 Eternal Autumn needed no description. The words themselves were ample enough to detail what this land was, a mountainous, valley scarred place that hovered in that seasonal time when all things became snared at a point between life and death.
 Grasses were a lighter shade of green here, bordering on yellow and were coarse to the touch while trees growing on the eternally dying landscape were snarled and clung desperately to the brown leaves hanging from limbs bobbing in a near constant ethereal wind. The skies never cleared and hovered over the land in a ceiling of gray, ever-shifting clouds. In this strange and terrible land, the temperature was damp but cool, penetrating to the bones.
 It was a miserable place with its own sense of macabre beauty and it was exactly the kind of place that pulled at Bethany's deformed soul. Here a twisted being such as the eldest girl child of the Covenants could bend the laws of magic, commanding the natural energies that swelled in this place and in turn subserviented those beings that called this place home. The Jemaa's called her terrible goddess in their guttural tongue and the heartless soulreavers called Dri'nen served her without question, turning their ruthlessness over to her violent whims.
 There were also the eerily mysterious handmaidens. Sirens that were Bethany's servants and go-betweens as well as assistants to her magical experiments. 
 On this day, a rather pleasant one by Eternal Autumn standards with light gray sky that almost allow whatever sun lit this place in, Bethany emerged through a static-charged doorway between worlds. She wore a teal colored dress, tattered at the bottom with long black sleeves. Her gnarled visage was an ashen gray with nearly black eyes that glared upon the world with uncapped malevolence that would have shaken her violent brother Ambrose.
 Bethany was by far the most dangerous of the siblings, having given into her lust for magic and
power and the will of the King. Her evil simmered just below the surface of the cracked skin covering her body. Even the dark-hearted Keisinger who sought more than partnership from Bethany, admitted his fear while in her presence. She had given everything for the power and the magic, in turn, had taken much from her. Little did it matter to Bethany though. Only the King and the promise of even more power mattered. Lost magics few even knew of. 
 Waiting for Bethany was one of her handmaidens. The white-eyed, ghost of a woman hovered at a point about two feet off the ground, but still bowed as the powerful magic-user approached. A song, high pitched and keening, came from the handmaiden, weaving an odd sort of report for Bethany who had long ago learned to understand the strange creatures.
 As the handmaiden sang, so did Bethany's face deepen into a scowl. An already ill mood festered further. The handmaiden spoke of a tribe of Jemaas who had ransacked her storehouse, taking foods and other artifacts the Jemaa saw as holy. 
 Bethany's accursed red-punctuated black eyes narrowed. "Kill them," was her only order. That decision made with a morbid ease, Bethany stalked up the path toward a raised mound of earth in
the distance that resembled a buried pyramid. The mound, melded centuries before Bethany's arrival, rose naturally at its base. It didn't show the work of mortal hands until it's peak where it was worked to form a squarish narrowing to a leveled top. Four, square towers were placed at each corner.
 The strucure/formation served little purpose and indeed when Bethany arrived the Jemaa's were using it as a place for their primitive rituals to their pagan gods. But Bethany sensed its power almost immediately. A vortex of invisible energy rose like a column from the very center which Bethany had come to realize was a marriage of perfect cosmic math and supernatural power.
Here Bethany's spell casting came as easily as a snap of her fingers and was far more powerful than anything she ever had dabbled in before. Bethany could have easily found an easier way to
reach the complex: flying was an option as was teleportation, but she enjoyed the gradually rising walk.
 Flanked by a pair of the silent, willowy Dri'nen, Bethany headed in the winding direction of the
complex, now just barely visible by the towers alone in the distance. She passed smaller, similar towers along the way, each hiding the cowering forms of the Jemaa who grunted their superstitious language as she passed. Bethany didn't know why she allowed them to stay in these remnants, but they knew better than to engage in open conflict against the witch and they proved painfully simple to retrieve when she was experimenting and needed a live test subject.
 Off to her right, a path led down into a darkened, foggy area with yet another tower barely visible as a rising, shadowed form toward the very back against the cliff face. It was overgrown with thorny vines and was populated by strange creatures of an evil nature that Bethany dare not test. A The Dri'nen both made wards with spindly hands as they passed.
 She eventually passed through a narrow, natural corridor that featured her 'art.' The bodies of Jemaa, some missing appendages and heads, others deformed by her wicked magic, and were nailed to the walls by large, wrought iron spikes. Through her magic the blood still flowed even though many of the bodies had been there for over a year. Underneath the bodies, grasses grew high and were stained a dark crimson. Something about the place, especially the last body with handless arms nailed above its head and lower face ripped off, reminded her of her twin brother
Aaron.
