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Wow! Last day of school! Forever! We could finally have some fun. No more school books. No more study. Well, until we start university in February. That is, if we get in. My friend, Maryanne Mayfield, and I were hoping to be accepted into the University of Queensland. She wanted to be a pharmacist and I wanted to do something with chemistry and/or mathematics, perhaps a high school teacher. We both got Very High Achievements in all our subjects at school so were hopeful of getting our first choices. Many of our subjects would be in common so we still would see a lot of each other and have the opportunity to study together.

I spent most mornings continuing to learn to drive and most afternoons at the pool with Maryanne and some of our other friends. We went to the cinema a lot at night to catch up on all the movies we missed while studying for our finals. I got my driver’s licence at my first attempt. My aunt, June, was very proud of me.

Then one day, Maryanne began to act strangely. Her moods became quite erratic and I started to wonder if she was taking drugs. I couldn’t imagine it as I had known her since prep. Instead of going to the cinema at night time, she wanted to go in the mornings. If the movie was on only at night, she would go only if it finished before 9 pm. She would not answer questions about what was going on. She denied everything and said that nothing was wrong. One morning she would be so happy and bubbly, beautifully groomed and dressed and another morning she would be so depressed, she refused to do anything fun. 

She finally admitted that she had a boyfriend. She would answer no questions about him and would not divulge any information about where she met him, what his name was, why he never came with us on our fun excursions, or why we never got to see him. She wouldn’t even tell me what he looked like. 

Then came my seventeenth birthday and you know what happened to me after that. I was so busy with the demons that I didn’t give Maryanne a thought except for when the OP results were released. She had gotten a two, the same as me. She texted me in early January to say that the QTAC Offers were out and that she had gotten her first choice of Bachelor of Pharmacy at the University of Queensland. I grabbed my aunt to drive me to her house to collect my offer. I got my first choice of Bachelor of Science majoring in Chemistry and Mathematics at the same university. I texted, ‘Congratulations’ to Maryanne and told her my result. That’s the last time I heard from her until we started university in late February.

I made time to write in the Calder Chronicles all that I had learned through this mission of battling the demons. On the page that showed the image of the demon, I wrote instructions on how to kill and dispose of their bodies. I also added images of the upper demons, so future generations of Calder witches would be able to recognise them. I wrote about all the spells I had learned and how to implement them, how to find and close portals. The scrying crystal was added to the box, which was secreted in the concealed room at my house. Instructions on how to find this room were not written down in the Grimoire. I planned to pass on this information to my eldest daughter, when the time was right. If something happened to me before this occurred, I trusted that she would be given the information the same way I learned of it, in dreams.

June went back to work as a surgeon, transferring to St Andrews Private Hospital in Ipswich, and Josh went back to his job as a physiotherapist at the cardiac rehabilitation centre. 

The wedding of the year came the weekend before we were to start university. Josh, Steve’s father, was marrying June, my aunt. They were a perfect couple, so much in love. She was stunning in a white, figure-hugging, satin gown which showed off her slim figure to perfection. Her blue eyes sparkling beneath the Chantilly lace veil covering her shoulder-length, black, curly hair and face. She carried a bouquet of red roses. Josh looked very handsome in his black morning suit covering his athletic build. He was 183 cm tall with dark brown hair. Steve, Josh’s best man, also wore a black morning suit and he looked so mouth-watering, 180cm of deliciousness. His thick, shiny brown hair curling at the top and just touching his ears at the sides, brown eyes, long curling eyelashes, straight nose, dimple in his chin, kissable lips. Oh, how I wished that it was our wedding even though we had agreed to wait until I had finished my education as I was so young. I was June’s maid-of-honour, wearing a red, slim-fitting dress which really showed off my honey-blonde hair. I carried a bouquet of white roses. It was a lovely service conducted by Father Luke, our very good friend who had helped us immensely in fighting the demons. He had become a regular visitor to our house, our friendship deepening the more we came to know and understand him. I had become a more regular attendee at mass since our run-in with the demons. 

