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THE DEAL

––––––––
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1 - Dear Universe

I was taken by a bad man and got away, but the next little girl didn’t. If I promise to be a good girl, when I die can I sit on a cloud for a while, be invisible, have superpowers, and get the baddies that slip through your and police fingers?

Thank you.

Amy Fox, age 4 yrs.

––––––––
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II - Dear Universe

Thank you for keeping our deal.

To be honest I’d forgotten all about it, I was only four at the time! Just so you know, it’s not working. There are way too many regulations up here. If criminals don’t play by the rules, then why the hell should we?

I’m putting in my resignation,

who do I send it to?

Thank you.

Amy Fox, age 32 yrs.

III -Dear Universe

Second thoughts, I may have been hasty. 

I wasn’t sure erthfolk were worth it, our rules are too strict, and I have the family from hell up here with me.  My mum is the Fallen-UK boss, my dad is the Witness-UK boss, I have multiple (vile) siblings, one of whom lives in hell with dad, and is my boyfriend’s psycho ex erth-wife FFS!

However, my son is here, my sis has remarried, and we have a brave undercover erthfolk unit now working with us. I like that. So, please delete my resignation request.

Thank you.

Amy Fox, age 32+ yrs.

––––––––
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IV - Dear Universe

Are you guys taking the piss?

The Fallen & The Witnesses

WHO’S WHO

Erth is a planet inhabited by erthfolk who are blissfully unaware of three things; 1) protective and destructive invisible entities walk among them, 2) their home is running out of second chances, 3) their life is a numbers game, a totting up of good and bad deeds, the sum of which directs where they go next, above or below ground.

Fallen are invisible entities, ex-erthfolk who agreed a deathbed deal to join an erthfolk protection unit in the skies. 

Witnesses are also invisible entities, ex-erthfolk who’ve ended up below ground, soul-scavengers working in competition with the fallen, found at deathbeds, places of ill repute, and crime scenes.

Erth Unit are a brave vigilante mix of erthfolk; ex-cons, MI6, and police, who’ve lost faith in their justice system. They’re helped by the fallen, hindered by the witnesses, and sometimes get emotionally involved with both.

Elders create the universe, they’re not happy with the way erth has been handled by erthfolk, they’ve trashed the place and each other. The elders are considering change, a species wipe-out or a new planet. 

Then come along a few half-breeds (part fallen, part erthfolk) who throw a time-bomb into the mix and cause a little chaos. 
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CHAPTER 1
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Nettleacre Village, UK.

A high-pitched pained cry came from the garden shed at number 41 Spinney Lane. Sharply followed by another, then another. Sending a surprised flock of sparrows panic-flapping into the afternoon sun.

Concerned, the next-door neighbor put down his teacup, lowered his newspaper and peered over reading glasses at number 41’s garden fence... what the hell was that, a mating fox or a murder?

Moments later, number 41’s shed door squeaked open and a disheveled David Howard staggered out into the herb garden, buttoning his shirt and wiping his floppy dark fringe out of his eyes.

On hearing the squeaking door, the neighbor assumed Sandra was safely pottering around in her shed, and that the cries were a fox. He shook his head at the pain involved in a fox’s sex life and relaxed back into his newspaper.

Jack appeared from a nearby cloud and swooped down to land next to David with an angry flutter of wings, hands on hips, and an exasperated tilt of his head. 

‘You just can’t keep it in your trousers can you mate?’ he sighed with raised eyebrow. ‘Really!’

David near jumped out of his skin.

‘What the... Jeez, Jack!’ he gasped. ‘Why the hell are you here?’ tugging at his jeans, trying to find his zipper. 

‘Can you just leave me alone for five minutes. You’re taking this guardian angel thing a little too far. The court case will be cancelled,’ he glanced nervously at the shed door, and lowered his voice. 

‘I won’t need protection anymore. You can stand down. The bad boys are all dead, my little sister seems to have taken care of that. A sister I didn’t know I had until just now,’ he raised an eyebrow back. ‘Thanks for telling me, Jack.’ 

He looked up into the sky, a hovering glint of light caught his eye over Jack’s shoulder. 

‘You’ve not come alone I see,’ he sighed, tidying his hair. ‘Jeez, can a man not have five minutes alone?’

