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 Prologue

The tall thin
man accompanied the middle-aged woman out of the entrance of his
Healing and Retreat centre, set in the midst of rural West
Virginia. Looking out they could see an uninterrupted vista of
wooded mountainsides.

“It’s a
wonderful place you have here,” the woman said. She had the
appearance of a well-to-do middle-class lady. “I always feel
refreshed when I come here.”

“Thank you,
I’m glad to hear it,” her host responded. He wore unconventional
garb: a white sherwani with matching churidars
instead of trousers, such that he would have looked like an Indian
gentleman, if his face had not betrayed his European ethnicity.

“And what’s
more, I find that only the chakra re-balancing you offer here has
the power to cure the migraines I keep having,” the woman said.

“Yes, all
credit to my Guru in India, and the divine source whence his
teachings flow,” the man said. He joined his hands together
piously.

“Quite,” the
woman replied. “Now I suppose you want the usual?”

“If you’d be
so kind,” the man replied.

The woman drew
out of her handbag a cheque she had already written out, for
$5,000, made payable to C Fetterolf. “There you are,” she
said.

“Thank you,”
he replied, taking it graciously. “Let’s hope that it’s the very
last – if you don’t mind me saying so.” He smiled.

“Of course
not,” she said. “But I must say, Christian, that although I try to
remain calm and practice the meditational exercises you teach,
something completely random upsets me – and sets off a new
migraine.”

“Perhaps if it
continues you should consider my Karmic Life Management course,” he
said.

“Oh?” she said
looking interested for one moment. “Oh but as you say, the point
may be academic.”

“Let’s hope
so.”

The woman
offered the man her hand. “Goodbye, Christian.”

“Always a
pleasure,” he said as he took it. He bowed deferentially.

The lady went
out to her car: smiling, Christian Fetterolf watched her as she got
in and drove off.

As soon as she
had gone, the smile disappeared. He went back inside and paced
through the building, coming to a door in a back corridor. He drew
out a set of keys and unlocked it: it revealed a staircase leading
downward. He went in and locked the door behind him.

Fetterolf
walked straight past the lumber which filled most of the basement
and came to a second door, which he unlocked and entered.

Inside there
lay a temple painted in black. In the centre of the room stood a
black double-cubical altar. A mural of a goat’s head inside an
inverted pentagram dominated the wall opposite the door through
which Fetterolf had passed, whilst other sigils of a blasphemous
and satanic nature lay all around the room.

A green lamp
lit the room, creating a murky atmosphere interspersed with dark
shadows.

Fetterolf bent
down and picked up a black robe which he had stowed: he put it on
over his white clothes. He went over to a cupboard in one of the
walls and drew out some equipment, which he placed on the altar: a
brass thurible; some charcoal tablets and a lighter; a dish of
incense; and a large object covered by a silk-cloth.

Fetterolf lit
a charcoal tablet and dropped it in the thurible. Then he added a
generous pinch of incense – a mixture he had blended himself from
asafoetida, dragons’ blood and crystals of sulphur. Instantly a
stinking pungent cloud of smoke billowed forth.

“Maledictus
maledicat, in nomine Satani! Nema!” Fetterolf traced an
inverted pentagram in the air above the smoking thurible as he
chanted the unholy words. He then pulled the silk cloth off the
object revealing it as a crystal ball. He stretched forth his hands
towards it. “Diabolicae potestates tenebrarum, adeste in
sphaero!”

The Crystal
glowed with an unearthly light. Fetterolf addressed it: “Go ye
abroad into the world and inflict that woman with another migraine
in one week’s time, and let invisible adamantine chains draw her
back here!”

The glow
within the orb seemed to throb for a moment – then faded from
view.

Fetterolf,
entranced in an ecstasy of sin, waited for the charcoal to burn
out: then, he re-covered the orb, and put away all the equipment.
He took off his robe, and returned to the clinic upstairs, ready to
receive his next client.
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Guy
Shepardson, Sorcerer and Master of the Arcane Arts, switched off
the in-flight entertainment system, and pondered the fate of the
traveller on whom he had cast a spell in order to get his free
upgrade to First Class. “Oh well,” he thought to himself.
“Given his performance against Man City last Sunday, he probably
needs to spend more time in training anyway.”

He briefly
looked around the First Class cabin. A dozen flyers, all dressed in
designer labels, and wearing conspicuous bling, each sat in
their own microcosm. Wanting the world at large to notice them yet
too aloof to engage with it. Guy reflected that he himself probably
looked out of place: their idea of fashion consisted of Vuitton and
Ford; he however contented himself with the finest Gothic
outfitters found in Camden market.

“Would you
like another drink, Sir?” a pretty blonde stewardess in a
tight-fitting uniform said.

Guy turned to
her: “Yes a large Jack Dan… hang on a sec!” he said. He examined
her closely. “You’re not one of the First Class crew? I didn’t see
you earlier.”

Suddenly from
behind her, a second stewardess – the identical twin of the first -
appeared. “That’s because I joined the flight mid-way over the
Atlantic.”

