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It dl redly gtarts, and ends, with Charlie. We met at one of the many schools I’ d attended
in my youth. We had a strange kind of kinship. | had never fitted in anywhere as a child.
Children can spot difference in an ingtant, and then they fixate on it. They can't hepit, it san
old survivd indinct. Protecting the whole by rgecting the wesk, or something aong those
lines. I’ ve never redly understood boarding schools. Why would any parent think its a good
ideato imprison their sons, with hundreds of other pubescent boys, in confined quarters for
months on end. Mind you, sadism has dways been atrait of the upper classes.

Anyway, when | arrived at the Hopkins School for Boys, Charlie was dready there, an
oppressed mass. Y ou see Charlie was one of those people who' s genetics pushed him
towardsthe large Sze. He was, in dl honesty, the walking definition of the term “Fat Kid”,
complete with low self esteem and poor dress sense.

Now if | had wanted to fit in a schoal, | would have joined in hisritud bullying. But | was
far too determined to be different from the herd. As aresult, | decided that Charlie would
become my comrade. | extended the hand of friendship, and it was returned tenfold. Of
course our friendship meant that some of his abuse was transferred onto me, but | had
become used to a certain level of madtreatment by then. In the past, when life a a particular
school got too hazardous, | had just engineered my expulson. However, my friendship with
Charlie put thoughts of expulson far from my mind

For some time there was only the two of us, kegping each other sane. Giving each other as
much support as we could muster. But, two became three when Nigel joined the school. His
haemophiliawas amgor barrier to an active sportslife. Thisin aschool where your socia
datus was determined by your ability to throw, kick hit, catch or run with various unusudly
shaped balls. Nigd was prevented from taking part in sports, Charlie was physicaly unable
and | was actively disnterested. This further increased the amount of hate directed towards
us.

Anyway, the three of us became the school fregks. The buitt of every joke, the victims of
any humiliation, or torture, the various bullies could come up with. But in our friendship we
felt beyond any punishment they could inflict. We supported each other, and weathered the
sorms. However our collective immunity only enraged the bullies more, and they began to
explore more extreme ways of venting thair frudtration.

It finally ended with Nigd recelving a besting for which he was hospitdised, and the blame
being transferred onto Charlie. There were specia hearings at the school, and the police
were involved, but they never discovered the truth. Through it al he protested his innocence.
His parents were convinced, and they put agreat ded of pressure on the schoal. By the end
of the ordedl the whole school, including the staff, had turned against Charlie. He faced hate
and humiliation every second, of every day. It was a this point thet | decided it was about
time to get expelled again. But | would make sure | took Charlie with me.

| had been dabbling in the invention of curses for sometime, but had never taken it very
serioudy. At thistime redl magic only existed, for me, in fairy-tales and Disney cartoons.
With no arcane texts to work from, Charlie and | had to use our imagination.

We gtarted to collect rats, as sacrificia offerings to whatever gods we could get to listen to
us. We discovered an overgrown part of the school grounds, and made an dtar out of old
bricks and a plank of wood. Then we sacrificed therats, by hitting them with arock.



We made thirteen Rats go splat, and thought that it was probably enough to be a suitable
offering. We then took their little corpses and disposed of them in the school water supply.

Our devation was rewarded two days later when everyone in the school, except for us,
came down with a strange disease. Vomit and diarrhoea were aboroad in the land. No
gudent, or staff member, was spared. All were cast down.

We informed the head that this was a punishment from the gods, and that got us expelled
pretty quick.

We had won. We hadn’t run away, they' d had to get rid of us. They’ d had to admit they
couldn’t cope with our superiority. At least, that’s what we told ourselves. Anyway the
humiliation and torture were findly over.

Charlie, Nigd and | were sent to different schools and, as children often do, we thought
about each other less and less. We grew apart as our liveswent in different directions,
eventualy loosng dl contact.

Ten years later | learned that Nigel has died, from a paper-cut sustained while
masturbating. But Charlie had turned hislife around. He formed a software company just as
the computer revolution started to shake the world. His company made him rich, but hissize
never changed. In interviews he dways emphasised thet he was happy with his body, and |
was glad that he had come to respect himsdlf. | thought about getting back in contact with
him, but to be honet, | didn’t want to bring back any bad memories. | thought he might
have removed any thoughts of Hopkins School from hismind. So it was a complete surprise
when | recelved aletter from Charlie€' s lawyers. It was a greater shock to learn that it was
for the reading of Charlie’ swill.