A blast of wind shook a nearby willow tree as enormous gladiator-esque Qyl appeared from nowhere and landed next to Jack.

The two stood side by side, legs wide, hand on hips, presenting David with the intimidating, opposing-rugby-team stare. 

With their rustling feathers and gladiator outfits giving matrix vibes, they looked ridiculously out of place in the quintessential English country garden. 

David held back a grin. 

He secretly quite liked having them around. Knowing that you had dead folk protecting you felt good. His guardian angel, Jack, had saved his life a few times. 

He just wished he’d had someone like Jack around when he was a seven year-old boy. His life may not have been as complicated as it was now.

‘What?’ David blasted at the two of them, feigning anger, palms out in question. 

‘Where the hell did you go?’ Jack barked. ‘You need to keep your phone on, the erth unit have been trying to contact you, they were worried. You’re supposed to stay out of trouble, out of sight, and remain in your safe house. How can we protect you if you keep wandering off?’

A middle-aged woman followed David out of the shed, patting down her greying hair and shaking out the creases in her skirt. 

She squinted into the evening sun looking for David.

Jack and Qyl quickly turned off their visibility, only David could now see them.

‘Where are you going?’ she asked, checking from left to right, not sure what could have made her think she’d just seen a couple of big men with wings in her garden. ‘You can’t go through the house, dear, my husband is due home soon. Do you mind using the back gate?’ she asked sweetly, straightening her glasses.

Another female, slightly older, stepped out, zipping up her skirt with a big smile on her face. Her tousled hair wrapped in an unkempt bun, leaned to one side, giving her a slightly tipsy look.

‘What did you say your name was again, dear?’ she beamed at David. ‘My memory’s not what it used to be.’

He turned to the two fallen angels and winced. 

He was meant to be good, avoid hell, and redeem himself before popping his clogs and joining them in the skies. 

‘Don’t tell dad,’ he hissed under his breath. ‘It was all getting a bit heavy back at the office. It’s not every day you find out you have another sister, a mass killer at that. I needed to get out of there, and sex is my go-to stress relief. I feel much better now,’ he smiled, hoping to convince them. ‘There’s nothing like a good shake of the old bones to sort you out.’

Qyl grinned and turned to Jack.

‘He’s obviously okay, mate,’ he tugged at Jack’s arm. ‘Come on let’s go back, panic over. It’s still kicking off in Hanover Square, and there’s volcanic activity in Thailand, we may be called up. Are you coming?’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ sighed Jack, rolling his eyes. ‘He’s been getting laid, I should’ve known.’

‘What, dear?’ the first woman leaned forward, turning her good ear towards David, not quiet hearing what he was saying. 

He spun back to the women. ‘It’s been emotional, girls,’ he beamed, zipping up his fly. ‘But I’ve gotta go. We must do this again sometime,’ he winked, with one of his cheekier grins. 

The ladies giggled, blushing. 

The sound of a car arriving made them glance up the garden path to the quaint cottage. 

David took it as his cue to leave. 

‘Ciao, ladies,’ he waved as he jogged to the back garden gate. Jack and Qyl flew behind him, sending wildlife running.

‘Can you guys give a bloke a break, for fucks sake,’ he whispered, pulling the gate closed and waving at the smiling women. ‘Don’t I get any privacy?’

‘How old are they?’ questioned Jack with a wince. ‘They look old enough to be your mum, your grandma?’

‘So?’ chided David. ‘Don’t be rude, they’re very nice. Sex drive doesn’t stop when you get old you know. I like them. They know what they want, and how to get it. There’s no drama, no games, no commitments, just good, clean, kind, fun.’

‘Kind?’ repeated Jack.

‘Yeah,’ David nodded. ‘They’re nice to each other, to me, polite, it’s all very civil.’

‘Good on ya, I say,’ interrupted Qyl. ‘They look ridden hard and put away wet, with a satisfied glow.’

‘A satisfied glow?’ Jack winced. ‘What are you two like?’

‘Living your best life,’ defended Qyl. ‘Let them be, they think they only have one life, so let them make the most of it. Besides, there’s many a good tune played on an old fiddle, and they’ve certainly enjoyed themselves. It’s good for their health.’

‘Ya see,’ David stared at Jack. ‘Qyl gets it. Consider it my doing good for the community kinda thing.’