They both
smiled winningly at Guy.

Guy raised his
eyebrows as their identity dawned on him. “Well, I’ll be saved!” he
said. “Belial! The Demonic Prince of Hell that manifests in two
bodies. What are you doing here?”

“I just wanted
to keep you company, Guy!” the first girl said.

“Bullshit,”
Guy muttered.

“Awww, aren’t
you pleased to see me?” the second girl said.

“What’s the
real reason?” Guy said.

The first girl
took the liberty of climbing across Guy and perching on the arm of
his chair. The second sat down on Guy’s other side. Guy glanced
round the cabin, but none of the other passengers appeared to
notice.

“Look at them
all,” the first girl said.

“Not a care in
the world,” the second said.

“All expecting
to land safely in Washington DC,” the first girl said. The
pair of them evidently finished off each others sentences.

Guy eyed the
diabolic stewardesses suspiciously.

“But look what
happens when the plane hits a little bit of turbulence,” the first
said.

A bang
suddenly reverberated around the cabin. Guy felt a jolt – only a
little one, he reflected, but palpable all the same.

However, to
his clairvoyant vision, a minor explosion occurred in each of the
auras of the cabin’s passengers. Dirty black marks – the etheric
representation of fear – appeared simultaneously, like drops of oil
floating in water. Guy then saw the fear-droplets coalesce together
in the air, forming a substantial blob – an amorphous astral entity
which he knew from writings on the occult as a “larva.”

“An
interesting spectacle, eh?” the second girl said.

“But just
think how much that larva would grow if it happened again
–”

Another jolt
occurred. Guy again saw the auras of the passengers excreting Fear
like astral diarrhoea. The new black energy merged with the larva,
swelling it. Guy knew that if the larva grew too large it would
start adversely affecting everyone, with the potential to wreak
havoc.

“This is
your Captain speaking,” a voice over the intercom said.
“We’re just experiencing a little chop at the moment, there’s
absolutely nothing to worry about.”

“Tee hee!” the
first stewardess said.

“Look, what’s
the point of all this?” Guy demanded. “Are you trying to scare me
deliberately?”

“Oh Guy, it’s
nothing personal!” the second girl said.

“You know what
your trouble is, Guy?”

“You’re far
too nice for your own good.”

Guy looked at
them bemused. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You have all
this power of black magic at your fingertips…” the first began.

“… and yet you
can never bring yourself to do anything really evil,” the second
continued.

“So I have a
conscience!” Guy snapped. “What’s wrong with that?”

“Take this
Premiership footballer, whose seat you nicked,” the first said.

“Why did you
not kill him?” the second asked.

“What’s the
point of killing a man, when all it takes to make him miss his
flight is a flat tyre?” Guy said.

“Yes…” the
first said. “Unfortunately, a hundred thousand football fans
evidently don’t share your high standard of ethics.”

“What?” Guy
said.

“You see,” the
second said. “Popular opinion is that he was solely responsible for
his team’s bad performance in the last match.”

“So the fans
have gone and put a curse on him themselves,” the first said.

“Only the
curse has, you know, well, missed.”

Guy felt an
increasing sense of alarm. “Missed? How?”

“It sort of
hit the plane he was meant to be travelling on instead.”

“Oops!”

They both
smiled winningly at Guy.

Guy looked at
his own aura: ugly black marks had appeared there as well. Mentally
he concentrated on a healing formula he had learnt as a young
magician: the black marks gradually shrank and disappeared.

He stared
furiously from one demonic-stewardess to the other. “Belial!” he
hissed. “Need I remind you that you’re meant to be in service to
me! Why didn’t you tell me before I boarded the plane?”

The first girl
gasped: the second affected the most insincere look of concern that
Guy had ever seen. They both chorused in unison: “We forgot!”

At that
moment, the boom of an almighty explosion rocked the plane. Guy
jumped out of his skin: the other first class passengers all gasped
in terror – he could hear screaming coming from elsewhere on the
aircraft.

“What was
that?” Guy snapped.

“One of the
port engines, I believe,” the first girl said.

“This is
your Captain speaking,” the intercom announced. “We’re just
experiencing a little loss of altitude…”

(“‘Sudden
deceleration syndrome’ – I think that’s the usual phrase,” the
second stewardess whispered.)

“But
there’s absolutely nothing to worry ab-”

A second
terrific bang shook the plane.

“Oh
shit,” the Captain said. Then: “Is this mike still
on?”

The seat-belt
lights came on – just as the oxygen masks dropped out of their
compartments. The plane started to descend – rather more sharply
than usual, or so it seemed. Guy could now hear shouting and
consternation coming from all parts of the aircraft. The astral
larva, made up of the aggregation of everyone’s fears, now hung in
the air like a dark cloud all over the First Class Cabin.

Guy stared
about. He could see trickles of black coming from the direction of
standard class, like the first drops which precede a flood. The
terror experienced by the other passengers had also created
an entity - currently expanding throughout the plane.

