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“Feet, what do I need you for when I have wings to fly?”

~ Frida Kahlo
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Stripped of her wings, she fell from the heavens, tumbling through space and time until she plummeted through the stratosphere and into Lake Horizon. The water was cold and it chilled her as she plunged through it, touching the slimy bottom of the lake. Then, with a great push of her legs, she elevated herself back up through the water until her head finally surfaced above it.

She opened her eyes and took a deep breath, sucking in the oxygen as if it was her first time breathing. Of course, it was her first time breathing, and it irritated her.

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” she screamed, looking up at the night sky and eyeing the stars as if they were her enemies.

She didn’t know how to swim, but she managed to reach the lake’s shoreline and crawl onto the mud. There, she lay down, naked and chilled, wondering where she went wrong.

“This is BS,” she spat and then sat up on her bottom. “They could have at least given me something to wear.”

Almost the second the words left her lips, a bag fell from the sky, landing right beside her. She opened it up to find a blue dress and a pair of slip-on shoes. The clothing was plain – drab – and its appearance furthered her anguish.

Nonetheless, she dressed – still wet – and rang the water from her dreadlocks.

No longer in Heaven – no longer an angel – she had been banished to Earth with no instruction on what she was to do and no reasons for why she was there.

Still, Zeretha knew why she was being punished. She was a screw-up. She messed up every assignment that she had, and she had finally irritated God enough that he had banished her and stripped her of her powers.

Her powers... she hadn’t tried her powers since landing here. Perhaps, she thought, they hadn’t been stripped after all. Crouching low, she began to run, and with a leap, she jumped into the air to fly. Instantly, she fell back down to the ground.

Okay. She couldn’t fly anymore. Perhaps she could still teleport. She looked at a tree across the lake and placed her focus on it. Then, with the tilt of the head that had always worked before, she attempted to materialize beside it. Yet, no matter how much she focused, she could not teleport.

Immortality was another trait that all angels shared, and so Zeretha began to climb the tallest tree she could find, getting about a third of the way up it. Then, she crawled out onto a sturdy branch and stood up straight on it. Without a second thought about it, she jumped from the tree and fell down hard to the ground.

It hurt like hell. She had a gash on her leg from a sharp rock and when she tried to stand, she felt the bone snap. In the worst pain she’d ever known, she collapsed back down to the ground.

“This is not funny!” she screamed through bleary eyes as she once again looked to the heavens. “I did not deserve this!”

“You broke your own leg,” she heard a voice tell her. “God didn’t make you jump from that tree.”

Looking over, she saw Titus – one of God’s impish assistants. Dressed in a suit and tie, he held a clipboard and made notes as he looked Zeretha over through the lenses of his glasses.

“You...” Zeretha groaned, and for a moment, she thought she’d rather deal with the pain of the broken ankle than with Titus.

“Yep, me... I’ve worked my entire existence trying to move up the ranks, and I get stuck following you around on Earth.” The tone of his voice was droll and he held a resting bitch face. “You think you’ve got it bad? You don’t have to follow you.”

“Then go home,” she told him, holding her ankle with both hands. “I’d rather deal with this than deal with you.”

“Okay,” he said, adding more notes to his clipboard. “Fine. But with that ankle, you won’t make it ten feet. Come morning, you’ll be breakfast for the bears.”

“Bears?”

“Big ones.”

Zeretha sighed and shook her head. The last thing she wanted was Titus’s help. He was a brown-nosing suck-up to God, and if she was to be perfectly honest, she detested him. He made the life of angels so much harder than it should have been. He was the one that noted failed good deeds, shirking duties, and anything else that could have caused angels to lose their wings.

In fact, he was the one that had reported Zeretha’s latest screw-up. She’d been in charge of watching over a young man and ensuring that he proposed to his girlfriend. Their child was slated to be a great national leader, but Zeretha had failed at her duty. She’d assumed her target had been on the right path, and she’d stopped watching over him long enough for him to have an affair and get caught.

Still, she didn’t think that her target’s indiscretions were her fault. She didn’t make him cheat, but that was how Titus’s report had spelled it out.

That had been her third strike, and now, here she was – banished to Earth and at the mercy of the prick that caused her fall.

“Fine,” she finally told him through a disgruntled whisper. “Fix my leg and then go on back to whatever you’re supposed to be doing.”

“Oh, I’ll repair your leg, but I’m not going anywhere. You, Zeretha, are my assignment.”

