
[image: Cover]


 

 

 

 

BOOK OF SHADOWS

Volume 4: In Memoriam

 

A Novel by Michael Beaulieu


 

 

Book of Shadows: Volume Four: In Memoriam

© Copyright 2018 by Michael Beaulieu

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America.

 

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events or incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

 

First edition: October 2018

 

Visit Michael Beaulieu online and subscribe to his mailing list for announcements about new releases, limited time promotions of his books, a first look at upcoming projects, access to cool giveaways, freebies and much more. www.michaelbeaulieu.com

 

Cover design by James, GoOnWrite.com


 

This book is dedicated to my fans, family & friends, especially:

 

Heather Price

Angela Anderson

Jackie

Veronica McIntyre

Carole-Lesley Rowland

Essy

Linda Hamonou

Raeanne Santos

Joshua Bernard

Justin Masters

Bill Stavrou

Mister Logan Black

Charleen McCarthy

Paul McCarthy

Melissa McCarthy

Denise Morrison

Emily Morrison

Paolo Nino Fulciniti

Aimée Morrison

###

in memory of my late cat, Mister White


Missing any previous volumes of Book of Shadows?

 

Volume One: Casting:

(This volume is free and always will be.)

Amazon

 

Volume Two: Rising:

Amazon

 

Volume Three: Hunting:

Amazon

 

 

 

If you’re inclined to leave reviews on Amazon, it would be tremendously appreciated if you could review my books.  The more reviews an author has, the more people will check out their books.  And they help you rise up in Amazon’s algorithms, which can also help you reach more new readers. Basically, reviews are the lifeblood of indie authors like me. So, if you want me to be able to continue writing books, why not help me spread the word?

 

If you do leave a review, be sure to e-mail me and let me know so I’ll be sure to see it: michael@michaelbeaulieu.com  And if you have any thoughts that you don’t want to say in a review, or any questions, you’re more than welcome to e-mail me, too.

 

If you’d like to be among the first to hear about Michael’s books, writing progress and much more, head over to his website and subscribe to his newsletter www.michaelbeaulieu.com.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Notice

Dedications

Need Previous Volumes?

A Few Things

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

CHAPTER THIRTY TWO

CHAPTER THIRTY THREE

CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR

CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

CHAPTER THIRTY SIX

CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN

CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT

CHAPTER THIRTY NINE

CHAPTER FORTY

CHAPTER FORTY ONE

CHAPTER FORTY TWO

CHAPTER FORTY THREE

CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

CHAPTER FORTY FIVE

CHAPTER FORTY SIX

CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN

CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT

CHAPTER FORTY NINE

CHAPTER FIFTY

CHAPTER FIFTY ONE

CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

CHAPTER FIFTY THREE

CHAPTER FIFTY FOUR

CHAPTER FIFTY FIVE

CHAPTER FIFTY SIX

Q&A WITH THE AUTHOR

Still Need Previous Volumes?

Book of Shadows - The Soundtrack

About the Author


A FEW THINGS

 

Emma experiences many conflicting thoughts in this volume.  Even more so than usual.  All will become clear eventually, but what you need to know right now is that her darker thoughts will appear [in brackets].

 

That said, after writing three books solely from Emma’s point of view, I thought it would be fun to have Lia, Shar and January also narrate this volume.  Initially, I was just going to write from Emma, Lia and Shar’s perspectives, since they’re the coven, and it all started with them.  That seemed to make the most sense.  However, January has been a fan favorite ever since the very first book, actually beating out Lia and Shar whenever I’ve done polls.  And if I was going to write from different perspectives, it made sense to include the second most popular character in the series.

 

I didn’t have Jim or Pete narrate simply because they’ve been the least popular characters and writing from three new perspectives was going to be challenging enough already without adding even more.  So, no, it had nothing to do with the fact that they’re guys.  However, I do enjoy keeping an air of mystery about those two and writing from their perspectives would’ve meant revealing things prematurely.

 

I hope you will enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.  You asked for the characters to be back in high school and dealing with those type of issues and so they do.  You also asked that I give them some time to “relax” or “be normal” before the next crisis.  I believe I accomplished this as well.  But, of course, something is brewing and it will probably blow your mind. Or, maybe you’ll see it coming.

 


CHAPTER ONE

EMMA

 

My name is Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu.  I’m a sixteen-year-old, natural born witch of the white magick variety and last night my friends and I took out an evil, black magick witch named Jenna.  She used hunters and demons to abduct good witches so she could kill them and steal their magick.  She was targeting my friends Lia, Shar and I,  terrorizing us during recent weeks, so we did what most people would do.  We decided to fight back and kick her ass.  And that we did, but it was a long, grueling fight that had us casting spells we’d only just learned yesterday morning.  That’s why I’m surprised that I’m awake so early right now.  When I went to bed late last night I thought I was going to be out cold for at least 24 hours.  However, according to my three clocks and my iPhone, it’s only ten past five, which means I only slept for four hours.  C’est tout.

I’m so tired my eyes burn and my fried brain feels like there’s loud static in my head.  Meanwhile, my whole, bruise-covered body aches after last night’s fight.  Yet I can’t fall back asleep.  I guess it must be the adrenaline my body had to pump out to beat the bitch.  I’m probably still in fight or flight mode.

I continue trying to fall back asleep for another 25 minutes but have no luck.  Put it this way: if witches ran on batteries then mine would be at zero percent right now.  I suppose I should just be glad to be alive after yesterday, which was the most overwhelming day of my life.

We’ve decided that we’re just going to refer to the whole Jenna fiasco as the shitstorm, rather than having to use the bitch’s name every time we mention it. Personally, I never want to say or hear her name again.  I might even go so far as to have my boyfriend Tim use magick to erase it from my memory. If not, I’ll simply write J when I have to mention her here.  Thank you, Lord and Lady, and Gods and Goddesses, for letting us triumph over her.Now could you please let me sleep?

Yesterday was actually the second time my friends and I had to fight for our lives.  A couple of months ago we were involved in a horrible shooting when these zealot bullies at the Catholic high school we were attending tried to kill Lia, Shar and I because Lia and Shar are a lesbian couple and we’re all witches.  In fact, they shot all of us and I have three ugly scars to prove it.  Poor Lia was shot dead, her soul starting to leave her body, but our fairy friend, January, healed her just in the nick of time.  Unfortunately, the zealots successfully killed Tim and his sister.  They were both immortals, but only Tim came back to life.  He figures his sister didn’t because they shot her in the head.  In any case, we were forced to kill all of the bullies.  To that end, Lia and I would be deceased right now if January hadn’t appeared when she did and torched two of them as they were about to splatter our brains all over the floor.

In spite of the fact that they tried to murder us, sometimes I feel guilty about having killed the bullies.  And I always feel guilty about killing the two sisters of one bully who only showed up and tried to kill us because Tim had accidentally killed their brother.  If we could have simply disarmed the sisters and the bullies, we would’ve just tied them up until the cops arrived, but they left us no choice.  I’ll never feel guilty about having to kill J, though.  There’s no question in my mind that she needed to die.    She was practically the devil incarnate.  I didn’t think such evil could even exist.  I guess that’s because I’ve always tried to be an optimist and wanted to believe that there’s good in everyone.  Now I know better.  Maybe J was innocent when she was born, but I doubt she stayed that way for long.  Now she’s probably the devil’s bride.  If there is a devil.  Wicca teaches that there isn’t one, and I believed that wholeheartedly, but now I’m not so sure.  After all, now that I know demons are real, I don’t think it’s much of a stretch to think there’s a devil presiding over them.

I sit up, yawn and stretch.  I want to look at the new spells in our Book of Shadows, which we just got back yesterday because J had stolen it.  But when I pick it up from my beside table, I immediately feel out of breath and have to lie back down.  Only I still can’t fall back asleep so I sit back up and push the blankets off of me, swing my legs around and stand up.  Just as I take a step forward it feels like a frozen hand grabs my right leg from under the bed and trips me, scaring the hell out of me.  I flinch as my face hits the floor and I wet myself.  When I turn over something powerful and invisible pins my shoulders down and the back of my head slams against the floor.  I shut my eyes for a second, wincing, and when I open them I find myself surrounded by darkness.  It’s pitch black and I’m in a tight space.  A closet, maybe?  Wait – what’s that sound?  Shit, I just heard it again and I recognize it.  It’s a sound I’ve heard before.  The sound of dirt landing on a coffin.  Merde!  To that end, I try to move, but my inability to do so only confirms that I’m being buried alive.  This is the third  time I’ve been trapped in a coffin!  Is this another test?  Did I fall back asleep?  Either way, I try to teleport out, but it doesn’t work.  I attempt to do so again and it becomes obvious that the coffin has mercury screws or is hexed because it still doesn’t happen and now my head is throbbing like I have a horrible caffeine withdrawal headache.  Plus, my head kills from hitting the floor.  Please, Gods and Goddesses, let me get out of here.  Give my hands the super strength you’ve given them before and enable me to free myself.  The coffin can’t all be mercury because I feel my hands growing stronger by the second.

I slam my fists against the lid of the coffin.  Nothing happens, except that my hands hurt.  I hit it again and this time I hear the wood fracturing.  Not a lot, but it’s progress.  I hit it a third time and a thin crack appears above my head and I can see light.  It isn’t very bright – moonlight, most likely – but it’s there.

I slam my hands into the coffin again and larger cracks appear.  Unfortunately, dirt comes through the one above my face and I get some on my mouth and have to wipe it away.  But some of it finds its way between my lips and hits my tongue. I can taste it and would like to spit it out, but if I did that right now I’d just be spitting on myself.  No, best I just keep hitting the damn coffin.

Just as I pound it again, my knuckles killing me, I feel something move near my mouth.  Something squirmy.  It’s either an earthworm or a snake and either way I’m freaking out.  I quickly smack it off of me, but I’m completely grossed out and have to fight the urge to puke.  I am getting the hell out of here now.  I batter the coffin again and again, making the cracks larger and larger.  Meanwhile, the dirt is being shoveled onto it as fast as humanly possible.  More of it lands on my face and I have to shut my eyes.  Now I’ve had enough.  J’en ai assez!  (I’ve had enough!) I hit the coffin’s lid so hard it bursts right off, the hinges fracturing, and it goes flying several feet up in the air.  I hold up my hands and use magick to levitate it off to the side so it won’t come crashing down on me.    Someone shovels dirt on my face as I stand up. Furious, I levitate up to the ground where I’m shocked to find the damn bullies – Ken, Troy and Harvey – all holding shovels.  All three of them have pitch black demon eyes.  Ken, who looks like a burn victim since January had set him on fire, swings his shovel at me, but I teleport several feet out of the way just in the nick of time.  I must have fallen back asleep; I’m wearing my nightshirt, although I also have my favorite black jeans and sneakers on.  Also, my power was depleted before I woke up in the coffin, but now I feel like the Energizer Bunny.  I’m probably having a PTSD-induced nightmare but this sure as hell feels real and I’d better treat it like it is, lest I die here and in reality.

Without even casting a spell, I instinctively produce balls of electricity in my hands, which I shoot at the three of them in huge bursts.  Unfortunately, it passes right through them.  They’re ghosts, after all.  But then how did they shovel real dirt on me?  I zap them again and it goes right through Troy and Harvey, but when it hits Ken he bursts into flames.

Ken starts laughing, not in any pain at all that I can see.  He raises his fists and pounds his chest as balls of fire form around them.  He hurls one at me, hard and fast.  Fortunately, I fly out of the way quickly enough, but I definitely feel the heat as it passes.  When I look back at them, Harvey and Troy have pistols pointed at me and they shoot.  BANG!  BANG!  I soar way up in the air, but I catch a bullet in the center of my stomach, which stings like hell, and I start to fall as they continue firing.  BANG!  BANG!  BANG!  Meanwhile, Ken hurls fireballs at me with both hands, but I manage to teleport twenty feet up in the air, barely avoiding them.  “I’m sorry!” I scream.  “You forced our hands!”

“Just keep telling yourself that, you pathetic witch!” Ken yells.

“And remember, your boy toy started this!” shouts Troy, the dude Tim accidentally killed.

I teleport even further above them and fly off, albeit with one hand applying pressure to my stomach, which feels like it’s on fire, and I’m bleeding profusely.  I move my hand to look and I’ve literally got a palm full of blood.  This isn’t good.  It hurts so much.  Sharp, piercing pain.  As intense as any other gunshot wound I’ve ever had, maybe worse.  No, definitely worse.  Because this one must have hit an organ and it’s going to be the death of me.  I’m starting to feel weak already.  It’s either from the blood loss or that the bullet was made with magick-defeating mercury.  Or, most likely, both.

In spite of my fatigue, I continue flying along, just above the trees, wanting to put as much distance between me and the guys as possible.  Thank Goddess they can’t fly.  Or can they?  I feel something strike against the top of my skull.  Could it be I’ve just dodged a gunshot wound to the head?  Then it happens again.  And again.  But I don’t hear the sound of bullets being fired.

I spin around and discover that I’m being attacked by crows, those hideous black scavengers that I’ve always hated.  Several of them come crashing into me, pecking at me as they do so, their beaks pinching my skin tightly and ripping flesh away from my arms, one even ripping off a piece of my left cheek.  It stings like fifty paper-cuts.  I burst into a ball of electricity and they start falling to their deaths as they hit me.  Only now I’m so weak I start falling along with them.

I feel like I’m going to black out and I’m getting chills and sweating.  It’s all I can do to slow myself down enough to land with my feet on the ground.  Now I know what I have to do.  Get the damn bullet out.  But how?  I try putting my hand over the wound and willing it to come out like January does, but it doesn’t budge one bit.  I can’t think of any other way to do it, so I attempt to stick my right pointer finger and thumb down into the bullet hole.  Malheureusement (unfortunately), the hole isn’t big enough for both.  I do manage to penetrate it with just my pointer finger at least.  It stings so fucking much, as I have to shove it several inches inside myself before I make contact with the bullet.  I can’t get my finger around it well enough to pull it out, however.  In fact, I accidentally push it an inch further in.  Looks like it’ll have to stay for now.  But I need to control the bleeding and fast.

I think about trying to use my own electricity against me.  To light up my finger, which is still inside me, just for a few seconds to cauterize the wound.  But if I make myself vulnerable to my own electricity – assuming it’s even possible – that would still be enough to knock myself out, I’m sure. And this is not the time to knock yourself out.  So, I press my right hand on the wound with my left on top of my right.  I’m going to try a healing spell from the back of the Book of Shadows. Well, it actually calls for gems and for the person receiving the healing to be in a meditative state, but it can’t hurt to say the verbal part, Angel Raphael, angel of ease, he who heals, please heal me, if it be the will, of the Lord and Lady, Angel Raphael, angel of ease, he who heals, please heal me.  So mote it be.  I have to say it twice, but then my hands start to feel warmer by the second and glow with bright white light.  I keep them pressed against the bullet hole until a few seconds pass and I feel something against the palm of my right hand so I look and it’s the bullet!  Thank you Angel Raphael.  Then I go to return my hands to my wound and discover that it’s gone, save for a small scar. Thank you Angel Raphael, thank you.  My hands stop glowing.  My mind is blown.  Who would’ve thought that an angel would heal a witch?  I didn’t even know angels were real until I read a few angel spells/prayers in the back of the Book of Shadows.  I guess it’s not so hard to believe they exist.  I mean, there are spells that call upon Catholic Saints in the Book of Shadows so I guess angels aren’t that far of a stretch.  Besides, I know for a fact that demons exist and angels would seem to be the opposite of demons, so there you go.

I’m about to levitate when something hard slams into the back of my head hard and I’m out.

 

When I come to, there’s rope around my neck.  A noose, it would seem.  And Ken is holding the rope, which they’ve hung over a thick branch of a tree.  All Ken has to do is pull the rope hard enough to lift my weight then my neck will break and that’ll be the end of me.  And lest I try to escape, Troy and Harvey have guns pointed at me from just a feet away.

“Oh, good, you’re back,” Ken says.  “I was hoping I’d get to look you in the eyes as you die.”

“Well, I’ve got news for you,” I say.

“What?” Ken demands.

It takes all my concentration, but I manage to teleport to Ken’s side and slip the noose around his neck; my magick batteries must have replenished themselves some while I was unconscious.  Holding the rope tightly, I try as hard as I can to fly.  Please, Gods and Goddesses, let me get out of this alive. Please, Lord and Lady, let me fly.  I rise up thirty feet and the noose starts closing around his throat but Harvey and Troy shoot at me.  BANG!  BANG!  BANG!  BANG!

A bullet pierces my right arm just below the shoulder and I let go of the rope as I scream bloody murder.  I teleport away, but I can still hear them talking when I appear standing up elsewhere in the woods, which means that I didn’t get far enough away.  Now my magickal batteries are getting weak again and I’m dizzy.  These bullets have to contain mercury.  I can still run though.  Only I can’t.  Because, just as I’m about to start, two skeleton hands rise up out of the ground and grab my ankles, making me kiss the ground.  Then they start pulling my feet down into what would seem to be quicksand.  And now I’ve got a mouthful of dirt.  Only it feels like it’s moving and when I spit it out I see that it’s maggots and start puking.  When I stop my gums feel weird and I realize I’ve just lost all my teeth and now my mouth is full of copper-tasting blood!  Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Lord and Lady, let this be a nightmare and wake me up now, please!  I’ve never felt pain this horrible when I’m dreaming.

“This way!” I hear Troy yell to Ken and Harvey.  Meanwhile, a faceless woman with creepy straw hair in a fancy black dress appears just a few feet in front of me, her head tilted down like she’s looking at me.  Then she points at me and my heart skips a few beats.  Putain!

Freaking out, I attempt to grab a long branch but it’s just out of reach.  “Come to me, that of which I speak, let the Gods understand, I need you in my hand.  So mote it be,” I whisper.  The branch moves slightly, but not enough for me to reach it so I say the spell again.  “Come to me, that of which I speak, let the Gods understand, I need you in my hand.  So mote it be.”

The branch suddenly moves into my hand.  Whew.  But I’m not out of the woods yet, in either sense of the phrase.

The faceless woman levitates back about five feet, just out of range of the branch.  I’ll worry about her in a beat, but right now I’m trying to pull myself up with my hands by using the branch for leverage. It’s longer than the quicksand is wide, so it does the trick.  I wasn’t moving my legs – so that I wouldn’t sink any deeper – and manage to pull myself a foot out of the quicksand.  Then my ankles are yanked.  Those fucking skeletons must still have their hands locked around my ankles.  I hold the branch tightly so I won’t sink further in, but now I’m kicking.  Now I’m kicking like crazy.  It doesn’t seem to be helping, but I keep it up.  I need to get out of here before Ken and company shoot me to death or this faceless bitch sets me on fire or something.

My legs are still being held by the skeletons, but I kick so damn hard that their bony hands have to release me. It’s still a struggle to stop myself from sinking further into the quicksand, which is up to my waist,  but I manage to do it, praying for strength all the while.  Lord and Lady, please get me through this, dream or no dream, I can’t take it much longer.  Please give me the strength I need to triumph.

As soon as my abdomen rises from the quicksand, I fold my legs and raise them until my knees are out of the water and slide them onto the branch between my hands.  They kill, but it’s what I have to do.  Now I slowly move sideways on the branch, placing my left hand on the ground as I continue moving, all the while hearing Ken and company’s voices getting closer and being pointed at by this faceless bitch.  Once my left leg is on the ground – out of the quicksand’s range – I roll the rest of my body onto it.

It’s painful to stand up, but I hurry past the faceless woman because I hear Ken’s voice coming from the opposite direction.  She doesn’t attempt to grab me, thank Goddess, but she turns as I go by her, continuing to point at me.  When I’m about fifteen feet away from her I hear her laugh.  And laugh.  It’s a familiar cackle – it’s J’s!    All the more reason to keep running.  I can’t go that fast, however, as there are clumps of quicksand stuck to my jeans, slowing me down.  Still, I think I’m running fast enough to evade the bullies.  Especially since some of the quicksand is falling off with every step I run.  But then I see something that makes me halt in my tracks.  My cat, Mister Black, leaps from behind a tree, landing in front of me..  “What are you doing here?”

Naturally, he meows.  Then he starts running to the East of where I was going so I follow after him.  Then I hear two gunshots.  BANG!  BANG!  They must be gaining on me.  Merde, merde, merde!

 

After I’ve followed Mister Black another few hundred feet, the sky starts to grow brighter and brighter. I brush the remaining quicksand from my jeans so it isn’t weighing me down and haul ass as the sun glows more and more brilliantly until it’s daytime.

“This way!” I hear Troy yell, but in the distance I see a most welcome sight: my Great Grandmother Ruth’s house. I grab Mister Black and run toward it as fast as I can.

“Emma, where do you think you’re going?” J’s voice whispers in my ear and a chill runs up and down my spine.  Ignore it, ignore it, I tell myself.

I’m about halfway there when the faceless woman appears in front of me, still pointing.  I guess she’s J?  In any case, I hear the evil trio yelling and a few more gunshots. BANG!  BANG!  BANG!

As I run past the faceless woman, just out of her reach, I hear J whisper, “They’re going to kill you.”  It sounds like it comes from closer than the faceless bitch, though.  Like J whispers it directly into my ear.  Like she’s standing right beside me.

Whatever is going on, I try to teleport the rest of the way to the house, but nothing happens aside from my headache getting worse.  So, I just keep running at full speed, moving from left to right and vice versa, trying to dodge their bullets, which they’re firing one right after another.  BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG.  I wish they’d run out of bullets.  Their guns must be supernatural, for crying out loud.  Thank Goddess they only have pistols, though.  If they had automatic weapons I’d be dead for sure.

I’m almost at the house when the ground suddenly tears open in front of me. I halt in my tracks just in the nick of time.  As it is, I almost fall in but manage to straighten myself then I walk backwards, putting a good ten feet between me and the crack.  This seems so familiar, although I can’t recall the last time I experienced a quake.  But I don’t have time to think about that because the ground rips open further and further.  The rupture is twenty feet wide and thirty feet long now.  Good thing I stepped back as far as I did.     But I need to get across or I’m dead.  I try to teleport again but it doesn’t work.  And I don’t think I could leap it.  No, instead I attempt to levitate.  But that faceless J or whatever it is seems to be blocking my magick.  Shit, she must be getting close!

That’s it, I put Mister Black down and whirl around, only to discover that she’s just ten feet away.  I attempt to zap her, but it doesn’t work.  I try as hard as I can, but nothing happens.  What is that spell for electricity?  Shit, I can’t remember.  But it invoked Electra!  That’s right, Electra!  So, I improvise.  Goddess Electra, please let me zap her.  Goddess Electra, please let me light up this bitch.  So mote it be!

Nothing happens, but the faceless one begins to levitate in my direction. Slowly, but still.  I am so fucking fucked!  Goddess Electra, please help.  Please, please, please.  Let me zap this bitch. Please, so mote it be!

I feel a tingle in the palms of my hands and my fingers.  As bitch-without-a-face gets within five feet of me, electricity lights up my hands.  Thank you, Electra.  I zap her... but the electricity passes right through her, as though she was a hologram, and she gets closer and closer.    Merde, j’ai pas de la chance ce soir! (Shit, I have no luck tonight!) Just when I think I’m completely fucked for the tenth time tonight, she disappears.  Please, Lord and Lady, make her stay gone.

Now that she’s gone, it’s time to try levitation.  A bullet whizzes by my ear; I can feel its heat.  Close call.

I rise up a few feet into the air and then I take a step, trying to walk on air.  Thank Goddess, it works.  I waste no time – I literally run over the crack in the ground and teleport to just outside my great grandmother’s house. I tried to teleport inside, but this is as far as I made it.  I pound on the door as – BANG!  BANG! – bullets are fired at me.  Mister Black runs over and leaps up into my arms.  I hold him tightly with my back to the gunfire to protect him.

“Hey, you,” an unfamiliar female voice says behind me.  Startled, I turn to look and see Amy and Ella, Troy Culour’s sisters.  If anyone we’ve had to kill to save ourselves didn’t deserve to die, it’s these two. That must be why I’m frozen, as the guilt washes over me, feeling cold like when I have premonitions.

Please, Great Grandmother Ruth, open the door! I plead telepathically, uncertain if she’ll even hear me.

Amy grabs my left arm hard and Ella grabs the right.  Then something totally unexpected happens.  White lights come bursting out of Mister Black’s eyes and slice Amy’s head off at the neck like powerful lasers. Ella lets go of me and steps back, but Mister Black severs her head just the same.

BANG!  BANG!  More bullets are fired at me.

“You can’t outrun your destiny,” J whispers, sounding like she’s right beside me.

I don’t turn to see if she’s really there.  I’m too afraid to.  Afraid of her as much as I’m afraid of the bullets.

I pound and pound at the door, a sweaty, bloody mess carrying a magical black cat.  I try to turn the knob, but the door is locked and the bullets are getting dangerously close now that I’m a stationary target.  BANG!  BANG!  BANG!  A few of them just barely miss me and pierce the door.  One scrapes my neck dangerously close to a jugular vein.

I pound on the door for what feels like another five minutes, my knuckles a bloody mess, when it finally opens. Great Grandmother Ruth swings her arm in the guys’ direction and an unseen force knocks them all on their asses and out cold.  Then she takes Mister Black in one arm and grabs me by the front of my night shirt and pulls me into the house.

“What took you so long?” I ask.

Ruth’s brow furrows. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“I was knocking for five minutes.”  It’s a wonder I manage to get the words out, I”m so breathless.

“I’m sorry, dear,” Ruth says, shaking her head. “I only heard you knock just now, but let’s not worry about that.”  She looks at my pajamas, which are covered in blood.  “You look like you’re in bad shape.”

“It’s just my arm now.  I was shot in the stomach, too, but Angel Raphael helped me.” I say, lifting up my bloody shirt to show her the tiny scar. “But this is still a problem.”  I show her my arm.

“You’ll be fine,” she says.  “It’s just a matter of making you the right combination of healing ointment and tea.  And a spell, perhaps.”

I sit down on one of the rocking chairs and have to fight to catch my breath before I speak.    “I don’t think it’s that simple.  I think the bullet has mercury in it.”

“Let me worry about that,” she says, looking at the shelves she keeps some of her larger jars of herbs on.

I can feel the bullet in my arm.  It burns and throbs like someone stuck a hot coal in me.  It feels like it’s truly happening, but none of it makes one iota of sense.  “Is this a dream or are you really here?”

“I’m really here,” she says, pouring various herbs into a small jar.

I notice that my teeth are back and sigh.  “So, this is a legit visit?”

She nods.  “Yes, dear.”  From time to time, Ruth visits me in my sleep, or when I’m unconscious, to offer guidance.  She’s the one I inherited my natural witch abilities from.  She also gifted me with extra magick from beyond somehow.

I clench my jaw.  “But what was all that outside?  Were they real?  Or was it a nightmare?”

“It was black magick playing games with your head while you dreamed.”

“How?  Is the evil witch who I’ll only call J still alive?  I heard her voice. And there was this  faceless woman in a black dress, which I suppose could’ve been her.”

“No, she’s still dead, but I’m afraid her black magick lives on inside you.”

“Inside... me?  Or all of us?”

“Sadly, it’s inside Lia, Shar and Juliana, too.  Those of you who actually destroyed her.”

“I thought you had to drink a witch’s blood to get their magick?”

“No, unfortunately, you just have to extinguish them.  J might have believed she needed to do that, but she probably just did it because she was demented.  In actuality, you simply need to murder a witch to steal their magick.  But it only works if the person who kills them is a witch and thus able to receive magick. Otherwise the magick dissolves into nothing.”

“I see. So, January didn’t get any black magick even though she torched her because she’s not a witch?”

“Exactly.  Besides, fairies can’t absorb magick from others.  They have what they’re given by their fairy godmother and that’s that.”

“Does that mean they can’t do evil?”

“No, no, no.  Fairies can do evil if they desire to.  And plenty do.  But it just means January’s magick remains pure and isn’t tempting her to go dark.  But she could still use her own free will to do so if she wanted to.”

“Does that mean Lia, Shar, Juliana and I will be tempted to do evil now because we absorbed black magick?”

“It can’t make you do anything you don’t want.  There might be more temptation to do the wrong thing in a given situation, but it can’t make you choose that option.  You’ll still be able to resist temptation as well as ever, Emma.”

Shit – I just remembered something. “Oh my God, J had possessed you,” I say as I remember battling J while she was inside her.  “Are you OK?”

“Yes, yes, good as new.  Now, try to stay calm as I go prepare what we need,” she says and hurries off toward the kitchen.

“I think I might collapse onto the floor,” I say half-jokingly.

“You’ll be fine,” she yells.  “And that was smart thinking, that angel spell you remembered.”

I’m mighty perplexed.  If what happened outside was black magick screwing with my head then why did it feel so real?  I could smell the pine trees in the forest and taste the dirt on the ground and I can never smell or taste in my dreams.  Not even my nightmares.    And how did those gunshot wounds feel so real?  Like the one I still have because I forgot to heal it.  Is what I’m dreaming real while it’s happening?  Will I discover that I was actually shot when I wake up?

I remember that I had put my head back down on my pillow, but I still couldn’t fall back asleep and was getting out of bed when I “woke up” again in that coffin.  No, wait, someone tripped me first.  Was I knocked out?    Either it’s that or I must have fallen back to sleep after all, which means that I should be fine when I wake up.  Although I’m sure I’ll have a nasty headache, either from my noggin colliding with the floor, or stress making my TMJ act up, or both.

Anyway, if that was evil screwing with me because J’s black magick really lives on inside of us then is this going to keep happening every time I sleep?  I’ve endured enough pain and suffering without being mentally traumatized every night.  This must be one of those awful night terrors that Shar experiences.  That would explain why I didn’t wake up when I realized I was dreaming and tried to.  Speaking of which, I’m suddenly so drowsy I have to shut my eyes.  Apparently, you can fall asleep in a dream? Or is this not a dream since I’m at Ruth’s now?  I wonder if...

 

When my eyes open I find myself in my underclothes in Ruth’s bathtub, the water so hot it’s almost scorching.  Ouch!  I bet she used magick to get me to the bathroom and into the tub because I’m not a sleepwalker.  (I was when I was a kid, but not since I was around ten.)  She probably used magick to undress me, too.  All I know right now is thank Goddess I inherited Ruth’s gift and can’t be burned.  I mean, my skin is practically cooked lobster red right now, so I’m sure the water is hot enough that it would burn the skin of the average person.  As it is, it’s almost to the point that I’d call it painful.  You see, I can feel the pain of a burn.  I just don’t physically burn.

I turn my head and discover Ruth using the toilet like a chair. Staring at me, which startles me, causing my whole body to jerk.  I didn’t realize she was there, so she startled me.  I suppose it’s a little creepy that she’s watching me, but if she left me unattended I could have drowned so it’s all good, really.

“Sorry, my dear, I didn’t mean to shock you,” she says.

“Why’s the water so hot?” I ask her.  “It burns.”

“Well, it’s certainly not to cause you pain!  It’s to kill germs, obviously,” she says.  “Now let’s get you out of there and put some magick ointment on you.”

Ruth gets up and gives me her arm to help me balance as I stand up and get out of the tub.  What a relief.  Then she hands me a bathrobe and I put it on to dry off.  I grab a towel from the rack and use it to dry my hair.  I do that as quickly as possible then I sit down on the toilet with the robe half off my top so she can put her magick ointment on my arm, which stings something fierce right now.

Ruth holds a small bowl she has mixed the creamy, light green ointment in.  She scoops some up with two fingers and gently rubs it on my arm, thick enough that it covers the bullet wound.

“Don’t we have to get the bullet out?”

“I did that while you were enjoying your deep sleep.”

“How’d you do it?”

“Good, old-fashioned tweezers, which I may have spelled.”

I laugh.  “Why didn’t you spell the hole it made to heal, too?”

She grins. “Because my ointment should do it.  And that, I did spell.”

“If it was just black magick messing with me out there how come I still have this wound?” I need to understand all of this.

Ruth raises an eyebrow.  “Because you believe it to be real.”

“So, if I tell myself it’s not real, it will go away?”

“Well, you have to believe it.  Strongly.  Then it will go away.”

I guess that makes sense.  So, I might as well try it.  I shut my eyes, take a deep breath and believe it will work as I confidently say, “Then I will this wound on my arm to vanish. It isn’t real and I know it’s not really there.”

I take another deep breath and open my eyes and it’s gone without a trace. Like it was never there. The pain is gone, too.  Amazing!  Now I look at my abdomen where I had a scar after I’d healed myself and it’s gone. Guess it’s true what they say about mind over matter.

I fix the bathrobe then I get up and wrap my arms around Ruth.  “Thank you.”  I hug her tightly.  And she hugs me back that way, too.

“You’re welcome, dear, as always.  But you did it yourself.”

We stop hugging.  “But I wouldn’t have believed it was going to work if you hadn’t told me it would. Wait, does that mean this house isn’t real, that it’s my mind making all of this up?”

“No, this place is real.  You couldn’t make it vanish no matter how hard you tried.”

“What about what happened outside?  Could I have made it go away by believing it wasn’t real?”

“I’m afraid not.  That only worked because you were here. Out there is real while it’s happening.”

“Figures,” I say. “Wait – what happens when I wake up from a nightmare like that?  If I die in one of them, will I die in real life?”

“No, you’d just wake up.  But I wouldn’t go committing suicide because then you’d be letting the black magick win and that will affect you in the real world.”

“Oh.”  I feel like crying now. “This is all so depressing.  And confusing.”

Mister Black appears at my side, rubbing himself against the bathrobe.  I finally release Ruth so I can pick him up and pet him.

