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The Closing Order will give birth to the next few sequels I am starting on, including children’s fiction courtesy of Jessica Bates, granddaughter of Titania Flannigan.
 
A look into the daily lives of the owner(s) of a local Pub in a town just short of Gatwick airport, with a macabre twist. 
Leanne ‘Lele’ Taylor

Foreword
The characters of The Closing Order are based on various fan bases, with a twist
Preface
Titania had been on Earth much longer than your average human. When she takes on a job in the small town of Hookworth she realised her immortal life could have some meaning
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After an ending is a new beginning
The story begins with the ending of a life and the starting point of a young man who is aspiring to follow in his father’s footsteps.

Got to start somewhere
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Ronnie’s decision
 
There was a small town called Hookworth, just short of Gatwick airport. It was for the most part a tranquil place. But on occasions, it would get busy as the community was well known as a ‘stopgap’ place for tourists and other overseas travellers. 
 
Despite being a small place, there was no shortage of hospitality even with the additional people. 
Furthermore, there was a range of care facilities with one of the highest percentages of medical tourists in Britain.  
Despite that, many non-local people had formed unfair opinions on the multifunctional village.
Calling it a ‘place of death wasn’t far off the truth, but not in the way these rumours were being portrayed to the ignorant.
Hookworth had a higher percentage of over 50s in comparison to most areas in South East England. Many of the locals had known each other for years and had grown up around this quaint town. Additionally, many people had moved to Hookworth due to the town’s excellent reputation in care. They had two hospitals just on the outskirts of their town. They also were one of the few villages that provided a decent palliative care system. So yes it meant the town’s death rate was high but understandable. And the benefits to the community outweighed the one obvious inevitability, courtesy of mother nature.
 
In the warm summer of the 1970 ‘Ronnie’s pub and the restaurant was open for business. The owner was in his late 50s and he had been running the place since his teens. He was struggling with his health and was given the bad news that he wouldn’t get any better.
 
Ronald Flannigan, otherwise known as Ronnie, knew he had to retire soon. And had carefully observed which of his two sons would take over for him when he would leave his business. 
He felt sad, not just because of his deteriorating health, but he had seen in the news that morning about a teen girl being found dead in a town just short of Hammersmith. Ronnie scolded himself as he was still alive, unlike that poor teen. He had seen the memorial of the young girl, and photos of her. She looked unkempt just before her passing and the news crew had concluded that she left her home after an argument with her dad. The family had recently dealt with the loss of an infantile family member. 
 
He sighed, now feeling like his issues were minimal in comparison to that tragic tale.
 
He called his two sons over to the counter of the pub.
His oldest son looked quite shabby, he was in his early 30s, but he looked like he wasn’t taking good care of himself. He had gotten another alcoholic beverage from the bar, free of charge, courtesy of his dad. Ronnie rolled his eyes, he knew his oldest child would take advantage of him. He had doubts about leaving his business and life works in the possession of his son Robert Flannigan. 
 
Robert aka ‘Bob’ had issues, to say the least. When he was younger he claimed he saw a ‘monster’ around the time of the loss of a family member. He had not been the same since and his behaviour changed. His family did all they could to support him but never got to the root of his issues.
 
Ronnie, sadly, had to look at his youngest son, Rupert. He was well put together and in his early to mid-twenties. His hair was slightly messy, he had a fresh face and was always willing to help his dad out in the family pub. Ronnie felt guilty, as he didn’t want to unintentionally disadvantage his oldest son by potentially leaving his pub to his younger brother. 
 
But he had to think, while he was still in the earlier stages of his condition, Ronnie was warned that he would slowly deteriorate due to his condition.
 
It was the lunch deal, and Rupert had ordered a corned beef pie for lunch. He had offered to serve that day after he finished his food. Although his dad had a lot to discuss with him.
 
Once Rupert finished his food, Ronnie got the attention of his sons and his wife Valerie stood close by him.
 
He sighed, “there’s bad news on my health, boys,” he said sadly. Rupert seemed to pay attention, while Bob got another drink from the bar.
 
Ronnie continued, “I’ve been warned by doctors that my body is slowly ceasing to function. I’ve already noticed how much my ailment is interfering with me. I can’t continue to run my business. The professionals suspect I have a form of body and muscular degeneration,” he said sadly as his wife held him close. He looked like he could cry, but kept it together as best he could.
 
“They have said I’ll be lucky to make it past three years,” he gulped. Rupert looked devastated, as with Valerie. They knew he wasn’t doing too well, but this was a major shock for the family.
 
Bob seemed to take a swig of his pint, then put the glass down. He seemed worried too and chimed in with his unusual suspicions.
 
“Will, a monster take you away?” The 31-year-old man asked his dad, the family still found it unusual that a grown man would believe in ‘monsters’.
 
