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FOREWORD

Only a fellow writer can truly understand all the ups and
downs of writing. It can be a solitary business, especially
without the support of other writers. We count ourselves
lucky for finding each other and forming our own writers
group.

We act as each other’s cheer squad, critique partners and
value our in-person and virtual catch-ups. Another thing we
do as a group is regularly enter short story and flash fiction
competitions including the Australian Writers’ Centre’s
monthly Furious Fiction.

Furious Fiction famously gives writers fifty-five hours to
write a 500-word story, which must include specified
prompts. It can be a real challenge, but one we relish.

One particular month, the prompts included setting the
story at a wedding or a funeral. At the same time we were
having a random chat about alpacas and decided to chal-
lenge ourselves to include this curiously cute creature in our
stories.

We may not have won or been placed in Furious Fiction
that month (although we have previously) but we had so
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much fun with our stories, we wanted to share with
them you.

We hope you enjoy reading our stories as much as we
did writing them.

With Love – Kylie, Alyssa, Anna, Jodie & Lane.
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HERE COMES THE…
KYLIE FENNELL

he bride wore a second-hand wedding dress from
Vinnies that had to be altered. The groom wore a

clip-on tie and no pants.
‘Cut!’ the videographer shouts at his assistant like he’s

directing some Hollywood blockbuster instead of filming
the most ridiculous wedding in history.

I’ve been in the wedding photography business for
longer than I care to admit, so I’ve honed my ability not to
judge people on their special day – or at least not to appear
like I am.

There was the couple dressed as Hobbits who said their
vows in Elvish. The bride that wore a full replica of Princess
Di’s dress but in acid-yellow. And the groom who insisted on
doing a jazzercise routine for the bridal dance, stripping off
to an eighties leotard he wore under his suit.

Then there have been the weddings where you wonder
whether loving the other person is actually a prerequisite
for getting married.

I photographed a wedding once where the bride stabbed
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her new husband with a steak knife over how hot he said
one of the bridesmaids looked.

From the weird to ‘WTF were they thinking’, I thought I’d
seen it all but this wedding is a whole new “Tiger King” level
of crazy.

The ceremony was a farce with neither the bride or
groom bothering to make eye contact during the vows that
were punctuated by snorts and grunts.

The kiss at the end of the ceremony was awkward and
forced.

‘Should we get a close up of the bride and groom?’ the
wedding organiser asks.

The bride grins at me with oversized teeth, which
protrude from her lower jaw. Something green is stuck
between them.

The groom looks like he’s been to the same hairdresser
as Boris Johnson. And there’s a distinct wet-dog smell
wafting from his direction.

‘I think I’m fine from here,’ I say. ‘I’ve got the zoom––.’
‘A close-up, please,’ the organiser insists, ‘I want to give

the local paper lots of options.’
I nod encouragingly at the couple as I approach them,

but at that exact moment the groom spits. The foul smelling
spittle landing on my suede boot.

I fire off a couple of shots and retreat back to safety.
‘I think I have everything I need,’ I say as I try and wipe

my boot clean on the grass.
‘Are you sure? We could try and get another one with the

whole family. We can put the bride’s mother and father on
opposite sides this time so they don’t kick each other.’

‘I’m sorry, but I have to go to another job now.’
The organiser glances at her watch. ‘Oh...I didn’t think it

would take you that long.’
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I grit my teeth. ‘The next time I’m asked to photograph
an alpaca wedding, I’ll be better prepared.’

It’s been hard times for the petting zoo since Covid and I
know they need publicity. I just wish they hadn’t called me.
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THE PURSUIT OF THE PERFECT SELFIE
ALYSSA MACKAY

et us take a moment to remember the things Brad
loved.’

The priest addresses us with a benevolent
smile. ‘Of course, we can’t forget his Maserati.’

Some people titter politely, probably wondering if it’s
inappropriate to laugh at a funeral.

‘And his Lamborghini.’
Definite chuckles this time. Brad had loved posh cars.

He’d made millions as an investment banker.
‘But he also loved to travel. And his wife, Kate.’
I feel everyone’s eyes on the back of my head. Brad’s

mother pats my hand. I dab the edges of my eyes with a
handkerchief and sniffle.

Now it’s a photo montage set to a soulful ballad. Images
of Brad with me and his family are interspersed with his
vast collection of “perfect selfies”. All of them taken at spec-
tacular locations around the world. The Hollywood sign.
Santorini. Under the Eiffel Tower. Brad’s Instagram was full
of them. Thanks to his handsome jawline and athletic
physique, he had more than 150K followers.
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Sometimes I’d asked if I could be in the photo too.
‘My followers are used to seeing just me,’ Brad had

explained. ‘And it’s harder to get my best angle with more
than one person in the photo. Plus I need you to hold the
reflector.’

As the montage progresses it becomes clear how Brad’s
crusade for the perfect selfie had turned dangerous. Sitting
on the Jesus statue in Rio. Balancing on a rock wedged
between two giant cliff faces.

