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Chapter 1

Alexander Tabasco's Fancy or How the English Lecher Received his Just Desserts





She was an actress, a starlet of the stage used to getting her share of male attention. The grand magus Alexander Tabasco got it into his head one night while watching her perform that he would have her, and so he set about in his usual manner. 

At first he sent her perfumed letters containing all matter of trivial flattery, but these were a ten a farthing notion to her, so she threw them in the rubbish bin along with the decorated notes of all her other eager suitors.

It was not enough to dissuade him, for he had conquered all manner of stubborn targets, and if he could not obtain her charms by the usual means, he could always resort to those of a more infernal manner. He had several demonic slaves at his command; if his normal tactics would not deceive her into his bed, he would call upon the most devious of the lot. 

Surgat was an odd horned thing who could open any lock, but when Alexander sent the demon to throw open the barriers guarding her affections, the spirit only returned that evening with a shrug and a statement,

"The doors of her heart are encased in the steel of a thousand cherubim..”

Alexander simply dismissed the demon and thought,

I will have to try harder.

The actress was put off by the chocolates he sent in the mail, and that night she went to the stage with absolute abandon. The magus wondered if perhaps there were some other method by which she could become his personal nymph. 

He tried summoning forth the most fiery passions, calling out her face and name within his ritual chambers, but his efforts never seemed to pay off, and the woman remained cold to him.

I have had so many damsels and dames, he thought to himself, I have brought them to the heights of ecstasy time and time again, why does this one elude me? 

So it went. The more dismissive she was of his affections, the more he desired her so. 

In time, he came to know of her nature through the beguiling of a stagehand…

Her name was Mary, and she was a force to be reckoned with. The ardor he had for the woman would not falter, seemingly only inflamed by the challenge of capturing her heart and lurid attentions. 

The theater boy warned the magus of her vicious, hateful nature, but the youth's words were as gasoline on a raging fire. Alexander knew it was never difficult to seduce women if one knew what words to say and what part to play, and loved her in the feral manner of a youth not used to hearing the word no.

By Hell or Heaven, he would have her.

One night he met Mary outside her dressing room. It had been a simple thing to arrange, he'd bought his way in by handing off a few francs to the doorman. She had no idea who he was, and gave him the look of a she-fox about to pounce upon her prey before saying,

"Are you to be my little piss boy tonight?" 

The magus was surprised by her rude demeanor, but found it utterly exhilarating. He responded,

"I would be as a latrine before your ephemeral splendor, have of me as you will." 

She gave him a look of absolute scorn, but when he didn't run off like a cowardly mouse, she decided she would humor the little cretin. He motioned for the back door and said, 

"We could dine out, I will fill your gullet full to bursting if you wish." 

Mary stood tall, she was a statuesque woman, especially in her well crafted high heeled shoes. After taking stock of the plump wizard, she decided to take him up on his offer.

He led her to a small café, and treated her to a remarkable chocolate soufflé. Alexander was a connoisseur of such marvelous experiences of the palate, and had a map in his head of where all the greatest dessert and pastry shops could be found. They talked for a while. He was fascinated to learn she was from Argentina, responding by mentioning his travels to the warm climates of Mexico. 

The wizard invited her to his flat, she was uninterested at first, until he mentioned his copious supply of narcotics. It had been a long time since she'd had a good sniff of cocaine, so she followed him back home. They had a jolly time after she'd snorted her fill, and were they anywhere but the permissive city of Paris, there would have been many noise complaints from the neighbors.

The pair met several times after that night. Alexander had quite the setup for sexual magick. She was more than happy to participate in his unholy escapades, so long as he had the goods. 

They screwed like mad rabbits from dusk till dawn, raising the most stygian of spectral apparitions into his apartment. She would end these drug-fueled bedroom sessions with a bit of rosy work in front of the mirror, taking a "jolly day" puff up her nose before heading off for her line readings. 

Alexander was smitten. She prowled upon him like a manic tigress in heat, always leaving him feeling drained.

He had his daily dealings with other occultists of course; there were several young men willing to play his fun little games in exchange for forbidden knowledge, and many sultry, silly women who’d go off with anyone who might alleviate their ache of boredom with an astrology reading and a bit of bedroom fun. The magus was of a satyrian nature, but always he would think of her, his marvelous devil goddess.

