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Book 13 in the Naked Crow series.

This is a work of fantasy fIction, and as a work of fIction, any resemblance to people, places or things is entirely accidental. The creation of certain buildings and locations is entirely the work of the author to avoid conflict and comparison with existing structures.

General notice.

This work of fiction deals with nudism and will mention nudity. It's sad that this has to be mentioned, as nudity should not be the shocking state that a person can be in that this is considered these days. Note that this means nudity, not sex.







  
  
Dedication



This book is dedicated to all nudists and naturists around the world. I hope that more people will learn that nudity in itself is not something bad or even evil. 
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Chapter 1




Sheila was helping an elderly couple to their ride. For some reason they’d brought far too many things with them, and those had to be taken to the waiting taxi. 

The taxi driver was a regular at the resort, and so he usually was assigned to this kind of pickup. Being a naturist himself, he wasn’t flustered seeing nude people walking up to the car. Several of the man’s coworkers had been more than upset, experiencing that.

“Hello, Antonio,” said Sheila, waving at the man.

“Hey, Mrs Weber,” Antonio said, with a wink. He only said that, trying to annoy her, and she always played along with him.

“Don’t you Mrs Weber me, sir!” Sheila managed to exclaim that with a straight face, but that was as far as she got. They both laughed, as did the couple in the car.

“I’ll better myself,” Antonio said, getting behind the wheel. “See you around, Mrs Weber.” He winked, and they laughed again.

Sheila waved at the leaving couple until the car was too far down the road to see them. She walked back to the park, feeling good about those two elderly people. They’d told her a dozen times how they’d enjoyed their stay, and they would definitely come back next time.

Sheila pondered going by the ice cream stand near the pool. It was getting very hot, as it had been over the past few days, and ice cream had been in demand. Shady spots had been equally so, as not many people felt up to being roasted. Good thing the big heat would be over in a couple of days. At least, the forecast kept telling so to the world.

The Shaman dropped in with the people at the reception. John and Mandy had tried to set up tables outside, and meet people there, but they’d retreated to the inside again soon. It was warm there, but at least they were out of direct sunlight. That was a first for them. “Hey, I’m getting ice cream. Can I bring you some?”

John’s face lit up. “You’re an angel in disguise. Yes. Vanilla. Two cubic feet would be enough.”

Mandy was on the phone, clearly excited, and just stuck up a thumb.

Sheila promised she’d be back with ice cream as soon as possible. That way it would still look like ice cream too, instead of a stream of sweet goo on the ground.

The trip to the ice cream stand took longer than she’d hoped, because several guests recognized her and either had a question or just wanted a chat, to tell her how much they enjoyed themselves. Sheila thought of a slight detour back to the reception. Ice cream and chats in the sun were a poor combination.

Because of that, and knowing the park like the back of her hand, she returned to the small building with all the cold stuff mostly intact. “Here, grab, I’m getting sticky,” she warned John.

Mandy was still, or again, on the phone, and seemed quite excited. John told Sheila Mandy’s parents were home, and they had a lot to talk about.

The parents were archaeologists, and most of the time they were somewhere in the country, or abroad in Central or South America. Sheila knew how little Mandy saw her parents, so she decided to simply hold out the ice cream. Mandy took it, and let the cold stuff dribble down her fingers, as she kept talking.

Sheila even saw some drops hitting Mandy’s legs and knees.

“Don’t worry,” John said, “I’ll offer to lick her clean.”

Sheila looked at him for a moment, her eyebrows raised high, then they both laughed loudly.

“Hey, pipe down, I can hardly understand my dad,” Mandy complained.

“Can’t you talk to them after work?” Sheila asked.

“That too, but…” Mandy’s mind was with her phone again already.

“Just leave her,” said John. “It’s not busy, I can handle the calls for a while. Thanks for this.” He held up what still remained of his cold treat.

“You’re most welcome.” Sheila had finished hers already and wished him good luck. She went out, in search of a place to clean her hands and fingers.


      ***Sheila had trailed off to the mini-golf course with a few people, showing them where to go. She was having fun, playing a few rounds with them.

