favour I need to ask you ...”
Deo's mother came in next and they waited.
After she left, Deo confided in his father.
He invented a story about gambling debts.
He explained that loan sharks were coming.
“How much do you need?” his dad inquired.
But Deo shook his head slowly, getting to a point.  
“They don't want money anymore.  We need to disappear.”
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His dad frowned, strutting around, frazzled.  He teared up.
“We've already been losing you for years now, Deo.  How do I 

explain to your mother that you need to go away forever ...?  No, we will  
take care of this my way,” he said.

He put his hand reassuringly on Deo's shoulder, then hugged his 
son.

“Don't  you worry,  my boy,  everything's  going to be just  fine. 
You stay upstairs with us for now—you and your friend.  We catch up 
and get you back on track—my word.”

Rex looked concerned, but he decided to trust the Wynderelf this 
time.

Whatever new twist  threw Vedek off  their trail  was fine with 
him, for now.

“I'll go take care of the car,” Rex said.
Clay only smiled.  “Already done, son.”
Rex looked outside to see he was right.
But  looking  down to  the  end of  the  alley,  where  the  market 

bustled,  he  noticed  a  man  in  black  sniffing  about.   He  quickly 
disappeared inside.

“I don't think we have much time,” he said.
They promptly retired to the upstairs apartment.

Outside,  the  Greys  were  moving  in.   Men  in  black  were 
knocking on doors and killing folk.  Reptilians were slithering up from 
the sewer systems.  Vedek's forces did not need Rex's heart chip—nor  to 
break the encoding on his temple chip--in order to track him. 

They had their men everywhere—and it  was only a matter  of 
time.

Meanwhile, Kyle and Heather hopped on a bus headed for Old 
York.  Kyle kept noticing strange differences in her now—changes from 
the Heather he remembered.  He could not quite yet place the reasons, 
but he was unsettled by it.  He was more concerned about Annunaki at 
the  moment.   The  bus  hummed  along  the  highway,  most  of  the 
passengers asleep.  It was too quiet.

Sitting hooded at  the very back was Jax in human form,  ever 
watchful.

As well, as all of this was happening, Mystix, ten thousand years 
older—re-emerged from the Underworld, returning to her Squatch tribe
—to  be  hailed  as  the  Immortal  One  Cometh.   She  was  the  long 
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prophecied  Ancient  Star,  returning from the  jungle  of  history to  lead 
them against the Snakes.
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VIII. SUBTERRANEAN DEVILDOGS

Mystic led a team of Squatch into the underworld, to where she 
knew the shallowest outpost was located—where they quickly took the 
Snakes by surprise and dispatched them.

From there,  they ventured  deeper,  coordinating  through  sonic 
calls  that  echoed  nicely  off  the  subterranean  walls.   They  were  no 
strangers below ground.  They had been training.

The Squatch had long been patiently preparing for the Annunaki 
invasion.

They also had teams scouring the world over for Reptilians in 
any form.

The first  rout  would have the element  of surprise—and blood 
would rise.

Soon, Vedek discovered that a Squatch Rebellion had begun—
and  he  knew  he  could  wait  no  longer.   He  had  no  more  hope  of 
controlling the Squatch now—but he must act.

He punched his widescreen up to Highlord Wrythrn.  
'The Beast bites back.  The time has come to strike.'
“We are still confident Edgwyn will provide us info.”
'We have no more luxury for masterminding subterfuge.'
“You are Elder Grey, but we can over-rule early invasion.” 
'Very well, but mind me closely, this War will begin soon.'
Vedek would go to the Carnal Mother for permission.
In the meantime, Wrythryn had bought Edgwyn time.
He was just no longer sure she deserved the favour.
What little loyalty Snakes had for their kin was gone.

85



The next time Vedek came calling, he would acquiesce.

Deo and Rex holed up above Clay's Cafe, unsure what to expect 
next.  They checked their guns and paced about.  Deo checked the paper, 
reading that Nibiru was throwing a wake of tsunamis across the Earth 
that  was rushing toward the Western world—and would arrive before 
dusk.

Rex flipped on the tv to see a report about meteors pummelling 
every hemisphere.

Down  below,  Deo's  dad  Clay  was  alerted  by  staff  to  some 
suspicious men in black.

Crashed out at their rented pad in Old York, Kyle had a crazy 
dream about Heather.

It was a perfectly normal scenario, where he just woke up, came 
out to find her making breakfast—and gave her a big hug from behind. 
But then, after some small talk, a feeling washed over him that this was 
the first time he had seen her in forever.  He told her as much—to which 
she smiled: 'You know why that is babe?  It's because I have been gone.'

“What do you mean?  You slept beside me all night.”
She only smiled.  'Did you really know me so well?'
The comment felt like an ice pick in his heart. 
Then he woke up in a cold sweat—cursing.
Heather came in to see that he was alright.
He told her everything about the dream.
She nodded imperceptibly at the details.
She told him it was just a nightmare.
He agreed and they got ready to go.
They could not stay in one place for long.
They would head west toward the Silver Coast, in the hopes of 

the Snakes eventually losing interest.  They would run as far and wide as 
necessary to get away from it all.

But all the time, Kyle could not shake this feeling like he was 
alone.

Om nodded gravely from up on Miramar.  Jax had rented a room 
next to Kane and his snake girl—where he unwrapped a small orb on the 
bed--which allowed Om to spy on the two with ease.

'His  subconscious  is  struggling  to  recognize  conscious  
weaknesses.   At  night,  he  knows  exactly  what  is  going  on.   In  the  
morning, he returns to a corporeal existence, unwilling to see Truth.'
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“The longer we stall, the more chance of other Snakes coming 
round.  Let me do it.”

“Nonsense.   This  may  save  these  Wynderelves from  certain 
doom—and keep us out of it.  That has always been my main concern—
not interfering with the waves of the Synthesistika.”

“As you wish, but mark my word, this girl is no prey.  She is a 
deadly predator.”    

'I am sure you can handle yourself  Jax.  Hold tight and keep  
your eyes peeled.'

“They're clearly on the run.  What do you suppose from?  It's a 
mistake to wait!”

'Do you wish your freedom?  This is not up for debate.  These  
are your orders.'

Clay's restaurant was his pride, but his real business was a street 
game, so he knew how to take care of his territory and tackle security 
matters of import with a distaste for restraint.

Approaching  the  men  in  black,  he  kept  his  hands  behind  his 
back.  He bowed.

They hardly acknowledged his presence.
“Good afternoon ...  How is your day?”
The men in black turned toward him.
Clay cleared his throat.  “Gentlemen ...”
“We will spare you, if you give him up.”
“Excuse me?” Clay said, slack-jawed.
“Your son, Deo .. and the man Rex.”
“I don't know who you think you are ...”
“Silence.  You must chose shortly.”
“I am ... not hiding anyone, I swear ...  I have not seen my son in 

many months.  Now the two of you ...  You can either order something or 
leave.”

“We will return in one hour for your boy.”

Clay retired into the kitchen, sweating hard.
“What do they want?” his wife fretted on.
He went into the back to fetch Old Dawn.
It was a sentimental pet name for a pistol.
But by the time he returned they were gone.
They left a note saying they would be back.
They warned that he had one hour to comply.
He did not warn Deo, but made some calls.
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His boys would back him up in a heartbeat.
But sometimes professionals were in order.
Then he plotted—remembering his instincts.
When his heart hammered,  senses soared—then he was in the 

zone—ready to be cunning and cut-throat—like was so often required in 
his work.

He flipped the CLOSED sign over and locked the front door—
letting the final customers finish their meals and exit out—leaving him 
and the staff.  Then he wrote them out bonus cheques and gave them all 
three  days  off—saying  something  had  come  up,  pulling  it  off 
supernaturally nonchalantly.

Then he  ushered  his  wife  out  the  back,  instructing  her  to  go 
shopping then crash at her sister's place for the night.  Next, he went up 
to see Deo and Rex, telling them to lay low and keep quiet.

Finally, he returned downstairs, out to the front where he closed 
all the blinds and waited.

Mystix  doused  her  torch  in  the  gloom.   Her  sisters  huddled 
around her.  They were the lead unit, in the underground purge, going 
ahead of the rest to alert to danger and clear the way.  They were also 
revered among Squatch worldwide for their fierce loyalty and legendary 
exploits of daring.

They were the Sisters Styrn.  
They knocked fists together amid the bottomless silence, while 

dousing torches again.
A sentry of  Reptilians  was  up  ahead—and so  they would  go 

stealth from now forward.
Mystix signaled for them to stop.
They  remained  frozen,  unflinching,  listening  to  the  Snakes 

talking to each other.
Their  voices  were  deeply  demonic,  with  a  lisp—backwardly, 

darkly barbaric.
The Sisters Styrn split up, three going one way, three another—

the last three around.
The tunnels were fanning out here into a webwork of channels—

eventually  opening  out  into  a  room  full  of  pillars—a  nexus  of  the 
subterranean undergods—which then led to deeper levels.

Mystix, Jathana and Eidara broke first—snapping necks, knifing 
jugulars—holding down.

