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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 
 

This is a draft of a nearly finished work, and 
is subject to change. 

 
That said, please sit back and enjoy.  This 

story is a joy to write. 
 

Welcome to the journey. 
 

~Seth 
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PROLOGUE 

 
WE WEAR THE MASK 

 
 

We wear the mask that grins and lies, 

It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes, 

This debt we pay to human guile; 

With torn and bleeding hearts, we smile, 

And mouth with myriad subtleties. 

 

Why should the world be over-wise, 

In counting all our tears and sighs? 

Nay, let them only see us, while 

We wear the mask. 

 

We smile, but, oh great Christ, our cries 

To thee from tortured souls arise. 

We sing, but oh the clay is vile 

Beneath our feet, and long the mile; 

But let the world dream otherwise, 

We wear the mask! 

 

-P.L. Dunbar 
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CHAPTER 1 
 

MEMORIES \ THE CRESCENT MOON 
 

 
The only difference between martyrdom and suicide is press coverage. 

 

 

Malachi Walker 
 

September 11 

12:14 AM 

Apartment of Malachi Walker 

Abingdon Boys School 

Somewhere in the United States 

 
It’s a wonderfully crisp night, and I stand shirtless on my balcony, balancing my 

weight evenly over my toes.  I take a deep breath and continue my kata, moving my 

arms fluidly from one side to the other.  There’s a flash as a shooting star flies past the 

vibrant moon.  I close my eyes and make a wish.  It’s probably stupid, but given my life 

up until now a little luck goes a long way.  The memories flood me as I think on how I 

even got this far. 

I guess the first thing you need to know about me is that I’m not from here.  In 

fact, I have no idea where I’m from.  I don’t know where I was born or who my actual 

parents are.  And other than the last three years living in America to attend exalted 

Abingdon Boys School, the first 13 years of my life was spent growing up in Osaka, 

Japan with my “father,” Master Kenji Tanaka.   

I say “father” because it’s clear to anyone that he’s not my real father.  Kenji is 

native Japanese with brown eyes and, as far as I can tell, I’m black with blue eyes.  

Yeah, the blue eyes are strange.  How many black people are born with cerulean eyes? 

Regardless, my skin is like brass and my hair is nappy like wool, so for all intents and 

purposes I’m black.  Plus, when you’re called a kuro gaijin, “black outsider,” or better 

yet, kuro oni, “black demon” enough, you learn to accept your place in the world. 
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 Needless to say, I got in a lot of fights during my formative years.  Thankfully, 

the kuro oni was bigger, stronger, and better trained than most native Japanese kids his 

age, so most disputes were handled quickly.  Master Kenji, still active even as a gray-

haired, gray-bearded man well into his seventies, was a descendant of the Tanaka 

bloodline, a once nomadic family of ronin and mercenaries who can trace their ancestry 

to the Koga ninja clan of ancient Japanese history.  Through Master’s father, he learned 

the ancient Koga school of ninjitsu known as Koga-ryu, a style most noted for its focus 

on unarmed combat, or taijutsu.  In keeping with its tradition, all masters of Koga-ryu 

must add something to the school.  “One must give to take” is the Koga-ryu Law of 

Equivalent Exchange.  Already a proficient swordsman in his own right, Master added 

sword art to the Koga-ryu School and named it kenjutsu. 

 Though I am not a Tanaka, Master broke with traditions and taught me the 

ninjitsu.  I hate fighting, but Master said that part of the deal he made to take me in was 

that I stay alive.  That wasn’t going to happen on the streets of Osaka – or anywhere in 

Japan really – if I couldn’t defend myself.  So I trained, and by the time I was ten, I 

could take down attackers three times my size and hold my own – though barely – 

against Master Kenji in sword and combat sparring sessions.   

A year later, I was put to a scary test.  For some reason, I was born already 

knowing how to speak English, so I offered to tutor the Japanese students who weren’t 

afraid of or offended by me.  While walking one of my friends home, we were jumped 

by a group of Japanese men.  They were all tatted up with slicked back hair and mean 

dispositions, so my instant guess was Yakuza.  I counted six of them, some with 

baseball bats and others with chains.  No one had a gun, or at least had time to pull one 

out. 

