
  

Just a Bite 
Sample Chapters 

      
       Dark Fantasy 



 Cheryl R Cowtan 

2 

 

 

 

 

1 Peter 5 King James Version (KJV) 

 

Be sober, 

be vigilant;  

because your adversary 

 the devil,  

as a roaring lion,  

walketh about, seeking 

whom he may devour. 
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Disclaimer 

All persons in this novel are fake. 

Fake, I tell you! 

True fakers. 

 

Fake products of my imagination. 

** 

Names of locations, and my efforts to recreate the 1980s, are 

used in a fictitious manner, and are not meant to represent the 

company, actual setting, or current physical business practices of 

any property or person. 

 

 

  



Girl Desecrated 

 

Virginia Colony: A Dark Heritage 

 

Although Scarlett was dead, I was convinced she would open 

her beautiful eyes and pierce me with a dark glare of sinful desire. 

May God forgive me, in some deceitful corner of my corrupt soul, 

I desperately wanted her to. And that is why I had to entrust her 

to the guard of others the night before her burial. 

The carriage wheels tore ruts in the wet earth with a loud 

sloshing noise, as they brought me ever forward to the place 

Scarlett would be laid to rest for eternity. We passed through the 

cemetery’s black iron gates, and though my hands started to sweat 

as we approached the gravesite, my eyes remained dry, for I had 

buried my tears with my soul.  

The wheels slowed, and my heart withered, a neglected fruit 

that would never again sweeten, now that my love was dead.  

Without waiting for the footman to open the carriage door, I 

alighted, and then handed my daughter down from the carriage. 

She stepped gingerly into the turned mud. She looked down with 

delight at the rainwater squelching up in bubbles around the 

bottoms of her leather button boots.  



 Cheryl R Cowtan 

6 

 

She was too young to truly understand our loss, and she was 

too old to hold in my arms. Yet, I wanted nothing more than to 

clutch her against me as we faced the burial of her mother.  

I risked a glance toward the grave. A magnolia tree spread its 

leathery green leaves above the ground where my love would be 

laid to rest. I could not see the gaping hole dug around the tree’s 

roots for my neighbours stood in a ring around it. Shoulder to 

shoulder, like trunks they stood, their funeral clothes blending 

together to create an imposing wall of social judgement. But they 

were no better than I, or my love, for the toes of their shoes ringed 

the same fate that awaits us all. 

I drew in a lungful of the humid air, hoping to add fortitude 

to my waning courage. I had to be strong. Every man and woman 

in our fair community was here to witness my grief, some with 

satisfaction, and some with relief. No matter their purpose, all 

would gather an accounting of the events here today, to be relayed 

at future balls and parlour teas, as a comeuppance for my betrayal 

in marrying an outsider.  

I clasped my daughter’s gloved hand in my own, and made 

my way forward. They watched us approach, not in silence, but 

without welcome or gesture to make it easier. The soft humming 

of their murmurs was for their ears only. The only other sound in 

the graveyard was the soft plops of the last raindrops, and the mud 

sucking at our boots.  

There was no place for us at the edge of the maw, but I walked 

on, my chin high, my eyes resting on each face before moving to 

the next. I would not let them make me feel an outsider at my own 

wife’s funeral. 

Then to my surprise, the left and right flanks tightened to 

make space for us in their circle. It was a small sign, but one that 

brought me hope for the future acceptance of my little girl.  
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Silence hung. I should have spoken a few words, but the sight 

of the slender coffin at the edge of the grave turned my thoughts 

into cold, sluggish clay. I released my daughter’s hand and wiped 

my palms down the front of my thighs.  

My woollen pants were much rougher than the memory of the 

smooth-grained wood of the coffin. I had rubbed the grain soft 

with walnut oil until it shone, each stroke a loving apology to the 

woman inside.  

The magnolia tree’s branches had protected the wood well 

from the morning rain. Only a spattering of drops shimmered on 

the little oval window, not enough to obscure the view of 

Scarlett’s face within. Her splendour was framed as if she were a 

painting hanging above the mantel, instead of a lifeless woman 

being viewed for the last time.  

In contrast to the dark grain of the coffin, her skin shone 

alabaster white, unflawed and as smooth as marble. And her 

mouth… My fingers twitched to trace those lips that were still full 

and dark like wine. Closing my eyes, the memory of her lips on 

mine caused a heady rush. Soft… as soft as rose petals against my 

skin. My loins warmed beneath my funeral pants, jolting me to an 

awareness of my surroundings with a horrific sense of shame.  

Gritting my teeth, I contemplated the magnolia’s grey trunk 

to defuse my passion. It was dark from rivulets of rain. The trunk 

was as much a betrayer as her lips. For it too took me back to the 

recent past. This tree had been a silent witness to my hands 

gripping the bark above Scarlett’s hair as I had turned her mouth 

into a little circle of surprise with my heated thrusts. 

Someone coughed delicately into their kerchief. My blood 

started at the sound. I did not want to be existing in this place, yet 

I must. I must hold together for the service. I must stay alive, face 

life without Scarlett.  
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I shifted my stance to hide my flush from the prying eyes of 

those ladies best known in the community for their chin-waggin’.  

“Je-sus!” Pastor Smith’s voice boomed with exuberance.  

All eyes turned expectantly to the pastor who was finally 

prying open his Bible with soft hands.  

“Jesus Oh Lord, we do not ask for your forgiveness, but thank 

you for your guid-ance.”  

His meaty jaws snapped on the syllables causing his chin to 

quiver above his white collar.  

“We do not ask you for your blessing, but thank you for your 

clemency, for we are but sheep in your colossal flock, and we are 

often tempted to wander astray.” 

A few murmurs of agreement caressed the warming air, but I 

could not join in with true repentance. The Lord’s name had 

shaken loose from my faith, driven out by the depraved trail I had 

embarked on with Scarlett.  

The loss of my soul rattled the ragged sobs lodged deep in my 

chest, threatening to thrust my grief out through my tight lips. 

“And thank you, Oh Lord, for the good book which tells us to 

be sober, be vigilant, when faced with the roaring lion. Today, we 

wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, 

against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, 

against spiritual wickedness in high places.” 

I was not the only man to darken my brow with a frown at the 

pastor’s choice of words. Skirt hems whispered at the edge of the 

yawning grave as the womenfolk shifted against his 

unconventional sermon.  

 “Jes-us! Luke wrote of how you healed Mary of Magdalene 

of seven devils.” He held up five fingers, for the fingers on his 

other hand were holding steady his black, leather-bound book. 

“Seven! Oh Je-sus, Our Lord. Seven evil spirits and infirmities!” 
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The sun’s golden rays broke through a misty cloud and 

brushed the grey stone shoulders marking the dead. I could have 

chosen a spot in the open grass for Scarlett’s burial. I would have, 

if Ebba had not warned me of the need for tree-root binding. Ebba 

with his voodoo tales, which seemed conclusive considering all 

we had survived. 

Still, I had to wonder what would happen if I ignored Ebba’s 

frantic advice, if I buried Scarlett under the carpet of green. 

Would she dig her way through the warm earth to roam wild under 

the night sky? Over time, would her flesh slip from her bones as 

she scoured the villages?  

A shudder coursed through me at the thought. I was thankful 

I’d had the foresight to listen to the man, as he, Ebba had stuttered 

his way through slaughtered English to swear the magnolia roots 

would hold Scarlett’s impaired soul fast within the earth. It was 

on his advice, I had selected the base of the only tree in the 

cemetery for her everlasting rest.  

It had been a crude business, standing side-by-side with my 

overseer, as my finest field hands dug carefully around the base 

of the trunk, digging and refilling until they had exposed a cradle 

among the roots big enough for my darling.  

The looks the ladies now cast at the stark hole affirmed what 

I already knew. It was in poor taste to have the grave lying open 

for the service, but I could not walk away until I was sure Scarlett 

was tucked securely beneath the tree. And then I could never 

come back, for I could not trust myself not to dig her out with my 

bare hands. 

“Jesus, as it is written in the Scriptures of Mark, we know this 

kind cannot be driven out by anything but prayer, and so we will 

pray! Oh Lord! How we will pray…” 
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I removed my hat, pressing it tight against my chest waiting 

to follow his words of devotion. But, the silence dragged on and 

finally, it came to my mind that Pastor Smith was not pausing for 

effect. He had stopped speaking.  

His mouth gaped without words, his voice stuck somewhere 

behind his bobbing Adam’s apple. The good book trembled in his 

hands adding to my unease.  

Suddenly afraid the pastor had seen the unthinkable, I cut my 

glance to the coffin to note the angle of Scarlett’s chin. The leaf-

dappled sunlight cast new shadows on her cheek, and I was 

unexpectedly unsure, thinking her head had shifted slightly. From 

where I stood, it was difficult to see through the partially 

reflecting coffin window, but I squinted, searching for any 

moisture on the inside of the glass to prove she still breathed. The 

longer the moment held, the more chills crept along my arms, 

little tickles of fear suckling on my anticipation of her rising.  

One of the men standing by the grave’s edge cleared his 

throat. I tore my gaze from the coffin and searched for the sound. 

It was my cousin, Zebadiah. He stood like me. All the men stood 

like me, with their black hats in their hands, heads lowered to hide 

their thoughts from the women. Their features were adjusted with 

appropriate lines of grief, but the tension had moved through their 

shoulders like a string yanking them upright into a watchful 

stance.  

Zebadiah gave me a meaningful look beneath his black 

brows. He knew. All the men knew we had to get Scarlett into the 

ground before the day wore on. Ebba had said night must find her 

in the wooden embrace of the magnolia. 

I addressed the pastor, my deep baritone rumbling with 

emotion, “Good man, please continue”. 
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He jolted out of his reverie, and his voice broke through the 

tension, higher in pitch than before.  

“Lord God…” He blinked the sweat from his eyes. “Lord 

God, you spared not the angels that sinned. You cast them down 

into fiery hell, to the chains of darkness to wait for judgment day.” 

The magnolia roots had to be the chains of darkness around 

Scarlett, for the Lord had not rescued us. We had been left to our 

own devices to deal with this unearthly occurrence. And like all 

men below God, we had made mistakes.  

During the digging, a main root had been scored by the 

shovel, and I worried the tree would weaken and die. I had had a 

mind to cut the throat of the slave who had let the shovel’s blade 

slip, for if the tree died, then what would hold Scarlett down? I 

had almost convinced myself to commit the careless slave to the 

earth alongside of her, when I recognized the sense of influence, 

that familiar shadow of compulsion persuading me. I can’t be sure 

it was Scarlett ensuring she would have an eternal servant to see 

to her everlasting needs. For if I put him down, she would not be 

alone in the earth, and the thought comforted me. And the slave’s 

body would provide the nutrients the tree needed to thrive and 

repair the score, ensuring its survival.  

Oh, yes, my logic, whether mine alone, or tethered to her will 

to survive even past her demise, had almost been the death of one 

of my best field workers.  

An Indigo Bunting let out a trill, a cheery song, reminding me 

of better days, of hope and happiness and all the lofty promises a 

blue canary can sing about.  

I searched within myself for the man I once was.  

That man, I once was, did not enact lascivious activities with 

women, or so easily cut another’s throat. That man would never 

have listened to the words of Ebba, much less have given credit 
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to his voodoo superstitions from the Dark Continent. Before 

Scarlett, the slaves’ mumbo jumbo had never made my eyes water 

in fear.  

That man I once was, I must endeavor to become again. I 

would have to learn to be content to be part of one world only—

this world. I had to forget that other world of pleasure and 

temptation for it was the path to hell, and yes, I believed that now. 

After what I had been through with Scarlett, I believed in the 

unfathomable world of spirits. I accepted the immoral and 

vigorous malevolence of Satan and his sycophants. And it would 

be Ebba’s mumbo jumbo that would save us all. 

The pastor’s next words pulled me from my thoughts with 

apprehension.  

“Lord forgive us for we had fellowship with the devil,” he 

said, his voice sunken to a whine worthy of a helpless ninny. 

I spoke his name roughly, drowning out the distressed 

whispers of the ladies. Pastor Smith jumped at my reprimand and 

raised his bleak eyes to mine. His head shook at the end of his 

neck like a bone rattle, but the good man heeded my warning, 

slowly closing his Bible.  

Our moral shepherd did not have the religious constitution 

needed to provide salvation for any of us who’d had a hand in this 

tragic event. We had put on the armour of God, and there was no 

undoing what we had done. My faith, my belief in myself as a 

good citizen, everything I had thought was truth was scattered to 

the wind, and no one on this earth could put that to rights. Things 

weren’t as simple as living and dying. I understood that now. 

“Let us pray.” Pastor Smith lowered his head, as did the rest 

of us.  

Soothe my soul, man! I silently begged.  
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“Brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are 

honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, 

whatsoever things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good 

report; if there be any virtue, and if there be any praise, think on 

these things.” 

A gloved hand brushed my arm with the light flutter of a 

dove, drawing me gently from the prayer. I looked down to see 

Miss Anne, the woman I had been pledged to before Scarlett had 

arrived on the ship of brides. A warm Southern wind flipped the 

edge of Anne’s pretty bonnet, revealing her innocent, cornflower 

blue eyes. 

“I am so sorry, William. We ah all weepin’ for your loss,” she 

whispered, softly. 

I gave Anne a tight-lipped smile and looked away from her 

selfless compassion. Her lady-like fragility should have moved 

me. It would have once. And I did not feel I deserved her 

sympathy. I had acted the cad, jilting her, and breaking my 

wedding promise to her father. I should not be forgiven for that.  

Anne slid her hand from my arm, the movement evoking a 

memory of Scarlett’s nails digging trenches in my shoulders as I 

drove her deeper into our feather bed. The effect of that vision on 

my constitution made me suck in a breath so sharply it whistled 

against my teeth.  

Anne ran a concerned glance over my face. And Lord help 

me, I locked her into my intent stare, which I know burned with 

inappropriate thoughts. Her lashes fluttered, and her gloved hand 

crept to her throat as a blush rose from her lace collar to brighten 

her apple cheeks.  

