
The Savage Garden
For so long now I have hunted,

After the burning shield of light,

Skulking in the shadows of the moon,

To steal my bloody kisses,

Before I flee,

Deep into the night.

Alone I have stalked my victims,

The ones, who can’t love life,

To leave only empty shells,

Now that pity is a distant memory,

In this desolate quest for love.

And so every day,

When I am held in silent slumber,

It is only mortal love,

That like a phoenix,

Lifts me from my darkened grave,

For time has turned my love,

To this burning hate I pain,

So many children of the light die,

Before a gentle kiss can save.

This pain will never fade,

No days can ever heal,

And so every night,

Tormented under stars,

Something old in me must die,

Now I always wake,

Blood soaked from flaming sweat,

I am doomed unto eternal night,

A long lost soul of God.

Prelude

November, the late 1990s

He stood wobbling high upon the ledge of an old church spire, watching the bitter cold wind blow through the few leaves still left on the trees. He remembered the warm hot summers he’d spent playing football and getting himself sunburnt. Fairs had been held every public holiday, except Christmas, and he would drink and smoke with friends, basking in the glorious but short English sun. His only worry then was the nagging paranoia that the police would catch them skinning up or that he’d sat in dog shit again. It’s had been a while since he’d felt the summer sun. Now all he felt was the bitter cold that the alcohol had only partially numbed. 

Shivering, he let the warmth of the summer fade from his mind and looked out onto the vast common, desperately trying to focus his double vision on anything at all. No soul was out, not even the odd rambler walking their pet mongrel, no one in fact except a drunken vampire.

“Sober, I’m fucking sober,” he slurred completely oblivious to his present state. He’d finished his last beer more than an hour or so before. Flat but thankfully cold, it had almost made him retch. Well almost. Now he was wishing he had more, or at least an enormous spliff to finish the night off in style and make him completely comatose. But there was no point idling in dreams. He had spent all his money getting into this state in the first place and there was no drink or drugs at home. Vicky the pharmaceutical “vampire”, more commonly known as his sister, had seen to that. 

He soon realised it was time to begin the trek home and climb down from his hiding hole before the sun was to rise once again and the world would awaken, roaring itself into life as he crept away to hide from another day to await yet another night. How long had he been on the church roof waiting? He didn’t give a shit really, tonight was just like every night-a long drunken haze, waiting for someone or something to enter his life to end the loneliness or the hunger. 

His acute senses knocked him out of his melancholy as he heard the distinct sound of high heels on the tarmac pathway below, female prey. At least he hoped it was female, at five in the morning all sorts of weirdo’s tend to come out and he should know. By the time she was passing underneath, he focused with one eye as he readied himself to jump.   

“1, 2, and 3” he counted aloud, waving his arms upwards in a vaguely commanding gesture, only to find no response from his legs. Besides shaking from the cold there was no way they were going to be doing anything useful, except propel the rest of him home at some stage of the evening .
 “1, 2, 3” he tried again willing his body upwards. His arms flapped pathetically and his left leg wobbled somewhat from the motion, it was progress. He gritted his teeth and made one final attempt only to loose his footing from under him and slip on the icy slate tiles. He thought his life was flashing before him as he fell, but realised it was the streetlight as he bounced off it and careered on downwards. 

When he came to a few moments later he could still hear her screams as his victim ran off into the distance. “Fucking humans” he mouthed into the frosty grass below him, "Just fucking typical”. He rolled his face over and screamed after her. “What about me? Save your ass why don’t you!” The words rang out in the empty common as he groaned and made an attempt to get up but felt a tug of pain in his chest, head and backside and thought better of it. He was cold and drunk enough that the full extent of the pain was still several hours off kicking in, so he lay still in the hope of a sympathetic passer by helping. After what seemed like hours, but were really only a few short minutes, he quit his whimpering pleas for salvation, closed his weary eyes and drifted with the dull throb of his aches and pains.

   He became aware of the cold cutting into him and creaked one eye open to look at his watch, then closed it again. It was after six so the sun was only an hour or so from beginning its slow ascent in the sky. It was time to get indoors and sleep off his hangover before it became unbearable. As he rolled over on to his back, the small movement sent searing pain soaring through his temples. Slowly he opened his eyes and gazed upwards at the grey sky and felt speckles of stinging rain on his face. He sat up and looked about himself in a daze at the light mist that had descended over the common. He raised himself off the wet grass and staggering along onto a quiet darkened side road.

It seemed to take him an eternity to reach the flats at the end of the road as he walked past row upon row of terraced Edwardian houses. When he eventually reached the end of the road, he cut through the open gardens of the flats. At the back , lay a five-foot high brown wire fence, covered in thick veins of ivy and a skeletal rose bush that had somehow managed to hold onto the last of its white flowers. He stuck his fingers into the holes in the wire and hauled himself up in one swift movement. The fence immediately buckled under his weight, collapsing into surprisingly comfortable hammock. He waited a moment for the fence to steady then pivoted in an attempt to lift his right leg up, feeling a tangle of vines catch his foot. He lifted his other leg for balance and then tried to gently shake his foot free, the only conscious part of him aware of the ten foot drop down to the car park below him. 

  He awoke to the birds beginning their morning song early just so they could pierce his raw eardrums. However the dark was fast taking on a lighter hue which was already piercing through his eyelids. The cold had also seeped right into him and it was raining again. He kicked his leg free and rolled off the fence onto the tarmac beneath with a heavy thud. 

  ”That hurt, it really fucking hurt” he sobbed as pushed himself up and finally limped off with frozen, dead legs. Nearly there, he thought, but it felt a time without end as he felt the sun breaking through the morning mist, slowly sucking the last few drops of energy from him. Even in winter the nights were far too short for his liking - he was going to have to migrate to Iceland every year, at least they had hot baths there if the cold got too much for him. Then again he could just live in one of those modern caves that he’d seen on a science programme once. 

