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 Chip Off the Old Block?

Dawn of the
Anti-Christ — Maybe?

Mrs Baylock:
Have no fear, little one... I am here to protect thee.

—Billie Whitelaw,
The Omen

OWEN WATCHED
DAVID MICHAELS flirt with Keith Smythe, one of the sixth years, in
what, he had to admit, was a rather wistful manner. David was his
best friend and, until this year, Owen had been perfectly happy to
watch David conquering half the school.

Before returning
for his seventh and final year at St Ethelbert's, Owen would have
been the first to admit that he had been more into books than
anything else. He had been short, dumpy, bespectacled and much more
prone to sticking his nose into a tome than sticking his tongue
down someone's throat.

Owen was more than
self-aware enough to admit he had been a walking cliché. He wasn't
anymore.

Just before
he had come back to school Owen had hit a growth spurt.
What his dad called growing
into his role in life, after all the anti-Christ really couldn't
look like a shy, bookish historian type. He was supposed to embody
all things decadent and hedonistic and … well … bad. At least he
had the looks now, and he thought he was getting there slowly. In
some ways he rather wanted to be David.

David was
tall and dashing with bright blue eyes, and he dyed his brown hair
black and red. He somehow wore his school uniform as if it was
straight off a catwalk and, at weekends, he had been known to slide into skin-tight
leather. Frankly he was sin on legs and Owen wished he'd noticed
earlier.

David had
discovered sex early and had never looked back. Owen knew this
because, being his best friend, David had told him all about it.
At the time Owen had
been rather disinterested, but he was now beginning to regret that.
With his 'growth spurt' had come hormones. At just eighteen he was
still a virgin, but David seemed to take protecting his honour as
seriously as the business of getting laid at least twice a
week.

The
anti-Christ being a blushing virgin was faintly ridiculous and he had considered just
outright asking to be deflowered a couple of times, but it was
awkward. David seemed to be interested in shagging the entire
school apart from him. If David's track record was anything to go
by, he would have loved and left Smythe before Wednesday teatime,
and there would be another tick on the chart Owen had in the back
of his prep book. He ran the betting pool on David's conquests and
had to keep an accurate record.

It was
ironic really that they were friends at all, what with David being the son of the local
vicar. David's dad doubled as the chaplain of St Ethelbert's, and
David was at the exclusive school on a scholarship. In Owen's
opinion that was why David was so wild—he had had to be to keep up
with all the rich kids. As it was, David was the It boy of their
year, even if he had to borrow Bellow's motorbike for some of his
escapades. If he had been more like David, Owen was pretty sure he
wouldn't have made his dad so nervous.

Being the
son of Satan wasn't
always an easy task. His mortal parents worshiped him—literally.
They had both sold their souls for fame and fortune and agreed to
be the vessels for his birth into the world. That made them doting,
but very often shit scared as well, which didn't make family
moments all that engaging. He didn't actually have any powers over
mortals yet, well none worth mentioning, but he did have a direct
line to Hell, which put dampers on any bonding moments he might
have with those in the know. It didn't really bother him, but how
was he supposed to explain his parents prostrating themselves on
the ground if he so much as looked annoyed?

Some people
had to deal with their parents being embarrassingly loud and boorish, Owen had to cope with
vague references to animal sacrifice and debauchery. It could be
problematic.

That was why he
liked school so much—no one there knew.

He'd been
packed off to variations of St Ethelbert's since he was three, and
that's the way he wanted
it. It was quite possible that the shy, bookish image was his
version of teenage rebellion, but being nice seemed to work better
for him than being evil. Of course, that was all coming to an end.
They only had another month or so to go and then school would be
done. It was time to go off into the world and for him to start his
bid for world domination. He already had his internship in a big
London brokerage firm sorted out, and his place at Cambridge the
year after was assured.

He
sighed as he watched
David steal a kiss from Smythe.

The problem
was, he didn't really
want to go off into the big wide world. He wanted to stay in Surrey
with David.

He didn't
really understand it himself if he was honest. He was fond of his
parents, and he was fond
of his friends, but they didn't have any bearing on his role in
life. When he thought about them it didn't distract him in the
slightest from what he was Supposed To Do (and yes, that phrase had
capital letters in his head). Only David did that. It was very
confusing.

Sometimes
when he looked at David there was this funny fluttering feeling in his chest, and the idea
of not seeing David anymore made his stomach seem like a hollow
pit. It didn't make any sense to him. At first he had thought that
he had contracted some weird disease, but his dad had assured him
that was impossible, so he had no clue. What was even more
consternating was that it seemed to be happening more frequently
and with more verve.

Standing up,
he decided that it really was about time he did something about his problem rather
than staring at David all day. Walking quickly, he headed to the
gym and into the storage cupboard where all the equipment was kept.
Stepping behind where the pommel horse was propping up three crash
mats, he reached inside the ancient ball rack and pulled out a
small bag. It didn't take him long to use the chalk inside to draw
a pentagram on the floor and set up the small candles at each
point. Noting that he needed some more matches, he used the last
two to light the candles and then stepped into the
design.

"Dad," he
said, hoping that his
tone did not come out too 'whiny teenager', "I need to talk to
you."

Almost
instantly there was heat on his face and the smell of sulphur in
his nose, and he was standing in his father's study ... in Hell.

"Beherit,"
his dad greeted with a fangy smile, "what can I do for you?"

Beherit was his
real name, but, frankly, he preferred Owen. Beherit was so last
millennium.

"I think
something's wrong with me," he confessed, stepping out of his pentagram.

His father
gave him a very paternal look, at least in a demonic sort of way. Reptilian eyes and
animalistic features really weren't designed to say 'come to daddy
and tell him what's wrong'.

"I thought
we talked about this already," his dad said in a gentle tone that only echoed around the
room a little bit. "Your demonic half means you can't suffer from
any human ailments."

"I know," he
replied, putting his hands in his pockets and feeling a little
foolish.

He might
have glossed over the
details in their last conversation.

"But it
hasn't gone away," he admitted, hanging his head, "I still feel
weird."

"You're at a
very transitional time of life," his father offered, coming around
the large ornate desk to stand in front of him. "I
mean look at how much
you've changed in the past year. It could be just growing
pains."

He had changed a
lot, but he didn't think that was it.

"Okay," his dad
said when he just stood there worrying for a while, "tell me
exactly what the problem is."

"It's only
when I'm round David," he confessed reluctantly, because he didn't
like bringing up his
best friend in front of his father.

The whole church
thing was a bit of a sticky point.

"I get this
really funny feeling in my chest when I look at him," he
hurried on, "and I really hate
the idea of not seeing him again. It's like the worst feeling ever.
I've never felt anything like it before and it's
confusing."

When he
looked back up, he realised immediately that he'd never seen quite
that look of panic in his father's eyes before. He hadn't even realised reptilian
eyes could do panic before






















































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
DAWN OF THE ANTI-CHRIST - MAYBE..





