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Chapter One

J immy Stewart Moon—his parents had been big fans of ‘It’s 
A Wonderful Life’—was bored. His week had been horrible, with a 
capital H, and he wasn’t looking forward to going to work on Monday 
morning. He lay on his bed in his bedroom, watching The South Bank 
Show—well, not really watching it; he didn’t have a clue what was 
going on in it, but it was on the telly anyway—and eating a bag of Salt 
and Vinegar flavour crisps. He brushed the crisp crumbs off of his 
duvet onto the sock-laden floor and sniffed, picking at a stray bogey 
that hung from a nasal hair, teasing him by clinging painfully to the 
hair for dear life. ‘Don’t kill me!’, Jimmy imagined the piece of mucus 
saying in his sadistic little mind. He sniggered slightly as the bogey, 
complete with three hairs, came out of his nose. ‘Don’t eat me!’, the 
bogey pleaded with him, but Jimmy was having none of it.

SLURP!
Jimmy breathed a heavy sigh, wiggling his nostril slightly as it 

began to tingle from its recent loss.
“Christ I’m bored!”
Jimmy clambered about on his duvet, finally sitting up, and swung 

his bare feet onto the floor. Tip-toeing through the socks and shirts 
that slept peacefully on his plush carpet, Jimmy crossed the room to 
the window and drew the curtain slightly away from it.

“Right,” Jimmy leered ever so slightly, picking up a pair of 
binoculars he kept in his window sill, “It’s eleven o’clock; it’s Sunday 
night; it’s time for a bit of action.”

Jimmy fiddled with the window lock until it opened, then pulled 
the lower window up and leaned outwards, the binoculars pressed 
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firmly to his eyes. His bottom lip fell slightly, and a small pool of 
saliva formed in the left-hand corner of his mouth.

Directly across the road from his bedroom window, a five foot 
nine brunette was getting undressed for the night. She slipped out 
of her clothes and stripped down to her underwear. Crossing her 
bedroom, she switched on her stereo and began exercising to the 
music that flooded the air.

“Like clockwork,” Jimmy drooled, fixing the focus on his 
binoculars and leaning further out of the window. He hitched his 
right leg up onto the sill as the woman began to do jumping-jacks, 
her bosom bouncing rhythmically up and down in time to the music.

“Where’s my camera?” Jimmy asked himself, reaching back 
inside the window for it. He ricocheted his hand from left to right 
in search of the camera, but couldn’t quite reach it.

“Damn it!” he cursed, trying to re-angle himself so he could reach 
more efficiently without losing sight of the exercising woman . . .

. . . That was when he lost his balance.
“Shit!” he mumbled as the binoculars dropped from his grasp. 

The cord around his neck pulled tightly, threatening to pull him out 
of the window, but not quite. Jimmy sunk his tongue into his cheek, 
concentrating hard on retrieving the binoculars. Slowly he began to 
pull the chord back up towards himself, ever so slowly reaching out 
as they drew closer and closer . . .

“Bugger!” Jimmy cursed, realising that the binoculars were 
caught on something. He pulled and tugged at them, but they wouldn’t 
budge from the branch they’d become ensnared in. Jimmy looked 
up, noticing that the exercising woman had stopped exercising; in 
fact she was looking straight at him, screaming and trying to cover 
herself up as quickly as she could.

“Oh God, no!” Jimmy cursed, giving a desperate tug at the 
binoculars as he tried vainly to hide. Then the chord snapped and 
the binoculars fell and broke on the ground below. The force of 
the sudden breakage caused Jimmy to flail dangerously backwards, 
hitting his head painfully on the window sill which readily shut on 
him, knocking him fully out of the window and sending him reeling 
two stories to the ground below.

“Aaaaaaaaaggggghhhhhhcrunch!!”
Jimmy landed on his back in a pile of fallen autumn leaves, the 

binoculars lying next to him. He groaned ever so slightly, looking up 
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at the night sky, temporarily unable to move from where he lay. He 
sucked in air through his nose, the hairless area still surprisingly 
tingly, then he passed out.

x     x     x

“Ur oo oay al?”
Jimmy’s eyes slowly fluttered open, looking up at a hideously 

disfigured person hovering over him! Then his eyes focused, and he 
realised it was just some bloke.

“Are you okay, pal?” the bloke repeated, holding out his hand to 
help Jimmy up from the ground.

“I think so,” Jimmy groaned, “I might have hurt my back in the 
fall.”

“That could prove nasty,” the bloke shook his head, “You should 
go to the doctor about that—a fall like this could kill some people, 
you do know that!”

“Thanks for the words of comfort!” Jimmy tutted, standing up 
on his shaky legs, “I think I’ll be okay though.”

“I saw what you were doing.” the bloke suddenly divulged.
Jimmy raised a worried eyebrow, “Excuse me?”
“I can’t blame you,” the bloke smiled, “She’s gorgeous, mate. 

Lovely body—great tits! The whole package!”
“Excuse me?!” Jimmy repeated, his other eyebrow joining its 

friend, “I haven’t the faintest idea what you are talking about!”
The bloke smiled coarsely, “You can’t lie to me, pal” he countered, 

“I see and know everything that goes on!”
Jimmy pinched his nose with his forefinger and thumb, “How’s 

that then?” he asked, “Are you Jeremy Beadle?”
“No—I’m God!” the bloke revealed.
Jimmy’s jaw dropped open, “You . . . are God?”
The bloke bowed slightly, “That’s right,” he grinned, “But you 

can call me Frank.”
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Chapter twO

Frank scoffed away at a family sized bag of crisps, every so 
often looking up at Jimmy who watched him with suspicion.

“So,” Jimmy finally spoke, “You’re God, are you?”
Frank tried to speak, crisps falling from his mouth onto Jimmy’s 

duvet, but gave up and simply nodded.
Jimmy sighed, “Do you have any way of proving this claim of 

yours?”
“You can see my wallet if you like,” Frank offered, “my driving 

licence is in there.”
Jimmy rolled his eyes, “No, I mean can’t you do something to 

prove you’re God?”
Frank looked up at Jimmy again, furrowing his brow, “Do 

something to prove I’m God? What do you want me to do?”
“I don’t know—something Godly!”
“Something Godly, you say?” Frank swallowed his mouthful 

of crisps and looked around the room, “Have you got any cards 
handy?”

“Cards?!”
“Yeah, you know—playing cards. Some of them have got pictures 

of deformed nobility on them.”
“Yes, I do understand the concept of cards—I’ve seen them 

before!” Jimmy groaned, “But I don’t see how you can prove you’re 
God with a pack of cards . . .”

“Hold on!” Frank interrupted, reaching into his coat pocket and 
rummaging through its contents, “I think I’ve found . . . yep, it’s 
okay—I’ve got a pack here!”
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“How is this going to prove you’re a god?” Jimmy repeated, 
realising that Frank hadn’t heard him the first time.

Frank pulled a ragged pack of cards out of his coat, discarding 
the box and shuffling the cards. He rifled them out in his hands and 
urged them towards Jimmy.

“Pick a card!” he ordered, “Any card you like, go on!”
“You are kidding, aren’t you?!”
“No joke,” Frank shook his head, “just pick a card out. I promise 

I won’t peek.”
“I’m not bloody picking a bloody card!” Jimmy spat, “This is just 

stupid!”
Frank urged the cards towards him, “Do you want me to prove 

I’m God or not?”
Jimmy sighed and reached out for the pack in Frank’s 

out-stretched hands, clasping his fingers onto the card he thought 
best. He pulled it quickly towards himself and eyed it . . .

. . . It was the nine of hearts.
“Okay,” Jimmy smiled, “What card is it then?”
“Nine of hearts!” Frank said without hesitation.
Jimmy raised his eyebrows, “How did you . . . ?”
“I’m God!” Frank insisted, “Don’t you ever listen to people?”
Jimmy shook his head, “Jesus Christ!”
“Him too!” Frank smiled.
“But you can’t be—this proves nothing, just that you’re bloody 

good at guessing! I mean, why would God tell me who he was? What 
can I do about it?”

“Actually,” Frank smiled, taking the card from Jimmy and 
returning the pack to his coat, “I’m here to help you!”

“You? You’re here to help me?” Jimmy was naturally confused, 
“How are you going to help me?”

“Well,” Frank smiled, “I’ve come down in one of my human forms 
to help you out with your love life!”

“My love life?!” Jimmy shook his head, “I don’t need any . . .” he 
began, then remembered who he was, “How are you going to help me 
with my love life?”

“You remember that girl you were eyeing up across the street?” 
Frank asked, “The big, bouncy girl!”

“Vanessa? How can I forget!” Jimmy half-smiled.
“Well, I’m going to help you to woo her!”
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“Woo her?” Jimmy was confused, “You actually want me to go up 
to her and do impressions of trains?!”

Frank rolled his eyes, “What’s wrong with you, kid?” he asked, 
“Don’t you know nothing?”

“I know that saying ‘don’t you know nothing’ isn’t a grammatically 
correct sentence!” Jimmy retorted snidely.

“Shut up!” Frank barked, “Do you want my help or not?”
“Of course I want your help!” Jimmy looked up to Frank, “How 

are you going to help me woo Vanessa?”
“Well,” Frank stroked his chin, “First things first, we’re going to 

have to clean your image up a bit.”
“What for?”
“You want to make a good impression don’t you?”
“Yeah.”
“Well shut up and listen then!” Frank sighed, “I think the first 

thing we need to do to sort you out is get you a haircut.”
Jimmy’s eyes widened, “No way!” he refused, “It took me years 

to get it this long—I’m not cutting it off just for you!”
“It’s not for me,” Frank shook his head, “It’s for Vanessa!”
“But, my hair!”
“Do you want to look like a reject from Hanson for the rest of 

your life?” Frank asked, “Because if you do, you’d better consider a 
life of celibacy!”

“Excuse me?” Jimmy clenched his temples, “What do you mean 
by that?”

“Don’t you get it?” Frank sighed, “No self respecting woman 
would be caught dead dating a Peter Stringfellow wannabe—let 
alone shagging one!”

“Peter Stringfellow’s always got birds with him!” Jimmy pointed 
out.

“Yeah, but he pays them!” Frank countered, “Anyway, I said self 
respecting women, not cheap slappers!”

Jimmy turned away from Frank and rested his hands on his 
window sill, staring out at the closed curtains of Vanessa’s bedroom, 
pondering the offer in his head. He sighed without turning back, 
muttering, “When do we start?”



13

Chapter three

the next morning Jimmy woke up and blinked at the sunlight that 
was flooding his room. His curtains were still open, so he stumbled 
across the room to close them. Wearily he pulled his trousers on 
over his Mr Happy boxers and made his way down stairs.

Wandering into the kitchen, he opened the fridge and pulled 
out a carton of milk, gulping down a few mouthfuls before placing it 
back on the shelf.

“Morning Jimmy!”
Jimmy closed the fridge door with fright, staring at Frank—he 

was sitting at the breakfast table, eating sausages and eggs, with 
his mum and dad!

“M-m-morning!” he stammered, slowly walking towards the 
table.

His mum smiled kindly, “Why didn’t you introduce us to your nice 
friend, Jimmy?” she asked, “He’s such a nice young man—not like 
that Patterson boy you keep inviting over!”

His dad nodded, slurping his tea, “Frank here knows his football!” 
he said, then took another slurp.

Jimmy slunk into his seat, “I’ve only known Frank for a short 
time!” he admitted honestly, “I’ve never had the chance to invite 
him over before!”

“Well at least he’s here now,” his mum smiled, “Where did you 
meet him?”

“We met at a bird watching convention,” Frank smiled, “Didn’t 
we Jimmy!”
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Jimmy grimaced.
“I never knew you liked bird watching, Jimmy!” his mum’s mouth 

widened in shock, “You don’t tell me and your father anything any 
more!”

Jimmy sunk further into his seat.
“We were going to go bird watching after Jimmy finished work 

today,” Frank informed Jimmy’s parents, “He may be a little late 
home—is that okay?”

“Of course it is, Frank,” Mrs Moon beamed, “As long as we know 
he’s with you and not the Patterson boy!”

Jimmy groaned slightly, “His name’s Arty, not the Patterson 
boy!”

“Arthur Patterson is a bad influence,” Mr Moon grunted, “He 
supports Chelsea, and nothing good will ever come of that.”

Jimmy got up from his seat and crossed to the door, “Well, 
I’ve got to go to work now,” he announced, looking angrily at Frank, 
“Shall we go, Frank?”

“Yeah, okay,” Frank rose from his seat, smiling at Mr and Mrs 
Moon, “It was lovely to meet the two of you.”

“And you, Frank!” Mrs Moon smiled, “Please, drop in any time.”
“Thank you,” Frank smiled again, then left with Jimmy.
“What the hell are you doing?” Jimmy muttered as the two 

of them left the house, “What were you thinking, talking to my 
parents?”

“What’s the problem, Jimmy?” Frank asked, “You’re parents are 
nice people.”

“No they’re not! They’re horrible people; my mum’s a nosey cow, 
and my dad’s obsessed with football! How can you even suggest that 
they’re nice people?”

“Well, I think they’re nice,” Frank smiled, “And I figured you 
thought they were nice, too, considering that you’re twenty-two 
and you still live with them!”

“Is there something wrong with that?” Jimmy spat, “Is the 
eleventh commandment ‘Though shalt not live with thine parents 
past thy teenaged years’?”

“Maybe,” Frank replied mysteriously, then added, “I was just 
curious; I need to know how you tick.”

“But you’re God! You should know everything!”
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“Hey, I’m in human form—I do have my limits, you know.”
“Sorry,” Jimmy lowered his head, sinking his hands into his 

pockets and trying to think of something to say, “So,” he began, 
“Why are you still here?”

“I’m taking you to get spruced up!” Frank smiled, “Remember—your 
haircut?”

“Didn’t we discuss this last night?” Jimmy asked, “I told you, I’m 
not cutting my hair for anyone!”

“I think we’ve been over this,” Frank cocked his head to one side, 
“You agreed to try anything in order to get Vanessa—and getting 
your haircut was just one of those sacrifices!”

“Okay, I guess I did agree, but I’ve got to go to work, 
remember!”

“No you don’t.”
“Excuse me?”
“You don’t have to go in to work—I phoned in sick for you.”
“You did what?!?” Jimmy boomed, “How could you do that? I 

need all the money I can get! I could have got my hair cut tonight!”
“We haven’t got time for this,” Frank said, “If you want Vanessa, 

you’re going to have to get her today—or never!”
Jimmy gulped, “Never?”
Frank nodded emphatically, “Never!”
“Okay then,” Jimmy agreed, “We’ll go to the barbers, but I’m 

not getting that much cut off—understood?”
“You’re gonna have to get most of it cut off if you want Vanessa 

to fancy you,” Frank said, “The hippy look went out with white 
tuxedos and Saturday Night Fever.”

“Gimme a break,” Jimmy sulked, “I’m willing to cut some of my 
hair off—can’t we compromise?”

“Sure thing,” Frank smiled, “We’d better get to the barbers 
now—your appointment’s at 10 o’clock.”

x     x     x

Jimmy looked around the barbers, staring at the antiquated hair 
styles that were pictured in giant frames over the cutting chairs. 
He picked up a magazine—an old copy of Cosmopolitan—and began 
to flick through in the hope of finding some naked pictures.
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“Enough of that!” Frank scolded, snatching the magazine from 
Jimmy’s grasp, “You wouldn’t want to be doing that sort of thing if 
Vanessa was around, would you?”

“I was looking for a crossword puzzle!”
“Of course you were,” Frank nodded knowingly, handing Jimmy a 

copy of The Times, “Read this.”
“What do you think I am?” Jimmy asked, “Some kind of a sad git 

who keeps track of the Footsie-thingy?”
“I’m not having you sit there ogling pictures of semi-clad women 

when I’m trying to help you get together with Vanessa!” Frank said, 
“If you want me to help you, you can help me by trying to stop being 
a completely perverted little git, okay?”