“How
interesting it would be if the larva joined up with this larva!”
the first stewardess said with undisguised sarcasm.

“The whole
plane would be seized with mindless panic!” the second said.

Guy grimaced.
He did not have his magical implements with him, so he would have
to pull something really special out of his repertoire. He stood up
-

“What are you
doing?” one of the other passengers said.

One of the
tendrils of the larger Fear-Larva, invisible to all but Guy,
touched a lady sitting a few seats down from him: she started
screaming hysterically.

“Begone!” Guy
shouted with a deep resonant voice: and stabbing the air with his
index finger he traced pentagrams to all four quarters, whilst
intoning words of power.

The Fear-Larva
retreated and noticeably shrunk. The black energy seeping into the
first class cabin halted - and began to retreat. Belial, in the
form of the two identical stewardesses, moved away from Guy as he
cast this protective barrier.

Then, Guy – in
an impressive feat of memory – intoned: “Micma, goho Piad,
zodiré comsel-ha azodien biab Os Londoh.”

New astral
forms appeared to Guy's clairvoyant sight. Unlike the Fear-Larva,
these had the appearance of light, golden beings. First one
suddenly passed through the wall of cabin like a ghost, darted
across and passed straight through the other side. Then after a few
seconds there came a second: then others started appearing, two or
more at a time.

The twin forms
of Belial looked at one another in amazement as Guy recited a long
passage of strange words, and these new creatures manifested
themselves.

Guy finished
off: “Zodacaré uniglag od imu-amar pugo plapli ananael Qaan.
Emor! Dial! Hectega! Bata-ivah! All ye spirits of Air, bear
this plane safely to its destination!”

By now the
golden beings filled the cabin, flying around like birds. As Guy
delivered his peroration, they flew as one out of the cabin itself,
and congregated themselves in and around the wings of the aircraft
and its stricken engines.

The plane
levelled off.

“Ladies and
gentlemen, this is your Captain speaking,” the intercom
announced as Guy steadied himself by gripping onto his seat.
“We’ve experienced a little bit of trouble but have now managed
to stabilise the plane, and expect to arrive safely at Dulles
International Airport in twenty minutes. Thank-you for remaining
calm.”

Guy collapsed
back into his chair and breathed a sigh of relief. He made a mental
note to take time to formally thank the Sylphs for attending at his
call after the plane had landed, and to licence them to depart in
the appropriate manner.

He turned and
stared at Belial, now skulking as far away from Guy as possible.
“You want to dress like stewardesses? Make yourself useful and
serve some complementary drinks!” he said.

The two
demonic stewardesses said in unison: “We think that was
funnier in English!” And sticking their tongues out at Guy, they
vanished in a puff of brimstone.
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Guy paid the
bill at the restaurant in down-town DC, and headed out onto the
street. He failed to notice that a slight, monkey-like man who had
been drinking at the bar deliberately chose that moment to leave
and follow him.

Guy’s plane
had touched down without further incident. His taxi reached the
city from the airport with the sun setting on the end of a long
summer’s day. After checking into his hotel, he decided to grab a
bite to eat and take in some of the sights that the capital had to
offer.

He ambled down
17th Street NW, and paused a moment to take a good look
at the Washington Memorial. The August full-moon almost perfectly
crowned the massive obelisk.

“Heh,” Guy
said to himself. “It’s like a giant stake that’s been driven
through the heart of America.” And with that he made a right into
West Potomac Park, and continued on his night-time jaunt.

At that
moment, a Vampire chose to poke his head from out of the World War
Two memorial, and set-off in pursuit of the occultist.

The man who
had followed Guy noticed the strange figure going after his quarry.
He got off the path and continued his surveillance, whilst hugging
the tree-line.

The walk
through this large tract of open space seemed a long one, but Guy
did not feel hurried. Instead he ambled pleasantly in the direction
of the impressive silhouette on the western horizon. Lincoln’s
distorted image, illuminated by spot-lights, stared at Guy from a
distance as he walked along the edge of the Reflecting Pool. Guy
briefly looked back in the direction from which he had come -

A figure
dressed in gothy clothes trailed him. Guy felt intrigued: in a city
of conservative suits, it constituted a novelty to see someone
dressed almost as stylishly as himself! Guy stared, and then did a
double-take: he realised his pursuer cast no reflection in the
water! Guy turned forward again and quickened his pace.

No sooner had
he done so than a second Vampire – a female dressed in a
black-basque – jumped out of the trees and startled Guy by landing
right next to him. Her long black hair contrasted sharply with her
alabaster skin, whilst her clothing accentuated the buxom nature of
her figure. Guy thought her quite attractive. Then, however, she
hissed at him: in doing so she opened her mouth and exposed her
pointed teeth. Guy broke into a run.

A third
Vampire, another female, seemed to materialise on the other side of
the pool and kept pace with him. Guy sprinted towards the Lincoln
Memorial: he could hear the bloodsucking fiends running after
him.