It came about as a result of his debauchery that the authorities decided to throw him out of France. Alexander had already been barred from Italy over a little matter of an abbey, and only sighed with mild annoyance at his impending deportation, thinking,

Am I to be banned from the whole of Europe?

It irritated him so, the French government had not only ordered his expulsion for his sexual adventures, but also deemed him a German spy as a result of a few satirical articles he'd written in the American press several years back. He often found himself wondering how it was so difficult for people to understand the elaborate chess games he'd been playing with the Germans, but there was simply no arguing with a state that had thought nothing of courting the guillotine in years past.

He took her to bed that night, they'd been attempting to summon the power of Astorath during an especially erotic cocaine bender, when she turned to him and said,

"I don't have the right papers. They will send me back to South America." 

He'd prepared for the worst, but hearing such words from her lovely, luscious lips sent him into a fury. Realizing they were in the same boat, he whispered,

"Why not be wed to one such as I? We shall go to Germany, it is a nation which has shown me much favor, we will stand before a judge, and you will find a pathway into Britain, the very heart of the world empire." 

She eyed him suspiciously, but as she had few other options, she decided to take him up on his offer.

A few weeks later the odd pair stood before the British consul. She'd chosen a smartly cut suit for the occasion, and wore her darkest shade of red lipstick. Alexander had selected a rather tweedy looking three piece suit, which had recently been let out at the tailors to accommodate his continuous consumption of pies and pastries during the many months spent wandering the streets of Paree. 

He was nearly twenty years her senior, but for all his regular bravado he had the air of a doddering old man in her presence. She signed the marriage papers with the same zeal as a maid confirming the weekly grocery drop off. 

He scrawled his usual signature, with the A in his name shaped like an engorged phallus. The clerk took one look at it, scrunching up his face in that uniquely English manner of irritation as he filled out the remainder of the forms. 

The couple were announced man and wife. As soon as they'd left the building, they both celebrated with a bump of white glory and made arrangements to travel back to England.

The journey home wasn't easy. Alexander had long since taken to treating his traveling time as impromptu detox sessions. When she found out he didn't have any more cocaine, she beat him about the head with a red leather shoe. 

This went on for a while. Had he not been coming down from heroin he would have put up a better fight, but he was greatly inconvenienced by withdrawal, seeing her attacks upon him as only one in a series of unpleasant sensations assailing his body. 

Eventually she became bored by her activity and left him in the cabin. He spent the rest of the night sweating buckets while screaming profanities at all manner of oddly Gregorian hallucinations. 

Mary wandered through the hallways, eventually finding a well-to-do gentleman with a thick mustache and finely tailored waistcoat. He was sitting alone in the dining car, partaking of a fine drought of brandy. She eyed the liquor like a falcon spotting a grebe from a thousand feet above, and swooped in upon the languid chappie, who was only too happy to entertain her company.

It wasn't long before she’d drunk half the bottle. Once she'd reached a certain tipping point of full inebriation, her manner changed significantly. She played with the man's silk tie, practically falling head first into his lap, letting out the most gleeful peels of laughter all the while. 

She leaned over and whispered something into his ear. His eyes lit up; before too long they were back at his cabin with the blinds pulled and a do not disturb sign pressed against the door handle.

The magus spent the night covered in his own sick, barely even noticing she was gone.


      ***Shortly after returning home, Alexander got to work publishing a story about two groups of wizards dueling over a magical baby. He was so busy fine-tuning his manuscript with the small press aussies that he failed to notice Mary's various local shenanigans. 

She started with a series of ventures to see the local butcher, as the actress had a powerful taste for meat. 

After growing bored with the Latvian sausage packer, she spent a particularly exhilarating afternoon with a traveling bible salesman, who fulfilled his holy duty by causing her to repeatedly scream her praises to the lord above. 

So it went; the woman flew from man to man as swiftly as an ahungered bee feasting upon the many nectars of the pasture. 

