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James remembered Steven fondly. It hurt his heart to picture him dead, lying in his coffin. Poor Steven had been in pain, which he had hidden well from his family. When he placed the bullet in his brain, no one had expected it.

James was fourteen. His brother had been dead three months. It still hurt like hell, remembering all the good times, yet knowing he would never see Stephen again.

2064 was the year; science had mixed with magic. There was a new invention in town, which was only in the beta stage, yet it gave James all the hope in the world.

The invention was called, 'Life Box'. It allowed people to bring back a human or animal from the dead, although they would eventually go back to being dead once again. Yet, for a while, you could potentially have your loved one back. It was the only invention of its kind in the world. The only problem was it didn't always bring back the right person. People had summoned their mother, and a random person of a different race had materialised in their living room.

There was also another danger. It couldn't control whether the spirit that came back was a good or bad soul. Bad souls would want to do harm to the people that had brought them back.

None of James’s family or friends had any idea that he had purchased a Life Box. The man in the shop had looked at him with a questioning expression.
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When he got home, James waited till nightfall to play with his new gadget. He read the instructions twice. He noted how one must think of the person that they wanted to come back for the magic to work.

James pictured his brother’s sandy hair. His big green eyes and shadow of facial hair. He remembered his throaty laugh and soft sarcastic manner.

Perhaps, he shouldn't have prayed. Rain began to pour down from the heavens. It unnerved James as the image of what looked like his brother began to form in the room.

The man that he brought forth had white wings and huge green orbs for eyes. He had a wicked crazed smile. He danced upon his feet.

“You’re the one that brought me here?” said the man, who certainly wasn't his brother.

“I never meant to!” James said apologetically.

“That's okay!” said the winged man, coming frighteningly close to James. “I'll reward you for it,” as he took flight with James in the tight lock of his embrace.

Through the window, James and the winged man flew and down they went with lightning speed. The winged man let go of him, letting James crash to the concrete floor.

James crumpled, all his bones smashed. In his final moments, he thought of only Steven, and prayed to God that he would find salvation in seeing his beloved brother once again.

The winged man didn't have long. In those nights he had on Earth, he killed and caused mayhem.

James's mother and father wept for their son, cursing the day he brought the terrible creature into the world. They loved both Stephen and James. It was a tragedy to lose both sons.

Life-boxes were soon outlawed. The winged man was just one story of the magical box bringing back the wrong person.
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Love is a butterfly with wings easily torn. In a smoky alleyway, I wait for a man named Carlos to pick me up in his car. It's late and the night is cold. But who am I to go against my husband Eric's wishes on a night like tonight?

The city of London is a cold, brutal creature. My husband sent me into the hub of a hungry beast, to become something that I detest. I wait for a stranger.

When the blue sports car arrives, the man that comes out is handsome. He is Italian in appearance, with black hair and fine features.  When our eyes meet, I wonder if this kind of endeavour is normal to him? Does he engage in these activities with women he doesn't know all the time? I wonder what he thinks of me? Does he think I'm a beautiful mistress of the night?

He winks and holds a lingering gaze. He nods for me to get in. I am nervous as I climb in. As he drives off into the night, my heart feels doom lingering with every minute. He drives fast with a carefree manner of someone who is wealthy. His car certainly suggests that he is a rich man.

We drive through the motorway at this ungodly hour of the night. There are so few cars compared to the busy congestion that these roads experience in daylight hours.

When we arrive at his house I freeze like a frightened mouse. He pushes me to walk on. I obey the command and follow him. There's a stone statue of the Virgin Mary: I find it kind of ironic, considering the person I imagine Carlos to be.

We climb a high winding staircase, which leads to his bedroom. The bedroom is old-fashioned with expensive art on the walls. He takes his jacket off and turns on the record player, turning to face me. I feel petrified as he takes the first embrace of the night. As his arms wrap around me, I feel the anticipation of what is expected of me crescendo.