Ronnie didn’t want any drama so tried to answer as best he could. 
 
“Well to be fair son, none of us knows what happens when we pass away. You have your beliefs considering you believe in what most would consider fiction,” he said gently, Rupert seemed confused. “Is he on about the ‘monsters’ that ‘hurt’ granddad?” Rupert asked his father and brother. Valerie walked over. “Well no one hurt your granddad, he was very sick and it was his time to go,” she said gently. Bob nodded, “I then saw a monster get clippers out and he pierced my granddad in the chest,” Bob said, his family had heard him claim that for years. They didn’t know how to deal with that, as it had been an issue he brought up since he was 8 years old.
 
“That sounds unreasonable Robert,” Valerie said, looking stern. “How can you say such things when your father is dicing with death?!” She said, frantically upset. Bob scoffed and got another drink. “Once again you don’t understand me, so I may as well just leave!” Bob grunted. 
 
Ronnie was used to this and kept a calm manner. “Please don’t leave Bob. I still have to make an announcement,” he said, sighing gently.
 
Bob seemed to calm down, he had lit a cigarette in the meantime as his younger brother offered him and their mother a drink to calm their nerves. Ronnie had a clipboard in his hands. “I’m afraid that due to my health issues, I have to hand over my pub. I looked over the options. And I feel Rupert should take over after me,” he said as the young man looked shocked. His older son started to scowl. “Wait, you are leaving the pub to Rupe?! He’s barely gotten over his acne. And you want him to take over? Are you mad?!” Bob glared at his dad and brother.
“I’m so sorry you feel that way Bob, but Rupert’s contributed so much to Ronnie’s. While you have been taking advantage of this place. You order a lot of food and drinks here and have shown no interest in the management of Ronnie’s. Instead, you are always sharing your conspiracies to both our family and random patrons about ‘yellow-eyed monsters’ coming to attack and kill people,” Ronnie said knowing it wouldn’t end well.
 
Bob scowled, “yeah because you lot never helped me get past my granddad’s death! You said you tried, but no one did enough! Now I’m being punished for it. And excuse me for making sure your granddaughter is fed while she’s here. I’ll be sure to have her go without next time if my family is that much of a financial drain. Or better yet, I’m out of here. You can keep your shitty pub, and pizza face is welcome to it!”
 
He ranted, his parents tried to step in, even Rupert tried to calm his older brother down. But to no effect.
 
“You’ll be lucky if you even see me, Beth and Louise, again! Leaving the pub to Mr Entitled over there who has no kids and no worries. I’m ashamed to be called a Flannigan!” Bob growled as he left for the door. He turned around and gave his family the finger. They were shocked, Bob had ranted before but this was on a whole new level.
 
“Go fuck yourself, dad!” He swore at Ronnie as he walked out the door. 
 
The family were floored by Bob’s outburst, although Ronnie had to continue with what he had planned. Valerie sipped from a glass of rosé wine that she had in her hand. She sighed, feeling guilty about what just unfolded. 
“was I too hard on him? I know his behaviour is odd but I shouldn’t have spoken to him like that,” she said sadly. Ronnie shook his head, “don’t worry Val, he will come around. I knew he’d take the news badly. He will be back in a few days, heck maybe even a few hours. So none of you needs to worry,” the older man said as he handed the clipboard to Rupert. There was also a custom made badge with his name on it. The young man was shocked and a little nervous. “Are you sure I can do this dad?” He asked Ronnie, the latter smiled.
“Well, got to start somewhere my boy,” he said as he patted Rupert’s shoulder. The young man carefully attached his badge to the green blazer he was wearing. 

Beginners Luck
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Experience has it’s perks
 
 
 
 
It was a chilly September in the year 1971 and two women were entering the village of Hookworth on the outskirts of London. They were not local and were there on ‘business’. They were on the lookout for a place called the ‘Flannigan Arms’.
 
The oldest female seemed a little annoyed and grumbled to the younger girl. “Trust half the reapers to skive off and leave you alone, Abigail” the female sighed, feeling bad for the girl. The teen looked at the brunette, “it’s alright Titania I’m just glad you can supervise me while I get the job done. I would have had no idea how to get here, never mind dealing with the duty at hand” Abigail smiled, seeming both nervous and eager.
 
Both women find the Flannigan Arms after a few minutes of walking. Just as well they were not in a large town or city.
 
“It looks like a pub,” Titania noticed. Abigail suddenly realises an issue. “We might get ID’d, I am a teen…well was,” she said as Titania seemed confident, she assured Abigail that she is always prepared for problems like that. Titania had been on the ‘job’ for years.
 
