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Din’s name was
well-earned as his clicking segmented tail was getting on my
nerves, which were already on edge from having the pages turned too
quickly for me to read them.

“Din!” I said
exasperatedly, after another click turned the page I’d barely
started.

Din looked at
me as only a cat can – oh, it’s you, what do you want?

Leaning
forwards, I lifted his shiny segmented metal tail up and moved the
pages back to where I’d lost the thread.

Din’s eyes went
back to looking out of the window past my pots of blue
forget-me-nots into the moonlit evening. I hoped the rain stopping
had helped Callie.

“They here
again?” I asked him, hoping, wishing, for a negative
response.

A particularly
strong flick of his tail caught my hind and stung it. Yes, they
were here again. It was going to be a long night.

How long since
last time? ‘Never long enough’ my subconscious informed me.

I joined him in
looking out the kitchen window. With it being winter the branches
were bare of leaves, but strange upright silent black things seemed
to be infesting the tree. I knew exactly what they were – crows.
Nasty black birds that only meant one thing when they silently
congregated outside your window – they wanted you for something and
didn’t care who died, just as long as the job was done.

Unfortunately,
they knew exactly what to do to make me carry out their judgements.
I just didn’t like what they did to Callie.

I considered
letting Din out to ‘play’ as he had a hate-hate relationship with
all birds, and especially those crows, but I felt it better to keep
him in reserve and see what was wanted of me.

Glancing up at
the clock, I saw Callie was getting late. I hoped she’d be back in
time. I went back to looking at the book pages on the table but
couldn’t focus on the words.

“Gah!” I said
frustrated and got up, startling Din, his grey furry wings ruffling
annoyedly at me.

Just then I
heard the familiar sound of a motorbike and breathed a sigh of
relief I hadn’t realised I’d been keeping in. Callie was back but
if she got blood on the carpet again…

The bike engine
died with a rattle and I heard boots walking up the gravel path to
the front door.

Putting a
day-glo orange post-it on the page I’d looked at but not read for I
didn’t know how long I closed the book and said, “Come on,
Din.”

He looked at
me, torn between the crows and greeting Callie. With a look of
distaste at me for making him choose, he leapt off the windowsill,
opened his wings and glided down to the floor, giving my ankle a
painful slap with his tail in the process. Which reminded me – I’d
have to do something about it before we left.

When we got to
the hallway Callie was leaning against the wall. Her black leather
jacket and trousers were wet from the previous rain, her black
helmet dangling from one hand, her sheathed Katana in the other,
and her short ginger hair flat against her head. I started to smile
until I saw red drip from her chin. She was injured.

“What
happened?” I asked, hurrying over.

She turned to
look at me, her make-up was smudged, and an angry red gash marred
her left cheek.

“Jesus,
Callie!”

She sighed and
turned her face more so I could see the extent of the wound.

Down by my feet
Din pushed by me and rubbed himself against her heavy biker boots,
purring.

I held her chin
and clucked at the sight of the thin slash from her ear to her
chin. It looked clean which was always a good start - poison was
such a pain in the neck to deal with.

“I’m sorry,
Ev,” she whispered, dropping her helmet to the floor with a bang,
but carefully resting her katana against the wall.

“Claw?”

“Tail.”

Brushing her
wet hair back, I pecked her on her forehead and said, “No worries.
Let’s get it, and you, cleaned up.”

Making sure the
front door was closed and locked I told my heart to slow down – she
would be fine - and followed her and Din to the bathroom.

All
business-like I swept my shoulder-length black hair behind my ears
and pulled out an antiseptic wipe from a box by the mirror. I
ignored Callie’s hisses from the stinging it caused - it was for
her own good.

Thankfully I
was right in thinking it was clean. When that was done I wiped her
make-up off. I thought I’d better do it as she’d just use all the
wipes up in one go.

When she was as
clean as I could make her I put some healing cream on the wound and
started the shower running.

All the time
Din sat on the floor, his metal tail idly tapping it with metallic
ping noises.

“Any other
injuries I need to know about?” I asked jokingly, hand on hip.

She shook her
head, no.

“Did you kill
it?”

“I wouldn’t be
here otherwise!.”

She sounded
offended at my query.

That’s my
Callie. I smiled and said, “Ok, let’s get this gear off you
then.”

I undid her
knife belt, noting that they were still all clean and present and
then helped her unzip her jacket and trousers. Underneath she wore
a sports bra and leggings. The bra was necessary as I’d call her a
‘cuddly-sized’ girl and she didn’t want anything to get in the way
while she was fighting.

