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The Brawley Police Department building showed a few lit windows, but the majority were dim. It was three thirty in the morning; the peak time for criminal activity had passed and the drunks and brawlers were safely contained within. It had been rebuilt after a vengeful sorcerer had levelled it in the Near-Zombie Apocalypse, where the existence of Supernatural beings had been revealed to the world. It now had a number of extra features, due to the possibility of interring a Supernatural. The bars were a new alloy containing silver and contained micro bubbles of garlic essence. These were but a few of the refinements to the previous design, which had been incorporated into the new fabrication. The car park, however, required little redesign being little more than a flat patch of tarmac next to the building.
 
    
 
   In an otherwise unremarkable patch of air above that same patch of tarmac, a bright spot of red light appeared glowing in mid-air. If there had been but a surface for a laser sight to reflect off one would assume there was a hidden gunman awaiting a target. The spot of luminescence grew lengthwise as though a knife cut the very air revealing the glowing red flesh beneath the night. The nearby cars of the police officers glowed in the ethereal fires. A hand pushed its way clear of the glowing line followed swiftly by the corresponding arm. After grasping helplessly at the air the hand clenched into a fist and the remainder of the body was pushed forth from the glowing line, which promptly disappeared the way it had arrived. The body, that of a naked middle aged man staggered across the car park as though not sure of the purpose and function of legs. Wild frantic movements failed to check the momentum of the expulsion from the light and the mans toe connected with the side of a flower bed and his wild perambulations increased in their ferocity. He no longer stayed in one axis seeking to halt his forward motion; he now rotated wildly, his balance beyond even his hope let alone his grasp.
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   The ambulance driver, tired from a long shift and the hectic chase to what had turned out to be a hoax call could barely believe his eyes as a nude potbellied man stumbled out of a rosebush and into the path of his vehicle. His training and his years of experience kicked in as he swerved to avoid the sudden obstruction. Thankfully, he had not been on his way to a call-out as he would not have been able to avoid the collision. Still, at least his trip had not been entirely wasted for the man now lying prostrate on the ground by the cab of his ambulance certainly needed help.
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   The shrill beep of the mobile phone woke Mariah Beck, the Ocelot part of her wanting to bat the offending gadget across the room to a violent end. Thankfully, it had not been a full moon and she remained in control of her instincts, but as she focused on the time display of her alarm clock, she promised that if this wasn’t an emergency someone was going to die.
 
    
 
                 “Mariah, it’s Andy Parker here, sorry to bother you so late but we have a rather strange situation at the hospital. You seem to be the closest we have to a named next of kin. One of our drivers picked up a naked middle-aged man who practically walked in front of his ambulance. There seems to be nothing physically wrong with him but all he seems able to say is your name ‘Mariah Beck’ repeatedly. I wouldn’t normally bother you with this, as it could just be a mix of drugs and a transformation but a cop says he saw the man walk out of a glowing line in the air. He’s clearly Supernatural, but this is out of my area of expertise. I don’t deal with other worlds and I’ve never known a Supernatural able to walk through glowing lines in the air. I’ve already told Steve, if there’s a new type of Supernatural he’ll need to know about it.”
 
    
 
   Mariah’s ears practically shot up, if it had been a full moon they would have. “I’m on my way,” she yelled into the phone as she struggled to free herself from the bed sheets her legs seemed to be inextricably tangled in. Ever since assisting Senator Challinor with the drafting of the Supernatural Rights Act all of the strange cases seemed to come to her practice, usually in the middle of the night.
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   At the hospital the short middle aged man opened his eyes and slowly focussed on the occupants of the room. He glanced at the Doctor who was busy trying to shine a light into his eyes and his eyes passed over the oriental gentleman in the grey suit stood in the corner until they rested on a woman holding a grey Dictaphone. Her blonde-brown hair captured a hint of iridescent flame which mirrored her personality when angered, but the artistic sweep of her eyes denoted an ice cold calm that could be ever so much more damaging.
 
    
 
                 “Mein Leibchen, du mußt Mariah Beck seined.” he exclaimed as he realised she was the only female in the room.
 
    
 
                 “I’m sorry, I don’t speak German.” Mariah replied, hearing her name mentioned.
 
    
 
                 “Apologies, my tongue is German and I forget to be using the English when excited I am getting.” He switched immediately to a flawed but understandable version of English. “I have been seeing you and your work with issues of Supernatural. I am as you say a big fan. I wish also to claim sanctuary, no that is wrong, asylum. My name is Dr Fautus and yes, I wish to claim political asylum.” He lay back with a small grin on his face as though he had recited some magic words.
 