 Still, her mood was such that she couldn't even spare a small smile for the suffering of her long dead brother. Her trip to the Earth plane had been disappointing to say the least. A hope she held of pulling Eelizabeth to her had utterly failed. The youngest sister had fallen too far into her animal nature and resisted Bethany's threats. It was a problem that could have been easily remedied - had she been in Eternal Autumn, but the simple fact was that Bethany was at her
weakest when in Earth. The magic wasn't as strong there as it was in Eternal Autumn and EElizabeth was just strong enough that things could have ended badly.
 For that very reason of her weakened magic, Bethany needed an agent in the Earth realm. Aside from Elizabeth, who Bethany regarded as the easiest option, the Earth Witch had few other options. She once thought to entice Keisinger to her cause, but upon finding him in the realm of Oerinos, realized quickly he was quite mad and couldn't relieve him of the notion that Bethany should indeed worship him. Yes, Keisinger proved as chaotic as the world he lived. There was always Ambrose for in truth Bethany admired the ruthless sibling, but there were problems here as well. Ambrose hated most everything and cared little other than his continued hunt for his own power. In that regard he was a lot like Bethany and for that same reason it was why she did not recruit her brother. He would remove her head once her back was turned if it meant more power for him.
 That left her twin and that solution was simply laughable. Even if she could look past her intense hatred for Aaron, the sad fact that he was demented and twisted and currently was a gibbering fool of a thing haunting the mansion. Even in his revenant form, Aaron was a wild card at best. 
 Her mood worsened when, shortly before leaving, news came to her that Elizabeth had fallen; killed by the scarred man Patrick Galloway which was another disturbing problem.  There was no doubt Galloway would prove to be a thorn in Bethany's side. As bestial as Elizabeth was, she
was no pushover. Her own confrontation with the youngest nearly proved to be disastrous had she not thought to bring a Dri'nen warrior with.
 Upon reaching the mound, Bethany vanished, via hidden door at the base, into the labyrinth of  tunnels snaking underneath the structure. Making her way knowingly through the passages, she came to the innermost sanctuary. A terrible smell, she paid little heed to, greeted her as she entered, a smell that originated from the large cauldron at the room's center. Hovering over it was a trio of handmaidens, peering intently into a greenish-yellow boiling liquid and speaking in their strange song of a language. Bethany listened, realized they were scrying for some thing or another, and left them to their chore. She approached an old, ornate desk she had removed from
her study at the mansion and sat in the equally ornate, high-backed chair behind. A book was open on the desk, but she paid it scant attention. After a moment she rose again and began pacing.
 Why was Galloway here? This was the essential question Bethany needed an answer for. Then, in a quick flash of thought, she remembered a chance meeting with Ambrose some time ago while still on earth. Jeremiah had returned from the war to a house decaying. Elizabeth had passed some years earlier from the wasting disease that ate at her and Aaron had mysteriously disappeared leaving only  Bethany and the infrequent Ambrose; neither of whom Jeremiah had any real contact with.
 Bethany was tending her 'creations' in the her greenhouse behind the manse when Ambrose suddenly appeared after roughly two years absent from the manse. Quite visibly changed, as Bethany herself was changing, Ambrose came requesting a map of a cove lying not far from the manor. Why he supposed Bethany would have a map was beyond her. It was odd at the time, but what of it? Bethany didn't care. She didn't even want him there, but Bethany tolerated him. After awhile Ambrose began babbling about Jeremiah's strange behavior. "He skulks about the manor;
secretive and nervous as if he were afraid to be caught at some task," Ambrose had said in his harsh voice. "I don't trust him."
 Bethany simply dismissed Ambrose for it seemed hypocritical for Ambrose to call someone else strange. He was covered with foreign tattoos that appeared tribal in nature and he carried with him an oddly power-coursing ax with an abnormal indentation hewed into the blade. But thinking back on it, Bethany did notice Jeremiah's different behaviors. He constantly demanded to know what Bethany was doing behind closed doors and in her greenhouse while keeping odd hours himself. Once meticulous about the affairs of the mansion, Jeremiah began leading a hermit's life. Keeping to his own quarters and rarely leaving the mansion.  