As he made the last few steps and reached his front door. Every particle of his being was aching and he longed for nothing less than his bed, not talking with other dead heads. A television was on inside, and whilst that meant that at least Vicky was in, he would have to see whether she had passed out or was still going strong. Hopefully it was the latter and if anyone of her mates were with her, they would have the decency to be fast asleep also, although not in the same bed mind. That thought had always worried him, he had told Vicky as much. “Make sure your friends, and mine come to think of it, stay just that – Friends. Believe me I’ve seen where some of them have been and you and me do not want to go there!” He did love his motley collection of friends, in fact he would trust most of them with his life, just not his sister. Thankfully, Vicky always had the decency to never soil her own backyard, although the same could not always be said for her elder brother. 

   After bashing his front door key off the lock for a few minutes he finally managed to ease it into the hole and crept into the front room, amazingly managing to avoid crashing against any doors and wakening the dead. Vicky lay asleep in front of his Nintendo consul, the control pad dangling precociously from her left hand. She would have appeared extinct to the world had it not been for the successive flutter of her eyelids straining to the dawn that was letting itself in through the open curtains. Walking over he pulled the dark velvet drapes, pitching the room into darkness. As he turned to walk, he stopped suddenly, sensing movement from the corner of his eye. His eyes anxiously searched the room around him but found only the early morning news flicking shadows back at him. As he rubbed his eyes, an image, the negative memory of a long forgotten nightmare momentarily flashed in his mind. The panic stabbed into him and he jolted sharply as his breath rushed from his lungs. It was just a shadow from the TV, nothing else. He breathed deeply and fought to reason with himself. A flicker as the scene had changed to show a celebrity he didn’t know sucking her few minutes of oxygenated fame. 

He laughed to himself. Had he been stoned then at least he could have blamed that for inducing paranoia. He was a Vampire that was afraid of the dark! The uneasy feeling slowly lifting, he looked at his watch. Was it a five or a three? The digits were too small to focus on and his eyes too bleary, at least the wall clock had a big and short hand – about half seven. 

   He sighed deeply as the fear was quickly being washed away by a murky numbness inching its way in. His eyelids felt heavy and his limbs ached with a dull throb. “Bed” he whispered and reached down to pick up a few papers from a Rizla packet lying on the table. He had saved a few roaches from his ashtray in the bedroom, enough he hoped to make a bedtime joint at least. He switched off the TV and walked into the kitchen, putting the light on and grabbing a large glass tumbler from beside the sink. He filled it to the brim with ice and water then staggered upstairs. 

   The dimmer switched buzzed when he turned the lights on in his bedroom. He stumbled over the debris on the floor ad made a path through to his bed and placed the jug down on a small black bedside table. As he undressed he noticed the book he was reading, “Life of Bob and other Short Stories”
 sat atop of the pillows, and was sure he’d left it on the bedside table. He sat on the bed and picked up the book and saw a king-size joint resting underneath. “God I Love you Sis”, he murmured absently taking an ashtray from beside the bed before jumping under the covers to begin reading. Lighting his spliff he drew deeply and choked, coughing up an unpleasant lump of black tarry phlegm onto the page. He looked at under the light a moment then wiped the mess onto a local newspaper strewn on the floor, then drank some of the iced water. He managed few further tokes on the joint before he lost the battle with his raw eyes and the sun finally broke from behind the clouds into the morning sky. The sounds of the awakening world alloyed themselves to his subconscious dreaming mind and then. Peace.

  A soft footfall beside him brought his senses sluggishly alert. He made to turn his head slowly, expecting to see Vicki standing before him, but his body failed miserably. His tired eyes and limbs were still asleep. He was fighting a loosing battle with the darkness rapidly closing back in on him again. A hand brushed the hair from his face and spoke softly in a voice he thought he would never hear again. 

“It’s going to be all right, Sebastian. It’s going to be all right.”
But before he could make sense of the words or remember the voice that had spoken them, the sleep closed soothingly round and dragged him under.

Chapter One

“I have made an important discovery that alcohol, taken in sufficient quantities, produces all the effects of intoxification.”

Oscar Wilde,

Three Years Earlier, Early Winter. 1994

Sebastian usually woke after one, especially when he had a hangover to sleep off, but today he was not so lucky, his lecture started at nine am. Outside was a cold overcast morning. Inside was warmth. He reluctantly got up savoring every last second of bliss before the shock waves went off in his head. It was a few moments before he braved switching on the side lamp and opening his eyes. It was the kind of hangover that was going to stay all day until he drank again, which in his current state was the last possible thing he wanted to think about. It was much better to think about coming back in just over two hours and then going back to sleep. Feeling a mouth as dry as a camels’ backside he gulped down the last from the glass tumbler beside the bed. It was heavenly, but not to his stomach. He was feeling green and needed the bathroom. Today was not a day he was looking forward to and he was already in half a mind to call a sickie. He decided quickly to suffer and go anyway as he said he’d meet Bonn, who would hopefully be feeling far worse.

His bladder was achingly full, so it was a sweet sensation to relieve all the pressure. As he pissed away sighing and groaning in pleasure, he could smell the alcohol fumes coming from last nights Molotov Bourbon Cocktails
, and wondered if there was a way to recycle the pure alcohol. He pondered cleaning fluids that could act dual purpose for street hobos. An idea to write in his notepad no doubt. He squeezed the last few drops out and peaked at the wall mirror and saw raw, bloodshot eyeballs staring back. Unimpressed he bent over the sink to drink from the tap to kill his raging thirst. As he gulped down the water he was quickly bloated and after a few seconds his stomach protested at the abuse it had suffered. He just managed to catch the vomit in his mouth before throwing his face into the ceramic throne that was still stinking with the alcoholic urine vapors he had not yet flushed away. His eyes bulged and streamed tears as every wretch set an explosion of blood vessels screaming through his head. Finally with only black bile remaining he slumped off the bowl, his head still pounding and teeming eyes firmly closed. “The last time, the last time” he mumbled to himself over and over again. This soon became a religious fervor as Sebastian cried out to God, in between convulsive dry heaves. He also prayed that Bonn was at least in the same state, though hopefully worse. It was too horrible to endure alone.