“Where is the Carnal,” Mystix spat angrily.  She wanted to take 
out the head of the Snake.
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When  the  last  Annunaki  guard  did  not  answer,  however,  the 
Sisters suffocated him—then ventured out further---while the other two 
units did the same.

They convereged like a noose on the neck of the nexus.
There they dispatched every Snake and took the outpost.
Soon they summoned other Squatch squads and bolstered.
They mounted up into battalions and began drawing lines.
All over the world, they held the Reptilians underground.
Plus, other squads now hunted the cities for the Snakes, even as 

the world descended into chaos—for they knew it was Earth's only hope, 
to repel the Annunaki.

As the Greys landed in their ships, the Squatch were there.
As the men in black scrambled to save themselves, the beasts 

made sure they did not make it out alive—and as the Lizards migrated 
over from Nibiru—the Squatch greeted them with bloodlust.

Mystix  re-emerged  from the  depths,  after  having  secured  the 
subterranean frontier—only to see the sun finally setting—and the planet 
much further along to Hell.

She stood on a precipice before meteors and the Dark Sun.
Fire raged across forest in the distance—to the horizon.
There was little time left.  She knew if the Squatch could make a 

stand—even kill some Highlords--or better yet, the Carnal Mother--the 
Order  of  the  Snake  might  then  be  stunned  long  enough  to  give  the 
humans a chance to mount a retaliation effort—but the nations would 
have to cooperate—and the Lizards were swift to recover—so she was 
not confident.

Time was now to make her final move—as twilight fell.
What she did not know was, while Wrythryn was on the hunt for 

Edgwyn—Vedek  and  the  Carnal  Mother  had  finally  perfected  the 
Squatch mind control serum—and were eager to give the longshot plan 
one last chance.  All they needed was a Squatch—and none better than 
Mystix.

The Carnal Mother ordered Vedek to find Mystix himself.
Vedek agreed with pleasure—eager to turn the Squatch at last.
So Mystix headed east.  The highways were locked bumper to 

bumper  with  abandoned  vehicles  for  some  stretches.   People  were 
already devolving into their most basic survival modes.  Instincts were 
raw and unseasoned—while morals were quickly fading.  Little remained 
but hunger and aggression.

She  traveled  south  along  the  river  and  met  with  the  other 
Squatch everywhere.
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One old friend of hers, a Sage Squatch named Callen—decided 
to follow her.

She led him into New London,  as they stalked about  the city 
mid-devastation.

They kept a low profile, but anybody who looked closely at them 
would run.

Finally, standing in the middle of an intersection, she spun about 
howling.

She had had enough, she wanted them to come all at once—end 
it all now.

“Bright it on, you vermin filth!” she called out.  “I AM HERE 
FOR YOU.”

“Looks like they heard you,”  Callen said,  nodding toward the 
other side.

Vedek stood there,  cloaked in  red—an ominous  figure  in  the 
destruction.

“Squatch!  I have come for you.  Your lessons are not over.  It is 
time.”

“NEVER!”  Mystic  roared.   “YOU  ARE  ON  MY  WORLD 
NOW!!!”

The three faced off, with Callen pulling out his book of callings 
as he spun into the astral plane—as Mystix brandished her killer claws—
and Vedek's gaze blazed into them.

Meanwhile, all  over the city,  the Snakes that  had escaped the 
grasp of the Squatch made it  to the surface,  climbing up through the 
caves, tunnels--up through the sewer systems into the cities of the world. 
All across New London, they popped up to tear apart men and women 
left and right.  

The  Annunaki  invasion  was  on.   Nibiru  waxed to  its  closest 
approach.

The Earth shook.  Meteors mangled the lands.  The world was 
afire.

Time  and  space  twisted  into  whorls,  wrapping  people  up  in 
confusion.

Gateways  opened up at every crossroads, every corner—every 
window.

The Eleven Levels of Synthesistika bled together, allowing all 
fleeting access across.

People stumbled through alternate dimensions from step to step, 
confounding reality.
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Those weaker of mind quickly became unfathomably lost, while 
the strong held fast.

The wisdom of spirit and strength of heart finally came back into 
vogue, blossoming.

Those  of  greater  character  and  mental  mastery  proved  more 
capable of keeping calm.

They walked tall through the streets, as the weak winked in and 
out of visible light.

Many ganged up against the Snakes—and the Great Resistance 
began to take shape.

Mystix  sliced  across  Vedek's  smug  face,  slashing  through his 
face-mask, drawing blood from beneath.  Vedek merely laughed it off, so 
confident  in  his  superiority.   Then  he  stomped  one  foot,  sending  a 
shockwave knocking Mystix  back.   Callen jumped out  of  astral,  now 
hovering above.

Vedek stepped back, then shot from his eyes the soulbreath of 
Synthesistika,  arcing  up  in  twin  streams  of  red,  twisting  lasers  that 
converged upon Callen—who suddenly Shyfted to one side.

By then,  Mystix  had recovered and was now barrelling down 
upon the Elder Grey.

Vedek ripped his mask off, grinning wildly—white hair flying 
back in the wind.

He was a shriveled, little old man—thousands of years old, by a 
Devil's deal.

He was the traitorous human, the one who made a pact with the 
Snakes.

He was the Black Wizard when alone--the Enemy Alien when 
out  hunting  down  humans—the  Black-eyed  child  when  in  the  field 
collecting data—all as the day suited.

He was the ghost in hiding—the experimenter--the Mastermind.
He sent up a force field from his fist, blasting Mystix back again.
“I am here simply to see your face in person as you slip from 

life.”
“You will  never get away with this!  The Carnal Mother will 

fall!”
“The  Humans  will  fall  soon  enough.   The  Squatch  may  be 

longer.”
“The  Squatch will  die  for  the Human first,  in  the honours  of 

war.”
“Why?  Merely because you share this world?  They are unfit.”
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“Humans are not perfect, but you speak of them as separate.”
“I am no longer human,” he said, then Shyfting into a Snake.
Mystix blew up in a blizzard of fisticuffs sending him back.
Callen dropped down behind Vedek, calling out: “Petrify!”
Vedek suddenly started to turn to stone, from the feet up.
He Shyfted back to Grey again, spinning up the red cloak.
Only two red eyes beamed out of the short, hooded Death.
Callen's fists blazed in the cosmic reflection of Galaxies.
Mystix's muscles bristled in sinews of primitive power.
Vedek raised one fist and the sky fell into a dark fog.
The Squatch did not need to see, however, to smell.
They narrowed in on Vedek, who pounded ground.
The shockwaves kept them off balance by beats.
The ground opened up and Snakes crawled out.
Vedek came out of a shroud to rain down terror.
Mystix roared back, grappling the Elder in her arms.
Callen touched the air and started a vortex of entropy.
Vedek whirled in Mystix's arms, vanishing but for cloak.
He reappeared hovering aloft, backing off from the black spiral.
Callen struggled to hold the unstable gate open but he lost his 

grip.
Then Vedek took the window to blast Callen with a shot of sonic 

hypnosis.
Callen was temporarily stunned—giving the Elder more room to 

maneuver.
Mystix  came  on  strong  once  more—but  Vedek  was  ready, 

closing his eyes.
He  summoned  Firebrand--Stardaemon—before  which  even 

Snakes quaked.

It stood twenty feet tall, aflame from head to foot—a serpent of 
Hellfire and frost.

It's eyes were as hot as brimstone—yet its gaze was of an icy air
—of a calculus cold.

It's breath was as bright as the sun—yet it's presence was darkly 
intimidating—vampiric.

It's wingspan danced in exploding stars—yet its black claws cut 
swaths through reality's fabric.

Mystic did not flinch under the broad shadow of the Serpent—
sharply drawing her courage up.
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Callen came up behind Vedek, careful not to alert his presence,  
shielding his mind from him.

Mystix lunged to one side when the Firebrand breathed funnel of 
flames across her far flank.

Callen came down upon Vedek's head with two fists, roaring in 
rage as he crushed into flesh.

The Firebrand breathed a river alit in sparks at Mystix, who was 
burned harshly in the onrush.

Vedek crumpled to  the ground under  Callen's  attack,  but  cast 
back with bolts of fire surging.

Callen dodged to one side, caught in the line, as his face was 
singed up by licking flames.

Mystix bore through the piercing pain of her burns, pressing on, 
lunging at the Firebrand.

The Firebrand swatted her back with its wings, but she replied 
with a harrowing war call.

The lizard bird shuddered at the sound of primal ultimatum—the 
sound of madness itself.

The hesitation alone was long enough for Mystix to find fault in 
the Firebrand's defenses.

She swatted her way in then grappled the dragon down to the 
hard, broken street, flailing.

The Snake Lord writhed beneath, burning her, firing flames and 
slashing with claws.

It cried havoc and created misery for most, but not this day, not 
this way with Mystix.

She struck and slammed--slugged and slashed--the winged beast 
into utter obliteration.

She had no plans past annihilation, no conceit but inevitability—
no shame but failure.

The Dragon would die,  extinguished into irrelevance—but the 
Carnal Mother yet lived.
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Callen smirked, numbing his material self to the physical pain of 
assault, striking Vedek.

