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Micka and e

The tattoo was the first thing | noticed. Well one of the first things, after all the
screaming that is. The day had started like any other in Supton. The sun was at its hottest as
the midsummer season peaked. Many had spent the weekend out in the fields. I, however had
a diner-restaurant to run and had no such leisure time. Well, really before 1 start | should
introduce myself. I am Mina Marley and | have lived in Supton all my life and have never
left. Supton is one of those towns that if you blinked you would miss it. It is has a quietness
that seems perfect in every way on the outside. With its quaint little houses and a high street
that sells anything from knick knacks to modern electronics. The streets are lined with trees
and old fashioned gaslights that are still used today, but behind closed doors there are secrets,
not from each other, but secrets from the outside world. Secrets that are kept for the town’s
protection rather than the outsiders.

So, back to my day, my friend Jaq arrived for her shift at Mina’s. She and I have
grown up together. Boys have come had come and gone in our lives, but we have remained
strong throughout. Being an only child she is the sister | never had and | love her as though
she was blood. Don’t get me wrong there were days | envied her. She has flawless skin and
long blond hair that always looks perfect. She never puts weight on no matter what she eats
and she always has the guys staring. This was compared to my unusual bright red hair and
just a little too much weight on my hips, because 1 just have to look at a cake and bam the
inches are on. My breasts are little top- heavy, but still, I was not really that bad looking. Just
compared to Jaq | feel plain.

After Jag, Jono, my cousin arrives up to fire up the kitchen ready for the day’s service.
Jono is my cousin through my mother, but looks different to me. He has dark floppy hair and
bright green eyes that are exemplified by his use of eye liner. Always dressed in tight jeans
and faded tee’s and hobnail boots, he always catches the eyes of the ladies of the town no
matter their age. | roll my eyes as the banter starts between them. They have always been the
same, even in school. It was love hate thing. Him calling her a “Wench’ and she calling him a
‘Dick’. T am kinda glad they will never change. Some things are just meant to be. With the
midsummer celebrations in full swing the day is quiet and slow, and | find myself sitting in

my office with my feet up pretending to do paperwork. However, soon, the dusk hour brought
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the celebrants in from the fields and the place was filled with Jaq screaming that Jono was ‘a
lazy son of a bitch” and Jono shouting back that ‘the place would run better if I wised up and
fired her lazy ass’. As I came out into the front counter, I caught the eye of my other waitress,
Vicki. We gave each other a knowing smile. It was like another day in the office.

Halfway through the late dinnertime hour my phone rang and answering, | was
shocked to hear my father on the other side. We were close, but it was usually me that rang
and did the checking up. He would then grumble that he was not an old invalid and was
capable of living his life without a nurse. When I answered the phone I knew then that there
was something wrong. His tone when he told me he wanted me to come over worried me. So,
after nagging him into telling me that he was not ill or no one had died, | put the phone down
and leaving Jaq in charge | drove towards the hill where my father lived.

The house my father lives in is my childhood home and it is one of the largest in the
town. The largest owned by...well...I’1l talk about him later. The house was built in the
1700’s and is made from wood and stone. It looks out onto Supton woods and there was
plenty land. With its six bedrooms and large galleys I used to run freely around as child
knocking over any passerby’s. Now, since my mother’s death my father lives there alone like
a ghost. Although every now and then he would house “guests” for a short time, but mainly
he is alone. As I pull up my car, a cold feeling ran down my spine and | know who is inside.
Sure enough as | walked in, there he stood in his dark blue suit, Uzrel.

Uzrel is an angel, not just any angel, but a top dog one, but not quite Arch. Something
| continue to chide him about all the years he had interfered in our lives, while he always
calls me the petulant child. I know you are thinking did she say angel and yes | did, but there
was nothing about Uz, as | preferred to call him, that was white feathers and silver glitter. He
was just an arrogant moody pain in the arse that had a chip on his oversized shoulders.

My father had been one of these, in fact he had been Uz’s equal, but as the story went my
mother had been his reason for falling physically from wherever they came from as he fell
emotionally. As part of this release bargain he was told he would have to help other worldly
beings who wanted to live on earth’s plane to rehabilitate them in human ways. My growing
up had been filled with werewolves, shape shifters, angels, demons and fairies. That was how
| had met Jag. Her parents were fairies and had been housed with us until they moved on.
Some had settled into Supton, but others had moved on and managed to live unnoticed within
humans.

| stand between Uz and my father as | greet my father with a hug. I could feel Uz’s

eyes boring into my back. Sighing, I turn towards the angel and wait for him to speak.
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‘What’s up?’ I ask

My father glanced at Uz and | began to feel irritated. Why did | get the feeling | was
about to be conned into something I did not want to do.

‘It’s nice to see you Mina,” Uz said.

| did not answer, keeping my eyes on my father. Sensing | was not going to respond
Uz continued. He told me that an angel was due to make an appearance and it was requested
that | take care of him instead of my father. Of course | protest and he argue back. My
father’s eyes roll in irritation as Uz and | had digs at the other. Turning to my father, | told
him that I did not have the room at my flat and why could he not stay at the house. That’s the
reason he has it and the deal was done with him not me.

‘Orders have come from above me. He has to stay with you,” Uz added.

‘And where do those orders come from?’ I snapped.

‘Come on Mina,” my father protested ‘Y ou know we can’t tell you.’

“The girl should learn some respect and do as she is told,” Uz added.

Angry, the argument started again until my father snapped at us both to shut up,
‘Look, Mina there is nothing I can do. He is staying with you.’

Fuming, | drive back home wondering when the hell this angel was going to come and
invade my life. Don’t get me wrong, | am capable of helping rehabilitate | just hate being told
that I had to, especially by the angels. As I drive home | see the midsummer fires still burning
and I wonder if I should pull up and join them all in the fields, but no, Jag would be waiting
for me to help close and she would go mad if I left her to do it on her own.

‘What if I get robbed and I am all alone,” she complained once.

Sure enough Jag and Jono were clearing down when | returned. Seeing | was back
Jono said his goodbyes and left Jag and | alone. As I cashed up she sat on the counter and
chatted to me. She asked about my father and | told her what Uz had said and she shared my
disgust.

‘Ray and you do enough,’ she said.

| agreed with her and continued counting. It was then we heard it. At first we looked
at each other and shrugged. Then we heard it again. Slowly | grabbed an empty Jack bottle
that had just been taken down from the optics and Jaq grabbed the oversized wooden crucifix
that hung on the wall. I looked at her questionably.

‘It weighs a ton, it’s gonna hurt,” she answered.

We sneaked round the back and saw with some relief Jono had left the light on. The

times | had told him to switch it off when he left, but today I did not care. He had done us a
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great favour because there was no way in hell I would go in if it were dark. For god’s sake I
had spent many a night screaming at the TV asking why the hell people go into the woods
when the monster is in there. At first we did not see anything, and all | could see was Jaq
stalking behind me with the damn crucifix held like she was some wrongly placed action hero
and | tried to stifle a laugh.

‘Mina!’

I jumped at Jaq’s sudden squeal. I looked to where she pointed and there he was
slumped against my kitchen sink. He was dark haired and from where | stood he looked
almost European and Eastern. He was shirtless and upon one of his arms and down his chest
were symbols that | did not recognise. Jag and | moved closer and she reached out to touch
his neck. Suddenly, his eyes opened and both squealing like little girls we ran, but not before
Jag hit him. We ran into the front and stood huddled in the corner.

‘Why the hell did you hit him?’ I snapped

‘I panicked,’ she snapped back.

‘What if he is the angel?”’
‘Hitting him with a crucifix will tell us if he is or not.’

| looked at her in disbelief, ‘For Christ’s sake, Jaq. Lucifer is an angel. What does that
tell you?’

A stumbling sound stopped her from answering and | was shocked to see she was still
using the crucifix as a weapon, although I must admit I was still holding the bottle of Jack.
Then the man appeared clutching his head and we had started to scream again.

‘Please stop screaming,’ he said ‘I’m Micka, you’re expecting me.’

| lowered my weapon and started to laugh with relief and embarrassment. | could not
understand why he had entered like that. Usually they were escorted by Uz, but | figured Uz
was being an ass and decided to leave me to it. Something for him to laugh at my expense. So
there he was the angel | was supposed to be looking after. | offered him my hand in welcome
and that’s when I saw it. Just between his thumb and index finger was a tattoo of what looked

barely like an ‘m’ and it matched the birthmark that I had just near my belly button. I tried to

shake the feeling of unease and I now wondered why | had been picked to house this angel.
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Y ock, Stock and Teaging Friends

It’s been a week since Micka landed at Mina’s and still there had been no word from Uz
and not only was | getting seriously pissed off, but I still had nagging questions about
Micka’s tattoo and my birthmark. Micka had not been forthcoming with information as the
travel to a different plane caused muddled memories and emotions. It would sometimes
reduce many to a child like state and there had been cases where the trauma had been too
much and there had been deaths. Although these were very rare, but thankfully Micka was
adjusting quite well. During the seven days | had found myself surprised by my dark haired
guest. Angels had a very high opinion of themselves. They believed that they were the
highest beings and had to be treated as such, yet, with Micka, | had yet to see that attitude.
But | knew better, give it time and his true colours will show through eventually. | guarantee
it.

The week had been filled with getting him used to human ways as well as his
body. Sometimes he looked like he wore a badly fitted suit. Although to many of the female
members of the town, it was nice looking suit. He was the typical tall dark and handsome, he
had piercing blue eyes that were bright and popped in contrast to his black hair. After giving
him a job in the back kitchen with Jono, bizarrely Mina’s had become full with admiring
eyes.

‘What the hell do they all see anyhow?’ Jono complained

‘He 1s an angel and you’re... well... you’re you,’ Jaq responded causing Jono to
slam his way back into the kitchen.

My father had little useful to add and responded by saying | knew what | was
doing and sometimes it was better not to ask questions.

This morning it was so early and my eyes were barely open as | stumbled to
bathroom. His reactions were lightening fast as were mine as | slammed door the shut with
my heart pounding with embarrassment and maybe a little of something else.

Later that day in Mina’s, Jaq and I were stocking the bottles on the counter. I
say | was. More like Jag was stocking and | was reading a book, while half listening of her
chatter of the last date she had been on.

‘Erm, Jono wants to know when the veg order is arriving.’
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| glanced up at Micka standing uneasily. The atmosphere was not tense, but just
embarrassingly awkward, which seemed to last forever as we refused to look the other in the
eyes. In fact | had to stop my eyes from wandering. Shit, look somewhere else, I tell myself. |
answer the question and looked back at the book. Unfortunately, as he walked away, | knew
Jag had noticed something and | could feel her intense stare at the back of my head.

‘What?’ I asked finally

‘What has just gone down between you two?’

‘I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I answer my eyes firmly on the
pages of the book.

‘Ok, I'll guess. So, my guess is that one of you has had a sex dream about the
other. Or...” my eyes are already rolling at her dramatic pause ‘one of you has walked in on
the other naked.’

‘It is always about sex with you,” I answer.

But the smile on my face gave me away. Moving from the book | decide to
check for something, anything under the counter. Just so I did not have to look at her, but Jaq
followed.

‘So...””

‘So... what? Look I am not having this conversation.’

“That good eh?’

Lucky for me the dinner time rush started and it kept Jag busy and god was |
grateful. Every now and then I checked the kitchen discreetly to make sure Micka was
settling in. It was like watching a duck to take to water. Added to it was the fact that his speed
meant that food was getting out quicker then Jono could ever do. I could see that Jono was
desperate to shout some criticism to his new found rival, but was finding it difficult to find
something. In the end | decided they could cope without me and | went upstairs to my flat. As
| threw my apron on to my sofa | was startled as Uz appeared in my front room.

‘Thanks for helping me settling the angel in,” I commented.

“You are not the only town I have to deal with,” he answered.

‘I’d get you a drink, but I know you don’t. So, what is the deal with Micka?’

I notice raised eyebrows when | mention his name, but he say nothing. I chose
to leave it for now. He was not going to give me the answers | want. He told me that unlike
others Micka was not a fallen. He was here to learn why angels were choosing to leave their
realm. I could not believe that after all these years Uz still believed that | was stupid. Micka

was here for some other reason, Uz was just not saying.
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‘So, is he like some sort of auditor?’ I joked

But Uz did not laugh and if he had laughed I would have been more surprised.

‘So how long is he staying for?’ I asked

‘As long as it takes?” he answered.

“Wouldn’t it be easier to work with the lord of the manor since he is already
here?’ I asked.

Uz’s lip curls, | knew that to mention Him was not the best idea, but we all had
to accept he was here and a part of this town whether we liked it or not and really he was not
that bad once you got past the vanity.

‘Is that what he is calling himself these days? You and | both know that
relations in that area are a little tricky.’

Enough said, | mean after all it had been ten or more years since he had been
seen at the manor and there had been relief at that. | decided to bite the bullet. There was one
more question I needed answering. So | mentioned the tattoo.

‘Coincidence,” Uz shrugged and then disappeared leaving me to swear at the
now empty room.

Later that evening as | got out of the bath | found Micka sat bolt upright on the
sofa staring at the blank TV screen. | sat down beside him and switched it on.

“You know you should learn to relax a bit more. Have you eaten?’ I asked.

Jono made me something. He doesn’t like me very much.’

It was a statement rather than a question and | was surprised there seemed to be
sadness to it. | normally would have reached out to comfort him, but I could not. Something
made me stop from touching him.

‘Mina, I have not thanked you for taking me in. I can tell that I have put you
out.

It was at that moment | decided to let my defensive guard down. It was not his
fault he was sent here, and honestly he was not bad for a non human. We could be friends.
Maybe | was wrong and the chip was not only on the angel’s shoulders, but on mine also. |
got up from the sofa and went to the kitchen. I pulled two beers from the chiller and handed
him one.

‘Tomorrow, we buy a lock for the bathroom.’
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Twenty Pear Cyrles

Something like this has not happened since | was five years old. | remember how the
whole town went into total lockdown. Even Jono and | had become prisoners in our own
homes. There was no running free in the fields for us. As children we had no idea what was
going on. All we knew was our freedom had been taken away.

Now, in the space of a week, three children including Jaq’s baby nephew Aaron have
gone missing, and rumours are rife that it was happening again. The first had been the
Robinsons nine month old Pixi Flowers, whom had been taken from outside the local
supermarket. The next had been two year old Rosaline and finally Aaron. Jaq obviously is
beyond herself and to my surprise it had been Micka’s shoulder she had cried on. Jono and I
had watched helplessly as Jaq, with Micka’s arms wrapped around her, had sobbed her heart
out. ‘It is what it is.’

This was a phrase over used by the angel population. They never intervened in
anything like this. Life and death were all passages of human life, and we were all part of the
Great Plan. Whatever the hell that was. So, anyway, as you can imagine Micka’s
understanding nature was something I was not used to. | hated to admit it, but the fact she had
not come to me for comfort made me feel jealous. It was my job to be her best friend not this
stranger who had only just entered our lives.

The streets had been trawled and in the end we had to accept that outsiders must have
been involved and there was no other choice, we had to get outside help. We had our own
police force, and Dodds was the head. He had a small town attitude and an oversized ego.
He was a stunted man, who seemed to stretch his uniform. Lucky for us Detective Tannini
lived in the city and he was one of Supton’s success stories. He was a shape-shifter, which
made doing his job a little advantageous. He had been one of the first helped by my mother
and father. He was not tall, but he had presence that made up for it. It was like his inner
power made him a much bigger man than Dodds could have been. Tannini, flanked by his
officers breezed into Minas as though they were from some sort of cop show. With his long
raincoat he looked every bit the Colombo and I told him so as we shut ourselves in my office.
He swept me up in a bear hug which threatened to squeeze the life out of me.

‘How is my little half-breed?’
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“You know Ray hates it when you call me that,” I chided.

He gave a big belly laugh before he turned serious. He asked if he could use Mina’s as
a base as Dodds was being an ass and | told him sure. The next couple of days were soon
filled with people coming and going, leaving statements. Asking if there were anything more
to do and | served coffee and cakes to keep the energy levels up.

It was one night while watching TV, which to be honest | was barely listening to and
Micka was cooking. It turned out it was passion he had never knew he had. | had a sudden
thought. Grabbing my laptop I fired up the internet | searched a mixture of fairy mythology
and the town’s history. There was nothing in great detail on newspaper archive of twenty
years ago, but what they did say was that six fairy children had been abducted and were never
found. A plate thrust in front of me interrupted my research and I shut the lid as | took the
plate from Micka. He sat down beside me as we ate. He was certainly becoming more
comfortable in my presence, it showed in his relaxed body.

‘Micka,’ I ask ‘what do you know about fairy children and a twenty year cycle?’

Micka swallowed his peppers and rice before answering, ‘I am no expert in the Faes,
but all I do know is that every twenty years the moon phases a special cycle. It’s hardly
noticeable to humans, but the Others feel it. Maybe there is a connection.’

I was only five when the last cycle would have occurred so | had no idea what he was
talking to about. Then an idea came to me if anyone would know, Jaq’s grandmother
Christine would. She was like the town’s fountain of knowledge.

‘Maybe I could see what I can find out from my people,” Micka offered

‘I doubt your people care.’

The words had spilled out before I could stop them, and | had made it no secret to him
how I felt about angels. It was a continuing grudge and I figured my comment was the last
straw as Micka’s face looked as though I had slapped him. Getting to his feet he went to the
kitchen and threw his plate into the sink, ‘Mina, it hurts that you continue to show me and my
kind contempt. We are not all the same and deserve some respect.’

