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Chapter One 

 

“You never cease to amaze me,” Ra said with a chuckle, lying back on the head of the 

great Egyptian Sphinx and looking out at the image of ancient Egypt below him. “You’ve come 

far, Segree. Much farther than I would have given you credit for.” The lord of the gods tilted his 

falcon head, peering over at the man who was now a servant to him and his pantheon of gods. 

“At first, I thought Osiris was making a mistake bringing you here.” 

“You doubted me, Lord Ra?” Segree asked, stretching out along the ancient megalith 

next his to patron. 

“I did,” Ra admitted, standing and looking down at Segree who had kicked off his shoes 

to enjoy the warm heat of the statue under his feet. 

Segree looked back with a smile and watched as the god shifted from his current state to 

that of an older form – a sight the assassin had beheld many times before. 

A glowing ball that radiated like the sun hovered just above the god’s falcon-like head, 

fading to a dull glow as the god’s body began to age – his toned muscles and youthful glow 

yielding to wear and fatigue. His bright copper skin lost its luster, the blue feathers on his head 

lost their sheen, and his white feathers faded in brilliance. 

Two golden bangles, that a moment ago had reflected the sun in their fine polish, became 

worn and dull. The god’s white skirt that wrapped around his waist and hung to his knees was 

now old and tattered. The radiant sapphire silks that made up the blue belt became threadbare 

from the simulation of time. 

Ra had once explained that he had three forms: one of the mornings, one of the 

afternoons, and one of the evenings. Segree had grown accustomed to seeing the deity shift into 

his transformations but was just as mesmerized each time. 

“Though I am often correct on most things, I am pleased to say, this time, I was wrong,” 

Ra stated, casting a kindly gaze down on his servant. 

He held his hand out to the assassin and helped him to his feet. Segree knocked a thin 

layer of dust from the butt of his blue jeans and put his shoes back on. 

“It’s reassuring to know I have pleased you, Lord Ra,” Segree said, running his fingers 

along the fine lines of the small goatee that stretched from the middle of his bottom lip down 

over his chin. A deep yawn escaped as he looked out over the scene in front of him. The God 

Realm – as it was named by his patrons – was an amazing place. Although he was only 

summoned during his hours of sleep, everything seemed so real. High above his head, the sun 

cast rays from the sky that warmed his face and tanned his skin. From the Nile River beneath 

them, the occasional fray of crocodiles and jumping fish would catch Segree’s ear. The wind 

carried a mixture of scents from the market place, the farmlands, and from the river. This realm 

was soothing; it was a place of safety and calmness. He had no idea why the gods wanted to 

leave. 

The assassin bowed to the lord of the gods and asked, “Would it be too much trouble to 

visit Osiris before I leave?” 

“Osiris doesn’t typically like to be disturbed, but I believe he will make an exception for 

his champion,” Ra replied, waving his hand in the air. Suddenly a servant appeared next to them 

holding a small wooden bowl of water. 

“I don’t know if champion is the correct word,” the assassin replied, standing aside as the 

god washed his hands in the bowl and dried them on a towel that had appeared in his hands. 



“Osiris chose you, Segree. You are indeed his champion.” Ra tossed the white cloth to 

the servant and waved him away once more. He snapped his fingers, the sound echoing 

throughout the realm. Instantly, the two of them were transferred to a dark chamber. 

~:~ 

“The Chamber of Osiris,” Ra announced, his deep penetrating voice echoing off the 

chamber walls. “I’m sure he won’t keep you waiting long.” Segree watched as Ra shimmered 

away and left him standing in the center of the room. 

A far cry from the orange, sun-burnt sand of the ancient city he had just been over-

looking, the room was dark and dreary. Flickering torches mounted on the walls provided the 

only source of illumination. Six large smoky marble pillars, three to his left and three to his right, 

held up the ornamental ceiling. 

Beneath his feet was a large golden disk inlaid into the mud-brick floor. It held an 

ornamental engraving of the Scales of Justice with a feather on one side and a figure that looked 

like an apple on the other. 

Segree waited with anticipation for the second of his three patron gods to arrive. He had 

never had the privilege of being within the halls of the God of the Dead before, even after all 

these months of serving the Egyptian gods. 

 

As he sifted over the ornamentation within the throne room, Segree felt a cool breeze 

waft by him causing the bright orange torches mounted around the room to flicker. At the front 

of the hall, a figure shimmered into view, taking up the granite throne reserved for the ruler of 

the Duat. Just as in all the Egyptian depictions, Osiris was covered in dark dingy mumming 

wrapping except for where the bandages had come loose, exposing the sickly green skin 

underneath. The god was large and barrel chested with a golden mantle covering his wrapped 

chest. A white skirt, the same as Ra’s, was draped around his waist with a red belt snuggly 

binding it. A strand hung in front of his groin and stretched down to his knees. Atop his head was 

a white Egyptian crown with a golden snake head mounted on the front. On each side of it were 

feathers made of solid gold – a symbol of Ma’at, the idea of truth and justice. 

In one hand Osiris held a flail, a golden rod with many leather tendrils falling at its sides; 

in the other, a golden crook - the symbols of himself as ruler of the underworld. 