Jimmy folded his arms sulkily, “Fair enough.”
A teenaged girl, around eighteen or so, wandered towards them, 

asking, “Are either of you Mr Moon?”
“That’ll be him,” Frank gestured towards Jimmy.
“That’ll be me!” Jimmy smiled, getting up from his seat.
“Hi,” the girl smiled, holding out her hand, “My name’s Pixie—I’m 

new here, but I’ll be washing and cutting your hair today. Okay?”
“That’ll be fine,” Jimmy smiled, shaking her hand then following 

Pixie towards the sinks.
Jimmy sat down in his seat, resting his neck tentatively against 

the sink, and looked up at the ceiling.
“Don’t worry,” Pixie beamed, “I’ve cut hair before, haven’t I 

Pops?”
Jimmy looked awkwardly over at a middle-aged bald man, who 

grunted a reply.
‘Please say it wasn’t his hair you cut!” Jimmy thought to himself, 

screwing his eyes up tightly, then opening them again.
“Now relax,” Pixie advised, beginning to soak Jimmy’s hair with 

a shower head. Jimmy winced as the water gradually soaked his 
shoulder-length hair, flattening it out into the sink behind him.

He looked up at Pixie and smiled. She was rather a pretty girl, 
with short-cropped bleach-blonde hair, tied at angles with small 
ribbons. She was quite tall, about five foot nine or ten, and wore 
a sunflower shirt, velvet bell bottoms, and platform leopard-print 
shoes. Her eyebrows rose from behind her tinted glasses and she 
smiled, revealing practically every tooth in her mouth.
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“I shouldn’t be too long on your hair,” Pixie said, massaging 
Jimmy’s scalp, “But you have got a lot of it.”

“Take your time,” Jimmy smiled, “I’m enjoying it!”
Frank grinned, picking up a newspaper and opening it to the 

sports page. His work with Jimmy was finally beginning.

x     x     x

“There you are.” Pixie smiled, “Now all we need to do is give it 
a cut!”

Jimmy got up from his seat, his thin, lank and wet hair plastering 
itself to the back of his neck and to his forehead as he crossed the 
barbers to the cutting area.

“Take a seat,” Pixie ushered him, “I’ll be with you in a sec.”
Jimmy sat down and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked 

like a drowned rat! He shook his head, pulling the hair away from his 
forehead as Pixie returned with a pair of scissors and one of those 
sheets that barbers put on people.

She placed the sheet over Jimmy and smiled, “Okay then,” she 
asked, “How much do you want off?”

“Not too . . .”
“A lot!” Frank interrupted, “He wants it a lot shorter than it 

is!”
“Alright then,” Pixie bit her lip, taking a handful of the wet hair 

and cutting into it.
Snip!
Jimmy’s eyebrows knitted together as he watched the clump of 

hair disappear from view, and heard it splat onto the floor.
“Oh no,” he muttered, gripping the edges of his seat.
Pixie took another handful of hair and cut that off too, sending 

it thwapping to the floor. Jimmy couldn’t take this for much longer; 
if she didn’t finish soon, he was going to get up from his seat and 
run the hell out of . . .

Pixie suddenly moved so she was standing in front of Jimmy, 
her legs either side of his. She leant forward and took a hold of 
Jimmy’s fringe and began snipping at it. Jimmy stared ahead at 
Pixie’s cleavage, barely visible from her sunflower shirt, and gulped, 
gripping harder to the arm rests.
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Pixie turned and picked up a water spray bottle, wetting Jimmy’s 
slowly drying hair, and cut the last of it off. She then picked up a 
tub of gel, scooping a large dollop out, smearing it onto her hands, 
and then easing it into Jimmy’s hair.

“There!” she smiled, “All done!”
Jimmy stared into the mirror as Pixie moved out of his way, 

“Wow!” he exclaimed, “My hair’s short!”
Frank looked up from his paper and nodded, “You look like Val 

Kilmer!” he declared.
“You look great!” Pixie grinned, untying the sheet from around 

Jimmy’s neck and handing him a tissue.
“Well,” Jimmy began, scratching his neck with the tissue, “What 

d’you think, Frank?”
“Vanessa will fall at your feet with that hair style!” Frank smiled, 

“But I think you need to do something about your clothes as well!”
Jimmy looked down at what he was wearing. What was wrong 

with it? he thought. His jeans, though too big for him in the waist 
and two sizes too long in length, were alright. His Gromit tee-shirt, 
in his opinion, was the height of fashion. And as for his shoes, he 
thought his knock off Nike’s were really convincing, despite the 
backward ticks and the fact that Nike had been spelt N-I-C-E.

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” he asked honestly.
“What’s ‘right” with what you’re wearing?!” Frank shook his head, 

“I mean, look at it! It’s horrible! Those trainers—what the hell kind 
of shoe company is Nice?”

“It’s Nike!” Jimmy explained, “It’s just that the, um . . . oh 
forget it.”

“It’s just you . . . you look so nineties!” Frank shook his head, 
“Those clothes aren’t even from this millennia, for God’s sake!”

“Well, there’s no need to be so melodramatic!” Jimmy pouted, 
“I guess that, if I want to get together with Vanessa, I’m going to 
have to make more than just one sacrifice.”

“Don’t talk to me about sacrifices,” Frank huffed, “I’ve had more 
than my fair share!”
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Chapter FOur

“what is this place?” Jimmy asked.
“An acquaintance of mine lives here,” Frank revealed, gesturing 

towards the small block of flats that they’d arrived at, “She said 
she’d help out with your little predicament to the best of her 
abilities!”

“You mean she’s some sort of fashion designer?” Jimmy asked.
“Well,” Frank bit his lip, “More of a fashion ‘student”.”
“A student?” Jimmy’s eyes widened, “You mean one of those 

freaked out whacko-weirdo types who dress people up in bin liners 
and claim it’s the latest craze? The kind of person who uses kitchen 
roll to wipe their arse after a night out eating curry and getting 
pissed up on cheap lager? You mean that kind of fashion student?”

Frank mulled this description over in his head, “Er, yes!”
“Great!” Jimmy threw his arms into the air in defeat, “Vanessa 

is really going to fall at my feet now—what with me dressed up as 
a bag of rubbish!”

“Don’t get carried away,” Frank said, “She’s not that mad, you 
know. Pixie’s actually quite good at designing decent street wear 
for everyday people.”

Jimmy furrowed his brow, “What was that?” he asked, “What 
did you say her name was?”

“I said . . .”
“It’s the same one who cut my hair today isn’t it?” Jimmy 

guessed, “Poxie or whatever her name was!”
“Yes, it’s Pixie!” Frank returned, “And?”
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“Well?” Jimmy shuffled his feet, “It seems to me that you only 
know one person and, considering you’re a self proclaimed God, I 
find that kind of unusual!”

“Look, she’s just handy, okay? She can cut hair and design 
clothes—I’m just making good use of her multi-purpose talents!”

“Alright then,” Jimmy sighed, “Let’s go in.”

x     x     x

“Hi again,” Pixie beamed as she opened the door to her apartment, 
“Come on in.”

Jimmy and Frank stepped over the threshold into what Jimmy 
thought was the most bizarre studio apartment he had ever seen in 
his life! From every wall hung pieces of material, as well as posters 
which were simply giant swatches. There was little or no furniture, 
other than four or five metal chairs, and the floor and ceiling were 
both covered in painted flowers.

“Please, take a seat.” Pixie interrupted Jimmy’s examination of 
the room, motioning towards the metal chairs.

Frank sat down first, wriggling his bum to get comfortable, then 
Jimmy sat down next to him and did the same as Pixie left the 
room.

“I don’t like the look of this place, Frank,” Jimmy whispered, 
“It’s kinda freaky in here with all these sheets everywhere.”

“It’s the new look,” Frank lied, “It’s supposed to remind people 
of the bedroom—you know, kinda romantic.”

Jimmy raised an eyebrow, not believing a word of what he was 
hearing, “And what about the flowers?” he asked.

“Ah,” Frank squinted his eyes in thought, “They’re meant to 
represent . . . life and that. Don’t you see that then?”

“No,” Jimmy slowly shook his head, “No I don’t.”
“Well, it’s obviously wasted on you then,” Frank shrugged, “I 

think it’s really peaceful, really nice!”
“Well I don’t like it,” Jimmy huffed, folding his arms across his 

Gromit tee-shirt.
Pixie returned carrying a pile of clothes in her arms, “Here we 

are!” she puffed, slamming the pile onto the floor, “Here are some 
of the outfits I thought you might want to try on. Just say no if you 
don’t like the look of them.”
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Jimmy got up from his seat and walked over to the pile of 
clothes. He picked up a sleeve—or it might have been a leg—and 
looked at it.

“These aren’t that bad!” he said in surprise, “I wasn’t expecting 
this quality of clothing!”

“Thanks,” Pixie smiled then narrowed her eyes, “I think.”
Jimmy picked out a jacket, one made out of crush velvet that 

sported huge gold buttons.
“I like this one!” he smiled, “What do you think?”
“It’s one of my favourites!” Pixie grinned.
Frank rubbed his chin, “I don’t think it’s what we’re looking 

for—not for this occasion. I was hoping for something a little 
more . . . humdrum. You know, a bit more everyday than . . . than 
that thing you’ve got there!”

“What do you suggest?” Pixie asked, rummaging through the 
pile, “This perhaps?” She held up a simple black tuxedo, slightly 
crumpled from where it had been rolled up in a ball.

“It’s a bit on the boring side,” Frank said, “Haven’t you got 
something that’s sort of in between the two?”

“I could take the gold buttons off of the crush velvet suit?” 
Pixie suggested.

“Or she could put them on the tux!” Jimmy enthused. He really 
liked those buttons.

“I don’t like those buttons,” Frank said, “Whatever you’re going 
to wear, I don’t think that the buttons should be a part of it.”

“But I like those buttons!” Jimmy finally admitted, “They’d look 
great with the crushed velvet. It’s really cool!”

“It’s really cool,” Frank repeated, “if you happen to be Huggie 
Bear! It’s not really cool, however, if you live in the real world and 
are trying to get your leg over!”

“Frank!” Jimmy muttered, “There’s a lady present!”
“I don’t care!” Frank ground his teeth, “If that’s your opinion of 

good fashion sense, I might as well bugger off home now!”
“You know something, Frank,” Jimmy said, “Sometimes, the way 

you talk, I’m not wholly convinced you are God!”
“Well whoop-de-do-for-you!” Frank shouted, “Now pick out 

something sensible or I’ll strike you down, boy!”
“Okay,” Jimmy held up his hands in front of his face, “Calm yourself 

Frank—the way you’re going, you’ll give yourself a heart-attack!”
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“Please!” Frank said, “Just pick something out!”
Jimmy turned back to the pile that Pixie was still rummaging 

through and pulled out a pair of trousers, “How about these?” he 
asked.

Pixie snatched the trousers back from him, “Those aren’t 
supposed to be in there,” she said, “They’re women’s!”

“Oh,” Jimmy blushed, “Right.”
“These would look good, though,” Pixie pulled out another pair 

of trousers, “They’d go down a treat if I took the flowers off the 
pockets and took in the legs!”

Frank stroked his chin again, “I’d go with those,” he agreed.
“Come off it!” Jimmy shook his head, “They look like Shaggy’s 

hand-me-downs! No, no, sorry—even characters from Scooby-Doo 
wouldn’t wear those!”

“What’s wrong with them?” Pixie asked, “I’d wear them!”
“Yeah,” Jimmy agreed, “But you’d wear that Sunflower shirt 

too!”
Pixie looked down at her shirt, “Are you making fun of me?”
“No,” Jimmy denied sarcastically, “What made you think that?”
Frank got up from his seat and slapped Jimmy around the back 

of the head, “Apologise to her Jimmy, or I’ll hit you again!”
“Okay, I’m sorry!”
Pixie smiled, “Apology accepted. Now, I’ll just go and take the 

flowers off of these trousers—I shouldn’t be too long.”

x     x     x

An hour later Pixie returned from her back room, holding up 
what seemed to be a completely different pair of trousers.

“Can those be the same pair of trousers you just went in there 
with? Frank enthused, slapping his cheek and pulling Jimmy near. 
Jimmy pulled free from Frank’s grip and folded his arms;

“They’re not too bad.”
“Not bad?” Frank shook his head, “Look at them—they’re great!” 

he walked over to Pixie and took them from her, holding them up 
for Jimmy to get a better look, “Go on,” he coaxed, throwing them 
to Jimmy, “Try them on for size!”

Jimmy eyed the trousers suspiciously, “They look a bit on the 
big side.” he commented, slipping them on over his other trousers.
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“You need room to breathe.” Pixie pointed out.
“Room to breathe?” Jimmy held them out, stretching the waist 

band to almost three times his width, “I’ve got room to invite 
friends over to stay in these things—and I’m not talking about 
skinny friends—I’m talking about big fat bastards with beer guts 
and cellulite!”

Pixie grimaced at Jimmy, snatching the trousers back. Through 
gritted teeth she said, “I’ll take them in some more!”

“Thank you.” Jimmy returned, not noticing Pixie’s mood as she 
went back into her back room to fix the trousers. Frank walked 
over to Jimmy and tapped him on the shoulder;

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked.
Jimmy furrowed his brow, “What do you mean?”
“What do I mean?” Frank clutched his head, “Why are you being 

so rude to Pixie? She’s trying to help you out you know—the least 
you could do is show some sort of common courtesy!”

“Common courtesy? She’s offering me Bella Emberg’s cast-offs 
as pulling gear! Forgive me if I don’t see that as worthy of common 
courtesy!”

Frank glared angrily at Jimmy, “Look here, pal, you need all 
the help you can get in pulling Vanessa. If you don’t start pulling 
your finger out quick sharp, I’m gonna’ have to rescind my offer of 
help!”

“Rescind?” Jimmy shook his hand wildly in the air, “You’re going 
to have to rescind your offer of help? Rescind?!”

“Yes, I said rescind,” Frank smiled, “It’s a new word for you to 
learn and use in everyday conversation!”

“Don’t patronise me! I know what rescind means!”
“What does it mean, then?”
Jimmy puffed his cheeks out angrily, “I’m not stooping to your 

level, Frank, or whatever your name is!”
“You don’t know what rescind means.” Frank smiled.
“Screw you, Frank!” Jimmy spat, “Yeah, screw you! I don’t need 

your help—I don’t need anybody’s help, so you can take your offer, 
and your rescind, and stick it up your arse!”

With that Jimmy stormed out of the apartment. Frank smiled 
to himself;

“He’ll be back!”
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Chapter FIVe

“arty, I need your help!”
Arty Patterson sat up in his chair, putting aside his sprinkled 

doughnut and looking straight at his friend Jimmy.
“What do you need my help for?” he asked point blank.
Jimmy sighed and sat down opposite him, “There’s this girl that 

I really like, and I need your help in developing a strategy to get 
her to go out with me.”

Arty bit into his doughnut, holding it like a cigarette, “It’s that 
exercising girl, Vanessa, from across the street from you, isn’t it?” 
he guessed.

Jimmy lowered his head almost in shame, “Maybe,” he replied.
Arty couldn’t believe what he was hearing, “Vanessa? You want me 

to help you to pull Vanessa? You couldn’t pull Vanessa if . . . if . . . you 
couldn’t pull Vanessa!”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence!” Jimmy scoffed, “I asked 
you for help, not a critique on my pulling ability!”

Arty chuckled, “Well let’s face it, pal—despite your dodgy new 
haircut, you still look like a git!”

Jimmy closed his eyes and sighed, “Arty, I came here for your 
help, so please, stop putting me down!”

Arty polished off his doughnut, drumming his sugar-coated 
fingers on his knees, “Okay then,” he smiled, “What do you need to 
know?”

“I just need some help in getting on her good side,” Jimmy 
frowned, “What do girls like anyway?”

Arty shrugged, “It depends on the girl, really!”
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Jimmy rolled his eyes in defeat, “What do you think Vanessa 
looks for in a man?” he reiterated.

Arty furrowed his brow, deep in thought, then looked at Jimmy, 
“Well, I’d have to say, from what I know of her, the first thing she 
looks for is a big wallet!”

“You dirty bastard!” Jimmy grimaced, “Is that all you think girls 
look at—the size of your tackle?”

“No, no,” Arty sighed, “I meant a real wallet! The kind you keep 
money in!”