    
 
                 “It’s not that simple, for asylum you have to have been the victim of some mistreatment in your own country, and I’m fairly sure Germany has a pretty good human rights record.”
 
    
 
                 “Ya, das ist richtig, I must be in victim of mistreatment, but it is not Germany I am resident. You must understand, I am Dr Fautus, I have sold my soul to Lucifer and I have from Hell escaped.”
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                 “He’s clearly nuts.” Steve Hawthorne, the local head of the Supernatural Law Enforcement Agency, or BSA growled through gritted teeth at Mariah.
 
    
 
                 “I’m not saying he isn’t, but you’ve seen into the Nether-Realm, perhaps this stuff exists as well.” The ocelot wanted to come out but Mariah forced it back within aware of what the added aggression could do to the emotionally charged situation.
 
    
 
                 “Oh most certainly, that is definitely the course of thought that would yield you to the correct answer in this situation.” came an English accented voice from the side of Mariah and Steve, and behind Dr Parker.
 
    
 
   They both attempted to answer the unsolicited comment at once, Mariah trying to say ‘Thank you’ in an exasperated voice and Steve yelling ‘and what do you know about it’ at a sharply dressed man in  a black pin striped suit and a red tie. His hair was slicked back and the goatee was reminiscent of a 1940’s film star. Leaning against the wall of the hospital corridor he seemed totally at ease in the chaos he was causing as everyone did a double-take, wondering from whence he had appeared. Casually examining his fingernails the stranger seemed oblivious to the service revolver pointed at his head.
 
    
 
                 “Oh, do put your silly toy away.” He ordered Steve in a bored voice “It won’t do you any good, but happily I’m not here to do you any harm so you can all relax. I am simply here to collect some lost property and I shall be on my way.”
 
    
 
                 “And. Who. The. Hell. Are. You?” Steve asked through gritted teeth painfully aware that anything, or anyone that could sneak up on three Supernaturals without their knowledge was something that should be treated with extreme caution.
 
    
 
                 “Ah, perfect. Do you know how long I have been waiting for an opportunity to say this? Thank you my dear boy, you have positively made my century. Who the Hell am I? Ha! I am Mephistopheles, I… assume you have heard of me? We have done some sterling work in reducing the literacy levels of much of the world to pre-war levels, but I assume my small contribution to literature has not left the public consciousness?” Mephistopheles bowed in an exuberant manner reminiscent of an amateur stage actor introducing himself as such.
 
    
 
                 Dr Parker motioned to Mariah and Steve and they huddled away from the once again preening Mephistopheles who affected not to notice their absence “Mephistopheles was the devil to whom Dr Faustus sold his soul. We performed the Christopher Marlowe play in Medical School.” He said with a shrug. “He reports directly to Lucifer and is a very shrewd negotiator. He’s also incredibly powerful. In Faustus’ deal, he agreed to give Faustus whatsoever knowledge he desired and give him access to an almost limitless level of magical power. He got to enjoy these powers for twenty-four years at the end of which Mephistopheles took Faustus’ body and soul to Hell in return. This is a little bit out of my pay grade and I have other patients to see to. I think I’ll leave this matter to you.” Dr Parker walked briskly off down the corridor.
 
    
 
                 “I assume that the ‘lost property’ you referred to is the German man in that ward over there. Well, let me tell you buddy, we’re in America and it’s The Land of The Free. We’re not letting your little business in people trafficking go on any further. He stays right where he is, understand?” Mariah moved so she was sticking her face directly into that of Mephistopheles, a bad habit she had when she was arguing with someone and wanted to intimidate them.
 
    
 
                 “Oh dear, you Americans, always so eager to go to law. You do realise Miss, that the contract was not signed under American jurisdiction and nor was it enforced in it. The legality or not of the contract is simply not for you, being neither an elected official or a justice, nor your country to determine. As an escapee from Hell he does not qualify as human and thus by necessity must be determined as property, I hold a valid bill of sale and thus any attempt to keep me from my possession may be deemed theft. Please move aside.” Mephistopheles moved to push past Mariah.
 
    
 
   Mariah could feel the concentrated malice of the devil have an adverse reaction on her, the Ocelot sensing the threat sought to move to the fore but this confrontation required more than just brute force. She pushed the silk suited devil back against the wall.
 