“Welcome, Segree,” Osiris greeted, his voice confident yet soothing. “It must be quite an 

honor for you to be standing within my halls.” Osiris smiled, his green skin cracking beneath his 

toothy grin. “It wasn’t until now that you have shown your worth. As one of your patron gods, it 

gives me great pride to see how well you have been doing.” Osiris propped his left leg on top of 

the other and laced his fingers together. “What brings you to the Duat?” 

Segree stood tall, proud to finally be in Osiris’ presence. He puffed out his chest and held 

his beard-covered chin high, allowing his muscular arms to hang by his sides. “Ra brought me 

here at my request. I didn’t know you were keeping track of my progress.” 

“I can only feel the veil between worlds as it weakens,” Osiris corrected. “I know nothing 

about your bouts with the gods you were sent to eliminate. However, I am eager to hear of your 

successes. The entire Pantheon anxiously waits for you to fulfill your purpose and finally release 

us from this prison.”  

“Of course, milord,” Segree replied, rising from his bent knee. “Fourteen months have I 

toiled for the Pantheon. In that time, seven gods have fallen to my hands.” 



“Minor gods.” A woman shimmered into view over the right shoulder of Osiris, her left 

hand laid over his left shoulder. She was a breathtaking sight. Her copper skin was flawless and 

the red silken dress that hung from two shoulder straps clung to her natural curves as if it was 

painted onto her body. Her jet-black hair fell to her shoulders, laying delicately on the golden 

mantle which stretched across her chest. A ball of fire resting between two golden horns, that 

extruded from her crown, glowed intensely above her head. 

“Come again, Lady Isis?” 

“Minor gods,” Isis cut in once more, correcting the assassin. Segree looked down to the 

floor, escaping the goddess’ penetrating gaze. 

“They may be minor, my dear, but once the ten have been slain, fighting Zeus and his 

Pantheon will prove much easier for Segree,” Osiris stated to his beloved wife, placing his hand 

on top of her own. “The Greek Pantheon will never come to each other’s aid. They have too 

much pride. Their own history books tell of their selfishness and hatred towards one another. 

However, these lesser deities will come when they are called. They’re nothing but filthy iwiw. 

Extinguishing their existence will assure our victory and ultimately our escape from this 

wretched realm.” 

“I apologize, my lord,” Isis said softly, removing her hand from his shoulder and taking a 

step backwards in self-punishment. 

“Lord Osiris, with hopes of expediting your freedom, I would request any knowledge you 

may possess on the god Charon. He is my next target. Though I have gathered information on his 

whereabouts, I know nothing of his strengths. I understand he was the ferryman to the Greek 

Underworld, but I’m unsure how his power will manifest itself in the human world.” 

“Why do you ask me these things?” Osiris questioned, rising from his throne and 

stepping in front of Segree. “I know nothing of the Greek gods and what power they wield in 

your world. The ferryman is but a minor god, he should be no threat to you. After all, you have 

slain many more before him.” 

“Forgive me for misspeaking, my lord, but the final three gods are said to be much 

stronger than their sibling counterparts. While I’m confident that I will still see victory, it is 

always wise to ere on the side of caution.” Segree bowed before Osiris, dropping his head low to 

the brick floor. 

“Are you afraid of the ferryman?” Osiris asked. 

“No, milord,” Segree quickly replied, looking up to catch Osiris’ gaze. “I merely ask so 

that I may be properly prepared.” 

“Do not underestimate the gifts that have been bestowed upon you, Segree,” Osiris told 

him, ushering the assassin back to his feet. “You carry the will of all the gods of Egypt as well as 

the Curse of Apophis, the Eye of Horus, The Golden Axes of Ra, and the Blessing of Osiris.” 

The god patted Segree on his shoulder and smiled down at him. “You are a weapon of the 

Egyptian gods and should be feared by all who step in your path.” 

“Forgive me, Lord Osiris. Shall I return to my own world now?” 

“Very well.” 

Osiris swiped the air with his right hand and Segree disappeared in a cloud of grey 

smoke. 

 



Chapter Two 

 

Segree woke from his eventful slumber and peered around his apartment, scanning for 

anything that might be out of the ordinary – a routine practice for someone who has made his 

presence known within a community of gods. Just fourteen short months ago, Segree had settled 

into this studio apartment in downtown Atlanta to use as his base of operations for his deity 

hunting. It had proven a good cover for his covert operations. 

The apartment was silent. Even the hum of the window-mounted unit which normally 

lulled him to sleep, the few times he achieved it, had come to rest after reaching its optimum 

temperature. 

The whitewashed walls were dull and plain, and contained nothing common to a typical 

apartment. There were no pictures of families or paintings of any kind. There were no decorative 

ornaments or wall moldings along the ceiling or floor; not even the slightest pin hole blemished 

the surface. The only thing that stood out was the wall opposite Segree’s futon which was littered 

with articles from his ongoing investigations. 

For hours, Segree would stare at the collage of pictures and the myriad of yarn strands 

that ran between them like a spider web. The gods had told Segree who to kill, but even they 

didn’t know the name or the appearance adopted by the targets in the real world. Every bit of 

information he had gained came from countless hours of research and stakeouts. 

In the beginning there were ten. Now, only three remained. 