“Oh,” Jimmy lowered his eyes in shame, “Sorry.”
“So,” Arty widened his eyes, “You don’t actually have any money, 

do you?”
“No, no I don’t,” Jimmy admitted, “But I’m sure that’s not all she 

looks for in a man!”
Arty looked around the room, puffing his cheeks in and out, 

“Well,” he began, “How big is your knob?”
“Forget it, Arty!” Jimmy sighed, “Anyway, how would she find 

out about the size of my knob without going out with me first?”
“Hey,” Arty put a comforting hand on Jimmy’s shoulder, “We all 

get a little drunk sometimes—you’re no different.”
“I am not going to get myself drunk just to ask her out!” Jimmy 

refused, “For a start it would probably put her off even more.”
Arty narrowed his eyes in suspicion, “What do you mean, even 

more? I know you’re ugly and all, but what else have you done to put 
Vanessa off?”

Jimmy lowered his head again, biting deep into his lip in shame, 
“Well,” he began.

“Well what?” Arty coaxed.
“Well, she kinda, sort of . . . in a way she, um, saw me looking at 

her dancing in her underwear through my binoculars.”
Arty’s jaw dropped, “Come again.”
Jimmy breathed deeply, “She, er, saw . . .”
“I heard what you said!” Arty interrupted, “I just can’t quite believe 

that anyone would be dumb enough to let the girl they fancy see them 
watching her dancing half-naked in the middle of the night!”

“Thank you!” Jimmy shouted, “I know, it was a very stupid thing 
to do.”

“Stupid?” Arty almost choked, “It’s beyond stupid! 
It’s . . . it’s . . . it’s really pretty damned stupid, that’s what it is!”
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“Enough with the remarks, Arty,” Jimmy groaned, “Just answer 
me, is there any way that you can help me to get her to go out with 
me after what I’ve done?”

“I don’t know,” Arty stroked his chin, “It’s going to be a bit 
difficult, what with all the peeping-tommery and all.”

“But will you give it a go?” Jimmy asked in desperation.
Arty sighed, “I’ll give it a go.”
“Great!” Jimmy smiled, “Where shall we start?”
Arty smiled, nodding his head, “I know exactly where to start!”

x     x     x

“Sit down in front of the mirror.” Arty enticed, pulling the chair 
out for Jimmy. Jimmy shrugged and sat down.

“What are you going to do?” Jimmy asked, looking at Arty in the 
mirror.

“I’m going to fix your hair!” Arty revealed, picking up an economy 
tub of gel and easing his fingers into it.

“There’s nothing wrong with my hair!” Jimmy stated.
“Yes there is,” Arty argued, “It’s too . . . girly!”
“Girly?” Jimmy almost choked, “I spent the last eight years of 

my life with long hair, and you think that this is a girly do?”
“It is girly!” Arty persisted, “You look like a big fat girly 

girly-girl!”
“Do not!” Jimmy sulked.
“Yes you do,” Arty concluded, “and that is why you need some 

gel in your hair!”
“I do have gel in my hair!”
Arty slapped the glob of green goop onto Jimmy’s head and 

smiled, “Not enough!”
Jimmy winced as Arty smeared the green gel into his scalp, 

twisting it into every hair follicle.
“Are you sure this will look alright?” Jimmy questioned 

nervously.
“Of course it’ll look alright!” Arty confirmed, “What’s wrong 

with you, don’t you trust me or something?”
“No, it’s not that,” Jimmy frowned, “It’s just, are you completely 

sure that Vanessa is gonna go for this new look?”
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“Of course she will!” Arty gripped Jimmy by the shoulders, “What 
self respecting woman wouldn’t jump all over you with this do?”

Jimmy, despite his initial thought that Arty’s judgement wasn’t 
entirely founded in the realms of reality, smiled naively. “Do you 
really think so?” he sniggered, rubbing his nose with the palm of 
his hand.

“Of course I do!” Arty smiled evilly, “Would I lie to you?”
“I guess not.” Jimmy smiled awkwardly at his new hairstyle, “So, 

what sort of clothes do you think I should wear, Arty?”
“Well,” Arty began, stroking his chin as if deep in thought, “I 

think we should go a bit retro, you know? What do you think about 
going punk?”

“Punk?” Jimmy narrowed his eyes, beginning to become suspicious 
of Arty’s motives, “Well, I’ve certainly got the hair for it now!”

“Don’t get me wrong,” Arty continued, “Punk clothes are seriously 
in at the moment!”

Jimmy arced his eyebrows inwards, “Really? Are they?”
“Of course they are!” Arty lied, “Don’t you ever follow 

fashions?”
“Yes, yes I do.” Jimmy lied, “And I have noticed that punk is 

in!”
“I’m glad you’re finally seeing sense!” Arty smiled, knowing that 

Jimmy was lying, “So, what colour do you want your hair?”
Jimmy swivelled around in his chair, “What do you mean, 

what colour do I want my hair? I thought we were discussing my 
clothes!”

“We were, it’s just that, now you’re going with the punk look, 
there’s no point in going half-hog is there?”

Jimmy shook his head, “No way. I’m not dying my hair for 
anyone!”

Arty leaned close to Jimmy’s face, “Not even for Vanessa?” he 
whispered.

Jimmy bit his lip, “I don’t know, Arty. I mean, dying my hair? 
That’s a big step!”

“You can dye it back again if you don’t like it,” Arty coaxed, 
“come on, what’s it going to hurt if you put an itty-bitty little bit of 
dye in your hair if it could lead to you getting it on with the lovely 
Vanessa?”
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“Oh, alright then,” Jimmy agreed, feeling something move in his 
trousers, “I’ll do it, but if it looks awful you’ve got to promise me 
you’ll dye it back straight away.”

“Of course I will,” Arty smiled, “I’ll just go and get the hair 
dye—I think there’s some in my mum’s room.”

Jimmy looked uncertainly at Arty as he watched him leave the 
room, “You’re mum uses a blue rinse,” he said, “are you sure it won’t 
look stupid or something?”

“Of course not,” Arty replied from the other room, “no-one’s 
going to ask you where you got the hair dye from, are they? They’ll 
all be too impressed by your new babe-magnet look.” Arty returned 
to the room carrying a bottle of old lady hair dye, “Man, once you’re 
all spruced up for the night, you’ll not only be fighting off Vanessa, 
but every other girl who sees you!”
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Chapter SIX

J immy looked at his hair in the mirror, tilting his head back 
and forth. His hair stood on end, twisted and turned so much it 
looked like he had barbed wire on his head. The colour seemed to 
reflect the light in the room, every so often blinding him with a 
flash of cerulean blue. He teased his hair slightly with his finger, 
finding it would barely move.

“Don’t touch it!” Arty warned, coming back into the room with a 
phone book, “It’s still very delicate—if you’re not careful, you could 
make it all fall out!”

Jimmy swiftly pulled his finger away, “Thanks for the warning!”
Arty sat down next to him, flicking through the phone book. 

Jimmy eyed the pages as he flicked through them.
“What are you looking for?” he asked.
“A second-ha . . .” Arty began, then changed his mind, “I’m 

looking for a retro-clothing store. There must be one somewhere 
around town!”

“You mean you haven’t got me anything to wear yet?” Jimmy 
asked.

“Not yet,” Arty said absently.
“But I have to woo Vanessa tonight!” Jimmy tried to explain, “If 

I don’t, God only knows what’ll happen!”
“Calm down,” Arty said flatly, continuing to flick through the 

phone book, “don’t be so impatient!”
“But I haven’t got much time!” Jimmy squealed, looking at his 

watch, “It’s nearly half past two now; I’ve got less than ten hours 
left to ask Vanessa out, or I never will!”
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Arty lowered the phone book, “Who told you that?” he asked.
Jimmy squirmed in his seat, “No one,” he replied.
Arty sighed, resuming his search, “Somebody must have said 

something to get you so riled up,” Arty noted, “just tell me who it 
was!”

Jimmy lowered his head, “It was this guy called Frank!” he 
revealed, “He said I have to ask her out today, or I’ll never get 
another chance!”

“And you believed this guy?”
“Yeah.”
Arty smirked, “I can’t believe you let someone put this much 

pressure on you just over asking out a girl! You’ve got plenty of 
time to ask her out, Jimmy. What makes you think that today is any 
different than yesterday, or tomorrow?”

Jimmy shrugged, “It just is,” he concluded, “it just is!”
Arty suddenly slammed his finger down on a page in the phone 

book, “Got it!” he smiled, “I’ve found the perfect place!”

x     x     x

“Dodgy Dave’s Retro Emporium?” Jimmy read off the sign 
outside Dodgy Dave’s, “is this some sort of a joke, Arty?”

“Of course not,” Arty reassured, “According to the phone book, 
Dodgy Dave’s is the perfect place to purchase any kind of old 
fashioned clothes.”

“Old fashioned?”
Arty almost jumped, “Oh, I mean old fashioned clothes that 

have come back in style!”
“Oh,” Jimmy said, “I see what you mean.”
“Well then,” Arty gestured with his hands for Jimmy to enter 

the shop, “let’s go shopping!”
Jimmy pushed the door open to the sound of a bell. The shop 

was extremely dark, with racks of old clothes wrapped in polythene 
crammed into every nook and cranny. Jimmy eyes the place with 
suspicion, looking back at Arty.

“Go on,” Arty enticed, “have a look around.”
Jimmy turned back, walking further into the shop. It wasn’t until 

then that he noticed a middle—aged man in dark glasses standing 
behind a counter at the back of the store. This was Dodgy Dave. 
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He had long hair, shaved at the sides and held back in a ponytail. He 
flicked idly through a copy of NME, every so often stopping to draw 
moustaches on the singers he didn’t like.

“Bastards!” he muttered under his breath.
He scratched at his thin goatee beard, attached to his gaunt 

jaw, trying to decide whether or not he should go to the toilet. That 
was when he looked up and saw Jimmy and Arty.

“Can I help you?” he croaked.
Jimmy fell silent, letting Arty speak for both of them, “My 

friend here is looking for some punk clothes,” Arty said, “do you 
have any in stock?”

“I dunno,” Dodgy Dave shrugged, “why don’t you have a 
look—everything I have in stock is on the shop floor.”

“Shop floor?” Jimmy sniggered, “Like this place even has a stock 
room!”

“Be nice, Jimmy,” Art warned, “I don’t think Dodgy Dave likes it 
when people rip the piss out of his establishment!”

“Have you got a problem, kid?” Dave asked, glaring at Jimmy, 
“Because if you do, you can sling your bloody hook right now!”

“I apologise,” Jimmy apologised, “I didn’t mean to disrespect 
your shop.”

“That’s better,” Dave looked back down at his magazine, “the 
punk clothes are at the front.” he pointed a skinny finger to the 
front of the store, “On the right.”

“Thank you.” Arty bowed slightly, dragging Jimmy to the front 
of the store.

“So what are we getting?” Jimmy asked half—heartedly.
“Well, first things first, we need to get you a new pair of 

trousers.” Arty began to rifle through the rail, “Something with 
patches, perhaps even chains,” Art pulled a pair of trousers out 
from the rail, “these look pretty good, don’t you think?”

Jimmy eyed the jeans distastefully, “I dunno, Arty. I mean, the 
punk look is all well and good, but those chains are a bit much.”

“No they’re not. They look really cool! I’d wear them!”
“You would?” Jimmy asked distrustingly, “Even with the 

patches?”
“Yeah.”
“And the stains?”
“Yea . . . what stains?”
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Jimmy pointed at various creamy-coloured stains down the front 
and on the crotch of the jeans, “Those stains!”

Arty eyed the stains, realising what they were, then lied, “Those 
aren’t stains,” he scoffed, “these are stone wash jeans—they’re 
supposed to look stained!”

“You’re sure?”
“Positive!”
Jimmy took the jeans from Arty and held them up to the light, 

“I suppose they’re not that bad,” he sighed, “but do you really think 
that Vanessa will like me in them?”

Arty grinned, “Of course she will. Now stop asking stupid 
questions—we still need to complete the outfit.”

Arty resumed flicking through the rail, finding an old t-shirt of 
the Union Jack, a PVC mock-leather jacket, a box containing a pair 
of steel—capped combat boots, and a chain-mail belt.

“Go and put these all on,” Arty ordered, “there’s a changing room 
over there!”

Jimmy took the bundle of clothes and walked into the changing 
room, Arty smiling all the while. He couldn’t believe the lengths 
Jimmy was going to for Vanessa, though he couldn’t blame him, and 
he was desperately looking forward to seeing the end result of 
Jimmy’s transformation into a complete twat!

Jimmy emerged from the changing room looking like Swampi on 
a bad day. Arty bit his lip, trying to suppress giggles.

“Well?” Jimmy half-asked, holding out his arms, “How do I 
look?”

“Great!” Arty lied, “You look terrific, pal!”
Jimmy looked down at his clothes, most of which were stained 

in one way or another, “You don’t think it’s a little over the top do 
you?” he asked.

“No, no. Of course it isn’t.” Arty folded his arms, pretending to 
admire Jimmy’s outfit, “in fact, it’s quite subtle. I just wish they 
had another pair of those jeans!”

“But there was . . .”
“No there wasn’t,” Arty lied, ushering Jimmy to the counter, 

“now, hurry up and pay so we can get going on this wooing Vanessa 
business!”
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Jimmy walked up to the counter, where Dodgy Dave was still 
reading his magazine. He looked up at Jimmy, raising an eyebrow, 
“Would you like a bag for your other clothes?” he asked casually.

“Yes, please,” Jimmy smiled, “if it’s not too much trouble.”
“No, no trouble at all,” Dave said, fishing for an old plastic bag 

under his counter.
Jimmy pulled his wallet out of his old trouser pocket, rifling 

through his notes, “How much do I owe you?”
Dave eyed the wallet, making a note of how much money he 

had, “Fifty-five quid.” he said, resting his left hand on the counter, 
holding out the other for the money.

“Fifty-five?” Jimmy couldn’t believe how much these old clothes 
had cost him as he handed over the money, “Well, I suppose it’s all 
worth it if it wins me the hand of Vanessa!”

“That’s the way to think,” Arty said, patting Jimmy on the back 
as they made their way out of the shop. As they reached the doors, 
Arty turned back and winked;

“See ya, uncle Dave,” he whispered.
“See ya, Arty,” Dave winked back, resuming his reading.
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Chapter SeVen

Frank sat lazily on a park bench, watching the people who passed 
by. He’d been sitting in the park for a long time now, a good few 
hours, and he hadn’t yet seen Jimmy coming back to apologise for 
his behaviour.

Frank twiddled his fingers, staring blankly ahead into the crowds 
that muddled their way before him. In the crowd he spotted Pixie, 
wandering around and looking back and forth for someone. Finally 
giving up, she approached Frank.

“Well,” she shrugged, “I can’t see him anywhere. Where do you 
think he is?”

“I don’t know,” Frank sighed, “but if we don’t find him soon, he’s 
going to regret it!”

Pixie sat down next to Frank, asking, “What does he see in 
Vanessa, anyway?”

Frank looked at Pixie in disbelief, “Titties!” came his simple 
reply, “It’s always the titties!”

Pixie folded her arms in a huff, “What is it with guys and titties? 
I mean, I know I’m pretty well endowed in that department, but I 
just can’t stand it when all men want is your titties!”

“Get used to it,” Frank said, “just wait until you begin to lose 
your looks!”

Pixie drummed her fingers on her bare knee, “What was the 
name of that friend of his?” she asked Frank, “You know, the one 
you said his parents didn’t like!”

“What, Arty?” Frank said, “Why did you want to know who he 
was?”
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“Well maybe Jimmy’s round at Arty’s place,” she shrugged, “it 
wouldn’t hurt to check, would it?”

Frank stood up from the bench, “I guess not!” he sighed.

x     x     x

“Well?” Jimmy stood in the middle of Arty’s bedroom, holding 
out his arms to give his outfit its full effect, “Am I ready?”

Arty sat on his bed, trying to suppress a fit of laughter, “As 
you’ll ever be.”

“So what should I do?” Jimmy asked trustingly, “Should I just 
go over there and ask her if she wants to go out? Or should I phone 
her and ask her to come over to my place?”

Arty bit his lip, “I think you should go over to her house and 
speak to her in person. It’s more . . . intimate!”