“Is he really here?” I ask her.

“Yes, but he’s also safe in your room right now.”

“How can that be?”

“That’s a question for the Gods, my dear.  Now let’s go have tea.”

“But I’m already healed,” I say.

“Well, it will make your head hurt less when you wake up from this.”

“Ah, I see.”  I put Mister Black down and we follow Ruth into the kitchen where she’s set a teapot and cups on the table.  She’s also placed out a bowl of tuna fish on the floor, which Mister Black comes running to and immediately begins eating.

“So, did you summon me here or did I want to come?” I ask as Ruth fills my cup with purplish tea that smells of lavender.

“Both,” she says.  “You were having a nightmare and felt threatened.  And you wanted my help, so here I am.”

“But would we still be meeting right now if I hadn’t had the frightmare?”

She gives me a smile.  “Yes.  I do have a couple things to tell you.”

I nod.  “OK.”

“Well, I have to warn you; you girls must be very cautious about what you do with your magick now because you’re so powerful you could curse someone just by thinking it.”

“Literally?” I swallow hard.

She nods. “Literally, I’m afraid.”

I blow air out of my nose and square my shoulders as my anxiety rises.  “But sometimes you can’t help but think things.  They just pop into your head.  How are we supposed to prevent ourselves from cursing people then?  If I’m worried about cursing someone that will make me curse them because whenever I tell myself not to think about something it makes me think of it.”

“Well, I do have a suggestion which should help.  In the back section of the Book of Shadows – where you found the angel spell – there are instructions for making talismans and spells to give them power.  One of them is a barrier against evil spell.”

I bite my lip nervously. “So, we make talismans?”

She nods.  “You can even use your pentacle necklaces.  Contrary to popular belief, a talisman doesn’t need to be engraved with all kinds of fancy lettering or symbols.  Any metal object can be spelled to be one.”

Sounds promising enough.  “So, how does the barrier against evil work?”

“It’s a type of protection spell.  It gives whoever is wearing the talisman a sort of shield that covers their aura and doesn’t allow black magick to pass through.  In your case, it will keep your black magick inside you so you don’t accidentally hurt someone.”

“Will it protect us if other people try to use black magick on us?”

“Yes, it works that way, too.”

“Sounds great.  Why didn’t you just tell me that instead of getting me worried about cursing people with my thoughts?”

“You needed to know what you’re capable of, dearie.  In case you should be without your talisman someday.”

“So, did Angel Raphael really come help me or was that evil messing with my head?”

“That was your good magick shining through the darkness.”

“But was it really an angel?”

“In the literal sense, no.  But it was when you were dreaming.”

I scratch the back of my still wet hair.  “Ah.  What’s the deal with angels, anyway? Are they real?”  I suppose they must be or those spells wouldn’t be in the Book of Shadows.

“Yes. On one side of the coin you have demons and on the other you have angels.”

“What do angels have to do with witchcraft?”  I bite my bottom lip.

“Well, as you know, there are Gods and Goddesses who serve under the Lord and Lady.  The angels simply serve under the Gods and Goddesses.”

“And they’ll help witches?”

“Sure, sometimes. As with the Gods and Goddesses, you have to be sure to call on the right one for what you need help with.  Just like the saints.    It should tell you which angel helps with what in the back of the Book of Shadows.”

Right.  That’s how I knew to call on Raphael.  “So, where do the saints fit in then?” I’ve been dying to ask her this for ages and I always forget or we run out of time.

“Saints serve under the angels. And they can live on earth if they choose to.”

“Are they immortal if they do?”

She nods and smiles.

“Cool.  And the Lord and Lady are at the top above the Gods and Goddesses, right?”

“Indeed.  And it doesn’t go any higher.  Now drink your tea.”

I sip the steaming tea, which tastes like lavender, as I expected.  Lavender mixed with something.  Nutmeg, I think.  To be honest, it isn’t my cup of tea, except that it is my cup of tea, so I continue sipping it.  The more it flows over my taste buds, it also tastes like dandelion flowers – and a touch of honey – and it actually starts to grow on me.

“Would you like more honey?” she asks as she motions to the jar of honey on the table, which must have just appeared there because I didn’t notice it before.

“Oh.  Right,” I say, feeling stupid.  I use my spoon and put three spoonfuls of honey in my cup.  And stir it.

The scent of the honey wafts through the air now.  I take a sip and it’s so yummy I lick my lips as I put the cup back down on the table.

Ruth sips her tea as well. The first sip makes her cringe and she makes a funny face, which makes me laugh so hard I spit out the tea I was about to swallow.

Fortunately, she isn’t offended.  On the contrary, she starts laughing heartily, which makes me chuckle.

“How am I going to keep on laughing with black magick inside me?” I ask once our giggling ceases.

“The best way to do that is to forget that it’s there.”

I straighten my shoulders.  “How the hell am I supposed to do that?  I told you I’m prone to thinking about things I shouldn’t.”

“Spend time with your friends, doing fun things.  Act like a sixteen-year-old.  Embrace your new school and get involved in some activities.”

“That I can do,” I say with a sigh.  “But if I keep having those nightmares it’ll be impossible to forget.”

“I don’t think you’ll have them very often.  Your white magick is much stronger than your black.  Now, there’s something else I need to tell you.  It’s about Krystal and Priscilla, the two you rescued.”

That would be Priscilla Hatfield, J’s sister, who J had held prisoner for 15 years, and Krystal Nolford, the 12 year old virgin and natural born witch J was planning to kill on Samhain, otherwise known as Halloween.  “What about them?”

“You and your friends need to look out for them.”

I hope she doesn’t mean we’re responsible for them like when you save people’s lives in other countries.  “How so?”

“They’re going to need friends.  As you know, Krystal’s were slain by J and Priscilla was locked up for so long she doesn’t have anyone.  J killed their parents before she abducted her and went into hiding.”

“Yikes...  So, are they both still in the hospital?”

She rubs her chin. “Yes, they sure are.”

“Krystal still has her parents, though, right?”

“Yes.  Thank the Lord and Lady she has them.  But she’s been severely traumatized and the only people who can relate to what she went through right now are you and your friends.  So, please, visit them regularly and take them out for coffee or a meal once in a while when they’re out of the hospital.  You just might enjoy their company.”

I swallow hard.  “But we could get in serious trouble if we’re linked to them.”

“You already linked yourselves to them when you told them to say their abductors were Robert, Marco and J.”

That is true.  “I guess we could visit them if you don’t think it’ll get us connected to the mountain exploding.”

She half-smiles and shakes her head.  “I can only see so far into the future, but I don’t see that happening.”

“What do you see happening?”

“Now, now.  You know I can only say so much.”

We drink our tea in silence for a minute and I’m finally feeling blissful peace when I feel someone nudge my shoulder, startling me.  “I think someone is trying to wake me up.”

She grins.  “That would be your mother.”


CHAPTER TWO

EMMA

 

I wake up in my bedroom with my mother nudging my shoulder.  Not so gently either.

“What?  You can’t let me sleep?” I ask.

“I did,” she says.

“What time is it?”

“Two o’clock.”

“Seriously?  It’s two?”  I figured I must have fallen back asleep, but I didn’t think I was out for that long.

“Indeed.”

I look at my Felix the Housecat clock and, sure enough, she’s right.  “Wow.  I knew it didn’t make sense for me to be awake so early after everything that happened yesterday.”

“We need to have a talk about that.  When you’re ready.  You can go back to sleep now if you want, but Lia and Shar have both called the landline looking for you because you weren’t responding to their calls or texts.”

“No, I’m getting up,” I say and I stand up, lest I accidentally fall back asleep.

It was good to see Great Grandmother Ruth, of course, and to learn that J’s possession didn’t drive her mad or leave her in any kind of agony.

I hope Lia and Shar didn’t have similar nightmares last night.  I wonder if our anti-black magick talismans will protect us from them?  Guess I should’ve asked Great Grandmother Ruth.

I pick up the Book of Shadows, which immediately starts glowing bright, white light in my hands.  It must be happy that we retrieved it.  I know I’m thrilled because being without it caused me physical agony, like I was an addict going through serious withdrawal.  I open it up and start flipping through the pages at the back of the book.  The back pages used to be in runes, but after seeing me astral project my way into a heart attack to help Shar the book decided that I was ready to read them. So, it translated them for me.  That’s right, the Book of Shadows can think for itself.  It’s what us witches call “animated,” which means it’s like it has a brain.  I don’t know what my great grandmother did to make it like that, but it’s the truth. And here they are, quite a few interesting new spells.  Aside from those to summon angels and saints, there are psychic daggers, fire bombs, magick boomerangs, charmed gloves, changing minds, astral projection, x-ray vision and the list goes on.    There are a lot of spells for making talismans, sigils, potions, etc, too.  One of them is the barrier against evil protection spell Great Grandmother Ruth mentioned. I’m just skimming a few of them now quickly because I need to get ready.

 

I’m taking a hot shower because I don’t think taking a bath while you’re in the spirit world counts.  Even if it does, I feel icky getting dressed in the morning if I don’t take my shower and it throws off my whole day.  Yeah, you could probably say I’m a little obsessive compulsive.

As I wash up with a soapy face cloth, I find myself thinking about poor Priscilla and Krystal and how Great Grandmother Ruth said we need to befriend them.  It might be nice to take Krystal under my wing and teach her to use her gift.  She’s a natural born witch like me so she has to learn to control her power after all.  Since she’s only 12, she probably wouldn’t fit in with us to hang out, but we could befriend her in a mentor capacity.  If Lia and Shar are OK with it.    As for Priscilla, who was held prisoner by her own sister J for years, I can only imagine what a living hell that must have been, being forced to watch her kill witch after witch, most of whom weren’t even evil.  Just hearing their screams would torture me.  I’d never be able to get them out of my head.  Plus, she was surrounded by demons, which had to be terrifying.  And she was so weak – and looked half starved to death – when we found her.  In fact, we had to carry her out of J’s lair because her legs weren’t strong enough for her to walk properly because she didn’t have room to stand up in her small cell.  I wonder if J let her minions rape her.  I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised if she did that to her own sister.  She has scars on her breasts that look like they were made by claws and bruises all over her.  Fortunately, some of those bruises are on her legs so the cops must have bought their story about walking through the woods.  Thank Lord and Lady, J wanted to sacrifice Krystal because she was a virgin, which would’ve saved her from being raped.

Now I can’t stop thinking about Priscilla being raped and I’m shivering.  It’s bad enough I have PTSD from the shooting; I can only imagine what PTSD from being raped would be like.  I think you would feel like you were experiencing hell on earth.  If I was raped, I think I’d panic every time a guy checked me out, that I’d see all men as potential rapists.  It would be so hard to be in a relationship, too.  You’d probably get rape flashbacks every time you have sex.  Please, Lord and Lady, don’t ever let me or my friends get raped.  And please help Krystal and Priscilla recover from the trauma they endured.

Part of me is tempted to read Priscilla’s mind when I see her so I can really understand what she’s been through, but I fear that what I might see could add to my own trauma.  Still, if at some point she wants me to go through her mind and erase some of her worst memories I’ll do it.  Better for me to have the occasional rape nightmare than to have her re-live all of the shit she’s been through on a daily basis.

I shut the shower off and step out.  As I dry off, I wonder if Priscilla is a witch.  It tends to run in families and J was one so it stands to reason that Priscilla could’ve inherited the gift, too.  Her prison cell had some kind of warding symbol on the ground, so that might’ve been something to prevent her from using magick.  Plus, the cell’s bars seemed to contain mercury, which would’ve blocked her from doing anything magickal beyond them.  In other words, even if she could create fire balls in her hands, she wouldn’t have been able to hurl them through the bars to get J.  And when they took her out of the cell they would’ve put one of those mercury-containing circles around her neck like those demons tried to do to us.

I put my bathrobe on and walk across the hall to my room.  Once inside, I shut and lock the door.  Then I take the bathrobe off and hang it back on my closet door.

I get dressed, putting on my Bowie Earthling t-shirt and my comfortable black jeans, as opposed to my skintight ones, along with my Perfect Balance sneakers with the neon orange laces.  Yes, my love of vintage shit extends to neon colors straight out of the ‘80s.  I’m weird like that.

Finally, I pick up my iPhone and read the texts.  Lia and Shar have both texted me four times.  Tim’s texted three times.  January, twice.  Pete, once.  Basically, they’re all asking me how I’m doing and if I want to get together today and talk about yesterday.  Honestly, I feel like I’d be fine without rehashing it, but I guess part of me could still be in shock.  So, chatting about it probably wouldn’t hurt.  I text them all at once: “Happy Accidents at 3:30?”  If we’re going to chat, we might as well do it at my favorite café.

Lia: “My mother has a wicked bad headache and I don’t want to leave her alone.  Can everyone come over here?  Same time: 3:30?”

Texts pile in and everyone agrees to that.  Then I start getting texts from them all individually, asking if I’m OK again.  I reply to all of them together encore (again) and say that I’m fine, just exhausted, as I’m sure they all are, and that I’ll talk to them at Lia’s.

A minute after I send that text my phone actually rings.  It’s Tim.  “How’s my lady friend?”  Well, technically, my phone says Jim because that’s what he’s going by since he and I used sex magick to give him a new face and Pete gave him a new identity.

“Lady friend?  That makes it sound like I’m an escort,” I say and it comes out sounding bitchy.

He laughs.  “You know I didn’t mean it like that.”

“I know.  I’m just feeling drained and I guess it’s making me touchy.  Maybe I shouldn’t meet with everyone.  I’ll just piss everyone off.”  I don’t want to go to Lia’s and snap at everybody the way I just snapped at him. [Which was stupid of me.]

“You’re coming and you’ll be sitting next to me so you’ll be fine.”

“As if any of us can be fine today.”  Now I sound super depressed.

“I hear you.  How did you sleep?”

“I don’t know.”  I don’t know what to say.

“How can you not know?”

I sigh loud enough for him to hear it.  “Well, it’s like this – the black magick I have from killing J gave me a horrible nightmare.  It felt so real.  Like when I hallucinated at the hospital that time.  But then I found my Great Grandmother Ruth’s house and I was OK.”

“So, you had a visit with Ruth?  How do you know it was real, that you weren’t dreaming it?”

“Normally, I’d say it was because I could smell and taste things in her house and I don’t do that in my dreams.  But, yeah, I could smell and taste things in the nightmare last night. Gross, gross things.  But I know it was really Great Grandmother Ruth.  I just do.  I felt her aura or something.  Just trust me.”

“Don’t worry, Emma, I believe you.  What time should I pick you up?”

“I don’t know.  Ten past three?”

“Sounds good,” he says. “We’ll get through this.”

“Nothing we can’t do together, right?” I ask, forcing myself to sound upbeat.

“Damn straight,” he says and we both laugh for a few seconds, stopping at the same time.

We say ciao and I wish he was here already.  For some reason, despite all of this shit, I’m craving sex.  Well, it’s only natural, but I think I just want it right now because it would be a distraction.  Something to temporarily take my mind off hier (yesterday).  Also, on some level I feel kind of numb and that would make me feel something.  It would make me feel alive, whereas I feel so dead inside right now.

 

Jim comes to the door at five past three. Five minutes early, but that’s fine.  I’m not feeling so bitchy now.  In fact, I feel refreshed. Speaking of Tim, he’s actually Jim now.  We changed his appearance and Pete gave him a new identity.  So he wouldn’t get in trouble with the cops for attacking the late Ken and Troy.

I already talked to my parents and told them we’re going to Lia’s.  My male parental unit got upset, saying I wasn’t allowed to let Jim drive me because he’s “probably a bad driver like most teenagers.”  But my mother has a rough idea of what we went through yesterday so she stuck up for me and said that her parents let her go out with her friends when she was my age. [This isn’t exactly true, which I know because I listened to her thoughts and she was berating herself for lying to my father.]    Meanwhile, I used telepathy and pushed the thought let her go on him, trying to hypnotize him.  After he and my mother bickered a little more he admitted that his parents let him go out with his friends driving when he was my age, too, and he said I could go.  He also said that if Jim starts texting while driving I’m supposed to have him pull over, get out of the car and call him or my mother.

 

As soon as we get in the car, Jim and I lock lips and unleash our tongues on each other.  We make out for a few minutes and I close my eyes and see fireworks, which has happened before when we made out, and all I think about is having sex with him.  But, of course, we stop kissing and high tail it to Lia’s.

“You feel like your batteries are drained today?” he asks when we’re a couple of streets away from my house.

“Yeah.  Mos def,” I say.  “Although, I think I might’ve hypnotized my father.  He said you couldn’t drive me because you’re a teenager, but then he changed his mind.”

He smirks at me.  “Maybe it was your natural charm?”

“Maybe,” I say.  Then I’m about to say something else and lose my train of thought.

“You gonna be OK?”

I sigh and straighten my posture.  “I think so.  I hope so.  As long as I don’t keep having nightmares like last night.  How do you feel?”

“Like a balloon that’s lost most of its helium and it’s about to hit something sharp,” he says, deadpan.

That’s somewhat disturbing.  “Do you feel like you’re going to pop?”

He sighs heavily.  “I don’t know.  More like I’ve already popped, if that makes any sense.  Like I’ve lost most of my air.  I’m also finding it hard to believe that I’m still alive.”

“Yeah.  Me, too.”  [I feel like part of me died in J’s lair.  Maybe it did.]

He sucks in his lips before he speaks.  “Makes sense.  I guess I just feel dead inside.  All I can picture is the carnage.”

“I get it,” I say and squeeze his hand.

We don’t talk the rest of the way to Lia’s.  We look at each other and smile a few times then he takes one hand off the wheel and holds my hand.

 


CHAPTER THREE

EMMA

 

January and Pete are already there when we arrive at chez Lia.  Pete borrowed his mother’s car and picked her up.  I wonder if he has an actual license earned by taking the driving test or if he just hacked the registry and had them send him one.

Lia and Shar are sitting so close they’re touching on one end of the couch and January and Pete are on the love seat.  Tim and I could sit on the other side of the couch, but we decide to take the recliners.  They’ve been placed side-by-side, whereas they’re usually on opposite sides of the room.

“We moved them so they were together for you,” Shar says.

“Thanks,” Tim says.

“So, how are you peeps doing today?” January asks.  She looks rather despondent, her eye shadow and mascara having smudged from crying and wiping her eyes after.  Even if her make up wasn’t smudged, I think one would still see black half circles under her eyes.  The sort that come with fighting evil all night. I just want to give her a hug, and a kiss on the cheek, and promise her everything is fine now.  I mean, it is, right?  Maybe if I said it to her I would believe it myself.

Nobody says anything.  At first it feels like uncomfortable silence – to everyone, I think – but then I feel a little reassured by the fact that I’m not the only one who doesn’t feel like speaking up right now.

Five minutes later the silence starts becoming less than comfortable again and I decide to say something.  “Did you guys have nightmares?” I ask. “I had a horrible nightmare last night.  Well, technically, it was this morning, but you get the idea.”

“In my dreams, I kept getting chased by demons,” Shar says. “The assholes kept teleporting in every direction I went, trying to get one of those mercury collars on me.  What about yours?”

“Mine was like Shar’s,” Lia says.  “In other words, horrifying.”

I give everyone the short version about my shitty dream.  I don’t get into too much detail because they didn’t and I don’t want to seem like an attention whore.  For all I know, their nightmares could’ve been worse than mine.  Everyone listens attentively though, only Pete appearing distracted.  Eventually, I get to the part where Great Grandmother Ruth lets me into her house, saving me.

“Wait.  Did you dream she was there or are you talking about one of your visits now?” January asks.

“It was an actual visit,” I say.  “She said I had to go through all that dark shit to reach her because of the black magick I gained from killing J – that’s what I’m calling the bitch now because she doesn’t deserve to hear her name pass through my lips. Anyway, yeah, she confirmed that those of us who actually killed her are fucked.”

“Great,” Lia says.  “That’s you, me, Shar, January and my mother?”

“Not January.  Fairies can only have the magick their fairy godmother gives them,” I explain.  “

”More for us.  Wonderful,” Shar mutters.

I hate to tell them it gets worse, but I know I need to.  “The black magick is probably why you had those nightmares.  Ruth said it can cause them.  And she basically said we’re nuclear now and must be careful how we use magick, that we could put a curse on someone just by thinking it.”

“Great.  Something new to worry about,” Lia says sarcastically.

“Did she say anything else?” Jim asks as he reaches over and holds my hand.

I bite my bottom lip.  I don’t think they’re going to like this.  “Yeah.  There was one other thing.  She said we should look after Krystal and Priscilla, that they’ll really need us.”

Lia glares at me.  “Didn’t we go through the trouble of concocting a very detailed story for them to give the cops so we wouldn’t be linked to them?”

Pete looks angry, his face turning crimson.  “We even parked a couple blocks away from the hospital so we wouldn’t been seen together.  Now we’re just supposed to show up and visit them?”

“Stop and think before you bite my head off,” I say. “We told them to describe Robert, Marco and J.  The people who were after us.  So, someone is bound to inform our parents about Krystal and Priscilla and how Robert, Marco and J are in the wind, headed for Canada.  Point being, we’re all victims of the same perps, giving us a perfectly good reason to go visit them.”

“I don’t know,” January says. “Could still seem suspicious.”

“Hey, I’m the most paranoid person here and I don’t think so, largely because Ruth didn’t think it would.  Although she did say she can only see so far ahead.  But if something awful would happen then I’m sure we’d have a premonition.”  I rub the back of my neck because it’s starting to ache, which probably means my blood pressure is high.

“Don’t we have enough to deal with ourselves?” Shar asks and bites her top lip.

Lia crosses her arms in front of her.  “What are we supposed to do anyway?  Let them join our coven?”

I shake my head.  “I don’t think Ruth meant that.  She just meant that they could really use friends right now.  But if you guys don’t want to help them, that’s fine.  I understand.  I’m gonna try to be there for them, though.  I mean, who else can they talk to about what they went through?  Besides, it’ll be nice to think about other people instead of dwelling on all the shit in my head.”

“What if the police bug their rooms and they start talking about what really happened?” Pete asks, though his face has deflated back to its normal color.

“I don’t see any reason they’d do that.  And we might be able to use telepathy. But, like I said, I’m not gonna drag anyone to the hospital.” [They can be assholes if they want, but I’m not about to turn into a scaredy cat.]

“I’ll be right there with you,” Jim says, squeezing my hand.

“Anyway, you don’t have to decide right now.  Just think about it,” I say to the others.

“While we’re thinking about that, I wanted to talk about the coven,” Pete says, his eyes flickering to Lia then Shar before stopping on me.  But then he doesn’t say anything.

“What about it?” I ask.

He hesitates another beat before speaking.  “Well, January and I were thinking it might be cool for me, Jim and Juliana to join you guys.”

My jaw drops.  I did not see that coming.  I look at Shar and she’s clenching her jaw while Lia’s face is burning red.  Obviously, we weren’t expecting to be hit with this today. Or ever.  None of us say anything for a good thirty seconds before Lia finally takes a deep breath and exhales loudly.  “Emma, Shar and I have been a trio since we were seven years old.  We value your friendship, but our coven is our thing.”

“Yeah, definitely,” Shar says as Lia puts her arm around her.

I look at Jim, wondering if he knew Pete was going to propose this.  He shakes his head and his wide eyes indicate that he had no idea.  I don’t know what I’m supposed to say.  I really don’t want anyone else in our coven either.  I glare at Pete.  “Since when do you want to be a witch?”

“Since I felt so useless and pathetic sitting in the car yesterday.”

“You weren’t useless,” I say. “You’re the one who got the drones and blew up the place so no one else can ever use it again.  That’s huge.”

“Still, I’m the only one here who can’t do magick,” he says.  “I feel like I’m just the computer geek.”

“Your computer skills have saved our asses a few times,” Lia says to him.  “After the shooting you created the scapegoat that saved us from getting manslaughter charges.”

“You gave me a new identity,” Jim says.  “That’s a big deal, too.”

“And you got us into Greenmont High,” Shar says.

“You guys are right,” Pete admits, scratching his head.  “But I believe in the Lord and Lady and I know Goddesses have talked to you and I want to be a witch, for religious and magickal reasons.  I just want to be like all of you.  I don’t see any reason why I shouldn’t.  I’ll still be hacker Pete.  I’ll just be magickal Pete, too.”

“C’mon guys, give him a break,” January says, sounding irritated.  “After all the shit he’s done for us, which you just re-capped, I think he deserves a little magick.  Which I would give him if I could.  But humans can’t absorb fairy magick unless they kill the fairy.”

“But he’s not a natural born witch,” Lia says to January.  Then she turns to Pete, “It isn’t in your blood.  And the only way we could give you magick is if we let you join the coven.  And we just want it to stay the three of us.”    She sounds more sympathetic than usual.

“What about you, Jim?” January asks.

“What, Jim’s supposed to give him half his magick?” I ask.  Now I’m irked.

“Wait.  That’s actually not a bad idea,” Jim says.  “I feel like I have too much power.  I’m always afraid I’ll over do it, like when I accidentally killed that Troy kid.”

I look Jim in the eyes and hold his hand.  “Need I remind you that you used black magick when you did that?”  I’m saying this for Pete’s protection as well as his.

“She’s right,” Shar says.  “I don’t think Pete wants black magick in him.”

“You all have black magick in you now,” Pete says. “You just said as much, Emma.”

“He’s right,” Jim says. “Just like anyone has a dark side.  But it doesn’t mean you’re gonna become a serial killer.”

I look at Jim and bite my bottom lip in protest.  But it’s obvious that he wants to do this and he wants my blessing.  I guess it is his magick to do what he wants with it and if Pete can become magickal without Lia, Shar and I having to disrupt our coven then so be it.  I force a half-smile.  “Fine.  If you want to share your magick with Pete then I’m cool with it.”

Jim smiles at me.  “Merci beaucoup.”  Then he looks at Pete.  “Want to do it tomorrow after school?”

“That would be sweet,” Pete says.  January grins at him then kisses him on the cheek, getting light pink lipstick on him.

Now part of me is tempted to say that if Jim and Pete are going to do that then maybe we should just let them and Juliana join our coven.  But part of me squirms, just thinking about it.  It would hardly be practical anyway.  I mean, we do most of our spells in our bedrooms and there certainly isn’t room for six people in them.  Still, I’m sympathetic. I look at Lia and Shar.    “Maybe after Jim gives him magick we can teach him some spells, too?”

Shar whispers something in Lia’s ear.

“We could do that,” Lia says, not quite smiling. Then she turns to Jim.  “But you have to be his mentor.”

“And I’m cool just being an apprentice,” Pete says.  “I’ll do whatever Jim says, like he’s my high priest.”

Jim laughs hard, making me do the same.  Then everyone else laughs a little and we’re all smiling after that.  For a moment anyway.

“I thought we were gonna talk about what happened yesterday?” Lia says.

For some reason, I start laughing again.  Laughing and laughing.  So much that everyone ends up looking at me like I’m crazy.  And maybe I am because I start tearing up and then I stop laughing and wind up crying hysterically.

Jim puts his arm around me and kisses my cheek.  I look over at Lia and Shar and Shar is shedding tears herself.  Lia tightens her arm around her and rubs her shoulder.  Then her eyes swell.  I pull away from Jim slightly and see that he’s got tears running down his cheeks.  My eyes flick to January and Pete and neither of them are crying, though they’re holding hands and they’re both wearing sad expressions.

Something like ten minutes later we’ve all finally stopped the waterworks.

“Well, that was cathartic,” Shar says.

I force a smile.  “I thought I was numb.”

“How do you feel now?” Lia asks.

“Um, I don’t know.  A bit more human.  Vulnerable.  How do you feel?”

“I guess depressed and irritable.  The way they describe a concussion feeling.”

“That’s basically how I feel, too,” Shar says.  “And I’m afraid of myself.”

“Why?” I ask.

“There was so much violence yesterday, you know?  I’m afraid I’m going to lose it and attack someone.”

“I get it,” I say.  “I was bickering with my parents earlier and for a second I was tempted to give them a thousand volts.”

“We all feel like shit,” Jim says.  “And none of us want to hurt anyone else.  Can we all agree on that?”

“Yes,” January is quick to say.  We all end up saying yeah or some variation of that.

“Why do you feel like crap?” Lia asks Jim.

He takes a deep breath and holds it in for a few seconds before he exhales and answers.  “Because Kat, Robert and Marco were killed.  And because all those demons were probably good people who just wound up getting possessed.”

“Fuck, I hadn’t even thought about the demons like that,” Shar says.  “Now I feel even worse.”

“Sorry,” Jim says. “I just figured everyone thought of that.”

“I did,” January says. “But it’s not like we had any opportunities to do exorcisms.”

“True, that,” Lia says. “Either they died or we would’ve.”

My thoughts exactly.  “I agree.  Absolument.  It was like the shooting – we just did what we had to do.”

January nods her head yes a few times.  “We should be thankful that the Lord and Lady and the other Gods and Goddesses let us triumph and not beat ourselves up about it.  That’s not what they’d want us to do.”

“I wonder if we’re going to hell,” Shar says.  And she’s dead serious.

“No,” I say. “Of course not.”  Witches don’t believe in the devil, so why should we believe in hell?

“Do you really think there’s no devil?  I mean, obviously there must be a hell or something like it.  Those demons had to come from somewhere.”

“The way Hannashurie explained it to me, there’s a dark place they come from and go to,” January says.

“Sounds like hell to me,” Shar says.

“She didn’t refer to it as hell, but you definitely have a point,” January says.

Shar’s face is beat red now. “So, if there’s that dark place and demons are real, how can there be no devil?”

January shrugs.  “Hannashurie said there was no devil.  And if there was, he wouldn’t torture the demons.  He’d reward them.”

“I never thought of that,” Pete says. “Good point.”

I don’t want to argue with Shar, who sounds like she wants to be punished, but I have to say something.  “It makes sense to me, too.  Because, seriously, why would the most evil being in existence punish others for doing evil?  Plus, Hannshurie is a Goddess and would’ve told January if the devil existed.  And you know witchcraft is real and witches believe there’s no devil.”

“Maybe she lied to her,” Shar suggests, arms crossed, giving me the evil eye.

“Why would she lie about that?” January asks, raising her voice.  “It seems like you’re looking for reasons to feel guilty.  Do you want to be punished?”

Shar’s eyebrows cinch.  “No.  Well, maybe.  I don’t know.”

“So, Em, what kind of new spells do we have in the Book of Shadows?” Lia asks.

“I only flipped through it and read some of the titles.  I remember psychic daggers... Charmed gloves... Fire bombs.  There’s even a spell that lets two people switch bodies.”

“Very cool,” Jim says in the excited way he spoke about giving Pete magick.

“I can’t wait to read them,” Lia says.  Whether she’s being sarcastic or not is your guess as well as mine.

Juliana comes out of her room and says hi and asks if January or Jim could try to work their magick and make her brutal headache go away.  Jim says he’ll do it and tries and it works, making me so proud of him.  Juliana is so happy she says we can all have a glass de vin (wine).  Except for Jim and Pete because they’re driving.

All of us want red wine and Juliana tries to explain the differences between the different types but I start thinking about poor Priscilla and Krystal and wind up tuning her out.  Then Jim nudges me with his elbow and I snap out of it and say that I’ll have the same.

While those of us who aren’t driving enjoy the wine, we talk about how much it sucks that we have to go back to school tomorrow.  We’ve missed so much school, having been out since the shooting, that I fear they’ll end up making us stay back.  At least we’re not going back to Noah’s Catholic.  I don’t think I could ever step foot in that building again.  My PTSD wouldn’t let me.

Shar’s eyes are all lit up. “At least Greenmont High School is a public school and we can wear whatever we want and don’t have to take stupid religion classes.”

“Cheers to that,” Jim says and raises his glass.

Everyone else raises their glasses and says cheers.  Then everyone looks happy.  Or almost happy.  As happy as we can be under the circumstances.  Perhaps now would be a good time to bring up Krystal and Priscilla again.  “So, what do you guys think?  Can we go visit Krystal and Priscilla?”

“I already told you I’m with you,” Jim says, putting his arm around me and giving me a quick kiss on the cheek.

Juliana asks what we’re talking about and I tell her.  After a little back and forth she agrees that it would be a nice gesture.  Then nobody else says anything for a moment.  They’re all looking at each other, like they want someone else to decide for them.

“Please,” I say, feeling a bit peeved and disappointed.

“I’ll go,” January suddenly says, sounding upbeat.

“Count me in then,” Pete says.  He doesn’t look thrilled about it, but at least he’s in.

Lia and Shar look at each other.  Both nod at the exact same second then they say, “We’re in.”

I smile and burp.  “Excuse me.  And thank you.”

Juliana lets us have a second glass de vin but I take two sips of mine and put it down just in time to fall asleep with my head on Jim’s shoulder.  I wake up ten minutes later and he’s relieved because he’s had to pee since a few minutes after I fell asleep and he just sat there letting me sleep, knowing how exhausted I am.  I don’t recall any dreams, much less nightmares, which is wicked awesome.

Jim and I leave at 7:30 and as soon as I get home I lie down on my bed and fall asleep with my clothes and sneakers on.


CHAPTER FOUR

EMMA

 

I don’t wake up until 6:25 in the morning.  Just five minutes before Felix the House-clock would’ve started to meow at me, but I shut him off so he won’t.  Usually, I feel tired when I wake up this early, but since I was already in a deep sleep by eight last night I feel well-rested and vibrant.  Autrement, well, I’m a bundle of nerves.  I can’t help but think about those Facebook memes, how some people think we’re heroes and others think we’re murderers.  The meme with bullet holes on our foreheads is especially disturbing.  It all is, though.  I mean,  I don’t consider myself a hero or a villain.  It’s so unfair.  It also sucks that it’s a couple of months into the school year and everyone already knows everybody else and they’re sure to notice us newbies.  Besides, the story of the shooting made international headlines so I suppose you could say we’re celebrities.  I guess that’s why everyone has an opinion about us when we haven’t even met them.