The word respect sent me over the edge. | had heard it too many times from Uz
throughout my life and now Micka was using it. My blood was boiling. Never since meeting
him had | ever thought we would fight like this. Micka always appeared so passive and | was
laid back. But for some reason we both knew the buttons to press on the other. | threw that
his kind were all so cocksure about their positions and yet they knew nothing and he
responded that we were all ungrateful beings who wouldn’t know a good thing unless it bit

them. There was no violence or throwing, just mainly words, angry words. But in the end |
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relented and slammed myself into my bedroom. Throwing myself on the bed I tried to calm
my racing heart. My skin burned with fury and excitement and there was another part of me
that was reacting also. Getting up | went to the full length mirror and pulled down my
waistband. My birthmark was a raging red. | touched it and it hurt.

‘Mina?’ I heard him call through my door.

I knew | should sort this out, but this birthmark thing was really getting on my nerves.

‘Micka, leave it. I just wanna go to bed.

I woke up it must have been really early as everything was still dark. Deciding |
needed a drink | went to the chiller and pulled out some water. As | closed the door | was
startled as Micka appeared from the shadows. | could barely see his face, but | sensed there
was something wrong.

‘You still not brooding over earlier,” I asked

He shook his head, ‘No, you just never gave me chance to say sorry.’

‘Well now’s your chance.’

In a flash his mouth was on mine as he lifted me onto the counter. His hands pulled up
my night shirt, even though I was sure I had been wearing PJ’s. There was heat and urgency
as his hands and mouth explored and | found myself gripping the door handles of the wall
cupboards while trying to stop myself exploding. | could hear him whispering his sorrys but |
didn’t care | just wanted him. All of him. Reaching down | found his sweatpants and reached
inside finding...

...what is that sound?

...the goddamn alarm. | opened my eyes feeling a little flustered. What in the hell...? |
have just dreamt make up sex with my house guest. Then the phone rang and it was Tannini
asking how to work the coffee machine, because he was going to die if he didn’t get any
caffeine. | tell him I will be down in a minute.

After coffee was served | decide to go and see Christine, but Micka stops me and tells
me he is coming.

‘Fine!” I tell him a little too harshly. Probably to cover the guilt of not only the
argument, but the dream.

Christine’s small wooden house sits on the outskirts of the town where town meets
forest and her garden is the most beautiful in the area. It has everything from big blooms to
all the herbs you could think off. As Micka and | walk up her path she hurries out and I find
myself shocked once again at how youthful she looks despite her age and bleached blond

hair. | tell you I would give my soul to look that good at that age.
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‘How ya doing Nanna Christine.’

We hug and then she gives Micka an appraising look which makes me smile. ‘So, this
is the mighty fine piece of ass Jaq’s always talking about.’

‘Nanna!’ I exclaim in shock.

‘Nice to meet you ma’am.’” Micka laughs.

“You know angels are a self obsessed, but you can’t deny you wouldn’t kick ‘em outta
bed.’

I laughed as we followed Micka into Christine’s house and there she served us iced
tea. | told her my thoughts about the twenty year cycle and was not surprised to find she
knew exactly what | was asking.

“You better sit down honey, coz you’re gonna need a seat.’
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Twenty —Pears Previously

Christine started by telling us that twenty years ago the Cycle all started with the missing
Fae children. It starts just the same; it is always the Fae’s that lose first. Her daughter’s
youngest son Lynton was one of the only few that had been saved, but every Fae family lost a
babe in a week. It had been a great many years since this had ever happened and it had sent
shockwaves throughout the Fae community, but deep down they knew what was happening.
The Fae ancestors had always held deals with the humans that during this Cycle their children
would be sold for payment of some kind. But during modern times the Fae’s stopped
delivering and still the humans wanted to trade. When | asked why she used a word | had not
heard in the town ever. ‘Changelings’ She told us that every twenty years because of the
power peak the Fae children grow up to become powerful individuals. They are bought by
wealthy or in some case not so wealthy families to fill an empty cradle and it is during the
Cycle that babies can change their appearance to be whatever the family chooses. Then
twenty years ago someone started to steal the babies, and it was surmised that a market was
being developed for them. They had hoped it was a one off, but it had started again.

| asked Christine about what could be done and she shrugged her shoulders, ‘this is a
drop in the ocean. The babies are gone and there is nothing we can do about it. The Cycle
does not last only a month. It takes thirteen moons to complete and in that time this town and
every other town like us is going to be disrupted beyond belief. Some Other’s peak, but there
are some that don’t and are weakened.’

Micka and | got to our feet and made to say our goodbyes, my head still buzzing from
what she had told me and her blasé attitude to the missing children, but as I went to leave she
grabbed me suddenly by the arm and pulled me close. Her eyes were glazed and it was a look
| had only seen once before and it chilled me. She was getting a message from whatever was
talking to her. ‘Just because you are a Half-breed it means nothing. You are marked and so is
he, but one other will come and you will find your destiny.’

I felt Micka’s hand grab me away and I hated leaving her, but she had just freaked the
hell out of me. Sitting in the car, | struggled to get my head together. | asked Micka what she
was talking about and he merely shrugged he had no idea. Yet, he had reacted and pulled me
away. His markings and my birthmark were no coincidence and what about this ‘other’. My

god this was really starting to get to me and | wanted the truth so | asked again.
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‘Mina, my markings are just that. They tell my station and who I am. All angels have
them it’s like having fingerprints. This is nothing to do with that birthmark that you have.
Maybe you have your own mark because of Ray,” he suggested.

‘Ok, then what about this other?’

Micka sighed, ‘how should I know the message was to Christine not me.’

Giving up, I put the keys in the ignition and started the engine, ‘I am sorry about what |
said last night. I don’t mean to always have a go at your kind, it’s just we have never been
treated with respect either from them.’

‘I apologise too for my inappropriate comments about your family. I should have
conducted myself in a better manner.’

I start to laugh, ‘I haven’t argued with anyone like that before. Except maybe...’

I'stop; I don’t want to go there. Not right here and now. Micka seems to sense that [
have hit a personal nerve and does not push me. He merely gives me a smile. It’s a smile that
says so much and I find myself just wanting to sit there in the car with him, but | don’t. I have
to get back. We drive in silence to Mina’s, but now we are talking, and I find myself laughing
at how he's already perceived us in the town, from the regular old man that always orders the
same thing and sits in the same place, right down to the town’ s queen bee, Lydia. He tells
me Jono is very insecure and uses his sexuality and charm to hide behind and Jaq hides
behind me. Jono, fair enough, but Jag does not hide behind me. She shines like a golden star.
Her presence is strong. She is a Fae for crying out loud, it is in their blood. ‘But you are half
angel, he answers. We weave through the country roads back into town and we soon pass The
Manor and from the road | can see that there are some lights on. The atmosphere in the car
changes as we pass.

‘It must be that time again?’ I observe, but Micka doesn’t answer. “You know |
don’t know why you guys can’t just get along and let bygones be bygones. He is not that bad
really.’

‘When was the last time you saw him?’ Micka asked, although his tone was
much colder.

‘Dunno, maybe I was about four or five?’

‘Well then he will have just come across as that exciting uncle that can give you
everything that you need.’

I want to say ‘as opposed to the other uncle that ignores you until you do as he

wants.” But [ don’t. I dare not push that button.
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We pull up to Mina’s and I can see that it is full of cops and I can see Tannini’s
men starting to pack up their stuff. Dodds is with Mrs Francs, the town Mayor, and they all
look tense. As | go in Tannini catches my eye and | can see he is furious. | hurry to the back
to fund Jaq and | see her standing there with a full duffel bag at her feet.

‘Mrs Francs has declared we stop looking for the children as they no doubt will
have become changelings by now,’ she tells me through gritted teeth. ‘She has told Tannini
he has to close the case and go home.’

| ask her about the bag and she looks at me with a steely determination that |
recognise. Without a thought I run up to my room and throw some basics into a bag and leave
a note for Micka telling I will be back in a couple of days. As we sneak into my car, | feel
guilty at leaving Micka and Jono, but we have to do this. Jaq needs to find out if she can

bring back Aaron, changeling or not.
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Changelings

We had been in the city for a week, staying in probably the most horrendous hotel room
that ever existed. We had until a day ago nothing to go on and those days had caused friction
between Jaq and me. Both our phones are full of missed calls and unanswered messages. We
haven’t relented. We don’t want to talk to anyone. Not just yet. Today it’s Sunday and with
our new lead we are feeling a little upbeat. The sun is streaming through the streaking
windows while we attempt to eat some lunch. My insides are turning and | am sure Jaq’s are
too. The lead’s name is Johnny Marsdon. From what we know it has been him that has been
selling the babies within the city. There is no clue to who is stealing the babes from the town,
but he will know if we can get him to talk. We realise that he could be dangerous, but we are
prepared. Johnny is Fae and Jaq and | both know how to get a Fae to talk, but Jag needs to
protect herself. We had to spend time with the scariest people we had ever met and had to use
all Jag’s charming abilities to get what we wanted, but eventually it paid off and Johnny
Marsdon was the name given.

| glance briefly at my mobile and I think of Micka. | cannot believe that I am missing
him. For someone who | resented being in my life, in a space of a month he is becoming part
of the furniture. 1 know he would have the power to help if he were here and wondered if |
could summon him psychically. If I close my eyes and wish for him to appear or like a knight
on his white charger appear at the last minute and sweep me off my feet before taking
me...whoa! Wait a minute Mina, where is this going. Stop it right now and get a grip.

‘Stop it! We agreed,’ Jaq says
‘I’m not doing anything.’

She gives me a look that tells me she knows exactly what | am thinking. There is no

point in me arguing. She always could read me.
“You are growing fond of him,” she states
‘Not anymore than any others,’ I shrug.

But I am lying. There is something that I can’t quite put my finger on. It’s like a
connection. A connection | cannot explain. He is beginning to consume all my thoughts and |
often find myself daydreaming about him. | have no idea where this is all coming from,
considering when it comes to me | wear my armour so no one ever gets through.

An hour later we are standing in the scariest neighbourhood | have ever been in. Rows

and rows of buildings that | am sure were once stunning, but are now just a ruined mess, with
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crumbling brickwork and smashed up windows. At the end of the day | am a small town girl
and the noise of the city freaks the hell out of me. | hate it. As we wait | sense we are being
watched by a parked car and whisper my suspicions to Jag. She tells me to act natural, and |
am little unnerved at how at ease she seems to be with all of this. | suspect that all she is
thinking about is her nephew Aaron, and that is what’s keeping her going. After ten minutes
| am desperate to go home, but then from round the corner a hooded hunched figure appears
and Jaq whispered that this is him. I don’t ask how she knows. A Fae can always recognise
another. Using all the Fae charm she can, she steps out and asks him for help. He stops and
looks at her and it seems it is working. When a Fae charms it takes something special to
prevent it from taking hold.

‘We are locked out of our house, can you help us get in,” she purrs.

He looks at me and then back at her nodding his head. I am now on the verge of
feeling sick and to matters worse the parked car has gone. We are totally alone. We wait
while he breaks into the abandoned house that we have prepared for him with unnerving ease.
| find myself checking his body with my eyes for any clues of weaponry. Why do we get
ourselves into these situations? More to the point how does Jaq always talk me into them?
Ever since we were Kids, it was either Jaq or Jono that had the insane ideas and I blindly
followed.

“You are such a star,” Jaq flirts ‘why don’t you come in and I’ll give you something to
say thanks.’

He follows her inside like a lost puppy and taking a deep breath I go inside also. | can
hear Jaq leading him to the front room where our trap lies, and as | follow he has stepped into
the salt circle and is ranting at being trapped. Salt was the purest substance known and Others
were prevented from crossing over it and the reason humans of old used it as protection. With
her charm around her neck, | began to use the very thing that was torturous to a Fae, the
sound of a brass bell.

“Where are the babies that you have sold?’ Jaq demanded. Johnny merely glared at us,
when he did not answer | rang the bell and watched as he fell to his knees in pain. ‘Tell us
where the changelings are?’ she asked again. Still no answer and again | rang the bell.

‘Stop! I will tell you, but it won’t make any difference,” he shouted ‘I didn’t do the
stealing. I just passed them on to the families.’

‘Go on’ Jaq pushed.

Too busy was | watching him that | had not noticed that Jag had moved too close to

the salt, her foot breaking the circle. Before | could stop it, he had Jag by the throat and was
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demanding that | dropped the bell. We were in way over our heads and | could not see a way
out. He pulled out a gun and took us to the house’s cellar and locked us down there. I could
just about hear him talking on the phone to someone as | pressed my ear against the wood. He
was telling them that he was not happy at having been followed and the deal was he got his
money and there would be no repercussions.

The cellar is dark and cold and | have to admit | am scared. Jaq is nearly in tears, but she
still holds herself strong. | can see she is trying to work out what magic she can use to get us
out of here. The problem being is neither Jag nor | have ever been in this situation and so any
magic Jaq has used has been fun and games, nothing serious. It feels like we have been down
here for hours and | am in desperate need for the bathroom. Why is it whenever you can’t go
you need it more? Damn my bladder. Suddenly, there is a loud noise from up above and there
is a scuffle. I can hear shouting and the sound of gun fire and there is a voice | recognise and
I nearly cry with relief. The cellar door is thrown open and there in all his glory is the man |
swear | will love for the rest of my life and I tell him such as Jag and I nearly knock him
over.

“You girls will be the death of me I swear,” Tannini chastised ‘you seriously nearly
fucked up days of planning.’

Tannini still was going on as we sat in his office with cups of coffee. He told us that they
had been watching Johnny Marsdon and had hoped he would lead them to who was stealing
the babies from the town.

“Where are they?” We both groaned at Mrs Francs shrill voice. She bustled in looking
every bit the head mistress. “You, Jacqueline, should know better.” Jaq hung her head and
then we both saw a couple coming towards the office. ‘Bring him in,” Francs said.

The couple opened the door and handed a little tot to Mrs Francs. The air caught in
my throat and I automatically went to Jaq’s side. Tears were falling down our faces. Gone
were his curly blond locks and bright blue eyes. He now was the image of his new family.
The Aaron we all loved would always open his arms out to Jaq to be picked up, but now there
was no recognition in his eyes. Jaq fell onto her knees as she sobbed. Mrs Francs handed
Aaron back to his parents and closed the door.

‘It is hard, I know, but I had to bring him to you so you could see it was too late.
Aaron is now a human. Just take comfort that he will grow into an exceptional person.” Mrs

Francs said.
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Golden Rule’s

Jono was furious when Jaq and I had arrived home. As soon as we crossed Mina’s
threshold he launched into a tirade of ‘what did you think you were doing?’ ‘I thought you
were dead,” and ‘I had to run this place all by myself with that damn angel.” I asked where
Micka was and with a huff he told me he was out back. | made my way to the store cupboard
and was greeted by a wondrous sight. Bent down, surrounded by tight dark sandblasted
denim, the most perfect pert specimen met my eyes. Micka stands up with boxes in his arms
and turns round and | try to hide the fact that I had been admiring his ass.

‘I suppose you’re going to give me a lecture too?’

‘I am not your Guardian Angel, Mina. You do as you please,” he answers bluntly

| felt as though he had slapped me as he pushed past me and later that night I could
not face him alone and hid in my room. I felt embarrassed and hurt and couldn’t explain to
myself why. As | collapsed into bed I chastise myself. What was | really expecting? Did |
want him to be the Bill Compton to my Sookie Stackhouse, or even Edward to my Bella,
where there was some blood connection or some mind melding? | would call and he would
come running. Pure fairytale; the reality was that out of all the Others, angels were the least
likely to be at a human’s beck and call. I am surprised that I am allowing him to affect me
like this. What the fuck is happening to me? I had put so much on our matching markings and
in reality Micka was probably right there was nothing between us. | just provided hospitality.
| heard him come home and | realised | was holding my breath. What the hell am | waiting
for? His bedroom door opens and | hear the bed creak. Whoever the hell sent him down to me
had a lot to answer for.

My walls are firmly back up. I am not about to become one of those women that pine
for someone who doesn’t give a damn. I’ve seen the way Micka looks at Jaq in her cute little
tight jeans and the vest tops. Angel or no, while he lives on this plane he still has red hot
blood pumping through his veins, of course he’s noticed her. Stop it! I have to snap out of
this. I grab the car keys and go to the only man I know | can trust.

My father makes me a hot chocolate, even though it’s raining outside the air is still
warm. He always knows how to comfort me; after all he had been my only parent since | was
three years old.

‘What’s going on?’ he asks sitting opposite.
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‘Nothing’s wrong,’ I lie, but he gives me that look that tells me he knows I’m lying.
‘How did you and mom meet?’

“You know the story,” he sighs

‘Humour me.’

He starts to tell me the same story | have heard a million times. He tells me how he
and Uz had been sent to Supton to help with a sudden surge of Others entering the town. That
was when he had first met my mother. Apparently I am a carbon copy, even down to the red
hair on my head. He had tried to resist her, but when he had returned home he could not get
her out of his head. Then, this bit had always been sketchy when he told it. He fell then made
the deal and they lived happily ever after.

‘What’s going on Mina?’ he asked, my silence made him frown as he got to his feet,
‘Please don’t tell me this is anything to do with Micka? Mina, what is the golden rule when
we rehabilitate?’

‘Never get attached,” we both say together.

My father sits back down and takes my hands, ‘Mina, don’t put on any faith in Micka.
He can never give you what you want.’

‘But you and mom,’ I protest

‘I am going to tell you something I have never told you before and I hoped I would
never have to. Before you were born | left your mother. | had fallen into a deep depression
and I succumbed to drink and drugs to blot out the pain of falling and losing all my power. It
was Uzrel who came for me and brought me home and there you were in your mother’s arms.
I had no idea that your mother was pregnant, that’s how long I was gone. I knew then I had to
try and accept my humanity for both of you. You see out of all the Others, angels suffer the
worst. The transformation can rip us apart and many get lost, just as I nearly did. Micka
would have to fall in order for you to be together and | know for a fact Micka would never
give up the power he welds to become human. He would never give up his position for you
and if you feel anything for him you will not put him in that position.’