“Okay then!” Jimmy smiled, tugging at his t-shirt and tucking it 
further into his stained trousers, “Let’s make a move!”

x     x     x

“This is the place,” Frank pointed to Arty’s front door, “You’d 
better be right about Jimmy being here, or we’ve just wasted a 
fifteen minute walk!”

Pixie rolled her eyes impatiently, “Just ring the bell, Frank!”
Frank pushed the doorbell, taking a step back from the door and 

looking up to see if any of the curtains moved. His eyes flashed back 
to the door as he heard the lock open and the door swung open.

“Hello,” Frank greeted the middle-aged woman who opened the 
door, “we’re friends of Arty’s—we were wondering, is he in?”

“I’m sorry,” the woman shook her head, “you just missed my boy. 
He’s gone somewhere with that nice Moon lad!”

“Oh no,” Pixie shuddered, “he could have done anything by 
now!”

“Frank turned away from the door as the woman closed it on 
them, “Maybe he’s back at his own house by now. I mean, he’s had 
enough time. He only lives down the road!”
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x     x     x

Jimmy cleared his throat as he stood outside Vanessa’s house. 
Now fully prepared, he rang her doorbell.

Vanessa came to the door, giving Jimmy the strangest of looks, 
“I’m sorry,” she apologised snidely, “my family don’t believe in giving 
money to the homeless—especially when they bother us at our 
house!”

Jimmy furrowed his brow, “No, Vanessa. Don’t you recognise 
me?”

Vanessa squinted, thinking hard about where she’d seen this 
vagrant before.

Then she clicked!
“You’re the peeping Tom from across the road!”

x     x     x

“Oh man!” Frank cursed as he and Pixie ran to Jimmy’s house, 
spotting Jimmy standing on Vanessa’s doorstep, “What’s he 
doing?”

“I think he’s going to make an arse of himself if we don’t hurry!” 
Pixie panted as they sped up running.

Then they stopped in the middle of the street, their mouths 
gawping in shock.

Vanessa sharply kicked Jimmy right in between his legs. Jimmy’s 
scream could be heard far and wide, and dogs yelped in sympathy 
with him.

“Oooh!” Frank winced, “This does not look good at all!”
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Chapter eIGht

“I  can’t believe it!” Jimmy sulked, nursing his testicles with a bag 
of ice as he sat hunched over in his bedroom, “I just can’t believe 
it!”

“Believe it!” Frank spat, “I told you to stick with me on this thing! 
Was it actually your idea to go over to Vanessa’s house dressed 
like . . . like that!?! Or did someone coerce you into it?”

Jimmy lowered his head, and his voice, “It was . . . kinda my 
idea . . .”

Pixie breathed a loud sigh, tenderly placing her hand on his 
shoulder, “Whose idea was it really, Jimmy?”

Jimmy huffed, “It was Arty’s idea! He convinced me that this,” 
he gestured to his clothes and hair, “was modern apparel!”

Frank sighed, “I dunno. You’re such a mug, aren’t you!”
Jimmy glared at Frank, “If you are God like you say,” he spat, 

“why didn’t you do something to stop all of this from happening? 
Answer me that!”

Frank bit his lip, “Look,” he began, “when I told you that I was 
God, I wasn’t exactly being one hundred percent truthful with 
you . . .”

Jimmy raised an eyebrow, “What are you saying?”
“Strictly speaking, I’m not exactly who I said I was . . .”
“So, strictly speaking, you’re not exactly God?”
“That’s correct.”
“So, you’re not God at all?!”
“No,” Frank widened his eyes, “aren’t you going to say anything, 

then?”
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Jimmy lowered his bag of ice, staring at Frank, “What can I 
say?” he said, “Some mad bloke managed to convince me that, of all 
things, he was the almighty, and I went and let him piss about with 
my life? It’s pretty hard to know exactly what to say about that, 
don’t you think?”

“Well it is a bit odd,” Frank smiled, “but you’ve got to understand 
that we had every good intention in helping you find a mate . . . and 
if you still want our help, we’ll be more than willing to help you out 
tonight!”

Jimmy looked at Frank and Pixie, unsure about what to say, 
“What’s the big hurry?” he finally asked, “Why do you have to help 
me pull by tonight?”

Pixie stared at Jimmy, “You can be quite crude when you want 
to, can’t you!” she said.

Jimmy ground his teeth angrily, “Just answer the question, one 
of you. I’m getting mightily pissed off at the two of you!”

Frank furrowed his brow, deep in thought, “That’s kind of hard 
to answer,” he said, desperately skirting around the issue, “I mean, 
you don’t believe my story about being God, so it’s doubtful you 
would believe the truth, isn’t it?!”

Jimmy rubbed his forehead with his free hand, “Just spit it 
out!”

“Okay,” Frank sighed, lowering his head and looking worriedly at 
Pixie as she slowly lowered hers in turn, “we’re angels!”

Jimmy’s jaw fell slightly open when he heard these words, 
“Angels?” he repeated, “You two are a pair of angels, are you?”

“Yeah,” Pixie beamed, “so Frank wasn’t totally lying to you—he 
was just jazzing our story up a bit, that’s all!”

“So you’re in on this as well?” Jimmy asked, staring at Pixie, 
“Both of you have been in on this all along!”

Frank scrunched up his nose in confusion, “In on what?” he 
asked.

“Trying to drive me insane!” Jimmy cried, “You’re both trying 
to make me go mad, aren’t you? Who put you up to it, huh? Tell me! 
Was it Arty? Was it that bastard Arty?!”

“Oh dear,” Pixie rolled her eyes, “no one is trying to drive you 
insane—well, not us anyway—we’re telling you the truth. We were 
sent here to ensure that you get together with the girl of your 
dreams by midnight tonight! If we don’t succeed, we’ll be banished 
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from heaven forever, so you see that it’s in our best interest as well 
as yours to help you out in whatever way we can!”

Jimmy eyed Pixie suspiciously before looking at Frank in an 
equally unsure way, “Prove that you’re angels then!” Jimmy smiled, 
sticking his tongue into the corner of his mouth, “And no card tricks 
this time—they won’t cut any ice with me!”

Frank looked to Pixie, shrugging his shoulders, “I guess we have 
no choice,” he said, taking off his jacket and unbuttoning his shirt. 
Jimmy’s eyebrows knotted together in confusion as Frank did this, 
but it didn’t take long for him to figure out what he was doing.

As Frank took the shirt off, a huge pair of wings unfurled from 
his back and flapped loudly in the air. Jimmy’s jaw fell further open 
as the wings beat the air, and Pixie leaned close to his ear and 
whispered to him;

“Convinced yet?” she asked, smiling mischievously.
Frank gawped at Frank’s wings, “You, you’ve got w-wings? How 

the hell have you got wings?”
Frank put his hands on his hips, “For crying out loud, how many 

times do we have to tell you we’re angels!”
Jimmy turned to Pixie and smiled, “How do I know you’re an 

angel as well?” he smiled, “I want to see your wings too!”
“Dream on!” Pixie smiled, “You just want a shufty at my tits!”
Jimmy’s cheeks began to burn bright red, “No, honest. I just 

want proof that you’re an angel, that’s all.”
Pixie’s grin grew wider, her face drawing closer to Jimmy’s, 

“Maybe later,” she breathed, “but first things first, I think we 
should try to get as much of that dye as possible out of your hair!”

Frank winced as he put his shirt back on, “That’s going to be a 
chore and a half!” he whistled, “We’d better get cracking!”

Frank and Pixie led Jimmy into the bathroom, looking around for 
something that could help get rid of the blue dye from Jimmy’s hair.

“How about bleach?” Frank asked, picking up a bottle from the 
floor.

“Don’t be stupid!” Pixie said, snatching the bottle from him, “You 
can’t use Domestos on his head, can you? You’ll probably end up 
blinding him, or worse!”

Jimmy looked worriedly at the two angels, “Are you two sure 
you know what you’re doing?” he asked, “Don’t worry, I’ll be okay if 
you say no.”
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“Of course we know what we’re doing,” Frank smiled winningly, 
“we’ve helped hundreds of people out before!”

“Really?” Jimmy folded his arms, “You’ve helped out hundreds of 
people before me?”

Frank arched his eyebrows, “Well, I might have been exaggerating 
with the numbers, but . . .”

“How many have you really helped out?” Jimmy asked angrily.
“Including you?” Frank asked, looking anxiously at Pixie.
“Yes, including me!”
Frank looked thoughtfully up at the ceiling, counting on his fingers, 

“Well, roughly speaking, I’d have to say around about . . . one!”
“One?” Jimmy cried in disbelief, “And that would be me I take 

it?”
Frank and Pixie nodded sheepishly.
“Well that’s just great isn’t it!” Jimmy cried, “I actually get 

handed an opportunity to get it on with Vanessa, and God palms me 
off with a couple of rank amateurs!”

“We’ve had plenty of practice at helping people out,” Pixie 
pointed out, “in simulators and the like, it’s just that we’ve never 
been trusted to help anyone on Earth before!”

Jimmy rolled his eyes, “It’s not a very comforting thought 
though, is it? Allowing a couple of people who you’ve never met 
before muck about with your life! I can’t see what God thought he 
was doing?” Then Jimmy paused, looking at Pixie and narrowing his 
eyes, “Hang on, what was that you said about not being trusted to 
help anyone before?”

“I told you not to say anything about that!” Frank muttered 
angrily.

Jimmy put his hands on his hips, “Answer me!”
Pixie flailed her arms, “It’s just that we’re not very good at 

disguising our descents to Earth—we tend to draw the wrong sort 
of attention.”

“The wrong sort of attention? Jimmy repeated, “From who?”
Pixie grit her teeth and pointed to the floor, “From him!”
“From him?” Jimmy repeated, “You mean, him-him?”
Pixie and Frank nodded.
Jimmy rubbed his forehead, not quite believing what he was 

hearing, “This just gets worse and worse, doesn’t it? Next you’ll be 
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telling me that in order to win Vanessa’s favour I have to cut my 
bollocks off!”

“Don’t be silly,” Frank laughed nervously, “anyway, it’s doubtful 
that He followed us here anyway, isn’t it Pix?”

“Yeah,” Pixie agreed, “at least, I don’t remember seeing him in 
the rear-view mirror.”

“Rear-view mirror? What are you talking about?” Jimmy nursed 
the bridge of his nose, “Are you saying you came here in a car?”

“That doesn’t matter,” Frank waved off the comment, “all that 
matters is that He didn’t follow us here! So all you’ve got to worry 
about is getting ready for Vanessa. Now shut up and I’ll go and get 
the bleach!”
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Chapter nIne

arty sat in his bedroom, laughing his head off as he rocked back 
and forth on his bed. He couldn’t believe that his friend Jimmy 
could be such a fool—falling for that old trick! Imagine, believing 
that any girl would fancy him if he were to dress up in stained 
trousers and dye his hair blue!

Sitting up, Arty wiped a tear from his eye;
“God, Jimmy’s an idiot!”
Arty was alone in the house. His mum had just gone out shopping 

and his dad was still at work, so he had the run of the place. Deep 
down he felt that today had been pretty eventful, even though it 
was still only half past three, but that only meant that it could 
prove to be even more eventful. It was unlikely that Jimmy had 
given up on Vanessa and, seeing as he probably hadn’t even realised 
that Arty was to blame for what had happened, there was still a 
chance that Arty would see Jimmy make an arse of himself again 
that day.

Getting up from his bed, Arty skipped down the stairs to the 
kitchen to get himself a bite to eat. As he opened the fridge, looking 
for food, a knock came a-rapping at the front door.

“Don’t tell me mum’s forgotten the key again!” he muttered to 
himself, slamming the fridge door shut and dragging himself to the 
front of the house.

Opening the door, Arty realised that it wasn’t his mum, but 
rather a tall stranger dressed in a long scarlet cloak. His face was 
mostly hidden by a hood, but Arty thought he could see the man’s 
teeth gleaming somewhere inside.
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“I’m sorry to disturb you,” the man said in a pleasant and 
somewhat charming tone, “but my car appears to have broken down 
just down the road from here. I was wondering if it wouldn’t be too 
much of an imposition to ask you if I could use your phone?”

Arty, who wasn’t the best judge of character, eyed the tall 
stranger with suspicion;

“Sure, come on in.” he said, standing aside as the stranger 
entered his home.

“You are too kind,” the stranger tilted His head forward in a 
humble gesture, stooping next to the telephone, “I take it this is 
your phone?”

“Yep,” Arty nodded, “try not to be too long—I don’t pay the bill, 
you know.”

The stranger picked up the phone’s receiver, watching as Arty 
walked back into the kitchen. When he was out of sight, the stranger 
lowered His hood. His jet black hair was smoothed down close to 
His bump-covered scalp, and his jaw was larger than was usual. His 
ears were tilted at a peculiar angle, at almost a 90 degree angle to 
normal, but it was His eyes that were of the most interest. They 
were deep and dark like polished coal, and they sparkled with a 
strange malevolence when the light in the room shifted. Lowering 
the phone’s receiver, He peeked into the kitchen;

“They’re on their way,” He lied, “Would it be okay if I wait here 
until they arrive—I gave this address to them, if that’s okay.”

“Sure thing,” Arty called out, carrying a large tub of ice-cream 
and some doughnuts in his arms, “would you like a drink while you’re 
waiting?”

“No thank you,” the stranger returned, “I’m quite alright, but 
thank you for asking.”

Arty came out of the kitchen with his food, “Well, it never hurts 
to ask, does it . . .”

The tub of ice-cream fell to the ground, and the doughnuts spilt 
out over the floor as Arty looked at the face of the man he had let 
into his house.

“Is something the matter?” the man asked politely.
Arty trembled as he looked upon the face of the man, then 

looked down at the man’s feet. Instead of feet, however, all he saw 
were a pair of cloven hooves! Arty looked back up at the man and 
smiled nervously;
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“No!” Arty shook his head, “Everything’s just . . . dandy!”
“Now that’s good,” the man smiled, bearing His sparkling teeth, 

“I do so hate it when something’s amiss!”
Arty swallowed nervously, backing away from the devilish man. 

The stranger’s smile widened on His deformed yet charming face, 
and He drew closer to the terrified man.

“What’s the matter Arty?” the stranger sneered, “is something 
wrong?”

Arty furrowed his brow, “How do you know my name?” he asked 
fearfully, stumbling at the entrance to the kitchen.

“I know a lot of things, Arty,” the stranger bowed His head, “I 
thought you of all people would have guessed who I am by now!”

Arty looked into the stranger’s evil eyes, and his jaw fell, “You’re 
the . . . the Devil?”

“That’s right!” He sniggered maniacally, “And I need your help.”
“My help?” Arty asked curiously, “What do you need my help 

for?”
The Devil gestured towards Himself, “Well, I can hardly go 

wandering the streets looking like this, can I?”
Arty furrowed his brow, “Would you like to borrow some 

clothes?” he asked hopefully.
“Oh, no,” the Devil smiled, “not clothes.”
“Then what?” Arty asked, already suspecting what the answer 

was going to be.
The Devil cupped Arty’s chin with His elongated fingers, “I want 

to borrow you!” He revealed, His eyes glinting in the light.
Arty swallowed nervously as the Devil tipped back His own head 

and fell to the ground unconscious, His cloak swirling around Him. 
Arty looked down at the now steaming cloak as a mist rose from 
inside it and began to wrap itself around him.

“What’s going on?” he screamed as the mist began to rise and 
feed itself into his mouth and nostrils. His screams became muffled 
as he struggled to stop the mist from entering him, but he was too 
late.

His eyes slowly filled with the black mist and began to sparkle 
with the same light as the Devil’s. A smile pinched His cheeks and 
He chuckled evilly to Himself;

“Thank you Arty,” the Devil said, using Arty’s voice, “you are too 
kind.”
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Chapter ten

“are you sure this is going to work?” Jimmy asked nervously 
as Frank teased unprofessionally at his hair, “I’m not sure if simply 
washing my hair eight or nine times will get the dye out—and I don’t 
particularly want to dye it another colour!”

“Well, we established that the bleach wouldn’t work,” Frank 
winced as he remembered what he’d tried to do before Pixie had 
stopped him, “but maybe when Pixie gets back with the dye, we 
could dye it another colour!”

