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☾One☽︎
 
Farrah set her guitar case on the wide front porch while turning to lock the door. As she wiggled the faceted glass doorknob to ensure it had locked, she paused. The scent of honeysuckle nectar wafted across her nose on a light breeze. She took a deep breath, inhaling the aroma. She felt her fingertips tingle with nature’s energy as it coursed through her veins. Smiling, she picked the black acoustic guitar case up and closed the storm door. Her reflection gazed back from the expanse of glass. Long, naturally blonde, sun-bleached dreadlocks and beads framed her tanned face. Takes a lot of work to look bohemian. She chuckled lightly. She was dressed for trekking through the woods. Her day off work would be spent convening with nature. Tan, convertible pants, hiking boots, and a flowing white shirt assured she wouldn’t overheat in the 100 degree Alabama heat. It’s not a dry heat. It’s terribly humid. She wiped a bead of sweat from her brow as she grabbed her knurled walking stick from beside the steps.
All three brick porch steps were skipped as she headed to her modified Subaru Outback in the side yard. Camping gear was already stowed in the ample hatch. It was an older model that she had bought used, ten years ago when she was sixteen years old with the lift kit and safari basket already installed. The age and high mileage were how she justified the horrible miles per gallon. Keeping an old vehicle kept a lower carbon footprint than buying, and therefore contributing to the manufacturing of a new one. Or at least, that’s what she had read. She could afford a new Crosstrek Hybrid, but had talked herself out of it, largely because a manual transmission wasn’t available, but also because she’d have to start over on her sticker collection on the rear hatch.
Out of the corner of her eye, she caught sight of her garden in the backyard. Some of her charges were peering over the top of the eight-foot, wooden fence. On days when she had less time, convening was achieved at home. Home was a hundred year old house on the edge of downtown—what a laugh; downtown postage stamp—that her great-great grandfather had built. She regarded her garden once more. It was healthy and in full bloom. Some people have green thumbs. Farrah’s whole world was green. She carefully placed the guitar case in the hatch between the tent and the sleeping bag she wouldn’t necessarily need in such heat, and headed to the driver door. Taking the right onto DeSoto Caverns Parkway and passing under the historic Childersburg train trestle brought another smile. A sarcastic one.
The town claimed being the oldest in the state. It wasn’t a lie, exactly. There had been a village here, hundreds of years ago, in the 1540s when Hernando DeSoto had arrived, and according to loose history, spent time with the Coosa people. The actual town was incorporated in 1889. Her grandmother had told her stories which her mother had told her. Of the woods near the Coosa River. Of where their affinity for nature came from. Outside of these verbal stories, there wasn’t a real historical record. Farrah had written down as much as she could remember after her beloved Nana’s passing. It was maybe half of a spiral bound notebook. She was sure it was less than half of what she had been told. She hoped to release some of the tales, retold as fiction, as a book she could put in libraries one day. Verbal histories die out.
Farrah didn’t often speak of this perceived heritage. She didn’t look indigenous. With her blonde hair and green eyes she looked like a country girl hippie with a nice tan, so the few times she had spoken up, she had received ridicule. Taking a left on Grist Mill Road reminded her of another story. Kymulga—healing all—was one of the indigenous words her grandmother used, and the gristmill was still using the name. It was also the original name of the big cave up the parkway. The cave Farrah worked at as a tour guide. The park was now named after the man who “discovered” it in the sixteenth century. Hernando DeSoto. The man had, according to Nana and others, killed the Coosa River people’s leader and taken many of them for slaves. She disliked the name of the park. The people who owned and ran it were kind, and she enjoyed giving the tour so much that she didn’t fight it.
She slowed the Subaru for another left turn onto a dirt road which would lead her out to the woods. The sun was beginning to set. In the morning, she would spend her grandmother’s birthday in their favorite part of the forest. She would call the directions and make offerings to bless the special day. And maybe, just maybe, she would feel less alone.
☽☽☽
Farrah woke as the light broke through the trees making her yellow tent glow a brilliant amber. She unzipped the tent doors and stepped out. Her bare feet felt invigorated by the cool morning dew. She leaned back in, retrieving her boots, the walking stick, her satchel, and the guitar case. The beams of light penetrating the canopy had her rapt attention as she walked toward the clearing. A dove warbled above her head. Nana’s favorite. More honeysuckle. She breathed in the fragrant aroma. The woods were exceptionally agreeable today. Farrah had never felt so much energy. She was practically vibrating.
 
She reached the clearing. Fog lay low over the ground. Dew dampened her boots as she walked out towards the center. She stuck the walking stick into the earth. She sat facing it, legs crossed. The fog was quickly dissipating.
 
Opening her satchel, she removed a few cloth bags of crushed herbs, a flat stone, and a bundle of dried sage. Eyes closed, Farrah laid the sage on the flat stone. She reached into her shorts pocket and retrieved her Swiss Army knife and her zippo lighter. Her lips moved in silent prayer. The goddess would hear her pleas. Farrah believed in a combination of ancient beliefs passed on to her verbally, and things gathered from Nana’s vast library of spiritual books.
 
She lit the sage and selected herbs for each direction. It didn’t matter which offering went where. She was giving valuable items to the winds. Wind. Farrah’s second element. Earth. Wind. Nana had possessed similar gifts. Only, Farrah was already stronger. Farrah let herself think of her parents. She had never known them. They had died before she was old enough to remember. An accident. Farrah didn’t believe it. Now it didn’t matter. Alone in the world, no friends, no family. She had coworkers. But she was alone, and as a pagan in Bible Country, she was an outcast.
 
The wind picked up as if by her command as she held crushed cattail root to the sky. The gift was whipped away to the North. She offered red oak bark to the South and jewel weed and honeysuckle to the East and West respectively. The burning sage smell hit her nostrils. She saw the smoke slightly swirl. She had summoned a dirt devil. The tiny, benign twister scattered the herbs across the clearing.
 
She uncased the guitar and began strumming. Wild flowers bloomed before her eyes as she played. She would never make music in public for this reason. As she sang of lost loved ones and hot summers, the air grew cold.
 
“That’s new,” she thought aloud as she set the guitar aside and stood. That’s when she saw Nana. A translucent spectre. She fell to her knees.
 
“Child, do not fear.”
 
“How am I not to? How are you here?”
 
“I have a message from your parents.”
 
“It wasn’t really an accident, was it? Nana, I miss you.”
 
“I see you every day, Farrah. You are beautiful and strong, but way too lonely.”
 
“Can I hold you?” Farrah asked, as tears streamed down her cheeks.
 
“No, I am incorporeal, and I also don’t have much time.”
 
Farrah nodded.
 
“His name is Adrick. He is a lynch pin to the apocalypse. You will find him at the place that rocks. In the city. You are to protect him. Your uncle James can help you.”
 
“James? But…”
 
“What we believed about James was a lie, Farrah. The accident was not one, and it was not his fault. Tell him I am sorry and that I said he should help you.” With that, Nana became more transparent.
 
“No, Nana don’t leave me alone!”
 
“You won’t be alone for long, darling. But you must be vigilant. This journey is dangerous and I can’t see the ending.”
 
Farrah stood as Nana faded away. She pulled a deep breath of honeysuckle. All the new wildflowers wilted as she cried, reminded once again of how alone she was.




☾Two☽︎
 
Sirena glared at the phone on her nightstand. Shrill cries echoed off the loft apartment’s tall ceiling. 6:30 is fucking ridiculous. She shut the alarm off, clumsily made her way to the kitchenette, and started the coffee. Scanning the large room, she realized she was going to need window dressings. The view though. The sun was rising over Birmingham and reflecting and refracting over the tall downtown buildings, filling her loft with a beautiful orange light show. Her smile was cut short as she remembered that she still hadn’t unpacked. She had a couch and a bed as her only furniture. Luckily, her mother had hired a decorator. She was sure she’d hate all of it but at least she wouldn’t have to do it herself.
Coffee now in hand, Sirena rounded the corner, headed for the shower. The floor plan was square. The lofts had once been offices; the partition for the bathroom and the bedroom was about 7 feet tall. The old ceiling, with exposed tubular ventilation ducts with a hammered finish, hung above. Much taller. She almost smiled. The building was amazing. Going to work with her mother today wouldn’t be. She paused at the mirror. Need to fix my hair again. She lifted a strand of her blood red hair with her black-nailed fingers, examining the dark brown roots. She grinned as she ran her fingers through her thick locks, and they deepened a shade. The natural roots were instantly gone. She turned on the shower. It coughed and sputtered for a moment before it finally released violently. Fuck. “It’s going to be a long day.”
☽☽☽
A cover of The Cure’s Fascination Street, sung by a deep voiced and sultry woman, filled the bathroom as Sirena towel dried her hair. She had found the CD by Lunasect in her father’s CD case of all places. They had been a local Birmingham band before Sirena was born. She picked up her phone and read the caller ID.
Porter, Port…
Great. Porter, Porter, Merrick, and Macmillan. “Good Morning Mother,” Sirena said with all the sincerity she could muster, which wasn’t much. “Of course I’m going to be on time... It’s only a few blocks away.” She paused. “Yes Ma’am. I’ll eat something…” Another pause. “See you in twenty… maybe thirty… okay. Sorry Mother.” She hung the phone up. I’ll never please that woman. She turned her attention back to the mirror. She ran her fingers through her hair once more, as it became dark brown. Her nails became shorter and a much more presentable medium red. She forced tears back. Mother expected her to look professional. At least mother wasn’t demanding that Sirena go get a spray tan like she had. Yuck. She was tempted to go get a spider tattooed on her face. Mother would probably just rip my pale skin right off.
☽☽☽
Sirena stepped out of the elevator into the building’s underground garage. She frowned. The things she could afford were a direct consequence of her upcoming job and her relationship with her mother. Father was in the same position as Sirena. Mother’s way was the only way. They were married in title only. As long as no one discovered their transgressions… I guess I can play that game, too. If only to drive that...
The black on black BMW M4 cabriolet was beyond sexy. It suited her. She had been looking at a Mercedes AMG convertible, but the BMW was still available with a manual transmission. The Phoenix building suited her too. The former telephone company building was the coolest place to live in her opinion. She could wear a business suit for 50 hours a week. PPM&M were criminal attorneys. Sirena had graduated law school with top marks. Normally, all of this would be fine, but the clients were always guilty. They also always went free. The ugliest cases in Alabama… Sometimes pro bono. Organized crime lords, drug runners, even a serial killer had gotten off due to the firm. Sirena felt marked. Destined for hell or worse. Mother promised another P on PPM&M even if it meant losing an M or two, but only if Sirena played ball. She told her to drop all preconceptions. Law was about what you could buy. Not justice. She sighed. Mother expected children. That was to be the worst part. She slid into the seat of the sportscar. In the safety of the garage she had simply left the top down all night. She’d barely get her warmed up before she was safely tucked into the underground parking at 1901 Sixth Avenue. Mother had suggested the rebranding of the building simply be the address. It does sound classy. Sirena internally mocked her mother’s accent—affectation—like an even more pretentious Scarlet O’ Hara. “I’m on the board, you know.” Within Temptation blared on the premium stereo as the exhaust echoed in the concrete building. Sirena smirked. Who needs a fucking soul anyway?
As Sirena raced up Fifth Avenue North, Crosses came up in the shuffle. She screamed along with Chino Moreno. THIS IS A TRICK! As she shifted into fourth, she realized she was doing 60 in a 35. Reign it in dumbass, Mama Porter will let them take you to jail for being stupid. Mother could get her out of any trouble. The question was if she would. As a teenager Sirena had snuck out once. Only once. She spent the next six weeks of that summer chained to the basement wall. She didn’t feel much love for Ava Sirene Porter, but she feared and almost respected her. Sirena had promised herself she wouldn’t return home after law school, but no one else would hire her. She knew it was Mother’s doing. Blackballed, with law offices across the nation all fearing Ava’s wrath.
She parked the BMW, making sure the hardtop locked properly before taking the elevator up 36 floors. The elevator opened directly across from the large, frosted glass doors that proudly displayed a stylized PPM&M logo. The outer offices had an open floor plan except for the block of conference rooms in the center. These had glass walls so everyone could keep an eye on attorney/client proceedings lest things become strained.
Mother was like Sirena. She could put whatever she wanted people to see on the glass. They both had the ability to show the world falsehoods, and to temper perspectives with energy. Mother could also wield fire. Sirena didn’t know if she could or not. She hoped she didn’t have to find out.
Sirena listened as her heels clicked across the office space. She was early. A sound from her right caught her off guard for a moment. The tall, beautiful fifty-five year old woman’s heels also clicked across the marble floor. Ava is already here. She was an imposing figure 5’9, without the heels, hour-glass figure. Her long, dark brown hair seemed to defy gravity as it bounced in time to her steps. Sirena froze. Her posture went immediately rigid and tall.
“Good morning, Mother.”
“You will need to get used to calling me Ava, like the rest of the Junior Partners.”
“Right. Ava.” Sirena took a deep breath.
“Come to my office.”
Sirena nodded and followed as Ava gracefully turned and walked toward large, wooden double doors.
☽☽☽
“Sit.” Ava motioned to the chairs in front of her desk. Sirena did as she was told. “I’m happy you’ll be joining us. I’m proud of your performance. You’re going to win cases, and this whole thing will be yours one day.”
Sirena looked around the room as Ava’s hands made a sweeping gesture. Yaay… Sirena chided herself for her sarcasm before taking a deep breath and speaking. She hoped she hadn’t rolled her eyes involuntarily “I’m honored, Mo— Ava.”
“Good. Now we have to discuss your friend.”
Sirena’s eyes narrowed. “Who?”
“Adrick. You’ve stayed close to him like I asked.”
“Yes?” Sirena had forgotten how her mother seemed to push her toward the young man in highschool. Always with the comment that he was good for her. Yet, always with the caveat that he wasn’t good enough to date. Ava didn’t know she needn’t be concerned that Sirena might get involved romantically with the handsome, yet dorky, guitar player. “We still do the band, Mother.”
“Can you quit that and maintain his friendship?”
“What?”
“Quit the band.” Ava’s voice was stern. “You weren’t taking that seriously, were you?”
Yes and no… “I do it because I love it. It sets my soul ablaze to—”
“It’s time to put away childish things, Wren.”
Sirena’s jaw dropped. No! Mother— ahem... Ava called her Wren when she needed to remind Sirena that she was the child. It was her name when she was too small to easily articulate “Sy-Wren-Uh.” She could remember Ava and Dick Porter trying to get her to say her whole name to this very day. “Why are you interested in Adrick?”
“He’s very important. He’s touched. He will be our salvation for the impending apocalypse. Others will come for him. You must protect him from all of them.”
“Me? Why me? And Adrick? He’s no savior. He’s a massive dork.” Sirena said it with a smile. Her best friend prided himself on his dorkiness. In private. To the outside world, he was an unflinching rock god. Maybe that side of him is the savior?
“You don’t know it, but you’ve been training for this your whole life. Today, you’ll get those memories back.” Ava stood and studied the book shelf behind her. She found A Discovery of Witches and pulled it. Sirena watched in disbelief as the shelf slid, revealing a secret room. A room full of books, herbs. There was a table with a mortar and pestle and a gas stove with what could only be described as a caldron. She tried to hide her terror. Ava reached her hand out toward her.
“I have done everything I have to make you strong, little Wren. Because I love you. You needn’t fear your mother.”
Sirena did though. She feared Ava very deeply.
☽☽☽
The rear end of the BMW slipped a little as the car touched back down on the pavement. It had caught a little air crossing over Shades Crest Road. Sirena was on her way out to the newest Uncle Bob’s Storage where the band rehearsed. She hadn’t been there many times and had to call Adrick to confirm the directions. They all played shows. She learned the songs on FaceTime with Adrick and on her own while she was at college in Tuscaloosa.
It had worked well. Adrick booked Birmingham, Atlanta, and Nashville bar gigs. Sirena booked at colleges. Auburn, Jacksonville, Alabama. The dark metal music they played served as a nice novelty for college kids wanting to wear sexy goth costumes and have kinky parties. The band often got involved in these parties themselves. Sirena wore makeup to a point where she wouldn’t really be recognized and played under an assumed name, Raya. It was liberating. She’d often lose Adrick and find herself becoming part of some excited college girl’s make out experiment. She sighed. That was all coming to an end. Time to put away childish things. She looked around the car’s plush leather interior. She frowned. She was about to break Adrick’s heart.




☾Three☽︎
 
Farrah’s least favorite part of her job was her cashier shifts. Usually. It meant she wasn’t in the cave telling people about the bones that had been moved, the opal mining failure, the secret speakeasy during prohibition, or the mining of gunpowder during the Civil War. Today, the cashier shift was preferable. She had, through simple internet searches, discovered the place that rocks. Another discovery was of a band with a guitarist named Adrick that was playing at The Nick that night. On a Tuesday. Can’t imagine that it will be a big crowd.
She was happy to be conserving energy before what could be a long night out. Summer was the busy season. But it had been a slow day. The heat was unbearable. That was, however, a good reason to have been in the cave today. Kymulga, the main chamber, which still bore the original name,
was 60 degrees Fahrenheit year round. Katherine was Farrah’s favorite coworker, and she smiled as she heard Kat saying farewells to a few stragglers who had a desire for more history.
“You sure you won’t go with me tonight?” Farrah asked one last time. She really didn’t go into Birmingham much, and her colleague was quick witted and good in a pinch.
“Sorry, if it wasn’t metal music maybe, but…”
“Electric guitars make you antsy, right. Sorry, I forgot.”
“You didn’t forget, but that’s okay. I’m glad you want to hang out. We can go some night that the music is acoustic and I don’t have a date. I really didn’t know you were a metal head.” Kat was a thin strawberry blonde with a friendly smile and a thick twang to her accent. She had no trouble getting dates.
Farrah nodded. “I’m meeting a friend.”
“A friend, huh? Be safe, yeah?”
“Oh, it’s just someone who knew Nana. It’s nothing special. And I’ll be fine.”
☽☽☽
Sirena parked the BMW in front of Uncle Bob’s Storage. She looked around the front lot. No sign of Adrick’s Pathfinder. She figured he had pulled it inside and was loading band gear already. She walked into the building and realized she was lost. She heard a whistle, like a bird. Hastening her pace, she pressed forward and took the next right. She smiled and broke into a run. “Adrick!” The tall, slender man had dyed-black, spiky hair, lightly tanned skin, and eyes that could flip from pale green to pale blue.
Adrick lifted and spun Sirena as they embraced and laughed. They hadn’t had a show in over a month. That was mostly when they spent time together while she had been at college. The University of Alabama wasn’t that far from Birmingham, but it was just far enough. They tried for a while to visit on weekends early on. In the end, they were both too busy. Sometimes they had shows once every week for six or eight weeks straight. They simply enjoyed that time. Sirena tucked under Adrick’s arm. She wrapped her arms around his waist as they walked and he caressed her shoulder.
“I’m so pumped, Sy! It’s been too long.”
“It has.” She dislodged herself from under his arm and crossed hers over her chest. “Adrick, we need to talk.” The conversation would have to wait. The rest of the band had arrived. She wanted to tell Adrick first. Alone.
☽☽☽
Sirena was back in the BMW heading back toward downtown. She had thought, for a moment, that Adrick was going to cry. He had just nodded and frowned. But then he’d smiled. Sirena wouldn’t be replaced. The music would simplify, and Adrick would sing more songs. The other band members seemed upset, but maybe not surprised, when she and Adrick made the announcement together. He hid his hurt well. She knew it was deeper, for him, than just a band. Adrick had feelings for her. After the third time she told him no, that she didn’t want to date him, he backed off, permanently. Like he had suddenly realized why. It was a bit of a shame. If not for the sexual orientation… they made perfect best friends. He could deal with her bouts of self-loathing and always found a way to make her smile. He’d never tried to force her out, either. She didn’t want to quit the band. Ava had just guilted her into hurting the person she loved most. She shifted down to fourth and pushed the accelerator.
☽☽☽
Farrah realized she had nothing to wear to a concert. She also had no one to go shopping with. Last time Nana had taken her to look at clothes was in the Galleria. She looked it up and realized they didn’t have a lot of stores left. Malls had fallen out of fashion. The Summit was more on her way into town anyway. She decided a simple dress, maybe a sundress, would keep her cool and present a look that said I put in effort, but not much. She picked up Nana’s ancient Rolodex and looked up Uncle James’ last known number. She dialed, but it had been disconnected. Where are you, James Green?
She remembered the sandals she had bought online. Thigh-high gladiator sandals was what the ad had called them. She had gone on a ridiculous cyber shopping spree when Nana had her heart attack. Her beloved guardian had also caught COVID-19 and as a result, never came home from the hospital. She had a lot of oddball retail therapy junk that she figured she would never use. The sandals would look great with a little dress and her dreadlocks. She grabbed them from the top of the closet before heading out to the car.
The Subaru struggled a little over the hilly features of Highway 280. Especially Double Oak Mountain. She conquered the stretch of road, hills, and traffic and was leaving the shopping center wearing a brand new, simple white Hayden dress from Altar’d State and her gladiator porn shoes. Farrah laughed as she realized she had set out for simple and cute, but had landed, more or less, at Greek goddess. Shrug. She shouldn’t have any trouble getting to talk to this Adrick person dressed this way. She wondered if Adrick was why Nana had told her she wouldn’t be alone for long. She hadn’t dated much. She was happy spending time in the woods with Nana… my soul aches. Lonely was the last thing I expected to end up being.
☽☽☽
Following a GPS navigation device wasn’t something Farrah did on a regular basis. She could hike the Talladega National Forest with just a compass, but she was beginning to feel lost. The mighty tracker. At least I can laugh about it.
She rarely got far enough into town to see the statue of Vulcan. The Roman god of the forge loomed over the city in an apparent effort to bless steel production that had all but ended in the early 2000s.
Looking for the massive statue had caused her to miss Red Mountain Expressway entirely. Kind of worth it. She pulled over into a gas station parking lot to snap a few shots with her phone. She was on the wrong side, and the god’s posterior shone like the sun in the up lighting. She admired her work before setting off again, with the GPS directing her toward the giant work of art.
She downshifted and kept the slow lane. At the crest of the mountain, she saw the city lights. Farrah was certain she’d never been here at night. Birmingham was a wash of old amber streetlights. There were four very tall buildings that dominated the skyline. But one in particular caught her eye. It had a pyramidal dome top and was cut to look like a modern castle. The upper windows on each corner were round, and when lit, reminded Farrah of the perfect full moon. It was washed with amber lights that highlighted its design features. She was still thinking about that building as she let the engine slow her descent down the small mountain.
The GPS spoke. Recalculating route. Farrah sighed. Missed another turn while sightseeing. She rolled through a green light at the bottom of the hill, and she saw Mellow Mushroom. Across the street diagonally was Chick-fil-A. She recalled Nana’s woods training. Keep landmarks in case you get lost. The next light was red. As she slowed to a stop, she realized where she was.
To her right was the fountain. The storyteller. Five Points South. Nana had told her the five roads intersecting here at this paganistic fountain of a goat-like creature reading to frogs, dogs and other animals was no mistake. Farrah had researched. The roads were actually due to landscape features and the way the larger roads needed to run. The pentagonal design was a coincidence not a sign. Still… Farrah looked to the right. There was an empty parking space right there! The Subaru made a right turn on red.
Farrah felt it was fortune allowing her to have an easy chance to take a look around, and she needed to eat anyway. She remembered being here once. When she was a child. She couldn’t remember why. She took a few shots of the very cool fountain, and the cool, old church behind it. As she studied the odd design she saw a restaurant. Black Market. That sounds cool, and I haven’t eaten much all day.
☽☽☽
Sirena’s least favorite part of show nights was waiting to start. She tried to minimize the torture and nerves by showing up late. Tonight though, spending time with Adrick felt important. She arrived at The Nick, which most considered a hole in the wall, but to local musicians it was like their own CBGB. The decor consisted of band photos on the ceiling, staples and fliers on the walls and a smelly bathroom. She came early because she needed Adrick to know that her quitting the band had nothing to do with him. Being her last show didn't mean she wouldn’t come to any of them. It didn’t mean she didn't care.
She had worked hard for her degree, and the job would require her to work late. And… Ava is scary. She shook her head and sighed. Wishing for a different mother hadn’t worked yet. She was willing to keep trying though.
She traded a tear-off ticket—the band got two for each member—for a Pabst Blue Ribbon beer in a can, and stepped out of the dark bar and onto the well-lit front porch. She took a seat on the wooden bench that lined the front patio of the former convenience-store. It had been converted to a concert hall in the 70s. She regarded the playbill sign on the front and center of the building. Removable letters formed the names of the bands that were playing. She recalled a night that she and Adrick and maybe… Was Aaron in the band then? Anyway... They had rearranged all the letters in a comical fashion and left the other two bands furious. Tonight it read:
BUPKISS
WITCH
HARDON COLLIDER
Sirena had a good laugh at Hardon. She wasn’t sure if it was a typo or a band of twelve year olds. She preferred to believe the latter.
She got up from the bench and flipped the clear-backed letter C. She admired her handiwork:
WIT☽H
Witch with a backward C which—pun intended—was styled wherever possible as a waxing crescent moon at twenty percent. This was all Sirena’s brainchild. Maybe without her around Adrick would change it. Fuck. She busted her knuckle on an old staple as she pounded the wall in disgust.




