I watch quietly as she stands there, chatting with one of her friends. Her olive skin gleams golden in the lazy afternoon sunlight, and her animated hands give me as much information as her mouth, though I cannot hear. I sigh slightly as I watch her turn away from me, though the curls anointing her head are not unwelcome.

And that's when I notice the arrow protruding from my chest.

Well, SHIT.

Grasping at the errant arrow with one hand, I delicately grip the coin dangling from my ear and bring it to my eye to see through the center hole. As the arrow disappears with a burst of dark, I perceive the underlying nature of reality and…aha! There! In the bushes!

The snickering imp in the bushes snickers for not very long as I lift him bodily from the bushes. His little red leathery wings flit hopelessly around my hand and I find myself wondering how something this tiny managed to work a full size archery set.

“MAJE!” I scream in his face. “WHAT THE FUCKING HELL?!”

But Maje just laughed. Of course. Imps can’t fucking talk. Tossing him through a nearby wall, I look around the patio for another sight of Her. But she isn’t around anymore. Maybe the screaming demon scared her away.

Fiddlesticks.

Figuring that I probably wouldn’t be allowed to finish my chicken teriyaki in peace, I shrug and head towards a direction that I might have a class in today, throwing the remaining rice and such in the trash. Unfortunately, the direction I picked has a large wall through it. But I still go that way, because I can be a stubborn guy, dammit.

Inexplicably, I actually do have a class in that direction, and as I enter the Touchy Feely Sciences division’s room 204, I’m greeted by the usual sight of a half full class.

Nearby, Hamlet is reciting words of love not to be repeated, presumably to Ophelia.

“Put that the fuck away.” I growl towards the boy near the door, Brad. Jerk’s always doing shit like that.

“Magnifico, man, what’s eating you?” He examines my t-shirt. “Or what shot you?”

“My hangover.” I say, reclining in my seat and producing a small dagger with which to do my claws.

“Shee!” He makes a noise not dissimilar to a banshee’s cry.

“Have I ever told you to not fucking do that?”

“Yeah.”

“Then fucking don’t!”

“You gonna be okay for class?” He asks.

“Yeah, I think so…Maje shot me with an arrow.” I say.

“Maje? The imp?”

“Yeah.”

“With a full-size arrow?”

“Yeah.”

“How?”

“I dunno, why don’t you ask him?” My eye is suddenly bloodshot in his direction. With my kind of demon, looks can kill. Or at least, humans seem to think so.

“Because imps can’t t-”

“SHUT YO’ MOUTH!”

“I’m jus’ talkin’ ‘bout imps.”

“No, really man, shut up, I gotta start class now.”

Falling out of my chair as if it weren’t there (which, as far as my phased physique was aware, it wasn’t), I stand, walk through several students (female students. Because they yelp so delightfully) and up to the front of the class. I offer a perky-

“GOOD MORNING!”

-which inspires FEAR and AWE, or at least squeamishness, before Mamma Mia walks in. Shit. Time to stop the shenanigans.
I straighten up in front of the director of studies. God, she’s an ass. They say back in the day Mamma Mia was a suck-you-bus, and a damn good one at that. She’s been on this redemption kick since the early 1900s and now she’s trying to become un-fallen. The way I see it, when you’re in a hole the first thing you do is stop digging, and being an ass-rodded, petty bitch ain’t winnin’ ya any points.

“Class, today Magnifico and I will be giving a presentation on demon/human hybrids. This is for your own safety and is not to be used in any … professional capacity, understood?”

Fortunately, I am behind Mamma Mia, so she can’t see me grin lewdly at a couple of the girls who scream and run out the door. Silly humans.

Different culture… I repeat to myself. Yep! For one thing, you can buy beer in bars here! I run one hand through my too-blue-for-skoo’ hair as Mamma Mia fires up the projector.

I know what you’re thinking. Her thoughts in my skull. Always an eerie sensation. I can feel the burning clean.

Oh do you now? I inquire, adding as much dark fire and brimstone to my thoughts as possible.

Need I remind you of the consequences of violating any article of your contract? Including the “no-fraternization” article?

Visa revoked, one-way ticket to Cleaveland. With the projector up and running, I conjured up a demonstration.


“Alright! Everybody repeat after me!” I said, tapping my pointiest claw in my other palm. “Ahem…”


“Tomato…” And the succulent red fruit of joy floated in the air.


“Tomato…”


“Plus potato…” I replaced the tomato with a ghostly spud.


“Plus potato…”


“Equals pomatoe!” The glorious offspring hung in the air, glowing with an incandescent light.


“Equals pomato!”


“Dammit, spell it right when you say it!” My wrath manifested as a minor imp scuttling beneath the skirts of several frightened coeds. I dismissed it succinctly.


“Tomato + potato = pomatoe.” Repeated the class, in glazed unison.