“I guess we’ll have to then,” Jimmy sighed, “but what about my 
clothes? We’re going to have to go back to Pixie’s place and have 
another rummage through her collection!”

Frank nodded in agreement as a knock came at the front door.
“I’ll get it,” Frank said, leaving Jimmy and answering the door. 

It was Pixie.
“I’ve got the dye,” she said, holding up the bag to prove it, “so I 

think we’d better get cracking with Jimmy’s little dye job!”
Pixie and Frank returned to Jimmy’s bathroom where he sat 

next to the tub, “Okay Jimmy,” Pixie smiled, “lean your head into 
the bath and I’ll get started!”

Jimmy leaned forward into the tub as Pixie began to thoroughly 
drench his hair with the shower-head.

“Can you try to keep it out of my eyes!” Jimmy asked, “I just 
know it’ll sting if it gets in them!”

Pixie tutted loudly, “Are you forgetting that I’m a professional 
hairdresser?” she asked.

Jimmy smiled, “No, I’m not!”
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Frank chuckled in the corner of the bathroom but, when he saw 
Pixie’s face, he immediately stopped.

“By the way,” Jimmy said, “we’re going to need to go around your 
place to get me some new clothes to wear.”

“I know,” Pixie nodded.
Jimmy furrowed his brow, “How did you know? Are angels psychic 

or something?”
“No,” Pixie replied, “it’s just, well, it’s pretty obvious isn’t it!”
“Oh,” Jimmy said, “right.”
“Sit back,” Pixie instructed, lifting Jimmy’s head out of the bath 

and wrapping a towel around it, “now we just have to wait for your 
hair to dry and then see if the dye worked.”

“And then what?” Jimmy asked.
“Then we go and get you you’re new outfit!” Frank said as if it 

were the most obvious thing in the world—which, when you thought 
about it, it was!

x     x     x

The Devil sauntered down the road, dressed up in His new 
Arty-suit. He smiled to Himself at how easy it had been to possess 
the young man—usually there was more of a struggle put up by their 
soul but, presumably, Arty didn’t have one to put up a struggle. In 
fact, the Devil wouldn’t have been surprised if the young man’s soul 
had been glad to get away from Arty’s body—it wasn’t the most 
comfortable body He’d ever possessed, and He’d possessed more 
than his fair share.

The Devil looked across the road at the local barber’s where 
Pixie worked and, straightening His jacket, the Devil crossed the 
road and pushed open the door, walking inside.

The customers sitting in their chairs, waiting to be served, paid 
little attention to Him as He walked passed them and approached 
the owner of the shop.

“Are you Pops?” He asked questioningly.
The middle-aged man stared at the Devil, tilting his head away 

from Him, “Are you trying to be funny?” he asked.
The Devil wrinkled Arty’s face into a look of confusion, “What 

do you mean?”
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“Arthur Patterson, I may be getting old, but I’m not going 
senile!” Pops smiled at the boy, “Now, stop pretending you don’t 
know me and sit yourself down—what is it, the usual?”

The Devil ground Arty’s teeth, frustrated at the old man’s 
mistake, “I’m not here for a haircut,” He seethed, “I’m looking for 
your new assistant.”

“You mean Pixie?” Pops inquired, “She’s finished for the day. 
Why do you ask? Are you interested in her?”

The Devil slowly closed Arty’s eyes then reopened them, “Not in 
the way you think, old man.” He replied.

Pops glowered at who he thought was Arty, “Now, don’t you get 
cheeky with me, young man.” he warned, “You’re still not too old to 
feel the back of my hand, I can tell you!”

The Devil drew close to Pops, flashing His sable eyes at him, 
“Don’t threaten me, old man!” He growled, “I destroy greater men 
than you every day, so don’t cross me!”

Pops gulped, staring into Arty’s charcoal eyes, “Are you okay?” 
he asked, “I’m sorry if I was rude, but . . .”

“I don’t want your excuses, old man!” the Devil spat, “Just tell 
me where I can find this Pixie creature!”

“She’ll be at her flat!” Pops answered, fearing for his life from 
the young man, “I’ll write down her address for you if you like!”

The Devil released Pops from His gaze, as he ran to get a pen 
and some paper, and smiled.

“I’m glad to finally meet someone with some sense in their head,” 
He muttered to Himself, “not like that Arthur Patterson brat!”

Pops soon returned, waving a piece of paper at the Devil, “Here 
you are,” he said, handing Him the paper, “that’s Pixie’s address.”

The Devil smiled, “I am most grateful, old man,” He thanked, 
making for the door, “but now I must leave.”

As the bell above the door rang, Pops called after the Devil;
“Are you planning on asking her out, Arty?” he asked.
The Devil turned at the door and looked down Arty’s nose at the 

old man, “Hardly,” He breathed loudly, “I’m planning on killing her.” 
With that, He left.

Pops mused this comment, then shrugged his shoulders, “I didn’t 
think she was his type,” he mumbled, returning to his seat to read 
the paper.
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Chapter eLeVen

J immy looked at his hair in the mirror, scratching the odd 
speck of dye from his ears.

“So, what do you think?” Pixie asked, folding her arms expectantly 
across her chest.

Jimmy shrugged his eyebrows, “Well, you got all the blue out, so 
that’s good,” he stroked his ear again, “and once all the excess dye 
is washed off, I think it’ll look pretty cool again!”

“Thank God!” Frank said, raising his hands up in the air, “If you’re 
happy now, I think we should make a move for Pixie’s place.”

“Sure,” Jimmy got up from where he was sitting, “let’s get 
going.”

x     x     x

The Devil looked at the scrap of paper He’d been given by Pops 
and furrowed Arty’s brow. He’d been walking around for nearly 
forty-five minutes now and He still hadn’t found the place. Crumpling 
the paper slightly, the Devil jammed it deep into Arty’s jacket and 
sighed loudly.

“Where the bloody hell is the place?” He mumbled to Himself, 
“If I don’t find it soon, I’ll become most annoyed!”

Circling the corner, the Devil looked up at what to Him seemed 
to be just another road exactly the same as the last one. Cursing 
under His breath, the Devil trudged on slowly, trying to find a road 
sign that would help Him discover where He was.
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That was when He spotted Jimmy, Frank and Pixie leaving 
Jimmy’s house. The Devil smiled to Himself;

“Who needs their address?” He muttered to Himself, “I can 
just follow them to Pixie’s!”

Pixie pulled her car keys from her pocket, approaching a large, 
red convertible.

“Is that your car?” Jimmy asked, not quite sure how she’d been 
able to afford it.

“Yeah,” Pixie nodded, opening the door, “hop in.”
Jimmy jumped into the back of the car, wriggling into the seat, 

“Wow!” he exclaimed, “This car is well nice! Do all you angels have 
it this good?”

“Not all,” Frank said, climbing into the passenger seat, “that is, 
not all of us all the time.”

“There are only a few cars available in heaven,” Pixie explained, 
“we have to share them with other angels.”

Jimmy frowned, “What a rip off.”
Pixie stuck the key into the ignition, turning it and causing the 

engine to rev into life, “Well, here we go!” Pixie smiled, pushing the 
gear stick forward and pressing down hard on the accelerator.

The Devil watched the car speed away, His eyes arching into a 
look of sheer annoyance.

“Oh dear oh dear,” He mumbled, taking a deep breath before He 
began to run after the car.

As Pixie drove along, she looked into her rear-view mirror, and 
her face creased into a look of confusion.

“Do either of you know that guy running along behind us?” she 
asked, gesturing to Frank and Jimmy to look around.

Jimmy looked out the back of the car, and his face dropped.
“It’s Arty!” he exclaimed, “What does he think he’s doing, 

running after us?”
“Dunno,” Pixie shrugged, “should I stop so we can find out?”
“I think we should,” Jimmy nodded, as Pixie quickly applied the 

brakes.
As the car juddered to a halt, the Devil stopped in His tracks. 

Two thoughts entered His mind; either He could pretend to be Arty 
and join them in their trip to Pixie’s, but risk being prematurely 
discovered as the Devil, or He could leg it in the other direction. 
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As He saw Jimmy, Pixie and Frank clamber out of the car, the Devil 
made His decision.

“Hey Arty!” Jimmy waved as the Devil began sprinting in the 
opposite direction. Lowering his arm, Jimmy scowled slightly.

“Maybe he feels guilty about you getting kicked down below by 
Vanessa,” Pixie suggested as she and Frank stood next to him.

Jimmy furrowed his brow, “Maybe.” he said, “There’s something 
different about him though—I can’t put my finger on it, but there 
was something strange.”

Pixie looked at Frank with concern. He curled his bottom lip, 
shaking his head;

“It couldn’t have been Him,” he said, “don’t be silly.”
Pixie bit her lip, “Can He do that? You know, change His form?”
Frank shrugged, “I dunno, I didn’t come in for that part of 

training.”
Jimmy eyed the two angels with mounting concern, “What’s up?” 

he asked nervously, “Is something amiss with Arty?”
Pixie bit further into her lip, “Let’s get back in the car,” she 

almost ordered, “we need to hurry!”

x     x     x

The Devil panted breathlessly as He pressed Himself up against 
an ally wall. Arty’s body wasn’t built for running, so running wasn’t 
the best thing for it to be doing. Taking a deep breath in an attempt 
to stop choking, the Devil peeked around the corner to see the car 
driving away.

“Stupid!” He cursed Himself, “I should have pretended to be 
Arty—they’d never have known, two novice angels like that!”

Looking at Arty’s watch, the Devil sighed heavily, then began 
running after the car again, this time more discretely.

x     x     x

Pixie stopped the car outside her flat and switched off the 
engine.

“Let’s get going then,” she rushed, hurriedly opening the car 
door and climbing out.
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Jimmy eyed the two angels suspiciously as Frank followed suit 
and quickly exited the car;

“What’s going on?” Jimmy asked, “What’s the big hurry all of a 
sudden? I know you said that we’ve only got until tonight to sort me 
out, but you haven’t been hurrying like this all day!”

Frank looked earnestly at Pixie, who glared at him in return, 
“Should we tell him?” Frank asked, unsure of what to do.

Jimmy turned to Frank, “Tell me what?” he asked.
Frank curled his lip into his mouth as Pixie gave him the nod, 

“That may not have been Arty following us.” he revealed.
Jimmy was confused, “Well, it sure bloody looked like him!”
Pixie shook her head, “You don’t understand—it was Arty, 

but . . . it wasn’t!”
Jimmy tilted his head to the side, “Are you surprised that I 

don’t understand?!” he barked, “The way you two explain things, I’m 
surprised you understand!”

Frank tutted loudly, “What we’re trying to say is that, even 
though that may have been Arty, it wasn’t!”

Jimmy shook his head, “That still sounds like nonsense to me!”
Pixie rolled her eyes, “Do you want the simple explanation then?” 

she asked.
Jimmy nodded, “Yes, that would be nice!”
“Okay then,” Pixie smiled, “Arty’s been possessed by the 

Devil!”
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Chapter tweLVe

“excuse me?” Jimmy said, astounded by what Pixie had just 
said, “Are you trying to tell me that Arty is the Devil?”

Pixie nodded, “Yes, yes Arty could well be the Devil!”
“Well, not strictly speaking,” Frank interrupted, “it’s far more 

likely that he’s been possessed by the Devil for some reason or 
another. I doubt that he actually is the Devil!”

“Possessed?” Jimmy repeated, “By the Devil? Give me a break!”
“Hello!” Frank shouted, “Are you forgetting that you’re talking to 

a pair of angels here? What makes you think that the Devil couldn’t 
or wouldn’t possess someone?”

Jimmy widened his eyes, not entirely sure how to respond to 
this question, “I dunno.” he settled on.

“Well then,” Frank smiled, “don’t question us then!”
Jimmy looked upwards, “How can you smile when the Devil could 

be chasing around after you?”
Frank widened his eyes, “You think He might be here because of 

us?!” he asked in surprise, “Why would He be after us?”
Jimmy shrugged, “Because you’re angels! Isn’t that enough?”
“We were warned that He might try to follow us,” Pixie observed, 

“but we don’t know any reason why He would!”
Jimmy tilted his head to one side, staring at the two angels in 

disbelief, “He’s the Devil!” he shouted, “What other reason does 
He need?”

After a long pause, Frank answered, “None, I guess.”
“Exactly!” Jimmy nodded, “So, does He know where you are?”
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“I don’t think so,” Pixie answered, “He didn’t follow us anyway—I 
think He stopped after we spotted Him.”

“But we didn’t see Him follow us down from Heaven, did we?” 
Frank pointed out, “If we didn’t see Him then, we mightn’t have 
seen Him this time either! He could be outside, right now, just 
waiting for us!”

Jimmy shuddered, “But why would He possess Arty of all 
people?” he asked.

“Arty’s your friend, “Frank said, “or at least a close approximation 
of a friend! The Devil would obviously choose someone close to you 
to possess—hoping to gain your trust!”

Pixie folded her arms across her chest, “A fine choice he made 
there, then!” she observed, “I mean, how could He even dream that 
you’d trust Arty after what he did to you?”

Jimmy bit his lip, “I guess I wouldn’t trust Arty that much after 
all his bad decisions concerning Vanessa.” he sighed.

“Bad decisions?” Frank repeated, amazed at Jimmy’s naivete, 
“Arty set you up—didn’t you realise?”

“Set me up?” Jimmy furrowed his brow, “But why would he do 
that? What’s in it for him?”

“Well, he’d get to see you humiliate yourself for a start!” Pixie 
noted, “And, from what little I know of Arty, I’d guess he’d want 
to be certain that you were out of the way before he tried his luck 
with Vanessa!”

Jimmy flared his nostrils with increasing anger, his brow bubbling 
where the veins were beginning to pop, “That double-dealing, no-good 
bastard!”

“Now, don’t get all bent out of shape about it,” Frank said 
calmingly, “for all we know, Arty may have been possessed by the 
Devil since we got here, remember!”

Jimmy shrugged, “I suppose it’s a possibility,” he sighed, “but 
what are you two going to do about Him?”

“Us?” Frank said in confusion, “What makes you think that we 
know how to deal with Him?”

Jimmy covered his eyes with the palm of his hand, “You mean to 
tell me that basic training for angels doesn’t include dealing with 
the Devil?”

Pixie shrugged, “If it was that easy to deal with the Devil, do 
you think He’d ever be considered as much of a threat?”
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Jimmy furrowed his brow, “Well, I guess, when you put it that 
way . . .”

“Enough of this!” Frank suddenly interrupted, “We’ve got more 
important things to do than discuss the relative merits of the 
Devil—we need to get you ready for this little party you’re expected 
to attend tonight!”

“Party? What party?”
“Where do you think you were going to go to pick up Vanessa?” 

Pixie asked, “I doubt you’d be welcome round her house again after 
what happened the last time!”

“But what party?” Jimmy repeated himself, “Who’s having a 
party?”

“Vanessa’s having a party!”
“Since when?”
“Since always!” Pixie sighed loudly, “Just because you didn’t 

know about it doesn’t mean that it doesn’t exist!”
Jimmy groaned loudly, looking at the pile of clothes that Pixie 

had picked out for him, including the suit which used to have flower 
patches on it. Picking up the clothes, he turned to the two angels 
and furrowed his brow;

“I didn’t realise that this was going to be so . . . so . . . what’s the 
opposite of intimate?”

“Distant?” Pixie suggested, shrugging her shoulders.
Not looking all that pleased with the word, but finding himself 

unable to think of a suitable replacement, Jimmy shrugged in 
return, “I guess that’s close. I didn’t realise this was going to be so 
distant . . . no, that doesn’t sound right!”

“Does it matter?” Frank asked impatiently, “We know what you 
mean. The thing is, if it were too intimate, she wouldn’t have any of 
it from you. Realistically, this is as near to perfect a situation as 
you can expect with her!”

Jimmy lowered his head, thinking deeply about what this day 
could mean to him, “Do you really think this is all worth it?” he 
asked, “All this running around—it’ll probably end up in disaster 
anyway!”

“I can’t believe you’re saying this?” Frank cried, “After all the 
trouble and effort me and Pixie have gone to, trying to get you 
together with Vanessa, and you go and tell us that you don’t think 
it’s worth it?”
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Jimmy lowered his face further, “Yeah.”
Frank grunted silently, rubbing his temples with his forefinger 

and thumb, “Just tell me this,” he asked, “do you or do you not want 
us to be allowed back into heaven?”

