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Linda jumped and squealed upon seeing the strange woman in her apartment. 

“Whothefuckareyou?” she gasped, suddenly realizing she was naked, jumping around the corner, peeking around because she did not want the mysterious woman to try whatever bullshit she was going to try.

“Linda Kay, I have been waiting for you to realize,” the woman said calmly in a slightly posh British accent. “I intend you no harm.”

“What the fuck did you do with Angel?”

The woman smiled sadly and shook her head. “I did nothing with her. It was...something else.” The woman sighed slowly. “I can only properly tell you so much right now, except she is in a more proper place, a place more appropriate for her.”

“I think we were falling in love,” Linda said with a low rumble out of the back of her throat. “Not much of a better place than THAT!” she snapped. “Give her back.”

“I cannot do that,” the woman said. “She has been dead for a very long time. She shall not return.” She paused. “In time, you will most likely see her again, but not in this Earthly realm.”

Linda gulped. “You say she is dead.” She paused for a moment, thinking, moving from behind the wall despite her nudity. “I...why do you keep saying that? Why did she say that? How could she be with me and be dead? It was all so real.”

“I cannot explain right now. Right now, things are too fresh and too confusing for you. I don’t think your mind can quite take what I will eventually tell you.” Linda opened her mouth to protest, but the other woman held her hand up for silence. “I know you think differently, but your mind is ablaze with questions, confusion, disbelief, incomprehension. Your mind is as clear as your eyesight,” she said with a small, friendly smile.

Linda moved forward a little more. “How do you know about my eyesight?”
“It is my job.”
“And...what is your job?”

The woman again shook her head. “That will also come with time. What you need to know right now is that your friend, your lover, is indeed dead and has been dead for quite some time, and your actions today helped her go to where she was supposed to go most wonderfully and happily.”

“Well, I sure as fuck am not fucking happy about it!”

“I understand. But eventually, I hope to change that point of view.” The woman gracefully stood and took a few steps towards Linda, placing a friendly hand on her shoulder. Linda, despite herself, found it immediately soothing. She felt relaxed. 

“I...I...I...” Linda looked down. Despite her attempts to focus, her mind was relaxing. “I am suddenly drained.”

The other woman nodded, putting her other hand on Linda’s side. “I know, dear. You have been through a lot today. Perhaps laying down would be for the best for a little while?”

Linda half nodded, and half shook her head. “I...I...I...” The room gave a little spin. She rubbed her eyes, closing them for a moment but finding no relief upon opening them again. “Yes,” she said quietly. “I need a lay down.” 

With the other woman’s help, she turned towards the bedroom, feeling groggy.

Her eyes caught the still latched door. 

“Wait,” she paused, slightly slurring her words. “How did you get in here? The door was latched.”

The woman smiled, gently pushing her towards the bedroom. “One of my many tricks I will explain later,” she said. 

“Wait, how did Angel get in here if the door was locked...”

The woman chuckled. “A simple lock cannot stop those no longer alive.”

“I.... I...I...I’m bewildered.” She took a few steps and fell into the bed, face first. “I feel like I am drunk or something,” she said, voice muffled by the blankets. 

She almost immediately fell into a deep sleep. 

When she awoke again, the world outside was still bright—or had turned dark and bright again—for all she knew. It could have been done so many times. 

Her head was more straightforward.

She was still naked. 

Her head lay in the lap of the mystery woman in the tight green business dress, who softly stroked her head. The woman smelled good. 

Linda blinked her eyes a couple of times, trying to get the world into focus. The woman handed her glasses. That helped. 

Linda pulled a pillow to herself, covering herself. “Not that you haven’t already seen the goods,” she said with a little mumble. 

The woman smiled. “I have, but if it makes you more comfortable, I will leave the room so you can get yourself more appropriate. I would urge it, as I intend to take you on a little walk and explain things more to you.”

“Where are we going?”

The woman shrugged as she stood and walked gracefully to the door. “Nowhere in particular. If you are interested in the bike path, we should go there. It is not a specific physical destination we seek, but a mental one.” She smiled again and went out the door, closing it behind her.

Linda did feel more refreshed as she put on some clothes. However, she once again found herself overthinking which race shirt to wear before choosing. 