Finally lifting his six-foot two frame from the floor he shuffled out of the bathroom along the hall, down the stairs and into the kitchen where he filled a glass with water throwing in an Alka-Seltzer, which fizzed up in seconds. It was a poor second to hair of the dog but with a volatile stomach it was going to have to do. He walked back upstairs and put on a pair of black jeans and a beige baggy jumper. On his way back down he checked to see if Vicky had got up, her bed was empty, her bed sheets lying on the floor. He hoped she had gone to college and wasn’t spending another day with her drop out mates. He gave her the benefit of the doubt considering the early hour, and the fact that she woke later than Sebastian as a matter of principle. He walked past the lounge, grabbing his fleece lined black leather jacket off the balustrade and he rushed out of the front door not noticing Vicky asleep under a blanket on the settee. He pulled an Oakley baseball cap from an inside pocket of the jacket and locked the door behind him.

   Bonn, the total bastard, wasn’t there when he arrived at West River University after a cold ten-minute walk. He endured the two-hour psychology lecture politely saying hello to the few faces he knew, trying not to breathe his off-license toxins near them. He had never attended enough lectures in the past two years to know that many people and he had no real intention now of making anything more than acquaintances. He lacked the heart for academia anyway. He was bored with formal education and bored with this particular university, which was nothing more than a glorified Doss House. All he ever wanted to do was get to university, as no one in his entire family history, the little of which that he did know, had done so before. Actually attending and getting a degree did not feature in his grand scheme of things. Still, he decided since he was there anyway, he might as well get a degree, but it was low down on his list of priorities. He was going to be rock star and the best ones had always dropped out or died young, generally when they were 27. So the way Sebastian figured, he had another 6 years and few odd months to go. 

   The lecture itself was fairly boring so he took few notes and drew cartoons of the lecturer being beheaded by a guitar-wielding stickman. Mostly he day-dreamed about fame and spending money he didn’t have. Destiny had his name marked out somewhere in the ether although he suspected it would be more like a smudge on the arse of Destiny. 

  To look at, Sebastian Cain was a striking combination of shoulder length golden hair, clear sky blue eyes and a killer smile that shone throughout his slender face. Every now and then, when he ventured uptown he got asked for his autograph. Mostly he drew a second look. As he walked the streets near his home, the local kids would often shout out that he looked like a hippie or called him “faggot” Still, it was better than when he first started growing his hair, back then someone had shouted out “Oi, its Boris Becker!”
 He never trusted a barber after that day - at least women’s hairdressers had more styles to offer than a mullet. 

After the lecture had ended, Sebastian crept away and went up to the sixth floor to sign the attendance sheet for Bonn, although the bastard didn’t deserve it. Why he just didn’t think of staying in bed this morning and signing the attendance sheet in the afternoon, he didn’t know. He could have grown better as a person had he slept instead of listen to fluffy words that actually meant ‘little more than bollocks’ by any definition.  

When he walked outside, the day had warmed enough to leave his jacket unzipped but he left the baseball cap on as he hadn’t bothered to comb his hair and walked the half-mile to Bonn’s house. He turned off the main road and saw the ivy covered, decaying two-story Georgian house with flaking lead paint windows. Bonn said “It was cheap and had character”. It also happened to be situated two doors from the “The Old Oak Inn” pub.

   Sebastian creaked open the rusty gate and walked under the rose bush archway leading to the front door. He pressed the bell for flat four and waited. The garden was its usual state and the weeds were still alive an kicking despite the recent frost. He pressed the bell again this time for longer and stepped back so he could look up at the window directly above. An ogre’s face appeared from behind a yellowed net curtain. It was hideous. Scott Bonne, better known as Bonn to his mates, was no picture but he managed to look worse in the morning.

“What?” Bonn yelled down.

“Teacher asked for you in class”.

“Fuck off” Bonn replied and disappeared. After a moment the front door buzzed, so Sebastian stepped inside the dark hallway strewn with coats and traffic cones and made his way up the worn green-carpeted stairway.

“Grab a beer from the fridge, I’m skinning up” Bonn hollered out as Sebastian walked in past the off white door with a number “4” outlined in dirt. Sebastian went into the kitchen on his immediate right and was surprised to see only a handful of dishes on the sink; even the bin was not overflowing, although a few small black flies still flew around it. The fridge came as expected, full of beer cans, half-eaten dinners and a disgusting looking Garlic Hungarian sausage. He took out two very cold Heinekens and walked into the front room where Bonn was sitting on an easy chair wearing a navy dressing gown, licking Rizla papers. His eyes looked up and he grunted to acknowledge Sebastian as he continued to roll a beautifully coned spliff. He admired it a moment.

“That was quick,” said Sebastian.

“I need it. What time is it?”

“Half-eleven”

“Bastard. Couldn’t you at least have waited until after twelve?”

“Couldn’t you have let me know you weren’t turning up?”

“No. I was asleep. Now give me a beer”

“That makes it alright then,” said Sebastian as he handed Bonn the beer can and sat down. Bonn looked at the beer and then Sebastian. “I do have Stella”. 

“Later mate, I am seriously suffering just now. Let me put some music on”

“It’s over there” he said pointing out a cheap and dilapidated Ikea unit crammed with CDs cassettes, empty beer cans and a collection of empty bourbon bottles they had drunk together. It was their trophy cabinet built from the funds of their student grants. “There’s some “Floyd
 already in there. My head hurts a bit, I need something light, but this helps,” he added taking another draw on his spliff. 

Sebastian laughed and pressed the play button. “Good night, wasn’t it? I don’t remember a bloody thing after we left the pub,” said Sebastian. Then it dawned on him, cloudy images coming in flashes.  “Oh God,” he groaned, “Those bloody Scouse birds?”

“Oh God they were rough more like.”

“Did we really go arm in arm with Diq singing Bourbon Appreciation Society?”

“Yep. To the tune of “Glory, Glory Alleluia,” replied Bonn humming a few bars. “Where is that greasy bastard today anyway, it’s Friday?”