“Magnifico…” Mia’s voice grew stern.


“Relax, it’s better for your health. Don’t worry, I’m going to start a student-centered activity that encourages analytical comprehension of the magical matter being discussed and the application to real-life circumstances.”


“Well…”


“I’m sure you have more important things to do.” I lied through my fangs.


Mollified by my bullshit (as all DOSes are), Mia nodded and departed to call some poor Damnation’s ass on her carpet.


Remember, she left me, happy face! All the time!


“Alright!” I shouted again, letting out my Teddy Roosevelt grin. Now there was a demon among demons… “Pair up and repeat that to each other twenty times. I dunno, use what you’ve learned to manifest it in the air or something. Your great teacher needs to sit in the corner, he’s not feeling too good…”


And the one day it wasn’t true. But I had serious –drinking- thinking to do, and I sure as hell wouldn’t be getting it in that pathetic excuse for an office.


“That was the most boring class since the Celestial Conjunction.” I heard Brad think he was whispering to his girlfriend, Janet.

“Totally. I couldn’t even hear Traci on my cell!”


“Teacher! Magnifico!” A hand was waving behind me. And I knew exactly which. My ears drooped as I sighed.


“Yes, Dingus?”


“But how can the cabalistic alchemies interface with mundane human DNA?” Dingus asked. Oh, god…


And that’s when I remembered my mentor Galileo’s words: The difference between the amateur and the professional is the ability to bullshit effectively.

I conjured a maniacal gleam in my eye as I turned around.


“’ow does ‘e do it? It’s fuckin’ magic!” They must have heard that one in Cleveland. I amuse myself with the image of Mephistoles looking up from the Desk of the Damned and going, “wha…?” “Okay, your homework this week is to compose a paper on the mechanics of infernal-human hybrids, one thousand words.”


I lowered my head and mumbled an ancient incantation in Pig Hebrew.


“…and thou art Bound from employing magical aid in thy researches.”


I smiled convivially as Dingus shrank back in her chair, her skirt quivering as her knees knocked together. Humans fear Binding almost as much as demons, something we can all share together as part of God’s glorious Plan.

“Alright, you lot have to clear out now, it’s in my contract.” I said to the last few stragglers before shutting the door behind them. I had half an hour before Galileo came in for his class, and I had work to do.

My ardor and love were legend, legend I tell you, legend in the demon expat world. But even the mighty powers of Magnifico were checked by the contract…and the No Fraternization policy. Something about not tainting the human world, no contact with students except for magic class. Her name was Olive, and I was her teacher.

But no matter, that would only require me to add my magnificent cunning to my equally fearsome amorousness. And I had a plan so cunning, you could pin a tail on it and call it a weasel.

But first I needed chalk, and all these modern classrooms had whiteboards.


I double-tapped the Secret Nature of Reality and was thusly in the supply closet, but about three hours before I’d wanted. That would never do. So I took some chalk, and moved the pencils three feet to the left so that when I came in earlier that day it would really freak me out. Reappearing in a puff of brimstone in the classroom, I found Dingus hard at work on … in the name of Beelzebub’s cheery red buttocks, was she summoning Cthulhu?!

“At the point where unbelievable coincidences and contrived events converge…I send my prayers across barriers of logic, calling forth the forces of pure dumb luck to aid my quest! Let the improbable happen! I summon…Deus Ex Machina!” She cried into her candles and chalk. Well, hell, I could’ve waited for her to come in and swiped hers.

“What in the sphincter of hell are you playing at, girl?”

“AAAAH!” She cried, almost stuffing a lit candle up her nose. “’msorrysir I’m so sorry…”

“Relax, toots. But do get out of here, oh, wait, what time is it?”


“Th-th-three fifteen I’m so sorry sir bye!”

Huh. Pretty fast for mundane legs. But she left her circle, and … wow, what an amateur. No way in Hell that spell worked. I knelt, corrected her work and added some flourishes of my own. I would invoke the Great Line, the distillation of all the power of the First Circle, the Circle of Lust, the Line which no woman who could comprehend its POWER could resist.

“Ooooh, man.” And adding your own Summons to a circle is such a high.

And thus I worked the Great Line cunningly into Olive’s locker by the pool:


Hey baby, did an angel fall from heaven, cuz you have NICE CANS. – signed Your Secret Admirer

Galileo threw a party in the county bar, some oldschool band was rolling on the slide guitar. 

“Hey, man, you ever gonna change out of those white threads, man?” Froshface Figaro asked me.

“C’mon, they bring out the blue in my ears.” 

“Figaro says her apartment building has three sub-basements.” Bismallah said. “Oh. And bring some rope.”


“What do you mean, ‘I am dating a Kennedy’?” I asked.


Brief note: hahaha, driving directions to ‘First Circle of Hell’