‘I don’t think the husband will be so happy,’ chided Jack, noticing a rotund balding male stepping out of a parked car in the driveway.

‘Ahh, him,’ shrugged David. ‘Don’t worry about him, he’s rogering his secretary, he won’t mind. Everyone’s happy,’ he skipped off down a wooded track that led to a parked black SUV.

‘Does she know?’ asked Jack. ‘His missus.’

‘Oh yes, and she doesn’t mind. After forty years together I think she’s a little grateful. She still loves him, they enjoy each other’s company, but the chemistry isn’t there anymore. She’s pleased someone has taken his ‘needs’ off her shoulders, so to speak.’

The three men looked back at the two women now leaning over the back garden gate still waving. 

David gave them a doff of his forehead and another cheeky grin.

‘Sorry Jack,’ he nodded. ‘I should have told you where I was. But I just needed to get out of there. I’m not used to all the drama that surrounds you guys. I thought it ends at death, but it seems it’s only the beginning,’ he sighed. 

‘I didn’t tell you where I was going, because a) I didn’t know myself, I just drove like a bat out of hell until I found myself here. And b) you don’t approve of my shagging.’ 

‘Yeah, well, you do way too much of it. Do you think you can curb it a bit when you join us in the skies?’ Jack winced. ‘It’s not a good look for an angel.’

David stared at him, trying to imagine life without sex for a moment. 

‘Honestly, mate?’ he shrugged. ‘No, I don’t think I can. And I don’t think I want to. It’s one of life’s few pleasures and to be honest it’s tough being good all the time. Every now and then I have to be a little naughty, and as long as it’s consenting I don’t see the problem. I’ve always been a player, just because I now hang out with you lot up there, doesn’t mean I can go cold turkey just like that. I’ve given up killing, I can’t give up sex too,’ he gave the two women another little wave. 

‘And look, I’ve put smiles on their faces, surely that’s another good thing, even the universe can’t complain about that. It was the universe that created sex in the first place, I blame it on them. They shouldn’t have made it feel so good.’

Qyl nudged Jack and shrugged. 

‘He’s got a point mate. It is a bit good, you’ve got to admit. Even in hell it’s good.’

David looked up at the coral sky, shimmering through the leaves of overhanging trees and sniffed the air. 

‘You know what, lads. I think I like it here, I’m done with city life, once this chief witness court saga is over, I’m going to retire to the British countryside. I was meant to bump into those two ladies, they’ve reminded me how brilliant it is.’

They stared at him, putting his plan down to post coital afterglow.

‘Right guys,’ he smiled. ‘I’m out of here, apparently I have a few women waiting for me at the office. I’d better get back.’

Jack raised an eyebrow.

‘Don’t worry, there’ll be no sex,’ David grinned. ‘They’re the dead body on the terrace women, who helped us with the Lord Benedict job. They have something else they want to talk about. I’ll see you back there.’

He stopped at the car and opened the driver’s door.

‘Wait a minute,’ Jack put his hand out. ‘Is this car yours?. When did you get a car?’

‘Nope, I nicked it,’ David hopped into the seat.

‘What?’ blasted Jack.

‘Don’t worry, I’m now bringing it back, the owner won’t even notice. And I’ll leave some dosh on the dashboard for the petrol.’

‘But....’

‘Bye,’ David slammed the door and sped up the lane, leaving a stunned Jack, with a chuckling Qyl pulling him up  into the sky.

The ladies gave a final wave to David’s departing car before turning to walk up the garden path.

‘Who was he talking to, Mildred? There was no one there.’

‘Oh, I don’t know, Sandra,’ sighed Mildred, doe-eyed, buttoning her blouse. ‘And I don’t care, he can talk to whoever he wants, just as long as he comes back. I haven’t felt like that in a long time.’

‘Me too,’ giggled Sandra. ‘He’s like an elixir, I felt so good, I thought I saw angels.’

The women chuckled as they trotted up the garden path. Mildred’s phone bleeped in her pocket, she pulled it out and read a text.

‘Who’s that, dear?’ asked Sandra.

‘It’s your neighbor from number 42, he’s bored and wants me to come over.’

‘My goodness, you’re popular. Two in one day.’

A second text bleeped through, and a third. Mildred read them, and sighed, unimpressed.

‘What?’

‘He’s telling me what he wants to do to me.’