Fortunately, I’ll be with Lia, Shar, January, Pete and Jim, as I’ll have to refer to Tim at school.  So, I won’t have to worry about making new friends.  Besides, it looks like I have to make friends with Krystal and Priscilla, who I’ve managed to convince my friends to visit with me tonight.

I take my meds, which normally include 1mg of Ativan, but I don’t want to take that one yet because I want it to last me the whole school day and if I take it now it’d wear off by fifth period.  It just makes more sense to take it just before I leave for school.  It kicks in quickly so if I do that then it should start working just before we get there.  I might even take a second one to make the day a little less stressful, this being my first day at a new school and all.  I kind of wish my girls and I could just cast a glamour spell to make everyone inclined to like us, but what if it makes some people hate us, too?  What if the whole fiasco with Ken and Troy and company could’ve been avoided if we’d never done that glamour spell our first day at Noah’s Catholic?  I have a feeling it still would’ve happened, since they were homophobic bigots before we ever cast the spell, but still.  What if the spell made them hate us more than they otherwise would have?  Actually, fuck that, our mistake was when we made Ken and Troy impotent and tried to blackmail them into leaving us alone by threatening to never give them their boners back. Revealing ourselves to be witches when we already knew they were zealots was just plain stupid.  If only I could go back in time and change things.  But even with all this magick in our lives, which I never would’ve thought possible six months ago, I still doubt that time travel exists.  I’ve certainly never seen a spell for it.

Getting back to my meds, I have one of those small pill containers on my key chain with a few Ativan and a couple of Depakote in it.  I’m supposed to take 2mg of Ativan – twice my normal dose – and 500mg of Depakote immediately if I feel a seizure aura.  But I don’t know if I’d do that because I wouldn’t want the meds to prevent me from having my premonitions.  But the one constant I always get is that freezing cold sensation, the ice bucket being poured over my head feeling. It’s like brain freeze from ice cream times twenty. Believe me when I say that the ice bucket challenge couldn’t be any worse.  Aside from freezing, I might start to feel shaky, or lights will start giving me a headache, or my vision might get blurred.  Any or all of these other things could happen before my seizures.  Trouble is, they usually don’t happen until right before the seizure – like a minute before at most – so there isn’t usually time to take extra doses of things anyway.  Besides, my seizures aren’t so bad now that I take Ativan and Depakote every morning and night.  In any case, I’ll have the extra Ativan if I feel a panique attaque coming on, too.  It usually doesn’t prevent one if you wait to take it when you feel one coming on already, but it’s still worth taking in those situations because it makes it subside a lot quicker. In my case, that could mean having a second heart attack or not.

Yes, I’m 16 and I’ve already had a heart attack.  And it was severe enough to cause permanent damage to my heart.  Even my cardiologist father had to level with me and admit that much.  Luckily, Jim has shown himself to be a powerful healer and he was able to fix it.  But knowing I gave myself a heart attack once makes me that much more afraid I’ll have one again when I have panic attacks now. Especially since I usually think I’m having a heart attack when I have a panic attack; experiencing heart attack symptoms is what makes me panic.

I don’t know what I’m going to wear today.  I guess I’ll wear the shirt my father bought me when he took me to see The Killers at Mohegan Sun Casino in Connecticut last year.  (Dad always buys me a shirt when he takes me to concerts.  Hopefully, people will ask if I saw them and that’ll be a nice ice breaker.)  Think I’ll wear it with my tight black jeans.  The shirt is black, too, so I’ll match.  Some people might mistakenly think I’m a goth, but I’m going to give myself blue smokey eyes so hopefully they’ll prevent people from drawing that conclusion.  Before I get dressed and do my make up I have to get myself in the shower and I have just turned the water on accordingly.  While it warms up, I take off the clothes I slept in.  I always feel so gross after sleeping in my clothes that I wore the previous day.  It doesn’t happen often, but last night wasn’t the first time I’ve dozed off still dressed. [Who the hell doesn’t once in a while?]

The water is nice and chaud – French for hot – so I step into the shower and grab my pink sea salt organic soap and lather up.  As I’m rinsing off a few minutes later the fluorescent bathroom ceiling light starts to give me a headache and blinds my eyes and I also feel frozen in spite of the hot water so I’m about to have a premonition and wouldn’t have time to take emergency meds if I wanted to.  I lean against the shower and lower myself into a seated position and...

 

I’m somewhere else.  At school.  It has to be Greenmont High, as the few people in the hall are dressed in regular clothes, not uniforms like we had to wear at Noah’s Catholic.  Strangely, I look down and see that I’m standing here.  In the clothes I was planning to wear to school.  Of course, I’ve seen myself in premonitions before, sure, but not like this.  I’ve never observed a premonition from inside one before. It’s like I’m standing inside a cinema about to watch a movie.  Usually, you just see the movie, not yourself watching it.

“Emma,” a familiar voice says to the right of me.  I turn and see Lia there with Shar to her right.

“Hey,” I say. “Wait – you’re here watching a premonition with me?”

“Looks that way,” Lia says.

“Since when can we see and talk to each other during premonitions?” Shar wonders aloud.

“Since now, apparently.  Maybe it’s because we acquired all that extra magick?”

Lia crosses her arms in front of her.  “Must be.  But what are we supposed to be having a premonition about?”

Just then we see ourselves come walking around the corner down at the opposite end of the hall.  Some preppy-looking girl is showing us around.    She’s probably the sort of popular girl Lia, Shar and I have always dubbed Socialites.  “This is the English and foreign languages section of the school,” she says to us.  “Are you taking any foreign languages?”

“French,” the three of us say at once.

“We’ll probably be in the same class then.  This is the junior and senior French classroom,” she says and points.

“I’m failing to see the point of this,” the Lia standing next to me says.

“Maybe we’re just supposed to see that it’s a regular, uneventful school day?” the Shar standing to her right ponders aloud.

As our guide leads us further down the hall – closer to where we’re watching this from – I see a few guys nearby using their lockers and start to hear people’s conversations even though I’m not making any special effort to.

“They’re hotter in real life,” Guy One says as we walk past them on the opposite side of the hall.

“They don’t seem so bad,” Guy Two says.

“Is the one in black still single since her boyfriend was killed?” Guy Three asks.

“No, I think I saw her with a guy before school,” Guy One says.

“Too bad.  She’s smokin’ hot,” Guy Three says, scratching his head.

It’s basically more of the same.  Then two other guys come out of a classroom closer to where the three of us are watching.  Let’s call them Guy Four and Guy Five.

“That party happening this weekend?” Guy Four asks Five.

“Yeah, for sure,” Five says.  Then our host leads us past them.

Guy Four fixates on her but turns his head slightly towards Guy Five and quietly says, “Good – I can’t wait to rape Melinda’s ass.”

And then Lia, Shar and I turn around and look at him and his head explodes.  Literally!  There’s smoke and there are flames and his head is gone, brains and blood splattered all over the lockers, us, etc.  He’s still standing, though!

Poor Melinda is trembling and pale, leaning against the lockers so she doesn’t collapse.

The versions of Lia, Shar and I watching this turn to each other, exchanging shrugs, as students start screaming and the guy’s headless body takes a few more steps before collapsing.

“Did you do that?” I ask the Lia and Shar watching this with me, but they look as shocked than I am.  They don’t get to respond, however, because the premonition ends.

 

I open my eyes and find myself staring at the bathroom ceiling.  I’m lying in the shower with a bathrobe placed over with me like a blanket and a towel behind my head like a pillow.  I sit up and shudder as I find my father sitting on the toilet, a phone in his hand and a worried expression accentuating his wrinkles.

“Em, you OK?” he asks.

“Um, my head hurts,” I say, rubbing it.  I’m reminded of when I just recently woke up in Great Grandmother Ruth’s bathtub.  I’m tempted to look Heaven-ward and scream, why does this keep happening to me?  Of course, my great grandmother seeing me in my underwear is one thing and my father seeing me naked is a totally different, horrifying thing.

“You had a seizure,” he says. “A serious one.  I heard you banging around, so I broke down the door.”

I realize I was drooling and wipe my mouth with a towel.  Feels like I bit the right side of my tongue and the inside of my mouth beside it.  “So, you put the bathrobe over me?”

“I had to do something,” he says, looking about as uncomfortable as I feel.

“What time is it?” I ask, sitting up with the robe covering me still.

“Seven twenty.”

“I have to get dressed for school!” I say, hurrying to my feet as quickly as I can while holding the robe over my boobs and pubes.

“You should probably stay home,” he says.

My words pour out fast.  “No way!  Lia, Shar and I are in this together.  Now please get out so I can put my robe on and go get dressed.”

“OK, OK,” he says, standing up.  “Just make sure you take your emergency meds.”

I nod.  And I will take them.  I can’t afford another seizure like this today.  Don’t want to wind up in a coma. [And that was one premonition too many already today.]

He hurries out of the bathroom, shutting the door, which no longer has a knob, behind him.

I put my robe on then I head into my room and put my clothes on as quickly as I can.  I look at one of the clocks I inherited from Great Grandmother Ruth and see that I still have a few minutes.  I sit down in front of my mirror and put some make up on.  I don’t have enough time for smokey eyes, but I still put some blue eye shadow and black mascara on, along with my light pink lipstick, which compliments my lips nicely.  You can barely even tell I’m wearing it.

Now, I take a couple Ativan and Depakote out of the bottles and take them with my remaining water.  As usual, it feels like the Depakote gets stuck in the back of my throat.  They’re big, pink horse pills.

I grab my backpack, in which I’ve placed the school supplies January and Pete brought me in the hospital after my heart attack, and head downstairs.  Juliana pulls up just as I look out the front window.

“Did you take the meds?” my father asks as I open the front door.

“Check,” I say and I run for Juliana’s car.

 

“Emma, what the hell was up with that premonition?” Lia asks as soon as I shut Juliana’s front passenger side door; Shar is in back with Lia, so I’m up front with Juliana as usual.

I turn so I can look at Lia and Shar.  “You guys heard that pig say he was gonna rape our guide, too?”

Shar nods, her forehead revealing worry lines.  “Yeah. We were listening to what people were saying, trying to figure out what the premonition was about, then he said that and his head blew up.”

“Did either of you make the guy’s head explode?”

“No,” they say simultaneously.

I bite my bottom lip.  “Neither did I. But I think we all might’ve done it together.”

Shar’s forehead wrinkles even more.  “Why?”

“We were upset by what he said and we were all angry with him.  So, maybe the three of us being upset at the same time was enough to do that now that we’re so powerful and have black magick in us.”

Juliana chimes in from behind the wheel. “Sounds like a possibility to me.”

Lia’s face reddens. “Well, fuck. How are we ever supposed to go out in public again if that’s what happens?”

My jaw clenches for a second. “Shit, I just remembered something.”

“What?” they both snap at once.

“Ruth told me we needed to make talismans against evil with our pentacle necklaces.  I was gonna have us do it last night but I fell asleep then I forgot when I woke up.”

“A lot of good that does us now,” Shar says, having a rare sarcastic moment.

“Well, if we do it, that should help us,” I say. “It will not only protect us from other people’s black magick but prevent our own from being used to hurt anyone else.”

“Do you know the spell?” Lia asks.

“No. Well, not yet. I saw the spell – it’s a barrier against evil protection spell – in the back of the Book of Shadows when I flipped through it yesterday before we all met up, but I barely skimmed the titles.”

“Wait.  Do you have the talismans I made you on you?” Juliana asks.

“Yes,” we all say.

“Those protect you from evil.”

“But they must not protect others from ours,” I say. “Or we never would’ve saw that happening because we wouldn’t have been such a threat.”

“You didn’t read any of the spell, Em?” Shar asks.

I swallow a toad in my throat. “No.  Sorry.”

“Well, maybe if we pray we can make them keep our black magick from getting out,” Juliana says.  That’s right – Juliana helped waste J so she has black magick in her now, too.

“We should do our necklaces, not the talismans,” Lia says.  “Because there’s no way we can have our talismans on us at all times.  Like if you’re swimming.  Or sleeping.  But we’ll always have our necklaces on.”

“Good point,” Shar says.  “Let me say a prayer.”

We listen.

“Lord and Lady, Gods and Goddesses, Angels and Saints, we need your help.  Please charm our necklaces so they can protect us from doing evil – deliberately or accidentally – as well as protect us from the evil of others.  We only want to do good with our magick and not harm anyone.  And as much as that guy probably deserves it, we do not want to make his head explode.  We’ll warn that girl about him so she isn’t raped, but please, don’t let us make that happen. Let us only do good.  Please.  Accept this prayer in substitute for the barrier against evil protection spell.  We are your humble servants. So mote it be.  Amen.”

“So mote it be.  Amen,” Lia, Juliana and I say.

Suddenly, I feel my pentacle necklace warming up under my shirt.  I reach in and take it out and it’s glowing: a bright, white light one second and a darker, almost black light the next.  Not that anyone’s ever heard of things glowing black, but it is.  I turn and look at Lia and Shar and their pentacles are doing the same.  Juliana unbuttons the top few buttons of her shirt and pulls out her own pentacle – a larger, golden one – and it’s glowing light and dark, too.

“Go, Shar,” Juliana says.

Shar lets out a loud sigh of relief.

“Yeah, go Shar,” I say.

“Congratulations, you just saved a would-be rapist’s life,” Lia says in her smart ass voice.  But nobody thinks it’s funny.  I know she meant it to be, but I can’t bring myself to laugh about a rapist.  Neither can Shar, apparently.

Now we’re approaching the school.

“Just pull over here,” Lia says, referring to the sidewalk, which is about 150 feet in front of the school.

“The pamphlet said there’s a drop off area on the other side of the building,” Juliana says, pulling over.

“That’s why we’re getting out here.”

“Why, you’re afraid to be seen with me?”

“Mom, half the kids in our class will already have their licenses.  So, no, being seen getting a ride from a parental unit isn’t very cool.”

Lia opens the door and gets out so that’s what Shar and I do, too, after thanking Juliana, of course.

 

 

 


CHAPTER FIVE

SHARAN

 

As Em, Li and I get out of the car, I am overwhelmed with guilt because we have another problem they don’t know about yet. A problem I haven’t even told Li about yet. One that is as almost as awful as making that pig’s head explode.  And it’s my fault.

Once Jul’s car is down the street from the school, I begin to spill the beans. “Guys, I have to talk to you.”

The color drains from Em’s face as she looks at me.  “That doesn’t sound good.”

I attempt to swallow, but I’m so nervous that I can’t.  “I’m afraid it’s serious.”

Although Li looks stunned, she smiles as she reaches for my hand and takes it in hers, which feels so much warmer than my own right now.  Normally, I’d find her gesture encouraging, but what I’m about to say is bad so it fails to stop my shoulders from quivering.

“So, what is it?” Em asks, now completely pale.

I attempt to swallow again, but still can’t.  “This morning.  When we had the premonition.  I had a seizure.”

“Me, too,” Li and Em say at once.  Then Em adds, “I collapsed and blacked out in the shower.  And my father found me.  It was pretty humiliating.”

Li sighs.  “Thank Goddess I was sitting on my bed, tying my sneakers, so I just laid down when I started seizing and my mother didn’t hear me.”

“Lucky you,” Em says. “Did you black out?”

“That or I fell asleep.”

Are they ever going to let me talk?  I raise my voice and speak quickly so I can get a word in edgewise.    “I had just gotten dressed and opened my door so I could go ask Arja something.  Then the seizure struck and I collapsed and – ”

“ – She saw?” Em interrupts.

I nod and finally manage to swallow, though I shiver and goose bumps form on my arms. “She wanted to call an ambulance.  I mean, she was about to call one when I came to.  I saw her dial two numbers.  I couldn’t have her dialing the third.  I wasn’t gonna miss school because she wanted me to go to the hospital, you know?  So, I did what I had to do.  I used magick to yank the phone out of her hand and into mine.”

Li and Em’s jaws drop and they look at each other then they stare at me, as though they’re waiting for me to tell them it’s fine.  But I can’t. I can’t even find the words to say anything else.

Li speaks slowly.  “What did big sister think about magick?”

I take a deep breath while I pull my hand away from her and tap it against my forehead a few times.  I just feel so stupid; I can’t help it.  “It didn’t go well.  I don’t know what’s gonna happen.”

“What did Arja say exactly?” Em asks.

“Well, I told her I was a witch because she demanded I explain how I moved the phone and it’s not like I had time to concoct  another answer, you know?”

“We get it,” Li says and places a hand on my shoulder affectionately.

I try to take a few deep breaths, but it’s fruitless.  My heart and lungs are raging now.  My words tumble out quickly, like a racing dog just let out of a gate.  “She went off on me about how witchcraft is evil, how I’m sacrificing my soul to the devil, and how the Bible says you’re not even supposed to allow a witch to live.”

“Were you able to calm her down?” Em asks and sucks her lips into her mouth.

“Well, she wanted to call and tell our parents already.  I told her they’d be just as upset with her for telling them.”

“Smart thinking,” Li says and starts to rub the middle of my back in soothing circles.

“Yeah, but she said we need to discuss this with my parents soon.  Although I reminded her how the Catholic Church hides pedophile priests and still thinks people go to hell for gay sex.  So, if she doesn’t think I should burn for being gay then with any luck she won’t feel differently about my being a witch.”

“She say anything else?” Li asks.

“Not really.  She just sat down and buried her face in her hands.  Just before Juliana picked me up I told her I wouldn’t have survived the shooting if I wasn’t a witch, that none of us would have.”

Em gives me the evil eye.  “So, she knows we’re a coven now?”  I can’t tell if she’s angry with me or just worried about people finding out she’s a witch.

I nod.  “Yeah, I guess she could’ve drawn that conclusion.”

Em shakes her head and her brow creases.  “How could she not, if you said none of us would’ve survived without witchcraft?”

“Emma, chill,” Li says.

I shake my head.  “No, she’s right. I shouldn’t have said that.”

Li glares at me. “It’s OK. Right, Emma?”

Em’s bottom lip quivers.  “If that’s everything that was said.”

Unfortunately, it wasn’t. “When I was on the way out the door she raised her voice and asked if the real reason they attacked us was because we’re witches.  But I didn’t stop to answer.”

“If she asks you again,” Em says, “You have to tell her no, that they had no idea we were witches until they tried to kill us and we started using magick.”

Li shoots Emma an angry look.  The way she usually does if she thinks she’s bossing me around.

“No, Emma’s right,” I say to Li.  “If I say they knew we were witches, she’ll say that’s why the shooting happened, and tell my parents and they’ll all hate me.  It’s bad enough she must hate me now.”

“Dude, she’s your big sister,” Li says.  “She’ll come around.”

“I’d try to erase her memory, but I couldn’t live with myself if I erased too much or worse.”

Li rubs my back.  “I get it.”

The school bell rings, making me shudder.  It’s much louder and piercing than the bell at Noah’s Catholic.  Or maybe I’m just wicked sensitive right now.

“Guess it’s time to report to the principal’s office,” Em says.

“Ugh,” Li and I say at the exact same second, proving our shared brain is indeed working nicely.

Just remember – if we have to talk about witch stuff in school we use telepathy, Em says.

We  walk down the sidewalk toward the front entrance where there’s a cluster of students hanging out. This includes the guys we saw in the premonition, the would be rapist among them, and a few girls, Melinda included.  A few people are taking photos of us with their phones.  “Do you think our fans will outnumber the haters?”

“I hope so,” Li says.  “Provided we don’t make that guy’s head combust.”

We all have a laugh at that thought, but it’s quickly replaced by fear.

“Hey, wait up!” I hear January call as we’re about 10 feet from the door.  I look over and see that Pete and Jim are with her.

Em hurries over to Jim and they hug and kiss, but no tongues as we’ve already read the school’s policy about P.D.A.s, which basically states that they’re not allowed and are punishable with detention and, eventually, suspension and expulsion, if you’re a repeat offender.  God forbid you’re a romantic here.

Lia and I step off the sidewalk and meet January and Pete on the grass.  We all say a quick hello before I ask January, “You guys have been here since last week.  Any advice?”

“Not really.  Just try not to make eye contact with anyone.” She laughs nervously.

“That’s it?” Li asks.

Pete speaks, mostly looking at his sneakers. “January and I – we got through last week by introducing ourselves to the geeks, gamers and hackers – where we fit in well enough. But we – we – well, we all have each other now.”

“So, it’s not like we need to make new friends.  Is that what you’re saying?” I ask.

He nods.  “I guess.  I mean, I think our gang is big enough that we don’t have to join some other group.”

January starts rocking back and forth on the heels of her feet, clearly wishing to get a word in.

“Yes, January?” I ask.

She smiles. “What Pete means is we can make new friends so long as we don’t forget about our current friends.”

“Just what I wanted to hear,” I say.

“That’s right, isn’t it Pete?” Li asks him.

He’s about to answer when Em and Jim join us.  Now we’re standing in a small-ish circle.  Guess this is what the expanded coven would’ve looked like – minus Juliana – if he’d gotten his wish.  I feel bad because if I hadn’t been so opposed to expanding it then I could’ve swayed Li and Em would’ve gone along with it.  So, you could say I singlehandedly ruined Pete, Jim and Juliana’s chances of ever joining our coven.

“Any warnings for us, Pete?” Em asks.

Li, January and I can’t help but laugh.  Pete gets flustered, his face reddening.

“What?” Em asks and bites her top lip.

“Pete was just giving us his advice while you and Jim were preoccupied,” Li says.

“Can you repeat it for Jim and I?” Em asks Pete.

“Sure.  All I said was to avoid making eye contact.”

Em smirks.  “With anyone?”

“Except us.”

“Of course.”

“Did you make any friends last week?” Jim asks

“We gelled with the geeks, who have their own table at lunch,” January says.  “But now that we’re all here we’re gonna have to oust one group or another from their table in order to claim one as our own.”

“Who should we boot?” Em asks as I was about to.

“Depends who you want as enemies,” January says.

“Who’s the least likely to give us a lot of trouble?” Jim asks.

“That’s probably the really obese kids,” January says.  “Most of them all sit together.”

“We’re not gonna bully the poor overweight kids,” I say.

“Wait,” Pete says.  “I have an idea.”

“We’re listening,” Jim says after a beat.

“The allergy tables,” January and Pete say at once.  Then just Pete says, “There are three allergy tables but only one is full at Junior - Senior lunch.  So, we could take one of those.  Just say we have food allergies.”

“You don’t need a doctor’s note to sit there?” Jim asks, his eyebrows cinched together, revealing his skepticism.

“Just a note from your parents,” Pete says.  “Unless, of course, it’s already in your school records.”

“You can put that in our records by lunch?” Em asks.

“Oui,” he says with a shit-eating grin.

Em smiles and bats her eyes.  “Just the word I was looking for.”

“We better head in now,” January says.

“Unless you want to stop time,” Jim says to Em, teasing her.

“I told you I don’t know how we did that,” Em says as we all head for the school.

We’re going through the open double doors when I accidentally elbow Melinda, the one who’s supposed to show us around.  “Sorry, Melinda,” I say.  No sooner do I realize I’m not supposed to know her name yet.

“It’s OK,” she says.  And then, “Wait.  How do you know my name?”

I open my mouth but don’t know what to say.  Apparently, I’m bad at that today.

“We overheard some guy say it and motion toward you a few minutes ago,” Em says.

“What’d he look like?” Melinda asks, eyes on me.

“Brown hair, I think,” I say. “Thin.”

Melinda looks at her friends. “It must’ve been Stevie.  I told you that sick fuck was still obsessing over me.”

“I’ll talk to him,” one of her female friends says.

“No, Tanya, you’ve done quite enough already.”

Her friend looks away from her.  “Would you rather I have said nothing?”

“No.  I don’t know.  Let’s go find him.”

That said, Melinda and Tanya head into the school with another girl and their male friends in tow.  My friends and I let them pass before we go in and step aside, out of the way of the rush of students.

Li laughs.  “Looks like we’re capable of starting shit even without magic.”

Em starts laughing really hard, perplexing everyone.

“What’s so funny?” I ask her.

“Us doing normal high school shit,” she says.  “Not using magick.”

“That is funny,” Jim says, though he doesn’t laugh.

“We need a word to use in lieu of magick,” Pete says.

“Well, we could just talk about it with telepathy,” January says. “For when we do need to discuss it.”

“How about we call it white out?” Li suggests.

“Then people will think we’re sniffing the shit to get high,” Jim says.

“What about candy?” Em offers.

“Candy,” I say.  “I like that.”

“Me, too,” January says.

“Anyone object?” Jim asks.

Nobody says anything.

“Fine,” I say. “Candy it is then.”

 

January and Pete part ways with us.  They’re headed to homeroom, which is a different homeroom than Li, Em, Jim and I will be in.  That’s because there wasn’t a homeroom with six empty spots, according to Pete, so he had to split us up.  I think that was probably for the best anyway, less it seem suspicious that six people who know each other – and are all new to the school – wind up in the same homeroom.

“Thank Goddess our parents already took care of the paperwork and everything ahead of time,” Em says as we’re heading for the office.

“Yeah, it’s not like we needed to draw any extra attention to ourselves,” Li says, motioning towards two younger girls who are taking cell phone pix of us right now.

I thought people reacting like this was going to bother me, but it doesn’t.  I’m sure it will when those pics get turned into nasty memes, though.  Although these girls look more like fans than gossips; I get a warm vibe from them.  Can’t say the same for the other onlookers though.  The hall keeps getting quiet each time we pass a group of students.  They all shut up so they can stare at us and try to eavesdrop on our conversation.  Plus, I’m sure they want to intimidate us, too.  Make us feel unwelcomed here.  Of course, they can’t resist making jokes about us after we’ve walked by each group, but they’re keeping their voices low, perhaps afraid to incur our wrath.

“Damn, I wish I could use candy right now,” Em says.

Li laughs. “Me, too.”

Maybe we should’ve done a glamour spell, I say telepathically.  Of course, I’m joking.  Mostly.


CHAPTER SIX

LIA

 

As soon as Emma, Jim, Shar and I walk into the office it gets so quiet you could hear a number two pencil drop.  And everyone is looking at us.  Students.  Receptionists. A custodian. Everyone.  Funny how adults are always saying it’s impolite to stare, yet that’s exactly what all of them are doing right now.  The students, I can kind of understand, but the fucking adults?  You’d think they would at least try to mind their manners.  Instead, their eyes remain locked on us.  Meanwhile, the room remains silent – to the point that I can hear my heart beating inside my chest.  Well, fuck this.  I start making eye contact with our onlookers.  One at a time, I make eye contact with several of them, waiting for each to get uncomfortable and look away.  Because, fuck them, right?

The thing about people looking at us like this is that they’ve already judged us.  Either they’re looking at us like we’re hitmen who should be locked up or they’re admiring us for fighting back and saving ourselves.  Hitmen or Heroes, that’s what I’ll call my book someday.  Or Heroes or Hitmen, that probably sounds better.  Either way.  Ever since the shooting, everyone seems to think we’re one or the other.  We’re the only ones who see each other as regular people anymore.

If you think you can’t tell when Indian people are blushing you’re wrong because I stop staring back at “the grownups” and see that my girlfriend, Shar, has a face as red as blood right now, probably a mix of embarrassment and anger.  I reach over and run the fingers of my left hand along her right, slowly enough for her to notice but fast enough that the adults can’t accuse us of holding hands.  Of course, they already look ready to accuse us of something, but if one of them took issue with my fingers grazing my girlfriend’s hand then the others would probably frown upon them.  “How could you give detention to those poor girls?”

“As you were,” Emma says loud enough for everyone in the office to hear, which makes Jim smile proudly.  For a second, it makes the bastards scrutinize us even more, but then the door that says “principal’s office” opens and a woman comes out and they all go back to what they were doing, the adults and students alike appearing somewhat frightened.  Well, except for a few adults, who the principal has to glare at.  But they look wicked nervous as they catch her gaze.  One of them turns back to his computer and knocks his coffee mug onto the floor where it shatters.

The principal waves us over. “Emma, Lia, Sharan, come, come.  Jim, I’ll be with you in a few minutes.”

“Guess I’ll have a seat then.” Jim takes a seat across from the reception counter, which Emma walks around.  She leads the way past several desks arranged in two rows until the three of us are in the principal’s office.

“Have a seat,” the principal says, motioning to the three chairs in front of her desk.  “I’m Principal Clarke,” she says as she walks around the desk and sits.  “So, to start, why don’t you tell me who’s who?”

Like she doesn’t already know from the fucking news, I say to Emma and Shar telepathically.

We say our names and she hands us all our schedules, which we thank her for even though high school schedules are the last thing any of us wants to look at right now.  She also tells us that we can call her “Miss Clarke,” pronouncing the e, which makes her sound uptight to me.

“We put you in as many of the same classes as we could,” she says.  Complete bullshit, too, because Pete is the one who put us in most of the same classes.  Then she says how the school is sympathetic to our “situation” and that if we have any issues with other students to let her know and it will be dealt with promptly.  She also tells us about the school’s no violence policy and how we can’t bring weapons to school and other crap that’s completely obvious.  Finally, she calls Melinda to the office.  James is her last name.  I’m not surprised she has a first name for a last name.  She just seems like she should.  And her smile is completely fake when she tells Ms. Clarke she’d be “delighted” to show us around.

I’m nervous about seeing the rapist, Shar says to Emma and I telepathically as Melinda begins leading us down the hall away from the office.

Because you want to kill him or because you don’t? I ask.

A mix of both.

Yeah, I’m having mixed feelings, too, Emma says.

Maybe one of us should jet to the nearest restroom the second we see him, Shar suggests.

Good idea, I say.

Less of us, less chance of the jerk’s head exploding, Emma says like a smart ass, which is usually my thing to do.  Although she can be quite the wise cracker.

I’ll go, Shar says anxiously.  If it’s OK with you both.

Then go when you gotta go, I joke.

While Emma and Shar are giving me their angry faces it occurs to me that Ms. Clarke didn’t send Jim with us.  She’s probably going to have a guy show him around so they can tour the boy’s locker room.

“Could you pay any less attention?” Melinda says, stopping to give us the evil eye.

“We are paying attention,” Emma says.

“What wing are we in?”

“Science,” Shar says.

“Oh,” Melinda says, looking surprised.  “Sorry.  I thought you were all talking in sign language back there.”

I force a quick laugh.  “That would require knowing how to sign. Which we don’t.”

“Pas du tout,” Emma says.

“Parlez-vous français?” Melinda asks.

“Ouais,” Emma says.  French slang for oui.  Yes.  She used to say that a lot – to an annoying point, to tell you the truth – but this is the first I’ve heard her say it during recent memory.

Melinda smiles.  “Chic alors.”

Fittingly, next up is the language wing.  It cracks me up how just about every subject has its own wing at this school, even if some wings are more like half a hallway.  At least it should make it easier to memorize where our classes are.

Eventually, we turn a corner and we all recognize this wing.  It’s the long one from the premonition.  The same five guys are standing in the hall.  Three together, then the duo featuring the rapist.

“Where’s the restroom?” Shar blurts out.

“At the end of the hall,” Melinda says, pointing down the hall past where the guys are standing.

Shit, shit, shit, Shar says.  I should’ve known this would happen.

We were all thinking the same thing, that the restroom would be back in the opposite direction. Not taking us right past those guys.  It’ll be fine.

“So, if you don’t mind me asking,” Melinda says. “What was it like when that Ken guy got on the intercom and summoned you to the office that morning?”

What a bitch!  I want to scream at her so loud it makes her eyes bleed.  She has some fucking nerve asking us about that!

No, let’s talk about it, Emma says.  It’ll distract us.

Now I kind of want to bark in her face.  You first.

“It was scary,” Emma says.  “Wicked.  We saw our lives passing before our eyes.”

“I really need the restroom,” Shar says and literally runs past the guys, who we are about to reach.

“OK, then...” Melinda says, looking shocked.  Shar stunned us all, causing us to halt in our tracks.  As a result, the first few guys walk past us instead of vice versa.  Once they’re just a few feet away, I hear them commenting on our asses.  Literally.  “What losers.”

“Did you really want to go face them or did the other students force you to?” Melinda asks.

I’m surprised by that question.  It’s not one we’ve been asked often.  I don’t even recall the detectives asking us that.  Not that my memory of everything that happened right after the shooting is reliable.

“It was a mix of both,” Emma says.

I suppose I should say something.  I feel my forehead muscles tensing up as I speak.  “I think we figured we were dead either way so we might as well go down there and spare other people from getting killed, too.”

“I’d probably do the same thing,” Melinda says and gets this grin on her face like some great curiosity of hers has just been satisfied.  As though I’ve just told her the meaning of life or some shit like that.  Then she continues leading us down the hall.

This time Melinda stands to Emma’s left, Emma being to my left, which means she’s now on the opposite side of the hallway from the rapist and accomplice.  We’re about to walk by them when she comes out with another question, which she directs at Emma.  “What was being shot like?  I mean, I know it must feel terrible, but how would you describe it?”

I could answer that question, except I can’t because so far as the world at large knows I wasn’t shot.  This is because January had healed me before the cops and ambulances showed up.

“It was awful,” Emma says.  “It’s like having your insides explode.  It pierces and it burns.  It’s like forcing a hot coal through your skin and deep into your body.  Like getting a thousand bee stings at once...”