I told my friend Rei, to run, but she was cut off by two yakuza punks who grab 

her, ripping at her clothes.  We were surrounded, but I was prepared.  At this point in 

my training, Kenji had given me my first real sword, a double-edged katana.  And I was 

rarely without it, especially at this time of night.  I knew I was an easy mark, but I 

would be damned if I was going to be a dead one. 
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I asked them for the meaning in all of this.  They said that word was around 

about me, the Black Demon of Osaka, and a meeting had been held to discuss my 

future.  They told me that people in Osaka feared that Master Kenji and I were 

dangerous.  They wanted us gone, and gone yesterday.  The Yakuza claimed their 

fellow pure-bloods couldn’t risk their city being further tainted by a disgraced ninja and 

his “phantom menace.”  So, the city asked them, some of the top guys in the Yakuza 

gang, to deliver its message personally.  And they were under direct orders to ensure 

my compliance by force. 

They took a step forward, and it was the only opening I needed.  I quickly 

unsheathed my blade and cut down the first guy in my path.  The katana cuts clean and 

before the next guy could swing his bat, I had already plunged the double-edged blade 

between his ribcage.  I pull out quick enough to parry a heavy chain attack, and the 

attacker, seemingly stunned that I was able to block his first swing, raises his hand for 

another strike.  But by this time, I had spun to his side to deliver a stiff roundhouse kick 

to his gut, doubling him over. 

Luckily, Rei was a fighter.  She headbutted one of her captors and stomped on 

the foot of the other, briefly freeing herself long enough to call for me.  “Mika-kun!” 

Like a dagger, I threw my sword at one of the guys near Rei.  It connected into 

his forehead with a sickening thud.  His partner looked on in horror as his friend fell in 

a heap.  The distraction was enough for me to cover the ground between us, and I 

delivered a hard knee to the other man’s exposed groin.  The thug grimaced as he 

dropped to his knees, and a front kick to the face put him down for good. 

The last Yakuza didn’t attack and instead ran down an alleyway, leaving me 

with the only live and conscious member of the gang, who was still gasping for wind on 

the ground.  I told Rei to run to the police station and let them know what happened, 

leaving me out of it, of course. 

 “Hai,” she answered in affirmation.  Then, to my surprise, she hugged me.   

“Kurokami,” she called me before rushing off. 
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I smile.  Black God.  That’s a first.  But I could only enjoy the compliment for a 

second.  Wrapping a chain around the remaining yakuza member’s neck, I asked him 

where I could find Master Kenji and the rest of the Yakuza thugs.  He resisted at first, 

but after I tightened the chain around his throat, the guy gave up the location.  Master 

was a fisherman by trade, so the Yakuza had planned to ambush him on his fishing 

boat.  They were at the docks as we spoke.  I clenched my fists and thanked him with a 

knee to the face, knocking him out. 

I ran to the docks and spotted Master Kenji’s large fishing vessel still anchored to 

port.  I could see smoke billowing from a portion of the deck, and my stomach sunk.  

With my sword drawn, I quickly hopped aboard and kicked in the door to the cabin. 

“Master!  Kenji-sama!” I yelled.  “Daijoubu desu ka?  Are you here?  Speak to me.” 

I could hear sounds coming from the captain’s quarters, so I crept to the outside 

of the door.  With a deep breath, I plunged in on guard.  There was Master, standing 

over the lifeless bodies of two more Yakuza.  His bloody sword dripping on the ship’s 

hardwood floor, Master Kenji, tired and covered in soot, looked at me with a blank 

expression.  His answer was simple enough. 

“We must go.” 

For the next two years, in true Tanaka fashion, we bounced all around Japan.  