    
 
                 “I hate to break it to you, but under sections 8 to 12 of the Supernatural Equal Rights Act as a previously human being until so effected by another Supernatural being, to whit, you, Dr Fautus is deemed to be a Category 1 Supernatural Being; and thus under section 1 of said Act, he is deemed to be human under the law; and that human has requested political asylum. He is not property in this country.” Mariah crossed her arms in a mute gesture of triumph.
 
    
 
                 “I sense the soul of a fellow litigator.” A gleam lit up Mephistopheles’ eyes “Very well, at the expense of your soul, we shall have your trial. If I loose he is free to proceed with his existence as he wishes. Agreed?”
 
    
 
                 “Mariah, NO!” Steve yelled as the fateful nod of Mariah’s head sealed the contract before she realised what she had in fact agreed to.
 
    
 
                 “Acceptance by conduct.” Mephistopheles noted and promptly disappeared.
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                 “You made a wager with WHO?” Artax cried incredulously.
 
    
 
                 “But you’re the Seneschal, and he hasn’t presented himself to you. Doesn’t that count as a breach of some kind of rule invalidating it?” pleaded Mariah.
 
    
 
                 “I am a Vampire, you are a were-creature. We are in the grand scheme of things counted as the forces of darkness. Lucifer is the grand high master of all things truly evil to all things that are mildly naughty. Mephistopheles reports directly to Lucifer, he outranks me, he doesn’t have to report to anyone on this planet. He just appears and makes a very tempting offer and before you know it… whoosh.” Artax made a flying motion with his hand. “Your only hope is to get Dr, Faustus off scot free. The most high-profile soul purchase in the history of mankind, the one purchase that the contract went to Lucifer for his personal authorisation on the terms, and you, Mariah Beck, have the frustration of that contract as your only hope. Good luck.”
 
    
 
                 “Aren’t there any vampire lawyers, they would have had centuries of experience?” asked Mariah, hopeful that her supernatural contacts could assist her, she had specialised in Equal Rights and Employment Law prior to the Near-Zombie Apocalypse.
 
    
 
                 “A vampire lawyer? Joking aside, no, none that can help you. Creatures of darkness remember? That would count as a conflict of interest. Lucifer has got most of the Supernatural community sewn up in that particular technicality. You are on your own I’m afraid.” Artax stopped and looked around as though trying to remember something. “Hang-on. Maybe I’m looking at this wrong. Creatures of darkness can’t help you, but think flip-side. There isn’t just one side here. Now, most of the creatures of the light are either mute, too frivolous or too stuck up and busy guarding Heaven and its garden to be of any use, but there is one guy. He insisted on introducing himself to me even though he wasn’t Supernatural, said as his profession was so close to this world he would have felt wrong not coming. Weird little English priest he was, claimed to have been a Barrister, you know; an English attorney who was cross-qualified before he took holy orders. If there’s one lawyer in the area that could take on Mephistopheles its him. I’ll get him to the courtroom tomorrow.”
 
    
 
                 “Wait, the trial’s tomorrow?” Mariah yelled, “that’s preposterous! We need time to prepare. He can’t just have a trial tomorrow there are procedures that have to be followed, notices have to be served.”. Mariah had not just studied and practised law but her father, before a car bomb had removed him from her life, had been a prolific Public Attorney and many of her happiest memories were him taking time to explain some intricacy of criminal procedure to help her with her law studies. She had been bored at the time, but since she had cried herself to sleep for a solid year she had come to treasure the fact he would always stop what he was doing to come to her assistance, no matter what.
 
    
 
   Beside a long line of bookshelves in Artax’s basement living quarters was an antique coffee table with some silk flowers in a tasteful arrangement. Being a vampire Seneschal Artax was unable to have normal flowers in his basement due to the lack of sunlight to nurture the plants. The coffee table began to vibrate violently shaking itself across the room to Mariah. The flower arrangement disappeared with a flash of smoke and in its place was an A4 manila envelope. Mariah reached out picked up the envelope and opened it, her nervousness was palpable and the smell of it carried the tension to her companion. Steve was still steadfastly holding to the idea that the two men were escaped lunatics. Were-creatures, vampires and fae was one thing but the eternal war between heaven and hell as well? He was not a believer in it showing up and engaging in cheap theatrics in hospital corridors. He had returned to the BSA to go through hospital reports and records in the hope that he could get the two men to leave his beat.
 
