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Wow, it’s been ten years since I first created Annie and Danny and their various adventures as freelance magicians!

Their first story, The Next Big Thing, was published in 2016 in Intersections: Six Tales of Ouija Horror from Howling Unicorn Press. 

Looking for Mrs. Peepers was published in the Abandon Anthology from The Great Lakes Horror Company. 

‘Twas Brillig was written specifically for an Alice in Wonderland anthology, but the editor didn’t like the story.
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All three stories were published in the collection  Dearly Departed from The Great Lakes Horror Company. 

For the past year, I’ve been working on a novel called The Astonishing Annie which takes place a few years after these stories end. 

It seemed like a good idea to republish these stories so that you can become familiar with Annie and Danny and their magic. 
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I do not and have never used generative AI to write, edit, or format my stories, books, blogs, or posts. I love to write and don’t know why I’d let a machine do it for me!
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The Next Big Thing
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I’m trying to get this down as quickly as I can just in case there’s no other opportunity to share this warning.

Quickly I’ll note that I’m on one of those million-mile bus rides from Toronto to Boston. By car, it’s about eight hours. By bus, try about twenty-three.

It’s hell sitting here, literally. I’m sweating to death and I’m lucky that I’m rather small. I’m wedged between two rather large men who have already succumbed to the lurches and sways of this behemoth we’re strapped into for the next thousand years.

It was my petite frame that drew him to me. That I knew for sure. I lured all men and ladies with my oddly thin body and exotic pale face. I’ve been this way for a couple of years now so I know that my seat mates are appreciative as they snore in the darkness. A regular-sized woman would have made this leg of the journey a sweaty crowded nightmare.

However, I’m grateful to be in the middle, kind of squished around while dudes are snoring on either side of me. I have a flashlight pen so that I don’t wake up the whole damn bus with my overhead light.

As for using a phone or laptop to record this tale of dread, I wouldn’t trust any of them. The spirits travel through electricity. Autocorrect is but the tip of the iceberg of the havoc the spirits could create through our addiction to technology.

No. I’m writing this tale in this Star Wars notebook I bought at the dollar store and hope that it will be found one day. I may have a chance to finish my story. I may not. However, first, the story needs to begin.

Perhaps introductions are in order in case a stranger happens upon this opus.

My real name is Felicity Alice Brown. Yes, I know, exciting. Not many people know me by that anymore.

Around age fourteen, I had acquired the nickname Fleeceya. Kind of a long story. Don’t need to get into it now. There’s no time to be kicking cans down that particular memory lane.

These days, well, at least until yesterday, I was part of a two-person “entertainment show|” called Danny and Annie. We’ll blow your minds. 

For about two years, our shtick was to perform mentalism and magic illusions anywhere that would have us. We did great around Toronto and even travelled for a while. But, as happens in the magic industry, people want bigger and better.

You can wow them by reading their minds yet it’s never enough.

There always has to be more to the act. 

For two years, we rode the wave of being a new gig in town. We were on talk shows, radio shows, podcasts and performed everywhere from amusement parks to yachts for rich lawyers.

We both knew, however, that we had to keep the act fresh. We always had to be bigger and better. There had to be something unique. Something simple yet obvious that we hadn’t tried yet.

But wait, I’m getting ahead of myself for those of you who don’t know me yet. Lord knows, I doubt I’ll ever have any children to find this book. I may perish as I write this or I may live another sixty years. For goodness sakes, I’m only twenty-eight. But man, I feel like I’m ninety-seven right now. My back is hurting already from writing all curled up like this. However, I prefer the bookend comfort of these two unconscious men then have to face a row of empty seats by myself.

I know they are in here. On this bus. I can feel the shift in energy as they coast along the bus, patrolling it as invisible armed dogs, sniffing as they sense me nearby. Their spindly black fingers can’t reach me nor can they pollute my thoughts as I huddle beneath the men’s own protective auras. As long as I don’t piss off the men, their sleeping auras will keep me safe. 

I never let it leave my sight. That wretched board is tucked into the seat pocket ahead of me. It’s wrapped in tinfoil and then in a cloth. I won’t leave it in a suitcase or knapsack. Nope. That thing has proven I have to keep my eye on it at all times. At least until I get there. I reach my hand out again to stroke it. To be certain the rough crackle of tinfoil lies beneath the cloth. 

Yes.

It is still here.

It is contained.

And they are waiting for it just on the other side of these twin flesh mountains.

So that’s what I’m dealing with while I try to get this story down. 

I hit Toronto when I was about sixteen. Typical small town girl yearning for the big city kind of thing. I got sick of my mom’s hoarding ways and hadn’t seen dad in ages. Now, when I say hoarding, I don’t mean a collection of dolls or hats or books. I don’t even mean those people who have boxes all over the house and stacks of magazines with an inch of dust on top. Nope. This was full on reality TV-style, stinky, perilous hoarding. 

And the only reason I bring this up or even want to remember any of it is that, as in all shit, a flower must grow. I discovered my love of vintage wear, of pinup girls, of black and white movies and musicals, and the sweet simple eras of perceived innocence. Perhaps it was actually stupidity but there was a type of innocence paired with great fashion in Western world culture that hasn’t been seen in decades. These days, people are too jaded from seeing and knowing too much, often from their internet surfing, and then there are the fragile little babies, the special snowflakes, who want to be protected from the jaded ones. 

At any rate, when I was little, I often dressed up in the antique clothes of great-grandma and paraded around the house, back when the hallways were paradable. I loved the weird little hats with netting, the rectangle snap purses, swing dresses, and high-heeled pumps. I often wondered if I’d been born in the wrong time, and certainly, to the wrong parents.

But dress-up time was the only portal to happiness in that pit of hell. I left Lucan before I finished high school.

At any rate, once I hit Toronto, I ended up in some hostels and stuff as I navigated my way through a new city and into a new life. Everyone has a skill or two and I began to understand what was mine.

Everything became crystal clear to me when I bumped into him at the intersection of Yonge and Dundas. It was like my life’s purpose snapped into focus with that literal bump. I didn’t quite understand what it was or what to even do about it at the time, I was only aware that there had been a “disturbance in the Force.” I stood, shaking my head, trying to see past the bright light that had momentarily blinded me. He kept on walking; his mind obviously on loftier sights than noticing an androgynous skinny little street kid in torn overalls, short cropped blond hair, and oversized Doc Martins. I turned to look at him, my gut telling me to follow him.

So I did.

It was late morning, one of those gorgeous spring days where the welcoming sun beams down from the heavens, declaring that all answers will be revealed in the growing buds on the trees. I had spent the night huddled in a doorway with everything I owned. It beat the stink of the group homes and shelters. As the sudden spring took hold of the city, hugging a blanket in a doorway for a few hours as the sky shifted from black to blue to orange wasn’t too bad at all. As long as people left me alone, doorway naps were all I needed when spring fever hit.

There was one of those annual 420 events at Dundas Square and the stoners were already wandering in. As I followed the man, I enjoyed the sweet scent of bud in the air. I was amazed as I stared around the growing crowd of people lighting up bongs and joints. There was a large stage set up at one end of the square, flags celebrating weed, and banners for various sponsors rippled in the breeze.  While I followed the medium-sized man with the slicked back white hair, there was a lady protester on stage, yelling into the microphone about why pot should be legal while others on stage with her blatantly smoked up. There
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