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Introduction

These are not ordinary girls.

I knew it as soon as I felt their filthy hands on my books.

That they found my books at all is a minor miracle. That they opened them, deciphered them somehow, and cast spells with them, no matter how minor . . . I thought such was impossible.

Time is on my side, however. None of them understand yet what they have wandered into. Their magic is weak, and the spells they have worked are trivial. Candle lighting and pranks, the pastimes of typical female folly.

They may yet turn from the pursuit, grow enamored of some new fancy, for there are many distractions in the world men have made for them. Or they might grow careless and kill themselves. Even a candle can be dangerous.

But I will waste no time waiting for them to defeat themselves. They have displayed a strength and wisdom beyond their years, and it is time to meet them with the fullness of my own powers, forged in blood and perfected through the centuries.

Long has it been since I fought with such sluts, but I relish the battle, all the more so because they don’t know yet what they’re fighting, much less what they’re fighting with.

Across the vast world now, I win, bringing strong men to power and reducing the female to their natural role: spreading their legs for the seed, spreading their legs again for new life to emerge, holding that life to their milk-engorged bosoms, and letting it suckle. They should be heard on but two occasions, once when they are split by the passion of men, a second time when the fruit of that passion claws itself from their loins. Otherwise, wenches, hold your tongues until you are spoken to. Unless, of course, it is to do my bidding. I never imagined that females would ascend to the earthly power they hold today. Nor did I imagine that I could turn that power to my own causes. But they have proved as malleable as men, even when I direct them with my clever tools to work against their own kind.

Soon shall we return to the way it was in the greatest days, when the strongest men slayed and subdued the weaker, and war reigned supreme, settling all matters, death the final negotiation.

What hope do these trollops have against me, now that I know of them?

One coven of febrile breeders has organized themselves in the city of Oslo, in the lands of my birth and my first great conquests. I am strongest there, and I have seen them, my eyes glowering over them as they did their puny magic. Did one of them see me? She screamed as she looked in my direction, but no, it cannot be. I am as invisible as I’ve always been, unless I choose to be seen. If needed, I will take on human form, and they will see me. Oh yes. And feel me. And regret ever having tangled with me.

But where is the second coven? The New World. Somewhere in America. A strange place, foreign and unpredictable, even if it has been fertile ground for my directives. Soon enough, I will peer in on them too.

And one way or another, I will end their little fling with the occult. The whores will be disbanded and, soon enough, destroyed.


Chapter 1: The Seal

Don’t break the seal.

The phrase popped into Olivia’s head and took up residence there, becoming a focal point of her thoughts. She shifted uncomfortably, her eyes focussed on the glowing screen in front of her, her bottom focussed on the hard, unyielding surface of the faux mid-century love seat she was currently perched on–for sitting would be too strong of a word–while she and her friends were watching the TV.

Mia, sitting on the floor on top of a throw pillow, wisely eschewing the use of the furniture, was grimacing slightly as the action continued to unfold. Mia was Olivia’s best friend of all time, the two of them classmates at Norge International School Oslo, along with their mutual friend Ella, whose house this was, and their newer friend Isa, the Princess of Orange.

Together with the American girl, Leilani, and the stunning Italian girl, Valentina–both of whom had suspiciously caught a cold at the same time–they made up the membership of Oslo’s newest and perhaps most successful coven of young witches. Successful in the sense that they had actually cast a spell that worked!

Olivia’s mind flashed briefly back to the glowing red orbs that had appeared on the wall of that forest cabin when the candle had burst into flame. She had screamed in terror, the malevolent glare of those eyes–for she could only think of them as such–haunting her memories for several days afterwards.

The other girls, all stark naked as a group, had stared at her in shock and horror, their elation evaporating quickly to be replaced with concern and fear.

Olivia grunted quietly to herself as she allowed the memories to wash over her.

Don’t break the seal.

But it was becoming quite difficult now. The longer she sat–no, suffered–here, the more pressing matters became. Oh, she should not have drunk so much! Her bladder was screaming, but she knew the rules: if she got up, everyone would have to! She looked over at Ella and Isa with a wistful smile. The true meaning of friendship was right here. Her friends, who she could count on in the darkest days. Right now, this particular day seemed dark indeed, as Ella was in quite some distress as well. Even Isa, normally quite composed–as any scion of royalty should be–was exhibiting quite a lot of fidgeting.

The girls had worked hard to reassure Olivia that there was no evil in the cabin. That there were no eyes that they could see. Perhaps it was just a figment of her imagination? But Olivia had been so sure of what she had seen. Those eyes had pierced through to her soul!

But Ella and Isa had gamely worked through the spell, following Mia and Valentina’s groundbreaking attempt despite Olivia’s misgivings, and had successfully carried it out, rubbing each other’s private parts and pinching their nipples and causing the flame to burst from the wick once more, their chanted words hovering over the air, and no evil had burst forth that time.

“What’s going on again?” Isa asked as she grimaced and stared at the screen, befuddled by the action.

“Oh, well,” Mia started explaining, probably happy to have something to distract her from her private torment. “You see, Inspektor Duftblomst is trying to solve the mystery of the missing færing–”

“Færing? What’s that?”

“It’s a small boat. Anyway, he’s–”

“Why’s he so depressed?” Isa interrupted again. She winced briefly. Apparently the poor girl’s bladder was just barely holding on.

“He’s always depressed. Everyone’s always depressed in a Norwegian TV show, Isa,” Mia explained patiently.

“Maybe if they shot it during summer, not when it’s so damn gray outside?” Isa interjected.

“Ha!” Ella exclaimed, then winced. “They’d never get to shoot anything then!”

“Yeah, anyway, he’s depressed because his lover is having an affair with his wife,” Mia continued, reaching for the large plastic bottle of Solo and then thinking better of it.

“They’re lesbians?” Isa asked.

“No, his lover’s a guy,” Ella said, wriggling on the wooden upright chair she was currently sitting on. Her parents owned a furniture company, the largest in Norway. The rejected designs were currently housed in the family’s basement recreation room where the hapless girls had been banished while her parents entertained guests upstairs.

“So he’s gay?” Isa continued, gamely trying to understand.

Don’t break the seal, Olivia chanted to herself, increasingly desperate to go pee.

“No,” Mia said, attempting to explain the nuances of Norwegian detective mysteries. “Neither of them are, which is why his lover is having an affair with his wife. It’ll all make sense later.”

Don’t break the–oh fuck it!

“Sorry!” Olivia squeaked as she stood up slowly, but as quickly as she could. “I really need to go!”

“No!” screamed Mia. “Now you’ve fucked all of us! Now we all have to get up to pee, and the show’s almost over!”

“Sorry, can’t,” she squeaked as she hurried to the sole bathroom available to them, trying desperately to pull down her pajama bottoms before she even got there.

As she scampered to the toilet and sat down abruptly, barely getting her panties off in time, she heard Isa protesting that absolutely nothing had happened during the whole episode. She sighed in relief as her stream started. It had been a truly terrible idea to drink that much soda and Akvavit during the show, but it had been so much fun to just hang out and relax with her friends.

Finally she finished, wiped, flushed and washed her hands, opening the door to be confronted with Mia, bouncing from foot to foot.

“Out!” she cried as she barged into the restroom, almost knocking Olivia aside.

“Jeez,” Olivia exclaimed as she rounded the corner where Ella was busily pulling her pajama bottoms off.

“What are you doing?” Olivia asked her.

“I’m trying to get ready for the bathroom! The less I have on the faster it’ll be!” she exclaimed.

“Oh, that’s a bad idea,” Olivia replied. “Once your mind starts preparing itself to pee, you’re going to get even more desperate!”

“I really wish you hadn’t told me that,” Ella muttered as she squirmed.

Isa bent over and stared at Ella’s panties. “What’s going on down there?” she asked.

Olivia peered over as well. “Is that . . . is that moving?” she exclaimed.

Indeed, just over the soft, feminine indent that Ella’s soft white panties made over her private parts, there was a very intriguing spectacle occurring. An image of two pink little bears with ping pong paddles in their paws, a small ball next to the left-most bear, seemed to be stitched into the fabric. But as Olivia looked on, Ella’s folds twitched as she shifted uncomfortably, and the image changed to show the ball now next to the right-most bear.

They were playing ping pong on Ella’s panties!

“What the heck is this, Ella?” Oliva exclaimed.

“Animation!” she squeaked, clenching again as the bears proceeded to speed up their game. A flushing sound came from the restroom and Ella screamed out, “Don’t wash your hands, bitch!” and rushed over to the door, yanking it open to reveal a startled Mia.

“Okay, gosh!”

In a flash, Mia was out the door and ambling over to the other girls. “What’s gotten into her?” she asked.

“About a liter of Solo,” Isa replied, grimacing. “It’s nice, by the way. Very orangey. I approve!”

“Yeah, it’s nice with Akvavit, right?” Mia proclaimed.

“Anyone else think this furniture is pretty crap?” Isa asked, bouncing with increasing vigor.

“Yeah, it’s not great . . . ” Olivia started then shut up as Ella came out of the restroom, tugging her panties in place, the bears hitting the ball back and forth as her hips swayed. Isa stared for a while, mesmerized, then remembered the urgency of matters and ran quickly to relieve herself.

“Well,” Ella said, her hands on her hips. “There’s another bottle of Akvavit and another episode of Inspektor Duftblomst starting soon. Should we . . . ?”

“Heck yeah!” Olivia exclaimed, happy to be here with her friends.

~ ~ ~ 

The next morning, head still throbbing a bit, Olivia was in her customary seat in the girls’ room at school, working through another level of Yumstaurant, her favorite game. This level required cooking and serving Finnish food, which wasn’t that hard, involving mainly meats such as reindeer and salmon, potatoes, and fresh fruits and berries. The problem was the absurdly long names for everything, which the game’s interface did not handle very well.

At the moment, Olivia was trying to get the tiny virtual girls in her kitchen to bake a Karjalanpiirakka pie and having a hell of a hard time when she heard the door to the bathroom open and someone enter, steps seeming somewhat leaden. She thought she could hear some sniffling and decided to wrap it up and see what was going on. Her phone tucked away in her pink troll clutch, she wiped and flushed, exiting her stall to see Ingrid Berg there at the sink, gazing at the mirror and touching up her makeup.

Crap. She was not a big fan of Ingrid, her relationship with the girl being one of quiet antagonism. Ingrid was always so darn mean to her!

“Hey,” she said, glancing at her as she went to the sink to wash up.

Ingrid grunted back and returned to putting more blush on her cheeks. Olivia paused for a moment. There was definitely something off with Ingrid this morning. Usually she had a few choice insults primed and ready for her, but today: nothing.

“You okay?” Olivia asked as she dried her hands.

“What do you care?” Ingrid shot back. “Just mind your own business, okay?”

“Gosh, excuse me for trying to be nice,” she replied. “I thought I heard something when you came in. I thought you might be having a hard time, that’s all.”

Ingrid grunted again and rolled her eyes. As she lifted her arm to apply some mascara, Olivia noticed a big bruise that had been hidden by Ingrid’s sleeve.

“Ingrid,” Olivia started, getting concerned. “Did you hurt yourself? Did someone hurt you?”

“What? No!” Ingrid glared at her. “Why don’t you go piss off or something? I don’t need your fake sympathy, okay?”

“Wow. Sorry for caring,” Olivia muttered. “Look, I don’t know why you keep being such a bitch to me, Ingrid.”

“Me? Wow. You’re the one who was always so bitchy to me!”

“What? Since when?”

“Uh, since ever! Remember when you didn’t bother showing up to my birthday party? When I was 12? I was hurt!”

“Um, yeah! You didn’t invite me! I wanted to come, but no invite. I was hurt!” Olivia’s head spun. She remembered how badly she felt when everyone but her got to go to Ingrid’s birthday party.

“Well . . . I’m pretty sure I sent you an invite. You were just such a stuck up little brat back then.” Ingrid ran her eyes up and down Olivia and returned them to the mirror. “Anyway, a bit late to bring that up now.”

“Ingrid, I’m sorry about whatever happened between us. But if someone’s hurting you, you need to let someone know. I’d like to be there for you.”

Ingrid paused, her hands brushing her lustrous brown hair back from her face. “It’s no big deal,” she said, as she finished with her hair and began returning her makeup to her purse. “It’s just my boyfriend. He gets a little rough sometimes, but he means well.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. It’s nothing I can’t handle. Thanks anyway,” she said, looking at Olivia for a long moment, her face blank.

“Okay, yeah,” Olivia replied, feeling profoundly unsettled as Ingrid grabbed her purse and left.

After class, Olivia bumped into Leilani and Valentina, the two girls standing together in the hallway, chatting amicably together. Their eyes lit up as Olivia came closer, briefly turning to look at each other, exchanging some hidden messages between each other before returning to watch Olivia arrive.

“Hey guys,” Olivia called out.

“Hey,” Leilani replied. Valentina waved.

“We missed you at Ella’s,” Olivia said.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry for missing that,” Leilani said.

“We were so sick,” Valentina added. She coughed somewhat unconvincingly.

“Uh, huh,” Olivia replied, raising an eyebrow. “Anyway, did you two notice anything about Ingrid?”

“Who’s Ingrid?” Leilani asked.

“She’s that bitchy brown haired girl,” Olivia replied. “You know! Ingrid Berg. She’s in our English Lit class?”

“Oh, yes!” Valentina exclaimed. “She has such nice purses. I think I like her. Very fashionable!”

“Yeah, I guess,” Olivia waved dismissively. “I don’t think she’s all that great, but anyhow. I think there’s something going on with her.”

“What do you mean?” Leilani asked, looking concerned. “You think she knows we’re . . .“ she leaned in to whisper, “witches?”

“No, no. It’s not that. I think she’s getting abused.”

“Ai, Madonna!” Valentian exclaimed. “The poor thing, yes? We must help her!”

“Wait, are you sure?” Leilani asked. “What makes you think that?”

“I saw a bruise on her arm and asked her about it. She admitted that her boyfriend did it.”

“Aw, that sucks,” Leilani muttered, shaking her head.

“In my town, we would take such a man and cut off his . . . you know? His thing?” Valentina hissed.

“No way!” Leilani exclaimed.

“I’m referring to his penis,” Valentina continued, making an obscene gesture with her hand.

“Yes, thanks. I think we figured that out,” Olivia said, impatiently. “Listen, I think I know what we need to do next.”

“Call the police?” Leilani asked.

“Cut off his . . . ?” Valentina asserted.

“No! We need to cast a spell to fuck this guy up!”

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Leilani exclaimed. “This shit just got real!”


Chapter 2: Two Colde Hearts

For the five budding witches in Salem, Massachusetts, there was enough to go over in their next coven meeting that Talia took it upon herself to write out an agenda.

“Okay,” she said, clearing her throat. “I feel like, before we try the next spell, we need to go over some things.”

“Like what?” Duponte immediately protested. She’d worked her way through the text of the third spell in the ancient book, and she was squirming in her seat to get started on it. This one required four girls, doing very intimate things, and she believed it could change a law.

“Well, first of all, we need to debrief on that business with Mr. Butler,” Talia said. “Biltmore needs to hear all the details, and–”

“I told Biltmore about it at the family dinner yesterday,” Duponte said impatiently. “Right?”

“Yeah,” said Biltmore. As a student at Essex County Technical College, she hadn’t been there for the drama with the principal of Salem Alternative Academy, but her cousin had been. “But I wouldn’t mind hearing everyone else’s perspective. I mean, he really admitted he saw Ratchel Skweeze?”

“Totally,” Ember said. “Like, for ten seconds, that’s all he saw.”

“Okay, here’s what happened,” Abigail said. “Just, from my perspective, for you to add to what Duponte said. So he calls us in, like, first thing Friday morning. And we all knew what it was about. The spell worked. He saw Ratchel Skweeze, like we wanted him to, in his mirror. But it definitely did not trigger a personal day, and he did not check into the psyche ward.”

“Dude was pissed, not freaked,” Talia said. “And he was more Principal Butler than ever. If anything, making him see Ratchel Skweeze in his mirror made him stronger.”

“Stronger?” Biltmore said.

“Like, stronger in a bad way,” Abigail said. “Like, it fed into his evil.”

“And sneakier,” Ember said. “Remember the whole Abraham Lincoln thing?”

“Wait, what?” Biltmore said.

“Right, right,” Abigail agreed. “Fucker was on a tear.”

“What do you mean?”

“Okay, so he calls us in,” Abigail continued, “says he didn’t like having to see what our spell made him see in the mirror, and we’re all just looking at him innocent-like, like, whaaa? but then he says he knows we made him see Abraham Lincoln, and–”

“Who was from the Declaration of Independence or something,” Ember interjected. “And I was like, no, liar, you didn’t see him. And he totally used that against us!”

The girls were seated in a circle around a table with a single candle burning, the last of the day’s sun breaking weakly through the window, but even in the dimness, Talia’s discomfort was obvious.

“Yeah, Ember,” Talia said tentatively. “Maybe, we shouldn’t . . . you know . . . maybe we shouldn’t act like we know what a spell was, when we put it on someone.”

“Good point,” Ember said.

“Okay, I hadn’t heard that he played the Abraham Lincoln card,” Biltmore said. “That was kind of brilliant.”

“Yeah,” Duponte said. “He killed it. Let’s do the next spell.”

“I had a few more things,” Talia said.

“Like what?” Duponte demanded.

“Like . . . what’s our overall purpose?” Talia said.

“Uh, doing magic?” Ember said.

“No, beyond that,” Talia said, and she pointed at the old book of spells, currently draped across Duponte’s lap. “The spells were written to fight evil. Evil men, who attack women. And I think . . . I think that should be our purpose too.”

“Women too,” Abigail said. “Women can be evil.”

“Sure,” Talia conceded. “But the point is, we’re supposed to be fighting people doing bad things. And I feel like we need to decide about that. You know, what’s a bad thing? And who–”

“Mr. Butler,” Ember blurted.

“No,” Talia said brusquely, shaking her head.

“I know,” Ember said. “He’s just an example of bad people. We’re done with him specifically. Because Jesus and all.”

“Wait, what?” Biltmore said, lost again.

“Duponte didn’t tell you that either?” Abigail said.

“Tell me what?” Biltmore said, turning to look at her cousin.

“That Mr. Butler said he’d send Jesus after us if we did any more spells on him.”

“What?” Biltmore nearly shouted, looking at Duponte with her eyebrows raised.

“It was just a dumb threat,” Duponte said. “He was, like, preaching, talking about the blood of Jesus, he–”

“Okay, just my perspective again,” Abigail interrupted. “We shouldn’t have gone after him, because he knew it was obviously us when he saw Ratchel Skweeze. But then . . . maybe he was just threatening us, or maybe there was something to it. We don’t hold, you know, a monopoly on magic. If we can do spells from this book we just found, maybe other people can too, from their own books. Like the Bible.”

“Are there spells in the Bible?” Duponte asked.

“Not spells, really,” Talia said.

“You’ve looked?” Ember asked.

“I’ve read it,” Talia said. “A lot of it.”

“And you sure there were no spells?”

“There are no spells in the Bible,” Talia said flatly. “But you pray and stuff, which is sort of like spells.”

“That’s probably what Mr. Butler was going to do, then,” Ember said. “Do a prayer to Jesus to fuck us over.”

“Or a prayer to angels,” said Duponte. “Some people believe in them, and they can allegedly do things.”

“Okay, whatever,” Talia said. “We don’t know if Mr. Butler has any power. We don’t know if anyone else has any power. But we have power, and we may not be the only ones, so we need to use it right, and be careful.”

Everyone was listening to Talia, which seemed to surprise her, and please her too, so she continued.

“I’m thinking we have two rules. First, we go after truly bad people. People who are hurting people in some way. And we go deep, deep underground. We need to learn from what happened with Mr. Butler. We go after people who don’t know us, and who we don’t know.”

“In that case, how can we know if the spell worked?” Ember asked.

“We’ll know,” Abigail said. “Duponte, you said the next spell is changing a law?”

“Yeah, it takes four of us,” she replied. “And it’s very lezzy. Each girl has to put her fingers up–”

“Okay,” Talia interrupted. “I think we all need to read the spell, so we can all interpret it. ‘Cuz that’s helped before.”

Duponte reached for her phone.

“Oh, wait,” Talia said. “That’s another thing. Let’s be very careful about what we send over our phones, and what we have on them, because that can be checked. No more words of spells, no more pictures of spells, and when we talk about getting together, we just describe it as a study group.”

Everyone nodded soberly.

“And delete everything we’ve sent about the coven. Things can still be found, I think, but it will be harder.”

Everyone had their phones out now, and they spent the next 15 minutes tapping through the texts they’d sent, deleting images and messages.

“Should I get rid of the new spell?” Duponte asked.

“Not yet,” Talia said. “But right after. Go through your pictures. We can take shots of the spells and reverse them, but after we know what they say, we delete them.”

“I wish they hadn’t written everything backwards,” Abigail said.

“We don’t have to use our phones to reverse the image,” Biltmore said. “There’s a copier at school that gives you a reverse if you click that button.”

“Is it private?” Talia asked.

“It’s in a room off the library.”

“Okay, maybe,” Talia said. “Copiers are a lot more anonymous than phones.”

“Can I read the next spell?” Duponte asked impatiently.

“Do it,” Abigail said, before Talia could stop her again.

“Okay, here goes,” Duponte said.

Spelle for to chaynge a colde heart

It be a cruelle law that wear the cloake of a gentylman whilst it tayke food from a childs mouth or strippe a widow or take away a gyrls dignitie, and them what passes such do worke most evyl, but they can be cyurred of it with the goode spelle here, an’ four must do it, bare as nature & touching & satte straight on a row and twain & twain shalle they dip the indecks finger into their sisters poole with thumb on the captain until the summer gush out and all four dress their whips with it & all at the same tyme then say the name of the sinner and then the words of the cyurre.

Duponte had to read the spell four times through while her peers slowly decoded it at their own speeds, and with frequent referral to the secret meanings from the book’s first page. They knew “poole” meant vagina and, after a brief debate, agreed that summer was the word for one of the four things that emanated from the vagina, specifically arousal lubricant. The four girls would have to sit naked in a row on the couch, they further concluded, and each pair of girls would masturbate each other with their thumbs while they held their fingers in each other’s vaginas, after which they’d taste the fluid and say the spell, starting with the offending party’s name followed by what they wanted that person to do.

Were this the book’s first spell, it’s safe to assume the five witches would have been done with witchcraft as soon as they understood what it was asking of them. But both their faith and their openness to each other were growing, so the only question remaining was what four would do the spell.

“Is anyone on their period?” Abigail asked. None were. “Any yeast infections?” No. “Any other reasons some can’t do this?”

“Well . . .” Talia ventured.

“Yeah?”

“I ovulated yesterday. And it’s a little messy today.”

“Okay,” Abigail said, and all the girls nodded as though familiar with that particular challenge.

“Who are we going after?” Duponte asked. “Because I’ve got some ideas.”

“Who?” Biltmore asked.

“Fridolf,” Duponte said.

“Who’s Fridolf?” Biltmore asked.

“Wait,” Abigail said, “you mean that dorky Swedish guy at Salem Pizza?”

“Exactly,” Duponte said. “He must be destroyed.”

“I”m pretty sure he’s from Norway,” Talia said.

“What’s wrong with him?” Biltmore asked.

“Only everything,” Ember said. “He hates all high school kids, especially girls. If you don’t order just right, he gets mad and makes these weird sounds that sound like cuss words.”

“I told him to chill once,” Abigail said, “and he said, literally said, it must be my time of the month.”

“I heard him tell a girl who was bitching at him she just needed to get laid,” Talia said.

“Uh, what?” Biltmore said. “How is this guy still employed?”

“If you complain, they’ll never do anything,” Ember said.

“Have you complained?” Biltmore asked.

The four other girls looked at each other. No one had.

“Where’s the shop?” Biltmore asked.

“Right next to Salem High,” Abigail said, “so everyone goes there if you go to that school. I used to go a lot. And the guy’s assholedness is legendary, and they won’t fire him.”

“Yeah, let’s go after him,” Ember said.

“Done,” Abigail said, rising and pulling off her sweatshirt.

Duponte, Biltmore, and Ember all followed suit, pulling off sweaters and unbuttoning blouses, pausing only when Talia spoke.

“Really, then?”

“Really what?” Ember said.

“You’re going to go after a pizza guy?”

“He’s evil, though,” Duponte said.