I was so happy to see June glow with happiness. She deserved this as she had dedicated her life to looking after me when my parents were killed in a car accident, which I found out later was no accident. My parents had been run off the road deliberately. This was Josh’s second marriage and he had raised Steve alone after his first wife had died many years ago. Josh was a shifter and had expected to live the rest of his life without marital love as shifters very rarely find true love again after their soulmate had died. After the reception, they headed off on their honeymoon while Steve and I moved the rest of his gear into my house so that Josh and June could come home to their own house without anyone to invade their space. Most of his gear was already at my house because we had all moved there after the demons raided Josh’s house and took the scrying crystal. Josh had moved back home with June but Steve had stayed on with me. June rented out her house in Brisbane.

With the money that she had been collecting from renting my house for twelve years and the money that my parents had left me in their wills, we had enough to renovate the house and support us until Steve finished his degree and got a paying job. The first thing done in the house was sound-proofing the main bedroom. Told you!  I bought a king-size bed to fulfil Steve’s wish. A double garage was erected at the side of the house, at the end of the driveway. The builders kept trying to talk us into building under the flat as there was so much room there. Looking through the battens, you could see the stumps under the house and open spaces between. The secret room was cloaked and so was well hidden.

I headed off to university on Monday. When I saw Maryanne for the first time in class, I did a double-take. You wouldn’t know that this was the same girl that I had grown up with. She was always a beautiful girl with long, dark brown, curly hair, blue eyes, symmetrical features, lovely figure and long legs. Her make-up was always immaculate. Now, her hair was greasy and unkempt, pulled back into an untidy ponytail, her clothes not ironed and very creased, and dirty. I couldn’t talk to her in class as this first class was very important to find out what was expected of us and what we needed.

Straight after the lecture, I grabbed her arm as she was trying to slip out the door to avoid me. I took her to a quiet area despite her objections of having to go to the next lecture.

“What is going on with you?” I asked her.

“Nothing,” was her reply. She looked absolutely miserable.

“Come on, Maryanne, spill. I have known you nearly all my life. I love you. I want to help you.”

She began to cry. “You can’t help me.”

“Try me.”

“You don’t understand.”

“I know I don’t because you won’t tell me!”

“I’m pregnant!”

“Well, that’s not the end of the world. Lots of people have babies. What did your boyfriend say about it?”

“He hasn’t come to me since the day before New Year’s Eve. I didn’t even know that I was pregnant then so I haven’t told him.”

“Why haven’t you contacted him since then?”

“I don’t know how to contact him.”

“How did you arrange your dates?”

“He just came to my place. I never knew when he was coming so I stayed home every night waiting for him to come.”

“What kind of guy is he? I don’t understand why you put up with that. Why didn’t you stand up for yourself? Did he treat you well?”

“Oh, Mandy. He was the best boyfriend a girl could ever hope to find. He was my first sex partner but I’m sure that no-one else could come up to anywhere near his expertise. He knew just what I wanted and fulfilled my every desire. I don’t know what I’ll do if I never see him again. I will never be able to be with any other man after him. You can’t believe how he made me feel. When I was with him, no-one else existed. When he didn’t come, I was devastated and found it hard to function.”

“That explains your mood swings before Christmas. Why didn’t you tell me about him?”

“He told me I was to tell no-one. This was our secret. When I asked him to meet you, he got angry and didn’t come to me for several days. I hated that, so when he came back, I never mentioned you again. I didn’t want to lose him. I love him so much.”

“I’m sorry, Maryanne. I’m sorry that you have to go through this. Do you think that something has happened to him?”

“I don’t know. The last time he came to me, we made love more ardently than ever and everything was wonderful. I didn’t upset him so I don’t understand why he hasn’t come back.”

“Have you contacted the police? Checked the hospital to see if he has been injured?”

“No, I can’t. He told me I wasn’t to tell anyone. I’ll just have to wait for him to come to me again. He hasn’t left it this long before but I know he will come again. It’s just that I miss him so much. I miss the incredible sex and the spectacular highs from the orgasms. I thought we were going to be a couple for the rest of my life. I don’t know that I can go on without him.”

