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~19:50~

He surges awake, fangs extended, blanket falling away where his claws slice it apart, the pistol in his untransformed hand tracking with his narrow-eyed gaze.

Nothing close.

Jethro closes his eyes, taking a moment to calm his combat reflex. With a faint crunching noise, his left hand returns to human form. His fangs shrink silently, as befits any nightwalker over a decade old.

He grins. Over a decade? Only a little.

Now, what was the feeling that roused him? Mere moments early, but sure. He knows the feeling, has felt it before, but not for a long...

Necromancy.

It’s been nigh-on three hundred years since he felt the tremor in his bones caused by a ritual of such power only a necromancer able to command nightwalkers could pull it off. For it to wake him moments before sundown, it must be nearby, and have started the moment the sun went down for them. 

Jethro snarls into the darkness. Necromancers this powerful can be a problem. It’s inevitable something dangerous will happen soon. By midnight, anyone caught unprepared is likely to be mired in deep trouble. 

Dagny

~19:52~

Frost glitters on the grass within the casting circle as Pachan completes the crafting. A lattice of golden light appears in the air before him. He spits blood through it. Feeling the tingle of acknowledgement makes him smile. It’s the first time this ritual has been completed since before the founding of Tenochtitlan.

The lattice flashes white and revolves clockwise. He feels the attention of something that makes him want to run screaming until he can throw himself from a high place, begging forgiveness all the way down. Instead, he bends forwards until the sweat on his forehead freezes on contact with the ground. 

“Your wish is my guide, Canghutl. You will be free.”

The feeling of terrifying attention eases off, then fades. He rocks back on his heels, relaxing slightly. It has begun.

The lattice stops moving, then starts to turn anti-clockwise, shrinking as it goes. It vanishes. He tenses. Why did his lattice disappear?

“Impressive crafting. Not sure the Smoking Mirror intended for her to ever be free, though.”

Before he can react to the woman’s voice, a soft-point bullet tears through his heart. He falls, blood freezing where it lands.

“You were brilliant. Any sorcerous attack would have failed. But, as I need what you’ve started, you now understand why I wear armour during rituals on open ground. Thanks, I’ll take it from here. Better luck next time.”

Dagny reloads her revolver, careful to pocket the spent shell.

~20:22~

Constable Wendy Rees is tired. It’s been good to see life returning to the streets, but lockdown gave a lot of problem drinkers time to dwell on those problems. 

Walking the beat along St James Street has involved helping too many drunks stabilise themselves, calling taxis, and - a couple of times - calling ambulances. Some nights she feels less like beat police and more like community support. Thankfully, tonight has started quietly. Not many people about: one of those inexplicable lulls that sometimes happen.

She looks about, seeing no lights behind the closed doors of some shops. Most of them should still be open, or closed to the public and doing after-hours chores. Continuing her turn, she sees a group of people coming slowly down the road.

“Dean. We’ve got company.”

Her partner on tonight’s beat, Constable Dean Davies, steps out from the alleyway where he’d been having a cheeky cigarette. Wendy doesn’t mind. He’s covered for her enough times when she’s had to dive off home before her babysitter turned fractious, so keeping the peace on her own while he has the occasional smoke is fine.

He chuckles: “Whoa my. Behold the remains of a hardcore drinking session.”

The crowd approaching are not quite staggering, each seemingly leaning against the other. Their movements are slack: arms swinging, steps plodding, heads down. No dynamism at all.

“My money’s on inhaling rather than drinking.”

Dean gets on the radio.

“Station, this is Two-Four. We need some backup: at least a van. Corner of St. James Street and Rock Place. Got a group of around a dozen, look like they’re under the influence of something, moving very slowly right down the middle of the road.”

“Roger that, Two-Four. Backup should be with you in under four minutes.”

“Thanks, Station.”

Wendy steps out into the road and faces the group.

“Good evening, folks. Going anywhere in particular?”

All of the heads come up at once. Fourteen pairs of glowing yellow eyes fix on her. Fourteen mouths open. A hissing, howling mob charges the two officers.

Behind them, more glowing-eyed people emerge from doorways, alleyways and side streets. They each howl, then race to join the others.

~20:24~

Van Six is close: down by the Dome. After everybody gets back in, Tony - Constable Antonio Dawes - puts his foot down.

“What have we got?”

Sergeant Gerson leans back to shout through the mesh to Constables Leon Bell and Kara Weston, who are sitting in the rear compartment.

“Bunch of shuffleheads marching down the centre of St James Street.”

Kara shakes her head in resignation.

“Mark my words: we’re going to be hosing the van out before end of shift.”

After a U-turn to point them the right way, it’s a right onto the main road, followed by a left into the lower end of St James. They’re checking each other’s gear when Tony’s emergency stop bounces Kara and Leon off the mesh between crew compartment and cab.

Kara pushes Leon upright.

“Easy there, Tony.”

Sergeant Gerson’s voice is a whisper.

“Fucking hell. Do you see...?”

Tony nods, mouth working, no sound coming out.

Leon crouches to get a look.

The road and pavements ahead are filled with glowing-eyed figures. In doorways and at the edges of the crowd, fights are going on as ordinary people try to hold off the yellow-eyed maniacs grabbing at them. In the centre of the street, a woman in police uniform turns glowing yellow eyes towards their van and hisses venomously. At her feet, another officer lies unmoving, with black circles visible where his eyes should be.

“The fuck is this?”

Sergeant Gerson grabs the handset off the dash.