Her husband gained some inkling of her behavior outside the marriage bed. Had he been the one to initiate such scenes of cuckoldry, he would have enjoyed her lustful nature, but she was utterly dismissive of his wishes, treating him as if he were lower than a rubbish bin rat.

He hated it, hated her, but it excited him to be so despised by such a woman.

They fell into a routine after a while. He'd point out a strange man's handkerchief hung off her garter, or a smudge of a cigar butt left in her purse, then when he tried to put his foot down and demand her obedience, she'd slap him and storm out the door. 

It went on like this for several months. Had Alexander not been a prideful man, he might have simply divorced her from the start, but instead, he went out of his way to hide these spousal confrontations. 

Still, the night came when she found herself in the company of his friends. It was his own fault; he'd been having several good sniffs of coke with a freckle-faced rent boy the previous week, and had been so blotto on white horse he'd run off to the nearest telegraphist to send out invitations for a lavish dinner party. 

Upon sobering up the next day he realized his mistake, but the embarrassment of telling everybody to forget about it was too much, so he decided to go ahead with making preparations.

It was a decadent affair. Alexander spent far more than he could afford on all manner of succulent meats, fine wines, and a devilishly delicious torte cake marbleized with crisp sugared hazelnuts and large dollops of whipped cream. 

His male secretary was first to arrive, followed by a gray-whiskered collector of antiquarian books and a couple of old school chums. They all sat comfortably in the living room, smoking ample amounts of tobacco and making all manner of off-color jokes. Alexander, ever the good host, said,

"Here's one from an ancient Sumerian tablet", 

he grinned like a hungry cat and continued, 

"Something which has never occurred since time immemorial... A young woman did not fart in her husband's lap." 

They all engaged in hearty peals of laughter. Mary decided this was the moment to make her grand debut. 

The exotic temptress whisked her way into the center of the room. She stared at her husband in a way that would have caused a nest of angry vipers to slither off in terror, but the portly magician only stared back at her in the manner of a well-trained poodle. She looked round at all the men in attendance, and in a thick Latin accent, she said,

"My husband, he would not be satisfied with only my flatulence. He'd want me to spread my cheeks and shit in his mouth." 

She tossed back the remaining whiskey in her glass and headed over to the liquor cabinet. The room went quiet. Each of the guests stared at Alexander, looking for some dastardly twinkle of the eye that would indicate she was playing the leading role in one of the magus's elaborate pranks. Their host only shook his head, gazed in her direction, and said,

"This is my new wife, Mary." 

She stared at the empty glass in her hand for a moment before throwing it against the wall. It shattered, sending a hundred shards flying. Mary grabbed a half-full bottle of gin, proceeding to fill another glass with the clear liquid. 

Things didn't improve much once dinner started. She refused to play hostess, leaving Alexander stuck bringing out the food. He tried his best to be sufficiently hospitable, but Mary's icy eyes followed his every step. As if by magic, he seemed to stumble ever so slightly with every raise of her thinly plucked eyebrows. 

The magus was fussing about in the kitchen, arranging the main course of confit de canard on a silver platter, when his secretary felt something moving against his feet. The dark-haired young man glanced under the tablecloth and realized Mary had taken off her shoes to play an impromptu round of footsie with him. 

He stared at her across the table, finding her flashing him a sly, pearly white smile. Alexander came into the room all aflutter and announced,

"Gentlemen, tonight's meal is quite the delicacy, a duck that's been slow cooked in its own fat and juices, garnished with all manner of-" 

He saw the way his wife was looking at his secretary, and quickly surmised what was going on. The magus smiled nonchalantly, then with an elegantly exaggerated flourish, he placed the dish down upon the table. Mary pulled back, returning to her usual chilly self in the blink of an eye. 

Alexander cut out large slices of the mallard, handed them off to everyone, and fetched a bottle of champagne. He deftly pulled at the top, sending the cork off with a loud *Pop!*. It knocked against a small marble bust of the poet Pindar, which fell to the floor and smashed into several pieces. The magus sighed, saying,

"Oh Persephone, it seems our dear poet shall attend to thee once more." 