From Ikebukoro to Okinawa, from Hokkaido to Honshu, we lived everywhere.  All the 

while, though, we kept a watch out for the Yakuza, who now had a price on the head of 

Master Kenji and the “Osaka Street Cutter,” as I would come to be called.  I no longer 

went to school, opting to remain under the tutelage of Master Kenji to strengthen my 

ninjitsu.  I had surpassed much of what the Japanese education system could teach me, 

anyway, so the only purpose school served was to practice my martial arts.  At least on 

the run with Master Kenji, I was relatively safe. 

But when the opportunity arose to live in America and attend the prestigious 

Abingdon Boys School, I saw it as a gift from God.  Apparently, so did Master, because 

he insisted I go.  At first, I hesitated.  I didn’t want to leave Kenji-sama, and my kenjutsu 

was still raw.  I felt I had much to learn from him.  But Master Kenji would hear none of 
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it.  He assured me that I had progressed far enough in Koga-ryu where only self-study, 

meditation, and discovery would lead to transcendence.  As Master Kenji’s protégé, it 

was time for me to add to the Koga-ryu and fulfill my obligation to the Law of 

Equivalent Exchange.  I could no longer do that in Japan.  We were too hot. 

Besides, Abingdon would prepare me for whatever life I chose.  The school only 

accepted a hundred students every couple of years, and every Abingdon man went off 

and found greatness in some form.  I told him I was worried about him, but he quickly 

quieted me.  It was time, Master said, to forge my own path and find my own way.  He 

promised to send me a message, at least one each year, to let me know he was okay.  

There was only one choice to make, so I made it.   

On the application, I wrote Mikazuki Walker, a first name given to me by Master 

and the last a tribute to the Tanaka clan.  Somewhere in the process, “Mikazuki” 

became “Malachi,” but both Master and I agreed to let it stick.  Best I assimilate quickly. 

Abingdon’s admission process was top secret, and the only people to know the 

biannual candidates were the school’s three aged founders who form the admissions 

committee.  In fact, even the location of the school was a secret.  During the flight over 

for the first time, I remember being blindfolded and forced to wear ear plugs.  And 

nothing was removed until I was safely on campus and firmly behind the walls of 

Abingdon.  To maintain this anonymity, Abingdon boys were not permitted to leave 

campus for any reason.  I never had to, anyway.  Everything I needed, Abingdon 

provided from within its towering walls.   

To this day, I still don’t know exactly where the school is located.  It won’t be 

long before I find out the truth, though.  I’m graduating summa cum laude in December, 

a full year and a half early.  I’ve conquered the mighty Abingdon Boys School.  Japan, 

the Yakuza, and the rest of the world can suck it. 

I pull my fists to my sides and push all of the air from my body.  I open my eyes 

and smile at the moon.  Then, in an instant, my face sinks.  I have endured his presence 

enough.  Someone is here, and it is now time to deal with him.  At my side is a wooden 

katana, a replacement for the real one Abingdon quickly confiscated.  I quietly pick it 
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up.  The intruder had had more than enough time to announce his presence.  My voice 

is stern. 

 “I don’t know who you are or what you want.  But the only other person that 

should be here isn’t, so state your business or I will show no restraint.” 

 A youthful, masculine voice chuckles from behind me.  “How long have you 

been aware of me?” 

 “Long enough,” I answer as I turn to face him.  Though the inside of the room is 

dark, I can tell the man is at least six feet tall, topping me by three inches.  His build is 

strong, wider than mine, and solid muscle.  Fighting him without the katana is out of 

the question.  “Who are you?” 

 The man’s eyes shine with the fire of a thousand suns.  The room is illuminated 

with light and his features become apparent.  He rubs his hand across his shiny bald 

head and flashes a bright, toothy smile, an attractive contrast to his dark chocolate-

colored skin.  Donning a leather jacket and jeans, the intruder places his fist over his 

heart and drops to one knee.  “I am Apollo,” he says.  “Original God of the Sun.  But 

please, call me Apo.  Or OG Sun.” 

 I raise my sword in attack position and take a quick step inside, placing myself 

within striking distance of the man calling himself Apo.  “What kind of bullshit is this?” 