Steam from the
shower filled the room and Din made himself scarce with an annoyed
glance in my direction. I just stuck my tongue out at him. His tail
was rustproof, so he really had nothing to worry about.

How best to
tell her about the crows?

I let her
undress the rest of the way and got some towels ready for when she
finished.

“You coming in
with me?” she asked when she was finally naked.

“I’d love to
but…”

“What?”

“We’ve got
visitors outside.”

Looking at me
her head cocked to one side.

“Crows?”

I nodded.

A look of
distaste crossed her face. “Monsters I can deal with but those
things give me the creeps. Why can’t they leave you alone?”

I shrugged a
reply.

“I’ll be
quick,” she said.

“Thank
you.”

I slid my arms
around her, grabbing her ass cheeks and squeezing my more slender
form in washed-out pale blue sweat top and black leggings against
her gorgeous breasts and curvy body. I kissed her, pushing my
tongue past her soft lips and finding her as eager for me as I was
for her. Reluctantly I stopped and pulled away. My tongue promised
her more, much more, later. “Make yourself beautiful for me,” I
whispered.

She smiled
back, “Ok.”
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By the time
Callie had finished I’d cleared the books away except for one,
making sure to put the one with the day-glo orange post-it on top
of the pile. All the time Din had been sitting on the windowsill
watching the crows congregate, his shiny tail flicking from side to
side.

The kettle came
to the boil and I made us both cups of tea.

She sat down at
the table in a fluffy white robe, her hair wrapped in a white
towel. My nose enjoyed her smell.

“Any idea what
they’re after?” she asked.

I placed her
tea in front of her and sat down.

“Nope.”

Her wound had
already healed just leaving a faint white mark on her cheek. It was
only visible if you knew what to look for. It matched the others I
knew all over her body. It’d be easily covered with foundation.

“How long have
we got?” she asked, sipping her tea.

I glanced out
the window. All the branches seemed to be covered with silent black
watchers.

“Not long.”

“You decided
what to wear?”

I smiled,
“Yes.”

“It’s not short
is it? You know–”

“No, it’s not
short,” I interrupted her. That was a fleeting, but very enjoyable,
experiment.

“Good.”

We sat in
silence sipping the tea, nonchalantly waiting for the other to
crack first.

She knew I
would.

“I, um… thought
this,” I said, breaking the silence and pointedly ignoring her
triumphant grin.

I opened the
book in front of me to the correct page and turned it so Callie
could have a good look at the picture.

Her eyes
widened satisfyingly and she looked at me. “Really?”

I nodded
enthusiastically. “They won’t know what hit them.”

“But what about
my knives?”

I reached over
and tapped the picture. “Bag.”

“Well…” she
said undecidedly.

“You can fit a
lot more in there than just knives.”

“Yeah,
but…”

“For me?”

I had her
there.

“Ok,” she said,
reluctantly.

“Good. It’s
decided then.”

I leant over
and kissed her on the lips. “It’ll be fun!”

“One day you’re
going to have to tell me the thing you have with those guys.”

She was right.
But selfishly I still wanted her love.
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I finished my
tea and got up. “Din!” I called over to the bird-watching cat.

He glanced over
at me from the windowsill wondering why I was bothering him.

“Here,
boy!”

I tapped my
black leggings and left the kitchen knowing that he’d reluctantly
follow me.

Callie
indicated the open book at me with questioning eyebrows.

“I’ll do that
first, then sort Din out,” I said.

“Ok.”

Down the
hallway I entered our bedroom and went up to a large imposing
wardrobe made from shiny dark wood. Imagining the dresses I wanted
I whispered a few words and a flash of bright white light clearly
outlined the closed doors.

“You ok, Cal?”
I called out to my partner in the kitchen.

“Yeah. You got
them?”

“Yup.”

I was relieved
it had worked. I never knew if something like this would tip
her.

“I’ll be right
there.”

“Ok. I’ll sort
Din out.”

Din looked up
at me, suspicious that his name was used, but I ignored him. I
opened the wardrobe door for Callie and headed to my workroom.

A few doors
down the hallway was a pale wooden door. Opening it I turned the
lights on. To one side was my bench which ran from the door to a
black-out curtained window – I didn’t want anyone looking in to see
what I was doing. On the other sides of the room were a variety of
drills, lathes, and other machinery for the creation of mechanical
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