Emma says more, but I tune her out because I want to hear what the guy says, if it’s changed since the premonition.  Of course, he’s a potential rapist either way, but for some reason I need to hear him say it.  Sure enough, just as we’re passing them, the guy says it to his buddy: “Awesome – I can’t wait to rape Melinda’s ass.”  He says it and I lose it.

I don’t think about his head exploding – because I turn around and grab him by the arm, digging my nails into him.  “If you so much as put your finger on her I’ll fucking kill you.”

“What the fuck?” the guy goes.

Emma’s face turns ghost pale and her jaw drops.

“Yeah, what the fuck?” Melinda repeats.

“He said he was going to rape you this weekend,” I say.

The guy’s face burns red and he drops his books.

“I heard it, too,” Emma says.

Tell her the truth, I mentally demand of the guy.  Tell the truth.  Then Emma joins in and says it with me, Tell the truth.

“I was joking,” the guy says, looking down at his books, less our stares burn right through him.  I let go of him and he rubs his arm.

Melinda walks over and slaps him in the face twice then she turns back to us and says “let’s go” and we start back in the direction we were going.  But after I take a few steps, I look over my shoulder and glare at the guy so he knows that I meant what I said.

What the fuck were you thinking? Emma asks me.

“Aaah!” the guy screams.  Naturally, we stop and look at him.

“What?” his bro goes.

“I just got stung in the ass!”

“Huh?”

“A bee!  I was stung by a fucking bee!”  Because that’s exactly what I wanted to happen to him just then.

A teacher sticks her head out into the hall.  “Which one of you just swore?  You can tell me or you can both spend your next two afternoons in detention.”

Neither of them says anything for a second.  Then the other guy goes, “It wasn’t me.”

Melinda and I laugh as we continue down the hall, but Emma glares at me, her brow cinched.

I’m sorry, Em, I say.  I just lost it when he said it.

Why were you even listening?  I thought we weren’t gonna do that?

I don’t know.  I just needed to hear him say it for some reason.

What reason?

I don’t know.  I’m sorry.

I suppose you needed to dig your claws into him, too?

It was instinct.  Anyway, it’s over.  Just chill.  I don’t know why I grabbed him.  I wonder if it’s because we have black magick in us now.  No, I doubt it’s that.  Grabbing him like that was something I would’ve done even before we killed Jenna and inherited her evil mojo.  Besides, our pentacle necklaces should prevent us from using black magick anyway. I think having him stung is in the gray area.

And the bee sting was coincidence? Emma continues.

No, that was on purpose.  It’s not like anyone is gonna know I used magick because the dude got stung by a bee.

Emma shakes her head. Wasn’t that black magick?

If it was, wouldn’t the pentacle have stopped me?

They probably only kick in if we try to do something wicked evil.  But that doesn’t justify things.

I put my hand on her shoulder and it actually makes her flinch.  It was a bee sting, Emma. Give me a fucking break already.

Shar comes out of the bathroom as we arrive at the end of the hall.  I trust it went well?

Pas du tout, Emma says.

“I need to stop for a second,” Melinda says once we’re around the corner and the pigs can’t see us.  They were probably sent to the office anyway.

We stop walking.  Melinda leans against the lockers.  Her neck is all red and there are a few hives on her cheeks.

Shar looks at me to explain what Emma said.  It’s fine.  I just grabbed the guy by the arm.

And stung him in the ass, Emma tattles.

Shar looks really confused.

With a bee! I confess.

“I know I must look hideous right now,” Melinda says.  “It’s because I’m allergic to heat and when I’m stressed my body temperature rises and sets it off.”

“You’re allergic to heat?” Emma asks.

Melinda nods and starts shuffling through her purse.  “It’s called cholinergic urticaria. If you don’t believe me, take out your phone and google it.”

“We believe you,” Shar says.

I’m not sure I believe her, but clearly there’s something wrong with her that made her get hives over what just happened.  Actually, no, maybe she’s perfectly normal and any woman would get hives learning a guy intended to rape her.

“What are you looking for?” Emma asks.

Melinda sighs heavily.  “Benadryl.”

“I might have some,” Emma says and starts combing through her own purse.  “Got it.  It’s Tylenol PM, but it’s just Tylenol and a double dose of Benadryl.”

Emma pours several in her hand.  “In case you need a few later.”

“I don’t suppose you have a Valium.”

Emma hesitates for a moment before saying, “If you swear to God not to tell anyone, I’ll give you an Ativan.”

Melinda zips her mouth shut with her finger.  “That would be perfect.  My lips are sealed.”

You really shouldn’t, Shar says.

But Emma gets her little pill container out of her purse and picks one out and hands it to her.  “It’s one milligram, so you should probably only take half of it if you’re not used to it.”

“Trust me, with all the drugs I’ve done, my system can take it.”

“Well, at least don’t take more than one Benadryl with it.”

Melinda opens a Midol bottle in her purse and pours all but one of the Tylenol PM/Benadryl into it. Then she puts it in the palm of her left hand, along with the Ativan, plops them into her mouth, and swallows hard.

Emma rubs Melinda’s shoulder.  “So, do you know the asshole?”

“Not well. His name is Byron Landry. What exactly did he say?” She rubs the back of her neck.

My hands become fists as I say it.  “They were talking about a party and he said, ‘I can’t wait to rape Melinda’s ass.’” Now I feel like puking.

“Fuckhead,” Melinda says. “Let’s continue the tour – it’ll make the Ativan spread through my system faster.”

I highly doubt that’s true, but if she wants to walk then so be it.  On with the show.

A couple of minutes later we walk by a few lockers that have “murderers” spray painted on them in blood red crimson.  Lia, Shar and I stop upon seeing them.  Melinda keeps walking, since she was in front of us and didn’t notice us stopping.

“Melinda,” I say.

She trembles, startled, before she turns around.  “What?”

Emma points at the lockers.  “What’s the deal with this?”

“Tell me these aren’t our lockers,” Shar says.

“No,” Melinda says. “Well, they were supposed to be, but someone did that so the school decided to give you different ones. So far, I’m the only one besides the principal who knows which ones.  We’ll be at them in a minute.”

“I’m sure that’s all it’ll take for someone wonderful to come along decorate those, too,” I say.

Emma and Shar glare at me.

 

 

 


CHAPTER SEVEN

LIA

 

First period is almost finished by the time our tour is over and Melinda leaves us at our second period class.  Trigonometry.  Something I wasn’t taking at Noah’s Catholic or at Berube Lowell High, the school we went to for freshman and sophomore years.  Obviously, I was only placed in this class because Pete was trying to keep us together in as many classes as possible.  To that end, Emma, Shar, January, Pete and Jim are all in trig right along with us. I appreciate what Pete’s done and I do want to share as many classes as possible with my friends, but I might have to ask him to put me in geometry so I can actually pass.  I wonder what colleges consider better, a C- in trig or an A in geometry?  Doesn’t matter.  I don’t really feel like thinking about college right now.  Instead, I’m just focusing on getting good grades.  Hopefully, I’ll just end up going wherever Shar wants to go.  Assuming I can get in and come up with some way to afford it that doesn’t involve taking out loans that would take me the next thirty years to pay back.

I do know what I want to study in college: art.  That’s what makes the most sense for me, since drawing and painting are the things I’m best at.  They’re also things I haven’t been doing much of since we started the coven.  It’s just been one fire to put out after another.  I think the last time I did anything artistic was in art class at Noah’s Catholic, roughly two months ago.  I wouldn’t even count that because you’re confined to 45 minutes in class and you can hardly create a masterpiece in that little time.  Not that I’m calling anything I’ve done a masterpiece, but Emma always calls the mural of the beta fish fighting the dragon that I did on her bedroom wall one.  And she does have great taste.

Thank God and Goddess Pete knew that Emma, Shar and I are into art and put us in as many art classes as he possibly could.  We have it fourth period every day except Thursday when we have gym first period, but Pete is going to get us doctor’s notes saying that we can’t take gym.  I’m sure Emma will get hers from her father, since she had a heart attack and he’s a cardiac surgeon.  Or her neurologist could give her one, due to her grand mal seizure disorder. I think Pete said he’s going to give me some condition where you get vertigo very easily and are prone to passing out.  I forget what it’s actually called.  I also forget what he’s diagnosing Shar with.  Maybe he said fibromyalgia.  I guess after what happened this morning he might as well say that we all have seizure disorders.  I feel wicked bad about Shar having a bad one. I know she’s sweating it right now about what’s going to happen with Arja.

 

Emma, Shar and I have just walked into the cafeteria, which is packed.  There must be 500 students in here.  Granted, it’s a very large caf, but this is just the junior/senior lunch.  If freshmen/sophomore lunch is as packed, there must be over a thousand students at this school, which mean there are that many more students to give us a hard time.  But I’m not putting up with any bullying.  Especially not of Emma and Shar. Shar is very soft spoken, at least compared to me, and she goes to great lengths to avoid confrontation.  Suffice to say, she’s more inclined to sit there and take it than I am. Not that I really stood up for either of us at Noah’s Catholic, but after dealing with the witch hunters and Jenna-the-hideous I’ve adapted a bit more of a take no shit attitude.  I think it’s a good thing.

I sweep the caf with my eyes and there aren’t many empty chairs.  Except in the allergy section, as January and Pete suspected.  Two of the three tables that say they’re for students with food allergies are empty.

“I wonder if Pete gave us all allergies yet?” Emma wonders.

“We should probably wait and check with him first,” Shar says and bites her top lip.  She doesn’t bite her lip as often as Emma and I but I think it’s completely adorable when she does.  And it’s always a nice sign that I’m doing something right during sex.

“They can’t expect all of us to have our allergies on file the first day,” Emma says.  “Plus, there aren’t enough chairs for us to sit elsewhere even if we didn’t mind splitting up.  Which we do.”

I’m about to say let’s go get our grub and take a seat at the allergy table when January and Pete appear beside Shar and I and Jim next to Emma.

“Hey. Did you get the grand tour?” Emma asks Jim.

“Yes. By a wicked strange guy.”

“Oh, what was his name?”

“James Whorrley.”

“Why was he strange?” I ask.

Jim shakes his head.  “He’s obsessed with Selena Gomez.”

“He told you this?”

I might’ve read him for thirty seconds, Jim says telepathically. I saw his room and it’s a Selena Gomez shrine. There’s literally a shrine with candles and a curtain with a headshot of her.Dude even has photos of her on the ceiling.

I shake my head.  At least Selena Gomez is hot.

I turn to Pete and smile. “Pete, just the man we want to see.  Did you put allergies in our records yet?”

He smiles proudly, his chest rising slightly.  “I did.  I didn’t have time to get creative about it though.  So, we all have nut allergies.  Some of us have other allergies, too – to make it look good – but I need to see who I gave what to and e-mail everyone tonight.”

“So, we should be good just saying we have allergies for today?” Shar asks, her brow slightly wrinkled with worry.

“It should be fine,” January says, all smiles.

“So, shall we get food and meet back at an allergy table then?” Jim asks.

“Sounds good,” Pete says. “But keep in mind that we’re all supposed to be allergic to nuts.  So, no Peanut Butter Cups or Snickers.”

“I knew there had to be a catch,” Emma says.  She loves Peanut Butter Cups.  She’s especially obsessed with the ones made with white chocolate right now.  She had me try one the other day and it was better than I expected, which surprised me because I’m really fussy about white chocolate.

Emma, Jim, Shar, January, Jim and I get the vegetarian option, which is just elbow macaroni and sauce, but I definitely appreciate it because Noah’s Catholic couldn’t even bother to keep some aside before adding the meat to it.  Pete gets the American Chop Suey with meat, which surprises me.  I would’ve thought he’d stop eating it to impress January by now.  Oh well, at least he hasn’t persuaded her to eat meat.  Fortunately, Shar is across from me and Emma and Jim are facing each other in the seats beside us.  In the middle.  Pete and January are sitting opposite each other next to them, so I don’t need to smell the rotting flesh, which is always nice.

“How’s everyone’s day going?” January asks.

Emma and Shar look at me.  C’mon already, I say to them telepathically. Lay off me. I’m not sure if January and Jim heard me.  They’re telepathic, too, but that doesn’t mean they can hear everything anyone telepathic says around them.  Telepathy is almost like calling someone on the phone.  The call is exclusive between the caller and who they called.  At least if you do it right.  We’ve gotten good at telepathy, but I don’t know if I can make it work like that yet.  Anyway, Emma and Shar are glaring at me now so I guess I better talk.

“Well, I – we – had a premonition that we made a guy’s head explode after over-hearing him tell his buddy he was going to rape our guide, Melinda, at this party this weekend.  So, we took measures to prevent that.  Like charming our pentacle necklaces so they not only protect us from evil but prevent us from using black magick.  If we try to, then they’ll stop us.  Theoretically anyway.”

“Oh, that’s awesome,” January says.

“Get to the good part,” Emma says to me.

“Fine.  We weren’t gonna listen to the guy, less we lose our tempers.  But for some reason I felt compelled to.  I had to hear him say it.  So, I did and I lost it and grabbed him by the arm.”

“And dug your nails into him,” Shar says.  I can’t tell if she’s still upset or if she’s proud of me now.  Usually, I can read her, but not at the moment.

I start twirling my hair around my finger. “Yes, and I threatened to kill him if he ever lays a finger on her.  And he admitted that he said it after I told Melinda.  He dismissed it as joking, but she sure didn’t and there’s no way he’s getting anywhere near her now.”

January glares at me, eyes wide. “Are you trying to get expelled already?”

“No,” I say.  “Of course not.”

“She didn’t get to the punch line yet,” Emma says.

“What’s that?” Jim asks.

I snicker before I tell them.  “As we were walking away, I made a bee appear out of thin air and sting him in the ass.”

“I thought we weren’t gonna do candy at school,” January says, suddenly unable to sit still.

“We’re not,” Emma and Shar say together.  Not cool.  Only me and Shar are supposed to say the same things at once.  Plus, nobody likes being ganged up on.

“I wasn’t thinking,” I say.

Jim raises an eyebrow.  “That’s your defense?”

“That’s the truth.  But, you know, it was one little bee sting.  Not something that’s going to make anyone suspect candy.”

Jim scratches the back of his head.  “But what happens the next time you’re not thinking?”

“I don’t know.  But if it’s bad we’ll have a premonition about it and I’ll avoid doing it.”

“You can’t be sure of that.  You didn’t have a premonition about clawing him today,” January says.

“No,” I say.  “Because we had a premonition about doing something much worse.  Compared to making someone’s head explode, I’d say what I did is nothing.”

Jim opens his mouth to say something else, but Emma kicks him under the table.  It’s obvious from the way he suddenly jerks in his seat and gives her angry eyes.

“What the fuck,” he says.  Loudly, too.

“There’s not supposed to be any swearing at school either,” Emma says.

“I didn’t mean to.”

“Oh.  So, you had a natural reaction to something without thinking?” I ask.

The muscles in Jim’s face stiffen for a second then relax as he turns apologetic. “I see what you mean.  Sorry, Lia.  I just don’t want us blowing this.  We’ve got two years here.  We can’t afford to get sloppy now.”

“On a related note,” Emma says. “Some of you have already heard this, but I might as well tell you all that the premonition gave me a seizure in the shower.  And it resulted in my father seeing me completely naked.”

Jim and I start to laugh, but stop short as we realize how upset about this she is.

“They see us all naked for years when we arrive here,” Jim says.

Emma feigns a laugh.

“Plus,” January says. “Your dad probably feels even more uncomfortable than you.”

Just then, an elderly lunch lady slaps her hands down on the table and leans on it like some kind of authority figure.  “This table is reserved for students with food allergies.”

“Yes,” I say. “We all saw the card on the table.  That’s why we sat here.  We all have food allergies.”

“Really?  I find that difficult to believe.”

“Seriously,” Emma says.  “The whole reason we all know each other is that we all sat at the allergy table at our old school.”

Lunch lady’s brow wrinkles as she removes her hands from the table and places them on her hips as she looks us over.  Just when we think she’s about to leave she asks, “What are your names?  And I need to know what you’re all allergic to.”

“We’re all allergic to nuts,” Pete says.

We’re all allergic to nuts, I push that thought on her.  Everyone push we’re all allergic to nuts on her.

We’re all allergic to nuts.  We’re all allergic to nuts, we all say, pushing the words inside her head telepathically.  Well, except for Pete, who isn’t psychic or a witch.  Although Jim is supposed to share his magick with him and start teaching him spells this afternoon.

Then Emma goes, please Lord and Lady, let her accept our answer and walk away.

“OK, you’re all allergic to nuts,” lunch lady finally says. “But I still need your names and it better be in your files.”

Apparently, she has an exceptional memory because she doesn’t write them down as we give them to her.  Thank Goddess she leaves after that.

“Didn’t we just use candy on her?” I ask everyone.

“You initiated it!” Shar goes.

“But nobody forced you guys to do it with me.”

“I don’t think that was using candy so much as using our psychic abilities,” Emma says.

“Fair enough,” I admit.  Although Shar and I weren’t psychic until she shared her magick with us so I don’t think she’s entirely right.

“Will I be psychic after you share your magick with me?” Pete asks Jim.

“Most witches are psychic,” Jim says. “But not all.”

“But you’re psychic,” Pete says.

“You most likely will be,” Emma says.

“I just don’t want to get your hopes up too high,” Jim says.

“Understood.” Pete smirks.  I really hope he’s not going to be a loose cannon once he has magick.

The rest of lunch is quieter.  I guess nobody feels like bickering anymore.  I start dwelling on going to George’s Magick Shop to tell him the terrible news about Kat.  I’m sure not looking forward to that, but it’s Emma who really feels like shit about it because she blames herself for Kat being there to help us. Shar and I keep telling her that Kat came voluntarily, that she can’t carry all that guilt.  That it’ll just eat her alive.  I think it’s just going to take some time for her to free herself from it.  At least she has good friends who’ll stand by her.  If our words don’t help her then we can at least keep her distracted so she won’t have as much time to dwell on things.  We keep telling her our little coven would’ve fallen to our deaths if Kat hadn’t shown up and helped us, which also allowed us to save Krystal and Priscilla.

All in all, lunch today sucked.  Especially for me.  I can’t believe the way Jim laid into me like that.  Maybe he thinks I told Emma not to get back together with him.  I did go with her the first time she saw him after he came back to life, but he should get that I was just trying to protect her.  He should be grateful for that.

 

 


CHAPTER EIGHT

EMMA

 

It’s seventh period, la dernière de la journee (the last of the day), and Lia, Shar and I have study together. But we’re only ten minutes in and the teacher, Mr. Larde, has given three students detention already.  Miles Manning and Brian Shure, for talking – even though it was barely audible whispering – and Jamie Finestein (a dude) for passing a note that wasn’t even his; he was just going to give it to Amy Akbar for Lauren Hope.  Props to Jamie for not ratting on either of the girls.  I’m just surprised Mr. Larde didn’t give Amy detention, too, since she was about to take the note from Jamie when he saw him holding it.

Alors, Lia, Shar and I talk telepathically as we do our trig together.  Although Lia doesn’t contribute much. She was lost in class because she wasn’t taking it at Noah’s Catholic.

Well, none of this shit makes sense, but thanks for the answers, Lia says to Shar and I.  The way we’re seated, we’re all in the fourth row – second from the back – with Shar in the middle of us.

Don’t worry, we’ll get you caught up, Shar says.  Then she looks at me and says, Right, Em?

Sure thing, I say. Bien sûr.

So, what do you really think about Jim sharing his magick with Pete this afternoon? Shar asks me, her brow fret with worry and her left leg bouncing up and down on her toes like mine tends to do when I’m anxious.

I sigh.  I don’t know what to think. I’m certainly not excited about it.  More like cautious.

Shar starts cracking her knuckles. But you volunteered us to teach Pete spells.

I clench my jaw before I start rambling. I thought I said maybe we could teach him some spells.  After Jim gives him magick.  Believe me, there was no way I was going to have any of us giving away our magick.  Then again, hell, maybe that’s what we were supposed to do?  We had plenty of power before we wound up with J’s.

Who knows what we’re supposed to do? Lia asks.  It would’ve been nice if Great Grandmother Ruth could’ve given us some insight about this one.

It’s just, look how our spells backfired in the beginning, Shar says.  And we didn’t have black magick pouring through our veins like Pete will.

I bite my top lip.  When we’re at George’s, we’ll have to get Pete a necklace like ours and spell it so he can’t do black magick.

Telling George about Kat is gonna suck balls, Lia says, tapping her pen against her desk.

I lean forward so I can make eye contact with her and glare. Quit it with the pen before you get detention.

Maybe I’m tapping my pen because I want to get detention.

So you won’t have to go?

Exactly.

I feel my face flushing from frustration. Are you fucking kidding me?

Yes, obviously.

You seriously couldn’t tell she was toying with you? Shar asks me, looking surprised.

Sorry, I say. My nerves are just frayed right now.

I’ll tell him, Lia says. It’ll be too hard for you.

No, I say. It’s my fault she came to help us, so I’ll tell him.

You need to stop blaming yourself, Em, Shar says.

I’ll get right on it, I say sarcastically.  The fact is that it totally is my fault because I’m the one who asked her for help.

But we all wanted you to, Lia says. So, it’s our fault, too. Quit hogging all the guilt.

I give her a forced smile. Sure thing.

 

We all meet in the parking lot after school, since Juliana texted us and said she was parked near Jim in the student lot. He and I are the first to arrive and promptly begin a make out session because it’s after school hours so fuck them, right?  Lia and Shar arrive next and start to make out, too.  Then January and Pete arrive and there’s even more kissing.  Until Juliana sticks her head out of her car and coughs loudly and says, “It’s time to hit the road already.”  Pete is going with Jim to do their coven of two thing.  However, Jim also gave January a ride to school, so Juliana offers to drop her off on the way to George’s.  Her house is en route to the highway anyway.

 

We’re on the road now, Juliana driving with January in the front seat and Lia, Shar and I in the back.  AC/DC plays on some classic rock station on the radio because Juliana loves them and it’s her car.  I don’t mind some of their songs, like “Thunderstruck” and “You Shook Me All Night Long,” but I’m not sure I like them enough to officially call myself a fan.  “Money Talks” is the song that’s on right now.  I guess it’s decent enough, too.  I like the melody of the chorus.  If Trump somehow manages to get elected then I’m sure it won’t be long before it’s our new national anthem.

The station plays a double shot of AC/DC, some song about big balls, which reminds me that Juliana has satellite radio in the car, being that they couldn’t play this song on regular radio.  I don’t recognize the singer’s voice on this one.  He must be the first one who died.  I remember his first name was Bon because it makes me think of French, but I haven’t a clue what his last name is.

Before the song is over every nerve in my body suddenly feels anxious.  It’s like I’ve been zapped in the head with a taser.  I start having a meltdown and feel myself arriving in that ballpark where the game is how long will it take Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu to have a panique attaque?  Of course, that’s the last thing I need right now.  Please Lord and Lady, Gods and Goddesses, Laissez-moi rester calme. (Let me stay calm.)

Everyone’s talking away about the latest issue of Nylon and the upcoming Twin Peaks revival.  Nylon is the only magazine Lia, Shar and I are all subscribed to and we all watched seasons one and two of Twin Peaks last summer, which gave me a girl crush on Sherilyn Fenn.  In fact, I haven’t told anybody this, but I spent 40 bucks on ebay buying her issue of Playboy from a good 30 years ago.  That would probably point toward my being bisexual, although I couldn’t see myself dating a woman.  Plus, even if I’m a little bi – something I keep dwelling on – my heart belongs to Jim.  Why am I thinking about all of this shit? Because my brain is on rapid fire right now, complete with beaucoup racing thoughts. Like how we could all get killed in a car accident any second.  Lia and Shar have PTSD, too, but they’ve never said anything about cars making them uncomfortable. Me, I seem to have developed a car accident phobia.  That’s why I’m pressing my feet into the floor of the car with all the strength in my legs. I guess I’m bracing myself.  I bet that makes your legs get hurt even worse if you’re in a wreck, but my subconscious isn’t listening to me right now. I suppose this phobia is why I volunteered to sit in the back with Lia and Shar.  Boy is that selfish of me, having poor January sit in the front, knowing you’re more likely to die in an accident if you’re sitting there.  Of course, I don’t know if that’s an actual statistic so much as a theory I have.

I can be so fucking selfish sometimes.  I hate that about myself. It was completely selfish and fucked up for me to ask Kat for help that day. Bien sûr, I didn’t ask her to show up at that putrid mountain with a sword and risk her life. Pas du tout. Still, if I never asked her for help, she’d still be alive right now. Unless it was fate for her to die last Saturday. But I don’t think I believe in fate anymore.  I’m not sure I ever really did. Maybe on some level, but now that we know divine intervention to be a legit thing, it’s pretty hard to think about everything being such a done deal.  If it was, that would basically make fate more powerful than the other Gods and Goddesses and there’s no way the Lord and the Lady created a God to write the story of our lives before it happens.

Shit.  I just felt a chest pain. I’d better take an Ativan.  I should’ve done that ten minutes ago when I started feeling the all too familiar waves of anxiety crashing against the shore in my brain.  “Anyone have a drink on them? I just need a sip to take an Ativan because I feel like I’m about to have a panique attaque maintenant.”

“I have a water,” January says. She turns around and hands it to me.

“Thanks.” It’s either half empty or half full, depending on what type of person you are. But I think about January’s lips having touched the bottle as I drink just enough to down the Ativan and it sends a tingling sensation from my toes up through the top of my head.  Weird, because usually I get sensations from my head down through my toes, not vice versa. The good thing is that my anxiety goes away for a few seconds. But then the tingling is gone and my anxiety is back. Lord and Lady, please help me. I’m going to George’s to do the most honorable thing I can think of in this situation and tell him what happened to Kat face to face. Please, give me the strength I need to do that.

I just realized we’re almost at the highway, which means we’re almost at January’s house. It’s the second right coming up. Damn, another chest pain and my left hand is going numb.  Numb!  Now, we’ve just missed January’s street.  Nobody says anything, though.

“You coming with us, Jan?” I ask.

“Yes,” she says. “You didn’t hear us talking?”

“No,” I say. “Too lost in my head.”

My hand is growing more and more numb by the second. And I’m an idiot because I’m not hearing them talk and for not calling January by her full name. She hates being called Jan and I know that. And she knows I know it. I hope she doesn’t think I’m pissed at her now. Je suis stupide. Je sais. But I guess January is knowledgeable about panique attaques because she doesn’t correct me. She’s awfully sweet like that.

“I said I thought you’d feel better if she came with us,” Shar says. I want to ask her why but I can’t get my mouth to open.  I’m clenching my jaw/teeth so fucking hard.  Putain! J’en ai assez.

Motherfucker!  It feels like my heart is being crushed by a fist. You’d think a malevolent ghost was squeezing it. The fucking ghost of J. Speaking of hearts, now I’m picturing that fucking boar’s heart falling out of the box on repeat. Like I’m wearing virtual reality glasses or some shit that Pete would be into. Anyway, I should probably make it my life’s mission to hunt witch hunters who hunt good witches. I kind of wish I could go back in time and kill J all over again.  I wish we could have let her demons eat her alive.  Let her feel the kind of pain she inflicted on all those she tortured. At least that scream that came out of her when I smashed the bottle of sea salt in her face was priceless.  Does liking that make me evil? It’s probably the damn black magick in me.  But, seriously, don’t I deserve to have one good thought about that whole ordeal?

Deep breaths, Emma.  Take deep breaths.  I try doing that, but now my heart feels even worse, like it’s being choked out, like when you see someone strangle someone on TV and it reaches the point of no return where the victim dies..  And I can hear Kat screaming as the snakes bite her, which is the worst sound in the world. Even worse than gunshots.  It’s like I’m right back there, seeing her die all over again, now.

BANG! Did I just hear that? Really? I must have because we’re pulling over.  On the highway. Fuck, this sucks. Because pulling over on the highway is a surefire way to get yourself killed. Even greater than speeding excessively in the third lane. Again, not an actual statistic, just another Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu theory.  Maybe if I didn’t have so many theories I wouldn’t get freaked out so often.

BANG!  BANG!  Screams and more screams.  I need my mind to focus and calm down.  Reste calme, reste calme, I tell myself.

Shit, I just thought of something.  That time I had a panique attaque in my mother’s car and January touched me and it went away completely.  That must be why I got a few seconds of relief when my lips were wrapped around her water bottle. Fairy magick!

“It would seem we’ve got a flat,” Juliana says.

“You have a spare, right?” Lia asks.

“Yeah.  Can you and Shar help me change it?”

“We can try.”

Juliana, Shar and Lia get out of the car.  Good.  “January, can you please touch my head like you did that time you made my panique attaque go away in my mom’s car?”  Why didn’t she think of this?  Is she enjoying my suffering?  Maybe she gets off on it?  Maybe that’s why she tries to flirt with me sometimes.  Because making me question my sexuality is fun for her.  No, that’s crazy.  Paranoid much, Emma?

“Of course,” she says. Then, poof, she’s in fairy mode, looking like a butterfly and ladybug hybrid.  She flies over and lands on my head, pressing her little hands against it, which feel so warm and comforting, like a warm blanket on a frigid day.

“Is it helping any?” she asks.

“Absolument,” I say. “Why didn’t we think of this sooner?” The warmth spreads from her hands, filling my head up like a glass until it’s completely full then it suddenly goes down through my body and eventually it fills my feet and toes. And tears start pouring down my cheeks.  Why, I’m not sure.  Because I’m experiencing such relief, maybe?

“I’m wicked sorry,” she says. “I should’ve thought of it. I’m supposed to help you guys, not hang out and talk about magazines.”

“I don’t know why I didn’t think of it,” I admit, wiping the tears on my t-shirt sleeve. “Guess I had a brain fart when my thoughts were going 90 miles an hour. Or I thought the Ativan would do more than it did. Anyway, I think I’m back to normal now.” Looks like the tears, which I’m pretty sure were happy tears, are drying up already.

“Chic alors,” she says, knowing I always smile when people speak French to me, as she flies to the side of me and returns to human form.

“Ouais, chic alors,” I say.

“You think that’ll keep you sane for the afternoon?”

I bite my top lip.  “Probably until we get there. Then I’m sure to freak out.”

“I’ll touch you when we get there,” she says.  I can’t tell if she’s flirting.

“If only you could sit on my face,” I say and immediately blush as I realize it could be taken sexually.  I guess now it sounds like I’m flirting. “Head.  I meant to say head.  Sit on my head like you were just doing.”

“I figured as much,” she says, giggling.  “I also figure this George wouldn’t be surprised to see a fairy. But you know I can heal when I’m a full-size human, right?”

“Yeah.” I knew that. It just slipped my mind because, hello, panique attaque.

“So, let me hold your hand. That should curb your anxiety the whole time.”  She reaches over and our fingers intertwine as we hold hands.

I bite my damn lip again.  One of my go-to habits when I’m stressed.  “I wonder if fairy magick will absolve me of my guilt.”

Her shoulders slouch and her brow crinkles up.  “That, I doubt. Because I’m feeling pretty guilty myself.”

“What do you feel guilty about?” I’m surprised to hear her say this because she’s never struck me as the sort of person who’d beat themselves up like I do. She’s usually our Ms. Happy-Go-Lucky.

Her face turns red as she speaks.  “Anything. Everything. I don’t know. I feel like shit for letting my parents talk me into putting my dog to sleep when he started peeing on the floor. Who knows how much longer she could’ve lived?”

“What was her name?” I ask as I squeeze her hand, hoping it’ll comfort her at least in some small way.

“Charlotte.”

“That’s the name of one of my favorite French chanteuses,” I say, my eyes lighting up like when old ladies win bingo.

“I keep meaning to ask you to make me a French mix CD,” she says, looking deep into my eyes. Does she want me to kiss her?

“C’est rien,” I say and break eye contact by looking down so I wouldn’t do something stupid.

“What does c’est mean?”

“It means it’s nothing.”

“Ah. I wish I knew French like you.”

“Well, you take Spanish, which is like the unofficial language of Lowell, So, at least it’s practical.”

The left passenger side door opens and Lia gets in.

Shar is about to open the right passenger door but sees me sitting there with January beside me.  “Guess I’ll sit in front,” she says, sounding irritated.

I hear Juliana slam the trunk and I realize January and I are still holding hands. But if I pull away now I could have a major panique attaque. Unfortunately this holding hands business means that Lia and Shar will taunt me about my girl crush even more.

“What have we here?” Lia says.

I blush, but January blushes, too.  Does that mean she’s crushing on me?  In any case, I’d better explain this.  “January’s holding my hand so I don’t have a panique attaque at George’s. Or in the meantime.”

“Good idea,” Shar says. “Too bad you didn’t think of that twenty minutes ago.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” I say. Elementary is one of our favorite shows, hence the Sherlock mention.

“Guess we all flubbed it on that one,” Juliana says as she starts the car.

Now a question pops into my head. “Is the spare tire one of those temporary small ones or a regular one?”

“You can relax, Emma.  It’s a normal tire.”

“I’m good,” I say. I did get nervous for two seconds there. Another Emma theory is that you’re more likely to get in an accident when you use one of those temporary tires. Pretty sure you don’t need to launch an investigation to verify that one.  Obviously, driving with a mini-tire is going to throw off the alignment and make it easier to get in an accident. But even if it was a temporary tire I don’t think I’d be panicking with January holding my hand. It’s making my whole mind and body feel safe right now. I mean, I’m still concerned about how things will go at George’s, but I don’t feel like the world is going to end if it goes badly.  Or like I’m going to have a heart attack before we even get there.