I am sitting in the car parked outside Mina’s. The rain his falling hard, but | can see
Jag and Micka huddled together near the counter while Vicki is serving. They are so close
they are like conspirators, well, fine. If that’s what he wants then so be it. It takes the
responsibility away from me. Maybe the time has come to take my home back as well as my
heart. I get out of the car and make my way through Mina’s and got straight to my office.

‘Mina, are you ok?’ Jaq asks following me, but I shut the door on her and lock it.

“You can’t let him leave your place.’
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| jJump at Uz’s voice. How the hell did he know I was going to call him?

‘Why can’t he stay somewhere where he is wanted?’ I ask icily

Uz frowns at me as I sit down at my desk. I know what’s he’s trying to do, so I try
and shut down so he can’t read me.

‘The instructions were clear. He is to stay with you.’

‘I can’t have him here anymore.’

| am surprised that my throat feels tight and 1 am fighting tears. For a moment | think
| see sympathy in his eyes.

‘Micka belongs to nobody, but his creator. Take some comfort from that.’

He disappears as he usually does and leaves me still asking questions. Someone
doesn’t want me to have it easy and all I can do is stay true to myself. I have to be the Mina
before the Micka. | have to let him go and do whatever he needs to after all I am only human

with an angel father. I have nothing special about me. I am only Mina a Supton half-breed.
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Phases and Polwer Surqes

The July heat is so intense | can barely move. We are all wearing shorts. Even | have
succumbed to showing my pins. The weeks since we came home have been quiet. Tense, but
quiet. It’s as though the whole town is waiting for the next wave, but have no idea when it
will come or how big it will be. There is tension between Jaq and me, although we are talking
there is a Micka sized wall between us. It hurts that we are like this and things are not like
they were. She claims she has no idea what’s wrong, but I don’t believe her. As for Micka |
am treating him like any other guest. He comes and goes as he pleases, as do I, but of course
as always happens with me, fate intervenes.

It was a slow day at Mina’s. It’s too hot for food. No one wants to eat. So we are all
just stood around waiting for a customer and that’s when we saw him. Bob Darling, the
owner of Bob’s Barbers was standing on the town green. He was stone still, which was really
unusual as Bob was always a busy bee. We would often seeing him running in the morning
before opening shop and then running on an evening. Jono, Jag and | step out into the
sunshine and start walking towards where he is stood. Then all of a sudden he starts to
convulse and going down on all fours he starts to rip at his flesh. This does not freak us out,
we know Bob is Werewolf, but what is freaking us out is the timing. Its broad daylight.

‘What’s the phase?’ I ask

‘Erm let me see. Oh! Oh! Its day light and there is no moon out,” Jono responds
sarcastically.

‘Shit!” Jaq says suddenly

Bob’s eyes are on us and his teeth are bared. We take slow steps back, but soon we
are running being chased by Bob the Barber, now Werewolf that should not have changed.

| have no idea where | am running to or why I have not run into Mina’s, but I find I
am running towards The Manor. I can feel Bob’s hot breath on my heels and I pick up the
pace. My chest is aching and my heart feels like it is about to burst out of my chest and then
to add to my luck I fall. What is it about girls and falling? You don’t see Bruce Willis falling
on the floor while being chased. It must be in our DNA, something biological tells us that you
have run as far as you can. You’ve tried, but in the end you’re a girl so you must fall. I turn
around and see Bob on his haunches ready to pounce, growling at me.

‘Bob, it’s me, Mina,’ I say, but I sound pathetic.
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Closing my eyes and wait for the inevitable pain of teeth on my flesh, but all I hear is
a thud and a whimper.

‘Mina.’

| dare and open my eyes and there he is holding out his hand to me. All the walls |
have spent weeks building are crashing down in one foul swoop as | throw myself into
Micka’s arms. I expect him to push me away in fact I wait for it, but he doesn’t he just holds
me tighter. Eventually I look past him to see the naked form of Bob and | nearly gag.

‘Why did you kill him?’

‘Because he was going to kill you,” he answers simply.

I start to walk, but I am unsteady and Micka’s arm remains around me and [ am
gratefully.

‘Weres never change in the day and Bob always took precautions when there was a
phase,” I muse as we walk back towards town, ‘Why were you near The Manor?’ I ask as |
realise where | had been saved.

Micka has a look in his eyes that I have seen on Uz and my father’s face many times.
It’s an ‘I am going to lie to you and you have to accept it,” look.

‘I heard what happened and followed you,’ he answered.

As we near Mina’s Jaq emerges, but as she approaches she gives us both a look that 1
cannot place or understand. Micka’s arm drops from my waist and I see a slight shake of the
head from him.

‘Are you ok?’ she asks

‘I’m fine,’ I snap, ‘that’s if it’s me you’re talking to.’

I storm past her and into Mina’s where I am greeted by a harassed Dodd’s and Bob’s
daughter and my sworn enemy Lydia. Pageant queen and head cheerleader of my school year.
She tortured me throughout high school even though we were both in effect popular. Our year
was split into two camps Team Lydia and Team Mina and those teams were always at war
with one another. She stole boyfriends from me and | stole allies. However, there was one
boyfriend she could never steal and that was James Mclntyre and that for her was indignant
loss. With a skirt that barely covers her arse she bounds over to me and flicks her blond hair
indignantly.

‘Where is my father?” she demands

‘He’s dead,” Micka answers bluntly coming in from behind.

| feel his hand touch the small of my back and I shiver despite myself.
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‘What do you mean by dead?’ Dodd asks trying to match Micka’s height even though
he only reaches Micka’s shoulder.

‘I mean he no longer lives. He is near The Manor.’

Lydia’s hands go to her face and throw herself at Jono, and there I see something I
had not noticed before. Jaq reacted. She was stiffening. She did not like it. | fight a smirk.
Now she knows what it feels like.

‘Have you any idea why he changed in daylight?’ T ask Dodds

Dodds scowls at me, I know he has no idea and he hates confirming it to me, ‘we have
put a watch on all Weres in the area.’

‘So nothing to do with the Cycle?’ I ask

‘The Cycle is about self control,” he snaps ‘you all need to take heed.’

The comment is aimed at me as he leaves briskly. I go towards me office and go to
shut the door, but Micka pushes his way in and shuts it behind him. I don’t look at him; I just
pull out my accounts and pretend to be looking them over while he leans on my filing
cabinet.

‘How long are you going to continue with this?’ he says.

‘I have no idea what you mean.’

‘Mina,” he moves to my desk and takes my folder away from me as he sits on the
edge of the desk.

‘Hey!”

‘Then talk to me. One minute we are friends the next you are pushing me away. At
first 1 assumed it was one of your monthly things, but then you are being like it to Jaq as
well.’

‘Oh so you are only bothered about Jaq and her feelings.’

“You will have to forgive me. I don’t understand what you mean.’

| rise from the chair and move to the tiny window in my office. ‘What | mean is you
and Jaq and this clicky thing you got going on.’

He narrows his eyes at me and though his mouth does not move | swear there is
amusement in his face, ‘I see.’

‘What do you mean, I see?’

He doesn’t have time to answer as Jaq storms the room. Her face is wet with tears and
red with anger. ‘What the fuck is going on baby doll, because I am sick of getting the cold
shoulder and not knowing what I’ve done.’

‘Jaq, why don’t you just calm down. You’re ruining your make-up,’ I said snidely.
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Her eyes widen and Micka has now moved from the desk back to the filing cabinet.
His face tense.

‘What do you mean?’ she asks her voice cracking.

‘What I mean, baby doll, is that it’s a good job you have an arse and tits otherwise
you’d be stuck.’

I have no idea where this is all coming from. | have never spoken to Jaq like that and
now my birth mark is burning. I glance at Micka and he has now thrust his hands into his
pockets, but there is pain in his face.

“You self-centred bitch,” Jaq screamed as she lunged at me.

Suddenly there is a bright light and Jaq as is thrown across the room. Micka and | are
breathless on the floor on our knees. I have no idea what’s just happened. I hurry to Jaq’s side
and I am relieved that she is just dazed. I apologise profusely, but it’s going to take more than
the word sorry. I look to Micka, but he’s disappeared. I fear he is just as spooked as I am.
One thing’s for sure is this Cycle is really going to rip this town to pieces if we are not

careful.
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Ffaving Like a Rose

Bob is not dead. He survived whatever Micka did to him. Now he is locked up in a
special cell by Dodds. Bob cannot believe what he’s done and is mortified that he tried to Kill
me. [ have been to see him to tell him I’'m ok. He is such a nice guy, despite his daughter.

Lydia has become a pain in the arse and is constantly at Mina’s flirting with Jono, and
Jono is walking around like he’s got his mojo back. It seemed since Micka he had felt as
though he had lost his touch, but Lydia interest confirmed his sexual appeal. As for Jag, she
has taken a week off and so it seems has Micka. Both not spoken to me since that incident
and | am feeling lost. To make matters worse my father is no returning any calls. It’s as
though they have all shut down and blocked me out. | have had enough. Jaq at least | know
where she is | will make the first move.

I walk up to Jaq’s door. She lives with her mother still and the house, though small is
kept immaculate. There are coloured windmills in the garden coupled with pot gnomes and
fairies. Jaq’s mother and father had left their realm for reasons unknown and had tried to
bring their children up to be as human as possible and fairy magick was forbidden although it
did not stop us from dabbling as children.

‘Mina, it’s nice to see you. She is in her room.” Jaq’s mother says brightly. I loved the
way she always made me feel safe and happy. She had become another mother to me after
my own had died.

‘Thanks Mrs Rose,’ I say as [ make my way through to Jaq’s room.

Jaq’s room to me is like what church is to others. It’s my sanctuary, where | knew |
could always go and get away from a house full of strangers rather than a family, and it still
fills me with that safe feeling even though Jaq is probably still mad at me.

‘I wondered how long it would take you,’ she says as I enter her room.

‘I am sorry,” I don’t know what else I can say. ‘I have no idea what happened.’

She looks up at me with her baby blues and then turns away, ‘I am not talking about
that. I am talking about you being a bitch.’

I have to give her that one. ‘I was jealous.’ I admit

‘Yeah! Tell me something I don’t know. Are you seriously that blind that you could
not see what was going on? Really, Mina and you said I was the stupid.’

| look at her blankly and she sighs as she flops on her bed.
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‘I have been in love with Jono since school and no doubt beyond and yes I did start
off with a little crush on Micka, but can you blame me. Anyway, he, Micka has been
struggling for weeks now with feelings he has no idea how to control or handle. He came to
me for help.’

‘What sort of feelings?’

‘Grrr,” Jaq growls at me frustrated ‘feelings for you, you dumb ass. He has developed
a crush and I in a misguided way was trying to help decide what he should do about it. But
then you wade in being all territorial and now he’s gone.’

We both sit in silence for a moment. | cannot believe | was so blind and Jaq was right
| probably made up his mind by being all Glen Close on him.

‘So...” I break the silence ‘Jono?’

She gives me smile and | know we are friends again as we start to plot how to get rid
of the Lydia parasite.

As I drive back to Mina’s the town feels awfully still and uneasy. Christine, Jaq’s
grandmother as given all the Weres in the area potions in order to keep the inner animal at
bay, but still there is no guarantee. It seems the Cycle is all about the inner beast within us all.
The basic needs that are primal and we try to ignore. | think of Christine’s warning to me and
I wonder what an angel’s primal instinct is. My mother was human and humans have enough
to keep a town busy, but Christine connected me with Micka and so my angelic half must be
a danger. I would need to find out. That’s if anyone even bothers given me an honest or
straight answer.

As soon as | step into Minas Lydia grabs me and pulls me to a table. She is being
friendly and I am uneasy. ‘As you may have noticed Jono and I are now dating and | was
wondering if you could give him tonight off?’

I smile as I catch a glance at Jono as he ducks from the food hatch, ‘I would Lydia,
but Micka is not here so I’ll be a cook down,” I answer as sweetly as I can.

‘Mina, you and I have never seen eye to eye, but who knows we may become family
one day...” I nearly choke on the water I am sipping ‘So, close up early. It’s not like your
busy.’

I hate to admit it, but she’s right and really I could do with a night just chilling. I
agree and tell her Jono will be hers at six and with a tiny skip she bounds towards where Jono
is working and gives him the news. I sit back and watch them both and think of Jag and

smile. Lydia’s not going to know what’s hit her by the time we have finished.
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Later that night | am sat in bed reading a battered copy of The Magic Cottage when |
hear my front door open and close. My body tense as | reach down the side of my bed for the
baseball bat my father gave me. Then there is a knock on my door and I hear Micka’s voice. |
tell him to come in and he does. As he sits on the edge of my bed | see a side of him | have
never seen before. His confidence is knocked and he looks shaken and a little scared. His
eyes remain on the floor as he starts to speak.

‘They say it’s the Cycle. That’s why you reacted like you did and I reacted because
you are half- bre...angel. It is drilled into us to protect our own and that’s what happened.’

Its well rehearsed speech and I want to argue, but I can’t. I just want him to look me
in the eye.

‘I think I should go. My staying is making you unhappy,’ he finishes.

He gets to his feet and goes for the door and suddenly I realise I can’t let him go. |
can’t even imagine life without him and if I let him walk out of the door my life will stop. So
| scramble out of the bed, but my feet get caught in the covers and | fall out of the bed. Micka
catches me just before I hit the floor.

‘Please don’t go,’ I cry

His face is so close to mine and | can barely breathe. His smell is musky mixed with
something fresh and sweet.

“You are sad when I am around,’ he answers.

| cannot believe that | am even contemplating this, but I have no choice. Not if I want
him to stay. | have to make him understand that | am only sad when he is not around. So,
while he is close I grab his neck and pull him onto my lips. | hear him groan and that only
encourages me more as | pull him on top of me on the floor. This is so much better than the
dream. But then my bubble bursts as he pushes away. His face is now flushed as he looks
down at me.

‘l... we can’t,” he says

‘Because of your position?’ I ask

He gives me a small frown and then gets to his feet. ‘Ray has offered me a room. I
can stay there until I am done.’

And with that he walks out of my room and my home to go and live with my father

and all I can do is curl up on my bed and cry.
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PBetter the Debil Pou Lnotw

What the hell am | doing?

I am in my bed with the last person | ever expected to be in it with, especially after he
left me torn and heartbroken. Wait! Maybe | should back up a little. Yeah! That might be a
good idea.

Two weeks has gone by as Supton tries to return to normal. Well as normal as it can
be. Even at Mina’s we are all playing at ‘let’s pretend everything is cool.” Jaq treats Jono as
she always has, much to Lydia’s annoyance. Micka arrives to work promptly as normal
despite living at the other side of town. We greet each other with pleasantries and then try and
avoid being alone with one another. Like Shakespeare says ‘we are all players on a stage’ or
something like that. We are all playing the roles that we are assigned and everything ticks the
boxes and our days run smoothly. That was until earlier today.

The late afternoon and evening shift was a busy one. Old rock music plays through
the speakers and every now and then a brave punter would pick up the microphone and sing
along on the WII game console. | love nights like this, when the whole placed buzzes. Even
Micka laughs when someone murders a power ballad. As the night wore on I went out back
to pick up a crate of mixers. As | enter the stock room Micka is already there. For a moment
there was a moment of awkwardness. Then I thought what the hell, we can’t avoid each other
forever.

“You settling ok at Ray’s?’ I ask

‘Ray is very accommodating,” he answers

| raise my eyebrows in surprise. My father for all intents and purposes is a caring and
loving man, but he also is a father. So to have the object of his only daughter’s affection
staying with him, I doubt accommodating is the word.

‘That’s good.” Awkward pause. So I grab a crate and smile ‘I better take these.’

| turn to leave, but Micka stops me by grabbing my arm. | turn to look him in the eye.
God! Those blue eyes are so intense and deep it’s like swimming in a deep ocean. It’s like my
body tingles whenever he... I’'m digressing.

‘There is something I need to say and I’m afraid that if I don’t say it now ...

He doesn’t get to finish as my attention has been caught as a familiar voice comes
through the speakers singing Billy Idol’s Rebel Yell. | feel like I have been kissed and

punched at the same time. Leaving Micka standing, I, like a zombie make my way to the
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front. I catch Jaq’s eye who shakes her head at me disapprovingly, especially when she sees
Micka come up behind me.

‘Don’t!” she warns

Complete with the large cheeky smile that always used to melt me, he bounds over
and perches his ass on one of the stools.

‘What’re you doing here Jimmy?’ I ask in a steady voice.

‘I was visiting Uncle Tom, thought I’d drop in and say hi,” he answered smoothly.

‘And singing our song is your way of saying hi?’

The whole place is watching us and is quiet. He leans over and whispers if we can go
somewhere to talk. | look towards Jag and Micka. Jag has a face like thunder and Micka is
almost glaring at Jimmy. | agree and lead the way up the stairs to the flat.

James Mclntyre AKA Jimmy had been my high school sweetheart and had been my
first. | believed that he and | were meant to be. Yes, we fought like cat and dog and | cannot
even count how many times we had split up. Jaq hated him and constantly gave me the ‘He
treats you like shit” speech. Don’t ask me why, but whenever he clicked his fingers | always
ended up jumping. But the last straw was when he left me standing alone at the altar as he
did a runner. That was the last time | saw him, until now.

Jimmy is human and a grunge fan. He had a look of Kurt Cobain complete with the
long wavy dirty blond hair and chequered shirt and ripped stonewashed Levis. I still couldn’t
believe he was still stuck in the 90’s, but I knew underneath the shirt was a rock hard body,
and... I can’t even believe I am thinking like that. Even now. What with Jimmy’s body and
Micka’s eyes. Get a grip Mina!