‘And? Why the glum face.’

‘It’s just that he keep’s spelling thighs with an ‘f’.’

‘So’ shrugged Sandra. ‘It’s shortform, or a typo, no big deal. I’m forever spelling things wrong, my digits are way too fat for the keys.’

‘It’s just that I keep finding myself correcting his English all the time. It’s a bit of a turn off, Sandra.’

Another message bleeped through, Mildred opened it and winced. 

‘And I don’t know why he keeps sending me snaps of his penis, it looks ridiculous,’ Mildred sighed, coming to a decision. ‘I think some penises are best just seen in the dark, or in the mad passion of the moment when you don’t give a monkeys what they looks like.’

She turned off her phone and plopped it back in her pocket.

‘Dick picks?’ giggled Sandra. ‘I hope you don’t send him pics of .....’

‘No I most certainly do not,’ interrupted Mildred. ‘That looks even more ridiculous. Ugh! Where’s the mystery these days?’

‘Aren’t you going to reply, dear. It’s a little rude not to.’

‘It’s a little rude to send unwanted penises. Is it penises or peni, I never know which?’ Mildred stopped, titled her head and pondered for a moment on the correct spelling. 

‘Anyway,’ she shook her head.  ‘I wouldn’t mind if it looked enticing, but it needs lighting and makeup, or something.’

Sandra looked at her, she wasn’t joking. 

‘Honestly, Sandra.  I lie not, the poor thing looks ill, yellow, and about as enticing as a shriveled walnut. I think it’s sick, he needs to take it to a doctor,’ muttered Mildred.  ‘Shall I tell him?’ 

‘No,’ Sandra blurted. ‘You can’t say that to a chap, it’ll upset him. It’s his pride and joy, or he wouldn’t be sending you snaps.’

‘Penis pics are one thing, Sandra, I can just ignore them,’ Mildred sighed. ‘But I’m not sure I can ignore the grammar.’

‘Oh dear,’ consoled Sandra, patting her fiend on the back. ‘It’s tough being an ex-English teacher, Mildred.’

They walked a few steps in silence.

‘I must say, Mildred dear,’ added Sandra. ‘After what you’ve just been doing with that Mr Howard, I’m impressed with how you managed to ignore his  rather interesting grammar.’

‘Yes,’ grinned Mildred. ‘It was rather stoic of me.  I think I deserve a gin and tonic. What do you think, shall we have a little drinkie poos?’ she proposed, ignoring the flurry of bleeps resonating from her pocket.

‘Yes, dear. Make mine a double with plenty of lemon.’

Happy with their plan they linked arms and marched up the garden path.

As they neared the cottage they waved sweetly at the waiting husband, clutching a briefcase, a bottle of wine and on the phone to his secretary. 

He waved sweetly back, ending the call. 

Butter wouldn’t melt.
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CHAPTER 2
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Acre Woods, Nettleacre Village, UK.

He slowly regained consciousness.

The pain hit him first, then the cold, then  the smell of rotting earth, and then the eerie silent orchestra of dense woodland. 

He took a deep breath and immediately winced in agony as pain surged through fractured ribs... what the fuck?

Where the hell was he? 

Keeping eyes closed and body still, he mentally scanned the condition of his body. It wasn’t good, everything hurt. And from the cold breeze circling his limbs, he was naked.

Kneeling, crouched forward, with arms at his sides and face pushed into freshly dug mud, he felt the warm trickle of liquid at the back of his throat, it tasted of iron. Blood? Maybe from his nose which throbbed with pain. Was it broken?

Lifting his head, he tried to slide his hands forward to ease himself up, but his right wrist flinched. It was definitely broken.

‘Fuck!’ he spat, blood spraying the ground beneath him. 

Why the hell did he try to sort this one on his own. He should have told the others.

He dropped his head back down.

‘Ahhh,’ said a low gravelly voice from above. ‘You’re awake.’

‘Who are you?’ he breathed, squinting through pained eyes, trying to turn and look over his shoulder. All he could see was a mound of mud and blue sky.

‘It doesn’t matter,’ the voice chuckled. It had an Irish lilt that he recognized, but from where?

‘Why am I here?’ he asked, spitting more blood from his lips.

Silence.

‘Where am  I?’

Silence.

‘Tell me,’ he pushed. ‘Why?’ desperately trying to remain calm and kick into survival mode. 