    
 
                 “Dear Miss Beck,
 
    
 
                               Pursuant to your exclamation, I refer you to Chapter 9 Section 5 subsection 25 of the contract of sale. “Any hearing relating to the legality of this contract of sale is to be held on the next working day after the escape of the vendor from the locale known as Hell. The requirements of notice of the hearing shall be met by this contract signed 452 years prior to the hearing. As the question of when to escape is determined solely by the vendor then it is his responsibility to ensure directions are set prior to this point as notice of the hearing date has been duly served and received under the law of Wittenberg as evidenced by the signature at the bottom of this document.
 
    
 
   Yours Sincerely,
 
    
 
   Mephistopheles”
 
    
 
   Mariah screwed up the piece of paper and threw it into the fire.
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   The courtroom was a hive of activity as reporters and assorted lawyers and onlookers fought to find a seat. Witnessing a trial with Hell as the petitioner would in all probability prove to be the trial of the century. As Mariah shoved her way to the front to take her seat she saw an grey-haired man sitting at the respondents table an oasis of clam in the maelstrom that was the remainder of the courtroom.
 
    
 
                 “Miss Beck I presume?” The gentleman enquired as she took her seat next to him. “I am Father Dominic Page, at your service. I graduated with honours in Law from Cambridge and hope to be of some assistance in this matter.”
 
    
 
                 “I hope so too.” muttered Mariah as she took her seat. “I assume Artax filled you in on what we are up against here?”
 
    
 
                 “Most certainly and rest assured, the saving of the souls of the unfortunate is my primary concern, although I never thought my previous profession would ever be of assistance in that regard.”
 
    
 
                 “All rise.” Came the call from the guard by a small door at the side of the courtroom. “Judge Jesse Schultz presiding.”
 
    
 
   The onlookers and the advocates alike rose to their feet as the judge entered the room and retook their seats as she motioned for them to do so.
 
    
 
                 “I find myself at something of a loss here. I was, until last night, scheduled for sentencing hearings all day. It would appear that something or someone managed to re-arrange all trials in this building in the early hours of this morning. This is not behaviour that I am happy with. It normally takes several weeks to even be scheduled for a trial in this court, it has it appears managed to somehow skipped the queue. I see the respondent is represented by Mr, or should I say Father Page. The applicant does not appear to have arrived. Given that my schedule was so rudely re-arranged I would assume that this hearing would have been of some importance to the applicant, as it does not appear to be so I have no problem with finding for the ….”
 
    
 
                 “My apologies your honour. I was merely doing some last minute polishing on my submission. I do hope that I haven’t missed anything.” said Mephistopheles appearing in a brief puff of smoke at the applicants table.
 
    
 
                 “So much for that plan,” muttered the judge. “ Please proceed Mr Mephistopheles.
 
    
 
                 “I object your honour; I do not believe that Mr Mephistopheles is in fact a lawyer. As it appears that he does not have rights of audience in this court he cannot represent the applicant, one Lucifer and the application should fail.” Intoned Father Page slowly rising giving the air of a kindly uncle gently correcting a child.
 
    
 
                 “Ah, that is somewhat true, I am not qualified as a lawyer. That being said the contract is between one Dr Fautus and a corporate body, I am by happy co-incidence an employee of said corporate body, Hell Holdings, and am authorised by the body corporate to represent it at today’s hearing. I am somewhat surprised at Father Page’s objection as I know he is not qualified in Brawley but in New York and England, I question his involvement in today’s hearing.” Mephistopheles gave a self-satisfied smirk at having turned the argument back on the priest.
 
    
 
                 “Ah, well, I must insist that as the sale of souls is entirely conducted under ecclesiastical law then the interests of God must be represented in this matter, as a clergyman and a lawyer, albeit not sanctioned by this state’s bar I am uniquely qualified to represent the two respondents, Miss Beck and Dr Fautus. I would point out that a qualified lawyer from another state bar may represent should the judge in the trial deem it to be acceptable. I would further point out that as the contract was conducted in Wittenberg, a feudal principality which is no longer extant, the closest surviving relative of the Elector was of the House of Hanover, from which the English royal family is descended, therefore an understanding of English Law, in which I am also qualified would be most helpful in determining issues with the contract itself. I await permission from your honour to proceed?” Father Page asked pausing for the judge to make her decision. In the pause the Judge nodded and Father Page returned to his seat.
 