He breathes heavily into my hair. I know that this is one of those do or die moments. Can I really go through with this? Can I happily call myself a prostitute to fund my husband's debts? Am I really still a lady if I whore myself out?

He goes to kiss me on the neck. His lips feel smooth and I can smell his minty cool breath. I feel repulsion and let out a violent scream.

"What!" he exclaims pulling me back from him as he holds me at arm’s length.

"I'm sorry," I say trying to compose myself. I must do this, for Eric. He needs' the money and if I truly love him, then I must do what he asks of me.

"Stupid whore," he says grumbling, he laughs to himself and then pulls me back into an embrace. He begins to unstrap my dress and I feel him slithering his arms around my back and up my legs like a writhing snake. I see him as a hideous immoral creature.

I begin to sob bitterly. He slaps me and I shudder. "You are supposed to be compliant, that's what the man on the phone said I was paying for, now shut up and undress me," he says.

"I just can't do this!" I cry "Please! Leave me be."

He sits on the bed, smoothing his thick black hair into shape. "Whore, you ain't even much of a looker" he sneers, "Get out before I beat you!"

I quickly fly out the room and flee down those stairs at lightning speed. I run out the door like a wild thing. Running for my life into the night! I know I need to keep running for my salvation.  When I finally slow down, the tears swell from my eyes and I howl with shock and fear. I know that in rebelling against my husband's orders I have left everything I know. I just couldn't do it.

To hell with it all; to hell with this lie of a life! I curse in my mind. I realize I do not know where I am. His house is outside of the cities a busy street, down an exclusive road. I soon find a train station and I look at the road sign, I'm in Pinner. It's open and people are waiting for trains.

I know I have to do something spontaneous. What other option do I have? There's no possibility of going back to Eric.

I buy a one-way ticket to Devon. I've never been there but like the sound of it. I have just a few minutes before the first train gets here, then I have a three-hour train journey to Devon. I look at the crisp night that is unfriendly, almost evil. I imagine how tomorrow the sun will set on a new day. I look to tomorrow with hope.

When the gray metallic train stops at the station, I take my seat and hear silence in my mind. A numbing silence of someone who is in shock. I think of Eric's beautiful fine features, his Nordic bone structure, and tall physique. Never again will that man take me by the waist, whisp me off me feet and kiss me passionately. Eric will never say to me that he loves me.

Into a place I've never visited, I go. Away from all the memories that life has given me. I remember my wedding day, the long white dress and the awful purple bridesmaid outfits. I recall the small humble church that I loved and was so proud of because I had dreamt of my wedding day in that church since I was a child. As the city of London speeds by, I whisper goodbye to everything that I've ever known and loved.



Curse of the night.



Outside, the sky was bleak, being grey with heavy clouds lying lazily in the sky. People had their coats zipped up, walking fast to avoid the spiteful chill in the air. It felt like Jack Frost was lurking around. Yet, Moreen sat alone outside the cafe, drinking the bitter black coffee she enjoyed on days like this.

Two girls in their early twenties trotted by, one tall the other short but both stunning. Moreen scanned their miniskirts showing toned legs, their long hair that flew carefree in the wind. As they walked by, the taller one made eye contact with her and smiled warmly. Moreen made a swear sign with her hand, raising her middle finger in the direction of the girls. The tall one looked at her and smiled to Moreen’s annoyance. As the girls walked out of sight, Moreen finished her coffee muttering to herself.

“Stupid girls, don't know they’re born,” she groaned.

Moreen got up and walked proudly down the high street back to her flat, holding her head high. On days like this, her age felt like a black cape of despair wrapped firmly around her.

“Good day, miss?” the man in the kebab shop asked, his face fat with greasy pockmarks.  

“Every day you ask me that,” she scowled. Her small flat was over the fast food outlet. It didn't please her at all that the home she took pride in was above such a tacky food retailer. She'd much prefer to be above an estate agent or a boutique.

“Every day you don't tell
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