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“You understand that this is strictly
experimental,” Dr. Fisher said. “And chances of success are very
low – ”

“But it's possible, right?” I asked, biting
my lip.

“It's possible,” the doctor said. “But there
are side effects that we aren't aware of.”

Side effects? A bit of nausea, a headache? I
could handle it. I could handle anything for the perfect health
they promised me. “Doctor, I have terminal cancer. You said this
drug could restore my health. That's all that matters.”

“Let's go into the treatment room,” Dr.
Fisher said. He led me down a hallway that veered sharply to the
left and into a nearly-empty room. “Go through there, please.”

“Okay.”

“Sit there,” he said, pointing to a chair in
the center of the room.

I watched him as he went into a cabinet and
pulled out a baggie with powder in it. Huh?

“I thought you said it was a pill,” I
said.

The doctor glanced back at me. “It is easier
to take it this way.” He measured out a quantity of the powder,
took out an empty glass, and filled it with water. He then poured
the powder into the glass, stirring it with one gloved finger.

“It shouldn't taste like anything,” he said,
coming back to me with the glass in his hand. He gave it to me.
“Drink now.”

I took it in my hands and drank.

Warmth and tingles went through me.

Pressure filled my head until I thought it
might explode.

Then the lights went out.

“Hey, why'd you turn off the lights?” I
asked, my stomach clenching. “Come on, this isn't funny, doc! Turn
them back on!”

“I haven't turned off the lights,” Dr.
Fisher said. “Are you saying you can't see anything?”

Panic made my mouth dry. “Yes! Why can't I
see?”

“Hmm,” the doctor said softly. “That's
strange. No other patients have experienced this.” I heard the
scratch of pencil on paper. “Let me get one of my associates.”
Footsteps whispered across the floor.

An image came to life in my head, startling
me. A man and a woman kissing passionately...in a supply
closet.

“Your associate is a bit busy right now,” I
said. “You may want to wait awhile.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I said to wait. Your associate is busy
playing tonsil hockey with one of the nurses, looks like. Long
brown hair in a braid – ”

“My wife?” Dr. Fisher choked out.
“You're mistaken. There's no way – ”

“Check it out and get back to me,” I said.
This was kind of cool. I didn't like the idea of being blind, but
being clairvoyant? Hell yeah.

I ran through other visions in my head while
I waited.

The doctor returned, panting. “You were
right. That little slut is cheating on me!”

I smiled. “Told you. By the way, you might
want to check the pharmacy on level two. A man with white hair and
glasses is stealing your narcotics.”
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“Are you sure this is what you want,
mistress?” the witch Ida asked Caroline for the twentieth time.

Caroline tried to smile. Ida wasn't the most
intelligent creature around, but she was all Caroline could afford.
“Whatever. Just get moving, okay? I really need to see him again.”
Her voice choked, and she swallowed hard. Losing Tommy was like
losing herself. She was tired of living without him. And she was
especially tired of the lack of sex. Tommy had been very
good in bed.

Ida clapped her hands together and grinned.
“Let's get started, then.”

“Thank God,” Caroline muttered.

The witch Ida pulled out a wand covered in
glitter. She made shrieking sounds under her breath. Caroline's
heart dropped. Was Ida even able to do this?

“I need something personal,” Ida said.
“Preferably your wedding ring.”

Caroline frowned. Of course the ninny
needed something she didn't have anymore.

She held out her wrist. “Take this bracelet.
Tommy gave it to me for our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary.”

Ida's eyebrows flew up. “How pretty. This
should do nicely.” Her cold hands worked the clasp. “This is
perfect, mistress.”

Caroline wanted her to hurry up. She wanted
Tommy back with her. Now.

“Okay, here we go.” She held the bracelet in
front of her, her lips moving, but Caroline couldn't hear what she
said. Ida waved the wand dramatically.

A pop and putrid smoke filled the
graveyard. Caroline coughed, her throat burning. Her heart
raced.

“Just a moment. The smoke will clear,” Ida
said from somewhere.

