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Chapter 1 

  

Today was the day. Today, my life as I knew it would come to an end, and a new one 

born in its place. For the last twenty-five years, people have known me as Jonathan Clark. After 

today I would be given a new name, a new life, and a new body to call my own. I sat on a bench 

overlooking the river near what Jonathan called home. People walked and jogged by, paying 

little mind to me as they passed. This was where we had met almost a year prior.  

That first time it was late, a full moon hung high in the sky over the river. All of the 

joggers, runners, and walkers had already gone to bed for the night. I couldn’t sleep though, I 

didn’t see the point. I had lost everything dear to me over the years. Tragedies were the melody 

of my life, and they played that same tune over and over again. The melody played until death 

had consumed everyone and everything I ever loved, even before I was even old enough to take 

comfort in the embrace of a bottle. 

I tried to redirect the pain. I tortured my body with drugs, alcohol, even physical abuse, 

but that unending pain was still there. The pain of loss, the agony of regret. It would never leave, 

not while I was still breathing. Even the crisp air of that cool November night couldn’t grant me 

solace. My mind was a prisoner in my own body, a body that had suffered enough.  

I stood and walked to the railing overlooking the river. It was a high drop, hopefully 

enough to knock me unconscious when I hit the water. Once I was out, the waters would carry 

me away. I hoped they would take me to a place where the pain would finally end. I wrapped my 

hands around the rusted railing and started to climb up.  

“Your body suffers, is that why you wish to die?” a voice asked.  

I paused as blood rushed to my face. I was embarrassed to be caught in this moment. This 

wasn’t how I intended it would end. I felt a hand on my shoulder, one with a reassuring grip. I 

turned around and saw an older man with a bald head and pale white skin. He was dressed in a 

business suit with a crimson tie. I remembered how his skin glowed in the moonlight.  

“If you so wish to die my son, wouldn’t you wish to die for a greater good?” he asked.  

I didn’t know what to say, I suddenly doubted everything I had intended to do.  

“Who are you?” I asked.  

“I am someone who will make your life mean something.” 

I snapped back to the present, sitting on the same bench, only this time at this time at 

sunset. For the past year we had met here, once a month. Each time, the man in the suit would 

give me a task. One time it was a list of provisions to buy and store safely until the time was 

right. The next time he ordered me to kill three animals and extract their bones. The time after 

that I was ordered to take someone’s blood, a specific person.  

This specific person was someone who frequented the blood bank. So I waited patiently 

until the day came and they went to donate. When they were finished I snuck inside and took the 

bag of blood they had given. The man stopped giving me tasks after that. Instead, when we met, 

he would ask me a single question and leave once I had answered. The last time I had met him 

was a month ago and he told me that my final task was to destroy everything that Jonathan Clark 

owned and come back to this place for our final meeting.  



I looked forward to our meetings. I knew nothing about the purpose of these questions or 

tasks, but I relished in the sense of purpose I finally felt. The night of our final meeting, the sun 

was dipping beneath the horizon when I spotted the man in the suit coming from the right like 

always, walking with a steady pace.  

He sat beside me, staring forward at the sun. “May I ask you something Jonathan?”  

“Yes, of course.”  

“If I told you that this is the last time you would see a sunset for the next twenty years, 

would you still come with me? Would you still honor our agreement?”  

I took a fleeting look at the sunset and looked back to him. “Yes. I would.”  

He smiled for the first time since I had met him. His teeth were crooked and sharp, like 

offset fangs. I felt a twinge of fear, but I tried not to show it.  

“Who are you?” I asked.  

“None who are outside our ranks may know my name. Those who join will be given 

purpose and enlightenment. You would like that, wouldn’t you Jonathan?” he asked.  

I nodded. “Yes, I wish to join.”  

“Did you bring what I asked of you these past months?”  

I picked up the plastic grocery bag and showed him the items he had specified. 

“Excellent. Come with me Jonathan, your new life awaits.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 2 

 

 The man in the suit led me to a car parked nearby. It was a black sedan with heavily 

tinted windows. He opened the backseat and climbed inside. I hesitated for a moment, staring at 

the leather interior as a drive silently waited.  

