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Rosaline’s eyes were dry like straw, but still she kept reading. There had to be something. Some way to wake her friend.

She only stirred at the sound of yelling beyond her door. She recognised the voices. Felicia, one of the Witches in her coven, was attempting to keep Sparrow from the door. The sixteen-year-old boy was not taking it well.

“I just want to see my mother!” Rosaline heard him yell as she finally lifted her eyes from her book. They rested on her unconscious friend and refused to move. She found herself too tired to shift even those tiny muscles.

“We still haven’t figured out what kind of magic is at work,” Felicia said, her usually gentle voice starting to heat. “We can’t introduce new elements. Certainly nothing so volatile as a child Angel in pain.”

“Let him in,” Rosaline found herself saying, so quietly that she wasn’t sure it had travelled through the door.

After a moment, however, the door opened to reveal a scrawny redhead. He had his mother’s olive skin, but it was covered in a fine layer of freckles. His eyes were tired and his clothes crumpled, betraying the fact that he too hadn’t slept since his mother had been hurt.

“Aunt Rose,” the boy said, his eyes glued to his mother as he seemed stuck in place. “What happened to her?”

“I’m not sure,” Rosaline admitted, much to her anguish. “My best guess is she had to rely too heavily on the Ancient inside her to survive whatever happened. Your mother and the Ancient have never had a peaceful relationship... I think they’re warring inside her head.”

“Can you help her?”

“No. I’m sorry, Sparrow. This is a fight she has to win herself.”

He nodded, tears streaming down his face as he finally moved to his mother’s bedside.

“And Dad?” he eventually managed to ask, his voice no more than a whisper. “Felicia said...”

“I’m sorry, Sparrow, he’s gone.”

Anything keeping the boy together gave way at the confirmation, and he collapsed into a chair with a harrowing sob.

She moved over to him, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder. She understood, by Human standards, he was technically a man, but he was a small child to her, still taking his first, stumbling steps.

“I wish I was a Reaper already,” Sparrow managed through his sobbing. “I should have been the one...”

“Sparrow,” Rosaline said as she crouched down to speak with him, “even if you were, you wouldn’t have been sent for your father. No Reaper is ever sent for their family.”

“Why not? I should... I should have been able to say goodbye...”

“Would you have been able to? I mean, really able to? Able to say goodbye and let go? A Reaper is supposed to be the calming presence that guides a soul on. You can’t be that if you’re invested in seeing them stay.”

“It’s not fair.”

“Death never is, sweetheart. But your mother is still here, for now. We need to focus on that.”

He nodded, but it wasn’t until he passed out several hours later that the tears finally stopped.
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​Freya counted the sheafs of paper left in her hand. Six. How did she still have six left? She’d only started with ten!

She took a deep breath to calm herself as she straightened her skirt. It had seemed like such a good idea that morning. She had enough saved up cash to move out of Margaret and Ryan’s, and she felt like staying was imposing, but she had no way to explain to her adoptive parents how she had gotten the money.

“I’ve taken it upon myself to police the magical beings in the city, since there’s no official body to do so, and sometimes I collect bounties for the criminals I hunt down. Also, sometimes Fate calls me with a job, and she pays really well.”

Yeah, somehow she didn’t imagine that going down well. Not least because her very-Human parents knew nothing of magic.

So, she needed a realistic reason for how she had the money. Which would mean a job. She could lie, but it seemed like too much hassle, even with magic. She could drop the job once she had moved out, but for the first few months, it had to be believable.

She hadn’t been sure she could manage both a job and her degree at first, but now it was the Christmas holiday, she figured she could easily manage it. So, as she had printed out her last assignment to hand in, she had also printed out ten copies of her CV and figured she wouldn’t go home until she had gotten rid of all of them.

A few hours, and more than a few rejections, later, she was starting to think she should settle for getting rid of five. The other five could wait for another day. Or never.

Maybe an elaborate lie wouldn’t be so tricky after all...

She decided to move away from the main part of town, where all of the chains were, figuring she might have a better shot at a small establishment. Or, at least, asking wouldn’t be as stressful. Maybe. Maybe it would just be a different kind of stress.

She found a small cafe she hadn’t been in before. It looked very hipster, but she entered anyway. She could be hipster, she figured. How hard could it be?