“you might not have learnt to warp or teleport yet so if all else fails I will transport us to safety. Also, we have ID badges, but I think they may unnerve humans. So it is best not to use them unless it’s necessary. I also have a fake ‘human’ ID. And the heads did make you one too if the worst comes to the worst. We can’t be too careful in this day and age. You will find what you need in your recruitment folder,” Titania looked at Abigail, who seemed happy that Titania was looking out for her. The experienced woman continued to talk Abigail through her assignment.
 
“We should enter the pub and play it cool as we’ve just stopped for a coffee. , I’ll order for us while you deal with your ‘client’. I’ll step in if needs be,’’ Titania suggests and Abigail smiled in agreement. Both the ladies felt peckish so Titania’s suggestion was approved by the younger girl. The older woman grinned, “it’s no use working on an empty stomach. We can order starters, do what ‘needs to be done’ then we should get the main meal. I’ll happily pay, you have enough to deal with” Titania said, Abigail was shocked by the older female’s kindness. “Are you sure Titania?” She asked in disbelief, Titania thought nothing of it, “it’s no problem. I’m happy to assist you with your first time. I was lucky that two colleagues instantly helped me when I first started. I’m merely paying it forward. I’ve been dealing with client’s for years now and I’m happy to answer any questions you may have” she said to the recruit.
Abigail smiled as the two women started to discuss the mission at hand.
 
They arrived at the door of the Flannigan Arms. They noticed the front of the pub was clear, and there was no doorman. To be fair it was barely noon and several patrons looked over at the girls, all with mixed responses. Some of them were surprised as to how well they were dressed and wondered what they were doing in a ‘dive like this’.
 
It seemed the pub was just starting, as there was not much decoration and not many tables and chairs. There were a few patrons, mostly male, who said a friendly hello to the two women. And there seemed to be a few who didn’t seem too keen that they were in the pub, for some reason.
 
Titania knew she had unintentionally made a few enemies over the years because of her ‘job’, so she was used to the odd glare. Abigail however, was not and she was nervous as Titania noticed.
 
The proficient woman was used to seeing nervous fresh-faced new colleagues, but Abigail seemed to have had a lot on her mind.
 
Titania smiled and found them both a seat and looked at a menu handed to them by a man in his early thirties, who seemed to be glaring at the girls. Titania noticed this but tried to pay no attention. Some ‘random’ wasn’t their concern right now. Abigail looked at the notes in her folder and sighed. “Someone in this pub is going to die,” she said knowing what had to be done. “It is my understanding, yes,” Titania said as they saw the guy in his thirties mutter to a server, and the waiter went over asking for their order. He seemed like a polite young man although he did briefly stare a little. The two women had unusual colour eyes, porcelain skin and we’re dressed in smart casual. So their features and attire was something the waiter had never seen before. 
 
So this did not come as a shock to them to have humans react that way to them. 
 
Titania smiled as she ordered a cup of tea, and began to ask about the scones listed on their menu, which appeared to have crayon marks on them. He was more than happy to explain to them their deals and options. He mentioned the scones were decent, but not many people were buying them. Titania admired his sincerity but decided to order them to at least try them.
 
He smiled and left to alert the kitchen staff. Another male was overseeing the staff. 
 
He looked like the other guy in his 30s but he looked about 25 at most. He had a young girl next to him who was no older than three. He goes over to the man in his 30s, they both had messy brown hair although the older males were messier and partially receding. They both had brown eyes but the younger one had a little green in his. The younger one was slimmer too and he had what looked like an important badge on his blazer. The younger man held the little girl close, looking concerned
 
“Bob, I caught Louise using her crayons on the menus again,” the younger male said. Titania noticed the menu she had in her hands had evidence of the toddlers ‘handiwork’.
Bob shrugged looking at the younger man, “well she wanted to say hello to her ‘uncle Wupert’,” Bob replied.
 
Rupert rolled his eyes “More like you want free pints, I’m not daft brother,” Rupert smirked a little and puts Louise down. 
 
“Hey at least she’s brightening up those dull menus,” Bob scoffed. Rupert rolled his eyes, “I would be happy to spend time with my little niece, but I’m busy managing this pub. There’s been a lot of fights recently and I don’t think it’s the right place for her. I’m happy to go to the park with her when I’m not working,” Rupert smiled. Bob tutted, “only because dad let you have the pub when he retired” he scoffed, Rupert has used to his brothers rude and jealous behaviour, “well you were too busy partying while I worked hard for this place” Rupert sighed, Bob smirked, “well you bs keep your wits about you, this place has been getting a bad reputation recently. So you best sort it out before this place goes bankrupt. Our parents will lose out on their pension,”
Rupert sighed “I’m hoping this is because I’ve only just started. I’m a little worried about the future of the family pub.
 