The sensation I’m getting from holding her hand is similar to the feeling I experience when I have sex with Jim. (Sex with Jim, that sounds weird. Like I’m cheating on Jim.) The difference is that this is magick and the way I feel with Jim is love and hormones. And because it’s love I am not thinking about kissing January right now. I am not. Je te jure.

 


CHAPTER NINE

EMMA

 

We arrive in Salem at 3:42, according to my phone, and park in the one main parking garage the city has downtown. George’s is but a five minute walk from here.

I’m still holding January’s hand and it feels like our palms are starting to sweat a little, but if it keeps me from having a panique attaque at George’s it’s totally worth it. I bet he’s going to scream at me then he and I will have a cry. All of us will.  If he doesn’t kick us out of the store.

January lets go of my hand as we get out of the car. But she’s right behind me and I immediately grab her hand. Except instead of holding her right hand I hold her left hand to give the hands we were using for the past forty minutes a break.

“You’re gonna hold hands the whole way there?” Lia asks in a totally teasing manner.

I blush.  My face fills up with so much blood it’s a wonder I don’t have a bloody nose. I look to see if January is blushing and she is. And she gets even redder when we make eye contact. It feels a little awkward for a second but then we all head out of the garage.  Then Lia, Shar and January talk about how much easier Greenmont High seems compared to Noah’s Catholic with its multiple choice quizes and easy homework assignments.  I don’t say anything, though. My mind is too busy rehearsing what I’m going to say to George, not that anything sounds like the right thing to say, mind you. I don’t know how cops can go around telling people their friends and family have died all the time. I guess you must get numb to it after a while.

As we head towards George’s, I use my free hand to reach under my shirt and pull my pentacle out from under it.  To remind him we’re on the same team.  Lia and Shar put their pentacles over their shirts, too.  Even Juliana takes out her pentacle necklace. It’s weird how Juliana is a witch and she even helped slay the evil bitch with us but I still don’t picture her as a witch because I’ve known her since I was seven and had no clue that she was one until a few weeks ago.  It’s almost as weird as it would be to find out my mother was a witch. Thank Goddess she’s not because it would be fucking strange doing magick with her. It’s already beyond awkward knowing that she knows I’m a witch.  I hate that she worries about me so much now.

Sometimes when something really good happens I’ll get goosebumps and they’ll feel nice and tingly and that’s how I feel holding hands with January as we walk to George’s. Lia and Shar are holding hands because they’re a couple and that’s just something couples do.  At least the romantic ones.  January and I are holding hands so that je peux rester calme. (So that I can stay calm.) But what if that wasn’t why? Would I still want to hold her hand? Now I’ve got that song “I Want to Hold Your Hand” by The Beatles stuck in my head. Of course, I love The Beatles.  I’m just not sure I should be thinking that way about January. Especially right now.

I need to be going over my mental notes about what to tell George. At least, I’m trying to do that, but I can’t decide. Should I tell him how we stopped time or froze everything or whatever?  I kind of want to ask him how to do it again and see if Lia, Shar and I can do it now that we have so much magick.  I would think we could. I’m pretty sure we even share Kat’s magick, since J’s fucking trap – made with J’s magick – killed her and we killed J. Shit, now I feel guilty for that. Well, slightly guilty. If I wasn’t holding January’s hand I’d probably be freaking out about it. Guess I’ll have to do that later!  Merde, merde, merde.

We reach George’s and stop outside and everyone looks at me. I wonder how George will feel if we all go in.  He might feel overwhelmed if four witches and a fairy walk in. That would intimidate me.  Especially if I could sense that the witches all possess black magick. “Guys, I think just January and I should go in first.”

Lia raises an eyebrow and glares at me. “Seriously?”

“Yeah, seriously. You guys can come in after we tell him. I don’t want to go in like an army and make him all defensive.”

“That’s a good point,” Juliana says.

“But we were there and we want to apologize, too,” Shar says.

I put my free hand on her shoulder. “You can. Just after I deliver the initial shock and give him a minute to process it. OK? Please?”

A beat passes and Shar doesn’t say anything.  Instead, she keeps looking around.  Peering everywhere except at me.  That said, everyone else is staring at me.

“If you guys really want to come in, I can’t stop you. I’m just trying to be considerate, knowing how upset I’d be if someone came and told me that one of you were killed.”

Shar finally looks at me. “Yeah, that would suck.  I wouldn’t want five people looking at me if someone came and said you were...”

“So, does that sound good then?” My eyes flicker from Juliana to Lia to Shar.

“It makes sense to me,” Juliana says.

“I get it now. Sure,” Shar says.

Lia kicks a stone across the street. “Fine, whatever.”

“Is it OK with you?” I finally ask January.

She smiles from ear to ear. “Absolument.” The way she said that, and the look she gave me when she said it, she was totally flirting.

I put my hand on the doorknob and get a chill.  Please, Lord and Lady, let this go smoothly. And don’t give me a premonition right now. As I turn the doorknob, it occurs to me that it’s metal and it’s only 50 degrees out, so no wonder it feels cold.

“It’s gonna go fine,” January says.

 

I turn the knob and open the door, triggering a couple of ropes with bells on them to chime away.  At first they startle me, but only for a second and it doesn’t send me into a panique, thank you Janvier. I step into the store first, still holding January’s hand and we start walking to the counter. At first there’s nobody there, but then George emerges from the backroom and stands behind the counter. I force myself to smile at him – to say we come in peace, I guess – then I think it was inappropriate and wish I hadn’t. I’m fucking up already, I say to January via telepathy.

He can probably hear you, she replies.

“Come, come, girls,” George says, waving us over.

This time I don’t hesitate. I start walking to the counter at a brisk pace, January hand-in-hand beside me the whole time.

“Blessed be,” George says.

“So mote it be,” I say. “No, sorry, I meant to say blessed be.”

January must sense that I’m getting tense because she squeezes my hand tightly for a second, as if to remind me that she’s there for me.

“I remember you,” George says to me. “You came in maybe about two months ago with two of your friends I spy outside and bought half the store on your blonde friend’s credit card, which I suspect was actually her mother’s.”

“Did you know that when we were paying for everything?” I ask.

He shrugs.  “I had a feeling. But I chose not to read her mind and find out for sure.”

“Ignorance is bank,” I say jokingly and immediately wish I hadn’t.

He shakes his head no.  “It wasn’t that. I just sensed that you girls really needed the supplies.”

I nod.  “We thought we did.  I mean, we did.  But our first couple of spells had side-effects we weren’t expecting.”

“That tends to happen with beginners,” he says, pausing for a few seconds before he continues, “I hope it’s not related to that, but I’ve been following the news about what happened at Noah’s Catholic and praying for you girls.”

I smile. “Thanks.  And that kind of brings us to why we’re here.  See, the family of one of the kids we had to... Send on a permanent vacation... They hired witch hunters to kill us.”

“My Lord, what happened?” he asks, looking slightly worried.

“We found out that an evil witch employed the hunters.  They caught witches and brought them to her so that she could kill them and take their power.”

His brows become one.  “Is she still after you?”

“No, thank Goddess. We had the fight of our lives but we triumphed.  Unfortunately, it took a lot of help and we lost people.”

He takes a couple steps back, visibly shaken.  “Wait. I sense something now – you have Kat’s magick inside of you!”

“She showed up to help us,” January says.

“There was a trap. Well, lots of traps,” I say. “We saw one in a vision and she was testing to see if it was really there or if it was the evil witch trying to trick us... It was there and she got too close. The floor and ceiling opened up and snakes came pouring out.  Thousands of them.”

“What kind of snakes?”

“Poisonous ones. I think they were spelled to attack, too.” I swallow hard but my mouth is so dry my tongue clicks.

“And she fell through the floor with them?”

“No, but when she set off the trap a few of the snakes that were falling leapt at her and she was bit.”

“I tried to heal her,” January says. “But it didn’t work. There was too much venom and it spread so fast. I think it was cursed, too. I’m so sorry.”

George sits down on the stool behind the counter and takes some deep breaths then scratches his head. “I knew something was wrong.  We’re roommates – well, we were roommates – and she didn’t come home Saturday night. That happened sometimes, but then she didn’t show up for work yesterday. That was the first time she was ever a no call, no show. I should’ve known her flame was extinguished...  Was the place where you fought this evil witch underground?  I’m seeing tunnels all of a sudden.”

January scratches the back of her head.  “Not underground, but it was in a mountain with caves in it.  That’s probably what you’re seeing.”

“What mountain?” he asks.

“In Milford.  You might’ve heard about a couple of explosions there.”

“Were you able to get her body out?”

“No,” I say.  “We had to high tail it out of there.  The place was loaded with demons.”

A slight smirk forms on his face.  “Ah, demons.  Pesky things.”

“I’m wicked sorry,” I say. “I’ve been wishing it would’ve been me instead of her.”

“We all feel terrible,” January says.

George stands up, crossing his arms in front of himself. “She just showed up there to help you?”

I just nod and look down.

“That’s not like her. She – she was a generous soul, but not someone who’d just show up and try to kill an evil witch with strangers.”

“Well, we came into the store a little while ago looking for you and she was the one working. “

”You asked her to help you?” He’s starting to sound a bit angry.

“I asked her if she could teach us any spells that might help us. I didn’t say a word about when or where we were going. Honest.”

George mumbles something. I think it’s in Latin.

I go to say I’m wicked sorry again, but my lips won’t open. I literally can’t open my mouth.  January looks at me, her eyes wide with worry as she strains to open her’s with no luck. Clearly, he spelled us!  But after another 20 or so seconds, January manages to open her mouth.  So, I try again and it’s difficult, but eventually my lips part and I’m fine.

“Well, you are certainly powerful now,” George says, raising his voice slightly.  He’s also choking up, like he might be fighting back tears.

“We didn’t want this power,” I say. “Especially not the black magick.”

“Oh, screw it,” he says and uncrosses his arms.

My shoulders jerk as I worry that he’s going to do another spell on us. But January tugs at my hand and smiles at me and I get so relaxed I fear I might giggle.

“I don’t blame you,” he says. “She made the decision to go there and you couldn’t have known she was going to.”

I was not expecting to hear that. Pas du tout.  “Thanks,” I manage to mutter.

“Did your friends outside all help defeat the evil witch?”

I shrug.  “Yeah, they did.”

“I’m sorry I spelled the two of you. I shouldn’t have done that. I was about to reverse it when your friend opened her mouth, proving her fairy magick is stronger than mine.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” January says. “I’m just good at getting out of things.”

George looks at me apologetically.

I force a half-smile.  “We’re fine.  No worries.”

“Why don’t you have your friends come in,” George says. “It looks like they’re getting impatient out there.”

I turn around and see Lia, Juliana and Shar peering inside. Lia glares at me again. She knows I hate it when she does that.  There’s just something creepy about the way she does it.  She gets such evil looking eyes. So, I stick my tongue out at her before I wave them in.

“They wanted to come in with us, but we didn’t want to overwhelm you any more than we had to,” January says.

As they’re entering the shop, January lets go of my hand.  I go to reach for hers, but mine is sore – and a little sweaty – so I open and close it a bunch of times instead.  We could switch hands again, but I don’t want to give her the wrong message so I don’t. Of course, part of me wants her to get that message, but I do love Jim.  I think I just need to have sex with him again to curb my appetite then I’ll stop having so many of these girl crush thoughts.

“We’re all sorry,” Juliana says to George. She offers him her hand and they shake.

Lia and Shar apologize, too.

“What does it mean, to have black magick in you?” Shar asks. She looks like she’s afraid of what he’s going to say.

“Nothing,” he says. “Not really. It just means you have the potential to use magick for evil. But let me ask you something – did you ever try to hurt anyone innocent before you ended up with that vile witch’s magick?”

“No,” Shar says.

“Definitely not,” Lia says.

“You had the potential to do so, though, right?”  He smiles.

A thin smile forms on Shar’s face. “Right.”

“So, I’m sure you’ll be just fine.”

That even puts a smile on Lia’s face. For some reason it tickles my funny bone and I laugh a little.  Meanwhile, Juliana lets out a sigh of relief.

“So, is anyone going to buy anything?” George asks.

“Yes!” January says. “I want a pentacle necklace like theirs.”

 

We all start gathering what we want to buy.  I pick out a few candles and herbs for a few spells I was thinking we could try, but then I see George sitting behind the counter.  He’s teary eyed and based on how bloodshot his eyes are I’d say he’s been crying since we started shopping.

“I’m so sorry,” I say as I lean against the counter. I must sound like a broken record.

“I know,” he says in a warm tone of voice.

“You don’t have to forgive us,” I say quietly.

“I do forgive you.  It’s OK.  Well, not OK, but, yes, I’m just glad you triumphed over the evil one.”

“That we did,” I say a little too proudly, given the circumstances. Then neither of us says anything for a minute before I finally ask, “When Kat first got there we were in this long staircase from hell and Lia, Shar and I were about to fall down through a space left by vanishing steps and experience death by stalagmite. And I yelled ‘Arrête!’ And I heard someone else scream it, too. And it was her. We stopped time or froze things or something and I was able to save my friends and I. She and I were the only ones who could move.  Anyway, what did we do to stop things exactly?”

“That’s a very good question. Perhaps you just froze your friends. That would seem much more likely than stopping time. I think it would take at least 100 powerful witches to stop time globally.”

“I figured it was unlikely that we stopped the world.”

“I suppose it is possible that your screams reached the Gods and one decided to help you.”

“Maybe. Gods have done things for us a few times before, so clearly they pay attention to us. But if it was a God why would he or she just help us with that and not just wave their hand and kill the evil witch? And why wouldn’t they help Kat?”

“We can’t know why the Gods do or don’t do things. I can’t understand how they can allow things like genocide to happen, yet it does.”

“If the Lord and Lady said we could die and they’d stop genocide then I would’ve happily died.” What the fuck am I thinking? My mother has a baby on the way and if I died it could give her a miscarriage. Granted, we were risking our lives to kill J and her demons so I could’ve died then.  So, there’s really no logic to the things I’m thinking right now. “Is there a spell you know that can freeze things like that?”

“To freeze things within a certain area, yes, but I don’t have it handy.  And I’d need to read you before giving it to you.”

My jaw clenches.  “You don’t trust me?”

He shakes his head.  “It’s not that I don’t trust you.  It’s just that I’ve trusted people before and they turned out to be bad apples.”

“Well, that’s fine. You can read me.”

He gets up and comes to the front of the counter and holds out his hands upside down.  For a second, I think he’s just going to read me like that, but then he closes and opens his hands and I realize he means for me to place my hands on them.  So, that’s what I do.

He shuts his eyes. “Just be still and relax.  Allow me in. And close your eyes.”

Just as I’m about to shut them January comes over to the counter with a shopping cart full of stuff.  I make eye contact with her and shake my head no slightly then she mouths the word “OK” and wanders off.

Maintenant, je ferme mes yeux (now I close my eyes). I try to draw him into my mind, almost as if I’m going to read his.  We hold hands for what feels like ten minutes then he lets go of mine and I open my eyes and see that his forehead is wrinkled and sweating. Worse, he looks startled.

“Something wrong?” I ask.

He hesitates to answer.

“Just tell me what’s up,” I say, trying to reste calme.

“It’s just... I’m afraid I can’t give you the spell.”

I’m shocked.  “Why?”

“The black magick you received when you killed the evil witch is strong in you.”

“But I’m a good person.  Ask my friends. I’m not about to use black magick.”

“You don’t plan to, but you’ll be tempted and you just might.”

“No, I won’t. Besides, how strong could the black magick be when she had all the magick of the good witches she killed?”

“Each time she killed one of them, the black magick she possessed grew stronger.  So, you received as much black magick as you did white. Otherwise, if white magick just increased the good magick in her then she would’ve turned into a Saint.”

“Fudge,” I say. I’m not going to swear in here. It’s like a sacred space. It would be as messed up as swearing at church. But, damn, that’s some disturbing news. “Is the black magick in my friends as strong?”

He shrugs.  “I’d have to read them.  But... did you play a bigger role in extinguishing the evil witch than they did?”

I rub my chin.  “Well, I did smash a bottle of sea salt in her face, turning the tables in our favor.”

“Ah, yes, something like that would do it.”

“Do what?”

“Give you more of her black magick than your friends.”

I swallow hard.  “Am I going to be OK?”

He thinks for a moment.  “You were thinking about talismans when I read you.”

“Yes, we made talismans – barriers against evil.  They should be preventing us from using our black magick.”

He nods a few times.  “Good, good.  Just be sure you wear yours at all times.”

My knees start trembling a bit.  “I’ll be OK if I do that?  Now you’ve got me afraid I’m going to hurt people.”

“I’m sorry – I didn’t mean to make you stress.  Just wear your talisman and think good thoughts and you should be fine.”

I almost breathe a sigh of relief, but I’m still rather spooked.  “You sure?”

“Yes, yes.  I shouldn’t have said anything.  You’ll be fine.” He says that, yet he still looks a bit troubled.

I feel like he’s giving me the brush off, but I’m going to choose to believe him because I don’t think it would do me any good to know more.  “What should I tell my friends?”

“If you tell them, just say you have a little more black magick than they do.”

“You don’t think I should tell them?”  I’m starting to feel dizzy.

“Well, I’m sure they’re already stressed about having black magick in them.  If you tell them you have more, then they’ll be worried about you.  And they might start treating you differently.”

I shake my head.  “No, I don’t think they’d do that.”

“Well, they might feel an extra need to keep an eye on you.”

Hmm.  As much as I don’t want secrets between us, I don’t want them worrying any more than they already are.  And I don’t need to be monitored like some kind of freak who’s going to turn evil all of a sudden.  “You do have a point.”

“And if you ever feel the need to talk about anything, you can always come by or call me.”  He picks up a business card from the counter and offers it to me.

I take it and put it in my pocket.  “Thanks.”

“On another note, I was just thinking of having a memorial for Kat.  Would you girls come?”

“Absolutely,” I say.  “It’s the least we could do.”

“Nice.  Do you think everyone could make it Wednesday night?”

January plops everything she’s buying on the counter.  “Make what Wednesday night?”

“A memorial for Kat,” I say.

She gives me and George one of those big January smiles that make my heart skip a beat.  “Of course, we’ll make it then.”

 

When we’re walking back to the car Shar gets a text from Arja threatening to tell her parents about her being a witch if she isn’t home for dinner by eight. Shar fears it’s a trap so she can have her there when she tells them, but at least if Shar is there she can defend herself.  We just have to stop at the hospital to visit Krystal and Priscilla then we’ll drop her off at home right on time.

My mother calls when we’re on our way back to Lowell.  I’m really feeling down and frustrated after what George said, which has me feeling like a ticking time bomb, but I answer because I don’t want to worry her. [Maybe I should worry people.  Maybe then I’d have less anxiety myself.] No, that would be selfish.

“Are you on your way home?” Mom asks, sounding anxious, her voice softer than usual.

“We’re headed back to Lowell, but we’re not headed home just yet.”

“Where are you going then?”

“To the hospital.  To see Priscilla and Krystal.”

She doesn’t say anything for a second.  “Who told you about them?”

“Isn’t it all over the news?” I ask nervously.

“It is.  But I didn’t think they were saying anything about their abductors being the people who were after you.  I only know because Detective Smart called and gave me the news.  He said those escaped convicts who helped you were responsible.”

“That’s not accurate, but that’s what we told them to say.  In reality, Robert and Marco were both killed while helping us.  In any case, I saw Great Grandmother Ruth last night and she told me Krystal and Priscilla need us.  Said they could really use friends right now.  And we obviously have something in common since they were abducted by the dudes who were going to shoot up Shar’s house.”

“Oh.  Well, you’re coming home after your visit?  I’m making that spaghetti out of that squash that you like.”

“Chic alors, maman.” (So cool, mom.)

“I almost forgot.  How did school go?”

“OK.  Smoothly enough.”

“Well, I hope your visit goes well.”

“Thanks.”

I hang up the phone without reading texts or listening to voicemail. I should see if Jim reached out about how things went with making Pete a witch, but I’m just not in the mood. I can’t shake what George said about the black magick in us. It’s a good thing we only had good magick in us before or else who knows what would’ve happened.

“Em, did you ask Jim about what Jenna said about them having things in common yet?” Shar asks.  I wish everyone else would just call her J like I do.

“No. We already know that they’re both immortal. Or were until we blew her to smithereens,” I say.

“But she said to ask him how him and his sister became immortal. And you should ask him what made him want to go out with you.”

“I already know he was partially attracted to me because I was a witch and I don’t really care how they became immortal.”

“No way that’s true,” Lia says.

“Well, I’ll ask him when I’m good and ready,” I snap.  My patience is wearing thin.

She rolls her eyes at me. “Alrighty then.”

We drive in silence for a few minutes then we hit bumper to bumper traffic. Thanks to rush hour, we don’t arrive at the hospital until 6:30. And I believe visiting hours are over at 7.

“We should probably split up so some of us can see Priscilla and the others can see Krystal since it’s getting so late,” I say as we’re getting out of the car.

“I’d like to see Krystal,” January says.

“You sure?” I ask. “Her parents will probably be there.”

“I’ll go see Krystal with January and you, Lia and Shar can go see Priscilla,” Juliana says, glancing at me and my sisters.

“Sounds good,” January says.

“Alrighty then,” I say and smirk at Lia, who shoots me a look that could practically kill.  Perhaps she’s pissed because her mother is coming with January and I instead of her and Shar?  Although I think she’d like some alone time with Shar right now even if it’s just while walking around a crowded hospital.


CHAPTER TEN

SHAR

 

As we’re walking into the hospital, a couple of men wearing suits seated across from the Dunkin’ Donuts in the lobby spot us then they look at each other and one nods and gets up to make a call.  They could be cops or even FBI.  But Emma’s right – we have a valid reason to be here.  The names of Krystal and Priscilla’s abductors are in the news and we’d need to have our heads buried in the sand not to recognize them as the same guys who were going to use my parents’ house for target practice.  I suppose our coming to visit them could seem odd to law enforcement, but unless Krystal or Priscilla decided to tell them about the hellacious mountain then we should be safe.  Besides, if they told them the whole story they’d never believe it.  Still, seeing these suits here disturbs me.

Cops? Em says telepathically.

Obviously, Li says.

I fight the urge to look back at the suspicious guys.  I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous.

We continue walking to the reception desk. “Can I help you?” the gentleman seated there asks.

“Yes,” Em says. “We’re here to see Priscilla Hatfield and Krystal Nalfidge.”

I can’t believe she got that wrong. “Krystal Nolford,” I say.

“Right. Noflord,” Em says.

“I’m afraid I can’t disclose what rooms they’re in,” he says.

“They were abducted by the same people who’ve been terrorizing my friends and I,” Em says. “I think they’d appreciate a visit from people who can relate.  And my father is the chief cardiac surgeon here.”

“That’s right.  I thought I recognized you,” he says. “Figured it might’ve just been from the news, you know?  But, anyway, Krystal is in room two in pediatrics and Priscilla is in room 3235.  You’ll have to talk your way past the cops, though.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Em says.

I force a smile. You’d better be right.

We take the elevator after stopping to use the woman’s restroom. The third floor is before the pediatric floor, so Em, Li and I wish Juliana and Jan good luck and we’re off to find Priscilla.

Once we’re out of the elevator, we follow the ascending room numbers to where Priscilla’s room should be, but instead we arrive at the end of the wing and all we reach is a dead end.

“It’s probably a secret room,” Li says.

“A secret room?” Em says. “Don’t you think if there was a secret room they would’ve had us in it before?”

“She has a point,” I say to Li.

“Guess we should’ve just asked,” Em says.

We start walking back the way we came when a nurse whose name tag reads Mary Lou emerges from one of the rooms. She looks at us for a second then starts walking in the direction we’re going.  She’s in front of us, but two seconds later she stops and looks at us again and her face lights up. “Dear Lord, it’s you. The girls from the Catholic school.”

“That’s us,” Li says and smiles so wide it’s obvious to Em and I that she’s faking it.

“We’re here to see Priscilla Hatfield,” I say. “We were told she’s in room 3235"

“She is,” nurse Mary Lou says. “But nobody’s supposed to know that.”  She doesn’t look a day over 25, so I’m really surprised that she has such an ancient name.  Must have been awful for her growing up.

 

We head down to the nurse’s station and tell them we’re looking to visit Priscilla in room 3235.  They quietly explain that the room is out of sequence, just around the corner from them.

We go around the counter where we find two uniformed cops sitting outside the door.

“Hi,” Em says.  “Is it OK if we visit Priscilla?”

“How do you know her?” Officer One asks in a tone that makes me feel like a suspect.  Needless to say, a surge of panic rushes through me.

“We don’t, but the guys who attempted to do a drive-by at my friend’s house are the ones who kidnapped her.  We recognized the names from the news.  So, we just thought she might feel like talking with us,” Em says.

“She hasn’t been talking to anyone,” Officer Two says.

“Can we try?” Em asks.

The officers look at each other.

Officer One looks like he’s about to pout.  “Let me make a phone call.”

Great, now we’re fucked.  I knew coming here would seem unusual, I say.

Reste calme, Em says. It’ll be fine.

“Hi, we have visitors for Priscilla Hatfield,” Officer One says to whomever he’s talking to. “Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu... She said the people who were after her and her friends are the ones who took Krystal and Priscilla.  I guess they thought she could use some company...  Yeah, OK... Understood.”

Officer One returns his phone to his pocket.  “You can go in, but the door stays open and if you upset her you’re out of here.”

Em smiles.  “Thank you.”

Priscilla’s door is closed.  Em knocks.  We don’t hear a response so we listen attentively and hear her whimpering inside.  Not loudly, but we all have, shall we say, enhanced hearing when we want to.

I’m about to ask Em and Li what we should do when Em just takes it upon herself to grab the handle, open the door and walk right in.  That’s more like something Li would do but the clock is ticking so I don’t criticize Em for doing it.  Instead, I just follow her in with Li.

“Hey there,” Em says to Priscilla, whose back is to us.

Priscilla trembles, clearly startled, as she rolls over.  But she lets out a sigh of relief and sits up upon seeing us.  Although she looks like she’s seen a ghost.  Bet she’s afraid we’re going to get in trouble – or get her in trouble – for this.

“You don’t know us,” Em says and winks at her.  “But the creeps who abducted you were after my friends and I.”

“Still could be,” Lia adds in case the cops are listening, which they probably are.

“Oh,” Priscilla says, still looking nervous.

I’m sure she’s still wondering what we’re doing here.  “We just thought you might like some company.”

“Um, sure.” Priscilla removes a tissue from the box on the table next to the bed. “It’s amazing how luxurious tissues seem to me now.” She dries her eyes.

“How are you liking the food here?” I ask, wondering if she thinks that’s haute cuisine.

“Well, it’s a big step up for me,” she says. Then she whispers, “Especially since my sister always had her thugs make my food extremely spicy or put something in it.”

I bite my top lip.  “Like what?”

She doesn’t whisper, but talks quietly, apparently not wanting the cops to hear our conversation, which could prove bad for all of us.  “Like lacing it with a hallucinogenic, as if living there in a cage wasn’t torture enough.”  Just when she finishes wiping her tears away, her eyes start making more.

“Can I give you a hug?” I ask her.

She nods and smiles, starting to cry happy tears.  I know because I kind of, sort of just read her mind to see if she was genuinely happy to see us. Alas, she’s very happy.

“You have a nice smile,” Em says.

“Thank you,” Priscilla says, practically whispering again.

“Is it OK if we sit?” I ask.

She nods and Em, Li and I sit.  We pull the chairs close to her bed so we can talk softly and still hear each other well enough.

“If you want to talk, we’ll listen,” Li says.

“I don’t know how I’m going to live,” she says after a beat, barely loud enough to hear her.  “I can’t even walk on my own yet, my legs are so weak from not using them enough, being trapped in that dog cage. How am I supposed to find a job?”  She pauses and takes a drink of water.  “I didn’t even get to finish high school... due to Jenna killing our parents because they were always nicer to me. But I was nice to them. Jenna was always being cruel.”

“How so?” Em asks.

“One time she put rubbing alcohol in our mother’s bloody Mary and almost killed her.  She was never remorseful either.  Another day, she said such mean things to our mother that she gave her a heart attack.  Then when she didn’t die Jenna said she was disappointed.”

A minute passes and she doesn’t say anything.

Are you a witch, too? Em asks telepathically, letting Lia and I hear her as well.

I suppose, Priscilla replies and smirks.  It had skipped a generation with my father. He was a witch, but he got his magick from a coven. He was trying to teach us to control our power but Jenna was stronger than him and she always made sure it blew up in his face. Literally, one time. Gave him a burn scar on his nose. Another time, I caught her trying to strangle him with invisible hands and I had to make a lamp soar across the living room and knock her out. Then there was the time she got to me when I was asleep and I woke up in the morning seated in a chair, which my wrists and ankles were tied to with rope she’d spelled so I couldn’t break free.  I knew something very bad had happened, or was about to happen, but I couldn’t even scream because, of course, she’d duct taped my mouth. With a dirty sock in it, no less.  I just sat there wondering what was happening for an hour before she walked into the living room... carrying our parents heads.

Shit, I say, feeling like I might hurl.

I’m so sorry, Em says.

Yeah, that’s worse than the shit she did to us, Li says.

My brows cinch together and I get chills just thinking about it.

“What did she do to you?” Priscilla asks aloud, motioning towards the cops.  We can’t be silent for too long or they’ll think something’s up.

“Well, for starters, she sent hunters to kill us,” Em says softly. “And sent me a boar’s heart laced with belladonna.”

“Did it make you see things?”

Em nods her head a few times. “Lots of things. None of them good.”

I knew she was using hunters to bring her witches so she could kill them and steal their power.  I felt so powerless, being unable to help them.

“Did she make you watch when she killed people?” I ask and immediately wish I hadn’t.

She nods and swallows hard.  A moment of uncomfortable silence passes and nobody knows what to say.

It looks like Priscilla might burst into tears, but Em sticks her tongue out at her and she laughs.  Not so hard that she’s in danger of falling off the bed, but hard enough.  It puts smiles on our faces.

“Thanks,” Priscilla says as she manages to stop.  “I needed that.”

Em smirks.  “Don’t you know I’m a master comedian?”

“Good.  I need someone to make me laugh.”

“Well, then consider it my pleasure.”

A nurse sticks her head in the room and says, “I’m afraid visiting hours are over.”

I know Em is about to give her backtalk but it is 7pm so I put my hand on her shoulder before she can. “I need to get home to talk to my sister.  Remember?”

“That’s right. She does,” Em says to Priscilla. “We’ll come see you again soon, though. Within the next couple days for sure.”

Priscilla smiles.  I’ll be looking forward to it.

We say bye and give Priscilla hugs.  When we exit her room and start to walk away Officer Two gets up and comes walking up behind us.  “Hey.”

We stop and turn around.  Not that we want to.

To my surprise, he smiles.  “I just wanted to say, that was mighty good of you.”

“We just thought she might open up to other people who’ve survived her sister and her goons,” Em says.

“Well, that was the most I’ve heard her talk since my shift started early this morning.”

All three of us speak at once.  “Good.”

 


CHAPTER ELEVEN

SHAR

 

We’re in Juliana’s car, having just left the hospital.  She’s speeding to my house so I can try to calm Arja down before she tells our parents I’m a witch.  I don’t think she’d actually tell them, less it destroy their world.  However, she’s older so she likes to think she knows best about everything.  Especially, when it comes to me.  Mostly because she’s over-protective, but also because she likes to be the boss of me since I’m her kid sister.

Em is talking about Priscilla.  “She seemed to be in good enough spirits, considering everything she’s been through.  Being in the hospital must be like staying in a fancy suite at a posh hotel after living in that cell for 15 years.”

“After that, anywhere is a huge improvement,” January says, looking back at us from the front passenger seat.

“Yeah, I’m sure she must have PTSD big time, but she seems determined to survive,” Li says. “Otherwise, I’m sure she would’ve figured out a way to kill herself years ago.”

“So, how was Krystal?” Em asks.

“She’s still pretty rattled,” Juliana says. “But her parents were there and the hospital is letting them stay overnight.  I’m sure it helps that her mother works in the caf.  Plus, there are a couple cops outside just in case her kidnappers decide to show up at the hospital to silence her permanently.”  Of course, we know her kidnappers are dead, having died on the mountain after we’d changed their tune and recruited them to fight Jenna with us.

“Yeah, there were two outside Priscilla’s room, too,” I say.  We had to talk telepathically for some of our visit.

“So, Priscilla is a witch like Jenna?” Juliana asks.

Li glares at her mother. “She’s a witch.  Hardly like Jenna, though.”

Impatient Em exhales loudly. “Anyway, more about Krystal?”

“Right,” January says.  “Well, mentally, Krystal’s in hell, missing her friends and plagued with visions of Jenna, you know, slaying them.  But she’s going to get the help she needs and we’ll be her new friends, so she should come out of it better than we’d think.”

Em brings her hands together in a solitary clap. “Awesome.”

Li’s arms jerk as something that can’t be good hits her. “Mom, did the cops ask why you and January were there?  We said the guys who kidnaped Priscilla were after us, too, but it just dawned on me that they weren’t after you and January.”

“Oh, I just said they were after my daughter,” Juliana says.

“What about January?”

January smiles at Li.  “Chill, dude.  They didn’t even ask about me.”

We’re almost at my house.  I pull my backpack up from between my legs and onto my lap.

“Good luck with big sis,” Em says.

“It’ll be OK,” Li says. “I have a feeling.”