“He’s working like the dog he is. He’s not student scum like us.” replied Sebastian before adding, “Speaking of which, Bonn, what’s with the kitchen? It’s clean, well sort of. Most un student like of you. ”

“Piss off, I spent ages doing that. I was trolleyed on speed and just had this urge.”

“Miss Bonne Moppe”, said Sebastian as he cracked open his can and took a long gulp. Three more soon followed, mixed liberally with marijuana. Before two o’clock Sebastian was slumped in a sofa far too smashed to follow daytime TV. Bonn faired much better having benefited from the extra sleep and was thoroughly enjoying Neighbours with a can of Fosters. “Bloody lightweight” he called over to his very red-eyed drinking partner. Sebastian stuck two fingers up and rolled over. Within moments he was asleep.

   When he awoke an hour or so later, Bonn had disappeared. He looked around the room, still feeling a dull ache in his head. Tattered Pixies and The Smiths magazine posters covered most of the walls, Bonn hadn’t bothered to take them down even though he didn’t listen to them much anymore, instead deciding to place Pink Floyd, Bob Marley and other psychedelic posters to plug the gaps. The rest of the room was a mess of clothes, books, tapes and Bonn’s general crap. He picked up one of the books; The Fall by Albert Camus. Bonn had mentioned once that it was quite a good book, although Bonn did read it in the original French. Sebastian flicked to the middle, read two pages and then put it back down. It was too nihilistic and head fucking. He knew Bonn had manic depressing tendencies, but this took the piss. Then again, Sebastian read Vampire novels by the crate, so who was he fooling? He got up from the chair and walked around the room. He picked up a mix tape by Paul Oakenfold
, put it on and continued looking for reading material. He soon found a Viz. magazine and sat down again to read. Looking out the window he noticed it was beginning to get dark already.

   After a few minutes he heard the front door slam downstairs and some very heavy steps as Bonn came in. He was carrying two large bags; one filled with beer the other with food. Noodles on toast it was. They ate and left the beers in the fridge to cool, they were going out tonight anyway so it was time to pace themselves. Bonn went off to his bedroom and quickly came back. In his hands he had two beers and a couple of headache pills, “This’ll wake you up” he said “and get rid of your headache”.

“What are they” said Sebastian inspecting the small blue tablet, “I’m allergic to aspirin”.

“Ibuprofen with Caffeine or something. Cures a headache and the caffeine wakes you up”. He smiled knowingly at Sebastian.

“What?”

“It’s a prescription speed pill”. Bonn grinned and took one for himself.

“Yeah, right” Sebastian replied and swallowed the tablet down. Within the hour his headache was gone and he felt far less lethargic. “Speed pills, indeed” he said, mainly to himself.

“That was a speed pill you know”.

“Bollocks”. If Sebastian had a favourite word, “Bollocks” was it.

“Serious, why do you think you feel better”.

Sebastian smiled, “Bonn you sneaky bollocks”. It was going to be one of them days.

When the children’s programs ended Sebastian turned to Bonn. 

“Fancy popping back to mine? I want to check if Vicky’s okay”

Bonn grinned, “I’ll bring some beer then”.

   When Sebastian walked in Vicky was where she had been all day, slouched in front of the computer. He had realised this as soon as he unlocked the front door and heard her furiously button bashing and cursing at the computer. Empty glasses had gathered on the table along with sweet wrappers. If she hadn’t needed to go to the bathroom or eat, she wouldn’t have moved at all. Vicky wasn’t lazy per se; it just happened that she was a sloth. Physical effort was something that had to be endured only to survive. It was against the very nature of her being, and besides she would take mortal offence and go into shock for weeks. Despite this Sebastian knew never to underestimate a sloth, especially when cornered, they have claws and become violent. Sebastian still had bruises from their last encounter, a fight for the TV remote control. It hadn’t helped that Sebastian had ignored Vicky the day before, it only gave her time to store up more energy for a ferocious burst. She was not one to give in and had to always have the last punch, pinch or slap. It made Sebastian laugh, when not much else did. There was a mischievousness that meant almost no matter what she did, Sebastian would let her away with it. He once asked her what possible excuse she had for leaving the house in a mess, to which she simply replied, “I couldn’t be bothered”. He had to admit he walked into that one.

   Bonn crept in behind Sebastian and walked over to Vicky who was wearing a pair of plastic devils horns on her head, she gave him a kiss, and he gave her a beer. He skinned, up and she was his best friend. By 7.p.m. that evening, Vicky was completely stoned and barely able to say a word, but she was happy. Bonn had previously arranged for a few people to join them in the Old Oak Inn at eight, so Sebastian went upstairs to have a shower and a shave. 

They walked in the Inn doors at 7:20 as Vicky wanted Vodka and Bonn was more than willing to help the cause. Sebastian only kept Bourbon for his mini bar so reluctantly went along. Before eight they were joined by Sara, a University friend of Bonn’s, and Tamsin, Sara’s mate and Bonn’s current obsession.  Sebastian heard his name called in a poor mock Romanian accent. Bonn groaned, Sebastian’s step brother by his late mothers first marriage, Bruce (an English born Scot) was already well pissed after a day in the pub. Bruce made an instant impression, being his usual loud and abrasive self. He didn’t like crowds, didn’t like students - unless they had big breasts and was the only one totally wasted. The rest were just getting started, although Sebastian, Bonn and Vicky were catching up fast. Once Bruce realised the girls were all unattached to his step brothers friends he felt far more comfortable and relaxed enough to start chatting up Tamsin. Sebastian watched this and groaned, his step brother generally acted like a dog on heat or as was more apt, a fly around shit. Bruce was five-foot seven had a mop of curly blond hair and lived for shagging and drinking. Lots. He was 23, three years older than Sebastian, physically at least. He could be a pain to go out on the piss with as his goldfish like attention span never held long enough to have a conversation, unless of course you had a nice pair of puppies hanging from your chest. Sebastian had sworn Bruce was the alter ego of a repressed househusband. His “conquests” read like a war memorial, a long faceless list of names. You knew that they meant something to someone who would remember them, who had loved them, but it wasn’t you. And nor was it Bruce. He was in denial, because the majority of the women he slept with were best left forgotten. If he said she had big tits, she had the big stomach to match, if he said she was upwardly mobile she had a car, if she was a yuppie she didn’t say "awright", if she was crap in bed then Bruce was probably too pissed and passed out on the job. Quantity was the order of the day, not quality. Still he was related and family was family, they’d grown up together and despite all his flaws he was one of the most loyal friends Sebastian had. Sebastian looked up at his step brother and smiled. Even if Bruce was a slag at he least made him laugh.