The Grey struck back—so the two were locked into an intimate 
battle for pure survival.

He feared Vedek winning—for too much was on line—too much 
was at stake overall.

But  because  Vedek  had  the  spark  of  evil  in  him—his 
perseverance could not outlast.

He succumbed under Callen's  rabid onslaught—slowly getting 
pummelled into dust.

His  final  desires  were  of  mortal  bent—as  he  regretted  ever 
wanting to be everlasting.

“Let me help you,” Vedek croaked, barely able to vocalize his 
surrender, so defeated.

Callen briefly considered the offer,  then proceeded to destroy 
him—but was stopped.

Mystix  held  him  back,  shaking  her  head—denying  him  the 
Bloodright he had earned.

They  shackled  Vedek's  hands  behind  his  back  and  began  to 
assess their next moves.

The Squatch chain of command was notified that the Elder had 
been taken prisoner.

Subplanet Reptilians who bled through the barricade continued 
to surface all over.

Nibiru continued to shake the planet  into temporal  oblivion—
colliding mountains.

Meteors went on disfiguring Mother Nature into the wee hours 
of the End of Times.

Nothing could have stopped the subterranean Undergods, but the 
Squatch did well.

Humanity had a chance to fight back--but it was up to them to 
team with the Yeti.

Dark days lay await for many—but for the few who chose hope
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—chance changed.
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IX. SNAKES NEVER FAR BEHIND

When  there  came  a  knock  upon  the  door,  Kyle  became 
suspicious.

Under  a  heavy-handed  hush  he  urged  Heather  to  hide  in  the 
bedroom.

She  would  have  agreed--but  she  could  already  smell  her 
Highlord cometh.

She shook her head and pointed at the door.  “Our future ends 
behind that door.”

He looked at her oddly.  Once again he felt as if she was foreign 
to her own skin.

“Who is here?”
“Wrythryn.”
Kyle smirked nervously.
He checked the eye-hole.
A man in black nodded back.
“Mr. Kane, I just want to have a word of your time.”
“What do you want?” Kyle spoke through the door.
“Just let me in a minute, I promise you it's important.”
“Listen to me,” Heather said, suddenly de-morphing.
She allowed her psychic cloak to fall away as well.
Suddenly where his girlfriend was stood a Snake.
“What the Hell is going on ...  Heather?  Is it you?”
“Kyle, I can explain ...  Just don't open that door.”
“Why?  You better talk fast, whatever you are ..”
“Mr. Kane ...?  This will only take a minute ...”
“Kyle ...  He's bound by an ancient tradition, that we must be 
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invited in to our victims' domains.  None are bound to abide, but most do 
...  If you let him in--”

“Just  tell  me  one  thing  ...   What  happened  to  Heather?”
She shook her head, wishing he would not ask her of it.

“You do not want to know ...  Please, I promise you ...”
“You owe me this much ... if you respect me at all ...”
“I cannot ...  I'm trying to tell you ...  She's dead, Kyle.”
She did not want to lie, but she did not want to lose him.
“I don't believe you!” he said, reaching for the door knob.
“Please Kyle ...!” she cried out, unsheathing her long claws.
“Mr. Kane ...  I know where your Heather is ...  May I enter?”
Kyle's hand began to turn the knob, when finally he had an idea.

He  opened  the  door,  but  when  the  man  went  to  cross  the 
threshold--he summoned the Shfyt, sending the man into the past once 
more—back into French's Forest of Olden Days.

Then  he  followed,  stepping  through  the  doorframe—bending 
Synthesistika.

He found himself on a mountain summit.  The man had fallen in 
the snow—but when he went over to him—he found the man had lost 
form—and reverted to Snake like Heather had done.

“So ...  She was right to be wary ...  What else are you hiding 
devil?  Is Heather dead?”

Wrythryn recovered his feet under him, now towering over Kyle 
like an Ancient Giant.

“Very crafty, for a human—or whatever manner of hybrid you 
are—but we are done.”

“What do you mean?  You have come with knowledge.  I must 
ensure it is delivered.”

“The girl was bait.  You were just a distraction.  Now the world 
burns—and you die.”

Wrythryn  swung—but  Kyle  backed  off—reluctant  to  get 
entangled in mortal combat.

His priority was finding Heather—and this lizard was no longer 
useful.  He Shyfted.

Back in the room with the imposter—Edgwyn begged him to tell 
her what happened.

“Listen—don't  ever talk to me again.   I  don't  know what you 
were trying to pull here—or who you were trying to deceive—but I could 
never love ... a Lizard.  If Heather is dead—then I am done here ...  Let 
us go our separate ways and never cross again, because I do not want to 
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kill you.”
She frowned at his fantasy, knowing full well she could rip him 

in half in a second.
For the first time in her life, she felt herself tearing up as she 

watch him walk off.
She  did  not  hang  around  long,  fearing  Wrythryn's  imminent 

return.  The Highlord could Gatewalk as well.  It would just take him 
some time to figure out what dimension he was in.

She tracked Kyle out of town, as he headed back toward New 
London to find Deo.

Jax  followed  her  in  turn,  growing increasingly nervous  about 
keeping her around.

“She's a wild card,” Jax reiterated to Om.  “She could suddenly 
become unsound.”

Back on Miramar, Om gravely nodded.  
“If you want Kyle alive, she goes.”
'Very well, Jax.  Have it your way.'
“You've decided wisely, old man.”
'Just ensure she does not escape.'
“She'll not see tomorrow's light.”

When Wrythryn returned through a Shyft of his own, he picked 
up all three scents of Kyle, Edgwyn and Jax, tracking them back to New 
London.  They became a chain of unstable elements.

He also sensed Vedek had been taken prisoner by the Squatch, so 
the time-line was tight.

He ordered that the real Heather be brought to Clay's  Cafe, in 
order to be used as bait.

Edgwyn and the hybrid humans would be removed from history 
all in one fell swoop. 

The  Squatch  would  fall  to  his  power—and the  final  invasion 
would shortly commence.

As space rock resurfaced the countryside—and tsunamis closed 
upon cataclysm ... as Nibiru vibrated the very electromagnetic shield of 
Earth—and  volcanoes  erupted  violently  ...  as  earthquakes  shook  into 
action, crumbling mantel crust to dust—so these endgame players lived 
out their last day.

Clay heard a quiet knock at the door and he knew it was men in 
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black come back.
His heart hammered as he reached out to pull the curtain aside 

and see them there.
He fumbled with the lock,  then stopped—taking a moment  to 

recalibrate his calm.
Then  he  opened it  in  swift  motion—dead-locking  their  gazes 

with his own in steel.
None of them moved for a good three seconds—when the man in 

lead broke first.
“Your  time  is  up.   What is  your  decision,  old man?  We are 

prepared either way.”
“Are you sure there is really no other way we can resolve this  

issue, gentlemen?”
“We are not here to do a deal.  We have orders—and you have 

an ultimatum.”
Despite  their  confidence,  however,  they  did  not  cross  the 

threshold just yet.
Clay quickly closed and locked the door on them—backing away 

slowly.
He felt his old nerves of ice kicking back in—that space where 

time stills.
In his prime, he was one of the best marksmen his generation 

had known.
He saw their silhouettes fanning out, likely checking for other 

entrances.
The one that remained then smashed in the glass and unlocked 

the door.
Clay raised Old Dawn up, levelling her off at the man in slow 

motion.
The man stepped in—drawing his  own weapon—just  as  Clay 

fired.
The man stepped aside in unnatural speed—tidily dodging the 

bullet.  
Clay followed him with Old Dawn,  firing again—again—and 

again.
But the man in black was like a shifting phantom—impossibly 

agile.
Clay could not believe the flight of the target, but reloaded and 

fired.
Finally,  the  man  in  black  was  upon  him,  flashing  in  out  of 

nowhere.

99



He  smacked  Old  Dawn  aside,  gripping  Clay  by  the  throat—
squeezing.

“Where is the hybrid, old man?  I have run out of patience with 
you.”

Clay could barely breathed, but through gritted teeth eked: “So 
kill me.”

But  just  as  the  man  in  black  was  about  to  do  just  that,  Deo 
jumped in.

The man threw Clay across the counter, as Deo cracked him in 
the jaw.

Rex  followed  up  behind,  pointing  his  gun  dead  between  the 
man's eyes.

Deo went to see if his father was alright, while Rex danced with 
murder.

“Why do you hesitate, traitor?” the man in black said, quietly 
cackling.

It looked as if Rex was just about to ease off the trigger, but he 
was not.

There was only a moment of clarity, where he knew for once this 
man was not like him.  A lot of death had gone on since this job began,  
but he was no longer in the wrong.

No  longer  did  he  feel  that  numbing  emptiness  fuelling  evil 
within.

Finally,  he had come to peace with himself,  with Fate on his 
terms.

For  once,  he  realized,  this  was  not  about  him—but  about 
humankind.

The fate of the world rest in his hands—and he must act—not 
escape.

“Go home in peace,” he said, as the man's eyes widened.  He 
shot true.

“More come soon,” Deo implored Rex, snapping him back to the 
now.

“There's  no  more  backing down,”  Rex whispered.   “Now we 
stand.”