Apparently the news of Charli€' s death had not been released to the pressin case it
affected his company’ s stock prices. There were only four people at the reading. Mysdlf,
Charlie ssgter Clarissa, an Uncle, who looked asif his entire life had been spent being a
friend to damaged children, and David Somerset.

Nobody in the room knew who David Somerset was, but we were adl impressed by his
entrance into the office. He was a physicaly beautiful man, poised and degant. He didn't
walk into the room, it was asif the door just open in deference to him, and the room took
him in. While the other three of us mourners were in various sates of actua mourning, David
gppeared amost happy. Although he was tactful enough to try and hide it.

Upon the reading of the will it became clear why he was less than distraught. Apart from
generous giftsto his sster and uncle, and afew minor pieces of sentimenta vaue for mysdf,
Charlie had left his entire estate, including a controlling interest in and the managing
directorship of his software company, to David Somerset.

Mr Somerset was aone in being unsurprised by this announcement. While the three of us
|eft the offices in a shaken and confused state of mind, Mr Somerset remained behind to fill
in or Sgn various bits of paper. | took this opportunity to ask Charli€' s relatives what was
going on, who was David Somerset, and what had happened to Charlie.

On thefirgt two counts they had no additiond information to offer, but the third was
discussed over coffee at anearby restaurant. Charlie had apparently been at ahedth farm
he co-owned. Since buying into it afew years ago, he had come into the habit of shedding a
few pounds each year. Unfortunately he dways put them back on again by the next month.
Every year his says a the farm would become longer and longer, until he was spending over
three months there with no redl progress. It appears that the stress, depression, physica
exertion, and garvation diets finaly did for him, and he collgpsed with a heart attack. Two



months in acomaat a private hospitd, then his body just gave in. It was a sad death, and |
could not help fedling that Charlie deserved better.

| kept in touch with the uncle and sgter. | wanted to make sure that Mr Somerset wasn't
going to run Charli€ s company, his only remaining legacy, into the ground. | need not have
worried onthat account. Not only did Somerset keep dl the current employees, he
embarked on aradical expanson plan and with the resulting rise in profits, gave everyone a
subgtantia bonus..

There was till no information on his background, and that worried me. I'd put out some
gentle feders amongst my community, but nothing was known about his past. Much was
known about his present. He was an digible bache or, his good looks and money made him
flypaper for the women in society circles. And for severd months he indulged himsdlf. To dl
accounts his sexua prowess matched his business sense, it was impeccable.

Some had mentioned a dight over enthusiasm in this department. And the word “rough”
was heard occasiondly, but nothing out of the ordinary for that section of society. In ayear
he was married to a supermodel, of course, who was as beautiful as he was. And still, no
past emerged. No higtory to explain his connection with Charlie.

Then it dl went wrong for David. The modd |eft, claiming he beat her. Mr Somerset was
dragged through the press backwards. There were violent outbursts in restaurants and clubs.
People were hospitalised.

Findly, it ended, in acheep hotd in Kings Cross. A room destroyed. A progtitute, battered
to death, unrecognisable. David disappeared. Last seen running from the building. It was a
sensation, but of course, it wasn't the first incident to have brought scanda to London’'s
society set. A month earlier there had been the distressing tale of Natdie Pamer.

She' d had a sudden rise to fame as an author, with a dark, powerful, persona book. She
was hersdf beautiful, commanding and attracted to the same in men. Always at “the’
parties, or 0 | read in those welcoming celebrity magazines. London Society throwing it's
amswillingly around the rich and atractive, and Nataie indulged hersdf. She partook off dl
that was on offer. She refused hersalf no experience.

She never wrote a second book. High on a cocktail of narcotics, paranoid and delusond,
shekilled six of her new friends with a sporting shotgun, and then threw herself out of atenth
floor window. The reporters claimed that as she lay on the pavement, a broken woman, with
the life-blood flowing out of her, she sad

“It'snot easy being beautiful.”