    
 
   Mariah exhaled, a no score draw. It could have been worse, neither side had yet drawn blood, and she wasn’t too keen on being named as a respondent either. She settled down for the prospect of protracted legal argument. Mephistopheles as the applicant was afforded the opportunity to present first and he entered into a lengthy discourse into the sanctity of the rule of law and the operation of contract. Essentially as long as one side offered terms, the other accepted, there was a flow of consideration (i.e. money, goods or services) and both parties intended to create legally binding relations then the contract would be deemed to be correctly agreed to and binding. The points raised were not new to Mariah having read many such judgements in her studies. Her head started to droop as the soporific tones of Mephistopheles started to lull her gently to a drowsy condition. Mariah was, even with her soul on the line, bored to tears with the legal issues concerning contracts and was itching for Father Page to raise the Supernatural Equal Rights Act, which she had been so instrumental in bringing to life. Mephistopheles, finally finished with the law relating to contracts started going through the various terms to which Dr Fautus had agreed. The unlimited amounts of magic and knowledge, he even pointed out that angels had tried to warn Dr Fautus of the folly of agreeing to such terms but he had rebuffed their warnings. Mariah was convinced that the Equal rights act would be the cornerstone of the case but based solely on the contract law that had been quoted things didn’t look too good right now. The judge was even nodding along with Mephistopheles’ speech.
 
    
 
                 “The respondents will seek to argue that a human cannot be classed as property under law, that position is misguided. A human body can be classed as property as per the Canadian case of R v Smith, not American law I hasten to point out, but persuasive in the absence of anything else. A human body if subject to an industrial process can be property, and in fact is the property of the individual who performed the process. Hell Holdings as a corporate person has performed a number of industrial processes on Dr Fautus over the 428 years he has been resident in Hell. As Dr Fautus was deemed dead in Wittenberg, these processes can only be considered to have been performed on a cadaver. He does not therefore class as human or even Supernatural. He is the property of Hell Holdings and should be returned as such.” Mephistopheles sat, looking inordinately pleased with himself and Mariah snorted with derision at the absurdity of his argument.
 
    
 
                 “Your honour, I move for a finding of no case to answer.” Said Father Page “The applicant is clearly trying to justify humans being property and that is contrary to the abolition of slavery. No human, and thus by extension no Supernatural person can be classed as property.”
 
    
 
                 “Overruled, much as I hate to admit it Dr Fautus is dead, and thus is not a person under the eyes of the law. I cannot find any law to support your contention that Dr Fautus can be classed as a human. I know that this is a very technical point, but I am sworn to uphold the law as it stands. I do not like it and I would point out to Mr Mephistopheles that it would give me great pleasure to find against him on an equally technical point simply from the moral position I hold on condemning someone to Hell. It must be taken as read that Dr Fautus readily agreed to the conditions and after his death certain procedures were performed on the cadaver to make his body property. Unless you can argue anything that undermines the facts or Mr Mephistopheles argument, with specific, rather than moralistic arguments then these points stand. This has been a long morning with very detailed legal argument and thus I shall adjourn this hearing for lunch. The parties will return for 2pm.”
 
    
 
   Mariah shook her head in amazement, Mephistopheles was winning. Her prized Supernatural Equal Rights Act had just been completely nullified. The entire basis of her case was gone and she was now facing an eternity in Hell.
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                 “I wouldn’t worry overmuch, my dear Mariah.” Father Page stated over lunch “I still have another string to my bow. I intend to attack the mindset of Dr Fautus when he made the contract; devils are notorious for influencing the minds of humans to endanger their souls. I know from Marlowe that Dr Faustus was attended to by a number of devils in those negotiations.”
 
    
 
   Mariah stared at her “ultimate breakfast sandwich” in despair, normally the sight of such a masterful combination of ingredients would have her watering at the mouth, but now she felt it would taste as ashes.
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                 “I call Dr Fautus to the stand, as he is still under Medical Supervision a video link has been prepared to allow him to testify remotely” began Father Page.
 
    
 
   A television and a series of microphones were wheeled into the courtroom by the bailiffs and arranged so that the judge and the two advocates could speak to Dr Fautus in the hospital. The television and the various pieces of equipment were turned on and the image of Dr Fautus appeared on the screen.
 
    
 
                 “Can you hear me Dr?” asked Father Page.
 
    
 
                 “Yah, this is wonderful instrument you have.” Dr Fautus genuinely seemed to be enjoying himself and Mariah wished she could be as carefree as the Doctor.
 