☾Four☽︎
 
Farrah finally found The Nick. It was just like what she had read online. It was an old gas station with a porch. There were more cars than she expected. These bands must be pretty popular. She smiled at the thought of seeing a good show. She looked at the sign. Hadron Collider. Nerd rock? She shook her head as she read the board again. Heh, Hard-on...
Still could be nerd rock. She noticed the backward C in WITCH. Cute.
She opened the door to find a man at a tiny desk checking ID and charging a cover fee.
“Ten bucks.” The man barely looked at the ID.
“Thanks.” Farrah handed the man a twenty. He opened the cash box. “The bands get the door fee, right?” He nodded to the affirmative. “Pretend I’m two people.” The man nodded again with a smile.
The bar was immediately ahead, maybe fifteen feet from the door. To her right was the sound mixing board on a raised floor. Beyond that was the stage. A large American flag hung on the wall behind the small stage. The stage was raised, but not so much that wasn’t easy to get up and down from.
Gear was now being carried away by guys with beards and nerdy tee-shirts. One shirt had the NASA logo with the letters changed to ELON and also featured the Tesla Roadster and Starman. Definitely nerd rock. They were probably decent but she wasn’t too upset to have missed a band called Hardon Collider. Witch with a backward C would play next. Farrah scanned the room. She had seen Adrick’s picture online but wasn’t finding him in the night club. She hadn’t looked for pictures of the rest of the band. She turned to the bar.
“What’s your poison?” the tattooed lady bartender asked.
“What’s your specialty?”
“Most people order a beer and a shot. I have a local IPA by Good People on tap.”
“Okay. That then, and surprise me with the shot.”
“You got it.”
Farrah threw back the whiskey. As she took a sip of the IPA, she saw him walk on stage. The reason she was here, Adrick. She smiled. He is cute. He wore black cargo pants and a black dress shirt, untucked, sleeves rolled to three quarter length. She watched as he shouldered his guitar, then checked the height of the microphone stand. Farrah was a bit disappointed. She didn’t feel anything about Adrick. No real attraction and no power. He did have a certain rockstar cool about him, though. She realized that she had hyped him up in her mind. Savior/singer/guitarist was a series of titles anyone would pale next to. She watched as the young man adjusted the knobs on his guitar amp. Oh well.
She ordered another shot and downed it, before walking to the end of the bar, closer to the stage. That’s when she saw the woman for the first time. She walked on stage. She was tall, with pale skin, blood red hair, and black painted lips and nails. The woman looked over at Adrick and smiled. She wore a tight black dress which featured bare shoulders, a high neck, and a lace panel across her cleavage, she looked astonishingly tall in her knee-high combat boots.
Farrah felt her chest flush, and she had an interesting revelation. She didn’t think it was the whiskey talking, either. She was very attracted to the woman. She felt warm all over and knew her cheeks had flushed. She turned away, sitting on the nearest barstool. She took a deep breath and tried not to look again, but her eyes were drawn back over her shoulder and to the stage.
She had no issues with people being gay, but it was not on the list of things she thought she might be. Bisexual hadn’t been on the list either. She definitely liked men, right? Right. She kept trying to look over her shoulder at the woman, who was now facing the drummer, hands on her hips with impatience, waiting for the show to start. Farrah felt a crooked grin form on her face. Damn, she’s hot.
The drummer gave a thumbs up, and Adrick began to pick the strings softly and sing. His voice was deep and beautiful, but also had a hard edge. Farrah smiled. He was beginning to meet her expectations. With his stage presence, she could finally picture him as the savior of the apocalypse. The other instrumentalists eased in slowly. Farrah stood to watch. She didn’t understand the first line he’d sung but caught the second. It was about being scared, a coward.
Farrah didn’t hear any more words. The gorgeous woman was swaying, lightly dancing in time. Farrah wondered if she did anything else in the band, and shocked herself by also deciding that dancing was more than enough. She was transfixed by the graceful and sensual dance.
The dance stopped, replaced with tension and anticipation. Something was happening. The gorgeous goth woman had wrapped her long fingers around the microphone and leaned in. The guitar got loud, and the woman began to scream. It was a deep, guttural growl that any male metal singer would have happily claimed as his own. She ended the second line with a wail or screech. Like the banshees of legend.
Farrah realized her hand was over her mouth in shock. Her knees were weak, and she felt a chill rise up her back. She was definitely aroused. She bit her lip. As the woman finished the chorus, Farrah looked back over at Adrick. His eyes are on me. When their eyes met, he shot a glance at his bandmate then winked at Farrah. He had seen her reaction. She blushed, and he laughed silently as his line ended and the beguiling screaming began once more. Farrah decided to move back into the bar before her new crush also caught her staring.
Farrah took a seat at the bar far away from the stage. The woman called the song they had just played “Pisces”
“This next one is an original. It’s called ‘The Hollow.’”
Farrah began taking photos.
☽☽☽
Sirena watched as the young blonde woman stood at the edge of the stage, distracting Adrick from loading their gear out. The third band was from out of state and would want to begin playing as soon as possible.
“Hey, Athena, you can talk all you want once we clear the stage.”
The blonde girl turned to her, shot her a crooked grin and raised an eyebrow. “I don’t mind helping.”
Sirena grinned at the snappy response and nodded for the blonde hippie chick to come closer. I wonder if she shaves her pits. She looked her up and down again, noticing her gorgeous tan and defined muscle tone. She rolled a guitar cabinet to the front of the stage and jumped the foot and a half down to the floor. “Ready?” Sirena asked. The blonde nodded. “Okay, one. Two. Three.” They lowered the speaker to the ground, and Sirena pushed it to a man who was waiting by the door. As she turned back to the room, she took a second to check out the hippie’s ass. When she looked up, she saw Adrick, who was rolling his guitar cable and laughing at her. She rolled her eyes.
☽☽☽
Outside, after all of the gear was moved to the porch, Sirena stood by the blonde. Goddess… She took another quick glance and stuck out her hand. “I’m Sirena. I go by Raya in the band. Are you a fan?”
“Farrah, and I am now, Sirena.” Farrah liked the way the name rolled off her tongue. It’s cute, and she’s definitely a bit of a siren. She reached out her hand to shake. The touch was electric, and it seemed for a second that neither wanted to let go.
Sirena pulled away, placed her hand on her chin for a moment. “You met Adrick inside. That’s Matt, Aaron, and Jason.” She pointed to the drummer, lead guitar player and bassist.
“Hi!” Farrah smiled and waved. She looked at Sirena. “Are you staying for the next band?”
“Yes, they’re awesome, and it would be rude not to.” And someone has to stay and get paid.
“Can I hang with you? I came here alone.”
Sirena nodded. “Yeah if Adrick doesn’t mind.”
“Are you two?” She gestured between the two.
Sirena smiled at the fact that Farrah sounded crestfallen. “No. Just best friends.”
“Despite my best attempts to woo her, I might add.” They turned to the door that had opened only a moment before. Adrick stood and motioned them back inside.
Sirena took Farrah’s hand and turned back to the band. “You guys good?”
Jason nodded. “Yeah we’re almost done, see you in a few.”
Farrah blushed as Sirena opened the door and nodded that she should go first.
☽☽☽
They went to the bar for drinks. Sirena ordered something pink, and Farrah and Adrick both got a shot of whiskey. Farrah realized she would have to stop now. She couldn’t remember ever having as many drinks in one night. Before they could make any small talk, the stage became a wall of sound and lights.
Farrah got excited. They were a three piece punk band. She wasn’t usually too into metal, she thought as she looked over at Sirena. Present company excluded. Farrah smiled when she noticed Sirena had been watching her. Sirena took her hand and used it to pull Farrah into an embrace. Sirena was half a head taller than her. Farrah looked up and stretched her neck, her lips meeting Sirena’s. She felt her heart race, moaning lightly as the woman’s tongue darted into her mouth. She was glad it was loud in the night club. Farrah pulled away, breaking the kiss and taking a deep breath. She quickly began to dance, using her shoulders and hips in time to the fast punk rock. The room had noticed, and people stepped back as Sirena joined her in dancing. After a few bars, Farrah noticed the band was watching too. She pulled her dance partner to the front of the stage. The two watched the band for a moment holding hands, neither able to stop themself from sneaking quick glances at the other. Sirena took Farrah’s other hand, entwining her fingers in hers as she kissed her again. Farrah hungrily returned this kiss, no longer surprised by flicks of tongue. It’s so hot in here. The kiss ended as Sirena pulled away for oxygen. Farrah pulled Sirena towards the door and, hopefully, cooler temperatures on the porch.
☽☽☽
Sirena laughed. “That was…”
“Way spontaneous.” Farrah laughed as she sat on the bench and pulled Sirena down to sit beside her.
“Very. Look, not to spoil a moment.”
“Yeah I’m not a big rocker type. I’m more acoustic and chants.”
“I like that stuff too.” Sirena grinned and crossed her legs. She blushed as Farrah’s eyes were drawn to her boot and black pantyhose. “You’re not local are you?”
“Not exactly.” Farrah pointed southeast. “Maybe forty miles that way.”
“Not that I’m not glad to meet you, but how did you end up here tonight?” Dancing with me. Kissing me. Making me want you.
“This is a little hard to believe. My Nana told me to come here.”
“Your who?”
“My Grandmother.”
“Well, Grandma’s got good taste in music.”
“That’s just it. She’s been dead for two years.” Farrah watched as disbelief washed across Sirena’s face. “I told you it was hard to believe.”
The disbelief was replaced with a frown. “You’re a witch.”
“Yes.”
“Fuck! You’re here for Adrick. You need to leave.” Sirena stood and walked to the porch’s railing.
“What?” Farrah’s heart sank. Did I say the wrong thing? Please. NO! She stood and walked around to the other side of the porch rail, hoping to explain to Sirena’s face.
“Listen, I don’t know what game you’re playing, but Adrick is under my protection, my care.” Sirena’s eyes betrayed the rage she was feeling.
“You’re a witch too? I had no idea. I swear.” Farrah was desperate to turn this around. She was sure she felt more than just lust for the beautiful banshee.
“I almost want to believe you. How pathetic is that? You need to go.” Fuck, I told her my real name, too. Ava’s going to shit a brick.
“Let’s talk about this. I was calling corners and—”
“GO!” Sirena yelled and Farrah felt the weight of her cry right in her chest. She landed on her back in the gravel parking lot. It was like she’d been punched in the ribs. It took her a second to catch her breath. By the time she had, Sirena was at the front door. Farrah saw her cast a last look her way, a furrowed brow of anger and warning. She didn’t need to say it again. The word go was still pounding in Farrah’s ears. Sirena disappeared into the club, leaving Farrah alone, drunk, dirty, and battered. She dusted herself off and walked away. She had only gotten a few steps before bursting into tears. 




☾Five☽︎
 
Sirena was shocked at what happened when she yelled at Farrah. She wanted to rush out to the parking lot, help her up and kiss her again. She turned to scan the porch to see if anyone else had seen. Adrick was standing behind her with two plastic cups of water from the bar. His jaw was hanging open. She grabbed his arm and dragged him back to the door.
“We should check on her. What did you do, Sy? How did you—”
“Please go inside. Let her leave, I don’t want to make this worse, Adrick.”
As she pushed Adrick through the door, she saw Farrah sit up. She was glad she was getting up. She was sorry—whatever that was—happened. Her intent was only to raise her voice and make her position clear. Her possessive nature and thoughts that Adrick might not be safe had caused an unexpected reaction. She narrowed her brow at Farrah before stepping inside. I’m so sorry, but I need you to leave.
☽☽☽
Farrah didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t drive yet. It had been a little while since her last drink but not nearly long enough. She pulled out her phone, hoping to book both an Uber and a hotel room. Kat was going to be pissed when she called in sick tomorrow. Or… maybe she should just accept defeat. Sirena said her peace. Loudly. Farrah winced as she took a deep breath. She wondered if a rib was cracked.
She recalled her Nana’s statement. You won’t be alone for long. What if Sirena is exactly who Adrick needs protection from? What if Sirena… Farrah didn’t want to believe it. But… The woman has a temper. What if she’s who wants to end the world?
She looked back at the club as she unlocked, then sat in, her Subaru. Had Sirena meant to hurt her? Maybe… She decided not to jump to conclusions. She’d give Sirena a chance to calm down before she sought her out again. She put her hand on her sore ribs. Maybe she’d try to catch Adrick alone first and not risk getting yelled at again.
☽☽☽
“What’s going on, Sy?” Adrick asked, a whisper in her ear.
“Not here. Let’s get paid and we’ll go talk somewhere. Waffle House, or Al’s or something.”
“I’m going to make sure she’s not still laying in the dirt.”
“She’s not, I saw her get up.” Sirena frowned and pulled Adrick back to her. “If you see her again, I don’t care if it’s midday on a Monday. You need to call me immediately.”
“I’ll get Jason or Aaron to get the money. Because until I get an explanation…” Adrick or Sirena always collected the money and did the distribution to the band members. They didn’t keep a cut for themselves. They were both
from wealthy families, and as the songwriters, they got the money from any streaming plays and online album sales. They kept it a secret that they didn’t take a cut on live shows. Tonight, Adrick didn’t seem to care about appearances.
Sirena hated the look of disappointment and fear on Adrick’s face. “Yeah, okay. I kind of don’t want to be here anymore anyway.”
☽☽☽
Farrah looked at the time on her phone. Too late to call Kat. She sat and waited for the Uber. Her phone rang. 205 area code. Must be the driver. She hit the speaker icon. “Hello?”
“Hey, this is Steve with Uber. Look, I saw your message about drinking. I sent my wife out so you’d be more comfortable, okay?”
“That’s very considerate, Steve.”
“I can stay on the line until she arrives.”
“Also kind, thank you.” Farrah looked out the sunroof, hoping to see the stars. Not in the city. Too many lights.
☽☽☽
Adrick sat down in the BMW. As he buckled up, he looked over at Sirena. “Let’s start with you.”
“Okay… so… I’m a witch.” She cranked the sportscar and backed out of the grass across the road from The Nick.
“Like cauldrons and brooms?”
“Sometimes cauldrons. No brooms.” She shook her head and laughed.
“I’m not sure I believe all this. It’s cool to play at. To dress goth, do shows and pretend. I saw you yell, then Farrah fell. But… actually it was more like Farrah flew.”
They stopped at the red light, and Sirena pulled the parking brake up. She turned slightly in her seat to look at him. She ran her fingers through her crimson hair, and it became dark brown again. “Do you believe me now?”
Adrick’s jaw was agape. “Damn, what else can you do? Why did you yell at Farrah exactly?”
“She told me her dead Grandmother sent her to look for you.” The light turned green, and Sirena took a left on University Boulevard.
“For me? Looked a lot more like she found you and then got punished for it.” Adrick rubbed his temples.
“Waffle House across from the fountain?”
“Waffle House is fine.”
“Apparently, you’re important and I’m supposed to keep you safe.” She shrugged.
“Your mother told you this didn’t she? My mom says she’s certifiable.”
“Yeah. That’s the other thing. My mother returned a whole bunch of memories to me. I have been training since before I met you to protect you. But the shouting thing is new. As far as I know at least. Mother said you were the savior, and when the apocalypse comes you will save us all. But she hasn’t said how or why. Adrick, you’re touched.”
“By what?? How? I’m no savior. Unless I’m a sacrifice. And I’m too young and pretty to die. So, you have a powerful voice and can work some spells. Sy, the lyrics you write... I figured the WIT☽H character was just that, a character.” He paused. “You should find Farrah and apologize. This is silly. She was into you, and I’ve never seen you like that with anyone. I don’t buy this apocalypse stuff, and you should take it with a grain… or maybe a whole salt shaker.”
“I wish you were right.” Sirena turned left on Twentieth Street. “I told her my name. My real name. If she’s angry, she might come find me. Adrick, I might be the one in trouble.”
☽☽☽
Farrah woke in a strange room, her head hurting. She sat up in the bed. Right, Hotel. Hotel Indigo, to be precise. She barely remembered getting here last night. As she rose she felt a sharp pain in her chest. Is love supposed to hurt? Her thoughts surprised her. Love. She barely knew the woman. Yet… She figured if she had a best friend and thought they were in danger that she probably would have acted the same way. She looked at the bedside clock. 7:45. Work! I need to call in! I’m never going to make it. She walked to the window as the phone rang. She peeked out at a view of Five Points South. The star shape in the road was prominent from her top floor room. She felt a tug, a pull. Her eyes were drawn to the fountain. According to Google, the walk back to her Subaru was only 12 minutes. She’d walked much further in the woods two days ago. She also didn’t have cracked ribs then.
“Alabama’s big cave, Kat speaking. How might I assist you?”
“Oh good, I’m glad it’s you that answered.”
“Farrah, are you okay? Are you calling in? What happened.”
“I… Well I’m in a hotel in Birmingham. I had a few too many. Danced. Made out with a hot metal singer. And… got in a fight.”
Kat laughed. “Sorry, are you okay though?”
“Yeah. I mean, I feel terrible and my pride… Sorry Kat, I’m not going to make it in.”
“Of course not. And you better not be lying about being okay.”
“No, I’m good.” Surprisingly good. “I just wish I’d gotten the singer’s phone number.”
Kat laughed again. “I’ll tell the boss you have a stomach ache or something. No mention of anything crazy, okay?”
“Thanks, Kat. See you tomorrow.”
“Nope, you're not back till Friday.”
“Oh!” Perfect.
“Be safe, Farrah.”
“I’ll do my best.”
She was going to need some herbs if she was to heal herself. She checked her notepad app and the spells folder. Healing. Score one for technology. A Google search yielded two options for herbs and sage. Golden Temple, and Books, Beans, & Candles. Both were in walking distance. For someone not injured. The latter seemed more focused. It was essentially a witch shop, but it didn’t open till eleven. She elected to walk to her Subaru. She sensed she’d find honeysuckle along the way, and that would be all she really needed.
☽☽☽
Sirena was awakened by the orange light streaming into her loft. She looked at her phone. 6:25. She preemptively turned off her alarm. No shrill beast this morning. Ava had paid an interior decorator, and Sirena hadn’t had a chance to look at her new furniture and accoutrements in the daylight. She walked through the living area with a big grin. Okay, maybe Ava knows me better than I thought. The furniture was antique, made of a dark wood and intricately carved with odd designs. Red velvet cushions set off the couch and loveseat. In the corner, backless bookshelves created a reading nook. It featured a curved yoga couch that would be perfect for reading and stretching. She smiled as she stopped to admire the Grandfather clock that had to be well over a hundred years old. The best part was the piano. An old Steinway upright that, upon further inspection, was a Welte-Mignon reproducing piano. Ava was playing hardball. This player piano was the very one she’d been fascinated with as a child when they’d stayed at a bed and breakfast in Maryland on one of Mother’s business trips.
And all I need to do is play ball, right Ava? She sat, cracking her knuckles. She played Chopin’s fantaisie impromptu. She only played eight measures. The sound of the instrument in the brick walled room was both delightful and loud. She smiled, deciding she could both please her mother and protect Adrick. 




☾Six☽︎
 
Farrah had found water, a bagel, and Advil in the hotel gift shop. Advil probably won’t cut it, though.
Outside the hotel, a ruffled looking black man approached her.
“Hey, Earthchild? You got a light, baby?” He held up a cigarette.
“I do, but… I’d like you to make me a promise.”
“What? I mean… okay… I guess.”
“Make sure the butt ends up in a trash can or an ashtray.” She reached into her satchel and produced her Zippo. As she lit his cigarette, she noticed just how ruffled he really was. “Are you hungry?” she asked with a smile.
“I…” The man hesitated.
“It’s okay, I have enough to share.” She handed him a twenty dollar bill. “Get some food, more smokes or whatever you need.”
“Well...” The man took the twenty and lightly nodded.
“And don’t be embarrassed.”
He smiled. “I’ll also pick up some trash today in honor of my new friend, Earthchild.”
“It’s Farrah,” she offered.
“Rodney.”
She nodded and smiled.
After a couple of blocks, she removed the gladiator sandals and put them in her messenger bag. She was glad she had remembered to grab her walking stick before the nice Uber lady, Meredith, had arrived. She walked in the grass wherever she found it. The energy she pulled from contact with nature channeled through the knurled wooden stick and strengthened her. It only took her a few more minutes to find a honeysuckle vine.
She breathed in the aroma. Sweet, so sweet! The vine was in a small park less than a block from the fountain. She picked a few blooms and pinched the base, pulling the style through the tube at the end of the bloom. After two or three drops of the delicious nectar, her ribs had almost completely stopped hurting, and she felt invigorated. As she turned to leave, she spotted a mostly red hummingbird darting from bloom to bloom. She grinned a crooked grin and spoke to it.
“Hey little fella. Hungry, aren’t you?” She held out her finger and was surprised when the tiny creature landed and rested its wings. It only sat for three seconds. Its tiny head cocked to the left and right as it examined her. It buzzed away again back to the pale yellow flowers and their delicious nectar. “I like them, too, little bird.” She smiled as she turned and walked toward The Nick. This stretch of road had plenty of grass between the sidewalk and the curb, and trees overhead. She forgot herself and sang out loud as she walked, leaving a trail of wild flowers behind her.
☽☽☽
Sirena stepped out of the elevator and broke left towards the public restrooms just outside the doors of PPM&M. Should’ve peed before I left home. She stopped short of the stall. Looking in the mirror had created a kind of dysphoric feeling. She stepped closer. Her charcoal pantsuit and red blouse really took the wind out of her sails. The way too neat brunette bun on the back of her head had to go. She reached for the pin that was securing it and stopped herself. She could hear her mother’s voice. Look the part, Wren. Sirena sighed. I look like somebody’s mother. I look like my mother… fuck this. She pulled the pin and ran her fingers through her hair. It became black with dark red highlights. She pulled a brush from her red and black Kate Spade bag, and grinned as she put the bun back. That’s better.
☽☽☽
Sirena picked up a folder from her desk. The desk was in what all the Junior Partners called the wasteland. She had laughed at that. Cubicles without the cubes. A sea of desks. Her extension rang. “Porter, Port—” She paused, listening. “Yes, Mo— Ava.” She hung the phone up and headed toward the large, wooden doors. She paused, taking a deep breath before entering.
Ava looked up. If she noticed the haircolor she didn’t show it. “Sirena, meet Marcus Knowles.”
The dark-skinned man stood from his chair and turned to Sirena. He looked more like a fashion model than a lawyer. He had a standard edge-up haircut, piercing eyes, and very manicured facial hair. He was also built like a brick house. She nodded at him and smiled. As they shook hands, she caught Ava out of the corner of her eye, watching for her reaction. Look the part. Sirena pretended he was a sexy she and flashed a warm, inviting smile. She felt a pang of guilt. The sexy she that she’d pictured was Farrah.
Ava grinned. Sirena realized this was some kind of setup. Despite this making her furious, she was still determined to play ball.
“Marcus is from Knowles and Boylan. We’re working jointly on a new case, and the two of you are going to take point. Martin Knowles and Stephen Boylan are very powerful attorneys, and we’d all like to work together more often.”
So that’s the score, huh? Pawn off your daughter to your rival’s son for an alliance? Working to stay calm had suddenly become trying.
“I’m sure Sirena and I will get along just fine.” Marcus’ smile was genuine and kind. Sirena felt some of her tension leave. “I see you found the file.”
“I did indeed,” Sirena said with a smile.
“You have conference room one until lunch,” Ava said with another wicked grin. “Come up with a game plan by then please. I’m counting on you, Sirena. Marcus, welcome to PPM&M. Let us know and we will get you whatever you need.”
Marcus opened the door for Sirena. “After you.”
Sirena could feel Ava’s eyes burning a hole in her back. She didn’t have to say a word. She had heard her plain and clear. Don’t screw this up.
☽☽☽
Farrah paused as she neared The Nick. There was a black SUV parked right behind her Subaru. She watched for a moment as a man stood up from a kneeling position with his phone in hand. Then, she recognized him.
“Adrick?” she called out from across the street.
“Oh good, you’re okay!” Adrick waved and Farrah smiled. She was surprised to see him but not ungrateful that he was out looking for her. She crossed the street.
“Were you getting my plate number?”
“Yeah my dad works for the mayor. I was going to back track you. Sorry.”
“I think it’s nice.” Maybe Nana had meant Adrick when she said I wouldn’t be alone for long. The thought only made her think of Sirena. Although, she was warming to the handsome, and now thoughtful, guitar player.
“Sirena filled me in. You’re a witch too?”
“Yeah, that’s likely the best description.”
“Are you alright? I mean really.”
“I feel better now. Did… nevermind.” She decided not to ask what, if anything, Sirena had said about their encounter.
“I need your help. This isn’t the first thing Sy’s done that seemed weird.” He paused in thought. “Out of character.”
“Oh, so she doesn’t always beat up the girls she makes out with?”
“The fact that she made out with you in public is unusual enough. She was firmly in the closet till last night. She can hide things. But rarely from me. I just want to know what’s going on. My best friend is acting weird.”
“I want to know too, and I think my Uncle James might be a good place to start. You want to come with me? We need to take mine, though. He’s a bit out in the woods.”
“My Pathfinder—”
“Is two-wheel drive.”
Adrick laughed. “Okay, follow me to the parking deck? I don’t want to leave it here.”
“Sure.” Farrah almost rolled her eyes. I left mine here. It was fine.
☽☽☽
Sirena sat across from Marcus in the conference room. She opened the file folder and started looking through the documents.
“Sorry about that.” Marcus rubbed his temples. “I really didn’t know I was being sent over here to—”
“Really, it’s okay,” she interrupted. “You’re a really handsome man… it’s just—”
“You already have someone. I can tell, I’m not surprised. You’re a stunning woman. I—”
“I have met someone, but we’re not together.” Yet… She realized that was a hopeful thought. Considering… “I’m not into men. Please don’t tell my mother.”
“Your secret is safe with me.” Marcus looked around the glass walls to see if anyone was looking. “I’m not what I seem either.”
“Are you not a lawyer?”
“I am, but… well... I recognized you immediately, Raya.” He laughed. “I’m a metal head. That cover of “Pisces” your band does is fucking sick.”
“Ex-band.”
“No! Say it ain’t so.”
“I’m hiding so much from my mother. It’s… well I have to give something up.”
Marcus picked up the documents. “Your talent is wasted here. But I suppose we should get to work.”
“Thanks.”
“Don't thank me yet. I’m a rich busy body that loves WIT☽H. I don’t tend to stop until I get what I want.”
Sirena shook her head. “I have some unreleased demos I can make copies of for you if you promise not to leak them.”
“Deal.”
“Now, who is Jed Vance?”
“Mass murderer… well, I think he’s a hitman.”
“Joy…”
☽☽☽
Farrah downshifted the Subaru to cross Double Oak Mountain. She had told Adrick about seeing her Nana’s ghost, and what the spectre had said. She told him how she derived energy from nature, how her singing or guitar playing made plants grow. Adrick had been silent since they turned onto Highway 280. She looked over at him. He had been watching her. “What?”
“Oh, I was… sorry. I was staring wasn't I?”
Farrah laughed. “A little.”
“Sorry. It’s just…” He looked out the window. “You’re hot, so I get why Sy… I’m a bit in awe of you. I wanted Sirena so bad. I know what you have that I don’t but…”
“I’m sorry, I walked in and… You realize I’ll have to fight back next time.” She looked over at Adrick.
“I know you don’t know her like I do. She’s off. Different.”
“I can’t stop thinking about her. About the hour or so leading up to her yelling at me. I can’t fault her for protecting her friend. But I wouldn’t let a guy hit me. It’s no different for her. She hit me, essentially. Punched me in the chest with magic and left me lying in the dirt.”
“I suggested we check on you. She was scared. I have never seen her so scared. Her mother, Ava the embodiment of scary. Sy said Ava has been messing with her memories. Do you know if that’s possible?”
“It’s dark, I mean it’s a complete villain move and a stupid idea. But… I believe anything is possible. James is in his fifties. He grew up knowing what the women in our family were. What his sister, my mother, was. Maybe he can tell us what’s possible.” She looked at her passenger once more. “I was charged with protecting you. Now that you're here with me that’s my plan. Sirena also wants to protect you. That’s clear. If the world is really in the balance, Adrick, you and I may both have to fight to keep you from her and her mother.”
Adrick let out a long, audible sigh. He held his hand out to her. She took it. He managed a weak smile as he squeezed her hand. “Please understand, I like you. I saw her with you. I think you could make her happy, but I’ll let the world burn to save Sirena.” He squeezed her hand gently before letting go. “That’s the only outcome for me. To save her. Period.”
Farrah was silent for a moment. She watched Adrick stare out the Subaru’s window. “Got any of your music? I’d like to listen.” She handed him an auxiliary cable. “Or maybe the original version of that Pisces song. So I can hear how you did.” She also wanted to hear Sirena’s sexy growl again, but she wasn’t ready to admit that out loud just yet. 