Nataie and David were just the most recent examples of crimes and casudties amongst
what was once called the “ Jet Set”. However, these [urid tales of death and murder were
gppearing more frequently. It appeared as if London society was sdf destructing. Many of
the inddents had smilarities, excessive violence, out of character behaviour, suicides, and |
could see something of a pattern forming. This was more than just theidle rich destroying
themsalves, there was ared darkness pervading their lives. There had to be some
connection between them. If there was, | was worried that David might have got mixed up in
it. So | decided to try and uncover this connection.

Somersat was gtill missing after four weeks, and his connection to Charliewas till a
mystery to me. Now, | didike mysery. I’ ve dways had a desire to seek out the hidden. So
| resolved to find out everything | could about David Somerset. The problem was, where to
gart. The only person | knew who had any knowledge about Somerset was Charlie. So |



would have to get in contact with him. For that | would need a medium, and luckily | know
the best one in town. Old Ezmee.

She' s been running her pub down in White Chapel for over Sixty years. It had been rebuilt
after thewar, asit was hit by aVV2 onelunch-timein ‘44. That rocket killed most of her
family, but old Ezmae survived somehow. Ever sncethat day she's been ableto see
beyond. She dways said she was the seventh daughter of a seventh son, but she doesliketo
tell gories. If you listen to her stories for long enough, you usudly end up with what you
want to know. So | took a cab and headed off to historic
Whitechapd, birthplace of the serid killer.

The pub, the Kings Head, was packed as usua, As an old pub it actudly had atmosphere
instead of quaint character. Paintings on the walls, not posters. No Jukebox, just honest talk.
As| ordered my mat whisky, Ezmae came over to talk. Although she was skirting around
eighty she looked the picture of hedth and vitdity. Asif she had given up ageing for lent

years ago, and just forgotten to start again.

We tdked for a couple of hours. Sometimes she would be talking to me. Other times she
would be asking those in the other reelm to find Charli€' s spirit, to inform him that there was
aparty in the pub who wanted to talk with him. But for some reason, none of her spirit
friends could find Charlie.

After a couple more whiskies | thanked Ezmae for her time and |eft, perplexed. If Charlie
wasn't in limbo then there were only two other places he could be.

The next morning | headed off to the Tower of London, to have a chat with a Raven. The
K egp was filled with tourists buying cheep Beefeater souvenirs, in between chomping on
their beef burgers. Some were throwing pieces of their “Buns’ to the indifferent birds, but |
had afar better lure. Sponge cake soaked in rum.

Some of the Ravens recognised me as | entered the courtyard. They hopped over to my
feet, looking up expectantly. Dutifully | pulled pieces of the cake from my nondescript
carrier bag, and started to scatter it across the ground. A storm of Ravens erupted around
me. Asthey swirled and squawked, | whispered to them in my best Enochian, asking if they
could enquire about Charlie with their superiors. With a harmonious chorus of cawing, they
sgndled that they would.

I’d only used up haf the cake. The Doves of Trafdgar Square are dso particular to it.
When | vidted them, they aso agreed to find out what they could about Charlie. All I could
do now was to go to my townhouse and wait.

It did not take long. A pecking a my window informed of the emissaries arriva. Neither
the Ravens nor the Doves had any information for me. There was only one, rather confusing,
concluson | was |&ft to draw. Charlie was not dead.

Now there are may waysto find aliving person, but most of them rely on having a piece of
them to art with. Hair, nail dlipping, an am, that sort of thing. My problem was that, even
though | had been given afew of Charlie’s bdongings, | did not have anything which was
that personal. So | needed a different approach. The quickest way |eft to me was based on
an ancient Tibetan tantric ritud.

Y ou write the true name of the person, and some unique persond information about them
in gold ink on a piece of specidly prepared slk. Then, while thirty virgin monksstand in a
circle chanting the forbidden mantra of Golgaddon, two loversjoin in spiritua union. The sk
isthen immersed in their newly sanctified sexud fluids. This forms a source of incandescent



light the lovers can perceive through their, now opened and attuned, Ajna Chakra, their third
eye. Thelight then guides the way to the barer of the name on the silk.

Wi, that’ s the long way round. The short way involves abiro, old schoal tie, and a quick
wank. One dog eared copy of penthouse later, and | was off.