I took her in my arms and she cried on my shoulder. I felt so sorry for her because her mother had died early last year and she had no-one other than me to talk to. She had a younger brother, Michael, but she couldn’t talk to him. I had stood beside her as much as possible at the time of her loss, supplying class notes for her when she missed school through grieving.  I didn’t know what to do to help her now. I am a half-witch, half-shifter but none of my powers could help me here. I invited her to stay with me at my house. Maybe I should have cleared this with Steve, my live-in studmuffin, the love of my life, the shifter who changes into a wolf with a lovely soft pelt that I love running my fingers through. ‘Can’t think of this now. Just thinking of him turns me on.’

“Thanks for the offer, Mandy, but I want to stay home in case he returns.”

We headed off to our next lecture. 

The next day, we had two lectures in common. I noticed that she had made an effort to clean herself up. Her clothes were clean and pressed, her hair had been washed and she wore a little make-up. She wasn’t back to herself by any means but this was a huge improvement on the previous day. She greeted me with a little smile but it didn’t reach her eyes. She still looked really sad so I assumed that her boyfriend did not visit last night.

She was having problems with morning sickness so began missing some morning lectures. I was happy to supply her with notes from the classes we had in common. She came over to my place at weekends to study and when we had assignments, she would come over at night time but always left by 9 pm. Just in case. 

Maryanne and I made it through first semester and passed all our exams. By this time, she was getting rather large and the baby was giving her lots of grief. She was suffering from acid reflux, low blood pressure, swollen ankles and cramps. Every time she lay down to rest, the baby would begin kicking and keeping her awake. The only time she felt well and the baby settled down was when she was at my place studying.

She got on well with Steve. He was in his last year of an engineering degree and was studying hard, like we were. He suggested that Maryanne move in with us as we had plenty of room and she might actually be able to get some sleep. Besides, our bedroom was soundproofed so we would not feel inhibited in our love-making if she was there. Not that we told her that. She might get embarrassed and possibly envious. She hesitated and I could read her like a book.

“Maryanne, I don’t think he is coming back. If he does, he will track you down here. Please come. Steve and I can look after you better if you are here,” I begged.

“Okay. I’ll give it a try. If it doesn’t work out, I can always go home. Thanks for caring,” she said.

She moved in the following weekend and we set her up in the second bedroom. It was a lovely room with a queen-sized bed, built-in wardrobes with mirrored doors and lots of storage space. Her baby settled down, her health improved and it was much easier to study, having someone I had known for such a long time and was on the same level as myself, doing much the same course, at hand to discuss assignment questions.
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The days and weeks passed in a blur and suddenly it was September and Maryanne was in labour. Her water broke and before we could call an ambulance, the baby was coming. Steve raced to the kitchen to put some water on to boil, stupid man, and I was on the mobile phone with the paramedics. They despatched an ambulance but kept me on the line, talking me through the birthing process, step-by-step. Steve took over the phone, relaying the instructions for me to carry out. As the baby crowned, the ambulance pulled up out front. The paramedics walked into the room just as I noticed that the baby was no longer in sight. I could feel it in my hands but I could not see it. I blinked and the baby was back where he should be. It was a boy, a very large boy. Maryanne was bleeding severely due to having split when the baby was coming out. The paramedics took over and she and the baby were taken to the Ipswich General Hospital.

I never mentioned what I thought I saw to anyone, not even Steve. I convinced myself that I was overtired and stressed, experiencing my first childbirth ever and especially it being the first baby of my best friend. When I got cleaned up and raced off to the hospital, I found Maryanne in bed, having been stitched up and nursing her beautiful baby boy. And he was beautiful. I don’t think I had seen a baby so beautiful. He had blond hair, creamy skin and dark blue eyes. I met his eyes and I was really drawn to him. That sounds ridiculous as a baby can’t focus its eyes when first born. Was that a flash of red I saw? Probably just a reflection of something red in the room, I convinced myself.

“Oh, Maryanne, he’s beautiful. Congratulations. What are you going to call him?” I enthused.

“Gage,” she replied. “Gage Mayfield. I think it suits him, don’t you?”

“Yes, it sure does.”

“Thanks for everything you and Steve did back at the house. I’m sorry I made such a mess. I was always told that first babies take hours to deliver. I only had a few contractions before my water broke and then everything happened so fast after that. It was like Gage couldn’t wait to be born.”