He bounded up
the steps of the Memorial, into the building itself –

A
fourth vampire – a dark-skinned male dressed in a lacy frock
coat – stepped out from behind Lincoln’s statue, blocking Guy’s
path. Guy turned: the other three had now all caught up with him –
surrounding him on all sides.

“Mr
Shepardson?” the fourth vampire said.

“Yes…” Guy
answered. “What do you want?”

“Guy
Shepardson, from England?” The vampires edged closer to him.

“Yes,” Guy
said, his anxiety increasing. “What do you want?”

“I want you
to… watch out!”

The Vampire
suddenly rushed forward and grabbed Guy. Before Guy could react,
the Vampire shoved him with superhuman strength, sending him flying
against the wall.

In the same
moment a succession of gun-shots rang out.

Guy turned
round and saw that the Vampire who had shoved him had bent double
in agony, whilst the other three had jumped on an interloper who
had crept up on them: they managed to wrestle a gun out of his
hands.

Guy got up and
went over. He saw that the new arrival had a slight, monkey like
appearance.

The buxom
female vampire saw her colleague in pain. “Elijah! Are you
alright?” she cried.

“Aaaah!” he
gasped. “I just need a transfusion.”

The vampire
known as Elijah staggered over towards where his assailant lay
pinned on the ground. The gunman struggled against the grasp of his
captors.

“You’re not
going to kill him, are you?” Guy said.

“Why shouldn’t
I?” Elijah muttered. “He almost murdered me. It would be
self-defence, wouldn’t it?” He stared the Gunman in the eye. The
Gunman’s agitation made him look less than human and more like a
wild animal. “It would be no more than he deserved.”

Elijah opened
his mouth wide, baring all his teeth –

Guy recoiled
in revulsion –

Without taking
his stare off his assailant, Elijah reached into his coat – and
pulled out a sealed plastic bag full of crimson liquid. With his
pointed fangs he ripped it open with one smooth movement, and drank
heavily from its contents.

Guy stared in
amazement.

Elijah
finished it off and threw the empty bag aside. He turned round.

Guy could see
at least four bullet holes in him, including one in the centre of
his forehead.

“That’s
better,” Elijah said. “Now I can do this –”

Elijah screwed
up his face: the bullets popped out of their respective wounds like
pellets. As they did so, the flesh instantly healed until, in just
a few seconds, Elijah’s wounds had completely disappeared.

“Gosh!” Guy
said.

“You’re lucky
that gunman was coming after you,” Elijah said. “I’ve heard that
Slayers have turned to using special bullets.”

“Me? Why would
a gunman be after me?” Guy said.

“Well, why
don’t we ask him?” Elijah turned back to the hapless shooter. “You,
you better start talking! What -”

At that moment
however, the Gunman seemed to have noticed that his captors had
become distracted, as he suddenly wrenched hard and broke free from
their grips. He reached out into his jacket and pulled out a
second gun –

“Look out!”
the buxom female vampire cried.



Elijah’s eyes
bulged as he stared at the gunman.

Guy dived for
where the first gun had fallen, rolled over and came up, pointing
the gun straight at their assailant.

The gunman
looked terrified, his eyes darting left and right in panic.

“You’re not
getting out of this,” Elijah said. The Vampires circled round
him.

Guy suddenly
noticed a signet ring that the Gunman wore. For some reason Guy had
a bad feeling about it. He felt quite intrigued –

The gunman
raised his gun, his hand shaking.

“Don’t do it!”
Guy shouted. He took aim –

The Gunman
suddenly turned his pistol to his own head – and pulled the
trigger.

“Jeez!” Elijah
cried as the other Vampires reacted in shock. “Why the hell did he
do that?”

Guy put down
his own gun. “Perhaps he didn’t want to be taken alive,” he said.
Guy stared at the signet ring on the hand of the corpse now
sprawled on the floor. “Or he was under orders.”

Guy went over
to examine the body, and to take a closer look at the ring.

“Do you
recognise it?” Elijah said. “Does it mean something?”

“I don’t
know,” Guy said at length. “I just had a kind of hunch…”

Guy turned to
look at the four vampires. He noticed them staring at the corpse -
some of them even licking their lips. Then the other male vampire
said to his companions: “Nah, we shouldn’t.”

The Vampires
moved away from the body.

Guy got up,
feeling perplexed. “You’re vampires right? That’s twice now you
passed up the opportunity of a feed.”

The buxom
female vampire walked up to Guy and stroked her finger down the
side of Guy’s neck. “Three times,” she said, smiling at him.

“What
gives?”

“We’ll explain
everything when we’ve arrived,” Elijah said. “Come on.”

Guy looked at
them suspiciously. “Where are you taking me?”

Elijah smiled.
“We’re here to take you out night-clubbing!”
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Just over a
mile away, President Edward A Basir, forty-fifth President of the
United States of America, inspected the work of the White House
staff as they prepared the Green Room for a gala reception the
following evening. The Vice President had joined him.

“Good, good,”
the President said. “Of course, this room will feel packed
tomorrow, with all of America’s great and good here.”

“It sounds
terrific, Mr President,” Vice President Matthew Streetman replied.
“I can’t wait.”