“Station, this is Van Six, responding to mob call from Two-Four earlier. We have a violent riot in progress, at least twenty individuals, with participants attacking passers-by and residents. The attackers all appear to be under the influence of an unknown substance, evidenced by their eyes being bright yellow. Both calling officers are down. I repeat: Two-Four is down. Requesting reinforcements.”

Tony turns to look at the Sergeant as a group of yellow-eyed maniacs follow the former constable as she charges at Van Six.

“What do we do in the meantime?”

Arms, hands, and fists start to strike the front and sides of the van. The hissing and howling increases in volume.

“Reverse really slowly. If we can keep them occupied, maybe they’ll leave the other people alone. Hopefully they’ll have the sense to run if we can give them the chance.”

Kara shakes her head. Nice idea, Sarge, you hopeless optimist.

He switches to the loudspeaker, sounding the sirens before speaking.

“This is the police. Please stay in your homes. Secure your doors and windows until this disturbance is under control. Help is on the way. Do not attempt to come out and fight under any circumstances.”

He sees faces at the windows in the flats above the shops. Tony starts waving for them to stay put. With a sigh, he sounds the sirens again and repeats the message.

Leon sounds panicky.

“We need TSG. Armoured vehicles. Water cannons.”

Gerson turns.

“TSG are part of the Met. Out here it’s officers with riot training and possibly a team from counter-terror.”

He gestures to what used to be Wendy, who’s beating on the mesh shields across the windscreen. Her skin is pale grey, suffused with darker lines, almost like cracks. Iris and pupil in both eyes have combined and transformed into blazing golden discs. She seems to be muttering things between bestial howls and almost feline hisses.

“Even if we had water cannons, I don’t think they’d calm this lot down. We’ve got a real problem, and it’s something new.”

Kara points to where a woman she watched being overwhelmed gets up, eyes now shining like her attackers.

“Big problem, Sarge. This crazy is contagious, and quick about it.”

He twists about to look where she’s pointing.

“Okay. Eyes out. Spot a citizen going down and time how long it takes them to get glowing eyes. Let’s try and get what we can from observing. Tony, keep backing us up.”

He sounds the sirens again and repeats his message.

Leon looks back from where he’d been watching a well-built local hold his own against a pair of glowing-eyed assailants.

“Sarge, there’s no biting. This bloke was fending two of them off, then he stopped, his eyes started to glow, and he’s now joined them in attacking the people in the premises next door!”

Gerson looks back.

“Some sort of contact contamination?”

Tony hisses and lunges at Gerson, eyes glowing yellow. Only his seatbelt stops him reaching the Sergeant. Who crams himself into the farthest corner of the cab, instinctively pulling out his pepper spray. With a disgusted snort, he drops it, then extends his baton. With that, he manages to fend the constable off.

“Fuck me. Tony! Tony!” 

He stretches his boot and flips the air vents to ‘internal only’. 

“There’s something in the air. Tony’s gone.”

Leon checks the rear doors to make sure they’re secure. Kara lowers her head and pulls out her phone. Gerson snatches the handset off the dashboard.

“Station, this is Van Six. We haven’t even exited the van and Constable Dawes has been affected. Must be some kind of airborne attack!”

“Got that, Six. Exact situation?”

The slowly reversing van hits a parked car and stops. Gerson glances at Tony, who’s turned his gnashing attentions towards Leon, but is still held by the seatbelt.

“Stationary, trapped in the disturbance, one officer affected and attempting to attack the rest of us.”

“Restrain him, defend yourselves. Stay calm, Six. Help is on the way.”

Calm? Kara stares at the floor, phone held in a white-knuckle grip. After a moment’s hesitation, she dials, then gasps as it’s answered before it can ring a second time. As the mindless howling from the cab gets louder, she talks fast, intent on keeping her words clear.

“Freja? You said to call if ever something properly spooked me? That’s right now. I’m on duty in the middle of it. Incident in St James Street, Brighton. I’m in Van Six. Help!”

The reply is terse: “On my way.”

Leon catches Kara’s eye as the call ends.

“You should have told her to be quick about it. I’ve seen zombie movies. This shit never ends well.”

Freja

~21:07~

Freja lies on the roof of a crashed van and watches the hissing mob settle down after overwhelming two of her SFO team. To her right, she can see Van Six in the distance. To her left, she can see what had been SFO Don Slater, his golden eyes reflecting in a nearby shop window. SFO Steve Quinn is nowhere to be seen. Presumably the collapse as his eyes turned from gold to black indicated some incompatibility, possibly fatal. She hopes not. Good firearms officers are hard to find... Is this thing even curable?

Kara’s never been one to waste time with petty scares. If she’s concerned enough to call, she really does need help.

By the time Freja made her way from rest room to parking bay, she’d heard dozens of emergency calls had been received. Senior officers were already describing it as some sort of terrorist attack.

She rolled out of Police HQ at Lewes with her Armed Response Unit, ARV3, within five minutes of getting off the phone.

She ducks her head before smacking the roof a couple of times. A few querulous cries come in response, then things go quiet again. Cautiously raising her head, she peers about.

These things seem to be vision-cued. Noises make them look, but if they don’t see anything moving, they fall back into their heads-down, stagger-cum-walk waiting state.

“DS Winterburn, you out there?”

“On top of the van embedded in the newsagents, SFO Tanner.”

She hears Mike sigh.

“I’m inside the launderette two doors down. What are we going to do, boss?”
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