‘So, we’re alone? What do you want?’

‘I came to see you babe. I see you doing well,” he says

‘No thanks to you babe,’ I snap

‘Aw, you seriously still pissed at me for the wedding thing. I did leave you a note.’

‘Jimmy, I had been stood at the altar for nearly ten minutes, before the note was
found.’

So, this is always how it starts. We take pot shots at each other before descending into
full blowing argument. We know how to make the other mad. Even after all this time and |
hated him for it. | hate to admit it, but with the anger there is still the sexual tension between
us. Before I knew what was happening I am being pushed hard against the wall with Jimmy’s
mouth on mine. I wanted to push him away, believe me I did, but I couldn’t. So, instead, I

claw at his naked back as I rip open his shirt and grab his ass to push him closer. He retaliates
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by biting the skin on my neck. He pulls oftf my shirt and bends to kiss my breasts. It’s so
wrong, but it feels good. | chose to silence the rational voices of Jag and Jono and even my
father in my head. | wanted him to use me. My body needed it too. I unbuckle his belt and
pop the button. He groans as | reach down and release him. | pull and tug him with no mind
to whether it hurts him, but his rapid breathing tells me that I still have the touch. He picks
me up so my legs wrap round his waist and asks me where.

‘Bedroom,’ I gasp.

Kicking the door open he throws me on the bed and starts to rip off my clothes. The
voices are now quiet and all I hear is my own needs. I know you’re gonna think me selfish.
Only a moment ago I was thinking these thoughts about Micka. But he doesn’t want me, and
[ am not prepared to be alone. Jimmy is all I have ever known. It’s safe and secure and better
the devil you know. So, why am I now laid here feeling guilty and trying to explain myself
like a cheating wife?
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Prive and Prejudice

‘Is there something anally wrong with you?’

Jag has found my hiding place and is now raving at me so loud that | am sure the
customers can hear downstairs. ‘He left you at the altar with no word of goodbye and he
sweeps in here like God’s gift and within five minutes you are sleeping with him.’

‘I wouldn’t say within five minutes.’ I try and smile, but she slams me down with a
glare.

I had been happy sitting on my sofa watching Two and Half Men and now | am
wondering why I opened the door. Oh yeah! I’m trying to alleviate my guilt.

Jimmy ended up staying the night and when | had not re-emerged at Mina’s, Jaq and
no doubt the whole place knew what had happened and it hadn’t taken Jaq long to air her
opinion.

‘What about Micka?’ she asks

‘What about him?’

‘Well it wasn’t long ago you and I was fighting over him.’

‘Micka is out of bounds,’ I shrug

‘Oh, of course, now I fully understand your actions.’

I cannot help but smile at her cynicism. | know she has my best interests at heart and |
love her for it.

Admittedly, since my night of illicit passion | had gone into hiding, well I would like
to think it was just taking a few days off, but really it was hiding. Primarily it was Micka I
was avoiding, although I have no idea why. It’s not like I owe him anything.

Later that day | summon the courage to go downstairs and show my face. Thankfully |
only find Jono alone prepping in the kitchen. He was wearing his favourite Cradle of Filth
Tee and faded black jeans. With his dark hair and green eyes | could understand why so many
seemed to fall at his feet. He truly had the moody rock star image going for him. Seeing me
enter he dropped the knife and looked at me.

‘So, Cous,’ you and Jimmy, again. Who would a guessed?’

‘I’ve already had the lecture from Jaq.’

‘Look Mina, we all had to pick up the pieces last time. All I’m gonna say on the
subject is don’t jump just because you can’t get what you want. At the end of the day I trust

b

you.
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| throw my arms around him and hold him tight. “You know I love you don’t you.’

‘Hey, don’t get romcom on me,” he jokes.

Vicki bursts in while trying her hair into a pony tail. Vicki is only a senior at Supton
High and serves food when not at school. She is the sweetest girl, but bless her she could be a
little ditzy, but she was so loveable that it made up for her lack of intelligence.

‘So- like- you never guess what? | was- like- driving here- past the Manor and while |
was talking to Cara...’

Jono and I take a breath as we lean against the cold stove. This is going to take a long
time. We know from experience that Vicki’s stories go on.

‘...coz you know Cara is having this wild party at hers at the weekend and...Oh my
God! You are so invited.’

‘Vicki!” we both say together

‘Oh yeah! Sorry! Anyway | was driving past and there was-like- a load a black cars
driving up there. You know like Lexus types. Do you reckon he’s coming back? My God!
I’ve heard some totally mental tales.’

She would have no memory of Him, even | barely remember Him. But this sudden
surge of activity was compelling. He was a mysterious stranger to the younger ones, but to
those of the older generation He made them nervous.

Later that afternoon Vicki’s gossip had soon turned into the town’s gossip and Mina’s
was buzzing with it. Micka arrived later than normal and seemed harassed. He managed a
hello as he passed, and | chose to ignore him. Soon after, Jimmy arrived and after making a
grand display of affection, he perched on a stool with a beer.

‘Hey, Mini, why didn’t you tell me you had some angel living with you,” he said

‘Because he is staying with my father now,’ I answer.

Jaq comes up from behind, ‘You know he works out back,” she says

| shoot her a glare as he gets off the stool and makes his way into the kitchen, but all |
get is a smirk from Jag. She knows full well Jimmy is going to come off worse in this. |
stumble after him and find Jimmy and Micka looking as though they were about to duel.

‘Jimmy, this is Micka. Micka, Jimmy,’ I say hurriedly ‘Right, let’s leave them to it.’

‘No Mini,” Jimmy says and I see Micka’s eye brows raise at his nickname for me.
Jimmy slips his arm around me possessively. Oh God! This is all I need. ‘Apart from Ray |
have never met an angel,” he states.

‘Well, they’ll the same,’ I answer without thinking.
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No-one in the room would not have seen in his still face that he flinched, but I saw it.
| had done it again. | had hurt Micka with my thoughtlessness and prejudices.

‘We are not all the same. Some are more powerful than others,” Micka says

It’s a blatant challenge aimed at Jimmy and a message to me, but he holds out his
hand for Jimmy to take in friendship and wonder at the confusing messages he seems to be
putting across. Jimmy takes it and it dawns on me what Micka is doing. Jimmy looks down at
the hand he has been offered and notices the ‘m’ mark on his hand. Jimmy looks at me. He
knows. We have been together so long that Jimmy knows every part of my body and he sees
on Micka’s hand something familiar. Micka has noted his reaction and large smile emerges
on his face. Micka has won this one and now I realise that | am about to dragged into the

middle of a testosterone filled pissing contest.
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Practical Magic

‘This may not be a good idea.’ | remember saying that. In fact I said it at least twice, but
oh no! Jaqg always knows best.

Jono and Lydia have now been dating for a month, which is an achievement for Jono.
In fact | had considered making him a plaque just to prove a point. Anyway, all this shit that
we are in started when Lydia arrived at Mina’s. We had no idea why. Jono was away on his
bonding weekend with the guys, where they pretend to fish, while drinking large amounts of
booze. Anyway, Lydia arrives and drops on the counter bridal brochures. I know this is an
attempt to get under Jaq’s skin and of course it works. Leaving my new waitress, Astrid to
deal with her, I follow Jaq into the kitchen where Micka is working for two.

‘Look, this is Jono. She would have mentioned it and he would have just said yes to
shut her up,’ I try and reason.

‘I hate her,” Jaq raves ‘she is a poisonous bitch.’

“You know you should try and look at her good points. According to Jono, she lays
better than anyone he knows. She is obviously a peaceful sleeper.’

Jag and | stare open mouthed at Micka. We are torn between laughing and screaming
at his misunderstanding.

‘Well if he prefers sleeping with dogs then so be it,” she hisses as she slams her way
out.

| turn toward Micka and | see his face flush as the realisation hits him and his eyes
widen. ‘He wasn’t talking about sleeping was he?’

| shake my head and then burst into laughter. Soon Micka starts to laugh and it seems so
easy to reach out and hug him for being so sweet. It has been so long since we were like this
and I realise I miss having him around. Even with Jimmy staying, the flat was empty.

Later that night, Jimmy and | are breathless and sweaty as we fall back into the bed. |
was starting to get used to having him back into my life and so were most others. As we lay
there trying to recover | prop myself up onto my elbow so I look down at him.

‘Jimmy?’

‘Mmm?’

“You know when we got married...?’

‘Oh, come on Mini. How long are you going to hold this over me?’ he groans
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‘No. I just want to ask you something. Did you ask me to marry you to keep me
happy?’

Jimmy sighs and I know he thinks it’s a loaded question and is trying to give the
answer he thinks | want. I can even hear the cogs whirring.

‘I loved you. Of course I asked you to keep you happy.’

I open my mouth to add something, but he quiets me with his. That’s it, conversation
over.

‘It’s nearly a full moon tonight,” Jaq says to me the next day.

‘And?’

‘And, we haven’t got alot of time. We are going into the city after work.’

I take Jaq by the arm and pull her to one side. ‘I don’t understand. Why we going to
the city? Please don’t tell me this has something to do with Candice?’

Jaq gives me that look and I curse at her. Candice is Jaq’s cousin, but is the black
faearie of the clan. She dabbles in all sorts and the general rule is to keep away.

‘Jesus, Jaq, it isn’t that bad that we need to go to her.’

‘I am not taking no for an answer. I’ll pick you up at 8.’

‘If this the way you chat up men for dates then that might be your problem.’ I say
trying to hide my unease.

Jaq gives me a smile, ‘Just make sure you wear something pretty,” she shouts as she
grabs her order from Micka.

It’s nearly ten and we are parked outside Candice’s and it is at this point I say ‘This
may not be a good idea.’ I am already feeling sick. Jaq opens the car door and I follow her
inside the ramshackle house that seems to be filled with people. They all ignore us as we
move deeper into the house where we are greeted by Jaq’s cousin. She is the exact opposite to
Jag. Her hair is as black as night and she has taken the gothic look and run miles with it. After
ordering the people that are sat with her out, she closes the door and scrutinizes us.

‘Men trouble?’ she asks

‘What makes you say that?’ Jaq says.

‘Because it’s the only reason people come here either that or money and you are the
lucky one when it comes to money.’

I can hear the resentment in Candice’s voice and sympathy pulls my insides.

‘It’s that waste of space wanna be rock star isn’t it?” she asks

I clench my fist and try and bite my tongue. Jono had always wanted to be a guitarist

and was a talented singer, but his dad, my uncle, was a disturbed man and after a night of too
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much drinking he had come to the high school where we were all at prom. He had taken Jono
and beaten him senseless. We had all had tried to fight him off, and even | had ended up with
a black eye. The result was his dad, my uncle was sent to prison and Jono never quite
recovered his confidence. He never went to college and sunk into a deep depression. It took
Jag and | months to pull him from his stupor and even now he was prone to days of insane
mood swings, but we knew him enough and always stuck by him. He was ours and we loved
him.

‘I have money, so just do whatever it is you do,’ Jaq snapped.

Clearing a table Candice lit some fresh candles and placed an iron cauldron in the
centre. She thrusts pieces of pink paper at us with red gel pens.

‘Not me?’ I protest

Candice snorts, but doesn’t take the paper from me. God damn, Jaq what have you got
me doing.

‘Write this down,” Candice orders ‘Let the man I desire see me as their true heart’s
desire.’

‘Is that 1t? It doesn’t even rhyme,’ I say, even though Jaq is glaring at me.

‘Do I look like a goddamn poet,” Candice snaps ‘Just write the fucker down.’

‘I can see why you’re the odd one in the family,” I mutter under my breath.

We proceed to write what she has told us and she places them inside the cauldron. She
then gets on her knees and starts to chant in some strange language that | have never heard
and believe me | had heard many different tongues. Then, suddenly a strong breeze blows
around the room causing the scent from the candles to fill the room. The skin on my arms is
crawling as I feel the power build and Jaq and I are now practically in the other’s arms.
Candice, then, gets to her feet and claps her hands causing the lights to turn on.

‘Done, now leave the money and fuck off. I have a party to host.’

She did not have to tell me twice as | grabbed Jaq and pulled her from the house into
my car. The journey home was a quiet one. Every now and then we would look at the other to
speak and then change our minds. | finally drop her off and instead of driving home
something makes me detour to The Manor. | park the car and start to walk towards the large
iron gates. It is then | hear two familiar voices. | have no idea why, but | take cover in the
trees and move closer.

“You have to remember why you are here?’ I hear Uz say

‘I know exactly why | am here Uzrel. But things are not going as planned and He is

not making it any easier,” Micka replies.
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‘If you’re not up to it, then we can send someone else. You are not the only one.’

I see Micka’s body tense and he turns his face slightly so the security lights show his
face and it looks strained.

‘I am up to it,” he says finally.

‘Are you sure. After all Gab...’

‘I said I am up to it,” Micka snaps ‘Do not forget to whom you speak to Uzrel.’

My body stiffens. | have never heard Micka so harsh or ever heard Uz be put in his
place and normally I would smile, but something about their conversation makes me feel
uneasy.

‘Forgive me. It’s just this is much more difficult than last time,” Uz grovels.

‘Well, I need to return to Ray’s and maybe Mina can give me a lift back.’

They both look towards where | am hiding and | have no choice but to step out of my
hiding place.

‘I didn’t mean... I was just...’

Micka walks towards me and places a hand on my arm and starts to walk with me.
‘Did you drive here?’ I nod ‘Good, you can drive me home.” He says.

Ten minutes later we are parked outside my father’s and we are sat in silence. I wait
for him to get out and when he doesn’t I turn to look at him questionably.

‘Are you in love?’

| stare at him unsure of what or whom he means. ‘I don’t understand?’

‘Jimmy? He stays with you in your bed. So you must love him.’

‘Love and sex can be two very different things,” I answer

Micka looks at me intently, ‘It shouldn’t be. I am very fond of you, Mina. I don’t
want you to make a mistake.’

‘Are you trying to give me relationship advice?’ I start to laugh.

“You are worth more than being used to satisfy someone else’s lust.’

He gets out of the car and leaves me stunned. | hated the mixed messages he always
gave me. The word fond was used for someone’s pet dog, but then I am worth more than a
piece of meat. God damn Micka! Why?

Its too late he has returned into my head and under my skin and later that night while

Jimmy works my body | bite back the tears and try not to call Micka’s name.
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Slugs and Snails and Puppy Dog Tails

That damn witch, Candice, has a lot to answer for and if | ever get my hands on her |
swear | will kill her slowly.

Twenty-four hours have passed and | have sat inside my bath, the lake and now in
hospital bed and it’s no longer funny. I am pissed.

It was like any other day at Mina’s. There was the usual mid morning rush and being
a Saturday everyone was working. Jono and Micka were tag teaming in the kitchen and food
was out fast and hot. At first Jaq and I didn’t notice anything right away, until Clarisse
arrived with her husband Mickey. Clarisse is the town’s hairdresser and is a small woman in
all ways, but today she seemed to have grown a couple of inches and not just in height. The
reaction was Mickey was beaming from ear to ear, while he and every man ogled his wife’s
growing chest. Then Lydia arrived. She told us her diet was working as her arse had shrunk.
This was when we started to realise what was happening. The way Lydia had done her hair
and the shrinking of her arse and the clothes she had chosen to wear, she mirrored Jag. So
Jono did care, Lydia was looking like Jag. The spell had worked and Jaqg and | give little high
fives to each other behind the counter. Jaq was Jono’s ideal woman.

I knew I should not have celebrated so early as soon everything started to go wrong. It
started as | carried a jug of ice water to table nine where the Simpkins were sitting. The
youngest twins, Gilmore and Harrison were causing mischief and were playing catch with the
condiments. Caroline, their mother, was trying her best to control them while feeding her new
baby. Suddenly, everything started in slow motion. The salt pot flew into the air and landed
open with a splash into the jug. The now salty water hits my face, the ice making me gasp.
Then, Caroline already, flustered, got up to help me and the rest of the jug’s contents spills all
over my front. The twins start to laugh and so do I. Then, suddenly, I am on the floor and the
whole place has gone quiet. They are all staring at me and | look down and where my legs
were and there is now a red fish tail. “What the fuck?’ I hear myself say.

‘Everyone out!” Jaq suddenly shouts ‘Micka, Jono, get your asses out here now.’

‘What is it now woman,’ Jono shouts as he comes out of the kitchen. “What the fuck?’
he exclaims. Both he and Micka look down at me in surprise, until Jag orders them to get me
off the floor as she ushers everyone including the other waitresses out and locks the doors.

‘It must be the Cycle,” Micka suggests as both he and Jono lift me on to the counter.
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‘Get me the phone,” I demand while trying to maintain some balance on the counter.
The damn tail weighs a ton. Jono can’t stop staring at me and then his face starts to change.
‘Hey, wait a minute. Ray is an angel, which means that your mom and my dad must be mer...
Oh for fucks sake. Of all the things I could have been...” Jono rants

‘Jono, for crying out loud, this isn’t about you,’ I snap.

I dial my father’s number and wait for him to answer. ‘Is there something you need to
tell me about my mother?’ I demand when he answers.

There is a pregnant pause and I am a little uneasy. ‘Like what?’ he finally says

‘Well, I am sitting on my counter with head of long blond hair and a fish tail instead
of legs.’

[ am positive I hear a sigh of relief and I am little confused. ‘Mina, your mother was
human as was her family.’

I start to question him further when I fall off the bar. ‘God damn!” I yell.

An hour later I am in a bath full of warm salt water. Micka and Jono are cleaning up
downstairs leaving Jag and | alone.

“This is the spell,” Jaq said.