 

Segree pressed his fingers to his eyes, rubbing them deeply before leaning upright from 

the futon. After locating a plain black tee shirt and lacing up his boots, he turned to study the 

evidence pinned to his wall. He started from the very beginning, over a year ago when he 

encountered the Fates, the first of his targets. 

They were easy to find. Damn sisters never really ventured far from each other. 

Disguising themselves in a nunnery was a genius decision draped with blasphemy. The poor 

women from the convent never knew why their sisters left without a trace. Let’s hope it stays that 

way. 

Segree snatched the three pictures off the wall and tossed them into the garbage, the 

layers of black yarn which had led him to the abbey, floating behind the black and white photos. 

The fourth picture was a burly man with black hair. His teeth were flawless, like those in 

a dental advertisement. 

I never realized how much Cupid looked like the guy from those paper towel 

commercials. 

Segree chuckled to himself as he pulled the picture down and let it fall to the trash can. 

The fifth picture, taken in a busy urban city, showed a smooth looking salesman in front 

of a Mattress Lord shop. It wasn’t taken through means of stakeout like the others; the man was 

posing with a large grin spread across his face, waving at the photographer. He was wearing a 

blue suit, red tie, and wing-tip shoes. His wavy brown hair was molded to his head like the wigs 

on LEGO figurines. 

Morpheus. 

Segree pulled that picture off the wall and stared at it for a moment in admiration before 

tacking it back up in place. 



An incredible person and dear friend. No worries, mate. They won’t find you. Hopefully 

our paths will cross again. 

The next picture, also in color, was barely hanging on the wall. It bore signs of wear and 

tear, with a myriad of white wrinkles and singed spots burnt through the film. An image of a 

blond-headed, blue eyed woman could barely be seen through the mistreated photo. At the top, 

written in bold lettering, it read “Nemesis.” Segree jerked the picture down. The memories of 

month after month of tracking the goddess came flooding back. Many times, during the hunt, he 

had only missed her by minutes. Her death was easily the most satisfying one so far. He 

crumbled up the photo and tossed it in the trash with satisfaction. 

Farewell bitch. 

The last picture he removed was of a young woman stepping out of a van. She had on 

jogging clothes and sunglasses; a puff of smoke rose from her mouth as she exhaled e-cig vapor. 

Wish I would have killed you first, Aether. You were the easiest target of all. Not even 

sure why you were on the list to begin with, but I don’t decide that. 

That picture followed the previous ones as Segree turned to the last three. The names 

“Charon,” “Eris,” and “Rumor,” were written above the photographs still tacked to the wall. 

The first, Charon was a man in raggedy clothing, curled up in a newspaper beside a large 

cardboard box. He was cuddling a small dog and wrapped tightly in his hands, covered with 

fingerless gloves, was a half-empty bottle of whiskey. 

Beside the picture of Charon was one of Eris, taken across from a high rise in Atlanta. 

She was the reason Segree moved to the metropolis in the first place. He had tracked her to this 

city but at the time, wasn’t strong enough to face the god of chaos. The woman centered in the 

photo was looking out her office window, her hands folded behind her back. She was rather 

young with a good complexion. The visible lines in her face were signs of the stress she had been 

under over the years as the team leader of her firm. She had on a plum pants suit with her coal-

black hair pulled up in a tight bun. 

The last picture was only a partial, blurry picture of a woman who seemed to be running 

from something. Clearly, she knew she was being watched and had started to dash away before a 

good shot could be taken. Behind that picture were two others with similar blurry outcomes, 

none of them showing a clear depiction of the target. 

 

Segree stared at the picture of the homeless man before reaching down to a desk at his 

right and retrieving the brass letter opener that lay on its surface. He viciously plunged it into the 

picture – marking his next target. 

Outside, the night was maturing fast. The sun had been set for several hours and the stars 

were beginning to shine through the blanket of darkness that enveloped the urban sky. Segree 

made his way to the window and opened it wide. As he breathed in the crisp October air, a smile 

spread across his face. 

“Time to get to work.” 

In an instant, he was gone. All that was left behind was a cloud of black vapor that 

quickly dispersed, leaving no trace of the supernatural assassin. 
 



Chapter Three 

 

After months of research, tracking, and following the right leads, I can put an end to this 

dance. 

Segree studied the abandoned train station from atop the post office building a mile up 

the desolate Atlanta road. The night was quiet, not a soul in sight. The only sounds were the 

occasional chirp of a nearby cricket and the hum of streetlights illuminating the area. 

As he surveyed the area beneath the footbridge, his left eye, the implanted Eye of Horus, 

surged with power and cast a bright glow around his hooded face. Lines of black coal sprouted 

from the inner corner of his eye and moved along the edges, outlining the upper and lower lids 

until they converged at the outer corner. 

When they had first been given to him, Segree struggled to understand his new powers. 

Initially he used his gift of teleportation from Apophis to move from place to place only in short 

distances, limited by the range of his human sight and the thickness of night’s haunting veil. 

However, he had adapted quickly. 

The Eye of Horus could cut through the thick cloud of night allowing him to see for miles 

on end. 

Guided by its enhanced vision, Segree could now easily slip through the mantle of 

darkness from place to place, crossing far greater distances than his natural sight would allow. 

The combination of the two divinely appointed gifts were deadly. Through months of training, 

Segree had learned to use his powers to their utmost – and he was good at it. 