While the men were debating family matters, Louise had escaped again, toddling around the pub. She went over to Titania and Abigail’s table, noticing the marked menu. Louise Flannigan looked at the women “my dwawing pwease,” she said with a bit of a lisp. Titania smiles “hello there young lady, is this your masterpiece? I could always get another menu,” she smiled, handing the menu in her hands to Louise. “Thank yoo” she smiled, deciding to sit with the two women and continue drawing on the already marked menu. The trainee server handed over the orders placed by the females. Titania tried the scone, it wasn’t bad, but it seemed rather dry. 
She alerted the server while Abigail was enjoying her cup of tea. “I’ve noticed that the scones are dry, plus there aren’t many options on fillers for them. Have the chefs considered adding cheese on the top? And there could be more options on condiments,” she said honestly, but kindly. The guy smiled, “thank you for your feedback, we will consider it” he said, still a bit unnerved by the silvery yellow eyes that both the females had. 
 
“It is no problem, I have been baking for years so if anyone needs any advice feel free to ask,” she smiled. The waiter had never had that response from a customer before. Although he had only been on the job for two weeks. Titania looked at Louise, then the server. “Oh and order whatever this little wants, I’ll cover it,” she smiled. The waiter nodded, “of course, but you don’t need to pay for her. She’s related to the pub owner so it’s free for her. I’ll also discount your orders as a thank you for your kindness,” he smiled.
 
Louise showed Titania her ‘artwork’ while the waiter reported back to Rupert. 
 
Rupert noticed Louise was sitting next to the two unfamiliar women. Bob didn’t seem too happy about Louise being near the girls.
Rupert walked over to their table, hoping the new customers were not put off by the outgoing toddler.
 
“I see my niece Louise has made herself comfortable,” he smirked “I was supposed to be managing my pub, but she wants to explore a lot,” he smiled awkwardly. The girls smiled back, “she’s very cute” Titania said, Rupert chuckled, he was relieved that the young girl hadn’t upset his two new clients. Both Titania and Abigail seem to love children, but they had previous tragic instances, as they had both suffered infant losses within their families. One of the main reasons why they would be so warm towards young kids. Rupert was used to playing referee with Louise, as many pub-goers were not as friendly as the two girls. He had to explain so many times that Louise was his niece, and he would end up watching her as her father seemed ‘preoccupied elsewhere’.
 
Rupert was supposed to be managing the pub, not babysitting. But he couldn’t leave his niece alone.
 
Titania smiled as the young girl tried to draw her. “Pwetty” she squeaked, as she drew a circle then added black hair, red lips, a nose and yellow eyes. “So pwetty” she smiled showing Titania the drawing.
 
Finally, it seemed like Bob was going to go over and parent his free-range daughter. However, he looked unnerved and started to corner the two females.
 
“I know your types and you better not be planning to cause trouble in this pub!” He snarled, while slightly stammering, to Rupert’s surprise. He instantly held back his brother and took him away from the women.
 
“Woah Bob, please tell me what exactly that was about?” Rupert looked concerned at his brother’s sudden outburst, this was more than his usual drunken antics. Bob looked a bit fearful underneath his cold outward appearance.
 
“Didn’t you notice their eyes, Rupert?! Well, of course, you wouldn’t you were just a baby when ‘those types’ killed our granddad!” he said holding Rupert’s arm, “hopefully we can save ourselves” Bob panted, there was genuine panic in his eyes. “Well I’m getting Louise and getting out of here before they lure her in,” he ranted.
 
Rupert had just about pieced together somewhat of what his brother was talking about. “Is this the story mum said about you seeing ‘a yellow-eyed monster’ who killed granddad?” He said, remembering that his brother had mentioned this before as well as their mother trying to explain to Rupert. Although she honestly just thought he was mentally unwell. The ‘incident’ seemed to have traumatised Bob. He had slowly got into drinking since his early teens, to block out the memories. Bob looked rather irritated, he felt that once again his concerns had been minimised as a ‘story’. Bob quickly downed the drink he had in his hands, “you must think it’s a joke too?!” He glared at Rupert. The younger brother felt sad for Bob, he decided to get a pint from the bar too. Louise went to go see her uncle and father. Bob quickly scooped her up.
 
Rupert looked at Bob, “what makes you think those two young ladies are anything like the monster you claimed you saw?” He asked curiously, as he genuinely wanted to help. Bob looked over at the girls, who seemed to be having their coffee and scones, and then looked over at Rupert “did you not see their eyes?!” Bob exclaimed. Rupert did notice while he was serving them but didn’t take much notice. He suddenly realised what Bob was talking about though.
Rupert looked at Bob, “I know it’s strange and kind of coincidental. But they can’t be ‘monsters’ I haven’t seen them do anything other than order and be sweet towards Louise,” Rupert said.
“They’re nice,” Louise said smiling.
Bob sighed, “I hope you are right Rupert, or we are all in grave danger,” he said in a panicked tone, he then necked his pint, trying to calm down.
 