☾Seven☽︎
 
Sirena was pacing the conference room. “Does he have to come here?”
Marcus smiled. “I understand. I really do. I’m armed if that makes you feel better. And he won’t be.” He held his suit coat back to show a shoulder holster.
“No, guns don’t make me feel better.” She sat back down. “I’m sorry. I don’t know why Ava put me on such a big, brutal first case.”
“She knows you can handle it.”
Sirena breathed deeply. “You’re right, I can.” She smiled at him. “I kicked the bar exam’s ass, right? What’s a cold-blooded killer?”
“First, you need to consider him innocent. The goal is to get him off.” They both laughed. “Not like that. But if that helps you focus…” Marcus stood up. “He’s here.”
Sirena looked at the reception desk. Jed was six feet tall, late thirties and wore a grey suit. “He looks…”
“Normal? They all do.”
The receptionist led Jed Vance to the door of the conference room. Marcus hit a button on the phone in the room. “He’s here, Ava.”
Sirena raised an eyebrow. “What’s going on?”
“Ava needs to arrange a trade for our services. Mr Vance will be working for us... Off the books.”
“Us?”
“Yes, protecting your friend.” Marcus stood as Jed Vance was shown into the room.
☽☽☽
Farrah held the steering wheel with her knee as she applauded. “I like the original, but I think the back and forth between you and Sirena adds a dimension. Does she ever sing… did you call it clean?”
“No, I’m the clean vocal, and Sy’s the dirty vocal. It’s a thing in metal music. Some singers do the clean and the dirty, like Tatiana does in Jinjer, but…”
“So she never sings clean? Bummer.”
“Is my clean not enough?”
“You sing a little dirty in some of these. So… I wondered.”
“Yeah I scream a little. Sy’s a regular Banshee and…” Adrick paused as Farrah turned, without slowing, off the highway and onto County Road 51 toward Westover. “It’s good to protect your clean vocal’s sound by keeping them clean. Some singers ruin their vocal chords going back and forth. Some can do both just fine. Is there anything out here?” Adrick was referring to the very abrupt shift in style of houses and roads. Lots of little old houses, some shacks, and rough, old asphalt.
“Oh, yeah, you don’t live that far from the country, City-slicker.” Farrah turned her accent way up for the word city-slicker.
Adrick laughed. “So, are you a lesbian? Or do you like guys too?”
Farrah felt a flush. She glanced at him with her peripheral vision. Okay, so that’s on the table. “You’re very sweet and if I didn’t…” She stopped herself.
“Didn’t what?”
Didn’t have intense feelings for your best friend. She hurt you Farrah, don’t be a dumbass. “I can’t stop thinking about her, Adrick. Okay? Even after she left me in the dirt. You must think I’m pathetic.”
“Not at all. Your attraction to her is kind of obvious. You keep asking questions about her. I know she didn’t want to hurt you. I was just… Well, sorry, I was kind of testing you.”
“Yeah that’s it.” She looked over at him to make sure he was blushing. Thought so. “If I wasn't so sure what I felt for Sirena was more than just a lustful fascination, I’d give you a shot. Okay... So... it’s about to get a little bumpy.” Farrah turned off onto a dirt road.
Adrick held on to the oh shit handle over the passenger door, trying to keep his ass in the seat as Farrah held her speed on the dirt road. “Are you insane?” He had to yell over the sound of the car bumping over the dirt road at thirty miles per hour.
She smiled. “Maybe! Wait till we hit the woods trail. You’re going to love that!”
“Fuck me.”
☽☽☽
Sirena shook Jed Vance’s hand. Seeing him up close, she realized she’d be a fool to fight against having him watching her back as she protected Adrick. He was pure muscle and had a disposition that practically dripped with calm confidence. She realized he was a killer, and in this context, she was mostly okay with it. As Ava entered the conference room, Sirena gave a light nod to tell her that she was completely on board. The corners of Ava’s lips rolled upwards slightly. Sirena decided her mother did love her. Ava had been preparing her. She felt the weight of the world on her shoulders. She would go to Ava tonight for more info. Ava shook Jed’s hand, and motioned for him to take a seat.
“So,” Jed said with a smile. “First of all, call me Vance. I’ve heard you’re the best in the state.” He looked at Marcus. “And you guys are the next best. What did I do to land such great legal representation?”
Sirena smiled. “It’s not what you’ve done as much as what you’re going to do.”
Ava nodded. “I can make it all go away. Well, my daughter and Mr. Knowles can, but I need your loyalty.”
“All of it?” Vance looked down at his hands. “You know how much blood is on these, right?”
“I don’t need to know.” Ava smiled. “It’s better I don’t.”
Marcus smiled. “But I’m going to need to know everything. Everyone you killed and everyone who knows. See, I have a skill. And so does Ms. Porter. I trained on how to wipe memories, and she has a natural ability to change the evidence.” Sirena felt some pity for Marcus. Males could learn some acts of magic, but so far, none had been born with latent abilities. Must suck.
Sirena felt a bit different than she had before her mother entered the room. It was her choice to play ball, she was actively making it. If she did this right, she could have it all. The band, the girl, her best friend. She smiled. “Stick with us, Vance.” She smiled at him.
The man nodded. “Do I need to sign anything?”
Ava pushed a button on the phone. “Oliver, please bring the paperwork.”
☽☽☽
Sirena walked to her mother’s office door. She knocked. Vance had signed and told them everything. It was a shocking amount, but it seemed doable.
“Come in.” Ava’s voice penetrated the door like she was standing beside her daughter.
Sirena opened the door. “I understand now.”
“What do you understand?” Ava smiled.
“That you know best. That the law degree puts me in proximity to use the magic, and makes the money that feeds and clothes me. That you have an army of powerful people, both supernatural and not to protect you. And me. And Adrick.”
“Adrick is irrelevant. You’ll see that too, in time.”
Sirena frowned. “You let me get close to him, Ava. All but forced it. We’ve bonded. And…”
“ENOUGH!” Ava stood as she yelled and Sirena felt the word hit her chest. It wasn’t enough to knock her down. But it took her breath away. She gasped for two or three seconds as she fought back tears.
“How does Adrick save the world, Mother? Is he a sacrifice?”
“I don’t know!” Ava’s face showed some regret for the hurtful yelling. “And that’s why you have to detach.” She pounded the table with her fist. “If he’s a sacrifice, he will be discarded for that purpose. He needs to trust you. He needs to love you enough to die for you. People don’t care about the world. They care about themselves and who they love.”
“I understand.”
“Good. The world needs us to save it. From everyone else. For everyone else.”
Sirena focused on making her expression neutral. She caught the slip up. From everyone else. Someone had other plans for Adrick and saving the world. Maybe Ava had ulterior motives too. Ava was a stone cold bitch, but she had raised no fool.
☽☽☽
Farrah laughed at Adrick’s relief when the woods trail opened up into a clearing. Ahead of them, was a large, old house with a porch all the way around it.
“I thought for sure we were going to die.”
“You’re whiter than Nana’s ghost. I can almost see through you.”
“Very funny. Honestly, that was scary, but you seemed... very in control.”
“I learned to drive on forest roads when I was thirteen. You should see the stars out here. Okay, so. Do you have a middle name?”
“Why does that matter? And you don’t know my last name.”
“I need to call you something. I haven’t talked to James in two years, and before that it was seldom. I don’t completely trust him and need something to call you.”
“Adrick is a stage name. My real name is Noah.”
“Like the Ark guy?”
“Which is why I don’t use it. Atheist.” Adrick raised his hand.
“I wasn’t knocking it. It’s a nice name.”
They got out of the Outback. Adrick looked at the fields behind the house. “What’s the crop?”
“Peanuts, cotton, the trees are pecan.”
“Cotton? Is your family chasing the stereotype?”
Farrah laughed. “Oh... James definitely is. He’s a civil war reenactor and thinks the south should have won. He’s—”
She was interrupted by the sharp click of a shotgun being cocked. They looked up at the old, and impressive home. A beautiful young black woman was standing on the porch and pointing a gun at them. Must not be James’ house anymore.
“Who the hell’re y’all? Best answer quick now before I shoot.”
Farrah and Adrick already had their hands up. “I’m James’ niece. Does he still live here?”
“So you’re Farrah. James said you might show up one day.”
“Good, then there’s no need for the gun, right?”
The woman lowered the gun slightly. “I’m Ruby, I’m your Aunt. By marriage, obviously.”
Adrick chuckled as he noticed Farrah’s jaw hanging.
Farrah was stunned. “You married James?”




☾Eight☽︎
 
Sirena watched the clock. She wanted to stay long enough to not be suspicious. She was dying to call Adrick and to get to a computer where she wouldn’t be monitored. She wanted to find social media for Farrah. Being yelled at by Ava had made her understand what she’d done. She hadn’t meant to hurt anyone. She knew how it felt first hand now.
Marcus had left all his contact info when they were done getting all they could from Vance. He might be a potential ally. He might also be playing her. Marcus might be the one that took her memories away. Tread carefully, little Wren. Ava was in her head. Maybe literally. She would need the firm’s resources to ensure Adrick was safe. She might have to save him from them, too.
4:45. Longest day ever. Her heels alerted everyone that she was on the move. She heard a voice from behind her.
“Sirena!”
Fuck!
She turned to face Ava. “Good work today.”
“Thanks.”
“Walk with me.” Sirena followed Ava through the frosted glass front doors. As they stood in front of the elevator, Ava Adjusted Sirena’s lapels. “I like the hair. You have to be yourself and strike a balance. With the natural hair you’d be changing it too often and someone would notice. The blood red was very unprofessional looking. This way we both come out okay.” Sirena nodded lightly. “You should join your father and myself for dinner tonight. If you don’t already have plans.”
“I don’t.”
“Good.”
“M— Ava?”
“Yes?”
“I like Marcus. I think he’s going to be a good part—”
Ava interrupted. “Give it time, Wren. Get to know him.”
“Okay.” She didn’t refrain from rolling her eyes. She just hid it magically. Ava didn’t notice. Sirena smirked.
“What are you smirking about?”
“I had a good day, Mother,” she lied.
☽☽☽
Ava being up her butt had made it hard for Sirena to call Adrick. She didn’t see mother’s Range Rover in the rearview, but she also didn’t want to stop. As she parked in the underground garage of The Phoenix Building, she called him. Straight to voicemail. She called Aaron, then Jason, and Matt. This took time as all of them tried to talk her back into the band. I really didn’t know they cared. Right now it’s annoying. I just need to find Adrick.
☽☽☽
Farrah walked towards the old farmhouse. Ruby hadn’t put the gun down yet. Farrah began to explain why they were there. “I was visited by Nana’s ghost. She told me to seek out James. That we were all wrong about him.”
“I was wrong about him, too.” Ruby finally set the gun down. “Met that old fool at a bar I was tending.”
Farrah laughed. “Old fool, and yet you married him?” She noticed Ruby was barefoot. She was wearing overall shorts fastened at one shoulder and a wife beater tank top. Up close, her age was more apparent. Not quite age appropriate for her uncle but closer.
“I’m an old fool myself. Who’s your friend?”
“Oh, sorry. I’m a little shocked that James is married. This is Noah.”
“No, you’re shocked James is married to a black woman. Hi, Noah. Have a seat. James is working on an irrigation project; he’ll be back soon.” Ruby motioned to the porch swing. “I was surprised, too, though. I wonder how we got here every day. The night we met, he was drunk and was raving about politics… But he stopped, mid-rant. Asked me if I was an angel sent to save him.”
“And you’ve been together ever since?” Adrick asked.
“Nope, I told his redneck ass to fuck off. It’s been a long road. But he came back, convinced I was his soulmate. Despite our differences, we had too much in common to ignore it. Delta Blues, Alabama Football… classic Chevys. James and I have both learned a lot about love, and how people are just people. If we could learn to love each other, there’s hope for the whole world. Anyway, you saw James’ mother?”
Farrah nodded. “She told me the end of the world is coming…” Farrah looked at Adrick, who was holding his phone in different directions, looking for a signal. Good luck with that. There’s not a tower for miles.
☽☽☽
They waited twenty minutes for James. “Should we go look for him?” Farrah was getting antsy, and she didn’t know what she could or should say to Ruby.
“He’ll be here any minute now. The man’s like clockwork when it comes to food.” Ruby stood. “It’s about time to check the biscuits. Be right back.”
A few minutes later, Farrah heard boots crunching from the woods to her right. She stood. Then she saw him. He looked the same, just with more grey in his military-style haircut. He had Nana’s eyes, and his face was shaped like the picture of Farrah’s mother. No, his countenance had softened. No doubt due to Ruby.
“Farrah?” James sounded relieved. Not what Farrah expected.
“Hi, Uncle James.” She realized she sounded ashamed. “I should’ve…”
“It’s aight.” James walked up the porch stairs and hugged his niece. “A lot’s happened, though.”
“I saw. James, your wife is gorgeous, and I’m surprised… proud of you.”
“Farrah, your parents…”
“Wasn’t your fault. I know that now. What happened?”
“Let’s go inside.” James held a hand out to Adrick and they shook.
“That’s my friend Noah.” Farrah saw James kneel.
“No. You’re him.” James closed his eyes and bowed his head.
Adrick’s jaw hung open. “No, don’t do that. It’s weird. I’m just a guy.”
“No, you’re the one that’ll save us all.” James rose from kneeling and quickly pushed Farrah and Adrick inside. His eyes narrowed at Farrah. “You shouldn’t have brought him here. It’s not safe.”
☽☽☽
Sirena checked all her emails, the band emails, and social media. Nothing to tell her where Adrick was. She looked one more time and found a tag. A photo of herself from The Nick.
Posted by @F_Rainwater. @WitchBandBham #witch #witchbandBham #MetalGoddess
Farrah? It has to be. She clicked the profile. It was mostly images of flowers. Wildflowers. Honeysuckle. DeSoto Caverns. A single blurry selfie clicked in the wood and glass front door of the cavern’s gift shop confirmed her guess was right. She could barely make out the dreads and Farrah’s heart shaped face. And a name tag. I’m so sorry. She logged out of the band account and into her personal page, @RayaBloodchild. She searched for F_Rainwater and clicked in to compose a message:
I’m sorry, Athena... I didn’t even know I had that ability. Please let me know that you are okay. I’ve been miserable, and cannot stop thinking of you. I got scared. I don’t deserve a second chance but… I’m begging for it anyway. Can’t find Adrick. Looking for him led me to you. So…
She added her phone number to the message, but paused before sending it. I’m letting my heart rule my head. She revised the message:
I’m sorry, Athena… I didn’t even know I had that ability. Please let me know that you are okay. Can’t find Adrick. Looking for him led me to you. So… if you know anything please give me a call.
She signed with a black heart. She wasn’t about to beg, and Farrah might have Adrick already. Best to not show weakness just in case she had to fight for him. She didn’t have time to drive to the caverns before dinner with her parents. She would have to wallow in her guilt and worry a little while longer.
☽☽☽
“Why isn’t it safe, James?” Farrah frowned. “How did you know who he is? What is his part in this?”
Adrick paced the large living room floor. The house was practically a mansion. “I can speak for myself, you know.” He looked at James. “Well?”
Ruby sat by James as she spoke. “They all want you. The Porters, the Boylans, the Knowles. Knowleses? All I know for sure is that you hold the key to either stopping or causing mass destruction.”
“He’s the savior, Ruby. He will lead us into a new era,” James said as he inspected Adrick. “He don’t look like much, but the power radiates off of him. Can’t you feel it, Farrah?”
“No. He’s nice and not bad to look at. But... I feel nothing.”
Adrick frowned.
“Nothing but friendship and loyalty since I found you out looking for me.”
Adrick nodded. “Good, I need karma.” Farrah raised an eyebrow, and Adrick clarified. “Figuratively speaking. I’m an atheist, but I like to believe people get what’s coming to them. Makes me a better person.”
“Sirena and I should serve as proof of something greater.”
James looked shocked. “You know Sirena? Both a y’all?”
“Yeah, she’s in a band with Adrick.” Farrah couldn’t hide the smile that came when she thought of Sirena. She realized she’d said that with the tone of a love-sick schoolgirl.
“Who’s Adrick?” James asked.
“It’s my stage name.” Adrick turned to Farrah. “Just because you and my best friend interact with the universe differently than I do, doesn’t mean God did it.” Adrick frowned.
“Goddess,” Farrah said with a crooked grin, “but we can come back to that. How do you know Sirena, James?” Farrah’s arms crossed as she waited for his answer.
“I don’t know her personally. I knew her parents. I'm pretty sure the Porters killed your mom. Maybe they killed Earl, too.”
Farrah plopped onto a nearby chair. No… that just sucks.
☽☽☽
Sirena parallel parked near El Barrio. She’d have to walk a block, but no one else would be parked this far away. She wanted to protect her shiny new car. As she put the top up, her phone rang. 256 area code? Farrah?
“Hello?”
“Hey, Sy. We need to talk.”
“Adrick! Are you okay? Where are you?”
“Coming up 280 from Westover with Farrah.”
“What happened? Is everything… is Farrah okay?”
“Sy, your par—”
“Adrick? Hello? Adrick!” Fuck. She called the number back.
You’ve reached Farrah Rainwater. I’m probably in the woods and might not get this for days. Please recycle, and leave your message at the tone.
Farrah played guitar and sang What A Wonderful World until the tone cut her off. Sirena lost herself in the song—what a stunning voice—and a wild flower that was quickly growing from a crack in the curb. She shook her head and snapped out of it. “Hey, at El Barrio with my parents. Meet me after. We should talk. I hope you’re okay… Adrick has a key.”