“Don’t worry about that. Steve is home cleaning up at the moment. Everything should be back to pristine before I get home. How do you want things set up at home? Do you want the bassinet in the bedroom with you or do you want to make the third bedroom into a nursery?”

“I can’t inflict myself and a baby on you when you are both studying for your degrees,” she said. “I will take Gage home with me.”

“Don’t be silly, Maryanne. You are doing a degree as well. You have just had him and they will be sending you home in a day or two. You are going to be very sore once the anaesthetic wears off so you will need help for a while. With three of us living there, no-one is going to get overtired if we all pull our weight. When you and I have assessment due, Steve will take over and when he is weighed down with assignments, we can take it in turns seeing to Gage’s needs. Let’s review it at the Christmas holidays. What do you say?”

“I really appreciate this, Mandy. I think that sounds wonderful. I am a bit scared having to look after my baby by myself. I have had no experience with babies.”

“Me neither, but I think we can muddle through. We are both intelligent people and so is Steve. We’ll work it out. Just enjoy your baby. Look at him. Greedy little thing, isn’t he? Typical male. Loves the boob,” I giggled. “You won’t have to fork out for food for him for years. I don’t think he is going to give up the boobs anytime soon.”

“I think I want him in the bedroom with me, if that is alright with you and Steve. It will make it easier at first when he will be waking up through the night for feeding.”

“That makes sense. Then you can sleep during the day and Steve and I can look after him, except for the feeding of course. Sounds like a plan to me.”

I headed home to help Steve set up the bassinet in Maryanne’s room and a day cot in the third bedroom for daytime so that Maryanne could get some sleep. I then raced down to the shops to buy a gift for a baby boy. Maryanne had bought clothes and nappies and towels and sheets and creams and everything for her baby but I wanted something specific for a little boy. I couldn’t resist a large blue rabbit that I saw in the shop. 

Gage was unsettled all the way from the hospital to home but as soon as we walked in the door, he stopped crying and went straight to sleep. He was an excellent baby as long as we stayed home. If we took him outside the house, he was unhappy and if Maryanne tried to go to church, he sent up such a ruckus that she was embarrassed and left. She belonged to the Salvation Army church and wanted to get him dedicated. The Salvos don’t baptise their babies, they dedicate them to God. The parents of the baby stand up in front of the congregation and promise to bring their child up to follow God’s teachings. Because Gage had no father present, Maryanne asked me if I would stand with her. I was honoured and readily agreed.

Because of Gage’s antipathy to the church, The Salvation Army Officer agreed to conduct the service at the Kholo Botanical Gardens, a beautiful setting for such an important event. Gage whinged but did not scream the place down which is what he would have done in the church. Everyone could still hear the words spoken and declared. We had a lovely barbecue after the service and went for a walk along the river. It was a fantastic day. I think Gage wore himself out crying because as soon as we got home, he instantly went to sleep.

We found a routine that suited us all and before we knew it, exams were over and we were on summer holidays. Maryanne packed all of her and Gage’s paraphernalia and we helped her move back to her place. She was well able to manage him on her own now.

Steve and I were finally alone. It seemed forever since we were able to do whatever we liked, whenever we liked, wherever we liked. We spent the weekend making love, in the shower, in the bedroom, in the lounge room, in the bedroom, in the kitchen, in the bedroom, in the flat, in the bedroom. We kept coming back to the bedroom because we had a king-sized bed and it was most comfortable. By Monday morning, I felt like I wouldn’t be able to walk but it didn’t matter. We were on holidays.

Unfortunately, it had to come to an end as Steve had a job interview with a civilian company based at the RAAF Base at Amberley, having completed his engineering degree. He dressed in a suit and WOW did he look good. Wanted to jump his bones again but restrained myself. After all, I was an adult now. That’s right. I turned eighteen years old and nothing bad happened on my birthday. Steve took me out to dinner to celebrate my coming-of-age and his interview, which he felt went very well. I had my first champagne and I was correct when I had previously said that I didn’t like alcohol. I finished my first glass but declined a second. 
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3 years later