 

The small area under the bridge where the man lived was littered with dirty clothes and 

an assortment of collected items. A trash can fire flickered next to a large cardboard box, whose 

integrity had been compromised by the passing Autumn thunder storms. Beside it, a stolen 

shopping cart full of an assortment of cans rattled when the wind blew through the homeless 

camp. 

The station across the tracks looked like it had been abandoned for years. The glass doors 

were cracked, and boards fell from its sides, tottering back and forth with the wind. The tracks 

were littered with wild weeds growing up through the gravel and the rails were rusted and falling 

apart. The footbridge built over the tracks, was no longer sturdy enough for anyone to traverse; it 

barely provided enough cover from the weather for Segree’s target to call it home. 

There was no sign of the homeless man. 

Where is he? 

The assassin decided to investigate the area more closely. Instantly, Segree slipped into 

the veil of night and appeared under the bridge in a dark cloud. Upon his arrival a putrid odor 

battered his nose with unforgiving force. His stomach knotted as the pungent smell of urine, 

feces, and sweat filled his nostrils. He tried to hold back but the stench forced all the contents 

from his gut out onto the concrete, covering a pile of molding newspapers. 

Segree wiped his mouth of vomit and frantically sought to extinguish the vile odor. He 

quickly ripped off the tail of his tee shirt and held it over his face. Although the cloth didn’t 

completely eradicate the disgusting scent, his own musk masked the reek enough that he felt 

comfortable breathing once more. 



He began investigating the ratty pallet that he’d eyed from atop the post office building: 

two blankets laid out on the hard concrete with a bundled bright purple child’s jacket serving as 

the pillow. 

Inside the cardboard box, curled up and sleeping in the corner, was the dog from the 

picture. It was a pitiful blond-haired shih tzu desperately in need of a bath. Occasionally the 

miniature canine would break from its slumber and viciously bite at the fleas that feasted on its 

hind quarters before returning to its tortured siesta. 

Leaving the dog to its nap, Segree continued to look around for anything that would clue 

him to his target’s whereabouts. He lifted a crusty shirt and a rat dropped to the ground and 

scurried away. He tossed away the clothes in disgust and thumped two large cockroaches from 

his arm. 

A cold chill ran down his spine as the insects scurried off in all direction. Segree 

shuttered with disgust. 

Not even the cockroaches want to live here. 

Desperate to find something, he dug through the shopping cart full of crushed soda cans 

for anything telling, but all he found was a plethora of ants scavenging the aluminum cans for the 

last morsel of syrup still inside. 

 

~:~ 

 

As Segree continued to rummage around, he was startled by quiet footsteps and the silent 

knock of a cane against the sidewalk. Ahead, coming from the run-down depot, a man lumbered 

in his direction. 

“Can I help you with something, my boy?” the man asked with a crooked, yellow-toothed 

grin, reaching down and turning off the red flashlight he had taped to his dark wood cane. 

The man’s clothes were dirty and worn out with torn strips of cloth hanging from his 

1960s dark green army jacket. On top of his grey wispy hair was a ragged black beanie, and a 

pair of cruddy grey sweat pants hung low over a pair of dirty mismatching socks. 

Tossing aside a discarded soda can, the assassin squared off with the hobo, unsure of his 

adversary’s powers. 

“You know who I am and why I’m here,” Segree threatened, a golden ax appearing in his 

hand by will. Golden plates were positioned at the bottom, middle, and top of the weapon’s 

curved wooden handle. Perched on top of the handle was a slender golden ax head emblazoned 

with glowing hieroglyphs that illuminated the area like the radiance of the sun.  

“Ra has sent me to claim your life, Charon.” 

“I must say, I don’t know what you mean, son,” the old man stated blandly, his head 

bobbling with each step as he continued toward Segree. His bony hand trembled as he gingerly 

placed it on his makeshift home to steady himself. “Tibbie and I don’t wish any harm on no one. 

We just want to live in peace.” 

“Don’t insult my intelligence, Ferryman!” Segree growled. “Let’s end this charade, 

already!” 

“You must have the wrong person, my boy.” The old man smiled once more shuffling to 

the front of the box. Segree watched as the man gingerly lowered himself to the pavement, his 

elderly bones cracking grotesquely. He placed his cane to the side and crawled into the box and 

laid down next to the small dog. 



“I’m done with your games!” Segree grabbed the “ceiling” of the cardboard home and 

ripped it apart. The wet edges tore open without resistance. The other walls fell limply to the 

sidewalk, exposing the man and his pet. 

“If you will not defend yourself, then I shall smite you where you lay!” 

The man cut his eyes up at Segree and the assassin instantly felt a tinge of regret. The 

homeless man grabbed the dog by the nape of its neck and placed it out on the pavement with a 

tap on its behind. 

“Run along, Tibbie,” he whispered. “Daddy has to deal with this rude man.” The shih tzu 

turned and barked at Segree before running off into the distance. 

“Now,” the man began, cutting his eyes up at Segree as the dog disappeared behind some 

bushes, “how about we introduce ourselves?” The old man’s countenance changed, as if a new 

personality had awoken inside of him. “I have heard of your excursion assassin,” said the 

homeless man in a voice that wavered with supernatural distortion. Without assistance, the hobo 

rose straight up to his feet and glared at Segree. When he straightened his back; his bones 

cracked disturbingly. His body stretched and contorted until he was towering over Segree’s head. 