☾Nine☽︎
 
Farrah watched as Adrick found the security code for the Phoenix Building in his phone. You could input a code or call up. She was a bit fascinated with the whole setup.
“So, the building is pretty secure. Adrick, you might should stay here.”
“Are you still hurting?” Adrick regarded the walking stick.
“No, I like to take it with me when I’m not too sure about where I’m going. I’m way too attached to it, like a naturalist’s version of a security blanket.” It’s also magic, but you don’t need to know that.
As they rode the elevator up, she pondered the info James had given her. The Porters and the Rainwaters had been friends. Her father Earl, a family name for the Rainwaters, had also been a lawyer. James didn’t admit to knowing much more. Said he had only stumbled into the aftermath. A bloody scene at Sloss Furnace. He found his sister Sarah’s body in the blowing engine house. No sign of Earl. Farrah’s family had blamed James for the whole incident, calling it a “ritual gone badly.” She was surprised her Nana had been so judgmental. She realized it was his racism, alcoholism, all his other -isms, and general loud, rude behavior that caused his falling out with her in the end. It seemed that meeting Ruby had changed James for the better. Even so, Farrah felt he was leaving something out.
They exited the elevator on the fifth floor. Farrah figured that the view was phenomenal. She wished she was coming here under better circumstances, but she was excited to see where the beautiful and scary Sirena lived. She remembered waking up with sore ribs. “Maybe we should wait in my car.”
“Having second thoughts?” Adrick put a hand on her shoulder.
“Had those on the drive over. I’m having fifth thoughts now.” She took out her phone and held it to her ear as Adrick unlocked the door.
“How many times are you going to listen to that?”
“Maybe… as many times as I can before she gets here?”
Adrick opened the door and motioned for Farrah to enter.
She stopped in the middle of the loft, turning slowly, taking everything in. “She plays piano?” Farrah asked, grinning.
“Beautifully. Her college minor was in music and piano. She can play anything.”
“Why is there no piano in WIT☽H?”
“Because Sirena is a purist.”
Farrah turned to face him, an eyebrow raised.
He shrugged. “Once you add piano, you’re a subgenre of metal. Sy’s always been worried people might say we aren’t metal enough.”
Farrah shook her head. “I want to hear her play so badly.”
They both turned to the door as they heard a voice.
“That will have to wait,” Sirena said as she stepped into the loft followed by two men. “We’re taking Adrick in to the firm for protection.” She looked at the man on her right. “We take the hedge witch too, Marcus.”
“I’m not going anywhere,” Farrah said as she stood tall. “And I’m no hedge witch.”
The older man on Sirena’s left cracked his knuckles. “Imma enjoy this.”
Sirena shot him a dirty look. “Try not to hurt her. She’s very pretty.” She turned to Farrah. “But she is coming with us. Whether she likes it, or not.”
“Why are you doing this, Sy?” Adrick looked sad but also like he wouldn’t back down.
“Oh, Adrick, it’s only taken her a day to corrupt you. Did she fuck you? Was it the best ever?” Sirena studied Farrah. “No she didn’t. Did she? She still wants me even after I cast her to the dirt.”
Adrick lunged, but Sirena stopped him with a yelled command.
“SIT!” Her voice hit him and threw him to the love seat. She had worked on her control, now able to knock him back without injuring him.
Farrah cracked her knurled walking stick sharply on the floor. A thick vine grew from the floor and around Marcus’ ankle. He went to move, but it was no use. Vance jumped towards Farrah, but she sidestepped, causing the man to stumble. She hit him in the back of the head soundly with the walking stick. Turning to Adrick, she saw Sirena straddling him on the love seat.
“Is this not what you always wanted, Ad? Me, on top of you?” She injected him in the neck with a syringe, and he passed out instantly. She stood and turned to Farrah, who had just cracked Marcus over the skull with her walking stick. Sirena grinned wickedly. “Alone at LAST!”
Farrah made a blocking motion and summoned another dirt devil. The tiny twister’s moving air dissipated Sirena’s yell. “I say we call this a draw, and you let me leave with Adrick.”
“I’m so not done yet.” Sirena held her hands to the ceiling, and Farrah saw them crackle with tiny bolts of electricity. Sirena pulled her hands down and pushed forward. All Farrah could do was jump and roll. The fireball was a foot wide and caught the sleeping area partition on fire. Farrah looked at her sleeve, which was also aflame. A quick burst of wind, directed by her fingers, put it out. Noticing she was by the window. She hit it with the walking stick, shattering it, and leapt out. Sorry Adrick. I’ll come back, with reinforcements. She summoned another small cyclone to lower her to the ground. She floated to the sidewalk like a dandelion seed on a spring breeze. She heard Sirena cussing above her. She ran around the corner, and back to her Subaru.
☽☽☽
Sirena searched the walls for a fire extinguisher. She found it, a bit too late for the partition and the bed. She dialed the police, shaking Marcus and slapping his cheeks. He came to, slowly.
The vine that had made him motionless during the battle had faded away as soon as Farrah had left through the window.
He began to speak, but she shushed him. She was connected to the police department. It wouldn’t take them long to arrive. They were directly across the street.
“I’ve had an intruder and a fire. Phoenix building, number 513. Yes, it is under control. I hit the man with a bat and found the fire extinguisher. He’s not moving, please hurry!” She hung up and nodded at Adrick. “Get him out of here. I’ll try and wake Vance.”
“You’ll try?” Marcus looked surprised. “Help me get them both out.”
“His performance as my bodyguard was subpar. The police can have him.”
“If he failed you, I did too.”
“You’re a peer, Marcus. As much as any man can be. Now, get Adrick out of here before I decide that you are also expendable.” She grabbed him by the arm and turned him to face her. “Now, punch me.”
“What?”
“Punch me in the jaw… and make it look good.” She was speaking down to him and enjoying it.
Marcus struck Sirena, and she spat blood.
She rubbed her chin. “Good work.” Maybe too good. “Now, go!”
Marcus stood and picked Adrick up over his shoulder. His muscular form easily handled the slim guitar player. “I’ll take the stairs.”
“Good idea, don’t stop for anything. The police might watch me tonight. So don’t come back.”
“Right.” He looked over at Vance. “You didn’t get rid of the evidence, did you?”
“Go! Before you cause me to yell!”
“Understood.”
As Marcus left, Sirena found the baseball bat she kept by the door for emergencies. She needed to hide Farrah’s walking stick hit. She raised the bat over her head and aimed for the red mark Farrah had left. She hit Vance. She heard Ava’s voice. Look the part, little Wren. She hit him until he stopped breathing, and blood pooled around his head. Dead men tell no tales.
She sat down on the floor by Vance. She closed her eyes and ran her fingers across them. When she opened them, they were bloodshot and wet. She splashed some of his blood on her face, and got it on her hands. She looked at herself in her phone’s camera app. Not bad. I’d believe me. She handled the fire extinguisher to make sure it looked like she used it after she killed Vance.
She’d tell the police that the man had knocked over one of her candles, causing the blaze.
☽☽☽
Farrah didn’t slow down until she was past Homewood. Her shoulder was pretty bad. Noticing how her dress sleeve had burnt into her flesh, she decided she needed to be a bit under the speed limit. She didn’t need to get pulled over.
She rifled around in her bag that was sat on the passenger seat for one of the vials of honeysuckle nectar Ruby had offered her before she left the farm. She uncorked it with her teeth, and downed it. It wasn’t as powerful this way as it was fresh, but it was a full dram as opposed to a few drops. She felt the effect immediately. She wouldn’t risk James and Ruby just yet. If she was followed, or a tracker was on the Subaru. Evil lawyers do that, right? She drove straight home.
She pulled her dress over her head and dropped it as she laid down across her queen-sized four post bed that was once Nana’s. Farrah pulled up the voicemail message again. She slipped her panties off as she listened.
Hey, at El Barrio with my parents. Meet me after. We should talk. I hope you’re okay… Adrick has a key.
Farrah frowned. Just how good an actress was Sirena? She saw a social media notification and opened the Instagram message.
I’m sorry, Athena… I didn’t even know I had that ability. Please let me know that you are okay. Can’t find Adrick. Looking for him led me to you. So… if you know anything please give me a call.
Farrah sat up as she read the message a second time. Then a third. She touched the little black heart signature with her finger. She felt like Adrick and Sirena both needed saving. Something was off. She looked back at the photo she took of Sirena at The Nick. She felt the warmth radiate through her chest again. Even after what had happened at the Phoenix Building… she still wanted her, longed to kiss her, to hold her again. What kind of spell has this fucking witch put on me?
She lay back across the bed again. She touched herself as she imagined Sirena’s full, black-painted lips on her own. She stroked herself in rhythm with the flicks of the gothic goddess’s tongue in her memory. Sirena wanted her, too. She knew it. Maybe she even felt this ridiculous fire. She would have to save her from whatever Ava Porter was doing to her. Save the witch. Save the boy. Save the world.
The weight on her shoulders should have felt heavier, but the endorphins invading her brain from the orgasm wouldn’t let her feel fear, or doubt. She searched the WIT☽H band webpage for another picture, desperate to remember the two sweet kisses from last night again. And hopefully again. 




☾Ten☽︎
 
Sirena exited the elevator and pushed open the frosted glass doors to PPM&M. She found Ava and Dick both at the reception desk. The room went silent as she entered, and all eyes were on her.
“Daddy, what’s going on?”
“Hello, Pumpkin. Your mother and I are fielding calls from clients that are worried their contracts might not be so valid this morning.”
“Oh.” Sirena locked eyes with Ava. Her mother’s frown didn’t make it all the way to her eyes. Mother approved. Father was worried. Ava’s the boss around here anyway. Sirena kissed Dick on the cheek. He smiled and hugged her. She had always been daddy’s little girl. She turned as the doors opened again. Two lawyers who weren’t yet junior partners had arrived late. They quickly moved past the reception desk and out into the wasteland. Before the doors could shut behind them, she saw Marcus. He headed for a conference room and she followed him.
“Is he safe?” Sirena asked.
“Of course he’s safe.”
“I guess you saw the headline, too?”
“Did the Al.com website show up?”
“No, they called looking for a quote.”
“Wow. Jed Vance died trying to rape his lawyer. I think that’s a bit far.”
“Anything less would have sounded suspicious. Few mourn a killer. But even less mourn a rapist. Besides, the old redneck had it coming. Most of his hits were women, Marcus.”
“You said you’d try to get him out.” Marcus sounded angry.
Sirena didn’t care if he was. Vance was a killer and given his performance… “You and I both know there was no time, and he was useless. Farrah beat his ass without breaking a sweat or using any powers. Either she’s incredible, or…”
“She’s no slouch.”
“True. Ava won’t be pleased that you let her get away.” She grinned at him, as she asserted her dominance once more. “Anyway. When do I get to see Adrick? Has anyone figured out what his role is yet? And maybe we shouldn’t tell Ava about Farrah, either.”
“Fine, I don’t really want to tell Ava I got my ass beat by her anyway. You seem to be acclimating to the firm easily enough.” Marcus sounded annoyed and maybe disappointed. “We just need to keep him safe, right?”
“Unfortunately, I don’t have any more info than you do. I heard Ava talking about a ritual.” That worries me. Sirena was determined to not let her worry show. She also thought Marcus was being a bit of a self-righteous asshole. Judging her for being just like him.
“We can go see him, but I promise you he’s fine. You’re supposed to be detaching, remember?”
“Old habits die hard, Marcus.” She took a deep breath. “But you’re right, best to minimize any and all personal connections.” With that, she got up and left the room, smiling to herself. I’m very certain I told him in the clearest of terms. Why do men seem to ignore it even when you tell them straight up? Hello, Marcus, I LIKE GIRLS. Adrick didn’t even need to be told, though. He’s one of the good ones. She frowned. She hated having to kidnap him. A bird in the hand… She felt a sudden need to make sure Ava didn’t need anything. It’s like I have no say in my own desires.
☽☽☽
Sunlight broke through the curtains in Farrah’s bedroom. She stretched and noticed she had fallen asleep while still holding her phone. She unlocked it and found Sirena still on the screen. She was leaning over a microphone, her leg propped on the big stage speaker. To her right, she could see Adrick. Adrick. I left him behind. She closed the image and opened the local news.
Client attacks, lawyer claims self defense.
The article told a different story than what she had seen at the Phoenix Building. Had her one whack with her walking stick killed Jed Vance? No way. Why? It doesn’t make sense.
She looked at her shoulder. The burn needed to be cleaned, but it would be fine. She walked across the old, creaky hardwood floor to the bathroom. She ran a warm bath which she treated with fragrant herbs and oils. She needed this tiny selfish moment. A moment to prepare. If I have to, I’ll walk straight into Porter, Porter, and whatever the rest is. She’d need James and Ruby. She hated to mess with their seemingly happy life, but she couldn’t save the world alone.
☽☽☽
Sirena got a text from Marcus at 4:45.
Meet me at the front door. Taking you to Adrick.
“Finally,” she said aloud and garnered looks from around the wasteland. She shrugged. “I had a rough night.”
She clicked across the marble floor toward the glass doors and the elevator. She heard more clicks behind her. Ava.
“I haven’t had a chance to ask if you’re alright, Wren.” Ava smiled.
“I’m fine M— I’m never going to get used to using your first name. It’s difficult.” The elevator doors opened, and they boarded. Sirena pushed the button for the first floor.
Ava frowned. “Your car is in the lower deck, isn’t it?”
Sirena laughed. “Yes, I’m meeting Marcus out front.”
“Oh! Splendid!”
“He’s taking me to Adrick.”
“Wren, I once again encourage you to detach. We don’t know what we may have to do…”
“Ava, he’s been my best friend for over ten years.”
“Yes, I’m sorry. I guess you should spend time with him. Just in case you can’t later.”
Sirena saw sadness in her mother’s eyes. Ava lost someone. Sirena hadn’t thought she had ever really cared about anyone. Yes, there was a drive in her mother to motivate Sirena, but she’d always felt that Ava saw family as an extension of self, making family betterment an act of self promotion. This felt different. She took her mother’s hand and saw a tear in Ava’s eye. Just one, though. She felt a gentle squeeze that brought tears to her own.
☽☽☽
“Nope, uh-uh. There is no way I’m riding that with you.”
“It’s only a 650. It’s not even scary.”
Sirena looked at the bike and then back at Marcus. “You have this thing so that women will have to hold onto you tightly for safety. I’m not scared of the damn thing, and if you’d ever ridden with me in my BMW you’d know that I’m a fearless driver. But I won’t contribute to your unhealthy obsession with me.”
“Wow. I just like you, Sirena. Well, I did. You were refreshing and honest… and… not like all the other lawyers. I have never seen anyone take such a sharp turn. I’m not trying to bed you. I just hoped we’d be friends.”
“I’ve seen you look at me.”
“Well, yeah. You have seen you, right? But lesbian is lesbian. I don’t think I’m going to change you, but does that mean I can’t appreciate all that you have to offer?” He grinned a big cheesy grin.
Sirena shook her head. “If we’re doing this… I’m driving.”
“Have you… ridden one before?”
“No. Is it hard?”
“Not yet…” Marcus raised an eyebrow at her.
“Ew, you’re gross.” Sirena shook her head and couldn’t help but laugh. “You can teach me, right?”
He nodded and handed her a helmet.
☽☽☽
The Subaru bounded down the wooded trail towards the old farmhouse. Farrah worked the pedals with ease, bringing the wagon into powerful skids around the more sweeping turns. She prided herself on being able to make the tires squeal on dirt.
She noticed a smoke plume ahead. She stepped on the gas, and drove in a more controlled manner, for speed more than pleasure. As she neared the clearing she saw exactly what she feared. The old farmhouse’s porch was on fire. It was a large blaze and there was no hope of a fire truck making it down the dirt roads fast enough. And no phone service anyway.
She opened the driver door and grabbed her walking stick from the passenger seat. She ran towards the house and staked the ground with the knurled focusing object. Closing her eyes, she asked the goddess for a blessing. She felt the wind whip around her. There was no way she could summon enough. That’s when she saw Ruby at the well, frantically trying to turn the crank to lift a bucket of water. Farrah smirked. She yelled at Ruby. “Step back!” Refocusing, she called for wind once more. A small twister formed over the well. It tore the roof and bucket lift system apart as it lifted water and slung it toward the porch. In moments, the fire was out. The house was fairly damaged, but looked repairable. Farrah ran to check on Ruby.
Farrah found Ruby sitting on the ground, breathing heavily. The woman smiled at her. “Damn, girl!”
“What happened?”
“I was burning sage and a candle. I must have dropped something. It’s been so dry that the porch lit up like kindling.”
“Shit.”
“Shit is right. Good thing you showed up when you did. Very useful power you have.” Ruby moved to stand up, and Farrah helped her. “Where’s your friend?”
“That’s why I’m here. The Porters took him.”
“That’s not good.”
☽☽☽
Sirena agreed to “ride bitch,” as Marcus described it, to a nearby parking lot to get her first lesson. Marcus had promised not to be too touchy-feely. He showed her two positions he’d learned for when manly men had to ride a bike together.
The meerkat. Hands on driver's shoulders. Bodies not touching. You can easily see to survey the plain for predators.
And the teapot. One hand on the shoulder, one on the waist. Arms outstretched to almost full lock (to prevent touching).
Sirena laughed at straight men for being so scared to touch each other, stupidly putting their homophobia over their own safety.
She took the handlebars and very slowly rode around the empty lot. Marcus rode meerkat.
“You’re a natural!” He laughed as they stopped after about ten painfully slow laps.
“That was fun! I’m ready to drive to Adrick now, which way?”
Marcus laughed again. “You’re nowhere near ready for the highway. We can go back and get your car.”
“I’m sorry, Marcus. We can ride the bike over together. I shouldn’t have been so mean earlier. I keep finding myself acting unusually. I feel more like myself after leaving the office for a while. I’m worried my mother is influencing me. I’m also starting to feel guilty over Vance.”
“You should worry, because I think you’re right.”
Sirena sighed. “This has been the craziest week of my life. And it’s only Thursday.” They both laughed. 




☾Eleven☽︎
 
Farrah and Ruby walked toward the house for a closer inspection.
“Where’s James?”
Ruby looked out towards the fields. “Working as usual. I never knew how much work a crop was.” She looked at her watch. “We don’t have much time to waste, do we?”
“Well, we need a plan. I figure James saw the smoke and is coming back.” Farrah looked out across the field. The end was further away than the eye could see.
“Yeah, but your friend.”
“I have no idea where he is. I doubt he’s at the Porter’s law offices.” They reached the scorched corner of the house.
“James is gonna be upset about his porch.”
“I think he’ll be glad you’re okay.”
“Oh, he’ll be that too.” Ruby laughed. “James still has his temper. I didn’t change him completely.”
Farrah smiled. She might need James to get mad to help her save Adrick.
Ruby held up a key. “I can go get him with the tractor.”
Farrah briefly wondered if Ruby was here because she thought James had a sexy tractor.
☽☽☽
Night was falling over the old farmhouse. They had finished a fantastic homemade meal. Farrah mostly ate green beans and corn. Everything else was off her environmental impact menu.
Farrah watched as James cracked open a non-alcoholic beer and Ruby tuned her acoustic guitar. Farrah wished she brought her guitar along, or at least, she had until Ruby started playing. She had a glass slide and had ripped into a cover of Robert Johnson’s “Cross Road Blues.” She’d never seen anyone play like that in person. Ruby was incredible. It wasn’t just that Farrah couldn’t play like that. She also had no idea how some of the guitar licks were even possible. As her new to her Aunt sang about going down to the crossroads, Farrah thought about the feeling she got every time she was near the fountain and Five Points South. She would mention it to James as soon as the mini concert was over. When’s the next full moon?
Farrah also remembered the various tales surrounding Robert Johnson. Claims he’d sold his soul to be the best guitar player. How he’d been presumably murdered by a jealous husband a year after recording this very song. Johnson was an educated man who would have laughed at the myths told about him. If he only could have seen what happens when I sing. Farrah wondered if some of what she felt about Sirena came from a similarity in that skill, since both of them had a power related to their voices. Kindred souls? Ruby finished the song and passed the guitar to Farrah. She played and sang “What A Wonderful World,” and the flowers in the planters on the porch all sprouted fresh blooms or doubled in height.
James watched in awe. “I need you here right after I plant crops next year.”
“I hadn’t thought of that.” Farrah tilted her head inquisitively, then laughed. “Have I been ignoring a duty? Should I be making a world crop tour?” She imagined a world where no one was hungry, and she teared up.
“Someone like Ava Porter would lock you away and charge for your services if the world knew what you could do.”
Farrah frowned. “Yeah, people suck.” She thought of Sirena. She’s trying to impress her terrible mother.
☽☽☽
Marcus had piloted the bike up Highway 31 and to Vestavia Hills. Sirena was enjoying the motorcycle more than she had figured she would. She decided she might have to shop for one. Her car was an exciting drive, but this was bliss. She knew it would be even better if she was in control of the action.
Sirena got off the bike, and pulled off her helmet. She caught Marcus staring as she shook out her hair. Ugh, I kind of want to gouge his eyes out.
“Sorry.” Marcus noticed that she noticed.
“Just try not to salivate. I feel like you just ordered me, medium rare, at Ruth’s Chris.”
Marcus laughed. “I’ll try to be better. I have been a fan for a long time. Being around you is like being in the presence of royalty… greatness, whatever. I’m sorry you’re so gorgeous and ridiculously talented.”
“Well, now I almost feel bad. When did you first see the band?”
“Atlanta, maybe... four years ago.”
“I remember that one. There was some kind of riot going on a few blocks away. We barely played two songs.”
“Two songs. And part of a third… they were unforgettable. I have attended a dozen of your other shows since.”
Sirena blushed a little at the flattery. “Whose house is this?”
“Mine.”
Sirena looked up at the large house. Any bigger or more fancy and house wouldn’t be an applicable term any longer. “Nice.”
Marcus walked around to the side door. He entered a code and leaned in for a retinal scan.
“Shit, bro. Paranoid much?” Sirena laughed.
“I have art that’s worth as much as some people’s houses.”
“So, you practice law for fun?”
“I practice law because my father is as controlling as your mother.”
“Fair enough.” But is he as evil?
Marcus led her to another door with a big deadbolt. “He’s in here.”
“Maybe you and Ava were right about detaching.” Sirena had butterflies, what if Adrick was mad at her for this. What if…
“You okay? This room is as nice as any four star hotel I have stayed in. Really.”
Sirena took a deep breath. “Okay, open it.”
☽☽☽
Marcus hadn’t lied. The room was a nice bedroom. Adrick sat up in his chair as Sirena entered the room. She frowned as she noted his angry expression. She turned to Marcus. “Please give me a minute alone with him.” Marcus’ eyes narrowed, but he nodded and pushed the door closed as he left.
“Adrick, I—”
“Don’t bother, Sirena. You’ve proven how little you care.”
Her heart fell; Adrick hadn’t used her full name in half a decade. “I did this so you’d be safe.”
“What happened to you? What has becoming a lawyer done to you? You… you’re… this is villain-level bullshit. And the things you said. Look, because we’ve been friends a long time, if you let me go now I won’t call the cops.”
“Sorry, Ad, I promise this is better. The show I put on about you and Farrah was to get her out of the line of fire. She’s up against my mother and all the people she has on payroll. It’s the reason I took Jed Vance off the board. One less crazy killer gunning for you and Farrah. Give me a couple of days to make sure you’re not going to be sacrificed. Know that I love you. But I’m going to protect you even if I have to tie you up. Even if I have to die in the process.”
“Let’s just go, Sy, and leave here. Let the world burn.”
“You don’t understand, I won’t be free of Ava until she’s dead. There’s nowhere we can hide, Adrick. Ever. I tried for jobs at firms all over the country. She had word out for no one to hire me. I believe this apocalypse is real. If we don’t stop it, no one will. I can’t beat them, Adrick… only join them. I have to appear completely loyal to the firm. Which means following instructions. I think mother will try and leverage the apocalypse. We can’t let that happen. If the world ends, I lose you.” I lose her. If I haven’t already.
Adrick shook his head. “I can’t help you when I’m stuck in this room. What if I’m in here when I’m needed? What if the world ends while I'm here bingeing subscription TV?”
☽☽☽
Farrah went to work as planned on Friday. She was going to put in for all the vacation she hadn’t taken since Nana had passed almost two years ago. After her shift, she planned to appeal to Sirena. The only way would be to show up. As she pulled into the lot at DeSoto Caverns, she saw Kat. Kat had seen her too. She ran to greet her coworker. She gave Farrah a hug.
“I was pretty worried about you. You don’t look much like you had a fight,” Kat said, in her slow, very country accent.
“Shhh. You’ll tell off on me. Are you the one to ask about taking my vacation suddenly?”
“How much? A day?”
“All of it.” Farrah frowned. “I have a friend that needs help.”
“Same friend you went to meet? The metal singer? What’s her name?”
Farrah looked surprised. “How did you know she was a she?”
“I see which visitors your eyes linger on. Mostly girls, pretty, curvy ones with dark hair, and fair skin.” Kat slid a lock of strawberry-blonde hair behind her ear.
Farrah didn’t know what to say. Kat knew things about her she didn’t even know. Clairvoyant Kat?
“It’s okay,” Kat continued. “I won’t tell anyone. I’m in charge of the schedule this week. So… I’ll simply leave you off of it.”
“Thanks, Kat. It’s a guy that’s in trouble partly because of the girl. It’s a mess and I’m fairly involved.”
“Did you get a girlfriend, and a boyfriend?”
“Oh no. It’s her I want. But… I do care about them both.”
Kat laughed. “I sense that you have feelings for them both, but I’m not butting in.”
Farrah pulled Kat’s arm, holding her outside a moment longer. “It’s… see, she’s a witch, and he might be special somehow. Nana’s ghost appeared to me. Said he needed me to save him.”
“She’s like you?”
“Wait, you knew that, too?”
“I caught you singing near the creek. I watched the flowers bloom around you. It’s okay. I know you’re a good witch.”
“Then you know this is big…”
“I'm here if you need me, okay? I don’t know what I can do to help, but…”
“I’ll remember.” Farrah had a tear. She smiled at her friend as they put their name badges on. 