   Bruce was telling a story of one of most recent conquests, albeit a very toned down version since he was still trying to get into Tamsin’s knickers, when a very young looking girl, looking no more than fifteen, walked in the pub. Under-age girls tend to be a dead give away due to the quantity of make-up caked upon their faces. This particular one was no exception and was wearing a very short black leather mini skirt and flimsy red blouse opened wide at the neck. She did have great tits for a schoolgirl and was flaunting them as best she could with no bra. Sebastian was sure it was the younger sister of an old school friend of his, Bruce on the other hand thought it a sure thing and quickly made an excuse to go to the bar to follow her, not that anyone besides Sebastian noticed. Tamsin, although ample breasted enough to interest Bruce, had not been giving the right signals, she couldn’t stand him. In his mind she would take him weeks to shag (if at all) and he was horny now. Laura, as her name turned out, was always after an easy lay and free drink. She tended to get pissed very easily too. If Bruce could feel love in the natural sense, then he was head over heels. Even from the table, Sebastian could see Bruce’s eyes gazing down at her breasts as he tried to hold a conversation. He pointed over to Sebastian, who immediately waved back laughing. Laura smiled. It was Bugs Bunny’s sister. Bruce was a very brave man if he dared let her anywhere near his crown jewels. Sebastian remembered her now, Laura – the, barely sixteen-year-old, local slapper. She was a legend already or rather her teeth were, they were truly frightening. Laura Swallows - and she did as she was quite keen to let Bruce know. Black and Decker pecker wrecker came to Sebastian’s mind. Although he’d save that one for another day, reminding himself to buy a personal organiser. 

   A few minutes later the girls had gone to the toilet so Bruce walked over to the table smiling. Sebastian looked up from his pint.  “What happened then?” he said looking for Laura, “She resisted the Bruce”

“She’s meeting me in an hour and then I’m going to her flat”

“You mean her mum’s flat?”

“Yeah. But she’s working nightshift tonight and I get to play housey with the little girl.”

“You’re such a penile delinquent!”

“I resent that remark!”

“You mean you resemble that remark”, quipped Bonn.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” he replied offended.

“I’m sorry but she’s just so plain without the war paint, and those teeth. She’s barely stopped being jailbait” said Bonn pompously.  

“You’re also a brave man if you let those teeth any where near your pecker” Sebastian said laughing.

“So? she’s got big tits and she swallows”

“Fucking hell you’ve only known her five minutes” said Bonn in disbelief.

Bruce winked, “Some have it and some..” he left the words hanging in the air. 

“She’s only just sixteen, though Bruce” said Sebastian.

“Do I look like I’m bothered?”

“You’re sick” said Bonn but the jealousy shone from his beady face. 

“No, just horny” Bruce said back with a mocking grin on his face. Sebastian looked round him and noticed that the pub was really filling up. His glass was nearly half full. 

“Bonn, get the round in will you before Link gets here”. 

“Good idea comrade” 

“Need help?” asked Sebastian. 

“No, I’ll get a tray” replied Bonn as he plodded away. 

With Bonn queuing at the bar, Link suddenly appeared from the toilets. 

“When did you come in then?” said Bruce clearly amazed that a 6 foot 5” Neanderthal could creep up on him.

“About five minutes ago. I needed to check my stash before I go clubbing. I’d forget otherwise.” For most stoners checking their stash meant making sure it had been safely deposited in some crevice that a bouncer wouldn’t find. For Link it meant checking he was taking enough dope to build a small fire. Sebastian had met Link on the common one night with Vicky four years previously. Link had asked for some “skins” and then proceeded to sit down beside them and skin up from a fat bud of Sensei. He had introduced himself and almost immediately ranted on about legalizing cannabis for the greatness of all mankind. Although he did have a name, Lincoln DuPont everyone called him Link. He liked the nickname as it meant bridge, which was sort of how Vicky meant it when she gave him the name. She didn’t have the heart to tell him she meant “Missing Link. But to what?”

“Evenin’ squire” said Sebastian moving his chair along as Link sat down. “Did I hear ‘clubbing’ right then?”

“Yeah man, a friend is one of the promoters for tonight down at the Fridge in Brixton, Wardman is playing a set.” 

As soon as they heard the name “Pete Wardman”
 from Links lips everyone was unanimous, except Bruce who would never give up a shag for anything, even beer. 

“Rain check” he said as he scratched his balls. 

This was the perfect opportunity for Bruce to mention his forth coming shag session so he could remind everyone about Bonn’s “virginity”. Bruce was obviously still pissed at the “sick” remark. Sebastian stuck up for his friend.  

"Bonn just needs a girl who really needs to be loved and can show him that love in return” he said wistfully. 

"She also needs to shag him rotten before he becomes a monk" chuckled Link, "He’d marry her just to say thank-you if she even let him once a month and then only if it’s not a Sunday"

"Or a full moon" said Sebastian. 

"Or a day that doesn’t ends in Y" said Link back. 

"He still needs a shag" said Sebastian remembering he was defending Bonn. 

"I’ll drink to that" said Bruce. 

"I won’t that’s fucking disgusting. Do you know where he’s been?" replied his step brother. 

“Nowhere by the sounds of it”, said Bruce.

“Well,” said Sebastian, “If you’re desperate enough he won’t complain, I tell you.”

“No, he’d pay”, quipped Link.

“Who’ll pay what?” said Bonn returning to the table.

“You’ll pay for a drink for me.”, said a wide grinned Link, before adding in a squeaky voice “Thank You.”