I closed my eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose with my 

fingers.  
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Even dead, Scarlett seemed able to graft my thoughts onto 

yearnings a gentleman should never ever contemplate. But then 

again, no gentleman had ever lived a night wrapped in her smooth 

limbs, savouring such sordid and delightful affections as I had.  

Scarlett’s attentions had raised me above God, but so help me, 

in no time she had thrown me down to the devil. And then, the 

killings had begun.  

The damp air of the afternoon clogged my already constricted 

lungs. I held back a cough and loosened my grip on my hat before 

I accidently tore the brim off. 

Across the open grave that awaited my love, one of the 

women raised a black lace hankie to dab at her dry eyes. She gave 

a sly look beneath her raised brow.  

Oh no, do not… do not lure me.  

I turned away from the temptress to study the other women, 

my eyes darting from a black crepe veil to a shaded face beneath 

a bonnet, to the disapproving grey hair of my betters. They were 

unreadable, cloaked as they were, but I was sure none were 

shedding tears for me or my wife. These ladies had all despised 

Scarlett, from the very day she had arrived with her strange and 

foreign ways. They did not hate her because she was an 

abomination, for they were ignorant of that, and so they would 

stay. No, they hated her because she had been beautiful and 

alluring. 

Scarlett was not beholden to the laws of communal man. She 

had followed her own path, and if there was one thing these ladies 

could not abide, it was a fine-looking outsider who did not follow 

their rules, and who ensnared their unattached men.  

As harsh and unforgiving as the ladies of the Southern 

Colonies could be, their finer sensibilities and lack of intellect 

clearly left them unaware of the fact that Scarlett’s coffin would 
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never fit into the bower between the tree’s roots. Any boy with 

measuring sense could see we would have to pluck her cold body 

from the coffin and lower her into the earth on her side.  

The thought of lifting her from the coffin and holding her in 

my arms again left me eager as a young boy faced with his first 

chance at a kiss.  

I would be the one. No one would step in and carry her to her 

bower in the earth. It was my right. Just as I had carried her over 

the threshold of our home, so I would carry her over the threshold 

of her final resting place.  

Would her skin be cold? Or warm, as warm and pliant as the 

last time we had loved one another. I decided, then and there, I 

alone would be present when I moved Scarlett to the cradle of 

roots awaiting her eternal repose.  

It would be hard to convince the others to leave before the 

task was complete. The men, like me, had coveted her, and feared 

her. In our secret meetings, they had voted to burn her on a funeral 

pyre worthy of Homer. 

After seeing what she had done to those poor unfortunates, I 

would have tossed everything she had touched, every horse she 

had ridden, and even her personal slaves into those all-consuming 

flames. I would have burned my entire plantation if it would 

ensure she never hurt another soul. But I couldn’t burn her. I 

couldn’t defile that smooth, flawless skin with blisters from the 

overheating of her flesh.  

Burning her would be turning my hope into ashes. I knew she 

was dead, but I could only survive that reality by hoping she 

would rise. Secretly, I yearned for her to return from the dead and 

be mine, again, and if she did… I wanted her body to be unmarred 

by flames.  
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The degraded thought scared the blood from my heart. I 

wiped a hand down my face and shook my head like a dog, trying 

to loosen the disgusting threads of grief-filled thinking. 

Burying Scarlett would not be enough to clear her from my 

sick mind. I needed prayer, just like the good pastor said. And I 

needed punishment.  

Tonight, I would seek out my overseer and have him whip the 

unnatural cravings for Scarlett’s dead flesh out of my own. It had 

to be done before I could find that man I once was. Before I could 

begin to live a God-fearing life again. 

“Papa?”  

Abitha, my golden-haired angel, stood beside me, prim and 

proper in her little leather boots and white gloves. My daughter 

was the reason for my courage, the hope for my future. She was a 

true daughter of the New World, and the only blessing from this 

entire sordid affair. 

Squatting, I placed my arm gently along her delicate back. 

“Yes, mah dahlin’?” 

“Magdalynne Rolfe said ah was go’an to be the lady, now that 

Momma’s gone.”  

Abitha wrinkled her button nose above a shy little grin. I 

wanted to crush her to me.  

“Is it true, Daddy? A’m ah go’an to replace Momma?” 

“Yes, honey pie.” I smiled at her, tears of pride filling my 

eyes. “You’re go’an to be the lady, now.” 

Abitha smiled ear-to-ear with a child’s excitement, clutched 

my hand in hers and pressed it to the velvety flesh of her cheek.  

“A’m go’an to make you so happy, Papa, ‘cause A’m go’an 

to be just like Momma.” 

The words twisted a strand of fear around my windpipe. I 

wanted her to be everything but what her momma was.  
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As I considered telling her so, her smile slid away from her 

face like it was wiped by the devil’s broom.  

A sense of dread pinched my shoulders, and I wanted to pull 

my hand away from her sweet face, but this was my darling 

daughter… my flesh and blood. Surely… 

 “Just like Momma in every way,” Abitha whispered, with a 

look in her eyes that was far beyond her years.  

Then she turned my hand and nipped the inside of my wrist 

with her pearly white teeth, and my world went black. 
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Chapter 1: Colonial Unrest 

 

It was September 12th, 1984, and I, Rachel Cara Anam, was 

turning eighteen.  

Eighteen was a big deal. Like every kid, I had looked forward 

to becoming an adult for years. I had imagined a wild college 

party with hundreds of friends on my day. My big day! It should 

have been so exciting. It should have been awesome. 

Should have, so sad, too bad.  

Who cares. 

My eighteenth was a life marker for failure. I was single, still 

hadn’t found a way to get to college, and I didn’t have the kind of 

friends who throw birthday parties. My dead-beat dad was 

perpetually absent, and my mother was locked up for life in the 

local loony bin.  

I learned the hard way that life doesn’t always turn out the 

way you’d want. The important thing is to keep trying to make it 

go your way. So, family or not, I was still going to party because 

this birthday was a victory of sorts. I could have cut out of this 
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shitty life long ago, but I’d stuck it out, and surely that was worth 

a slice of cake. Or a warm beer. 

** 

 

   I had started drinking early in the Albion Hotel, a dark, local 

dive that squatted in the shadow of the most magnificent church 

in Guelph. I liked it there because the bar only had two windows, 

which created the perfect dim atmosphere for guilt-free, day-

drinking and best of all, the bartender never checked ID for legal 

drinking age.  

It only took me ‘til six to burn through the last of my birthday 

budget. I tried not to wallow in self-pity at being out of booze 

cash, but the disturbing lyrics of Floyd’s, “The Final Cut” pressed 

out of the neon jukebox, feeding my dark thoughts.  

I needed a distraction and cast a look around the pub. It was 

the first time I noticed the people sharing my space since I’d 

arrived. A few men were perched on time-scarred, wooden stools 

along the bar, regulars by the look of their defeated posture. 

Experience had taught me men are cheap and easy, so it wouldn’t 

take much to get a free beer. Normally. 

Problem was, I had made a birthday resolution to not have sex 

or engage in any physical interactions or altercations with 

members of the male gender for one week. Sounds a little uptight, 

but those are the exact words Patrick used before pressuring me 

to agree.  

Patrick tricked me into agreeing, really. He knows how much 

I want to get better and go to college. He felt it would be a helpful 

part of my therapy to swear off men for a week. He seemed to 

think drying out the well so to speak, would almost cure me. That 

seemed a little farfetched, considering my psychiatrist thought I 

was certifiably crazy, but hope is a valiant chum. 
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I needed all the help I could get, even if it was from my 

mother’s male nurse at the Homeward Asylum. Of course, while 

I was making this pledge, I was wondering if I could bend 

Patrick’s holier-than-thou attitude and get one last screw in before 

day one started. It was a useless thought. Patrick never responded 

to my flirting. He was a stickler for keeping it clean between us. 

He did slip in fifty bucks to sweeten the deal, with a promise 

of another fifty at the end of the seven days. I thought the whole 

thing was a gas until I drank away my first half of the bribe. It was 

a stupid thing to do—to give my word. I’m no saint, but I have a 

few codes I live by and keeping my word is one of them.  

** 

 

  Today was day one of my sex-free resolution, which meant 

the only option left for free booze was to call up my friend, Lene. 

I slipped my fingers into the front pocket of my skin-tight jeans 

and touched the dime I always kept there.  

Every girl carried the just-in-case-you-need-to-phone-home 

dime, because every mother put it in their pocket. I kept mine in 

case I wanted to call the asylum. 

I left the dime where it was. Better not to use my emergency 

coin. I’d just wait to see how the night would unfold here at my 

favourite drinking hole. The old bar generally didn’t provide a 

solution to my problems. It just provided beer. But that can be 

enough for this girl. 

“Cheers to that,” I said aloud and tipped up my last brewskie, 

just to make sure it was empty. 

Trying to look flush with cash, I held up my hand until the 

bartender caught my eye and gave a sullen nod. Then, I grabbed 

a wrinkled newspaper from a nearby table. Before I had read 

halfway through an article about Prime Minister Trudeau retiring, 
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a new beer was placed before me. I reached for it, not taking my 

eyes from the picture of Pierre and his toothy smile.  

“Put it on my tab, Chief.”  

I tried to sound sure of myself. 

“Better to pay up front,” the bartender replied, in his slow-

paced, gravelly voice. 

I looked up past the paper and smiled sweetly at him. “It’s my 

birthday…”  

The bartender pushed his tobacco wad deeper into his lower 

lip, which made his Harley moustache jitter like a mouse on his 

face. His eyes held no empathy, and I figured I was going to lose 

this one. Then to my amazement, he walked away, leaving the 

beer on the table.  

“Imagine that,” I said in wonder, realizing I didn’t always 

have to spread my legs to get what I wanted. Things were looking 

up.  

Spurred on by the thought of some better luck, I downed half 

my beer and then leaned back over the newspaper, flipping the 

pages in the hopes of finding a job, or a classified ad from a Prince 

looking to sweep me off my feet. The ink-smudged pages began 

to blur.  

“Nothing… nothing… noth-” 

A spasm gripped my hand, twisting the newsprint with a loud 

crinkle. I dropped the page and shook my wrist out. The paper had 

settled open at an article on Pope John Paul’s Canadian tour. 

“Oh, how Mommy would love that,” I mumbled, while 

massaging the cramp out of my hand.  

My mother’s Protestant hatred of Catholics was almost as 

rabid as her Satan paranoia. I tried to laugh at her ridiculousness, 

but horrid childhood memories rivaling scenes from Stephen 

King’s Carrie choked my tongue.  
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Yes, I knew how it felt to be dragged by my hair into a 

cramped, dark closet. I remembered the bite of wooden floors 

under my knees. I understood only too well what happens to a 

child’s mind when they are forced to believe they are the reason 

for the unexplainable, that they are an abomination to God, and to 

the woman who gave them life... 

Whoa! I slammed a mental door shut on the thoughts that 

threatened to sweep my sense away. A quick glance at the men 

across the room quelled my worry they might have noticed I was 

slipping down to crazy town. They were busy with their booze 

and man-talk.  

A familiar tug jiggered the fleshy walls of my intestines. 

Sometimes, I’d get the strangest sensations deep in my guts 

whenever I got close to any form of zeal, like a church my mother 

dragged me into, or a Bible waving threateningly at the end of her 

arm. My childhood had done a number on my stomach as well as 

my psyche. So, I tried to keep the memories locked up to avoid 

whatever ulcer-like reactions kicked in when I thought of Mom 

or God. The two were so intertwined: I couldn’t be sure which 

would cause a reaction.  

 I put pressure on my stomach with my hand, and tried to 

avoid looking directly at the picture of the white-skinned liaison 

of God on the table in front of me.  

His domed forehead wrinkled under a conical, peaked hat 

seemed to be pointing at me from the newspaper. According to 

the article, the Pope was supposed to be a good man, a godly man. 

I tried to see inside of him, but no matter how I adjusted my head, 

his benevolent eyes would not meet mine. Still, I was sure I 

needed to be wary. Why else would my internal alarm be going 

off at the sight of his black and white image? 
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If he was a threat, my mind reasoned, having his scent would 

be useful. I leaned closer to the paper and drew some air in 

through my flaring nostrils. The bar’s damp-towel reek streaking 

the table was all I sucked up. So, I pressed my face right to the 

Pope’s picture to capture his spoor. The newsprint felt cool 

against the end of my nose, yet sniff as I might, there was no odor 

of flaked skin to be had. Only the sharp oily scent of fresh printer 

ink making my eyes water.  

“You’re not doing a line of coke, are ya? Cause it’s a little 

obvious right here in the open.” 

A pair of grey, acid-washed jeans were standing beside my 

table.  

Great. Caught doing something socially unacceptable. Again.  

Cloaking my sheepish blush behind a hard-lined mouth, I 

peered suspiciously at the witness to my madness.  

A fresh-faced, man-boy looked down with a hopeful grin. 

When I didn’t respond in kind, he stepped closer to my table. The 

movement startled a cockroach into a mad scuttle across the 

disfigured hardwood floor. The jukebox had dropped a new 45, 

and now, “Hotel California” added an eerie complement to the 

bug’s flight.  

The man-boy said, “Don’t worry. No one saw.” 

“What do you want?” 

He shifted his weight to his other foot. “I just wondered…”  

I raised my eyebrows, urging him to finish his sentence. 

“I’ve seen you…” he swallowed and started again. “I work at 

the Homeward. I’m a part-time janitor there.” 

My mouth formed a little “O”, but I didn’t say anything. I 

listened carefully to the Eagles’ lyrics about willing prisoners. 

He cast his eyes at the empty chair at my table three times 

before he built the courage to ask, “Can I sit?” 
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“No.” 

The hand reaching for the chair stopped in mid-air. His other 

hand held a bundle of sharp instruments sporting multi-coloured 

feathers. He gripped the darts in his thin fingers, as if hoping they 

could replace his lack of plumage and win him a mate. 

The sharp points and the Eagle’s lyrics melding with my 

reality.  

“Hoping to kill the beast?” I whispered. 

“What?” 

A confused frown crossed his brow, reflecting the age-lines 

waving across the Pope’s forehead. The urge to catch John Paul’s 

scent tugged away at my self-control.  

He rubbed his palm on his thigh and tried again. 