Jimmy shrugged, “Am I supposed to feel guilty if you don’t get 
back in?” he remarked.

“Yes, you are!” Frank spat, “What do you think we’ll do if we 
don’t get back in, huh?”

Jimmy shrugged again, “Stay here, I guess.” he suggested.
Pixie, who had been silent throughout most of the latter 

discussion, stroked her chin, “You know something?” she began, 
“Jimmy’s right—what does it matter if we don’t get back into 
heaven? We’d just become mortal again! Then, when we die, we’d 
probably end up back in heaven again! All it means is that we’d have 
a bit of a wait.”

Frank opened his mouth to speak, then realised that Pixie was 
right. He closed his mouth again, crumpling his face into a look of 
bewilderment, then growled;

“Shut up! If we get kicked out of heaven, we may be mortal, but 
we might never be allowed back in again, so when our mortal bodies 
pass on, we’ll either go into limbo or . . .”

Pixie shuddered as she caught Frank’s drift, “Do you really think 
that would happen?” she asked with worry.

Frank nodded, though he wasn’t actually sure, “Of course,” he 
said as assuredly as he could, “I mean, what else would happen?”

Pixie didn’t know, so she shrugged.
Jimmy rolled his eyes anxiously. To be honest, he didn’t care one 

way or the other what happened to the two angels; he just wanted 
them to help him get a shag off Vanessa, plain and simple!
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Chapter thIrteen

the Devil clutched at His chest, panting erratically as He finally 
reached Pixie’s place. His thighs burned with pain as He looked up 
at the building, spitting out a huge wad of saliva onto the pavement 
and wiping His nose on His sleeve.

Taking a deep breath, He straightened Himself back up, resting 
His hands on His hips and looking up at the building in front of Him. 
He smiled slyly, still slightly breathless, then walked slowly to the 
doors. Leaning against the doorway, the Devil put His hands into 
Arty’s pockets and began to hum to Himself.

x     x     x

Arty’s soul spun around in the confines of the small bottle he’d 
been imprisoned in by the Devil. It smashed from side to side 
against the bottle, attempting to find a way out of the small glass 
container, but to no avail. Arty’s soul breathed a heavy sigh, folding 
its ethereal arms across its transparent chest, kicking its clear 
foot against the glass bottle’s side.

Looking around at his house, everything seemed so much bigger 
than he’d remembered when he was still corporeal. The stains 
on the wallpaper from when he was younger seemed gigantic and 
unsightly; the carpet actually looked plush and thick—not thin and 
aged as he’d remembered it; and as for the television! Well, to him 
it seemed more like a cinema screen than a simple 16” set.

As he continued to ponder his home from his unique vantage point, 
he heard someone at the front door, turning a key in the lock.
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At last! he thought to himself, His mum was finally home from 
the shops!

“Mum! Mum!” he screamed, banging loudly on the side of the 
bottle, “Mum, get me out!”

Mrs Patterson strolled past the strange bottle, which sat next 
to the phone in the hall, and walked straight into the kitchen with 
her shopping bags, placing them on the table and beginning to unpack 
them.

“Mum!” Arty screamed again, this time louder, but it was no use. 
His mum couldn’t hear him—perhaps he hadn’t even been making any 
noise at all, he couldn’t tell any more.

Arty lowered his head in despair, realising that all the shouting 
and screaming in the world wouldn’t do any good. Rapping his ghostly 
fists against the glass one final time, Arty’s soul sobbed as his mum 
walked past.

“What’s this?” he suddenly heard his mum muse, then he felt 
himself being picked up off the table and tipped sideways.

Mrs Patterson looked at the strange bottle suspiciously, turning 
it upside-down to check for any markings on the bottom, then 
squinting at the bottle with increased curiosity.

“How did this get in the house?” she asked herself, not seeing 
Arty’s soul banging on the inside, desperately trying to get her 
attention. Mrs Patterson shrugged, taking the bottle outside and 
placing it on the doorstep;

“The milkman can take that away tomorrow,” she told herself, 
turning away and walking back into the house.

Arty would have screamed his head off if he still had one as he 
watched his mum disappear back into the house. Why hadn’t she 
seen him? he wondered, but soon realised that his mum not seeing 
him was the least of his worries as next-doors’ cat began to eye his 
bottle greedily.

x     x     x

Jimmy straightened his jacket, eyeing himself casually in the 
mirror. Even if he did say so himself, he did look very dapper indeed. 
If he was ever going to get with Vanessa, it would undoubtedly 
be tonight! He rubbed his hands together gleefully, snickering to 
himself.
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“Are you okay?” Pixie called from the other room, hearing Jimmy 
snicker, “Is it okay if we come in now?”

Jimmy cleared his throat, straightening the collar on his shirt 
one last time, then replied, “Come on in.”

Pixie and Frank entered the room slowly, looking at Jimmy in his 
get up. He wore the trousers Pixie had taken in for him earlier, and 
the jacket that he thought looked great on him. Pixie had, however, 
made the decision not to attach to it the buttons Jimmy had been 
so eager to see on them, making the judgment that they looked 
rubbish. Pixie and Frank nodded at Jimmy in his new clothes and 
smiled in agreement;

“Not bad.” Frank smiled, “You know, I reckon this might just 
work out!”

Pixie agreed, “Yeah. Vanessa may just think about forgiving you 
about the voyeurism incident when she sees you all dressed up to 
the nines especially for her.”

Jimmy beamed widely, smoothing his hair against his scalp, 
“Okay then,” he said, eyeing his watch, “do you think we should get 
going then?”

Frank looked at the time, “Jeez!” he cried, “Is that the time?! 
We’d better get going!”

The three of them rushed out of the flat, skidding down the 
stairs to the main doors. As they vacated the premises, a voice 
called after them;

“Hello, Jimmy, my boy!”
The three of them froze in their tracks, turning to face the 

owner of the voice. There. next to the entrance to Pixie’s flat, stood 
the Devil, wrapped in Arty’s body. He smiled, trying to look natural 
and calm, though a bead of sweat betrayed His true state. The 
Devil was obviously still out of breath from running to the flat.

“Hello Arty,” Jimmy said nervously, eyeing the Devil with caution, 
pretending not to know that he knew who He truly was, “What are 
you doing here?”

The Devil shrugged Arty’s shoulders, “I was just, you know, in 
the area,” He said casually, “I was passing so I thought I’d drop 
in.”

“How did you know where I was, Arty?” Jimmy asked, “You don’t 
know Frank or Pixie.”



59divinE intErvEntion

The Devil grinned, “So you know who I am then,” He chuckled, 
“That’s good—I do so dislike being . . . indirect.”

Pixie and Frank gasped in disbelief as the Devil grabbed 
Jimmy and burst into flame. Where Jimmy had been standing, all 
that remained was his right shoe, smouldering slightly from the 
aftershock of the Devil’s exit.

“Oh my God!” Pixie gawped at the shoe, carefully picking it up 
off the pavement, “He kidnapped Jimmy!”

Frank raised his fist to the sky, shaking it angrily;
“You bastard!”
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Chapter FOurteen

arty’s soul panicked as the cat prowled towards him, gaping its 
maw curiously as it eyed him swirling around inside the bottle. Arty 
braced himself against the side of the bottle—or would have if he 
could have—as the cat began to paw the bottle, causing it to rock 
precariously back and forth. He screamed a silent scream as the 
bottle began to spin on its edge, then toppled over. The cat reared 
backwards as the bottle smashed on the doorstep, and then fled as 
Arty’s spirit burst free of its prison.

Spiralling through the air, Arty’s soul shook itself, reeling 
slightly from his experience. Then a look of determination set itself 
on his face as he fled hurriedly through the air.

x     x     x

Jimmy found himself floating around in nothingness. All he 
could remember about getting here was that it had something 
to with the Devil being disguised as Arty. Ever since Frank had 
shown up the night before, Jimmy’s life had just gone from weird 
to weirder!

Jimmy reached out a hand to see if there was anything around 
him. The shock of electricity that shot up his arm told him that 
there was, and he grasped at his hand in agonising pain.

“So you are awake already?” a voice boomed throughout the 
room, “That was very quick indeed. Most people are out for at least 
an hour, but you were only out for mere seconds.” the voice paused, 
then added, “You must be quite powerful.”
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Jimmy squinted as he recognised the badly disguised voice, 
“Arty? Is that you?”

The voice chuckled, “Alas, your friend Arthur couldn’t be with 
us today.”

Jimmy narrowed his eyes, “What, so you’re the Devil then, I 
suppose? You’re trying to tell me that Frank and Pixie actually got 
something right for a change?”

The Devil chuckled, “I suppose they did.” He replied.
Something flashed in Jimmy’s eyes and he blinked, trying to adjust 

to the light. When he finally had, he stared around the room. The Devil, 
disguised as Arty, stood a few feet away, smiling directly at him.

Jimmy blinked frantically, then glared at Him, “What is it you 
want anyway?” he asked.

The Devil shrugged, “I just don’t like seeing people happy,” He 
stated plainly, “it’s as simple as that!”

Jimmy glowered at Him, “But why? Why don’t you want me to 
be happy?”

The Devil sighed loudly, rolling His eyes, “If I wanted you to be 
happy,” He breathed deeply, “then I could hardly call myself the 
Devil, could I?”

Jimmy rolled his stinging eyes in their sockets, “But why me in 
particular? Why not go and pick on someone else?”

The Devil chuckled, “I’m not picking on you,” He laughed, “it’s 
just that Pixie and Frank were the easiest angels to follow. If they’d 
have been dealing with someone else, I’d probably be pestering 
them right now.”

Jimmy rubbed his brow. Of all the luck!
“You won’t get away with this, you know,” Jimmy threatened, 

“Pixie and Frank aren’t stupid!”
“Are they not?” the Devil mused, “Well, you could have fooled me!”
“They’ll find me,” Jimmy continued, “I know they will!”
“Of course they will,” the Devil chuckled again, “you just keep 

telling yourself that.”

x     x     x

“What do we do now?” Pixie asked.
“Don’t look at me,” Frank shrugged, “I don’t know what we should 

do!”
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“But if we don’t find Jimmy by the end of the night and get him 
hooked up with Vanessa, we’ll never get back into heaven!” Pixie 
reminded her angelic colleague.

Frank nursed the bridge of his nose, “I know it looks bad,” he 
said comfortingly, “but something is bound to come up. Or are you 
forgetting who’s truly running things around here?”

Pixie rolled her eyes. She knew full well who was in charge, 
and Frank knew that she did. Before she could comment on his 
obviousness, something careered around the corner towards them, 
slowing down as it noticed the two angels standing before it.

“Oh my God!” Frank blasphemed, “Is that . . .”
“ . . . Arty’s soul!” Pixie put her hand to her mouth, “What’s it 

doing here?”
“It must have escaped somehow,” Frank raised his eyebrows, 

“that’s not an easy thing to do—escaping the Devil.”
Pixie widened her eyes, suddenly getting a fantastic idea.
“Maybe we should follow him.” she suggested.
Frank furrowed his brow, “For what purpose?” he inquired.
Pixie tutted, “You really did miss a lot of classes!” she observed, 

“But if you had have been there, you would have known that when 
souls are held captive, and if they should manage to escape, they 
always home in on their host body!”

“Really?” Frank said with surprise, “Then what are we waiting 
for? Let’s go! He could lead us right back to Jimmy, no problem!”

Pixie slammed her hand onto the hood of her car and got into 
the driver’s seat as Frank clambered round into the passenger seat 
and buckled up.

Arty’s soul watched them with intrigue as Pixie started the 
engine, then he began to zoom through the air, heading to where 
his body was, with Pixie and Frank in pursuit.
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Chapter FIFteen

arty’s soul sped through the air, closely followed by Pixie and 
Frank in their car. The disembodied soul stopped abruptly outside a 
large building which appeared to be some kind of a warehouse. Frank 
and Pixie looked at each other as they parked the car outside, then 
looked from the building to Arty’s spirit.

“He’s in there?” Frank questioned, “It’s a bit of an obvious place 
to hide—a big empty warehouse.”

Pixie shrugged, “Well, you know what He’s like—He likes to make 
things obvious, so that we doubt ourselves!”

Getting out of the car, Pixie and Frank approached Arty’s soul, 
which hadn’t moved from where it had stopped. If it had have had 
a chest, it would have been puffing it up in preparation for what it 
was about to do. Shimmering in the early evening light, Arty’s soul 
suddenly rushed up the wall of the warehouse and through an open 
window.

Pixie and Frank looked at each other again, their expressions 
registering apprehension.

x     x     x

Arty’s soul span through the open window and found itself in a 
darkened room with a small light in its centre. There, he could see 
Jimmy imprisoned in some kind of confinement chamber. Mentally 
stroking its absent chin, Arty’s soul backed up against a wall and 
watched as the Devil re-entered the room.

The Devil stood below Jimmy, chuckling.
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“What’s so funny?” Jimmy asked Him.
The Devil grinned, “Oh, nothing,” he replied, “it’s just I do find 

this all so amusing.”
Jimmy furrowed his brow in confusion, “Find what so amusing?” 

he asked doubtfully.
“This situation,” the Devil answered flatly, “it just feels so good 

to beat someone at something so meaningless as trying to sort out 
your love life. Don’t you find it funny?”

Jimmy scowled, “no, I do not find it at all funny!” he returned.
“Oh,” the Devil shrugged, “I thought you would have. Oh well.” 

he chuckled.
Arty’s soul stared at the Devil with contempt. There He was, 

flaunting Himself in Arty’s skin, and there was practically nothing 
he could about it. Angrily Arty’s soul braced itself then rushed at 
the Devil at high speed.

The Devil’s chuckle broke into a grunt of confusion as He looked 
up to see Arty’s soul hurling towards him. His jaw dropped as the 
soul crashed into Him, knocking Him to the ground.

Jimmy, still trapped in his little prison, watched as the Devil fell 
to the ground screaming. He leaned as close as he could to the edge 
of his prison and looked on as Arty’s body began to thrash about on 
the floor, convulsing and gyrating to the sound of his own screams. 
Jimmy gulped. He hoped that, when the convulsing stopped, it would 
be Arty who would be in control and not the Devil, because if He 
was in control, He’d be mightily pissed off!

Arty’s body suddenly stopped moving, and Jimmy widened his 
eyes in expectation. Arty’s eyes flicked open and looked around, 
finally resting on Jimmy.

Jimmy narrowed his eyes suspiciously at Arty, who smiled weakly 
back at him;

“It’s okay,” Arty answered Jimmy’s unspoken question, “It’s me. 
It’s Arty.”

Jimmy breathed a sigh of relief and wiped his brow, “Thank God 
for that!” he smiled.

At that moment, Pixie and Frank burst through the doors of the 
warehouse. Arty spun on his heals to face them, and Jimmy reared 
back in his prison.

“It’s okay,” Jimmy shouted to them, “that’s Arty now. The Devil’s 
gone!”
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Pixie looked around the warehouse, a panicky look on her face, 
“Where did He go?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” Jimmy asked as Frank shut down the prison 
and helped him out, “He’s just gone, that’s all!”

“But where did He go?” Pixie repeated, “He can’t have just 
disappeared—He would have gone somewhere!”

“You mean He’s still here somewhere?” Arty asked nervously, 
looking jerkily from left to right.

“That’s right,” Pixie nodded. Frank stared dumbly at her.
“Did I miss that lesson as well?” he asked in disbelief.
Pixie nodded, “That’s right, but don’t worry—I didn’t miss a 

single class!”
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Vanessa stood in front of her full length mirror, admiring 
herself. She knew she was an attractive girl, and tonight she was 
going to a huge party where she’d be able to flaunt her beauty at 
every man present. She held up an outfit to her chin, wrinkling her 
mouth in disapproval. The skirt was too long, and she so wanted to 
show off her fabulous legs. The second outfit had too loose a top, 
which wouldn’t show off her ample breasts enough in her opinion. 
Finally, she settled on an outfit—a tight fitting top with a thigh 
hugging skirt. The finishing touch, an ankle length woollen coat 
which gave the impression that she wasn’t dressed like a total tart, 
but still showed off enough T&A for her liking.