The President
glanced at him briefly. “And of course I’ll be greeting
distinguished overseas visitors as well.”

“Will there be
the usual crowd from the diplomatic corps?” the Vice President
said.

“Yes, yes,”
Basir said.

“I can’t stand
all those ambassadors being so needy all the time,” Streetman
observed. “You must hate them sucking up to you.”

Basir stared
at him. “I have an awesome responsibility to bear as President,” he
said. He turned away. “That’s what the voters need to understand.
Not everyone can fill the role.”

Streetman kept
his face a mask, even though he could not help but notice a trace
of menace in the Commander in Chief’s voice. “Your wife’s doing an
excellent job of organising the event,” the Vice President said,
changing the subject.

“Sharon? Yes:
she’s been working flat-out,” Basir said. “I wonder where she is?
She was here a moment ago.”

“Listen - that
sounds like her now,” Streetman replied.

Sharon Basir,
the First Lady, wandered into the Green Room, dictating a list of
instructions to her accompanying PA. Sharon had a captivating
presence. Nature had blessed her with youthful good looks and a
figure to match which she had managed to retain even in middle-age,
and she habitually dressed as befitted America’s most glamorous
woman.

“Now Nita,”
she said to her PA, a mousy-haired woman dressed in an ordinary
business suit. “These are my top-three choices for musical acts: I
need confirmation by no later than noon tomorrow.”

“Yes, ma’am,”
her PA replied.

“Oh hello
boys!” Sharon said, seeing her husband and the Vice-President.

“Darling!”
Basir cried. He quickly stepped forward and embraced her. After
kissing her, he did not let go of her completely, but still
retained a light grasp on her arm, as if to signal: “This is
mine!”

“Ma’am,”
Streetman said.

Sharon flashed
the briefest of smiles at him – then turned back to her
husband.

“The Vice
President here was complimenting you on your organisational
skills,” Basir said.

“Oh Matthew,
you’re so kind!” Sharon said.

Streetman
smiled modestly.

“How
are you bearing up under the pressure of arranging tomorrow
night?” Basir said.

“You’ll be
pleased to hear that everything’s done, except I’m waiting on the
Boss to confirm he’s doing the music.”

“Oh!” Basir
said.

“But don’t
worry I’ve got two acts lined up as back-up.”

“Hehe, my wife
is the greatest, isn’t she Matthew?” Basir said.

“Certainly,”
Streetman replied.

“Well,
darling, I’ll leave you to get on with whatever you need to be
doing,” Basir said. “I need to go and look over some Cabinet papers
before bed.” He paced off out of the Green Room.

For one
moment, Sharon Basir and Matthew Streetman stared at each other
–

“Oh Matthew?”
Basir had stopped at the threshold and turned around. “I’ll
accompany you out.”

“Ma’am,” the
Vice President said, nodding slightly, and walked after his
boss.

“Mr Vice
President,” she whispered, as he passed, keeping a perfectly even
expression.
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Laser-beams
punctuated the darkness precisely in time to the brain-damagingly
loud electronic beat. The lighting gave birth to weird glowing
creatures where it cut through the omnipresent clouds of
dry-ice.

Guy followed
his escort through the night-club. He looked round: strange
creatures – men, women, and those whose genders he could only guess
– arranged themselves in elegant shapes, clothed in raiment that
would not have looked out of place in a scene from Sade’s 120
Days.

A bouncer,
almost as much a door as the portal he guarded, blocked their path.
Elijah, however, said something to him which Guy could not hear
over the music. The bouncer stepped aside and admitted them.

The door to
the private room closed, instantly blocking out the hyper-amplified
thud-thud-thud-thud that shook the air outside. Guy’s four
undead escorts parted to reveal an African-American Vampire,
dressed in velvet finery and sat chilling on one of the leather
sofas. In his hand he held a bright red cocktail.

Elijah spoke:
“Mr Shepardson – may I introduce our leader – the Marquis of
Ghastly.”

“AKA the
Scourge of the Howling Wolves,” the Marquis said, rising to greet
them. He shook Guy’s hand. “It’s an honour to have you here.”

“Really? You
know me then?” Guy said.

“Sure I do!”
the Marquis said. “Proprietor of the famous Club Inhuman in
London, and baddest magician to come out of England since Aleister
Crowley.”

Guy smiled.
“You flatter me.”

“Heh. Sit
down, take a weight off,” the Marquis said, motioning to the seats.
“You like a Bloody Suzanne?” he said, nodding towards his own
drink. “I invented the recipe myself.”

“A... what?”
Guy said.

“Like a Bloody
Mary - only it ain't tomato juice.”

“Mmmh,” Guy
said, trying not to look too disturbed. “I'll just have a large JD,
thanks.”

“As you wish!
Milos!” The Marquis tapped his own glass. Milos, the other male
vampire who had accompanied Guy, left on his important errand.

Guy sat, with
the others disporting themselves round the room: Elijah by the
door; one of the females draping herself on the Marquis’ shoulder;
and the other female, the one who had spoken to Guy earlier,
settling next to the Englishman, nestling up close to him.