Meanwhile, at the other table, the females noted that a local in the pub was assigned for death. Thankfully, it wasn’t Rupert, the pub owner nor his misguided brother, unfortunately for them. “Seems Robert Flannigan has a misplaced attitude towards ‘our kind’ or so he says,” Abigail said to Titania. “Yeah, unfortunately when he was 8 years old their grandfather was set to be reaped. He had reached the end of his lifespan, and of course, you know what had to be done” she explained to the younger female. Titania continued, “however, the reaper in charge was far from subtle about dealing with the old man’s death quickly. I won’t name names but you can easily figure it out,” Titania rolled her eyes. She was close to a colleague who wasn’t always subtle while on the job. Titania reckoned her slightly older colleague ‘spooked the young boy good’ though that was putting it lightly.
“I can read Robert’s life span. He was set to die within the next 10 years, kidney failure, however, this evening may set his lifespan on a different route,” Titania mentioned. “There’s an extension on his provisional lifespan.  So there’s a possibility that he may turn his life around so we must be careful how we handle this shift,” she said while ordering another coffee.
 
Titania also decided to look at Rupert’s lifespan. She was happy to see that he would live a long life.
 
She thought of her former husband Tobias, who died at the untimely age of 28 of a terminal illness. She did take a slight interest in Rupert, however, she didn’t want to risk it. They were both different species for a start, although Titania was a human a long time ago before she came to be as a Grim Reaper.
 
She snapped out of it knowing their focus was the middle-aged male on their list. The younger female continued to read her notes, “He has a list of health issues, although he may not be aware of them. There’s no history of him seeing a doctor about these problems,” Abigail said.
 
Robert was still standing by his table having another pint. Louise was not so keen, so decided to wander off and ended up saying hello to the two customers, despite her father’s fears. “Hello, their sweetie” Titania smiled, noticing the little girl still had her drawing. She smirked a little, “want to see a neat magic trick?” She asked the blonde toddler, knowing it would annoy her supervisor, she often took great pleasure at his expense. 
The young girl nodded as Abigail looked a bit uneasy. Titania placed her sickle on the paper and muttered something. The sickle turned bright purple at the tip, and the drawing seemed to come to life.
Louise was astounded, Abigail looked at Titania a bit worried, “you know the admin will not like that you used the ‘revival’ setting on your scythe,” she whispered fearing her colleague would get in trouble. “Well, it’s not like we have to use it that often. Besides, I always like having a bit of fun with that ability,” she giggled, seeing Louise laugh as the drawing ‘talked’ to her in a slightly distorted version of Titania’s voice. Titania laughed, “remember when I made that colourful animation of the supervisor as I told him where he could stick his annoyingly long scythe?” she smirked at Abigail “I have him wrapped around my little finger as always. Besides this is payback for him traumatising this young girl’s dad when he was a boy,” she giggled as Louise laughed at her funny drawing having a temporary life of its own.
 
She had several ‘animated drawings’ aimed to deliberately annoy her colleague, including one of her passionately kissing a colleague, who was known as a major flirt.
 
“Don’t show that magic trick to your daddy or uncle or it might scare them,” Titania smiled. Louise nodded as the women finished up their starters.
 
Bob realised his daughter had left, he suddenly felt panicked. Rupert tried to calm him down, but he stormed over to the women. “Just what on Earth is going on here?!” He said in alarm as Louise showed him the ‘drawing’. Titania gulped knowing this wouldn’t end well. He saw the animated drawing as it blurted out a lot of suggestive and innuendo based opinions on Bob’s younger brother. The ‘drawing’ continued to let it slip that Titania thought the pub owner, Rupert Flannigan, was attractive. She instantly blushed and put her scythe to the paper reversing the spell, “that’s enough out of you, blabbermouth,” she scolded the drawing.
 
She then looked over at the slightly older man who looked very alarmed. “You ARE monsters! I demand to know just what the hell are you?!” He exclaimed. 
Abigail looked at the death list noticing the random patron in the pub was set to die very soon. Louise got scared at her dad’s temper and ran away to find her uncle, Rupert. But she knocked into a strong looking patron, spilling half his pint. He looked very annoyed and rushed over to Bob. “You keep your bloody child under control! you fat, ugly pisshead!” he yelled at Robert, as Louise cried. Titania kept an eye on her as she saw Rupert must have gone back to his office.
 
Bob lost his temper with the angry customer, “you are one to talk, you are fatter and older than me. And I’m pretty sure your blood type is Carling’s special,” he snorted at the other customer, “besides, my brother owns this pub so you better watch what you say!” he boasted, annoying the other guy further, “well then you owe me a free pint you arsehole!” He yelled as he threw the pint glass at Bob.
 
He ducked, and it hit another patron in the head causing a major haemorrhage.
 