“Well, yeah,” Talia said. “But there are degrees of evil. Fridolf sucks, but he’s only hurting people who order pizza.”

“It hurts majorly though,” Abigail said. “A lot of people, too.”

“Everyone needs pizza,” Ember noted.

“Would you say he’s taking away your dignity?” Biltmore asked.

“What do you mean?” Ember asked.

“Right, that’s in the spell,” Duponte said. “This is for people who are, uh, making laws, yeah, right here, that, uh, take away a girl’s dignity.”

“Making laws, though,” Talia said. “That’s different from being a jerk at a pizza place.”

“He makes the laws of Salem Pizza, if you think about it,” Ember said. “He’s, like, the king of it.”

“But,” Talia continued, “taking your dignity?”

“Definitely,” Duponte said. “Like this one time, I asked for sausage and olives, and he said, super-creepy like, ‘You like the sausage?’, and I looked at him and he’s just looking at me, and I blushed bright red.”

“We were saying too, that we weren’t going to go after people we know,” Talia said. “So that’s sort of another reason–”

“We don’t really know him,” Ember said. “And he doesn’t know us. I think after you’re done ordering, he’s like, his mind shifts and he doesn’t even know it just happened.”

“He probably doesn’t even know we’re human,” Duponte said.

Talia shrugged, giving up on the matter.

“For the sake of argument, though,” Abigail said, continuing to disrobe, “who were you thinking of for the spell?”

“A few people,” Talia said. “Candace Fraley, for one.”

“Who’s she?” Duponte asked.

“She’s on the Salem City Council,” Talia said. “She’s pushing conversion therapy for lesbians.”

“What’s conversion therapy?” Ember asked.

“You make people straight,” Talia said. “It never works. It’s completely disproven. And it really messes people up.”

“They’re making lesbians do this?” Abigail asked.

“Like, arresting them?” Duponte said.

“No,” Talia said. “Not yet at least. But Fraley’s got this creepy friend whose husband runs Salem Pentecostal, that megachurch, and they want to create a locked place where rich parents can send their gay daughters to make them straight, and that’s against the law now so Fraley’s trying to change all the laws so they can have their place.”

“How do you know about this?” Biltmore asked.

“It’s all over Salem Online, people are talking about it on Look!, it’s a huge thing for them.”

“Wow,” said Abigail. “Candace Fraley?”

“Yeah.”

“We can do two, right?” Ember asked.

“Two spells?” Duponte said. “You mean, two today? Against two different people?”

“It doesn’t say we can’t,” Abigail said. “Let’s try it.”

The four finished stripping while Talia worked at her phone, and once they were seated, she had the first spell ready.

“Okay, after you do all the things, I’ve got the pizza guy spell,” Talia said. “His name’s Fridolf Ruud, by the way. I found his last name.”

“Wait, Rude?” Abigail said.

“Yeah, I guess it’s pronounced like rude, but it’s spelled R-U-U-D.”

“Why?” Ember asked absently. She was the first to get completely nude, and she was cupping her hands under her breasts while she looked down at her body, all her self-consciousness gone.

“Why what?” Talia said.

“Why are there two Us in his name?” Ember said, looking up. “No one does that.”

“People from Norway do that,” Talia said. “I don’t know why. I guess just to make some point. Now everyone stop talking and let me write out the second spell.”


Chapter 3: Transference

“Come in,” said Prime Minister Märta Blomquist as she stood by the large window looking out over Parliament Square.

Mikael Berg, her trusted aide, came in, quietly closing the door behind him and standing at attention, waiting for her to acknowledge his arrival.

“Mikael,” she said, turning to him, smiling grimly. “I’ve just received a new message from . . . you know who.”

“Oh?”

“It seems that there is activity afoot. Someone has started using the book.”

“I see,” he replied, keeping his expression neutral, utterly at a loss for what she was saying.

She turned back to the window, touching one of the panes of glass gently with long, thin fingers, nails painted a pale blue. But if one were to gaze at them closely, one might see that one–just one–of the nails on her right hand had a tiny red star painted on it.

“You know what this means, right?” she asked.

“Of course,” he lied.

She sighed. After 15 years of working with this man, she knew when he was bullshitting her.

“This is serious, Mikael. The dark power is concerned about this activity. We need to find the people responsible and shut them down quickly. None of us can afford Him getting angry at us.”

“Okay . . . “ he said, slowly. “Remind me again, we’re talking about . . . the president of the . . . ?”

“No! Not him! It’s the Demon, Mikael. The dark one! You know? We had a whole meeting about it? You were there?”

“Ah, yes. Wait–you were serious? There really is a demon? I thought you were just being metaphorical!” he stammered.

“Ah! If only,” she replied, turning from the window to stare at him with her icy gray eyes.

“Well, I for one find it hard to believe. I’m an atheist,” he said as he gave her the once over with his eyes. She was still a beautiful woman, tall, thin, light brown hair tied back in a ponytail. Her rather severe suit was nevertheless form-fitting and showed off her curves to great effect.

“Ha!” she snorted. “Atheism is a rather privileged position for anyone to take in this day and age, Mikael.”

“Privileged? What do you mean?” he asked, somewhat offended.

“You have the privilege of your position of wealth to decide what to believe and not to believe. The rest of us cling desperately to any higher power that gives us hope to carry on. And some of us have that higher power thrust upon us.”

He sniffed dismissively. What people chose to believe was entirely their concern, he thought as he allowed his eyes to caress the Prime Minister’s ample bosom. Some things even an atheist would launch a crusade over, he mused.

“My eyes are up here, Mikael.”

“Oh, yes, of course, Märta,” he said as he met her steely gaze. “What would you like me to do?”

“Take care of the problem, Mikael. Assemble a team. Include the Minister of the Interior and Cardinal Malmsteen. They’ll fill you in on how best to deploy internal security forces.”

“Yes, Märta,” he replied, curtly, still a little confused about what exactly was going on. But it was his job to do what needed to be done, whether he understood or not. Most things in any large enough governing body were done without the majority of those involved understanding what they were doing. And sometimes nobody understood it at all, but still things happened and humanity bumbled along.

After Mikael shut the door behind him, Märta turned to the intercom and pressed the small, discrete button that sent the special signal that only she and a few select people knew about. She sat down with a contented sigh and waited.

Soon enough, the side door to her office opened and a naked young woman, perhaps barely in her 20s, blonde, trim, slender body with a bare mound–courtesy of Märta’s explicit instructions–came into the room.

Lilly was her name and Märta had rescued her from the Seminary’s torture garden less than 6 months ago. She still bore some of the bruises and scars from her time there, and the girl was quite shy and skittish. Many times Märta had tried to coax a word or two out of her, but either her voice was too hoarse from whatever vocalisations she had been forced to emit, or she simply had nothing left to say.

“Come, Lilly,” Märta said, softly. “It’s been a trying day so far. I could use some relaxation. What do you think? Do you think you would like to help me relax?”

The girl nodded, tentatively. Padding over on soft feet, hardly making a sound, she came over and knelt down in front of the Prime Minister, waiting, watching, as the woman who held so much power over her leaned back in her chair and pulled her skirt up, spreading her legs. Lilly didn’t care much what she did, whether it was sexual or not. She cared more what was done to her. Sex she could handle. She was in control, in a way. Control was something Lilly had lost quite some time ago and was eager to grasp at any way she could, even if it were on her knees, tending to the seat of power.

“You know what to do, Lilly,” the soft voice of the Prime Minister said as Lilly bent forward. There were no panties there to hinder her task and Lilly stretched out her tongue, touching the warm flesh that waited there for her. As a sigh came from the woman stretched out in front of her, she gained confidence and began running her tongue between the folds, tasting the moisture that seeped out. She had gotten used to the idea of serving this way, and looked forward to it now. It was nice to be wanted, to be useful, she thought as she pushed her tongue inside, feeling the trembling start. Her own hand slowly found its way between her thighs. No reason not to steal some pleasure for herself, she thought.

~ ~ ~ 

“Takk, Inge,” Olivia said as Mia’s mother opened the door.

“Takk, Olivia,” the sweet middle-aged woman replied, gesturing for her to come in from cold of the early evening. “Mia’s in her room.”

“Thank you!” Olivia chirped as she took off her shoes and waved to Mia’s dad.

“Tell your mother I loved the jam she sent over!” Inge Ege called out as Olivia reached Mia’s door.

“I will,” she replied, knocking on the door and entering when Mia called out for her to come in.

“Hey bit–what the hell?” Olivia started as she caught a glimpse of Mia.

“Like it?”

“What the heck are you wearing?” Olivia asked, eyeing Mia, who was standing in the middle of her bedroom, eyeing herself in the floor-length mirror. She was wearing an extremely sexy outfit consisting of very, very little material: tiny micro-shorts that did hardly anything to cover her, but made it clear that she was a girl with quite a shapely bottom, with folds and creases that left no doubt as to her gender. Her breasts were likewise enclosed in the minimal material needed to technically consider them to be covered.

The material was black, might have been leather–in which case even the most strident animal rights activist would not have bothered protesting–and had red stitching that made for quite a lovely contrast.

“It’s my All Hallow’s Eve outfit!” Mia declared, proudly.

“You’re going to wear that? Outside? In public?” Olivia retorted. “Seriously?”

“Yeah, why not? It’s sexy! I’m a sexy witch!”

“Yeah you are! But damn, Mia!” Olivia said, eyeing the prominent nipples on her best friend’s front. It couldn’t be leather–there was no way nipples could poke through leather that way!

“What?”

“Quite aside from getting arrested for public indecency, you’ll freeze to death outside!”

“No, see, that’s where I’ve outsmarted, literally, everyone!” she proclaimed, wagging her eyebrows energetically.

Olivia sighed. Mia was super smart, one of the smartest people she knew, but was prone to the occasional outlandish, and in far too many cases, dumb-ass idea.

Mia reached over to her dresser and took a short, rounded rod-like thing off of it, showing it to Olivia proudly.

“What’s this?” Olivia asked, eyeing the thing and starting to realize where Mia was going with this.

“It’s a heater! For your . . .”

“For your what?”

“Well, it goes in your . . . you know?”

“I do?”

“Yeah,” Mia proclaimed, shaking the thing at Olivia, making an up-and-down motion with it, as if that clarified everything.

“Please elaborate,” Olivia deadpanned, enjoying Mia’s increasing discomfort. The girl was extremely sexual and quite often free with her language, but every now and then got uncomfortable with coming right out and saying it. This was one of those times and Olivia intended to draw it out as much as she could.

“You know! It goes in your . . . middle, and then it heats you up!”

“In the middle of my what? Purse?”

“No, bitch! In your PUSSY!” Mia exclaimed, and then clasped a hand over her mouth, looking with panic to her door.

Olivia snorted with amusement. Mia’s parents were nowhere near as disturbed by such language as Mia seemed to think they were.

“In my pussy? Why would it go there? I’m going to wear something warm, like a normal person,” she replied.

“No,” Mia hissed. “It goes in my pussy and it keeps me warm! It heats my core!”

Olivia looked at Mia with a patient expression. “What about your extremities? Like, your fingers? Won’t they freeze?”

“Uh, well . . . I think they’ll be fine, right? Like, my blood’s going to be nice and warm, so they’ll . . . ” she trailed off, thinking a bit more about her plan. “Anyway, I’ll figure it out, but right now I’ve got a bit of a problem,” she continued.

“Do you, now?”

“Yeah, I can’t really put it in my . . . you know? Cause I’ve got my period, and I think it might cause my tampon to catch on fire.”

“Ooh, that would suck!”

“Yeah, and I can’t just use it as a tampon replacement, cause I don’t think it’s absorbent at all.”

Olivia shook her head, closing her eyes briefly. “Yeah, I can’t imagine it is. Plus, your blood might start to boil. Like, literally,” she giggled.

“Fuck, that’s right!” Mia exclaimed. “If only I didn’t have my stupid period, right during the best holiday for real-life, actual witches!”

Olivia paused for a moment, as she allowed a brilliant idea to implant itself into her fertile mind.

“Oh shit, Mia! I’ve got an idea!”

“Yeah?”

“Look, I was coming over to discuss our next coven project,” she started, getting more animated.

“Coven project?”

“Yeah. You know Ingrid? Ingrid Berg?”

“The bitch?”

“Yeah, but I think she’s that way because she’s being abused by her boyfriend.”

“Oh, shit, really? You want to fuck the guy up?”

“Yeah! But here’s the thing: one of the spells in the book is a transference of maladies!”

“Transference? Of maladies? Oh . . . ” Mia’s face lit up. She was a smart one and had already figured it out. “Yeah, I get it!”

“Right? We transfer your malady–your period–to him!” Olivia proclaimed.

“Oh, my god! Epic! Can you imagine a guy? Getting a period? How would that even work?”

“Don’t even want to think about it, to be honest,” Olivia replied, snorting in amusement, then grimacing as she did indeed think about it for an unfortunate second.

“Yeah, that’s a great idea, Olivia! Wow! We need to get the girls assembled, like, tomorrow! Transfer my period, then I can shove my girl-heater in and have a truly epic time! Sexy witch, bitch!” Mia enthused, swinging her hips around and snapping her fingers above her head.

“What could go wrong?” Olivia muttered.

And so it was that the very next evening all six girls converged on the basement recreation room of Ella’s parents. As the nubile young witches entered the home, they each shod their shoes, greeted Ella’s parents politely, and then traipsed down the stairs to descend to their new, preferred gathering spot for the casting of magic.

It was warm, comfortable, close (closer than the old forest cabin for sure) and best of all, it came with snacks and drinks!

Hugs and greetings and offers of refreshments were exchanged, gossip was engaged in for a good half hour and then Olivia gently clapped her hands.

“Dear fellow coven members,” she began, as Isa finished handing out her latest candy discovery: Vamsimoms, which were large gummy-bear shaped chocolate covered marshmallow treats, quite firm, almost mattress-like. Ella was already halfway through hers, sitting on a rather sad attempt at a Rococo love seat, staring up at Olivia with bright eyes.

Leilani and Valentina were sitting quite close together, and had decided to share one of the candies amongst themselves, while Mia was delicately nibbling the ears of her bear.

When the girls had settled down, Olivia continued. “As you know, we’re gathered here to do two things: help a fellow student out by fucking up her shitbag boyfriend, and helping a fellow witch out by ridding her of a rather common, yet untimely malady that inflicts us all way too often!”

“Hear, hear!” Mia proclaimed.

“What exactly are we talking about?” Leilani inquired.

“Oh, well, Ingrid’s boyfriend is . . . wait, you know this!” Olivia started.

“Yeah, I know about the guy. Jonas.”

“Jonas?” Olivia repeated.

“Yeah, that’s his name. Jonas Bjørnsflud, I think,” Leilani replied.

“How do you know his name?” Mia asked.

“Just asked around. He’s friends with some of the guys in our Philosophy class. You should show up there more often, by the way. It’s a really good class, and the teacher’s starting to notice you’re not there half the time.”

Mia shifted, guiltily. “Yeah, I’ve been keeping company with a guy who’s pretty hot, and sometimes we get a little carried away, if you know what I mean,” she said, spreading her index and middle finger under her mouth and flicking her tongue suggestively.

“Mia!” Ella exclaimed. “During class?”

“Yes, yes, that’s all very nice and well,” Olivia interrupted, trying to steer the conversation back to where it needed to be. “It’s good we know his name. Thanks, Leilani.”

“You’re welcome,” the girl replied, beaming.

“Now, the bit you don’t know, is that there’s a spell called Transference of Maladies, in the translations that Guðrún sent over.”

“Transference of maladies? Wow. Sounds nasty,” Isa piped in, mouth full of sweet, gooey marshmallow.

“Yeah, since Mia is afflicted with her period and would rather not be, for reasons best left to her–”

“I have a girl-heater!” Mia interrupted. “Show you later!”

“Yes, thanks, Mia,” Olivia continued, somewhat annoyed. “Anyway, we’re going to cast this spell and transfer Mia’s period over to this Jonas guy. That’ll serve him right!”

“Oh, oh, shit!” Leilani gasped, eyes wide in amusement and horror. “You think a guy would survive that? They’re nowhere near as strong as they’d need to be to survive that!”

“Yeah, we don’t want to kill someone,” Ella said.

“In my village, we would cut off his–” Valentina started, making a chopping gesture with her right hand.

“Yes, you mentioned that, Valentina. Thank you,” Olivia continued, patiently. “He’ll be fine. Freaked out, hopefully. But women don’t die just cause they have their period, and I don’t see how he would either!”

“Okay. So how does the spell go?” Leilani asked.

“I’ve got it right here,” Olivia answered, staring at her phone.

Strong is the burden of life and great the toil that a woman must bear, for so did the men, greedy with their conquest, and fat from the spoils of the land, wish it to be. But when weakness or fever should strike, or otherwise the evils of the world should seek to enter a woman, or even the most natural affliction be a burden unwanted at the moment, then might a woman, with the help of her sisters, be wont to transfer the unwanted onto him who deserves it most.

Three shall be the number of women, and the Bearer shall burn by the flame of a candle that which is most the symbol of her malady, and the Proxy shall represent the target, and the Nexus shall be the third, and a circle shall be formed, bound by the teat and the warm chamber of each, and the Proxy shall be brought to the peak of her ecstasy while the Nexus shall invoke the name of the accursed target.

“Got it?” Olivia asked, looking up from her phone.

Blank stares greeted her. And so Olivia spent the next half hour talking it over with the others until they were reasonably certain of what needed to be done, and Ella found and brought over a candle.

“Anyone got a match?” Mia asked.

“Who has matches these days?” Ella asked. And they soon realized that, being powerful witches who had mastered a spell for lightning candles, no less, matches were not a thing that they needed.

All of them stripped naked, for such seemed most appropriate when doing the work that they set out to do. And Mia, Isa, and Ella took their positions, Isa acting as Proxy and Ella as Nexus, and Olivia and Leilani did the honors of lighting the candle, no scary eyes to disturb Olivia, thankfully.

Mia’s tampon, freshly removed and burned above the flame of the candle, fingers now pinching and probing their respective targets, the girls concentrated by the flickering light of the candle on bringing Isa to a swift and productive climax, the girl helping tremendously in this endeavor by being exceedingly horny. Mia’s index and ring fingers were buried between Isa’s lower lips, the palm of her hand rubbing the girl’s swollen button, Ella’s fingers probing Mia’s problematic vagina and her other hand pinching Isa’s nipple while Mia did the same for Ella’s nipple, provoking many a groan from the girl. And as Isa came, Ella concentrated on Jonas, the faceless target of their ire. Faceless, but named, and that was enough, as the air thickened once again around Olivia, time slowing down as if they were all cast in transparent amber. And she did not breathe and nor did any of the others until a ripple burst out from Isa’s core and went out into the world beyond.

“And that’s why Bergen United will never amount to anything,” the young, brash male intoned, well into his third beer.

“Fuck off,” his bar-mates cried out. “They’re fucking killing it these days!”

“Ah, what the hell do you pussies know–ow! Oh, fuck! Fuck!”

“What’s the matter, dude? You finally realized how stupid you sound?” said the burly boy next to him, covered in tattoos that looked scary from afar, but when looked at closely were mainly tributes to his mom, and a few oriental sayings that did not mean what he thought they did.

“No, uh! My ball! My fucking ball, dude! It feels like something’s wrong. Ow!” He grimaced and bent over, gripping his glass tightly.

“Something you ate?”

“Maybe you’re PMSing,” one wag chortled.

“Fuck you, I have feelings too, you know,” he burst out, eyes getting teary. “Such assholes! Oh, fuck–I gotta go,” he moaned and stumbled off his barstool, staggering to the men’s room.

“Fuck is wrong with him?” tattoo-boy asked, looking at his friend’s back as he disappeared into the bathroom. “His panties too tight?”

The rest of them laughed it off, taking in more beer than they strictly speaking should until their attention was diverted from the game playing on the screens above the bar by a piercing, ear-shattering scream from the bathroom.

An older man stumbled out of the men’s room at that point, unsteady, and leaned against the wall, face ashen and eyes unfocussed. “Hey,” he called out to the assembled drinkers, who were all staring at him. “There’s some guy in there pissing blood!”

He shook his head and rested his hands on his knees. “After seeing that, I’m going to need something much stronger to drink!”


Chapter 4: Two Spelles Casted

Looking at them left to right, it was Ember, Duponte, Abigail and Biltmore, sitting on the couch, naked, thighs touching, faces set for corrective witchery. Not vengeful, really. Today’s spell was going to be worked twice, to make two bad people stop doing bad things. Maybe they’d suffer, maybe they wouldn’t. No one knew how the magic would be carried out, and no one cared. 

Talia, who wouldn’t be participating because she was ovulating messily, stood before them like a conductor, still fully-clothed and holding up her phone. They’d rehearsed the spells and were ready to carry out the act required for this particular bit of magic. It took four girls, working together in two pairs, putting their fingers up each others’ vaginas while they rubbed the others’ clitorises with their thumbs. Once all were sufficiently wetted, fingers would go into mouths briefly before the words were spoken. 

By design, Duponte and Biltmore were not partnered. They were cousins, after all, and they said doing this to each other felt like incest. So it was Ember and Duponte, and Abigail and Biltmore. 

“Ready?” Talia asked. 

All four girls nodded. 

“Go.” 

Ember giggled slightly as she reached between Duponte’s thighs, found the girl’s vulva beneath her thick, black-dyed pubic hair, and put her index finger into the girl’s body. Duponte looked away, eyes wide, before she reciprocated, first pressing her palm against Ember’s black strip of hair before getting her finger into Ember’s slot and her thumb against the girl’s clitoris. 

“Oh God,” Ember said to herself, angling her pelvis back slightly and pushing it forward. 

Since the last time she’d stripped to do magic, Abigail had shaved her black triangle, so she and Biltmore were both hairless, a condition that seemed to make finding each other’s chambers a little simpler, and the two of them gasped in unison as they worked at each other’s organs. 

Each girl responded in her own way to the stimulation, one closing her eyes, one looking up, one smiling grimly while her partner in magic sighed. 

“How are we doing?” Talia asked after five minutes. 

“It’s weird,” Ember said, prompting a laugh from Duponte. 

“Yeah,” Talia said. “Are you getting wet?” 

“I am,” said Abigail. 

“Definitely,” said Biltmore. 

“You are,” said Abigail. 

“I’m pretty sure we both are too,” said Ember. Duponte didn’t disagree. 

“Okay, ready for the first spell?” 

“Wait,” Duponte said. “We’re supposed to put our fingers in our mouths and then say the spell. We take our fingers out to say it, right?” 

“That’s how I read it,” Talia said. “But, you know, put your finger all the way in and, like, I guess, suck on it some.” 

“Oh God,” Biltmore said with a suggestive laugh. 

“I just mean, don’t just put it in your mouth then pull it out,” Talia said defensively. “You know, act like you mean it.” 

“Mean what?” Abigail said. 

“Mean the spell, oh my God,” Talia retorted. “So look, let’s do this. Now.” 

Each of the four girls pulled a wet, glistening finger from her colleague’s organ, and after varying degrees of hesitation, they each did a decent job of truly tasting their partner’s arousal fluids. 

Talia raised her phone, the words of the spell in large letters across the screen, and all four of them read it together in practiced unison: 

Fridolf Ruud, stop being a total asshole when people order pizza at Salem Pizza 

Done saying the words, each of the four naked spellcasters recovered in her own way, Duponte leaning forward with her elbows on her thighs, Ember leaning back and rubbing her face, Biltmore patting Abigail’s brown leg, Abigail smiling back and nodding before she wrinkled her nose.

“Oh, my god, what’s the smell?” she asked.

“What smell?” Talia said.

“Whoa, who turned on the AC?” Ember asked, pulling her feet off the floor.

“Your feet are cold?” Duponte asked, looking at her own feet. “I’m not feeling anything.”

Ember dropped her feet back down to the floor. “That’s weird,” she said. “It’s gone.”

“What are you smelling?” Biltmore asked.

“I don’t know,” Abigail said. “It was just for a second. It was . . . I don’t know, like a rotten egg, but more–”

“Did someone fart?” Ember demanded, looking accusingly at the other witches.

“No, it wasn’t like that,” Abigail said. “It was like . . . diesel fumes and, and sulfur. Like a bus farted. Or ozone. Like after it rains. But it was just for a second.”

“Mr. Butler!” Ember shouted.

“Huh?” Biltmore said.

“It’s him and Jesus!” Ember said. “He’s getting his revenge!”