She walked up to the counter, where the barista had her back to her, giving Freya a view of her short mass of black curls.

Freya was about to call out when she spotted a sign on the counter.

Please be patient, it said. The barista is Deaf and lip reading is hard. Get a large coffee for the price of a regular by using BSL (British Sign Language). Any bigots will be banned for life and reported to local police for hate speech. Thank you.

Thankfully, when Freya looked back up, the barista had turned around, revealing herself to be a slim black woman who looked to be about Freya’s age. Her makeup was perfectly applied and her skinny jeans and lilac jumper made her look like she had been plucked from the pages of a fashion magazine. Even her glasses had PRADA emblazoned on the side. Freya immediately felt self-conscious about her plain black dress.

“Can I get a large latte, please?” Freya asked, figuring it would be better to ask if they were hiring after ordering something, but she almost stopped mid-question as she found that her hands, having dropped the CVs on the counter, were asking as much as her mouth was.

Which was odd when she didn’t know sign language.

She knew it in the Shadow Realm, but that wasn’t the same as knowing it on Earth. Except, it seemed it was.

She could have hit herself as she finally recognised the woman in front of her. Sarah had been one of her commanders in the Shadow Realm, but they had never met on Earth. In fact, they hadn’t seen each other in the Shadow Realm for years. Not since the Shadow Realm version of Freya had given up trying to defend the Shadow Realm throne in favour of finding Ku and Juni, the parts of her magic she had never quite managed to integrate into herself.

She marvelled for a moment that sign language in the Shadow Realm would be BSL, before remembering she spoke English when she was there, and there was no reason for this to be any different.

“Sure,” Sarah said. “That’ll be £1.99.”

Freya waved her purse over the machine, her contactless card making it beep, before returning her attention to Sarah, who was now making her coffee.

Once Sarah had turned back to her, Freya asked, “I was also wondering if you were hiring.”

“Can you wait a second?” Sarah asked with a smile before turning to the door to the back room. “Riley!”

An older woman stepped through to the cafe, looking a little irritated at being interrupted. She too had dark skin, though it was lighter than Sarah’s. Her sleek black hair was cropped and held back with oddly placed clips, and her crumpled, large shirt over leggings made her look like she had rolled out of bed mere moments ago.

“What is it?” she asked, using her hands as well, as Freya had.

“This girl is asking about a job and you said you’d get someone to help me.”

“I said I would think about it.”

“And I said I can’t keep up the number of hours I have been when uni starts again in February.”

“So you’ve got months.”

“But I’ll still need to train her, unless you want to do it.”

The manager rolled her eyes before turning to Freya. “You have a CV?”

Freya nodded, passing one of them over.

The manager read it over before raising an eyebrow. “You took a sharp nosedive at your A-Levels. What happened?  You spend too much time partying?”

“No, no, nothing like that,” Freya assured her.

“Then what was it?”

“Personal.”

“What, like, learning difficulties?”

Sarah stepped in quickly. “Riley, you can’t ask stuff like that!” She turned to Freya. “Sorry, she’s got Asperger’s and sometimes is too straightforward. She didn’t mean to ask anything illegal.”

Riley gave her a bit of an irritated look, but let the apology slide.

Freya let out a sigh of relief at the revelation, however. “Actually, my grades suffered because I didn’t have accommodations for my own autism.”

Riley nodded. “Well, making coffee isn’t rocket science, so I don’t really care about your grades beyond being able to count. I am, however, concerned about you being out here if you’re autistic. The acoustics in here can be shite. I don’t want you melting down because the noise is too much.”

“It’ll be fine,” Freya promised, knowing she could always use her magic to filter out any extraneous sounds.

Riley shrugged. “Alright. You start tomorrow. Bring your driver’s licence.”

Freya nodded as Riley headed back to the back room.

Sarah gave her a bright grin as she passed her the coffee she had ordered. “See you tomorrow!”
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​“TO JOINING THE PROLETARIAT work force!” Freya toasted as Mel rolled her eyes at her friend.

“I still don’t get why you even need the job,” Mel said as she knocked back her drink in a particularly impressive fashion. At least, it would have been for a Human.