Maybe he could get a conversation going with the bloke, buy time, and work out how to get away. 

He didn’t remember a thing... fuck!

His legs seemed okay, maybe he could kick out, and launch himself up. If there was just one of them, he may have a chance.

Silence.

‘Answer me!’ he yelled.

Silence. 

Maybe he needed a sterner approach.

‘You do know who I work for, right?’ he hissed.

The voice chuckled.

He felt the thud of a boot hit the ground by his hip, and another hit the ground by his other hip. He braced himself.  Whoever it was now stood over him. 

Maybe they were going to lift him up, help him. Who was he kidding?

‘You’re in your grave, I’m afraid,’ said the indifferent bored voice leaning in close. He could feel its warm breath tickling his ear. 

‘And you’re here simply because you’re on today’s to-do list, my friend. It’s nothing personal, I don’t know who you are or what’ve you’ve done. I just get paid to do this shit. If I had to guess, you may’ve been a naughty boy digging around in something that’s none of your business. Which may’ve pissed off a few of the wrong folk.’ 

With a swoop of black gloved hands, the hair on his forehead was seized hard and yanked back, exposing the vulnerable skin on his throat. 

For a moment he stared in horror at the  balaclava’d face and it’s grey soulless eyes looking down at him. Then he caught the glint of a blade as it whipped across his larynx with a vigorous squelch.

A swarm of shocked birds soared from treetops screeching out loud, sending a warning through the forest. 

They swooped low across a field to join the scattering flock that had just left David’s quaint English country garden. 

Together they swirled the skies, shouting to each other. Agreeing that erthfolk were not to be trusted.
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CHAPTER 3
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The Great Hall, The Universe.

Red file in hand, the anxious assistant took a deep breath and cautiously entered the imposing boardroom, giving an apologetic nod to the thirteen elders patiently waiting for him. 

Members of the board did not like to be kept waiting. They had a universe of planetary bodies to attend to.

He closed the tall, heavy, doors with a loud thud that resonated the room, and aimed for the rotund pious chairman sat in the middle of his twelve members.

The board sat lined up on the other side of a beautiful oak table that stretched across the end of the room, perched on a platform. Being able to look down at their visitors gave them intimidating judge and jury vibes.

He hated days like this, when the future of many was at stake. Sadly, his favorite planet, erth, was in trouble. He’d been through a few it’s cataclysmic episodes before with previous civilizations, they were never pleasant. 

Erth’s current era may go the same way, they’d been caught out by the greed gene, which was annoying, he thought they would’ve learned by now... but hey ho, here we go again.

Pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, he dabbed his brow and soldiered on.

‘Apologies for the delay, ladies and gentlemen,’ he sighed, scurrying across the length of the room. ‘But we’ve just had an update that needed to be included in our figures.’

All eyes on him, he nervously stood in front of the chairman, reached up on tip toes and handed over the red file. The members shifted uneasily in their seats, a red file meant pending terminations, blue and green files were much nicer to deal with.

‘Thank you, Neil,’ the chairman nodded, flicking it open. ‘Just tell us the bullet points, will you. We have a multiverse meeting to attend later, the Others like to keep an eye on us. So, what have we got here?’

Neil also hated it when the lazy chairman said, ‘just tell us the bullet points.’ What was the point in preparing the file?

He stared up at him, not knowing where to start. The chairman wasn’t going to like it. It meant he may have to work for a change. 

The twelve members began to fidget in their seats, displaying their impatience. 

‘Well, come on then,’ hurried the chairman, impatiently banging his gavel on the desk.

‘I’m afraid, sir,’ Neil exhaled. ‘We’re here to talk about planet erth.’

A communal intake of breath resonated the hall, erth was one of their favorites. 

He ignored it and carried on.

‘I’m afraid it’s failing, again. The experiment has near run its course, it’s time to decide on its fate,’ he anxiously dabbed his brow again, and ran his eyes along the length of the table. They looked at him in horror.

‘Members, we’ve given it quite a long trial period, more so than other civilizations, but it’s not working. It’s societies have become corrupt with no idea how to run their gift, despite its high-quality resources and the support of outside agencies. The planet is spiraling through climate change and may be irreparable. They’ve trashed it, and each other,’ they stared back at him, open mouthed.