“My brothers and sisters sent word that I might be in danger.” The homeless man began 

to chuckle. “They told me an assassin would come to claim my life and harness my energy in the 

name of the Egyptian gods. Well, my boy, they were wrong. It’s not I who am in danger. It’s 

you.” 

A chill crept up Segree’s spine, causing the hairs on the nape of his neck to stand on end. 

The air around him suddenly got colder and thick fog began to roll in around the two, engulfing 

the abandoned depot in its haze. Segree quickly resorted to the power of the Eye of Horus to cut 

through the dense low-hanging clouds so as to not lose sight of his target. Temperatures 

continued to drop until Segree’s breath had turned to white vapor. 

The elderly man choked up on his cane and gripped it tightly until his knuckles turned 

white. His upright body remained motionless as he slid backwards away from Segree, although 

his legs never took a step back. The eerie sight only heightened the tremors of fear that the 

assassin had to force down while he watched the man closely. 

As the deity retreated, his clothes underwent a mesmerizing transformation. The colors 

darkened until they were pitch black, matching the night sky. The raggedy, loose-hanging jacket 

and torn trousers melted together and formed a robe resembling the one worn in depictions of the 

Grim Reaper. The eerie mantle draped over the ends of his hands and puddled at his feet. HIs 

skin turned as pale as the surface of the moon and began to dry up, sinking in and clinging tightly 

to his bones, outlining his jagged jaw. The harrowing scene was right out of horror movie. 

“My name is Charon, Ferryman of the Dead!” the god cried out, as his transformation 

was complete. “Rest assured, oh servant of Ra, you haven’t come here to claim the life of 

Charon.” 

Segree stepped back as the cane in Charon’s right hand grew longer, extending both 

down to the ground and towering several feet above his head. The battery-powered flashlight 

taped to the cane had morphed into a black lantern with a glass window on each of its four faces. 

Inside the globe, three shimmering orbs of golden light acted as the mantle, dancing around and 

illuminating the night with their glow. At the bottom of the wooden staff, where it rested on the 

ground, a menacing metal scythe sprouted. 

Charon snagged the lantern with his left hand then spun the scythe, pointing the heel at 

Segree. “Tonight, assassin, if you wish to take Charon’s life, you will have to earn it!” 

 



Segree smiled devilishly at the Ferryman. Another ax, an exact copy of the one before, 

appeared in his left hand inside a veil of black haze. 

“Earn your life? It would be my pleasure.” 

The assassin took a step back and inhaled deeply. With a deep groan, charcoal black 

mummy wrappings appeared out of thin air and began covering his body. Small puffs of black 

vapor cascaded around him as the wrappings meticulously layered each part of his body, leaving 

only his head unadorned. 

As the last wrap finished encompassing Segree in its dense fibers, traditional Egyptian 

garb began to appear, emerging through more small puffs of black smoke. Around his waist, a 

white skirt materialized, stretching down to his knees. A gold-edged black cloth wrapped around 

his waist and at the front, a diamond shaped tongue containing the golden etched symbol of 

Osiris in the center, cascaded down to the hem. 

Golden bangles gripped his upper arms and golden cuffs that extended half way up his 

forearm, wrapped themselves onto his wrists. Finally, a golden wesekh emerged from thin air 

and sat atop Segree’s shoulders, stretching down across his chest. 

“The Robes of Osiris,” Charon cooed, looking on in admiration. “What a marvelous 

garment. It’s Charon’s understanding that they are very strong; stronger than the armor worn by 

any soldier. It has been many millennia since Charon has seen one who bore the patronage of the 

god Osiris.” The Ferryman tightened his grip on the staff of his deadly weapon. “Hades was once 

a patron to Charon before the empire collapsed; afterwards, Charon found freedom. Now, 

Charon leads his own path. No longer does Charon have any need for Patrons; Charon is strong.” 

The ferryman spun the scythe before letting the menacing weapon come to rest on his 

shoulder like a baseball bat. “Make no mistake, assassin, your robes are strong, but they will not 

protect you from Charon. Charon will cut them from your body, piece by piece!” 

Segree readied himself, squaring off with the god, both axes in hand, anxious to end the 

battle before it began. He had heard deities threaten him before, but this one was different, more 

powerful than they were. 

Segree could feel his heart racing from inside his chest. The world slowed down. 

Thump. Thump. Thump. 

His ears began to ring through the stiffening silence. He was suddenly overcome with 

fear unlike he had ever felt before. 

Was this more of Charon’s power? What is this dread I am feeling? 

The god placed the lantern on the concrete sidewalk, patting the top. “Don’t worry, 

Charon’s lovelies, this won’t take long.” 

“How right you are,” Segree nodded with false courage, lunging towards the ferryman. 

The deity dodged the initial attack, stepped to the right, flipped the scythe around his back and 

brought the curve of the blade up towards Segree’s chin. The assassin dodged the oncoming 

attack, sliding to the ground and rolling to the side.  

Segree rose and swung his radiant axes at the god, but Charon turned, and threw the staff 

of the scythe up, to catch the curvature of the bearded axes with the upper part of the scythe’s 

snath. The two of them tested each other’s strength, pushing back on the other. 