    
 
   A series of basic questions were thrown at the Doctor to establish the basics of the contract and circumstances that surrounded it, they did not really make a difference to the case but it set background for the judge and Mariah started to zone out again. Inactivity grated on her, especially when she was powerless to act, normally she would be conducting the examination of the witness but as the old adage went, a lawyer who represents himself has a fool for a client.
 
    
 
                 “You say that devils advised you on this supposed contract?” Father Page asked “Surely that is rather irregular?”
 
    
 
                 “Objection, unless Father Page wishes to allege that pointing out the advantages of the services on offer were somewhat improper then my minions were merely acting as salesmen. This is not a basis for challenging the contract. I would also ask that the court direct Father Page to ask whether there were angels at this discussion who similarly advise Dr Fautus as to the disadvantages, thus negating any one-sidedness as to the negotiations.” interjected Mephistopheles.
 
    
 
                 “So ordered,” intoned the judge.
 
    
 
                 “It is true, the angels sealed my arm so that I could not sign the contract in blood as had been my intention, even after they explained the consequences. I signed anyway.” Dr Faustus hung his head.
 
    
 
                 “But did not the devils counsel you on how to use your powers, thereby encouraging you to waste their use on frivolous things, such as placing large antlers on the head of a knight with his head sticking out of a window?” asked Father Page determined not to be put off.
 
    
 
                 “Objection! The use of his powers was entirely up to Dr Fautus, again could the court direct the good Father to ask if also angels were at all of these other events attempting to talk the Doctor out of using his powers in such a childish manner. I would also point out that wasted or not the powers were used and thus supplied. The contract was fulfilled. The manner in which the respondent used said powers is not a matter to render the contract invalid. Unless Father Page can find an argument, which is pertinent I would, move that this witness be dismissed and we move to closing arguments. I grow weary of this prevarication.”
 
    
 
                 “Father Page, I shall adjourn this hearing until tomorrow. I warn you, you are in danger of losing this case unless you change the tack of your entire argument. Please bear this in mind for tomorrow.” The judge banged her gavel and left the courtroom.
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   Mariah banged her head off the table in frustration. All of the arguments put forward by both Father Page and Artax seemed completely hopeless and were becoming more and more ridiculous as the evening progressed.
 
    
 
                 “Perhaps we should call Steve, there might be something he can do?” asked Artax, looking at Mariah.
 
    
 
                 “No way, I don’t want him doing something as stupid as I’ve done. All it takes is one wrong word and he’s caught up in this. You saw how easily I was trapped; I’m supposed to know better.” Mariah shook her head, this was her problem and she wasn’t going to let the head of the Supernatural Law Enforcement Agency fall headlong into it as well. Artax and the Father, while not doing her much good at the moment, were at least savvy enough not to drop into the obvious traps Mephistopheles may place in front of them. Mariah was painfully aware that she was the reason the vampire and the priest were not doing much good, her and her big mouth. In other circumstances she would have found the situation to be rather like a joke, a vampire and a priest working together to save the soul of a were-beast from the Devil. Mariah felt sure there was a punch line somewhere.
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   Mariah felt Artax’s strong hands shake her awake, she had fallen asleep reading Marlowe’s play. Exhausted with reading the terms of the contract over and over again she had attempted to get to grips with the closest thing she had to an impartial witness account. Still sleepy and groggy she allowed Father Page to guide her to the Courthouse as he apologised for not finding anything new to help her or Dr Fautus. He summarised that if there was any way for the judge to find in her favour then she would for it was obvious she had an intense dislike for Mephistopheles and his arguments, persuasive in law as they were.
 
    
 
   Mariah could not help but be distracted as she sat in the courtroom waiting for the judge to arrive. She wondered if Dr Faustus had felt this wave of depression as he knew the twenty-four years were coming to an end, if he regretted the endless wave of pranks that he had pulled off secure in the delusion of his invincibility. In a few moments when Father Page admitted defeat and threw her on the mercy of the court it would all be over.
 
    
 
   The judge entered the room, she looked directly at Father Page “Do you have a new argument in law for me or do I have to accede to Mr Mephistopheles’ petition to move to closing where your position will fall?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I am afraid nothing new has presented itse….”
 
    
 
   “Wait!” Mariah shouted, “I call Mephistopheles to the stand.” Mephistopheles stared at her incredulously.
 
    
 
   As the devil took the stand there was some whispered conversation with the bailiff, at the close of which it was allowed for Mephistopheles to simply affirm his testimony rather than swear on the bible, for obvious reasons, and for equally obvious reasons the possibility of a satanic text, which would by definition laud lying to the court, was also ruled out.
 