“Well if it is then why a mermaid? unless she did it just to piss me off.’

We sit there in silence for a moment and then it hits us. ‘Madison!” we both say
together.

Jimmy’s ideal woman has always been and probably still is a blond mermaid called
Madison. He has lusted after Daryl Hannah since he saw her in Splash when we were Kids. |
had even bleached my hair in order to spice up our sex life.

‘Mina.’

My father’s shout causes Jaq to hurry to her feet as he enters the bathroom. I am
embarrassed and self conscious. Even though | am wearing my blue bra, | still feel naked. He
sits down on the toilet lid and takes me in before he speaks.

“This is nothing to do with the Cycle,’ he says ‘this smells of faerie magick.” Jaq
looks away to hide her guilty face, but I have no such pleasure. ‘Please tell me that you both
haven’t been messing, especially now.’

‘I am really sorry Mr. Marley,’ Jaq starts to blurt out what we did and how much it
was her fault.

‘I suppose that is why I had one of those little scrappy dogs on my doorstep that looks

remarkably like Jimmy.’
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| straighten up in the bath as my father gives a whistle and a fair Chihuahua comes
running. It stops as it sees me | swear it smiles and | feel a little freaked out. I look at Jaq and
she shrugs. The spell was only supposed to affect the women and more to the point who in
this town wanted a Chihuahua as a mate.

‘What makes you think its Jimmy?’ I ask

‘The pile of clothes at my door gave it away. He must have come to mine for help,’
my father answered.

“You had better leave him here then,” I suggest and my father agrees.

“You girls need to sort this out, because you can’t spend your life in the bath, Mina.’

When my father leaves, telling us that it is down to us to clean up our mess. Jaq picks
up Jimmy and starts to laugh, ‘This could be so much fun.’

“This 1s not funny, you need to get in touch with your cousin and get this lifted.’

Agreeing Jaq disappears to use her phone. Jimmy tries to jump on me and I lift him up
and place him in the dry sink so I can look him in the eye. ‘It’s sod’s law that I become you
sexual fantasy and you’re a dog.’

Jimmy cocks his head at me. He then starts to growl as he turns toward the door. |
look up and see Micka standing there.

‘Can I come in?” he asks

As he comes in Jimmy starts yapping and growling and Micka picks him up and |
hear Jimmy yelp when he hits the floor as Micka shuts him out of the bathroom. I try and
hide my smile as Micka sits on my toilet lid.

‘So, what was the spell you cast?’ he asked not hiding his amusement.

‘It was for Jaq really, she wanted Jono to notice her and well all the women have
turned into their men’s ideal woman.’

‘“Well it’s a good job I love my woman, just as she is.’

We look at each other for the longest time and | am sure he can hear my heart beating,
that is, over Jimmy’s incessant barking.

‘Is Jaq trying to find an antidote to the spell?’ he asks finally.

“Yes, but I suspect she will get told to let it run its course.’

He nods and laughs softly.

‘Micka, can I ask you something?’

And that’s the last I remember. I woke two days later in hospital surrounded by cards
and flowers. Apparently, the salt water in the bath was not good enough for my new form and

I was struggling to breathe. Micka, Jag and Jono had tried to get me to some sea water, but
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being a hundred miles away from the nearest beach they had to make do with the lake. There
while rubbing salt into my body they watched as | started to die. It was then that Micka
disappeared and dragged Candice to break the spell reluctantly. Although according to Jaq,
she had never seen her cousin look so frightened nor Micka so angry. For two days | was
unconscious as my body tried to readjust itself and now as I finally come home I swear | will
never dabble in magick again. The only strange thing is that Jimmy has not returned to his
former self and Candice swears it’s not her doing. So the question is what has Jimmy been up

to.
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fHlave My Bed, So0 I Lie In It

“You know he’s gonna be pissed when he changes back.’

‘Oh come on, Mina, you have to admit he looks so cute,’ Jaq says.

Standing on my counter wearing a glittering pink clown outfit is Jimmy the dog. |
have to admit it’s funny and I am sure I can see in his face he is not amused.

‘He does,’ I agree ‘but please take it off. I find it disconcerting and I don’t think I will
be able to sleep with him again without picturing that outfit.’

With a mock pout Jaq picks him up and pops her in his bag. ‘I’m just popping down
to the shops. Give him some fresh air.’

We are still no wiser to what has happened, since he hasn’t changed back yet, and the
town is still gossiping about my mermaid experience, which I’m trying to forget.

Later that night I pull my tired body up the stairs and through my door and there, still
wearing the pink clown outfit is Jimmy returned to his normal self. I struggle to stifle a laugh
at the sight of the stretched lycra. ‘Jimmy, what happened?’

He grabs hold of me and starts to sob uncontrollably. ‘My God, Mini, it has been so
horrible. I swear I have no idea what happened.’

I hold his shuddering body and I am little unnerved. It’s only the second time | have
seen him in this state. | am far too used to the calm, laidback Jimmy and for the first time
since us getting back together we go to bed and go straight to sleep, with me cradling his
body like a baby.

The next morning | wander downstairs to where Jaq and Astrid are preparing the
tables for opening. I can hear Micka in the kitchen and I follow the sound of his humming.
This is another quirk he has picked up singing and humming his favourite tunes and it seems
power ballads are his thing and for some reason | always find it a comfort. Micka looks up
from where he is whisking eggs and gives me a small smile.

‘How you feeling?’ he asks

‘I’'m good, better. Micka, there is something I want to ask you?’

‘Sure, you can ask me anything.’

‘What were you and Uz talking about in the woods? Are you in trouble?’

Micka looks at me for a moment before he answers. ‘It’s about why I’'m here. They
don’t believe I am making progress.’

‘Progress in what?’
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‘In what I’m supposed to be doing.’

| realise that this is becoming a conversational roundabout, so I change the subject.
‘Do you think Jimmy is using me?’

Micka looks stunned at the bluntness of my question. ‘That depends. Do you want me
to lie to you?’

‘I want you to tell me how it is.’

Micka moves towards me and places his hands on my shoulders. He bows his head so
it’s touching mine and for a brief moment I think he’s going to kiss me.

‘Every human has an inner animal, a totem if you like. So you have to ask yourself
why did Jimmy not turn into a wolf or even a big dog when he was bitten.’

For a moment I stare at him with my mouth open. ‘He was bitten?’

Micka removes his hands and | instantly miss the heat of them. ‘It’s obvious, Mina.
Jimmy has been bitten by a Were.’

| throw open my bedroom door where Jimmy is still sleeping. He sits up in bed and
looks at me startled. ‘“Who bit you?’ I ask

‘I...I...I don’t know what you mean? He stutters

‘Jimmy, you are now a Were, which means someone has bitten you?’

The sobbing starts again and sighing, I sit on the edge of the bed. ‘I swear I don’t
know,’ he starts ‘I was out in the woods and was attacked from behind. That’s all I
remember. [ swear.’

‘Then why didn’t you report it?” He shrugs ‘where did you get bitten?’

| am sure his face turns green. ‘I don’t want to say.’

‘Show me,’ I insist

He pulls the covers back and he shows me a mark that he had told me was from
playing ball. Just inside his thigh is a bite mark, which looks more like a bruise. | am a little
puzzled. If he was attacked from behind then why on the thigh?

‘Well I am calling Dodds. He needs to know they may be a rogue Were.’

Down at Dodds office, Jimmy gives him a statement, although a little sketchy. Dodds
is being his usual self and looks like he can’t be bothered. God! I can’t stand that man. He is
so up his own ass. However, | have to admit that there is something niggling at me about
Jimmy’s story, but as always, when it comes to Jimmy I push it to the back of my mind.

Later that night Mina’s is full of chatter and laughter. Everything is running like
clockwork. Then everything goes quiet as my father crosses my threshold. This is such a rare

event that I am convinced something bad has happened.
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‘Hey, what’s up? Can I get you something to drink?’

There is something behind his eyes and that causes me to feel even more nervous.
‘Mina, I need you to come outside to the bandstand for me.’

‘Er, ok.’

| leave the bar and make my way outside along with the whole of the restaurant. The
bandstand that stands on the town green is lit up with fairy lights. This only happens for
special occasion and town events. As | get nearer | can see Jimmy stood wearing a suit and a
strange sense of déja vu comes over me.

‘Jimmy, what’s going on?’ I hiss as I realise half the town is now gathering.

Jimmy lowers himself onto one knee and I feel a mixture of sickness and giddiness. ‘I
have already asked you father and now I’m asking you, Mina Marley, will you marry me?’

Behind Jimmy, just in the darkness, | can see Micka looking at me. My options run
through my mind like flicked pages in a book. I have never wanted anyone like | want Micka.
When I am in bed with Jimmy, its Micka’s face I see. It’s his body I want inside me. It’s him
that | want to wake up to every morning. He is the reason | bound downstairs every day to
Mina’s. But then my father’s words resound in my mind. * Mi ¢ ka wi | | never gi v
position for you and i f you f élkthiswaymyt hi ng f o
father has given his blessing. He hates Jimmy more than most.

I look down at Jimmy’s face and tears are streaming down my face. Everyone is
aaahing, thinking they are tears of joy. How wrong they are.

‘Mina?’ Jimmy whispers, as I still can’t get the words out.

I have to live in the now. | have to think about my future and do I really want to be at
the angel’s beck and call, just as my father is? Micka is a passing fantasy. An intense crush
that I can get over and | will get over. Jimmy is real and | know what | am getting with him.
Oh God Mina, just make up your mind.

‘Yes,’ I say finally ‘Yes, I will marry you James Mclntyre.’

Jimmy sweeps me up in a hug and everyone claps and cheers. | can see Micka is no
longer standing in the darkness and my heart sinks. | suppose | have made my choice and

now | have to live with it.
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Self -Punishment and Diamonds

The diamond solitaire sparked in colours of the rainbow under my office desk lamp and |
can’t stop staring at it. A week has passed and it still hasn’t sunk in and if I am really honest I
am still secretly crying in the bathroom every night. If you’re so sad, then why do it? I know.
Believe me | know. | swear | love Jimmy, I seriously do and | want to believe that he can
give me everything | need. Even with the new Were thing, but... Oh God! The Buts! | have to
snap myself out of this. Micka is not what | need and wanting and needing are two very
different things.

A knock on the door disturbs me and Astrid pops her head round the door. ‘There’s a
Detective Tannini here.’

| frown as | tell her to let him in. It’s not often Tannini comes to town unless
something big is happening. Tannini strolls in and takes a seat opposite holding a cup of
coffee in his hands. He looks rough. In fact his five o clock shadow looks past its sell by date.

‘What’s up?’ I ask ‘you look like shit’

He smiles at me, but it’s a strained smile. ‘There’s a problem and I can’t go to Dodds
with it. I was wondering if you could spare me Micka.’

My insides flip at his name and I shift uncomfortably in my seat. ‘Micka why? What’s
going on?’

He sighs deeply before answering me. ‘A young girl of about nineteen has been found
mutilated by the woods close to here, but nearer the city. It’s not quite my patch, but not
Dodds either. Red tape and shit like that. Anyway Dodds and Mrs Francs are insistent that the
Weres here are under control and won’t allow me to work near the town. So, I am doing a
little undercover work.’

‘And why Micka?’

‘When you and Jaq went on your vigilante mission into the city it was Micka that
helped us find you. Angels have a certain advantage when it comes to tracking beings. After
all it is their job to make sure we all run smoothly. But I will tell you something lil’ girl,
when it comes to you there is nothing that that angel won’t do.’

Words are sticking in my throat. This was the very same Micka who told me he was
not my Guardian angel and | could come and go as | pleased. Talk about mixed messages.

‘Well Micka has taken the week off. You might find him at Ray’s,” I say finally.
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Tannini gets to his feet and gives me a sly wink and then | remember about Jimmy
and | tell him about his attack.

‘I will chat with him. Oh! And if the gruesome twosome asks I am here on vacation.’

“Your secret’s safe with me,’ I promise.

Alone again | pick up the phone to ring my father’s house and then I change my mind.
What am I supposed to say. ‘Hey Micka, I am sorry I have refused to take your calls or speak
to you since I got engaged, but, hey, can you do me a favour?’ Yeah right!

Later that day Dodds and Mrs Francs enter my office and I wonder what I’ve done to
be so popular. The din of Heart can be heard from the front of house and even though the
door is closed, Anne and Nancy Wilson can still be heard singing about a woman trying to
get herself pregnant by a random hitchhiker. Looking at Dodds and Mrs Francs standing
uncomfortably in my office, Tannini’s gruesome twosome phrase comes to mind and I have
to force the smile from my face. We always used to tease Dodds about being Mrs Francs’
lapdog. He, stout and small, compared to her tall elegant school mistress persona. Even now
she looks pristine in her blood red two piece and pearls. Her dyed blond hair is swept up in a
tight bun and her eyes look at me with disdain.

‘We will come straight to the point, Mina. We have heard Tannini is in town and we
want to know why?’ she says.

‘As far as [ am aware I am Ray’s daughter, not Tannini’s’ I smile ‘why would I know
what he’s doing?’

‘Mina,” Dodds warns

‘Fine, Stan is visiting Ray as far as I know. You know they will probably be getting
drunk and watching the game over the weekend.’

I know using Tannini’s first name has caught them of guard, which adds some truth to
my story. They both look at me for a beat and the Mrs Francs starts to smile at me.

‘I hear congratulations are in order,” she says holding out her hand. Reluctantly I give
her my newly adorned finger.

‘Well James is a lucky man, or maybe it’s you that’s the lucky one considering the
fortune Thomas Mclntyre is sitting on.’

Dodds gives a small snigger and | am at a loss to what to say. Tom, Jimmy’s uncle
and guardian, is a wealthy man, but so is mine and money had never even entered my head,
nor Jimmy’s. So why would she say such a thing.

When they leave I get into the car and make my way to my father’s to warn Tannini

that they are both watching him.
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‘Mina, What you...?’

‘Is Tannini here?’

My father moves to one side and | find him in the lounge with Micka, both hunched
over what looked like a map. Only Tannini looks up and gives me a big smile.

‘Hey Mina, what’s up?’

‘I just thought you should know that the gruesome twosome are sniffing around.’

‘And you couldn’t just ring,” my father asks coming from behind.

That is a damn good question and trust my father to ask it. Why didn’t I ring? You all
know why I didn’t. Ok. I love self punishment. I am torturing myself, by coming here and
knowing damn well he would be here. Jesus! Someone should slap me.

‘My phone is playing up,’ I blatantly lie.

Tannini looks at me and then at where Micka is, still with his head bowed looking at
the map. ‘Hey, Ray, I could do with a beer.’

“You know where the fridge is?” my father answers.

‘I do, but I need to ask you about the thing that we were chatting about last time I was
down.’

I smile as they both give each other signals that one wants to go and the other wants to
stay and in the end my father relents and they both leave the room.

The clock on the wall ticks away in the mounting silence and still he hasn’t look up at
me. In the end I give in and turn to leave also.

‘Congratulations. You never gave me chance to say it.” I turn to where Micka has still
got his head bowed.

‘Look, I'm really sorry it’s just...’

‘I’m sure you and Jimmy will be very happy together,” he finishes as though I had not
been speaking.

| fight to keep myself in check. It was me that had been rude to him. He has every
right to be pissed at me, but something about the way he says happy together gets under my
skin.

‘What do you mean by that?’ I bristle.

Now, Micka straightens and looks at me. ‘You know full well what I mean, Mina. It is
the reason you have chosen to ignore me since he put a ring on your finger. You know that
Jimmy is a hardly a man, especially with his new condition and you will end up standing at
the altar alone once more.’

“You are so full of shit, Micka,’ I start to shout.
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‘Am 1?7’

“You know you turn up here and expect me to put a roof over your head, and then you
think it gives you the right to interfere in my life. Let me tell you something, you know
nothing about me or what I need.” My birthmark is burning again as my temper rises.

‘If only you knew, Mina, what I know about you,’ he shouts back

‘Then, why don’t you tell me.’

“You are only a half breed. You would have no understanding of angel business.’

I raise my fist and | am just about to punch him, but he grabs my hand to stop me. He
pushes me hard against the fireplace, so | am unable to move. His hot breath is on my face as
| struggle in his grasp. | would be so aroused if I were not so angry. The only part of my body
not held by Micka is my legs and my only weapon to hand is my knees.

‘Mina, stop it now!” My father’s voice breaks the tension.

I flinch at my father’s voice and I pull my arm away from Micka’s grip and lower my
knee.

‘Maybe I should leave,” Micka suggests

‘No, you stay,” my father says ‘Mina, you have a business to run, go and run it.’

| look at the three men and Tannini gives me small shrug. I storm out of the house and
slam the door behind me. Once inside my car | start to cry once more. Is this what it’s come
to, because I have chosen Jimmy, everyone was against me. Well, so be it. I don’t need any

of them.
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Pho's Chaging Who?

The hunt is on for the rogue Were and Tannini is seriously frustrated, as is Micka. It
seems this Were is proving a tad elusive. Coupled with hiding from Francs and Dodds, this
task is stretching Tannini’s usually perceptive abilities. He has changed into every animal he
can, just so he can hide undetected, but even that is not working. Micka and I are still not
talking; in fact, Jono has been working alone in the kitchen since, which is fine with me. If he
IS going to be an ass about everything then he can sulk in his own time.