Each spectator gasped in horror, and several tried to help him. But Tanya, who was keeping Louise safe, looked at Abigail. “That’s Percival Green then. Set for death on September 26th 1971, time of death 12:26 pm at the Flannigan Arms,” she said.
Unfortunately, Bob overheard her. “It’s 12:22, he’s not dead though,” he said as he saw how severe the man’s injury was, but it also didn’t help that ‘Percy’ had undiagnosed haemophilia.
“What is going on?! How can you know all this? Unless you planned it!” Bob accused the women. “Nonsense Bob, life planned this event, we are just dealing with the aftermath,” Titania said, looking over at the trainee reaper. “Are you alright Abigail? have you got this, or do you need help?” She asked the first-timer.
“I feel a lot less nervous. Just got to wait for him to depart, then I’ll deal with it” she said confidently, this impressed the more experienced woman. “That’s the spirit” Titania smirked, “no pun intended” Abigail snickered, as she slowly got her learner sickle out.
 
As the ladies predicted, Percival could not be saved, and he slowly let out his last breaths. Titania looked over, “you must wait until he’s clinically dead before acting,” she tutored Abigail. Bob was very alarmed, “so what are you going to do now?” He went from being initially angry to being rather fearful, and didn’t dare make a move and just watched, as Percival slowly ceased to be.
 
“Ok he won’t feel a thing, reap him immediately,” Titania said, shielding Louise from the madness. Abigail placed the tip of the glowing sickle on the late man’s hand, a white light emits from him symbolising the ‘job’ is done. Rupert came downstairs to see what the commotion was about. He was utterly floored and devastated that a patron had just died in his pub. Abigail looked at her folder, “Percival Green, aged 45, died at the Flannigan Arms pub. September 26th 1971 at 12:26 pm. Blood loss, due to being accidentally assaulted by a stray pint glass. Personally reaped by me, Abigail Turner, trainee Grim Reaper. Overseen by Titania Blake, a reaper of the London catchment. Mission finalised!” she said, putting a tick in the box of the paperwork and signing her name.
 
Bob had overheard what Abigail stated. He suddenly felt a bit bad about the ill stuff he had believed in for 24 years.
 
Titania looked over and smiled, “well done Abigail that was perfect,” she said while holding Louise close.
 
“Now I should make sure the person who threw the pint glass doesn’t get away, while the pub alerts the police,” Abigail said. Titania was surprised. 
 
“That’s not your job. But if it will help the pub owner then I think, morally, it’s a good idea,” Titania commended the student.
 
Rupert ran over to Louise, who was curled up in Titania’s arms. He was so relieved his niece wasn’t hurt. “Thank you so much for helping her stay away from that brutality. who knows what would have happened if she was in the middle of that,” he was crying as he saw several service people taking Percival’s body out of the pub. “I’m so relieved it wasn’t her!” he said wiping a few tears away. Louise noticed and ran over to cuddle her distraught uncle. “I’m so glad you are ok,” he sobbed as she cuddled into her. “Unfortunately ‘Percy’ Green passed away and the police are ready to question that man over there, as he was aiming that pint glass at your brother during a quarrel over a spilt beer,” Titania said, as Abigail used her trainee sickle to back the guilty man in a corner, saying she’d ‘use it if she had to’.
 
Bob walked over to Titania sheepishly, “I’ve come to apologise to you two ladies. I badly misjudged you when I had no idea who you were. Turns out you two are not monsters or murderers, but old Johnson over there certainly is!” he smirked, looking over at the cornered middle-aged man. He then gave the guilty patron the finger.
 
“It’s quite alright we get that a lot to be honest,” Titania shrugged, “but this little girl doesn’t belong in a pub. That was too close a call. Giving me and Abigail lost two infant family members, we would rather not deal with child death, ok?” she said, concerned for the girl’s safety. Bob agreed, “of course I can’t keep behaving like this, it isn’t fair on Rupert or Louise”, he said as Rupert walked over, endlessly apologising for everything. 
 
The oldest woman looked at Rupert, “it’s quite alright Mr Flannigan we were just doing our job,” Titania smiled sweetly. Bob smirked, “yeah some job”, he said, as Titania tapped her nose.
 
She noticed Roberts lifespan-extending by at least 10 years thanks to the ‘unintentional exposure therapy’. Bob looked at his brother, smirking and nudging him. “Oh, by the way, Rupe, I think this young lady has it bad for you,” he smirked while holding Louise. He sneaked away, as the patron who threw the pint glass was arrested for manslaughter.
 
Titania just blushed as she looked at Rupert, “well that was an interesting afternoon. Want to sit down and have a drink with me?” She asked. He politely accepted, as Abigail smirked and went to order a drink from the bar. The teen made slightly dirty gestures about Rupert and Titania to Bob, who smirked and agreed.
 