As she waited for her next turn, her shoulder bag announced someone tried to call her. It was Mandy. “Hey, girl,” Sheila said. “Your parents don’t want to talk to you anymore?”

“Oh, a lot more,” Mandy said. “Thanks for the ice goop, too.”

“No problem. Did John lick you clean?” Sheila grinned.

The silence from Mandy’s end was meaningful. “Did he do… what?” She sounded as if she’d probably heard something the wrong way, so Sheila explained the joke John had made.

“Oh! Ha, no, he didn’t!” Mandy sounded relieved. “But what I’m calling for… Would you and Jeremy like to come over with me? To meet my parents?”

“Huh?” Sheila hadn’t expected that. “You haven’t seen them in forever, surely you have enough to talk about…”

“Of course, but I told them so much about you two, and how you helped me get this job and stuff, they asked to meet you.”

“That’s really nice of them,” Sheila said. “Let me call Jeremy, to make sure he has no plans for the evening.”

Mandy understood that. “Plenty of time until then. And if you do come, they’ll make dinner. Just so you know.”

Sheila thanked her for that additional bit of information, and called Jeremy about the invitation.

He was as surprised as she was, and he too looked forward to meeting Mandy’s parents. “Means we’ll have to be dressed, huh?”

“I guess so,” Sheila said. “You’re more used to that than I am, so no complaining, Jer.”

Of course, and with reason, he reminded her that he looked forward to getting out of his clothes more than she did, for that very reason. “But we’ll survive one evening.”

“Right. Sounds like we have a plan,” she said. “I’ll let Mandy know.”

“Great. And Sheila? Nice to hear your voice.”

She smiled. “Yours too.”

After that call, she let Mandy know they’d gladly meet her parents. Sheila was curious about them.

She noticed how the people she’d accompanied over to the mini-golf course were enjoying themselves, so she wished them many happy swings with the clubs, and headed back to where the crowds were.

On the way there, she met Ralph and Tessa again, Victor’s nephew and his girlfriend. The two had become regular summer workers at the Mighty Oaks, and loved every moment of it.

“Are things under control?” Sheila asked. Judging from how relaxed the two were, nothing terrible was going on.

“It’s all great,” Ralph said. “We were thinking about organizing another run, like last year.”

“But not along the public road, I hope,” Sheila quickly said. “That was fun, but only once, okay?” The resort had gotten a lot of positive publicity because of that, but the people and organizations, who were strictly against anything nude, had given them lots of flak because of that run.

“Don’t worry,” Ralph said. “Uncle Victor told us in a very clear way this was a no-no from now on.”

“And that sucks,” Tessa said, “because the people who participated loved every step of it.”

Sheila agreed with that. She’d raced that one herself, with the Jennings family, and it had been amazing. “Maybe, someday, when the world gets its sanity again,” she said.

“I hope we get that old,” Ralph said, “but let’s hope, indeed.”

“Maybe you can also do another walk,” Sheila suggested. She recalled how much her parents had enjoyed that. They’d probably be up for that again. She’d asked them to come and stay at the resort for a few days, but for some reason they didn’t feel for that.

“Great idea,” said Tessa. “We’ll think about that.”

“Awesome. Good luck with the plan.” Sheila winked at them and walked on to the reception building.

Mandy was happy to hear Sheila and Jeremy would come and visit her parents.

“How do we do this?” Sheila asked. “Jeremy can come and pick us up here, or you drive along with me, and Jer will meet us somewhere.”

Mandy said it would be smarter for Jeremy to drive to the trailer park where her parents lived. “It’s on the other side of town, so he can save some time and miles. If we could be there around 5:30 this afternoon, that would be great.”

Sheila agreed. Fuel was expensive enough to drive smart. Mandy gave her the address, which she messaged to Jeremy. He responded quickly, and let her know that time was perfect for him.

As a safety, Mandy had already asked Victor if it was okay for them to leave work early, and that hadn’t been a problem. Someone else from the staff would take her spot at the reception for a few more hours, so everything was arranged.