Clay and Deo stared at  him grimly.   They knew that  he  was 
right.

Clay kicked the carcass of the man in black, pale and quizzical.  
“What the Hell was he on?  Never seen someone move so fast.”
“He  was  on  Evil,”  Rex  replied,  eyes  lowered.   “We  must  
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prepare.”
Clay took them down to the basement, where they armed up full.
Clay had all his old weapons from the war and work down there.
They  came  back  bad-ass--loaded  down  in  firepower—

bulletproof.
But  when  Clay  led  them  back  into  the  front,  his  disbelief 

deepened.
A black-eyed child dressed in rag stood outside the door staring 

in.
Clay crept over to him.  “Go away kid!” he hissed.  “Very bad 

time.”
Deo was busy checking gear, but Rex soon noticed and called 

out.
“Get away from the door!” he cried.
“May I come in?” the kid intoned.
“Run along,” Clay urged, unaware.
“Please let me in,” the kid said lowly.
Clay moved to unblock the door so as to more properly scuttle 

the kid off.
But Rex rushed over just in time, pulling him back—as the kid 

growled.
The  kid's  eyes  twisted  into  black  holes—as  Greys  came  up 

behind him.
They began to force their way into the diner.  Guns cocked all 

around.
“What  in the holy blazes?” Clay cursed,  hardly gripping with 

reality.
He had all kinds of shell-shock trauma bubbling up for him now.
“I'll explain later,” Deo said.  “Just hold ...  Hold ...  Hold ...”
They all raised their weapons, waiting for the last breach.
The Black-eyed Child and the Greys finally burst through.
Gunfire erupted in staccato Hellfire, bullets spraying brains.
Greys  scattered everywhere,  as the Black-eyed Child marched 

toward them.
Rex fired on him now, unleashing a barrage of rounds, knowing 

the Kid Evil.
The  Kid Evil  was  merely  a  Grey in  disguise,  morphed  down 

from an old man.
But the flurry of lead death merely passed through the kid like he 

were not there.
He did not  flinch,  but  just  walked on,  grinning as  the bullets 
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could not touch him.
This was clearly more than just a normal Grey, Rex thought, for 

it could Gatewalk.
The  Kid  Evil  was  tripping  through  two  worlds,  leaving  his 

corporeal body abroad.
This  intangible  form was  just  an  inter-dimensional  mirage,  a 

mental manifest.
The other Greys began to mobilize, from where they hid, each an 

Elder Grey.
Clay  found  a  target  on  one  in  the  side  hall  and  took  aim—

blasting away at it.
It was too quick for his reflexes.  Meanwhile, two others made a 

move on him.

The Black-eyed Child moved in on Deo—grappling with his gun
—menacing.

But as he touched it, his arm became corporeal—and Rex darted 
in to grab it.

He yanked the arm,  pulling the kid into this dimension.   The 
Black-eyed Child was jolted by the reverse and reverted in turn to his 
Elder Grey self—summoning cloak of red—furious.

Deo jammed butt of his rifle into the Elder's face—knocking him 
back bloody.

Before the Grey could recover, Rex was on him, firing ten times 
at point blank.

But  the  Grey  had  already  switched  back  into  the  other 
dimension, but was dying.

Clay smacked one Grey away—but the other summoned a black 
dagger jabbing.

Then the first  came charging back—as Clay was stabbed and 
then clawed down.

He came right back up, however, too stubborn to go down soon
—so they fought.

They ripped and tore at each other, going around in a whirlwind 
of raging forces.

A third Grey jumped in—and Clay began to lose  confidence, 
reaction time slipping.

He  clipped  one  squarely  upside  the  head—while  another 
manifested an electric net.

The net came down on his head, shocking him senseless—but he 
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roared under fire.
He ripped the net apart, shocking the Greys at his strength, for 

just an old human.

Deo and Rex swooped in just as Clay was now trouncing the 
remaining Greys.

They helped him finish them off, then prepared for more to come 
in the door.

They barricaded it  off  again and then began making plans  to 
escape the place.

Rex was pacing, talking on his phone, apparently arranging their 
evacuation.

Clay  resumed  his  calm,  fatherly  demeanour,  checking  the 
windows for signs.

Deo went out through the back kitchen to encounter the second 
man in black.

The  man  was  just  setting  all  the  burners  on  high,  apparently 
ready to blow it.

“Drop the match!” Deo yelled, his chakras burning on red alert, 
spirit racing.

The man was fast, supernaturally nimble, but when astral, Deo 
was more so.

The  match  fell,  burning  in  its  descent,  but  Deo's  hand  was 
reaching out under.

He just managed to close a fist around the flame when the man 
socked his jaw.

Rex was just off the phone, when he noticed the Grey gone astral 
was healing.

“This  one will  be  a problem shortly,”  he noted to  Clay,  who 
nodded grimly.

They heard a commotion  from the kitchen and raced back to 
check on Deo.

While they did, they did not see that the Reptilians had arrived, 
peering in.

They were swarming the street now, amid the chaos of the End 
of the World.

They were hovering above in their ships, finally revealed, naked 
to human eye.

They were  rising  up  from the  depths,  netted  by Squatch,  but 
many making it past.
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They were phasing in and out from other dimensions, snatching 
people back to Nibiru.

Utter chaos ensued on the planet Earth, as Clay's  Cafe set the 
stage for more wetworks.

The Snakes busted their way in through the new barricade and 
stalked after the trio.

Deo  hit  the  ground  semi-conscious,  as  the  man  in  black  lit 
another match and grinned.

Rex and Clay entered in time to see the first  fireball  go up—
ducking back for cover.

In his foggy state, Deo felt the heat and summoned the Shyft but 
he was not strong.

The Synthesistika was fading fast, now becoming a shadow of 
the former power.

Back  on  Miramar,  Om  monitored  the  proceedings  intently, 
observing Fate unfold.

'You are running out of time,' he warned Jax.  'Things are now  
rapidly unravelling.'

“I am almost there,” Jax said, now galloping on Kormak through 
New London afire.

'All  dimensions  will  continue  to  collapse  now,  so  the  
Wynderelves will be unprotected.'

“Astral  projection  and  teleportation  are  all  they  have  ... 
Otherwise, they are mine.”

'The Synthesistika is almost gone from Deo's bones, he will be  
the easiest target.'

“Before the world ends, you will have your blood—and I will  
have my freedom.”

'Just make sure you are they one to see to it yourself—or I will  
not release you.'

Jax urged Kormak on, now determined to be emancipated that 
day or die trying.

Kyle arrived at Clay's Cafe after tracking Deo's Soulfyr through 
Synthesistika.

The  energy signature  had  grown increasingly faint,  signalling 
Deo was waning.

He  had  to  find  him before  the  light  went  out,  leaving  them 
without their tether. 
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Reptilians  now  swarmed  the  streets,  as  people  ran  in  all 
directions screaming.

He pulled over his hoodie low, dousing his  Soulfyr—climbing 
out of the cab.

Little did he know, as he marched across the street, that Edgwyn 
watched over.

She could not reveal herself, from hiding under darkness in the 
next dimension.

But she would have him—Kyle would be hers again—before the 
day was done.

Little did she know, as she hung back in anticipation, that Jax 
could smell her.

He rode in fast—and he knew where she crouched—up atop a 
gargoyle spire.

Little did he know, as he closed in on her, that Wrythryn closed 
in on him.

Wrythryn  now flew through the  air,  with  his  ten  foot  wings, 
towering.

His shadow flitted across the fearsome faces of humans below.
He tracked Jax at a matched pace, coordinating his Greys.
He could now see Kyle, in his mind's eye, close enough.
He instructed nearby Snakes to square off with him.
This was going to be a collision of colossal forces.
There was going to be no survivors—at least in spirit.
An eclipse of the human collective conscious was occuring in 

tandem  with  the  arrival  of  Nibiru—as  negative  reflected  light—as 
darkness sunk into sand—and anything that goes went on for awhile—
before being born again—in a New World Paradigm of consciousness.

Wrythryn  also sensed that  Vedek was tracking him—shackled 
down in the back of a truck under Squatch guard—flanked in the street 
by gangs of the beast on Clydesdales.  So he would soon get one last 
chance to subjugate the collective mind of the Yeti--pleasing the Carnal 
Mother.  

He also sensed humans marching beside the Squatch.  Policemen 
rode along on horse or motorcycle—military in jeep—and tanks front 
and  rear—escorting  the  beast.   Cop  cars  and  unmarked  swarmed 
throughout the side-streets.   Helicopters buzzed back and forth above, 
gunning  down  Reptilians  left  and  right.   All  over  the  world,  as  the 
dimensions  collapsed  in  on  themselves,  the  criminal  elements  of  the 
humans, who were in collusion with the Snakes, were now exposed—
paving way for the Yeti and men to band together against the common 
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threat of the Nibiru invaders.
Humanity was rising up at lightning speed, ousting the tyrants 

and  taking  prisoner  those  in  bed  with  Snakes—reclaiming  their 
worthiness of virtue—teaming up with the beast at last.

Some men in black went rogue, turning back from the shadow 
side just in time.  