Guy glanced at
her: in this light he could now appreciate her exotic beauty. He
noticed that she had a bright red rose-tattoo on her left bosom,
only partially concealed by the line of her basque.

The female
raised her eyebrows slightly at Guy’s wandering gaze – and then
shifted in her seat in such a way that he could actually get a
better look.

“Heh heh, I
see ‘Lilith of the Winged Death’ has taken a shine to you, Guy!”
the Marquis chuckled. “Now to business. I guess you’re wondering
why I asked you here.”

Guy turned to
the Marquis. “Enlighten me,” he replied.

“This ain't no
ordinary night-club,” the Marquis said. “This is in fact the
headquarters of the ‘All-Night Party,’ AKA America’s first
political party which specifically represents the interests of
Otherkin.” He paused. “The name was my idea,” he added.

“What!” Guy
exclaimed. “A party for Vampires, Fae, Star-seeds, Fae, W…” Guy’s
stopped, suddenly self-conscious.

“Hmm?” the
Marquis said.

“Pardon me for
raising what some might consider a delicate subject,” Guy said,
“but an Otherkin political party won’t exactly fly without
addressing the Werewolf issue.”

Guy heard a
sharp intake of breath from around the room, but the Marquis cut
across the other vampires. “It’s OK, it’s cool, it’s a valid
point,” he said, “We thought about that already. We’re establishing
dialogue with Lycan-moderates.”

“And what
about the Lycan-extremists?” Guy said.

“We come down
hard!” Elijah blurted out.

The Marquis
snapped. “We offer them an olive-branch!” he said, staring fiercely
at Elijah.

Elijah tried
to meet the Marquis’ gaze for a moment – but then lowered his eyes.
“Yeah, yeah, we offer them an olive-branch,” he said. He added in a
low-voice: “First.”

Guy looked
carefully from the Marquis to Elijah. The Marquis turned back to
Guy.

“Yes, well the
long and the short of it is that you can mention the ‘WW-word,’” he
said. “Just as long as you don’t make a habit of it.” He smiled
wryly.

“So why do you
need me for your ‘All-Night Party’?” Guy said. He had vague
awareness that ‘Lilith of the Winged Death’ had shifted ever so
slightly closer to him.

The Marquis
leaned forward. “One of the key members of the All-Night Party,
Samuel Maundrell, is in a Federal Pen, for a crime he didn’t
commit. We want you to get him out of there.”

Guy raised his
eyebrows. “You want me to arrange a prison-break?”

“Hell no! He’s
a Vampire, he can break out any-time he wants,” the Marquis said.
“No – we’re intent on becoming a legit party, so what we need for
him is – a pardon.”

Guy looked at
him curiously. “So where do…” Guy stopped. He could feel Lilith’s
breath upon his neck. He tried to ignore it and continue. “Where do
I come in?”

The Marquis
found a TV remote control, and turned on a screen on the wall above
them.

“My fellow
Americans,” Edward Basir addressed a White House audience,
“Today is the day for warmer international relations, and
lighter load for all our citizens. I can feel it in the marrow of
my bones.” Applause came from the TV screen, whilst a host of
senior politicians and officials looked on approvingly.

“Do you know
him?” the Marquis said, pointing to the screen.

“Indeed I do,”
Guy said. “That is the President of the United States of America,”
he said, managing to deadpan perfectly. “And I believe that
fair-haired gentleman,” he said, pointing to the figure of Matthew
Streetman on the edge of the screen, “is the Vice President.”

The Marquis
snarled. “Goddamn it, I know he’s the freaking President! I
meant: do you know him enough to speak to? Not ‘do you know
of him,’ jeez.” The Marquis shook his head.

Realisation
dawned upon Guy. “Let me get this straight – you want to employ me
– as a political lobbyist? You want me to speak to the
President on your friend’s behalf?”

The Marquis
nodded. “Can you do it?”

“Difficult,”
Guy said. “But not impossible. I shall need you to provide me with
a few things.”

“Name ‘em,”
the Marquis said. “We’ll help you out however we can.”

“All my
expenses for a start!”

“Goes without
saying. Anything else?”

“A hotel suite
larger than where I am now,” Guy said. “So I can conduct full-on
magical rituals.”

“That can be
arranged,” the Marquis said. “Do you need your equipment shipped in
from England?”

“No need!” Guy
said. “I keep a full US-rig in storage for whenever I’m on this
side of the pond.”

“You rock!”
the Marquis said.

“Well I’d
hardly want any customs officials fingering my artefacts.”

“You got a
point there,” the Marquis said. “Anything else?”

“I…” Guy
stopped, and turned round. He managed to catch Lilith staring at
his jugular and licking her lips. She quickly closed her mouth and
giggled like a naughty girl. Guy turned back to the Marquis. He
smiled.

“I could also
do with a willing volunteer.”
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Eight hundred
miles and a whole time-zone away, Father James Brewton slid the
last bolt on the church door into place. Satisfied that he had
secured the building for the evening, he walked back through the
darkened nave towards the Sacristy.