Finally, Charon pushed Segree away, then lunged, his body floating off the ground as he 

charged forward. The reaper drew back his diabolic weapon as he prepared to deliver a fatal 

blow. With lightning speed, the blade cut through the air, but Segree’s honed reflexes left the 

god empty-handed once again. Sparks burst from the tip of Charon’s blade as it dug into the 



concrete sidewalk, missing Segree as he flipped to the right of the attack. Charon snapped his 

steely gaze toward Segree, growling at the assassin through gritted teeth. 

Segree landed on the concrete, dropping to one knee. He panted heavily, the dense fog 

laying heavy on his chest.  

“Ra has sent a coward to fight Charon!” the god cried, jerking his blade from where it 

was buried in the concrete path. “Fight with honor, assassin! Do not run from Charon!” 

I don’t need to give up my trump card just yet. I have the element of surprise, for now, 

and if I’m going to harness his energy, I will need all my tricks to do so. 

“I prefer to see it as tactical evasion,” Segree remarked sarcastically, a chuckle escaping 

as he savored the frustration building in the ferryman. “Besides, you don’t offer much of a 

challenge anyway. Your movements are too predictable. Each time you raise that scythe, I can 

see your attack coming a mile away.” Segree flipped his axes around in his hands, taunting the 

god. “Killing your siblings was much more of a challenge than you; at least they weren’t so easy 

to read.” 

“Charon has more tricks up his sleeves than you think, assassin,” the Ferryman taunted, 

glaring down at his adversary. “Shall Charon show you now?” 

Segree felt a bead of sweat roll down his forehead and over the bridge of his nose. This 

was a strong god, the strongest of all the ones he had faced so far. Although the fight had been 

uneventful to this point, any new variables could tip the tide in the ferryman’s favor. 

“Be my guest,” Segree invited, pushing back the uneasy feeling that crept through him, 

chilling his bravado. 

A toothy grin spread across Charon’s sunken face. He spun the scythe, slamming the end 

of the shaft into one of the lantern’s four glass windows. The three golden orbs that danced 

around inside the globe sped out and hung in the air beside Charon. He tapped the snath of the 

scythe on the ground, twice, a hollow knock echoing out causing ripples in the thick air. 

Knock. Knock. 

The dull thud sent chills all through Segree’s body, sending him into a deep trance. His 

hands began to tremble without cause. His breathing labored still, and his heart continued to race. 

A moment later, Segree was snapped from his trance to the sound of faint humming that 

began to build into a dull buzz. At first, he couldn’t identify the source, but as it continued, he 

realized it stemmed from the glowing orbs that had escaped the glass lantern and were now 

hovering at eye-level next to the Ferryman. Segree watched with grim anxiety as the orbs 

gradually grew more and more agitated, circling around each other erratically. Charon knocked 

on the concrete once more and the balls of light stopped abruptly. They grew larger and larger, 

transforming until they formed three ghostly pale white incandescent soldiers clad in Grecian 

armor, swords hanging at their sides and shields strapped onto their backs, eyes shining with the 

same golden light they had originated from. 

A devious chuckle escaped through the boney lips of Charon once the balls of light had 

finished forming. 

“Charon keeps the souls of these great warriors with him at all times,” he crowed, a 

toothy grin spreading across his skull-like face. “Hades cannot have these. These are for Charon. 

The assassin asks for excitement. Charon delivers.” 

The three soldiers squared themselves with the assassin and drew their blades, preparing 

for battle. 

“Behold Achilles, Odysseus, and Perseus, the heroes of Greece! Gaze upon thy demise, 

assassin.” 



 

Acting quickly, in an effort to dispense with one of the attackers, Segree flung one of his 

divine axes at the unprotected throat of the warrior on the left. The blade flipped end over end, 

barreling towards the ghostly soldier called Odysseus. In a blur, the soldier batted the ax away 

with his sword, sending the weapon flying into the air to bury itself into the rusty underside of 

the footbridge. 

A bead of sweat rolled down Segree’s face as the tremors returned. A needle-like chill 

ran up his spine when he looked into the eyes of the Ferryman. In that quick glance, he saw a 

look of excitement pan over the god. He was reveling in Segree’s fear. 

Charon raised his scythe high into the air to command his ghosts. Dull thunder rolled 

across the sky from the east and lightning flashed across the dark canvas. The dense fog 

dissipated as heavy drops of rain fell and splattered off the heads of the five combatants as each 

waited for their foe to act. 

Silence overtook the warriors as the tension between them grew with each passing 

second. The rain fell in waves. Loud. Soft. Loud. Soft. The metal footbridge sang in clamoring 

tones as each volley from the storm rushed in. The rickety train depot joined in the harmony with 

the walkway, creating a chorus of sounds that echoed within the spontaneous thunderstorm. 

Segree eyed the lethal apparitions carefully, beads of water rolling off his nose. He heard 

his own heart thumping in his ears. 

It stopped abruptly as the Ferryman spoke to his disciples, “Bring the assassin to me!” 

 

At the command of their master, the three warriors charged at Segree, their ghostly teeth 

bared; their weapons poised to strike. Segree centered his attack on Odysseus once more, 

believing him to be the weakest of the three. However, the veteran soldier had no problem 

keeping up with the flurry of attacks. With each strike, Segree found himself losing more and 

more ground as the Grecian warrior matched him blow for blow. 