Juliana pulls over in front of my house.  “Good luck.”

Li kisses me; on the lips but mouths closed.  “See ya tomorrow.”

I say bye as I get out and shut the door behind me.  I take deep breaths as I watch them drive off.  I wanted to ask them to stay in case I walk into world war three and need to get out.  But they were all as tired as I am so I just couldn’t bring myself to ask that.  I won’t be able to run outside and ask the cops for help if my father tries to strangle me either, seeing how there’s no cruiser here tonight.  Must be because they think Jenna and company are headed for Canada.  They might even think they’re already in Canada at this point.  I’m glad Jenna’s dead, but I do feel shitty about Robert and Marco.  I also feel sorry for their families.  Especially their kids.  It has to suck to find out your father is a criminal.

I’m halfway down the sidewalk when the front door opens, courtesy of Arja, who gives me a weird look I can’t read.  Her eyes look like they might pop out of her head, though.  If I can just get ten minutes alone with her I’m pretty confident I could hypnotize her into not telling our parents anything.  I could even get inside her head and try erasing her memory of this morning, but she’s my sister and I really don’t want to do that because it’s riskier.  I wouldn’t want to accidentally delete half of her proverbial hard drive.

I walk into the house and discover that my parents are sitting at the kitchen table already.  In fact, the table has been set and bowls of steaming hot, spicy food are ready to be devoured family style.  Arja hurries over and takes her seat.  I put my backpack down and am about to take a seat when I remember the house rule: you must wash your hands before eating.  So, I head into the bathroom and wash them as fast as I can and hurry back to the table.

“Just in time,” Mom says.

I inhale and exhale a deep breath.  “Sorry I wasn’t back earlier.  We went to the hospital to see those girls who were kidnaped.”

“The ones on the news?” Dad asks, raising an eyebrow.

I nod.  “Yeah.”

Mom bites her top lip; I learned that from her. “Why would you visit them?”

“They were taken by the guys who were going to shoot at our house.  So, we just figured we could relate a little.”

Dad frowns. “The police called this afternoon.  Those guys are still in the wind.”

“That’s a scary thought,” I say, purposely making wide eyes. “Why isn’t a cruiser outside?”

He clears his throat and squares his shoulders. “They think they’re headed for Canada.”

“Why Canada?”

“Those girls didn’t tell you?” Mom asks. “Apparently, their captors said that’s where they were going.”

I half-smile.  “Well, that’s a good thing, right?”

Mom squints like she does when she’s frustrated. “I suppose.  I just hope they catch them.”

“Me, too.”  I hate that my parents are worried about this.  I wish I could just tell them that Robert, Marco and Jenna are no longer a threat.

“So, that was mighty nice of you,” Arja says.  “Visiting those girls.”  I can’t tell if she’s being sarcastic or not.  It’s hard to tell with her.

Dad eyeballs me as he rubs the bottom of his chin, which he usually does when he’s upset about something.  “Would you like to say grace, Sharan?”

“Sure,” I say and force a smile.  “Thank you Lord for blessing us with the wonderful food that we’re about to eat.  And thank you for making us a loving and loyal family.  Amen.”  I looked at Arja when I said the word loyal and she looked down instead of making eye contact, which can’t be good.

“Amen,” Arja, Mom and Dad say then we start taking food from the bowls and passing them around.  It all smells so good.  Mom made her famous saffron rice, which has a unique, sweet scent like nothing else.  Almost like candy.  It’s an expensive spice, but always having it on hand is one of the few luxuries my parents have afforded themselves, this even though I’m sure their Dunkin’ Donuts business is quite the moneymaker.

We always wait to eat until everyone’s done taking their food.  Normally, I think it’s nice, but since nobody’s really saying anything it feels like you could cut the tension with a knife.  But I suppose if they knew I was a witch I wouldn’t even be allowed to sit at the table, much less have dinner with everyone.

“Why’s everyone so quiet tonight?” I ask, albeit reluctantly.  If I am going to be disowned, I just want to know already.

“Your sister told us about what happened this morning,” Mom says as she puts the last serving bowl down.

I swallow hard and it feels like there’s a toad in my throat.  A toad with spikes on its back.  “Oh, did she?”

“Were you going to tell us?” Dad asks.

My mouth opens but instead of saying anything my jaw just drops.  Then nobody says anything, but Arja half-smiles at me as she puts some mango chutney on naan and starts eating.

“Seizures are very serious,” Mom finally says.

“Seizures, right,” I say, breathing a sigh of relief.  She must have just told them about the seizure, not my being a witch.  “I was going to tell you I just wanted to do it in person instead of text.  Plus, today was so busy I wouldn’t have had time to text anyway.

“Sharan, was this morning the first time you’ve had a seizure?” Dad asks as he squares his shoulders again.

I bite my top lip.  “I think so.”

“You think so?” Mom asks.

“Yeah, I don’t know,” I say.  I’ve had minor trembling before, especially during premonitions, but it’s been barely noticeable since they pumped us full of meds for PTSD, anxiety and depression.  Stupid meds that seem to have taken away my ability to climax.  Meds I certainly don’t want increased. “I mean, no, if I have they’ve just felt like the chills.”

Dad clears his throat then raises his voice. “Well, it sounds like what happened this morning was very serious.”

“It was,” Arja adds.  I want to kick her under the table but I’m kind of in a position where I have to kiss her ass, less she change her mind and broadcast that I’m a witch.

“Your father and I have decided that you should see a specialist,” Mom says.  “And it is not up for discussion.”

“OK,” I say.  No point in arguing.  Besides, I’m sure the specialist will say I’m fine because I only had that seizure during a premonition and unless I get another one while the doctor is examining me then they shouldn’t detect anything abnormal.  Of course, with Emma seizures and premonitions go hand in hand.  I hope this morning doesn’t mean it’s always going to happen that way with me. But since the three of us seized this morning, it does kind of seem like that’s just how it’s going to be.

Mom looks worried about me, which I hate.  “I’m going to call Mallory tomorrow and see if she recommends the neurologist who saw Emma.”  The Mallory she’s referring to is indeed Em’s Mom.

“I can just ask Em,” I say.

“No, that’s OK.  I have some questions for Mallory anyway.”

“I see.”  I take my first bite of Jaipur vegetables. So yummy.  I especially love the way my mother makes it with extra cashews and paneer (an Indian cheese).  That’s something I asked her to do one time and she’s made it that way ever since.  Tastes like she took my advice and added salted butter this time, too.

“So, how was your first day at Greenmont High?” she asks.

“It was fine,” I say. “Uneventful, really.”

They ask for further details and I tell them as much as I can.  Just, you know, not about how we could’ve made a guy’s head splatter or what Lia did instead.  Eventually, they also ask how Krystal and Priscilla are doing.  I explain how we had to split up because visiting hours were almost over, but that Priscilla seemed to be in an OK mood for someone who went through what she did.  And that Juliana and January reported that Krystal is doing well, too.  Then they ask me where I was all afternoon, since we were late getting to the hospital, and I say that I was studying at Li’s with her and Em.  Can’t exactly tell them I went to a magick shop, obviously. Suffice to say, by the time dinner is over, I feel like I’ve just been interrogated, which is how I often feel coming away from family meals.

 

Arja follows me into my room after dinner, closing and locking the door behind us.

“I wish you wouldn’t have told them about the seizure,” I say, somewhat angrily.

She shakes her head.  “Um, I think what you want to say right now is thank you for not telling them what else I learned about you this morning.”

“Yes, thank you.  But, just for the record, I’m still a Christian,” I say. “I’m just, you know, too.”

She rolls her eyes, showing me her give-me-a-break face. “You do realize the Bible says you’re not supposed to allow a witch to live?”

“It says you’re not supposed to suffer a witch to live.”  If I know better than she does about something, I have to say so.  Otherwise, she’d be a complete know-it-all 24/7.

She crosses her arms in front of her.  “Doesn’t that mean the same thing?”

In inhale deeply and blow the air out of my nose.  It’s that or grind my teeth.  “I’m sure you could find four Bible experts who’d all tell you something different.  But why should I even care about that?  The Bible says that homosexuality is a sin and I’m in love with Lia.  So, I must be on the fast track to hell, if you want to believe everything it says in the so-called good book.”

Her eyebrows cinch together as she thinks.

I’m fully expecting this to turn into a major debate, otherwise known as a screaming match.

Her eyebrows relax and she actually smiles at me.  “The church is a haven for pedophiles, so I don’t really care what they say anymore anyway.”

“Nice,” I say as I start emptying my backpack.  “But that wasn’t your attitude this morning.”

“Shar, I was in shock.  I never saw anyone use magick before.  How should I have reacted?”

“I can appreciate that.  I still remember my reaction the first time I saw Em do a spell.”  I start taking my books out of my backpack.  I did all my homework during the first twenty or so minutes of study, but I still want to review things in case there are any quizzes tomorrow.

She picks up my French book and starts flipping through it.  “So, I did some reading today... Is Wiccan what I’m supposed to call you?”

“Em, Li and I prefer witch.”

“Really?  For shock value?”

“No.  It just feels more honest.”

“Funny you should mention feeling honest with all of the lying you’ve been doing.”

Mon Dieu.  I thought she was being nice now. “I’ve kept one thing secret to keep the peace.  One thing.  That hardly makes me a liar.” I’m so livid that blood rushes to my head so fast that I have to sit down on my desk chair for fear of falling over.

“I understand you not telling mom and dad.  Just not keeping it from me. I thought we told each other everything.”  She takes a seat on my Poang chair, which I bought because I liked Li’s so much. “So, those people who want to kill you?  How does witchcraft factor into that?”

“It doesn’t.”  I know that makes me a liar, but it’s better than letting her know she could’ve been shot to death because I’m a witch.  “Except for the fact that I had a premonition the night those guys were coming to shoot up the house and it saved your life.”

She looks confused, her eyebrows forming a uni-brow. “Don’t you mean saved our lives?”

I might as well level with her.  “No, actually.  You were the only one who was going to get shot.”

“Shit,” she says.  She doesn’t know what to say beyond that.  She just looks around my room a bit before her eyes stop on her lap and that’s where she directs her gaze.

Maybe I shouldn’t have told her that.  But it is the truth. “So, I hope you see witchcraft isn’t all bad.”

“Why were those guys even after you though?” she asks, looking at me with a sour face.

“After the shooting, the Culour family – the one that lost three kids that day – they hired them to kill us.  Well, they were supposed to terrorize us first but, yeah, eventually kill us.”

“I’d like to believe that,” she says.  “I really would.  But I think there’s something you’re not telling me.  And who knows if or when they’ll come back, seeing how they escaped from the police.”

I shake my head.  “Were you not paying attention at dinner?  They’re headed for Canada.”

“How can you be sure they won’t send someone else after you?”

I look her straight in the eyes.  “Because I’m psychic.”

“Seriously?  You’re totally calm about this because you’re psychic?”

She sure is moody tonight and I’ve had just about enough of it.  “Maybe I am.  Besides, I thought you were going to be supportive a minute ago.”

“Before I knew I was going to get shot.”

“C’mon, that’s in the past.  And my psychic witchcraft gift did protect you.  Can’t you just leave it at that?”

She shakes her head.  “Is it so wrong that I’m worried about my health and safety?  And yours?”

“I wish this morning had never happened,” I say.  “Clearly, knowing I’m a witch is too much for you.”

“Don’t say that.”

I raise my voice slightly.  “Well, it seems you can’t handle it.  So, why don’t you just forget it?”

She doesn’t say anything.  Of course, she can’t just forget it.  Not on her own.  But I can help with that.  Forget it, forget, forget it, I push on her.  You didn’t learn anything this morning.  It was a regular morning.  Nothing special.  Nothing to remember.  Shar just had a mild seizure.  That’s all.  Otherwise, it was an ordinary Monday morning. Forget anything else you think you learned.

We sit here in silence a beat.  I wonder if it worked.  I bet it didn’t.  I doubt I can hypnotize anyone without Li or Em’s help.

‘”I just thought of something!” Arja suddenly exclaims like she’s just had a major scientific breakthrough.  This can’t be good.

“What?” I ask.  Forget it, forget it, forget it.  There’s nothing up with Shar.  Your sister is a normal, awesome sister.  Lord and Lady, please make her forget I’m a witch.  Let the word never leave her mouth, as if it’s been stitched.

“Shit,” she says, scratching her arm.  “I can’t remember.”

“Seriously?” I ask.  “We were talking about this morning.”  I have to test her to know for sure if I’ve hypnotized her.

“I remember now,” she says, making my heart skip a beat or three.  Please help me, Lord and Lady.

I give her my full attention.  “What was it then?”

She points at me and scowls.  She looks like she’s about to accuse me of something.  I must not have hypnotized her right.

I bite my top lip.  I had a mild seizure.  You told Mom and Dad.  That’s all that happened this morning.  You remember nothing else.

She stands up, still pointing at me.  “You – you took another long shower this morning and mine went cold halfway.”

I find myself grinning and have to fight the urge to chuckle.

“You think that’s funny?” she asks, a vein in her forehead swelling as her face turns almost as red as mine was a minute ago.

I shake my head.  “No, no.  I was just thinking about something Li said.  Sorry about the shower.  I’ll be faster tomorrow, but can you get out so I can study now?”

“Fine, fine.” She gets up and leaves my room.

I lock the door behind her and breathe a huge sigh of relief.  Speaking of which, it took me two years since I turned fourteen before my parents would finally let me get a door knob that locked.  It was one of my sixteenth birthday presents, which my parents thought was funny.  I pretended to laugh but, really, I was livid that it had taken them so long to truly give me my privacy.  Of course, now that they know Li and I are together they won’t let me lock it when she’s here.  They do let me shut the door at least.  But, seriously, every time we hang out and it’s just the two of us my mother will think of a reason to come knocking on my door and she’ll open it before I even say come in.  So not cool.

 

 


CHAPTER TWELVE

EMMA

 

Mom made spaghetti out of squash tonight.  Not to be confused with spaghetti squash.  Spaghetti squash is a type of squash that looks like it has spaghetti inside of it.  It’s especially yummy with cinnamon and brown sugar.  But what my mother cooked tonight is this spaghetti you make by pushing zucchini and yellow squash through this contraption that looks like it was made for Play Doh and it comes out looking like spaghetti.  Surprisingly, it tastes like it, too.  And it’s so much healthier than regular pasta.  Not that I consider pasta bad for you.  I just like the squash version better lately. My mother made it with a nice, chunky sauce with lots of red bell peppers and black olives.  She also made meatless meatballs.  So yummy.

Mom, Dad and I are sitting at the kitchen table, though we’ve been finished eating for twenty minutes.  When we were done Dad gave me a few whistles on key chain necklaces for Lia , Shar and I.  They call them rape whistles because college girls wear them so they can sound the alarm if some creep starts chasing them or anything.  Dad said it’s just in case those guys or anyone else from that devil-worshiper’s cult come after me. (Dad knows J was a witch. He just doesn’t know I am, too.)  At first I was like, what good is a whistle really going to do me?  So, he told me to blow it.  Ouch!  It is so loud and piercing!  It makes your ear drums feel like they’re going to split wide open and bleed.  You’d have to hear it to believe it.  It’ll definitely get someone’s attention, that’s for sure.  The only problem is it gave me a flashback from the shooting for two seconds when it started screeching.  I saw myself lying on the floor, looking at my hand, which had just been shot right in the middle and hurt like hell.  It only lasted for a moment though, the sheer volume of the whistle snapping me back to reality just in time for me to stop blowing it before causing myself any permanent hearing damage.

“You should wear it around your neck at all times,” Dad says.  “Just for now at least.  Until they catch those guys.  I’m sure Lia and Shar will agree that it’s a sound idea.”

I laugh.  “A sound idea.  Good one, Dad.”

“Emma, will you help me with the dishes?” Mom asks, getting up.

“I can get them,” Dad says, also standing up.

“I’m sure Mom and I can manage,” I say.

He sits back down.  “OK then.”  He picks up a medical journal that arrived in the mail today.  That’ll keep him busy for a while.

 

Mom and I bring the dirty dishes from the dining room into the kitchen.

“Should we use the dishwasher?” I ask.  For some odd reason, my parents prefer to do them by hand most nights, but I’m so exhausted I just want to get what’s about to be an awkward conversation over with already.

“We can,” she says and opens it.

I scrape whatever is still on the dishes into the trash and hand them to her.  She rinses them and puts them in the dishwasher.

“So, tell me about Saturday,” she says quietly.  We wouldn’t want Dad to overhear what we’re about to talk about.

“Well, you know, we practiced our spells then we went to take the evil witch to task.”

“With those criminals helping you?”

I nod.  “You already know that.”

“How’d that work out?”

I swallow hard, hesitating to answer for a second. “They were helpful.”

“And they’re headed for Canada now?”

I shake my head.

Her brow creases; she’s anxious. “Well, where are they?”

“Can’t we just focus on the fact that we were victorious and we’re safe now?”

“We’re not safe if they’re still out there.”

I whisper.  “They’re no longer with us.”

Never mind her eyebrows, her whole forehead wrinkles as she scrutinizes the expression on my face for a moment before realizing I’m serious.

She talks just barely louder than a mutter. “You... took care of them?”

“No, no.  The evil witch and her traps did.”

“Oh.  Is anyone else no longer among the, you know...”

I really don’t want to tell her about Kat, but at the same time I guess it couldn’t hurt to have somebody else tell me it’s not my fault.  “A friend who came to help us didn’t make it.”

Mom’s mouth drops wide open.  “A friend?  Who?”

“Her name was Kat.”

“You never mentioned her.  Where did you know her from?”

I make sure I’m continuing to talk softly.  “She worked at a magick shop.”

“I see.  Where did you find a magick shop?”

“They’re all over Salem.”

“I thought the witch trials were in Salem?”

“They were.”

“So, how can they have witch stores there?”

“I’m not sure, but I think it’s because Salem is the last place anyone would ever be persecuted for witchcraft again.”  That’s my theory anyway.  I could be wrong.

“How well did you know this Kat?”

My jaw clenches for a second.  “Not very well, but I guess we had some kind of connection.”

“I would think so.  I’m sure she wouldn’t have shown up for just anyone.”

“Right,” I say and feel guilt-ridden again.  Merde.

Mom puts the last dish in the washer and starts it.  Then she dries her hands with a towel and rubs my shoulder.  But I need a hug.  So, I wrap my arms around her and hold her tightly for a minute – and she hugs me back – until it’s obvious that I’ve held on too long, making her uncomfortable, and I let go.

Mom puts her hands on my cheeks and looks me in the eyes.  “She must have known she was walking into danger.  And it’s not like you put a gun to her head and forced her to go with you.”

“Forced who to go where?” Dad asks, having just stepped into the kitchen.

Mom lowers her hands from my cheeks, glaring at me.

“Forced Lia to go to school,” I say, thinking quick.

“Why? She didn’t want to go?”

“No one ever wants to go to school, Dad.  Keep that state secret to yourself.”  I hurry past him and head for the stairs.  I feel bad giving him the brush off, but if I stayed there I would’ve had to keep lying and I hate lying.

 

I hate lying except for lying on my bed, which I’m doing right now en fin, with Superbus playing on la stereo, I pick up my phone and call Jim.

“Hey,” he says answering with a smile.

“Hi,” I say.  For a second I’m startled by the face I see.  I was expecting Tim’s face.  His old face.  The one I fell in love with.  His new face that we made is gorgeous, too.  Love those Bowie eyes.  I just forgot for a second there.

He looks perplexed by my startled expression.  “How’d everything go?”

“It went,” I say.  “As good as can be expected.”

“Was George angry with you?”

I yawn, being tired as I am.  “Not really.  He handled it better than I thought he would.  He already had his suspicions so we just confirmed them.  There’s a memorial for Kat Wednesday night.  Can you come?”

He smirks at me.  “Of course.  You don’t even have to ask me something like that.”

“Merci.”  My eyelids are getting so heavy.

“So, how’d it go at the hospital?”

“I only saw Priscilla because we were running out of time, but she’s hanging in there.  Seemed really happy to see, Lia, Shar and I.”

“Cool.  Next time, I’ll go with you.  If you’d like.”

“Now who’s the one asking needless questions?” Sometimes I just have to tease him.  Making each other laugh is one of the reasons we’re such a good fit.

He smirks, one side of his mouth rising above the other.  “You got me there.”

Shit.  I’m forgetting the main thing I want to know.  “Oh, tell me how it went with Pete!  Are you blood brothers now?”

“Not exactly.”

“You didn’t go through with it?”

“Kind of.”

I scratch my head.  “I’m afraid you’re gonna have to elaborate on that.”

“Well, I remembered everyone’s reservations from yesterday and I started thinking I was too eager to offer up my power.  Not that I mind giving some away.  It wasn’t that.  I just started to wondering how he’ll handle magick, you know?”

I nod.  “So, what did you do?”

“I did a temporary binding spell with him, one that just gave him a small amount of my magick.  It should wear off after a few days.  So, if he’s a terror we can just let it lapse and he’ll be back to normal.  Seemed like a good fail safe measure.”

I’m definitely impressed.  “No, that’s wicked cool.  You teach him anything?”

“I tried to get him to light a few candles, but instead he splashed them.”

“Splashed them?”

“Water came pouring out of the palms of his hands like faucets opened up.”

I bite my bottom lip.  “And you’re sure you told him a candle lighting spell?”

“Of course.  You think I’d confuse those two?”

“No, no.  It’s just late and I’m tired.  But that can’t be a good sign, if he’s going to do the opposite of what you tell him.”

“Well, at first he said he thought it’d be funny if water poured out of his hands, but then he really tried lighting the candles and splashed them instead.”

“How’d he make water in the first place when he’d never done magick before?”  I’ve never even done that.  Not that I’ve tried, but it’s still weird that Pete could accidentally do it.

“I don’t know.  You think he’s trying to teach himself spells from online?”

“Dude, he’s a fucking hacker.  I bet he’s got tons of spells he wants to try.”

He sighs.  “Yeah, probably.  But next time he better do what I’m teaching him or I’ll just let his magic wear off.”

I yawn again.  “Sounds like a plan.”

“Want me to let you go?  You seem like you need to get to bed.”

That’s the last thing I remember him saying.  I dozed off for an hour at that point.  Now, I’ve just gotten up, taken my meds, put my pajamas on and I’m heading back to bed for the night.  Not even bothering to put one of my sleepy time playlists on because I know I’m going out as soon as my head hits the...


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

LIA

 

Tuesday morning I wake up at six, which is half an hour earlier than I have to.  I hate it when that happens.  Because I can never get back to sleep when I know I have to be up within an hour.  I’ve always been like this.  (Something Emma and I have in common.)  So, that’s one thing I can’t blame on the PTSD, although I’m sure it doesn’t help.  Not with anything.  Not one bit.  And it is responsible for the nightmare I had last night when I first went to bed.

I dreamed I was in Jenna’s lair.  Emma and Shar were the only ones with me.  We were in one of the seemingly endless hallways.  We were still walking on air to prevent us from stepping on one of the bitch’s many traps.  We were talking telepathically, too.  I don’t remember what about.  All of a sudden, we fell to the ground.  When we got up and tried to walk on air again it didn’t work.  I tried flying and nothing happened.  Emma tried to make electricity with her hands, but that didn’t work either.  Meanwhile, Shar tried to talk to us telepathically and the words wouldn’t project.  We were totally freaking out, powerless and afraid to even take a few steps.  Then we heard Jenna speak.  “You’re mine now, bitches.  Mine, mine, mine.  And now you’re completely powerless.  But, don’t worry, I’m not going to kill you with my traps.  My demons and henchmen aren’t going to hurt you either.  So, you have a choice.  Head back and brave the staircase you called “from hell” without magick or come find me and let me just put you out of your misery.”

As soon as she stopped talking, she let out this horrible cackle, like something you’d hear a wicked witch do in a movie.  I woke up sweating and frightened.  It just seemed so real.  I hope it was just a nightmare, that Jenna isn’t still alive somehow.  I don’t see how she could be.  We turned her into dust and buried her under half a mountain.

I wondered if Emma and Shar had the same dream, but it was late so I figured I’d wait and ask them in the morning.  Now I’ve just finished getting dressed.  I’m wearing dark blue jeans by some brand or other and a t-shirt that says “GRRL” in small white print where your heart is.  I picked it up for two bucks at Salvation Army one time Emma and her father dragged me there so they could look at the records.  There’s a pencil eraser-sized hole near the bottom on the back of it, but I’ve washed it a half dozen times and it hasn’t gotten any bigger so I’m not worried about it.  Not that I’d worry about a two dollar shirt anyway.  What cracks me up is how Emma and her father have to take every album they like out of the sleeve to check it for scratches, dust and spill marks.  Emma said you’d be surprised how often records have coffee spilled all over them.  Coffee with milk and sugar.  Emma and her dad’s record inspections amuse me because they’re so picky even though the records are only 50 cents on Saturdays and that’s the day they always go.  I guess it would suck to get home and discover the records you just bought look like they’ve been through hell, but it’s still funny to watch as they scrutinize them.  Emma is always telling me about how you have to look at the scratches because some of them are harmless surface marks and others will deliver you to skip, skip city.

“Your coffee is ready,” I hear my mother shout from the kitchen.  Or kitchenette.  Mom makes my coffee for me most mornings.  With lots of cream and sugar.  It’s funny because I drink espresso black, but with regular drip coffee I need my cream and sugar.

I head into the kitchen and mom points to the coffee mug on the table.  It’s my Cookie Monster mug that she bought me five years ago.  It’s pretty huge.  It actually takes half the pot of coffee, but we have a smaller pot than most people.  We only like to make so much at a time so it’s rich and fresh.  We’re very picky about our coffee around here.  I’ve been begging for an espresso machine, but mom said she’s saving until she can get us a serious machine like you’d see in a café.  Apparently, they go for about ten grand.

I sit down at the snack bar and take a big gulp of my coffee because I’m tired and want to get it into me as fast as possible.  Plus, we have to leave shortly so we can give Emma and Shar a ride to school.  We didn’t used to drive Emma, but now that we’re going to Greenmont High she’s on the way.  I’m glad we pick her up now because it’s nice for the three of us to be able to talk before school.  If we have anything we don’t want my mother to hear we send it to each other telepathically.  Don’t ask me how that works.  I just think of who I want to connect with and mentally push the words I want to say to them.

“So, did you have a good night?” Mom asks.  She’s all dressed and ready to go.  I’m always the last one ready.

“Eh, until I woke up half an hour too early,” I say and yawn.

“If it’s any consolation, I was up at four.”

“Four?  How come?”  She usually doesn’t have trouble sleeping.

She shakes her head.  “My mind was racing all over the place.”

“Can you be more specific?”  Talk about vague-speak.

“I would prefer not to.”

“Alrighty, then.”

 

We pick up Shar first.  (Comme toujours, as Emma would say.  (Like always.))  She’s wearing white jeans and a gray blouse with Monarch butterflies on it.  The orange and black combination reminds me of January when she’s a fairy, although January’s wings are patterned like a ladybug’s.

“Oh my Goddess, I have good news,” Shar says as she gets in the back with me and shuts the door.

“What?” I ask.  It’s nice to see her cheerful this morning.

“I hypnotized Arja!”

“You hypnotized your sister?” Juliana asks and raises an eyebrow as she glances at us in the rearview mirror.

“I did!  Seriously!  She doesn’t remember that I’m a witch.  I totally made her forget!”  She can barely sit still.

“That’s awesome,” I say.  “What about the seizure?  Did you make her forget that?”

“No.  She’d already told my parents.  They’re going to make me see Emma’s neurologist, which sucks.  But I know it was tied to the premonition so I’m not worried about it.”

“Good,” I say and lick her cheek to be funny.

“Stop it,” she says, trying to tickle me.  Which is ridiculous because I don’t tickle easily.

“Seatbelt,” my mother says to Shar.  I was starting to wonder why she wasn’t driving.  But Shar does as asked and we head off in Emma’s direction.

“Hey, did you have a nightmare last night?” I ask Shar.

“Why?  Did you?” Her mood shifts from jazzed up to nervous.

I nod.  “Yeah.”

“Me, too.  What was yours about?”

I swallow hard.  “We were in Jenna’s lair and our magick went away.”

Shar speaks slowly, afraid to say it.  “She said we could go back down the stairs or go let her kill us.”

My shoulders jerk and I shiver for a second or two.  “Shit.  Yeah.  I wonder what it means?”

“Probably nothing,” my mother says.

“Yeah, probably,” I say.  “Though it’s fucking weird that we both had it.”

“Totally,” Shar says.  Then she leans over and kisses me on the lips.  And our mouths open and we swap tongues.

We’re still kissing twenty seconds later when my mother coughs loudly just before we stop.  Mostly, so we don’t bite each other’s tongues.  But also because we annoy her when we make out.  Mind you, I try not to make out in front of my mother.  Because it’s weird.  But sometimes you have to make an exception.  Kissing is just a hormonal need.

 

We’re at Emma’s seven minutes later and she comes outside before we can even beep, hurrying to the car with her backpack.  We all have backpacks today.  I used to hate lugging mine around, but since we received Jenna’s magick it feels so much lighter.  I just feel stronger in general.  We all do.

“Hey sister,” I say as she gets in the front.  That’s how it’s been forever, Emma in the front with mom and Shar in the back with me.

“Hey,” she says, buckling her seatbelt.  “Did you guys get a text from Pete?”

“I think so,” I say.  “I didn’t look at it yet.  Why, what’s up?”

Emma turns so she can look at us in back.  “Oh, he just texted us what our allergies are.  Besides nuts.  He kind of had some fun with it.”  She doesn’t sound pleased.

“Why?  What did he do?” Shar asks.

“Look at the texts.”

It isn’t easy, but I manage to maneuver my phone from inside the front pocket of my jeans.

Shar sees the text before me.  “You won’t believe this.”

I look at the text.  It says that Emma is also allergic to penicillin, talc, Dollasapin, Prozac and Vagisil.  Vagisil, of all the things you could be allergic to.  Women’s yeast infection cream!  I guess he really did have fun with this.

“I’m going to kill him,” Emma says.

I look at what he gave Shar: gluten, naproxen, Dollasapin, quartz, lithium, cats

“People are going to think I’m a complete head case,” Shar says.

I look at mine: bleached flour, pavement, valerian, kava, Dollasapin, chamomile, Paxil, PVC, latex, coffee.  My Goddess, I practically shriek.  “One, how can anyone be allergic to pavement and coffee?  Me?  Allergic to coffee?  What the fuck?”

“He really went overboard,” Emma says.

“You think?” Shar frowns.

“And these are on our school records now?” I already know they are, but for some reason I ask anyway.

Emma faces us again and nods.  “Yup.  Sucks, doesn’t it?”

I shake my head.  “What if someone sees this?  We’ll be the fucking laughingstock.”

“Yeah, we’re screwed if this gets out,” Shar says.  “I’m so pissed at Pete.  Jim gives him magick and he turns around and repays us with this?”

I look at what he gave Jim: dogs, yarn, nylon, turtles, cinnamon, nutmeg.  “He didn’t give Jim anything incriminating.”

Shar lets out a big sigh. “Guess you have to give him magick to stay on his good side.”

Emma’s face suddenly lights up. “See what he gave January?”

I look: pamparin, midol, bleached feminine hygiene products, ladybugs, diamonds.  “Who the fuck is gonna believe this?  Seriously, if that bitch from the cafeteria reads this shit she’s gonna think it’s a hoax, that we’re taking the piss out on her.”

“See what he gave himself,” Shar says.

I look: chloroseptic lozenges, novocaine and other -caine drugs, green tea, rabbits, sheepskin condoms.  “Condoms!  At least he’s giving it to himself, too.”

Shar presses her index finger against her lips, her hand held like a gun.  “I hope he’s not going bareback with January.”

“Yeah.  Right,” Emma says.  “It’s not exactly our business, but she is our girl so I’ll ask her about it.”

“Maybe she’s on the pill?” I wonder aloud.

“Yeah, but that’s not foolproof,” Shar says.

I laugh for a second.  “I am so glad we don’t have to worry about accidental pregnancies.”

“What about you, Em?” Shar asks.

Emma looks at Shar with her jaw dropped.  “You know I’m on the pill.”  Then she pauses for a second and smirks.  “But we use condoms, too.”

“Good girl,” my mother says and pets her on the head.

 

After Shar tells Emma about hypnotizing her sister, we lament about the ridiculous allergies Pete has given us the rest of the way to school.  We end up laughing and teasing each other about it, so I guess I won’t give him a black eye.  But I was planning to when I first read that shit.

“Hey, you have a nightmare last night?” Shar asks Emma as we’re standing on the sidewalk, having just gotten out of the car.

“Why, did you?”

Shar nods.  Tells Emma about the dream.  Sure enough, she had it, too.

“What the fuck could it mean?” Emma asks.

I have a thought.  “Maybe it’s supposed to show us that we won’t always have magick and need to prepare to deal with shit without it.”

“Makes sense,” Emma and Shar say at the same time.

I smile proudly.

Jim, Pete and January come over to us.  We all say hey then I have to say, “Pete.  What the fuck is up with those allergies?”

“Blame her.” He motions to January.

Everyone turns to January, who says, “We kind of made them up together last night when we were chatting.  The Vagisil was his idea, though!”

Emma punches Pete in the arm.  I’d like to say affectionately, but it’s hard enough that he winces and takes a couple steps back. “That fucking hurt!”

She raises her fist like she might hit him again.  “Yeah, well, imagine how we’ll feel if the whole school finds out about this.”

“We were taking the piss,” Pete says.

“Taking the piss,” I say, teasing.  “Now that’s a phrase.”