Some Greys grew a heart again, remembering the true value in 
mortality—removing their suits that had kept them alive so long, as long 
as  they  wore  it—now  finally  settled  on  dying  at  last,  releasing 
themselves back into the Great Stream of the Universe—absolving their 
greedy grip.

Squatch dispatched Snakes by the dozens,  with firepower and 
numbers behind them.  The Lizards had already been severely crippled 
and thinned by the  Underground War—so few of  them had amassed 
more than a few dozen together at once—not enough to make them a dire 
threat—but  nevertheless  more  were  always  never  far  behind—and so 
their numbers were never-ending—plus their ships overhead were faring 
better—heavily engaged in dogfights with jets and other ufo's.

But little did most of them truly know, as they battled for their 
right to life that day, in every possible way, from continent to continent
—across  every  ocean--that  Om  ever  loomed  over  all,  even  more 
powerful than Wrythryn in the Shyft—even more prescient than every 
Elder Grey in union—almost as ever-present as Nibiru had now become
—supercharged by the dark sun's dynamism.
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X. NEVER MEET ME IN LIMBO

Om pushed a pawn across, playing chess with himself.  It was 
how he dealt with eternity.  He was now enjoying watching Deo realize 
his time was nearly up.  He had gone astral just in time—as the kitchen 
blew out in a dozen fireballs—but soon he would rematerialize, as his 
powers petered out.

He struggled to hold on with all his will, for if he jumped back 
now he would burn to death.

He  watched  in  horror  as  the  man  in  black's  skin  and  bones 
melted in a dead pile on the floor.

He could not see whether Clay and Rex had pulled back in time 
or whether they were caught.

Om relished every second, steering Fate with his mind—praying 
for Deo to make his choice.

He could live or he could die—but if he survived at all, it would 
have to be on Om's terms.

Om manifested before Deo in the flames as they raged—smiling 
broadly at his student.

'You were always a favourite,  Deo, before you turned on me.  
Come back to the fold.'

“You don't own me!  You lied to me!  I'd rather burn to death 
than be burdened again.”

'I lied for your own good, Deo.  You must know I have always  
wanted Fate to flourish.'

“Maybe in your own image!  I have learned my lesson.  Kane 
taught me about freedom.”

“Kane?  He does not know his Destiny any better than you.  You 
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both balk at Fortune!”
“We know what it means to live and die.  We did not choose 

Eternity  like  you!   We  have  simply  decided  to  reclaim our  right  to 
choose—and if that means I pass on through—then so be it!”

'I choose My Path with every bit of freedom as you now choose,  
Deo.  I am Justice!'

“You are just a madman!  You do know know how you affect 
the Synthesistika!  You play havoc with humanity for your own ends—to 
feed your own Ego—no better than the Snakes ...  You may have been 
responsible for so much that you do not know—yet you do not care—
you just carry on.”

'I will never stop my pursuit of the perfect plan—the brightest  
burn-out for any star—the fullest follow through of any life—the most  
intricate trajectory toward formerly unreachable futures.'

“Mark my words, Om ...  Before we are finished, I will be the 
teacher—and you will die.”

Om erupted into laughter.   'You are in little position for such  
large threats—but we will see.'

Deo did not lose focus—for he could not afford to unconciously 
Shyft at this trying moment.

The flames  danced before  his eyes—and all  he could do was 
breath and pray for inner strength.

Om vanished--returning to his passive observance—to see how 
Fate made this now play out.

Deo could still hear him cackling however—in his delusions of 
grandeur—and wild will.

Meanwhile, Clay and Rex waited for the fire to burn out before 
going back in for Deo.

“He will be okay,” Rex reassured Clay.  “You know it by now. 
He's more than human.”

Clay nodded.   “What  is  he exactly?   What happened to him? 
Does it have to do with you?”

“No.   He  tried  to  kill  himself—and now he's  trapped in  two 
worlds.  Some call them Wynderelves.  We studied them a bit in training. 
He's the first that I have actually met in the field.”

Clay lowered his head in deep thought.  “When did he do it?  I 
mean ... how do you know?”

“I don't ...  I never asked ...  That is just how the legend goes—
and how he related it to me.”

Clay smirked.  “It's just like him, always going getting himself in 
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some crazy mess again.”
The  fires  were  now  settled  into  a  steady  burn—explosions 

having ended—building burning.
Structural supports were creaking and so they hurried in dodging 

beams and flames all along.
They found Deo slowly standing up.  He moved away from the 

fire and finally rematerialized.
Then he nearly collapsed, with Clay and Rex both grabbing him 

under the arms, pulling up.
“Are you okay, son?”
“I'm fine, but spent.”
“Can you walk?”
“I can sure try.”
“Can you climb?”
They mounted steps.
Every minute was tense.
Every footfall echoed times ten.
Rescue awaited them on the roof.
All that was left was to hoof it up.
It was a race against all bad omens.
It was a longshot effort for freedom.
It was a last resort—top-side bound.
They had little to lose but their lives either way.
In one final push of Synthesistika, Deo was able to sense that 

Kyle was close—but that he was in trouble—surrounded by Snakes and 
Greys all sides.

“I must go back, Kyle needs me,” he insisted.
“There is no way you'll make it, don't do it.”
“Deo you can't.  You almost died already.”
“He taught me to live again.  I owe him.”
“He'd be against you marching into death.”
“Son, this is insanity.  The building's collapsing.”
“I still have some of the power left.  I will be fine.”
“Take this then,” Rex said, handing over ammo.”
“Be fast,” Clay urged.  “I will expect you back.”
“Don't worry, dad—I've got Fate on my side.”
But he was lying, for his Soulfyr was gone.
His inevitable end was assured by going.
No amount of luck could save him now.
The course was true—but surely doomed.
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He descended into the building, finally moribund.
Even as Snakes rose up—with just his vest and guns—he made 

his way down through the stairwells—in a line of fire and blood—as he 
made his way for the street below.

Meanwhile, Clay and Rex made it to the roof—only to meet with 
resistance.

More Snakes were waiting for them up there—so they emptied 
their clips.

There  were  more  than  they  could  fend  off—but  their  rescue 
swooped in.

The  chopper  approached  and  blanketed  the  Lizards  with 
unending fire.

The  rounds  blazed  through  the  Snakes—ripping  them  into 
oblivion.

Rex led Clay to the helicopter as it landed—and they took off 
again.

“Circle  around,  there's  someone  else  who  should  be  up  in  a 
minute.”

Kyle  felt  a  large  hand  on  his  shoulder—and  he  was  yanked 
around.

A huge Reptilian hissed down at him, four others flanking him.
“We come at Wrythryn's bequest, to deliver you to your girl.”
Kyle slowly looked about him, seeing the Snakes everywhere.
They were  drawing  in  their  noose,  surrounding  him at  every 

angle.
He backed up but bumped into another—until they had claws on 

him.
“Come with us—and do as we say—and you will see your girl 

soon.”
They knew he  was  powerful,  for  they were warned and now 

ready.
“I  trust  not  a  word  Wrythryn  says  ...   Leave  me  too  my 

business.”
The lead Lizard sensed his threat was serious, real and deadly.
They all seized up, dancing on the head of a tipping needle.
Soon a battle of magic and brawn was about to break out.
The point would drop, the first blow rain down—then up.
Then fury-fed fist and fire-fed claws clashed—mangling.
Kyle's powers were at their peak—and he was winning.
He downed every Snake within arm's reach in a second.
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He whirled in the Synthesistika, recalling his martial arts.
He spun in circles, slicing and slashing with Soulfyr Sword.
Lizards lunged and lashed out, languished and lifted up—dying.
More replaced the fallen, so that an sea of Reptilians swarmed 

in.
Kyle kept killing them in droves, unfazed—relentlessly fighting 

on.
He was on a quest to find Heather again—and nothing would 

stop him.
But the hordes only came on stronger, eventually drowning him 

in scales.
At  the  sight  of  this,  Edgwyn  then  could  handle  no  more—

swooping down.
She moved in fast to help Kyle, but Jax was on her all at once—

intervening.
Om wanted Kyle  to face his Fate uninterrupted,  but  for Om's 

own machinations.
Kormak rose up on hind legs before Edgwyn, neighing loudly—

front hooves kicking.
The horse came down again—and the two squared off.  Edgwyn 

hissed, sizing Jax up.
She sensed that he was not human—not hybrid—not Squatch—

but something else.
As they circled about each other, she could tell that he was there 

with a purpose.
“Why do you stand in my way, dark one?  What have I done to 

cross your life?”
“I come here on behalf of someone else, for reasons unnecessary 

for you to know.”
“Then why do you not strike?  Why do you block but not bore in

—are  you  afraid?”
“I  fear  nothing,”  Jax said,  lying,  for  it  was true,  she  was  unnerving. 
“You must go.”

“And if I don't?  What then, dark one?  Are you prepared to face 
a  female  scorned?”
“You seek to save a man that was never meant for your Fate.  You cross 
astral lines.”

“I love him!  I care not if he's human, I have a heart too—and I 
have learned to use it.”

“Do not be a fool …  Human emotions are their weakness, not 
their strength of spirit.”
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She bristled with ire at his interruption.  Kyle could die for the 
delay if she waited.