☾Twelve☽︎
 
Farrah worked as a guide most of the day. It was nice to grab a little normal. Well, mostly normal. James and Ruby came by the park. They took the tour with Farrah, and then hung out with Kat while Farrah took a few more groups through the cavern. Kat let Farrah take her breaks back to back to visit with her family. Ruby wanted to show off her white 1965 Impala coupe. It was both restored and modified. “Passes anything but a gas station,” Ruby announced proudly. Farrah had likely upset her by groaning, but if she had, Ruby was gracious about it. Farrah watched as they drove away. She really wished the Green’s farmhouse had cell service. It was a long drive out to the farm.
Farrah set out toward Birmingham after work. It was one of the longest hours of her life, and she’d have to make sure Sirena was home. Or not. I still have Adrick’s building code. This is a mistake.
She parked out front of the Phoenix Building and looked up at apartment 513. The window she’d leapt from was already repaired. Not getting in that way. She clutched her walking stick, but left it behind as she got out of the Outback and headed for the main entry. You don’t bring weapons to a peace talk.
☽☽☽
Sirena heard a knock at her door. She had just kicked off her heels and turned on the oven. Only Adrick has the code. I should have been buzzed. She cautiously crept toward the door. “Who is it?”
“Um… look, I’m not here to fight, I jus—”
Farrah was interrupted by the door opening. She gasped as Sirena pulled her in.
Sirena slammed the door; she couldn’t control herself, and she didn’t want to. She pulled Farrah close. She pressed her lips against Farrah’s. She reacted, much to Sirena’s relief. They kissed hungrily as Sirena directed them toward the couch.
Farrah pulled away, hand over her mouth. Her lips became a fine line as she considered her next move. Fuck it. She pulled her tee-shirt over her head. Sirena smiled at her bare chest. Farrah grabbed Sirena’s shoulders and spun her. She unzipped Sirena’s skirt, and her hand ran under the fabric in front.
Sirena grabbed her wrist and shook her head. “Too fast.” She pushed Farrah gently onto the love seat. Sirena kissed her again softly, and caressed her cheek before turning her attention to her exposed chest. She traced the outline of her areola with her tongue. “Such pretty little flower buds,” she whispered, a touch of awe in her voice as she took the nipple in her mouth and gently suckled. Farrah moaned.
Sirena kissed down Farrah’s torso—light, soft kisses on each rib—and down to her hip bone. She kissed her navel, which elicited another moan. She unbuttoned Farrah’s blue jeans.
Farrah shook her head. “Nope. My turn.” She began to unbutton Sirena’s blouse. She sat up so she could kiss her collarbone and shoulder as she pulled the deep red shirt away. She bit her lip at the sight of Sirena’s large breasts. She looked into her deep, blue eyes before kissing her on the lips again.
Sirena reached behind her back and unhooked her bra.
Farrah pulled back. She averted her eyes.
“Please look at me…” Sirena’s voice cracked.
“I think we should talk before this goes any further. I want to… I want to fall in love with you. To trust you.”
“I want that, too.”
Farrah turned to face Sirena; she bit her lip at the sight. She leaned in and kissed her again quickly. She then found her tee-shirt, and pulled it back over her head.
“You’re beautiful. But I need to know where Adrick is. That he’s safe. That you’ve not gone… evil lawyer.”
“Don’t spoil this moment, please.”
“I’m sorry. I don’t want to. But our parents knew each other, and mine wound up dead. You also tried to kidnap me, so… forgive me for being cautious.”
“That’s fair. Adrick is safe. Now please shut up and kiss me again.”
Farrah laughed as she gave in. “Did you already replace your bed?” She looked across the room, past the burnt partition, to where the bed sat, unharmed.
“Yes, it’s good to be rich. Let’s break it in.” Sirena took her hand and led her to the bed.
☽☽☽
Farrah woke to the golden glow of sunrise as it penetrated the loft. She looked over at Sirena. She smiled. She watched the beautiful, and naked, woman sleep. She was like a perfect sculpture. A perfect sculpture that she had explored every inch of. She nestled back in and laid her arm across Sirena’s waist. She stirred.
“Good, you’re still here.” Sirena pulled her close to her. She kissed her forehead.
“Why would I leave?”
“It happens.” Sirena caressed Farrah’s burned shoulder. It had almost healed already, but she felt bad. “Listen, I have to stay entrenched. But my mother seems to have an influence on me. I’m going to fight it. But… she’s strong. I’ll need you.”
“You have me.”
“Good. Let’s go see Adrick. He’s asked about you.”
“Where is he?”
“A friend’s house. You met him briefly. He’s the one who wanted to put down roots.”
“The beefcake model?”
Sirena shook her head. “Did you think he was hot?”
“Not with you as comparison, no.” Farrah decided not to ask questions about that night. Not yet.
☽☽☽
Farrah examined the BMW convertible. “I’ve never seen such a useless car.”
“What?” Sirena looked and sounded offended.
“Sorry, I… I imagine this is lots of fun on the interstate? But it’s got no cargo room, barely any passenger room, and it probably uses a lot of fuel. You get sex appeal points for driving a stick, though.” Farrah laughed.
“Not in my world,” Sirena said with a wink.
“True.” Farrah couldn’t stop looking at her. I almost can’t believe I hit that. She smiled, but chided herself for using such childish, and misogynistic terminology.
“You should drive,” Sirena said, as she threw Farrah the key.
“Really? Isn't this expensive?”
“Yes, but you need to drive it to understand its appeal.”
Farrah smiled. “Okay.”
“You should park your car in here,” Sirena suggested.
“It’s fine where it is. No one has stolen it yet.” Farrah had some protection spells on her Outback, so she wasn’t worried about it. “But, can we fetch my stick?”
☽☽☽
Sirena examined the walking stick. She admired the handmade leather grip; there was a crystal and a feather, too. “What kind of feather is that?”
“Dove. Nana’s favorite. I wanted falcon or hawk feathers, but they are protected and only people with tribal affiliations can have them legally. For religious reasons.”
“Are you? I’m sorry. I don’t deal with indigenous people regularly, and I don’t want to say anything offensive, but you are named Rainwater, and you have the most amazing skin.” Sirena took Farrah’s hand, turning it and looking at the difference in their skin tone. “You don’t have any tan lines, either,” she said, with a mischievous grin.
“I sunbathe nude in my fenced-in garden. I’m guessing you won’t be joining me, pale face?” Farrah was also assessing what she felt was perfect skin. Milky white seems like a fair description.
“No, no sunbathing for me. If I’m outside for any length of time I need sunblock. SPF level: Nosferatu.” They both laughed.
“Indigenous is a good term. I’m not in any tribe, and I’m too white to even feel like I should horn in. But frankly, yes. Many of my beliefs echo the nature first view point of those ancestors. Most people make fun of me if I mention it. Telling me I want to claim to be non-white, just to be not white. You know, because I’m a liberal, tree-hugging hippie.”
“I won’t make fun of you for it. Besides, I can totally see it, except for the blonde hair…” Sirena lifted a lock and examined it. “But that’s mostly the sun, too. You’ll have to take me through that cave you work at.”
“I’ll be happy to take you in the cave,” Farrah teased as Sirena opened the BMW’s hard top. She felt Sirena’s eyes all over her, and it was exhilarating. She felt seen for the first time in ages. Their eyes locked, and Sirena kissed her. She kissed back. She wanted to take her back inside.
When they came up for air, Sirena looked over at the Outback. “Does your Subaru rev match?”
“What? Sure, I rev match when I shift.”
“This one does it for you.” Sirena laughed.
“Really? Okay, where to?” Farrah laughed at herself for being excited to drive the fancy, wasteful, sports car.
“Vestavia Hills. I recommend taking 65 so you can open her up.”
“Her? It’s a she? I’m jealous.” Farrah winked. She saw Sirena blush. Farrah almost pinched herself. She still couldn’t believe all this.
“I downloaded some music for you. Acoustic guitar, chanting and a little bit of hard rock.”
“What’s the band called?” Farrah was excited that Sirena had picked music out for her.
“Visual Audio Sensory Theater, aka V.A.S.T. and it’s mostly just a guy… There's a band for shows… but.”
☽☽☽
Farrah delighted in the short throw shifter and the rev-matching. So quick. She barely had to think about the gear changes. The music was awesome. It was indeed acoustic and chanting, all beautifully wrapped around a good dose of hard rock guitars and heavy bass.
The song “Touched”
had indeed touched her, and “Pretty When You Cry”
was irreverent and fun, especially since Sirena singing it to her meant that the gorgeous woman kept calling Farrah pretty. Her “clean” singing was good, but not as sexy as the guttural growl. Sirena was working her way into her soul. She snuck a glance at the gorgeous goth woman as she dropped to 4th gear to blast around a slow-moving semi. Sirena’s dark hair with hints of red blew out behind her. It’s like flying.
“Okay,” Farrah admitted. “I understand the car now, don’t get me wrong; it’s still completely frivolous. There’s nowhere to put a tent, and it would get stuck in the mud in seconds, but… it’s so much fun. She notched the shifter into 6th gear and took Sirena’s hand. They rode in complete silence for a few minutes, and Farrah felt bliss as Sirena caressed her hand. The woman had the softest hands.
“Turn up here.”
“Got it.”
Farrah cut her eyes over to see Sirena’s reaction to her accelerating towards the offramp. There was none. Could she actually be a crazier driver than me?




☾Thirteen☽︎
 
Sirena paced the driveway as she called Marcus again. No answer. I should have called first.
“What do we do if he doesn’t answer?” Farrah was pacing. Her hands found her hips. Sirena worried what might happen if she couldn’t get Farrah in to see Adrick. How would she feel if—
Her thoughts were interrupted as Marcus answered.
“Sirena, good morning.”
“Where the fuck are you, Marcus?”
“It’s Saturday, I’m off the clock. So unless the world is ending right this very—”
“That would be fair if my friend wasn’t staying with you.”
“Adrick was picked up this morning. Ava said you knew. I’m sorry. I should have texted. She didn’t seem to be lying.”
“Shit. Did she say anything else? Like maybe where he was being taken?”
“She didn’t. Not exactly, but I know where they are. Because I have eyes on them.”
“Why didn’t you say so?”
“I just did…”
Sirena saw Farrah watching; the suspense of not knowing what was going on was getting to her. She motioned her over so she could listen too.
“Okay? Tell me.”
“Ava and her assistant, Oliver, are walking Adrick around Sloss Furnace.”
“So you’re on First Avenue North?”
“Precisely. Don’t worry, I’m on your side, and I kept up with Adrick for you.”
“Are you on my side? Mother brought you in on this. What if—”
“Gotta go, police car, and I’m a black man standing on a bridge by a motorcycle.”
“Tell them the bike was acting up. Good luck. On the way, but call me back.”
“Do they still give one phone call?”
The phone disconnected.
Farrah frowned. “Why Sloss?”
“Testing. It’s the most haunted place in the state.” Sirena put the phone back in her bag. “Ava thinks Adrick might be a true male witch. An elemental.”
Farrah thought for a moment. A male witch, that’d be something. “They think latent abilities will manifest under metaphysical stress?” Farrah seemed to be reflecting on that thought.
“Well, it worked for me…”
“You’re talking about The Nick and me.”
“We have to talk about it at some point. I wanted to help you up. But…”
“Adrick came first, and you thought I was a threat. I think we’re past it, right?”
“What happens if Adrick has to die to save the world, Farrah? My mother expects I’ll be able to let it happen.”
“I… hadn’t considered that, Sirena. I see now why you’d be distrustful. How often is your mother reminding you that Adrick might have to die?”
“Daily. While also reminding me that he needs to love me enough to sacrifice himself.”
“That’s cruel,” Farrah said, as she embraced Sirena. “No wonder you’ve had a hard time. We need to go see what’s going on though.” Farrah gave Sirena her keys back. “You know the way better than I do. I saw those band photos.”
“Everybody takes band photos there. Because the site is stupid fucking cool.”
☽☽☽
Sirena took the First Avenue North exit cautiously, but Marcus and the police car were gone. As they passed over the bridge, she saw Farrah looking excitedly at the old blast furnace facility. “Haven’t you been here before?”
“Yes, once or twice. Twice. At least twice. Once was during the Haunted House attraction.” The Halloween event had been held at Sloss since the late 1990s and had only missed years since 2020 over the COVID-19 pandemic. She knew from old photos that her parents had been involved in the event. There were pictures of them on the site in costumes. The event was scheduled to come back. The pandemic had been over for a year and a half now, but it hadn’t happened yet.
Sirena smiled. “Oh, this should be fun for you, if we don’t run into trouble.”
“You have probably figured out that I love history, but my focus has always been much older. The industrial revolution isn’t... Given my connection with nature, I think of it as a bad thing. Maybe not bad but…”
“Overwrought? Another time where we hurt ourselves with excess?” Sirena smiled. She didn’t share Farrah’s naturalistic enthusiasm, but she also felt climate and pollution were very important issues. One of her many arguments to Ava over not having children was that the world wouldn’t last long enough for any children and certainly not grandchildren to have good lives. Of course, the real reason was sitting in her passenger seat.
“Precisely, but no one knew the ramifications at the time. It was all new. All shiny. So much pollution. So many died doing these terribly hard jobs. But they all thought it was progress.” Farrah frowned. “It was progress. It was also setting up a cycle of consumerism that would ruin a balance with nature.”
“All the death that happened here is why the place is all but universally panned as haunted.” Sirena noticed Farrah slide back into her seat and look away from the massive structure. “What’s wrong?”
“I only just learned that my mother’s body was found here.”
“Dear God.”
“It’s okay, I don’t even remember her. My Uncle James found her. My father, Earl Rainwater, has been missing ever since.”
Sirena had made a couple of turns, and they were now parking next to a white Range Rover Evoque. Ava’s car. She closed the hard top as she searched on her phone. “Even though COVID-19 has been all but eradicated now, this says… park tours are still by appointment only and masks are required.”
“That’s weird…”
“It’s a national historic landmark. It’s run by the government, and they can move very slowly at times.”
“I don’t have a mask.” Farrah frowned.
“I have a new box of them in the glove compartment. I had just stocked up when it was announced that the vaccine was coming and was safe.”
Sirena hit “send” on her phone and watched as Farrah slipped the mask’s straps over her ears. “I think the mask draws attention to people’s eyes, and yours… well, they demand attention already.” She could see Farrah smile at that because it had gone all the way up to her fantastic eyes.
“Hi, yes, I’m Sirena Porter and my mother is inside. I’m not getting her on her phone. Yes, we have a work emergency. You’ll let me in? Beautiful. Oh, and I have a client with me.” She opened the trunk and found a pair of ballet flats. Farrah watched as she put them on instead of the heels, and adjusted her mask.
“I like them.” Farrah’s eyes dropped to Sirena’s feet. They’re like the ones you took off but much more useful.” Her eyes smiled again, and Sirena blushed. She took Farrah’s hand, and she tried to pull it away. “Aren’t you worried about your mother? Are you ready to be out to your family?” Farrah’s amazing, green eyes narrowed in concern.
“Maybe Ava will fucking disown me.” Sirena shrugged. “I’m damned proud to be holding your hand.” Farrah’s eyes smiled again.
A man in a security guard uniform opened the gate. “Sorry, y’all. Have to ask you to not touch and to keep six feet apart while you’re here.”
Farrah nodded. “Understood.”
The guard looked at Sirena. “Client, huh?”
She shrugged. “You’re still going to let me in, right?”
“Yeah, like I said though. No touching. I know it’s stupid at this point but...”
Farrah was already wandering off. Sirena nodded to the guard and turned to follow her.
Smokestacks and rusty pipes made up the large blasting facility. At the end of the nineteenth century, it was the heart of industrial Birmingham. Now it looked like an illustration from a steampunk apocalypse novel. Farrah had her phone out and was taking pictures of the giant blast furnace. It stood at 60 feet tall. The interior of the furnace was 18 feet wide. It was an imposing structure. The surrounding area featured a large water tower, silos, and the casting shed which was now set up to house concerts. Sirena saw little wild flowers start to bloom in the grass where Farrah walked. She hastened her pace and caught up.
“What are you doing?” Sirena asked.
“Taking pictures.” Farrah said between humming. She sang and Sirena noticed the connection. “Touched. You say that I—”
“Stop singing!”
“Oh! Right. Sorry, I’m just in such a good mood…”
“We cannot let my mother see that, ever.”
“Right.” Farrah smiled sheepishly. “I kind of lost myself, in this little adventure, in my feelings for you.” She reached out to touch Sirena’s face but stopped suddenly.
“Wren?” They both turned at the sound of a woman’s voice. Ava. She was flanked by two men in all black. They wore dark glasses and pistols at their hips. Another man, a blonde in a business suit—her assistant, Oliver—followed slightly behind. Beside him was Adrick.
“Adrick!” Farrah and Sirena said in unison.
“Wow.” Farrah’s eyes were wide. “Damn, Sirena, you look just like your mother.”
Sirena frowned. Great, my girlfriend thinks my mom is hot. She grinned, though. I have a girlfriend! Cool.
☽☽☽
They had walked with Ava, Adrick, and the entourage for another hour, to no avail. Through the boiler room, the blowing engine house, and the casting shed. They saw some of the metal artists that work on the less public half of the furnace making elaborate works from iron. They used torches, welders, and small smelting cauldrons as Adrick called them. They did this art work under a mirror image casting shed beside a mirror of the massive blast furnace. One side of the site was the more preserved, public use museum of a sort. The other half showed a fair bit of neglect.
Farrah had introduced herself as Hannah, a friend of the band. Sirena was a little relieved to stay in the closet another day. While she wasn’t embarrassed to be with Farrah, staying in Ava’s inner circle was the right move for the moment. The less strain on that relationship, the better.
Farrah stopped and read most of the plaques. You can take the guide out of the cave...
They had just about given up on seeing anything. Between the blowing engine house and the underground tunnel, there was a long cart track. The tracks for the rolling containers were still intact, with boards now between the metal rails to provide a smooth walking path, and to stop them from being a trip hazard. Rusty steel pipes hung overhead. Farrah recognized this area from Sirena’s band photos. It wasn’t the spookiest part of the historic attraction, being that it was open and sunlight bathed the area.
This was where they finally saw something. The figure had very little form. Just enough to see that it was a man. Little more than a shape in pure steam. Ava nodded to Adrick. He frowned and stepped ahead of the group. He was clearly upset about being held against his will, but Sirena figured that he was determined to be more than just a sacrifice. She tensed up, at the ready anyway, prepared to defend him. She noticed Farrah’s defensive stance as well. She wasn’t sure Farrah didn’t have some sort of attraction to Adrick. Wow, I’m jealous. That’s new.
The ghostly figure didn’t move, and as Adrick took another step forward, it disappeared completely.
“We all saw that, right?” Adrick asked, and although he sounded surprised, he also sounded relieved.
A crash rang out behind the group. The two security guards drew pistols from their hips. They pointed them at barrels that had been knocked over by a gust of wind.
Then, as they chuckled over their rash reaction, another spectre appeared before them. This one was very clear. The figure was a man, in his late twenties. Handsome, tall, and dressed in jeans and a blood-stained Our Lady Peace tour tee-shirt. “Hello Ava, Farrah, Adrick.”
Sirena saw Ava’s eyes narrow before she gasped. “No!”
Farrah dropped her walking stick. Her mouth hung open as her head cocked to the right.
Sirena was confused for a moment but she could only make one assumption. The man was Farrah’s missing father. 




☾Fourteen☽︎
 
Farrah took a step forward. “Why do I see dead people?”
“Earl!” Ava didn’t walk toward him, she ran.
“Ava, don’t!” Earl’s ghost called out, but it was too late. Ava’s hope for an embrace ended as she landed with a thud on the ground behind him.
Oliver ran to help Ava up, but she pushed him away as she stood, crying. “Earl! It’s true. You died here, too.”
“Did Dick lie, Ava? He was with me while you were killing Sarah. Well, we were fighting, and I fell. He tried to pull me back up but lost his grip.” He spun to face her. “You two and your jealousy left my daughter alone in the world. And for what? None of us got what we wanted. You and Dick both left here with secrets. I hope you’re happy together.” He turned back to face Farrah, Adrick, and Sirena. “And our children have found each other. The irony. Poetic, really.”
Farrah reached down and picked up her stick. “Are you real? What happened here?”
“Sordid affairs, Farrah. I’m sorry I failed you. If you didn’t favor me so much, I’d worry you weren’t mine. We were all involved. Swinging, drugs. Hunting for ghosts here at Sloss. We found them. We found something else too, and I’m afraid we released some kind of demon into the world.”
“Bullshit, Earl.” Ava was walking back toward him now. “You fucking loved me. You were going to leave them for me. The real demons were you, Sarah, and Tracey Lynn.”
Farrah saw an odd reaction on Adrick’s face when Ava said Tracey Lynn.
Ava stamped her foot before continuing. “You came into our lives and ruined them. Dick and I did what we had to for our marriage. For our daughter.” She snapped her fingers.
Farrah looked shocked as Sirena walked to her mother’s side. “Sirena, what are you doing?”
“Mother beckons.” Sirena grinned a wicked grin, and Farrah recognized the expression from their fight at the Phoenix Building.
Mother is in control. Farrah had known deep down that Ava had been, if not in control of Sirena, she had at least been influencing her that night at the Phoenix.
Ava grinned. “James came through for me. Showing up too late to be of any help to you, but being the perfect scapegoat. No one could prove who was here. James was here, and he was a drunk, an idiot farmer with no way to prove his innocence. We helped him not go to jail. After that he owed us. I always thought he had killed you.”
Earl smiled at his daughter. “I’m sorry honey. I should have been better. Your mother and I should have been thinking of you and not... how much trouble we could get into. The thing that took us all over here that night is coming back on the next full moon, in its physical form. Only Adrick can stop it.”
Farrah frowned. “I don’t understand, Earl… father. What does Adrick have to do with any of this?”
“Noah is your half brother, Farrah. And my first born.”
“Fuck.” Adrick sat on the ground. “I am a sacrifice.”
Farrah looked at Adrick. “Your dad works for the—”
“My Dad isn’t my dad,” Adrick interrupted. “He’s my stepdad. But I had no idea…”
“I wish I could hug you both, my beautiful and talented children.” His form became more transparent.
Ava yelled, “Don't you dare leave me again, Earl Rainwater! You bastard!”
Earl turned to face her. “I’m truly sorry I got all of you involved in all of this. I was a terrible person. I wheeled and dealed my way into fortune, sex, and left all of y’all an impending apocalypse.”
Farrah fought back tears. She was about to lose her father again, and maybe her newfound brother, too. Oh, and the love of my life… She’s probably about to kick my ass. Let’s not forget that.
Earl Rainwater sang “Cross Road blues” as he faded away.
☽☽☽
Sirena’s path was clear. Mother had trained her well. She didn’t want to hurt Farrah, but she would.
☽☽☽
Farrah made a choice. She hated making it. She couldn’t save Sirena or the world if she was dead. She clutched her walking stick in both hands as her lips moved in silent prayer.
Ava yelled. “Don’t just stand there, you fools! Shoot her.”
Farrah pushed the stick forward, causing a gust that knocked both guards to the ground. Two quick flicks with each hand sent a gust of wind each that threw their pistols behind them.
Sirena yelled. “FALL!”
Farrah was hit in the shoulder with a sound wave that knocked her over. Within moments, Adrick was helping her up.
“You okay?”
Farrah nodded as she stood. She cracked the stick against the wood paneling that was filing the cart tracks. The ground shook as massive vines grew up from the ground under Sirena’s feet, wrapping around her knees and pulling her down. Another blast of summoned wind toppled Ava and Oliver as Farrah and Adrick turned and ran.
As they approached the gate of Sloss’ fence, they came to a sudden halt.
Marcus stood just outside, his pistol pointed at them. “I’d stop if I were you,” he said with a grin. “They called me deadeye in basic training.”
Adrick stopped running. Farrah saw Oliver catch up. He grabbed Adrick. The blonde-haired assistant had a knife at Adrick’s jugular vein. Farrah frowned as she saw Sirena approaching, energy crackling at her fingertips.
“I’ll come back for you, Adrick. I promise.” A gust of summoned wind lifted Farrah over the fifteen-foot, barbed wire fence as Marcus fired his pistol. She heard a bullet whiz right by her head. She turned to Marcus as she landed and sent a dirt devil which spun him. She jumped on the motorcycle which he had left running.
She thought of her new, found family. Adrick… Sirena... I swear I’m coming back for you both. I just need help. Sadly, all she had in the whole world were the Greens… and Kat. She couldn’t involve Kat.
Ava had money, influence. Power. A fireball whizzed past Farrah’s head on her right as the bike’s rear tire spun on the asphalt before it finally found traction.
☽☽☽
Shit! Farrah dodged traffic on the bike as she headed up First Avenue. She needed her Outback to get to James and Ruby. Luckily, riding dirt bikes was something she had learned because of a high school boyfriend. It was only marginally different to ride on pavement. It’s actually easier.
She saw another bike in her rearview, cutting the same path she was. How? Who? Only one thing to do. The Phoenix Building was directly behind Birmingham PD on Second Avenue. She’d park right in front of the police station on First. She stopped right in front of the door. As she got off the bike, she saw the other one pass. It didn’t give her a second look. Was the driver just playing?
“Excuse me, Miss?”
Farrah spun to face a uniformed officer.
“You okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“I…” Farrah smiled. “I’m fine.” Talk about hitting the nail on the head, though.
“You can’t park here, this area is for police vehicles only. And I really should write you a helmet ticket, but… Just be somewhere else before I get back, okay?”
“Noted, thank you.”
The officer turned away. Farrah left the motorcycle where it was. Maybe it’s registered to Marcus and they’ll bring him in.
She crossed the police parking lot to 2nd Ave and her Outback. She hated leaving Sirena and Adrick behind, again, but she wasn’t sure she could have elevated herself and Adrick. Nor could she be sure that Ava’s assistant wouldn’t have hurt him. She got in her Outback. She was glad she left it on the street. She wondered if Sirena had purposefully tried to lock it underground, out of her reach. How deep was Ava’s control? Certainly not complete. At least it hadn’t been last night... Right?
☽☽☽
Sirena grabbed Adrick in an embrace, but he pushed her away.
“Fuck you, Adrick.” Sirena used the momentum of him pulling away from her to topple him to the grass.
“You’re insane. One minute you’re kissing her, the next you’re trying to kill her.”
“Is Farrah all you can think about? We’re together again now. You and I.”
“Until I’m given to some demon to end a deal.”
Ava intervened. “You have it wrong. This demon isn’t going to have you, Adrick. We are going to keep you away from it.” She turned to Sirena. Her eyes narrowed.
Sirena felt her mother’s disgust penetrate to her core.
“What?” Adrick looked very confused.
“The deal Earl Rainwater made ends when it claims his firstborn.” Sirena grinned. She stopped grinning as she noticed Adrick wasn’t also smiling. What’s his problem? We’re going to save him.
Ava nodded in agreement with Sirena’s statement. “We made our own deal. We keep you away from the demon so he can stay corporeal, and he leaves us Birmingham. The rest of the world will be the battleground for his war, and in the end, we will rule it all.
“But he won’t stop at Birmingham…”
Sirena grinned again. “He will. I signed in blood. I killed for this, Adrick. I killed Jed Vance for you.” Her best friend looked horrified. Why has he turned on me? I’m trying my damnedest to save his life!
Ava pulled Sirena aside. “What is this?”
“What do you mean?”
“Don’t be coy with me. Are you a dyke?”
“God, Mother, are you stuck in the 50s?”
Ava slapped her across the face. “You will not be a lesbian. If you do not procreate, our line will end. My power grew when you were born, and yours will, too. I won’t lose everything I have worked for for you to ruin it all by defying me.”
Sirena frowned. Every fucking thing’s about you, mother. In that moment, she felt a pang of guilt over attacking Farrah, again. Why do I keep…
“Are you listening to me, Wren?”
“Yes, Mo— Ava, I hear you, loud and clear,” She lied. She hadn’t been listening. She was thinking about Farrah.