“So, like I said, I know your mom.” His voice had dropped 

with his confidence.  

I opened my hands and shook my head as if trying to 

understand why this was relevant.  

Yet, I was worried he might tell me, ‘Your mom howls like a 

banshee when the moon is full’. Or he might say something like, 

‘Your mom whips her food trays at the wall when anyone 

mentions your name’ or worst of all ‘Your mom thinks you’re the 

devil’s spawn, and she’d love another chance at killing you.’ 

Yeah, I didn’t need this crap. “Get bent.” 

He moved his head from side to side, slowly. “No, listen, I 

have a note from your mom.” 

“What?” I sat up straighter and looked at him with disbelief. 

“Your mom.” He dug in his back pocket and pulled out a 

piece of paper that looked like it had been used as sandpaper. “She 

asked me to find you.” 

I stared at the paper held in his narrow-tipped trembling 

fingers and set my teeth on edge.  
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It was probably a bullshit sermon where she would quote 

scriptures about Jesus casting demons out of pigs. Hell, what else 

could it be? It certainly wouldn’t be words of love or a short 

sentence about regretting not being there for me… no, not from 

my mother.  

I wanted to tell him to shove the paper where the sun don’t 

shine. I wanted to get up and leave, and never think about the note 

again. But the truth was my eyes were filling up with tears 

because it was my birthday, and my mom had sent me a letter.  

“Drop it on the table,” I rasped. 

He did.  

“Now, go away.” 

He hesitated, and I know he wanted to use the note to connect 

with me, maybe get a little on the side. He was a man, after all.  

My face stiffened into a granite-like expression. The climbing 

strains of the song led up to his defeat. He sighed and trudged 

back to his bar stool.  

I watched him, making sure he didn’t turn back. The other 

men in the room cast the man-boy sympathetic looks as he 

returned to his side of the bar. 

** 

   

The creased, yellow foolscap note had landed on the Pope’s 

picture, creating a tent above his nose. Cautiously, I extended my 

nails towards it. Touching the edge of the fold with a timid 

fingertip, I hesitated.  

My heart was bursting with hope. Hope that my mom had 

come through. My hand started to shake, causing my finger to tap 

against the letter.  

What would she have to say to me, anyway? Happy Birthday? 

Birthdays weren’t celebrated in my house. Hell, they were 



 Cheryl R Cowtan 

26 

 

mourned. Every year I turned older, my mother lost a little more 

of her mind. It was as if my aging drove her into a freak-out of 

religious zeal.  

A burst of mocking laughter from across the room drew my 

mind from the hurtful memories.  

At the bar, a fat-handed guy wearing a red plaid Muskoka 

dinner jacket leaned back on his elbows and spoke loudly enough 

for me to hear. 

“That’s not how you bag an ice queen, pup.” 

He was speaking to my dejected cast-off, but his red-rimmed 

eyes were boring into mine from across the room. His accent gave 

him away as American. 

“You gotta let her think she’s in control. Let her believe she’s 

the boss,” he said. 

I never took my eyes from him as I picked up the note, folded 

it carefully, and shoved it into my jean pocket.  

A few of the other men murmured in agreement. Then the 

American’s beer was up, and he was sucking on the bottle to wet 

his lips for his next blasphemy. Unwrapping a fat finger from his 

beer bottle, he pointed up at a faded portrait of Queen Victoria 

hanging crookedly on the wood paneling above the bar. 

“See that bitch?”  

Queen Vic looked regally down her nose at the late afternoon 

drunks in the room.  

His friend joined in with a mocking tone, “Careful Donald, 

Canadians still kiss up to the Monarchy.” 

Donald stumbled as he slipped off the stool and pushed his 

fat belly out into the open space between the tables and the bar 

seats.  

I pushed my right foot up onto my toes to release the uneasy 

energy that was building inside of me. 
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“Bossiest bitch queen that ever lived, that one.” He sauntered 

over to the cheap framed print and stood beneath it. “But we 

showed you royal bastards. You thought us Bostonians were 

toasting your tax-sucking rule with that backwater you call tea.” 

His friend laughed nervously.  

I decided I should also get Donald’s scent. 

He left Queen Victoria’s regal contemplation and sauntered 

none-too-steadily in my direction. The creases at the corners of 

his eyes deepened as he squinted at me with intent.  

I stopped shaking my leg, flattening my foot against the floor 

in case I had to stand up quickly.  

“These ice queens, they’re just dying to melt. All ya gotta do 

is burn a little hole in their tender parts.” 

I needed to draw Donald a bit closer if I was going to sniff 

him without being noticed, and I knew exactly what would egg 

him on. 

I raised one eyebrow, “Well if it isn’t Yankie Doodle Dandy 

come to preach the American way.”  

“If it wasn’t for America, there wouldn’t be a Canada you 

cu….” 

“Whoa!” Donald’s friend interjected, with a nervous laugh. 

“I think we’re done here. Time to head out, Bud.” 

Man-boy stood up, took a step forward and then one back, his 

eyes riveted on the backs of the men.  

“Oh no,” I said, “Please don’t go. I’d love to hear more about 

that War in 1812 you lost.” 

 Donald’s face mottled up with reddish blotches, and I 

released a little bravado on a fake chuckle. A chair scraped against 

the floor as another man in the room tossed down a few bills and 

walked out. Somebody whistled the Spaghetti Western notes to a 

showdown, whoo-ah whoo whoo wha. 
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Donald stepped forward until his thighs touched my table. 

Then he banged his beer down onto the newspaper I’d been 

reading. My shredded nerves betrayed me, jolting. He leaned over 

until I could see the chicken pox scar on his crooked nose.  

“You ain’t no different than us.” The hot words filled the air 

between us. 

“How so?” I opened my eyes wide and turned my head to the 

side as if I was interested in what he had to say.  

The table skittered forward away from the pressure of his 

legs, and he quickly flattened his hand on the table top to steady 

himself. A smile twitched at the corner of my mouth as the 

clueless fool smeared his paw print trail around. 

 Man-boy took three more slow steps my way, and the 

bartender stepped out from behind the bar. 

“You’re livin’ in the 51st State, bitch. You just don’t know it, 

yet.” 

I heard the scratch of falling dirt as my Upper Canada 

Loyalist ancestors rolled over in their graves. 

I spoke softly, “My people came from the Southern Colonies 

with nothing but tar and feathers on their backs.” I gave him a 

little smile. “They walked all the way to Canada to get away from 

buffoons like you, Donald.” 

“Why you…” Donny-boy tried to walk through the table to 

get to me, but his friend grabbed the collar of his jacket and held 

him steady.  

I stayed seated even though every inch of my skin was 

screaming to stand up and defend myself. I could smell his yeasty 

breath hanging over my table, but this was only his mouth odor. I 

wanted his scent. 

“Time for you boys to move on.”  
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The bartender looked calm, standing beside Man-boy who 

was white as a sheet.  

“We’re going, we’re going,” his friend tried to say over 

Donald swearing at me.  

They banged rudely into Man-boy on their way out.  

He said, “Sorry,” automatically and then pressed his lips 

together to stop any more culturally-triggered apologies.  

The door shut behind them.  

“I’m sorry, too,” I conceded. 

“You all right?” The bartender gave me a squinty-eyed look, 

running his hand down his long moustache.  

I tried to soften the tension in my face, “It’s Queen Victoria 

I’m worried about. Now everybody thinks she’s responsible for 

the Boston Tea Party.” 

The bartender blew some air out though his nose in 

appreciation of my joke. The excitement was over, and the 

Albion’s homey normality set in. The bartender went back to 

polishing glasses in the late afternoon sun streaming through the 

window above the door. The other customers went back to staring 

dejectedly into their foamy beers, and Queen Victoria continued 

to survey the Colonies with her heavy-lidded gaze. 

Except Man-boy. He was standing at the end of the table 

gazing wistfully at me, waiting for a reward for his gallant, if 

failed, attempts to intervene on my behalf. An impulse to crush 

his self-esteem, to make him pay for being the same gender as 

Donald, tempted me.  

But that was my bad side, and I wanted to stop listening to 

my bad impulses. My psychiatrist, Dr. Casbus said I shouldn’t be 

cruel to others, no matter how much I’ve been hurt. 

“Thanks for having my back,” I offered, generously. 



 Cheryl R Cowtan 

30 

 

He grinned and put his hand on the chair beside me, making 

me immediately regret playing nice. I quickly hooked my biker 

boot around the rung and held the chair from being pulled away 

from the table. 

His eyes clouded over. “Does this mean I won’t get a chance 

to burn a hole in your tender parts?” 

I let loose a bark of a laugh, surprised at his boosted 

confidence. “Pretty much”. 

** 

 

Man-boy wasn’t the only one who’d changed from the 

exchange. I was jacked up with a purpose, and Donald kept 

flashing in my mind as the mark.  

I’d had weird impulses before. It was all part of my ‘crazy’. 

Tonight, it seemed to be in overdrive. I wanted to race out the 

door and hunt Donald down and finish what we’d started. My 

hand brushed the pocket of my jacket, fingering the reassuring 

bulge of my Rambo commando knife. The idea of a fight set my 

heart racing, and I had to shut my mouth to avoid panting aloud 

in anticipation. 
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Chapter 2: The Lure of Donald 

I might have looked a little subdued after the ruckus, for my 

head was down, a riot of blonde curls shielding my face.  

The truth was, I was studying the spot where Donald had laid 

his meaty paw. Despite my resolution to be good, I couldn’t help 

feeling tempted by his big, greasy handprint. I had to touch it. 

Dragging the back of my hand along the varnished tabletop, 

the cracks in my knuckles picked up the American’s oily smear 

like little skin shovels. 

It would take just one sniff of my hand, and Donald’s scent 

would be imprinted on my mind, forever. It was a heady thought, 

but I forced myself not to inhale. Not yet. I would keep his scent 

nestled there, in between the dry folds of my skin, in case I 

decided he and I needed to get up close and personal.  

Prolonging the excitement recalled a long-ago Christmas and 

a forgotten present I had discovered under the tree the next 

morning. That kind of gift can make the feeling of Christmas last 

forever, if you can just resist opening it. 
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I used my left hand to raise my beer, which was almost empty, 

same as my pockets, but not my future. Now, thanks to Donald, 

my future showed promise. He was only one sniff away. Maybe 

he had gone to the King Eddie to continue drinking. No, no, a man 

like him would turn left and head to the Chooch to watch women 

shed their clothes for his disdain. Yes, that was the man who was 

Donald. 

The jukebox clicked as it changed records, and Cindi Lauper 

screeched her song “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun”. The notes 

startled away my inner conversation. I had been disconnected 

from reality, and now was worried I had been talking out loud 

about what I would do to the American.  

A glance at the other drinkers proved I had kept my thoughts 

to myself. The show was over. I needed to stop obsessing. 

** 

   

During my counselling treatments, Dr. Casbus had said 

obsessing was not healthy. So instead of mentally tracking 

Donald in my mind, I thought about turning eighteen, and how I 

was going to change my life.  

It had been five years since I’d started working with the good 

Doctor on my crazy impulses. I mean I’d always tried to act 

normal, but now, with the doc explaining my mental state, I knew 

what I was up against. And, it wasn’t pretty. If anything, 

sometimes I seemed worse, but the drinking kept most of my 

weirdness tamped down.  

Donald popped into my head again.  

I randomly thought of pineapples and dropped my right hand 

onto my lap to make sure I didn’t accidently raise it to my face. 

Once I got his scent it would be ten times as hard not to rush out 
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the door, turn my face to the wind, and wait for his unmistakable 

odor to lead the way.  

The ability to track was what I called my sixth sense and it 

was freaky. I didn’t use it… well maybe I had stalked a few guys 

in the past, but really, I didn’t ‘track’ people. Besides, Dr. Casbus 

had said it was all part of my delusions. He said I couldn’t track.  

Only I could. It would take all of ten minutes to find Donald, 

if he was walking. If he’d gotten into a car, it would take longer. 

I’d still be able to connect him to the scent of whatever tires rolled 

his getaway vehicle down the road. It would just be a longer walk.  

My eyes were drawn back to my hand that was now resting 

on the table. The cracks in my knuckle undulated like Hawaiian 

grass skirts, welcoming me to lean over and press my nose against 

my skin. The more I considered just letting go and taking a sniff, 

the more excited I got.  

Shaking free of the temptation, I said out loud, “This is nuts”. 

I wasn’t the only one surprised by my outburst.  

The bartender raised one bushy eyebrow. I resisted the urge 

to wipe away the drop of sweat that was rolling down my temple. 

Looking beyond the bartender, my eyes locked onto the counter 

at the spot where Donald had been leaning.  

A shiver of anticipation coursed through my body. I was bent 

on having a go—a hard-hitting, bloodletting sexy, thrilling all-out 

fight. I could feel it heating up my skin, streaming through my 

veins, burning in my guts. The possibility of a dangerous 

encounter egged on my wildly thumping heart.  

I jumped up, knocking the table with my knees. It rocked and 

a few heads turned.  

“You’re cut off,” someone said amid laughs, while I steadied 

my beer.  
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Weaving my way in between the empty tables, I slipped 

through the open doorway that led to the other section of the bar 

where the washroom was. My legs felt stiff, and with each step, it 

seemed I was slowing down, each stride shorter, until I was 

moving with a wooden-legged gait. Thankfully, no one sat on this 

side of the bar to witness my bizarre movements. 

I half fell into the washroom. The door hit the wall and 

bounced back at my face. I put my hand up to stop it before I was 

struck, and there it was—my scent-slathered knuckle right in front 

of my nose. I stopped breathing.  

I pushed away from the impulse to snort Donald, staggered to 

the sink and leaned against the counter. The rusty faucet was cold 

and damp beneath my hand. It screeched out a complaint as I 

twisted it.  

The water rushed out of the lime-plugged tap, gushing all 

over the stained counter. Drops sprayed my jeans, plastering the 

rough material to my skin. I slapped at the soap dispenser. It was 

empty. 

“Shit!”  

My mind betrayed me, saying it was an omen, convincing me 

I was meant to have Donald, not wash him down the drain.  