She found her heart still aching. It was still empty, missing a piece it had just seen. She sat on the edge of the bed, sniffling softly to herself, burying her head in her hands for a moment before collecting herself and walking into the living room. 

A dish of yogurt, toast, and grapes, along with a cup of her favorite tea, awaited her. The woman sat again in the easy chair, smiling softly at Linda as she walked into the room. 

“I know you will say you have no appetite, but I believe you must eat,” the woman said softly. 

Linda nodded, brushed a strand of hair from her eyes, and nibbled on a corner of toast. There was cinnamon on it as well. She took a sip of tea. Honey had been put in it. 

“Thank you,” she said quietly, eating slowly, her mind in soft turmoil. 

As she ate, Linda snuck glances at the woman. She could not determine her age at all, but she seemed a bit older than her, in her mid-50s. She wore her blonde hair in a tight bun, making it impossible for Linda to tell its length. 

She dressed immaculately, but there were no wrinkles in the dress. Though very tight and form-fitting, the dress tasted perfect. Even though the blossom was low cut, a light red shirt covered anything inappropriate. She wore little, if any, makeup, allowing her natural beauty to shine through. Only a couple of very slight lines wore laugh lines at the side of her mouth. The rest of her face was almost flawless, with bright green eyes that held onto her soul, soothing it as she ate. 

“Who are you?” Linda blurted out.

The woman chuckled. “It has been almost twenty hours, and I have not told you, my name. I am Grace.”

“Fuck! What day is it? I think I have to go to work!” She reached for her phone to check her work schedule. 

Grace laid a friendly hand on top of hers. “I have taken care of that. If you do not mind my doing so, I have ensured your days at retail have ended.” 

Linda swallowed hard. “How?” she cocked her head. “Are you a lawyer? You look like a lawyer.”

Grace chucked. “I assure you I am not a lawyer. No, I...come to provide you an opportunity. But it will require quite a bit of explaining. A lot of time.”

Linda sighed and sipped her tea. “That is something I have plenty of.” She took another sip. “Money is not something I have plenty of.”

“As a prepayment for future services, I have deposited an amount into your bank account, which I believe will erase any financial concerns you might have for quite some time.”

Linda reached for her phone again, waiting for Linda to lay her hand over hers again. That did not happen. She opened her bank account application. Her eyes bulged. “Fuck me sideways,” she whispered. She looked up. “D-Ced. That is, you?”

Angel nodded. 

Linda looked at the phone again, her mind swimming. “That is a lot of money. I’ve never had that much money, not in my life.”  She waved the phone. “I’m not sure I feel comfortable with this.”

“Consider it a down payment for future services rendered.”

“How do you know I can...render the services? Are you sure you are not a lawyer? Is this money from Angel or something?”

Grace smiled and shook her head. “It is not money from Angel.” She stood. “Come. Let us walk.”

The fresh air felt good. Most of the sky was blue, though a few clouds dotted the sky here and there, enough to cover the sun, which was good for Linda’s eyes. It would be a hot one today, again, but this morning did not feel too bad. 

“Not a lot of traffic for a Saturday. Are you sure I am OK with work?”

Grace nodded. “I took the liberty to call them while you were asleep. I hope you do not mind.”

Linda sighed. “I have been at that job for almost 20 years, but I sure as fuck was not married to it.” She winced. “Sorry about my potty mouth sometimes.”

Grace smiled. “It is quite all right. You do it when you are only comfortable with someone or quite outraged. We have passed the outraged stage, so I can only assume you are growing comfortable with me.”

“We have not known each other for 24 hours yet...yet...” Linda shrugged. “I guess I am sort of comfortable. There is...something about you.” 

Grace smiled again and held her hand as the two strolled on the bike path, drinking in the natural surroundings. Linda felt the calm come over her again. 

“It is part of what I do.” Grace chuckled a little bit. “And I hate to inform you, it is Wednesday.”

Linda stopped, her eyes growing wide. “I slept until Wednesday. Fuck! My rent is due!”

Grace smiled and pulled her hand to continue walking. “Took care of that.”

“Why are you doing this for me?’ Linda
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