She looked at him. Shocked. Bewildered. “Come again?”

“You see, female angels are rare. In fact, angels with any gender are rare. But every now and then, God sees goodness in one of us and gives us a chance to prove that goodness and earn a set of wings. He gave you three chances. Three. You can count, right?”

“Yes. I can count.”

“Good. So, God gave you three chances, and you failed three times. This is your final chance to earn your wings and keep them.”

“Final chance?” Her ears perked at the announcement. “I’m not done? I’m not banished here forever?”

“No. Not yet, anyway.” Titus walked up to her and knelt down before her. Then, placing his hands over her wounded ankle and cut leg, he healed her and stepped away. “However, should you fail your new assignment, you’ll be banished to Earth as a mortal, but not forever. You’ll live as a mortal, and then you’ll die as a mortal.”

The thought sickened her. The last thing she wanted to do was be a mortal, doomed to an average life on Earth. Worse yet was the thought of dying. The second she died, she’d be ridiculed by all of the other angels and her peers.

“What’s my assignment?”

Titus smiled at her and it was a smile that she hated, as she knew it all too well. It was snide and callous... arrogant.

“Pretty much, it’s the same as your last three assignments – the three you failed.” From his clipboard, he handed her an envelope that contained her assignment. She snatched it from him and tore it open.

After reading over her orders, she looked at Titus and shook her head. “Why can’t I have something like ‘keep the baby from leaving the playpen’ or something like that? Why is it always ‘make such and such humans fall in love?’ Humans are ornery creatures, bursting with enough free will to choke a dragon with. Needless to say, my name is not Cupid. I do not have a magical bow and arrow to pierce my targets with. Nor do I have any magical abilities anymore – period. What am I supposed to do?”

Titus smiled again and cleared his throat. “You’ll have to think like a human,” he said in a way that made Zeretha’s skin crawl. “Find your target. Steer him in the right direction. Make him fall in love with his destined mate.”

She wanted to admit how much she hated her job right now, but she knew that wouldn’t help matters any. In fact, it would have only encouraged Titus to continue with his jabs. She’d had enough of him and decided to relent.

“When I’ve completed the assignment, will I get my wings back?”

“If you complete your assignment...” Titus noted, and as he faded from her vision, he added, “And remember... I’ve got my eye on you.”

When he was completely out of sight, she whispered, “Impish little weasel.”

“I heard that!” Titus chimed, somewhere from thin air.

Her whole body clenched when she heard him and she waited a minute or two before doing anything more. Finally, when she felt Titus was no longer in the vicinity, she looked at her assignment again. There was so little information provided to her that she couldn’t believe it. She had the target’s name – Cameron Blakely – and the city that he was in.

“Well,” Zeretha noted and crammed the assignment back into its envelope, “it looks like I’m going to Hollywood.” She then tucked the envelope into the pocket of her dress.

Looking at the lake and forest that were around her, she realized that, even though she knew where she was going, she had no idea where she was. If she was to successfully complete her assignment, or even begin it, she had to get out of the woods. Fortunately, even though it was dark, she could see where the forest split for a road that served to let people to and from the lake. If she followed the road long enough, perhaps she could find out where she was and eventually find this Cameron Blakely.

“I hope he’s not a movie star,” she said as she began her walk. “I don’t care for inflated egos.”

In another step – just a few feet from the road – she slipped and fell face-first into the mud. Pushing herself upward, she looked up to the sky and screamed at it.
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By morning, the mud was caked on her and as dry as it could possibly be. She had fallen two more times during her venture – once in another patch of mud and once tripping over a fallen tree that she hadn’t been able to see. Fortunately, by the time she reached what she assumed was the ‘main’ road, she had not seen a single bear.

Now, she stood on a highway. There was no traffic – only concrete, white lines, and trees. She was so sick of being surrounded by trees that she thought she would scream again, but she held it inside. She had to find somewhere with people that could tell her where she was and that could offer her an area where she could clean this mud away. She’d never been so filthy. She hated it.

Finally, Zeretha stumbled upon what she knew as a gas station. She’d seen them many times during her assignments, but she had never been inside of one. Part of her was nervous – not knowing what to expect from such a place. Part of her was also excited; any place was better than the woods.

When she opened the door, a bell chimed, announcing her entrance. A thick old man sat behind the counter, reading a newspaper. He looked at her, peering over his glasses, and sneered.
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