“Then watch as I let my new emotions fuel my fury—and see if I 
seem weakend.”

Jax braced for impact as she lunged at him all at once—full of 
venom and verve.

He pulled Kormak back, to the side—and clawed out at her face, 
drawing blood.

She breathed fire across the horse's flank, causing it to buck and 
throw Jax free.

Jax rebounded with gusto,  going  for  her  jugular  with  jagged, 
razor-sharp teeth.

She beat her wings, dexterously lifting into the air out of harm's 
way—firing back.

Her breath of flame flooded the immediate vicinity—scorching 
Jax and Kormak black.

But Jax fought on, for his freedom alone remained his sole star—
and he fought on blind.

He  could  still  smell  her  exact  position  and  pulled  free  his 
crossbow shooting her down.

She  plunged  to  Earth  like  a  rock—clutching  two  bolts  now 
impaled in her scaled breast.

He  rushed  up  upon  her—only  to  be  blown  back  by  another 
funnel of fire—burned more.

So  they  struggled  to  secure  their  respective  Destinies—
determined to die or win the day.

Meanwhile, Deo had emerged from the burning building just in 
time to help Kyle who was all but defeated by the ocean of Snakes—but 
being powerless himself—and also near death—Deo's odds of coming 
out alive were small.  Still, he had no other choice, for he was committed 
to redemption.

He had had enough of the fear,  the wonder—the ever present 
pressure of preserving dharma.

He  had  had  enough  of  the  hurt,  the  sorrow—the  all  abiding 
menace of living between worlds.

He had had enough of the hardship, the lessons—and the fickle 
fad tidings of Synthesistika.

He threw away caution—and with it went worry.  He put down 
soul's unrest, forever buried. 
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All angles crashed in on themselves—as his mind focused in on 
a singularity—a final rout.

All  patterns  resolved  into  a  crystalline  confidence,  devoid  of 
ego's common distractions.

He  waded in  to  the  wall  of  Lizards,  unloading  his  rounds  in 
overlapping waves of bloodshed.

He  cared  not  any  longer  about  death,  in  fact,  but  only  the 
restoration of his Soul's good deeds.

He minded not the lick and burn of Reptilian fire, so long as he 
kept locked on the sweet end.

“Kyle, I'm coming,” he cried as he fired and blew his ear-drums 
out from the constant attack.

He cut a swatch through the wall of Snakes and once standing 
over Kyle spun about firing.

He  cleared  a  perimeter  fifty  yards  in  everywhere  direction, 
mowing down the winged ones.

Kyle rolled over, recovering his strength fast—dazed but not hurt 
bad—soon up on his feet.

Deo  was  running  low  on  ammo,  but  continuing  to  fire  off 
warning rounds at any stray Snake.

“Long  time  no  see,  partner,”  Kyle  said  smirking.   Then  he 
noticed Deo faint and caught him.

“Is it happening then?” he said, laying Deo down on the ground. 
He appeared to be dying.

“I guess Om will have the last laugh, but I had a good one going 
down,” he said weakly.

“Hang  on  …   I'm  not  going  to  lose  you  yet,”  Kyle  said, 
concentrating, infusing light.

The Snakes were closing in again, sensing weakness—as Kyle 
tried to revive Deo.

But  then  the  Lizards  parted,  making  way  for  Wrythryn  who 
landed in their ranks.

He  approached  Kyle,  who  was  frantically  repairing  Deo's 
degenerating Soulfyr.

Kyle could not keep it up for long.  “I will set you in the next 
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dimension for now.”
“Don't  bother,” Deo said,  smiling.   “I  think it  is  my Destiny.  

Cannot cheat forever.”
“You don't deserve to go yet, brother, just keep yourself together 

another few minutes.”

Kyle  cut  a ribbon through reality with just  a finger—so truly 
powerful was he now, due to Nibiru's imposing influence—that the very 
essence of space melted away under a swift and sure swipe.

He picked up Deo in his arms and placed him through the stitch 
in time, setting him down in a distant time—on a different land—then 
brushed the Gate closed again, standing up before Wrythryn.

“I  have brought you the one thing you seek,” the Snake said, 
breathing fire so Kyle could see.

In the flames,  Heather stood between two Lizards,  struggling, 
gagged—crying in anguish.

“Let  her  go!”  Kyle  roared.   “You do not  know who you  are 
messing with now monster!”

“I  know  all  too  well,  hybrid  …   Do  not  fool  yourself  into 
thinking you out-match me.”

“I WILL DESTROY YOU!” Kyle screamed.  
“She will die if you so much as take a step.”
Kyle hesitated, torn between rage and sense.
“That is better, use your head and survive.”
“What is it you want from me exactly?”
“Do as I say and you will see her again.”
Kyle surrendered, defeated by the game.
“You are my bait,” Wrythryn explained.
“Who is your prey?  What do I attract?”
“You already know the answer to that.”
Wrythryn stepped closer.  “Summon her.”
“Summon who?  Oh … you mean … …”

Wrytrhyn nodded.  “Now you begin to see.”
“Do you mean she followed me here then?”
“She is close.  Call out to her, in your mind.”

Kyle now knelt in submission to the demand.
He closed his eyes.  He thought of Edgwyn.
He thought of their time together.
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He opened up to her in his heart.
He met her in limbo, leading on.
Come back to me, he summoned.
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XI. FATHOM THE FALL AT BOTTOM

Edgwyn heard him, as she pulled the last bolt from her bosom.
She stood up in a renewed ragelust, now unwilling to give up.
She hissed and roared—breathed fire and rained horror.

She rose up in the air before Jax—wild in her bloodlust.
She batted her wings in a fury—fear razed by the fire of love.
She would have Kyle back—and this would end in their reunion.

Jax  came  in  on  her,  charred  but  unbeaten  thus  far—and  she 
looked.

She gazed into his eyes—mesmerizing him to be a split-second 
off game.

In the moment taken away, she summoned a Hellfire Hainde, up 
from below.

A giant Lizard hand broke up from underground, reaching down 
to grab Jax.

Jax struggled but was being crushed by the massive grip, losing 
his breath.

Kormak neighed and bucked—and began to charge down upon 
Edgwyn.

She lost her concentration, forced to dodge to the sky—taking 
off again.

The hand released Jax, returning back to the hole from where it 
had risen.
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Jax fell into a broken pile—unmoving—as Edgwyn struck down 
Kormak.

Edgwyn approached Jax's defeated body, but turned away—now 
after Kyle.

She had no time to fathom the consequences, until she had fallen 
all the way.

“Why do you want her so badly?” Kyle said.  “All she wants is 
her freedom.”

“She wants more than she can ask.  She is free to belong to the 
collective.”

“We  are  more  than  that  …   We  are  individual  Souls. 
Wynderelves know.”

“Annunaki are not supposed to have hearts—let alone listen to 
them.”

“Maybe the Snake Destiny is to find the human in every Lizard.”
“Maybe  the  human  destiny  is  to  die  a  lonely  death  in  the 

universe.”
“I am not here to play games with you,  Wrythryn!   Where is 

she!!!”
Wrythryn  acquiesced,  once  more  manifesting  Heather  on  a 

breath of fire.
“Heather!” Kyle called out to her, but she could not hear him—

and she faded.
“Bring her back!” 
“She's still here.”
“Tell me where.”
“After Edgwyn ...”
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XII. HEAVEN & HELL IN PARALLEL

Kyle kept an eye on Deo a dimension away—when a chopper 
appeared.

Rex and Clay came down in the helicopter—circling around to 
land.

The  hordes  of  Lizards  still  surrounded  them,  but  stayed  at  a 
distance.

Rex  and  Clay  came  running  over  together,  being  equally 
concerned.

Kyle  approached  them  and  explained  that  they  were  in  a 
stalemate.

He told them to take off again and he would soon signal them 
down.

Then just as he was turning around, he saw her standing over 
there.

She had now morphed into Heather again—but it was the Other 
Her.

It  was  the  Evil  Her—the  Reptilian  Her—his  new  Annunaki 
girlfriend.

But  he  found he  was  having  mixed  feelings,  now seeing  her 
again.

There was Her—and the memories of the real Heather mixed in.
He wanted to go to her—but recoiled from Her—all at once.
She walked up, entrancing in beauty, surreal in luminescence.

Her glow not all hollow power, but there was also a heart there.
Her  fuel  was  not  just  fear,  but  also  she  was  learning  about 

courage.
There was hope for her Soul, he felt, in the end—but she had lied 

him.
“I'm sorry,” he said, as she neared him now—and Wrythryn then 

fazed in.
She stepped sideways--as Her former  Highlord materialized—

now faltering.

“Surprised to see me?” Wrythryn mocked.  “Did you think that I 
was  gone?”
Edgwyn  hissed,  still  pissed and perfect,  still  willing to  kill  and think 
later.

“I thought that you were no longer important enough to me to 
think about.”

This was about her and Kyle—and it was no one else's business 
but theirs.

Her statement enraged Wrythryn,  for he secretly once and still 
did love her.

He was just unable ever to admit it for they were Snakes and that 
was taboo.