Bonn glared at him a moment, then hissed “Fucking Vampire!”

“Not quite”, said Link still grinning waiving an empty glass, “But I’m thirsty since you ask.”

At ten o’clock with everyone in a fair state of inebriation Nick, the drug dealer, appeared. No one actually liked him, but he always managed to get cheap gear for everyone, so they tolerated his presence on the few occasions he was with them for more than his perfunctory five jittery minutes. As he wasn’t doing a drugs drop off, it looked like Nick the Mouth was in for the long stay. 

“I thought it was you lot” he said whilst looking for a free chair and finding none. Nick looked around the table, trying to initiate a conversation however the group politely nodded to him but didn’t bother introducing themselves. 

Bruce by now had very itchy balls and quickly made his excuses to leave. Sara and Tamsin also saw the opportunity to make a fast exit and left, saying they were off to Fluffy Clouds night club, better known as the local meat market. Nick immediately took Sara’s seat next to Vicky.  

“Nick get the round in you tight arsed git” said Vicky realising he was too close for comfort. 

Nick couldn’t dodge this one but tried to style it out by getting flash and asking if anyone wanted chasers. Vicky demanded everyone had Tequila and met with little objection. “And don’t forget the lemon and salt” she shouted out as he walked off. Vicky called her brother to sit beside her in the vacant seat. “A fool and his money are easily parted.” 

“Never the brightest spark is he.”

“Yeah, but he’s got his uses” replied Vicky with a wink. 

After the Tequila chasers had been drunk, Nick leaned over to Sebastian who was unfortunately nearest, “blood, me got some wikid base if ya want, not on me narw like, at ‘ome. Fackin good shit, I’ll do you an aiff for a score
.” 

“Not now mate, I’m going clubbing later.” Sebastian instantly realised the mistake but it was too late. Never one to miss an opportunity Nick instantly invited himself along. He was at least kind enough to offer Sebastian a dab of his personal stash of base. It was strong stuff and added clarity as the drink continued to flow down their necks. It also managed to make Sebastian much more conversational than just being pissed, although he did note that Vicky and Bonn matched him word for word. 

After being kicked out forty minutes after last orders, they decided it was time to go clubbing. They called a cab and drank a bottle of Jack Daniels that Bonn grabbed from his house along with a long black coat for Sebastian who was complaining about the cold. Within half an hour they were flying down the A40 swigging straight from the bottle and driving the unfortunate Asian driver to distraction. Vicky placed her horns on the driver and then Sebastian. The drivers’ relief was evident when they finally pulled up outside The Fridge on Brixton High Street. Vicki opened the cab door and fell straight on the floor and picked her self up giggling.

As Sebastian walked with Vicky to the barriers, he saw a tall, large white bouncer lean over to say a few words to Nick. They couldn’t hear a word with the bass thumping through the doors, but they knew Nick was going to be refused admission for being drunk as a skunk. Link who was already at the door turned to walk back to a second bouncer and said some words to him. The bouncer then signalled his colleague and Nick was let through, Sebastian and Vicky followed unchallenged.

   Inside the light was dim as they walked into a low ceiling room raised a foot or so above the dance floor below. On the right was the bar. Nick walked into the middle of the room and suddenly stopped. “It’s full of fucking faggots!” he shouted, as a gay couple hanging by the bar looked at him and smiled. They obviously hadn’t heard him. Nick’s face was full of disgust. Everywhere he looked he saw a heaving mass of gay men. Some looked like shaven headed seventies porn stars and others wore nothing but jeans or shorts as they heaved to the throbbing hard house. Sebastian didn’t see a single beer belly and felt his slight pouch ashamed. He had been to “mixed” clubs before but this was the most hard-core gay crowd he had ever seen. There was nothing mixed about this place. He felt eyes staring at all of them; he was definitely not supposed to be here. Link was a total bastard, why hadn’t he warned them? Link by contrast was too busy listening to the DJ to notice the worried looks on every ones faces. Sebastian nudged him and got him to get the round in. He was debating with himself if he should join Link safely over at the bar. Nick was walking back over towards Sebastian who really wanted to leave now, every sense was implored him to. Nick was going to say something.

 “Fucking pillow biters,” he said very loudly to Sebastian and Vicky, “Dirty fucking shit stabbers. What the fuck is your mate Link thinking of?” He looked around at the gay couples holding hands. Some were kissing each other with full tongues involved. “It’s fucking disgusting.” Vicky burst into giggles finding Nick’s discomfort amusing. However her brother, Sebastian, was panicking and silently pleading with Nick to shut up.

Link returned and handed out ice-cold cans of cheap larger. "Let’s hit the dance floor then,” he said. Sebastian asked them to wait, as he needed to go to the toilet. At first he wasn’t sure he had walked into the men’s room until he saw the urinals. The toilet was crammed full of queens and butch lesbians, all hanging around the washbasins and talking loudly to each other. No one was actually using the toilets. It was obvious from their wide eyes and fast speech that everyone there was high on a mixture of ecstasy, speed and/or or coke. Sebastian found a deserted corner and relieved himself. This was bloody crazy.

   On his return he walked past a gang of men huddled together, chatting.  He had not looked at them to avoid eye contact but one pinched his arse anyway. Sebastian turned, fist clenched ready to swing. 

   He looked up and saw a huge muscle bound wall with a heavy moustache laughing along with his equally muscle bound friends. “Co-ee” they shrieked waving to him. The fist quickly relaxed as he let out a nervous laugh and he walked as fast as he could without falling on the tail between his legs. He didn’t get it. Why the fuck!? Did they think he was gay or something? He dismissed that out of hand and tried instead to think of it as a compliment. Maybe they thought he was cute? Then he remembered the horns on his head. Not one of his more fashion conscious ideas but he was drunk. Vicky was a bitch.  

   When Nick heard he roared laughing. It was too perfect for him; he had always thought Sebastian was a faggot anyway. The fact one of Sebastian’s friends had taken them to a gay club had only condensed further in his mind the sneaking suspicions. If he weren’t so busy trying to pull his sister he’d punch the gay bastard just like everyone else here in this fucking place. The DJ's were probably homo as well.

