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‘What the fuck is going on?’ I ask. 
Craig, Jaq and I are standing outside Astrid’s bedroom 

door looking pale and frightened at what we’ve just seen. 
After the incident with the Bible, Astrid has not been seen 
and it’s only been now that Craig has come to us for help. 
Up until then, Craig has used the sickness card to explain 
her absence, but to be fair after what I’ve just seen he’s not 
that far wrong. 

‘Like I told you, Astrid is gone and that human girl in 
there is Emma,’ Craig answers. 

‘And it was her parents who summoned Astrid to 
possess this Emma?’ Jaq says. ‘I mean, why would her 
parents do that...? I mean...a demon...they’re like…’  

I give Jaq a look to shut her up, and even resort to 
waving my hands around frantically behind Craig’s back 
but it doesn’t work. It’s too late. 

 ‘Like what Jaq?’ Craig asks. 
Jaq looks at me for help, but I just shrug. She got herself 

into it she can damn well dig her way out of it. 
 ‘Well, of course not you and Astrid. You’re both nice. I 

mean other demons.’ Jaq flusters.  
‘Well what you see in there is a human under no form of 

supernatural influence, and demons are only as bad as the 
human they inhabit.’ Craig says defensively. 

‘In the circumstances...’ I answer trying to diffuse Jaq’s 
blunder. 

‘You know I can hear you. I aren’t deaf,’ a voice 
belonging to Emma shouts from behind the door. 

‘What about her parents?’ I ask. 
Craig shrugs. ‘They are away and I can’t get hold of 

them. I was hoping being half angel an’ all you might 
help.’ 

‘By doing what? I have no idea about these things and I 



 

 

thought angels had no control over you lot.’ 
‘Tell that bitch, Mina, that if she wants to try, I’m ready 

for her,’ Emma shouts. 
‘I’m gonna go back in,’ I say. 
I open the door and step into the room. There on the bed, 

tied for her own safety is what we know as Astrid, but now 
Emma. Astrid is what people call classically beautiful, 
with a milky complexion and long brown hair. Her eyes 
are always full of life and laughter, but all I see now is an 
ugly, contorted, angry face. She snarls like an animal in 
my direction and it’s a painful sight. 

‘What about Mr. Daniels?’ Craig asks coming up behind 
me. ‘Do you think he can help?’ 

‘Of course he’ll help, he’s desperate to get in her pussy,’ 
Emma laughs. ‘Although I’m surprised you making him 
wait so long considering you couldn’t wait to open your 
legs for the other one.’ 

‘Shut your filthy mouth,’ Craig snaps. 
Emma starts to giggle in a high pitch tone. He body 

shakes with laughter and it’s a scary sort of laughter, but 
then the atmosphere changes and in a fit of rage, starts to 
wrestle with her binds. The bed shakes the more she 
struggles and both Craig and I take slow steps backwards 
out of the door. 

 Grabbing my phone, I leave the room and try 
Sebastian’s number and to my surprise there is no answer. 
That’s not right. He never misses any of my calls, no 
matter what time of day it is. Going downstairs Jaq looks 
at me questionably from the laptop, she has switched on.  

‘We can do this without him,’ I say. 
Jaq turns the screen round so me, and Craig who has 

now joined us, can see. 
 ‘Look what I’ve found.’ 
‘Do you think that’s what they do?’ I ask. 
‘That’s what the website says,’ Jaq answers. 
‘Craig...Oh Craig...I’m feeling horny why don’t you 

come up here and fuck me!’ 
I’ve never seen him look so stressed and to think he’s 
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been dealing with this on his own for a week. Craig is such 
a laid back character, who always brings a smile to 
everyone’s face, but there in front of us, he couldn’t be any 
more different. We’re anxious and it’s only been an hour. I 
start dialling the number from the screen and an automated 
voice answers. 

 ‘Hello, you are through to The Bailiffs. Experts in all 
forms of repossession. Press one for personal door visits, 
press two for full home clearance or press three for 
physical repossessions or hold the line for further 
assistance.’ 