Thank the Creator for ‘Spoons, Freya thought to herself as she made quick work of her own cocktail, quickly refilling the glass from one of the three jugs in front of them.

“I need this job to explain how I can afford to move out,” Freya reminded her friend.

“Yeah, no, I know that. I mean, why do you even want to move out anyway? It’ll have to be to shitty student accommodation anyway. Sounds like a pain to me.”

“Yes, well, not all of us get to live in fancy covens. Some of us have to make do with the Human world. Which means shitty flats in the shitty part of town.”

“Or you could, you know, stay living at home.”

Freya gave an awkward shrug. “I don’t want to be a burden to Margaret and Ryan.”

Mel rolled her eyes. “Freya, it’s super ridiculous that you still think like this. You’re their for-realsies daughter. They signed the paperwork and everything. By definition, kids can’t be a burden on their parents.”

“Whatever,” Freya muttered as she finished her second glass. “I just want my own place. Not to mention, every day I stay there increases the chance they’ll realise I’ve got magic. Now that the Demon in charge of making sure no Demon ever accidentally reveals magic to Humans knows who I am, it’s probably best that I do everything I can to stay under the radar.”

“Yeah, you do realise housemates will probably be worse than your parents, right? I mean, you’ll be living right on top of each other in terrible student accommodation, and there’s no way you can pretend to afford a flat of your own on minimum wage.”

Freya huffed as she leaned back in her chair, drinking deeply from her glass before admitting, “You might have a point there.”

“Might? Come on, Freya, we both know I’m right, and that you’re letting your weird parent hang-ups influence your decision here.”

“I just... I wish I could just have a place of my own.”

“Well, I mean, you could, but you would have to cut ties to your Human family so they wouldn’t suspect anything, and that’s not something you’re willing to do.”

“That’s not something anyone would be willing to do.”

“It’s something half of my coven did, Freya.”

“Wait, really?”

“Of course. Witches are mostly women. Even accounting for trans women, pure-blooded Witches are rare. Most Witches have Human fathers. Especially since the Old Worlds have all been sealed off.”

“Except Atlantis,” Freya said pointedly. If Mel hadn’t been glamoured, she would have dark blue scales in place of skin, betraying her half-Mermaid heritage.

“Right, but Merpeople aren’t exactly tolerant of mixed-species relationships. My parents were the exception, not the norm. I suppose in Dark covens, they might have as much Demon blood as Human, but with the Guides all but extinct, Light covens mostly only mix with Humans.

“If you take into account how many Witches died in the War, a lot of Witches around our age grew up with their Human fathers. What do you think happened once they reached their teenage years and they broke through?”

Freya shrugged.

“Usually, their extended family stepped in and took them into their covens, meaning they had to leave their Human family behind.”

“That seems... harsh.”

“Not all of us get ghost mentors to see us through our early days. And, as you well know, most of us don’t have parents to do it anymore, either. They’re calling us the Lost Generation of magic. A bunch of kids who had no one to teach us.”

“To being lost,” Freya said, raising what was left of her drink before downing it.

Mel’s phone buzzed at her.

“Crap, it’s my Coven Head. I’ve got to get back. I’m sorry.”

Freya shrugged. Ever since Mel had started accompanying her on her bounty missions, she had become used to the half-Witch being at the beck and call of her coven. It was simply expected of a Witch, no matter how irritating it could be at times.

“Oh!” Freya said, remembering. “I wanted to borrow that book you were talking about from your coven library. The one on the Angel Twilight.”

“Can’t you ask Amber?”

Freya sighed. She and Amber didn’t really talk much anymore. “You know that she doesn’t like to talk about Hope. Too many bad memories and guilt over her death. Anyway, I’m more curious to see what the rest of the magical community thought of her.”

“Alright, I’ll get it for you.”

Freya sighed. “This would be a lot easier if I could just go to the library myself.”

Mel snorted. “Yeah, good one. You know my Coven Head is suspicious of strangers.”

“Oh, come on. I hardly count as a stranger. I’m, like, a local celebrity. And we’ve known each other for years. You are literally my oldest friend aside from my sister. And Jamie, I guess. You and her tie, and she moved away for uni, so she doesn’t even really count anymore.”

“Unless you’re about to marry me tomorrow, she won’t care.”
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