“If one of those fucking queens even look at me the wrong way I’m going to fuck them”, he said asserting himself and trying to look taller than his short arse would let him.

“I’m sure they’d love you for that”. Vicky said back laughing. Nick was too busy watching the crowd to catch what Vicky had said. She turned to Link and shouted, “The boy’s said this place would be wicked if there weren’t so many fucking faggots.” Sebastian just wanted to crawl away as fast as he could; he had a very bad feeling about this. Everything was too surreal. He drowned the beer Link eventually handed him; he needed more and fast. “My round”, he shouted out as everyone took their first sip. 

Only Vicky wanted another drink, “Stella bro” she slurred back.

“Link, come to the bar with me”, said Sebastian and dragging away a reluctant Link.

“What do you think then?” said Link when they reached the bar.

“Different” he said sullenly, “the music is wicked though”.

“I know the promoter, Charlotte, she’s out there somewhere. I said I’d meet her later”

“She fit?”

“Yeah, pretty fit, chilled and loaded.”

“Cool! She got any fit mates?” said Sebastian grinning at Link.

“You wish” he laughed back.

“I do actually”. Said Sebastian as he turned, ordering their drinks. “What did they stop Nick for?”

“They said he was straight”, replied Link with a smirk.

“He’d love them for that right now” laughed Sebastian before taking a long draft from the cold can.

“I told them he was definitely gay but he had only just come out. They took pity on him I guess”

“What about me & Vicky?”

“I just told them you were with me, guests of Charlotte”.

“Thanks Link”.

“I never said a thing”, he said howling “and I only told them that Nick was with me. They let in you and your Sis without my help, Seb.”

At least Sebastian could see the funny side and laughed along.

“Are you going to get your drinks then, I’ll have one since you’re asking”. 

“Oh, you’re no fun anymore”, he said in a mock camp accent then realised where he was.

   They walked back to the others and went out onto the packed dance floor and found an area near a small podium adorned with people dancing on top. Sebastian looked up but could only see a pair of legs gyrating in hot pants, it took a few moments before he realised that it was in fact a guy in hot pants dancing above him. He shook his head, this place is weird. By now the alcohol was really beginning to hit him. It had been a long old day. He looked out across the dance floor and swore he could see a pair of violet feral eyes staring back at him. How he could make anything out with the flashing lights he didn’t know. Rubbing his eyes he looked again seeing a blur of figures dancing before him. On the stage at the far end of the club he could only see heaving bodies. He wished clubs were better lit. Within a few minutes Vicky and Nick had gone off to score a few ecstasy pills. Sebastian had given up a year before and although he was slightly tempted, he resisted the urge. The fact Link and Bon were also abstaining made it much easier anyway. It didn’t matter, he was pissed and the lights were really not helping as it was. He checked reassuringly to see his friends dancing away then let the music take him as he closed his eyes. It turned out not to be one of his better ideas as his head was spinning to the music and his body was made of liquid lead. The DJ was now bringing the music to a peak as the bass throbbed along with melodic acid shrills lifting the crowd to another level. Everyone was screaming to the DJ showing their appreciation of the mix. Sebastian opened his eyes again and looked up as the strobe lighting kicked in. The world was suddenly thrown into slow motion; faces, bodies, limbs flashed before him seamlessly blending together. Shit, he thought, I don’t feel too good, in fact he was going to puke. He gulped warm, stale second hand air into his lungs. Desperate for a fresh breeze, he lifted his head above the crowd to breathe in the fresher air wafting above the crowd. Being tall had its advantages. Looking around to see if anyone had noted his behavior, he strangely felt the pair of violet eyes watching him again, and though he could not see anything the feeling made his skin crawl. Then he saw her. Although he could not find any definition he was sure now it was female-even in this place. He blinked his eyes again and saw Link six feet away talking to Vicky and Nick. They had obviously scored their pills. He looked back at the violet eyed girl and saw that her lips were moving, like she was mouthing words of enchantments? Sebastian caught himself suddenly waking from a drunken daydream. What the fuck did I think that for? You need to get a grip, Seb, think straight you pisshead. She was trying to say something but Sebastian couldn’t understand, she was too far away from him. What the fuck am I a mind reader now? The music went through him again as the DJ pumped the bass to a crescendo, it felt as if he had been kicked in the chest as the air left in his lungs. Sebastian desperately tried to grasp onto elusive strains of reality discharging through the fissures in his head. It had to be a bizarre reflection off sunglasses or some of those flashy new contact lenses. He hoped it wasn’t a flashback from his caning years. He tried to focus once more, making the outline of a face behind the eyes. This is totally fucked. I’m seeing things. He blamed the flashing lights as sweat poured off him in rivulets. Some wanker has spiked my drink, it’s that bastard Nick! She was looking straight at him, her cold ice violet eyes holding him in a trance. She was still mouthing words, chanting to the tribal techno beat. Consciousness was slipping as his brain struggled to take control. He rubbed his eyes, he was tripping again. He turned and reached to his right to grab the podium stumbling as he missed. Someone reached out and guided him back to the podium asking him if he was ‘okay’. Sebastian nodded his head and gave him a thumbs up and a grit teethed grin. He looked over to where she had been standing but now saw nothing. This was totally fucked up. Sebastian saw Bonn standing a footstep away now that the strobe lighting had stopped for the moment. He grabbed him when he came near and gasped in his ear “I’m gonna faint, I need to chill out.” Bonn looked at Sebastian and immediately gave him his bottle of water. Just before Sebastian felt his legs give way he was quickly pushed through the crowds and away from the dance floor. They reached a secluded area crammed with people sitting on couches. Bonn saw a space on a ledge above some couches and guided Sebastian over to them. They climbed up and Sebastian let out a long sigh as he finally sat down. His skin was burning and streams of sweat were still pouring off him, he drank a mouthful of water and poured the rest over his head. His heart was still pounding but as he drew each breath he could feel it slowing to a normal rate. Sebastian decided to skin up and slow his mind down as well. The idea was better than the reality as every time he pulled out a Rizla it melted with the sweat, no matter how he tried to dry his hands. He turned to Bonn and asked him to have a go, having little more success at first. However, Bonn soon managed to roll reasonable joint in the circumstances and let Sebastian smoke it first; his hands now dry enough to hold it without soaking the paper through. Sebastian drew in reams of smoke and reflected on what had just happened. He’d flipped. He’d lost it. He slowly explained to Bonn what he had seen but left out the bit where he saw the eyes and the drink spiking which now seemed paranoid. 