The setting
sun shone directly through stained glass window set in west wall.
It projected a dim outline of Saint John Fisher on the carpet on
which Father Brewton walked. The priest glanced at it. Fisher – a
cleric who had preferred martyrdom than allow any secular power to
compromise the integrity of the Church.

“But that was
five-hundred years ago, on the other side of the world,” Brewton
mused to himself. “Thank God that doesn’t happen in America
nowadays.”

The priest
stepped through the door besides the main altar into the Sacristy,
and locked it behind him. He turned and studied the panel of
light-switches. Traditionally he always kept at least one switch –
the sanctuary lamp – on at all times. However now he looked
worryingly at it. “Jesus, Mary and Joseph!” he said. “Damn
Electricity company and its bills!” He turned it off. “Oh well, as
long as I switch it on before I open up tomorrow.”

He went
through the connecting door to the Presbytery, locking it behind
him.

In the living
room, Father Brewton fixed himself a Scotch on the rocks, and
settled down in front of the TV. He turned on a film. “May the Lord
protect my Parishioners from harm this night,” he said. He sipped
his whisky. “As I don’t want to be out driving in this
condition.”

At that
moment, the phone rang.

Father Brewton
put down his glass pretty quickly, and located the handset. He
stared at it in annoyance. Although the church-building had closed
for the day, he remained a Priest twenty-four-seven, and therefore
technically always on call if an emergency befell one of the souls
in his care. He toyed with the idea of not answering, but he knew
he would only feel guilty later. He briefly looked at the LCD
display on the handset – “Number withheld.” Grimacing, he
took the call.

“Catholic
church, Montgomery?” he said.

“Father
Brewton!” a deep, rich voice said from the other end of the
line.

The priest
frowned. It did not sound like any of his usual parishioners. For
that matter it did not sound like a local accent at all. “Yes? Who
is this?” he said.

“How are you
enjoying the Dixie heat?” the voice said. “Must make a change from
the Massachusetts air, I’d say.”

“I’ve never
been to Massachusetts in my life!” Father Brewton said. “Who are
you? What do you want?”

“Are you
saying you don’t know a priest named Father William Twining, who
disappeared from his parish just outside Boston two years ago?” the
voice said.

A feeling of
terror wrapped Father Brewton in its dark and clammy wings. “What …
I don’t …” he struggled to speak.

“The
parishioners were most upset by his sudden departure,” the voice
said. “But not half as much as what transpired later.”

“Enough!”
Brewton cried. “What do you want from me?”

“I need you to
do me a favour,” the voice said. “Now memorise these instructions
to the letter.”

Father Brewton
listened with increasing horror to what his mysterious caller told
him. “That’s monstrous!” he exclaimed at last.

“Come now,”
the voice said. “You’re really just helping out another good
Christian. You’re doing the work of the Lord!”

Brewton fumed.
“And if I refuse?”

“Father,
father, father,” the voice said. “Letting your flock know what kind
of Shepherd they have is the least I can do. Now, goodnight
Father – and God-speed your good work.” The caller hung up.

Father Brewton
put down the handset, his insides on fire. He collapsed onto his
chair, and drained the tumbler of Scotch he had poured.

Nightmare
visions swam in front of his eyes. Memories which he had hoped he
could forget. The interrogation which had felt like an Inquisition
– the car arriving in the middle of the night…

He got up and
went to the sideboard where he kept the whisky-bottle, and poured
himself another measure.

“Jesus, Mary
and Joseph,” he muttered. He took a large slug of liquor. “May God
forgive me.”
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“Wow!” Guy
said, as he walked into his new suite at the Jefferson Hotel. Hotel
porters carried in Guy's luggage and took it through to the
adjoining room. Guy surveyed the luxury of the sitting room. The
Marquis had managed to fix them up with the sort of suite that
foreign royalty would choose for coming to America on a state
visit.“This must be the best hotel in Washington.”

'Lilith of the
Winged Death' followed them in. “The Marquis's cool like that,” she
said. She looked around. “Don't you need space for conducting a
ritual? Ain't there too much furniture?”

“You're
right,” Guy said. He called to the porters. “Hey! Could you clear a
space in the middle of the floor there?” he said pointing to a
three-piece suite surrounding a coffee table. “I need it for ... uh
... a party.”

The porters
stared bemusedly at Guy for one moment but complied. Lilith glanced
at Guy and smiled wryly. She moved close to him.

“A 'party,'
huh?”

“Ssh! I'll
explain everything,” Guy replied.

“You better,”
Lilith said. “Before we go any further I want to know exactly what
it is you have in mind.”

“Oh yes,
thanks a lot, thanks fellas,” Guy said aloud as he saw the porters
finish their task. He instinctively tipped them as they left.

“Well?” Lilith
insisted when they were alone.

“I intend to
evoke Eligor, a Goetic spirit,” Guy said.

“Oh yeah?
Why?” she said, looking at him dubiously.