The other two figures stood to the side as the conflict ensued. For reasons unknown to 

Segree, they dared not interfere with the one-on-one skirmish and remained stationary 

throughout. Fearing exhaustion and the possibility of a surprise attack, Segree deflected an 

oncoming attack from Odysseus and took the opening to summersault backwards, putting some 

distance between himself and his foe. 

“The assassin is talented,” Charon hissed as Segree returned to his feet, “but Charon is 

smart.” 

As if commanded telepathically, Perseus and Achilles roused from their station as 

audience and lunged after Segree. The assassin tried to dodge the first attack by Perseus, the 

slayer of the Gorgon Medusa, but he wasn’t fast enough. Although the blade had missed its 

target, Segree felt the tip slam into his side. He gasped for air and investigated the wound only to 

find the blade hadn’t cut through his robes, but some bandages were hanging loosely, their thick 

fibers severed by the sharp Grecian sword. 

“Those damn Robes will only protect you for so long, assassin!” Charon called out. The 

severed wrappings magically fused together as if the attack had never happened. 

Segree didn’t have time to acknowledge the Ferryman’s warning; Perseus had lunged for 

him once again, sword held high. This time, Segree deflected the attack with the flat of his ax. 

The sword bounced off, causing the mythological warrior to stagger backwards. 

Segree poised to counter strike, but with the power bestowed by the Eye of Horus, he had 

no blind spots and saw Achilles’ oncoming attack from behind. However, the soldier’s swift 



movements left the assassin no room to counter the barrage. He dropped to the ground, catching 

a glimpse of the moonlight reflecting off the droplets of rain on the surface of Achilles’ sword as 

it barreled towards him. He teleported away, barely avoiding the razor edge of the ghostly attack. 

Achilles growled as the sword slashed through the veil of black vapor left behind in the 

assassin’s disappearance. 

Segree reappeared a half-dozen feet away from the collection of ghostly warriors, panting 

with mild exhaustion. 

Shit. I wasn’t planning on teleporting just yet. Guess the cat’s out of the bag. 

“The assassin has a trick Charon has never seen before,” the Ferryman noted with a hint 

of admiration. “Ra did not give you that power. Who is it that provides you with such strengths?” 

“More than just the sun god has blessed me,” Segree replied, watching the glowing 

figures closely as he addressed the Ferryman. “The power of Osiris and his enchanted robes 

protects my body. The Eye of Horus gives me sight in the night. The Axes of Ra echo the power 

of the Egyptian Pantheon, and the god of chaos, Apophis, bolsters my body with the ability to 

travel through the mantle of darkness. I harness the power of Egypt itself. You have no chance of 

survival, Ferryman.” 

“Those secondary gods blessed you with great strength. It is a shame that you do not 

serve Charon or his brothers and sisters. We could show you true power.” 

Segree sneered at the comment. “Just as your siblings fell, so shall you.” 

“Thou doth boast too hastily, Egyptian skylos! Charon will show you the error of your 

ways!” 

The god’s eyes emitted a haunting green glow and suddenly each warrior sprouted 

another set of arms, beneath the first. New weapons hung at their waists and each, one by one, 

snagged the shield from their backs and prepared to engage the assassin. 

Segree looked on in disbelief. The soldiers prepared for war, clanging their weapons 

against their shields as they glared at the assassin. 

What am I going to do? 

He surveyed the scene, but he had only seconds to determine his next plan before having 

to duck underneath a dagger that sailed through the air toward him. He ported backwards, barely 

escaping the piercing blade, and caught the weapon in mid-flight. The blade tried to slice through 

the woven robes on Segree’s hands but again the supernatural fibers kept him safe from harm. 

He slid the bronze dagger into the waist of his skirt and put his plan into motion. 

With nothing but death to deter him, Segree sprinted toward the warriors, and teleported 

behind Achilles as he drew close enough to engage him. The ax blade sank deep into the 

wraithlike iridescent shoulder causing the Greek to arch his back in pain. Achilles whipped 

around, intending to slice Segree in two, but the two swords held in both right hands only passed 

through the black vapor left in the assassin’s wake. Segree teleported to the warrior’s side and 

swung his ax at Achilles only to be blocked by Perseus who dove in front of the attack. The head 

of the hieroglyph-emblazoned weapon bounced off the Greek soldier’s wooden shield, sending 

reverberations down Segree’s arm. He held tight to the ax handle as the pain traveled all the way 

into his chest and into his jaw, rattling his teeth. 

Odysseus wrapped his muscular arms around Segree’s neck and locked them in place. 

The assassin tried to fight back, swinging his ax wildly at the inhuman soldier, hacking away at 

the python-like appendage that was gradually cutting off his air. The other two spirit warriors 

jumped into the fray, grabbing Segree by both of his arms and holding them in place. The three 



pinned his arms, slamming the edge of their shields against the back of Segree’s wrist, forcing 

the ax to the ground. 

“Now, Charon shall end this.” 

 

Segree watched hopelessly as the god reached into the draping sleeve of his robe and 

removed a long black strip of cloth. The ferryman slowly approached the group. Segree struggled 

frantically against the restraint of his captors. The specters had him completely boxed in, 

obstructing his view and preventing him from finding a good escape route through cracks. 