You know I’m lying. It isn’t fine. Jimmy has now started to notice something is
wrong. | am constantly snapping and picking fights with him and whenever he mentions
wedding plans I either change the subject or blow a fuse. The poor guy can’t do right for
doing wrong. It was during one of these arguments that | stormed out. This time the fight was
about Micka. Jimmy had come to bed later the previous night and | was already asleep. He
had tried to wake me up, using is fingers and mouth, and unfortunately my usual guard was
not up and in my sleepy state Micka’s name had left my lips. Result- a day of him accusing
and me denying any sort of sexual feelings for my ex house guest. Anyway, after storming
out, I realised | had not brought my jacket and the Fall air was sharp as | pounded the streets
furiously. Before I realised where | was | found myself in the woods between my fathers and
the Manor. It was then | heard the sound of someone following me. Cursing my stupidity at
being here alone at night I start to casually back up on myself, while wondering if the trick I
pulled on Jag was something I could do again to protect myself. Soon | recognise a road that
leads to my fathers and quicken my pace and now | am certain someone is following me. |
can hear their footsteps. Fear causes me to start to jog and they quicken also. In the distance |
can see my father’s house and that’s all I need as I break out into a run. I was never a good
runner and now I am so scared and I know they are catching up. I don’t want to turn around
and see, incase | lose speed or worse fall. The drive is in sight and its funny I can almost
smell the hatred towards me. The house is dark and I suddenly realise that I don’t have a key.
Where are they? They chose a perfect time for some male bonding session. The gravel drive
causes my pumps to slip and suddenly I hit something hard and with a swipe | punch out.

‘Mina, it’s me calm down.’

I can barely breathe as I look up at Micka’s face. ‘“Why were you chasing me? Are

you trying to be funny?’
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‘I was in the house, I saw you running here and came down,’ he answers with a frown
on his face.

| turn back to the woods and my legs start to give way. Micka picks me up and carries
me inside like Rett Butler carrying a modern day and slightly harassed Scarlett O’Hara.
Lowering me on the sofa he disappears into the kitchen and returns with a drink.

‘Someone was chasing me,” I manage to say.

‘What were you doing in the woods?’

‘I needed some air,’ I half lie.

Micka gets to his feet and picks up the phone, ‘I’m calling Tannini and then ’'m
walking you home.’

‘No,’ I say a little too quickly ‘I mean I’ll ring Jimmy. He’ll come and pick me up.’

Micka nods and gives me a small smile before ringing Tannini.

The next evening, once Mina’s had closed, Tannini, Micka, Jimmy and I were
preparing to trace the Were. It seemed after | had left, an idea had suddenly occurred to
Micka on how to find it. So here we are in a dark shop with Tannini loading a gun with silver
bullets and Jimmy looking almost green in colour. It seems the prospect of seeing his attacker
is not boding well. | try my best to calm him, but it’s not working.

‘Why do I need to be here?” he complains

‘Because you have a connection with the Were who turned you. If you call they will
answer and hopefully come running. It’s a basic instinct to protect an offspring,” Micka
answers keeping his tone even.

Micka instructs him to stand in the prepared space and as he does Micka circles him
as Jimmy speaks the incantation. This is the first time | have seen an angel ritual and | am
fascinated. There seems to be no effort of Micka’s part, he merely circles and keeps his eyes
on Jimmy. After five minutes there is nothing.

‘Why are you not trying?’ Micka accuses.

‘I am, I’'m doing exactly what you told me. But you will have to forgive me for
feeling a little freaked out,” Jimmy answers.

‘No, you are hiding something,” Micka challenges ‘Why don’t you want us to find
who attacked you?’

I pull myself off the stool as I realise what’s about to happen. This has been brewing
for weeks and | am surprised it has taken this long.

‘Look man, maybe it’s you. Maybe you are not all that powerful,” Jimmy challenges

‘Ok guys let’s simmer down. This is not helping,’ I say placing myself between them.
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‘Oh I see you’re taking his side,” Jimmy almost squeals
‘I’'m not taking anybody’s side. I am just saying calm down.’
‘Jesus! As if it isn’t enough that you scream his name out in bed.’

‘I..I..I..I don’t scream it,” I stutter as I feel my cheeks flush. I have my back to

Micka, but | know he is hiding a small smirk. Even Tannini has stopped what he was doing

and is looking our way. Then, Mina’s unlocked door opens and Jimmy’s attacker enters.
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dg One Boor Closes...

For what seems hours | stand open mouthed at my door. Everyone is frozen to the spot
until Jimmy shouts, ‘Don’t shoot!’

It is now suddenly crystal clear at Jimmy’s behaviour. The crying, the reluctance to
report it, shit! Even the proposal. It’s a guilty conscious. He was not attacked. He was bitten
while betraying me. The bite that turned him was a fucking love bite. | suddenly launch from
where [ am stood and slam Lydia against the glass doors. ‘You fucking bitch!’

| feel a pair of arms grab me and thinking its Jimmy | struggle against him, but Jimmy is
still stood in the circle and Tannini is lowering his gun in shock, which means...

‘Mina, calm down,” he whispers into my ear and now the tears are falling.

‘Why Jimmy? Why her?’ I sob

‘It was nothing babe. Just a bit of fun.’

Lydia snaps her head round to where Jimmy is standing, ‘A bit of fun? You said you
were gonna leave her.’

‘Babe, look, this is all just a misunderstanding,” he stammers, although I have no idea
which of us he is speaking to.

Tannini has now moved toward Lydia and tells her to leave, which she does. My face
is now buried in Micka’s chest and slowly I lift my eyes to his. The connection there and then
between us becomes so strong as it seems | can, for a brief moment read his mind. He gives
me a slow nod and loosens his hold, and with one motion I turn around and punch Jimmy so
hard he topples over the tables. I hadn’t realised I had it in me.

“You fucking bitch,” he hisses ‘No wonder I went somewhere else, you have some
serious issues. You and the winged freak deserve each other.” He gets to his feet and rushes
out.

| stand there for a moment numb and still in disbelief at how my life and future has
just changed in a matter of minutes. ‘Will you lock up?’ I say and finally walk the stairs to
my flat. [ lay fully clothed on my bed as I try and piece together what’s just happened. Maybe
| had pushed him away. Maybe Lydia could give him something I couldn’t. I had always
believed the sex between us was good, but maybe it wasn’t. Maybe I am the problem. To be
fair | had always been thinking of Micka instead of giving Jimmy my full attention. Mina!
Fucking stop it. I am not doing this again. I blamed myself last time and it’s not my fault if

Jimmy was too free and easy with his dick. I gave him everything and it’s his loss. His smell
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is still on my sheets so | get up and pull everything off my bed. I don’t want to sleep
somewhere he’s polluted. In fact first thing I am buying a new bed- fresh and clean and
Jimmy free. Opening my bedroom door | see Micka standing there.

‘Go on say it. [ told you so,’ I snap

‘I’d never say that to you and if I could change things I would,” he answers

‘Then why are you here?’

‘I couldn’t get hold of Jaq and I didn’t want you to be alone.’

‘Well Jaq is away and as you can see I’m fine. Really, go back to Ray’s. I'll be fine
honest.’

‘Well you know where I am,” he says and reluctantly leaves.

I turn and climb into his bed. His smell lingers on the sheets and pillow and unlike
Jimmy’s I take comfort in it and wrap my body in the sheets and pretend he’s there. The next
morning when awake I’m confused that I am in Micka’s bed and then I remember. I pull
myself up and open the door. There on my sofa asleep is Micka. He had never left. | have
never seen him sleep before and he looks like a peaceful child. As I’m staring he wakes and I
find myself getting flustered.

‘I thought you’d left,” I say defensively.

‘I came back. I couldn’t leave you alone.’

‘Why are you sleeping on the sofa?’

“You were in my bed.’

I stop myself just in time from saying, ‘You could have just got in.” I go into the
kitchen and look aimlessly in the fridge. I am not hungry; my stomach is still in knots. I close
the fridge and Micka is looking at me worriedly.

“You know what, I need a new bed. Fancy coming along and we’ll get breakfast on
the way.’

He nods and smiles. An hour later we are inside The Bedzzzone, the bed emporium
just outside the city. There are beds of every shape and size, from ones that are car shaped to
ones that would be found in some pimp’s bedroom. At first, Micka seems awkward as I start
to sit on the mattresses of different beds. Soon an over eager sales assistant bounds over and
flamboyantly starts his pitch. Of course he thinks Micka and | are a couple and looking at
each other we decide to play along. Soon the place is filled with us laughing like a couple of
naughty children and the tears I’'m shedding are not from sadness. At Micka’s
recommendation | chose a black iron sleigh bed and one of those mattresses that mould to the

body and after arranging for it to be delivered we make our way home and back to reality.
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As we pull up to Mina’s I see through the window Jimmy in a headlock with Jono.
Rushing from the car and I hurry inside with Micka close behind. ‘Jono, let him go, he’s not
worth it,” I shout.

The whole place is in shocked silence at Jono’s outburst. Jono at a moment lets him
go and causes Jimmy to fall onto the floor. ‘I only came here for my ring,” Jimmy snarls

“You cheap son of a bitch,” Jono shouts, but I manage to grab Jono away before he
hits him. | pull the ring off my finger and let it drop to the floor. “You have your ring now
leave.’

I don’t wait to see him leave as I pass Jono I give him a signal that I am ok and make
my way upstairs. I can’t face a shift with everyone gossiping so I leave Astrid and Vicki in
charge. Dressed in my slouchies | take my duvet and sink onto the sofa ready to watch bad
TV. Then, my door opens. ‘I know I’m no Jaq, but I believe at times like this these are the
best cures.’

I smile as Micka holds up a large tub of Ben and Jerry’s and a slasher movie. He
grabs two spoons and sits beside me and pulls the duvet over us both. As the movie starts |
ignore the ice-cream and snuggle onto his lap. I don’t need the chocolate high. I have all
need already. Everything is perfect and I don’t want it to change ever. ‘Will you move back
in with me?’ I ask keeping my eyes on the screen.

There is a pause and I am aware I have crossed my fingers. Jesus! I haven’t done that
since | was a kid.

‘On one condition.’ I turn so I am looking up at him questionably ‘You teach me to

drive. | am sick of walking everywhere.’
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Aforeber in Blue Jeans

‘Oh my god! Just a little further...nearly there... squeeze...’

Breathless | lay on the bed not daring to move after finally fastening the button on my
favourite jeans. The jeans that always make my butt look good and make me feel good
despite how | am feeling inside. Now the button is fastened, next task is getting off the bed. |
am going to have to do this slow. I shuffle down the bed so my feet are touching the floor and
| start to sit up, but the waistband threatens to slice me in two. So it’s the rolling method. I
roll over to my stomach and try and get up, but no these jeans are out to kill me and finally |
give in and release the button and watch as my belly flops out like a released prisoner. That’s
it! Diet time.

‘We can do it together. Go jogging in the mornings,’ Jaq says later that day.

Even though I know, and so does she, that she doesn’t need to I appreciate the
support. Jono walks through eating a bacon and egg bun and I feel my stomach growl. ‘I
don’t get why you just don’t get a bigger size,” he says with a mouthful of food. Jaq and I
glare at him. ‘Geez, | swear I will never understand women,’ he huffs, before disappearing
into the Kkitchen.

—

‘I can’t go on, I am dying,” I breathe as | collapse onto the floor.

Jaq is hopping over me like a pink velour wearing rabbit. ‘Come on Min, we have
only run from Mina’s to the end of town.’

‘That’s far enough. You will have to go on without me.’

Jag grabs my arm and pulls me to my feet. ‘Do you want to get back into those
jeans?’ I nod. ‘Well that ass and gut is not going to lose itself. Now get going.’

A week has passed of this diet and my temper is starting to fray. Living off bare
rations of lettuce leaves and carrots are near on killing me and Jaq is becoming like a military
sergeant. Micka has stopped eating at the flat and keeps avoiding me, especially when he told
me that | looked nice in an outfit the other day and | practically accused him of being
sarcastic. This is even when I know he doesn’t do sarcasm. I am sitting in the office with the
door closed in the hope of blocking out the sight and smells of food. Whose smart idea was it
to open a restaurant anyway? | may look like my mother, but from the one photograph | own

of her I am definitely not built like her. | take after my father for my height and build. My
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mother was tall and elegant, everything | am not. God, why am | letting a pair of jeans get to
me. They are slung on the back of a chair in my bedroom taunting me every time | get into
bed. Jono is right. I could just get a bigger size. No, I will get back into them if it’s the last
thing I do.

The following week | pick up the pace and | am soon keeping up with Jag and if | am
honest | am starting to feel better about myself. Even if I don’t get back into the jeans I think
I will keep up with this jogging thing. After all its not just fat that its burning off, but since
Micka has moved back in I had been feeling... well a little... you know... pent-up and the
jogging is helping. Who knew? Jono still keeps trying to tempt me with cakes and chocolate,
but | am steadfast. | will win this war. That is until I pass out. | was just about to serve Mr.
Cobbs when | blacked out, only waking up in my bed with Micka sat in the chair with my
jeans in his hands.

‘Is it really worth it? For an item of clothing?’ he demands as I struggle to sit up.

“You wouldn’t understand,’ I say.

‘Well why don’t you try and explain it to me.’

‘Those jeans make me happy. They fill me with confidence, because | look so good in
them.’

‘Get up!’

I am little shocked at the sharpness of his tone and I find myself obeying instead of
arguing. He grabs my arm and takes me to my full length mirror. He stands behind me and
holds me still.

‘What do you see?’ he asks

‘I dunno,’ I shrug.

‘I’11 tell you what I see. I see a young woman who is unhappy and ill. Ever since you
have started this charade you have become moody and withdrawn and all because you think a
piece of material makes you look good.” He lifts up the jeans ‘These only look good because
you are wearing them. Even if you were wearing a plastic bag it would look good because it’s
how you wear it. Do you see what [ am getting at?’

‘I suppose’

Micka sighs and hands me the jeans. ‘If you insist on carrying on then go ahead, but
don’t expect me to stand by and watch you starve yourself.’

As he leaves | look down at the stonewashed denim. | know he has a point, but still
he’s a man. He doesn’t get it. Sliding out of my jog pants I sit on the bed and prepared to

battle the jeans once more. They slide up my legs and so far so good, now just the hips. Yep |
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can keep going. The butt is in and now for the belly. | brace myself to lay down as I tug at the
button and to my surprise it closes easily and | can breathe. | have done it. | have got back
into my jeans. It is then | can smell burning. | open the window that leads to the back of
Mina’s and I can see an old oil drum burning. I open my mouth to shout when I see Micka
and Jono step out. They are carrying something dark that I can’t quite make out. ‘Did it
work?’ I hear Jono say and Micka nods as they throw something into the fire. For a moment I
puzzle at what they are up to. Then something comes to me. I pull off my jeans and look at
the size label. It’s been hastily stitched back in. They have both gone out and bought a
different size and swapped labels and by the looks of things washed and rewashed the new
pair so they didn’t look so new. I want to feel angry at their betrayal, but I can’t. They have
put so much effort into it and all because they care. | was wrong they did understand, they

just needed to fix it.
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Driving He Craszp

‘Have you checked your mirror... right now put it into first...right bring your left foot up
slowly as you lower the right... no! Wait!...you stalled...Ok let’s start again... good, now find
your bite... now let the car move slowly...Ok go a bit faster and go into second... you’re doing
well, now try going into third...there’s no need to wrench it. It’s in there... now turn... slow
down... use the brake... Micka, the brake... Micka, for fuck sake put your foot on the brake.’

Two hours of driving around the wasteland behind Mina’s and my nerves were on edge.
Twice Micka has stormed from the car, claiming | was not explaining myself clearly and at
least three times I had shouted at him that what was the point of having wings if he couldn’t
use them. The honeymoon period of moving back in together is definitely over and it’s only
been four weeks. As | parked the car, Micka starts to get out and then stops. ‘Mina?’

‘What?’

He looks at me for a moment. ‘It doesn’t matter.’

‘Fine,’ I say to myself as he gets out the car and hurries out.

Apart from the driving these past few days something is bothering him. He keeps
starting to tell me something and then changing his mind. I can’t figure him out sometimes
and it frustrates me. Maybe there lies the attraction. Sometimes | catch him looking at me,
while | am reading or watching TV, but when I look back at him he turns away. He is also
becoming restless on a night. | hear him pacing and sometimes | am sure he stands at my
door as though he is waiting for something. Its unsettling and I only wish he will just talk to
me. My father is clearly not happy at him being back under my roof, which confuses me
considering he told me I had to in the beginning. He is also full of excuses for Jimmy and |
find it extraordinary that my father is sympathetic to the man who cheated on his daughter.
Men! I am positive | will never understand them. Anyway tonight its girl’s night and I can’t
wait for some time with Jaq away from Mina’s.

Jaq put a chick flick on that we both knew we would talk through and cracked open a
bottle of vino. First topic was Jimmy and | sat there and allowed her to get it all off her chest
and then it was my turn. When | found out about Jimmy, Jaq was having a weekend away
with a guy she had been dating. His name was Dennie and he was in property. He lived in the
city and whatever he was doing he was putting a smile on Jaq’s face. She gave me all the

details and maybe a little too much detail. The sound of the phone interrupts our chat and
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when she answers its Nanna Christine. Jaq starts off chatty and then turns defensive and cold.
When she puts the phone down I ask what’s wrong.

‘Its Candice, she’s at Nanna’s.’

Soon we are sitting in Christine’s front room glaring at Candice whom glared back.
Christine is fussing making sure we have drinks before she sits down and looks at us all
before she speaks. ‘Now before any of you girls start Candice has something she’d like to
say.” Candice continues to glare ‘Candice,” she warns.

‘Fine.” Candice huffs ‘I am really sorry about the mermaid thing. I hope you can
forgive me.’

Christine looks at me and | know better than to disobey. ‘Its fine, forget it.’

‘Good, now who wants cake?’ Christine gets up and disappears into the kitchen as she
does Candice leans forward. ‘Don’t take that apology seriously. I gave you what you paid for
and from what I hear I’'m surprised you didn’t turn into a Golden Retriever/cheerleader’

“You bitch,’ I hiss and Jaq forces me to sit still.

