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The shapeshifter who was now called Chet had been many things before the demon Kieron 

found him.  

He was born a seemingly normal child named Timur, and had a fairly average childhood as a 

chandler’s son in a town by a lake to the west. His father had run the candle shop in town, and 

Timur had been expected to take over when he came of age. He had spent his days up to his elbows 

in beeswax and tallow, and he knew everything there was to know about wicks and lye soap. He 

could even read and do arithmetic, and he had started learning to keep the books with his father. 

That had all changed when he was about twelve. He had finished his work for the day and 

was sitting on the shore of the lake, hidden from view by the edge of the forest, watching the 

fishermen bring in their haul. After a day in the acrid chandlery, surrounded by the pungent fumes 

of tallow, which still clung to his clothes hours later, he wondered what it would be like to spend his 

days out on the lake in the open air. He knew that fish had their own stench, but that was mostly the 

problem of the packers and the merchants, not the fishermen. They spent their days basking in the 

sun, away from the stench of a bustling town. They were tanned, and he bet their mothers never 

made the younger men comb out their hair before they went out to work. He saw one boy in 

particular who was around his age, and wished he could be that other boy, just to escape the hot and 

stinking candle shop for a day. 

In that moment, he first felt the tickling of a change come over him. There was a slight 

shimmer in the air in front of his eyes, the feeling of a finger running down his spine, a shiver that 

reached to his toes. At first, he thought nothing of it. Maybe it was just a ghost passing through, as 

his mother always said when he got a chill. It interrupted his thoughts, though, and he realized that it 

was probably nearing suppertime, and his mother would be expecting him at home. Standing to rise, 



he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the lake; only what he saw was not himself. It was the boy he 

had been watching help bring in the fish. His skin was rough and leathery, and his hair was bleached 

blond with the sun. Only his eyes remained the same dark brown they had always been. He froze, 

confused and afraid. 

People did not simply change the way he had. He pinched himself hard, worried that maybe 

he had fallen asleep and was somehow dreaming this madness. He winced and sucked in a breath as 

the pinch shocked him, leaving a red mark on his arm. No, he wasn’t asleep. This was actually 

happening to him. He stared down at his unfamiliar reflection, knowing he couldn’t go home until 

he figured out how to change it back, if such a thing was even possible. Had he done this with his 

wish to be the other boy? 

Then, it occurred to him that maybe it really was that easy. He closed his eyes and pictured 

his true reflection. He wished to be himself once again. Ah, there it was, that same shiver passing 

down his spine. He opened his eyes when it had passed and looked into the lake. He was relieved to 

see his familiar dark brown hair, his fair skin giving proof to his indoor profession. His heart also 

raced at the thought that he might be able to do this again, become someone else, the thrill of it 

tainted by a small twinge of fear. Was this evil? Was he some sort of warlock tool for the devil or 

cursed by a witch? Being only twelve and not much concerned with thoughts of sin, he pushed these 

worries to the back of his mind. He knew he couldn’t tell anyone about this because they would 

think only about possession by the devil, and try to have him exorcised or killed, but he didn’t feel 

especially evil. Wondering at the possibilities, he set off toward home for supper. 

Since that first revelation of his ability, Timur had used it to become many different people. 

He had left the chandlery and his village when he was fifteen, tired of the drudgery and the stink of 

his life, assuming different faces as he moved to keep his parents from finding him. He doubted they 

were even looking. It wasn’t unheard of for a merchant’s son to leave, seeking a different life, and he 



had a younger brother still who could take over the business. He knew they would miss him, and 

then move on with their lives. 

After the second time he was caught by the man he was impersonating, Timur decided that it 

would be safest to kill the men whose faces he was taking on before he began impersonating them. 

If they were dead, he could stay in one place for years at a time, assuming their lives as his own.  

The first murder had been the hardest on him. He had come upon a knight who was 

sleeping alone in a bedroll on the side of a road. The cool night was still and silent; there was no one 

around. Timur saw his opportunity and pulled out his knife. He slipped off his boots to tread more 

silently across the dewy grass, and he crept close, watching the sleeping knight intently. Never 

having taken a life before, he stopped when he got close, contemplating what this might mean 

before he did something irrevocable. He didn’t relish the thought of killing this stranger. His own 

life was not at risk, unless the knight should awake before he was mortally wounded. But after being 

caught twice, rumors were starting to spread among the little villages in the region, whispered stories 

about a stranger posing as a friend. Timur knew he wouldn’t be able to take on such temporary roles 

for much longer, and he was tired of moving constantly to avoid detection.  

Eventually, Timur’s desire for a more settled life overpowered his initial reluctance. He slit 

the knight’s throat with a single strike, and danced back out of reach. The knight came up swinging, 

but his blood was pouring from his throat in a torrent. He fell quickly, and died on the grass, his 

blood mixing with the dew in a slippery mess. The night was still once more, and devoid of other 

life. Timur built a pyre and burned the body where it lay, leaving only a scorched mark on the 

roadside as evidence of his crime. 