“He said he’d leave us alone,” Abigail countered. “Plus, I don’t think Jesus–”

“Jesus never made things cold, or did a fart smell,” Talia said. “At least not in the Bible. If he was going to get revenge on us, it would be, like, boils or something.”

“What’s boils?” Duponte asked.

“Like a gross skin infection,” Abigail said.

Ember did a quick inspection of the parts of her body she could see, her thighs and knees and arms and breasts, and she leaned back for a quick inspection of her vagina, but found nothing there either.

“Ember has a point, though,” Talia noted. “Magic . . . like, maybe it has byproducts. You know? So this is something that happens when you do a spell, just something to watch out for, but it’s not really a problem.”

“But it was just two of us,” Abigail said. “Different things, that no one else sensed. Like, a hallucination.”

“It felt real,” Ember said, looking at her feet.

“The power of suggestion, maybe,” Talia said. “It could be imagination, or it could mean the spell worked.”

“We need a plan for verifying,” Abigail asked.

“We should all go to Salem Pizza tonight,” Ember said. “Like, now! And get that table that’s really close to where you order, and just watch him.”

“Okay, wait,” Talia said, holding up her hands. “So first, we need to do the spell for Candace Fraley. But second, we can’t be obvious.”

“We’d just be sitting there,” Ember protested.

“Yeah, that would be obvious,” Abigail said. “If all five of us are sitting there, staring at him, and then the ceiling caves in on him, someone’s going to get suspicious.”

“Or a sinkhole,” Ember said. “Like, the floor opens and the Earth is just like, gurgle gurgle, and no more Fridolf. That happens in Florida like, all the time.”

“I don’t want to kill him,” Biltmore said.

“I don’t think he’s going to die,” Abigail said. “It seems like the spells aren’t that violent. Or even that cruel. Like, with the spell for seeing someone in the mirror, it said don’t make a woman see her dead child. So I think the problem is going to be solved some other way.”

“We do need to verify,” Talia said. “Maybe after we’re done tonight. But not as a group. We should show up separately, and sit at a few tables, not one.”

“If he’s still there, though, we don’t even need to eat there,”Abigail said. “We just see him behind the counter, leave, and know it didn’t work.”

“But what if it just changed his personality?” Duponte said.

“Good point,” Talia said.

“We need to order really stupidly,” Duponte said. “If he’s his usual assholish self, then we’ll know it didn’t work.”

“That’s gonna suck though,” Ember said somberly. “You find out you didn’t fix him and you have to take more of his crap.”

“Let’s see what happens,” Abigail said. “We can always do the spell again to him, keep trying until something happens.”

“Yeah,” Talia agreed brusquely. “Okay, Candace Fraley. Everyone ready?”

Duponte sighed, leaned forward and rubbed her face. “Witchcraft is hard work.”

“It’s easier than getting things done any other way,” Talia noted.

“If it works,” Abigail said. “But yeah, it’s kind of draining.”

Talia tapped on her phone, brought the screen to life.

“Just one more, and we’ll be done,” she said, and the four girls returned to conjuring, fingering each other, massaging each other’s clitorises, withdrawing wet fingers and licking them clean and reading in unison from Talia’s phone:

Candace Fraley, abandon your efforts to pass laws for the lesbian conversion house.

Done, the words still hanging in the air, the four girls collapsed, hunched, leaned back and sighed, all obviously exhausted. Talia, meanwhile, who had not faced the demands of serving as an actual vessel for magic, remained vigilant, sniffing, feeling the air around her feet, watching the four naked and recovering girls for evidence of more magical byproducts.

Only by chance did she look over Ember’s sloped shoulder to see at first what looked like a portrait on the wall, noteworthy only because she hadn’t noticed it before. She squinted at it, trying to make out the details in the room’s fading sunlight and the single candle’s guttering flicker. It was a strange portrait, of a man, his head shaped oddly, his brow jutting over a pair of brooding eyes. Red eyes. Glowing red eyes.

“What the hell?” Talia gasped.


Chapter 5: Consequences

“Oh, oh, oh god,” Olivia moaned as she turned in her sleep, clutching the top of the duvet close to her chin as her legs tangled themselves in it, then abruptly pushing it down, tossing her left hand abruptly across the bed. She squirmed fretfully and opened her mouth, her eyes still shut tightly, moving rapidly back and forth under her lids. 

She was in the forest again, naked. Or was she? Now she was on the floor of the forest cabin, and the red, glowing orbs were there again, but she did not fear them. No, this time she stared right back at them and they blinked and then they were gone. Good! Now she could get down to business. And get down she did! 

Her right hand traced its way down her abdomen, past her mostly flat stomach, just a tiny roll of baby fat below her belly button that she had never bothered to burn off. She noted with a tiny bit of surprise that there was a rather prominent tattoo on her mound, one she had never seen before. It was a rune, in red ink, and although she could not read the ancient runes, she knew what this one stood for: Freyr. The ancient and malevolent god. 

Quite frankly, right now she didn’t care. She was horny as hell and her hand slipped right past the rune and cupped her vulva, middle finger delving between her lips and dipping into her hot, wet opening. 

She squirmed. Her left hand went to her breast, fingers pinching her nipple, waking it, tweaking it to make it rise and harden. 

“Nice!” said a young woman, sitting on a throne that had appeared against the wall of the cabin. 

“Huh?” Olivia blurted as she turned to stare, not stopping what she was doing with her fingers. 

“Sexy!” the woman said, looking down at her. She wore a white silk garment, embroidered with gold filigree. Her hair was a light gold color, with delicate curls falling across her shoulders, eyes ice-blue, yet warm somehow. She was smiling, almost leering at Olivia. 

“Um . . . where did you come from?” Olivia asked. “Have I seen you before?” She arched her back slightly, her fingers continuing their work between her legs as she dipped her finger in, collecting the moisture that was gathered there, then spreading it over her little button, rubbing it. 

“Yes, dear. I’ve been with you many times before,” the ethereal figure replied. She raised her right hand and waved it delicately, much as the royal women Olivia had seen on TV did, as they passed by crowds of adoring subjects. It was then that Olivia noticed the crown on the girl’s head. A small one, by current standards. Suitable for a young woman. A princess? Or a queen. 

“What . . . what are . . . ” Olivia panted. She was starting to approach her climax. A well deserved one, she might add. One worthy of royal approval. 

“I’m here to warn you about–oh crap!” the young queen exclaimed as she disappeared in a puff of white smoke and another presence made itself felt. Olivia groaned out in pleasure as a shadow fell over her. She lifted her eyes slightly and saw a figure standing above her, looking down on her with red eyes. Her own eyes traveled down to the tip of the massive penis that jutted out from the creature’s middle. It was bigger than anything Olivia had ever seen, even in the few porno movies that she and Mia had watched, but it was human. No barbs on this one, unlike the depiction of Freyr that their spell book had sported. And yet, she knew this was the god himself, somehow intruding in her dream. 

She looked back up at his face, to see an empty void there, no face at all. As she opened her mouth to scream she heard a loud bang and woke up with a start, her heart beating fiercely and her body covered in sweat. The duvet was pushed down to her feet and her right hand was firmly inside her pajama bottoms, finger between her folds. 

Wow, what the fuck was that? she thought to herself. Another bang reverberated through her small room and she heard her mother shouting, “Sorry! Your dad’s working on his motorcycle. It’s not going well!” 

~ ~ ~ 

Mia’s day was also not going well. Not well at all, although it had started with such promise. After the girls had cast their Transference of Maladies spell the previous evening, Mia’s period had almost immediately ceased. 

“Oh, my god, bitches!” she had screamed. “I’m free! Look!” She spread her legs to let everyone there take a look, which all but Isa politely declined. 

“I’m doing that spell for sure in a week or so,” Isa declared. 

“How is it that absolutely every woman in history hasn’t been casting this spell, like, every freaking month?” Mia asked. “Can you imagine how amazing the world would be if men had periods instead of women? Damn!” 

But today was a different story. Mia stood outside in the cold, waiting for the bus she took to school. She was wearing her sexy witch costume and nothing else, girl-heater firmly lodged in her female chamber where it was doing a great job heating her vagina and various nearby girl parts, but doing nothing to heat the rest of her. She shivered stoically until Ella came bounding up, carrying a large furry coat in her arms. 

“Hey,” she called out, cheerfully. 

“Hey Ella,” Mia replied through chattering teeth. “What’ve you got there?” 

“I figured you’d need this,” the girl replied, holding out the coat. “Come on, don’t be silly. Wear it!” 

“No! I’m a sexy-ass witch and . . . oh, fuck. Alright,” she muttered as she gratefully accepted the warm coat and draped it around her shoulders. “But the moment we’re in school I’m handing it back, okay?” 

“Fine,” Ella replied. “But you’re not seriously going to walk around in school wearing that, right?” 

“I totally am!” Mia exclaimed. “I went to a lot of trouble to get to wear this outfit–” 

“I know, I was there,” Ella interrupted, staring down the street to see if the bus was coming. 

“Yeah, thanks, by the way,” Mia continued. “But anyway, I’m really looking forward to showing this costume off–I’m a sexy witch!–and I don’t think I’ll really have any problems. There are a lot of slutty girls in our school, Ella. A lot! Mine can’t possibly be the sluttiest costume there!” 

Alas, it was less than five minutes after the two had entered the main school building before Mia got called to the principal’s office. 

“Mia,” Principal Oleg Neidorf exclaimed as she was ushered into his office, the door closing behind her. 

“Yes Sir?” she asked innocently, standing there in her skintight micro shorts and barely there bra, black with red stitching, nipples almost poking through the faux-leather material, the outline of her feminine folds in stark relief. 

Principal Oleg sighed. Taking the job of head administrator of this prestigious school had promised many things, among them a higher salary, a promise of social connections to prominent families, working with some of the most respected pedagogical minds. But every now and then along came a Mia, to bring him back down to earth. And she was such a smart girl too, one of the brightest minds here as far as students were concerned. 

He forced his eyes to remain at her eye level, sweating slightly as the lure of her costume threatened to get him fired. 

“Mia,” he started again. “Do you have any idea why you’ve been called into my office?” 

“No Sir,” she lied. 

“Really? You’re not aware of what it is that you’re currently dressed in? And I use the word ‘dressed’ loosely?” 

She took an exaggerated look at herself, craning her neck to take in her torso and her feet, which were shod in rather sensible boots, and returned her neutral expression to him. “All seems fine to me!” 

He rolled his eyes. “Fine, I’ll come right out and say it. What you’re wearing is simply unacceptable. It’s obscene! I can’t allow it on school grounds. I wouldn’t allow it outside of school grounds either but alas, I don’t have any power there. But here I do!” 

“What?” she exclaimed. “Obscene? By whose definition?” 

“By literally everyone’s definition!” he exclaimed right back. “Nurse Petersen just texted me that there are four boys in her office right now who claim to have been irreparably harmed just by seeing you from behind! It’s a good thing none of them saw you from the front, they’d be dead right now!” 

“Oh, come on! You can’t be body-shaming me! Putting the entire burden on young women is unfair and illegal,” she said, emphasising her words by waving her finger at him. 

“Normally I would say yes,” he retorted. “But come on! How did you even get to school without freezing to death?” 

“I have a heater–never mind,” she replied, thinking better of getting into the details. “Also, I may have worn a coat briefly.” 

“Yes, well. I’m going to need you to wear a sweatshirt and sweatpants over whatever the hell it is that you’re wearing. We have some emergency ones for such occasions.” 

“Um, I would just like to protest,” she started, hands on hips, jutting her left hip out. “I’m a witch, you see. A sexy witch,” she continued as his eyes widened in bewilderment. “And any attempt to suppress my self expression and my . . . um . . . actualization, is religious discrimination!” 

“Religious . . . religious?” he sputtered, utterly beside himself. 

And so it was that Mia narrowly escaped being suspended from school, yet it was a battle that she did not feel she had won, as she moped her way dejectedly along the hallways towards her first class, already in session, wearing oversized gray school sweats. 

After her class, where she barely concentrated on the material, she bumped into Ingrid Berg near the water fountain. 

“Hey Ingrid,” she said, waving to the girl who looked up at her with bemusement. 

“Hey Mia, nice outfit.” 

“Oh, yeah. They made me wear this. What I showed up in was too sexy for school, I guess. Boys were damaged. Speaking of, how’s your boyfriend?” 

“Okay,” Ingrid retorted. “So you’re like the third person who’s asked. And, literally, all of you are in the same loser clique. What did you do?” 

“Whaaat? What do you mean?” Mia asked, feigning innocence. “What happened to him?” 

“One of his testicles detached! And he bled pretty badly,” Ingrid answered, looking at Mia suspiciously. “Seriously, did you have anything to do with this?” 

“How in the world could I? Gosh, Ingrid. Such a question! I’m just concerned, is all. I’m a caring person!” 

“Wow! You? Like, none of you losers gave a crap for years, then Olivia asks about me, and then Jonas loses his ball, you come to school dressed first as Cruella the Slut, and the only ones who seem to know that something happened to him are your friends?” Ingrid grew animated as she talked. “I’m not stupid, you know?” 

“Gosh, I didn’t say you were,” Mia retorted, backing away. “Excuse me for caring. But, you know, maybe it’s not such a bad thing? Maybe some guys need to learn a lesson about–” 

“About what?” Ingrid interrupted. “Look, I know Olivia thinks he’s been abusing me. But the truth is I like an assertive guy, okay? I’m the one that wants it rough. You happy? Damn, you bitches are something. Think you know everything. I had to visit him in the hospital last night. He’s a moody little bitch now!” 

“What?” 

“Yeah, a moody little bitch. All he wanted was some ice cream and cuddles. I can’t deal.” Ingrid made as if to leave, but Mia’s startled snort stopped her. 

“Well, he’s in the hospital! Maybe he could use some sympathy?” Mia exclaimed. 

“Look, I didn’t sign up to be the girlfriend of Jonas Half-Man. What do you even call the girlfriend of a girl?” 

“What?” Mia retorted, caught off guard. “I think it’s just girlfriend.” 

“You sure? It’s not girl-girlfriend or girlfriend-girl?” 

“Nope. Just girlfriend. I think we’re getting off the point here. You’re saying you liked him being rough?” 

“Yeah. Now I need to find someone who’s not all bitched-out.” Ingrid looked Mia up and down again. “So, you like, a real witch or something?” 

“No, no, of course not!” Mia replied, shaking her head. She was getting an uneasy feeling about this interaction. 

“You know my dad’s big in the government, right?” 

“Oh? Really?” Mia dimly recalled hearing something to that effect. 

“Yeah, like, advisor to the Prime Minister, or aide or something. Anyway, there’s rumors they’re starting a big crackdown on pagan stuff. You might want to check yourself.” 

~ ~ ~ 

“Mia!” Olivia screamed. “Is this a techno sex club?” 

“What?” Mia screamed back. 

“Is this a techno sex club?” she screamed again, trying to get heard above the thumping house music that filled the cavernous space they were all jammed into at the moment. The place was a converted warehouse about a 20 minute walk from their school. 

The outside was mostly black, covered in colorful graffitti, in particular a giant face, all blue, with eyes that were black, white fangs in a mouth that was locked in a giant scream. And if one were to look closely, one might see, painted just to the right of one eye, a tiny red star. 

“Yeah! Isn’t it cool?” Mia yelled in Olivia’s ear. She was so excited! This was finally the proper venue for her outfit. The girl-heater had long ago stopped working, the batteries exhausted, leaving her freezing on the walk over to the club, even with Ella’s life-saving coat. She was having some serious concerns about the return policy. 

“Have you been here before?” 

“Huh?” Mia screamed back. 

“Have you. Been. Here. Before!” Olivia screamed. 

“No! Hey, there’s Leilani!” 

“Hey Leilani,” Olivia screamed at the girl. She was wearing a nude body suit with a fake coconut bra and grass skirt. Ella was right behind her, an object of quite a few appreciative glances from the half–and some fully–naked hunks gathered around them, bobbing their heads in sync to the music. 

Ella was clad in a sexy schoolgirl outfit, inspired by the Japanese manga series, “Happy Power Friends Schoolgirl Explosion!” 

“Bitch!” Olivia screamed at Ella as she revealed she was wearing the exact same costume. “I said I was going to wear this!” 

“What? No, you said it would be super sexy to wear this outfit, and I totally agreed,” Ella screamed back over the noise of the music. “So I got it!” 

“Why would I tell you that unless I was planning to wear it? I swear, Ella. Sometimes I just don’t . . . ” 

“Hey, sexy twins!” Valentina yelled in their ears as she hugged them both from behind, wearing a skin tight leopard print outfit that looked absolutely amazing on her. “Where’s Isa?” 

“She went off to get a drink,” Mia yelled back. “Fuck, my voice! I could really use a drink too!” 

“Yeah,” Valentina yelled. “Let’s go find a bar!” 

“Wait! I need to tell you guys something,” Mia screamed. “I think we really fucked up with Ingrid.” 

“You fucked Ingrid? Why?” Ella screamed back. 

“No, bitch! We. We fucked up!” 

“I didn’t fuck her,” Ella retorted. “But I think 5 more minutes here and we’re all getting it,” she screamed, wagging her eyebrows suggestively. There were at least three couples in front of them having sex on the floor. 

“No!” Mia yelled, exasperated. She should have mentioned this on the walk over. “Ingrid didn’t want us to–” 

“Hey! Guys,” Leilani yelled at them, waving her hands in their faces. 

“What?” Olivia screamed. 

“I can’t find Isa anywhere!” 

“Isn’t she at the bar?” Mia croaked out. 

“No! I looked everywhere!” 

~ ~ ~ 

An ear-piercing squeal of agony woke Isa up from a deep sleep. She looked around herself, completely disoriented, unsure where she was or how she had gotten here. 

“What the fuck?” she muttered as she took in her surroundings. She was completely naked, chains binding her wrists and ankles to the floor. She pulled at them, puzzled, the chains rattling against the bare stone floor as she moved them. “What the actual fuck?” 

In the dim light that came in through the bars of the cell door set in the stone wall, she could see, barely, the grime that covered the floor and walls of her cell. Shivering, she lay back against the wall. How did she get here? 

Another scream sounded out, origin unknown. Isa shivered and hugged her knees against her chest. Her mother had warned her about sex clubs. 


Chapter 6: Opportunities & Challenges

This had not been a good day for Fridolf Ruud. The new Norwegian crypto currency was losing value after just two days, reducing his fifteen dollars investment by 30 percent and counting. The left sole of his knockoff Vans was coming loose. And he was going to have to work a double shift today–taking pizza orders for both lunch and dinner. He wasn’t sure who was dumber, the lunch crowd, full of clueless high school kids, or the dinner crowd, mostly adults who also didn’t know how to order pizza. That woman from two nights ago still rankled, taking random directions over speakerphone from her three pathetic children so she could order a four-way pizza.

But he’d gotten his revenge.

“Maybe you husband should place dis order,” Fridolf had proposed, strongly suspecting there was no husband.

She just glared at him, so he knew he was hitting the mark.

“Sometime, de man can manage dis tings a little better,” Fridolf continued. “Dat why it best if you have someone for helping out. Like de man.”

She hung up her phone, barked out her order, and sulked until Fridolf handed her the box. Would she complain to management later? It never mattered, so he hoped she would.

Dreary as his job was, things like that made it worth it. He shuffled to the top of the basement steps and shouted, “Mom, I gotta go back to work!” in Norwegian.

“Ya ya,” she said, also in Norwegian, from the den over the blare of some hideous new piece of American country music. “Take the trash to the curb on your way!”

Fridold hadn’t asked to come to America. Mom found what she thought was a rich American, sent him 10-year-old pictures of herself, got engaged before she’d met him in person, found out he was comfortably wealthy but no millionaire, and then he found out her son was part of the package, and the marriage barely lasted a year.

Fridolf and his mom could probably make it another three to four years in this stupid country before her divorce settlement ran out, but she was pursuing things with someone in the Bahamas, and there were possibilities in Las Vegas and Ocala too. Fridolf didn’t care, as long as he had a place to live and she didn’t charge him too much for rent.

But hellig dritt, the music that woman listened to! If only he could get her to appreciate some good old fashioned Norwegian Black Metal, like Mayhem, Darkthrone, or even Tööthfløs, an experimental band of disillusioned dentists that had started out promising, but gone a bit commercial lately. She wouldn’t even let him play it in the house. So a redneck man singing about his redneck girlfriend’s tight bluejeans was music? The entirety of American art, culture, and economy was based on the female ass, and he couldn’t wait until the nation went the way of ancient Rome. Hopefully he and his mother would be gone by then, but if they weren’t, at least he’d get to watch the dissolution firsthand before he died. A lot of people would die, probably.

A light, early evening drizzle was falling as he began the 15-minute walk to Salem Pizza. His shoe was already leaking. Typical.

He’d move out if he could afford it, but then he’d have to get a full-time job that paid better, or find a girl, or both. And American girls weren’t eligible. They were all way too stupid.

He was waiting for the light to change at the first intersection on his walk when he heard one of those American girls talking, right behind him.

“No one understands you,” she said.

He turned to look. She wasn’t on her phone, and she wasn’t talking to someone else. She was staring at him.

“No one understands you,” she said again. She had frizzy red hair bunched under a floppy red rain hat, freckles, braces on her teeth. Her ill-fitting bluejeans clashed beautifully with her light-blue sweatshirt. A bag of shaggy gray hemp hung from her shoulder. She obviously didn’t give a fuck about fashion. For Fridolf, who also didn’t care, this was enough of a plus that she’d earned a polite reply.

“Dey don’t even try,” he lamented, turning back to the light, seeing it had changed, and he headed across the intersection, proud to have left the girl behind with one of his signature, brilliant parting lines. If he had to say what he was good at, it would be this–delivering just the right words, and in English no less. He thought of them as verbal punches. Fists against the universe. Only his mother wasn’t impressed with this skill. Everyone else was, even if they didn’t show it.

“Where are you from?” the girl asked, hustling after him over the wet pavement. “You don’t sound American.”

“Lørenskog,” he said, looking with mystification at her, unable to think of a burning retort. She was probably as stupid as every other American girl, but there was something strangely innocent and eager about her, and he decided she just wasn’t worth the trouble of one of his signature insults.

“I’m sure it’s been hard to move here,” she said as they reached the next curb together. “Don’t you find Americans tiresome?”

“I find dem very stupid,” Fridolf said, and once again, the next words weren’t there. Or no, inspiration was striking:

And you’re not doing anything to change that perception

Oh, wait, you’re American, right? Sorry! (delivered with supreme irony)

For example, the way they talk to strangers

But he just didn’t feel like saying anything. Maybe there was one intelligent American girl left, and he was talking to her.

“Very frustrating,” she said. “I’m sorry you’ve had to deal with us.”

He shrugged, wondering when she was going to stop bothering with him. Not yet, apparently. As he moved down the block, she trotted in front of him, turned and offered her hand.

“I’m Tootsie.”

Tootsie? Really? Maybe you’re not stupid, but your parents certainly were.

“Fridolf,” he said, holding back from any further utterance.

“Fridolf, that’s a gorgeous name,” she said.

He was starting to like this girl. It’s not just that she was talking to him unsolicited. She actually seemed to like him. And understand him, unlike everyone else in the world, including everyone in Norway. This might have happened once before in his life. Or no, never. It had never happened.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“To my work,” he said. “Salem Pizza.”

“Isn’t that hard, having to talk to people who just want pizza all day?”

“It is hard,” he agreed.

“You’re frustrated about more than that, aren’t you?” she said.

“How could you tell?”

“I just can. Don’t you wish you knew how to change things?”

“It all hopeless,” he said.

“May I give you something?” she said.

“What?”

“I’ll give it to you, and then you’ll know,” she said. “But you have to promise not to throw it away.”

“I promise,” Fridolf said, amazed to hear himself saying these words. He was promising not to throw something away, sight unseen? How had she gotten this far into his head, this quickly? Who was she?

She reached into her hemp bag, looked up at the drizzle and then at the alley behind her, a narrow, sheltered space between a pharmacy and an Army surplus store. “I don’t want it to get wet,” she said. “Can I give it to you in there?”

Fridolf followed her into the stained, crusty alley, staring curiously at the back of her head, unable to see her face, or her strange smile.

~ ~ ~

At 5:02 p.m., Salem City Councilwoman Candace Fraley was at the kitchen table, looking at her phone. She smiled at something, rose and headed to the bathroom next to the pantry to pee.