☾Fifteen☽︎
 
Farrah didn’t head straight home. She had been adding music to her Apple Music library since the WIT☽H show on Tuesday.
She listened as Adrick sang the scary verse of their song “The Hollow.” She had read some fan messages when she was stalking Sirena’s photos on the band page. Fan theory alert! Farrah always took online opinion with a grain of salt, but as she drove through Southside, this particular insight from the band’s message board rang true. “The Hollow”
contained two stories. Adrick’s creepy woods walk, fear of being lost in a very realistic way, and Sirena’s guttural verses which—haha WIT☽H—told of an internal struggle. The story of the hollow feeling felt by Sirena as she hid her true self from her mother. She had been willing to hold my hand in front of Ava. Until she had gotten closer.
But it wasn’t “The Hollow”
that had kept her in the city. It was the next song. “Cross Road Blues.”
Without trying, she wound up next to the storyteller fountain once more. The song ended as she parked in the same open space. The next song in the shuffle was “Touched.”
She tried to shut it off before she started crying. Too late. She laid her head on the steering wheel and let go. She sobbed deeply for a few minutes. She wondered why she had let herself show up at Sirena’s door last night. You knew. “Dammit!” I knew… but I did it anyway. I knew it would hurt. Play with fire… she frowned. “You don’t get to choose who you love.” She loves me too. I know it. She took a deep breath and got out of the car.
It would be dark soon, and she’d barely eaten anything. As she crossed the road towards the fountain, headed back to Black Market grill for another amazing queso dip, she heard a blues singer to her left. With the star-shaped intersection, she’d need to backtrack to his location. He was in his 60s, white, and chubby. She heard him playing a fantastic song about the southside of Birmingham. He smiled as she stood in front of the bench he was seated on and watched.
When he finished, he held out his guitar. “You play? You look like you play.”
“Never in public.”
“You can play for me. I won’t tell anyone.”
She smiled and reached for the guitar. She picked the arpeggio to “What A Wonderful World” with her fingers.
Only one bar, and a dandelion was growing rapidly through a crack at her feet. She handed him the guitar and noted his surprise. “That’s why,” she said with a shrug.
“Hot damn, girl. Have you considered ending world hunger? I mean, you look like a damn hippie anyway.” He smiled. His smile was warm. She figured he was a grandfather. He had that kind of energy. Like Nana.
“I don’t know if it works on crops. Will you play a song for me?”
He looked at her and then the guitar. It was covered with signatures. “Sign it, Dandelion, and I’ll play whatever you like, as long as it’s blues.”
She signed:
—Farrah Rainwater—
And finished it off with a drawing of a tiny flower. “So you don’t forget which one was mine.”
“I won’t forget you, Rainwater! Who could forget a name like that? I’m Fred, by the way. What song do you want?”
“‘Cross Road Blues.’”
“Here? Are you nuts?”
“You don’t have to. I just wondered if the request would bother you.”
“Why?”
“Just… don’t be here on the full moon.” She placed a ten dollar bill in his open case and turned to walk away.
“Hey?”
She turned to listen.
“Thanks for the advice, Rainwater.”
She nodded.
She crossed the street and came upon a black man in his forties. He was sitting on a milk crate and was looking down at pieces of cut-out cardboard in front of him. Handmade cards.
The man looked up. “Hey, Earthchild!”
Farrah smiled as she recognized Rodney.
“Rodney! Are these… Tarot?”
“Nah, math.” He smiled. “Geometry, kind of.” The cards were laid out in the shape of a pyramid. The street light clicked on above their heads. Night had fallen. “Make this point at me in three moves.”
Farrah studied the cards. The answer wasn’t coming. She narrowed her eyes at Rodney.
“Come on now, Farrah, this is easy.”
She smiled. He remembered her real name. “This isn’t easy,” she said with a chuckle.
“Sure it is.” He lifted the card closest to her and moved it to the side closest to him.
In that moment, she saw the moves needed to finish. He’s brilliant. “Rodney, why is a clever guy like you on the street, playing games with cut outs?” she asked as she completed the puzzle.
“I got in trouble a long time ago. I’m black, and an ex-convict. No jobs for folk like me. Even gas stations run background checks.”
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s my life. I’m used to it, but I’m here to have fun, Earthchild. Check this game out.”
Farrah smiled as Rodney rearranged his cards.
☽☽☽
Farrah had given Rodney a ten and headed to Black Market. She had two bags of food as she headed back to him.
“Ooh! Farrah, girl, you’re too kind.”
“I wish I could do more. But I can’t completely fix the world. I don’t have that kind of money.” Which is sad considering how much I have. She didn’t talk about it, but Earl and Sarah had left her a bank account. A trust. She knew, now, that it was full of money he’d made some kind of deal for. The thought made her feel sick earlier. Watching Rodney eat the Graceland Burger made her feel better.
“You’ve done a lot for me the past few days. I never expected you to come back with food. I have a safe place to crash. Another kind soul has a couch, address and a shower I occasionally use. I feel blessed.”
“Anyone who talks to you for more than a second knows you deserve more. Can I ask you a favor?”
“I’ll pick up some more trash…”
Farrah laughed. “No, I need you to not be here on the full moon. It could get ugly.”
“Are you in trouble, Earthchild?”
“I’m a witch, and there could be a battle here in just a few days. I don’t want you in the crosswinds.”
“Cross… Winds?”
Farrah made a circular motion with her index finger as a tiny dirt devil picked up Rodney’s cards and rearranged them. He nearly dropped his burger. Farrah sat down on the sidewalk with her back against the building and opened her hummus sampler.
“Noted.” Rodney frowned.
“And don’t try and show up to help me. You don’t owe me, and this is my fight,” she said with her mouth full.
“Noted,” he said with a mouthful of peanut butter.
Farrah frowned. She had meant to scare Rodney away from the fight. “I need to go. It was lovely seeing you again. Be safe.” She packed up her food and walked away.
“Thanks for the grub!”
Farrah looked back over her shoulder and smiled.
☽☽☽
Sirena stared out her window. Night was falling over Birmingham. She thought about the day again. Farrah. “Why did I fight with Farrah? Why can’t…” I should call her. As she picked up her phone, it rang. Marcus.
“Hey.”
“You don’t sound good.”
“I’m not good. You told me earlier you were on my side.”
“I meant that. Obviously, that’s easier if you’re on Ava’s side. Was that girl Farrah? The one you’d met?”
“You mean is she?” Sirena paused. “Yes, Marcus. Ava would rather me be making babies.”
“Personally, I like the idea of you making babies for Ava.”
Sirena laughed and rolled her eyes lightly. “I bet.”
“Hey, I want you to be happy… that’s easier if you’re alive. I'd happily be your beard and possible baby-making partner.”
“If you care about me at all, you’ll help me find out what this hold is that Ava has on me.”
“I can do that. If that’s what you truly want.”
“Why wouldn’t it be?”
“I have a proposal.”
“As long as it’s not marriage, I’m listening.”
“Well I was going to ask you to run away with me. But… I’d like to get in your head magically and see if I can help you sever that tie.”
“I think maybe Ava’s poking around in there was too much already, but I’ll think about it. Good night, Marcus.”
“Good night, Raya Bloodchild.”
☽☽☽
Farrah drove straight home. She’d talk to the Greens tomorrow. What she needed was sleep. Garden, then sleep. She’d spent entirely too much time in the city. She needed a recharge.
She parked the Outback in the side yard. The trees over the driveway tended to drop limbs on automobiles. She had a keypad lock on the fence. It wouldn’t stop anyone from climbing over, but she didn’t care about intruders when she wasn’t there. It was to keep people out during sunbathing, praying, or singing. All of those activities were done in the nude. She had installed it when an overzealous delivery driver heard singing in the backyard and had walked right in. It hadn’t been fun for either of them. They were both embarrassed, and the man was worried about his job. Farrah didn’t report him, but she had installed the lock and some no trespassing signs.
The garden was about a quarter acre. A bit longer than wide. A creek ran to the right, on the outside of the fence. She had a small shed for supplies. Shears, water hose. She didn’t need fertilizer or pesticides. Song and prayer took care of that.
She closed the door behind her and removed her tee-shirt, socks, boots, and jeans. She would sing a cappella this evening, rather than going inside for the guitar.
The front section was vegetables and fruit. She checked her tomatoes, squash, and okra. Not ready. She only sang enough to ensure health, not unnaturally fast growth or ripening. She found a beautiful jalapeño pepper that was ready. A small thank you silently passed her lips as she picked the spicy treat. She ate it, reveling in its warmth and energy. She sang a song her Nana had taught her, as she walked to the rear section with the flowers. Hydrangeas, roses… not just any roses; sweet-smelling Mr. Lincoln roses.


My love is a rose.
A bright Bonnie rose.
And her eyes cast a shadow upon me.
And the night never knows...
Why she goes where she goes...
As I lay by the river she haunts me.


She breathed in the rose scent as she thought of Sirena. She wondered what she could do. Whatever Ava had planned… instead of overthinking, she decided to sing, about the crossroads. 
She looked at the sky and found east and west. In both directions were vines of Japanese honeysuckle.She smiled as she picked a few blooms off each and enjoyed the tiny nectar drops.




☾Sixteen☽︎
 
Sirena woke to her phone ringing. Marcus… again.
“Okay, Bruh this calling every six to eight hours—”
“They found my bike at the police station. Officer said a blonde with dreads parked it and never came back.”
“Oh! Farrah!”
“Now you care. Can you go get my bike before they lock it up? Please?”
“Yeah, sure.”
“Thanks.”
“You want me to come get you after so you can ride it home?”
“That would be fantastic.”
Sirena hung up. She threw on some gym shorts and found her September Mourning US tour tee-shirt. She stopped to admire the art before slipping the shirt over her head. It took her a few seconds to find her thong sandals by the door.
She took the stairs to get her blood pumping and wake herself up. As she stepped out onto the sidewalk, something in the road caught her eye. A feather? How did I even… As she picked it up, she recognized it as a dove’s feather. She slid the item into her pocket. Fuck it.
She took out her phone. She started typing a text to Farrah.
I’m sorry. I’m not in control around Ava.
She discarded the text. She’d pick up the bike and call Farrah on the way to get Marcus. Ava might be able to check her texts. Ava might be able to check my phone records too. Shit. She opened the band’s social media accounts folder on her phone.
She sent a message from @witchbandbham to @F_Rainwater.
Caverns at high noon. No weapons, just words and my hollow heart. She signed with the black heart again.
☽☽☽
Farrah woke to an odd feeling of anticipation. She sat up in bed and reached for her phone. She checked for texts. Then emails. She went to Instagram to see Sirena’s picture again. She had it bad…
One new message.
Caverns at high noon. No weapons, just words and my hollow heart.
She frowned as she touched the black heart. Was it really her? Or was it her, but under the influence of Ava? She decided she didn’t care. She was excited at the prospect either way.
Farrah leapt from the bed and to her closet. She rifled around until she came out with khaki shorts and a white cami top. She inspected the top in her full length mirror. The top was modest enough, and in the cave’s cooler temperatures... The shirt should be just thin enough. She grinned as she thought of the honeysuckle blossoms in her garden. A few in her hair would look pretty and make her smell even better than she had after her herbal bath last night. She was contemplating going to see her aunt and uncle when she heard a loud engine outside. It wasn’t a customer for the garage down the street. Not on Sunday.
Farrah pulled back the curtain and saw the white Impala in the driveway. Everything is looking up.
☽☽☽
Sirena downshifted the BMW to pass a slow moving vehicle. Sunday Drivers.
Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She knew better, but she slid it out and opened the direct message anyway.
Today is the Summer Solstice. High noon is about 12:50 today. Not coming alone.
It was signed with a little yellow flower.
Of course Farrah knows what time high noon actually is. Sirena laughed and smiled.
She quickly sat the phone face down on the seat, tucked under her thigh. She floored the accelerator. I won’t be alone, either.
Her phone rang through the BMW’s Bluetooth system. She looked at the dash display.
Aaron.
“Hello?”
“My turn to call and look for Adrick. Warlock was supposed to rehearse last night.”
Sirena laughed. “Warlock? Really? You better not Bogart my backwards c.”
“I’m joking about the name. I thought it was funny. Really worried about Adrick. I’m the one that misses practices, not him.”
Sirena decided they were better off mad than worried. “I saw him yesterday. He’s fine.”
“Okay. Well. Good then. Thanks.”
“Sorry, Aaron.” Sirena really was sorry, but it didn’t matter. Aaron had already hung up.
☽☽☽
Farrah opened the front door and stepped out onto the porch. “Come with me,” she said with a smile. James and Ruby followed her to the backyard. She opened the gate and showed them to a pair of stone benches in the center. “Welcome to my sanctuary. Be right back.” She returned with a handful of honeysuckle blossoms. She handed half of them to Ruby, and began placing a few into her dreadlocks, the matted twists securing them in place. “We have so much to catch up on.”
☽☽☽
James sat forward on the bench. “I always thought Earl might a been thrown into the water under the tunnel while it was high. But... damn.” He stroked his chin. “I hoped, for your sake, that he was alive.”
“How much trouble can you get in if you stand against the Porters?” Ruby asked. She looked at her husband, whose face was twisted in thought.
“Don’t matter. That kid Noah needs us.” He looked at Farrah. “You may have to pick between your girlfriend and your half brother.”
“I’ll burn that bridge when we get to it.” Farrah frowned. “Did you know? About Adrick?”
“I suspected Earl and Tracey Lynn had a thing going on, but I didn’t know. Sorry, Farrah. Your parents were a handful, not that I wasn’t. They loved each other, and they loved you. But they may have loved attention and power more.” James squinted. He looked at Ruby. He took a deep breath and looked back at Farrah. “Your father wasn’t the only one wrapped up with Ava, either. It was a mess. That’s why it looked so bad for me when I showed up at the scene.
Ruby took James’ hand. “I didn’t know you then, but from what I do know… I can see you falling deep into your passions and making mistakes.”
James laughed. “Heh. Yup. I woulda done almost anything to please Ava. So, I see why Sirena has difficulties. Ava somehow inspires loyalty even while berating and belittling you. Like she’s…”
“A Siren? I thought that too. She has a power over people. Sirena has charisma in spades, as well.” Farrah blushed.
James chuckled. “So I need to keep an eye on you, too. Just so you know, just now, you looked like your mother back when she’d first met Earl.”
Farrah blushed again. Then frowned. “You don’t think it’s too late? For Sirena, I mean.”
Ruby laughed. “I don’t think there is such a thing as too late. Look at your Uncle.”
James blushed and Farrah laughed. Okay, they are too cute.
☽☽☽
Sirena’s phone rang once more. She answered.
“Okay, now you’re not even waiting an hour to call me. We have to break the cycle of codependency now bef—”
“Is it too late for you to turn around?”
“No, but I intended to check on Adrick.”
“Adrick and I are playing video games. God of War. I’ll let you talk to him.”
The BMW’s speakers cracked and popped at the sound of the phone being handed off.
“Sy, I’m good. But don’t come here. There’s a black sedan watching the house.”
“What? Damn it, Ava.”
“Yeah, I know. But Marcus is alright. We talked, and he let me out of that tiny room. I understand what’s at stake. I’ll play along.”
“Good. Hey. If we get through this. I’m going to quit the firm and we will keep the band together, okay?”
“I’d like that, but we have bigger issues. You need to check on Farrah.”
“Already made the date. We’re meeting in Childersburg at noon. I was planning to bring you with me.”
“We need to keep you away from Ava. You’re different when she’s been around you. I love you. But I don’t like this other face.”
“I don’t either. If I didn’t believe the end of the world was coming, we would run. You, me, Farrah. Maybe even Marcus.”
“Be careful, Sy.”
“See if you can get a message to Aaron discreetly. The guys are worried about you.”
☽☽☽
The 65 Impala coupe pulled into Good Ol’ Boys barbecue. Farrah frowned.
James shot her a look. “You’re not one a them damn vegans are you?”
“No. Vegetarian, I couldn’t give up cheese. I do try to get it from organic, free-range farms.”
“Well, I like animals, too…”
Ruby parked and turned around in her seat. “James, don’t you dare say it.”
“But, they are tasty.”
Farrah laughed. “That’s really bad, James. But… that’s not why I don’t eat meat.”
“Oh fuck, here we go. The only global warming you should be worried about is what your daddy’s let loose on us.”
Ruby shook her head. She slid her seat up so James could climb out of the back. “James, you were already disowned once.” She shook her finger at him.
“Yeah okay. Well this place has a great salad.” James smiled and put an arm around Farrah and one around Ruby.
Ruby pulled away and held his hand. “How the fuck would you know? I ain’t seen you eat a salad once.”
“Fine, so that my niece can feel comfortable, we’re all getting tossed salad.”
Ruby facepalmed.
Farrah smiled. Last week, I had no one. Now, I have a new to me brother, and I got that one Uncle back. His ridiculously patient wife is a great bonus. Farrah smiled. I’m so happy to have them though. She looked at her phone. 11:30, plenty of time to eat and not miss high noon.




☾Seventeen☽︎
 
Sirena pulled into the parking lot at DeSoto Caverns. She cringed as the loose asphalt bits pinged against her shiny BMW. She parked in the first parking space she found, hoping to minimize the damage. She put the top up and walked up the hill to the gift shop. The place was quaint? Rustic? She passed the porch and the rocking chairs quickly. She opened the gift shop door to escape the intense heat.
Sirena looked at the post cards and then a rack of rock candy. She had started shifting the hangars on the tee-shirt rack, when she was startled by a voice.
“Welcome to DeSoto Caverns!” A slim strawberry blonde called out from behind the counter. She had a very thick country accent.
Well, aren’t we chipper? Sirena wondered if Farrah welcomed guests in that same manner. She grinned as she imagined it. Damn, even when she’s doing something annoying, I would think she’s cute.
“So, the next tour is in about forty minutes. Would you like to buy a ticket?”
“Oh, I’m waiting for someone. I bet you know her.”
The cashier got quiet.
Finally. It didn’t last long. Sirena could swear she had seen rusty gears turning behind the girl’s big brown eyes.
“Oh my goodness!”
Goodness? What is this, Smallville?
“You’re her!”
Sirena turned toward the cashier.
“You’re the metal singer.” The cashier had a satisfied look on her face.
Sirena blushed. “Did Farrah talk about me?”
“As much as she opens up to me about anything.”
“What do you mean?” Sirena walked over and leaned on the counter as if getting closer to the odd country girl would help her reveal all of Farrah’s secrets. She noticed her name tag. “Kat?”
Kat smiled and held out a hand to shake. “And you are? I mean, aside from hot metal singer Farrah made out with on Tuesday.”
“Sirena.” She shook Kat’s hand. She’s telling people she made out with me…
“Ooh, that’s different. I like it.”
Sirena laughed. Ah laik et.
“What’re you laughin’ at?”
“I’m happy Farrah has a nice—nosy—um… friendly coworker. Someone here that cares about her.” She thought: nosy. Forced herself to say anything else.
Kat smiled. “So you will need some tickets.” She produced two passes.
“She said she wouldn’t be alone. I guess the Aunt and Uncle are coming.”
“Ah, sorry I’m excited for her. I’ll wait until we know for sure.”
Sirena set her messenger bag on the counter. “How much are tickets?”
“Farrah gets in free and can bring guests. You don’t need to buy them.” Kat frowned. “Gosh, did I insult you? I didn’t mean to.”
“Sorry,” Sirena smiled. “I thought…”
“You thought I was goading you into buying something. I’m sorry, I’m just… I wanted to talk to you. Because Farrah’s special. So I figured…”
Sirena looked around to make sure the shop was empty. “You know I’m a witch?”
Kat nodded. She didn’t say anything else. Her lips became a thin line.
“I didn’t think…” Sirena paused. “I wasn’t upset. Just usually people don’t talk so much to me unless they want something. I’m going to pick out a postcard and a tee-shirt.” She winked at Kat.
Kat seemed to relax. “Hey?”
“Yeah?”
“She didn’t tell me. I figured it out.”
Sirena nodded. Sure you did. She walked away and returned her attention to the tee-shirt rack. Alabama’s big cave. A souvenir of Kat’s mouth. She laughed. I need this one.
☽☽☽
Farrah thought she’d have to talk the Greens into taking the Outback to the cave. Ruby didn’t want to park in the loose asphalt again. Subarus love tarmac.
Ruby offered to ride in the backseat, as long as they’d play a delta blues record for her. Farrah agreed but only if they’d listen to “The Hollow”
first.
Ruby was resistant, but Farrah saw her start to get into it about the time Aaron’s guitar solo hit. “Damn, girl. They got skill. That’s the most haunting solo I’ve ever heard on a distorted electric.”
“What do you think about Sirena’s vocals?”
Silence. Farrah counted ten seconds.
James stepped in. “It’s impressive. She’s uh...intimidating.”
Ruby laughed. “Sorry, I’m not into those parts. I just don’t get it. I get sad. I don’t really understand angry music.”
Farrah smiled. “It’s sad, too—her part, I mean. She just deals with it differently.”
Ruby laughed. “Okay, play another one. I’ll give it some more consideration, but then some blues.”
Farrah nodded. “James, play the one called ‘Pisces.’”
☽☽☽
Farrah saw the BMW from the parkway. She felt nervous, cautious.
“Farrah?” James noticed her tentative frown.
“Sorry last time I saw her…”
Ruby leaned forward. “We’ve got your back. Ava is nowhere near here.”
Farrah paused next to the BMW. “She's already inside.” She parked as close to the shop as she could.
She watched impatiently as Ruby and James got out. Ruby laughed. “Go! We’ll catch up.”
Farrah ran. She considered acting coy, hiding her desire to see Sirena. Fuck it. She ran faster, stopping just short of the porch, then took a deep breath before walking up the long, wooden wheelchair ramp. She stopped just outside the door and looked through the glass. Sirena looked up. Farrah saw Sirena’s face light up. Sirena ran to the door. Before Farrah could react, Sirena was on the porch. Their lips met, and they were kissing like they had been apart for weeks. Maybe months. Farrah pushed away.
“I missed you. But I…”
“I’m so sorry.”
“Yeah.” Farrah turned away. Sirena saw her shoulders undulating. She heard the sobs. She grabbed Farrah’s hand and led her to a bench.
“I hate it so much. Every time I…” Sirena looked away.
“Don’t go back to your mother. I’m begging. I don’t want to fight you again. We go, we take Adrick, we disappear.”
“You know it can’t be like that. We have to try and stop what’s coming. We may not get a happy ending, sweetheart. We need to enjoy today, and if you have to take me out to save the world…”
“I won’t. I can’t. I…” Farrah grabbed Sirena’s chin, making her blue eyes meet her green ones.
They both saw the tears in the other’s eyes. They held each other and cried.
☽☽☽
“You bring all your dates here, don’t you?”
“You invited me. I wanted you to take me to Ruth’s Chris. Like the big shot lawyer you are.”
“Tell me again. Which are the stalagmites?”
“They might reach the ceiling one day.”
“Right. The others hold on tight.” Sirena slipped her hand into Farrah’s back pocket and gave a firm squeeze.
Farrah erupted into giggling. “I hate you,” she said with a crooked grin. “I love to hate you so much.”
“I bet I hate me more.” Sirena frowned.
“Shhh!” A young man named David was their guide. He was fairly new. Farrah barely knew him. He was still reading off a notebook. “And this is where…”
“You should take over.” Sirena laughed. “I want to see you in your element.”
“No… let me just hold you.”
“Okay.”
☽☽☽
Sirena and Farrah sat in the grass near the opening of the natural spring. They faced each other, legs crossed, holding hands.
“You feel that?” Farrah asked.
“No.” Sirena looked around the small clearing.
“Exactly. How long has it been since it rained?”
“Two months? Three?” Sirena looked up at the sky, thoughtful.
“It’s the calm, the one before the storm.”
Sirena broke into tears. Farrah leaned forward to hug her.
Sirena sang to Farrah about the calm before the storm
“That’s pretty,” Farrah whispered. “What is it?”
Sirena pointed to the September Mourning tee-shirt.
Farrah frowned. Mourning. It’s how this feels. “We have to go soon.” Farrah almost smiled.
“I don’t want to. It’s perfect right here.” Sirena squeezed Farrah’s hand.
“City slicker getting used to the country already?”
Sirena nodded. “Home is wherever you are.”
“You can beat this. You’ll see. Something is the cause. If you can’t beat it, I’ll kill her.”
Sirena’s eyes narrowed. “You promise?” She frowned and shook her head. “Don’t make that promise.”
“Why? I’ll do it.”
“But then you’ll be like me.”
“I’d be okay with that. Why did you kill Vance? For Adrick, right?”
“I don’t even know anymore. For Adrick, maybe Ava. I’m sick. My head is rotten.”
“It isn’t. You’ve been trained to believe you’re rotten. Unredeemable.” Farrah stood. She took Sirena’s hand, and they walked back toward the parking lot.
“Full moon is in two days.” Sirena sighed.
“I’ll be there. Down at the crossroads.” Farrah wrapped her arm around Sirena’s waist and pulled her tightly to her. They kissed as if it might be their last.
Farrah walked away as the BMW left the park. She looked over her shoulder as her love’s hair blew behind her like dark, bloody wings on the wind. My fallen angel. I’ll save you. I don’t care what it takes.
☽☽☽
Sirena cried as she blasted down DeSoto Caverns Parkway. After two miles, she realized she was angry and should slow the fuck down. She hit the voice command button on her steering wheel.
-Say a command-
“Call Marcus.”
She drove as the phone rang. It kept ringing. Fuck. Voicemail.
☽☽☽
Farrah found James and Ruby by the panning for gold activity that was largely for children. Adults did it, too, on their first visit because it was actually kind of fun. Once. The pair had met Sirena but had given the young women space to talk and spend time together.
“She seemed nice,” James said, noting that Farrah seemed quiet.
“She’s very pretty,” Ruby added.
Farrah smiled lightly. She took a deep breath. “Can we go?”
James nodded. They walked in silence to Farrah’s Subaru. Night would fall soon. Farrah just wanted to be home. In bed.
Ruby sat up front by Farrah. “Let’s go get some ice cream. My treat.”
Farrah nodded. “Sure, sounds good.” 