Timur had been a knight for several months after that, but his lack of training was fairly 

obvious and he was afraid he would die in battle. He had tried his hand at smithing, jewelry making, 

and several other trades, but he was bored by all of them fairly quickly. If he had wanted to be an 



artisan merchant, he could have stayed at home. No, he was looking for something more. Then, 

when he was twenty-three, he’d become a steward to the western lord, Duke Howard, who 

controlled the largest portion of the coast. His skills had been much more suited to that position, 

but he was not satisfied with keeping the books and managing the servants for long. 

Eventually, he killed the Duke and took on that role for himself. Here, he had finally 

flourished. The luxury of the Duke’s castle, the wealth and the respect of the position, had been 

intoxicating at first and addictive in the end. 

It was there in the guise of the Duke that Timur had first met Kieron. Kieron had come to 

the castle town one evening just before sundown as the guards were preparing to close the gates for 

the night. The guards, ever suspicious, had questioned him. Unfamiliar faces were not uncommon in 

the port town, but the markets were closed already and he came alone, with no cart, no horse, and 

no baggage. 

“I come seeking an audience with Duke Howard. I am a pilgrim from the Westerlands 

across the sea, and I bring tidings of that distant continent for Duke Howard’s ears only,” Kieron 

had answered when they asked him who he was, his voice rising and falling with a slowly rhythmic, 

almost musical cadence. 

The guards were reluctant. No one knew very much about the land beyond the sea. Ships 

had been sent out before, but they rarely returned, and those that did often hadn’t made it all the 

way across the sea. Allegedly, it was only a few weeks journey to the other side, and people had 

made far longer voyages in the opposite direction. The Westerlands, though, remained shrouded in 

mystery. 

Kieron was persistent. He also drew upon his demonic powers, weakened though they were, 

to confuse the men and sway their thinking. He no longer had the power to control the minds of 

others in the way that he used to, but confusion and pressure were enough. The guards closed the 



gates and took him to the castle. They found Timur, who was now Duke Howard, lounging with his 

wife Mary as a minstrel played. 

“Very sorry to interrupt, sir,” they started, and then waited for the song to end. When they 

had the Duke’s attention, they introduced their guest. “You have a visitor from the Westerlands with 

important tidings. His name is—“ 

“Not important to you,” finished Kieron. “My lord, I know that it is late in the evening and 

you have an entertainer here, but I would beg a moment of your time. In private.” 

Timur felt drawn to the man. The air around him seemed to shimmer as if with a barely 

contained force. While his tone and words were nothing but polite and supplicating, something 

about him told Timur that he would not, and even should not, be denied. Timur looked to the man’s 

face and was stunned to see that his eyes were endless black pools: no whites or irises interrupted 

the glassy darkness staring back at him. No one else seemed to notice anything strange. Duke 

Howard’s wife sat meekly next to Timur, and the minstrel plucked out a soothing background tune 

on his lute. The guards looked at Timur, waiting for a response. 

“Normally I hate to be interrupted, but you have done the right thing this night, gentleman. 

Thank you for bringing this man here. You may go,” Timur said. “And Mary, why don’t you take 

the minstrel to see the children? You know how they love music.” 

That left him alone with this mysterious, black-eyed man. Timur’s heart began to race. He 

had no idea what to expect from this encounter, and he was unaccustomed to feeling so ill prepared. 

“I know you,” Kieron began, “I see your true face even hidden behind the mask you wear, 

Timur.” 

“Who are you?” Timur asked the obvious question. 



“My name is Kieron. I was the king of the Westerlands for three thousand years. I know you 

can see the strangeness about me. I am a demon.” Kieron stated the fact plainly, without apology or 

guile. 

“A demon.” Timur knew only the demons of possession, the ones the village people of his 

youth had used priests to exorcise. He hadn’t even believed those were real. Now this man stood 

before him, close enough to touch, and Timur had no doubt he was telling the truth. The endless 

depths of his eyes spoke of thousands of years lived, and the air around him was hot and metallic as 

if singed. 

In that moment, Timur felt no fear. Undoubtedly, he should have, for the sense of all-

consuming evil was overwhelming. Instead, Timur instinctively began to plot the possibilities for 

himself in having such a powerful ally, for increasing his own wealth and influence beyond this little 

seaside realm. He had power and wealth as Duke Howard, it was true, but he didn’t have much 

influence at court. King Chester didn’t trust him, and rarely called on him to appear in council. The 

other lords looked to him for goods from the sea and used his port, yes, but they had no love for 

him. The real Duke Howard had been a cold man, and a shrewd tradesmen, and Timur had done 

little to change his reputation. With a demon at his side, though, Timur could reach for more. That 

was the first time he dreamed of being King. 

Timur reached his hand out in welcoming to Kieron. “Pleased to meet you, demon,” he said, 

and he meant it. 

 