The arcane auric light that would lead me to Charlie was a bluish ydlow, indicating that he
was in adate of fear and rage. Thiswas not agood sign. Something terrible must have
happened to make Charlie fake his own death. Whatever it had been, it was clearly ill
having an effect on him. If | wanted to be of any help, | would need to find him sooner,
rather than later. So | headed off right away.

There was the problem that, while the light showed the direction to Charlie, it gave no
indication of distance. However the ritud had worked quickly and the light was quite bright,
50 | reasoned that Charlie was il in this country.

| set off onfoot, as it would be too confusing to search by car. The auric light would
distract me, and it was unlikely that any road would take me sraight to Charlie. Anyway,
with London traffic, it would be far quicker to walk.

The light led through the tangle of Streetsin the city centre. Getting stronger as | reached
the more affluent sectors. | was homing in on the Square Mile, walking past the fast living
young professonas who fill the area, by day, like locusts on a corn field. Asthe sun was
Setting they were gtarting their mass migration to the suburbs. | was the only one who had
gpparently logt hisingtincts, heading in the wrong direction to find the evening feeding
grounds. | was receiving disapproving looks from the swarm. In their eyes, as| didn’t ook
like acleaner or night watchman, | had to be mad. There was no other explanation for my
dedre to force my way through their buzzing plague.

By moonrise the streets were dead. The locusts had picked thefield clean, only the
buildings and sak like streetlights remained. There were lights on in some of the offices. A
few stragglers, confused or bloated, unwilling to leave the Square Mile until the last of its
harvest had been devoured. Mogtly the lights were for the army of cleaners, acting as relief
workers, disposing of the wreckage of this infestation. This part of the city, at thistime, was
as peaceful and as desolate as any disaster Site | had ever seen.

| emerged out of the Square Mile, but only just, and found mysdlf outside an imposing
Victorian facade. The auric light was strongest here. Charlie was somewhere inside.

It used to house the Dragoon Club, the kind of gentleman’s club which has been dl but
outlawed now. It had prgjudicid policies about women, race, occupation, politicsand dl the
other important issues. The club had gone bankrupt in the early Eighties because no one
who wanted to join had pure enough credentids. The members they did have were dropping
like flies, and with nobody to replace them, smple mathematics took over. The building and
contents were bought wholesale and converted into a restaurant and club. It made enough
money in the mid Eighties to survive the rest of the decade and beyond. It dso embraced
every fad and trend that blew itsway. The philosophy of the Dragoon Club was dways
“Now, not then”. This means that the restaurant serves food you' ve never heard of and the
club has 9x resdent DJ s. But it' s ill just as hard to get into now as it was a hundred and
fifty years ago.

| sood for amoment to watch those who breezed in, and the hopefuls who milled around
the entrance. Only the fashion victors made it insgde. Anyone with yesterdays look, was
yesterdays man. There also seemed to be a dtrict gender purity policy in effect. Not in terms
of race or sex, but beauty. A kind of aesthetic eugenics, with only the mogt attractive men



and women dlowed in. Occasiondly | saw one of the unattractive hordes being dlowed in,
but only when they were obvioudy recognised by someone on their way over the threshold.

Now, | have never consdered mysdlf ugly, but | would have had a problem getting inside.
| certainly was not dressed for an evenings clubbing. This would take alittle magic and
misdirection. | needed to distract the doormen in order to get past them. With the limited
resources | had available | reasoned that it might be possible to put them into alight hypnotic
gate. All | had to do was stand in the crowd, and catch their eye. Once locked onto them |
could overpower their reasoning faculties with the power of my will. The effect is enhanced
by alow humming, as the low amplitude sound waves help to put them into an dpha date,
where they are more susceptible to suggestion. So | walked forward into the crowd, and
started my work.

Catching their eye was not difficult, they were being paid to watch the crowd after dl. |
could see by their glazed expressions that my plan was beginning to work, so | started to
edge forward. Unfortunately, some other members of the crowd had aso noticed the
doormen’slack of vigilance, and started to make for the entrance. In the surge | lost eye
contact and their trance collgpsed. However in the resulting crush and confusion | did
manage to squeeze my way into the club, dong with some other undesirables. Charlie€'s
auric light was Hill glowing in front of me, and so | followed it deeper into the club.