I’d say: ‘Be careful, Brad.’
But he’d just laugh. ‘Don’t worry. If I die, you’ll get

everything.’
Brad’s last attempt at the perfect selfie had been at

Machu Picchu. Standing on a ledge. He’d taken ages to posi-
tion the selfie stick. I was holding the reflector, making sure
no shadows tarnished his perfect face. The view behind him
was a vivid panorama encompassing the ruins of the ancient
city. It was set to be the ultimate selfie.

But then the alpaca had appeared.
It all happened so quickly. The curious alpaca wanted to

be in the photo too. Brad used his free arm to shoo it away.
He lost his balance. And Brad plummeted 40 metres to his
death.

The music cuts out on the plaintive pluck of a guitar
string. The final photo, a close-up of Brad. There’s a prayer
and we all stand.

After the wake, I return to the home we’d shared. A
penthouse apartment overlooking Sydney Harbour. I stand
on the balcony with a glass of wine, admiring the view.
Thinking of Brad’s last moments. How I’d seized my oppor-
tunity when the alpaca showed up. Turning the reflector so
the sunlight hit Brad straight in the eyes. With a little push
he’d tipped right over the edge.
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Unworried about lighting or angles, I lift my phone and
snap a selfie. I look at it. The woman staring back at me has
a hint of a smile on her lips. I smile back at her. Finally. I’ve
taken the perfect selfie.
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ARCHANGELS AND ALPACAS
LANE THORNTON

or God’s sake.’ I roll my eyes and give the
organist a death stare. ‘Not again.’

The sombre melody of the church organ sends another
surge of sadness through the congregation. Wails, sobs and
snorts erupt for the fourth time during the longest funeral
service in the history of funeral services. It isn’t the first time
we have been to this venue, and it won’t be the last.

‘She can’t read a room, can she?’ Ariel grins at me,
knowing full well I wouldn’t approve of humour at a time
like this.

‘Hmmph. I’m not sure why they keep her on...’ I wonder.
‘Between you and me, the red-head is much better at

music-making.’ Jophiel scowls at his own mean-spirited
comment and crosses himself. I see his contrition and nod,
knowingly.

‘I think she’s the priest’s niece,’ Raphael says quietly,
indicating to the Father at the pulpit looking proudly up at
the organist in the gallery.

‘That would explain it then.’ I shake my head, recog-
nising the family resemblance at once.
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‘Nepotism at its finest,’ Jophiel mutters under his breath.
I pat his arm and he lowers his head in reflection. It’s been a
tough year for all of us.

The melancholic notes of the hymn build to a crescendo
under God’s roof before settling into the hearts of the
mourners. Silence fills the church before the service contin-
ues, celebrating the life of a man who dedicated his life to
camelid rescue.

‘I’ve never seen llamas in a church before, let alone at a
funeral,’ Raphael admits, looking down at the small herd.

Chamuel agrees, his eyes bright. ‘It’s definitely a first for
me too. I like it!’

‘Alpacas,’ Ariel reminds them. He should know, it’s his
job to watch over the beasts and ensure they don’t run
amok. ‘Their ears aren’t as long and pointy as llamas.’

‘Ah,’ we say, nodding in understanding as we sit and
watch the alpacas from our perch in the rafters of the small
rural church while the humans grieve the dearly departed.

‘Gives a new meaning to the term “God’s flock”, hey?’
Azrael jokes, and high-fives a laughing Ariel.

‘Cut it out, you two.’ I stare at them both and shake my
head in disbelief at their lack of sensitivity. ‘We have a job to
do here, and all you can think about is going head to head in
comedic revelry.’

They both look remorseful and Ariel apologises. ‘Sorry
Gabriel. It won’t happen again.’

‘I’m glad to hear that.’ I smile warmly and turn to Azrael.
‘Now, is everything ready for him to cross over?’

‘As ready as they’ll ever be,’ he responds, silently
mouthing an apology before flying off to bring the dead
man’s soul home.

The funeral came to an end when the organist began to
play the opening bars of Robbie William’s Angels.
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Ariel can’t help himself. ‘That’s our cue!’ His laughter
sets off a series of ungodly noises from the alpacas.

I sigh and block my ears. ‘Lord, have mercy!’



A

DUSTY’S DAY
JODIE WOODWARD

random assortment of guests gathers in the garden
on this very sad occasion. They stand huddled

under the branch of a Jacaranda tree where, just yesterday,
they had gathered for a much happier occasion.

‘Dusty was a loved member of our community and will
be missed. Does anyone have anything they would like to
say about her?’ the celebrant asks the crowd, his voice
solemn.

It takes a while for someone to come forward. It’s a
young girl named Eliza dressed in a floral pink tunic with
sheer black fabric draped delicately over her face.

‘Dusty was a great friend. We enjoyed running around in
the paddock together and playing hide-and-seek.’ Eliza
begins to cry and can’t continue with her speech. She heads
back to stand with her best friend.