‘The truth is, ladies and gentlemen, right now there is no intelligent species on erth.’ 

Silence.

This wasn’t going well, maybe they didn’t believe him.

‘I’m sorry,’ he continued. ‘I know how much this one meant to you, but we have to face facts.’ 

A few members began to crumple with concern. Except the chairman, his arrogant face flushed with anger, he was more concerned about looking a fool.

Erth’s current era had been a resounding success, much to the disdain of other jealous universes. They’d spent over four billion years on the planets creation, introducing the homo sapiens a few hundred thousand years ago. After a number of hiccups the current setup finally felt like the right mix.

‘What are you saying, Neil?’ he swept his gavel through the air. ‘Erth is one of our successes.’

‘I’m sorry, chairman. But the fact of the matter is we cannot carry on as we are. You will see from the file, it’s been ravaged, the balance is off kilter, near the point of no return. It’s implosion will affect others in the universe. We need to give it new caretakers now or close it down and start again, there are other planets we could work on, a few with the necessary life elements. If indeed we want to bother with homo sapiens again.’ 

The members held hands to chests, admittedly they’d seen the signs but hoped common sense would prevail.

‘Shit,’ blasted the chairman, shaking his head. 

‘I’m sorry, sir. It’s all in the file.’

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake! Get copies to the members and we’ll go away and read this dammed thing,’ he blasted, slamming the file shut. ‘And what was the last-minute update you mentioned?’ 

‘Err... w... well,’ Neil stuttered, unsure if he should mention it. ‘Err... umm...’

‘Out with it Neil, NOW!’ the chairman barked, smashing his gavel to the table, making the members and Neil jump.

Clearing his throat, Neil continued.

‘Y... y... yes, sir,’ he nodded, straightening up. ‘It seems the agencies sent to guide erthfolk are also failing,’ he took a step back, keeping an eye on the chairman’s gavel, he was known to throw it.

‘It has come to our attention that without authorization or apparent reason, one of our ex-elders has just violently terminated of a large number of them, sir.’

The table gasped, again.

‘What, erthfolk?’ questioned the chairman.

‘Yes, erthfolk,’ nodded Neil, continuing. ‘And she is now fighting in a public place over the city of London with the fallen UK commander, causing quite a weather stir on the ground, whilst a large audience of witnesses jeer them on. Gossip is flying round the universe. Not a great look for angels, or us, sir. It seems we have lost control.’ 

The members glanced at each other in confusion and started to shout out questions to him.

‘Did she have a reason?’ 

‘Did she have permission?’

‘How many dead?’

‘What is her name?’ 

‘Who is the commander?’

‘How did she....’

The chairman raised his gavel to silence them.

‘Neil, bring this ex-elder to me, I want an explanation. And the bloody commander, what the hell were they thinking?’ he growled. 

‘And after their interview, we’ll decide on the planet’s future. If it needs to be wiped out, so be it. I’m tired of watching one of our masterpieces being destroyed by a bunch of uneducated idiots,’ the members turned to him, in horror.

‘What?’ he blasted at them. ‘We were better off with the lot before the ice age, if they hadn’t lost their humanness to AI, they’d still be here. A shame, they were way more advanced than the current lot,’ he shook his head in disgust, and stood up. 

‘Right, meeting adjourned!’ he barked with a crack of his gavel.

The members immediately stood up and watched, helpless, as their chairman rose up through the ceiling. 

They wanted to know more, they had questions.

‘Yes, sir,’ whispered Neil, dropping through the floor, before they turned to him with their questions.

The bemused twelve sat in silence, taking in the magnitude of their next task. 

Terminating millions of souls was not an easy decision. Where had they gone wrong?

A few of them nodded at each other. There was no way they were going to allow a further extinction without a fight. Maybe it was time they had a new chairman.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 4
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Hanover Sq, Mayfair, London, UK.

It didn’t take long for word to get out that a fallen commander and an ex-elder were kicking off in the skies over London. 

Hell witnesses gathered to watch the entertaining spectacle, sitting coliseum-esque on tiled rooftops cheering on the father-daughter clash. The high and mighty fallen didn’t often behave badly, this performance was gold.

Oblivious erthfolk in the streets below couldn’t see the creatures above. They looked up to the summer sky in confusion, as brewing storm clouds gathered and crackled with thunder and lightning. 