 “Come Jonathan, we’ve no time to waste.”  

 I made the final step and climbed into the car with him. We rode in silence until we 

reached an office building that stood among countless others. The man in the suit unlocked the 

doors and we walked inside. Curiously, he had to stop to check the directory, as if he wasn’t 

certain where he was going.  

 I followed him into an elevator and we rode to the thirteenth floor. It opened up into what 

looked like an empty office space. Two men stood on either side of the elevator, dressed in black 

robes with their head lowered. We walked past them and into the darkness. The man in the suit 

stopped, so I did the same.  

 A raspy, almost guttural voice, cut through the silence. “Is this the one?”  

 The man in the suit nodded. “Yes, his body has suffered. He has given himself.”  

 “Come forward.”  

 The man in the suit gestured towards the voice. I took several hesitant steps into the 

darkness before I felt a coarse hand against my cheek. The fingers were slender, the skin was like 

sandpaper.  

 “You will be a part of something grand, something greater than yourself. I will not live to 

see it, nor will you, but we will all celebrate in our final victory,” the voice said.  

 “I am ready,” I said.  

 “Good, let’s begin.”  

 Two flames suddenly exploded to life on either side of me. They were metal torches, 

each held by someone in a black robe. The owner of the raspy voice was gone. The man in the 

suit stood before me.  

 “Undress Jonathan,” he said.  

 I did as I was told and stood naked before them. The man in the suit brandished a scalpel 

and pressed it to my chest. I winced as he cut into my body. He made several cuts with masterful, 

fluid motions. When he was finished he turned to a table beside him picked up a mirror. He 

presented the mirror to me and I saw that he had carved a word into my flesh: Corpus.  

 “Jonathan Clark is no more. Today, and for all eternity, you shall be known as Corpus. 

Say your name!”  

 “Corpus,” I said.  

 “Embrace it Corpus, for you are the body, and you will lay the foundation for what is to 

come.”  

 The man in the suit wrapped a blindfold around me and I felt someone drape a robe 

around my shoulders.  

 “Now Corpus, you will take the final steps,” he whispered.  



 I was led back downstairs and into the car again. With the blindfold on I could only listen 

to the sounds around me and listen to my thoughts. The ride was long, I slept several times while 

I waited for the arrival. I was nervous, but not scared. I felt like I had been born again.  

 The car stopped after what seemed like an eternity and the blindfold came off. I stepped 

out into the crisp air of the countryside. We were parked in front of a house with two stories, a 

porch, and forest surrounding it on all sides. On either side of the home’s entrance were groups 

of people. There had to be at least forty present. They were all dressed in identical black robes 

with their heads lowered.  

 The man in the suit led me forward. He carried my bag with him, filled with the items he 

had told me to find. The crowds of people began chanting as we approached. Their strange and 

foreign words filled the night air. I passed a sign planted in the ground that read “Proudly 

Constructed by C.M.S Builders.” 

 I had so many questions, but I dared not interrupt this ritual. I felt a power in the air that 

was undeniable. I wanted to be a part of this. We crossed the threshold of the door and passed 

through an empty living room and down a hall. On the right side of the hall, about halfway 

down, was an entryway that lacked a door of any kind. The man in the suit led me down several 

crude steps into a musty basement. The interior was lit with candles placed in each corner. In the 

center of the room was a crude stone table with a symbol carved into it.  

 It was a circle with a triangle inside of it. In the center of the triangle was the side profile 

of a person’s head. There was a kind of aura drawn around the head. I spotted a small “s” within 

that aura. On the forehead, there was a small “m,” and between the mouth and the throat, a “c.”  

 “The symbol of our people Corpus. Here, in this room, you will fall into a deep sleep 

while we prepare this home to receive you. You and the home will become one. You cannot 

leave until your task is finished. When you wake, you will have your instructions, and you will 

know what must be done. Take care though Corpus, for your journey will be long. Know that 

when it is finished, you will have the answers you crave. Now, lay on the altar.”  

 I climbed onto the cold stone surface and laid my head down against it. The man in the 

suit pulled out a syringe and slid it into my neck. The world started to fade to black.  

 “Now,” he said, “our great work begins.”  

*  *  * 

 

 