Rupert sat with Titania as he sipped a cold beer. She ordered a large glass of red wine and looked at him, “oh by the way I’m Titania Blake. You might see me again if another fight breaks out. But in the meantime here’s my business card,” she placed the card in his pocket as they sit down to drink.
 
* * *

It’s never too late
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Too late for some
 
Titania sat with the young pub owner Rupert Flannigan after an eventful afternoon helping her colleague. Rupert sighed as he sipped a little of his drink, “our reputation is as good as dead,” he said as he put his head in his hands. He felt a bit bad venting to the young lady but little did he know, she understood a lot more than he had initially given her credit for. She put a hand on the distraught man’s shoulder, “these things happen, Rupert, it’s not your fault.” She smiled. Rupert looked at her, “I’m glad this hasn’t put you off,” he sighed in relief as she looked at him, her eyes glowing slightly silver. “Not at all, we deal with a lot worse at work,” Titania said. “I would explain it more, but I don’t think you would believe me,” she said, smirking a little. Rupert looked at her. “Bob seems to have calmed down, whatever happened when I was in my office seems to have changed his tune,” he said, wanting to know more about the unfamiliar woman. He didn’t want to push his luck or scare her off. Although he did notice how mature and efficient she seemed for someone who looked barely in her 20s. 
She smiled a little, “well we had to take care of something here, there was a prediction of a patron dying here so we had to investigate,” she said as Rupert looked astounded. “How did you two know he was going to die?” He said curiously, Titania knew she had to choose her next words carefully as it was best that not too many humans knew of her work life. She did feel like she owed him some kind of explanation. “We can sense these things, me, Abigail and our colleagues. We knew that man’s lifespan was short and we had to declare his death,” Titania said as subtly as possible. Rupert seemed a little confused, but he remembered his mother saying how traumatised Bob was after witnessing their grandfathers passing. “Aha, because he witnessed Percy passing away, it must have made him feel less anxious towards death. I’m sure there’s a name for it. Kind of like a phobia” he said, Tanya nodded. “Yes, it also didn’t help that one of my colleagues wasn’t. 
subtle when declaring his death. I apologise on their behalf. He doesn’t represent us,” she sighed, her eyes flashing a little silver. Rupert nodded, he couldn’t fully relate as he was a baby when the incident took place.
 
Louise had sat next to her father and had calmed down from the incidents that took place in her uncle’s pub. She occasionally looked over at Rupert and Titania, although Bob suggested she stayed put while smirking. Louise giggled and smiled, “is she my new Auntie?” She asked, her dad chuckled a little, “well, I know Titania fancies your Uncle Rupert so you never know,” Bob said holding his daughter close.
 
Titania and Rupert had been talking for a while, he had never met someone like her. He admired how she and Abigail had handled the incident, although was devastated by the death of the patron. The young-looking woman seemed to be supportive of the new pub owner and they continued to talk. “I’ve been dealing with deaths for years, I avoid talking about my work as it can frighten people,” the yellow-eyed woman said to Rupert, he looked at her. “The incident seems to have changed Bob,” he said as Titania finished her drink.
She was considering doing more reaping in Rupert’s area. There had been several reports on local deaths and was almost certain either she or Abigail would end up taking those shifts because of staff shortage. It also meant she could see more of the owner since they both seemed to like each other.
 
They continued to talk for just over an hour, although Titania had to be careful what she said since her ‘job’ was best to be kept as confidential as possible as not to frighten humans.
 
Abigail, in In the meantime had a conversation with Bob. It seemed to bring him to tears as he scolded himself for neglecting his family. Abigail smiled, “well, it’s not too late for you. My father blew it after my baby sister died, he blurted out in an argument, that the ‘wrong child left us’ and I went missing hours later. My parents went in search of me. And my father found me in the forest, lifeless. 
 
The next thing I remembered was waking up in a secret society after hearing the heart-breaking yelling from my mum and dad,” she said.
 
This made Bob cry more. “Oh goodness, I would NEVER want Louise to ever feel that way, you have opened my eyes. You and your colleague know your stuff,” he smiled a little. Abigail nodded, “of course, although we had to go through a difficult life, and afterlife experiences to get that kind of knowledge,” she said. “I visited my plot in Hammersmith about two weeks after I was introduced to ‘headquarters’ and it turned out I had been dead for three months. Time seems to slow down in the office. And I secretly went to go visit my parents. My dad developed cirrhosis from drinking heavily. He was always a ‘stress drinker’ he took to it a lot when we lost Annabel. So now I fear he got a lot worse after losing me,” she sighed. “I’m sure it’ll be the last time I see him alive,” she said as she sipped a pint of Cider. Bob nodded, “wow, that could have been me had I have never have met you two, I want to be there to watch Louise grow up. And hopefully, if I get my shit together. Beth and I would like to have another child,” he grinned at the thought of getting his marriage and family back on track. 
 