My arm played dead, resting heavily against my side. I had a 

close relationship with the muscles that locked the elbow and the 

shoulder, knew them intimately after living with my mother. But, 

I wasn’t working these muscles. I was only in control of half of 

my body and the other half seemed to have a mind of its own.  

Staying alert, in case Donald’s scent slyly delivered itself to 

my nostrils, I grabbed my right wrist and tried to force my hand 

under the water. It was like grabbing a stranger by the arm.  

After the initial shock, I went back to tugging with effort. A 

quick twist forced my right shoulder over the sink. At the first 
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touch of the water on my fingertips, the resistance in my arm let 

go and my shoulder slumped. 

I scrubbed my knuckle until it was red and sore and then 

rubbed both hands under the rushing water to be sure the essence 

of Donald was washed down the drain and into the sewage system 

where it belonged.  

** 

   

Shutting off the tap, I leaned my forehead against the glass. It 

felt cool on my feverish skin. 

“What the hell.” My breath fogged the mirror. 

I pulled back to look at my reflection. My face was flushed 

under my tan, my cheeks glowing from the excitement as if I’d 

just been wrestling. But who had I been fighting against?  

The permanent frown line between my winged eyebrows 

deepened as I looked closer.  

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

Buried in the reflection of my brown, almond-shaped eyes a 

shadow flickered. I blinked and it was gone. 

Turning my arm to the side, I watched with relief as, this time 

my arm responded, doing as I wanted. Digging a paper towel out 

of the rusty metal holder, I scrubbed at my knuckle again, just in 

case. 

** 

 

For the first time in a long time, I needed someone to talk to. 

But who could I trust with a secret so damning it could be used to 

put me away?  

I was struck with a sentimental yearning for my mom. I 

embraced it for a moment, before brushing it roughly away. 
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If I were to tell my mother what had just happened, she would 

blame me for tempting Satan, and she would prescribe days of 

Bible reading and prayer for atonement. She was the last person I 

needed to talk to.  

But that didn’t mean I couldn’t read her note, which was still 

tucked snuggly in my pocket. I slipped the paper out and slowly 

unfolded it in front of the mirror. My mom’s 1950s penmanship 

flowed across the wrinkled paper with a grace and beauty her 

disturbed mind could never possess.  

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I whispered at my 

reflection, chewing my lip in indecision.  

The letter was typical. No “Dear Rachel” at the top, or another 

term of endearment, just her getting down to business.  

I have dreaded this day, since you were born… 

Any sentimental feelings I might have felt were shattered by 

my hostile reaction.  

“Happy f’ing birthday,” I mumbled, then kept reading. 

I know you curse me, I know you do not want to heed my 

words, but you must. For now, in your eighteenth year, you are 

ripe, ripe for the legion who wait to… 

“Yada yada, blah blah,” I skipped past the biblical quotes and 

paranoid bullshit.  

You will be tempted to celebrate.  

“No thanks to you.” 

But you must adorn yourself in modest apparel, with 

shamefacedness and sobriety. They will come from across the sea 

to walk among you. They will seek you out, tempt you with the 

evil ways of the City of Babel. They will seek to raise the familiar 

within you.   

“Or we might get drunk and have a much better time than 

you’re having in your straightjacket, Mom.” 
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Regard them not, for they will defile you.  

You must show restraint. You must be attentive. You must 

resist the lure of whoredom for the daughters will not be forgiven.  

“Omigod!” I rolled my eyes and quickly skimmed the rest, 

longing to find one word of motherly love, like maybe “I’m proud 

of you” or “I’m sorry I strangled you, and then left you to raise 

yourself”.  

I was ready to crumple it up and walk away from my mother’s 

‘love’, but the word “darling” caught my hungry heart.  

Remember your lessons, my darling. Remember Job. Now is 

the time of your trial. Remember God said unto Satan, “Behold, 

he is in thine hand; but save his life”. God will not protect you. 

He will offer you up, but you must resist. Use the strength I have 

given you when Satan smites you with sore boils from the sole of 

your foot unto your crown... 

The soft paper gave easily as I crushed it in my hand, choking 

the string of words into silence. 

I tossed the paper into the garbage can. Then fought the 

temptation to drop a lit match into the garbage to erase the 

evidence of my mother’s disappointment in me. A sharp pain 

cramped my heart, useless stabs of self-pity. I hammered a fist 

against my chest and blinked back the hot tears that threatened to 

spill down my face.  

“Who cares?”  

I didn’t sound convincing. I said it again, in my head, over 

and over, and drew on anger to push the pain away.  

“Who the hell gives a shit!” I barked into the empty 

washroom, and this time I sounded like myself. Pissed at the 

world and ready for a fight. Now I could go back out into the bar.   

I wet my hands and scrunched them into my hair to pat down 

my mess of blonde curls. A few swipes under my eyes cleared the 
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smudged eyeliner and mascara, and I was good to go. The black 

and gold case on my fire-engine red lipstick flashed at the mirror 

as I twisted it open in my cold fingers. Drawing even higher peaks 

on my upper lip, I turned my naturally full mouth into a sharp 

jagged line.  

The cold metal grips of my Rambo knife kissed my fingers 

when I slipped my lipstick back into my pocket. It was a 

reassuring promise that if life ever got too painful, I always had a 

way out.  
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Atlantic Ocean: The Scent of 

Menses 

The great ship rose on the rolling swells, the wood groaning 

out in protest as the waves pushed against its belly. The sun was 

up with the wind, the sails catching the brassy rays as they 

billowed like the white chests of sea birds. The yellow sky sliced 

a horizon across the deep azure of the sea, inviting the ship 

forward with astounding beauty. 
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Despite the scenic allure, all eyes were turned inward to the 

small section of deck where the women took their walks. Ladies 

from all classes mixed in this place where social status mattered 

less than on land. Petite feet in delicate slippers whispered 

alongside well-worn leather cast-offs from older brothers. The 

sandy hues of coarse wool swayed alongside the brighter 

gemstone shades of silk and cotton hems sashaying like polishing 

rags along the deck boards.  

The captain examined his cargo with reserve.  

“Women.” He scowled and shook his head.  

There was a time when a woman would not have been 

allowed on a seafaring vessel. A time when the mere presence of 

the finer sex would have tapped the sailors’ passions, made 

volatile by months at sea. There was even a time when it was 

believed that the scent of a woman’s menses would draw up the 

giant squid from the black depths. Those times of ignorance and 

superstition were fading in the face of justifiable reasoning.  

This captain’s merchant ship carried spices from India, 

brandy from France, and timber from the colonies. Those were 

the cargoes the captain preferred. But ships had to be repaired, 

and men had to be paid, and it was the age of human cargo, which 

brought more profit.  

The captain wasn’t a slaver. He hadn’t sailed to the Dark 

Continent and traded with tribes selling their captives. No, this 

ship’s human cargo was European and willing. 

His callused hands felt the change in the ocean as it pressed 

against the great ship’s rudder, seconds before the lookout in the 

crow’s nest called out, “Land ahoy!” 

The ladies’ cries of excitement chimed over the strong winds. 

In disarray, their fluttering across his deck to see their first site of 
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Jamestown further irritated the captain, who preferred order 

above all else. 

“First Mate,” he spoke over the ship’s wooden wheel, 

knowing John Allington was ever-listening for his command. 

“Captain!” 

“See that the females are taken below.” 

His first mate gave a curt nod, though the captain had still not 

looked at him. “Right away, Captain.” 

Allington leaned over the quarterdeck and called down to the 

sailors assigned to the care of the women.  

“All passengers to the hold!” 

“Aye, aye!” A sailor saluted in an offhand manner.  

Changing winds were the captain’s forte. He could smell a 

change in the cool breezes that pushed the crests into white peaks 

even before the sea responded. When bartering for cargo, he could 

sense the weakening will of a trader before the man himself knew 

he would lower the prices on his goods. The captain’s senses were 

as sharp as they ever had been. Change was in the future of his 

ship. Change brought on by the slave trade. It was a distasteful 

affair, but for now, he would ferry brides to the Southern 

Colonies, for his ship was fast and clean, and his crew was 

disciplined.  

The captain’s musings were disrupted by the image of a lone 

woman still standing on his main deck, the deck that would soon 

be crawling with sailors preparing for the journey up James River 

to Jamestown. 

“Allington!” The captain released the wheel to point an 

accusing finger at the woman. 

His First Mate looked shocked that there was still a female 

standing there. “Captain!”  
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Allington’s boots clattered down the quarterdeck stairs as he 

quickly made his way to the burly sailor standing by the woman’s 

side. The young man’s irritation grew as the sailor continued to 

fail in carrying out his orders, even as he marched towards the 

two.  

The woman stood at ease, her gloved hands folded against the 

front of her long stomacher above her skirts. Her cap failed to 

contain the ebony strands of silky hair that escaped to whip about 

her comely face in the strong wind.  

The sailor stepped up to meet Allington. “She refuses to go 

below deck, sir.” 

The refusal posed a problem for the First Mate. This woman 

was not a sailor or a soldier to be struck about the head with a 

cudgel until she did what he wanted.  

Allington stepped past the sailor, placing his body between 

the lady and the captain’s view.  

“My good lady.” He removed his hat and tipped his knee. 

She lowered her eyes, her lashes dark against her pale cheeks. 

“My good sir”.  

Her accent was unfamiliar to his well-traveled ears, but it 

mattered not. The women came from all parts of Europe as 

marriage chattel for the New World. It did not matter where she 

came from. All that mattered was where she would go, and that 

was down to where the captain ordered her to. 

Satisfied with her demure behaviour, Allington continued. “It 

is the captain’s orders that all ladies retire below deck.” 

She raised her eyes and Allington was struck at how dark they 

were. “I understand the captain’s reasons, good sir, for this is not 

my first voyage at sea.” 

The First Mate nodded in acknowledgement of the woman’s 

prior experience. “Then you will retire with the others?” 
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The sailor moved forward, as if to take her arm.  

“No,” she said softly, and Allington leaned closer to hear her.  

“It is my wish to see with mine own eyes the shore that will 

be my new home.” 

Allington was shocked at her disregard for the captain’s 

orders. He blinked and then tried to insist, but the words stuck in 

his throat as the woman’s eyes darkened and forced him to 

consider their depths.  

Any concern the First Mate might have had for the captain, 

who was glaring from the quarterdeck, was washed away by the 

desire to please this woman, a desire greater than any duty he had 

ever felt in his service on board a ship.  

“If it pleases you sir, I would express my wishes to the captain 

in person.” 

Dipping his knee, Allington tore himself from the woman’s 

enticing presence to escort her to the wooden stairs that led to 

where the captain watched their approach.  

The captain watched them come on, first, with disbelief that 

a woman was about to set her tiny boots on his quarterdeck, then 

with a resigned sense of grudging acceptance of the changes that 

carrying human cargo would bring.  

The grizzled old seabird purposefully did not look at the 

woman as she moved to stand at his side, preferring instead to 

gaze out onto the ocean at the waves, which were much more 

predictable than the female sex.  

Arlington hovered behind her, as if afraid she would do 

something even more drastic than speak to the captain. 

The woman spoke first. “My apologies for this intrusion on 

your very important duties, Captain, but I would like to request to 

stay topside during our approach to land.” 
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The captain still did not acknowledge her presence. His eyes 

squinted within the lined leather of his face, watching the 

shoreline that was his destination. He made her wait until he was 

good and ready to speak, and then he released the tone that made 

men shiver to obey.  

“This is my ship and it is my command that you go below.” 

Arlington seemed confused as to whether he should nod or 

not. Instead, he looked down at the shine on the toe of his black 

boots.  

“I understand,” the woman said, her voice so soft the captain 

could barely hear it.  

Triumphant, he shifted his eyes beneath his coiling grey 

eyebrows to observe the woman.  

The first thing that struck him was her astounding beauty. 

Yes, beauty formed by curve of cheek, or colour of lip, but more 

than that, vital beauty, a glow of vibrancy that pulsed beneath the 

skin and shouted to the winds “I am alive!” 

The second thing that struck him were her eyes. Once the 

captain had seen a cyclone ripping across the ocean. That’s what 

her eyes reminded him of, deep, swirling tunnels of dangerous 

water waiting to suck him down.  

“I understand, sir, and now I say to you, I will remain on the 

quarterdeck and watch the land come.” 

To the captain and the first mate, this seemed a most logical 

request. The captain nodded and looked out across the water, 

thinking no more about it.  

Satisfied, the lady moved to the railing and looked down 

behind the ship.  

The great rudder strained against its hinges as the water 

swirled, cresting white behind the stern, pushing them towards her 

new home.  
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The people on this ship were pliable like water, and she, hard 

and unswerving like the rudder, could easily sway their will. And 

as it was on sea, so it would be on land. 
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Chapter 3: Speak of the Devil 

Returning to my table, I pulled the collar of my biker jacket 

up to make myself appear relaxed and uncaring. I held the casual 

James Dean pose for fifteen minutes, while I finished my beer. 

Had Man-boy read my mother’s note?   

She was wacked, and everything she said and did was crazy. 

I knew this, but I had so little from her, I couldn’t completely 

disregard her words. Mom had written that a temptation would 

come from “across the sea”. The States was only over the border, 

but still I wondered if Donald was the temptation. The one who 

would release my inner “familiar”. And what the hell was that 

anyways? The only thing he had released in me, so far, was a little 

patriotic anger.  

I stopped trying to make sense of my mother’s lunacy, and 

forced my attention back to the newspaper article about the Pope’s 

tour that was still splayed out on my table. The man was the image 

of benevolence, his eyes reflecting unconditional love. His mouth 

set in the position of forgiveness. John Paul II held his right hand 

up to the crowd, palm out. It was meant to be an embrace, an 
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acceptance of those gathered to view his holy presence. Yet 

gripped in the Pope’s other hand was Christ, strung out like 

sinewy taffy along a staff-like cross. It was a cruel icon that drew 

my mind from my own problems. Christ’s own father had allowed 

the Romans to stake him, when he could have easily wiped them 

out. I never understood the whole “sacrifice for the people” thing. 

To me, Christ’s suffering seemed unnecessary and wasted.  

At that bold thought, my heart kicked up a notch, and a truant 

string of words spewed out of my mouth like verbal vomit. 