Pete rubs his arm, occasionally wincing for a second or two.  “It’s big in England.”

“It also begs the question, are you two into golden showers?” Jim asks January and Pete and laughs.

January gags.  “Gross.”  She kisses Pete on the cheek.  “My boy’s too pretty to piss on.”

We all laugh.  Then the first bell rings.  Time to head to homeroom.  This should be interesting since we’re all in the same homeroom.  I guess it doesn’t look too suspicious since January and Pete started here a week before us and the school probably doesn’t know we’re all friends.  A clique unto ourselves.

 

Heading down the hall in the history wing, we pass Melinda, the jerks who thought rape was funny, and some other faces that are already becoming familiar.  Although I don’t have names to put to most of them yet.  It’s too bad Emma doesn’t have a photographic memory anymore or she’d have that shit memorized down pat already.

“So, you have candy now,” Emma says to Pete as we’re walking.

He grins from ear to ear.  It looks kind of creepy.  Shar actually flinches, not liking his expression either.

“Heard you turned on the waterworks,” I say to him.

“Right on,” he says.

Emma and Jim exchange a weird look, like they have a secret the rest of us aren’t privy to.  And that’s fine.  I want them to share secrets.  It’s what healthy couples do.  Shar and I included.

We walk into homeroom and this girl with long black hair and big, circular glasses suddenly appears in front of us, like she was waiting for us.

“Hi,” she says.  “I’m Wendy.  I’m, like, your biggest fan.  I have every magazine and newspaper you’ve ever been in.  Even some foreign periodicals.  You’re my heroes.”

My jaw drops.  I knew there were people who thought we were heroes on Facebook, but I guess I never thought we’d meet one.

Emma reaches out and shakes her hand.  “Nice to meet you, Wendy.”

“You, too,” the girl says.

“Well, you already know who we are,” Shar says.

Wendy turns her bug eyes towards Emma.  “Can I interview you for the school paper?”

“I don’t know,” Emma says.  “I was thinking of seeing if they need writers.”

“That’s so cool,” Wendy says.  “But I could still interview you.  Just, like, an issue before you start writing for us.”

The second bell rings and we walk past the girl and go sit down.  Fortunately, she goes in the opposite direction.  So, she’s not stalking us.  Not yet.

There are only two seats side by side in the back row so Shar and I insist that Emma and Jim take them.  January sits in front of Pete a couple of seats up.  Which leaves Shar and I... two seats in the front row.  They’re side-by-side, which is cool, but, still, the front row?  That’s reserved for teacher’s pets.  You sit in the front row and you’re almost certain to be bullied.  I do not like this at all.

“I hope this isn’t a bad omen,” Shar says as we sit down.

The teacher walks in.  It’s Mr. Rankin, who we have for world history.  He tells the students to call him Paul unless another teacher is in the room.  He looks all of 24.  Cute, though.  Almost looks like that actor on Mister Robot, the one who plays Eliot, the dude with the bug eyes.  Rami Malek, I think his name is.

“Good morning,” Mr. Rankin says as he sets his coffee travel mug and bag on his desk.  That’s when I start feeling tired.  So tired I might fall asleep in class.  It’s pretty fucked up, considering that I only missed half an hour of sleep.  Although I guess I was up for a bit after the nightmare.  I got up and went in the kitchen and took a couple swigs from a wine bottle my mother had opened and surprisingly didn’t finish last night.  Usually, she does the whole bottle.  But not every night.  Maybe three times a week.  But everyone needs vices, right?  It’s not like she’s getting any.  She’s always at home.  Although there is that one friend who always brings the Krispy Kreme donuts from the casino in Connecticut.  But if they were having sex, I’d know it.  I think I’d see it in my mother’s eyes the next morning.  And so my mind goes in circles as Paul talks about World War I.  Or maybe it’s II.  That’s how little I’m paying attention.

Eventually, I do nod off.  Shar immediately jabs me in the arm, startling me awake.  But Paul saw me fall asleep.

“It’s Lia, right?” he asks me.

I wrap my hair around my finger and tug, as I often do when stressed.  “Yes.  Sorry.”

Paul smiles. “Don’t apologize to me.  Apologize to the rest of the class, who are staying awake in spite of the fact that we all have to get up ridiculously early.”

I just look at him, waiting for him to say something else, but then I realize he’s serious.  After another beat, during which I feel everyone looking at me from behind, I get up and turn to the class.  “Sorry everyone.  Rough night.  I’m sure you can relate.”  And I half-smile and sit back down.

Paul rubs his chin.  “I should give you detention.  But I’ll be nice and just mark you down absent for today’s class.”

I wonder if that means I’m going to get in trouble for cutting class.  Then again, if I did that, I’d get detention.  And he’s trying to spare me from that. Supposedly.  So, it’s probably just for his own records.  I bet he’ll just take a couple points off my grade for the semester.

Just as Paul starts writing on the chalk board, some dude coughs and says, “dyke.”

Paul turns to the class, looking angry.

I feel my face reddening.  I curl my hands into fists.  I envision whoever said it coming down with a migraine.

“Who said that?” Paul demands.

Nobody says anything.  But I hear some guy go “aaaaah” like he was just struck with serious pain.  Of course, I smile.  A bit too widely though.  It’s clear by the look Shar gives me that she knows I did something.

Paul’s face grows redder by the second. “I repeat.  Who said that?  Tell me or the whole class gets detention.  You know I’m not kidding.”

“Aaaagh,” the asshole goes again.  “It was me.  Sorry.  Can I go to the nurse?”

“You may not, Mr. Shure,” Paul says.

“C’mon, my head feels like someone’s driving nails into it.”  I turn and see that it’s Brian Shure, who got detention yesterday in study.

“You can go.  But you’ve got detention for the week,” Paul says, crossing his arms in front of himself.

The dude gets up and bolts for the door.

 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

EMMA

 

My photographic memory still can’t decide if it wants to come back or not, but I am able to follow the history lesson while thinking about several things.  Mostly about the nightmare and what Lia said it could mean.  That we might not always have magick.  That disturbs me more than the fact that it was a J dream, even if we only heard her hideous voice.  I’ve only had magick for a couple of months, but I’ve grown so accustomed to it.  Especially, for the little things.  Like how I walk in my room and wave my hand and command the candles to light.  And they do.  All 14 that I have left right now.  I had more, but some have burned down completely since lighting them became so easy, which reminds me that I bought some at George’s yesterday that I haven’t set up yet.    En tout cas, lighting them is almost like using telepathy.  Except you’re pushing the thought on something, not a person.  I just have to believe it will happen and it does.  It’s like that with lots of things now.  Like turning on the lights or TV.  Or adjusting the water in the shower.  Doing these things with magick feels so natural now that it feels weird if I use a switch or turn a button.

Some asshole just went running to the nurse after he shouted out “dyke” when Lia finished apologizing to the class.  It was like he said it and a second later he was grabbing his head.  Then a couple of seconds later he was begging to go to the nurse.  I sure hope not, but I can’t help but wonder if Lia – or maybe even Shar – gave the guy that headache.  Lia was out of control yesterday and it will be really bad if she continues doing these things.  I don’t really care if people find out we’re witches because most people believe witches are largely harmless.  But we certainly wouldn’t want to be known as witches who are a threat.  Even if we are.

You think Lia did that? Jim asks me telepathically.

I don’t know.  Maybe.  It’s bad if she did, right?  I mean, fuck, I’d like to give that creep a migraine, too.  But I didn’t.

Well, don’t stress too much.  Even if she did it, it’s not like anyone saw her do it.  And there’s no proof.  I’d talk to her, but try not to seem pissed.

 

The bell rings and world history is finally over.  I thought it was never going to end.  Pete, January and Jim say ciao to us before they head for Spanish.  We have to go to the language wing for French now, but Spanish is further down the hall and they need to hustle not to be late.

You already know how much j’adore French.  French and art.  If only there was a school for Wiccans where I could study French, art and magick and nothing else, that would rule.

Just when Lia, Shar and I are almost at the door, that girl Wendy comes rushing over, getting between us and the doorway.  “Did you think about it?”  She’s looking at me.  With puppy dog eyes.

“Yeah, I’ll sign up after school.  Hopefully they don’t already have enough writers.”

“Oh, we don’t,” she says.  “Corey Feldman – not the actor – was fired for writing some crap about transgender bathrooms threatening his sexuality or something. Ms. Rose, the teacher who runs the paper, won’t put up with hate speech.  But you guys are all about lesbianism and stuff, right?”

“Well, I do have a boyfriend,” I say.  What I don’t say is that I also seem to have a crush on my friend January.

“You do?” Wendy asks.

I nod.  “I do.  He just left for Spanish.”

“I didn’t know that.  I thought you were single since Tim died.”  She looks really troubled by the fact that she didn’t know this.

“Well, I met a super nice guy.  His name is James.  But I can’t talk now.  French beckons us.”  I say James because I don’t want to hear her rhyme Tim with Jim.

“Beckons, that’s such a wonderful word, isn’t it?  Oh, and I was asking if you thought about doing the interview, not signing up for the paper.”

I shake my head.  “That, I still need to think about.”

“Please.  I know you guys haven’t done interviews yet, but this would just be a low key high school paper.”

“Again, still need to think about it,” I say.  “And I might have to check with my attorney.”

Great.  Now Wendy looks like she might cry.

“Our parents might be suing Noah’s Catholic,” Lia says.

“So there could be legal issues?” Wendy asks.

I nod.  “Yeah.  I’m not sure.”

“Well, try to find out.  And come by and apply.”  She looks perky again now. I shake my head as she heads out into the hall.  Thankfully, she’s going in the opposite direction.  I’ve had about all I can take of her already.  Well, I guess she’s not that bad.  It’s just weird having someone look at you like you’re a celebrity, like you’re Selena Gomez or Rihanna or something.

As for suing Noah’s Catholic, yeah, our parents thought we should.  They all met without us “kids” and discussed it.  I think they might’ve even made an appointment with an attorney.  But we told our parents we’d refuse to testify, so they eventually said, fine, we won’t sue.  It’s not like any of our families needed the money anyway, so why should we subject ourselves to getting interrogated in court for weeks?

 

The French teacher’s name is Mr. Boisvert.  Translated into English, that’s Mr. Greenwood.  I love how so many French names actually mean something when you translate them into English.  Like how I’m a Beaulieu, which, I’m sure you recall me saying, means beautiful place.  So, I’m Ms. Emma McGlinchey-Beautifulplace.  I might drop the McGlinchey from my name when I go away to college.  I know much more about my French side than the Irish side.  Plus, I’ve heard my two last names in the news almost daily since the shooting and I’m so sick of it.  I just want to have one last name like normal people.  And, obviously, I would want to keep Beaulieu, not McGlinchey, given my French thing.  But I won’t change it legally, less it hurt my father.  I’ll just tell people I’m Emma Beaulieu.  I do that sometimes already anyway.

Mr. Boisvert has 40 pounds on Mr. Desjardins, our French teacher at Noah’s Catholic, but that’s the only difference I can see so far.  Mr. Boisvert seems just as nice and laid back.  Plus, they’re both actually French from France.  (Or was Mr. Desjardins from Canada?  Gah, my memory fails me again.)  And both teach their classes entirely in French, the difference there being that Mr. Boisvert talks slower and uses simpler vocabulary. But I really can’t complain.  With him, I haven’t had to figure out a single mot (word) out of context.  Also, in Mr. Boisvert’s class we’re working on l’imparfait and in Mr. Desjardin’s class we were already up to le futur tense.  So, perhaps les publiques schools aren’t as with it as Noah’s Catholic, but I can breathe a little easier ici since I already know everything he’s teaching.  Plus, if you want to be literal, I’m breathing easier because I’m in my own clothes. [I hated those stupid fucking Catholic uniforms.  Lia, Shar and I should burn ours.  January could light ‘em the fuck up.] Today I’m wearing a pink Care Bears t-shirt I bought at Savers.  It has several Care Bears on it, but I don’t know any of their names.  I know they’re from the ‘80s, however, and I love the ‘80s.  In any case, Lia and I are both rocking thrift shop shirts aujourd’hui.

We’re down to the last five minutes when a student pokes me in the back with a pen.  The tip, not the cap, too.  I turn and see that it’s Miles Manning, the other dude who got detention for talking during study yesterday.  Brian Shure is sitting behind him; guess his headache is gone now.

“I just wanted to know – is that shirt gay triangle pink?” Miles asks.

Now I am fucking pissed.  I turn and look him in the eyes.  “J’en doute.  Mais si votre stylo a fait une marque sur mon T-shirt je vais kick you in the balls as hard as I can.  And you will fall down and get laughed at by your friends.  If not the whole school.” [Then I’ll slice off your testicles and feed them to you.]

Lia and Shar, who are sitting next to me with Lia in front, both look shocked.  But I don’t care.  That fucker is lucky I didn’t ask the Lord and Lady for super strength again and punch him in the face.  Yeah, that would give the bastard a fucking headache. Maybe even a broken jaw. [And if they had to wire it shut for three months, I couldn’t care less.]  I will not put up with assholes.  I told you, I refuse to be anyone’s victim again, I say to Lia and Shar telepathically.

Are you trying to start a fight? Lia asks, twirling her blonde locks around her right index finger.

My forehead wrinkles.  No, but I’m not going to be harassed at another fucking school either.  Nor will I let either of you be harassed.  Half these people want to think of us as murders already so why not put the fear of Goddess into them?

You shouldn’t give them any reason to escalate things further, Shar says.

Did he leave a mark on my shirt? I ask her, since she’s the only one who can see.

A tiny one.  It’ll probably wash out.

Fuck.  I am going to kill him.  It’s hard not to imagine something violent happening to him, but I don’t want to lose control like Lia.  But I can’t just let him get away with it now that I’ve threatened him.  I suppose I’ll have to kick him in the gonads.  Although if I embarrass him in front of his friends then he’ll probably do something else to me and then the vicious circle will continue. [But if he suddenly had a heart attaque then he wouldn’t be able to do shit and his fucking friends wouldn’t even attribute it to me.  Not unless it happens right after I knock him on his ass.]  What the hell am I thinking?  Geez, Emma, get a grip.  I hope Lia and Shar weren’t reading my mind just then.  I’m sure they wouldn’t do that.     We promised each other we wouldn’t do that to each other.  Not that we would’ve done it if we hadn’t promised, but it’s nice to have their word.  January, Pete and Jim promised, too.  It was a text convo but it still counts, right?  It does in my book.

“Mademoiselle Emma c'est à vous de décider,” Mr. Boisvert says, now standing beside my desk, having snuck up from behind me.

“À moi de décider quoi?”  My leg begins to tremble under the desk.  That always happens when a school teacher really puts me on the spot.  Stupid nerves.

“De décider quelle saveur de glace est votre préférée.”

Oh, I can answer this easily!  “Je n'ai pas de saveur préférée, mais je préfère le glace de Ben et Jerry.”

Mr. Boisvert smiles and several students actually laugh.  I should make it a point to be funnier.  That’s one of the best ways to make people like you. I’m tempted to add that I hate Haagen Daz, but I do eat it at the mall so that wouldn’t be entirely truthful.

A few minutes later the bell rings.  As we’re getting up, I glare at Brian-the-asshole and he flinches.  Big time.  I suppose that’s all the payback I need. [As much as I’d like to see his eyes bleed.]


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

SHAR

 

Biology.  Normally, it’s one of my favorite classes, but today we’re dissecting frogs.  The teacher, Mr. Solomon, warned us we’d be doing so today and I wanted to fake sick and stay home, but my parents never fall for that.  Well, rarely.  Sometimes my mother lets me stay home when I’m PMSing, but she knows that doesn’t happen until next week.

Class just started and Mr. Solomon is walking around with a jar of frogs and plastic salad tongs he’s using to get them out of the formaldehyde.  I so do not want to do this.  It’s actually something I’ve been dreading since I started high school.  Em and Li, too.  But I’ll probably be the only one of us to actually hurl.

January, Pete and Jim are in this class with us.  We’re all seated at the same long lab table, Li across from me, Em across from Jim and January across from Pete.  Normally, we’ll be lab partners with our significant others, but today we’re working individually so that everyone has to cut up a poor frog.

Mr. Solomon places one such amphibian on my disposable board that we’ll be pinning them down on.  I do not thank him.  Li says “thank you,” but sarcastically, prompting Mr. Solomon to raise an eyebrow.  Still, a second later he’s giving Emma her frog.  She doesn’t say anything either.  I don’t know if the others say anything because now I’m fixated on the poor frog in front of me.

This is going to suck, Em says telepathically.

I frown.  I know.  These poor amphibians.  Why couldn’t we cut up mice?  They’re gross, but I wouldn’t feel as sorry for them.

True, that, Li says and half-smiles at me.

I force myself to smile back, but I’m feeling the urge to cry.  This sucks.  I can’t do this.

A girl on the other side of the room pukes.  Then the guy next to her pukes.  Thank Goddess, I can’t smell the puke or I’d definitely do it, too.  But instead of praying for the puking to stop, I wish the frogs would spring to life.  That would be super awesome.  Please, Lord and Lady, get me out of this already.

Another two students puke at the same table as the first two.  One of them pukes so hard he nearly falls over.  Good thing Mr. Solomon just got on the intercom and asked the office to send a custodian.  He should probably have them bring extra of that gross-smelling cat litter type stuff they pour on vomit.

“We’ll get through this,” Li says, aloud but quietly.

“I just wish these frogs would spring to life,” I say.

“Careful what you wish for,” Em says. “But that would be wicked ostrich.”

Ostrich.  I haven’t heard that word in a while.  A couple summers ago, Li, Em and I decided to use the word ostrich in place of words like awesome, great and cool.  It started because Em was PMSing and said she felt like she had an ostrich inside her, which was so random and weird and Li and I thought it was the funniest thing ever.  So, it just kind of became our thing for a while.  Drove our parents crazy.  We only used it when we were talking to each other, but just overhearing us was enough to make Juliana scream one time.  (“Will you kids stop using that fucking word already?”)  So loud, she actually startled us.  I was so frightened my whole body jerked then trembled.  Kind of like it does now when I have a premonition.  Needless to say, we never said it around her again after that. Thinking about it now, I wonder if she accidentally used magick when she yelled at us.  She wasn’t a practicing witch then, but you never know.  It was still in her blood even if she wasn’t using it.

“Now we’ll begin pinning the frogs to your boards,” Mr. Soloman says.

I tug at my hair so hard it hurts, trying to distract myself.  It doesn’t work.  I’m not doing this.  These frogs should be alive somewhere, not getting butchered here.  There’s no need for this.  We could’ve just watched a DVD of someone doing it instead and learned just as much.

So mote it be, Em says, prompting Li to elbow her.

Mr. Solomon continues talking, but I’m tuning him out.  January and Pete are pinning their frogs down and Lia picks up a pin to start on hers.

FUCK!  I’m not a big fan of swearing, but, seriously, FUCK.

I look at my poor frog and wish it still had a heartbeat. That it was still breathing.  That it was still alive.  That it would turn over and escape so I wouldn’t have to desecrate it.

All of a sudden, a lump in my frog’s throat moves.  And it starts breathing.  I look at Em as it turns itself over.  What the hell did I do?

Oh my Goddess, Em says.

Li shoots me a look.  Stop.  Stop before it’s too late.

Em grimaces.  She’s right.  You should stop.

“Holy crap!” January yells.

I look over and see that her and Pete’s frogs are struggling to get unpinned.  What have I done?

Em and Li’s frogs flip themselves over.  And they start leaping down the table.

Other students are watching, laughing and pointing.  Great.  They might as well all come to life right now.

Shit.  No.  I didn’t mean that.  Goddess, no.

Mr. Solomon comes over and looks at us angrily.  “That is not funny, girls.  Collect these live frogs at once and put your dead ones back on your boards!”

He thinks we smuggled in real frogs and switched them as a prank. Em says.

I guess that’s for the best.  Better that than people accusing us of witchcraft.

But then people start yelling and laughing and jumping out of their seats all over the room as more frogs are resurrected.

“Quiet down!” Mr Solomon screams.  “You’ll stop this nonsense at once or you’ll have detention for a week!  Do you hear me?”

“It’s not a prank,” a female student says to him.

“Yeah, they just did that on their own,” the guy next to her says.

Mr. Solomon’s forehead wrinkles as he scrutinizes the scene.

January and Pete unpin their frogs, which quickly leap off the table.  I think I’m about to get glared at by all my friends, but they get off of their stools and back away from the table.

For fuck’s sake, act shocked! Li says.

I slide off of my stool, careful not to crush a frog under it.

It’s so loud in here now.  Some people are squirming while some think it’s hilarious.  One girl apparently has a frog phobia and goes running from the lab.

Mr. Solomon is standing by the intercom, wide-eyed with his mouth open, jaw dropped.

Please, Lord and Lady, just make this stop.  Make them vanish into the heavens. I pray so hard.

Pray it stops, Em says.

I shrug.  I am.

Em half-smiles. Let’s all pray it stops together then.  Everyone.

I’ll lead us.  It’s the least I could do.

Li smiles at me and nods.  Jim, January and Pete nod, too.

I take a deep breath before I send out a prayer to our whole group.  Lord and Lady, we thank you for restoring life to these frogs.  But please make them go away now.  Don’t kill them, though!Please just make them go away.Teleport them to a pond or something. Please.

Wait! Jim says.  If they just disappear, there’s no denying that witchcraft was used here and there will be a whole investigation.

But we have to do something! Em replies.

What? I ask.

Both doors to the lab open.  The janitor walks into the room, sees what’s happening and looks at Mr. Solomon, who just shakes his head.  Principal Clarke bursts through the other door, surely having heard the commotion.

“Everyone be quiet at once!” Principal Clarke yells. “Remain calm!”

Everyone quiets down.  Then she hurries over to Mr. Solomon.  “Care to explain this?”

Mr. Solomon is speechless.

I use our gift of enhanced hearing to listen.

“Clearly it’s some kind of prank,” Principal Clarke insists, her face as red as a beet is purple.  “Why haven’t you gotten it under control?”

“I saw a few of them come to life,” he says quietly, like he can barely get the words out.

“What do you mean, you saw them come to life?  Clearly, the students brought these creatures to school as a sick gag.”

He shakes his head no.  “I wish it were so.”

Em looks at me like she wants to drive stakes through my eyes, but I glare at her and she starts laughing.  It looks like half the students are fighting back laughter now.

“I guess they didn’t use enough formaldehyde,” Mr. Solomon says.

“Well, clean this mess up!” Principal Clarke says to him.  Then she turns her angry eyes on the class.  “Everyone will catch these frogs immediately!”

Jim starts laughing then the rest of us do.  But instead of giving out detentions, Principal Clarke just flees the scene.

The phones, Li says.

I didn’t notice them before because I’m so used to seeing people with phones in their hands, but now that Em has said that I see that more people are recording and taking photos of the scene than not.

“Everyone back into the classroom!” Mr. Solomon shouts.  “Now!  File out of the lab and into the classroom!”

Other students are quick to start marching, but our group... January and Pete are busting a gut.  Jim’s still laughing, too.  Li, Em and I are just exchanging worried expressions.

I hear someone’s foot stomp and look over to see that Byron Landry, the would be rapist, has just stomped on a frog.

“He deserves a broken knee, but don’t,” Li whispers in my ear.

 

LIA

 

“I can’t believe you did that,” I say to Shar as we head for our next class along with Emma.  “And you encouraged it,” I say to Emma.

“Sorry,” Shar says.  “I’m wicked sorry.”

Emma shrugs. “I didn’t think anything would actually happen.”

“And I did?” Shar snaps at her.

I glare at them both.  Now Shar’s eyes go all sweet like a little kitten’s, but her lips smirk.  Just enough to notice it, but Emma and I both do, since we’ve all known each other for nine years.  I’m about to say something when we notice that half the students are laughing, either because they’re watching what happened on their phones or people are telling them about it.  Son of a bitch.

Emma swallows hard enough for the three of us.  I doubt that was black magick, but who do you think they’re going to blame? When they figure out there was plenty of formaldehyde in with the frogs?

Shar bites her top lip. The witches?

Both of my girls look petrified now.  Deep down, I am, too.  This is one of the worst things Shar – well, both of them, I suppose – could have done.

I don’t know what got into me, Shar says. I just knew I couldn’t dissect one.  I just couldn’t.  And I got upset and prayed without thinking.  I mean, how could I have known we could resurrect things.  It’s not like this has happened before.

Emma’s eyelids blink faster than usual.  Yeah, there isn’t even a resurrection spell among the newly translated ones in the Book of Shadows.

Guess we’re off the grid then, I say.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

LIA

 

We’ve all just sat down at the lunch table.  Jim didn’t get meat today so as not to gross Emma out.  I guess that’s sweet.

You should tell him if he really loves you he’ll become a vegetarian, I say to Emma – and only Emma – telepathically.

She looks at me and shrugs.  He changed his appearance so he could stay in the area and be with me.  I think that’s proof enough.

Yeah, good point, I admit.  I guess Jim really is the perfect boyfriend.  Sometimes I wonder if he’s too perfect though.  If it seems too good to be true...

Everyone knows about the frog thing already.  Some clown who had the numbers for all the students here sent us all a link to one of the Youtube videos.  It was clearly made by someone in class, and I’m pissed at whoever it is, but everyone was filming it.  I even filmed a little of it so I’d look like I was as dumbfounded about what happened as everybody else.

So, which one of you brought the frogs back to life? January asks us all telepathically.

It was me, Shar says.

Before anyone says anything else that bitchy lunch lady appears at the end of the table.  Right next to Shar and I.  I see that she’s wearing a name tag today, which reads “Angelina.”  But, trust me, she’s no Angelina.

She puts her hands on the table as she speaks.  “So, it seems the lot of you do have nut allergies.  So, I wanted to apologize for my attitude yesterday.”

“No worries,” Shar says.  Because, of course, Shar naturally wants to make everyone feel better.  Even strangers on the street.  She’s that caring, that much of an empath.

“But then,” not Angelina says. “I took a second look at your allergies and some of them didn’t sit right with me.”

“Well, we can’t help what we’re allergic to,” Emma says.

“But I have to question whether you’re all actually allergic to these things.  Because, collectively, the list of allergies you have sounds like something a teenage boy would write to crack wise.”

Emma crosses her arms in front of her. “Well, I’m really allergic to the things in my records.” Then, telepathically, Emma tells our group, We have to hypnotize her.  Push this: Our allergies are real.

“Our allergies are real,” Shar and I say at once.  Then we all start trying to make her really believe it by pushing that on her.  Our allergies are real.  Our allergies are real.  There’s enough of us doing this that it should definitely work, not to toot my own horn or anything.  Our allergies are real.

“If they’re not legitimate allergies I’m going to find out,” faux Angelina says.

Our allergies are real, we all continue pushing at once.  Our allergies are real.  Again and again.

I think we need to say it out loud now, Emma says.  Slowly and calmly.

“Our allergies are real,” we all say together.  It kind of comes out sounding like we’re stoned off our rockers.  Speaking of which, I’ve been dying to smoke out.  Emma and Shar don’t know this, but I got stoned a few times at school last year.  I just randomly walked in on some girls smoking and they offered me a hit and I surprised myself and took it.  And I loved the way it felt.  I think Shar would like it, too, if she really gave it a chance.  But I bet she’d be expecting it to make her paranoid so she’d probably freak out.  I remember that Emma did try it once, but I can’t remember if she liked it.

So faux Angelina just stands there, totally looking like someone who was just hypnotized.

“Our allergies are real,” we all say again.

“OK, OK,” she says.  “Your allergies are real.”

“You believe us?” I ask.

She nods. “Yes, your allergies are real.  I believe you. I’ll leave you be.”  And off she walks.

“Whew,” January says.

“That was a close call,” Emma says.

Pete wipes sweat off his forehead.  “Too close.”

“Next time, maybe try not to be so funny,” Jim says to him.

“So, what’s gonna happen with this frog shit?” January asks impatiently.

Not out loud, Emma says.  She’s addressing January, but she says it so we can all hear it.  But she has a good point.  We definitely do not want people overhearing us talk about magick.  Even if we call it Candy at school.  Especially not when born again amphibians are involved.

But, seriously, what’s gonna happen? January asks.

I’m about to say it’s out of our control now when some dude with spiked hair and mascara stops and talks to Pete, leaning over the table.

“So, that’s it?” the dude asks Pete, raising his voice. “You just sat with us for a week and pretended you were our friends until your fellow Catholes showed up?”

“It’s not like that,” January says, sticking up for her man.

“It’s not,” Pete says. “I still want to be friends with you.  But, sure, I value my friendships from our old school, too.”

The dude practically sounds like a bully.  “So, why don’t you come sit with us since you sat with your old friends at lunch yesterday and I’ve seen you sitting together in classes all day.”

January glares at Pete.  Hard.  If she could shoot hot lasers out of her eyes she’d be burning holes in him right now.

“I can’t.  We have something important to discuss,” Pete says.  “But I’m free after school if you want to hang out.”

Spiked Hair thinks for a moment.  “I suppose that works.  A few of us are getting together to work on a project.  We could use you.”

Pete sees January glaring at him and she must say something to him telepathically because he swallows hard and you can see a frog burrow down his throat. OK, maybe it’s too soon to joke about that.

“Yeah, sure,” Pete says.

“Good,” Spiked Hair says and walks over to the table where his friends are eyeballing him from.  Most of them are wearing all black.  A couple have binary code on their shirts, which I’m sure they can all read just fine.  They look like a club of hackers.  I mean, Pete said him and January were sitting with the computer nerds, but these kids look far more sinister than your average nerds.

“You don’t have to hang out with them,” January says to Pete, sounding more than a little peeved.  Bet they were supposed to have sex after school.

“I know,” Pete says, nervously cracking his knuckles.

“You really don’t,” Jim says. “Why don’t you hang out with me and we’ll see if we can get your candy under control?”

“Yeah, because he has a real sweet tooth,” I say and everyone laughs, dissolving the tension Spiked Hair had brought to the table.

Do those guys have anything on us? Emma asks Pete.  But so we can all hear.

No, not really, Pete say, continuing to fidget with his hands.

They know he’s a hacker, January says.  That’s what they have in common.

But they don’t know he hacked our way in here, do they? Emma asks.

No, of course not, Pete says.

January blows air out of her nose.  Not that it takes a genius to figure it out.

So, better to be friends with them than have them turn against us, Pete says.

Maybe, January says. But you don’t know what the project he was referring to is, do you?

Pete hesitates to answer.  No. But I’m sure I can handle myself.

Jim puts his hand on Pete’s shoulder. But, bro, do you actually like them?

Yeah, I do, Pete says, straightening up. They’re the only ones I’ve ever met in person who get what I do.

So, the frog thing? Shar asks loudly.  Yes, even telepathically, you can tell if someone is whispering or screaming.  It just sounds softer or louder in your head.

It’s out of our hands, I say after a moment passes and nobody else says anything.  All we can do is watch the dominos fall.

Seriously? Beads of sweat are forming on Shar’s forehead and she’s looking pale.

I don’t know what to say.  What else can we do?

Shar looks at Pete. Can you send out some kind of virus and delete the video from everyone’s phones?

Pete shakes his head.  Unfortunately, it wouldn’t matter.  It’s all over Youtube and social media already.  And there were 25 witnesses in class who’ve surely been telling people about it anyway.

Just another mess we can’t put back in a box, Emma says.

We’re so screwed, Shar says. She looks like she might cry so I reach over and hold her hand and she squeezes mine hard, like her life depends on it.

Don’t forget the P.D.A. policy, Emma says.

We continue holding hands for a good ten seconds longer, as if to prove we’re not going to let the school – or Emma – tell us what to do.

“Nobody is going to figure out what happened,” Emma finally says aloud.

“Yeah, it’ll be a mystery and that’s that,” I say.

Shar starts looking at her phone.  I reach for it, wanting to spare her from anything she might be about to see, but she pulls it away, looking very determined.

“Don’t go on there and get yourself all worked up,” I plead.

 

 

SHAR

 

“I just need to see,” I say to Li. Usually, I take her advice – sometimes to a point that I feel smothered – but I need to see what people are saying about this.

I go on Facebook.  I don’t have hundreds of friends on here, but even among those I have, everyone is posting about it.  Some of the updates:

- The frogs rose at school today!

- Someone played the prank of the year.  Mad respect.

- Biggest biology disaster ever. Couldn’t believe my eyes.

- I don’t know what the hell happened, but it was wicked cool.

- No way the senior prank can top this.

Not too bad, I suppose.  There are also tons of photos.  One shows a frog moving with pins in it and someone wrote NOT DEAD YET below it. That one almost makes me chuckle.

Li fidgets with her fingers.  “So, is it good or bad?”

“The reviews are great,” I say and let out a sigh of relief as I stick my phone back in my pocket.  I almost hate admitting she was right.  Another thing that can be frustrating at times is how she always has to get the last word.  I love her though, warts and all.

“Nobody suspects candy?” Em asks.

“No,” I say. “Not yet.”

“Well, someone is bound to say it’s magic eventually, but they’ll be referring to magic without a k,” Jim says.  Out loud.

By the way he winces, it’s obvious that Em has kicked him under the table.

“Candy,” Em says. “At school we say candy.”

Jim tilts his head back and looks at the ceiling for a second before he answers.  “I know.  But I wasn’t talking about our brand of candy.”

