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Thank you for reading! Within these pages you’ll find an odd collection of speculative microfiction—historical, supernatural, fantasy, sci-fi – the longest no more than 342 words. 
More of my short stories can be found at medium.com/@heatherewings, or you can find out more about me and my books at www.heatherewings.com.au




Not Entirely Human


There was a pregnancy, so there had to be a boyfriend. 
I certainly couldn’t tell them there’d been no one for months... Just one lonely night in the forest, comforted by a creature not entirely human.
I told them I was going to bring him round for dinner... I told them we’d been seeing each other for a while now, that he was special... Maybe even The One.
When the day of the dinner came I rang up in hysterics, there’d been an accident, he hadn’t made it. I locked myself away, refused to see anyone, gratefully accepted the casseroles left on my doorstep.
It wasn’t until I was showing I made contact, revealed the pregnancy, claimed I’d been too lost in grief to register the missed periods, the sore breasts, the vomiting that must’ve been morning sickness, not heart break.
If the babe had looked normal I might’ve got away with it, but that faintly green skin, those too-big eyes... every one knows they’re the mark of the fae folk.
Everyone knows I lied.




One Wish


The newborn was placed on her mother’s stomach, sticky and pink as a watermelon. 
Her fairy godmother hovered above. ‘What do you wish for her?’
‘A life free from anxiety.’
The magic wand was waved, and the fairy smiled. ‘Done.’





Shadows


The sun set, casting long shadows Ella liked to play in. The creatures of the dusk joined her; creeping, creeping, leaping, creeping. But night came quickly, and the dusk creatures feared the night. They said farewell and Ella returned to her parent’s hearth, safe from the silent stalkers who feared the dancing flames. Life had always been this way; her parents never ventured into the dark, nor theirs before them. Now Ella patrolled the fire’s edge, her bow notched and ready. Her children would need no fire for safety, her dusky friends would have nought to fear. 





Rescue


The man jams a stick in the creature’s side. 
Blood wells, but he cups his hand under its chin, catching tears that solidify as they fall, forming perfect crystals.
He holds them out to Rin. “Two thousand yen.”
Rin shakes her head. “I didn’t know.”
He grunts. “The samebito? It’s a monster. Doesn’t feel anything.”
All day, Rin watches.
When the man has a break she unlatches the cage.
“You’re free.”
The samebito’s eyes water, crystals spilling, bouncing on the ground to ping against the metal bars.
“Thank you.” She whispers, taking Rin’s hands to cry into them.
“Thank you.”






Who Caught Who?


A crow landed on the railing. 
“Watch.” Aito nudged Eiji, and held out some meat.
“It won’t come that close,” Eiji said.
It did, snatching the meat and swallowing it whole.
“Bet you can’t get it inside.”
Aito eased the door behind him open and crept backwards, holding out another piece of meat.
The crow’s head tilted to one side.
“Come on,” Aito murmured.
It hopped through the door, and Eiji pulled it shut.
“Got him.”
Laughter echoed. Suddenly there wasn’t a crow with them, but a man.
“Karasu-tengu!” Eiji gasped.
“Yes. And I think you’ll find, I’ve got you.”





Christmas Wedding


Elizabeth ran her hands over her grey woollen skirt. Butterflies danced in her stomach and she dismissed them; foolish, at her stage of life. John was a good man. There weren’t many who would take on a widow with five children. And he helped with young Henry when others averted their eyes, unwilling to take in the boy’s enlarged head, laboured breathing, or the fact he could not sit properly despite being three years of age. 
She glanced at the small gathering. Pastor Lelean had been kind to give up his home on Christmas Day, of all days. He held Robert in his arms, the lad squirming to get down and run around with the other children now he’d finally found his feet. Mrs Downey held Henry, and Elizabeth’s heart warmed to see her son was managing to hold his head up today. Lizzie, Sarah and Thomas were running around with the Downey children.
“Are we ready?” The Pastor asked.
Elizabeth nodded, and the group moved inside to the parlour, where the Pastor conducted the ceremony.
It went by in a blur, first John and then Elizabeth repeating their vows of honour and commitment.
When it was done Mrs Downey wrapped Elizabeth in a congratulatory hug. Miss Westwood shook John’s hand. Only Thomas stood back, a frown on his face.
Elizabeth reached out an arm to him, and he raced over, burying his head in her shoulder.
“I know you miss your da,” she said. “And John won’t ever replace him, but he’s a good man. He’ll look after us, and we need that now.”





Weaving Fate


‘Hmm…’ Grandmother Fate peered across her shimmering web. ‘This story… and that story…’ She stretched out her long limbs, pulling the sticky strands together, weaving them in and out, close here, further apart there, tighter and tighter until they became a single thread. 
On earth they bumped into each other, his daughter’s icecream leaving a sticky smear on her dress.
‘I’m so sorry.’ He offered her napkins to wipe herself down.
‘It’s fine.’ She accepted them, cleaning away the worst of it. ‘Not like it hasn’t happened before.’ She nodded to her sleeping toddler in the pram, and glanced up to meet his gaze.
Their eyes sparked, faces flushing as each turned away.
‘My husband — ’ she began.
‘My wife — ’ he explained.
They bustled away, too scared to look back.
In the heavens Grandmother Fate smiled. ‘One day,’ she promised them. ‘One day.’
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