“You cain string up your own image but you cain nevah erase 

your own sin.”  

I slapped my hand to my mouth to stop the words, for though 

the vocal cords were mine, the tune being played on them did not 

belong to me. The voice I had spoken in had a slick and silky 

Southern accent.  

Oh, I should never have mentioned those Southern ancestors 

in my argument with Donald. For whenever I did, it was like 

speaking of the devil, and now I was going to see Satan’s tail. I 

had to get the hell home.  

I jumped up, almost tripping over my chair, and half turned 

to the door. Unexpectedly, it burst open, and I was struck by the 

final rays of the setting sun. I threw my elbow up over my face 

and shrieked in surprise as the blinding light pierced my eyes.  

The sound of laughter and conversations filtered in behind my 

raised elbow. The after-dinner crowd were coming in. Normal 

sounds. Normal people. They didn’t notice me, even though I was 

not acting normal.  

The exit was blocked, so I turned and headed into the darker 

back room. My eyes had not adjusted from that initial sunburst, 

and half-blinded, I stubbed my toe and almost fell into some 

empty chairs.  
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“You’re definitely cut off,” taunted the same voice.  

Followed by the bartender’s gentle order, “Leave her be.” 

** 

   

Supporting myself with my hand on the back of a chair, I 

stopped and got my bearings. The back room shimmered as if heat 

was rising from the floor. I rubbed my face but it didn’t do any 

good. This had nothing to do with my eyes. This was an ‘episode’. 

I had to get out of sight. 

I crossed through the connecting doorway, weaving like a 

drunkard between the tables to collapse into a chair, my back 

against the far wall.  

Thankfully, no do-gooder had followed to see if I was okay. 

Granted only a few seconds of relief, my stomach lurched as the 

walls shifted against their frames, and then mushroomed out, 

distorting the space within.  

A cramp in my guts tightened into a knot as the room pulled 

in at the middle, the furnishings squeezing into new positions like 

organs under a corset. Another loop-de-loo tried to spill my 

ingested beer onto the floor, but I gulped back the rising bile. 

Gripping the table with my fingers, I watched my fingertips 

turn white as they grasped for grounding.  

The shrinking of space within the room forced the air to 

wheeze out, leaving behind a draw that tugged like a black 

vacuum. I could not move my arms, could not call out, as much 

as I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs for help.  

The draw sucked deeper and deeper tunneling into a black 

hole. I had to stop falling, but all I had were visuals—pictures to 

replace action. So, I imagined myself a lizard with a wide fringe 

of neck skin. As soon as the image was clear, I flicked my tail and 

flailed my legs. My bone fan burst open with the sound of a web 
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umbrella springing into place. The sharp edges caught and a 

jarring drag shuddered through my jaw. I hung, suspended, for a 

few seconds as the image held me at the edge of the abyss. Then, 

reality slapped back, and I understood I had no lizard’s jaw, no 

clawed feet to dangle.  

Cold threads of dismay wove diagonally through my mind 

shattering the image of the lizard into a thousand sharp-edged 

pieces. An echo of shattering glass tipped me over into that ever-

waiting darkness. 

The feeling of falling, spinning end over end, shredded at my 

sanity like claws on silk. The more I tried to hold onto what was 

real, the more frayed I became. Then, I did what I always did to 

survive. I invoked my anger. 

Rallying my will with curses, I silently charged myself to 

action, because there was no damn way I was going to lose it in 

my favourite drinking hole. 

Get control, bitch!  

“Holy gloom and doom,” a voice spoke from the murkiness. 

I clutched the sound wisps, manipulating them like cat-in-the-

cradle strings until a fractured sense of my friend, Lene, 

materialized in front of me. I concentrated on her presence, 

recalling the olive shade of her skin, the metal shine of the filling 

in her back, left molar.  

Gradually, her jet-black hair materialized, draped like an 

oiled fringe over a pale gold, reflective, half jacket.  

She slipped away from me, impossible to hold for there were 

no facial features, no body, no backdrop to cling to.  

I tried to focus on the blank, flat oval where her high 

cheekbones should have been. 

Climb out of it! I demanded of myself. 
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Then her perfume caressed my nostrils, and my mind decoded 

the scent. The translation ruffled the layers of time and place, 

spinning them away before they buried me. 

Climb! 

The Albion’s wooden chairs popped, one-by-one through the 

negative space like stars being birthed in a new universe.  

With a sense of gratitude that washed my eyes with hot tears, 

I saw Lene standing beside my table. A normal teenager in a 

normal world—everything I wanted to be. 

She surveyed the bar. Conscious of the seconds passing since 

she had spoken, I knew time was stretching thin between her 

greeting and my expected response.  

“Hey,” my voice split as I tested it, and I hoped to hell I 

wasn’t speaking with a Southern accent. 

“What’s crackalackin’?”  

“Hey yourself.”  

She hung her jean jacket on a chair, while I licked my parched 

lips, blinked and worked at acting sane. 

Lene was grinning from ear-to-ear, giving off a golden, party 

energy. I let it flow over the darkness tugging at me.  

I knew I should say something else. 

“Done work?” I asked, puffing out the words as if I’d been 

racing. 

 “Yeppers.”  

I clamped my mouth shut and silently counted to four, while 

drawing a slow breath in through my nose. I could do this. I’d had 

years of last minute, pulling-it-together practice from the many 

times Family and Children’s Services had launched a surprise 

visit on our home. Thankfully, Lene was naturally self-absorbed 

and didn’t notice I was struggling 
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I assumed a pose of nonchalance as the sweat cooled on my 

forehead.  

She dropped her purse onto the table with a loud thump. 

Slipping a hand in past the open clasp, she pulled out three rolls 

of quarters wrapped tightly in brown paper. She wanted me to ask 

about her tips, so I did. 

“How much tonight?”  

“Fifty,” she grinned. “I’m buying!” She pulled out another 

two rolls. 

“Uhhh…”  

I wanted to say I was going to go home, but a bead of sweat 

ran down to the fold in my eyelid and started to slip sideways 

towards the corner of my eye. I fluttered my lashes, trying to 

disburse the salty burn.  

“What are you drinking?” she asked, noticing the absence of 

a bottle on the table. 

“Oh… I’m out.” 

Beneath the table, I twisted my hands, rubbing the numbness 

out of them.  

“Didn’t dip into your college fund, I hope?” Lene asked. 

 “You know the story. My paycheque was sucked up by rent. 

Nothing left over.”  

I wasn’t about to tell her I had fifty bucks coming to me if I 

followed my resolution and kept my legs shut for seven days.  

“You need a better job than that corner store shit.”  

“It won’t last.” My jobs never did. 

She sighed. “Well don’t worry. Like I said I’m buying.” 

I tilted my head to one side and then the other, cracking the 

tension out of my neck. The idea of getting good and drunk was 

tempting enough to forgive her comment about my job.  
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“But let’s not drink here.” She tossed her hair back. “There’s 

no action, we should split.” 

If we moved to a busier bar, I’d be surrounded by people, and 

that would make it feel safer. But I wasn’t sure what the limits of 

my sanity were, or how safe others would be around me. Tonight, 

my ‘crazy’ had already gone beyond anything I’d experienced 

before, and I’d just had all the action I could take, but I wasn’t 

about to confess my madness to my best friend. Everyone was 

probably safer if I stayed right where I was, in a half-empty pub. 

Jerking my chin at Man-boy who was just visible on his stool 

through the open doorway, I asked, “What about mamma’s boy, 

over there?” 

Lene turned around in her chair to stare.  

She dismissed him by delivering her verdict, “Wounded”. 

 “Virgin,” I countered, trying to make him sound more 

interesting so she’d stay. 

“Not even!” 

“Even!” 

“Woun-ded!” 

She was sticking to it. 

Man-boy was a virgin because his shadow was white. When 

Man-boy had entered the bar, earlier, the light behind him through 

the open door had cast his shadow forward onto the hardwood 

floor, and it had been white as snow. That’s why I called him 

Man-boy. I didn’t find it weird because this was my seventh 

sense—shadow colours. I was used to reading people by the 

colours they laid out before them on the ground. 

 “Okay, Lene. You win. He was wounded by my rejection an 

hour ago.” 

She let out a joyous laugh, and my stomach pitched as I joined 

in. I choked it off with a cough. 
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“I’ll be right back.” Lene grabbed a roll of quarters and left to 

order our beers. 

“Don’t leave…” I started to say, then shut my trap, as she 

walked away. 

Alone, my eyes roved the empty room, the fear of slipping 

away again, pebbling my skin.  

A burst of male laughter carried from the other side of the bar 

where she had disappeared. 

I ran my tongue over my dry lips. I was in control for the 

moment, but I wasn’t sure how stable I was. Calling my shrink 

would probably be best.  

I slipped out of my seat and hurried to the pay phone that was 

screwed into the wall by the men’s room. I dragged the handset 

to my face, ignoring the grating shriek of the phone’s steel-

wrapped cord as it scraped against the metal privacy edge. 

Digging out my emergency dime, I tried to get it into the slot, but 

my hand was shaking so much, I fumbled and almost dropped it. 

A few more tries and it finally clanked through the metal guts of 

the phone. I punched the square zero button with Donald’s 

knuckle, then tried to ignore the smell of stale beer on the plastic 

mouthpiece. 

A nasally voice answered my call with, “Operator.” 

“This is an emergency…” My words poured out. “I need to 

speak to Doctor Casbus at the Homeward Asylum.” 

“We have a new service, which requires you to dial 411 for 

phone numbers.” 

Lene walked back into the room, and I adjusted my 

expression, waving at her from the phone booth. She sat down and 

checked under her nails. 

Lowering my voice, I cupped my hand around the receiver.  

“But, I just used my only dime, lady.” 
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“Well, that's your problem, isn't it?” The operator hissed. 

I pulled the phone handset back and frowned at it. She 

sounded suspiciously like the TV comedian, Lily Tomlin. 

“What did you say?"  

Dead air sucked at my ear. 

“And it’s not your only problem!” The words were garbled as 

if her mouth was full of marbles. “Is it?”  

Lene met my eyes from across the room. She lifted her 

eyebrows. I gave her a reassuring smile and turned my back to the 

room, hunching over the phone. 

"Listen, bitch..." 

“You need to hold onto yourself,” the voice snickered, and 

another voice joined in, snorting in perfect synchrony.  

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up.  

“Only you have nothing to hold onto," they sang out, their 

shared tone rising to a pitch of excitement. “You don’t know 

yourself..."  

I released a trembling breath. 

"...and you can’t hold on to what you don’t know.” 

I was immobilized with fear and self-revelation. The 

breathing on the other end became more heated until they were 

panting out ragged masculine grunts. The voices sounded in pain, 

then a drawn out, orgasmic moan wriggled through the ear piece.  

I yanked the phone away from my face, then slammed it down 

as Lene half stood. 

Shaking my head, I held up my hand like the Pope.  

“Is it your mom?” she asked, before I reached the table. 

“No,” I stopped myself from rolling my eyes. “Thanks for the 

drink.” I tipped up the bottle and guzzled. 

She watched me, her eyes darting from my face to the phone.  

“Tell me what’s going on.” 



Girl Desecrated 

I conjured a lie as I wiped my mouth with the back of my 

hand. “Oh, the phone rang. I was stupid enough to answer.” 

“Get real!” Her eyes sparkled. “Who was it?” 

 “Fffff, I don’t know. Some creep jerking off.” 

I sat down slowly, shifting my chair around to avoid her eyes.  

“Gross!” She laughed, and I joined in, only I sounded like a 

hyena on speed. 

“Yeah, totally gag me.” 

“Took you long enough to hang up,” she teased. 

“Who am I to deny a guy his satisfaction?”  

I tipped my beer again, trying to drown out the urge to cry. 

My teeth chattered against the bottle. I needed to leave, but I was 

too afraid to go home alone.  

Lene’s laughter petered out. 

Another guzzle on my beer, and a welcomed buzz chased my 

nerves away.  

She was staring at me. A weird little silence settled in place 

between us. Lene picked at one of the coin rolls with a blue 

painted fingernail. I couldn’t for the life of me think of anything 

to say. 

She finally spoke, “I’m leaving Reg”. 

“What?” I tried to focus on her words.  

“I said,” she stopped to swallow, “I’m leaving him.” 

“For real?” 

She didn’t answer. 

I tried to read her eyes, but she wouldn’t lift her gaze from the 

coin roll. I didn’t want to shock her out of this decision, so I 

adopted a bored look and asked, “What brought this on?” 

“Oh, you know. He’s a jerk.” 

I nodded slowly. Reg was a jerk. A jerk who left bruises on 

her body, a jerk who stole her beautiful light and replaced it with 
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tears. A jerk who had somehow won her heart and then worked 

hard to rip it from her rib cage on a daily basis.  

The idea of her saving herself was tempting me to jump into 

her problems with both feet, but Lene had “left” him before. And 

seriously, I had my own life to deal with. I couldn’t get too jacked 

up about her relationship woes. 

She changed the subject. “Tomorrow’s Saturday.”  

She took out a smoke and offered me one. “Are you going to 

visit your mom?” 

“Shit, yeah.” 

Popping the cigarette between my lips, I leaned forward to 

touch the end to her lighter flame. I sucked in a double lungful.  

I was definitely going to visit, but it wasn’t my mother I 

needed to see… it was her doctor. Sure, I could ask her about the 

yellow foolscap note she’d sent with Man-boy, but seriously, 

she’d been warning about demons and familiars, and had been 

cursing my existence since before I could remember. Nothing 

new there.  

After tonight, after the way things had gone before Lene 

showed up, my arm resisting the washing under the tap, the whole 

room disappearing into a black hole, and the voice on the phone, 

I needed to talk to Dr. Casbus. I needed help to be normal. I’d 

even be willing to take those pills he was always pushing, so I 

could just live my life without all this bullshit.  

I also needed to see him, because until I did, my mother’s 

Satanic theories were front and centre in my mind. Thinking about 

going home to an empty apartment without his reassurance was 

terrifying. I needed the good doctor to share his scientific theories 

and analyze me back into a sense of calm.  