 She even began wondering to his supposed ill health. Yet that wasn't true either now that she thought about it. More than once she witnessed him leave for the arcane tower at the mansion's heart. Ambrose himself spoke of spying the eldest retreat to the tower. The tower itself was a riddle Bethany herself could not fathom other than to feel the great power ebbing there so it didn't make much sense for Jeremiah to spend time there when he was not versed in the arcane.
 She had to go back. Something was wrong. Transporting rather than walking, Bethany came again to the ethereal doorway she emerged from not long before and opened up the portal. The
near-instantaneous trip took her to a point at the mausoleum's entrance. A howler, milling about the entrance and whining like a lost puppy, regarded her curiously and then disappeared into the ruined structure. 
 "So it's true," Bethany whispered softly, a small smile playing cruelly on her lips. "My sweet little sister is dead." 
 Bethany quickly made her way to the mansion and through its twisting hallways until she came to her study. She moved with purpose to a portion of the wall that architecturally stood out from the rest of the room. She reached up and gently twisted a sconce. At once the portion slid open with the sound of stone grinding against stone revealing a wall-anchored ladder leading down. Rather than use the stair, Bethany simply floated the passage down.  The passage opened to a narrow hallway with a strange, ebbing yellow light at it's end. She followed it until she came to a wall with a broken door lying off its hinges, facing Bethany. She entered into the sickly light which was given off by eternally burning candles on the walls of round room in which they lit.
A circular dais was at its center and hanging over that dais by a pair of chains was what was left of her twin.
 Aaron, his skin stripped from his body, hung limply and swayed gently in the draft of the tunnel. The chains were fixed to his right hand and the stump of the wrist on his left by hooks dug through the remaining meat of his body. His eyes were vacant and clouded white; his body still wet from the viscous fluids draining from him. As if this sight was not disturbing enough, Aaron was missing the lower jaw that Bethany removed before she began filleting him so as not to hear his screams and to keep her secret safe. Aaron's tongue hung loosely from where the body part used to be.
 Bethany walked to the dais and slowly circled her brother, admiring her handiwork and the fact that the magic still kept her brother alive in a fashion. Though nobody could ever know, Aaron continued to suffer the pain of what had been done to him. He would escape for limited periods to the pain-free ghost but once reverted to his revenant form, the pain would come again and it would enrage the sibling to maddening heights. a perfect watchdog as it were to keep meddlers away from the mansion.
"And yet dear brother, why is it Galloway remains?"she said, regarding the terrible sight of her brother.
 She grabbed him the red hair that clung damp with fluid to his scalp like some kind of hairy insect and jerked the head upright, staring into lost cloudy eyes. But then the eyes, with a slight sucking sound rolled and sought vision through the pain. The tongue  wagged as the corpse tried forming words.
 "Don't play with me brother," Bethany spoke. "Come back to me and speak through your ghost and not this raggedy doll. I would question you of a great many troubling things."
 A screech broke the thick atmosphere behind her and on reflex she swung around to come face to face with Aaron, his revenant form mirroring that of his body, but with a terrible locomotion. "Why are you here Bethany?" Aaron said through force of mind for he had no jaw to work words with. "Have you come to torture me further? Well I tell you that there is no more pain to heap upon this body, this soul."
 Like snapping a whip, Aaron flung one of the ghostly chains hanging from his handless wrist toward Bethany. Bethany flinched but with supernatural speed caught the ethereal chain, holding it fast. Aaron tugged on the chain and gave a frustrated yowl like a tortured cat.
"Do not trifle me. Make no mistake, there is still suffering to be had. Such sensations that will have you wishing for the pain you feel now."
 Aaron's malevolent gaze bore angrily through his sister, but eventually he relented and gave slack to the chain. Bethany dropped it and approached Aaron.
"You haunt this house, what is Galloway doing here? What is his purpose?"
"What? The almighty Bethany does not know? There is still mystery to her ever-mind?" Aaron mocked. "And even after all this, who does my lovely sister come to but the one she did kill?
"I warn you Aaron," Bethany growled, reaching out to somehow clutch the side of her ghostly brother's face, holding the sinew with a jerk. "No more. Last chance." 

 Those ghastly eyes of Aaron, so filled with rage and anger and madness, burned into Bethany who returned the stare with no such emotion. Only the emotionless cold she held for her twisted and torn brother. 

 Finally Aaron said with a cock of his head, "Why, can you not see it? It is so clear for madness knows madness."
"What are you babbling about fiend?!" Bethany demanded, her patience waning with each moment.
"And what am I to get in trade my sister? Do I get respite from this hell you have chained me, literally, to?"