      ***Mandy and Sheila drove off to the trailer park. Mandy had sent directions to Jeremy; he would have no problems finding it.

The trailer park looked like a tiny bungalow area. All the homes were well taken care off, some had little gardens and even a patio all around it. Some trailers had a deck in front of them, which made them look inviting.

“This is not what I had expected,” Jeremy said as they walked along the park. The cars had to stay outside the main area, to keep everything tidy and clean.

“Mom and dad picked this one because it’s so nice,” Mandy said. “That’s theirs.” She pointed at a trailer which didn’t look very well taken care of. Which was obvious, as its inhabitants usually were away. A man was working on the outside, cleaning it with a brush and soapy water. “That’s dad. He does his best, but…”

Sheila grinned. The man was fighting a lost battle, that was clear.

“Dad! We’re here!”

The man dropped the brush, turned around, and ran towards Mandy. “Kiddo!”

He threw her arms around Mandy, lifted her up, and twirled her around as if she was still a child. Mandy seemed to enjoy it, though.

After he’d put her down again, Mandy introduced Sheila and Jeremy, and then asked where her mother was.

“Mom’s out for some shopping,” the man said, introducing himself as Richard. “You can call me Rich, even when I’m poor,” he joked. He invited them in, and offered them something to drink from the very limited collection of cans in the fridge. “We got here just a bit ago,” he apologized.

Sheila and Jeremy opted for a beer. Mandy, who never touched alcohol, picked up a can with mixed fruit juice.

“It’s so good to see you again,” Rich said to his daughter. “You look great.”

“Thanks, dad,” Mandy said. “It’s the job and the good friends.” She looked at Sheila and Jeremy. “I couldn’t be happier, at the moment.”

Rich smiled. “So, what have you been up to at that place? I still can’t wrap my head around the fact you’re working in a place where you’re… naked all the time.”

Mandy told him about the busy days, the many people, most of them being extremely nice, and the moments she got out to have a swim or a walk around the resort. “You should come and see it, dad. It’s amazing.”

“I’m not sure mom would agree,” Rich said, when someone outside called his name. “Ah, there she is!” He got up and hurried outside. Through a window, they saw him run up to a woman who had several shopping bags with her.

“Why didn’t he go with her,” Jeremy wondered. “She’s getting a hernia from all that stuff.”

“Dad and grocery stores are a bad combination,” Mandy said. “He gets bored, and acts like a child there.”

“So you end up with a cart full of peanut butter,” Sheila understood.

“Something like that.”

They all laughed, until the parents came in. Jeremy immediately got up to help with the bags, something Rich thought unnecessary, but Jeremy insisted.

Mandy’s mother, who told the guests to call her Susan, left the unpacking and storing to her husband, and apologized for having nothing to sit on outside. “We’re barely ever here, so getting some lawn chairs and things seems hardly worth the effort,” she said.

She quickly caught up to where the minimal conversation had gotten to, and she, too, expressed her surprise how Mandy’s job had changed from doing part-time work at the Native American Center and a few other jobs, to being a full-time nude person. “And with so many other naked people around. I can’t imagine how that feels.”

“You’re free to come and experience it, mom,” Mandy said, and winked at her friends and coworkers. “It’s the best job someone can wish for.”

“I disagree,” Rich said. “That’s what mom and I are doing. We get to travel all over the country and play with sand and buckets.”

“And axes, and hammers, and snakes, and all kinds of other stuff,” Susan added. “But not everyone can be an archaeologist.”

“Ha, you can say what you want, but this is a lot better than the Center,” Mandy said. “It was fun while it lasted but… nearly nothing happened there.” She looked at Sheila, who’d done that work for a while as well.

“That’s a nasty mark on your leg,” Rich suddenly said, pointing at Sheila’s leg.

It was the scarred reminder of a meeting with a dinosaur. Sheila barely ever noticed it, but having it pointed out made her think back of that strange adventure.

“Yes, it is, but I don’t feel it,” the Shaman said. “It was a scratch from a lizard.”

“A lizard? That must have been a big one,” Rich said.