As she slipped on the coat, a strange light from outside her 
window caught her attention. Curious to see what it was, she crossed 
the room and drew back the curtains. To her horror, a horned face 
grinned back at her, then vanished into the light. Stumbling back 
from the window, Vanessa fell to the ground as the light increased, 
pulsing brightly, then shot through the window straight towards 
her.

x     x     x

“So where do you think He went?” Arty asked, rubbing his head 
from the after affect of being disembodied, “If you’re saying He 
wouldn’t just disappear, then He must have gone somewhere!”

“Let’s worry about that later,” Frank suggested, noting the time, 
“it’s getting late and we really need to get Jimmy to this party!”
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x     x     x

Vanessa sat up on the floor, rubbing her aching head. Shaking 
her hair away from her face, she groaned;

“Ooh, my head!” she grumbled, leaning forward. Her eyes 
flickered open, glowing slightly as she tried to stand up, “I’ve really 
been doing this too often!”

In case you can’t tell, Vanessa isn’t exactly who she used to be 
any more.

In His new guise as Vanessa, the Devil looked at Himself in the 
mirror;

“At least I now know what all the fuss is about,” He smiled, 
eyeing His new reflection, “Young Mr Moon has surprisingly good 
taste for a sick little pervert.”

The Devil then began to look around the room, stroking Vanessa’s 
chin as He did so, “Now where could it be?” He mused, searching 
through the piles of clothes that lay on Vanessa’s bed, finally finding 
what He’d been looking for.

The Devil held up Vanessa’s invitation to the huge end-of-term 
party from her college and grinned a grin that would never have 
been grinned by Vanessa.

“This is going to be my kind of fun,” the Devil chuckled in 
Vanessa’s un-chucklesome tones, then made His way downstairs.
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Chapter SeVenteen

p ixie and Frank looked around suspiciously at everyone who 
walked past Jimmy. The Devil could be anywhere, He could be 
anyone, and this scared them.

“What’s the problem?” Jimmy asked, not fully grasping the 
situation, “He’s not here, so just calm yourselves!”

“Calm ourselves?” Pixie rolled her eyes, “If the Devil manages to 
pull any of His little stunts, we’re done for!”

Arty tutted, “Look, why don’t you just do your jobs and get 
Jimmy here laid!” he motioned across the room, “Vanessa’s just 
over there, so do your stuff! Go on, work your magic.”

“Magic?” Frank smiled, “We’re not genies, you know! We don’t 
grant flippin’ wishes to whoever rubs our bottle!”

Jimmy raised an eyebrow, “So what exactly do you do?” he 
enquired.

Pixie and Frank looked at each other, “We help those in need,” 
they simply replied.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Arty asked.
Pixie thought hard, “It means what it means,” was her final 

reply.
“‘It means what it means’?” Jimmy repeated, “You guys know 

nothing! You have no idea what to do, do you?”
Frank rolled his eyes, “We coax you into asking her out,” he 

tried to explain, “we encourage you, and then you succeed.”
Arty put his hand over his eyes, “I can’t believe these people,” 

he sighed.
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Pixie ushered Jimmy slightly, “Well, go on then,” she beamed, 
“Go and ask her out or whatever it is you’re planning on doing. We 
got you into her house, didn’t we? It’s up to you now! Just get into 
the party mood and strut your stuff!”

Jimmy sighed. A lot of what Frank and Pixie had to say made a 
lot of sense, and Jimmy had to admit that he was tempted to help 
the two angels out in their task—granted, it was entirely in his 
favour to do their bidding as it meant getting things on with the 
delectable Vanessa. Jimmy took a deep breath and smiled at the 
two angels that had befriended him;

“Okay then,” Jimmy agreed, then nodded to his friend Arty, 
“I’m going in!”

Arty shook his head as Jimmy moved in to speak with Vanessa; 
“I can’t believe he’s doing this,” he sighed, “He’s been after Vanessa 
for years now—sadly since she was about fifteen—but I never 
thought he’d ever go for it with her!”

“Yeah,” Frank agreed, “I know what you mean—he’s a brave man 
doing this, I have to say.”

The three watched as Jimmy moved in on Vanessa, keeping quiet 
as he made his move.

“Hi,” Jimmy said, smiling at Vanessa.
Vanessa turned to face Jimmy and smiled sweetly, “Hello, 

Jimmy.” she returned, her eyes lighting up when she saw him.
Jimmy swallowed deeply, “So, how have you been—we haven’t 

really spoken for a while now.”
“It’s been a long time,” Vanessa returned, “so, how have you 

been?”
“Not bad, yourself?”
“I’m okay.” Jimmy smiled, then began to shuffle his feet.
“You look nervous,” Vanessa noted, gesturing towards Jimmy’s 

feet, “Why are you nervous—is it because of me. Do I make you 
nervous?”

Jimmy swallowed deeply, “Kinda, yeah,” he admitted.
Vanessa reached out her hand and placed it on Jimmy’s shoulder, 

“You don’t have to be nervous around me,” she told him, “there’s 
nothing to be nervous about—nothing at all.”

Jimmy looked at Vanessa’s hand which rested on his shoulder, 
then looked into her eyes. He couldn’t help thinking that the look 
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she was giving him was one of welcoming, and he smiled in return at 
the woman he fancied.

“Okay,” he smiled. He really couldn’t help smiling around her.
Vanessa tilted her head to one side, looking around at the 

other people at her party, “Do you want to come up to my room 
and . . . talk?”

Jimmy bit his lip. Was it his imagination, or was Vanessa inviting 
him, Jimmy Stewart Moon, up to her room? If this wasn’t his 
imagination, then Jimmy was finally fulfilling his life-long dream of 
actually getting it on with Vanessa, a beautiful woman! He took a 
deep breath before answering her question.

“Sure,” he replied as casually as he could, “why not! I love 
to . . . talk!”

Arty watched in disbelief as Vanessa took Jimmy up stairs, his 
mouth gaping open in wonder.

“I don’t believe this,” Arty said to Frank and Pixie, “are you 
trying to tell me that you guys had nothing to do with that?”

Frank frowned, “What do you mean?” he asked.
Arty rolled his eyes, “Come on—Jimmy has fancied Vanessa for 

years, and she has never liked him in return, not even a little bit! 
And now, suddenly, she’s inviting him up to her room! I don’t buy 
it!”

Pixie shook her head, “What are you trying to say?” she asked.
“It’s nothing,” Arty shrugged, “I just think that it’s kind of out 

of character for her.”
Pixie and Frank looked at each other, their eyes widening as 

they both came to the same conclusion;
“It’s Him!” they cried out in unison, “He’s Vanessa!”
Arty narrowed his eyes, “What?” he asked, as Pixie and Frank 

ran up the stairs to look for Vanessa’s room.

x     x     x

Jimmy sat down on the edge of Vanessa’s bed as she slowly 
locked her door and turned to face him;

“So,” she smiled, “here we are.”
Jimmy nodded his head, “Yes,” he agreed, “Here we are—we are 

here.”
Vanessa smiled, “You are so witty, you do know that don’t you?”
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Jimmy smiled, “Do you really think?” he asked in doubt.
“I wouldn’t have said it otherwise,” Vanessa returned, crossing 

the room and sitting down next to Jimmy.
Jimmy looked at Vanessa, smiling and crossing his legs.
“Are you comfortable?” Vanessa asked, leaning closely to 

Jimmy.
Jimmy gulped, “I-I guess so.” he replied.
Vanessa arched her arms backwards, removing her fur-trimmed 

coat, “You know,” she breathed, “I can think of a way we could be 
more comfortable.”

Jimmy swallowed deeply as Vanessa leaned in towards him, her 
lips puckered up to kiss him . . .

At that moment, a loud banging began at the door.
“This room’s taken!” Jimmy shouted out in a rather high-pitched 

tone, “Find another one!”
“Jimmy!” the voice of Pixie called out, “You’ve got to get out of 

there now!”
Jimmy furrowed his brow. He couldn’t help thinking that this 

was the stupidest thing he had ever heard in his life. He’d been 
trying to get into this position for the last three years at least, and 
now he was being told just to leave!

“I don’t think so, Pixie!” Jimmy returned, “I’m perfectly happy 
where I am, thank you very much!”

“But you’ve got to get out of there!” Frank cried out, “That’s not 
Vanessa in there with you!”

“What do you mean, not Vanessa?” Jimmy asked, looking at 
Vanessa, “Then who is . . .”

Jimmy looked at Vanessa, realising what the two angels were 
getting at;

“Oh my God!” Jimmy’s jaw dropped in fright.
Vanessa smiled, “Not quite,” she sniggered, “And I think it’s 

time for a change!”
Outside the room, Frank, Pixie and Arty began to ram the door, 

trying their best to get it open, but with little effect.
“Are you Him?” Jimmy asked, backing slowly away from 

Vanessa.
Vanessa tilted her head, “If by Him, you mean the Devil, then 

yes. I can not lie, I am He!”
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Jimmy backed towards the door, “Frank! Arty! Pixie!” he called 
out, “Open the door! Quickly, please!”

“We’re trying to,” Frank returned, “but it won’t budge!”
“Well, get it open now!” Jimmy shouted with fear, “Get me out 

of here! He’s coming right for me . . .”
The room fell quiet. Arty, Pixie and Frank looked at each other, 

then began ramming themselves against the door again, this time 
with even more force.

Finally, the lock gave way and the door swung open.
“Where are they?” Pixie asked, looking around the empty room.
“Over there!” Arty said, pointing to an open window, it’s curtains 

flapping in the wind, “They must have gone out that way!”
“Then what are we waiting for,” Pixie half-asked, “let’s go after 

them!”
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Chapter eIGhteen

J immy’s eyes slowly flicked open and he saw Vanessa standing 
over him.

“So you’re awake at last are you?” she smiled, leaning in close 
to him.

Jimmy smiled back at her, then remembered who she really 
was.

“What are you going to do to me?” he asked, trying to move, 
but realising that his arms had been strapped down to the table on 
which he lay, “What are you going to do!”

“Calm down,” Vanessa-devil smiled, “I’m not actually going to 
hurt you.”

Jimmy furrowed his brow in confusion, “Then what are you going 
to do to me?” he asked.

Vanessa-devil shook Her head, “Nothing like that,” She grinned 
evilly, “I’m just going to keep you here until midnight, at which point 
those two goody-two-shoes angels of yours will be too late in their 
God-given task!”

Jimmy struggled at his restraints, “You can’t do that,” he 
shouted, “it’s not right to them! You just can’t!”

Vanessa-devil chuckled, “What do you mean, it’s not right to 
them? Are you forgetting who I am? I’m the devil, you know—doing 
things that aren’t right is what I’m all about!”

“Oh yeah,” Jimmy frowned, “I forgot.”
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x     x     x

Pixie clung to the steering wheel of her car, Frank sitting next 
to her, and Arty in the back seat.

“So, where do you think He took him?” Arty enquired, leaning in 
between the two angels.

“Well, I’m hoping He took him to the usual place,” Pixie informed 
him.

“And where might that be?” Arty asked again.
“The same place we found your body,” Frank pointed out.
“You mean that abandoned warehouse?” Arty asked, “But isn’t 

that a bit obvious?”
Pixie held her head, “We’re not going through this again!” she 

sighed, pressing down on the accelerator as they sped off down the 
road.

x     x     x

Vanessa-devil looked at Her watch. It was coming up for eleven 
o’clock;

“Only another hour to go,” She smiled, “So you’d better get 
comfy!”

Jimmy looked around as best he could at his captor, “You expect 
me to be comfy whilst strapped to this table?” he scoffed, “You are 
just so funny.”

Vanessa-devil sighed, “You know, I’ve been good up until now. 
I’ve restrained myself—no one has died,” Vanessa-devil sat down, 
“but you, my friend, you are beginning to stretch my patience.”

Jimmy rolled his eyes, “So now I’m stretching your patience?” 
he asked, “So what do you do to people who stretch your patience 
from day one?”

Vanessa-devil smiled, “You don’t even want to go there!”
“And what are you actually going to do to me?” Jimmy asked, 

hearing the screeching of tyres outside the warehouse, “Are 
you going to kill me or are you just going to posture for the next 
hour?”

Vanessa-devil smiled, “I have to admit that the thought of killing 
you was starting to enter my mind!”
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Jimmy looked to the doors of the warehouse, “You know they’re 
coming for you,” he smiled, “they’re gonna get you, you know.”

Vanessa-devil shook Her head at Jimmy, “Shut up.” She 
laughed.

x     x     x

“They’re in there!” Pixie said, getting out of the car, “They’ve 
got to be in there!”

“So what do we do?” Arty asked, climbing out from the back, “Do 
we just march in there and . . . and then what is it we’re supposed 
to do?”

Frank looked down at his shoes, “Well, I guess we’re going to 
have to fight Him, Arty.” he smiled nervously.

“Fight Him?” Arty mulled this idea over in his head, “Somehow, I 
don’t think I want to be involved in this—would it be okay if I were 
to wait outside?”

“Do what you like,” Pixie told him, “this is our fight, not yours.”
Arty smiled, “Okay,” he said, not being one to turn down an offer 

of retreat, “call me if you need me!”
Frank and Pixie sighed, walking up to the main doors and trying 

the handle.
It opened with ease.
“Hmm,” Frank mused, “this seems a little too easy in my 

opinion.”
“You’re telling me,” Pixie agreed, “this was all in the classes we 

took, Him letting us in without any competition—you really should 
have turned up more often.”

“Shut up,” Frank whined, walking through the door to the 
warehouse.

The warehouse was quiet—too quiet, as the suspicious might 
say. What’s more, it was dark—not so dark that you couldn’t see, 
but dark enough so that Pixie and Frank felt on edge. The two 
angels looked around for any sign of Jimmy, hoping that they 
weren’t already too late. Pixie looked over at a lone table, and her 
jaw dropped;

“Frank,” she whispered, “he’s in the corner, tied to that table!”
Frank raised an eyebrow, then scoured the room for any sign of 

the devil.
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“There doesn’t seem to be anyone else here,” Frank noted, “let’s 
get Jimmy before He comes back!”

Frank and Pixie slowly approached the table where Jimmy lay, 
now gagged as well as bound. Pixie reached down for the gag as 
Frank tried to untie him, and Jimmy screamed out in fear;

“Behind you!” he cried, “She’s behind you!”
Frank and Pixie turned around to see Vanessa-devil looming over 

them, an enormous grin spread across Her pretty face;
“So, here you are,” She smiled, putting Her hand on Her hip, 

“I was just telling Jimmy a little earlier how I wasn’t planning on 
hurting him.”

From behind Her back, Vanessa-devil pulled out what could only 
be described as a huge, rather intimidating and extremely sharp 
machete;

“Of course,” She raised the machete above her head, “that 
didn’t include the two of you!”
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Chapter nIneteen

Vanessa-devil swung Her machete at Pixie, who deftly dove out 
of the way. Frank, realising how this scenario could well end, looked 
desperately around for anything he could use as a weapon against 
their demonic foe.

Jimmy, from his vantage point tied to the table, watched as 
Frank pathetically threw an old box at Vanessa-devil, causing no 
effect to Her, other than to get on Her nerves.

“Get away from me!” Vanessa-devil cried out, swatting at Frank 
and knocking him to the ground, “Just admit it—you’ve failed in your 
task, and God will punish you!”

Frank rolled his bottom lip, “No He won’t,” Frank retaliated with 
pride.

Whilst Frank was busy conversing with Vanessa-devil, Pixie had 
spotted what almost looked like a cattle-prod . . .

. . . Correction—it was a cattle-prod! No almost-looked-like 
about it!

Smiling to herself, Pixie slowly crossed the room towards it, 
making sure that Vanessa-devil didn’t see her. The very fact that 
there was a cattle-prod in the warehouse didn’t seem to strike her 
as odd in any way, but that was neither here nor there.

As Pixie came within inches of the cattle-prod, she heard a 
creaking noise and looked up.

Standing at the door was Arty, looking nervously around, 
seemingly trying to see if he could help. Unfortunately, Vanessa-devil 
heard him as well.
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“Ah,” she smiled, turning to the now terrified Arty, “if it isn’t 
my dear friend Arthur Patterson—and how are you, my dear boy.”