‘Why you here?’ Jaq asks.

‘Not that it’s any of your fucking business, but I need a fresh start.’

‘That’s bullshit and you know it,” Jaq replies.

‘Well you’ll never find out will you,” Candice smirks.

At that moment Christine returned and placed cake in front of us and sits down.
‘Girls, I may be old, but I am not deaf or stupid. I want you girls to learn to play nice because
if you don’t you will have me to answer to.’

We all look at each other and we all know better. Christine was as fiery as Candice,
and to be honest it’s not a good idea to cross her. We look at Candice who smirks.

‘Yes, Nanna Christine,” we say in unison like naughty school children.

‘She is fucking up to something,” Jaq says once we get into my car.

‘Tell me about it,” I reply ‘she better watch her back.’

Later that evening Jag and | are working a shift with Micka in the kitchen as Jono has
taken the night off. To be honest apart from his outburst Jono is taking Lydia quite well. He
almost looks relieved.

‘I’m sorry I shouted at you,’ I say as I give Micka an order.

‘It’s ok, Ray took me out again and I think I’ve got the hang of it.’

‘I suppose it takes one angel to teach another,’ I smile.

‘Mina, [ know it’s busy but I really need to...”
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Suddenly the music stops mid song and changestoKa ny e West .My Gol d

body tenses as | understand why Jaq has changed the song. I turn from the serving hatch and
there is Lydia, all golden brown and she is glaring at Jaqg.

‘So, where have you been?’ Jaq asks icily

‘Pops figured I needed to get away from it all,” she answers

‘Oh, so, while you are sunning yourself, you leave us all here to clear up your mess.
Did your Pops ever teach not to shit on your own doorstep you two bit whore?’

‘Hey, watch your mouth, bitch. Mina is not the only victim here. I was lied to as
well.’

I move to Jaq’s side, partly to keep her calm and partly so I can use her strength. ‘Tell
me, Lydia, how were you lied to. You came to my engagement party. Call me old fashioned,
but that usually means the man is taken.” I manage to say.

‘He told me it was over,’ she replies

‘Ok, let me put it another way, because I realise I may have used long words so I’ll
break it down for you. You are a lying beast who will rut anything that moves.’

The whole place is deathly quiet, Lydia raises her hand to slap me and | catch it,
swing her around and slam her down onto the nearest table, holding her throat.

“You had better leave, because you may be a bitch on heat, but I’'m half angel and I
will out power you every time.’

Never before | have felt such power running through my veins and I am nervous, but
mostly | feel exhilarated. I let her go and watch her stumble out. | catch Jaq’s eye and she
smiles. ‘Right guys, this show was brought to you by Mina Marley and now it’s over, so
enjoy your meals and don’t forget to tip the waitress,” Jaq shouts.

At her words the place starts buzzing again and I disappear into my office. Once | get
in there Micka follows me in. ‘I know. I know. I shouldn’t have done that, but I was
provoked,’ I say

‘That’s not why I‘m here,” he says. His face seems pensive ‘I have been summoned.’

‘By whom?’

‘My superiors and I can’t ignore it.’

‘How long will you be away?’

‘I can’t say.” He starts to move closer toward me. ‘I think I may be in trouble, but
that’s not important. Mina, there is something I have been trying to say to you.’

He touches my cheek with his fingers and my breath catches. As he bows his head to

mine | realise he is going to kiss me and my breathing is coming quick and fast. At last, after
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all this time he’s getting his cute ass into gear to make a move on me. His lips are so close
now and I am looking straight into his eyes. My legs are shaking and turning to jelly, with his
hand on my waist he pulls me closer to his body. O.M.G! As Vicki would say. What |
wouldn’t give for him to lift me up and ravish me on my desk right now. But no. Patience
Mina, don’t push it. It’s taken him this long to get this far.

‘What do you want to tell me,” I barely whisper

‘I think I’ve f...

Damn it! the fuckers have taken him. | fucking hate angels.
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Whispers and Tantrums

‘What the fuck is going on? Where is he?’

Uz and my father look shifty at my questions and are not being forthcoming with any
answers. Two weeks have passed and there has been no word from Micka, and now | am
seriously worried. Also to top it off | have started to have nightmares about being trapped in
some large house, so my mood is not improving.

‘It’s out of my hands,” Uz responds

‘Well, at least tell me he’s ok. The last thing he said to me was he was in trouble.’

Not exactly true, but I am not going there, not with them anyway.

‘Micka is much higher in rank then I am. I am in no position to ask,” Uz replies.

‘Oh, so, he’s an Arch then?’

More looks between father and Uz. ‘No, he’s no Arch.’

‘But I thought your rank was one step lower than an Arch, so is he higher than an
Arch?’ 1 ask biting frustration.

Both let out a snigger. ‘There is only one thing that can be higher than an Arch and
Micka is most defiantly not that.’

‘I’m confused. What the fuck is Micka’s position in this heavenly barrack thingy that
you all come from?’ they stand there in silence and only succeed in infuriating me more.
“You know what I’ll ask myself.’

I go into the kitchen and get a sharp carving knife. Bringing it back to the room, |
point it towards my birthmark. ‘You say there is no connection between this and Micka, yet
when I get angry then this hurts and so does Micka. So, let’s put it to the test, let’s see what
happens when I cut the fucker out.’

‘You’re bluffing,” Uz challenges

But my father knows better and as he catches my eye he shakes his head at me. ‘Mina,
don’t,” he says

“You pamper the child far too much by giving her too much attention, Raejaul. She
will not take the blade to skin,” Uz snaps

‘How long have you known her Uzriel. You know how stubborn she can be. Just tell
her something,” Father argues.

‘I told you, I cannot.’

‘When you’ve both finished,” I snap ‘Tell me where Micka is now or else.’
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‘I can’t, Mina. I swear to you.’

| flinch as the blade sticks into my flesh. I close my eyes ready for the inevitable pain
and wonder briefly how stubborn I truly am. | push the knife harder and suddenly it is pulled
from my hand. ‘Mina, don’t.’

I don’t need to turn to know, but I still look down at the tattooed hand, just to make
sure. I start to turn around, but he holds me still. ‘I can’t let you see me, S0 stay where you
are. Just listen.’

‘Micka, what’s wrong? Why can’t [ see you?’

He squeezes me harder to his body and I realise I can’t actually feel him. No heat or
cold. No heartbeat. Not even a smell. His smell. It’s just a sensation of him holding me. It’s
so weird | can barely explain it.

‘Just listen. I am fine. There is still some business that I need to attend to, because
something unexpected has become apparent. But once it’s done, I'll be back. So give Uz a
break.’

| see Uz flinch at Micka not using his full name and I find myself smiling. ‘I just
wanted to know you were safe,” I almost whisper, aware of father and Uz’s stares.

I feel his lips brush my ear. ‘I am fine. Honest and thank you for caring, and Mina,
I’m sorry.” He kisses my cheek softly and then both he and Uz are gone before | can ask what
he is sorry for.

For the longest time my father and I stare at each other. ‘You did a stupid thing,” he
says finally

‘Well if you were all straight with me that I would have to do stupid things,’ I answer

‘Micka is none of your concern and you should keep away.’

‘If he’s none of my business than why in hell did you let him stay with me?’

‘Believe me young lady I am beginning I hadn’t agreed.’

There is a moment what I like to call ‘an Oh shit!” moment on my father’s face. ‘I
thought it was nothing to do with you. It was my choice?’

‘What is the difference? I trusted that in all the years we have done this together I
would have taught you better. But the first chance you get you throw yourself at the one who
is in your care.’

I am thrown and hurt by his outburst. “What are you saying?’ I ask choking back
tears.

‘I’m saying you want Micka, then Jimmy, then Micka again. You slam Lydia, yet you

are no better. Your mother would be ashamed.’
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That’s the punch line that causes me to storm out, slamming the door behind me. I get
into my car and hit the wheel as | burst into turns. Never has he ever used mom against me
and | hate for doing it now.

Driving aimlessly I soon find myself outside the cemetery gates. The leaves are all
golden and are falling off the trees. There is a smell of a bonfire burning somewhere. No
doubt it’s Chipper, the Grounds man. It doesn’t take me long to find the place. Even though
it’s been years. Although fresh flowers suggest it’s still visited. Getting to my knees the tears
start to fall once more as | talk to a piece of marble slab.

‘Mom, I wish you were here to tell me what I should do. Father has no idea about how
| am feeling. He never has, not like you. The nights you would lay beside me and comfort me
after another nightmare. Why can’t he be that loving? But father is not really the problem. I
have fallen in love with someone I shouldn’t have. Everything is so mixed up and I need
someone to tell me why | feel this way and where I fit in this place.’

“You know I miss her too, even though I don’t show it.” I hear father sit beside me
and I hurry to wipe the tears away. ‘I know come across as a cold son of a bitch, but I love
you more then you realise, even if | don’t show it. You are my precious only born. I am so
proud of what you have become, but this Micka thing is not good, because he’s not meant for
you.’

‘I know. He’s position.’

‘Not just that, Mina. Micka is a different sort of angel to what I was and what Uzriel
is. He is what you would call a soldier. Where Uzriel’s job is to guide, Micka’s is to serve
and protect all of us. He is a fighting machine that is not programmed to feel, just kill. When |
was told that Micka had been chosen to come here and stay with you | believed he was
perfect. But things have changed. You have changed him. His head is not on the task he has
been given and an unsteady and emotional Micka is not an angel that can easily be dealt with.
It’s dangerous.

‘I don’t understand.’

‘I am begging you Mina, Micka is like a temperamental child. You have to be the
adult. Control those feelings and don’t give into them, because if you allow Micka to fall for

you, then I can no longer protect you.’
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Stoeet Dreams are Mave of These

Along the walls rows of pictures hang, but in the poor light I am unable to see what’s on
them. In front of me is a large window that sits at the end of this long corridor and for some
reason | am almost frozen with fear. I know I can’t go that way, but I don’t know why. All |
do know is that I need to get out, because if I don’t I die. Footsteps are coming towards me
and with them my heart is pounding. Where shall 1 go? Where can | go? What should | do? |
can hear chanting coming from somewhere and it’s not good chanting. My face is wet with
sweat and tears. Its either fight or flight and | have no idea which way I will I go. Suddenly a
robed figure steps out in front of the window, blocking out the moon. This is it. This is my
test. It is then I realise that in my hand is a silver dagger and its cold in my hot hands. Taking
a breath | grip it tighter and then start to run towards him and with every effort | knock him to
the floor and stab him in the chest.

I wake up screaming and covered in sweat. It’s still dark and | flop back onto my
pillow in exasperation. This has been the third dream of this sort this week. Always the same
figure and always ends with me plunging a dagger in his chest. Suddenly, I start to cry. No
not cry, sob, and I can’t stop. I feel so alone and vulnerable.

The next day my head pounds like a bad hangover to point of throwing up my
breakfast. As I go into Mina’s Astrid and Vicki sense my bad mood and quietly go about their
chores. In fact the first to talk to me is Jono, when | get inside the kitchen.

“You are going to have to snap outta this mood, Min.’

‘I ain’t in a mood,’ I snap

‘No course not,” he answers with a smirk. ‘Look I have made no secret about my
feelings about Micka, but hell, even I miss him.’

‘Who said it’s about Micka?’

Jono gives me a knowing smile. ‘Min, ever since he arrived here you have changed.
It’s like you come alive in ways you never did before. He brings out the very best in you and
now he’s gone that light is starting to diminish.’

I can’t help myself and I burst into tears. Jono’s arms wrap around me as he hold me
close. ‘Jono, I don’t know what to do,” I sob ‘Ray is telling me to keep away from Micka,

because if [ don’t he can’t protect me.’
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‘When have you ever let anyone tell you what to do? Francs didn’t want you to buy
this place and you fought her all the way. And remember when we were kids and Ray told us
not to go near the attic and roof. What did we do? You, Jaq and I climb on the roof.’

I start to giggle. “Yeah and Jaq had panic attack and nearly passed out.’

‘We were there for two hours before Ray found us. We were separated and grounded
for a month.’

‘What we talking about?’

We both turn to see Jaq entering the kitchen. ‘Your panic attack on Ray’s roof,” Jono
laughs

‘Hey, you would have had a panic attack if your so called friends think that just
because you are a fairy that means you have wings and can fly to get help,’ she says.

“You know we would never have put it to the test,” Jono say.

“Tell it to the elbow coz the hand can’t be fucked,” Jaq snaps.

We all burst into laughter. I have no idea what I’d do without them both. No matter
what goes wrong they are my constants. Then, my head starts to spin and a sharp pain rips
through my abdomen. | grab hold of the counter to stop myself falling.

‘Mina, what’s wrong?’ Jaq asks

I start to answer but another pain silences me as I fall to the floor. ‘Jono, go get the
car and tell Astrid to run the place without the kitchen.’

Jono disappears as Jaq starts to help me up. ‘Jaq, I'm bleeding,’ I say

‘What? Where?’

We both look down at the blood stain that is spreading across the denim material of
my jeans. ‘Shit Mina, when was the last time?’

‘The Cycle has knocked everything out. It must have been six weeks.’ I start to cry
again.

‘Jono, hurry up with that car,” Jaq screams through the back door.

They told me | need to have another procedure to ensure that everything is gone, from
me. Jono has brought me fresh clothes and taken away the stained jeans, so I don’t have to
look at them. I can’t believe that this has happened. Jimmy and | were almost always careful.
There it is, almost. Almost is not good enough and at twenty six | should know better. Jaq is
trying to be supportive, but keeps saying it’s probably for the best. Even though I am relieved
deep down | am sad. The fact of the matter is that most of my school friends my age are all
married with families or are planning weddings. There are only three that | can think off that

are still single, myself, Jaq and Lydia. Lydia, even if she were married she would still sleep
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with anything that moved. Jaq is waiting for Jono and I... well you all know my story. Yes |
have my business and more freedom than | can shake a stick at, but this scare has got me
thinking. What does Mina Marley want? Deep down.

These past months it has all been about Micka, Micka, Micka, but is he what | need?
Would he be the husband I have always dreamt off? More importantly would he be a good
father? Could he even be a father? Ray had fallen before | was conceived. His wings were
gone. He was more human, then when he had them. Something Micka isn’t. Because at the
end of the day I want a family of my own, with the loving husband to come home to.
Someone who loves me and tells me so without thinking twice. Someone who will pick me
when | fall and never expect anything from me apart from the love | have to give. Yet, with
all this in mind, I still want someone who is the total opposite-someone who can barely tell
me how he feels-who lies and hides so much about himself from me and causes me more
grief then I should put up with. But it’s the moments when I feel so whole and complete
when he stands at my side. When he touches me or looks me deep in the eyes it’s like the
whole world stops, my whole body ripples with sexual tension and excitement. So, the
question is. If faced with the man of my dreams and the man | am desperate to be with, which

would | choose? Could | choose?
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Moon Hladness

The whole friggin place has gone crazy and | am standing in what used to be my pride
and joy. All I can see is pure carnage as Mina’s is smashed to smithereens. I am filled with
fury, shock and sadness.

For Supton, October is month of parties and festivities. We sleep all day and party all
night. While others only celebrate for one night, while the moon is at its largest we celebrate
the whole month. It’s a time where we all can be our true selves, behind the human facade.
However, this year, it was different. The month had been a good one and we were all
becoming accustomed with the change in our body clocks. But tonight was so very different.
Being a Saturday, there was a street party and a band was playing. It was down to me to
supply food and drink. Jono had fired up a BBQ and all my waitresses were serving drinks,
while enjoying the party. With the help of Christine, the Weres were able to enjoy the
celebrations as either themselves or their wolf. With everyone free to be as they pleased the
whole place felt relaxed, even me.

Apart from Jaq and Jono, no one knew about my miscarriage. A story had been told that
| had collapsed through exhaustion and the story allowed me to take some time off without
any questions. Jag had come to stay with me and it was like old times, when it was just me
and her. It was then that | had made a decision. Losing the baby had really made me think
long and hard about my life and | wanted to move out of the flat and find a house. The first
step was to ask Jaq to buy into Mina’s as an equal partner and when I move out she would
take the flat. Jagq had nearly cried when | asked her. She was already my manager, but I
couldn’t think of anyone more fitting to run my business with.

So back to this night, I felt truly relaxed, my mood only waning whenever | caught sight
of Lydia sauntering past and giving me the death glare.

‘You feeling better?’

‘Not that you care, but yes,” I answer. Candice shrugs as she takes a bite from her burger.
“You do know it is a party. I would have thought you’d a made an effort.” I say

‘Right back attcha,” she sneers. “You know I could do something about the golden
retriever, for a price.’

We both look at where Lydia is now straddling young Kenny from the Mini Mart. The

poor guy is barely twenty and looks like his Christmas’s have come all at once. I hate to
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admit that | am tempted, but trusting Candice is a no go. ‘I think the last time we did business
was enough,’ I answer.

Candice huffs and then a smile emerges on her face. ‘Hey, what do ya know, it looks like
Jaq is getting her act together.’

| turn to where Candice nods and my insides swell with pride. There hand in hand Jaq
and Jono were skulking off together. Finally they would be happy. ‘If you do anything to
mess this up then you will have me to deal with,’ I say.

‘I don’t care who my cousin fucks in her spare time,” Candice answers.