“I have an idea.” My smile felt forced. “Why don’t we 

celebrate your new single status with an all-nighter?” 
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Lene’s face brightened, as I’m sure, she considered all the 

naughty business we could get up to. She raised her hand to order 

another round. 
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 Jamestown: The Predator’s Carnal 

Rule 

Crowds of eager men had poured out of the colony’s log 

gates, and gathered on the single dock when the tall sails of the 

ship were first sighted. They knew on board was the bride pool 

and the men would get to choose a wife from the passengers. After 

the initial cheers of greeting, which included excited hat waving, 

a hushed anxiety travelled through the crowd, subduing the 

fellows as they waited for the women to disembark.  

The first boot peeking from beneath a skirt touched the deck, 

and with that first woman’s appearance, all nervousness fled in 

the face of excitement.  

Few men stood alone, for how can one truly assess the value 

of property without another to share thoughts with? As the female 

passengers walked unsteadily down the ramp to the dock, the men 

discussed the positive attributes of each. 

Once all were ashore, the women were greeted by the town’s 

mayor, who generously gave them one night on shore to freshen 

up, followed by an ultimatum that they should choose a husband 

on the morrow or return to England on the ship they had just 
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exited. Apparently, there was no place in Jamestown for single 

women who had no family to care for them.  

It was not easy for the ladies to be faced with such quick 

decision-making after a sea voyage that had lasted almost five 

months. Some had found the journey agonizing and were shadows 

of their former selves, having lost weight due to sickness and 

despair. Others had started as shadows, taken from the gallows, 

the pubs, the alleyways, where they had plied their bodies for half-

pennies or a meal to get them through to the next day. These were 

used to suffering and had found ways to get extra rations from the 

sailors to keep them fed. Some of the women had come from 

farms, unwed daughters whose arms were strong from milking 

and harvesting, women with the knowledge to make candles, to 

spin wool and work a loom—all skills needed in Jamestown. 

Then there was She, the one who in twenty weeks had never 

shared her name. This one plainly had never milked a cow nor 

sold her body to survive. She wore fine gloves and her bonnet was 

trimmed with the most intricate lace. Not unnoticed by the others, 

her skirt hems had been clean when she’d first climbed the 

gangplank to the ship. Due to her strange accent, which was not 

English, not French, and certainly not German, some of the ladies 

surmised She might be a gypsy who had found her fortune, 

perhaps as the paramour of some wealthy gentleman.  

There were many suppositions, and much time in which to 

debate these ideas among themselves throughout the long, 

arduous journey. The She walked like a queen with her head held 

high, and the grace of her movements was beyond compare. Her 

poise was one argument stated many times against the gypsy 

theory. Yes, She had been the topic of late night whisperings.  

And now, on land, months later, this She was looking peaked, 

her cheekbones pressing sharper than before, but it was not from 
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the continuous upheaval of the ship upon the waves. Packed 

within the dark hold with the others, She had tried to keep the 

scent of their bodies out of her lungs. No, not the smell of their 

sweat, nor the piss, and shit, and puke, but those other scents of 

ligaments and marrow, blood and bone.  

She had also used much energy in trying to close out the noise 

of their thoughts, tried to ignore her growing awareness of their 

dreams and hopes, for in that way lay compassion, and one should 

never feel compassion for prey.  

Even knowing this carnal rule could not help her, for the close 

quarters had overwhelmed the She who could sense deeper than 

the others. Yes, she shared their ability to walk on two legs, but 

that is where she parted ways as an enlightened being with a dozen 

more senses to draw upon, a dozen more centuries to remember, 

and a dozen more reasons why she could not reveal who and what 

she was. 

Too long, too close, too immersed and rendered impotent by 

the boundary of the sea to take her place among them as huntress, 

for were she found out, there would have been nowhere to run.  

Powerless to cull the herd, and restore her failing energies, 

she had resorted to acquiring a companion from among the 

sailors. It was easily done. The will of a rigging-crawler is weak. 

Weakened by a lifetime of taking orders aboard a ship. The sailor 

she chose bent willingly to her influence, so willing it was most 

unsatisfying to the She who preferred pursuit, and peril, and the 

possibility of failure, to the sloth of drawing sustenance from the 

eager.  

Having to keep her sailor alive, she could only sip as if 

partaking of a rich brew of fermented fruit. The curbing of her 

appetite throughout the trip had taken its toll on the regeneration 

of her milky skin cells, but not on her spirit.  
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Here in this new land, she planned to build a better life for 

herself. She had plotted to get as far from the clutches of folktales 

and superstition chasers as she could. For it was these tale bearers 

who had tried and almost succeeded in eradicating her kind from 

the plentiful pastures of Eastern Europe. The She had one plan for 

the Jamestown colony and that was to survive. 

** 

 The next morning, after the ship’s arrival, the women rose 

and tried to tidy their appearance before meeting the men who had 

once again congregated in the fort’s common area. The excited 

rumbling of the men’s voices filtered through the town hall’s open 

windows, lighting little wicks of nervous energy in the women’s 

bellies.  

“Come quick!” One of the more enthusiastic girls gestured 

the others over to the heavy curtains that draped the ripple-glass 

windows. The windows looked out over the common outdoor 

area, built on the inside of the fort. 

In the muddy area below, the men of Jamestown gathered. 

Their excitement was obvious in the way they greeted each other, 

the rapid pumping of arms and the boisterous slapping of backs. 

Heads nodded as they conversed and waited to mingle with the 

ladies who would soon be their help mates.  

These men had pioneer spirits and courage. They had 

travelled to an unknown land to make a new life for themselves 

in a country where even the climate could kill.  

When these adventurers had first arrived, trade had been 

established with the Powhatans. Then the fort had been built. 

Then another, after the Indian raids. Then, the men of God came, 

then disease came, and the first two women, and then families, 

and then winter. Cold, deadly winter followed by four years of 

Indian wars, and the hollow ache of starvation. Still, year after 
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year, the settlement had survived and one year after the ship, The 

White Lion, brought the first black people, the settlement was 

thought safe for women—European women. Wives!  

It was a glorious day, for now each hard-working man could 

claim his bounty in female flesh. Of course, there would be 

opportunities to talk to a woman before making a life-binding 

decision, and there would be a celebration meal, ale and, no doubt, 

a dance. 

The women, peeking from behind the curtains, had similar 

thoughts of how the day would play out. They, too, exclaimed at 

the possibilities below, and shared comments on the men who 

came in every size, shape, and age. They cheerfully bantered, 

while worry twirled in their corseted bellies. None wanted to be 

unchosen. None wanted to be the last chosen. None wanted to 

make a bad choice. 

Out of all ninety women, not one was more beautiful, more 

alluring, or more sure of herself than She. There was no doubt in 

her mind or in the minds of the others that first pick of the men 

would be hers.  

Unlike the others, She wasn’t choosing a husband. She 

already had one. She was choosing a male specimen intellectually 

and physically worthy to plant his seed in her belly. This was how 

she would survive on this northern continent. She needed to 

continue her line of daughters—two legged walkers, vessels to 

house her eternal light. Through their lives, She would attain her 

immortality. 

But first, She must find a worthy man. 
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Chapter 4: Attempted Escapes 

I didn’t say any more about Lene’s break-up with the abusive 

jerk-boyfriend, because a hot looking guy approached our side of 

the bar and distracted her. I eyed him warily, not ready to trust 

anything after the night’s macabre events. 

“Hey, lookie here.” Lene’s eyes sparkled with interest as she 

took in his glossy brown hair and wholesome looks. 

I was more interested in his coat made from softened animal 

hide and lined with creamy wool on the inside. My hand twitched 

to caress it as he walked by.  

He pushed open the men’s room door, and the yellow light 

from within created a vintage outline around his head. I wasn’t 

sure if it was a shadow, but if it was, it was the first I’d seen in 

that colour. I had no idea what it meant. The door swung shut, and 

Lene closed her eyes, no doubt savouring the image of his tight 

jeans and work boots.  

“Clydesdale.” She narrowed her eyes, wickedly. 

Even though Lene had claimed to love her sorry excuse for a 

boyfriend, it didn’t mean she was always true to him. Generally, 
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she wanted every man to pay attention to her, and if any man 

showed an interest in me, she wanted him too. I was more willing 

than usual to play third wheel, because it would keep my legs 

closed and on track with my healing plans, not to mention my 

fifty-dollar reward.  

Lene stared at the bathroom door with the concentration of a 

cat stalking a bird. 

She didn’t notice the waitress approaching our table. I was 

taken by the woman’s hair that was styled like a lion’s mane, 

blown back from her face until there was no part showing. Her 

pocket apron jingled with coins as she leaned over and placed two 

beers on the table.  

She pulled the copy of The Mercury I had been reading earlier 

out from under her arm. I leaned back when she placed it on the 

table in front of me. 

“Bartender said this was your paper?” The waitress asked, 

barely glancing at me.  

Donald’s hand had pressed down onto the paper when he had 

leaned over my table to berate me. Now, his red plaid jacket filled 

my vision like a target. My nostrils flared hungrily for a whiff of 

the American. 

I gripped the arms of my chair tightly, refusing to let myself 

touch that spore. I didn’t want to go through another round of 

fanatical thinking. So, I thought of rainbows and candy floss, and 

the fact I’d have to drink Blue all night, because Lene was buying.  

“Who’s the hunk?”  Lene asked the waitress about Mr. 

Sheepskin coat, as she passed a handful of coins to her. 

“Never seen him before.”  

An unhealed cold sore, slathered with greasy medication, 

adorned the waitress’s bottom lip. It made me think of Donald’s 

oils. 
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“He’s been sitting by the pool table with a bunch of buds,” 

she offered, tipping her head towards the other side of the bar. 

Mustering my courage, I slowly reached out and with two 

fingers gingerly folded up the paper, corner by corner. I kept my 

mind occupied with mathematical calculations, and was very 

careful not to touch any part Donald had pawed. When I was sure 

I had buried his spore as deep as I could in newsprint, I held The 

Mercury up at arms length.  

“Hey,” I called out to the waitress, causing her to frown and 

come back.  

Holding it gingerly, I passed it to her, “Take this out and burn 

it. Smells like puppy piss.” 

She carefully lifted it from my fingers, but then she fumbled 

and dropped the newspaper. Without thinking, I caught it right in 

front of my face.  

The rough tumble released the scent of burnt meat into the air 

where it was drawn into my eager nostrils. At the first trace of 

aroma, my brain kicked into overdrive. Synapses fired like 

fireworks, classifying the American’s DNA, computing his 

connections, calculating his demise, and encouraging me to go 

find him. 

“Sorry about that.” The waitress took the paper from my 

shaking hand.  

 “Puppy piss?” Lene asked.  

“Not quite,” I released a low growl, trying to suppress the 

growing desire to hunt American.  

Grabbing the cold beer, I toasted Lene’s confused look and 

took a swig. 

The washroom door swung open. Mr. Sheepskin Coat was 

headed our way. Lene put on a sexy smile and stood up to block 

his path. He was a good four inches taller than she was, but when 
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she slipped her shapely body into the aisle, he stopped in mid 

stride, just as she’d planned.  

“You’re not going to walk by a couple of women drinking 

alone, are you?” She gifted him with a sexy pout.  

An “I might get laid” realization spread across his face, 

softening his mouth.  

“Och, I meant no offense, lassie.”  

He stared with interest at her bare midriff. 

“Lassie!” His Scottish accent shocked the echo out of me. 

Lene shot an annoyed look my way and weaseled herself back 

into the man’s mono-vision. He forgot me in seconds, 

surrendering his attention to the vibrant beauty in front of him.  

“Well, I won’t take offense if you just fix the situation,” she 

winked, and reached out her hand to stroke his coat lapel. 

He stared open-mouthed at Lene’s hand on his chest.  

Just then, a shorter man came from the other side of the bar 

and strode across the floor toward us. He ogled Lene from the 

waist down with a smart grin on his face. 

“Did ye get yerself lost, Duncan?” he asked. 

Lene turned to greet him, her white teeth flashing. While Lene 

was putting on a show, I drank her beer. No sense in letting it get 

warm. And besides, she had just made sure we’d be in booze for 

the rest of the night.  

The two men were giving Lene their complete attention and 

though I had agreed to play back-up, I was starting to feel a little 

miffed. Thinking I should go do something about Man-boy’s 

virginity, I pushed back my chair. 

“Well, then…” I said it like my grandfather trying to 

prematurely end a Thanksgiving dinner, and rose slowly from the 

chair, stretching my spine to its full length. The men’s eyes moved 

to the top of my wild blonde hair, then trailed to the two-inch heels 
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on my biker boots. The shorter one winked at Duncan, and 

excitedly chirped, “Now, here’s a Skinny Malinky Longlegs!” 

I gave him the ice-queen-look, and made to leave. Lene 

hooked her arm in mine, and with a smile over her shoulder at the 

two men, and a promise to return, she spun me around and half-

dragged me into the washroom.  

“For Judas’ sakes!” I yanked my arm from hers before the 

door closed. “What are you doing?” 

“You’re not leaving.”  

A hot flame of rage boiled at her attempt to control my 

choices. As I was about to give her what-for, a shocking vision of 

her head tilted at a gross angle assaulted my mind. Lene’s broken 

spine pushed the skin of her neck out to the side like a tent pole. 

The horrifying image was so clear, it competed with reality. I 

retched and covered my eyes with my hands. 

Seconds ticked by before Lene spit out, “Uhh… Rachel?” 

I peeped out between my spread fingers to make sure all of 

Lene’s body parts were still connected. Her hands were on her 

hips, elbows jutting out defiantly, as she narrowed her eyes at me. 

“Are you on something?” 

I slowly lowered my shaking hands. “Maybe … yeah…” I 

swallowed, trying to wet my tongue enough to talk. “Maybe I 

popped a bean or two.” 

This false confession was met with silence. 

“I was just trippin’.” I chuckled. “I thought there was a bat 

flying around the bathroom.” 

She immediately ducked and twisted her head to check for 

bats.  

“No, I thought there was a bat…” I tried to explain but Lene 

didn’t hear me over her screeches. She leaned over, flipped her 

hair down over her face and rapidly rubbed her hands through it 
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to dislodge any flying rodents, while stamping her feet on the 

floor.  