At 5:03, Buster Fraley–general counsel for Massachusetts Power & Light, esteemed member of the Salem Pentecostal Board of Deacons, and a good Christian man–arrived home.

“Hey, honey!” Candace shouted brightly from the toilet. “You’re home early.”

“Meeting got canceled,” he said, stepping over to the table, his attention drawn by his wife’s chirping phone.

“I’m peeing,” she said unnecessarily. “You still wanna do Topside for dinner?”

“Uhh,” he said, staring at the phone. Its screen was unlocked and the text messages continued to roll in, one after the other.

“You okay?” she said, flushing and pulling up her pants.

He didn’t reply. She washed her hands and returned to the kitchen, stopping in her tracks when she saw what her husband was looking at. He raised his eyes to her, staring sadly, tragically.

“Who were you texting?” he asked.

In an act of deluded futility, Candace took two steps to the table, picked up her phone, and locked the screen.

“No one,” she said, looking at Buster with a broken smile. “Why?”

“You’re doing it again, aren’t you?” he said.

“I’ll stop.”

“No you won’t,” he said. “You never have.”

“What did you see?”

“Enough,” he said. “We talked about this.”

“It’s just . . .” she protested, eyes immediately brimming. “I’m sorry. It’s just . . . it’s just all the stress. Of Council. And Tootsie. Her therapist called again.”

“What did she want?”

“She doesn’t think she’s making progress.”

“Progress in what?”

“In becoming a functioning adult.”

“Tootsie’s fine. She’s about to be made chair of the Evangelical Committee.”

“Evangelism and the real world are two different things.”

“I disagree,” he said.

“I’m just saying there are issues,” Candace said. “Things you don’t know about, because you’re always working.”

“There’s always an excuse with you.”

“Please forgive me!” Candace implored. “I’ll stop.”

She stepped to him, but he just crossed his arms. There would be no reconciling hug this time.

“Buster, please,” she moaned.

“No,” he said with quiet iciness. “It’s over. You’ve failed. I’ve failed you. We’ve failed Jesus.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked, voice flat, the voice of a woman who was not just going to take things lying down, deserved as they might be.

“Exactly what I said I was going to do.”


Chapter 7: A Need For a Spell

“Okay, take it easy,” Olivia yelled out to Leilani. “You can’t possibly have checked everywhere, this place is huge. Let’s just fan out and look for Isa, it hasn’t been that long since we got separated. Meet back here in 10 minutes, okay?” 

After repeating her words a few more times over the thumping house music that permeated the techno sex club Mia had brought them to, they finally all got on the same page and spread out across the floor, heading to the various corners, bars and hidden spaces. The most natural place for Isa to have gone would be the bathroom, so Olivia and Mia went there together, catching many appreciative glances from the partygoers. 

Olivia’s eyes were burning by the time they made it back from the bathrooms. There were things going on in there that she did not yet have words for. But once they figured out where Isa was, and all got home safely, she would spend some time doing research on such matters. 

Unfortunately, once they had all reassembled and yelled out their statuses it was apparent that she was gone. By mutual agreement they all headed out the door, grabbing their coats, Mia gratefully putting on Ella’s spare furry coat as they all stood outside the club, thankful for the relative quiet outside, sad that they hadn’t been able to have a good time. 

“So, what do you think happened to her?” Leilani asked. “Think she went home?” 

“No way,” Mia exclaimed. “Now, I don’t want to say anything untoward, but I think we all know that our girl is a bit of a kinky little bitch, right?” 

“Yeah,” Ella agreed, the rest of them nodding vigorously. 

“So, like, there’s no way she would leave a sex club like this one!” Mia continued. 

“Not voluntarily,” Ella added. 

“So, what do you say? You think she got . . . abducted?” Valentina gasped. “That can happen? Here?” 

“Yeah, of course. You have to be careful,” Ella said, looking serious. 

“You have a Norwegian . . . how shall I say? Mafia?” Valentina whispered. 

“We have criminals, sure. Just like any other place,” Olivia said. “Listen, I think we need to call Petyr.” 

“Her bodyguard?” Mia asked, clutching the coat around her. “He’s a hunky, hunky bit of salty man-candy, isn’t he?” 

Leilani burst out laughing. “Oh, my god, Mia. Wow. You have a crush on Isa’s bodyguard?” 

“No!” she replied, not convincing any of the girls. 

“He’s a bit scary,” Olivia countered. “I’m not sure I trust him. Maybe he hauled her out of here?” 

“Why don’t you trust him? He seems nice,” Mia said. “He can haul me away any day.” 

“Maybe I will,” came a voice from behind them. 

“Aargh!” Mia squealed as she turned around to see him glaring at them. “How the fuck did you get here so fast?” 

“Yeah, we didn’t even call you yet!” Ella exclaimed. 

He glared at each of the girls for a good couple of seconds each, before turning to Olivia and fixing her with a steely look. 

“I track her, I think you know that by now, yes?” he said. 

“Yeah, we figured. So you know where she is?” Olivia retorted. 

“No, that’s the thing,” he replied, looking over at the club entrance, eyes glancing over the front facade, taking it all in. “She’s disappeared completely. No signal.” 

“They couldn’t just jam it?” Olivia asked. 

Petyr turned back to her. “Who?” 

“Whoever took her,” she replied. 

“You think someone took her?” he asked. 

“Don’t you? How else did she disappear and you can’t track her?” she asked, getting a bit impatient. 

He frowned at her for a moment then seemed to reach a decision. “Okay, girls. You go home. It’s late, there’s not much we can do right now and you look like you’re all freezing to death. I’ll let you know tomorrow if I need you.” 

As he turned to leave, Olivia yanked at his arm. “Yeah?” he said as he stopped and turned to look at her. 

“She’s our friend and we want–no, need–to help, okay? You call us no matter what,” she said, emphasizing her words with a squeeze of his arm. 

“Okay, I will. And if you have any spells that can find her,” he continued with a wink, “go ahead and try them.” He gave an exaggerated once-over of Mia’s costume before heading out towards his car. 

“Well!” Mia exclaimed. “He’s quite something!” 

“Shit! He knows we’re witches! Is he a witch too or something?” Leilani asked. 

“No, Isa probably just told him,” Valentina said. “I would tell a man like that everything. So hot!” 

“Big muscles, too,” Olivia muttered, lost in thought. If he knew they were witches and hadn’t done anything about it, maybe he was one of the good guys? 

“He’s right, though,” she spoke up. “We should go home, sleep on it. Maybe in the morning we can find out more. I’m sure she’s fine.” 

“Do we have a spell that could find her?” Ella asked. 

“Ooh, yes! Maybe we can take stuff of hers, like her clothes, and use them to find her?” Valentina cried out. 

“That’s a good point,” Olivia nodded. “I’ll go through the translations of the spell book again. I’ll text you all tomorrow morning.” 

And so, the girls, dejected and worried, all left the venue, some on the same bus, and few words were spoken. Olivia couldn’t shake the feeling that something terrible had happened to Isa and it was somehow their fault. 

~ ~ ~

Isa hung in her chains, her arms painfully stretched above her head, her wrists hurting as the steel cuffs bit into them, her toes reaching desperately for the floor but unable to reach it. Her nipples were firm and crinkled from the cold of the room she was in. But chamber would be a better word, as it seemed to have been in use since the early medieval ages. As her eyes roved the grim interior she noted the coal braziers that were currently lit, the handles of various tools and implements poking out of them. Isa averted her gaze. But the rest of what she could see did not comfort her either, whips and other instruments of pain hung from pegs set in the cold stone walls. 

The only incongruous thing about the whole setting was the single fluorescent bulb set in the dank ceiling, casting an unnatural and far too cold and bright light that flooded the chamber, lighting its evil contents in stark relief. Of all the things here, that bothered Isa the most. She would welcome shadows and the unknown that lurked within them. 

Memories started to flood back. She remembered the club–she had been so excited to be there. A techno sex-club! The thumping music, the gyrating bodies. She had gotten the crotch of her skin-tight orange kitten costume completely wet by the time she reached the bar. And that nice man, wearing only a tiny little orange sock covering his penis, had given her a free drink! 

The next thing she remembered was waking up in that awful cell and then falling back into a fitful sleep, although she wished she were back there, given her current situation. She had been dragged to this torture chamber by two men clad in rough burlap robes that covered their whole bodies, even their heads and faces. They had rushed into her cell while she was still half asleep, grabbing her, unchaining her and wresting her hands behind her back as she shouted out in surprise, binding her with rough rope and then marching her through the tunnel-like passageways, finally to hang her here by her wrists. 

As she hung there, disoriented and miserable, she jerked in surprise as she heard a door open and then slam closed. A man came over, the harsh cold light showing him to be a middle-aged man, another incongruous anomaly in this place. For he was dressed in an impeccable suit, a white pocket square tucked away in his suit’s breast pocket. He was handsome, in a bland way, his dark hair gelled back, light brown eyes staring at her. He seemed slightly taken aback by her, his eyes showing more concern than anything else. 

“What’s your name, girl?” he addressed her. 

“Huh?” she replied, weakly. 

“Your name,” he repeated, coming closer, starting to reach out, then thinking better of it. 

“What will you do if I don’t tell you?” 

He grimaced. “It’s not what I will do . . . ” 

Isa looked over to where the man’s eyes had wandered. There was another of the heavily robed and hooded figures there. She hadn’t seen it come in. But now she saw it–him?--reach over and pull pincers from the red hot coals. 

“I see,” she grunted. “So it’s going to be like that?” 

“You’re starting to get it, I see. I don’t want to do this . . .” 

“Boring!” she blurted out. 

“What?” he replied, stepping back. The robed apparition stopped as well, waiting for the interaction between the two to reach some conclusion, it seemed. 

“Boring!” Isa repeated. “This is so stereotypical. Hang a girl by her wrists, torture her until she tells you what you want to hear. It’s been done,” she finished dismissively, sniffing. 

“Well,” he said. “I mean, yeah, I guess it’s been done a lot . . . but personally I think it’s probably pretty effective, don’t you think?” 

She looked over at the two of them, the suit still looking a bit ill at ease, while the robed figure stared back at her. She realized she could see the face, but it had been painted entirely black. Still, the white teeth showed a bright grin, and the eyes gazed at her with barely restrained glee. She shivered. 

“What’s your name?” she asked the man. 

“Mikael,” he replied right away, which surprised her. 

“Mikael?” she repeated. 

“Yes, and I’m here because–well it doesn’t matter. Because I think we’ve made a bit of a mistake . . .” 

“Oh? You think?” she retorted. 

The robed figure nudged Mikael. It waved the pincers in Isa’s direction. 

“No, not yet,” Mikael muttered, moving slightly to the side to get away from the figure. 

“Why am I here, and could I get down? This kinda hurts.” 

He sighed. “Okay, so let’s cut to the chase. I think you’re Isa. Isa Van Den Berghe, Princess of Orange, am I right?” 

She glanced quickly at the robed figure, grinning at her and snapping the pincers open and closed. “Yes, I am,” she replied. 

“Okay. Okay. Well, I’m afraid we didn’t really want to get you. Sorry about that,” he said, not looking super sorry. He looked irritated, however. Somewhat like a store manager would look if his employees had stacked the shelves with the wrong items for the hundredth time and were outside in the back, smoking pot while customers lined up to complain. 

“So . . . I can go?” Isa asked hopefully. 

“Well, we do have a bit of a problem here,” he said. “You’re not going to make a fuss about this, are you? If we let you go, that is?” 

“No, of course not!” she lied. 

“Yeah, I trust you about as much as I trust my daughter to make smart decisions. You’ll never believe her current loser boyfriend. Anyway, Thing One here will give you a little reminder of what awaits you if you open your mouth about any of this, okay?” And with that he turned around abruptly and left, slamming the door behind him, leaving her alone with the grinning creature and its glowing pincers. 

“Oh, shit! Oh, shit!” she started squeaking as her bravado left her and the grin came closer to her. 

“Don’t worry, little girl,” it hissed. “It’s gotten colder now. Just a little pinch, it’ll give you. Just a little pinch for a bad girl.” 

And as Isa clenched her eyes tightly closed and jutted her lower jaw out, he applied the pincers to the side of her right breast, squeezing just a little bit, but it was enough. 

~ ~ ~

Mia, distraught over having lost Isa at a venue she had taken everyone to, did not go home that night. She went instead to the apartment of her current fling, a boy from school named Rajiv. An Indian student who was perhaps even more brilliant than she was, and just as nerdy. But he sported a truly impressive member and a willingness to use it and his equally impressive tongue to bring Mia to places she wished to go. 

“Rajiv,” she whispered into her phone. “I’m a sexy witch,” she continued, breaking into tears and sobbing as he urged her to come upstairs, his voice filled with concern. 

“What’s the matter, my little samosa,” he said, as she plopped down on his bed, allowing him to brush her hair back with his hand. 

“I fucked up,” she sobbed. 

“How?” 

“A friend of mine is missing,” she said, hiccuping as she gathered herself together, wiping the tears from her eyes. 

“A friend? You think she got taken or something?” 

“I don’t know,” she replied, breathing in heavily. She shook herself. “I’m worried. And I can’t do anything about it tonight, so I need something to distract me.” 

“Am I that something?” he asked, not at all offended. He glanced at her skimpy outfit with barely disguised lust, torn somewhat with concern for her state of mind. 

“You are,” she whispered as she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him in for a long, wet kiss. 

“Shall we continue our studies?” he asked softly, breaking away from the kiss. 

“Yes, please. Teach me things!” she purred. 

“Very well,” he said, removing his copy of the Kamasutra from beneath the bed. “Tonight we turn to the chapter I believe was named for you.” 

“Oh?” she asked, giggling and wiping the last of her tears, trying hard to concentrate on things she could control, things she could understand. 

“It is called Queen of Heaven,” he continued as she gazed at him, her eyes bright with passion and caring. Caring for this wonderful boy that no one else at school had bothered to befriend. Admittedly, if one were to press Mia on the point, the reason she had started to talk to him was the rather prominent bulge in his pants she had been unable to keep staring at one day in class. But still, she had broken through his shy exterior and he had broken through her hymen so it was a fair exchange. 

And so, they undressed, Mia grunting as she peeled her shorts off, requiring some help, which he gladly lent her. And she, under his gentle tutelage, lay down on her back, spreading her legs, and he spread his legs on either side of her, wrapping his thighs around her. With his hand he spread her lower lips wide open, seeing for himself that she was wet enough. Also, there was something already in the place he so desperately wished to be. 

“Um, Mia?” 

“Yes?” she moaned. 

“What’s inside you?” 

“Oh, shit!” she blurted. “It’s my girl-heater. That stupid thing does not work, let me tell you! Feel free to dig it out. But I’m going to need to return it, so don’t lose it!” 

“Okay . . . ” he muttered as he spent the next few frustrating minutes trying to remove a piece of modern technology so he could apply ancient techniques to the lovely girl spread out before him. 

~ ~ ~

Ella had no such problems as she too had not made it home, but was at the tiny subsidised flat of museum intern Olaf, also eager to distract herself from matters too dark to think about and best solved with vigorous thrusts from a boy. 

She grunted, on her hands and knees on his mattress, sheets bunched around her feet as he held her by the hips, his member thrusting in her wet tunnel. She moaned and squealed as he shifted the angle of his penetration, the walls of her wet sheath clenching and tightening as she approached her climax and he did too. And in that moment she was able to forget her guilt as she cried out, for herself and for the other girls in their coven. For, having done magic together, they were connected as few other groups of friends could ever be. And her right breast hurt for a brief moment and she did not know why. 

~ ~ ~

As Valentina and Leilani lay in each other’s arms, lips wet from their juices, their bodies heaving with the aftermath of a vigorous session of lovemaking, Olivia was alone. She did not sleep that night, instead peering over the translations of the book of Freyr. One spell after another was studied, pored over until her head hurt and her eyes blurred with the effort. 

There were spells of vengeance and of healing. Spells of power and of defiance. And many seemed to be there purely for an excuse to do immodest things that would make anyone blush to read of them. 

But one spell there was that Oliva fell upon when she had almost fallen asleep from fatigue. A spell of Finding. But it needed one ingredient that she despaired of finding, until many hours more had passed and the internet yielded results that matched her desperate search. 

She read and reread the few pages she could find, growing at times despondent and at other times hopeful. But there was no sugar-coating this. 

“Fuck,” she muttered to herself. There was no way this was going to go well. 


Chapter 8: Developments at Salem Pizza

The five witches arrived at Salem Pizza in three cars a little after 7 that evening, parked in three different places around the restaurant, didn’t look at each other as they reached the door. A stranger watching them closely would think they didn’t know each other at all, but might have wondered why each of the five, upon spying the poorly-dressed Norwegian man taking orders behind the counter, hissed or scowled or muttered a curse under her breath. 

But all five of them persevered, lining up to place their orders, Duponte and Abigail and Talia first, then a mom and two tweens, then Ember and Biltmore. 

“Hello!” the man exclaimed as Duponte bellied up to the counter. “What kind of da pizza would you like today?” 

Duponte stared suspiciously at the man, whose name was Fridolf, and whose disposition seemed to be stuck somewhere between ecstatic and certifiably insane. Or possibly drugged. 

“Um,” Duponte said tentatively, “can I have a small pepperoni with olives and onions?” 

“Of course!” Fridolf declared with delight. “I sure you like a drink too, Miss?” 

“Yeah,” Duponte said. “Medium.” 

“Dat’s a great order!” he said, ringing it up. “What name for it?” 

“Duponte.” 

“Duponte. It nice to have you here, Duponte. Tirteen seventy-four. Tanks you!” 

Abigail went next, her face a mask of terror. 

“Just the Salem veggie,” she said softly. “With extra cheese. And medium drink. And I’m Abigail” 

“Wow, Abigail, I tink that what you alway order,” Fridolf declared. “Is very healty!” 

“Uh, thanks?” 

And so it went, Fridolf taking orders in a state of near mania, from Talia, the woman and her sullen tweens, Ember and Biltmore. 

Biltmore, the only member of the coven who had never suffered Fridolf’s wrath, summoned the courage to test the man. 

“Um . . .” she began with a long pause, “are the peppers green?” 

“You know, dat great question,” he said. “I think dey all green, but you want I should ask for other kind?” 

“No, green is fine,” Biltmore said. “It’s just that there are red peppers too. And yellow. LIke, in nature.” 

“Would you like if we had all three color?” Fridolf asked brightly. 

“That would be fine.” 

“I ask then, for when we do next order,” Fridolf promised. “Come back in one week or two and maybe we got some more color for de pepper!” 

“Thanks. And then, I want sausage,” Biltmore said, doing her best to feign immediate embarrassment. “I mean, I mean, on my pizza. Sausage on my pizza.” 

“Of course,” Fridolf said with a wide, innocent grin. “I get your order to baking very quick!  What’s name for de order?” 

“Biltmore.” 

“Biltmore,” Fridolf said. “We gonna bilt a pizza for Biltmore! Ha ha ha!” 

Biltmore, despite her best efforts, laughed sincerely and stepped over to the pickup counter, pulling out her phone and tapping on it. The other four witches were doing the same thing, and although they said nothing to each other, barely acknowledged each other, the following text conversation made its way through the ether, the names of the senders unimportant: 

what th everlivin fuck 

does he have a twin maybe? 

no its him has to be he just got a personality transplant 

we caused it? 

I feel bad nnow 

whi? 

its way worss than anything. like got tuurned into A zombie person 

he happy tho seems lik 

yeh like people seem hapi in nuthouse but not reallly hapy 

some are tho, or so I herd 

Fridolf’s phone rang, and all the girls looked up, watching him as he pulled the device from his back pocket, set it on the counter next to him, speaker phone on. 

“‘allo?” 

“Hey, Fridolf?” said a girl’s voice. 

“Dis is Fridolf.” 

“This is Tootsie. Tootsie Fraley. We met this afternoon?” 

“Tootsie!” Fridolph nearly shouted, his joy morphing to an almost terrifying level of ecstasy. “I been think of you every second!” 

“Oh, that’s great. Have you looked anymore at what I gave you?” 

“Every time I get break, I read it, it so good.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. Still coming to church Sunday?” 

“I be there. I see you there too.” 

“Thats’ great. Sorry for calling you at work. I just–” 

“It no problem, Tootsie! I glad you call! I got no orders now anyhow. It like God and Jesus tell you call me now.” 

“Thanks so much, Fridolf. You are truly a great person. But something happened tonight that I’m sort of trying to work through. And you were the first person I wanted to call. Even though we just met.” 

“Oh! What is the happen?” 

“So . . . my mom and dad had this huge fight. I’m not sure what about. But she’s leaving, Like, leaving town. Just her. She’s not taking me. And I . . .” The girl was unable to finish the sentence, a howl of sorrow filling the counter area of Salem Pizza before Fridolf turned off the speaker setting on his phone, pressed it to his ear and turned, the rest of the conversation hushed, urgent, tragic. The five girls resumed their texting: 

okay I get it now he got a girlfriend 

& she actually sounds cool, but some shit goin on in her life. sad 

Hes talking about Jesus, he just got saved I bet. By her. 

yah but she call, says having family problems, bet she want him meet her somewhere, he gonna loos kidney in the end 

her name totties anyone hear that? 

toties 

shit tootsie 

Yah Tootsie Frayy 

she say fraylee 

tootsie frailey 

sounds totally fake name 

no 

NNNNNNNNNo 

fuuuuuuuuuuck 

Talia what problem? 

Candace Fraley got daughter named Tootsie Fraley 

fuk 

fukkkkkkk 

fukfukfukfuk 

FFFFFFUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKKKK!!!!!! 

let’s go wii need to leave now 

Why? 

uh, reasons? 

No everyone act normal we gotta get our food, look weird otherwise 

She sed her mom leaving like leaving town big fight with dad holy u know wat 

we did that 

SHHHHHHHH 

I dont have an appetite and dontt want to food 

we gotta .. everyone get your order, we sit together in back, this insane 

yah we need food keep our strength up 

U rite, shit just got insanely real 

fuuuuuuuuckkkkkkkk! 


Chapter 9: A Key Ingredient

“Okay…” Valentina muttered as she stood there, bundled up against the chill wind. Leilani stood next to her, completely enclosed in a garment that might have been made from a former bounce house, so puffy it was. “It is a joke? It is Norwegian humor, maybe?” 

“What?” Olivia asked, her breath visible in the chill air. A cold front had moved in and was making everyone even more miserable than they already were. Petyr hadn’t called or texted and they were all worried sick about Isa and the fact that she had been missing since 1 this morning and now it was already early evening. 

“The place we are going?” Valentina continued, glancing up at the signage above the rather elaborately decorated façade they were standing in front of. As she squinted at the sign and the rather interesting murals, Mia and Ella appeared, out of breath, cheeks pink with exertion and cold. 

“Hey guys,” Olivia called out, turning to face them and winding up with her hair blowing into her face and her mouth. She spat strands out and turned around quickly, shivering. 

“Hey, Olivia,” Mia replied, stopping to gaze at the spectacle. “Oh, wow,” she exclaimed. “I’ve always wanted to go here!” 

“I know, right?” Olivia replied. The sign proclaimed, in bright rainbow colors, Jack’s Magic Beans and Stalk. “It’s a magic show and cabaret, Valentina,” she addressed the puzzled girl. “Oh, and drag show.” 

“Okay,” Valentina replied, as a sound that resembled snorting came from the bundle that was Leilani. “But . . . why?” 

“Yeah,” Mia interjected. “Your texts said you had a spell for Finding. Shouldn’t we be doing that rather than going to a show? Especially one that Isa would probably be really into?” 

“Oh!” Ella cried out. “Do you think she’s here? Did you do the spell and you found her?” She bounced excitedly. 

“No, no. I didn’t want to text too much, you know? Maybe someone’s reading our stuff?” Olivia looked around herself, a bit paranoid. The other girls did too, although Olivia doubted Leilani could see much, her hood covering almost her entire face. 

“Yeah, makes sense,” Ella conceded. 

“The trouble is that the spell requires a key ingredient we’re missing,” Olivia said. “And that ingredient is in here.” 

“In here?” Mia blurted. “Inside this dive? Like, what? It’s the used g-string of a drag queen? Burn it in a candle and chant, you go girl?” 

“No,” Olivia replied. “It’s a guy.” 

“Huh?” 

“A guy! The spell needs a magician, but not just any magician,” Olivia said. “It needs someone with real magic abilities.” 

“Aw, fuck!” Mia hunched down and bounced on her heels. “You won’t find that here! These guys are all fake!” She straightened up and stared at Olivia. “You . . . you know this stuff isn’t real, right? They don’t actually do magic!” 