On Nibiru—or in Hollow Earth--Lizards in love were considered 
deranged.

Love did not rule the Dark Sun—but Death and Destruction were 
its pillars.

“I am here giving you one last chance, Edgwyn, to come under 
rule again.”

“I'll never surrender My Will to you, even if it means I must die 
not to do it.”

“Where is Heather!” Kyle cracked at Wrythryn, unable to bear 
the proceedings.

“NO KYLE,” Edgwyn cried out.  “Please come back to me … 
Please come ...”

He turned to her, not out of love, but trying desperately to spin 
the moment out.

Her  way was  Hell—and Heather's  way was  Heaven—parallel 
lines so opposite.



But Wrythryn saw a hole through, throwing up a Gateway over 
to Heather now.

“Here is your woman, Kyle Kane …  Go to her or bid her come 
as you see fit.”

“Kyle …  It's a trick …  She's really dead … That's not her …  I 
swear to you.”

XIII. ANOTHER HEATHER IN HEAVEN

Kyle could tell it was Heather.  She was tied to post, but soon 
untied by hands.

“Kyle!” she screamed when they pulled the gag from her mouth. 
She ran to him.

Edgwyn grew enraged, just as Wrythryn had planned—and she 
swooped in to kill.

She would take Heather from him once again—insanely thinking 
that would help.

Heather stepped through the Gateway, just as Edgwyn descended
—Kyle yelling.

“Heather!  Watch out!”  But Jax had returned from the edge of 
death—now here.

Jax galloped up beside Edgwyn in a flash, firing off from his 
bow into her back.

She  collapsed  with  a  dozen  punctures  and  feathered  bolts 
protruding upwardly.

He alighted from Kormak—jumping down to hack away at her 
with machete.

He  was  securing  his  freedom—and  he  would  not  fail  in  that 



measure this day.

The Snakes all around surrounding them began now to tighten 
their noose.

They  followed  the  chain  of  command  in  minutia—
telepathically--as One.

Wrythryn  looked  on  smiling.   This  chaos  in  the  mix  was 
drumming up well.

He sensed the cavalry were coming soon, as the Squatch Guard 
approached.

He slipped out of this dimension to attempt taming the beast one 
final time.

He promised himself he would come back to finish the job with 
the hybrids.

The  Carnal  Mother  would  be  pleased  with  his  progress,  he 
allowed himself.

Wrythryn tried materializing inside the truck holding Vedek—
but it was lead-lined.

It was still possible to make the jump, but it was a lot trickier—
and so much riskier.

Instead he settled for landing on the roof, so beginning to cut 
through with his claws.

He  ripped  the  roof  aside,  exposing  Vedek  and  the  Squatch 
beneath—as guns blazed.

Vedek was still heavily chained—but he sent up an energy flash
—now seeing a chance.

This blinded the Squatch temporarily, however they could still 
sense Wrythryn descend.

A hyper melee played out as the challengers of beast beat back 
the Highlord and Grey.

Mystix found the close quarters disorienting—and Callen could 
not focus in the dark.

But  then,  mid-fray,  when  either  side  looked  good  to  win, 
Wrythryn now whispered.  

He  said:  “Hummingbird  ...”   This  was  the  trigger  word,  to 
activate implanted code.

The  Squatch  suddenly  snapped  back  to  her  trance  state,  re-
programmed to kill hybrid.

“Mystix!” Callen cried.  “What's the matter?!”  But she broke out 
the back of the truck.

Callen continued to fight on his own, powers rejuvenated by the 
sunlight flooding in.

Mystix moved out into the street now--sensing them—smelling 
the hybrids close by.

She had one sole mission in life—and that was death to good 
humans—and hybrids.

She took off toward Clay's Cafe, where Kyle was reunited with 
Heather and leaving.

After Wrythryn had left, the remaining Snakes had once more 
moved in to clean up.

But Kyle stepped them cross-dimension—to a big golden field 
under a high noon sun.

“Kyle!  I can't believe it's you, I thought that I would never see 
you again …  The End.”

“I know, babe …  Can you believe it …?  Can you believe what 
has  been  happening?”
“Just tell me we're going to make it through this, okay?  Because I'll die 
without you.”

“Just  remain  calm,  we  have  to  go  back  soon,  my  power 
diminishes the longer we stay.”

“But this place is like Heaven, are you kidding me?  How long 
can was stay, honestly.”

“Heather  …   I  love  you  more  than  anything.   I  would  do 
anything, if I could, I swear.”

“So we have to go back to … to those Snakes … and … aliens ... 
Please, God no ...”

“Do not worry, I have a plan …  But you must stay here for now, 
just for a moment.”

They found Deo near the lakeshore, waiting for Kyle's  return. 



He was healing now.

XIV. FROZEN LAKES ARE FOREVER

“Deo …?  What's happening?”
“My powers are coming back.”
“Why?  What changed--Om?”
“No, I don't think so,” he said.
“Then what?  What's different?”
“I think it's beyond Om, honestly.”
“You mean …  Fate healed you?”
He nodded.  “While you were gone, I lay here and died.  I felt  

the life slip from my body—and begin to go off to the other side—but a 
gold-skinned  woman  walked  across  that  stream,  beckoning  to  me  to 
return.  She said that she had the power to grant me reprieve—for I had 
redeemed my Soul.  By saving your life, at the risk and eventual end of 
my own—I had finally learned to help others first.   I  was stuck as a  
Wynderelf because I refused to put those Souls I was in charge of ahead 
of my own.”

“So now you are no longer Wynderelf?”
“My life was returned, but not the powers.”
“Then it is as if you never really died at all.”
“Not yet, anyway,” Deo said, grinning giddily.
Kyle shook his hand.  It was finally good news.
“You remember Heather.  This is … the real one.”
“Then I guess that we have never met,” Deo said.
They shook hands, now laughing a bit out of key.



“So you're really telling me, she took my form?”
Heather was filled in on everything transpired.
Monitoring the street where they left, they noticed the Squatch 

Mystix  approaching.   They  followed  her  direction,  which  eventually 
veered directly toward them—seeing their beacon.

“Oh my God, I think it sees us,” Heather cried.
The landscape around them began to freeze over.
Snowstorms blew in—and the lake turned to ice.
From across the water, Om walked into view.
'This is what happens when Fates collide.'
“What are you saying,” Kyle growled.
'As Nibiru approaches, you lose touch with the Synethesistika—

your subconscious begins to take over—the one that knows you already  
died.'

“YET I LIVE!!!” Kyle roared aloud at him.
“Look at me,” Deo mocked.  “Still kicking.”
'I admit,' Om went on.  'Variables abound.'
“Be gone from here!” Kyle commanded.
Om vanished—but the lake stayed frozen.
Kyle walked out on it—remembering the day.
He looked around—seeing the same overcast sky.
He recalled cocking the gun, putting it to his temple.
He saw once again in his mind's eye the clouds above.
He heard once more the sound of gulls crying in the wind.
Then all  at once he saw at last what he had blacked out until  

now.
But  the  Gateway  was  collapsing,  as  his  Soulfyr began  to  go 

haywire, forcing him to Shyft them back to the present, where they came 
in sight of the mindless, rabid, snarling Squatch.  

Perhaps Om was right, he thought.  He might lose control over 
his powers, before losing his powers altogether.  He redoubled efforts to 
focus his Synthesistika—but it was difficult.

'That is your Third Keye, Kyle Kane.  The final piece to your  
lesson in Passing On.  The more you grasp power—the more it consumes  
you—until you would kill yourself for losing it.'

“I  NEVER  DIED!”  he  screamed.   He  now  knew it  was  his 
choice what happened.

“YOU  DIED!!!”  Om  cried.   “I  SAVED  YOU  FROM 
YOURSELF—FOR THIS!”

“You will damn the day you save me, then, Om …  For soon I 
will come for you.”



XV. DARK STAR RISING IN THE EAST

Mystix roared.  She had no use for words.  Hybrid blood would 
soon flow free.

Deo grabbed Heather, pulling her aside, knowing Kyle was their 
only hope.

“What's  happened?” Kyle  growled.   He saw the trance in the 
Squatch's eyes.

She moved in on him, as they circled together—man and beast in 
dance.

They symbolized an eternity of opposition—between their two 
races.

Even as their brethren banded together—they eyed each other for 
death.

Kyle did not want to kill the Yeti, but he would not let her stand 
in his way.

She  breathed  heavily,  grunting—then  she  began  beating  her 
chest in show.

Callen nearly succumbed under the intense inferno of Wrythryn's 
twisting tongue.

But other Squatch came on strong—and soon the SWAT teams 
were sniping hard.

Vedek finally found the focus to Shyft, narrowly averting death 
under hot lead.

He  side-stepped the chains  and reverted corporeal  outside the 
truck—fleeing.

He only made it across the intersection before ten Squatch had 
him pinned.

Wrythryn took a ton of bullets—a handful of thunderbolts—and 
some bow bolts.

He screamed and fired out  the truck like the fourth of July—
frying so very many.

But he was done before dealing the blow—and crumpled down 
like a bag of bricks.