It wasn’t long after this that things began to change. It was subtle, but the party
atmosphere started to make my skin prickle. Scanning the crowd | notice a small fight start to
break out between a set of teens, whole others seemed to be content in making out. The air
was filling with sex, aggression and even hunger as many started to raid the burgers that had
been made. I checked my own feelings and I didn’t feel any different. I didn’t feel hungry,
angry or horny, which to be fair was pretty new for me not feel any of those things especially
after these past few months. | can also see that Candice looks on edge and that in turn makes
me nervous. Then, suddenly we hear Jaq scream. We both start running, but it isn’t until we
hear her shout again that we find her and it’s a scene that I am sure will stay with me for the
rest of my life. Jaq is laid on the floor with a torn dress and Jono is clutching his crutch
screaming that she is a teasing bitch. I hate to admit the scene holds me momentarily, but
Candice is quicker as she punches Jono to the floor. I go Jaq and ask if she is fine and she
nods. ‘There was no need for that,” I shout at Candice for hitting Jono.

She looks me incredously ‘He has just tried to rape my cousin and your supposed best
friend,’ she spits.

‘Jaq, what happened?’ | ask

With her body shaking she starts to get to her feet. ‘I have no idea. We were making out
and all of a sudden he gets heavy and when I ask him to stop, he doesn’t. Mina, this isn’t
Jono.’

‘I know. I know. Candice take Jaq. I’1l deal with Jono.’

Candice nods and half carries Jaq into the street. | turn to where Jono is still on the floor
and I nudge him with my feet. ‘Hey ass hole, what’s this all about?’

He doesn’t answer me and for a moment I think Candice has hit him harder then I first
thought, but then his hands grabs my leg and he pulls me to the floor. In a flash he is on top

of me and though he is strong, | give a good fight. He grabs my face and squeezes it hard as
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he uses his body to hold me onto the concrete. There is pure hatred in his eyes and it causes
me to feel sick.

“You think you are so much better than me, you always have. Sitting there in your little
food kingdom and big house, where as | was a child of a drunk who beat his wife so much
she left. You, the pretty princess and me the unwanted runt. Well I am going to tell you a lil’
family secret, Princess Mina. The same rotten blood runs though both our veins and angel or
no, you are no better.’

Jono, please, this isn’t you. You are not your father. You are good and kind and I love
you. We all love you,’ I sob.

With his knees he forces my legs open and starts to pull at the jeans | am wearing. The
events of the past week as weakened me and | am losing the strength to fight him off. Worse
still, I know that if he succeeds, than everything will change between us and I can’t live with
that. It’s the reason I am still trying to fight him, I am trying to save him from whatever has
taken over him. ‘Princess...Princess... if only you knew, what you are to me. What we both
are, and then maybe you would understand the real reason for your precious Micka’s interest.
You slam Lydia, yet, you Mina are much worse and there is no reason why I shouldn’t just
take you now, because you are no better, just as [ am no better. You and I, Mina are...’

A flash of white light blinds me and I feel Jono’s weight be lifted from me. Once the
light subsides I struggle to see my rescuer. ‘What did you do?’ I ask looking at Jono’s still
body.

‘It’s ok, you don’t need to thank me. It’s not like I put myself out or anything,” Uz
responds.

‘I’m sorry. Thank you,’ I apologise as I get to my feet.

‘He’ll be fine. He will wake up with a sore head that’s all and possibly feel a little
stupid.’

Out in the street I can hear what sounds like rioting. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Magic is ripe in the air,” Uz says

‘Candice,’ I hiss

“This is more potent than some Fairy magic. Someone is meddling. Everyone is feeding
off their basic instincts.’

‘Then why am I not?’

Uz glances quickly at me. ‘Angels have no such basic instinct.’

‘But I am half human and we do. Just look at what Jono has just attempted.’

‘Mina, you ask far too many questions and I don’t have time to answer them.’
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| follow Uz out into the street and | see people committing acts that | should never have
to see. These people that | will have to look in the eye when this all calms down.

‘The magic has been cast as a diversion, but for what I have no idea,” Uz continues ‘we
are all trying to break the spell, but it’s stronger than anticipated.’

‘Well do you know who is doing it?” I ask

‘Well I was a little busy saving your ass to find out,” Uz snaps. A stressed out Uz is quiet
likeable and I have to stop myself from smiling. ‘Go back to Mina’s and stay there until I
come and get you. Do not let anyone in.’

And that’s when I found Mina’s in the state she was in. | sank down on to the floor in a
state of shock. Not only was my home wreaked, but my cousin had tried to rape our best
friend and attack me. I don’t know how much I was able to take, and that’s the last I

remember before | am knocked out cold.
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d GodParent’s Yo

My head is pounding and | am desperate for the toilet. | have no idea how long I have
been tied in this chair in a dark room. Every now and then | can hear whisperings coming
from beyond on the door and I struggle to recognise any of the voices. | wonder if | have
been gone long enough for people to start looking for me. Although, from what | remember,
the town has its own issues. | shift my weight to relieve the ache and result in wetting myself.
Tears of shame and frustration fall down my face. When | am eventually found I will smell of
piss. A true damsel in distress, | bet Sleeping Beauty never wet herself while waiting for
Prince Charming.

Suddenly the door opens and two masked figures wearing hooded robes enter. The
taller of the two unties me. ‘“We need to get you cleaned up,” he says.

The smaller one puts a hood over my head and | feel myself being led out. The floor
beneath my feet changes from stone to plush carpet. | feel many eyes watching me and I am
aware of my smell. After a few minutes another door opens and |1 am pushed inside. It takes
me a moment to dare to pull the hood off my head and when I do the brightness made me
blink. I am inside the most beautiful bathroom | have ever seen and there in the middle is a
freestanding claw bath filled with hot soapy water. | must admit this sudden act of kindness
has me nervous, but | am cold and wet and the hot water is far too tempting. | strip out of my
soiled clothes and groan loudly as the hot water envelopes my cold body. At least one thing,
if I am going to fight to the death at least I’ll smell nice. Once the water cools, | get out and
notice a black satin dress hung over a chair. I didn’t notice it there before. Again I am
suspicious, but what are my options, naked, dress or piss stained clothes. | am a girl after all.
So the dress it is.

As | slip on the dress the door opens once more and my masked friends enter and
cover my head.

e

I have no idea what happened. I hadn’t even realised | had fallen asleep, but now I am
restrained by my arms. With my head still covered I can smell incense and candle wax. | am
also aware the room is full, because I can hear collective breathing. Footsteps come towards

me and the hood is pulled off. The room | am sat in is a large circular hall and is filled with
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black robed people. One is standing alone and there is something about the way they are
standing that is familiar. ‘Mina Marley!’

My body chills as the figure pulls their mask free and there | see Williamina Francs
AKA Mrs Francs. Surprise has rendered me speechless. ‘Welcome to my little party. I am
sorry we had to tie you up, but it was more for your safety than ours.’

‘I’m hardly a threat,” I manage to say.

‘If only you knew.’

“You know what I am getting slightly pissed off with this “if only you knew” spiel.
Why don’t you just tell me what the fuck I am supposed to know,’ I snap.

Francs looks at me and gives me a small sympathetic smile. ‘Well since your here
maybe you should know everything. As one would say this has all been about you.’

‘I don’t get you.’

‘Wayne.’

| see another smaller figure come forward and as he pulls free his mask I see its
Dodds. He hands her silver dagger and | recognise it from dream. | start to discreetly wriggle
free from my restrains.

‘My lord has been planning this for a long time and has entrusted myself and Wayne
with making sure everyone was where they were supposed to be. You see it was vitally
important that the Changeling Aaron was sent to his new home, because that little fae child is
going to grow up into the most powerful man in the world, but there is a slight problem and
that’s you. You need to be got rid of in order for Aaron to be great.’

‘I am really sorry, because I have absolutely no idea what you are talking about. Why
would I be a threat to a child?’

Francs sighs at me and I can see she is losing patience. ‘Because of whom your
parents are then my lord cannot let you live. Aaron is far too important. Everything that has
been going on in Supton has been to distract the angels, however we had hoped to have done
this without the Militant being involved. It just meant we had to change tactics.’

“You have always had a problem with me. What the hell have I ever done to you?’

Dodds starts to snigger and Francs and | glare at him, before she turns back to me.

‘I didn’t always have a problem with you. Once I loved you as though you were a part
of me. Dear child when you were conceived you were appointed five angels to look after
your every need. One to advise, one to love you, one to protect, one to keep your future and
then the Guardian, who controlled the other four.” Francs opens her robes and there on her

breast bone is the same tattoo that Micka has. ‘The Militant is not unique. There are four
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others who share the same brand. Your brand and of course you may have already guessed
the Militant is your protector.’

‘So, which one are you?’

‘I am your guardian, you were even given my name.’

‘Well your doing a great job so far,” I sneer.

‘I was supposed to be the closest thing to you, but you were a difficult and selfish
child and I could not connect to you like the others did. Do you remember your fifth
birthday?’

I shake my head while still trying to work the binds free. ‘It’s been a long time since |
was five.’

‘We were all attending your fifth birthday and it was also during a Cycle, so it was a
tense time for every Other. Anyway | am standing there trying to engage you in a game and
do you know who you’re more interested in. The Militant. | watch as the more he ignores you
the more you demand his attention. It was then I realised | could no longer serve you and that
was when I was given an alternative.’

“You do realise five year olds are very fickle.’

‘Well from where I have been standing nothing much has changed when it comes to
Him. Except now you use your sexuality to catch his attention instead of an empty soda
bottle.’

A sudden flash of memory causes me to smile. A tall dark haired man standing in a
corner, not smiling, not even looking at me and he doesn’t even flinch as I throw what I have
at hand at him, just to get him to react and notice me. Francs is right nothing has changed, but
for him I wonder if I am still that annoying child that wouldn’t leave him alone.

‘Now let’s get down to business. We have waited long enough and my lord is not
patient.’

The robed figures in the room now start to chant and | realise I am nearly free from
my binds. Dodds is how coming towards me with the dagger and with one last pull I am free
and manage to knock Dodds to the floor. | quickly grab the dagger and as my birthmark starts
to burn | see Francs touching her own brand. My body is rippling with power and I can see by
her face this is not what she expected. Some of the figures move forwards, but she stops
them. Her face looks as though she is listening to something. ‘Let her run, it will make the
sacrifice fresh,” she says and I take the cue and run from the room.

| have no idea where | am going, | just want to keep moving. Its then I realise I am in

that same corridors of my dreams. The same pictures, same moon filled window, the
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chanting. Only one thing left. ‘Come on you son of a bitch,” I whisper, ‘let’s get this over
with.’

In my dream | was scared, but I am not now. | grip the blade tighter and the corridor
darkens as a robed figure appears. My very own grim reaper, but I am not ready to be taken
yet. I am going to survive this. Taking in a deep breath | scream and run towards him. With
all the strength I have I kick him to the floor and in one movement plunge the dagger into his
chest. For a moment I straddle him triumphant, but then... ‘Mina.” A hand reaches out to me.
A tattooed hand. Slowly I pull away the mask and hood not sure if | really want to see, but |
do see. | see the man of my dreams was Micka and | have just stabbed him
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Bappily Eoer After?

‘Well what do you know, the protected has just attacked the protector.” My body has
gone into a state of shock and | am shaking. Micka is beneath me and his face is turning
deathly white. ‘That silver dagger is the only thing guaranteed to kill an Immortal and you
have just stabbed your favourite,” Francs laughs.

| take hold of the dagger and, with a small nod from Micka, I pull it clean from him
causing him to cry out. Getting up I turn to face Francs and her cocky smile. ‘Well if | killed
him with no problem then you’ll be easy.’

‘Come and try,” she mocks.

I lunge at her, but | underestimate her strength. Grabbing my throat she pushes me
against the wall. ‘“There is no need to struggle because you’re still going to end up dead.’

We both wrestle with the dagger and | am surprised at my own capabilities. For a girl
who owns a restaurant | am not doing too bad. But she is an angel and therefore stronger and
soon it is pointed at me. “Tell me something,” I gasp. ‘If I’d paid you more attention would
you still be doing this?” My question catches her off guard as she frowns. ‘Because the way |
see it, your actions were what brought him back into my life. Someone I had forgotten about
until he came crashing in. So my thought is, maybe it’s you that have been played by your
lord. Because | dreamt this as a warning, so maybe I am not the one wanted dead.’

“You have no idea about what my lord wants?’ she hisses although the revelation of
my dream has clearly unnerved her.

She twists the dagger from my hand and | close my eyes and wait for my end. All
what she has told me comes into my head. | have five angels watching over me. One of
whom is about to kill me and one whom | have fallen madly in love with. | am supposedly a
threat to a three year old child, whom I have loved as my own nephew. It is this last thought
that stays with me. I am Mina Marley, a nobody, who just happens to have angelic blood
pumping through her veins and if my death will save a little boys future then so be it. Let this
lord have his wish. | have already killed the only man I will ever love so why not go where
we go together. But the pain of the dagger doesn’t come only the sound of a thud and
someone collapsing against me. | open my eyes and Francs is dead on the floor and Micka
has fallen into my arms.

I half carry him out of the house. A storm has broken and rain is pouring down in

bucket loads. | go towards where some cars are parked and try the doors, but they are locked
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and I curse. ‘My blood-on your hands-use it,” Micka groans. Taking a deep breath I grab at
the door and with a small white flash the lock pops. I push Micka into the seat and then climb
in beside him. I use the same trick to start the car and | skid out of the driveway.

‘What the hell were you doing?’ I ask as I drive.

Micka tries to get comfortable and winces. ‘I came for you - | had to disguise — Mina
- church.’

‘Church? What do you mean church?’

I look to where he’s pointing and a white wooden spire is peeking out from the trees. |
pull the car off the road and pull it to halt outside the small church in the middle of nowhere.

‘Now what? Micka you need to tell me what to do.” His eyes are closed and his
breathing doesn’t sound good. ‘Micka,’ I slap him across the face. ‘You are not dying on me
so get a grip.’

He smiles as he opens his eyes. ‘I am not going to die - holy water - | need holy
water’

‘Wait here and I'll get it.’

‘No take me in.’

I help him out of the car and the rain is not making it easy. The robe he was wearing
has now been thrown off and he is shivering in the cold. I kick open the door and | am
relieved to find it empty although the hour is late. I lay Micka at the altar and there is no time
to see the irony of laying an angel at a church’s altar. Hurrying over to the font I find it
empty. ‘It’s raining. It will do, just need to be blessed,” Micka says. So I grab a collection
bowl and hold it towards the heavens. Thankfully the downpour means it fills quickly.

‘Now what?’ I ask

‘It needs to be blessed.’

| go to where he is laid and get on my knees. ‘Our father that art in heaven...’

‘Not you,” Micka laughs. ‘Me. Give it to me.” I watch while he places his bloodied
fingers into the bowl and mutters an incantation. ‘Help me out of the shirt,” he says.

‘The times I have waited for you to say that to me, and this was not the time |
expected.’ I laugh as I pulled the bloodied shirt. The wound is gushing and I rip part of my
dress and press it on the wound while he pours the blessed water onto his chest. ‘Now what?’

‘I need to sleep and I will heal.’

| grab the altar cloth and cover his shivering body with it while using my own body

heat to keep him warm.
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‘Mina.’ Just one more minute can’t a girl just have one sleep in. It’s not like they
can’t run Mina’s themselves. ‘Mina, wake up.’ I open my eyes and I am greeted by an intense
blue stare. | must be still dreaming because waking up to Micka is too good to be true. Then
everything starts flooding back and I struggle to sit up and I realise we have an audience.

‘Can I help you?’ the pastor asks surrounded by old ladies. They are all looking at
Micka’s bare chest and my ripped dress and I feel very self conscious. Micka pulls on his
shirts and helps me to my feet. “We just wondered if you had any dates free. You see my
fiancée has fallen in love with this place.’

I swear if he had not had hold of me I would have collapsed again. Micka gives me a
wink and I smile at the pastor. ‘Yes, hun, this place would be perfect for our special day.’

I am trying not to laugh as the suspicious pastor watches us get into the car, but to tell
him the truth would have blown his mind. Soon I start to recognise the scenery and | realise
we are not far from Supton. Considering the excitement of the past few hours we are both
silent in the car, but I am aware that I am still holding Micka’s hand, it’s as though if I let go
then I will no longer feel safe, because that’s what I feel when he is near me, safe and
protected.

‘How did you find me?’ I ask eventually.

‘Uz figured out that Williamina was behind everything and when he got to Mina’s, and
saw you gone, he called me.’

‘So you didn’t know I was in danger,’ I say a little disappointed.

‘Of course I knew, it’s my job to know, but I was a little tied up and I couldn’t just leave
until Uz called.’

‘The jealousy I get, but what about Aaron?’ I ask.

Micka squeezes my hand and looks at me. ‘It’s something that is in the future and that
is not for me to say or know. Someone else holds that right.” I can hear sadness in his voice
and it takes all my effort not to get him to pull the car over so | can hold him, because that’s
all I want, after everything is for him to hold me. I quickly wipe the tears away hoping he
doesn’t see. Soon we arrive at Supton and the town is a wreck, silent, but still a wreck. We
both get out of the car at Mina’s and I grab his hand once more to steady myself and he pulls
me closer so I am facing him. ‘So, you are my protector, that’s your job.’

‘It is.’

‘I am sorry about the bottles when I was five.’

He laughs deeply ‘I did get a sense of déja vu when | arrived and you were hovering

over me with a Jack bottle.
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‘And the tattoo is not unique to you. There are three others?” he nods. ‘I thought it
was something special to just you and me.’

| lower my face because the tears are coming again and I can’t stop them. With his
fingers he lifts my chin up so | am looking him in the eye.

‘What you and I have built up between us goes beyond branded skin’

He lowers his face to mine and the moment | have so long waited for happens, as his
lips touch mine. I wait for someone to interrupt or for him to disappear, but he doesn’t. As |
wrap my arms around him locked in his Kkiss | swear that | am not letting him leave me.

Because amongst all this mess and town all there will be is Micka and Me.

The End
Decee Foulkes 13/10/10©
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