Beyond the entrance way and ancillary rooms, was the main body of the club. A huge
dance floor, an elegant bar, and enough discreet seating for afew hundred. The DJ s booth
stood out from the surrounding Victorian decor, which had not only survived but been
revitaised through fagtidious restoration.. Not that any of the patrons noticed. Hedonism
was not just the order of the day, it was the only business around. At a glance you might
have supposed an orgy was in progress, with the writhing flesh on display. However, If you
gave it any amount of atention, you would see the clothes. They were not designed to cover
anything, and they did their job well. The point was to display the beautiful flesh of the
clubbers, both male and femae. Bodies this perfect were there to be seen. It was an visud
orgy only. Wherever you looked there were groups of people smply being gorgeous. This,
added to the overbearing rhythm of the music, proved a considerable distraction.

The light show from the dance floor disoriented me for a moment. | was seeing ghost
images of the auric light. But, within afew seconds | had regained my compaosure.

The light led me across the dance floor, where | received afew accusing looks, and
through a corridor leading deep into the centre of the club. There were private rooms off the
corridor, but the light led me onwards. Past apool room, and a pool. After the riotous
sounds of the dance floor, this part of the club was blissfully peaceful.

As| walked down this long corridor, the Chakra light leading me to Charlie started to
moveto my left. Asthiswas happening | became aware of the odd noise coming from
farther down the corridor. 1t sounded like grunting or growling. Certainly voca sounds, but
nothing you could identify as human. | presumed a guard dog, confined until required.
However, this did seem rather out of place, and why so far into the heart of the building?

The light was now far more intense and definitdly shifting to the left of my field of vison.
The noises aso grew more intense.

The light now pointed to adoor in the corridor, and from behind it | could hear the
growling. Charlie must be behind the door. And with dread | redlised, so was the thing
making such aracket. | grabbed the door handle, and tried to wrench it open, but it was



locked. | grew more fearful for Charlie’' s safety, and in desperation started to kick at the
door. After afew solid contacts, the lock gave out. The door burst open.

A shaft of light penetrated the dark, dank room. For amoment the noises stopped.
Cautioudy | entered. Immediately | felt | was the subject of something's gaze. Whether
animd or person | could not yet tel. As my eyes grew accustomed to the dim light | could
see on the opposite wal, about ten feet away, the figure of a person. The auric light was
centred directly on thisfigure. It gave alow moan, asif in pain. As| drew closer | could see
that the person was chained to the wall, with what appeared to be, padded restraints.

Suddenly it started to thrash about, screaming and groaning, trying to lunge a me. Its
attack was hampered by the restraints. Secure in the knowledge that it was secure, | moved
infor acloser look. The figure was pae, and dishevdled, but | recognised the face. It was
David Somersat.

It looked asif he had been here for sometime. But the auric light was focused directly on
him. | could not understand it. Then he seemed to recognise me, which struck me as unusua
aswe had only met once, a the reading of Charlie swill. Anyway, he had cdmed down a
little and stopped trying to claw at me. His growls had reduced to a mere whimper.

There did not seem to be any other exits from the room, and from my rough idea of the
layout of the club, | did not think that there would be any rooms behind this one. Thiswas
where the auric light had lead me, so where was Charlie.

As| stood there in confusion. Somerset started to mumble something. At first | could not
make it out. Then it struck me. It was the old Hopkins school song. Somerset had never
been a Hopkins, if he had, | would have known about it. Then the light of revelation finaly
sought me out. Somerset was Charlie.

Somehow he had gone from fat, downtrodden, loser, to beautiful, athletic madman. The
change was too extreme to be purdy natural. Something deeply arcane was going on here.
But before | could investigate further | had to help Charlie. With afew well chosen words of
Tibetan, | cancelled the location spdll, and set to work freeing Charlie from his shackles.
Now that he recognised me, | was sure he would not attack. However, as soon as he was
free from the chains, he grabbed me and started pulling me towards the door. He was
jabbering something, but | could not make it out. | wondered to myself what could ater
Charlie so dragticdly, both physicdly and mentdly. He had been akind and gentle soul
when | had known him. Now he was a violent lunétic, probably psychatic consdering what
he had done to that poor prostitute. But even having been chained up for, god knows how
long, he il looked beautiful. His whole body shape had been dtered. Y ou certainly could
not accuse Charlie of being fat now. And thiswas not someillusonor glamour, | could tell.

