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“You’re awake,” 

“Where am I?” 

“I’m unsure whether that’s a good thing or not.” 

“You haven’t answered my question. Are you aware of who you’re in the presence of?” 

“Perhaps it’d be better if you remained unconscious…” 

“Listen here,” demanded Ethan, “I drove myself home from the party, in my vehicle, which this 
rickety paddle-boat certainly is not. Now then, tell me where I am!” 

He began to rise from his seat, but a glare from the woman before him compelled him back. Those 
golden eyes burned against her monochrome hair and skin; they seemed to hide a power beyond 
the surface. 

“Who are you, beautiful?” 

“You may call me Hope.” 

“Uh-huh. A little impolite to not ask my name in return, is it not?” 

“Trust me, Mr Boorman, I know more about you than I would care to ever know.” 

“And you know my name… how?” 

She ignored him. Her gaze was focused on the water as she paddled. It had to be water, although it 
was black as ink. An orange glow - same as her eyes - radiated from the oar as it cut through the 
stream. 

Ethan was becoming impatient: “So what is this then? A kidnapping? You must have me on some 
form of hallucinogenic, given how this clearly isn’t real. Or, a dream perhaps? I suppose it could 
benefit a certain crowd to kidnap an internationally acclaimed pianist such as myself, but to what 
end? Money?” 

“You would do well to clamp your tongue occasionally, lest I do it for you.” 

“Listen here, lady. I don’t know where you’re taking me or to what end, but I will not be degraded by 
the likes of you. You’re far too gorgeous to be in this line of work. I can probably get you a job at my 
company, get you some complimentary piano lessons, maybe to 1 to 1’s…” 

Another glare stopped Boorman from inching closer. Hope’s dress seemed to melt into the darkness, 
although Ethan reasoned that he was tired. It was deep into the night, after all. Why he was on 
water, however, still hadn’t been explained. The river seemed to flow into eternity. Although… were 
those other boats in the distance? 
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Scowling, Hope glanced at the man. She’d guided many people before; it was her job, after all. Some 
were wondrous, as sweet as cherry wine. Others were foul, like the buffoon of a passenger that 
accursed her now. She paddled faster to meet the mass of crafts at the midnight spire. 

Ethan spun rapidly. All manners of passengers and guides were here. To his left, a small child 
accompanied by the visage of a reaper. Twins in an oaken hollow. Boats of beech, birch and black 
cherry, all brined in bracken, the blight of a boy sat battered and bruised. They all swam in a perfect 
circle. He was apart of that circle now, but something was different. 

The circle branched. 

Hope was gone. 

They were moving faster now, and he had a new Guide.  

“Heya, chump,” boomed the new person before him. If you could call them a person, that is. They 
were an Adonis; chest as broad as a whiskey barrel and clothes just as smoky. Of course. Burning 
eyes glowing against their dark skin. 

Ethan was impressed: “Ah, hopefully you’ll be able to enlighten me, good Sir. Where are you taking 
me?” 

“Huh? Sorry boy, I didn’t quite catch ya. I was readin’ your file here,” 

“Your hands are emp-“ Ethan stuttered as wisps of flame rose from the being’s clasped hands. 

“-anyway. What do I call you, Mister?” 

“I’d question your ways of addressing me if I cared more. You may call me Glory.” 

“That, suits you very well” thought Ethan, though for some reason he choked on the words before 
they could escape his lips. Those lips felt chapped as he ran his tongue over them. Was he nervous? 
It wasn’t like the Great Ethan Boorman to be intimidated in the face of another. The kidnappers had 
really done a number to him. 

Maybe it was time to bargain. “Look, ‘Glory,’ I don’t care for these codenames that you and your 
friends share, nor do I appreciate how you are treating me. Tell me what you want and perhaps I’ll 
pay the authorities to not be as harsh on you.” 

Glory yawned. How could a yawn so be powerful? 

“Righto. Like how the authorities were light on you ey? Weird how if only a few women come 
forward with complaints of mistreatment, somehow you evade justice,” 

“I confess to not knowing what on earth you speak of.” 

The boat rocked. The liquid felt thicker, like they were swimming through tar. 

“Mm. Mr Boorman, I’ve already been told how ya treated my colleague, who would’ve loved nothin’ 
more than to toss ya overboard. Fortunately, you’re not going to be able to hurt people from down 
here. The nightmares to don’t sleep down here.” 

“If you’re trying to scare me with threats of a dungeon or torture, my security will be looking for me. 
They won’t rest, either.” 



Glory hoisted Ethan into the air with ease. The foot of height difference did nothing to mask the 
blazing fury held in those eyes, nor the tenderness of their grin spreading to malice. 

“This is no dungeon, Mr Boorman. We’re cutting through the weight of your sins. The river has 
judged you, and it has bled. Perhaps you should have remained unconscious, for your sake. But I 
care not for your sake. You sickened Hope, but I enjoy what shall become of you.” 

“Where-“ 

“Can’t remember driving home? Too plastered to recall? Too distracted by a cigar and a mirror, too 
vain to miss even your own death. Welcome, good Sir, to your new residence.” 

Cowering didn’t quite describe it. When fear is absent from life, it floods in death. Ethan couldn’t 
even cry solid tears. 

The river was fire and blood and anguish and it was his.  
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