Charon laughed maniacally as he glided toward the fettered assassin, hovering over the 

ground. The silence in his stationary stride sent a chill up Segree’s spine. The soldiers parted for 

a moment, allowing their master to slide in front of Segree, quickly closing the open gaps and 

any hope of escape. 

Charon floated silently in front of his captive and lowered the hood from his bald, sickly-

albino head. He grabbed Segree beneath his chin, peering into his adversary’s strained gaze. The 

god smiled. Segree could almost hear the crackling of his dried, paper-white skin as the grin 

spread across the god’s face. The assassin gazed into the sunken, beady eyes, full of emptiness. 

“Ra’s assassin could not earn Charon’s life,” the god canted. He ran his boney fingers 

down the side of Segree’s face and smiled once more, revealing his crooked, discolored teeth. 

“Do not worry, soldier of silence, you may not have earned Charon’s life, but at least I can save 

you from Ra’s wrath. For this eve, Charon will take your life.” 

Segree struggled against the soldiers who held him. He tried to dislodge their grip as 

Charon placed the black cloth over his captive’s eyes. Darkness engulfed the assassin. 

“Now,” Charon boasted, “the assassin cannot use that eye of his.” 

Segree continued to struggle, but knew it was in vain. The piece of cloth had 

extinguished every bit of his vision and the ghostly arms that bound him didn’t allow for the 

slightest movement. His heart raced faster and faster. From deep in the darkness, he heard the 

swoosh of something large as it glided through the air at great speed. 

Segree fought tirelessly against his captors. In one swift movement he forced himself 

backwards with all his might, headbutting one of the soldiers in the chin. Their iron grip 

loosened and Segree inched himself backwards. The razor-sharp scythe sliced through the air and 

caught the thin piece of cloth that blinded Segree. The black strip floated to the ground as Charon 

jerked the tip of the wicked blade from the concrete and swung it once more. 

This time, the blade sliced through the black vapor of Segree’s departure and decapitated 

the three ghostly Greek warriors. Their heads rolled out into the street and dissipated into a misty 

typhoon of golden particle energy. The beheaded bodies spewed bright golden particles that 

floated into the sky before dropping to the concrete and following their heads into the night. 

“Wha…where did he…” 

Segree appeared behind the Ferryman, having used his teleportation to penetrate through 

the veil of darkness and escape the massacre through a small hole in the soldiers’ guard. He 

relocated to a crossbeam on the underside of the bridge where his other ax had buried itself 

earlier in the night. Freeing the ax from the rusted steel, he launched himself at Charon. In mid-

fall, he retrieved the dagger which had been tucked inside his waistband and prepared to enact 

his plan. 

“Charon!” Segree cried out, barreling closer to the reaper god beneath him. 

The ferryman snapped his head upwards in the direction of the cries from the assassin. 

Segree flung the dagger, aiming for the Ferryman’s skull but Charon swung his scythe upwards 



to deflect it. The distraction worked. Segree disappeared in a veil of smoke, reappearing again 

behind the Ferryman. As the god turned to act, the flying dagger plunged into Charon’s back, 

sliding through the narrow gap between his ribs. The god arched and screamed in pain, reaching 

back to try and remove the knife. Segree tightened the grip on his ax and with all his might, 

buried the edge into the side of Charon’s neck.  

Unlike the gods before, the cloven wound was dry – absent from any bodily fluids. The 

blade passed cleanly through the flesh, halting when it hit the god’s hard spine. Segree stepped 

back and allowed the ax’s powers to take effect 

Charon dropped the scythe to the ground, the blade clanging against the concrete until it 

came to a rest. He fell to his knees and let out a supernatural screech that seemed to emanate 

from the underworld itself. The cry echoed throughout the abandoned train stop and vibrated the 

rickety metal of the bridge overhead and the rusty tracks beneath it. Just like the other gods 

before him, Charon’s body began to disintegrate; starting from his head and continuing down to 

his feet. The golden ax fell into the remnants, a puff of ash cloud kicking up into the air and 

swirling around before resettling. 

Moments later, the large scythe, that was used as the god’s tool of death, followed suit -

disintegrating until there was nothing but a grey ashen outline of the menacing weapon. 

From the sooty pile of remains, a gold aura rose into the air and split in half, flowing into 

both axes causing them to hum with power. The carved hieroglyphs glowed intensely as the 

power from the Ferryman permeated the deadly weapons. Once the aura had dissipated from the 

ashes, the ax heads returned to normal – silent as if nothing had happened. 

Segree picked the axes up off the ground and in a puff of smoke, the energy-filled 

weapons were transferred to the realm of the gods to await another call from their master. 

The golden bangles and other jewelry that had adorned Segree also began to disappear 

into the night. The Robes of Osiris slowly unwrapped from his body until he was left there in the 

black tee shirt and blue jeans in which he had arrived. 

Segree leaned down and picked up Charon’s lantern, a new addition to his growing 

collection of items left behind when each god fell to his blades. He glanced at the broken glass, 

sneering with pleasure, before kicking his foot through the pile of dust that had been the 

Ferryman and his scythe. 

And then there were two. 
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