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			This book is dedicated to my dear, late friend David Hall, who, when I first announced my foray into self-employment as a sole trader, exclaimed in horror “You’re going to trade people’s souls?”. And thus, a story was born. Love you, mate. Miss you every day.

		

	
		
			SOUL TRADER

			Milton the demon was in a bad mood. This was not because he was a demon. Milton often thought to himself that he was possessed (the thought made him snigger to himself) of a reasonably sunny and optimistic disposition, for a demon. Certainly a brighter outlook on life thanwas normally found in a gatekeeper for the Dark Line. But at the moment, he was in a bad mood because it was snowing (demons feel the cold), and he was way behind on his quota for the evening.

			Demons tend to work at night. It was generally – generally, mind you – a more productive time for the collection of human souls. All those traffic accidents, stabbings, domestic arguments, drunks wobbling in front of a tube train… easy pickings. Not that daytime was slow. But demons, being creatures of the night, liked to work in their natural environment.

			But for some reason, as Milton prowled the streets of Abbeyford, an ancient West Country town built around the remains of a medieval monastery, nothing much was happening tonight. Perhaps the snow was keeping people indoors? But then, there might be at least a stair fall, or two. Not so many gas leaks these days, thought Milton regretfully. But there, that was modern times for you…

			He increased the temperature of the flames that wrapped him invisibly in a cloak of warmth. Demons look human, at least to humans, but the supernatural side to their appearance could be hidden. Hidden until it was needed. More than once, Milton had tipped a heart-attack patient over the edge of the Line with a well-timed reveal of what he actually looked like.
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