Someone else comes forward. Dusty’s cousin Peggy.
‘I will miss Dusty so much. We shared a love of food. I’ll

never forget…’
The flow of the game is broken, and Angelica turns
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towards her mother who is cutting sandwiches at the
kitchen bench.

‘Mum! What do alpacas eat?’ she asks.
‘Grass, I think. Maybe hay?’
‘Ok.’ Angelica places the wooden toy back in front of the

crowd, clears her throat and resumes the role of Peggy. ‘I’ll
never forget the way she loved to eat grass and hay.’

Angelica’s Mum interrupts the game this time. ‘Didn’t
Dusty just get married yesterday?’

‘Yes,’ Angelica answers, brushing some Jacaranda
flowers from the roof of her doll house. The branch she had
brought inside is starting to wilt.

Dusty and Al Alpaca had been given an elaborate wedding
in the doll house yesterday with the very same toys as guests –
a collection of wooden animals and people that had once
belonged to Angelica’s mother. Angelica had made Dusty a
wedding dress out of tissues and sticky-taped a flower from the
garden between her ears to make her look just like a bride. The
alpacas are her favourite toys and she loves an alpaca wedding.

‘I want her to marry someone else now though.’
‘You didn’t need to kill her off! She could have gotten a

divorce. Although, I suppose alpacas don’t get divorced, do
they?’ She laughs, shakes her head and returns to the
sandwiches.

‘What’s a divorce?’
Her mum gives her a look which means she should

already know the answer or it’s too complicated to explain.
‘It’s okay, the funeral’s almost over anyway.’
Angelica has the celebrant instruct the guests to mingle

for drinks and snacks, just like she’d seen the adults do at
her uncle’s funeral the year before. She moves them around
the scene for a few more minutes before it starts to become
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boring. She plucks Dusty up from her resting place and
attaches a new paper bow to the side of her wooden head.

‘Everyone meet Misty Alpaca!’ Angelica says, holding
her up. She pulls the black fabric from the heads of the
other toys. ‘Let’s get ready. Misty and Bill are about to get
married!’
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FUN ALPACA
ANNA MCEVOY

renda pushes her heels into the floor and rolls
her faux-leather office chair to the printer. Her

long nails click against the tray as she collects a sheet of
paper, then she scoots herself over the well-worn strip of
carpet back to her desk. Her backside doesn’t leave the chair
once.

She smiles at the woman seated across from her. ‘Here’s
the paperwork for your… fun alpaca?’ Brenda does a double
take and snorts. ‘Ha! We get a lot of strange requests here,
but that’s a new one!’

She spins her chair around to face the open door of the
office behind her. ‘Gary. Gary! Get a load of this!’ She waves
the paper in the air. ‘It says “fun alpaca”.’

There’s no response from Gary. Brenda chuckles to
herself as she spins her chair back around. ‘Sorry, Linda. I’ll
get this fixed up in a jiffy.’

‘Actually, it’s Laura,’ the woman says softly, clutching an
urn, but Brenda has already spun back around.

‘Gary! Where’d you put the new toner? The printer’s
turned Linda’s “funeral package” into a “fun alpaca”.’



14 ANNA MCEVOY

‘Just give the old one a shake,’ Gary calls from his office.
‘Bloody budget cuts,’ Brenda mutters. ‘Can you at least

come and do it for me?’
‘Do it yourself, Brenda. I’m on the phone.’
Brenda spins her chair around again and rolls her eyes

at Laura. ‘Men. Am I right? I could kill him sometimes.’
Laura dabs at her runny mascara with a crumpled

tissue.
‘I suppose I should be grateful I’ve still got a job in these

"unprecedented times”. We’re snowed under, actually.’
Brenda stretches her neck from side to side. ‘How many
days off work did you get for this?’

‘Actually, I’ve been stood down,’ Laura says between
sniffles.

‘Oof, that’s rough. At least you’ve got your health.’
Brenda narrows her eyes. ‘You have got your health, haven’t
you?’ She takes a pump of hand sanitiser from the large
bottle on her desk, and admires her fingernails as she rubs
in the pungent gel.

‘We’re going to have to stick with the fun alpaca version,
Linda. Unless you want to give the toner a shake? I just had
my nails done, see.’ She waggles her fingers in front of
Laura’s face.

Laura shudders and leans back. ‘It’s Laura. And it’s fine,
it doesn’t matter.’

Brenda slides the paper across the desk and watches as
Laura signs with a trembling hand.

‘So, you’re between jobs and husbands. Could be worse,
you know. I was meant to be going on an international
holiday next month. Suppose I'll have to settle for interstate
instead.’ Brenda sighs. ‘Well, you have a lovely day, Linda.’
She scoots her chair across another well-worn strip of
carpet to a grey filing cabinet.
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Laura sees herself out the door.
Brenda takes a final look at the paperwork. ‘Ha! Fun

alpaca!’ she calls out. The staccato of Laura’s heels on the
pathway pauses for a beat before she scurries away, clinging
to the urn like a lifeboat.
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