Charlie pulled me into the corridor, then shot off further into the club’sinterior. | dashed
after him, cdling out for him to stop, or at the very leest dow down. But he just kept on
going. He reached a dtaircase a the end of the corridor, and in afew bounds he had
descended. | followed, down into a corridor which was only sporadically illuminated..
Charlie was now o far ahead of me, | could only hear his footsteps and ragged breathing.

We were now in an ancient part of the cellars under the building. They must have been four
or five hundred years old.. The passageway smelled of damp soil and every now and then |
heard the scratchings of arat. Ahead of me Charlie had stopped. He was waiting at a door
which marked the end of the passage.

There was awild look on hisface, and he kept gesturing at the door. It looked pretty
unremarkable. It had an old brass lock, but no handle. Luckily, as part of my misspent



youth, | had learnt to pick smple locks, as well asthe older style of safe. As Charlie
hovered around, anxioudy, | fished in my coat for an gppropriate tool, and then unlocked
the door. Once | had finished | gave the door a gentle push, and it swung open silently.

| looked at Charlie, to get some clue as what to do next, but found him cowering beside
the door. Well, | thought to mysdlf, | suppose | had better go in and investigate. Curiosity
may have killed the cat, but up till now I’d been too smart for it.

Past the door was adark area, so dark that | could not tell if it was room or just another
corridor. | felt dong the wall beside the door, hoping for alight switch. My luck wasin. One
flick, and the room wasfilled with a bright white light. A shock to the eyes after dl the dim
corridors. They took a moment to adjust.

| discovered that | wasin alarge cavernous cdlar. Worryingly, there were arcane symbols
chalked around the door and walls. But the most singularly disturbing festure of the room
was the figure, susgpended in the middie of it, and the equipment arranged around it. The
harsh light from the bulb seemed to be reflected and intensfied by the figure.

The figure itsdf, was suspended from the roof in an inverted crucifix podition. Tubesran
from puncturesin its armsinto containers of some kind. These containers were set out on
the floor around the figure. Also on the ground, encompassing the figure and equipment, was
alarge occult circle, drawn in chalk or sdt. | was so taken aback by this sadistic sight that it
took me about aminute to register what the figure was.

It was naked, but had no hair or genitals. An Angel. Someone had captured an Angd, ad
was torturing it.

Then it opened it’s eyes, and looked right into me. | was trangfixed as this being looked
directly into my soul. Then it spoke.

“Freeme.” It said, the words seeming to passright through me, with a strange force | had
never encountered before. They seemed to carry with them the weight of athreat. There
was a definite darkness in that voice. | found mysdf, without thinking about it, moving
towards the Angd and the occult circle around it. Asusud my curiogity got the better of my
reason.

“Why was this doneto you?’ | asked.

“I bleed for them.” It replied flatly.

| was a the edge of the circle now. | could see that the tubes were clear plagtic, and that
blood was flowing down them into the containers below. | could now see there were about
twenty smilar containers, dl about a meter high. | could also see more containers staked up
againg one of thewalls.

“Dear God!” | said. “How long have you been down here?’

The Angd fixed It's eyes on me again and said;

“Seventeen years, three months, ten days, eight hours, thirty two minutes and one second.”

“And | think we will be kegping him for severd more years.” The voice came from behind
me. | spun round to see agroup of people walk in through the open doorway. There were
seven of them, and they al looked gorgeous. They had the kind of beauty and poise that
makes you stop dead in your tracks. At the front of the group was a twenty something in an
Armani suit. His face was perfect, but there was a cold maevolence in his eyes.

“Step away from him, there’'sagood chap.” He said calmly.

My brain was now getting over theinitia shock of what I’ d found as was coming up to
gpeed. Some of the arcane symbols around the walls must have been part of aguardian
spell. It had derted these people when | entered the room. Then another, more curious,



thought entered my head. How exactly were they keeping an Angd trapped down here? It
was part of the divine fabric of the universe. It would have been missed. The occult circle. It
must be keeping the Angel separated from the rest of the sacred cosmos. It would remain
divine, but not a part of the divine world.

However, these musings did not help my immediate Stuation, and | needed to come up
with a safe way out of the there. | started gdling.

“What do you use the blood for?’ | said, “if you don’t mind me asking.”