“My grandmother,” Valentina piped in, helpfully, “she says her husband did real magic. But now I think she was talking about sex. Yes, most likely.” She looked up at Olivia and Mia staring at her. “Sorry.” 

“Okay, yeah,” Olivia continued. “I know about magic tricks. You tried to do that hide a card thing with me many times, Mia. By the way, I know you kept hiding them in your panties. But here’s the thing,” she whispered, leaning closer. “This guy’s supposed to be totally legit! That’s why we’re here. We go in, watch his act and then talk to him. He’s going to be really impressed to meet real witches!” 

Ella looked a bit panicked. “I don’t know . . . we’re going to talk to a celebrity? Like, backstage? I don’t know about–” 

“Oh, come on!” Mia interrupted. “You’re being all shy again, Ella. Live a little! Meet new people!” 

“I meet people,” she muttered, but the decision had been made. They were going in. 

The tickets were surprisingly cheap, given the supposed infamy of the main act: Svedbjørn the Magnificently Magical. Included in the tickets was the Britta’s Such a Drag show and the Big Boys of the North cabaret. Mia looked forward to that one. 

They settled into their seats, looking around themselves at the sparse crowd. Most of the seats were empty. All the other audience members were men. 

“Guys, I think everyone’s gay,” Ella whispered. 

“Duh,” Mia retorted. “The name of the place kinda gives it away.” 

“Huh?” 

“The guy standing over there with no pants kinda gives it away,” said Olivia, motioning over to the side where a guy in an open leather vest and nothing else was standing. 

“The fact that nobody’s paying me any attention gives it away,” said Valentina, looking a little peeved. Leilani giggled. 

The lights went down and the girls hushed up, Mia sipping on her drink, something called a Naughty Bum Bum. The straw was shaped like a penis. 

A man came on stage, met with tepid clapping. “Hello Oslo!” he yelled out. 

“Sven? Hi, it’s me!” came a cry from the audience. 

“Ya, hi Casper! I can’t chat right now, honey! I’m doing the intro!” he shouted out. 

“You do your little thing! Talk later!” 

“Okey dokie! Anyway, welcome to Jack’s Magic Beans  . . . and Stalk! Ah, ha, ha . . . yeah. Anyway, we’d like to welcome to the stage, Oslo’s premier purveyor of the magical arts! He has been featured on such publications as the East Bergen Kroner Saver, the Trondheim High School Gazette, and even appeared on TV once, or at least so he says!” 

Scattered laughter met him. 

“And now, back once again, mainly because we couldn’t get David Copperfield to return our calls–” More animated laughter. “Here’s Svedbjørn the Magnificently Magical!” 

He ran offstage to muted cheering as a man in a tuxedo shuffled onto the stage, the limelight pointed at a barstool right in the center, where a top hat was placed, upside down. He stepped up to the front of the stage, took in the audience and sighed. Mia and the girls exchanged a few glances. 

“Hello everyone!” he began, putting on a brave face. “Today I’d like to perform my very own, unreplicated trick! The Chains of the Ice Giants!” 

“Sounds impressive,” Ella muttered, leaning forward and staring intently at the man as he proceeded to pull a set of oversized, interconnected loops out from the inside of his jacket. As the girls stared intently, and a few men sitting across from them formed a spontaneous thruple and began making out, the magician immersed himself in a truly elaborate and time consuming set of moves that none of the girls could make sense of. 

Unfortunately for the magnificent Svedbjørn, at the end of this he had managed to lock himself in a rather painful looking contortion that he seemed unable to get himself out of, and Sven the announcer had to rush onstage to help free him. 

“What the fuck?” Mia whispered to Olivia. “He sucks!” 

“Give him a chance,” Olivia whispered back. “The internet said he’s the real deal.” 

“Oh, yeah! The internet! Oh, my god, Olivia. Sometimes . . .“ 

“Shhh!” Ella shushed them. 

“Okay. Okay, sorry about that,” Svedbjørn continued, face flushed with exertion. “That didn’t quite work out. But I have other great acts of magic!” 

“Yeah you do!” someone yelled out. “Show us your magic wand!” 

“Yes, wonderful. Thank you,” he muttered. “You, mister super-funny. Do we know each other?” 

“No, but if you want, we can get to know each other quite nicely later,” came the reply. Others chuckled. 

“So, we haven’t met before. Can you think of a name? Perhaps the name of someone close to you? Someone who might have departed this plane of existence somewhat recently?” 

A hush fell over the audience. “Okay,” the man replied. 

“Is it . . . is it Einar?” 

“Nope.” 

“Oh,” Svedbjørn the Magnificent replied, somewhat surprised by this. “Is it Filip?” 

“Nope.” 

“You suck!” someone yelled out. 

“I’m sensing a dog? Mr. Snøball?” 

“Nope.” 

“So you haven’t lost anyone?” Svedbjørn exclaimed, frustrated. 

“Nope, but you lost the entire audience,” the man yelled out, his buddies roaring with laughter. 

“Okay, fine! For my next act–” 

“Please disappear!” someone else yelled out. 

“For my next act I will make the impossible happen!” he exclaimed, shrugging off the downward spiral his act had turned into. He squared his shoulders and walked over to the top hat. He picked it up, turned it rightside up and shook it. “Behold! There is nothing in here, correct?” 

He waved the hat around so the audience could see inside it. 

“Was your talent in there?” a man yelled out. 

He ignored the taunts and placed the hat back on the barstool, open end up. Waving his hand over it, he intoned: 

And great was the fear that did drench the valley that fateful night. For the great god himself did appear and wreak havoc. And the meek and frightened sought shelter where they could and the women sought to send creatures, small as they might be, to a place of safety, though it may be in another time and place! 

And with that last word he raised, then smacked his hand down, onto the rim of the hat. Olivia felt her skin crawl at that. His words had raised the gooseflesh on her arms and the small hairs on her neck stood up. 

Dead silence greeted him as he slowly reached his hand into the hat, grasping at something there, finding it, then slowly lifting it out of the darkness where it had been. A gasp rose from the audience as he stared at it, aghast. “Nooo!” he cried out. “Mr. Fluffenpüfen!” 

For the rabbit he had pulled out of the hat was, unfortunately, dead. 

~ ~ ~

Olivia knocked gently on the door of the dressing room, backstage. It had been easy enough for the girls to get back there, as nobody there seemed to care much at all. After Svedbjørn had slinked offstage, the gay cabaret act had come on. Mia had wanted to stay but Olivia was adamant that they needed to talk to Svedbjørn. 

“Come in,” a sad, despondent voice called out, and the girls pushed their way into the tiny dressing room. Thankfully they had left their puffy outerwear at the coat check otherwise they wouldn’t have fit. 

“Sorry about your act,” Olivia said. 

“Yeah, it sucks,” Mia added. “Oh, sorry. I mean, it sucks that your rabbit died.” 

“Oh. Yeah, thanks,” he sniffed. “I guess it was his time. They only live so long, you know.” 

He looked at them, puzzled. “How can I help you girls?” 

“Okay. So,” Olivia replied, growing animated. “I know you’re a real magician!” 

“Oh, that’s nice of you to say, sweetie. I like to think I was one, once,” he replied, looking down at his lap, fingers entwined. 

“No, I mean, I know . . . “ she waggled her eyebrows at him. “You used to do amazing things. Things that no one else could do. And when I heard you say the words–” 

“What words?” he asked, looking up suddenly. 

“The words, from the book.” 

“What book?” 

“The book of Freyr,” Mia interjected, catching on. 

He leaned back in his chair, eyes furtively darting over the assembled girls. “How do you know about the book?” 

“We have it. Well, we had it, but we got it translated–anyway, long story,” Olivia replied. “We need a real magician for one of our spells. A friend of ours is missing and–” 

“I told you, I used to be a real one. Now I just suck, ever since . . .” 

Leilani piped in, “Ever since what? What happened?” 

He sighed. “Okay. You’re no ordinary girls, I take it. Are you–” 

“Witches? Yeah!” Mia asserted. 

He stared at them for a moment, then reached a decision, apparently, for he squared his shoulders again and began his tale. 

“It all started back when I was a young man–” 

“Um, sorry . . .” Mia interrupted. 

“Yes?” 

“Is this going to take long?” 

“Well,” he replied, looking put out. “I can abbreviate it, if I’m boring you.” 

“Oh, it’s just that I’m a little thirsty and I was wondering if I should get another one of those Naughty Bum Bums.” 

“Ooh, yeah,” he exclaimed. “Those are yummy. Get me one too!” 

“Okay, hold on,” Olivia interjected. “It’s kinda crammed in here. Maybe we can chat with you at Ella’s place? Do you think we can use your basement?” she asked Ella. 

“Oh. Sure, sure. I think my parents might have some questions if I bring a guy down to the basement, but maybe we can sneak him in?” 

“Sounds like a plan!” Mia exclaimed. 

And so they did exactly that, sneaking the hapless magician into Ella’s parent’s basement where he was finally allowed to continue his tale, Mia contenting herself with a glass of orange juice. 

“So anyway, as I was saying, I was a young man, just making my way in the world–” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Olivia interrupted. “Sorry, but we have a girl to find. Can we cut to the part where you became a real magician?” 

“Oh,” he muttered. “I forget my priorities. And my juice is . . . ?” 

“Ah, yes,” Ella exclaimed. “I forgot! Let me go get it.” 

“Anyway, since we’re in such a hurry, turns out I always had the power, just didn’t know it because it takes the presence of women to bring it out. As long as I’m in the presence of naked women and I’m turned on by them, my power to do real magic manifests. I’ll admit that I never bothered to learn any actual magic tricks. I just used real magic and put on a great show. But then I got arrogant and drank too much and women didn’t really want to be with me anymore.” 

He sighed. “So then I just lost the power. And my whole act.” 

“Wow. Okay, a little anticlimactic, not gonna lie. Another man who needs women to prop him up and then takes all the credit,” Leilani huffed, crossing her arms in front of her and looking a little disappointed. 

“Yeah, kinda hoped that maybe you worked hard at it or something,” Olivia admitted. “Say, how did you know about the book?” 

“Oh, yeah,” he said, pausing to accept the glass of juice from Ella and taking a long sip. “Oh, it actually is juice! I was hoping that was code for something nasty.” 

“Sorry,” Ella said. “My parents locked up the liquor cabinet.” 

“Anyway, once, after a particularly sexy night, with the Neilsby twins, I had a dream. This woman–” 

“Did she wear flowy robes? Have a crown?” Olivia blurted out. 

“Uh, yeah. She did! How’d you–anyway, she shows me this book, in the dream, and it’s got all these runes and somehow I understood them, even though I don’t speak Rune, but she says that one day, some girls will need my help and–oh! Wow! How did I not get it until now? You’re the girls!” 

“Huh?” Leilani and Olivia both looked lost, Valentina was looking at her nails, and Ella and Mia exchanged knowing glances. 

“You’re the girls I’m supposed to help! Hey,” he continued, getting quite excited. “Maybe I can get my power back?” 

“Maybe . . .” Olivia said, slowly. “But you’re going to have to be an ingredient in our spell.” 

“An ingredient?” He looked around himself nervously. “You’re not going to chop me up or something?” 

“No, no. You’re not really the ingredient,” she replied. “But something you produce is.” 


Chapter 10: Covening and Pizza

In Salem Pizza’s darkest, most remote corner, a five-witch coven had gathered to speak to each other in urgent, terrified whispers. The words were at first formless and void: 

Fraley’s leaving town 

Fridolf has a girlfriend 

That law is dead, probably, about the lesbian lockup 

What were they fighting about? 

Salem’s biggest loser . . . how did he find a girl? 

Maybe Candace Fraley broke the law? Why else would she leave her family behind? 

It was almost like he was drunk, he was so happy. 

This is Tootsie Fraley, from her church page 

Kinda cute. Definitely cuter than her bitchy mom 

Mr. Fraley is a lawyer, and some kind of church big man too 

Where do you think she’s going to go? 

Florida, I bet. They all end up in Florida. 

No way could Fridolf land that 

Yeah, she’s a super-Christian, so she’s not going down on him 

He probably thinks she is though 

What was the fight about? 

I bet Salem Online has something about it in a couple of days 

They don’t cover family fights, do they? 

No, but when someone leaves city council, that’s news 

So she’s quitting? 

If she leaves town, she sort of has to 

Yeah, that’s not something you can just video into 

Our spells, bitches. We did this 

“Okay, stop, wait,” Talia hissed with enough authority that the other girls fell silent. “Okay . . . there’s some very important . . . I feel like there’s some very important shit we need to go over.” 

The other four girls nodded and picked up their pizzas. Talia’s was still untouched. 

“We did two spells,” Talia said, looking around for any eavesdroppers before she continued, lowering her head and whispering. “And now we have strong evidence that both spells worked. Fridolf is no longer an asshole, and Candace Fraley has been neutralized.” 

“Neutralized,” Abigail said, nodding. She liked that word, in this context. 

“But there’s more going on,” Talia said. “We have tapped into something . . . I feel like there’s more power here than we really understand. And it . . . it’s not just power. It has an . . . intelligence. It has a . . . sense of humor.” 

“You’re saying it’s not just a thing,” Abigail said flatly. 

“Yes,” Talia said. “I’m saying it’s got a personality.” 

“Like a celebrity?” Ember suggested, apropos of nothing. 

“Not really,” Talia said. “I don’t think anyone knows it. Or him. Or her. But . . . okay, look. There were a million ways it could have taken care of our two spells today. It could have killed them both, for all we care. But it . . . it closed the circle, you know? It gets, it gets . . .” Talia started tracing invisible lines and shapes on the table. “You get Candace Fraley’s daughter to talk to Fridolf freaking Ruud, for starters. And then she reaches out to Fridolf while Candace is having some sort of meltdown, and then we show up and we get the whole story from him on the phone. It’s just played out right in front of us. While we’re ordering pizza.” 

Duponte laughed, almost shouting, before she covered her mouth and looked around their corner of the restaurant. If anyone heard her, they didn’t care. 

“Sorry, sorry,” she said, “but it’s sort of funny, don’t you think? While we’re ordering pizza?” 

“Exactly,” Talia said. “It’s trying to tell us it’s here, in its own way. A funny way. I think it’s nice.” 

“Am I the only one getting the creeps?” Biltmore asked. 

“Why?” Ember said. 

“Because . . . because it’s like something is watching us. That’s not human. Like it’s playing with us.” 

“But it’s trying to be funny,” Ember protested. “Talia just said that. Funny things are usually nice.” 

“Um, clowns?” Duponte said. 

“What do you mean?” Ember said. 

“Funny, and not nice,” Duponte said. 

“Does anyone think clowns are funny though?” Abigail said. “Serious question.” 

“Their makeup is definitely not funny,” Ember said. “Someone should tell them that.” 

“They do funny things, though,” Duponte said. “You have to look at the whole picture. Like these three clowns, they were downtown last summer, for Salem Spirit, and, oh my god, they were doing these little skits, like, sweeping invisible shit, not that I would date any of them or anything, but one had a stuffed cat, and they–” 

“I saw them,” Abigail said. “They were sort of funny, yeah.” 

“Okay, okay, but the point is,” Talia interjected. “This thing, whatever it is, it seems nice right now. But maybe it’s fooling us. Like a clown that turns mean.” 

“And grabs you from the sewer or something,” Ember said with a pronounced shiver. 

“Or maybe there are others, that aren’t as nice,” Talia said. 

“And they’re fighting, maybe?” Biltmore said, a little too loudly, before she hunched and lowered her voice. “Like, fighting over us?” 

“Or through us,” Abigail speculated. 

“Anything’s possible,” Talia said. “We don’t–” 

“That would be so cool though!” Duponte said. “Like, forces. Fighting. And they need us, you know? Like, they have opinions of what they want, but they need witches.” 

“We’re, like, their tool, yeah,” Ember said. “In Hell Club, they have to get people to do things for them, since there’s certain things demons can’t do. So they–” 

“We should get paid,” Duponte proposed. 

“Paid?” Ember echoed. 

“We’re doing nice things for them,” Duponte said. “We’re doing their bidding. So they should do something for us. Not money, really. But a blessing, you know? Good luck or something. You know?” 

“Maybe there’s a spell for that,” Ember said. “It could be a money spell. Like, put a cool coupla Benjamins under this candle you just lit.” 

“And then it gives us stolen money,” Abigail said. “As another joke.” 

“It wouldn’t steal it,” Ember said. “It would just be getting it for us.” 

“Yeah, but it was someone else’s money before,” Abigail said. “And now it’s ours. People will have questions.” 

“You just spend it,” Ember said. “On something cool.” 

“When you spend it, they can trace it,” Talia said. 

“Trace what?” 

“The serial number.” 

“What serial number?” Ember asked. 

“All money has a unique number on it,” Abigail said. 

“Bull,” Ember said, forcing Abigail to draw forth a crumpled five dollar bill from the front pocket of her jeans and hold it out with her finger against the green serial number. 

“Who put that there?” Ember demanded. 

“The mint,” Abigail explained. 

“How?” Ember asked. 

“Okay, hey, people,” Talia said, struggling to get the discussion back on track. “We can think about rewards soon enough. But let’s cover some serious stuff right now. The fact is, these spells are powerful as fuck.” 

Everyone nodded in solemn agreement. 

“And that’s extremely cool,” Talia continued. “But it’s also kind of scary.” 

“Why is it scary?” Ember asked. 

“Because we don’t understand what we’re playing with, and, well . . . I saw something back at the house.” 

“What?” Abigail asked. 

“It was like, a face,” Talia said. “At the end of the second spell. On the wall, for a second.” 

“Is that when you said what the hell?” 

“Yeah. I thought I was just imagining something, and that’s why I didn’t want to talk about it. But it might have been real.” 

“A face?” Duponte said. 

“Yeah, like a man’s face. A big ugly face. I thought it was a painting on the wall at first, but there’s no painting there. And then, um . . . the eyes started glowing.” 

“Shit,” Biltmore said. 

“Maybe it’s a friend?” Ember proposed. 

“It didn’t look friendly,” Talia said. “It looked mean. Mad. And powerful. Like, you don’t want to cross it.” 

“It saw us,” Ember said. “All of us. With X-ray vision.” 

“X-ray vision?” Biltmore asked uncertainly. 

“Yeah, so it can see through our clothes and stuff,” Ember explained. “Or even our bones, probably. They X-ray your teeth sometimes, so that too. Because of its eyes.” 

“The main thing is, it didn’t look like it had a sense of humor,” Talia said. “Whatever set things up for our spell to work, that was funny. And, you know, I sort of get the feeling it’s female. Like a woman is behind it. And glowing-eye guy, he’s against her.” 

“And against us,” Abigail added. 

“Do we really wanna do this?” Biltmore asked. Everyone else turned to her, as though shocked by the question. 

“I’m just asking,” she said. “It’s like Talia said, we don’t totally know what we’re playing with. It could be dangerous.” 

“Can’t stop,” Abigail said simply. 

“No,” Duponte agreed. 

“I was made for this,” Ember said. 

“When I think about doing this, I’m nervous,” Talia said. “But if I think about walking away from it, I don’t have a purpose anymore.” 

“I agree,” Biltmore said. “With everyone. I just wanted to be sure.” 

With that settled, the girls finished their pizza and their drinks, talked about school and home life and celebrities, and anyone who happened by their table would believe them to be five ordinary girls, enjoying life and each other’s company, with not a shred of true magic among them. But as the meal reached its conclusion, things turned serious one more time. They agreed that they would keep meeting, that they would continue working their way through the book and its spells, and that they would all be careful, remaining mindful of the mysterious forces, not all of them benign, necessarily, being called up by their work. 

And then Abigail cleared her throat, to address one more matter. 

“Okay,” she said quietly, “something else I wanted to bring up.” 

The other four girls looked at her. 

“Is everyone okay with what we have to do with each other?” she asked, receiving four vague shrugs in response. 

“It’s sort of like lesbian stuff,” she said. “And I know we all feel like we have to do it, because that’s what makes the magic. But it’s sort of like we’re being forced to, and that can cause problems.” 

“What kind of problems?” Duponte inquired. 

“If you’re not comfortable with something you have to do,” Abigail said, “sometimes you just do it and don’t think about it, but then later on, you start having issues. Like nightmares. Or PTSD.” 

“It’s not bothering me,” Talia said, and Duponte and Biltmore nodded. 

“I know what you’re saying,” Ember said. “For me, it’s not gay stuff because we’re friends.” 

Abigail raised her eyebrows at the girl. 

“You know, because we’re not dating,” Ember explained. “If, like, if two of us went out to dinner first, and then did the, you know, the stuff we do, that would be lesbians. But we’re all friends, so . . .” 

“We’re not lovers, yeah,” Duponte said. “I get it. You know, for me, it’s like when a doctor has to put something up your pussy, and it can feel sort of good, but that doesn’t mean you’re in love with the doctor, or if she’s a woman, that you’re being a lesbian with her. You’re just doing what you have to do.” 

“Lesbian is a made up word,” Biltmore said. “By men. If you get off with what a guy’s doing to you, you’re normal. If you like a girl, you have to have a special name, and you’re different, and some people even say you’re evil. Why can’t we just be with whoever we want–just like, another person–and if we like it, does it have to have a name?” 

“These are all really good points,” Talia said. “I’m sort of surprised at everyone’s logic, ‘cuz it’s good. And I’ve thought about it too. Why do we have to do it? Were the witches who wrote that book all lesbians? Are they trying to make us gay? But I’m good with it. I’m getting good with it. That time we had to, had to . . .” Talia lowered her head and her voice, “masturbate . . . to make Mr. Butler see Ratchel Skweeze, I was not there at first, but I got there. I’m getting more comfortable with everyone, because everyone’s cool. And, okay, yeah . . . I’m good. I kind of like it, really. Not in a gay kind of way, but just, I’ve always been kind of a loner, but with you girls, I’m like . . . I’ve never been this comfortable.” 

Talia aimed a pair of damp eyes at Abigail, and so did everyone else, because she’d raised the question and hadn’t addressed it yet. 

“Yeah,” Abigail said, and she bit her lip and looked around the table, into the eyes of each of the other girls. “Okay . . . I’m a lesbian.” 

No one moved. No one dropped their pizza and left. No one gasped in affront. 

“It’s not generally known,” she said. “There’s no reason to bring it up. But I’m not hiding it. So I wanted everyone to hear it from me and not someone else. And I understand if you think it’s creepy. I’m sorry if you think I’m . . . I mean, I thought about telling everyone before we did the first spell, and we’ve done three now and if . . . well, if you don’t want to do magic with me anymore, I get it.” 

“Why wouldn’t we want to do magic with you?” Ember asked. 

“Because I’m . . . god, this is really hard,” Abigail said, sniffing and passing a finger under each eye. “Because you think I’m, like, I don’t know, like I’m . . . getting off on it or something. Like I’m . . .” 

“I think we’re supposed to get off on it,” Talia said. “I don’t see the issue.” 

“But it’s like . . . does anyone feel like I’m . . . taking advantage of it?” 

“How?” Duponte said. 

“Just by . . . being there.” 

“You’re just doing the spells,” Talia said, adding with a laugh, “I don’t care if you’re maybe enjoying them a little more than the rest of us. In fact, that probably helps the magic. We were going after Candace Fraley, after all, a total homophobe.” 

Biltmore, seated to Abigail’s right, put her hand on the girl’s shoulder. 

“Abigail,” she said, drawing the girl’s gaze. “I’m bi.” 

Duponte covered her mouth with her hands, but she was laughing. “I always wondered,” she said. 

Abigail looked around the table with an air of deep appreciation. “I can’t believe it was that easy.” 

“We’re all friends,” Ember noted. “We don’t judge.” 

“Sister witches,” Abigail said. “It’s like a family.” 

“I wonder if there are any others out there,” Biltmore said. “Other girls who found a book?” 

“Maybe there’s a spell for that too.” 

“We really need to keep going through the book,” Talia said. “There’s no telling what else we’ll be able to do.” 

“Oooh,” Talia said. “Dempsey Agnew.” 

“Who’s she?” Duponte asked. 

“He. He’s vice president.” 

“Of what?” Ember asked. 

“America.” 

“Yeah, I’ve heard of him,” Abigail said, “kind of a jerk, right?” 

“He hates women,” Talia said. “He keeps claiming he doesn’t, but everything he supports is bad for girls.” 

“Like what?” asked Duponte. 

