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Calm. It’s
important to stay calm in these situations.

Seb had
experienced disassociation before. What teenager hadn’t,
experimenting with drugs? But he’d never come across a mental state
that so closely matched the almost clinical detachment as the one
he felt now.

Peering
through the windows of his eyes, he watched one hand as it was
raised before him, fingers and thumb immobile as a surgeon whose
washed up.

The coating of
gore was quite comprehensive, a bright scarlet in the washed out
light of dawn that came leaking in through his patio doors. The
creases of his palm picked out in deeper shades. His eyes darted to
the nails, where little flecks of tissue had snagged. He sent a
request for the hand to be twisted, watching in fascinated horror
as it rotated on its wrist, revealing similar across the back. The
whole mess was starting to congeal, he realised, feeling the sticky
pull against his skin as it dried in the warming breeze. It was
tacky to the touch, like paint that hadn’t gone off yet…

...and like
vomit hitting the pavement he was back in the room.

Seriously,
what the fuck?

Some still
detached voice at the back of his head tried questioning why he
wasn’t freaking out yet but the rest of the crowd shouted them down
as he took stock. It seemed whatever had happened he’d gotten at
least partially dressed for it, as he was wearing the ripped jeans
he’d had on yesterday before getting dolled up for the sting. They
too were looking worse for the encounter, blood caking the fabric
and his knees through the various artful rips he’d been cultivating
in the denim.

Damn, and I
really liked these!

Some people might take such a shallow reaction as worrying
(you’re covered in blood and it’s the jeans you’re worried about!?!). Seb’s mind however had coughed up the phrase ‘coping
mechanism’, and he clung to it like a drowning man.

One of his sets of slip ons (My
Carousels!) had obviously been the footwear
of choice. A quick survey did not at this point reveal anything in
the way of t-shirt of vest, but given the climate here such apparel
tended towards social nicety rather than necessity.

He raised his
hands again, turning them back and forth, noting what looked like a
nasty slash across the palm of the left and nicking the edge of the
wrist bone on the right, marring the tattoo there.

Bugger…

Thoughts of
infection danced across his mental stage, but he ushered them into
the wings, casting his attention instead out across the room around
him.

All seemed
normal, aside from the open patio doors. Stealing himself, he
stood, crossing to the edge of the rug that loosely defined his
lounge (and conveniently hid the protection circle he’d spray
painted onto the floor beneath), feeling the cool touch of the wood
as he padded up to the billowing curtains. A gust of wind revealed
their handles to be unmarked by blood.

But then if
you went out that way you’d have left them open, so they wouldn’t
be.

This
explanation ran smack up against the fact his apartment was eight
floors up, with the building’s fire escape situated at the rear.
Access was via a fire door on the communal landing or (ostensibly)
a precarious climb through the bathroom window.

Yes, but
magic…!

But nothing,
fuckwit.

A great deal
of time and effort had been put into defying the physical
universe’s natural laws since the shallows had been discovered.
Clips of said attempts tended to surface periodically across
Narcissa’s various social networks, trending into swift ascendancy
before crashing and burning like the majority of their
creators.

It took a lot
of juice to circumvent gravity. Seb was good, gifted even (in
certain areas), but there was no fucking way he could fly.

So, I climbed
down.

Settling on
this (deeply unsatisfactory, not to mention disturbing)
interpretation of events, Seb retreated from the doorway and turned
to stare at the entrance to the bedroom.

You went
out. Whatever weird shit this is you went out to perpetrate it.
Which means you are not going to
find a corpse in there. No Pollockesque redecoration will have
taken place in your (apparent) absence…

Completely
un-reassured, he nevertheless forced his body to place one foot in
front of the other, stepping with care round those parts of the
floor he knew would creak as he headed for the bedroom door, which
stood partially ajar. Taking a final breath at the threshold, he
sidled through the gap, nudging the edge of the door as he did so
and wincing as it squeaked quietly, swinging a little further
open.

Ilian’s
perfect buttocks greeted him, the younger man blissfully, soundly
asleep. He lay on his front, head turned to one side, broad
shoulders tapering down the shadowed curve of his spine towards
those perfect globes, well muscled legs disappearing beneath the
duvet where he’d obviously kicked it down the bed in his sleep.

Seb felt his
cock stir at the sight, cast a look heavenward in exasperation. But
there was no denying how inviting the whole thing looked,
existential crisis or no…

Existential.
Is that what we’re calling it?

Sighing, he
retreated, heading for the main bathroom and snagging his shoes on
the way. They’d have to join his jeans in the wash with a prayer
that they’d survive such treatment. But first a shower, because
nothing’s freaks a potential fuck out more than serial killer
chic.


If there was
one thing magic taught you, it was to be a realist.

This might sound like a contradiction in terms, but what most
people tended to overlook was the simple fact that magic
was part of reality. Just as science
(which had been capable of accomplishing some pretty mind bending
feats even back as far as the twenty first century) functioned
within the constraints of the physical universe, so too must the
esoteric. Both could produce results that your average layman would
be forced to take on trust, but at the end of the day each was
bound up by a strict set of governing rules.

Thus it was not until sundown that evening that Seb returned
to the troubling subject of what the fuck had gone on
last night…


Ilian had
roused eventually mid morning. The first Seb knew about it was the
smell of coffee and the taste of pre cum smearing his lips. He’d
opened his eyes to find the other lad knelt before him on the bed,
legs splayed to either side, erection tickling Seb’s pout. He’d
grinned down, light from the window haloing his head.

Now this is
more like it…

Smiling
himself, Seb had opened his mouth, welcoming the hot, sticky shaft
in.

They’d finally
decided they ought to get up round early afternoon. Seb offered to
buy them breakfast, and they’d descended to the pavement cafe that
stood at the end of his street, opposite the communal park. Ilian
talked about his degree, Seb about small town life, and for a few
hours it was nice to pretend there was nothing untoward up with the
world. He felt his phone buzz a couple of times but decided he
could legitimately ignore it, concentrating instead on the young
man opposite
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