Running for cover in shop doorways and jumping into black cabs, they tutted about the English weather, and the effects of global warming.

Franco Rossellini, from the Italian fallen unit, flew in to join Jack sitting alone on a hotel roof, watching dozens of witnesses landing on a nearby building, joining the baying crowd.

‘Well,’ Franco sighed. ‘Your lot are a bit of a handful, mate. They need their own sitcom, never a dull moment. We don’t get anything like this in the Rome office.’

‘I’ve tried to stop them, but they’re stronger than me,’ Jack winced, spotting the fallen’s nemeses, witness warlord Gregori, smugly waving at him from a roof across the square. 

‘Shit, even Gregori’s here, I bet he’s loving this.’

‘Forget him,’ nudged Franco. ‘He’s got the worst job in the world if you ask me. Who’d want to live in the sewers of hell, festering with the planet’s worst of the worst.’

Jack grinned. ‘Yeah, you’re right. He’s actually got a pretty nice palace down there, but even he can’t get rid of the stench, no matter how many cigars he puffs on.’

‘I hear you found David,’ Franco nodded.

‘Yeah, he’s okay,’ Jack grimaced. ‘It’s like looking after a two-year-old, you never know what’s going to happen next with him. I can’t believe he’s the boss’s son; they’re so different. And now he knows he’s got another sister, heaven knows what they’ll get up to. I might ask if someone else can take on his offender management role on for a while. I need a rest.’

He glanced over at the faces of the erth unit peering out from their office window, checking on the weather. 

‘I’ve just come from there,’ Franco nodded. ‘You’ve got a nice setup there, folk on the ground helping you out is a good thing. Heaven knows we can’t keep up with everything as it is, the planet has gone mad.’

‘How are they with all this drama? They’re not used to working with us dead, we’ve only just come out to them. Our relationship is a bit new, I hope it’s not a risk.’

‘They’re a little quiet,’ grinned Franco. ‘A little confused. They’re watching the skies and wondering what-the-fuck? They know that something’s going on with Micael and Summer. This thunderstorm didn’t appear from nowhere,’ he ran a hand through his black glossy hair. 

‘I like the hairdresser guy you’ve got in there. He’s like a mother-hen dishing out tea, biscuits, and sympathy, calming their nerves,’ he grinned. ‘We all need an Anton, hell, we all need an erth unit.  I’m gonna suggest it to my bosses. I wonder if Anton could give my mop a cut,’ he ran a hand through his black glossy hair.  ‘It hasn’t been sorted since I died.’

Jack wasn’t listening.

‘It’s all my fault,’ he winced. ‘I should never have involved the erth unit. They were a cool little set-up, oblivious to us, solving crime on their own, with the help of our anonymous tipoffs. Now I’ve introduced us, I’ve dragged them into our dramas, as well as their own. I should have kept us a secret.’

‘Hey,’ Franco patted him on the head. ‘It’s not often a heaven-hell dingdong kicks off in their office. It’ll take a while, but they’ll get used to us, you’ll see,’ he whipped his wings up behind him, tucked them in, and plonked himself down beside his crestfallen friend. ‘It’s time things changed, it’s not working the way it has been. Working together, they have more of a chance.’

Jack wasn’t convinced, Franco nudged his shoulder. 

‘It’s all good, mate, you’ll see. They’ve never had so much intel and support. Their crime figures are reducing, and communities are safer. Taking the risk and coming out to them like you did, that was a good call, a first for this planet,’ he looked over at the witnesses. ‘Shame we can’t get them to do the same, joining forces and working together would be cool. We’d get so much more done.’

Franco felt sorry for Jack. Gossip about the fallen’s public father-daughter domestic would be spreading throughout the universe like wildfire. The elders would not be happy and could start dishing out more debilitating restrictions on their roles, or worse, close up shop altogether.

He glanced around checking if any watchers were at the show. And there they were, he spotted three of them sitting quietly behind a chimney stack taking notes. Reporting back to the elders board, no doubt.

‘Fuck,’ he hissed, shaking his head. ‘That’s bad.’

‘What?’ asked Jack, following his stare.

‘The watchers are here. Micael is going to be called upstairs to have his arse kicked.’ 

They looked at each other, the rumors about the planet‘s future may happen faster than they’d feared.