I go through all the options the automated voice gives 
me before a chirpy female human voice answers. I try to 
explain our situation and the woman takes some details 
then says someone will be out to us within the next two 
hours.  

‘Two hours?’ I ask.  
‘It’s been Festive Week. It’s our busy period,’ she 

answers, with no apology.  
Well honestly, I can’t really argue with that. What with 

families overspending as well as the increase of Others 
using magic and rituals. It’s a time where we all over 
stretch ourselves. No matter who or where you come from. 
So we have no choice but wait it out. 

 We spend those hours with loud music on in order to 
drown out Emma’s insults and lewd remarks. Who knew 
such filth could come out of such a sweet mouth. Craig 
tells his own story on how he met his vessel, Freddie.  

Freddie had gone to a special agency where they 
specialise in matching humans with a demon, just like 
Emma’s parents had. After a bike accident, Freddie had 
become depressed and moody. Subsequently in the midst 
of a series of suicide attempts and self-harming episodes 
he had taken it upon himself to be taken over so he could 
still live a life, but allow something else to worry about 
everything. It had been a therapist who had pointed him in 
the direction of a repossession agency. Apparently it’s a 
common form of therapy for extreme cases. I hadn’t even 



 

 

realised it was something to be prescribed. 
 Craig also told us that every human can be matched to a 

specific demon, basically like Match.com, but for demons. 
He had built a pretty good bond with his human, with the 
understanding that all Freddie had to do was say the word 
then Craig will leave and even agreed that when Freddie 
feels up to it he allows him control of his own body, but 
this was something Astrid hated him doing. Apparently, 
Freddie’s social skills are a little shaky. 

After what seems like an age, we hear a van pull up 
outside. Opening the door, I see two burley men step out 
of some white work van with The Bailiffs emblazoned on 
the side, wearing black suits that are stretched over their 
bodies.  

‘Miss Marley?’ one of them asks holding out his hand. 
‘I’m Mr. Sydow and this is Mr. Howdie.’ 

‘Sydow? Howdie...Really?’ I say, suppressing a snigger 
at the irony of the names. 

‘Yes! Now where’s the girl?’ Sydow snaps. 
‘Sydow!’ Emma shouts her voice resounding down the 

stairs ‘You muthafuckers brought Sydow.’ 
‘We take it you know each other?’ Jaq asks. 
‘Yes, I worked for the company who matched Miss 

Collins to Astrid,’ Sydow answers.  
We watch as the two men climb the stairs and enter the 

bedroom and then we follow waiting outside the door. The 
atmosphere changes dramatically as fear fills the air, but 
it’s not coming from us. We are just nervous. No, the fear 
comes from behind the door and is so strong it seeps 
through the wall. 

 The noise from inside are horrid and the foul language 
that comes from Emma’s mouth is beyond anything that 
even Candice would use. We can hear the two men 
chanting a mixture of languages as well as cursing back at 
Emma. There seems to be a lot of crashing and smashing 
and we are puzzled, because we left Emma tied to the bed, 
so what’s causing the damage. We look at each other and 
I’m sure they are all thinking the same. It’s done for effect. 
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It makes it all dramatic and sound like their working hard. 
Surely it can’t be that hard to put a demon back inside a 
human. After all popular belief suggests it doesn’t take 
much. Although, according to Craig there are certain 
conditions that allow the possession easy. For him it was 
Freddie’s mental condition and for Astrid it was an age 
thing. She was a pre-teen on the edge of the good old 
puberty angst. 

After a while, Sydow opens the door looking sweaty and 
harassed. ‘We are going to need some help. She’s putting 
up resistance’ 

‘What do you need?’ I ask. 
‘I need the Fae for her magick and the influence of a 

Marley.’ 
‘What do you mean the influence of a Marley?’ Jaq asks 

looking at me. 
‘Let’s just do this,’ I say avoiding Jaq’s stare.  
Honestly, with everything going on I hadn’t even 

thought to tell her about what Candice and I found out 
together and now I feel guilty. 