“It was a great trip.” Sheila hoped the conversation would turn away from her leg. “So what have you been doing before you came back here?”

“Grocery shopping,” Susan said, and laughed. “But you probably don’t want to know that. We just came back from Peru. We had to do some investigations around the fire-god and the myths surrounding him.”

“Fire-god?” Sheila hoped she hadn’t heard that wrong.

“Yes,” Rich confirmed. “There was someone who was worshiped as a fire and sun god. Legend has it that he and his brother weren’t real people, but descendants of one of the Inca gods. They lived beneath the mountain called Tambotoco, and were brought up to the surface by the sun god Inti.”

“Oh. That’s a lot of gods in one sentence,” Sheila said, and grinned. “But that’s seriously cool, going there on a trip. What did you find? His coffin?”

“It was,” Susan said with a nod. “It’s an amazing culture. Lots of it still lives among the Inca around Cusco, and many volunteered as guides. Most of them just called themselves guides, just to make some extra money, and to get close to Tambotoco. It’s a special hill, some twenty miles away from the city. The original name was Tampu T’uqu, but the invading Spaniards messed that up and gave it its present name.”

“Is it something like Machu Picchu?” Jeremy knew a little bit about the old Incas, and he’d always loved the sound of that name.

“No. Tampu T’uqu is much closer to the city. Machu Picchu is over forty miles away, and by road it’s about one hundred and twenty miles. This is very much its own place,” Rich said, who pulled out his phone and started showing them some pictures.

Susan told them they were there to look for a cave called Paqariq Tampu, which was the location where the fire-god and his brother had been brought up, and from where they had come to the plane of humans. “We tried to find evidence of people living there, or any other kind of… beings.”

Sheila got the impression Susan believed in this sun-god and the fire-god. Or, at least, that she wanted to believe the story. “And did you find anything?”

“Yes, we did. It was quite a challenge to find a cave that sort of fit the description,” Susan said. “It’s all very ancient, and not much was written down. And you probably know how things go with oral traditions; each generation leaves something out and adds something which is important to them, so we only had that to go on.”

“Sounds complicated,” Mandy said. “How do you find a cave that way? Or was there only one?”

Rich laughed. “We wished that was true. There were dozens, and we visited most of them. Some were clearly very new, rifts from tremors in the ground, but we saw, what, seven of them?”

“Yes, seven. Or eight.” Susan thought for a while. “Eight, definitely. And in that last one, we found some old pottery. And I mean very old.” She got up and walked to the back of the trailer, where she disappeared into a separate space. Not much later, she returned with a Styrofoam box.

She sat down and slowly took the cover from the box. Inside it were four shards of pottery. “This is what we found. We brought them here ourselves, to make sure they wouldn’t get damaged.” She pointed at a few faint lines, and the shadows of images. “See these? These are in the ancient Inca style.”

“But why are they so faint when they were in this cave all the time?” Mandy clearly had picked up a few things from her parents.

“That’s dust and sand, daughter,” said Rich. “We didn’t dare cleaning the shards out there. We packed them up and kept them in here. In a few days, we’re going to travel on, to the institute that sent us on our way, and they can date the shards, clean them, and see if we found something interesting.”

“So you’re leaving again soon.” Mandy looked disappointed.

“Only to get those shards delivered,” her father said. “We’ll be back after that. We’ve taken a month off, and we want to spend a lot of that time with you. Maybe you can take some time off work too, which would be great.”

Mandy frowned at that. “It’s quite busy at the resort,” she said, but Sheila assured her it would be possible to get at least a week off.

“Victor knows how little you see your parents. We’ll work something out, Mandy.” Sheila patted her friend on the arm. “Don’t you worry.”








  
  
Chapter 2




“That was a very nice visit,” Jeremy said, as they were on their way to their cars. “Nice people too, but they do go on and on about their work.” 

Sheila grinned. “I hear you, Jer. But it’s interesting stuff they do. And no, I wouldn’t trade with them. Let them crawl through the sand with brushes. I’ll just keep taking my clothes off and mingle with lots of people.”