STEVEN

I stood at the front of the church with my dad by my side, both of us dressed in black suits with a white rose in the lapel. The organ began to play and I turned to look at the back of the church and there stood an angel. My bride. My lover. My everything. She began the slow walk down the aisle to me, her Aunt June walking beside her, holding her arm. She had agreed to give Mandy away as she was her only relative left after her parents were murdered when she was five years old. I must admit that I hardly noticed June. My full attention was on Mandy. She wore a full length, white lace dress, sweet-heart neckline, tight at the waist, flaring to a full skirt that billowed around her. It showed off her figure to perfection. Her white, high-heeled shoes peeped out from the hem as she took a step. Her bouquet consisted of a Cattleya orchid surrounded by mauve Blue Moon roses. Her honey-blonde hair was swept back from her face with soft tendrils curling in front of her ears, the rest of her hair tumbled in curls down her back. Her face was covered by a veil but her beauty shone through. She was absolutely stunning. 

Luke began the service but we took in very little. We were so wrapped up in each other. Mandy’s bridesmaid was Maryanne, her very best friend. She looked very lovely in a pale blue satin dress, carrying red roses for her bouquet. We took no chances with Gage, her son, who was three years and 3 months old. He still didn’t enter churches without a tantrum so she placed him in day care for the afternoon. Maryanne arranged to pick him up after the photo session following the service and before the reception, which was set up in the long games room in the flat at Mandy’s house. He still absolutely loved the house so would be no trouble at the reception.

We’d had a lovely, peaceful four years since the trouble with the demons searching for the Rei Mala. There had been no demonic activity at all. There had been minor distractions with elves but, after the demon war, they were easily handled. Mandy had spent the time going to university to gain her Bachelor of Science Degree majoring in Chemistry and Mathematics, followed by a Graduate Diploma of Education, qualifying her for high school teaching. When not studying, she studied the Calder Chronicles or, as we like to think of it, the Calder Grimoire. It is the book that Mandy found in June’s box on her seventeenth birthday, which contained the history of the Calder witches and pages and pages of potion-making recipes. Because of her love of Chemistry, she quite often lost herself in these spells. She could see why they would be effective by working out the chemical reactions that were taking place. She even invented some of her own and wrote them in the book.

Having completed my Bachelor of Engineering degree and being successful at the interview, I secured a position with a civilian company based at the RAAF Base at Amberley, just a few kilometres from where we lived. I was doing extremely well but was often required to travel for work to places like Darwin in the Northern Territory and even to America. It was at these times that Mandy spent a lot of time trying out the spells.

When we first met and fell in love, we said that we would get married after she finished her degree because seventeen was too young to get married. Our wedding took place only one week after she graduated. The caterers had done a wonderful job of decorating the flat and setting up the tables. When Maryanne walked in with Gage, the women absolutely doted on him. The only man Gage was interested in was me. We got on extremely well, almost like father and son. My father, Josh, always held himself aloof from Gage. 

Dad and June moved into our house for the fortnight we were away on our honeymoon to look after the house. By this, I meant guarding the Rei Mala which was hidden in the secret room under the flat. The demons had harangued us searching for this jewelled, gold box that was similar to Pandora’s Box. They wanted to open it to release the plague that would wipe out the human race so they could rule over the Earth. We overcame them by substituting a similar looking box that we’d had blessed in St Mary’s Church. When the demons opened the box, it released ‘something’ that wiped out the demons that were on Earth and all the evil humans that followed Satan’s philosophies. Luke always swore that God had a large part in the blessing of the box. Even though it had been four years since demons had come calling, we were still vigilant. 

Our honeymoon was glorious. Although we had lived together for four years, it was wonderful to get away from everything and concentrate just on ourselves. We basked in the sun on pristine beaches at the Gold Coast, swam in the pool at the unit and visited the theme parks and made love as often as we could.

We arrived back home just in time to arrange Christmas. We invited Maryanne and Gage and the old gang consisting of Dad and June, Luke, and Chris Downer and Sara Brown who were the two police officers who had joined us in defeating the demons four years ago. Christmas Day was much better when there was a child in the house. Maryanne had no idea that Mandy was half-witch, half-shifter, or that Dad and I were shifters, nor did she know what happened four years ago. The rest of us had to be careful in what we said to keep it that
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