I sternly ask, tightening my grip on the sword. 

 Apo does not flinch.  “No tricks.  No smoke and mirrors, my lord.  I am the real 

deal, and I come on official business in the service of humanity and our Mother Earth.  

God is dead, and you have been selected to represent us in the God Trials, from which a 

successor will be chosen.  Trust me, Mikazuki.  I mean you no harm.  Or do you prefer 

Malachi now?  I’ll address my lord however he likes.” 

A chill runs through my body.  “H-h-how do you know my real name?” I ask.  

“And how do you know either name?  My Master, do you know him?  Answer me!” 

“I know everything about you, my lord,” Apo replies.  “Please, I have something 

for you.” 
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Apo reaches into the pocket of his leather jacket and pulls out a sealed, tri-folded 

piece of paper.  Before he can hand it to me, I snatch it away.  He doesn’t have to tell me 

who it’s from.  A black clenched fist amidst a backdrop of blood red is all I need to see.  

It is the official Tanaka family crest, so without question it is a message from Master 

Kenji.  My hands shake as I begin to rip open the letter. 

“So what does Master Tanaka say, my lord?” asks Apo, who is still kneeling 

before me. 

“Tenka fubu,” I read.  “One realm under one sword.” 

Apo smiles back, a bright, toothy grin that brightens the entire room.  “Well, 

there you have it.  Even the kind, old master agrees.  There is no escaping your fate, my 

lord.” 

I frown.  “Okay, what’s with this ‘lord’ stuff?” I reply, slightly annoyed.  “I have 

a name, several in fact.  I am no one’s lord.” 

Apo shrugs.  “You are indeed a lord.  You are Lord Commander of the Crescent 

Commonwealth, our eleventh to be exact.  So you should grow accustomed to it.  But I 

will not refer to my lord by an unwelcomed honorific, if it is his desire.  So, what would 

you like me to call you?” 

“I don’t know,” I answer.  “Everyone here calls me Malachi, which is fine 

because they don’t know my real name.  And Malachi is normal, which is what I 

wanted after leaving Japan.  But, for the most part, Master and my few Japanese friends 

used to call me Mikazuki.  Most of the time, it was shortened to Mika.  It’s been over 

three years now since I’ve last heard it from someone else’s mouth.” 

Apo stands and rubs the non-existent dust from his dark pants.  He extends his 

hand.  “Well Mika, as a friend of both you and Master Tanaka, allow me to be the first 

to speak your name.  It is a pleasure to finally meet Earth’s next god.” 

I relax and shake Apo’s hand.  His grip is very warm and firm, so much so that 

my hand aches after he releases it.  Damn, this guy is strong. 

Apo glances over at the kitchen table.  On top of the table is a plastic chess set.  

The Sun God’s eyes light up.  “My lord, I see you have a chess board here.  Might I 
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trouble you for a game?  It can at least help break the ice, so to speak.  Who knows?  I 

might teach you something.” 

“Teach me?!” I scoff as I slowly turn the dimmer on the wall, bringing up the 

lights in my sparse apartment.  Still in mid-game, the chess board sits along on the 

kitchen table.  “You do realize that in this school full of geniuses, my only competition 

at chess is my roommate Javier.  I’ll trust my skills, even against a god.” 

 Apo walks over to the table and stands behind the white pieces.  “That’s right.  

You do have a roommate.  What is Lieutenant Castillo up to these days?  I take it he is 

still militant as ever.  Following in his father’s footsteps?” 

 “First of all, it’s Major Castillo,” I answer, taking my place behind the black chess 

pieces, “And second, he is out with his battalion on their last training exercise before 

he’s off to West Point, just like his dad.  But you already knew all that.  I bet you’ve 

been watching him, too.” 

 Apo grins and looks down at his pieces.  “Nothing gets past you, Mika.  The 

Major is strong and gifted, and if times were different, I would have you both.  But, like 

yours, his fate too is sealed.  He will make a fine leader of men.  As will you, young 

lord.” 

 “Man, I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” I reply, moving a pawn.  