“Sheesh, Sheila, you know how to make that sound all wrong.”

They both laughed, hugged each other for good luck on the road, and drove home. They immediately went to bed after getting that. It had gotten late.

Sheila closed her eyes and felt ready for sleep. Sleep, however, didn’t seem to feel ready for Sheila, and stayed out for a while longer. She hated it when sleep did that. She had to work again the next day.

Her thoughts drifted back to the visit. Mandy had nice parents, that was a fact. And they were very much into their work. She’d heard more about archaeology and old shards in those hours than in the previous ten or so years.

As sleep crawled closer, she started dozing off, but not into a deep sleep. Instead, she felt as if she was inside a warm, shadowy cave. What was this, she wondered. She’d never been inside anything like this, so it couldn’t be a memory.

The next sensation flooding her were flames. Lots of flames, there was fire all around her, and she fled the bed, screaming at Jeremy to get up because-

“What’s wrong?” Jeremy asked, switching on a light to chase the darkness away.

Sheila stood in the bedroom, staring at him. “There’s… there was a fire, Jer. Really big flames… I…”

Jeremy got up and pulled her into a hug. “There’s no fire, Sheila. See, nothing wrong here.” He ushered her into the living room, where he switched on a light. After making her sit down on the couch, he got her something to drink. “Here. Have a sip of this. It’s just lemonade, and sorry, it’s warm. I forgot to put it in the fridge.”

That little detail made her grin and relax a bit. “I’m sorry, Jeremy. It was so real, like the cave…”

“What cave?” Jeremy frowned, and asked her to tell him about that too.

“Not much to tell,” she said. “Just a cave. It was warm, shaded. Lots of sunshine outside, I guess, to make it so dark in there.”

“And the fire was there?” He put a hand on her knee.

“No. It was… somewhere. And suddenly it was around us. Or me.” Sheila emptied the glass. “I’m so confused, Jer. It was so real, I could feel it burning me.” She looked at her arms. No burn marks anywhere.

“Does Acaraho know? Or Coahoma?” Jeremy looked serious.

“Shit, I didn’t ask. And they didn’t say anything.” Sheila asked her spirit guides if they had any clue what she’d just experienced.

Coahoma had not even noticed. Acaraho had picked up her distress, but he hadn’t ‘seen’ the flames. “I thought it was a bad dream,” he said.

“It was, I guess.” Sheila sighed, feeling wide awake. “And all I want to do is sleep, but that’s not going to happen soon.”

Jeremy asked if there was some Pagan ritual coming up which involved fire.

“Not that I know of. Nothing Native either,” Sheila said, after giving that some thought.

“Want some more lukewarm lemonade?”

“Nah, thanks. Let’s go back to bed. And try to sleep. You have work to do tomorrow,” she said, hugging him. “Thank you for being here.”

“I like being near you, Sheila,” Jeremy said, holding her close. “I married you to make sure I can be close to you as often as I can.”

Sheila smiled. “You’re sweet. Can you hold me a while longer?”

“Sure, and my pleasure.”


      ***Sheila woke up to find Jeremy gone. That was nothing unusual, but he’d left a note on his pillow.

“Looks like you slept, after the fire. Let me know you’re okay. xox” she read out loud. A smile formed on her face. She’d married the best guy, and no one was going to convince her of anything else.

After sending him a message she was awake and okay, she got up, poured coffee and found a bowl of breakfast cereal waiting for her.

“I really got the best one,” Sheila told no one in particular, as she sat down to enjoy this surprise.

There was no need to hurry for her. She talked about the fire incident with her guides some more, but they couldn’t give any advice or information about the experience.

“It’s summer here, and it’s pretty hot, but not fire hot,” Sheila said. “Could this be some warning of a wildfire in the forests around the resort?” She knew Victor had put up lots of signs to be careful with fire and barbecues, and only to use the designated spots for the latter.

“If your vision means anything, it will show itself sooner or later,” Acaraho said. “There’s nothing we can help you with.”