“Abortion laws, for one,” Talia said. “You get pregnant, he doesn’t care how old you are or how it was done, if you were raped or whatever, you have to have the baby or you go to prison. And he belongs to this big church that says women shouldn’t be allowed to vote and should obey their husbands. He’s trying to get federal funding for Christian schools, and make rules that public schools have to teach Christianity.” 

“Wow, super-Christian,” Ember said. 

“No,” Talia said. “He never actually goes to church. People have watched. And he said the Sermon on the Mount was Communist indoctrination until someone told him it was from Jesus. He’s just using religion for power. And he’s planning to run for president.” 

“Let’s get him,” Biltmore said. 

“We should make him look at Ratchel Skweeze every morning,” Ember opined. 

Talia frowned and shook her head. 

“You’re not saying we should go after him?” Abigail asked. 

“No,” Talia said, adding after a pause. “Not yet.” 

Everyone was staring at her, waiting for her to continue. 

“We need to get a better sense of what we’re doing first,” she said. “Maybe it would work, but I’m not even sure what we’d ask for. Pizza guy and city council lady were easy. They were local jerks doing something obvious. But a top federal official is at a different level. He’s got the Secret Service, and who knows what else protecting him, natural and maybe supernatural too.” 

“If he tells Jesus to come get us, Jesus probably has to,” Ember warned. 

“I don’t think Jesus and Dempsey Agnew have anything to do with each other, spiritually,” Talia said. “But there could be other things he’s teamed up with. That face, and those glowing eyes . . . they sort of have me spooked.” 

“Maybe he doesn’t go to regular church on Sunday because that’s when glowing-eye-guy has his church he has to go to,” Ember speculated. 

“I wouldn’t rule anything out,” Talia said. “It seems like all these people are working from the same evil page.” 

“A spying spell,” Ember blurted. 

“Huh?” Talia said, looking so sharply at the girl Ember bit her lip. “Sorry, dumb idea. I just–” 

“That’s what we need,” Abigail said. “There’s got to be one in there somewhere.” 

“That’s a very different level of powers, though,” Talia said doubtfully. “It’s a great idea, Ember. I’m not saying it’s not. But it would really surprise me if there was a spell in there for that.” 

“I’ll look,” said Biltmore, who was currently in possession of the spellbook. “I can go through the titles at least. There’s a lot in there we haven’t touched.” 

“Yeah,” Talia said. “Or any spell about getting information, even if it’s not actual spying. We need to keep learning. But I think Dempsey Agnew is exactly the kind of target that book was written for.” 

The coven finished dinner and rose and headed for the exit, which took them directly past the front counter and Fridolf Ruud. With no orders to take, the Norwegian was on his phone again, speaking quietly but with an ecstatic smile. 

As the girls passed, he looked up at each of them with a manic smile. 

“Thank you for the dinner with us!” he said. “Bye-bye! Bye, Biltmore, we bilt you another pizza zoon I hope!” 

Abigail, last of the witches to leave, couldn’t help but smile under the power of Fridolf’s infectious joy, but as he began speaking again, she paused to listen. 

“Sorry, I just say buh-bye to great customers,” he said into his phone. “What you just were saying?” 

As Abigail watched, Fridolf’s elation yielded to another emotion: still happy, but surprised now. Even shocked. 

“You think she a lesbeen?” he said in a hoarse whisper. “Really? That why she has to leave the town?” 

Out in the dark parking lot, Abigail walked straight to Duponte’s car, eyes wide, and the rest of the girls followed her, sensing urgency. 

“You’re not gonna believe what I just heard,” Abigail hissed. “He was talking to Tootsie again. It must have been her. And . . . Candace Fraley . . . is a lesbian!” 

“Holy fuck.” 

“No fucking way.” 

“But . . . she hates lesbians.” 

“They all do. Until they accept themselves.” 

“She’s leaving, though. Does that mean she’s accepted herself?” 

“It could be.” 

“Wait, wait, let’s think about this,” Talia said. “If she found herself. If she’s going somewhere to get in touch with herself . . . and Fridolf . . . I mean, he’s kind of creepy now, but he’s happy creepy . . . so in a way, maybe he’s found himself too. At least temporarily.” 

“I hope it’s permanent though,” Biltmore said. “He was sort of fun tonight.” 

“But the point is,” Talia said. “This is really important. We did the spells as sort of, to get revenge sort of. And instead we did them both a favor. But still got what we wanted.” 

“Win-win,” Duponte said reverently. 

~ ~ ~ 

That night, while she was studying math at the desk in her bedroom, Abigail heard the familiar chime of a text, grabbed her phone in the hopes of something new from the coven, was surprised to see just Biltmore’s name on her screen. Biltmore had never texted Abigail individually before, and it startled her enough to make her heart jump. 

“you were really brave tonight,” Biltmore had written. 

“thanx,” Abigail typed back. “u mean about being l?” 

“Y” 

“Well, you admitted you were bi. brave too.” 

“do you think there are any others?” Biltmore texted. 

“in the coven?” Abigail wrote. “Maybe, or maybe lean that way but don’t want label” 

“good point. sometimes I sort of feel it, u kno? during spells. touching” 

“yah so much I feel gillty!” Abigail admitted. 

“when we did spll together yuo feel tha wa?” Biltmore asked. 

“U put me on spot,” Abigail protested. 

“srry” 

“but yea guilt and . . .” 

“and?????” 

“Horney” Abigail confessed. “u taste rlly good” 

“so du u” 

“thanks,” Abigail said. “frusstrateing to stop & say spell” 

“yah like want to do more” 

“same!” Abigail agreed. 

“now?” 

“yess now whre?” 

“U got car?” Biltmore asked. 

“maybe let me ask where u?” 

“heres address link.” 

“let me ask give me a few,” Abigail wrote, and after five minutes she sent another text: “Ok b there in 20-25” 


Chapter 11: A Spell of Finding

“What I produce?” Svedbjørn the Magnificently Magical repeated. He looked around himself at the other girls as they sat in the basement of Ella’s parent’s home. He and the girls had snuck down here to try and cast a spell that Olivia called a Finding spell. The hope was that it would help them find their missing friend Isa. He had some questions. 

He set his juice down and clasped his hands in his lap. “Um . . . are you suggesting what I’m thinking?” 

“What are you thinking?” Olivia asked, pulling out her phone and scrolling through it. 

“Uh, I’m thinking . . .“ and here he lowered his voice. “I’m thinking you want my uh, man juice, shall we say?” 

“Man juice?” Mia blurted out then giggled. 

“Okay, fine,” he said, blushing a bit. “Semen. My semen? Oh! Or blood? Please say it’s semen, not blood!” 

“It’s semen,” Olivia confirmed. 

“Oh, thank god!” he exhaled. “So, uh . . . should I just go ahead and do this myself? Or . . . ?” 

“Wow, you’re going to be a joy to work with,” Olivia muttered. “No, we need to set up some things first. Ella,” she said, turning to the girl. “Your parents are old, right? Do they have a paper map of Oslo?” 

“Yeah, they do! Want me to get it?” Ella replied. 

“Yeah, get that,” she ordered and turned to the others. “While we wait for Ella, we need to get prepared. And that means we all have to strip.” 

“Oh, nice! I mean, oh, interesting,” Svedbjørn blurted out, catching himself. 

Leilani grimaced. “Um, I’m okay with getting undressed for spells when it’s just us girls. But with a guy here? I don’t know . . .” 

Olivia waved dismissively. “I’d be shy too with a man here. But he’s just a magician–” 

“Gosh, thanks!” Svedbjørn muttered. 

“That we need for our spell,” Olivia continued. “He’s going to be a lot more embarrassed by this than we will.” 

“It’s okay with me,” Valentina said, already mostly undressed. 

“Fine, I guess,” Leilani grumbled. 

By the time Ella returned with a map of Oslo, the rest of the girls and Svedbjørn were all naked, their clothes in bundles against the wall. Svedbjørn’s penis was sticking straight out and Ella stared at it as she turned back from closing the door. 

“Oh,” Ella exclaimed. “I kinda forgot we were going to do a spell.” As Svedbjørn saw her staring at him, his penis, already at a decent size, twitched and grew perhaps even a bit more. 

“Yeah, what is the spell, Olivia?” Mia asked her, standing there nude, nipples peaked from the cold of the basement. 

“Allright, yeah. I’ll read it out for us all. But essentially, it involves us using the antenna of a powerful wizard to shoot the essence of Finding onto a map,” Olivia said. 

“Huh?” 

“I know, I was a little confused as well. Here’s the spell:” 

Not all power resides in the women, for some was kept in the loins of men, put there by Freya, who did keep some love in her heart for the weaker sex, and some of them were given visions that prepared them to be useful to women. These are called men of magic and their members may be used when there is a need to find that which is lost. Let the sisters keep in mind the object of their search, and the member being worked shall be the Antenna, and must be worked as men wish it in their dreams. The Finder shall work the Antenna while the Assistant shall point deep within the Finder’s tightest passage, thusly to make a chain of power. And that power shall make the Antenna send its essence such that the lost shall become found. 

Mia sighed. “I assume you understand what that all means?” 

“Yeah,” Olivia replied. “It took a while, but I think I know what needs to be done.” 

“Huh?” Svedbjørn said. “I kinda got lost there. Who’s Freya? Like, the goddess Freya? From Norse legends?” 

“Yeah,” Ella confirmed. “It was all in the book!” 

“And I’m the magician, and you have to do stuff to my member?” he continued, looking hopeful. 

“Yup,” Olivia confirmed. “And I think it’s only fair that I take on the role of the Finder. Unfortunately,” she grimaced. “That means one of you needs to stick a finger up my butt.” 

“What?” Leilani exclaimed. 

“Ha! Your ancient Norwegian witches are a lot crazier than the Italian ones!” Valentina laughed. “Ours mainly just cook stuff.” 

“I’m not really comfortable with butt stuff,” Ella said, wide-eyed. There was a moment of silence as everyone avoided each other’s eyes. 

“Awkward . . .” Svedbjørn muttered. 

“I’ll do it!” Mia said. 

“You will?” Olivia asked, looking at her best friend. 

“Yeah,” Mia confirmed. “You’re my best friend in the entire world, Olivia. No offense,” she said, looking at Ella and the other girls. 

“None taken,” Ella replied. 

“And there comes a time when you need something done that only a true friend would do. That time has come,” she proclaimed, standing proud and pointing a finger up at the ceiling. “And if that something that needs doing is to stick this finger right up your butt, then I’m here for you!” 

“Aww, that’s so sweet,” Valentina gushed. 

“Somehow,” Mia continued, lowering her finger and gazing at it. “I always knew this day would come.” 

Svedbjørn stared at them, finally speaking up. “That was pretty moving. So . . . my penis is the antenna here, right?” 

“Yes,” Olivia smiled tightly. “You're going to help us find our friend Isa. Ella, spread the map out on the floor. You,” she pointed to Svedbjørn, “lie down on the floor right next to it, your penis close to the map.” 

“Okay,” he said, lying down next to the map, his penis standing straight up. “I think my power’s coming back!” he exclaimed, staring at Olivia’s breasts. 

“So, I think all of us need to keep Isa’s face in our minds while we work the spell, okay?” Olivia said, looking down on the prone magician. 

“Got it,” Leilani said. The other girls all nodded. 

Olivia got down on her hands and knees, facing the spread out map. She stuck her bottom out, arching her back so that her butt was angled upwards. 

“Mia, can you get in position? The rest of you should probably just sit, facing the map. Keep Isa’s image in your minds, okay?” Olivia said, adjusting her position, looking at each of the girls in turn. 

“Got it,” Ella nodded. “So you’re going to . . . ?” 

“I’m going to . . . work the antenna,” she replied, looking at Svedbjørn’s member, which twitched slightly as he lay there, surreptitiously sneaking peeks at the nude girls gathered nearby. 

“And then?” Ella pressed. “I’d really like to know what’s going to happen before we get started.” 

“Yeah, Mia’s finger is going to be where it needs to be, I’ll handle the antenna, so to speak. You all keep focusing on Isa’s image,” Olivia continued. “And when . . . when the time comes, I’ll point the antenna towards the map and in theory, if the spell works, then . . . it will land on the spot where Isa is.” 

“Okay, that totally makes sense,” Mia said, kneeling down behind Olivia. “Uh,” she started, holding her finger up in the air. “I assume you would like this lubricated a bit? Or are you okay with rawdogging it?” 

“Um, do you mind maybe some saliva at least?” Olivia asked. “We don’t have any lube here, do we?” 

“Nope, sorry,” Ella said. “I could ask my parents, I guess?” 

“I wouldn’t,” Valentina muttered. 

Mia pulled her finger out of her mouth. “Don’t worry, I got this!” 

“Okay. Okay. Go ahead,” Olivia said, not sounding too happy about it. “Oh!” 

“Sorry,” Mia muttered. “I may have been a bit aggressive there.” 

“Oh! Shit, fuck!” Olivia groaned. “It’s fine. It’s in there, let’s move on.” 

Olivia reached over and grasped Svedbjørn’s member in her right hand. He gasped slightly as she tightened her hand around him. 

“Cold,” he explained. “Just so you know, when it’s not so cold in the room, my um, antenna . . . is a bit more extended, shall we say?” 

“It’s fine,” Olivia grunted as she began pumping his shaft. 

“Oh, wow!” he said, looking down at her hand as it moved vigorously up and down. 

The next few minutes may have been some of the most awkward in witchcraft history, as the other girls stared at the three active practitioners, Olivia doing most of the work, Mia concentrating on maintaining finger to anus connectivity, and Svedbjørn learning important lessons on keeping an erection while being gazed at dispassionately by a group of girls who did not seem overly impressed. 

But thankfully he was at heart a horny little bastard and the sight of five nude young women, including one of them on her hands and knees working his penis, with a girl’s finger in her behind, was more than sufficient to bring him to completion. 

“Oh, oh! I’m . . . I’m . . .” he groaned, shifting his hips. 

“Okay, here we go!” Olivia cried out as she tilted his member towards the map, continuing to pump away. 

It took only a few more strokes before he cried out and a single shot of semen flew out of the tip of his shaft, flying through the air as if in slow motion. Olivia felt the magic again, time slowing down, the lights dimming, a shimmer in the air as she saw the fruit of his loins arcing its way towards the map. She held her breath as her eyes followed the globule of semen, knowing in her heart that the spell was going to succeed. 

And indeed, the small white blob smacked against the map and time resumed its normal speed. 

“Yes!” Ella yelled. “It worked!” 

“Hey, watch where you point that thing!” Leilani cried out as Svedbjørn’s member, now no longer pointed towards the map, let out another couple of spurts that came perilously close to the girl. 

“Quick, look where it landed,” Olivia shouted, ignoring Leilani. She let go of Svedbjørn’s penis as he propped himself up on his elbows, curious to see where his contribution to the spell had landed. As he stared, the girls gasped. Where his semen had landed, a bright yellow flame erupted and quickly spread to engulf the map. 

“No!” Leilani cried out. “It’s burning the map! Did you see where it landed?” 

“No, I didn’t have a chance,” Olivia cried. “Fuck!” 

“Wait, wait,” Valentina gestured wildly. “Look! It’s not actually burning the map!” 

“Huh?” Olivia stared. Indeed, the map wasn’t being destroyed at all. Instead, it glowed with an unnatural light which, as the girls stared, slowly faded out into nothing. After a few minutes all that was left of the flame was a bright, glowing spark on the spot where the semen blob had landed. 

“Wow,” Mia chuckled. “If you shot a load like that inside me, I seriously don’t think I could deal!” 

“Yeah, no shit!” Valentina exclaimed. “How many of your girlfriends actually survive sex with you?” 

“If every time was like that,” he muttered ruefully, “I’d probably have burnt my apartment down several times by now.” 

“Yeah, yeah, that was something,” Olivia muttered. “By the way, Mia?” 

“Yes?” 

“You can go ahead and remove your finger now, thank you.” 

“Oh, yeah. I kinda forgot, with all the excitement.” 

“No problem,” Olivia replied, biting her lip as the finger was removed. 

“I know where that is,” Ella said, as she bent over the map, staring at the spot marked by the glowing spark. 

“Oh, yeah. Where is that?” Olivia asked, crawling over to where Ella was staring. 

“Hmm, weird,” Ella replied. “That’s totally a wealthy neighborhood.” 

“She got taken by a rich person?” Mia asked. 

“Kinda seems like it,” Olivia replied. “Let’s get dressed and go over there!” 

And so the girls quickly dressed and rushed out of the basement, completely forgetting about the man they had used so successfully. 

Svedbjørn lay there, looking at his spent member. “That may be the first time you ever did the right thing, my friend,” he said, and his penis perked up at that. 

~ ~ ~

“Ah, ow, ow!” Märta Blomquist cried out. She strained against her bonds, the hard iron cuffs hurting her wrists as she pulled at them. The whip lashed out and she jerked and cried out again. Her abdomen hurt where the rough wooden beam she was bent over rubbed against it. 

“Is there anything you want to say to me?” the voice said, booming throughout the cramped space they were in. Märta shuddered as the voice bit through her, the pain it caused her ears almost worse than the whip wielded against her body. 

As Prime Minister of Norway, she had dealt with many uncomfortable situations, especially in the current post-crash economy and highly adversarial political climate. She liked to think that her ability to deal with encounters that would break most other men and women was her biggest strength. It was probably why her party had pushed her to the highest elected position in the nation, an appointment approved of by King Haakon X, the reigning monarch, a man almost as scary as the beast that currently stood behind her. 

“I asked you a question,” the voice, almost a howl, repeated. The whip cracked down on her lower half again, striking her buttocks as she clenched in pain. 

“Ow, fuck!” she cried. “Fuck! I’m sorry, okay? I didn’t know what they were planning to do and I wouldn’t have approved it!” 

“Silence,” the demon howled. “This is what happens when you give such responsibility to a woman!” 

“Oh! Oh, that’s just wonderful. Torture with a side of misogyny. Typical! And I literally assigned a man to take care of it! He fucked up, not me!” she yelled. 

“The girl is still out there. The little bitches are honing their craft! They get more powerful every day!” 

“So? Can’t you just get rid of them or something?” she moaned, letting her head hang down. She gazed distractedly at her breasts as they swung back and forth, her naked torso bent over the rough wooden beam, her arms outstretched, secured to the floor by chains, as were her legs. 

“No, I can’t just get rid of them! I am not as . . . corporeal in that realm as I am here,” it hissed as the whip came down again. Märta groaned out and jerked against her chains, parting her leg slightly as she tried to work through the pain. 

“I really don’t know what you think punishing me is going to do,” she protested. “I’m much more useful to you in the real world.” 

“The real world, you say. Ha,” it howled, making a choking sound that Märta suspected was its attempt to laugh. Märta hadn’t had a good laugh in a while, she thought. When was the last time she simply hung out with good friends and enjoyed their company? It may have been before she entered politics. She would have to do something about that. 

“Who is the fool you sent to take care of the girls?” 

Märta, hesitant to betray him, kept quiet. Mikael Berg, her aide, was a good man. Maybe not always competent, but a family man. He had a wife and daughter who would miss him if he disappeared. She sighed. She was going to be here a while longer. 

Inside her office, in the Regjerrngskvartalet complex, Märta’s body slept fitfully, occasionally jerking and twitching, as if her sleep was marred by terrifying dreams. Lilly, her captive servant girl, kept watch over her, occasionally dabbing at her fevered brow. She hated it when her owner did her ‘visits’ as she called them. When she finally woke from her sleep, she would invariably be in a foul mood and take it out on the girl. 

Should she . . . ? No, she definitely shouldn’t rest her arm on the exposed neck. She could, but she definitely shouldn’t. She would end the life of the body laid out before her, but that would not help. She knew there were worse people than Märta to be owned by and worse places to be. 

~ ~ ~

Mikael Berg absently served spoonfuls of Lapskaus, steam rising from the hearty stew of meat, potatoes, carrots and turnips, his wife still puttering around in the kitchen. He had gotten confirmation from his men, just an hour ago, that the girl had been released, as Märta had asked him to. He winced as he thought back on that call. Boy was she pissed! 

“Hey!” 

That poor girl. He could still hear her cries as he had walked away from that horrible torture dungeon. That whole thing was so useless: she hadn’t revealed anything of importance at all. 

“Hey! Excessive Lapskaus alert!” his daughter yelled. 

“Huh?” 

“Wake up, Pappa! Oh my god! My bowl, like, spilleth over!” she cried. 

“Oh! Oh, sorry, Ingrid. I guess I’m a little preoccupied,” he said. 

“Uh, hunting witches?” she asked, innocently staring at her bowl of stew. 

“Wait, what? No! What?” he stammered. 

“Yeah, didn’t you say the government was doing a whole witchhunt thing? You definitely said that,” she insisted, poking at her stew with her spoon. 

“Oh! No, no,” he said, sweating slightly. “No, there’s no such thing as actual witches, Ingrid. You know that, right?” 

“Uh, not too sure about that,” she muttered. “I know this–” 

“No, there are no witches. Just misguided youth. You know–I guess you weren’t born yet. But there were some of those nasty black metal kids who burned down those beautiful historic churches. Long ago.” 

“Ugh!” she wrinkled her nose. “Why would they do that?” 

“They thought they were being all cool and powerful, I guess,” he replied, sitting down across from her. “We just want to make sure kids don’t do stuff like that again, okay?” 

She nodded as he stared at her, his heart filling with love, and sadness. Somewhere out there he knew, a hurt, scared and confused young girl, his daughter’s age, had been dropped off near her house. He also knew that her friends were racing there to find her. How they had managed to pull off that spell he had no idea. The call from Märta hadn’t been clear on that. They were going to make his job very difficult, but he couldn’t help but have respect for them. 


Chapter 12: An Accidental Spell

Abigail’s legs were shaking as she made her way up the two flights of stairs to Biltmore’s apartment. It was one of the better residential complexes in Salem, popular among young professionals and the well-to-do members of Essex Community College’s student body, and it had an elevator. But Abigail chose the stairs because she needed to burn off as much nervous energy as she could manage. 

Abigail got the sense Biltmore was just as nervous when she answered the door, smiling awkwardly as she welcomed Abigail, stepping back and worrying at the hem of her t-shirt, which hung to the middle of her bare thighs. 

“I was already dressed for bed,” Biltmore said, looking down and laughing at her clothing choice. 

“Ye–,” Abigail croaked, voice breaking as she crossed the threshold. “Yeah,” she said, trying again. “I had to actually get dressed to drive over.” 

“What were you wearing?” 

“Just bra and panties when you texted me,” Abigail said. “Normal study clothes.” Now in pink sweatpants, a black t-shirt and sandals, the girl smiled nervously. “I was really surprised when you texted me.” 

“Why?” Biltmore asked, turning and rounding the couch, heading to the hall that led to the bedrooms. 

“You just . . . you never did before.” 

“I wanted to, though,” Biltmore said. 

“Is anyone else here?” 

“No, she’s off with her boyfriend.” 

Biltmore stopped at the door to her bedroom, looking back at Abigail apprehensively. 

“You’d think this would be easier,” she laughed. “Considering what we had to do to each other earlier.” 

“I think it’s different, though,” Abigail said, stepping close to Biltmore, stopping. “That was for magic. This is . . .” 

“For kissing,” Biltmore finished with a laugh, pushing her body against her friend’s and looking down at her chest. 

Abigail, the younger but perhaps more assertive girl, wrapped her arms around Biltmore’s waist and kissed her, at first chastely, lips-to-lips, before the girls opened their mouths in unison and devoured each other, pressing everything against each other, teeth and tongues and breasts and hips, joining together in a slow-motion dance whose only required move was that their mouths continue to touch. 

Biltmore, slightly taller, was the first to make things overtly sexual, pressing her middle against Abigail’s thigh. The females separated, staring at each other as they undressed completely, no reason to strip in stages given they’d already been completely naked together on multiple occasions. 

“Do you have any experience?” Biltmore asked, pulling her cover down to sit on her sheets. 

“None,” Abigail confessed, standing in front of Biltmore. “Other than my imagination. And, uh, the magic we’ve been doing.” 

“Do you know what you want to do now?” 

“I think I want . . .” Abigail began before she continued with other words. “Show me.” 

“I’ll start, but then it’ll be your turn,” Biltmore said, looking at Abigail’s mound. “I noticed you shaved earlier. “Why?” 

“Yeah,” Abigail said a little hoarsely. “I liked how yours looked. Do you shave?” 