I laughed for real, this time. 

“Cool your jets!” I grabbed at her wrist. “There’s no bat, man. 

I just kirked out, okay?” 

She flipped her hair back up, and as I watched her long black 

strands flying out in front of her, time slowed down. Her mane 

divided, strand by strand, splitting apart like shattered wood and 

coming together like baby spider webs joining in the wind. I was 

mesmerized by the detail, drawn into the patterns of those 

midnight black hairs crossing and uncrossing, floating in the air, 

following the pull of her scalp. 

“Rachel!” 

She was in front of me again and time had caught up to its 

normal pace. I tried to cover my eyes with my hand, but it missed 

my face and brushed along my ear.  

“You’re seriously messed up,” she declared, with a 

disapproving shake of her head.  

She turned away and set her turquoise purse on the wet 

counter. Digging out a fuchsia lipstick, she examined her 

reflection in the mirror.  

“Yeah, I am messed up.”  

I leaned against the washroom stall and tested my arms by 

crossing them. They worked. Pushing out my hips and crossing 

my ankles I tried to appear calm and collected. 

 “Uh…Lene, tonight… might not be a good idea to grab my 

arm, okay?” 

She rolled her eyes and continued to touch up her make-up. 

I cursed and gave up trying to convince her it was dangerous 

to piss me off. What would I say anyways? I didn’t know what 

was going on myself.  
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After the weirdness, I was still afraid to go home and be alone, 

but it was clear now, after that image of Lene’s broken neck, my 

staying put her at risk. I felt safer with the promised all-nighter, 

but I needed to distance myself from Lene for her own protection. 

The question was how to get out of hanging with her and avoid 

going home alone. 

If I picked up a man to go home with, I’d break my resolution. 

Patrick had sworn I’d only push myself further into madness if I 

didn’t stick to my resolve. The idea of tonight’s weirdness being 

my future was too much to even consider.  

It was past eight on a Friday night, so calling the Homeward 

to speak to Dr. Casbus was out of the question. The head nurse 

would never bother him this late. A sly idea struck me. Just 

because I couldn’t call the doctor, didn’t mean I couldn’t go see 

him in person. I’d gone to the Homeward at night, before. On 

those nights when I was afraid for my mother, afraid she’d be 

scared, or missing me, or they would be hurting her with their 

treatments.  

The head nurse, Mrs. Huds didn’t like it, but Casbus always 

showed up to save me from her lecture on rules. He didn’t let me 

have a room to stay in—it wasn’t the Holiday Inn, but he’d let me 

stay long enough to dial down my fears a notch or two.  

During my last after-hours session, Casbus had explained 

why I had holes in my memories.  

** 

 

  “You are under extreme stress when you visit your mother,” 

he had said. “You have developed a special skill, an ability to 

disappear within yourself to avoid unpleasant encounters.” 

I had frowned at him, trying to catch his point. “What do you 

mean ‘disappear’?” 
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“During times of life-threatening duress, your conscious 

mind has gone inward, and allowed your subconscious to take 

control.”  

I stood up from his leather couch and paced the floor. “Can 

everybody do that?” 

He watched from behind his thick, reflective glasses, as I 

wore a path in the carpet. 

“You are not the only one, Rachel. Many children who 

struggle to survive do so through dissociation.” 

“But you said before I had multiple personality issues!”  

“Yes, you suffer from the merciful adjustment a mind 

undertakes when it cannot deal with what must be endured.”  

I fiddled with my earring.  

His squirrely eyebrows popped up above the rim of his 

glasses.  

“Sometimes, over time, a young child who is dissociating will 

develop an ‘alter’, an alternate personality to deal with what is 

causing them pain.” 

I took my earring off and cleaned the post. Then put it back 

in, keeping my eyes on the ceiling.  

His explanation had sounded so “right”. I had another 

personality who spoke with a Southern accent, who spoke her 

mind at the most awkward moments. Worse yet, she had opinions 

and urges different from mine, and her demands had brought on 

trouble more than once. 

After Casbus explained my lost memories, so many confusing 

things fell into place. It didn’t make it easier—understanding and 

accepting are two different things. It was still frightening to admit 

the Southern voice was my alternate personality, but now, at least, 

I had a treatment goal.  
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Casbus was going to merge my personalities…help me 

become whole. 

** 

 

   That was the long-term treatment goal. Right now, I needed 

Dr. Casbus to calmly explain away the weird things that had 

happened in the bar. I needed him to use scientific words and 

logical reasoning to explain why my arm stopped obeying my 

brain, why I heard voices on the phone, why the rooms squeezed 

and changed shape, and why I was seeing Lene’s body twist and 

break like a pretzel. I needed professional reassurance that I was 

not going to track down Donald, the American, and gut him with 

my Rambo knife.  

But more than anything, I needed Dr. Casbus to prove I was 

not fighting off Satan and his hordes of demons.  

I clawed my fingers through my hair, giving the roots a good 

tug. Lene snapped the lid on her lipstick and checked her teeth in 

the mirror.  

“Listen,” I started, “I probably should head out.” 

 Lene shot a dirty look through the mirror, but then she turned 

around with a fake chummy smile plastered on her face. 

“C’mon, I’ll buy you another drink. All you have to do is sit 

at the table with us,” she urged. 

Her mention of the drink was tempting, but the doctor had 

better stuff to numb me. 

“Don’t you have a shift tomorrow? Shouldn’t you go home?” 

I coaxed. 

“I’m not going home. He’s at home.”  

She faced the mirror to look at herself once more. Her eyes 

glittered like aluminum in the silver glass.  
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“Besides, I want to hang with you to help celebrate your 

birthday.”  

“How do you know it’s my birthday?” 

“Bartender told me.” 

“Traitor.” I whispered. 

“Com’on!” She made as if to grab my arm. I backed into the 

washroom stall. “We’ve got two good reasons to party! Let’s do 

it!” 

I chewed my lip.  

“I’ll pay for your cab home, afterwards,” she added, 

sweetening the deal.  

My brain put two and two together and came up with a paid-

for ride to the Homeward and Dr. Casbus. That was good enough 

for me. 

“Warning,” I held up my finger, making sure she understood 

the danger. “If Reg shows up and tries to hurt you, I’m not 

responsible for what I might do to him.” 

The concern in her eyes for Reg’s well-being proved this 

break-up wasn’t going to last. Just like the other times.  

Her voice was a breathless whisper. “I’ll need you here to 

make sure I don’t leave with him.”  

“Fine. I’ll stay.” I pushed the stall door shut between us. “But 

I’ll need something stronger to drink than beer.” 

“I’ll meet you out there,” she chimed, patience not being one 

of her virtues.  

I struggled to pull down my tight jeans. With my elbows on 

my knees and my face in my hands, I tried to relax my mind and 

my bladder.  

Toilet-poetry was scribbled on the inside walls of the stall. I 

had read most of the comments and had even penned a few 

myself, so I noticed the new line of precise printing, right away. 
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Welcome your fate with recognition, for your fate is your 

well-known life. 

I had to read it a few times to figure out what the hell it meant, 

but once I did, I quickly disagreed.  

“Bullshit,” I announced and gave the toilet paper roll a good 

spin, taking off more than I needed.  

If fate was life, then Lene should just stay with the “wife-

beater”, because every man she hooked up with would beat her. I 

couldn’t believe that was true, for her or for me. I had to believe 

my shitty life wasn’t some prearranged hell I could never escape. 

I wasn’t doing the best with decisions, or money, or finding 

someone to love me, but I hoped I was finally on the road to 

controlling my ‘crazy’.  

 “I’m goin’ to par-tay!” I shouted, kicking open the stall door 

and getting ready for my next drink.  

Party, but not get laid, I reminded myself.  

  



 Cheryl R Cowtan 

74 

 

 

Chapter 5: Highlander Invasion 

 

While I had been contemplating my life in the washroom, 

Lene had succeeded in attracting a herd of men. I found her 

surrounded by six beefed-up, Scottish hunks in their sexual prime.  

“Might as well make it a party, Lene,” I muttered, 

sarcastically. 

The men dwarfed the two small wooden tables they had 

pushed together. I stood awkwardly on the outside of the ring of 
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taken chairs. I might as well have been invisible, for all eyes were 

glued on Lene and her coy grin.  

“So, what’s there to dae in this town fur fun?” One of the 

Scot’s asked. 

“You’re lookin’ at it.” Lene posed as if someone had pulled 

out a Polaroid.  

Astonished laughter erupted, and I got sick of standing. 

“Seriously, did you guys escape from the Fergus Highland 

Games, or what?” 

The outburst of laughter trickled into silence and several 

strong jaws turned my way. A few of them leered and someone 

said something raunchy about a caber. A flutter of excitement 

erupted in the pit of my stomach, but I held my neutral expression 

and raised a judgmental eyebrow at the caber jester. 

The Scot who had christened me a ‘Skinny Malinky’ jumped 

up and grabbed a chair from an empty table. He muscled apart 

two men.  

“Move aside and make room fur the tall lassie.”  

The tall lassie, who just wants to go home, I thought. A giggle 

almost escaped my disapproving lips.  

He set down the chair. “I’m Colin, by the way.” 

His eager expression recalled one of those small dogs that like 

to hump legs.  

“Huh.” I avoided eye contact. 

After some shifting, I finally squeezed in between the two big 

men. The guy on my left checked me out, while I took in his short, 

fair-hair, blue eyes and muscular build. 

“Fits yer name and far yi fae?” he asked. 

I had no idea what he meant, but chuckled at the silliness of 

it. 

He tried again, “Naeme’s Lennox.” 
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He was yummy, and definitely off limits, tonight and for six 

more nights. 

“Hi.”  

I turned away to focus on my best friend who was seated 

directly across the table. Her voice was dripping out of her hot 

lips like nectar, and the men were caught by the promises in it.  

“I know all the best places,” she was saying in response to a 

suggested bar hop. “But this is the best place to be.” 

“Why’s that?” Sheepskin coat asked. 

“Cause I’m here, of course.” She winked at him, and he 

grinned in appreciation of her boldness. 

I was watching Lene, but I was focussed on the body heat 

coming off the two men sitting on either side of me. It was 

probably the worst place to be seated when I was trying to be 

celibate and control my crazy. Lene’s voice droned into white 

noise as I closed my eyes and concentrated on squashing the 

sensual pulsing along my hot spots. After a few moments of trying 

to cool down, I gave up.  

Just as the Pope’s picture had tempted my nose, the men at 

the table were awash with scents. The greasy odour of bone 

marrow and fat, the pungent sting of sweat, and the opaque thrust 

of cologne mingled with clouds of carbon dioxide. I could hear 

the leathery stretch of their lungs when they sucked in air; the 

click of their tendons when they shifted their feet beneath their 

chairs. My sensual response to them exhilarated and unnerved me.  

I opened my mouth slightly to breathe without using my nose. 

It reduced the onslaught of odors, but engaged my taste. I was 

struck by an impulse to nip the inside of Lennox’s wrist. I opened 

my eyes in surprise and shook my head to dislodge the urge. 

The guy on my right placed a cold beer beside my hand on 

the table. He held it lightly in his wide palm, just within my reach. 
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I hadn’t looked at him yet and purposefully still didn’t turn. Out 

of the corner of my eye, I watched him tap his thick thumb three 

times against the side of the Molson label.  

“Let’s play a wee game,” he said in a deep Scottish cadence 

that danced the suggestion out into the air.  

Keeping my eyes forward, I tilted my head and pretended 

renewed interest in Lene’s shameless antics. But truthfully, I 

wanted to play a game. I needed a distraction from my fears, and 

the scents, and even my inside voice, which was now trying to 

join in on the conversation. 

The man chuckled, not misled in the least by my apparent 

disinterest in him. He moved the bottle closer to me, and left it 

there. I should have shown better manners, but I needed a drink, 

badly. I grabbed it and sucked back almost half of the beer before 

wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. 

I couldn’t help a little twitch at the corner of my mouth as I 

imagined his shock at my beer guzzling extravaganza. That 

display should turn him off. 

“Lass,” he said, softly, “Tell me yer name”. 

I finally turned to face him and was stunned into silence.  

He was hot. Hot beyond Fabian-Harlequin book-cover hunky. 

His skin was lighter than mine, old fashioned European skin, but 

the sun had warmed it and scattered a few freckles along the tops 

of his cheeks. It gave his handsome face a boyish charm, but there 

was nothing boyish in the way he was looking at me.  

I couldn’t find my tongue to break the silence that dragged 

on. His hair with its rich dark auburn shine was cut long. The ends 

curled in slightly to caress his wide cheekbones. A trim bear 

surrounded his kissable mouth.  

“Are ye done?” His dark, green eyes crinkled at the corners. 
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I swallowed. He was somewhere around thirty, which wasn’t 

a turnoff. With looks like his, if he was over sixteen and under 

sixty, we were good. 

He gave his head a little shake as he grinned at me. The 

movement made his long bangs slip down over his forehead and 

he tossed his head to move them out of his eyes.  

It might have happened in slow motion, and my tongue might 

have been hanging out of my mouth. 

The bangs slipped forward again, covering one eye. I was 

tempted to brush them back, but he finger-combed them back.  

“What?” I asked, wondering if he had spoken. 

He smiled, revealing a dazzling row of strong teeth, and I was 

back in slow mo.  

“Yer name.” He tilted his chin up. 

I raised my eyebrows. “What would you like my name to be?”  

Instead of a flirty reply, he stayed silent and the edges of his 

smile dropped just a bit. I quickly shifted down. 

“You said you wanted to play a game,” I reminded him. 

“Guess my name.”  

“Hmm.”  

It was hard not to wiggle while he titled his head to the side 

and looked all the way down my body and legs. I tucked my 

ankles away under the chair and straightened my back. His glance 

swept back up over my tight curves. 

“Give me a hint.” Our eyes locked. 

I gulped and tried to remember what we were doing.  

Finally, I thought of something. I would give him clues to my 

initials. “R ye really Scottish?” 

“Aye.” 

“No, A”. 
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The silence stretched on, and I turned my head to the left to 

hide a smirk. Lennox started to say something, and I quickly 

turned back to “Bangs”. 