Arty’s widened his eyes in fear. Even in the highly appealing 
form of Vanessa, the devil was still a scary sight. Arty swallowed 
worriedly, “I’m fine,” he arched his eyebrow, “you?”

Vanessa-devil couldn’t but laugh. She loved it when people were 
scared of Her.

“Leave!” Vanessa-devil suggested, “Or . . . die!”
Arty furrowed his brow in deep thought, “What was that first 

choice again?”
Vanessa-devil now felt very annoyed, “Don’t be clever—it doesn’t 

become you.”
“And what of it?” Arty said with a mixture of anger and terror, 

“What are you going to do about it?”
Vanessa-devil glared at Arty, Her eyes glowing red with anger. 

Arty, who by this time had all but wet his pants, screamed as he 
began to levitate up into the air, whilst his throat began to close up. 
As he began to choke to death, he looked back down at Vanessa-devil 
who was laughing maniacally, all the while focusing Her full attention 
on him.

“I’ve had it with all you humans,” She spat, “And it’s about time 
that you all learnt to have a little respect for . . .”

Arty dropped from where he’d been levitating, coughing and 
spluttering in order to get his breath back, as Vanessa-devil 
suddenly began to scream as Pixie rammed the cattle-prod deep 
into Her ribs, flipping the switch as she did so.

Jimmy looked on in disbelief as Vanessa-devil began to convulse 
violently, sparks flying off from Her chest, and then collapsed to 
the floor unconscious.

Pixie switched the cattle-prod off and dropped it to the ground 
as Frank crawled over to Jimmy and began to untie him from 
the table. Once untied, Jimmy looked over at where Vanessa lay 
motionless;

“Is she . . .” he began.
“Dead?” Frank answered, “No, she should be fine in a few 

hours.”
Arty looked at his watch, “It’s half past ten,” he told them, 

“somehow I don’t think that you two are going to succeed with 
getting Jimmy a woman!”
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Frank looked at Pixie with a troubled look in his eyes, “I’m afraid 
we’ve got bigger problems to worry about,” he frowned.

Arty looked at Pixie with confusion as she rubbed her back, 
“What is it?” he asked, “What’s wrong?”

Pixie arched her eyebrows, “I hurt that girl,” she swallowed, 
“The one thing we’re not allowed to do is harm innocent people to 
such an extent.”

“But she was possessed by the Devil!” Arty declared.
“That wasn’t her fault,” Frank argued, “in the eyes of God 

Vanessa is innocent of anything the Devil may have done whilst in 
her body.”

“So what does that mean?” Arty asked, still unsure of what was 
going on.

Pixie sniffed, a tear rolling down her cheek, “It means that God 
has taken away my wings,” she sobbed, “I’m not an angel anymore!”
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Chapter twentY

p ixie sat on the edge of her bed in her apartment, her head 
lowered towards the ground. The others stood over her, all looking 
worriedly about her condition;

“What exactly does this mean?” Frank asked, “I think I missed 
that class as well.”

Pixie looked up at Frank, “It means that, even if we do help 
Jimmy out, I still won’t get back into heaven!”

Arty swallowed from across the room, realising what this would 
mean for Pixie. She was human now, and could never go home again.

“So,” Pixie sighed, noticing the silence in the room, “we’d better 
get Jimmy here a woman fast.”

Jimmy looked around, his expression changing into one of 
confusion, “What do you mean?” he asked, “You can’t get back into 
heaven—why bother?”

“Frank still can!” Pixie replied, “And while there’s still hope for 
him to get back into heaven, we have to try!”

Frank smiled, “Thanks Pix, you’re a real friend.”
Jimmy narrowed his eyes, “But what’s the point—I just don’t 

understand what’s in it for you guys.”
“It’s our job,” Pixie nodded slowly, “and we’ll see it through to 

the end,” she paused, then smiled, “besides, we kinda like you.”
Jimmy backed slowly away from them, lowering his head.
“It’s true, Jimmy,” Frank smiled, “over the last day, we’ve really 

grown to like you a lot—we’d never heard of any other angels making 
such a strong connection with a living human they’d been sent down 
to do good deeds for, but you . . . you’re special!”
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“Special?” Jimmy glowered at Frank angrily, “Special?!”
Arty furrowed his brow, “Are you okay, Jimmy? You sound kind 

of strange.”
Jimmy raised his eyes, which were glowing ever so slightly.
Frank swallowed deeply, “I don’t think that’s Jimmy anymore . . .” 

he said slowly, moving away from Jimmy as deliberately as he 
could.

Jimmy lifted his head up even higher, “That’s right, Francis,” 
Jimmy boomed, clearly possessed by the Devil, “Jimmy Moon no 
longer resides in this body! I have taken over for good, and there’s 
nothing you can do!”

“Oh man!” Arty slapped his forehead, “How many more times is 
He going to do this?!”

Jimmy-Devil glared at Arty, “I’ve had enough of you for one 
day!” He boomed, out-stretching His hand and sending a bolt of 
energy into Arty’s chest. Arty screamed, bursting into a display of 
light before falling to the ground.

Frank gasped, “Is he . . .”
Jimmy-Devil smiled, “We can only hope!”
Pixie glared at Jimmy-Devil, “How could you do that?” she cried, 

“He’s your best friend, Jimmy—pretty much your only friend!”
Jimmy-Devil rolled his eyes, “I’m not Jimmy any more, 

Patricia—from now on you’re only gonna deal with the De . . .”
Jimmy-Devil suddenly convulsed, doubling over as His eyes 

widened in panic. Something was wrong, and the Devil didn’t like it 
one little bit.

Frank and Pixie smiled, noting the Devil’s discomfort, “Are you 
okay, pal?” Frank asked mockingly, “Is something the matter?”

Jimmy-Devil suddenly stood upright again, staring with fear 
back at Frank and Pixie;

“Help . . . me!” He said, but this time it was only Jimmy’s voice.
“Jimmy!” Pixie shouted with alarm, “He’s still in there—he’s in 

there with the Devil!”
The Devil suddenly took control of Jimmy again, His eyes glowing 

once more, “Jimmy has no control anymore!” He boomed, “It’s just 
me now! Me forever more!”

“This is terrible!” Frank cried out, “Jimmy’s in there somewhere, 
and if we don’t help him, then he’ll be doomed for all eternity!”
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Pixie furrowed her brow in anger, “It’s about time we did 
something about the Devil! He’s starting to piss me off!”

Jimmy-Devil chuckled at Pixie’s words, “Ha! You can not defeat 
me! No-one can! Why else do you think I’ve survived for so . . .”

Jimmy-Devil doubled over again, then raised His head in fear, 
“Help me Pix . . .” He said in Jimmy’s voice, “You’ve got to help me!”

Pixie growled gutturally, “Watch my back Frank,” she whispered, 
shifting her gaze back to Jimmy-Devil.

Frank shook his head, “Why? What are you going to do?”
Pixie smiled, “I know what I’m doing,” she nodded, then began to 

walk towards Jimmy-Devil.
Jimmy-Devil looked at Pixie and gave her a friendly smile, then 

shook His head, becoming just the Devil again, “What do you think 
you are doing, Patricia?” the Devil asked mockingly, though there 
was a hint of fear in His voice, “You dare to come near Me?!”

Pixie stood in front of Jimmy-Devil, her eyebrows arched, “Shut 
up,” she suggested then, grabbing Him by the arms, she began to 
kiss Him.

“What are you . . .” the Devil began to protest, trying His best 
to pull away, but Pixie kept a firm hold of His arms. Somewhere, 
somewhere inside of Jimmy-Devil, Jimmy stirred;

“P-pixie?” he muttered, shaking his head.
“No! No! Stop!” the Devil interrupted, desperately trying to 

regain control of Jimmy’s, “You can’t do thi . . .”
But it was too late. The spirit of the Devil began to dissipate 

into the air, screaming as He did so, until there was no trace of Him 
left in Jimmy.

Arty, who had been lying on the floor barely conscious, opened 
his eyes;

“What happened?” he asked, looking up at Frank.
Frank smiled, nodding towards Pixie and Jimmy, “See for 

yourself.”
Arty looked over at the two of them, and smiled.
Across the room, Pixie and Jimmy stood looking at each other. 

Jimmy looked ecstatic, his eyes welling up with tears. Pixie smiled 
back at him, her eyes too almost fit to burst.

“Thank you, Pixie,” Jimmy sobbed, “Thank you for doing this for 
me.”
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“That’s okay,” Pixie sniffed, “I love you too much to let anything 
happen to you.”

Jimmy smiled at Pixie, “I love you as well, Pix,” he laughed, then 
wrapped his arms around her as they began to kiss again.

Arty laughed, “Well, it’s about time,” he chuckled, looking over 
at Frank. Then his mouth dropped.

Frank was surrounded by fluorescent light, his wings spread out 
behind him.

“My God!” Arty declared, his mouth gaping, “What’s going on, 
Frank?”

Frank smiled, “We succeeded, Arty,” he told him, “Jimmy finally 
got the girl; you’re less of an idiot; and Pixie got to be human again. 
And it’s time for me to go!”

“Go?” Arty was confused, “Go where?”
“Back to heaven!” he replied, beginning to grow brighter.
Arty shielded his eyes from the light, and Jimmy and Pixie 

watched as Frank began to disappear.
“Goodbye, Patricia,” Frank called out to Pixie as he became more 

faint.
“Goodbye, Francis,” Pixie returned, waving as her best friend 

disappeared from view and the light began to fade away.
“He’s gone,” Arty gulped, “Where’s he gone?”
“Back to heaven,” Pixie smiled, “But I’m sure we’ll see him 

again.”
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epILOGue

arty looked at his reflection in the mirror, fixing his collar until 
his bow tie was in alignment. Once this was done, he breathed out, 
feeling the top button pinch at his neck.

It had been a year since Frank had disappeared, and today was 
a special day, not simply because it was the anniversary . . .

. . . Today was the wedding day of Jimmy and Pixie.
Arty smiled at his reflection. It hadn’t been a bad year; quite a 

good one in fact, and his best friend was about to get married to a 
woman whom he truly loved. And for the first time in his life, Arty 
felt happy for someone other than himself.

A knock at the door took Arty’s gaze away from the mirror, as 
he turned to see his friend Jimmy stagger into the room;

“What happened last night?” he asked, rubbing his head in agony, 
“All I can remember is going to that strip club, and then . . . it’s all 
a blank!”

“Don’t worry,” Arty smiled, “you didn’t do anything to embarrass 
yourself—aside from the sheep—so just get into your tux so we can 
get going. You’re due at the church in two hours!”

Jimmy rubbed his temples, “Sheep?” he repeated, “Ah, man!”
“Just go and get changed,” Arty rolled his eyes, “and hurry!”

x     x     x

Pixie walked into Vanessa’s room. Over the past year she’d become 
good friends with Jimmy’s past infatuation, and had even gone as 
far as to invite her to the wedding as her one and only bridesmaid. 
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Pixie was wearing her wedding dress, a long white flowing gown that 
made her look radiant. Vanessa gaped at her when she walked into 
the room;

“You look stunning Pix!” she smiled, “Jimmy’s a very lucky man.”
“Thanks Vanessa,” Pixie beamed, twirling in her dress, “I’m glad 

you like it!”
Vanessa stood up, wearing a long and elegant lilac dress, and 

crossed the room to Pixie, taking her hands;
“This is going to be a good day, Pix,” she smiled.
“I know,” Pixie agreed, “but I really wish Frank could have been 

her to see it! He’d have loved to see me getting married!”
Vanessa nodded, “I know,” she smiled, “but he’s gone now—he 

won’t be there to see it!”
Pixie sighed, “I know, but I can hope, can’t I!”

x     x     x

“Okay, I’m ready,” Jimmy said, walking back into Arty’s room, 
now dressed up in his tuxedo, “but I still don’t feel too hot!”

“Take an aspirin, already,” Arty suggested, taking a couple 
himself before handing the box to Jimmy.

Taking the box, Jimmy popped out two of the tablets and swallowed 
them down dry. Shuddering, Jimmy croaked, “So, how’s your head?”

“It’s been better,” Arty smiled, “but I don’t get hangovers, as 
you well know!”

“Yeah,” Jimmy smiled knowingly, “so, how long have we got?”
“About an hour and a half,” Arty replied, looking at his watch, 

“should we go and get a drink?”
“Yeah,” Jimmy yawned, “there’s a pub near the church, we can 

go there!”

x     x     x

“Has the car arrived yet, Vee?” Pixie asked as her friend came 
back into the room.

“Not yet,” she replied, “but it’ll be here soon.”
Pixie drummed her fingers on her thigh, looking into the mirror, 

“Great,” she smiled, then picked up her veil from the dressing table, 
“I can’t wait!”
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x     x     x

“Is it time yet?” Jimmy asked, taking a final swig from his fourth 
pint.

“We’d better get going,” Arty answered, looking at the time, 
“people will be arriving soon, so we’d better make it look good and 
actually be there on time!”

Jimmy and Arty got up from their table, heading out of the pub 
and making their way across the road towards the church.

Outside the church stood Jimmy’s parents. They smiled when 
they saw Jimmy, waving to him. Mr Moon stopped waving when he 
caught sight of Arty.

“Hello, son,” Mrs Moon smiled, throwing her arms around him, 
“how are you keeping?”

“Not bad,” he smiled back. Jimmy had moved out from his 
parents house about six months earlier and moved in with Arty, so 
he hadn’t seen either of his parents in quite a while, “how are you 
two keeping?”

“Can’t complain,” his dad replied, turning to Arty, “so how are 
you, Patterson? Still supporting Chelsea, are we?”

“Yeah,” Arty replied, “what of it?”
“No reason,” Mr Moon shook his head, glowering at Arty.
“So,” Jimmy clapped his hands together to draw their attention, 

“has any one else arrived yet?”
“Not yet,” Mrs Moon replied, “but they’ll be here soon.”
“Good,” Jimmy smiled, “should we go inside or something?”
Silently agreeing, the group moved inside the church.
As they walked into the main atrium, they were greeted by a 

friendly voice;
“Well, aren’t you going to say anything?” the voice spoke.
Jimmy stared in amazement, his jaw drooping in astonishment.

x     x     x

Pixie drove down the road, Vanessa sitting next to her in the 
back of their rented limousine.

“Wow!” Vanessa gawped, “This limo is so cool! I wish I had a car 
like this for every day!”
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“Oh please!” Pixie replied, “If you had a car like that for every 
day you’d never walk again, I tell you!”

Vanessa chuckled as the limo pulled up to the church, fumbling 
with her seat-belt as they got out of the car.

Outside the church, Mr Moon met Pixie and Vanessa, smiling as 
he greeted them;

“You look lovely, Pixie,” Mr Moon smiled, hugging her and giving 
her a peck on the cheek, “shall we go inside?”

“Sure,” Pixie smiled, checking the time, “it’s about time we made 
our way down the aisle.”

Pixie walked into the church, her arm in Mr Moon’s and Vanessa 
carrying her train, as they began to make their way down the aisle 
to the sound of the wedding march.

As Pixie walked slowly down the aisle with Mr Moon, she noticed 
that, at the front of the church, along with Jimmy, Arty and the 
vicar, there stood a forth figure. As she drew closer, she suddenly 
realised who it was;

“Frank?” she muttered, her jaw dropping as she reached the 
front of the church, “Frank. is that really you?”

Frank smiled back at Pixie, holding out his hands to her, “It is, 
Pix.”

“But what are you doing here?” Pixie asked.
“I managed to get permission to come down and visit for the 

day,” he told her, “I wouldn’t want to miss your special day after 
all, would I?”

“I guess not,” Pixie smiled, noticing that Mr Moon had sat down, 
“What’s going on? Why’s he sitting down?”

Frank held out his arm, “He’s not going to give you away,” he 
smiled, “I am!”

Pixie face lit up at the beautiful gesture he friend was making, 
then looked at Jimmy, “This is the best day of my whole life!” she 
beamed, as the vicar finally began the ceremony.

Behind one of the stained glass windows, the Devil watched as 
the ceremony began. He smiled to Himself, tilting his head to one 
side;

“Oh well,” He mused, “You win some, You lose some!”
And with a snap of His fingers, He was gone!