“But I hope you don’t mind picking up a game in progress.  Javy and I had started one, 

but it can sometimes be hard…” 

 Before I can finish, Apo jumps in.  “White began with a standard king’s pawn 

opening.  Black defended with the Sicilian Defense, dragon variation as evidenced by 

the fianchettoed bishop.  That’s a fairly aggressive defense for a conservative and 

cerebral man like yourself, Mika.  A more closed game, such as the Caro-Kann, would 

appear to be your usual fancy, or am I mistaken?”  Apo moves a pawn. 

 With eyebrow raised, I look at Apo who returns my gaze.  Other than Javy, I 

have met no one here who has been able to read a board – or me for that matter – like 

that.  I am suddenly far more intrigued and impressed by OG Sun. 
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 After staring at me for a second, Apo scratches his chin.  “Well, this is odd,” he 

says.  “For a moment, I thought it was the shadows, but that is not the case.  My lord 

should have blue eyes.  Where are they, Mika?  Where are your eyes of fire and ice?” 

 “Ever heard of contacts?” I answer as I make my move.  “A black kid with blue 

eyes is hard to hide, even at Abingdon.  I’m trying to fit in, not stand out.” 

 Apo scratches his chin and shakes his head.  “No Mika, this will not do.  The 

contacts, you must remove them.” 

 I take a step back from the table.  I didn’t care for Apo’s tone.  “Must?  They’re 

permanent,” I state.  “And even if they weren’t, I wouldn’t take them out, just because 

you told me to.  You’ve got some nerve.  What happened to the whole ‘lord’ treatment?  

You can’t order me to do anything.” 

 Apo laughs.  “That’s real charming, Mika.  But seriously, you cannot enter the 

Commonwealth of Crescent without ‘something blue.’  I didn’t make the rules, my lord; 

I just enforce them.  And I am not leaving here empty-handed.  So, I’ll just have to burn 

those contacts out.” 

 Apo raises his hand toward my face, and in a flash my sword is up, ready to 

strike. 

 “What the hell are you doing, man?” I ask.  “You better back off.  At this range, I 

can still deliver a mighty blow.” 

 “Mikazuki, please,” Apo says as his fiery eyes focus on my katana.  I scream and 

drop the sword as its handle becomes scalding to the touch.  Before I can reach for it 

again, it is engulfed in a yellowish-orange flame and in seconds, the sword is rendered 

to dust.  Nothing else is burned.  I hold my hand, still stinging from Apo’s power.  I 

glare at OG Sun, whose hand is still pointed at my face. 

 “I am sorry for the tactics, my lord, but we have no time to waste.”  

Apo’s outstretched hand is slowly engulfed by yellow flames.  “These are the 

Flames of Purification.  They will remove those defilements from your godly eyes.  

Trust me, my lord; it’ll only sting a little.  Now, how does it go again?  Oh yes.” 

 Apo clears his throat and his already rich baritone becomes deeper.   
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“By the Flames of Purification 

Let my fire burn true, 

A light made dull 

Breathe life anew.” 

 The flames shoot into my eyes and the sensation is even greater than I expected.  

My face is flush and my eye sockets burn.  I close my eyes and drop to my knees.  Using 

my hands to cover my eyes, I hold back screams through gritted teeth.  I did not want to 

wake the entire school.  I would have to suffer this in silence. 

After what feels like an eternity, the heat and pain is gone, and I pull my hands 

away from my eyes.  I fully expect to feel pools of blood or my eyeballs rolling around 

in my hands, but to my surprise my hands are as they were.  I rub my face to see if it’s 

still intact, and nothing appears out of place.  I open my eyes and am shocked to see my 

sight is unharmed.  As I blink in rapid succession, I look to Apo who nods back at me. 

“Ah yes,” says Apo, his bright, toothy smile lighting the room.  “Those are the 

eyes as foretold by prophecy.  Now, we can travel to Sanctuary and cross into your 

Commonwealth.” 