“No, wax,” Biltmore said, opening her legs to show her parts. “It grows everywhere. It’s almost impossible to shave.” 

“I might do that next,” Abigail said. 

“You did a good job with your razor though, I think,” Biltmore said. “Let me see.” 

Abigail, still standing, opened her legs as well, indicated no shame as Biltmore leaned forward to examine her front, her slit, the bald lips on either side. 

“Yeah,” Biltmore said. “I think you got it all.” 

For a second, the two girls froze, each waiting for the next step, the obvious step, and eventually Biltmore took it, leaning forward, spreading Abigail’s vulva and putting her tongue against the pink flesh waiting there, the clitoris and the wet folds that led to the hole. 

Biltmore licked, slowly, starting as far back as she could get the tip of her tongue and running it forward, not just between the lips and across the clitoris, but all the way up to Abigail’s navel, and by the third stroke, Abigail was doing what she could, angling herself forward to welcome Biltmore’s tongue as far as she could get it. 

Biltmore leaned back and looked up. “You tasted so good on my fingers,” she said without blinking. “I really wanted to taste you straight.” 

“Straight,” Abigail sighed. “That’s what I wanna do.” 

Biltmore turned, lay down on the bed with her head on the pillow, spread her legs and raised them, and Abigail dropped to her knees between Biltmore’s feet. 

“I wish I had a cock right now,” Abigail said, laughing at herself. 

“Pretend you do,” Biltmore crooned, and Abigail obeyed, dropping to her fellow witch’s body, positioning her hips against the other girl’s loins, and driving an imaginary penis up her hole. 

The girls kissed again, as fiercely as though they were truly joined by their sex organs, with Abigail swinging her bare hips between Biltmore’s thighs until they decided in mystical union to resume the taste of each other they’d started that afternoon. Abigail, because she was on top, rose up, turned around, and put her mouth against Biltmore’s vagina while she offered her own slit, and for a time no one should bother to measure, the girls made love. Biltmore was the first to orgasm, shaking and spasming and running her tongue against Abigail, when the sound of the front door shutting echoed through the apartment, and someone yelled, “Biltmore? Hey, Biltmore, are you here?” 

“Shut up, Tiffany!” Biltmore hissed, so quietly Abigail barely heard her. But Tiffany seemed to have perceived the command, stopping in mid-sentence: “I’m home early, so whatever you’re–” 

Biltmore continued writhing through the rest of her orgasm, and then she fell still. 

“Abigail?” she whispered at the girl’s sex organ. 

“Yeah?” Abigail said hoarsely and with obvious frustration, having not been able to climax yet. 

“C’mere, hurry,” Biltmore said. 

Abigail turned around again, put her mouth against Biltmore’s, wondered if the roommate was about to enter and Biltmore wanted to get caught just kissing the naked Black girl, not performing mutual oral sex on her. 

Biltmore, after a quick, hard, lubricant-exchanging kiss, pulled her mouth urgently away from Abigail’s and whispered into her ear, “I think I killed Tiffany!” 

“What do you mean?” Abigail whispered back. 

“I told her to shut up, and as soon as I said it, she did,” Biltmore said. 

“You were really quiet though,” Abigail whispered back. “I could barely hear you.” 

“No, I think it was a spell,” Biltmore said, squirming beneath Abigail, so the girl on top clambered off her lover and rose to her knees. 

“We haven’t done any shut up spells,” Abigail said. 

Biltmore arose as well, pressed her body against Abigail’s and looked at her in wide-eyed fear. “We haven’t, I know,” she said, “but what if that’s one of the spells? Tell someone to shut up while you’re cumming, and they’re . . . silenced.” 

“While they’re getting licked,” Abigail said. 

“What?” 

“You weren’t just cumming,” Abigail explained. “I was licking you. And you were licking me. So maybe that’s part of the spell too.” 

“Good point,” said Biltmore before her eyes went wide with fright. “But whatever it was . . . it just totally shut Tiffany up. Like she . . . like she died or something.” 

Abigail, catching Biltmore’s infectious fear, rose from the bed and strode to the door, throwing it wide, walking into the hall. 

“Tiffany?” she said, heading back up the hall to the living room. “Hey, Tiffany? Hello?” 

Abigail stopped short when she found a blonde girl, seated at the couch with her phone in her hand, but now looking up with alarm. 

“Uh, hello?” the blonde said. 

“Hey, sorry,” Abigail said. “I’m Abigail. I’m a friend of Biltmore’s. We heard you come home, and, uh . . . call Biltmore and . . . then nothing, so . . . okay, looks like there’s no problem. Sorry.” 

Abigail looked down at herself, realized she was still naked and probably not altogether kempt, raised her hands to her breasts in a futile expression of modesty, her wet sex still uncovered. 

“Biltmore’s here, right?” Tiffany said, still looking alarmed. 

“I’m here,” Biltmore announced, coming to her door and leaning her upper body out but not heading to the living room. “We were just . . . I was . . . you know, you said my name, and then you just went silent, so I . . . it’s okay, though.” 

Tiffany smiled awkwardly and Abigail looked at her, taking her in. She was cute, actually. 

“Hey, Abigail?” Biltmore said from her bedroom. “You wanna come back and get your clothes?” 

“Yeah, sure,” Abigail said, but then Tiffany asked a question, and she turned back. 

“Are you Biltmore’s new girlfriend?” 

“I’m, uh . . .” Abigail stammered. “Let’s just say we’re good friends.” 

“I’m not trying to put you on the spot,” Tiffany said. “I just want to know if I’ll be seeing you around.” 

“Maybe,” Abigail said. “Hey, can I ask a question?” 

“Sure.” 

“When you got home, you were saying hi to Biltmore, or calling her name, and then you stopped.” 

“I did?” 

“It seemed like you did,” said Abigail. “So I was wondering why. Like, you suddenly lost your voice? Or thought of something? Or your phone went off?” 

“I don’t know, I don’t remember,” Tiffany said, looking at the girl uncertainly. “Is that a thing you notice a lot?” 

“Um, not really,” Abigail said, starting to feel very self-conscious. “Except maybe this one time, tonight. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. Since we hadn’t, like, we don’t know each other. And it’s nice to, like, nice to be concerned about strangers.” 

“Maybe my phone went off,” Tiffany said. “I’ve been texting my mom some, she’s having issues. But it’s nice of you to wonder about it.” 

“Yeah,” Abigail agreed, backing away. “It was nice to meet you. Tiffany.” 

“Same here.” 

Abigail returned to Biltmore’s room, shut the door behind her. 

“Well, that wasn’t embarrassing at all,” she whispered. 

“I probably overreacted,” Biltmore said. “‘Cuz I said shut up and then she did, like that second.” 

“I thought the same thing, after you mentioned it.” 

Biltmore’s eyes glowed, and she motioned for Abigail to sit next to her on the bed. “But . . . okay, what if?” 

“What if what?” Abigail asked, taking her place beside Biltmore, but not at the moment interested in doing anything with her besides whispering, even though she hadn’t climaxed yet. 

“What if we did a silencing spell?” Biltmore asked. 

“Well, maybe,” Abigail said. “But she said she was getting texts from her mom.” 

“It’s two questions, really,” Biltmore said. “What if there’s a silencing spell out there that we just happened to discover . . . or what if we made a new spell?” 

“A new spell?” Abigail echoed, lost. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Biltmore said. “Think about it. How did the ladies that wrote that book discover all that magic?” 

Abigail looked at the ceiling, pondering. “Good question,” she said. 

“Maybe they just tried things,” Biltmore offered, the excitement in her voice growing. “Maybe they just, like we did . . . maybe they did things together and said some words and then things happened, and they wrote that down.” 

“The scientific method,” Abigail suggested. 

“Yeah, yeah!” Biltmore hissed. “Experimenting and stuff.” 

Abigail's face froze in amazement. “This is insane. This is like discovering quantum mechanics. But for witches. Making your own spells.” 

“We could keep trying things,” Biltmore said. 

“But we have to test,” Abigail said. “We have to be sure that the spell made the thing happen, and it wasn’t just coincidence.” 

“How?” 

“You have to repeat things, and see if the same thing happens.” 

“I could tell Tiffany to talk some more, and then . . .” Biltmore began before her voice trailed off in doubt. 

“I don’t know,” Abigail said, sensing the same reservation. “We can’t . . . I mean, I’d have to get on you, and make you cum again. Can you cum again?” 

“I’m not sure,” Biltmore said. “Probably.” 

“But we’d have to have Tiffany talking the whole time to see if she stops again when you tell her to.” 

“I believe she would find that weird,” Biltmore whispered. 

“And if we explained our experiment,” Abigail said, “she’d find that weird too.” 

“Very,” agreed Biltmore. “Maybe we could go to a place where people are always talking, so we don’t have to explain it.” 

“Yeah, but . . .” Abigail demurred as she worked through the many challenges of that kind of research. “How ‘bout just starting with the other girls?” 

“How would that work?” Biltmore asked. 

“Yeah,” Abigail said, her own excitement growing. “They’ll get it, first of all, so it won’t be weird. And then, one of them is talking. We have one of them talk continuously.” 

“Ember,” Biltmore said. 

“Yeah, Ember. So she’s talking, we do the spell, see if it forces her to shut up.” 

“But she’ll know,” Biltmore said. “Wouldn’t that make the whole thing invalid?” 

“No, still valid I think,” Abigail said. “Even if she doesn’t shut up, she might feel something that makes her want to, and that would be a data point. And then we try it on Talia and Duponte next. Even if they all keep talking, if they all feel the same thing when we do the spell on them, then we know it’s real.” 

As Abigail enthused, the energy in Biltmore’s face wilted. 

“What’s wrong?” Abigail asked. 

“Okay, I don’t know,” Biltmore said. “I mean, think about what we’re doing.” 

“We’re . . . yeah, we have to do oral. And you have to cum. Or one of us has to cum, anyway.” 

“While they’re watching,” Biltmore said. 

“Yeah, I get you,” Abigail said. “That’s a new level of things. I’d be super-self-conscious. But . . . they don’t have to see us. Tiffany never saw us. We heard her only.” 

“We could do it in another room,” Biltmore said. 

“That could work,” Abigail said. “As long as we could hear whoever’s talking.” 

Biltmore nodded, smiled, but then her face darkened again. 

“What do you think they’ll think, though?” she asked. 

“What do you mean?” Abigail queried. 

“Well, we totally outed ourselves at dinner tonight,” Biltmore noted. “Which I still really admire, by the way, that you did that. But now they know you’re a lesbian, and I’m bi, and now, at our next meeting, we–” 

“Tomorrow,” Abigail interrupted. 

“Yeah, so tomorrow, we’re all, uh, ‘Hey, everyone, me ‘n Abigail are gonna go down on each other and get off while you sit around reading something, and let’s see what happens!’” 

“You don’t think they’ll understand?” Abigail asked. 

“Well, if it works, yeah, they’ll think it’s awesome. But if it doesn’t . . . I mean, don’t you think that would be totally lame? Like, we just came up with an excuse to get it on at grandma’s house?” 

“Okay, right,” Abigail conceded, and she put her hands over her mouth and laughed in horror. “Oh god. And like we’re trying to make them part of it. ‘Cuz that’s our turn-on. Let’s do it with three straight girls in the other room, and be really loud so they have to hear us, and . . .” 

“Wait,” Biltmore said. “I just thought of a place where someone’s always talking.” 

“Where?” 

“The radio. DJs. We could experiment with one of those.” 

“You mean, silence a DJ? Live, on the radio?” 

“Yes,” Biltmore said. “We could at least try it.” 

“But they’re not nearby,” Abigail said. 

“The range could be infinite though.” 

“But if we make them shut up,” Abigail said, “then we’re . . . like we’re really messing with things.” 

“A blogger,” Biltmore said, the logistics and the morality all hitting her in the same moment. “A podcast. It’ll take us a few seconds to find one. They’re on all the time, live, and let’s see if we can find one that’s total shit. And then, okay, we shut them up for a second. They won’t be hurt. They might not even know it happened. Tiffany didn’t. And for a couple of seconds, the world will be improved.” 

Abigail nodded slowly in agreement. “Okay,” she said. “Can you cum again though?” 

“It should be you this time,” Biltmore said. “Since you haven’t yet.” 

“Okay.” 

~ ~ ~ 

On a bed in the dimness of a bedroom in Salem, Massachusetts, two female bodies could be barely made out, naked and embracing in reverse, the darker-skinned girl on the bottom with her legs spread wide and her mouth against the vulva of the lighter skinned girl above, while the latter girl was tending orally to the first girl’s sexual opening. Both were breathing softly and rocking their hips, and the legs of the girl on the bottom flexed and swung gently in response to the movements of her partner’s bobbing head. 

“Okay, let’s move on to public education,” said a confident male voice emanating from the laptop on the nearby desk, and to make sure his loyal listeners knew he was addressing a new topic, he hit the quacking duck sound effect. 

QUACK QUACK 

“Public education,” the man continued, while the two girls continued doing whatever it was they were doing, undulating female flesh illuminated by the waving American flag above the words THE LIVING TRUTH WITH RICKY TRUESDALE. 

“The biggest scam in world history,” the man continued. “I mean, why should I have to pay to educate your stupid kids? And they’re dumb. I know this. It’s been scientifically proven. All of them. Dumb. They do not need education, they do not want education, and trust me, education only hurts them. And think of the money we could save! Right here in California alone, 150 billion smackeroos. One. Hundred. Fifty. Billion. With a B, as in boondoggle. With nothing to show for it!” 

Regular listeners of the podcaster would not be surprised by what came next, a series of sound effects meant to alert his audience that an important point had been made. First came the explosion, of course, then a monkey’s howl, a cow mooing, and a woman saying sternly, “I’m going to tell your mother!” 

The body of the girl on the bottom was beginning to shake, her legs kicking into the dark nothingness, hard grunts replacing her soft sighs. 

Hey, mom and dad, want your kid educated? Pay for it out of your own damned pocket! Can’t afford it? Too bad! Your kids will stay dumb. Just like all of them! 

MOO 

QUACK QUACK 

RAT-A-TAT-TAT 

I’M NOT GOING TO TELL YOU AGAIN, YOUNG MAN! 

Now, I want everyone to pray with me, because together we can do anything. An army of faith! Dear Lord, we just ask that you hear us.” 

“Oh fuck, fuck, yeah yeah yeah,” groaned the girl on the bottom, her whole coffee-brown body writhing. “Keeeeeep keeeeeep, ohhhhh . . . shut up Ricky Truesdale . . . oh god oh god oh goddddddd . . .” 

Father God, we pray that the public– 

Silence. Nothingness. An audible void. 

The girl on the top, after a few more presses of her tongue against the bottom girl’s clitoris and opening, looked up wide-eyed at the laptop. It was still on, still glowing, the American flag still waving. But Ricky Truesdale had been called away, apparently, his steady pontifications against everything he perceived as unfavorable for the moment paused. 

The girl on the bottom, still suffering through the ebbing waves of the kind of climax only another girl can generate, lay splayed but mostly unmoving as she caught her breath. 

“It worked!” said Biltmore. “We did it!” 

“We did?” Abigail gasped as she fought her way out of a post-orgasmic fog. 

“Listen,” Biltmore said as she dealt with her own cognitive struggles, because for a novice, Abigail really knew how to lick a pussy. “I mean, don’t listen. I mean, it’s nothing. Can you hear it? Nothing.” 

A sound of biological distress ripped through the darkened room, either a fart of a burp or a scientifically synthesized combination of both. 

“On to the next topic,” said the voice, followed by a duck’s quack. “Small cars. Seriously, why would you even buy one? We’re taking calls on this one. Bought a small car lately? Or ever? Hit the little microphone icon at the top left of your screen and tell me why you did something so stupid. Just–” 

Biltmore went to her laptop, cut the volume and turned back to look at Abigail, who had straightened her legs and was absently cupping her left breast with her hand, still enjoying the post-release glow. 

“Hey,” Biltmore said, returning to the bed and leaning over her partner. “We did it. It worked. We shut that asshole up.” 

“We did?” Abigail said, struggling to sit upright, and when Biltmore didn’t get out of her way, she kissed the girl with gratitude. 

“Yes, we did,” Biltmore said. “Total silence, as soon as you said it.” 

“Okay, yeah, I think I noticed,” Abigail said. “But it was sort of hard to hear it while I was . . . you know.” 

“It happened,” Biltmore said. “Nothing.” 

“Are you sure it wasn’t just, you know, shitty reception or something?” 

“Okay . . . I’m gonna ask him.” 

~ ~ ~ 

“The lines are open,” Ricky Truesdale announced for at least the tenth time since he’d begun his anti-small car segment. “Bought a small car? Are you a loser? Hit the microphone and tell me why. Give me a piece of your mind.” 

The call-in line remained distressingly empty. Ricky picked up his scotch neat and took a sip. “The lines are open, people!” Sometimes they poured in, the angry callers, the furious moms, the pissed off teens. The angrier, the better. His audience wanted rage, and no one served it up like Ricky Truesdale. He had hundreds of listeners on a good night, not millions, but he was new at the game. It was just a matter of time before everyone wanted to get mad on his calendar. 

Okay, a call, from a DNS originating somewhere in northern Massachusetts. 

“Caller, you’re on, what’s your name?” 

“Um, Biltmore,” said a young woman’s voice. 

“And calling from Massachusetts, I see.” 

“Oh. You can see that?” 

“I can. So tell me about your small car. You sound like a small car driver. Why did you buy it?” 

“Um, okay. Why did you get really quiet a few minutes ago?” 

“Huh?” Ricky said with a slight chuckle. “I’m never quiet. Ask my mom, may she rest in peace.” A bugle blared, playing Taps. 

“Tell him to listen to the playback,” urged a second female voice, hushed but still audible in the broadcast. 

“You should listen to the playback,” the first girl said. “You got really quiet for, like, 20 seconds or something. And we were . . . um, we thought it was cool. And wanted to know about it.” 

“There are two of you there?” Ricky asked. “Two girls.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Are you lesbians?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Probably lesbians then. Don’t get me started on that perversity. And I bet you both drive small cars. Very small cars. I bet–” 

“Are you being serious?” the first girl almost shrieked. 

Ooh, rage now. Yum. 

“You are such an asshole!” she continued. “I asked a question, an innocent question, and you–” 

“Listen, shithead,” said the second girl. “You clearly have no idea what kind of forces you’re fucking with.” 

Ohhhh . . . from nothing . . . to this. Two pissed off lesbians, giving him the business. Lesbians hardly ever called into his show, but when they did . . . magic. He knew what buttons to push. 

“You like Ratchel Skweeze?” one of the girls asked. “Are you afraid of Ratchel Skweeze?” 

“Oh, I know about Ratchel Skweeze,” Ricky replied, pushing the sound effect for a deflated slide trombone. “And yes, I’d kick her out of bed. And yes, my faithful listeners who wonder what a radical lunatic left-wing feminazi communist would be doing in my bed, let me tell you. They all want it. They all want a real man. They just pretend they don’t ‘cuz all the men they know are radical lunatic left gay wimp communist vegans. But don’t worry girls, your cure is coming, if you’re ever lucky enough to meet a real man. And I am available, if you’re ever in sunny California, so just–” 

The rest of Ricky’s words were drowned out by something far better, two furious young women screaming over each other, almost all of their words lost but their delectable rage loud and clear. A careful listener however, or someone armed with the technology to untangle two voices, might have been able to make out a few nonsensical snippets before Ricky hung up on them: 

. . . any girl that meets you would become an instant lesbian and . . . 

. . . wake up to Ratchel Skweeze in your fucking mirror every morning for the rest of your life . . . 

. . . a whole fucking coven breathing down your pathetic neck . . . 

. . . how ‘bout we sic a dude on you with glowing eyes, and . . . 

“Well now, wasn’t that fun?” Ricky said. “Hey, let’s move on. QUACK QUACK Lesbians! Kill them, put them all in jail, or just put ‘em with a real man for once? The lines are open!” 

Ricky checked the line, surprised that the girls from Massachusetts weren’t trying to call in again. No one else was either. 

“Okay, while our next round of calls comes in, let’s give our sponsors a say,” Ricky said, triggering ads for his brother-in-law’s office supply and a local militia peddling crypto and looking for members. But then the line lit up again. A call from Norway, according to the DNS. Definitely a spoof. But why not take it? 

“Ricky Truesdale’s Living Truth,” he said, hitting the record button. “What’s got you–” 

“Why?” interrupted a voice, male, gravelly, not quite human. Probably synthetic, but Ricky could feel the hair standing up on the back of his neck. 

“Why what?” he said, trying his best to sound nonchalant. “You mean, why should lesbians all be shot? A good ques–” 

“No,” the voice barked, sounding distinctly northern European. “Why . . . go thou . . . unspeak?” 

“Oh, I get it,” Ricky said with a hollow chuckle, doing his best to sound unperturbed, which at the moment he was anything but. “You lesbians again. Spoofed Norway number, voice modulation. Gotta admit it, you’re good, so why–” 

“I asketh,” the voice growled with a tone of rage and otherworldly malevolence. “Thou answerest.” 

“Look, bubba, I don’t know how many times your truck rolled over with your head underneath it today, but I ain’t–” 

“Thou upturned-arsed wolf dropping! I’ll nail thee to the Níðstang pole and let thine bastards lick the blood, effeminate fireside fool!” 

The line went dead, and Ricky Truesdale stared at his console for a long minute, heart racing. For four hours every evening, he dealt with rage, and he loved it. But this one was different. 

Damn. 

~ ~ ~ 

Brief as the coven’s texts were that evening, they were weighty with import: 

Biltmore: me & Abigail discovered something we think, incredible & crazy, more tomorrow 

Duponte: yah and I found our next spell called spelle for to spie upon distant partyes 

Ember: ooh yesssss! 


Chapter 13: Homecoming

Ella was the first of the girls to reach the corner where the spell indicated they would find Isa. The spell that they had used, the spell of Finding, had worked surprisingly well, the magician Svedbjørn’s semen landing directly on the spread out map, bursting into a spectral flame that did not burn anything, but served to make it clear that his ejaculation was at the very least somewhat magical, if not particularly sexy in any way. 

The girls, Ella, Olivia, Mia, Valentina, and Leilani, had all rushed out of Ella’s basement, streaming past her befuddled parents with perfunctory waves, and rushed to catch the bus to the wealthy neighborhood where the map had indicated Isa would be found. After running along the sidewalks, breath crystalizing in the chilly evening air, they reached the corner they were aiming for, panting with the exertion. 

“Where the fuck is she?” Ella cried out. 

Olivia, right behind her, turned helplessly in her tracks. “Wait! What’s that over there?” She pointed down the street where one could see in the twilight gloom what might be a group of people, or perhaps just a clump of trees. 

“Well, let’s not just stand here!” Leilani exclaimed. “I’m freezing! Let’s go see what’s over there.” 

And so the girls hustled over, walking as quickly as they could, but still somewhat wary of what they might find. While crime was low, especially in this neighborhood, these were still tricky times, with a depressed economy causing more people to become desperate. And desperate people do desperate things. 

But as they got closer Olivia squealed with delight and raced forward. “Isa! Oh my god!” she cried out as she ran towards two people standing on the sidewalk, facing each other, the darkness of the night shrouding their features somewhat. 

As they heard Olivia, the two turned, facing them, and the other girls could see that it was indeed Isa, and the other figure was Petyr, her bodyguard. Olivia flung herself onto Isa, embracing her with a huge hug, almost crying with relief. 

“Ooh, ouch! Easy!” Isa cried out, grimacing but looking happy and surprised to see them. 

“Sorry,” Olivia said as she disentangled herself from the girl. She held her at arm’s length, looking her up and down. “What happened to you? We lost you at the club!” 

“Hi Petyr,” Mia said, coyly, gazing up at the stern, and quite handsome bodyguard, who was currently looking somewhat grim. 

He turned from Isa to look at Mia, his grimace softening somewhat. “Hello, Mia. Strange to see you here, no? Right where Isa suddenly reappears?” 

“Well,” she huffed. “I could ask the same! We did a–um, I mean, we kinda . . . well, how did you find her?” she challenged. 

“She suddenly showed up on my tracker. It was strange. As if she suddenly appeared out of nowhere. And right next to the house,” he said, looking over at Isa, who was currently inundated with tearful hugs from the rest of the girls. 

“House? Which house?” Mia asked. 

“Her house, of course,” he replied. 

“Oh! She lives here? Nice!” 

“Yeah, an uncle of hers lives here. She lives with him and his family,” he clarified. 