We enter the room once more leaving Craig standing 
outside. The stench in there is foul making us gag and our 
eyes sting.  

‘What the fuck?’ Jaq winces.  
‘She has taken it upon herself to excrete and throw it at 

us,’ Sydow says candidly. 
‘Nice,’ Jaq answers. 
‘You better believe it bitches,’ Emma sneers, with a 

twisted mouth. ‘Now let’s get this party started.’ 
Strangely, the room looks just as it did before. Leading 

us to wonder what the hell was the noise about? As well as 
confirming our suspicions. 

‘Do you know who this is?’ Sydow asks pointing my 
way. 

‘No, but please tell me Mr. Sydow. Please I’ll be good if 
you tell me,’ Emma responds in a childish voice before 
bursting into laughter. ‘Of course, I know who she is. She 
is the Supton Queen, Mina.’ 



 

 

‘She is also a Marley and though that may mean nothing 
to you Miss Collins, it does to your demon and if you 
search deep down that fear you feel is a real one,’ Sydow 
says. 

I catch Jaq’s eye once more and she gives me a confused 
scowl. My shit is really about to hit the fan here. I should 
have told her, but there was never enough time, or even the 
right moment.  

Sydow instructs Jaq and me to stand on each side of the 
bed and Howdie gives Jaq a fairy enchantment to say. We 
are told that the fairy magick will help bind Astrid to 
Emma’s body more easily and my voice will summon 
Astrid and make her much stronger than Emma. This is 
something I don’t understand. I don’t have the sort of 
voice that commands so how am I to get Astrid into Emma 
any easier than the men? 

As the men busy themselves around us preparing the 
space for our work I take a moment to look at them 
closely. They are men of colossal size and I wouldn’t want 
to argue with on a dark night. Howdie seems the quieter of 
the two, but I would guess that they were both equal 
partners by how they respond to each other. Sydow takes 
my arm and leads me to the side of the bed with Jaq 
opposite. 

‘It is important that you do exactly as I ask, because 
Emma is now an adult and is much more resistant. The 
fact that you both are close with Astrid means you are seen 
as a threat and Emma will try and manipulate you both. No 
matter what happens you must remain strong and keep the 
circle.’ 

Jaq and I take each other’s hands over Emma’s body and 
Jaq starts to chant the incantation. I feel the change in the 
air as she chants and beneath our hands Emma starts to 
squirm violently.  

‘You fucking bitches,’ she shouts, ‘you will never get 
Astrid back in.’ 

The more Jaq chants the nastier Emma gets in order to 
try and break us. She uses all the things she believed 
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would cause us to break our concentration, but we won’t 
be broken.  

‘You are doing well girls, we can feel she’s coming,’ 
Sydow shouts over the buzz of the magick and Jaq’s 
chanting.  

I’ve never known magick create so much noise as it 
builds in energy. The hairs on my scalp stand on end as the 
atmosphere changes. It feels like Candice’s magick, but 
much purer and stronger and scares the life out of me. 

‘She may be coming, but the fucker’s not getting back 
in,’ Emma shouts back.  

‘Are you ready Miss Marley?’ I nod nervously and I 
look towards where Sydow has written down what I need 
to say.  

‘Keep chanting Miss Rose and ignore whatever goes on 
around you.’ 

I start to say my piece. ‘By the name of Marley, I 
command Astrid demonicous to bind herself with the 
human vessel Emma Collins.’ 

I would normal comment about how simple these words 
are, but after our experience with Candice we know 
different. So I just say it. Emma starts to scream out loud 
as the bed shakes furiously as she tries to free herself. That 
girl has got some pure strength about her.  

Suddenly, the binds break and in a panicked moment she 
tries to grab us both, but Sydow and Howdie are quicker as 
they pin her body to the bed. She kicks and screams while 
Jaq and I, now really nervous, continue to chant our pieces 
faster and louder. Just as quickly Emma stops struggling 
allowing the men to start to tie her. 