So  too  with  him fell  the  Fate  of  an  Annunaki  Invasion—not 
failed but forever twisted.

For  with  his  death,  Mystix's  trance  lifted—and  she  instantly 
reverted to her normal self.

Mystix had moved in for the kill, but Kyle could easily keep her 
at bay by Shyfting.

This frustrated her mindless state, so that she could only think to 
turn on the others.

Deo and Heather were far off, however--and Kyle kept baiting 
her away from them.

He kept reasoning with her, sensing this was not her intent—that 
she was innocent.

But she would not listen, nor speak—but clawed and thrashed at 
his illusory mirage.

Finally,  he  stepped into  this  dimension,  giving  up—frustrated 
himself by the measures.

He had tried so hard, for so many days now, to make sense of 
any of it—his mind blew.

All he had left, was to give in to Fate, to see what really may 
have happened that day.

Whether he shot himself on the frozen lake or not, what really 
mattered was reality now.

Whether Om was involved in transforming his future—whether 



Destiny  decided  it  all—did  not  matter—for  he  was  sure  as  the  Sun 
revolved on its axis—that his next choice would be his own.

So like Deo saved him, he gave his own life, in order to put an 
end to the helplessness.

But just before Mystix could kill, she snapped back to herself—
and it was like an omen.

Fate saved Kyle in that second, allowing him to live on—and so 
he took it as a blessing.

Mystix  stumbled  to  her  knees,  unsure  of  her  footing—not 
remembering what happened.

Kyle  helped  her  up—explaining  what  went  on—when  she 
recalled everything at once.

Then she filled him in on the approaching cavalry—who then 
shortly appeared in sight.

The military—the Squatch commanders—and a legion of private 
assassins approached.

Soon  plans  were  made  to  carry  on  Earth's  revolt  against  the 
Annunaki—well into night.

Kyle,  Heather,  Deo,  Rex,  Clay  and  Mystix  took  off  in  the 
helicopter to heal and regroup.

They  landed  at  Sundowner's  Ranch  outside  New  London—
Clay's fifty acres of retreat.

There they set up headquarters, laid out maps and listened to the 
airwaves of endtimes.

Kyle soon grew anxious, knowing he must face Om once and for 
all, before his own end.

Deo decided to join him, still feeling he owed Kane for showing 
him back to the real life.

Kyle objected, since Deo was now human, but once again Deo 
could not let fear interfere.

Mystix insisted on also accompanying, knowing that she could 
best lead them up Miramar.

So  they  armed  themselves  head  to  foot  and  left  the  chopper 
behind—now preferring the road.

Om could easily summon a storm with his mind, Deo argued, to 
knock them out of the sky.

So  they  took  Clay's  jeep  and  drove  to  the  base  of  Miramar, 
where they could begin upward.

Heather,  Rex  and  Clay  would  hold  down  the  fort  until  their 
return—also against all odds.

Meanwhile, the Sisters Stern teamed up with the Brothers Black 
to fight back for Earth.

As the band traveled up Miramar to confront Om, Kyle began to 
have visions of history.

He saw the snake rising up out of the muck over time to once 
rule the world long ago.

He  saw  the  universe  spinning  around  through  millenia  as 
humanity ascended to light.

He saw Nibiru in its 26,000 year orbit--with each pass mounting 
a renewed invasion.



Then he saw the lake—where he stood deathly still—staring out 
at a dark sun in the sky.

Just as he had been about to pull and fire, the black planet had 
dawned upon the horizon.

It beckoned to him, magnetic and overwhelming—triggering a 
giant cascade of emotions.

Om watched over from up on Miramar,  as Kyle  relived these 
visions, hoping for a change.

A final masterpiece would be the redemption of Kane—and the 
name of the Wynderelf.

But a greater goal had always been, once Nibiru came into view, 
to  attempt  a  dimensional  collapse—and  witness  the  Heart  of  the 
Multiverse—and according to legend,  become a Great  Maker—one of 
the  Pantheon  of  Masterminds  who  ruled  the  worlds  and  steered  the 
course of time and space.

He pushed his chess pieces around, forever obsessing over the 
chances of Synthesistika.

Under the weight of his heavy thoughts then, Miramar threatened 
to erupt in sonic waves.

He had seen this day before it happened—and he knew this was 
how it was supposed to be.

Nibiru-charged,  the  waves  of  Synthesistika  would  build  up, 
under a steady mental massage.

He  would  guide  the  forces  together,  until  the  Multiverses 
suddenly phased into one plane.

Then for a moment he would see the Dark Sun in his mind—and 

finally wield All Power.

The band made the final stretch of their passage up to Om in 
haste, for their time was thin. 

When Miramar first began to shake, it came in small then built 
up, each time stumbling them.

“What is it?” Kyle yelled, as Deo scanned for Om's influence—
and Mystix urged them on.

“It  could  be  the  Dark  Sun  rocking  the  Earth—or  it  could  be 
dimensional collapse—or Om.”

“It  matters not,” Mystix grunted.  “We must  press forward or 
risk it all.  Opportunity flees.”

But Deo fell back—and they found him crumpled on the ground
—suddenly aglow in chakras  once more.   His  powers  were suddenly 
reignited by the Synthesistika being so concentrated on Miramar—and 
then bolstered by Om's mental Soulfyr acrobats.  They finally got him up 
and he was Wynderelf once more—at least for his time there on Miramar
—so there band was fortified and further motivated.

Meanwhile, in the skies, Highlord Mythika was sworn in as the 
new leader of the invasion.

The Snake would soon reorganize under fresh command—and 
revive their assault of Earth.

Nibiru would not  pass  out  of  reach  for  many months,  giving 
them ample time to amp back up.

They would  not  fall  for  lack  of  perseverance—nor  submit  to 
failure before eternity's doorstep.



Mystix led them up a narrow grove to where they could see Om's 
abode, smoke stack pluming.

“He  will  sense  us  soon if  not  already,”  Deo  warned.   “I  am 
attempting to shield our minds.”

Kyle  unsheathed  his  swords  and  locked  and  loaded.   Mystix 
readied the Staff of Fyrefall that Callen had lent her at the last minute.  
Deo raised up a Wall of Wyrlds to help blunt Om's attacks.

'You're  out  of  your  league,  Deodorph.   Although  you  have  
recovered power—it is unstable.'

“Try  me!”  Deo  shouted,  alerting  Kyle  and  Mystix  that  their 
cover was blown.  Deo motioned for them through a side route that led 
up to the other entrance of the cabin—where the would insert themselves 
and make a final play for control over their own Synthesistikas—striking 
down Om.

'THIS IS HOW IT MUST UNFOLD!' Om boomed in Deo's ears, 
so loud that he winced.

Kyle helped him along, as they mounted the final stone steps—
now about to break inside.

'It  doesn't  have  to  be  this  way,' Deo  implored  in  his  mind. 
'There are other ways than this.'

'You would not know other ways, until you would have known  
what I've seen, my late pupil.'

'I  learned much from you,  old  man,  but  I  never  would  have  
agreed with retooling Nature.'

'Creation in all forms is also Nature, foolish one.  I am but a  
Higher Form in the Order.'

'YOU  ARE  A  MONSTER!   MANIPULATING  MINDS  OF  
THOSE WHO WISH TO DIE!'

Deo  sought  to  fog  Om's  mind  with  raw  emotion,  possibly 
opening a hole in his defenses.

'MIND YOUR PLACE, DEODORPH!  TURN BACK NOW AND  
I MAY SPARE YOU!'

'I MAY SPARE YOU ...!!!  IF YOU ARE LUCKY ...!!!  IF YOU  
SURRENDER NOW!'

Om lost control over his mounting anger—and his grip on the 
Synthesistika slipped.

Miramar  rumbled  again—then  settled  as  Om  struggled  to 

recapture his Soulfyr vortex.

But  having  just  barely  brought  together  the  spectrum  before 
losing concentration—and seeing all dimensions collapse together—the 
vision was burned into him—and his mind sank into oblivion.

He was a rogue Elder Grey long ago, who one day went awol to 
try to save the human soul.

His  mission was Fate—and his  role  was Creator—but he lost 
himself to the power in it all.

His Third Keye for Kyle was actually meant for him—the entire 
time not seeing the Truth.

Now he saw All Time, All Space—and he knew All Things.  His 
death would not come easy.

Mystix  busted  down  the  back  door  and  they  surged  in  like 
soldiers—not  knowing  what  wicked  forces  awaited  them—not 
understanding Om had been waiting unto this time of Nibiru—for he felt 
his life purpose was not just to manipulate the Fates of Souls on Earth—
but  also  to  become  ever  greater,  ever  more  powerful—ever  more 
omnipotent—ever more omnipresent—until he was man become God.

Kyle did not know whether he would ever see Heather again, so 
he  prayed  for  her—and  all  of  his  friends.   Mystix  bristled  with  the 
strength of  a  world of Squatch behind her—for  she knew these were 
times when courage prevailed—and so she drew on her ancient primal 
spirits.  Deo held on to hope in every second that before long this would 
all be over—and he could get back to human again.

They barged into Om's  study,  not to find a man,  but a raging 
maelstrom of cosmos incarnate.
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