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Forty-two. She never really thought she’d make it this far. She was past 
middle-age now. At forty she didn’t really feel it, it was just another number, she 
was still basically in her thirties. And at forty-one she could still say she was 
forty. But now, at forty-two there was no pretending that she wasn’t half way to 
dead. Alice’s mom had died at sixty-nine. Her dad did a little better, seventy-
seven. So forty-two was probably past half way for her. She was closer to the 
day she died then the day she was born. Well no use complaining about it.

Alice opened her eyes, her alarm clock blinked back at her. 4:42AM Too 
fucking early. She hadn’t been able to sleep in for the last couple of days. Her 
shift at the bakery didn’t start until ten most days, but no matter how hard she 
tried she was up before five. 

She rubbed her eyes and sat up. Her ginger hair fell limply over her face. It 
had that oily sheen to it, reminding her that it hadn’t been washed in a couple of 
days. With a massive sigh Alice swung her feet out of bed and proceeded to the 
shower. She might as well wash it now, she had the time.

Alice spent a long time in the shower, letting the warm water flow over her, 
slowly allowing it to wake her ancient body up. Maybe she should switch to the 
early shift at work, they were the ones who got to make the bread. It used to be 
torture to have to wake up for the five o’clock shift but if she kept on like this… 
After twenty minutes of shampooing and conditioning her hair, Alice grabbed a 
towel and got out of the tub. These early mornings weren’t all bad, she could 
take as much time as she wanted on her routine. Slipping into her silk bathrobe, 
Alice went back into the bedroom, her hair wrapped in the towel.

She didn’t use much makeup, her skin was too pale for most brands. 
Sometimes she would use a dot of powder to cover up a real nasty blemish but 
for the most part she went without. Today she accented her lips, a deep cherry 
red, it was her birthday after all. She guessed it took an whole hour for her to 
put on the make up, shower, and clothe herself. The mirror stood opposite the 
bed and she stared longingly into it, wishing she could lay down and drift back 
to sleep. Four hours was a long time to wait. 

She gave in and turn towards the bed. Maybe this time she could get back to 
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sleep. She lay down gently, trying not to smudge the make up and closed her 
eyes. Time passed. Her thoughts didn’t keep her awake, all morning she had 
been in that half asleep daze that one feels when they are drawn thin or up to 
early or late. She could feel herself almost sinking through the blankets and 
mattress she was so tired. And yet awake she stayed. Laying there with her eyes 
closed, her lips facing up from the pillows. It was no use. 

Her eyes flickered open again and she turned to the nightstand for her book. 
It was a good one about a luckless romance: man loves woman, woman loves 
different woman. Not too strenuous, so perfect for an early morning read. But 
when Alice reached for the book her eyes caught on the alarm clock. 4:42AM 
Too fucking earl…What? She blinked again and rubbed her eyes. 4:42AM. The 
clock most have stopped. 

She sat up and yanked the cord from the socket. The display flickered out 
and when she plugged it back in it blinked 12:00AM. Okay, it was just a glitch. 
She went back to her book and began to read.

She spent hours with Anthony and Elizabeth. And Elizabeth’s lover Cheryl. 
Cheryl was and orphan girl, not suited to the class of Anthony and Elizabeth but 
somehow Elizabeth loved her. Anthony suspected witchcraft but every time he 
tried to prove it, Elizabeth swore to hate him forever. There was little he could 
do to disrupt the women’s love. His battle for the woman he loved lasted for 
page after page. There were love letters and speeches professing true love. There 
were sword fights and a little lesbian sex. It all ended in a massive duel between 
the three and finally Anthony got his kiss, but at the cost of his life.

Alice stared up from the last page wishing she could find a love like 
Elizabeth. Well, not like Elizabeth, but someone who would give her some hot 
lesbian sex. It had been a long time, but today was her birthday maybe she’d get 
lucky. It must nearly be time for work. She climbed out of bed again and, 
pausing only to check her hair and makeup in the mirror, she left for the day.

The bakery was about a fifteen minute walk from her house. Usually at this 
time, the city was bustling with people trying to get out of the heat. But this 
morning everything was quiet, Alice supposed this was because the heat wasn’t 
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quite harsh this morning. There was no need to hurry now. As she approached 
the shop there was a definite lack of odor on the block. It was a smell she had 
grown to hate. Usually she could smell the bread from over a block away but 
this morning it was gone. Thank god, only working in a bakery could you learn 
to hate that smell but Alice had. Two years there had taught her that tyne smell 
soaks into everything. She went home stinking of bread. Her clothes stunk of it, 
her shoes stunk of it, even her breath stunk of it. There was no escaping it. But 
this morning maybe there was.

The shop had it’s work lights on but the display cab nits were dark. They 
were not yet filled with this mornings specials. Odd. This morning was full of 
odd things. As Alice opened the door, the bell tinkled heralding her arrival. 
“We’re closed,” came a harsh voice from the back kitchen. Alice merely grinned. 

The woman attached to the voice came out into the open, her dark hair was 
cut short and the perpetual scowl was on her lips. “Morning Sam,” Alice said in 
a peppy voice. “How’s the dough.”

“You’re early,” Sam replied throwing an apron to Alice.
“Can’t be by much,” she said catching the cloth.
Sam just shrugged and indicated the clock on the wall. 4:42AM Too fun…

Wait a second.
“Thought you were on the late shift today.”
“I was…I am.”
Sam arched an eyebrow at her, “Don’t look like it to me.”
Alice glanced back at the clock. “Is that thing right?”
“Close enough. Ready to bake?”