    
 
                 “I have three questions for you Mephistopheles, if you lie I will recall Dr Faustus to the stand as a witness to your testimony and given your standing I have no doubt his testimony will be believed over yours. Question one; does the contract provide that you will furnish Dr Fautus with the knowledge of the Universe?”
 
    
 
                 “Yes, I have said as much in my opening argument and have presented the court with a copy of the contract. Where are you going with this?” answered Mephistopheles bemused by the shift to the area on which he had previously been concentrating.
 
    
 
                 “Question two; when he asked about the physics of the Universe, what did you answer?” probed Mariah, getting into her stride, her interviewing technique honed by years as an employment lawyer.
 
    
 
                 “Per in equalem motum respectu fortius. This, translated means ‘through unequal motion with respect to the whole thing’. I fail to see how this is relevant.” Mephistopheles started to fidget.
 
    
 
   “Question 3; does that answer, to a question honestly asked, in terms with the contract after it was signed, reflect any of the postulations in Newton’s three laws of motion? Given that the first law states: ‘When viewed in an inertial reference frame, an object either is at rest or moves at a constant velocity, unless acted upon by an external force.’ The second law states: ‘The acceleration of a body is directly proportional to, and in the same direction as, the net force acting on the body, and inversely proportional to its mass.’ and the third law states ‘When one body exerts a force on a second body, the second body simultaneously exerts a force equal in magnitude and opposite in direction to that of the first body.’ There is no scientific basis for your answer involving unequal motions within a closed system. How then did you perform the term of the contract to give Dr Fautus the knowledge of the Universe?” Mariah risked sticking her tongue out at the devil. It was childish she knew, but he had been so irritating that she couldn’t help herself.
 
    
 
                 “Rats!” Mephistopheles yelled and disappeared in a cloud of sulphurous smoke.
 
    
 
                 “Case dismissed!” the gavel hit the bench, Father Page’s observations as to the sympathies of the judge certainly seemed to be spot on the money.
 
    
 
   A warm hand touched Mariah’s shoulder and the kindly brown eyes of Father Page gazed down at her.
 
    
 
                 “I knew you could do it my child. I never had any doubt.” A brief crinkle at the side of his mouth indicated the start of a smile.
 
    
 
   As the smile grew white light suffused the air around him and a look of beneficent calm and tranquillity settled over Father Page.
 
    
 
                 “You are much loved my dear, never forget that.” The light formed into dancing spirals and motes as the calm that settled on the priest began to make its presence felt on Mariah.
 
    
 
   For the first time in a long time she felt calm and secure, cocooned in a shell of the love of all those who knew her. She knew she was safe while all those she had affected still existed for she was indeed much loved. She stared into the brown eyes of the priest who was now execrably changing, starting from the eyes. They were no longer the elderly eyes she had grown somewhat accustomed to but now of an middle-aged, yet kind and strong gentleman. They were also shifting from the deep mahogany brown of the priest to a blue, grey that hit her gut. The speed of the dancing lights increased and they spun until they obscured the face and body of the man in front of her. Then it was gone. The lights vanished, but not all of the feeling that they had brought. Mariah say alone at the desk in the courtroom staring at the space where for a brief moment she had glimpsed…
 
    
 
                 “Dad?....” she whispered.
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   Martin Allen graduated from the University of Northumbria at Newcastle in 2003 with a Law LL.B (Hons) Exempting L.P.C. Degree. He has worked in many different areas of the Legal Sector and built up a wealth of experience.
 
   Martin enjoys reading and writing Science Fiction but has taken the time to wrote a few Legal pieces, one of which is available in E-Book format through Amazon (The Prosecutor's Fallacy: The Reliability of DNA and Fingerprint Evidence).
 