“Well, that’s that then.” Sheila cleaned the cereal bowl and her coffee mug. “Time to go, anyway.” She glanced out the window. “And clothes. Urgh…”

For a few moments she worried about her dislike for clothes, especially almost first thing in the morning. Maybe body paint was the solution - but that also was an even bigger problem, because she’d be painting and scrubbing it off for much longer than getting dressed and making it to work.

Dressed lightly, she left the loft, said ‘hi’ to Winnie Schneider, and drove off.

During her trip, she kept thinking of the weird fire dream she’d had. It had felt so real, its memory scared her.

Seeing the access gate to the resort took her mind off that, and she was happy to park her car and get naked again. Life got several levels better, just by getting out of the few clothes she wore.

Her standard stop at the reception taught her several people had asked for archery lessons. That was good. She liked doing those sessions, and she liked how John had arranged two of them; one in the morning and one in the afternoon.

He asked how the visit with Mandy’s parents had been, so Sheila told him it had all been fine.

“Nice people, really, and very much into their work.”

“Too much, huh?” John grinned. “Some folks are like that. I guess they’re the lucky ones.”

Sheila said the people working at the resort also were the lucky ones, and he agreed. She asked if he manage the desk alone today. After all, Mandy was off today, to be with her parents.

“I’m fine,” John assured her. “I’ll know how to reach you, or anyone else, if I need support.”

“Just you remember that,” Sheila said. She took the key to the archery shed from the key locker, and left the building.

Sunshine hit her skin and she stopped for a moment, to savor the feeling. Yes, the people working here were the lucky ones, she decided. And the ones staying here were probably even luckier, but that lasted only one or two weeks. Three if they were extremely lucky.

“Let’s get the archery gear out,” she decided. Ralph and Tessa were around, doing her regular chores, and she was quite happy with that. They liked the work, and she liked not doing it.


      ***Sheila enjoyed setting up the targets, getting a few bows ready, and sorting through the arrows. She thought back to her life before naturism, and kind of pitied her younger self. How amazing she’d thought she was happy back then.

For a moment she stopped her preparations and thought about that thought. Yes, she really had been happy during that time, knowing what she knew then. It was useless comparing her younger self to her present one. This was just better.

“Mrs Weber?” a man asked.

It took Sheila a moment to remember that was how she was known also. Hardly anyone called her so. “Oh, yes. That’s me, but I respond better to Sheila,” she said.

“Are you the person doing the archery sessions? The kind man at the reception told me to ask for Mrs Weber.”

“I guess I am, as I’m probably the only Mrs Weber around.” Sheila asked herself why the man wondered about that. She was setting things up here, wasn’t she?

“Ah, yes. I see. I thought you might be Mrs Weber’s assistant,” the man explained.

Damn it, she’d heard ‘Mrs Weber’ more often in two minutes than usually in a month. She should kick John for that. With shoes on.

“Well, I’m Sheila. Sheila Weber,” she said, hoping this awkward conversation would be over that very instant. “And if you’re here for archery, you found the right place.” She bit back a snarky comment, about the targets and the bows being quite an obvious indication.

“In fact, I am. I’ve never understood the need for such archaic ways of shooting, when there are more modern ways for that.” The man came closer and looked at the two bows which were already there. “I mean, the distance you can cover with such a thing is limited, and the accuracy is far less than a bullet as well.”

Sheila wondered why this man even bothered showing up. “I’m sorry, but if you are here for a lecture on the most efficient way to kill people, I think you misunderstood the goal of this session.”

“Oh ho, are you so against guns?” the man said, smiling the wrong way. It seemed as if Sheila was going into the direction where he wanted her to go, whatever that might be.

“I am not, but there’s a tool for a purpose. This is a class to teach someone how to shoot arrows, using a bow. It might be harder than you think. And I didn’t catch your name, mister…?”

“Davies. Archie Davies. And there’s not much to shooting an arrow,” the man said. “You just put the arrow on the wire, and ploink, off it goes.”

“That’s almost close,” Sheila said, “but there’s also a safety aspect to it. As there is to guns. Anyone can shoot a gun, but not many seem to be able to do that in a responsible way. Just like you feel you can ploink away an arrow. It will land somewhere, and that somewhere should not be a person.”

