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    This story was partly inspired by my grandmother Nana McAlonan who spent her last years in Nazareth House Nursing Facility being cared for by some of the most wonderful nurses, one being my sister Karen.


I love and miss you, Nana xx
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Atlas

“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, we lower the body of Freeman back to the earth from which he came. The creator has called his soul back to him to be reborn in another life,” the warlock spoke as we surrounded my Dad’s coffin, being lowered into a hole in the ground.

My eyes were soaked with tears as I stared down at the coffin covered in flowers. My Dad hadn’t been the man I remembered as a child for a long time. He had been living in Heartstone Nursing Home for the last four years. His mind slowly slipped away further and further until, eventually, he no longer knew who Papa and I were. Instead, he stared out the window, waiting for his parents to come and pick him up from the school he thought he was attending.

Alzheimer’s was a horrible disease to watch. It destroyed the brain and slowly tore that person you loved away from you. Every time I went into the nursing home to visit Dad, he slipped further. The day that he forgot whom I was hurt so fucking bad. I was sixteen years old. It was my birthday. I’d gone in, excited to share some birthday cake with him. Dad looked at me like I was a complete stranger. 

He smiled and wished me a happy birthday when I told him why I was there. He’d looked so confused when I told him I was his son. I could see how much it upset him that he didn’t remember me. It hurt him to see the tears that had filled my eyes. Alzheimer’s stripped a person's memory. A nurse, Laurette, held me and explained that Dad no longer remembered me because it was what Alzheimer’s did. She’d held me while I sobbed. 

That was probably when I decided to become a nurse and get a job at Heartstone Nursing home. I was about to start uni. I was supposed to be at my first class today. Instead, I stared into the hole as my father's coffin lowered. I glanced around the cemetery and recognized so many faces from my past. My grandparents, my Papa’s parents, stood on my other side. There were loads of more warlocks from the coven to which Dad and Papa had once belonged. My Dad’s brother, my uncle Kadir standing with his mate, Erzi. They both had tears in their eyes.

Grandma continued to run a soothing hand up and down my back. My Papa stood to my left. Sobs wracked his body. His sister, Sierra, held him tightly. I was an only child. I think Papa would have liked to have more children. Still, unfortunately, Dad’s Alzheimer’s was discovered when I was only four years old. Papa decided not to have any more children. But in truth, it would have been good to have a sibling with whom I could share this grief. Papa tried to be strong. He held me tight, and we cried together when we heard that Dad was dead. But I knew he needed to grieve too. I didn’t want him to forget about himself. 

As soon as the burial was done, we all turned and walked away. Grandma and Sierra had organized for there to be food and drinks to be served at our family home. In truth, I wanted to go to my room and hide. I didn’t want to pretend to be grateful that people were there. The same people never visited my Dad while he was in the nursing home. The same people never came to check how my Papa and I were coping. The only people who were ever regulars were Sierra, Grandma, and Grandpa.

Even Kadir and Erzi weren’t anywhere to be seen. It disgusted me to see the tears on Kadir’s face. He didn’t give a shit about my Dad while he was alive. He didn’t go to the nursing home once. I didn’t know exactly what went on there, but I know that Dad and Kadir had a falling out when I was still little. Papa hadn’t shed much light on it other than Kadir, who had taken offense to something Dad had said. 

The fact that Dad wasn’t in his right mind didn’t seem to matter to Kadir. He turned his back on his brother and now stood in our home with tears in his eyes, acting like he actually gave a shit about his brother. It pissed me off. Sierra, who seemed to be able to feel what I was thinking, came over to me and wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

“Ignore him,” she whispered as she kissed the side of my head. “He doesn’t deserve your anger. Your hatred is wasted on the man. He is only here hoping there is something in it for him. Give him nothing.”

I sighed and nodded my head. I loved my aunty, Sierra. She was only two years older than me. She’d been a shock pregnancy to my grandparents, who thought they couldn’t have any more children. But I’d been so grateful for her. Although I didn’t have any brothers or sisters, Sierra was more like a sister to me. We’d always been close. We’d had sleepovers at each other’s houses. She was one of my best friends.

“Atlas?” a voice called. I turned to see my other best friend, Hasami. We had been best friends since I first started school. We were both scared on our first day and were crying. We seemed to gravitate to one another and have stuck together ever since.

Hasami opened his arms, and I fell into them with a sob. “I’m sorry, Atlas,” he soothed as I cried into his neck.

“I felt like he died so long ago, but this hurts.”

“I know it does. I know.”
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Boden

(Five years later)

“How’s your Mama?” Obsidian asked as I sat in the chair in the office. I scrubbed my hands up over my face. Obsidian was the only one that knew the whole story of my Mama’s history.

I let out a long sigh. “It’s getting worse. Her paranoia is at an all-time high. My phone constantly rings because she thinks men are standing in front of the house. She’s chased off four carers this week. I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

Obsidian winced. Mama had been diagnosed when I was still a kid with Paranoid Schizophrenia. Doctors didn’t know what caused the mental health condition, but they thought maybe it had something to do with the trauma of witnessing my Papa’s murder when I was only four years old. 