“It was an intenseness of the shit in my system man, the music, the people, the lights, the heat and the smoke. Bonn it was too much in there.” 

“You whited out you lightweight” said Bonn laughing, “I wasn’t that far behind you though. I love Mr. Jack Daniels, I love Mr Pete Warderman.” Sebastian wasn’t particularly listening, he could still see the eyes when he thought long enough, but her face was gone. It was there in his mind and yet it wasn’t. What was he thinking? He must be off his tree to see things like that, he wasn’t even taking drugs. The more he smoked the joint the more he felt his anxiety wane. Soon he relaxed and his head felt back on again. He was sure that the music and copious alcohol had caused a flashback to the days when he had been taken hallucinogens and God knows what else. After his mum died he went crazy for a few years, it scared the shit out of him even now when he remembered snatches of lost weekends raving. 

After half an hour or so, Link came over with Charlotte, the co promoter for the night.  Sebastian welcomed female company as it took his eyes away from the dance floor and looking for those eyes. The spliff had knocked him sideways and he could barely talk, so he politely nodded when he was introduced and listened for an eternity as she told him how wonderful Link truly was. Yeah a right fucking Samaritan is our Link he thought to himself. At least she skinned up a couple of times.

   When they got bored of sitting down Sebastian, feeling somewhat normal again with the aid of another dab of base from Bonn, made it back to the dance floor. Although they were mostly ready to leave, Vicki let them know there was only about another half hour to go so they might as well stay until the end. Nick by this point was totally loved up on three pills. His eyeballs had rolled so far back they were looking at the insides of his brain. Sebastian made sure he stayed well away, he didn’t need to be told how much Nick really, really loved him. Fortunately, Nick was off scrounging for poppers
 soon afterwards, seeking a more elusive buzz. 

When he finally came back he had managed to tour almost the entire stage area and was completely off his face, grinning like an idiot in a stupid factory. From the corner of his eye a now very with it Sebastian saw one of the shirtless brigade eyeing up Nick. He took a step back and nudged Vicki on the elbow. “Watch this”. He said discretely pointing to the oblivious Nick.

   Sure enough the shirtless one was now rapt watching Nick move. After a few moments of visible self-debate, he walked towards Nick who looked back stunned for a moment, broken from the view inside his brain. The shirtless one gently touched his shoulder and spoke in his ear. Nick nodded furiously and then continued grinning like the halfwit he was. It seemed only a few moments but the chemistry was for all to see, Nick was in there. Sebastian nudged Bonn and the two started laughing.

“I fancy a drink, you coming?” Seb asked his sister.

“Yeah, let’s leave the lovebirds to it”, Vicki replied sticking her arms between Sebastian and Bonn.  Sebastian was going to get Link as well but saw him deeply into his mystical ninja dance with Charlotte and thought better of it. You’re right sis, he thought, leave the lovebirds to it.
It was a quite a few minutes before Nick made his way off the dance floor and joined the gang. The shirtless one was nowhere to be seen.

“Nick” said Vicki, “where’s your bit of fluff then? “

“What?” he said looking puzzled. 

“That nice young stud you were talking to a moment ago” said Sebastian sniggering at first but he soon lost control and burst out laughing with Vicki and Bonn joining in.

“What?” said Nick still looking bewildered. Then he went pale as realisation flushed his face.  “Oh fuck! I thought he was just chatting.” He smiled and tried to style it out as a joke, failing miserably. 

Vicky patted him on the back, “Ah I’m sorry it didn’t work out, maybe next time then?”

   The lights came on as the last tune was being played out, saving Nick. Vicki pointed out Link who was making his way over to them. “Wait until Link hears about you Nick”, before adding “And I thought you were a pussy boy.” 

No just a pussy thought Sebastian.

Nick was about to say something then thought better of it. Link joined them, coat already in hand, but no Charlotte to be seen.

“Let’s get our coats then lover boy” said Bonn gently shoving the stunned but relieved Nick away.

Link looked at them mystified and gave out a grunt of bewilderment. 

   As they left the club and walked out into the cold early morning, Sebastian turned back for one last look and saw above them a neon sign that lit up the legend, x.

“Link, you’re bastard”, said Sebastian pointing the sign to everyone.

“Fuck”, Nick scowled.

“Nick” said Vicky “I don’t know why you’re so pissed, you’re the one who pulled tonight.”

� This is shameless self-promotion by the author.


� Molotov Bourbon Cocktails consisted of six parts assorted Bourbon, five Pepsi (not coke) and two of pure lemon juice. served in a frosted pint glass, filled with ice and a slice of lime if you are feeling fanciful.


� A talented but screw faced ginger German ex-tennis player. Now infamous for being a five second love machine. 


� Pink Floyd, a band best appreciated after copious amounts of drugs, or when reminiscing about taking copious amounts of drugs. Alternately, give the drugs a miss and listen naked in a field after staying awake for three days solid.





� A DJ best appreciated after copious amounts of drugs, or when reminiscing about taking copious amounts of drugs. Alternately, you can be a Zen Buddhist and skip the drugs part. 


� The DJ, not to be confused with the ‘pop svengali’ Pete Waterman. The latter is the devil’s minion, and produces more shit than a heard of elephant with the runs. While he lives the world wilts. 





� An eighth of an ounce and twenty pounds respectively. Despite European legislation some areas have yet to come to terms with the metric system. 


� Amyl Nitrate. A lethal X that gives a very sudden rush akin to a brain hemorrhage when inhaled. Also used instead of foreplay by some members of the gay community. 
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