‘How’s Nanna Christine, Jacqueline?’ she says in a 
voice not dissimilar to Mrs Rose.  

Jaq and I look at each other. ‘Don’t pay any attention. 
Emma was a good mimic as child. The talent must not 
have left her.’  

‘Don’t pay any attention to the human,’ Emma mimics 
in Sydow’s voice.  

‘Keep chanting ladies,’ Sydow says ignoring. 



 

 

We do what he says and ignore any comments and 
insults that come our way. The bristling of hair on our 
bodies tells us that Astrid is close and getting stronger. We 
are beating Emma. We will soon have our friend back and 
I think Emma knows it as her insults worsen and that’s 
when she goes for the jugular and deals her killer blow.  

‘You can’t defeat me you bitches. You think your 
friendship is so strong, but it’s full of lies and deceit.’ 
Emma shouts. 

‘Don’t listen to her,’ Sydow shouts over her.  
‘Yes, you should. Jaq why don’t you tell your best friend 

about how you managed to ram your tongue down that 
angel, Micka’s throat,’ Emma giggles. 

I feel as though my stomach has fallen out of my body 
and my heart is thumping so hard it hurts. I don’t want to, 
because I don’t want to see, but I have to. I look at Jaq and 
I can see by her face that Emma has spoken the truth. Both 
Jaq and I falter as guilt shows and she starts to let go of my 
hand, but we can’t lose this so I grab it tighter and shake 
my head.  

‘Keep it together girls,’ Sydow warns. ‘Astrid is in the 
room now. Let’s get her into the body.’ 

The room has gone icy cold and both Jaq and I ware 
shivering violently. Slowly, Emma starts to levitate from 
the bed and we are told to place our hands on Emma’s 
body. As she levitates, we both scream Astrid’s true 
demonic name. With a high pitched squeal, Emma’s body 
falls back onto the bed and for a moment there’s nothing. 
Then, after a moment, her eyes opens.  

‘Hey, thanks,’ Astrid says a little croakily.  
Jaq and I hug her tight and she groans in pain and 

Sydow explains that her body will be sensitive for a while 
after the ordeal, but she will be fine. We leave and let 
Craig go in to see her. Going outside, we both take in the 
night air and there is an awkward atmosphere between us, 
almost icy cold. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Jaq says after a moment. ‘It was ages ago 
and you were with Jimmy. I was at a low and Micka was 
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there. He pushed me away. He didn’t want me. He wanted 
you. Astrid must have seen.’ 

I hate to admit I’m hurt, not because of the kiss, but 
because Jaq tried and never even mentioned it to me. But 
I’m also too tired to argue about it.   

‘Let’s just leave it,’ I say, but it comes out with a harsh 
undertone, which is not intended.  

Jaq flinches, but then her face changes and she just 
looks angry and defensive. 

‘Well I’m not the only one who has a secret.’ she hits 
out. 

‘What do you mean?’ I ask, although the sinking feeling 
I am experiencing already tells me the answer. 

‘The fact that being a Marley means more than being a 
child of an angel.’ My face must have spoken a thousand 
words as she turns away and starts to walk towards her car. 
‘It’s okay, I don’t expect you tell me everything, but 
knowing that Candice knew before I did just damn well 
hurts.’ 

I watch as she drives away and I fight to go after her. I 
know Jaq. She needs time to calm down. I turn back 
towards the house and I see the silhouette of Craig 
hugging Astrid and a warm feeling replaces the cold one 
created by Jaq and I.  

  Sydow and Howdie step out of the house and Sydow 
comes to my side and smile warms his face and it actually 
showed how he must have been handsome once. A long 
time ago at least.  

‘You did well in there,’ he says. ‘Here take my card. You 
may need it again, but take my advice and find out what 
sort of power a Marley has in this world, because I get the 
feeling you have no idea and you are going to need to 
know.’ 

I take the card and say my thank you’s. It’s just another 
person who seems to know more about my family then I 
do. Will there ever come a day where I will find out 
everything? I doubt it. 

 



 

 

 