Ever since, she’d never been the same. I mean, I couldn’t blame her for her trauma. Shit, if I saw someone being killed, I wouldn’t be the same either. It was a senseless murder. A mugging that went wrong. Papa thought he was protecting Mama. But the guy knifed my Papa in the neck before taking off. He was caught and imprisoned, but it didn’t remove the fact that Mama had to hold her mate while he bled out.

Now though, her Schizophrenia had started to morph, and now the doctors were saying that she had Dementia also. It worried me, and I couldn’t take any more time off work. I’d taken so much time off trying to help her. But we needed the money. The victims of crime had covered her medical bills to a certain extent, but I needed to finance the rest. I had to pay the bills to keep a roof over our heads. 

“What can I do to help?” Obsidian asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m starting to think I will have to look for care for her. I can’t do it all anymore. I need to pay the bills, but I can’t work and look after her too.”

“Would it help if I got someone to go around and sit with her? I’m sure one of the Devil’s Advocates or even my Mama would do it?”

I shrugged again. “I don’t know. I don’t want to have to lean on people. I feel like I’ve used you so much already.”

Obsidian frowned and shook his head. “Don’t be silly, man; we are family here. If one of us needs help, we do what we can to help.”

I smiled at my boss. “Thank you. If you can find someone, I don’t know if she will tolerate them. She tried to attack the last carer. I had to hide all the fucking knives, just in case.”

‘Oh shit, it was that bad?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. She thought the woman was sent by Papa’s killer.”

Obsidian’s eyes widened. “Damn, her paranoia is getting worse.”

“Yup. She woke me up at three this morning to tell me they were looking into her window and shouting her name. I had to walk outside and pretend to beat the hell out of them to calm her down. I’m telling you, if anyone was looking out their window, they would have thought I was the fucking crazy one.”

Obsidian chuckled and shook his head. “I’m sorry you are going through this, man. It’s been such a shitty hand you’ve been dealt. I’ll ring Mama and Anghus; they might have some ideas.”

I nodded my head. “I’m waiting on a call from her doctor. I’m hoping that maybe he can suggest something. I don’t want to send her to the loony bin, but I’m not sure there is any other choice.”

Obsidian’s frown pulled at his brow. “Could you possibly send her to a nursing home that deals with Dementia?”

“That’s what I’m hoping, but I don’t know. Whatever happens, is going to be a hard fucking decision.”

Obsidian nodded his head. “Let me know if you need help. You know we all have your back, man.”

“Anyway, I’ve promised Stagger that I was going to help him pull out the motor of that Mercedes today.” I smiled and nodded. “Thank you,” I said before standing.

Obsidian chuckled. “Good luck. I heard Stagger swearing about it earlier.”

“Oh, goodie. Stagger and his tantrums, how fun.”

Obsidian threw his head back and barked out a laugh. I walked out the door and down towards the shop floor. Sure, enough, Stagger was pulling his hair and swearing. “Fucking stupid, piece of fucking shit.”

“What’s up, Stagger?” I asked as I stepped in beside him.

“Who fucking thought it would be a good idea to fucking use different sized fucking nuts than every other fucking car,” he swore as he threw his socket onto the toolbox.

“The Germans?”

Stagger laughed. “Yeah. Alright, so you right to help today?”

I nodded my head. “Yup. I’m all yours today.”

“Fantastic, you can start by finding whatever the fuck size socket I need for these.”

I grinned and turned to the toolbox, rifling through to find the different socket sizes we’d need. Stagger preferred big old hot rods. He didn’t usually deal with European cars. He left that to Dakota and me. But Dakota was busy with services all day, so I had to deal with Stagger’s temper tantrums. How lucky.
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Atlas

“Hello, sugar plum,” I called as I walked into the staff room. The girls who worked with me spun around with bright smiles, greeting me. I was graduated and a nurse working at Heartstone Nursing Home. I’d been here for about a year and loved every minute. There wasn’t anything I would change. 

“Atlas,” Laurette said as she stood. I noticed a new face sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of them. “This is Corin; he just started this morning.”

“Hi Corin, it’s lovely to meet you. I’m Atlas,” I said, giving him a bright smile. Corin looked me up and down before giving a slight smile. I frowned and glanced at Laurette, who rolled her eyes and winked at me. I knew I’d get all the gossip on that later.

“Anywho, I’m off to go and shower Jeppe, tootles darklings,” I said as I walked away from the table.

“Is he always that gay?” I heard Corin state. My steps faltered slightly, and I turned back to him.

“I’m supernatural, so I can hear you very well. Yes, I am always this gay, as you so eloquently put it. But as you should know, considering you too are a supernatural, being a gay person is not bad, a gay person is fine, and if you can’t handle my brand of gay, then you are working in the wrong place.”
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