☾Eighteen☽︎
 
“All rise!” the bailiff called out.
Sirena noticed Farrah at the table across the aisle. Wait, what?
“The honorable Judge Moreno presiding,” the bailiff spoke.
“What’s going on?” Sirena mouthed the words to Farrah.
Farrah just rolled her eyes, and shook her head.
That’s not like her.
Sirena’s eyes got large as the Judge appeared. Chino Moreno of The Deftones, Team Sleep, and Crosses. She squinted and rubbed her eyes. “Chino Moreno?” she asked herself out loud.
The man picked up the gavel and banged it loudly. “Order in the court! I said order.”
Farrah raised her hand. Chino nodded for her to speak. “Is there a vegetarian option?”
The judge facepalmed. “You know we only have fried and fatty foods, Mrs. Porter.”
Mrs. Porter? She followed Farrah’s example and raised her hand.
“Yes, Mrs. Porter?”
“Aren’t you… Chino Moreno?”
“No, I’m Jorge Moreno. No relation.”
Sirena’s eyes narrowed.
The Judge spoke. “In the matter of Witch v. Witch, in the district court of Jefferson County, I find for the plaintiff, Farrah Porter. The defendant Sirena Porter relinquishes all ri—”
“Wait!” Sirena yelled. “Don’t I get to hear the complaint? Testify? Give a closing argument?”
“Order! Order in the court!”
Farrah raised her hand again. The Judge shook his head “no.” Farrah frowned.
Sirena raised her hand.
“Mrs. Porter?”
Three voices answered, “Yes?” Sirena and Farrah looked out into the many seats as Ava stood.
“I call my first witness,” Sirena said with a frown.
“Objection!” a voice from the plaintiff’s table said.
Marcus?
Marcus stood.
“On the grounds of?” the judge asked, hands on his hips.
“On the grounds that we should be held accountable for the sins of our parents,” Marcus stated.
“Seems reasonable,” the Judge returned.
“I… object to the objection!” Sirena yelled.
Judge Jorge banged the gavel. He preemptively scowled at Farrah. “Order!” He turned to Sirena. “Grounds?”
“Nature vs. Nurture.”
Marcus threw his hands up. “That’s not grounds to object!”
“It is. With nature or nurture, either way… I’m all her fault.” She pointed at Ava.
Ava Porter walked to the witness stand. The bailiff held up a Bible. Ava placed her hand on it and the room filled with the stench of burning flesh. The bailiff looked away but went through his speech anyway. “Do you promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth? Praise the goddess?”
“I do,” Ava said, as the Bible caught fire.
Marcus asked a slew of questions which sounded like muffled nonsense to Sirena. She answered all of them with simple yes and no answers. He nodded to Sirena. “Your witness.”
Sirena approached the bench. “Please tell me your name.”
“Really? Is that how you intend to waste my time?”
“Sorry, Mother.” Sirena saw the amulet around Ava’s neck glow slightly. It hadn’t glowed when Marcus questioned her. She tried another question. “Why are you so homophobic?”
“I’m not; I just need an heir.”
No glow.
“So you never kissed a girl, Mother?”
“That’s not an appropriate question, little Wren.” The amulet glowed.
“Sorry, Mother.” The amulet glows when she imposes her will on me. “So, you never loved a woman?”
Ava frowned. “At one point, I thought I loved Sarah.”
“Sarah?” Sirena raised an eyebrow.
“Sarah Green-Rainwater.”
“Ahh!!” Everyone in the room reacted with gaping maws or mouths covered by hands.
“Did you love her more than Father?”
“No, I killed her. For your father. For our family.”
“That’ll be all, Mo— Ava.”
Judge Moreno stood and began singing “Fascination Street.”
“Ah hah!” Sirena grinned and pointed triumphantly. “I knew it was you.”
Moreno stopped singing that song and quoted one of his own. “That glaze.... That glitch in your eyes.”
Sirena woke up. She rolled over to her phone. 6:35. She ran to the kitchenette island where there was a notebook and pen. She desperately tried to write down her dream. All she remembered was “This Is a Trick,” Judge Chino, and a name. Farrah Porter. She turned to go get a shower, but stopped. She picked up the notebook and wrote another phrase that had returned to her.
Witch v. Witch
☽☽☽
Farrah woke up in a strange room, again. It only took a moment to remember. The Green’s farmhouse. She hadn’t wanted to be alone, after all. She stood and stretched, wondering what normal people would do on what could be their last day on Earth. Normal people don’t know how short life can be. Her choice would be to spend it with Sirena. I won’t wallow. I’ll think of something else. She contemplated stealing Adrick and spending the day getting to know him. He could die tomorrow, but kidnapping him back could get Sirena in even more trouble.
There was a knock on the guest room door. “You up? There’s work to do!” James’ thick drawl came through the door and caused a wave of relief. Farm work wasn’t her first choice, but it was like gardening, and that always calmed her.
“I’ll be right out, Uncle James.”
☽☽☽
Sirena rushed into work. She clicked across the marble floors, straight to Ava’s office. She knocked firmly.
“I’m expecting you.” Ava’s voice rang through the door. “Come in.”
“Where are they?” Sirena heard more venom in her tone than she had intended.
“Not your concern. You and Marcus are off this project.”
“Where is Marcus?”
“Terminated. The partnership with Knowles and Boylan is over. This was a test that you and Marcus failed.”
“Terminated? As in fired, right? Is he… alive?”
“Wren? How could you think that of me?” Ava almost sang the words.
“You’ve killed before.”
“Need I remind you of Jed Vance?”
“Self-defense.”
“Bullshit, Wren. Besides, you don’t care about Marcus.”
“Mother, just because I don’t want to sleep with him doesn’t mean I don’t care about him.”
“Again, bullshit. Sit down.”
“Yes, Mo— Ava.”
“Now, you will not look for Marcus, or Adrick, and you will certainly not be in touch with Freelove, or whatever your little piece of hippie tail’s name is. God damn you for trying to wreck my plans. I took control of fixing the Rainwater’s mistake because no one else would. You will work today and go home. Tomorrow, you will sleep in and then prepare for the full moon project. Oliver and I will handle most of it, but I need you there. My powers are stronger with you there. If you had slept with Marcus when you met like I expected, we would all be more powerful.”
“What?”
“You really are dense sometimes. If you’d fucked Marcus like more than half the women here would have eagerly done, you’d be pregnant.”
“Oh.” Sirena felt her knees weaken. She sat in the client chair she’d been standing in front of. That’s all I am to her. She looked at the floor. More power.
“Wren, look at me.”
“Yes, Ava.” Sirena willed herself to smile. She was ready now. As soon as the plan was far enough along tomorrow, as soon as Ava was expendable... as soon as she knew the scope of the plan, or the way to save Adrick or the world, Ava would die by her hand.
“Wren, everything I do is because I love you.” Ava smiled.
Sirena smiled back, but it wasn’t real. It was an illusion. She knew, now, that Ava couldn’t see through those. “I’m sorry, Ava. I love you too. I will work harder. I will earn my spot here.”
Ava grinned. “That’s more like it. Your next client file is on your desk. It’s a simple one, so you can focus on protecting us tomorrow night.”
“Yes, Mo— Ava.” Sirena faked forgetting to call her Ava. She had no more feelings for her mother, and she was certain her only ally behind the PPM&M wall was probably dead. I’m so sorry, Marcus.
☽☽☽
Farrah had eaten the canned beans Ruby had made for her since she didn’t eat most of the homemade breakfast. James had asked her to come out and help with more irrigation.
“The lack of rain this year has been hard on the crops.”
“I can imagine.”
“But I’m set to have a big return.”
“Irrigation? Ruby said you had a big project going.”
“Yeah you could say that.” James held his hand out in front of him, palm parallel to the ground. Water rose from the ground to his palm, moistening the dirt as it passed through. He grinned.
Farrah laughed. “Irrigation!” She paused for a moment. “James, that’s an elemental power.”
“Yep.”
“You’re…” She smiled. “You’re probably the rarest person on the planet. Does Ava Porter know?”
“Why do you think I live off the grid? Away from phone towers?”
Farrah nodded. She understood. It was the same reason she only sang on voicemail. So that no one found out. “Are you coming with me tomorrow?”
“You still goin’? I figured you and your girlfriend were scheming on getting Adrick out. Getting off the grid for yourself.”
“I don’t know that Sirena could deal with being off the grid. She’s staying entrenched. Tomorrow we save Adrick but only once the world is safe.”
James nodded. “I’m going with you. I have to stop hiding. It was fine before I met Ruby. She’s still young, and we still have a chance of having a family. We want that. We can’t raise a child out here. Not and give them the education they deserve.”
Farrah nodded. “Good, the world needs you.” And so do I.
☽☽☽
Sirena had been home for only a few minutes when the door buzzer rang. She hurried toward the intercom. “Hello?” She waited and no one answered. At first.
“Sirena.”
“Marcus?” She hit the button that unlocked the front door.
Sirena stood at her door and watched the numbers change on the elevator. As the elevator stopped, she ran to it. She hugged Marcus before he could even step out. “I’m so glad you’re alive.”
“Me, too, if it gets me this treatment.”
Sirena laughed. “Okay, yeah, we should let go now.”
Marcus squeezed her gently again before detaching.
Sirena noticed a black eye and busted lip. His eyes were red. He had been crying. I’m almost sorry I can’t love him back. Not like he wants. She took his hand. “Come in. Sit down.”
Marcus sat on the couch. Sirena sat across from him on the love seat. “I’m so sorry. You can see I tried, right?”
“I can. I’m sorry you got hurt.”
“Those two guards held me while Oliver hit me. I would love to catch him alone somewhere.”
“Not to make light of your wounds—”
“I was the example. They didn’t beat Adrick.”
Sirena nodded. “There was nothing you could do.”
“They broke my phone or I would have called you. My neighbor who I sometimes carpool with finally came home. He brought me here. I’m not going to stay long. I'm afraid it puts us in danger. I wanted to get my bike and tell you that I love you. Not… well, maybe I am in love with you, but I also just love you. It’s not a ploy to get in your pencil skirt.”
“You’re leaving…”
“I’m sorry. Call me a coward. I love you, but not enough to die.”
“You’re not a coward; you’re smart. Mother put us together because I was about to ovulate. She might have cast some fertility spells too, I don’t know. She figured I would get pregnant and turn up her power. When she told me that, it was the first time I thought about having a child in a positive way. You’re gonna make a great dad one day. You should be alive to find the love you deserve.”
“You know if we all live. I'd be happy to help with that.”
“I bet.” She rolled her eyes.
“No, I don’t mean… Even though some lesbian couples do that to get pregnant, I just mean I’d donate. The thought of you raising my kid kind of makes me smile.”
Sirena broke into tears. Marcus joined her on the love seat and held her as she cried. She finally pushed him away. “You should go. Call me when you’re somewhere safe.”
“Yeah.”
“And… I love you too, Marcus.” She shook her finger at him. “No hetero.” They laughed, and sat together a little longer before Sirena gave Marcus the bike key and he left. 




☾Nineteen☽︎
 
Farrah helped James and Ruby snap the string beans for dinner. It reminded her of Nana. She’d been a teenager the last time she’d snapped a bean. She delighted in snapping the tip and watching as the string came away from the bean’s husk, before she snapped a section and added it to her Tupperware bowl.
“I’m going to Birmingham after dinner,” she said to James, expecting backlash.
“I ain’t surprised one bit.” James tossed his last bean into the colander to be washed.
Ruby came by and collected the fruits of their labors. As she took Farrah’s beans, she combined the two containers. “Don’t look at me like that, Farrah. I’ll wash them together, but I know yours don’t get bacon.”
“I was just thinking how nice this is,” Farrah said with a grin. “Just sitting around the kitchen with family snappin’ beans and shootin’ the shit.” Farrah laughed as James cringed a little as his niece said shit.
“Sorry, James. I’m all growed up.” She winked.
“How do you feel about cornbread, Farrah?” Ruby called out over the sound of beans being washed in the sink.
“Well… corn. Bread… I’m not sure where the problem is?”
“Bacon grease, but only a little.”
Farrah was already making Ruby run two pots of beans. She compromised. “It’ll be fine. I haven’t had good cornbread in ages. I’ll survive.”
☽☽☽
Farrah parked her Subaru in the McWane Center parking deck. The children’s science museum was only a few blocks from the Phoenix Building. Best to not draw attention. Her attention, however, was drawn to a black motorcycle leaving from the rear of the Phoenix Building. She realized in that instant just how much her blonde dreadlocks called attention to her. She recognized the bike, but Marcus clearly had other things on his mind. She checked her phone. Direct message!
How I wish you were here with me. It was signed, once more, with the tiny black heart.
Farrah went to the YouTube app and found Melissa Etheridge’s “Come to My Window.”
She sent the music video with a grin. She stopped on the sidewalk directly below Sirena’s window.
☽☽☽
Sirena opened the message. No way… could it be? She looked out the window that faced the street. She laughed at how insanely romantic and perfect Farrah was. She didn’t let Farrah see her yet. She ran to the elevator. It wasn’t coming up fast enough, so she took the stairs. She opened the front door and stepped out onto the sidewalk. They kissed on the street for a moment before sense took over and Sirena pulled Farrah inside by her hand.
“I didn’t know if we’d have another chance,” Farrah said between kisses.
“I didn’t either, I had just hoped for some sweet messages. This is so much better.”
They kissed as they rode the elevator. As they got to the door, Sirena smiled. “Let’s play some music.”
“I’ll listen to you.”
“No. Think about how cool this building would look with the whole outside covered in vines!”
Farrah’s eyes widened at the idea. She smirked. “And how amazing honeysuckle will smell when it blooms in the morning!”
“Can you do it?” She grinned mischievously. The question was clearly a dare.
“I don’t know!” Farrah laughed.
“Honeysuckle for you, and roses for me.” Sirena gave a large smile.
“I’ll try.” Farrah blushed.
Sirena pulled the piano bench out, and they sat. “I’ll go first.” She played a piano arrangement of “Pisces,”
and sang both the dirty and the clean.
Farrah listened intently.
“Okay, you next.”
“There’s no way I’m following that… and I can’t play piano.” Farrah smiled.
“I’ve heard your beautiful voice.” Sirena winked and played the opening to “What A Wonderful World.” Farrah was determined to sing it better than she ever had before.
☽☽☽
“Is it okay to be up here?” Farrah looked down the side of the building. She smiled. Honeysuckle vines had reached the third floor already. No sign of any roses.
“Yes, the railing was put here for stargazers, but the city is too bright. So I mostly look at the other buildings.”
Farrah looked up. “It’s cloudy.”
“Tropical storm Earl is in the gulf. It’s just like you said; the calm is almost over. Didn't you check the weather?”
Earl? Really? “Not usually, no.” Farrah laughed. “I'm not made of sugar and the wind is my bitch, so…”
“I thought I was your—” Sirena couldn’t finish the statement. Her lips were otherwise engaged.
☽☽☽
Light didn’t break through the windows. No alarms went off. Farrah woke and gently, and reluctantly, wriggled out of Sirena’s embrace. She went to the window. She knew she had succeeded; she could already smell the honeysuckle. The vines were so thick she couldn’t see out. No roses, damn. She found a window she could see through. There were people by the dozens on the sidewalk below snapping photos. She saw red flowers in the vines above. Climbing roses aren’t vines, technically, with no tendrils to cling to surfaces. They had grown down the building from the top. She decided to wake Sirena. She didn’t get the chance. Sirena’s phone began to vibrate and “Fascination Street” filled the loft.
“What’s going on?” Sirena asked. She chuckled at the sight of the hot naked woman staring out her vine-covered window. It worked. She answered the phone. “Hello?”
Farrah sat on the foot of the bed and watched Sirena talk on the phone. There were lots of yes ma’ams and no ma’am’s. Ava… She saw the physical stress talking to the vile woman put on her beautiful lover. She also was enjoying watching her breasts rise and fall as she breathed and talked. She decided to focus on them rather than the frown on the gorgeous woman’s face.
Farrah had an idea. She crawled closer to Sirena on the bed. She pushed her shoulders until her head was back on the pillow. Sirena raised an eyebrow at her. Farrah pulled the sheets back; she kissed Sirena’s navel and worked her way down to her hip bone.
“Mother, I need to go. I’ll see you in two hours.” Sirena quickly hung the phone up before she was inadvertently moaning to her mother about Farrah’s tongue being inside her. “Oh my god! Farrah! Please don’t stop!” Sirena lay back on the bed and pulled her legs up and over Farrah’s shoulders as she licked, suckled, and gently kissed her. The phone rang twice more before it finally lay silent. Sirena climaxed. She pushed Farrah onto her back, and took delight in returning the oral pleasure. An hour passed in shared pleasures; touching, tasting, and kissing. Sirena broke the silence that followed the passionate interlude.
“I have to go to work soon.”
Farrah nodded. “I know.”
“Whatever happens today, know that—” Sirena pulled Farrah close and kissed her forehead.
“I do know,” Farrah said with a frown.
“I have to get dressed. Stay as long as you need to. I have rethought my stance on taking my mother out of the equation. If you have a good shot, take it.”
Farrah nodded again but stayed silent.
“I…”
“Shhh.” Farrah smiled. “You don’t have to say it. I already know, and it’s probably better if we wait. I’ll make us some coffee.”
“Oh, yes, please.”
They sat and drank the coffee. Sirena used a remote control to turn on the television. The local news channel showed the Phoenix Building, covered in honeysuckle with roses hanging over the top and lining the bottom. The text on the screen read “Miracle on 2nd Avenue North.” They held hands.
Sirena finally let go and stood. “Okay, be careful. And if you have to take me out, do it. Save Adrick.” Sirena buttoned her black, pants-suit jacket, and headed towards the door.
“Wait!” Farrah called out. “Don’t you dare leave without kissing me.”
Sirena looked down. “I hope I deserve you.”
“You do. We’re going to fix all of this.” Farrah brushed Sirena’s cheek with her thumb.
Sirena nodded and leaned in for a kiss.
☽☽☽
Sirena stopped just outside the door of the underground parking garage. She picked a single red rose. A perfect, slightly open bud. She tucked it into her hair just over her ear. She called Ava.
“Sirena, you hung up on me.”
“Reporters were everywhere, Ava. People were knocking on the door.”
“Well, I hope you had fun. Your little prank made national news.”
“Mother, it wasn’t me.”
“I know who did it, and I don’t think you were innocent. But…”
Sirena said nothing. Yes, until proven guilty you have no recourse.




☾Twenty☽︎
 
Farrah waited at Rhodes Park in Southside for James and Ruby Green. This park was Farrah’s favorite of the three parks on Highland Avenue. It was a deep bowl, and access to the lower level was accomplished with ornate stone stairs which were adorned with walls featuring sculpted doors. In the bowl were lamp posts and more carved doors.
Farrah liked to imagine all the doors were magic and that people could step through from other worlds. Today, she decided that to was a better word than from.
She was surprised when James showed up alone in an old, white Chevy pickup. “Is Ruby okay?” Farrah frowned as James approached with a bag that looked like takeout.
“Better than okay. Ruby stayed behind. We didn’t tell you this before because we weren’t sure but… she took a test this morning. Imma be a dad.” James grinned.
“Oh! James! That’s… you shouldn’t have come. You should have stayed with her.”
“Nah… you need me. Maybe the world does, too.”
“Shit, James. Go home.”
“Eat.” He pushed the bag toward her, and she shook her head. She opened it and found some hummus and fresh vegetables.
“Thanks.” She dipped a carrot and took a bite.
James unwrapped a gyro, and also unpacked a little side-dish bowl of fried falafel balls. He pointed and Farrah gladly took one.
“I can’t talk you out of this can I?” Farrah asked through a mouthful of falafel.
“Nope.”
Farrah shook her head. “You get out if things get bad. Promise me.”
“How ‘bout this? If things get that bad, we both get out.” James raised an eyebrow.
“Okay.” If I can’t save Adrick or Sirena tonight, I die trying.
James smiled. It was almost as if he could hear her thoughts. “You’re so much like your mother.”
“That’s good, right? You have to remember that I never knew her.”
“Yeah, it’s good just… she was taken from the world way too soon.”
Farrah frowned. “And you’re worried I’m on a similar path.”
“I understand where you’re at. Sirena looks so much like her mother.”
“She’s not like her, though. She’s under her control.”
“I’m just going to say it one more time, and I know you don’t want to hear it. Your heart could get you killed.”
“You’re right, I don’t want to hear it. Even if she’s just using me, James. She’s special, I love her, and I have to make sure she gets through this.”
☽☽☽
Sirena entered Ava’s office. She smiled. Her best friend was standing behind Ava’s desk chair. He was flanked by two guards. “Adrick!” She ran to hug him.
“STOP!” Ava commanded with a yell that pushed Sirena into a client chair. “I told you to detach.”
Sirena didn’t feel the compulsion to obey her mother, so she faked it. “Yes, Mo— Ava.”
“That’s my girl. We head out at sundown.”
“What do I do till then?” Sirena tried to give Adrick a consoling look. He averted his eyes. No doubt he blames me for all of this.
“There’s a file on your desk. Find me a loophole, but don’t stress on it. If we succeed tonight, we won’t need it.” Ava looked at her like she was the most horrible person in the world. She must be upset that I’m still seeing Farrah. She smiled and nodded at her mother. She had remembered another part of her dream. Ava had loved Sarah Green-Rainwater, at least a little bit.
“Can I… Sorry, Ava, I don’t want busy work. Fill me in on the plan. I want to make sure we get this right.”
“I appreciate your interest, Sirena.” Ava smiled lightly. “But… just follow my instructions this evening. Protect me and Adrick if you can, and if you see an opportunity to help me, take it. Now, please see to that file.”
“Yes Ma’am.” Sirena sighed.
“Wait,” Ava said. “Take that rose out of your hair. People have allergies, and it looks unprofessional.”
Sirena removed the rose. “Yes, Mo— Ava.”
☽☽☽
7:59 pm: One minute till sundown.
Sirena sat in the back seat of the Range Rover Evoque next to Ava. Oliver drove. Adrick rode shotgun. They were headed Southeast on Twentieth Street South. There were two other SUVs, Chevy Tahoes, one in front, one behind. Ava had outfitted the eight private security officers, and Sirena, in black body armor and night vision goggles. Sirena looked over at her mother; she wore a black lace dress and heels. She looked like she was dressed for a night out. Sirena found the whole scenario weird and scary. They came upon a police cruiser with its lights on at Tenth Avenue South. The officer moved the barricade aside and let them pass. A roadblock? Ava got the police involved. Is all of Birmingham under her thumb?
There were almost no cars in Five Points South. The three SUVs parked, more easily than anyone had ever parked anywhere in Birmingham ever, to the south of the fountain.
“How did you shut everything down?” Sirena asked Ava.
“Gas leak, we evacuated everyone.” Ava grinned. “Sweetheart, I told you how the law works. Money is everything.”
Sirena looked at the police lights ahead, and the ones down each branch of the crossroads. She smiled. Farrah can’t get in. She’s safe. Now to make sure Adrick gets through this.
☽☽☽
At a police barricade, Farrah and James were turned away from Twentieth Street south. She made a three point turn in her Subaru and headed back to Highland Avenue to approach from the North. They were turned away again.
“This is impressive, even for Ava,” James said, and Farrah found the awe in his voice a bit annoying.
“We have to get in. Any ideas on the best way to enter on foot?”
“Very carefully?” James replied with a crooked grin.
“That’s better than your animals are tasty joke. Keep working on that routine. I’m gonna park at The Nick, and we will see how far we can get.”
“We need to park closer than that. It will take half an hour to hike to the fountain from there.”
“Twelve minutes. I did it the other day.”
“Yeah, well, I’m twice your age. The landmarks have changed a bit since I was here everyday. Let me think about it.”
Farrah slowed the Subaru and rolled down the window. She yelled out to a man walking down the street. “Rodney?”
“Earthchild!”
Farrah parked.
“What are we doing?” James asked.
“Rodney practically lives in Five Points South, plus… he’s kind of a genius.” Farrah got out, and James followed her lead.
They stood on the sidewalk with Rodney. “I’m happy to see you, Farrah, but don’t try and go in there. They say it’s a gas leak, but…”
“I know it isn’t, Rodney. We have to get in there though.” Farrah motioned to herself and James. “You know the best way in, don’t you?”
Rodney slipped his backpack off his shoulder and took out his cards. He kneeled and placed five cards in a circle, mimicking the five roads that converged at the fountain. “I can’t go anywhere near those police or I’d help you. But if you slip down this alley…”
☽☽☽
Sirena got out and followed Ava as she walked over to the fountain. The security officers formed a circle around the Porters, Oliver, and Adrick as they approached. Oliver forced Adrick onto one of the park benches. Sirena frowned. Adrick hadn’t said a word. They broke him. Two guards sat with him on the bench, tasers in hand.
“Tonight we make history!” Ava smiled as she reached for Oliver’s hand. The slim, blonde man took hers. A smile appeared on his face. Sirena watched in confusion. She’d had no idea her mother was doing the help. Which was what Ava called her assistants, usually to their faces. Ava kissed Oliver passionately.
Sirena frowned. Gross, he's barely any older than I am.
Ava led Oliver to the fountain side. Two more security officers took him by the arms and forced him to his knees.
“Ava, what’s going on?” Oliver’s voice trembled.
“I want to thank you, Oliver. You’ve been loyal, devoted, and ruthless when I have asked you to be.” She kneeled beside him. “I’m going to miss you. Especially your stamina, and the way you fuck me with your massive cock. You’ve made me feel young and desirable. You’ve attended to every need. This is indeed a sacrifice, as it’s hard to find good help these days.” Ava held her hand out and the closest officer handed her an ornate ceremonial dagger. Ava dragged the blade along Oliver’s neck as security pushed his shoulders on the edge of the pool.
Sirena screamed as Oliver’s blood turned the fountain’s water pink. The wind picked up as the sky began to weep. The calm was over.
Ava stood and looked at Sirena. “Quiet, foolish child!” She wet her finger in Oliver’s blood and marked each security officer’s neck, before walking to the bench and drawing a pentagram on Adrick’s forehead.
“We were supposed to be stopping an apocalypse! What are you summoning?” Sirena yelled at Ava.
Ava turned, laughing. “We are stopping it, dear Wren. By controlling it.”
Sirena saw tears in Ava’s eyes. “You… you cared about him.”
Ava wiped a tear away. “It wouldn’t be a sacrifice if I didn’t, now would it?”