Titania had noticed Abigail was having an emotional conversation with Bob. She knew although they were dealing with sensitive issues, that Abigail had managed to get through to the older man.
 
“It seems Abigail has managed to have a word with Bob, he seems to want to change his ways,” Titania smiled, “I’m guessing she mentioned her family and It’s motivating him to pay more attention to his loved ones,” she said to Rupert. 
 
He was intrigued, “I’m guessing something tragic happened, I overheard that you and your colleague dealt with loss,” he said. Titania nodded, looking quite solemn. “Well I don’t want to interfere, so I won’t ask,” he said gently. Titania sighed, “if you must know, I suggest we order another drink first,” she said, as she had not recalled her background for many years.
 
“I was widowed,” Titania sighed, “I had a love year’s ago, Tobias, but he passed away with a terminal condition, I took care of him. But I didn’t realise that I carried our child until after he died. Two days later, I lost the last connection we had. That charming unborn child was snuffed from us,” she sighed, Rupert felt awful for her. “I’m so sorry to hear that, Titania,” he said, feeling terrible. He questioned in his head if he was good enough for the unique young lady in front of him.
 
Soon enough Tanya had to leave, but she said she would arrange to return soon. 
 
Rupert questioned how he managed to get a beautiful girl like that let alone her wanting to spend any time with him. His previous girlfriends weren’t exactly pleasant, especially the mean Shirley Moore. She was so-so looking, but she had cheated on Rupert on many occasions. He was sure he wouldn’t put himself out there again when it came to girls.
 
But Titania seemed different, he hoped that if he ever went out with her, that she wouldn’t hurt her the way Shirley did.
Titania knew that she wanted to date, and eventually would. 
 
Rupert had met up with Titania on several more occasions at the Flannigan Arms. He felt suspicious since she could sense the death of the locals who were at the end of their lives.
The pub owner thought something was unusual about the girl he was falling in love with.
 
She had continued visiting along with various colleagues. And he had noticed that the visits were connected to someone dying.
 
This made him suspect something that he thought was tantamount to fiction.
 
He considered speaking to the person that everyone thought was ‘stark raving mad’, his brother Bob. He sighed as he felt that he was going crazy, although he was starting to understand what his brother had mentioned for over two decades. 
 
He sipped a cheeky beer and walked over to Bob who was having a pub lunch with his wife Beth.
 
“Woah Rupe! You look like you’ve seen a ghost!” His older brother said as he had never seen him look that apprehensive before. 
 
Rupert sighed, “well I’m not sure about a ‘ghost’ but I wanted to talk to you about your vision you had when you were little. I need to know about a few things,” he said. Bob nodded, “alright little bro, let’s go into a quiet room. It’s quite a long story,” he said as he looked at his wife. “I do apologise Beth, but my brother needs me,” he said. Beth smiled, “completely understandable my love and well done for looking out for Rupert,” she smiled. Bob thought of something, “Louise can come with us, I promise it’s nothing inappropriate. It was about that day that Percy died and a nice lady watched over her, I think Rupert needs some unique girl advice,” he said. Beth seemed confused but allowed it. “Ohhh Titania, I really should apologise for my accusations I threw at you regarding her. It was terrible of me to assume you were cheating on me let alone with Titania,” she sighed. Bob laughed, “I don’t think I’m her type, but she fancies Rupert. Although I think she’s playing hard to get. But given what I overheard about her life, I can understand. But yes of course I’ll go talk to Rupert,” he smiled as Louise walked with her dad and uncle to a private room.
 
Louise babbled away happily as Bob narrowed his eyes, “after all those years of trying to tell the family what I witnessed when I was 8 years old is finally blowing up in your face,” he smirked. Although he stopped when he saw that Rupert looked serious.
He looked at his older brother, “what exactly did that ‘monster’ look like?” He asked Bob. He remembered it like it was yesterday. “He was pretty well dressed for a ‘monster’ he was in black formal wear and his hair was well styled. He seemed serious and said something about ‘taking granddad’ he had yellow/lime eyes which flashed silver on occasions,” he said as he continued to talk to Rupert. The younger man had noticed the woman he loved also had a similar eye colour and features of the mysterious ‘man’ that Bob had just mentioned.
 
Louise looked at the men, “they aren’t monsters, they are nice,” she smiled. Rupert and Bob smiled at the young girl. “She’s an intuitive girl,” Bob smiled. “And she’s right, those two women we witnessed two weeks ago aren’t monsters. And I owe Titania for keeping Louise out of that fight with that turd Johnson,” he scoffed. Rupert rolled his eyes. 
 
Bob smiled, “thanks to them, I understood why I saw what I did and they apologised for the actions of the man who reaped our granddad,” he said suddenly realising he let a certain word slip
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