Caroline couldn't see a thing. “Why does it
smell like that?”

“It's normal. We are among the dead,”
Ida replied.

Caroline watched as the smoke slowly cleared
and a man was revealed.

“Tommy,” Caroline said, stepping forward. It
was him! Her husband!

As more smoke cleared, Caroline felt
nauseous. She was sure she was hallucinating.

The man in front of her wasn't Tommy.

“Honey! I'm so happy to see you!” He rushed
up to her and laid a sloppy kiss on her lips before she could move
away.

She shoved him away before he got any other
ideas. “You're not my Tommy! Stay away from me!” She turned to Ida.
“What have you done?”

Ida looked bewildered. “It should have
worked.”

Caroline got in her face. “Well, it didn't,
you moron! Now fix this!”

Ida frowned. “But I can't. It's
permanent – ”

“But honey, don't you want to be together?
It'd be so wonderful,” the man babbled.

Caroline ignored him. “So you're saying that
I'm stuck with this – loser?”

Ida nodded. “I'm sorry, but yes. It seems
that he has fallen in love with you. Might as well make the best of
it.” She patted Caroline's shoulder and turned to leave.

“This is unacceptable!” Caroline screamed.
“You will fix this! Now!”

Ida looked apologetic. “I can't. Learn to
love him. He's yours.”

And then she vanished, leaving her with the
man that wasn't Tommy.
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The Angel Fiona looked out into the town
square that lay below her. Her people watched her with fearful
gazes. It didn't matter that it was a virus, or that they'd had no
choice. They had to atone for their sins.

She lifted her head. “What has happened
here” – she gestured to the mass grave – “cannot go unpunished. I'm
sorry. I sentence you all to the flames.”

She raised her arms and called down fire. It
lit in the center of the square and spread outward. People tried to
run, but it was useless. They were trapped in the circle.

“You cannot do this to us!” a voice cried.
“It was the virus! Please, have mercy!”

She looked to the man who'd spoken, an
Elder. “You wish for mercy?”

“Angel, please hear me,” he said, going to
his knees. “You bear the virus. You put us here.”

The fire inched closer. Fiona could smell
singed hair and clothing. Some people were rolling on the ground,
trying to put out the flames.

Fiona glanced at him. “That is not true and
you know it.”

“Have mercy,” the Elder said. “But it's
true. You bear the marque.” He gestured to the small dot and
swirling lines on her cheek. “You are the original carrier.”

“You're the one?” a woman asked. “You
started this?”

Anger flared in Fiona. “That is ridiculous!
The marque shows me to be an angel...not a murderer.”

But too many people heard it and started to
crowd around her.

“We must destroy her!”

“She's no angel! She's the murderer!”

“Traitor! You're a fake!”

“Where is our true angel?”

“Mommy.” A child's voice startled her.
“Aren't you the angel?”

Fiona looked down into her daughter's eyes.
“Honey, of course! These people are scared – ”

“Put her in the flames!” the Elder cried.
“If she burns, we know she's not the true angel!”

“Great idea!” Her husband, Duncan, strode
forward, his hair and skin singed black. “Have you tricked us all,
my love?”

“You're all wrong!” she cried. “And you will
pay for this!”

“Unfurl your wings,” Duncan said, his eyes
blazing. No one seemed to be afraid of her now. Her control was
slipping.

“I cannot,” she said. “Not enough room.”

Duncan exchanged a glance with the
Elder.

She found herself being shoved into the
flames.

Her wings caught fire first. Agony ripped
through her, and she screamed.

The fire seared her skin, melting her hair
like wax. The pain was intolerable, and so was the betrayal of her
people.

Her consciousness began to fade.

Clean air wafted past her. People had
stopped screaming.

“You have freed me,” a melodic voice said.
“I am your true angel.”

Fiona cracked her only working eye open. A
glowing woman was addressing her people. No! It couldn't
be!

The true angel chuckled. “First things
first. I will finish you off now.” Her glowing eyes met Fiona's,
and in them, she saw her own destruction.

And then she...was...no more.
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