“Well, there’s hardly a risk for that here,” Davies said.

Sheila pointed at a family of three, who happened to walk by. “Suppose they pass by, and you shoot an arrow at a target and miss, and the arrow goes through on, to hit the young boy…” She knew that couldn’t happen, because she always set up the targets in the safest way possible, but this man didn’t know that.

Davies looked at her. He was annoyed she floored his words so easily.

“And suppose that was your son,” Sheila added.

“I don’t have a son. Nor a daughter.” He sounded even more annoyed.

“And that makes it alright to risk hitting other people’s children? I’m sorry, Mr Davies, but my sessions are about control, entertainment and responsibility. You can take part, but only on those conditions.”

“I’m a licensed marksman, Mrs Weber. Do you take me for a fool?” The man didn’t want to give up.

“No, of course not. One moment…” Sheila went into the shed, picked up a bow and a string, and handed those to the marksman. “Here’s your bow for the session.”

Davies looked at the unstrung bow and the rolled-up string. “What’s this? A joke?”

“No.” Sheila took back the wooden bow, bent it, using her foot and knee to keep it under control, and quickly put the string on it. “It’s a bow.”

Davies snatched the bow from her hand. “And now give me some arrows. I’ll show you how easy this is.”

“Sheila? Are you busy?” An older lady came walking up to the archery area. She’d been here a few times before. She wasn’t very good at archery, but she enjoyed every moment of it.

“Mrs Gartner, how good to see you again,” Sheila said, glad to hear a friendly person. “I didn’t know you’d be here today.”

Mrs Gartner laughed. “How could I not?” She looked at the man with the bow. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything. A new student?”

“This is Mr Davies,” Sheila said. “An excellent marksman.” She tried to keep some venom from her tone.

“Marksman? Is that a thing with archery?” Mrs Gartner shrugged.

“We’ll see,” said Sheila. She went to pick up a proper bow for the older lady, and handed her a few arrows with brightly colored, rubber stubs on. Mrs Gartner wasn’t good either, and often missed the targets. The bright colors made it easier to find the arrows back.

In a mean streak, she handed two similar arrows to Mr Davies. “Here you go. Your arrows.”

Davies looked unhappy, but understood he couldn’t argue, as Mrs Gartner had the same kind of arrows.

“Let’s stand behind Mr Davies, and see how well he does,” Sheila said. She handed the man an arm protector and a small piece of leather.

“What’s this?” He looked at the object.

“It’s for your arm,” Mrs Garner said, “in case you do something wrong. It will save you some skin. And the little one is for your fingers.”

“I don’t need that.” Davies dropped both protective items on the ground.

Sheila watched the man fumble with the arrow, which fell to the ground a few times. “Let me help you with that,” she offered, but the man glared at her, stating that he was just getting used to this.

He almost growled as he said, “I got this, so leave me alone.”

“No. I will not leave you alone, Mr Davies. I can tell you have never done this before. As even your safety is my responsibility, I am dismissing you from this archery session. Please hand back the bow and the arrows.” Sheila held out a hand.

Mr Davies stared at her as if she’d insulted him like no one had ever done before. “Are you fucking serious?”

“I am very serious, sir.” Sheila fought to stay polite. She’d never experienced anything like this man’s behavior, here at the resort.

“Fine.” Davies threw the bow and the arrows to the ground. “I’m going to file an official complaint, Mrs Weber.” He turned and stomped off.

“Oh my,” Mrs Gartner said. “He’s got a short fuse, doesn’t he?”

“He does.” Sheila took a deep breath, and saw two more people approach the shed. More customers. She recognized one of them. More nice people. Good. She’d deal with the complaint later.

“Are we too late?” the new arrivals asked. “And what was that all about?” One of them pointed in the direction Mr Davies had left.

“Someone who’s displeased,” was all Sheila said. “Shall we get started?”

The three people were happy to, and the session went well. Even though Mrs Gartner managed to break an arrow.