Bethany's eyes narrowed. "You are in no such position to demand favors Aaron. My patience is quite filled to the brim in regards to you. I can simply damn you to this world to feel the pain of thousands of razor strokes. I can make you live all this again, oh so many times. TELL ME!"
"I will tell you sweet sister for I hunger for the look on your face when I tell you the King no longer favors you," Aaron spat.
"Your pain will be thrice multiplied," Bethany growled, turning to the splayed body to once again work on Aaron's torn flesh. Her anger boiled over with the force of the words, but there was something else behind the words. Even as she held the withdrawn dagger before the empty eyes of Aaron's undead corpse she felt the twinges of uncertainty. Her feelings searched for the King but what did she find? Was he there? Was that laughter she heard rather than comfort?
"Ah," the incorporeal form of Aaron echoed in her mind, wet and dripping with bitter mirth. "You feel it do you not? You're mind tells you the truth, but you remain blind to it. The King favors another and who might that other be?"
 Bethany faced the revenant ghost of Aaron again, but this time there was something akin to a hideous smile. The bare muscles pulled on the upper jaw as his eyes displayed the pleasure the ghost finally felt at besting his sister. "Who?" Bethany asked, barely able to contain the growing rage boiling to the surface. "Indeed who? Who but the one who orchestrated this entire curse? Who, when his family needed him most, left us to the hell we have embraced? Whooooo?"
"Jeremiah!" Bethany husked, her eyes wide in disbelief. "Impossible!"
"How impossible?" Aaron asked, feigning disbelief. "Is it so impossible? But no, how would you know for you have left the manor and all that shadows its hallways." Aaron's crazed anger was growing with each word as he turned to accusations. "You of all of us could have stopped it Bethany!" Aaron suddenly and vehemently charged, crying the words as if on the edge between
hysterical laughter and childish wailing. "You alone understood what was in father's books and you alone, of all of us could have risen against the King. This is as much your fault as Jeremiah's and now because of your greed you fail to see the obvious!"
"And what of it?" Bethany returned, suddenly casual with her words. "Who is to say that I ever wanted to stop any of this?"
"There was a voice within you, as there was once in all of use, before he took us completely," Aaron bitterly explained. "You knew this was wrong, but no your weakness is as much a curse as is all of ours. Even now I hear Elizabeth, dear and sweet and innocent Elizabeth as she calls mournfully from her final grave at the folly we have brought to this world. We are damned and now we are forsaken!"
"Cease your prattle and holy crusade Aaron. Recognition of guilt will not bring you the absolution you so crave. Now what of Jeremiah's plans, if indeed there are any?"
"Oh you can be sure there is Bethany..." Aaron began, but a sharp tug pulled on his ghost, tearing him away from Bethany.
"Where are you going Aaron?!" Bethany demanded. "I am not through with you yet."
"It matters little if you are or not my lovely," Aaron chided as his form began to whither away like the final wisps of pipe smoke. "I am called by the King as a dog by its master for Galloway even now returns from Oerinos. Perhaps you know that now both Ambrose and Keisinger have fallen to that accursed blade of his and now it seems that perhaps I too march off to this same fate. Farewell Bethany and may Hell welcome you with open arms."
 With that, Aaron was gone leaving behind the shrill cackle of his laughter echoing about her. Bethany cried out in frustration and set herself on the dais that Aaron hung over, determined to meet Galloway when he came. Oh yes, he would come for to kill Aaron he would have to join jaw with body. It was the only way. Casting out her mind, Bethany saw that indeed the jaw
bone had been found in her old cottage already. 
"Yes come to me Irishman and I will finish this here and now and then I will find my brother Jeremiah. Perhaps Aaron will enjoy the company of both of you."
 But as she set herself, ready for the battle that would soon come, a voice echoed in her head.      "NO! I will not leave!" she screeched into the heavy air of the chamber. But the voice was demanding and it was King after all. Bethany had no choice but to obey. Bethany would
be forced to face Galloway in Eternal Autumn at her King's behest. "Fine, killing him there will be that much easier," she snarled.
 But then a darker thought came to Bethany. Why was she to leave? The answer was obvious. The King wanted her out of the way, gone and preoccupied. She was a threat to the King and now she was being treated as such. Bethany made to leave the chamber, pausing to cast a
last glance at her brother's corpse. His words now haunted her and now she had the answer to the
persistent doubts nagging her so unexpectantly. Bethany would now have to walk her own path to fate. 
The King had abandoned her.