‘I hope they don’t know what Summer’s been up to,’ Jack sighed. ‘We’re still totting up her body count. She visited New York and LA apparently, they’re fallen are collating figures for us. They send their thanks and ask when she’s coming back.’

‘And we’ve just found a few of our most wanted, I say a few, twenty nine deceased. The word is she paid them a visit.’

‘What did she do to them?’

‘You don’t wanna to know,’ he grinned. ‘And we wouldn’t mind if she came back, we have a few more for her to sort out. She’s making a name for herself, she’ll be going down in universal folklore.’

‘You wouldn’t think she was a recluse who lives on the side of  mountain reading books all day,’ grinned Jack. ‘She never comes out unless absolutely necessary. She doesn’t like folk, she prefers animals.’

‘She’s cool.’

‘Yeah, but. She’s supposed to be an angel.’

‘Maybe it’s time for us angels to change,’ sighed Franco.
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CHAPTER 5
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Erth Unit, Mayfair, London, UK.

As the four women waited for David, a sudden thunderclap made them turn to stare out the reception’s windows onto the busy London street. 

Black clouds swirled as shocked pedestrians rushed past, heads bent, leaning into gusty winds. Holding onto hats, coats, and whipped skirts, in search of shelter.

‘Wow,’ sighed Nina, pulling her flimsy jacket around her. ‘Where did that come from, it was sunny a minute ago.’  

‘Must be a summer storm,’ suggested Hannah, scanning the floor for a safe spot, if the windows shattered, they were in firing range. 

Herding the women to the other side of the room, they sunk into a pair of plush sofas.

‘Where did that nice woman with the dogs go, it was very nice of her to help us?’ asked Jude. ‘I love Irish Wolfhounds.’

A phone rang out. 

They turned to see the concierge pick up a call and look in their direction.

‘Yes sir, they’re still here. Of course, sir,’ he nodded. ‘Right away sir,’ he put down the phone and made his way over to them, clearing his throat.

‘Ladies,’ he smiled. ‘Mister Howard apologizes for the delay and asks if you would be kind enough to wait for him in the bar across the road. He’s just finished a meeting and will be along in a minute. He asks that you order him a large glass of Merlot.’

‘You have to be joking,’ Babs pointed to the windows. ‘Have you seen the weather out there?’

‘You can of course stay here until it calms a little, ma’am, if you’d prefer,’ nodded the concierge. ‘Only Mister Howard thought you may be a little more comfortable in the bar.’

‘Well, you can tell...’ started Babs, not happy.

‘Come on old girl,’ Nina interrupted, grabbing her arm and dragging her towards the door. ‘We’ve negotiated worse terrains in our time. Remember when we had to get that lost VIP out of the shed-end at half time. The away team were losing four nil, supporters were kicking off, tearing up seats and setting fire to the place. I lost a few hair extensions, nails, and a stiletto that day, but we got our man out. And that time we had to jump from a gin palace moored off the Monte Carlo coast and swim ashore because no one told us it was a swinger’s party. Surely crossing a windy London street is a doddle. Besides, I’m gagging for a drink.’

She heaved open one of the glass doors and pushed the unhappy Babs out into the street, causing her neatly coiffured hair to instantly bouffant into a startled palm tree. 

With the concierge holding the shuddering door steady, Nina, Hannah and Jude followed suit, heads down, hugging bags and jackets tight to their chests.

He secured the door shut behind them, stabbing his finger at its glass, pointing at ‘The Duchess Bar’ directly across the street. They couldn’t miss it.

Angry traffic blew horns at the row of charging women as they crossed the road. They aimed for an uncomfortable looking doorman as he held The Duchess Bar doors open.

The watching concierge blessed himself with a sigh of relief as they flew safely through the doors, and put in a quick call to Eddie, the bar’s manager.

‘Eddie, it’s Julian.’

‘Hello mate. What can I do you for?’ Eddie asked cheerfully, turning to look at the noisy rabble of women entering the bar.

‘Four women have just arrived...’

‘Four banshees you mean,’ interrupted Eddie. ‘They look as if they’ve been pulled through a hedge backwards, what’s going on with this weather? It’s like Armageddon out there.’

‘Global warming mate. Yep, that’s them, they’re guests of Mister Howard, could you look after them until he arrives, he’s on his way.’
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