“So why are we outside? It’s kinda cold, you know,” she said, rubbing her hands together. She had forgotten her gloves again. 

“Yeah, well, I drove over as soon as she appeared on the tracker, and she was just standing here.” He frowned. “I don’t know what happened to her, but it seems like she’s a little bit out of it right now. Perhaps you girls can talk to her or something?” 

“Yeah,” Mia said, nodding. “We should do that, once we get inside.” 

“I still want to know how you found her,” he persisted. 

“Oh, um, yeah . . . we can talk about that later.” Mia silently cursed herself. She could have said that they were just going to see if she was home, but she had confessed that she didn’t know where Isa lived. Petyr was just so darn sexy, he kept flummoxing her. 

“Come on, let’s get inside,” Petyr called out, and he and the girls led Isa up the walkway towards the front door. Inside, Isa’s uncle Johan greeted them with joy, hugging Isa tightly, which caused another yelp of distress from her, but just as tight of a hug in return. 

Luckily Isa was able to deflect most of his questions about where she had been by blatantly lying, with the help of Valentina, who turned out to be pretty good at playing along. After a few minutes the two had managed to convince Johan that she had spent a few nights at Valentina’s place and had forgotten to let him or Petyr know. 

“I promise to be good next time, okay?” she said, looking at her uncle with sincerity, Petyr pretending to be cross as well. 

“Fine,” Johan muttered. “But I’ve been catching crap from your mother for the past two days and you know how she is.” He looked over at the other girls gathered in the foyer. “It’s a pleasure to meet you girls. I’m glad Isa has found some friends. She had trouble at home, you know? It’s not easy when you have her . . . situation, shall we say?” He smiled at them and made his way back to the family room, where the TV was on. 

“Okay,” Olivia whispered to Isa when he was gone. “Is there a place we can talk?” 

“Yeah, we can go to my room,” she replied, some of the color returning to her cheeks. “Come, it’s upstairs.” 

The girls and Petyr followed her upstairs, marvelling at the grand staircase, which was entirely of warm pine wood, with a polished oak balustrade. Minimalist, yet warm and cosy, it evoked an expensive feel, the pine walls featuring embedded stone accents. Down a long hallway, they finally turned into Isa’s bedroom, a large enough space to fit all of them, Petyr content to stand in a corner, arms crossed, as the girls sat down on the carpeted floor facing Isa, who also sat down, leaning her back against the wall. 

She kept her hands folded in her lap as she sighed, her cheeks still pink from the cold of the outside night air. 

“Do you want to talk about what happened?” Olivia asked. 

“Yeah, did someone kidnap you? Were you hurt?” Leilani blurted out. 

“Are you okay now?” Ella asked, looking at Isa with concern. 

“I’m okay, I think. I’ll be fine. They . . . they grabbed me at the club. They drugged me!” she said, looking down and shaking her head. “I’m so stupid! I swear, I should have known better.” She looked up at Petyr, who stared back at her tight-lipped. “I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t ever apologize for something that other people did to you,” he replied. “So, tell us what happened exactly.” 

“Okay,” she said, growing more animated, wringing her hands in her lap as she sat there cross-legged. “I took a drink from somebody at the club, and yeah–I know. So stupid. Public service announcement: don’t do that! Anyway, I woke up in some dungeon cell. Naked.” 

“Oh my god!” Ella exclaimed. “Wow.” 

“Yeah,” Isa continued. “Then I got dragged to some torture chamber and some guy was there, he looked like a business man, or a politician, like, he was handsome, but also kinda . . . creepy nice, if that makes sense?” 

“Creepy nice?” Olivia repeated. 

“Yeah, like he seemed cool, but you kinda wouldn’t want to date him cause he might take you to his fancy yacht and then bore you to death with golf stats or something,” she continued. “You know the type, right Petyr? We met tons of those guys at home.” 

“Yes, I know what you mean,” he replied. “Guys your mother would approve of.” 

“Like, I always felt that you go out with a guy like that and you wake up tied up in his sex dungeon, and hey! That’s pretty much what happened,” she exclaimed. “Except I wasn’t dating him, of course. And no sex. Just dungeon.” 

“Did he . . . um, did he hurt you?” Olivia asked, feeling increasingly guilty. 

“Yeah, I mean . . . no, he didn’t, but some other guy did. I mean, he just said, and this is really weird, but he said that they–and I don’t know who they are–but they didn’t mean to get me, they wanted someone else. And he was sorry about it. But then he left me alone with this super creepy monk-like guy who tortured me!” 

Petyr winced at that. Olivia realized that if anything, he probably felt even more guilty about this than she did. But she was the one who had insisted they all form a coven and play around with dark and dangerous powers. And clearly it had led to this. 

“Do you need to go to the hospital?” Ella asked. 

“Um, I’m not really sure. I just kind of want to relax for a bit. Maybe later we can take a look? If it looks bad, maybe I should go?” Isa looked at Petyr as she said this and volumes were exchanged in their eye contact. 

“What . . . what did he do? I mean . . .” Olivia asked, her hands balled into fists at her side. 

“He had . . . these pincers, heated. He used them on me. It hurt. On the sides of my breasts,” Isa replied and while her eyes brought forth tears, becoming small pools of misery where one might drown if not careful, her demeanor swam strong to the shore and there she stood, defiant. Daring any to come at her again. “I didn’t let him break me, though. I didn’t! After a while he just stopped . . .” 

Everyone stayed quiet for a moment, for they could not think of anything to say that would make the collective pain of this moment go away. 

“Did you get a good look at whoever brought you back?” Valentina asked, eventually. 

“No, when the guy . . . finished with me, they put a hood over my head and I didn’t really see anything. They tossed me in a van,” she said. “We drove for a while but I have no idea how long. Sorry.” 

“That’s okay,” Valentina said, gently placing a hand on Isa’s knee. 

“Okay,” Olivia proclaimed, slapping her hands on her knees and fixing everyone with a stare. 

“Okay what?” Mia asked. 

“Okay, we obviously stop what it is we’re doing. No more spells,” she said, looking at Petyr, who didn’t seem at all surprised at what she was saying. “You obviously know what we’ve been up to, am I right?” 

“Of course,” he affirmed. 

“What? How?” Mia asked. 

“I told him,” Isa replied. “I trust him with everything.” 

“Yeah, well, it’s over,” Olivia said. “We’re not doing this anymore. It’s too dangerous and we got you into this situation and you could have gotten even more seriously hurt or even killed!” 

“No!” Isa shouted, slamming her fist against the floor, an effect rendered less dramatic than she would have liked, due to the soft plush carpeting beneath her. 

“No?” Olivia asked, staring back at her with wide eyes. 

“No! Look, those bastards aren’t just evil, okay?” Isa said, grimacing. “They’re incompetent as well. And that’s the worst thing ever. Maybe even worse than being evil and super good at it. Because . . . because,” and here she concentrated, her brow furrowed as she stared at the wall behind them, trying hard to find the right words. “Because evil with a purpose is understandable. You know what they want–they want something. Everyone wants something, and they’re just willing to do what you wouldn’t . . . what you shouldn’t. But it’s understandable.” 

Olivia and the others nodded. 

“But incompetent evil,” Isa continued, “doesn’t even know what it wants. It just fumbles about, doing stupid things that make no sense and hurting everyone it touches along the way. For no reason!” She became louder as she talked, tears of frustration squeezing themselves out of the corners of her eyes. “They didn’t even want to grab me, but they did and they could do that to someone else! Maybe one of us, but probably just some other innocent person, just walking down the street. What if some young girl who had nothing to do with any of this gets grabbed and tortured?” 

Olivia held her hand in front of her mouth. “I guess I . . .” 

“I want them gone! Wiped from the face of the earth! And only we can do it, that I know now,” Isa cried out. “We’re not stopping, okay? We’re turning this shit up to 11. Fuck it! 13!” 

“Ooh,” Leilani exclaimed. “No one goes to 13!” 

The girls all burst into nervous laughter, releasing the stress and anxiety that had accumulated for so long. 

“Listen, I obviously disapprove,” Petyr said, looking down at the girls arrayed on the floor as he stood there. “But Isa has a point, and I can’t think of a more . . . noble thing to say,” he said as he choked up briefly, pulling himself together as Mia and the girls stared up at him. “But right now, I think we need to let Isa rest.” 

“I agree,” Olivia said, standing up. “We just really need to be careful, I think.” 

“Yeah,” Mia agreed, standing up as well. “Take a shower, Isa, see how you feel. We’ll catch up later, okay?” 

“Yeah, I will,” Isa agreed, slowly and painfully getting to her feet. “And I love you guys, all of you, okay?” She pressed the backs of her hands underneath her eyes as the other girls all stood up, many a teary eye amongst them. It may have taken longer than Petyr had wanted, but eventually the girls made their way out of the house and walked together towards the main street where they waited in silence for their respective buses, each making their way eventually on their own to wherever they wished to go that night. 

Left unspoken was the assumption that they would meet again soon, and the next spell they would perform would have real consequences, if not for them, then for others. Anonymous others, some of whom dressed surprisingly well for the dirty work they did. 

~ ~ ~ 

Mia wasn’t quite ready to go home yet. It had been a hard day–a hard couple of days–and she needed to unwind. Going home would not do that. Her dad was probably going to be drinking and she didn’t want to be there and deal with her mom’s drama, which only got worse when he was drunk. So, she wandered the streets of downtown Oslo, thinking she might want to go browse the nearest record store, when she passed an inspirational sign, one of several the government had been posting recently to try and combat the prevailing depressed mood of the population: 

Do one thing every day that makes you happy. 

Mia stared at it for a moment, then nodded. That was exactly what she needed to do. And what she wanted to do today to make her happy was Rajiv, the boy she was seeing. He lived nearby, so she hightailed it over there, pressing the buzzer on the ground floor door, then let herself in when the door buzzed open. 

“What’s up, my tasty little skolebrød?” he said, his face brightening as she rushed up to him and flung herself into his embrace. 

“Nothing, my crispy little papadum,” she said, feeling instantly better. “I just wanted some company tonight. It’s been a rough day and I could use a rough night,” she growled in his ear. “By that I mean I want you to–” 

“Yes, I know what you mean, Mia,” he chuckled as he clutched her buttocks, her legs wrapped around his waist. 

“You’re getting better at reading me,” she whispered. “You’re also very good at banging me, so let’s move on to that!” 

“Wow, you’re on fire! What’s got you so incredibly horny, and how can I gain that power?” Rajiv staggered towards his bed, pushed against the wall of his tiny studio apartment. 

“Well,” she said. “I may have had my finger in something. Anyway, that’s not as important as getting your clothes off. Maybe there are some things we can do once that happens?” 

“You know, we somehow managed to work our way through the entire Kamasutra, a feat that I think has never before been achieved.” 

“Your point?” she asked as she peeled her clothes off. 

“It may be time to start our own book,” he said, having finished stripping, his penis standing firmly at attention. 

She eyed him hungrily. “I like your wand better,” she sighed. 

“Oh? Better than what?” 

“Oh, nothing,” she said, kneeling down in front of him. “Let’s make some magic.” 

And while what they proceeded to do could not technically be described as witchcraft, they worked their own version of magic, the kind that humans have been doing since before memory was a thing, in the dark and cold days before words were invented to describe such things and conventions to govern them, and shame to restrict who could do what to whom and when they could do it. And the end result of what Rajiv and Mia did resulted not in an ancient evil awakening to peer at them, but did result in their neighbor banging on the wall that separated their apartments, causing the two lovers to giggle. 

~ ~ ~ 

Ella entered her parent’s home, trying to be as quiet as she could. Her parents tended to go to bed quite early, unless they had guests over. They owned the biggest furniture company in Norway and entertained quite often, but nothing was scheduled for tonight, so Ella was quite surprised to hear voices coming from the formal living room. She took off her shoes and coat and tried to sneak past the entrance to the living room when she took a look inside, her heart stopping when she saw who was in there. 

Oh fuck! she groaned as she saw who was sitting on the couch, her parents on either side of the coffee table that they were all arranged around: Svedbjørn! 

“Ella?” her mother called out as she spotted her. “Is there something you wanted to tell us, perhaps?” 

“Um . . .” she said, eyes searching Svedbjørn’s for any hint as to how to respond. 

“You should have told us,” her father chided her. 

“Yeah, um, I’m really sorry about–” Ella started. 

“That you had one of the premier magicians of all time in our house!” her dad continued, a huge smile on his face. 

“Huh?” 

“Yes, dear,” her mother chimed in. “Svedbjørn the Magnificiently Magical! He’s an absolute legend in the magic field.” 

“Oh, you make me blush,” Svedbjørn exclaimed, waving his hands as if to bat away the adulation. 

“I’ll admit we were a little taken aback by finding him naked in our basement,” her dad said as Ella cringed. 

“Ah ha, ha!” Svedbjørn laughed. “I may have been engaged in some . . . wand work?” 

“Yes! It was quite a sight,” her mother exclaimed. “But artists must be allowed some freedom to do things as they need them done. As . . . unconventional as they might be.” 

“So . . . you’re not mad?” Ella asked. 

“No! Not at all,” her dad assured her. “Just, next time let us know beforehand?” 

“And it’s simply not done to leave guests behind in the basement, dear,” her mom chimed in. 

“Okay, yeah. I’m sorry,” Ella said, not really believing her luck. 

“In the meantime, he’s been entertaining us with some absolutely fabulous magic tricks!” her mother continued. Svedbjørn winked at Ella as he held up a deck of cards. 

“Name a card,” he said, staring directly into Ella’s eyes with a subtle smile. 

“Um . . . Queen of Hearts?” she guessed. 

Svedbjørn pulled the top card off the deck, turned it around to face Ella, then showed it to her mother first, then her dad. 

They both gasped with pleasure. “The Queen of Hearts!” her dad exclaimed. “Is he great or what?” 

Ella cocked an eyebrow at that, peering at the grinning Svedbjørn. She dutifully agreed that he was indeed worthy of his name, and excusing herself, made her way back to her bedroom where she changed into her pajamas, brushed her teeth and washed her face. She lay on her bed for a good long while, too wired to do anything but stare at the ceiling. She wished she had Olaf next to her right now. The boy was great to talk to and she enjoyed doing other things with him as well. 

She sighed as she briefly closed her eyes and woke up several hours later, bathed in sweat, trembling as if she had just been through a horrendous ordeal. “What the hell?” she asked herself. 

~ ~ ~ 

Leilani made it home just in time for her mom to be truly apoplectic. 

“Were you going to call us?” her mother shouted, flushed and beside herself with worry. “Do you know how freaked out we were?” 

“Oh shit, sorry,” Leilani mumbled as she bent down to take off her shoes. Her parents still didn’t trust the locals here, being a little dubious of claims that Norway was a safe country, statistics be damned. 

“Yeah, well . . .” her mom finished, lamely. “Maybe next time–” 

“Hey, Lei-lei,” her dad interrupted, calling out from the living room, where he lay on the sofa, the TV on as it usually was. 

“Yes, daddy?” 

“Come in here,” he said, “and explain to me what the hell is going on here?” 

“Huh?” she replied, heart thumping as she walked in, relieved to see that he was referring to the TV program he was watching. 

“Is this the news? Am I watching the news? I just can’t tell, they’re all so weird here!” he muttered. 

“Uh . . . I think it’s a game show, dad,” she said, peering at the screen. Two young men were hacking away at a giant block of ice with ice hammers while two blonde presenters were facing the camera, commenting on the men’s progress. 

“Oh, okay, okay. I guess that makes a bit more sense,” he admitted. “I guess I just thought it was a super slow news day here. Wish I could understand a damn thing these people are saying.” 

He turned to her and said, “So, how’s your day been, sweetie? Are you having fun with your friends?” 

“Yeah, dad. I am. I’m sorry I didn’t call about being out late, I guess we all just got caught up in stuff.” 

“Yeah, okay. Listen, Leilani. I know you like it here and everything. Except for the cold, of course. And the dark. Oh, and the crazy prices of everything, and the language,” he continued. “But don’t get too comfortable, okay?” 

“What . . . what do you mean?” she asked, heart racing again. 

“I just mean there’s stuff going on here you don’t know about, okay? Like weird stuff with the government, that’s all. Be careful.” 

“Yeah, I will, daddy. Don’t worry,” she said as she kissed him and then went to hug her mom and kiss her goodnight. After apologizing again, she made her way to her bedroom, which was actually a storage closet that the family had converted to a very tiny bedroom for her. She grabbed her pajamas where they lay on the mattress stuffed into the tiny space and went to the bathroom to change and get ready for bed. 

As she brushed her teeth she saw it again, the vision shimmering in the mirror. It had scared her the first time she saw it, but after a while she had grown to look forward to seeing it. It was her, nude but for a grass skirt, in the middle of a forest clearing, dancing. And when she stared at it, toothbrush absentmindedly brushing away, she felt peaceful and happy. 

It was entirely possible she was going mad, but it was also possible that this was her own private magic. A magic born not of ancient Norse gods and foolish old men and the women who fought them, but of the islands and her longing for her homeland. She would keep this to herself for now and see where it went. So far it was just her dancing in the mirror, but there were hints of other figures hidden in the woods nearby and she was curious to see what they would turn out to be. 

~ ~ ~ 

Valentina, on the other hand, had no confrontations with parents or boyfriends (which her father would not let her have yet, much to her continued frustration) or visions in mirrors. 

She simply snuck into the apartment her dad had rented them, kissed him goodnight as he slept on the couch, and closing her bedroom door behind her, proceeded to work her sex organ with a determination that bordered on obsession. If grades were given for masturbation, she would be on the honor roll, full scholarship to university, a Ph.D. handed to her the moment she arrived, a TED Talk scheduled for the very next day. 

Spent, she dragged herself to the bathroom to wash up and prepare for bed, then collapsed under the covers, falling instantly asleep, her dreams surprisingly wholesome, involving not demons and strange forest clearings, but a dilemma revolving around how to eat three different ice cream cones, when only two would fit in her hand. 

~ ~ ~ 

Olivia stepped off the bus, bundled against the cold of the Oslo night and hurried along the sidewalk towards her house. Her parents lived in the Bygdøy neighborhood and were quite wealthy. Maybe not as much as Ella’s parents, but still up there. Unfortunately, that meant that she had a good ten minute walk through relatively dark neighborhood streets from the Frimurerhjemmet bus stop before she reached her house, as most wealthy neighborhoods tended not to prioritize public transit as much. 

As she huffed her way along Conrad Hemsens vei, her back began prickling and before she could turn around to see if someone was following her, she felt a cloth cover her mouth and nose and the world turned black. 

When Olivia woke, she was suspended by her arms, the pain from her shoulders causing her to groan as she blinked the blurriness from her eyes. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit! she thought to herself as she looked around, the surroundings coming into focus slowly. She looked up. Her wrists were each tied to separate birch trees, the trunks jutting out of the ground at slight diagonals, forcing her arms up and apart. Her legs were tied to the trunks as well. 

Birch, she thought. Ironically, the birch was the symbol of fertility and tightly linked to the goddess Freya. But Olivia did not think that Freya had any say in what was going on here. She looked down at herself, stripped naked, nipples jutting out from the cold. Looking around herself, she realized that she was not in a forest. No, this was a rather large manicured garden. There were well-tended shrubs and bushes, and rose beds, although they were devoid of blooms this late in the year. But they had been trimmed back, not left to die on the vine. In the distance, past other manicured trees, she could see a large stone wall that seemed to encircle the gardens. 

Olivia licked her lips and croaked out, “Hello?” 

“Hi!” came a voice in reply from behind her, causing her to scream in surprise and jerk against her bonds. 

“Who’s there?” she asked. “Show yourself!” 

As she hung there, a man came around from her left side, walking slowly, patiently. A man in an immaculate suit and tie, handsome, hair well groomed. A slight smile on his face. Olivia recognized him, with a shock. He had come to her school. During a parents event, early on in the school year. She had seen him with Ingrid. 

“Hello, Olivia,” he said. “I’m Mikael. So sorry about your friend. That was a mistake. I don’t get to make more than one mistake, I’m afraid, you know how it goes, right? But now that we’ve got the right girl, my torture monks get to employ their full skillset on you. I feel pretty confident about the outcome.” 

“Wait, what? What the f–” she started and then stopped in sheer throat-tightening panic as she saw a short, hobbled figure in a monk’s cloak, hood raised to cover his head, approaching her with a set of glowing pincers. 

Mikael hurried back inside the seminary’s main building. He had no stomach for this sort of thing, and Ingrid had homework she had wanted his help with, back at home. A working dad’s day was never done! 


Epilogue

I have missed far more than I knew in a century of human enterprise. I had set things in motion, beautiful things, and then I rested. I should not have rested.

There have been wars, each precious in its own way, where men fought the way men fight, taking no prisoners, killing in vast numbers and making themselves noble thereby. They have grown their wealth, conjuring new ways of doing things that made some of them very rich, and all of them better off. They have, many of them, grown their faith in the great gods of old, believing without question and killing in their names.

A little push now and then, here and there–why was that not enough? Search out the fertile minds of strong men, plant seeds, and they will grow. I never ceased planting, and my efforts have born fruit. Look for the men who know they are better than women, and who demand their birthright, who take power and impose their will, who destroy and build as they see fit, and there you will find my handiwork.

But something has gone askew. The weaker sex has spent a century crawling forward on their bellies and, somehow, inch by inch, they have gained while the men who neglected themselves yielded inch by inch. I paid no attention to the female–Why should I?–and this abomination escaped me as it grew. Now the female calls herself equal, or even better than equal, and the men acquiesce. A world run by bleeding trollops! If I cannot right it, I shall do my best to destroy it all.

Setting things right will be great work, but I believe I will enjoy it. There is a special pleasure in seeing women accept their place, but an even greater joy in sending them back to the place they pretend to exceed. They can be shamed, coerced, threatened, and they will change their ways. And, when necessary, they can be tortured.

I have much to do. These new men, ruled by women, have allowed themselves to go soft, and weak, and stupid, and their stupidity has proven costly. I must correct both male and female, and I must use fire to do it.

I must plant more seeds, many more, in female minds as well as male. Whore, in assuming an authority you do not deserve, you have made yourselves new vessels of my will. You will assist in your own abasement.

And I have powers you cannot imagine. The new means you have created to babble to each other are as a broad highway to me, and I have learned to journey on it as surely as I travel through the worn ruts of your minds. Light in glass, spark in copper, dreams in the gray cells, it is all the same to me, and I can hear you, and see you, and I can even speak, however imperfectly.

I am ready to fight it all, the wide failures of the age, and these little insurgencies as well. Covens like those of old have arisen, at least two, and I will deal with them quickly. They have no idea how powerful they are, but they have no idea how powerful their enemy is. They have seen me, somehow, but I have seen them too, and still they barely have an inkling they have an enemy. May they remain ignorant of me even as they are destroyed.

And destroy them I must, in short order. I feel them when they touch my books, and when they work magic from them, the pain can be infuriating. But when they foray out on their own, learning to cast new spells through the impure means these witches have always preferred, by touching and suckling and groaning, I am in agony.

For the wenches in the land of my birth, my project is already well underway, albeit carried out by fools. So the wrong one was tortured. The right message was sent, regardless, and I am fixing my means, finding paths into their minds, their sleeping minds, for they are most vulnerable then. The rich little spoilt bitch who thinks too much, her mind is ripe for the plucking, and the New World island mongrel who never should have left her own pathetic tribe, she will be mine soon enough. My mortal vessels, incompetent as they are, shall soon lay hands upon their leader as well, and break her.

The tramps of the New World, I do not understand them fully, not yet. They are outcasts, most of them, and yet they presume to the fullness of their corrupt sex, using tools that do not suit or become them to author spells that befuddle the minds of weak men, men so empty of strength they fight with nothing but words, men who can be silenced by two licking tarts, men who are so used to being made mute by mere girls they don’t even know it’s happened.

The New World is strange, many of its denizens so simple to manipulate I thought it was all I needed to do. And why shouldn’t I have believed it? Is not that great nation even now a testament of all that is best about men, a shining beacon of war, strength and cunning? But no, behind the iron facade are mere girls who steer, command, drive, and demand that ever more tribute be devoted to their pathetic dignity. I thought I understood the New World. I do not. Its strange rules and customs must be understood to be used. If need be, I will pull on a costume of flesh, take human form, and impose my will in person.

One way or another, the ship shall be righted, and all who don’t belong there will be tossed into the torrent. Or the fire. And their books with them.
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