☾Twenty-One☽︎
 
“Thank you, Rodney. You should go to that safe place where you can crash.”
“I’ll go with you.”
“No. Go, be safe. James and I have this under control.” She lied for Rodney’s sake.
“Somehow, I believe that. Will I ever see you again, Farrah?”
“If this goes well, I’ll find you.”
It began to rain.
Farrah turned the Subaru around and headed back down Tenth Avenue South. They took a left down an alleyway that Rodney had specified.
James laughed. “I would’ve come up with this eventually. This is where the music hall used to be.”
Farrah looked around. “Nothing but a parking lot and a loading dock now. No time to reminisce! Let’s go!”
They left the Subaru and ran down another alleyway, one made for foot traffic. It came out right where Rodney had been set up playing card games the other night. It was a decent vantage point on the fountain.
“Oh! The water.” Farrah noticed its pink tinge. For a second, she thought it was pretty. That was before she realized why it was discolored.
“That’s a body slumped over the side of the fountain,” James added.
“We should have been here sooner. Ava’s started whatever she’s planning.” Farrah squinted. She breathed a sigh of relief when she finally saw Sirena and Adrick. Both of them are still alive.
“If I can get close enough without being seen, I can make a wall out of the water in the fountain. Should keep them from washing Adrick in that blood.”
Ugh. Farrah sighed. “Is that what they’re doing?”
“My best guess.”
Farrah nodded. “Cross Twentieth, then up to Black Market?”
“Yep, let’s go!”
James ran, and Farrah followed. As they got to the restaurant’s patio, James stopped. He held his hand above his head, and a pink wall of water raised around the fountain. Farrah walked ahead of him, walking stick at the ready as they crossed the street.
“Get them!” Ava yelled at her security guards.
Farrah cracked the stick on the ground, wrapping the first two approaching guards’ feet in vines. James stood at the side of the fountain and raised his other arm. The wall looked even more impenetrable. The storyteller sculpture was now out of view behind the blood-tinged water. Two more guards became stuck. Leaving only four. Two were guarding Adrick.
Ava yelled, “Get them Wren!”
Sirena took a deep breath and yelled, “FALL!”
Farrah countered with wind, dissipating the blow.
Sirena shot flames at the guard’s feet, weakening the vines. Ava cheered as the nearest guards went after Farrah again.
Farrah jumped, kicked off one guard and used her momentum to whack the other in the head with the stick. Both guards hit the ground. It began to rain harder, and the wind had picked up. Farrah used her advantage.
“And stay down!” The wind forced down on the two guards, pinning them. “Two pinned, two vined. Who’s next?” Farrah grinned. I’m kind of enjoying this. The other two guards approached. The closest one was cracking his knuckles.
“Silly little girl. You’ll wish you’d never come here.” The guard advanced, and Farrah knocked him away with wind conjured by a simple wave of her hand. The other guard grabbed her, his arms around her arms and chest. He was much bigger than her, and she was trapped. All the other guards were released as she focused on trying to wiggle free. The rain came down harder as the wind picked up.
Sirena yelled at James, “DOWN!”
James fell to the ground from the attack. The water-wall fell away with a splash.
Adrick’s guards picked him up and threw him in the water. Sirena moved to help him but Ava saw her.
“STOP!” Ava’s yell knocked Sirena to the ground.
Everyone turned to look as Adrick began to scream in pain. Sirena and James both stood up.
Adrick grew; he was seven feet tall, then nine. From his head sprouted curled ram’s horns. His eyes became pure black. He wasn’t Adrick any more. Ava pushed the nearest guard into the pool. The guard that had been holding Farrah and two others ran as the beast pulled the guard apart and devoured his flesh.
“We’ll trap him in a hurricane,” James yelled. Farrah nodded.
James lifted his hands, and the water-wall grew. Farrah summoned a large dirt devil, which turned the pink wall into a foamy, destructive mini cyclone.
Ava yelled, “No!” She turned to James, and took a deep breath. “NOW, YOU DIE!”
James looked in her direction as he heard her. The force of her words knocked him ten feet into a parked car. The hood bent inwards, and the windshield shattered as he crashed into the vehicle. Shrill cries of its car alarm filled the air. James didn’t move. The magic hurricane became little more than wind. Farrah turned. No!
Ava shouted, “And YOU!” Farrah ducked the blast, barely, and only because she knew it was coming.
Ava turned to Sirena. “Don’t just stand there slack-jawed. Get her!” The beast that was once Adrick stepped, with a leg that now bent the opposite direction, out of the fountain. Adrick was less human by the minute. The remaining guards surrounded Ava. They drew pistols and fired at the beast, but the shots impacted and fell away, useless. The beast grabbed a guard in each hand. The hands were now massive weapons with razor sharp claws. Adrick had grown another foot.
Sirena chased Farrah into the middle of the street. The spot where the roads converged. She charged her hands, ready to release fireballs. Farrah kneeled. She looked up at her lover who was prepared to kill her.
“Don’t,” she said softly. “You know you’ll miss me tomorrow.” She saw a change wash over Sirena’s eyes. They softened and a gleam of recognition glowed in them. That, and a single teardrop.
Ava yelled in fear, and Sirena looked in her direction. When she looked away, Farrah clicked her walking stick, wrapping vines around Sirena’s feet.
They heard the sound of an engine. A motorcycle blasted past them in the center of the crossroads. It headed toward the beast. The beast slung the remnants of the guard he had been devouring. Turning his attention to the motorcycle, he grabbed it. The rider jumped away and toward Ava, tearing the amulet from her neck. The nearest guard pulled his trigger, but the magazine was empty.
The beast realized the bike wasn’t alive and turned to its rider, who jumped, clearing a path to Ava Porter. The beast’s large hand popped her head like a grape, showering the street with blood and grey matter. The beast screamed a blood-curdling cry as it devoured her body in three large bites. It had grown. It was over twelve feet tall and looked like a larger, much scarier version of the storyteller goat sculpture from the fountain.
Sirena grabbed Farrah’s hand. She smiled. “I’m free.”
Farrah looked up at the beast. “Free just in time to choose to die with me.”
The motorcycle driver removed his helmet. Sirena reached for Marcus’s hand. “Dumbass,” she chided.
“I love you more than I knew.” He shrugged.
“Like I said, dumbass.”
The three of them stood hand in hand in hand as the beast ravenously devoured the rest of the guards.
Sirena pushed Marcus away. “Run. If we live, I’m coming to you for that donation you promised me. Now, GO!” She only yelled hard enough for him to know she was serious.
With a smirk, Marcus ran.
Farrah squeezed Sirena’s hand. “Kiss me before we throw our lives away.”
Sirena pulled her close. To Farrah, the kiss felt similar to their first one. Surprising, and exciting, with little flicks of tongue. As they turned to face the beast, hand in hand, the rain stopped. The eye of the storm?
Sirena heard Farrah lightly praying. She saw her begin to glow. She became translucent. Before her eyes, Farrah became wind. Sirena wept, and she wasn’t completely sure why. Please, don’t leave me on my own.
As she watched the ten-foot tornado form before her, her hands began to glow. She began to combust. She watched her arms become consumed. She felt heat, but no pain. She blacked out. 




☾Twenty-Two☽︎
 
Sirena found herself standing atop a cliff face. Below her, through a break in the clouds, she saw the beast that used to be her best friend battling a giant bird of pure flame.
She felt a hand take hers. Her fingers became entwined with other fingers. She gasped for air as if she hadn't been breathing before. She looked to her right at Farrah. Oh, thank god. “Where are we?”
“I think it’s a good news/bad news kind of scenario.”
“Oh?”
“Well, I’m pretty sure we’re dead.” Farrah pointed to the hole in the clouds. “But it seems that Phoenix down there is made of our magical essence… and dare I say it, but it seems to be winning.”
“So we don’t know if we’re dead or alive?”
“Not yet.”
“Schrödinger’s Witches.”
Farrah facepalmed as she laughed. “James needed comedy lessons from you.”
“I’m sorry, I’m pretty sure he’s dead.”
“Yeah.” Farrah frowned. “His wife is pregnant, too.”
“Fuck.”
“Yeah.”
They turned at a voice behind them. “Pay attention. This is the best part.” The woman who spoke was a tall woman in white robes and gold sandals.
Sirena grinned. “She looks a bit like you did the first time I saw you, Farrah.”
Farrah nodded and addressed the newcomer. “You’re her, aren’t you?”
“I am. At least, I think I’m who you think I am.”
“I have prayed to you daily for as long as I can remember.”
“Then yes. I have many forms. This one is a strong match for your idea of what the goddess looks like.”
Sirena frowned. “We are dead then.”
“We’ll get to that.” The goddess nodded. “You need to watch this.” She pointed to the hole in the clouds.
The Phoenix finally got a good grip on the beast’s shoulders. With a mighty flap and another, it pulled the gruesome creature high into the sky. It tossed the beast and flipped itself, orienting its beak toward the ground. It caught the beast and wrapped its wings around it. It dived. The crash ended with a loud boom and a two hundred foot wide crater. The shockwave damaged two city blocks. City blocks that Ava had cleared. She had done one thing right. Sadly, the awesome fountain and Five Points South were both casualties.
The goddess watched the witches’ reactions.
Sirena turned to her. “Is Adrick coming here?”
“Let me zoom that in for you.” The goddess smiled and made a hand motion. The crater filled their field of vision. Adrick was lying there, nude, in a pile of ashes. He slowly sat, and a mostly red hummingbird landed on his hand. It sat for three seconds. It cocked its head to the left and then the right before it flew away.
Farrah laughed. “Adrick! He lives! Is this real? I know that bird.”
“The bird was for my own personal amusement.” The goddess laughed. “Both times.”
“Okay, that’s cute and all,” Sirena huffed, “but are we dead or not? If not, I need to get down there and let my best friend know he’s not alone.” Sirena was losing patience.
“I’m sorry,” the goddess said. “I don’t get many visitors. I’m trying to drag this out a little, it’s lonely at the top. You were close to right about your Schrödinger’s Witches statement. You’re in limbo. What happens next is up to you.” She made a gesture to the area behind them, and a beautiful landscape was revealed to them.
Farrah’s eyes got wide. There were trees in colors she’d never seen, river banks she could spend a lifetime exploring, and mountains that had the most perfect fog and delightful hiking paths. “Is that heaven?” Farrah asked with a smile.
“The Christians don’t like it much for me to impose upon their buzz words.” The goddess winked. “I prefer to call it… paradise.”
“It looks kind of dull,” Sirena said, then shrugged as Farrah’s jaw dropped.
“It was designed for Farrah,” the goddess admitted. “And I’ll quote you: Home is wherever you are.”
“When she became a tornado, I finally prayed. Not something I really do,” Sirena admitted.
“Trust me, I know.” The goddess laughed.
Sirena’s next laugh was strained. She had read between the lines. She had gotten in here because of Farrah. She wasn’t herself when she killed a man, but she had done it. Not Ava. Not anyone else.
“You can go back to earth. Or take paradise now. You’ve earned it. You saved the world.” The goddess gave a knowing smile to Sirena.
Sirena smiled, the goddess wanted her to feel reassured. Maybe she’d read too much into the form paradise had taken. She took Farrah’s hand. Then she frowned.
She saw Farrah’s eyes were still exploring the landscape. She had to admit it was beautiful. But it was missing Adrick, BMWs, and electric guitars.
“I’ll go wherever Farrah does,” Sirena said with a nod. She looked into Farrah’s eyes. “Although... I want to try and talk you into a life with me, and then we can come back here. When we’re 80, or older.”
Farrah smirked. “Is that a proposal?”
“Wait!” The goddess interjected, “I can send you back, but there is a price.”
Sirena frowned. “There always is.”
Farrah chuckled on the inside. “You’re a lawyer through and through.” She smiled at her beautiful lover.
“It’s nothing you haven’t thought of on your own,” the goddess assured them. “I need you to save the world again.”
“Again?” Farrah and Sirena asked in unison.
The goddess laughed. “Not against ghosts, beasts, or magical Mommy Dearest. It’s more about making a difference. It takes power to return you, and despite what people say about me, my power comes from exchanges. There’s only so much energy in the universe; I have to barter. You also won’t be elemental witches when you return. That particular energy was…” The goddess considered her wording. “…used up.”
“Outside of losing our abilities, which seems pretty big, what’s the price?” Sirena asked.
The goddess smiled. “For Farrah, increased activism. You’d already been to protests, rallies. Do more. Go forth and save the world.”
Farrah nodded with delight.
“For Sirena, you have a couple of options depending on what path you’d rather take.”
“I’m listening.” Sirena was very curious what she could offer the planet that she had already considered.
“You have charisma, political pedigree, connections, or you could use your band as a platform for change. You and Farrah both already feel strongly about protecting nature, protecting human rights, and making the law about true justice, not money. Sirena, you have the potential to go all the way. Maybe even run for President.”
“You think I could be the first woman President?” Sirena considered whether the goddess was serious.
“No.”
“Oh.”
“The first woman President is already in D.C. She’s a legislator. It won’t be long. Although… you could be the first woman President to bring a First Lady with her to the White House.”
Sirena cried. “That would be fucking brilliant!” Farrah hugged her.
“Then you’ve decided?” The goddess turned away from them.
She smiled as the couple discussed. “Take your time.” After a few minutes, she turned back to a smiling, happy pair who were holding hands.
Farrah smiled. “We’ve decided to live. As long as we still get paradise in the end.”
“I…” The goddess paused. “You could screw it up, but I have every confidence in the both of you.”
“Deal.” Sirena extended her hand to shake on it.
“Good.” The goddess left her hanging.
Sirena shrugged.
Farrah frowned. “One more question.”
“Sure. Like I said, I’m in no hurry for you to leave. Most of my conversations are rather one-sided.”
“What about James?”
“Oh…”
“Oh? That’s not much of an answer.” Still a one-sided conversation it seems. Farrah crossed her arms in front of her chest.
“The two of you didn’t die as much as you... ascended? You became your magic. And there’s just enough magic left to reconstruct your physical forms. You never technically died. It’s a loophole.”
“Now who’s the lawyer?” Sirena frowned. “James has a baby on the way.”
The goddess also frowned. “I’m sorry. Dead is dead. I wish I could do something for it, but James turned his life around and died a selfless death. He is in his paradise already. I promise that is the truth.”
Farrah nodded. She squinted. “Thank you for your honesty. Also, is this form of yours…?”
“Yes, I look like your mother.”
“Damn, Farrah.” Sirena winked. “Your mom was hot.”
The goddess blushed.
Farrah laughed and shrugged. “You could stay if you want.”
“Never. No one is as hot as you.”
The goddess snapped her fingers.
☽☽☽
Nine months later.
The Tesla Roadster hummed up U.S. Hwy. 280. Farrah held on tight as the speedometer silently hit 100 mph. She laughed. “Okay I get it! It’s fast. We need to make it to the gig in one piece.”
Sirena grinned as she let off the throttle. “I’m excited for you to hear the new set.”
“You’ve spent a good bit of time rehearsing. I have missed you.”
“Yeah, sorry, the new name means a new look and new sound.” Another band named Witch had sent Sirena and Adrick a cease and desist order. The crescent moon shaped backward C hadn’t held up in court. Sirena and Adrick renamed the band after a dream. WITCH vs. WIT☽H. Sirena squeezed Farrah’s hand. “We’ve both made strides, though. When’s the big protest?”
“Next weekend. And it’s a rally. An awareness rally.”
“Right. I can’t wait to see you rally.”
“You’ve been sleeping better. I noticed.”
“Family law is challenging enough, and it feels good making sure children wind up in the right homes.”
“Your father has really stepped up. Porter, Porter, and Knowles. I’m really proud of you, Richard, and Marcus.”
“Mother calling Dad Dick against his wishes all those years was hard on him.”
Farrah laughed. “You’ve dealt with that well.”
“Yeah. I miss her. Even though I probably shouldn’t. Speaking of parents… can we talk kids again?” Sirena raised an eyebrow.
“Can we talk about marriage again?”
Sirena smiled.
Farrah laughed. “What’s that look about?”
“I love you.”
“I love you.”
☽☽☽
The stage at The Nick was set. WITCH vs. WIT☽H had added piano. Darker songs played back to back with happier fare. Their mailing list had doubled in six months. Sirena was also using the band’s blog to voice social issues and hedge her own personal, and political popularity. Just as the goddess suggested.
Farrah watched as the band finished their staple, the Jinjer cover. It was the first thing she’d heard Sirena sing. She loved it. Sirena walked to the keyboard station, her new, shiny black, faux leather long-coat streamed behind her. By the goddess, she’s so hot.
“This one is my girlfriend’s favorite song.” Sirena motioned to the crowd. “Farrah, would you come up here?”
Farrah walked to the stage mouthing to Sirena, What are you doing?
Sirena answered into the microphone. “I want this to be my wife’s favorite song.” She held up a ring box. “Will you marry me, Farrah Rainwater?”
“Yes! Oh my goddess, yes!”
“Will you sing it with me?”
Farrah nodded. She stepped onto the stage and kissed Sirena.
The crowd cheered.
Sirena played a jazzy piano rendition of “What A Wonderful World.”
Farrah sweetly sang the first verse. At the second verse, Adrick smiled. Sirena nodded. The full band joined in as the song became an upbeat, hard-rock cover.
Farrah cried when she heard Sirena scream.
“...and I think to myself!”
What a wonderful world, indeed.
☽☽☽
After the show, as the band packed up, Farrah got a phone call. She ran to Sirena and Adrick. “Ruby just called. It’s a boy!”
Sirena grinned. She looked at the band who were still loading.
They waved her away.
Adrick nodded. “Go! I’ll catch up!”
Sirena and Farrah each kissed his cheek before taking off in the roadster.
☽☽☽
Fifteen years later.
The Green’s farmhouse had been restored to the grid as soon as Ava was gone. James Earl Green was about to turn sixteen. He watched the election results on TV with his mother, Ruby.
His cousin and her wife appeared on screen.
Sirena let go of Farrah’s hand and stepped to the microphone. She began what would be a historic speech.
“I’m here before you to concede the Gubernatorial race in Alabama. We lost this election, but we fought hard. We were close. So very close. The fact that a lesbian woman came so close to being the Governor of such a historically red state is massive. We’re not done by a long shot. As I concede, I am announcing my bid for President. I stand here before you, a person who has advocated for equality for the last 15 years. A state senator who had a rough past and rose from the ashes. Something I couldn’t have done without my amazing wife and our incredible family. This race is for Farrah, Adrick, Ruby, Marcus, Rodney, James, James Jr., and my dad, Richard Porter. Rest in peace, father. I miss you.
“It’s also for everyone who has ever felt downtrodden or slighted. Can a woman and her wife rise from the ashes? Can we all rise above the legacy our parents left us? I say: Yes, we can!”
The crowd cheered. They joined in chanting, Yes, we can! Sirena smiled at the camera before stepping down from the podium and kissing Farrah.
James Jr. and Ruby cheered. Ruby felt James’ spirit in her heart. She knew he’d be at the crossroads waiting for her when her day came. She picked up the acoustic guitar and slide. The blues isn’t only for sad people, ya know?
The End, y’all.
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Her Name Is Murder (Lady Dreamscapes Book 1) 
On Audible and Kindle Unlimited
“We can’t waltz forever, Grant.”
“We can damn well try.”

She’s got a secret. Can she keep it?


Magical musician Murder LaVoe is tired of running. She’s been running for nearly 500 years. When you don’t age, people take it personally. She has returned 40 years later to her favorite borough in New York City, hoping to finally settle down and hide her secret by taking the identities of falsified heirs. A public attempt on the life of her Rock-N-Roll alter ego, Lady Dreamscapes, and a chance meeting of subservient immortals in need, threaten to take away the life she holds so dear. Can NYPD detective Grant Noble III solve her mysteries in time to save her? Maybe it’s him that needs saving?

Levi Esmund is a Protector of the Ageless sculpted from Clay by Murder’s mother to be her companion. No one knows just how tied the fates of the Protectors are to their charges. Levi just wants a good book, and a hot guy. Maybe, just maybe, he’d like to be a real boy.

Tress is also a Protector. A Trans-woman, and white-out Victorian goth who has learned to excel at glamours and wards. The Curse Of the Ageless prevents her from physically becoming a woman permanently. She’s devoted her life to helping trans-girls in need. Just one problem. She has yet to figure out how to save herself. 
London Calling (Lady Dreamscapes Book 2) 
On Audible and Kindle Unlimited
“Queens don’t cry, that’s for princesses.”

Visions, it seems like everyone is having them.
Anne, Murder, and Levi all share a vision across the Atlantic Ocean and 485 years.
Time and space are crying out, London is Calling.
The future is in peril, Alice Noble…
An impossible structure…
New York is burning...

In the past?
Anne is facing her own execution and the peril of yet another stillborn child.
Only the Boleyn Triumvirate hold the power that could save her and the unborn Alice, But will Mary and George cooperate? Can Mary be trusted?

In the present?
Time traveler “Eustace Black” May very well be the mouthpiece of the Holy Roman Empire.
Tress is charged with figuring out his plan so The Nobles can go to London to meet the tragic and mysterious “watchmaker”. The only magic user who can help them get to the truth.

Murder must face her past once more, up close and in person, as she races the clock to find out what really happened to her mother. 
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