 I stand and look to the wall on my right.  On the wall next to Javier’s bench press 

machine is a full-length mirror, used mostly by Javy to check out his impressive gains.  

My mouth drops as, for the first time in three years, I see my eyes’ natural color.  I am 

startled; the blue is even more intense than I remember. 

 I groan and shoot Apo a dirty look.  “Remind me never to trust you again.” 

 Apo just stares at me with a pleased grin on his face.  “That would be unwise, 

my lord,” he replies as he makes another strong move on the board.  “Considering I am 

one of the few allies you will have in these Trials.” 

 I shake my head and try to change the subject.  “So, how did you get in here 

anyway?  Abingdon’s walls are over fifty meters tall and I’m sure they didn’t just open 

the gates for you.  And how do you know my Master?” 

 “I am a god,” mocks OG Sun as he moves along the board.  “What’s a wall to a 

god?” 
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 “Touché,” I answer.  I castle on the king side.  “And my Master?” 

 “We met once, many years ago, when I was here on other business,” Apo 

answers.  “He gave me a hot meal, fine wine, and a warm place to sleep.  He even 

taught me an interesting philosophy.  ‘One must give to take.’  I think he called it…” 

 “The Law of Equivalent Exchange,” I answer, cutting him off mid-sentence. 

 “That’s it,” Apo continues.  “It caught my attention, because we follow a similar 

creed in Sanctuary.  As such, no money changes hands in our world.  Money is fallacy, 

and it is at the root of all evil in this world.” 

 “I suppose so,” I say, resting my wooden sword against the table.  “So how is my 

Master?  Did Kenji-sama tell you anything else when he gave you the letter?” 

Apo begins to answer, then pauses.  His face drops as he looks down at the chess 

board.  He begins to touch the pieces as he speaks.  “Mika, have you ever found 

amazement in how similar the game of chess is to war?  Think about it.  Like war, chess 

requires much mental stamina.  It is the ultimate ‘thinking man’s’ game.  As such, I’ve 

found that the best chess players make the finest commanders.”   

“Suuuuure,” I respond dismissively, making another move.  “But your logic is 

backwards.  It’s not that the best chess players make the best commanders, but that the 

best commanders also play chess.  It’s hardly a given that even chess Grandmasters 

could command troops and lead men.” 

Apo nods.  “That’s true,” he begins, “but you can tell a great deal about a man 

from how he plays.  A man’s persona, his very psyche, is attached to every move he 

makes.  You see, the greatest generals have a unique ability to take in a great deal of 

information and remember only the relevant bits.  Because of this, strict recollection and 

keen wisdom are key attributes in the successful leading of men.  When you combine 

this with a man’s sincerity, courage, and his sense of humanity, you establish a 

general’s ‘command.’  For as in chess, war, at its core, is a test of wits.  And it requires a 

cerebral assassin.  Are you that assassin, my lord?” 

Apo pauses for a second as he examines the board.  Before I can answer, he 

quickly moves a pawn, opening up a line of attack.  Our eyes meet and he smiles, 
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making me immediately reconsider whether the move is a mistake.  Perplexed, I 

carefully inspect the board.  I can feel Apo’s intense gaze on me as he continues to 

speak. 

“My lord, as your new Master of War, it is my duty to school you in the ways of 

a warrior.  As such, my first lesson to you is this: as in chess, all war is based on 

deception.  So always play your opponent, and never his game.” 

I look up from the board, gazing into Apo’s brilliant eyes, as he continues.   

“You must be willing to adapt to an ever changing terrain,” he says.  “If your 

opponent is an aggressive man, force him to defend.  If he is a cautious man, threaten 

him and force him into offense.  Arrogance should be encouraged, for pride precedes 

your enemy’s fall.  Bait to lure and anger to confuse.  In other words, my lord, conquest 

is your main objective, and this end will always justify your means.  Remember this, 

and you will be assured victory in your upcoming Trials.” 