“Eligor
'causeth the love of lords and great persons,'” he said,
remembering the wording of the old grimoire. “If the President
isn't a lord, metaphorically speaking, he's certainly a great
person.”

“And you need
me - why?”

“To act as the
Medium.” he said. “I'll be the operator whilst you stare into the
Magic Mirror, and report what Eligor is saying.”

Lilith stared
at him. “What mirror?”

At that moment
the phone rang. Guy picked it up.

“Yes? They
have? Oh good, I was expecting it. Bring it up straight away.” He
hung up and turned to his vampire-companion. “The Marquis is indeed
a resourceful fellow. Two strangely-dressed men suddenly appeared
downstairs with a large package for me, and then mysteriously
disappeared into the night.”

They heard a
knock at the door. Guy opened it: two more porters carried in a
large trunk and set it down. Guy tipped them as well, and showed
them out. He then turned back to the container. “My ceremonial
magick kit!” he explained to Lilith.

The vampire
took a seat and watched in interest as Guy set about removing the
contents of the trunk and arranging them in the middle of the room.
He unfolded a large canvas sheet on which he had carefully drawn a
magic circle, with divine and angelic names forming its
circumference. Using the compass-function on his iPhone, he made
sure that he had aligned it to true-East.

Then he fished
out the Magic Mirror - a round disc of black glass set in a
triangular frame, which he placed on a stand just beyond the
eastern edge of the circle. He found an incense-burner and some
candles which he placed around the circle at strategic points.
Finally, he lit the candles and a charcoal-tablet for the burner,
to which he added a spoonful of a mixture which made a sweet aroma
in the room. He went to the wall and dimmed the lights.

Lilith gasped
at the effect Guy had created. They no longer inhabited a hotel
room - instead it had been transformed into a fully-fledged magical
temple.

Guy had found
a piece of wax-crayon, and used it to mark a strange and mysterious
symbol on the surface of the mirror: he then covered it in a black
silk-cloth. Then he turned to Lilith.

“Ready?” he
said.

“I haven't got
any ritual robes to wear,” Lilith said coyly.

“Oh dear,” Guy
said with a wry smile. “You'll just have to go skyclad.”

She bowed her
head, avoiding eye-contact with him.

Guy felt
worried. “I can understand if you don't want to go through with
it,” he said apologetically. “I... are you laughing?”

Lilith slowly
looked up: Guy saw that her smile stretched from ear to ear. “I
knew right from the start what your 'magickal' ceremony would
involve,” she said. “That was the one reason I volunteered for it!”
And with one smooth movement she took off her basque and threw it
to one side. She carefully removed the remainder of her clothes so
that in only a little time, she stood completely naked in front of
Guy. She stood up straight and let him feast her eyes on her.

Guy gazed in
admiration. Unclothed her body captivated him even more so than
before. He stared over her perfectly voluptuous figure: the rose
tattoo on her bosom now stood fully exposed - an impressive piece
of needlework. In addition, an intricate paisley-motif dominated
her right-side from just underneath her breast to her hip-bone.

“Wow,” Guy
said in admiration.

“Your turn,”
Lilith said.

Guy slowly and
deliberately removed his clothes, neatly folded them and put them
in a pile to one side. He turned to face Lilith.

She could see
that he had a lean and toned body. She noticed that he had some
ink-work of his own done on his left-shoulder: the face of Eliphas
Lévi's Baphomet. She let her gaze wander down.

“That's an
impressive Magical Wand you've got there,” she commented.

“Why thank
you!” Guy said, grinning.

She looked at
his hands: he had not taken off his collection of finger-jewellery.
“What about those?” she said.

“These?” Guy
held up his rings. “These will come in useful.”

Lilith walked
right up to Guy and caressed him. He took hold of her: they kissed.
Guy ran his fingers over Lilith's skin, savouring its perfect
smoothness. Lilith herself ran her hand over Guy's body: one hand
came to rest on his manhood, now hard and upright, which she
stroked appreciatively.

“Mmmm,” Guy
murmured. He momentarily broke away from their kiss. “Shall we
begin?”

“Yes, let's,”
Lilith replied.

He led her
into the centre of the magic circle. They laid down.

“What do I
do?” Lilith said.

“Nothing,” Guy
replied. “This is your chance to be completely free.”

Guy started
kissing her down the length of her body. He stopped to focus on her
breasts with her mouth, whilst his hand snaked down and gently
massaged her sex.

“Oh yes,” she
said, as she felt his fingers do their work.

“Relax
completely,” Guy said, lifting up his head for a moment. “Don't
tense your body until you're ready.”

Guy spent
several minutes carefully working her clit, tracing out love-poetry
letter by letter with his thumb. As he did so, her gasps became
progressively louder. She ran her hands over her breasts and played
with her nipples.

At length,
Lilith's breath quickened. “I'm coming,” she said.

“OK, you can
tense your body, but do it with style,” Guy said.

Lilith gasped
aloud and arched her back: at the same time Guy felt honey on his
fingers.
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