“Itswhat we'd al been looking for.” Said the man in the suit. “It’ s the doorway to
eternity.”

Now, that was not quite the answer | had been expecting. It lead to dl kind of strange and
interesting idess.

“You're absorbing it’ sdivinity.” | blurted out.

“My, you are quick.” Said Mr Armani. His companions sarted to edge forward into the
room. “Angels never die. Never grow old. They are beautiful forever. And now, so are
we.”

By now my brain was fully up to speed, and pennies were dropping al over the place.

“Wel,” | said "you're certainly not acting like Angels. And | don’t suppose you' ve even
stopped to ask yourselves why?’

“Jugt protecting our interests.”

“Charliewasn't.” | responded, “neither was Natalie Porter, or whoever she was before.
They were brutd and psychaotic.” Now the man in the suit gave me asmug smile.

“WEe're not perfect you know.” He said.

“Quiteright” | agreed, “But Angels are. Thisone's been on its own for so very long. It
used to be part of the great divinity, but you cut it off from that. Y ou had to put it
somewhere it couldn’t be seen.”

“We can make places where even God cannot see.” Said the Suit, as his friends were
getting closer. | looked into the cold eyes of the man in the Armani Suit, and said;

“Heaven redly ismissng an Angd. And | think its about time they found out.”

| dragged the side of my shoe across the chak circle. Bresking it. There was aloud crack
and a coldness descended on the room. Nobody moved. Then the Angdl went into spasm.
It's body twisting and blistering. It's mouth chattering, as if shouting out amillion words a
minute. In it's contortions it snapped the chain holding it up. It's body smashed into the
ground, scattering the equipment. Blood spilled over the floor. The man in the suit, and his
fellows panicked, and bolted for the door.

Sowly the Angd stood up. It’'s body was scarred and twisted. There wasraw hateinit's
eyes. God had found it after dl those years. He had listened to it’s thoughts. Findly heard
it'sprayers. Prayersfor justice, for vengeance. Now he had answered them. Therewas a
price to pay, and the Angd had paid it willingly.

The man in the Suit was now out the room, and like his companions, was running for his
life. With dow, purposeful steps, the Angel advanced towards the exit to its prison. It
ignored me completdy. It was now only interested in it's one time captors. Then my heart
sank. Was Charlie fill outsde the room?

| tried to dash in front of the Angd, but it was too late. The Angd was out the door.
Seconds later | heard the sound of bone crushing and flesh rending. When | reached the
doorway the Angdl had gone, and Charlie was a battered and bloody corpse. Thereis no
point denying the wrong Charlie had participated in, but this did not fed like justice. All



Charlie had wanted was to be liked. To fit in. His dream was to be beautiful, like the people
he saw around him every day. No, his dream was to be happy, and he though beauty would
give that happinessto him.

They must have been drinking, or injecting, themsdves with the Angds blood. Making it's
divine essence part of their own. Taking on it’s supernaturd beauty, it's ability to suspend
ageing. They clearly knew agreat ded about the occult. But | don't think they had been
reading their Milton lately. An Angd is only an Angd for aslong asit doesn't an. With the
suffering that this particular Angd had been through, I’'m sure thet it would have been having
impure thoughts for quite some time. But it had been taken out of the divine loop, isolated
within that mystic circle. Sinning, but unable to receive punishment for it's Sns. However it
dready knew the judgement for an Angel’s sns. When Angels sin, Demons are born. So,
for the past few years these poor fools had been mainlining pure demonic evil.

| left Charlie’ s body for the police to take care of. Thiswas dl getting too complicated for
me to handle. | retraced my route out of the club, which had, unsurprisingly, emptied. There
were gns of fighting on the dance floor, and as | exited the building | heard the dark
chorus of police Srens gpproaching.

Weary, and emotionaly exhausted, | made my way back home. | took the tube, and as |
ascended the escalator, out of Victoria Station | shut out the images from the
advertissments of the walls. The beautiful, white teethed, faces which beamed out of them
only evoked pity in me. | did not understand why so many wanted to be as bland and
conformist asthey. The body is merdy ashdl, onitsownitisjust acorpse. True beauty is
somewhere within. | just wish | could have convinced Charlie of this.

And now, out in the world, is a creature which staks dl those who have embraced the ugly
sde, of the beautiful people.