He rushed off to grab the dust bin. Mary waited until he'd run back into the kitchen before grabbing the champagne bottle and guzzling straight from the spout. The men watched silently as she proceeded to gulp the entire thing down like a desert-weary camel refreshing itself at an oasis. Upon finishing, she slammed the bottle down and let out a fantastic belch.

Alexander scurried out to sweep up the mess. After throwing out the dusty white remnants of the ancient poet's visage, he sat down and reached for the champagne. Upon realizing it was empty, he glanced around the table, asking,

"Oh my word, you were all so eager for a hearty drought in my brief absence?" 

The guests looked over at Mary, who was already taking on the sway of the pleasantly intoxicated. They stared back at their host, who smiled brightly, carrying on as if nothing had happened. 

Alexander began a conversation with his friends about the nature of dimensional realities. His face was cheery enough, but inwardly he was filled with unbridled terror. 

His first wife had been an alcoholic given to bouts of inebriated rage, and at one point had taken to beating him with the fire poker whenever it suited her. It had been especially frustrating at the time, as he couldn't admit to anybody his wife was abusing him, and so, unsure of what else to do, he'd started hanging her up by her ankles in the closet. 

During their later divorce, she'd mentioned this last act of savage cruelty without discussing why he'd felt the need to do so. Part of him was grateful for this omission on her part, as he would rather have been viewed a villain than a man so weak as to be beaten by a woman.

His secretary was discussing a few ideas he planned to add to his current work about Qabalah, when Mary suddenly got up, swayed about, and started belting out a song,

Valencia! 

Terre exquise Ou la brise effeuille les fleurs d'oranger!

Valencia! 

Doux rivage ou le nuage emporte nos rêves-

She stopped and doubled over, throwing up on the carpet. 


      ***Several months passed before the magus finally decided to end the whole dreadful affair. The final straw was an episode that occurred late one rainy afternoon. Alexander and his secretary were busy working on a book designed to defend against his many detractors. They'd been discussing an issue of prose, when Mary suddenly stormed into the room. She yanked upon her husband's tie, viciously shouting,

"You louse! All this time you've been trying to poison me!" 

She spat in his face and swiftly threw her gaze upon Alexander's assistant, who stared back in absolute shock. Mary continued, 

"I know you're helping him, don't deny it!" 

When Alexander tried to respond, she yanked upon his tie as if she were pulling on a disobedient dog's choker. 

Mary slapped her husband again and again, screaming all manner of exotic obscenities in her native tongue. The magus grabbed at her, but she raised her eyebrow in that peculiar way, causing him to stumble over himself and fall to the floor where he lay exposed and vulnerable. She stamped upon him again and again with her black stilettos, shrieking like an irate banshee all the while. 

His secretary tried to pull her off, but she clawed at the man's face with her ruby red talons, nearly striking him in the eye. Alexander took advantage of the distraction to roll away and shakily get to his feet. He ran out of the stone flat in a state of panic, heading down the road as swiftly as his aging joints could carry him.

His secretary, abandoned to his fate, quietly mumbled a prayer to whatever god of the spheres might be listening, and squeezed his eyes tight. 

A moment passed. He realized he was still standing, unmarred by the frightening harpy's impending assault. He opened his eyes, and saw her scrounging her way through the liquor cabinet, taking random swigs off various brightly colored bottles. The young man quietly crept towards the door, bolting the moment he stepped outside.


      ***She was passed out on the living room floor when her husband returned. 

Alexander had written an angry note of divorce while hiding in the nearby pub. He'd fully intended to deliver it to her face-to-face, but the second he saw her cruelly shaped rosebud mouth twitch, he went white as a sheet, and promptly lay the note upon her handbag before grabbing everything he could carry to make good his escape.

He caught the train that evening, resolving that he would travel to Berlin, a place where he might find a bit of rest from the whole sordid affair. He figured Mary would be somebody else's problem soon enough, and frankly he couldn't have cared less. 

Alexander reached into his bag and produced a small packet of cocaine, the last he would take until reaching the sanctuary of Germany. He was about to line up a sniff, when he noticed a particularly lovely young woman with bronze hair and freckles. The magus smiled at her. She responded with a glare so violent and hateful it would have made Hades wail in horror.

Alexander grinned, got up, and walked over to talk to her.
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