   The Phoenix Series is a Science Fiction series set in a world where a Theocracy has come to power. "Phoenix: Penitence" is a short story set in this world. The first Novel "Phoenix: Rising" charts the rise of a new interpretation of the theological teachings of this Empire and the lengths this Empire will go to protect itself from it. The story is told from the point of view of an Imperial Investigator caught in the middle of the Empire's manoeuvrings. The Prequel, Phoenix: Ashes tells the story of the Seven Thousand, part of the mythology of the Empire in Phoenix: Rising and tells their story.
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   Factual:
 
    
 
   The Prosecutors Fallacy: The Reliability of DNA and Fingerprint Evidence
 
   ****
 
   “The author has delivered a thought provoking, well researched and eminently readable overview of the perils of regarding DNA/ fingerprint evidence as 100% definitive proof of innocence or guilt. Rather it makes the reader aware that scientific evidence is conducted by humans and is therefore is fallible. Ideally forensic evidence evaluation is a tool to relate a likelihood ratio of a combination of diverse factors towards the guilt of a suspect. It enlightens the reader to the hazards of over reliance on science in an adversarial courtroom setting without stifling the reader with jargon or requiring advanced knowledge of Bayesian statistics and it would benefit legal & forensic students to purchase a copy as an introductory text ( plus its cheap). Since publication the Forensic Science Service has closed and forensic analysis is contracted out to labs, therefore evaluation of the conviction rate in relation to the prosecutors fallacy and the evidential value of DNA or fingerprints bears close scrutiny to prevent any miscarriages of justice.” – Scott Walker (Amazon.co.uk)
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Science Fiction:
 
    
 
   Phoenix: Penitence
 
    
 
   “It was good reading, different to the ones I read. Love the details what you put into it :-) love to see more and keep me posted :-)” – Claire McCluskey (Wattpad)
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   Phoenix: Rising
 
    
 
   **** - “Very Interesting Future Depicted”
 
   “This book takes place in the distant future. Earth has had a tragic event and is now dominated by a single Empire. In fact, this Empire has been spread to outer colonies (other planets), and draws it's strength and authority from the teachings of one specific religion. As with previous empires on Earth, searching for those that would bring it down is left to a trusted few - and it is one of those trusted few that tells this story.” – J. Heyman (Amazon.com)
 
    
 
   **** - “A Fun Read no matter who you are”
 
   “I cannot tell you how much I loved this book. It is a science fiction book, but it doesn’t feel like one. Usually, in my experience, when it comes to a science fiction story, you are either following a space crew as they explore the deep reaches of the unknown but this novel took the original approach on focusing on religion. If there were not any references to colony planets or plasma weapons, I wouldn’t have guessed this fact at all but I think that is something that really works for this story.
 
    
 
   The plot of this story is heavily influenced by the New Testament. You can probably guess what story specifically by the plot synopsis. If not, then you will recognize the story the second you read the first reference. Despite all that, the ending is not as predictable as you think it would be. It felt like the first time I have ever heard the story, which is great.
 
    
 
   Also, should make a comment on something. This book is not very dialogue heavy, but you get a big picture on what goes on in the protagonist’s head. That, to me, is a more important aspect in books because this is the only form of media where you can get to know your main character inside and out completely.
 
    
 
   I highly recommend this book to all those who want a different approach to the science fiction genre, those who are interested in learning a bit more about religion without digging into the bible, or those who want a refreshing take on an old story.” – Scott (Amazon.com and Book Junkies)
 
    
 
   ***** - “Brilliant”
 
   “This is well written, structured will and well worth reading. Faultless. Both myself and a friend have read this and we both agree this is a good read.” – Laura Hartless (Amazon.co.uk)
 
    
 
   **** There's really not much I can say about this book without giving too much away, but I found it quite enjoyable. To me it was like Frank Herbert and L. Ron Hubbard got together and wrote a book on the religious aspects on a human space colony.

My only complaint on the novel is the lack of dialogue between characters. The "show-don't-tell" mantra of writers and editors has been ingrained in me over the years, otherwise, I'd have given Phoenix: Rising a 5 star review. – Randy Eberle [Author of “Gemini” – soon to be a motion picture] (Goodreads)
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   Phoenix: Ashes
 
    
 
   ***** - “It is one of those novels that feels like it has been researched well for technical accuracy”
 
    
 
   “Imagine the roman empire set in space and you have the basis for this novel. It is one of those novels that feels like it has been researched well for technical accuracy. In parts it is very Sci -Fi technical but don't let that put you off. It serves as the context for a real human interest story. Because if you break it down the story is that age old dilemma of what is right and what has to be done for duty.
 
   
This novel is one that I sat down and read in two sittings. I was that absorbed in the story. The structure of the chapters giving a slight insight into the future really builds the anticipation for the climax of the story.
 
   
Don't let the Latin names put you off as they help to really set the two sides of this story apart.

And just imagine. Are you that snowflake?
 
   
The scene is hopefully set for further novels and stories in this universe and I hope the author has more planned." – Graham Armstrong (Amazon.com)
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