“Umm hmm,” I respond, looking back down at the board.  I had heard much of 

it before as Master Kenji, also proficient at the game, likened chess to battle.  Right now, 

though, I am too caught up in my present opponent.  His last move confuses me.  Is it a 

trap?  I don’t think so, and boldly move forward with my original plan.  It’s going to be 

a race to mate.  I just have to make sure I get his king first; as in war, chess ends with 

the fall of the king. 

Apo chuckles and points to the board.  “By that move there, I see you are 

unafraid.  Yes, my lord, your game is like you, a beautiful song of fire and ice.” 

“Is that right?” I respond with a raised eyebrow.  “So what does that mean 

exactly?” 

“That you’re versatile, my lord,” Apo says with a smile.  “In every aspect, you 

live a life of fluidity.” 

 I chuckle and rest my hand on top of the black queen.  “Wow, I guess chess really 

does reveal everything.” 

“Oh, I’m well aware of your proclivities, Mika,” Apo states, casually placing his 

hand on top of mine.  “But, in this instance, I am speaking entirely in terms of chess.” 
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 I am slightly taken aback as I pull my hand away and return my eyes to the 

board.  He lets out a hearty laugh.  No secrets kept from OG Sun.  I frown, but try not to 

let his words distract from my game.  However, not one to avoid the elephant in the 

room, I have to ask.   

“So,” I begin, moving another piece. “are these proclivities a problem?” 

 “If they were, I wouldn’t be here,” Apo answers matter-of-factly.  “I don’t care 

what or who you do.  Not when the fate of the world is at stake.  We are inclusive here.  

Just be honest with yourself, and keep your hand out of any of my sugar bowls.” 

 I make a face.  “I would never,” I reply. 

 “Never say never, my lord,” says Apo.  “Sex is a powerful weapon, and one that 

is often used and abused in the course of war.  As a student of history, my lord should 

be well aware of this.  Helen’s face sank a thousand ships, and Scheherazade delayed 

her own execution through the use of sex, story, and song.  I know.  I was there for it 

all.”  Apo moves another piece. 

 I laugh and continue to lay my trap.  “Man, just how old are you?” 

 “I’ve lost track at this point,” Apo answers as he makes another quick move.  The 

snare is complete.  “But I’d say a few billion years.” 

 “Damn,” I reply.  “I guess black don’t crack.” 

 “No sir,” Apo says.  “Favored by the gods.” 

 “I’ll tell you one thing’s that is cracked, though,” I yell, slamming my queen 

down on the board.  “Your defense.  Discovered check and mate in three.  Wanna play 

it out?” 

Apo wrinkles his brow and looks down at the board.  After a second, he laughs 

and scratches his head.  “Incredibly deceptive,” he says.  “You must have been thinking 

a few moves ahead on that one.” 

 “No,” I reply as a slip on a tank top.  Though my body is strong and lean, I look 

emaciated in comparison to OG Sun.  “I only think one move ahead.  But it’s always the 

right move.” 
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 He must have liked my answer, because Apo smiles back at me.  He walks over 

to Javy’s bench press, which sits between the kitchen table and the apartment’s living 

room.  “You’re a quick study,” Apo says as he lies flat on the bench.  “I see why Mother 

prefers you.” 

 I roll my eyes.  “Apo, I don’t know what you are talking about, but can we 

discuss this after my shower?  I have a few more questions to ask before I agree to go 

anywhere with you.  Besides, I get the feeling that even if I asked you to leave, you 

wouldn’t.  So, just make sure my door is locked, and don’t steal anything.” 

 “Mika, you insult me,” Apo says as he places his hands on the bar overhead.  The 

bar bends under the weight of 450 pounds, Javy’s current max.  With nary a grunt, Apo 

lifts the bar and begins pressing it with ease.   

“And besides, my lord,” Apo says with a tinge of sarcasm between reps.  “And I 

mean no disrespect, but after doing a quick inventory of this meager place, I can say 

that there is absolutely nothing I want here.” 

“Asshole,” I mumble as I walk toward the bathroom.  “Just make sure my door is 

locked, fool.”  

With that, I turn into my bathroom and slam the door shut. 

 