He leaned against the chair, his muscular arms relaxed. “Is 

yer name Rose Amy.” 

I gave him an impressed look. I hadn’t expected him to catch 

on to the vague alphabetical clues to my initials.  

“Wrong.”  

“Curses.” He clicked his tongue against his teeth a few times, 

and I wanted to lean in and kiss him, hard. “Renee… Antoinette”.  

“I’d kill my mother if she named me Rene Antoinette.”  

I took another drink of my beer, wishing I hadn’t mentioned 

my mother. 

He gave a throaty laugh. “It’s god-awful, that’s fur sure.” 

“Quit stalling,” I sighed in mock boredom.  

“Rachel Anne.” 

My blood slopped to a halt in my veins.  

“Uh-No.” I lied, hiding the shock in my eyes. “And that’s 

three tries. You’re out.” 

Grabbing the half empty bottle, I tipped it up and emptied it, 

while struggling to figure out how he could guess so close to my 

name. Or did he get it right? Had he said Rachel Anan?  

I shot a dirty look at Lene wondering if she’d been stupid 

enough to share my personal info with these Scottish throwbacks. 

“Bet yer name’s Ronnie. A nice soft name to go with yer 

manner.”  

Maybe he didn’t know my name after all. Coincidences can 

happen.  

“I’m no Ronnie.” 

His eyes dropped to my mouth, but they didn’t linger. 
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“Well, Aam gonna call ye Kit, until Ah ken different.” He 

raised his finger to order another round. 

“Kit…” I repeated the name slowly, testing it in my mouth 

and feeling slightly liberated at the renaming. 

Across the table, Lene tossed her black hair around her head 

like a runway model. She was completely aware of the slow burn 

she was building in the men as she teased them. Duncan-of-the-

sheepskin coat was turned in his seat to face Lene, his face all 

puppy-dog eyes, as he listened to her.  

The booze had chased away the fleshy tints my nose had been 

picking up earlier. “Bangs” now smelled earthy and spicy, like an 

evergreen forest. I closed my eyes to bask in his scent. Much more 

appealing than butcher shop aroma. 

He leaned down to my shoulder and whispered, “They seem 

to be getting on.”  

I opened my eyes to see Duncan and my best friend’s 

foreheads almost touching. They were talking in hushed voices, 

no doubt making plans for the night. Watching them made me feel 

a little anxious. Lene shouldn’t be doing anything on the rebound. 

If anybody knew that piece of advice, I did, because I’d lived that 

mistake one time too many. 

I tried to hear what they were saying by ignoring the sounds 

closest to me and watching their mouths intently. Along with the 

weird things happening, my ‘spidey senses’ were improving. The 

tracking, the shadows, and the ability to hear people who were far 

away was getting better, and I was getting used to using them.  

I cleared Stevie Nicks’ wailing “Rhlannon” from the air, 

peeled the murmurs from the late-comers at the surrounding 

tables, forced the Scottish brogue to slip into the background, and 

finally, I picked up Duncan’s soft whisper. 

“What about yer friend?”  
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Lene didn’t glance my way, when she said, “She doesn’t 

matter”. 

The dismissal was a little hurtful. After all, we had made 

plans to pull an all-nighter together.  

“What do ye think they’re talking about?” “Bangs” asked. 

I turned, surprised, “You couldn’t hear them?” 

“Nae. Could ye?”  

I slouched in my chair. “Oh, I’m sure they’re playing some 

sort of Scottish name-guessing game.” 

He was unfazed by my barb. “Oh aye, we Scots love our 

games.” 

I took another look at Lene, burned she was planning a tryst. 

Maybe the wrong girl was making anti-sex resolutions. A better 

friend would have dragged her into the washroom for a serious 

talk.  

“Why the long face, Kit?” 

I shrugged, even though I was worried about Reg’s insane 

jealousy. “I was just thinking we reap what we sow, eh?” 

“Yes.” He nodded and continued to study my face from the 

side. “We all have tae accept our lot.” 

“Our lot?” I turned to meet his eyes. “You mean, the results 

of our decisions?” 

“Nae.” I tried not to gawk as his chest muscles expanded 

beneath the cotton of his t-shirt. “Ah mean, each of us has a place 

we ur meant tae get tae. Ye ken it as fate.”  

I gave him a searching look. “Have you been reading the 

philosophy in the girl’s can?” 

"Whit's fur ye'll nae go past ye."  

I raised my brows and lifted the side of my mouth.  

“Whatever is meant tae happen, will happen." 
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“Och,” Lennox’s voice close to the back of my head made me 

jump. I leaned back to let him make the third point in the triangle. 

“You’ll nae git me t’agree with thet.” 

His accent was much stronger. I could barely work out the 

meaning.  

“So, you don’t believe in fate?” 

“Ah prefer tae be in charge of mah own future.” 

I laughed, “You sound like Doctor Who.” 

“Who?” Lennox said, but “Bangs” cut over his words. 

“Only a fool ignores the path set out fur him.” A muscle in 

his jaw jumped. “Dorn’t be a fool, Lennox.” 

Silence hung heavy around the table, except for Lene’s 

whispers of encouragement. She was trying to drag Duncan back 

into a little tête–à–tête, but his attention was on the scene playing 

out in front of me.  

The big boys appeared to be locked in a stare-down. I pushed 

my chair back a bit, not wanting to get in between these two big 

brutes if they decided to go head-to-head. 

“I completely agree with Lennox,” I said, giving the tension 

a little poke. 

“Bangs” turned his face slightly my way, while still holding 

Lennox’s glare. I could feel the anger sizzling in him. My body 

responded with a slight shiver.  

“Hmm,” he grunted.  

Then he cast his eyes my way. The familiar temptation to 

tame the bad guy tickled at my insides. 

“If fate controls your life, what do you think is fated to 

happen, tonight?” I blinked, innocently. 

The tension left his shoulders. He gave me a wink. “Yoo’re 

meant tae ken Angus a wee bit better.” 
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I quickly scanned the men as if they could provide a clue, then 

caught on to his little joke.  “Oh, you’re Angus.”  

He put his hand, a strong hand, the palm wide and calloused. 

I hesitated to take it.  

“You know what they say about people who talk about 

themselves in third person, don’t ya?”  

“Tell me.” 

“Loony. Nutbar. Crazy beans.”  

I pushed my hand into his firm grip. The minute his warm 

skin touched mine, a spark lit inside my chest and rippled like lava 

deep into my belly. My eyelids flickered and my lips parted, 

releasing a trembling “oh” of surprise. 

The conversation died around us as all eyes turned our way. 

Angus gave Duncan a very obvious nod. I shut my mouth and 

composed my face. 

Lennox cursed, pushed back his chair and stomped off to the 

bar.  

Suspicious Angus had some sort of bet going with Duncan, I 

tried to slip my hand from his, but he held on.  

“Let’s try again, Kit. Mah name’s Angus.” He lifted his chin, 

encouraging me.  

I wasn’t going to share my name, but just to get my hand out 

of his, I intended to say ‘pleased to meet’ya’.  

Only when I opened my mouth, I simpered, “Honoured, I’m 

sure,” in a bloody Southern voice. 

Angus’ mouth fell open and out of the corner of my eyes, I 

saw a number of heads jerk up.  

Not even bothering to look around for a clock, I blurted, 

“Whoops, look at the time. I gotta go.” 
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Standing up abruptly, my thigh caught on the arm of my chair. 

It tipped up, and Angus hung on, standing with me and moving 

my chair to the side with his other hand.  

I looked up. He was big. A big man who stood over me.  

“Settle down there, Highlander,” I warned, steadily pulling 

my fingers from his grasp.  

He wouldn’t let go.  

“Ah get the impression ye dorn’t want me tae settle.” 

I cringed, wondering which of my voices was going to be 

talking when I opened my mouth to answer.  

 “It’s never about what I want, friend.” I cast a nervous glance 

toward the exit. 

“Ah find that hard tae believe, lass.” 

I prickled. “What’s that supposed to mean?”  

“A woman like ye ur surely knows how tae get what she 

wants.”  

His eyes, like evergreens on fire, burned with a provocative 

invitation. A hot flush spread up my torso.  

In that moment, I decided what I wanted for my eighteenth 

birthday. I wanted Angus the Scotsman. I wanted him like nothing 

I’d ever wanted before. His lingering gaze held me pinned with 

unspoken messages… he wanted me, too. 

His friends were openly staring, strangely interested, as if 

they were attending a “Girl Pick-Up 101” class and taking notes. 

I didn’t care, I didn’t want to step out of this moment to care 

about anyone other than Angus. My body was smoldering, and I 

wanted to turn up the intensity.  

Angus gave my hand a gentle tug. The movement caused the 

greasy scent of bone marrow to glide into my sinus cavities. My 

nostril’s flared like a stallion picking up the scent of a mare in 

heat.  
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Quickly, I turned my head to the side to hide whatever deviant 

look might have crept across my features. I had two choices: plant 

a kiss on those sensual lips, bringing our bodies grinding together, 

or shut down my raging hormones and dismiss him to keep my 

word to Patrick.  

Lene caught my eye and frowned, which meant I should quit 

hogging all the attention. Normally, I would step down and let 

Lene take the stage, but she hadn’t been keeping me in booze as 

she had promised. Right there on the table, my beer bottle stood 

empty, the last of the condensation drying from its dissolving 

label.  

Ignoring the heat rippling off Angus’ body six inches from 

my chest, I picked up the empty bottle with my left hand and 

tipped it upside down.  

“Doesn’t look like I’m very good at getting what I want, now 

does it?” 

A twitch flickered in his cheek.  

I shook the bottle again and grinned, “Hmmm?” 

He gave a hearty laugh, released my hand, stepped back and 

waved the waitress over.  

I had just bought myself more time to decide on my birthday 

present. A night heaving beneath the highlander, or sacrifice what 

was sure to be glorious sex in the name of my mental wellbeing? 
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The End 

Of your succulent 
Sample 

 

 

Want to read more?  

Buy Girl Desecrated here: 

https://books2read.com/Worse-things-than-Madness   

https://books2read.com/Worse-things-than-Madness


Girl Desecrated 

The Story Continues with Master 
of Madhouse 

 

   

  

https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
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   Rachel has survived being the dysfunctional daughter of a 

religious fanatic, the childhood playmate of a demon, and a 

Highlander's cast-off in the most heart-breaking romance of her 

life. She even survived the betrayal of her best friend, Magda. But 

now, she's possessed by The Fergus She, and her resilience is 

wearing thin. 

     Determined to escape her destiny as host to a blood-sucking 

demon, Rachel regains control from her possessor, Scarlett. Little 

does she know, some of Scarlett’s demon-magic has rubbed off 

on her.  In her panic, Rachel runs headlong into another century, 

and into the arms of Gräfen, Lord of the Vampires. He's an evil 

Mr. Darcy, dashing but deadly, and when he discovers Rachel has 

oppressed his demon-wife Scarlett, his lust turns to predatory 

rage. 

Trapped in a century out of history, held prisoner in a Gothic 

mansion, and surrounded by a bedlam of servants, Rachel suffers 

Gräfen's gas-lighting torments until her will begins to weaken. 

     Though Gräfen is cruel and arrogant, Rachel’s lifelong 

dysfunction is serving his game. With alarm, she realizes she must 

escape Gräfen's clutches soon, or become eternally obedient to his 

voracious and unnatural demands. But in the Lord of the 

Vampire’s serfdom there is nowhere to run, no place to hide, no 

one to help. The only way to survive is to let Scarlett up, which 

will put Rachel down, possibly forever. 

     Is escaping a madman worth the cost of her freedom? 

 

Get it now. 

https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting   

https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
https://books2read.com/The-Master-is-Waiting
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Words from the Author 

Thank you for reading a sample of Book 1 of The Fergus She.  

I would love to hear your feedback on my work. To make sure 

I see your comments, use Twitter hashtags #TheFergusShe & 

#GirlDesecrated or @NspiredMe2Write.  

If you can, please provide a review. Reviews are valuable 

gifts for writers, and I would appreciate a simple rating or review. 

You can find my social media links at 

http://www.cherylcowtan.com.  

Scarlett is a character with so many plot possibilities, and I’m 

excited to explore other journeys she might take to other 

centuries. But first, Rachel gets to run the course through a few 

more novels. 

The second book, Master of Madhouse 1894, continues with 

Rachel jumping out of the frying pan and right into the sadistic 

arms of Scarlett’s vampire husband, Gräfen. 

Buy Book II while the story is still fresh in your mind, or read 

the first chapters for free, and put Master of Madhouse in your 

Goodreads’ “to read” folder. 

 

http://www.cherylcowtan.com/


 Cheryl R Cowtan 

90 

 

For Book Clubs 

Deepen Your Read 

Ever wonder how authors come up with this stuff? Want a 

deeper reading of Girl Desecrated so you can impress your 

friends, post nuggets of insider information, and enrich your book 

club discussions?  

In the Impress Your Book Club enhanced reading guide, 

you’ll find: 

• lost Man-Boy chapters 

• the history behind the setting 
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• detailed examples on designing a vampire from Twilight, 

Dracula and Anne Rice’s novels. 

• essays on vampire history and lore  

• an in-depth explanation of literary devices and techniques 

used in Girl Desecrated, and more… 

 This resource is fabulous for librarians, book clubs, teachers, 

students, writers and readers who want to grow and exercise their 

brains and squeeze every drop from this story. 

Impress Your Book Club for Girl Desecrated is available at 

Cherylcowtan.com.  

 

Get it now.  

https://www.amazon.com/Desecrated-Novel-Study-Reading-Guide-ebook/dp/B079D1JYQ1
https://www.amazon.com/Desecrated-Novel-Study-Reading-Guide-ebook/dp/B079D1JYQ1
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Author Newsletter 

If you want to be the first to know when new Fergus She 

books are being released, sign up for my Novel News newsletter 

at CherylCowtan.com. Through the newsletter, you will receive 

notice of give-aways, contests for cool and original items, be 

given access to more pictures of Scarlett and Rachel’s antics, and 

get sneak peeks of new writing and much more. 

 

http://www.cherylcowtan.com/