I guess he has a point, but I’m with Em.  Not worth the risk of someone hearing us use that word.  We shouldn’t even be doing magick at school.  Well, I guess telepathy isn’t risky because normal humans can’t hear that.  Even if they’re psychic, I think they’d also have to be witches to detect that we’re using it.  I think I read that in one of the books I bought at George’s.  Something about witches basically operating at a different psychic frequency.  In any case, if anyone did detect that we’re using telepathy, they’d need to be very powerful to actually hear what we’re “saying.”  Because we don’t send out our telepathic words or thoughts so that just anyone can hear.  No, we send them directly to each other.  So, it’s more like a phone call than a radio broadcast.  For example, Em, Jim, Li and I can be sitting in a café and I can talk to Li telepathically without Em or Jim hearing.  You simply “call” the person you want to hear your message with your mind.

Of course, January can communicate with us telepathically even though she’s not a witch, but that must be because she’s psychic and she’s a supernatural being.  Or maybe Hannashurie just gave her a special gift enabling her to do telepathy with us since she assigned her to protect us and it would suck if we were in a jam and could only “speak” that way.

“So, what’s everyone doing after school?” January asks.  “Besides my boyfriend, who we all know is otherwise committed.”

“It’s one afternoon.  And I’m trying to stay on their good side for all of us,” Pete says, getting flustered.

“Jim’s taking me to his apartment for the first time,” Em says and looks at him wide-eyed, batting her lashes.  From the dumbfounded look on his face, it’s clear that he wasn’t aware of this.

“Right,” Jim says, suddenly straightening up in his seat.  Bet she just kicked him under the table again.  Em is always kicking people under the table.  I’ve had bruises on my shins because of it.

We should ask Jan to hang with us, I say to Li.

That’s fine, Li says. I wanted to taste you, but I guess that can wait.

I laugh, causing me to spit out the water I was about to swallow.  Thank God, it only sprays on Li.

Boy does she look pissed, though!  “What the hell?”

“You did that,” I say.  “You and your dirty mind.”

January raises an eyebrow, intrigued.  “Do tell.”

“It’s private,” I say. “But we were wondering if you want to hang with me and Li after school?”

Her face lights up like someone has just given her the best gift of her life. “Sure, sounds fun!  What will we do?”

Li looks at me, expecting me to answer.

“Happy Accidents?” I suggest.

“Sounds cool,” January says before Li can say anything.

I turn to Li to get her opinion.

She smiles at us, says, “Happy Accidents it is, then.”

Em smiles at Jim.  “Great.  Now that we don’t have to give Janvier a ride we can go straight to your place after I go see about writing for the paper.”

He only half-smiles back.  “I wish I would’ve known this was happening yesterday so I could’ve done some cleaning beforehand.”

“I promise I won’t complain.” She pretends to zip her mouth shut with her fingers.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

SHAR

 

One thing I’ve missed ever since we started at Noah’s Catholic is swimming.  Freshmen and sophomore years at Berube Lowell High I was on the swim team.  I wasn’t the fastest, but I certainly wasn’t the slowest either.  And I was strong.  My breaststroke was killer.  I placed second for the 100 meter breaststroke at the state championship.

Unfortunately, Noah’s Catholic didn’t have a body of water – or a boat, for that matter – so there was no swim team.  And I haven’t been on one since we started junior year there.  Fortunately, Greenmont has a huge pool so I might see if they have any openings after school before Li and I hang with January. That should be interesting, as we’ve never hung out with her without Em being present before.  And she’s closer to Em than Li and I anyway.

I used to frequent Bench & Swim, this really cool privately-owned gym.  Li came with me about half the time, but I also went on my own.  It was only about a mile from my house.  Much of the time I’d just walk there and swim for an hour then walk home. That would be a two hour workout, no treadmill required.  Not that I hate the treadmill.  I just didn’t like the gym’s 20 minute time limit.  I’ve never been someone who can just hop on and start jogging.  My knees are always stiff at first.  I need to start off at a moderate pace and gradually build up to it.  At least the time limit didn’t apply when they weren’t busy. Not that any of this matters now because Platinum Star Gym opened a location another mile from my house and put them out of business with their 5 dollars a month deal.  I haven’t gotten a membership there because it’s two miles from my house, which means I’d be exhausted by the time I got there and would need to save my energy to walk home.  Of course, I could ride my bike, but they don’t have a pool, which was the main thing I liked about Bench & Swim.  So, F you, Platinum Star Gym.

I’m doing all of this thinking in seventh period study, which is about halfway over already.  I suppose I should tell the girls that I’m thinking about trying out for the swim team. I think I’m going to inquire about joining the swim team real quick after school.

Li rubs the back of her neck. Your mind is made up?

My leg is shaking because I’m so worried that she’s going to get pissed at me. Yes.  And I’m sorry if it means we can’t spend quite so much time together, but I haven’t been to a gym, or even swam once, since all of this witch shit.  And you know how much I enjoyed being on the team at Berube High.

Em gives me a warm smile.  More power to you.  I’m going to see about writing for the school paper as soon as this period is over.  That is, if it ever ends.

I smile back.  Yeah, it certainly doesn’t feel like it will.

A smile finally forms on Li’s face.  If it’s going to make you happy, you should go for it.  Your breaststroke was legendary.  I’m lucky that we have art class most days so I get to do what I love during school, but if you guys have to sign up for after school shit to do what you’re passionate about then I think I can support that.

You think you can?  I can’t believe she said that.  But she’s such a wise ass and I know her so well that I know she’s joking.

Em smirks at Li.  What she meant to say is that she’ll be your biggest cheerleader.

Yeah, that, Li says. But if this interferes with our sex life I can’t promise I won’t bitch about it.

I glare at her.  You better watch out I don’t make a frog fall on your head.

Em giggles.  Now, that would be funny.

Of course, having heard her giggling, Mr. Larde looks up from his desk and gives Em the evil eye.  Meanwhile, Li looks up to be sure there isn’t a frog above her.

A smirk forms on my face.  You know what would be even funnier?  If a frog fell on Mr. Larde’s head.

Do you really want that to happen? Li asks, looking at the front of the room.

Good question.  Do I or don’t I?  Yeah, you know what?  I think I do.

Cool, Li and Em say at once.

I glance over at Mr. Larde and then my eyes rise until I see the clock on the wall behind him, which now has a frog sitting on top of it.

You? I ask Li.

A shit-eating grin forms on her face.

Em is smiling and trying not to laugh.

I look back at the frog just as it leaps off the clock and onto Mr. Larde’s bald spot.

Students immediately erupt with laughter, some pointing it out to others before Mr. Larde reaches for it and cautiously removes it from his head.  The grossed out expression on his now devil red face is priceless.

I spy a girl in the front row recording it with her phone.  Since the cat is out of the bag already, I’ll have to have her send me a copy, or a link if she posts it on Youtube, which she totally should.  Mr. Larde takes himself way too seriously.

The frog squeezes its way out of Mr. Larde’s hand, leaping onto whatever book he was reading at his desk.  The hilarious thing is that Mr. Larde backs up in his seat until the chair and the back of his head slam into the wall.  Of course, this triggers even more laughter.

Mr. Larde gets up, rubbing the back of his head.

I do feel a little bad because he’s going to have one hell of a headache and we’ve humiliated him.  But he gives out senseless detentions more than we use candy, so that only goes so far.

“Quiet!” he yells.  A primal scream if ever I’ve heard one.

But the bell rings and people just keep on laughing as they pack up and we head out into the hallway.

“So, I’ll see you outside shortly?” Li asks me.

“That’s the plan.”

“Wait,” Em says, looking at me.

My jaw drops halfway.  “What?”

“How are you going to get out of gym if you join the swim team?”

That’s a good question.  One I hadn’t considered before.  But I really, really want to swim.  “Then I guess I’ll just have to take gym then.”

“Just don’t expect me to take it,” Li says.  “I hate, hate, hate gym.”

I laugh at Li.  “How do you feel about it again?”

She gives me the evil eye, making Em laugh.

“Later girlfriends,” I say and head off in the direction of the gym.

 

I head down to the girls’ locker room.  That’s what it says on the door, girls, not women.  The thing is, I kind of like that because I always feel like people are trying to age me 10 years when they call me a woman instead of a girl.

I’m about to go inside when two girls approach the door and cut right in front of me.  They don’t even look at me.  I have to take a step back to avoid getting knocked over.  What bitches.  I almost wish for them to fall down but stop short because with the way today is going they’d blame me for it.  Say I tripped them.

I head into the locker room where girls are already changing, some into swim wear, others into basketball uniforms.  I look around, searching for someone old enough to be a coach, but everyone appears to be a teenager.

“Hey dyke, quit checking us out or we’ll tell your girlfriend,” some girl says, raising her voice.

“I’m just looking for the swim coach,” I say.

“That would be me,” says an Asian woman who just walked into the locker room. “I’m coach Otsuka.”  She looks all of 23, but she’s wearing a whistle and holding a clipboard so I guess she’s just the youngest swim coach ever.

“Awesome,” I say.

“What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering if you’re looking for someone.  For the swim team.”

One of her eyebrows shifts upwards as she looks me up and down.  “As a matter of fact we are.”

“Seriously?” It sounds too good to be true.

She nods.  “Do you have any experience?”

“I came in second for the 100 meter breaststroke at the state championship last year. Third for the 200 meter freestyle the year before.”

“That’s impressive.  But you’ll have to try out.”

“That’s not a problem.”

“Got a swimsuit on you?”

I shake my head. “I didn’t think you’d ask me to try out today.”

“I suppose we could see how you look in one of our team uniforms.”

I hate to disappoint her, but I need to babysit January with Li.  “Actually, I can’t right now.  My ride is here.”

Her forehead wrinkles.  “Then how about after school tomorrow?”

“I could try out, but I wouldn’t be able to stay after because I have a memorial for a good friend and it’s down in Salem, but my afternoons are wide open after that.”

“What about weekends?”

I give her a big smile.  “Not a problem.”

“Then we’ll see you after school tomorrow.”  Her forehead relaxes as she gives me an inkling of a grin.

 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

EMMA

 

After school.  I head to the bulletin board outside the office where people advertise clubs, dances, fairs and other things school related.  I’m trying to find something from the school paper that might tell me what room they meet in and when.  I’m not finding it when that girl Wendy appears at my side, her head level with my shoulder because she’s shorter than I am.  I don’t mean that in a negative way, though.  It’s actually kind of cute.  I’m just saying it because it’s a fact.

Her words tumble out rapid-fire.  “If you’re looking for the paper it’s called The Green Pages.  But we don’t have anything posted right now.  However, if you’ll follow me, we can go ask Miss Rose if you can write for us.  I already know she loves you girls and wants me to interview you, but I won’t ask you about that again yet because I don’t want to be a pest.”

She’s already a pest, but I don’t have the heart to tell her that.

As I’m following her, she asks me what it was like being in the room with the frogs.

“Um, I’m glad we didn’t have to play Operation with their insides, but they were kind of gross.” [I’m an exceptional liar.] When I have to be.

During the rest of the way to the language wing – right up until we walk into the double-sized English classroom – she tells me all about how she used to catch frogs and toads up until a year ago. Newts and snakes, too.  And she tells me the names she gave every single one of them.  Ribbit, Tongue Lash, Ernie, Disco, Spots, Humpy, Cameron... The list goes on and on.  I suppose some of the names are funny, but all I can think about is my date with Jim and how I want to get this done and over already. [I can’t wait to fuck him in his apartment!]  I’m tempted to ask Wendy if she’ll shut the fuck up if I agree to do the interview, but I can’t do that since I still have to check with Lia and Shar and see if they’d mind.  Plus, I want to be 100% sure our parents aren’t still considering a stupid lawsuit against Noah’s Catholic.

“Miss Rose, this is Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu,” Wendy says enthusiastically, no sooner do we enter the classroom.

“Emma, hi,” Ms. Rose says, standing up behind her desk.

“Hi,” I say, shaking Ms. Rose’s silky soft hand, which clearly belongs to someone who does not fuck around in the moisturizing department.

“Emma wants to talk to you about writing for the The Green Pages,” Wendy says, bouncing up and down on her toes.  I’ve never seen someone so full of pep.  Well, except for that time we went to that party and January tried cocaine. She sure was talkative after that.  Which reminds me: she read our minds at the sleepover that night.  That’s how she knew about our little masturbation game.  So, I have to wonder if she’s still reading our minds or listening to us talk telepathically when she shouldn’t be.  I just figured she did it that night because she was high as a kite and we still hadn’t fully accepted her into the group.  So, she was just trying to find out what we liked so that she could find common ground with us.  I still think those were her reasons.

Reading someone’s telepathic messages is different from reading their minds.  With telepathic messages, you’re just hearing a conversation.  But reading someone’s mind is just that.  You get inside their head and learn all of their secrets.  We practiced doing it before we went after J.  We also practiced erasing people’s memories.  We all got pretty good at that.

Fortunately, we all agreed not to read each other’s minds more recently since most of us can do it now.  What a nightmare it’d be if we all had a free for all, peeling behind our red curtains, uncovering each other’s secrets, which no good could come of.  I’d like to think that I could sense it if someone was reading my mind, but I’m not sure about that.  I had no clue January was doing it that night.

“Emma.”  I hear my name and look over at Ms. Rose, who’s waving her hand in front of my face.

“Sorry,” I say. “It’s been a crazy day.”

“I heard.  Why don’t you have a seat and we can talk?  Wendy, could you excuse us?”

I remain standing as Wendy reluctantly says bye and grimaces as she hurries out of the room.  “I don’t have time to sit.  My friends and my ride are waiting.”

“Oh,” Ms. Rose says, sounding disappointed.  “We meet at lunch most of the time, but Thursdays we do meet after school.  Would that be a problem for you?”

“Oh, no,” I say. “I can make other arrangements for that.  It’s just that I have a very busy afternoon today and my ride’s already waiting.”

“As you said.”  She stands in front of her desk, leaning against it.  “So, how long have you been writing?”

“For a while now.  My friends and I did a zine when we were 11 or so and I guess that’s when I caught the bug.”

“What was the zine called?”

“Three Sisters of Suburbia.”

“Nice.  What was the content like?”

“Sometimes we went and interviewed people we’d seen in the newspaper or on the news on TV.  Plus, we did little reviews of our favorite TV shows and beauty products and stuff.  And collages.  We loved to make collages about various issues or in tribute to our favorite celebs.”

“Sounds cute,” she says and smiles. “But a high school paper is slightly more sophisticated.  Do you have any writing samples that we could check out?”

“I’m sure I could put something together.  Do journal entries count?  Also, what about fiction?  I guess I write both.”  Please tell me I don’t need to spend the next few afternoons glued to the computer, writing essays of some sort.  I’d rather change the names and give her something from my book of shadows.

“Well, why don’t we say you’ll bring me three writing samples between 500 and 1000 words each by Thursday.  Then the editors can review them at our meeting after school.  And we’ll let you know our decision on Friday.”

“I didn’t realize it was such a process,” I admit and swallow hard, my mouth now dry with intimidation.

“Actually, you know what?  Were you in the biology lab when the frogs supposedly rose from the dead today?”

“As a matter of fact, I was,” I say matter-of-factly.

“Perfect.  Just write me a thousand words on what happened.  I’ll present that to the editors and give it my highest recommendation if I like it.”

“You sure?” I ask.  I don’t want to volunteer to do any more work than I have to, but I don’t need her breaking policy for me.

She nods.  “I hope you don’t mind my saying, but you’ve been through so much.  You deserve a break.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Speaking of which, I do have one question.  Wendy said she’s one of our fans and –”

“– Poor Wendy gets bullied a lot.  So, I’m sure that’s why.”

“Well, she really wants to interview me and... I’m not sure how I feel about that.  Plus, my friends and I had made a pact not to talk to the press.  Not that our parents would’ve allowed us to anyway, but even if they did.”

“I get it.  You girls went through something horrible and had to depend on each other to survive.  Nobody can know what that’s like except the three of you.”

“Yeah.  I don’t know.  Maybe it would help humanize us if I did it?  I hate that everyone’s already formulated opinions without even knowing us.”

“Well, if you want to do it, by all means ask your friends and family.  But I think I’d decide either way first.  No point in upsetting people if you’re just going to decide against it anyway, right?”

“That’s what I was thinking,” I say.  I like how she’s not pressuring me.  Here I was afraid she’d make doing the interview a condition of my being able to write for the paper.  “Guess I’ll talk to you when I drop off the frog legs Thursday morning.”

She cracks a wide smile.  “Sounds good, Emma.”

I’m not sure if I’m supposed to shake her hand again or not, but I figure it would be weird for me to offer mine if I’m not meant to, so I just turn and head out.  I wish I wouldn’t have made that frog legs comment, though.  I’m sure she knew what I was talking about, but it was just lame. [Why do you have to be such a stupid idiot half the time, Emma?  Could you be any denser?] No, I’m not stupid.  Just stressed.  Comme d’habitude.  As usual.

Sometimes I wish I could just trade places with someone else.  That we could switch places for a day.  There’s a spell for that in the newly decoded pages of the Book of Shadows.  Of course, the person has to consent to trading with you.  But even if I traded bodies with someone, it would be just that.  Bodies.  I’d still be me.  In here with my racing thoughts. [My stupid fucking racing thoughts!]  I’d just be in a different meat suit, as they’d put it on Supernatural.  And what if the person ate meat?  Guess their ass would just have to go vegetarian for the day!  But I’d still feel the dead flesh they ate yesterday rotting away inside of me.  No thanks.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

LIA

 

January and I arrive at the car first.  I tell her to sit in front so Shar and I can sit together in back.  Juliana isn’t happy about Shar being late because after she drops us off at Happy Accidents she has to jet home for an online meeting or conference.  Or something like that.  Sounds awfully boring to me, but she loves her job and she’s around to give me and my friends rides more often than not so I’m not complaining. She’s actually pretty great, so far as moms go.

“So, you’re really a witch?” January asks Juliana.

Juliana nods.  “Haven’t you seen me do magick?”

“Yeah, but some people do magick without embracing the religious part.”

“Well, I pray to the Lord and Lady so I guess I’m down with the religion, too.  What about you?  I know fairies can only do the magick they’re given by the fairy depot, but who do you pray to?”

January shrugs. “Mostly, I pray to Hannashurie.”

“Who’s that?”  Juliana looks completely baffled.

Before January can answer, I say, “Geez, mom, she’s the Goddess who turned her into a fairy and sent her to protect us.  We must have told you her name a few times by now.”

Juliana looks at January.

January hesitates for a second before she speaks. “What she said.”  Then she turns and gives me a weird look.  Guess she’s pissed because I went off on my mother instead of just letting her answer.

I didn’t mean to be rude.  It just bugged me that Juliana couldn’t remember that. Why?  Because if Hannshurie hadn’t sent January to us then I would’ve died at the shooting.  I’m only alive because she healed me.  She’s healed pretty much all of us at some point.  Sometimes I get sarcastic with her, but she’s like a sister to me now.  Maybe I was a little mean-spirited toward her at first because I didn’t like the way she inserted herself into our group.  That was pretty manipulative of her.  But I do get that she needed to get to know us so she could help us.  So, I’m cool with her now.

Shar just got in the car.

“How’d it go?” I ask, trying to sound upbeat.

She gives me a proud smile. “I have to try out tomorrow afternoon, but I’m optimistic.”

“Well, congrats on getting an audition.” I give her a quick kiss on the lips as Juliana starts the car.

“Happy Accidents, right?” Juliana asks.

“Yes,” Shar and I say at once, which makes January smirk at us and giggle.

 

We just sat down at Happy Accidents after getting our drinks.  Shar and I sit side-by-side, January across from me.  I’m drinking a pumpkin spice latte, which I only get at this café because they make it with real pumpkin pie filling and it’s to die for.  Oddly enough, Shar hates everything pumpkin.  She’s drinking an iced smores latte, which has Monin brand toasted marshmallow flavored syrup and Ghiradelli chocolate with whipped cream covered in graham cracker crumbs.  She loves that one, but I find it to be too sweet.  Suffice to say, we won’t be sipping each other’s drinks today.

January has the exact same thing as Shar.  When it was her turn in line she just turned to Shar then told the barista, “I’ll have what she’s having.” She did this even though she wasn’t paying attention when Shar ordered.  She was too busy looking at one of decoupaged tables.  She does weird things like copying our order sometimes.  Usually, because she’s trying extra hard to fit in.  To prove that she belongs in the group.

I’m trying to remember when January won me over.  Maybe the night of the sleep-over when she brought up the game and tried to get us to play it.  It was totally random for this girl we barely knew to bring up a game that Shar, Emma and I made up.  Especially considering that it was a masturbation game.  Basically, everyone does it at the same time and whoever comes first wins.  Silly, but we started it when we were 13.  Or maybe we were still 12?  I’m not sure.  But we didn’t know January was a fairy or anything psychic or supernatural at the time.  So, it was like she was reading our minds except that we thought she was normal, which meant that she couldn’t have read them.  Then we had to wonder if this was a game that other girls played, too.  Because they’d have to for January to know about it.  I just figured she’d played it with friends at another sleep-over.  Now I grin whenever I think about her bringing it up.  I admired her audacity.  I guess that is when she started to grow on me.  That said, Shar and I did not play the game with her.  Emma, however, most certainly did.  It was hard for Shar and I to hold back our laughter as they were doing it.  I also thought it was funny that two supposedly straight girls were getting off on the fact that they were doing it together, lying side-by-side on the my air mattress.  Even if they were wearing their pajamas.

Speaking of January, she burps and says, “Can I ask you guys something?”

“Sure,” Shar says.

January opens her mouth and eyes us nervously but nothing comes out.

I smile at her.  “Just ask already.”

She takes a deep breath, holds it in for a few seconds then exhales before she speaks.  “Goddess, this is so awkward.”

I shake my head. “Only because you refuse to spit it out.”  Then I glare at her and make my best angry face.  And I hold it until she realizes I’m fucking with her and starts laughing.  Shar laughs, too.

“Seriously, you’re among friends.  Ask whatever you want,” Shar says.

“OK.  Well.  Do you think Emma has a crush on me?” Her face turns beat red and I can feel the vibrations caused by her legs trembling under the table.

Shar and I look at each other for a moment, unsure what to say.

January looks like a rabbit about to be devoured by a lawnmower.  “C’mon, the suspense is fucking me with a chainsaw.”

Shar grimaces.  “That sounds painful.”

“So, spill.  Just tell me already.”

Now it’s my turn to inhale and exhale hard.  The truth is that Shar and I have suspected that they have crushes on each other for a while now.  But they both have boyfriends they seem to adore so we haven’t said anything to either of them, less we encourage them to cheat and screw up the whole group.  I’m tempted to say, “And what if she does?” But I don’t.

I give Shar the evil eye, hoping I’ll prompt her to answer.

Shar takes a sip of her drink before she answers.  “She’s never talked about it.”

January is so anxious it’s kind of adorable. “There’s a but there, though, isn’t there?  What else were you gonna say?”

I look at Shar and nod my head.  I don’t know what else she was going to say, but she might as well say it.

“But I think she does.”  Shar brings her hand to her face and covers her mouth. Oops!

Now it’s time for January to tell us why she’s asking us this.  Just to get it out in the open.  I try to sound casual, like this is no big deal. “Do you have a crush on her?”

I’ve never seen January’s face as red as it is now.  You’d think we were publicly humiliating her.

She grabs our hands and holds them tightly.  “Promise you won’t say anything?”

We can’t do that.  We just can’t.  Emma is our sister.  January is our friend, but we can’t keep a secret from our sister.  I wrap my index finger around my hair with my free hand then tug it.  “We’ve known Emma much longer than you.  So, we can’t exactly keep secrets from her.”

She lets go of our hands, folds her arms in front of her on the table and buries her face in them.

A look of guilt forms on Shar’s face, her forehead wrinkling so much that she looks like an old lady for a second.  “We won’t say anything unless she brings it up.” Then she looks at me.  “Right, Lia?”

I hesitate, but I don’t want to give January a panic attack, so I finally say, “OK.  Not unless she asks.”

January sits up and blurts out, “Fine.  OK.  I admit it.  I have a crush on Em.”  Now her face turns purple.  Not purple-ish.  Actual purple.  And I see people noticing this.

“Do you love Pete?” Shar asks her.

“I do.  I really do.  And the sex is great.  I guess I’m just bi-curious.  Is that what you call it?”

I shake my head.  “Sorry, but if you’re fantasizing about boys and girls then you’re bisexual.  Bi-curious is just what people say when they’re afraid to admit they’re bi.”

January looks at Shar, who just gives her a smile.

“Oh.  Wow.” The realization would seem to have hit her like a ton of bricks.

“Would you ever cheat on Pete?” Shar asks, making it sound like doing so would be nasty.

The purple is fading from January’s face.  I wish these assholes who’ve been eyeballing us since she said the word sex would quit looking at us now.  I’m tempted to hypnotize them and make them spill their drinks on their laps.  That would be fucking hilarious.

January bites her bottom lip.  “No.  I mean, I don’t think so.  But if Em ever kissed me I think I’d lose all self-control.”

Shar and I laugh.

“Do you think she’d ever kiss me?”  January makes sad eyes, like she’s preparing for us to say no.

“Well, she does love Jim,” Shar says, sounding quite serious.  Like she’s trying to scare January.

“I know.  And I love Pete.  It’s so damn complicated.”  Now she looks like she might start crying, tiny tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

I’m going to get myself in trouble but I have to be honest. And maybe I want to give her a little hope.    “I probably shouldn’t say this, but if you kissed her first I think she’d kiss back.”

January’s eyes light up and I swear the tears just disappear.  “Really?”

I nod then January looks at Shar and she nods, too.

I can’t believe you encouraged her, Shar says to me telepathically.

I take a sip of my drink.  Hey, I’m just being honest like you.

Shar looks frustrated, wrinkles aplenty on her forehead.  It stinks that she’d go for January, who she just met a few months ago, and not us.

“Does that hurt your feelings?” January asks, having been listening in.  “Because if you guys want to propose that to her again then I’ll totally try to put her out of my head.”

“It’s no big deal,” I say to January.  “I mean, once upon a time it would’ve been nice if the three of us were all in love and all that jazz, but after we talked to her and she said she wanted a boyfriend I stopped letting myself think of her that way.”

January looks at Shar. “Do you still think of her that way?”

Shar just shrugs and stares at her drink, which she takes a few sips of.

My jaw drops a little.  Her silence is hitting me like a smack across the face.  I’m about to go off on January for listening to us, when she stands up.

OK, she says. I’m gonna to go the restroom so you girls can talk privately for a few.  And off she goes.

 

Shar and I sit in awkward silence for a moment.  I don’t know what to say to her because I thought she and I were happy with each other.  That we only wanted each other now.  But it kind of seems like she’s been longing for Emma.  That’s a big secret to have been keeping behind my back.  And I thought the best thing about our relationship was that we’re always honest with each other.

“I’m sorry,” Shar says.  “I’m not in love with her.  Not romantically.  And I don’t think about her when we’re together.  We don’t need anyone else.”

“You never think about her during sex?”

She squares her shoulders.  “No, not really.”

Not really?  Fuck.  “I’d feel better right now if you’d just said no.”

“No, that’s what I meant.”

“Just be honest with me.  If we can’t be honest with each other anymore what’s the fucking point?”

Shar looks frightened now.  “OK, once or twice I’ve imagined her with us.  Don’t tell me you haven’t.”

Do random, fleeting thoughts count? I suppose they do. Fuck.  “OK, yes, I have.  Very briefly.  But not in, like, a year.  And I wouldn’t have hurt your feelings by sulking about her not being with us.”

“I’m not sulking.”

“Maybe not, but it’s clear you’d be happier if she was with us.”

“No, I wouldn’t.  I love you.  Only you.  And our sex is mind-blowing.  We don’t need her.  We’re perfect the way we are. Promise.”

I hold out my pinky.  “Pinky swear?”

She wraps her pinky around mine.  “Pinky swear.”

Without releasing each other’s pinkies, we lean in for a kiss and start making out.  Kissing each other desperately, that’s how we’re making up.  Just as we start to slowly pull away from each other, January approaches the table clapping.

“Sorry if I stirred shit up,” she says as she sits back down.  “But I’m pleased to see you were able to work past it.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I say.

“So do I have your blessing to kiss Em?”

Shar shakes her head.  “You can do whatever you want, but I think she really, really loves Jim.  She might kiss you back, but then she’d regret it because of him.  And think about Pete.  How upset he’d be if he caught you kissing her.”

January shakes her head.  “I know, I know... Why do I have a feeling this crush is going to be the end of me?”

Shar starts cracking her knuckles.  “Well, if you’re feeling that uncomfortable when you think about the consequences then it’s probably an itch you shouldn’t scratch.”

I grin, proud of my girl.  “She has a very good point.”

“Indeed,” January says and sighs.

Why do I get the feeling she isn’t going to take our advice?  Not that we could blame her.  After all, we started off encouraging her.


CHAPTER TWENTY

EMMA

 

I’m heading for the parking lot and I’m not very happy.  Why?  Because what the hell can I write about the frog episode?  Am I supposed to lie and say some burnout opened his backpack and I saw the frogs come leaping out?  No, nobody would believe that because everyone knows the frogs came directly out of the jar the teacher was dishing them out from – not a backpack – and they were not moving at that point.  People had started to pin them down just before Shar revived them.  Actually, I’m afraid I might have helped her resurrect them.  I guess I was edging her on.  I think I said it would be cool if the frogs came to life.  Not quite a spell or a prayer, but apparently when you’ve got this much magick you don’t need those to do things?  I wonder if Shar prayed for the frogs to come back?  That would be pretty bold of her, since she’s the one of us who still clings to Catholicism, albeit by a thread, and I’m pretty sure the church has a policy about children playing with dead things.  Of course, Lia and I also pray to Saints and I say some other Catholic prayers, too, but not because they’re Catholic prayers, just because they’re prayers and they’re a tradition.  I look at the church as the dirty bath water.  You remove the baby from the bath water, but the bath water goes down the drain. It’s the baby you cherish.  Screw the church.

Getting back to the frog business, I guess I’ll just ponder all of the obvious theories then write about why the theories are flawed.  Ms. Rose didn’t say that I needed to find out what happened, just that she wanted me to write about it from the perspective of someone who was actually in the room.  I wonder if she just wants a dry, matter-of-fact style story or if she’d appreciate a humourous slant?  I think I’ll go with humorous because it’s easy enough to nix the humor if she doesn’t go for it.  Or maybe I’ll do two versions ahead of time, one with the wit and one with just the noose.  OK, that was word salad.  I meant to say one with just the news. N-E-W-S. [I’m getting pretty fucking dumb. If I hadn’t encouraged Shar I wouldn’t have to write about the frog debacle now.] Then again, she might’ve still had me write three separate things if she hadn’t come up with the frog idea.

As I approach Jim’s car, I see that Juliana, Lia, Shar and January have already left.  I thought they’d wait to say bye to me, but they did know I’m going to see Jim’s apartment this afternoon, and he’s here waiting for me, so I guess there wasn’t really a reason for them to stick around.  Except, well, me. [How can they be so fucking selfish and leave without saying goodbye?  I’d never do that to them!] No, if I knew they had plans I wouldn’t stick around just to say bye to them either.  I mean, if we went somewhere together like to the mall I wouldn’t just leave, but I can understand them taking off after school.  Everyone just wants to get the hell away from here as soon as the last bell rings. Me included.

Unfortunately, I can kiss my Thursday afternoons goodbye if I end up making the paper.  And who knows how many days a week they meet during lunch.  I’ll definitely feel like I’m missing out if everyone is at lunch without me.  [Maybe I should just forget about writing the fucking article and ditch the damn Green Pages before I make a serious commitment?  It would be pretty awkward writing for it with that fangirl Wendy staring at me the whole time anyway.  I should recommend my psychiatrist to her because she certainly seems to have O.C.D.]

“You don’t look happy to see me,” Jim says as I reach him and he puts his hands on my sides, pulling me close.

“It’s not you,” I say.  “I just volunteered for the school paper and I’m, like, starting to resent it already.”

“I think you mean regret.”

“That, too.  But I’m resenting it as well.  Preemptively, due to the fact that it would keep me after school every Thursday and suck up only Goddess knows how many lunches.”

“In that case, I resent it, too,” he says and our lips finally meet.  Tongues swish around in our mouths like goldfish engaged in a mating dance.  Maybe not the greatest visual, but I find goldfish to be the prettiest and most elegant fish there are and the way they tend to swim around in couples is adorable.  Oh, what the hell am I thinking?  See, when I make out with Jim, my brain turns into mush, just as my knees get weak and even shaky sometimes.  Like they are a little right now.  Guess love will do that to a girl.

“So, I’m finally going to see your new place,” I say.  “Not that I got to see the last one.”

“Dude, it’s not my fault I couldn’t go back there.  You think I wanted to find a new apartment?  I had to sneak into my old one in the middle of the night to get my clothes and records because the cops were staking the place out for a week after my body went missing from he morgue.  You’d think they knew I was still alive.”

I wonder if they really considered that as a possibility.  They told The Lowell Gazette someone probably stole the body to desecrate it. “You think there’s some special division of the F.B.I. that deals with witches?”

His forehead wrinkles and he frowns.  “I wouldn’t be surprised.  Why?”

“Well, Krystal and Priscilla are both witches and we made quite a mess when we rescued them.  You’d think someone would be looking into that.”

“I suppose.  But, why are you bringing this up now?  Do you want to get in trouble?”

I take a step back.  “Of course, not.  Why would I want to get in trouble?”

He laughs then he smirks at me. “Well, you did volunteer for the school paper.”

I take a step forward and tickle his sides, which gets him laughing hard tout de suite.

“Enough!” he yells. “Mercy!”

I continue tickling him.  “The operative word is uncle.”  His face is getting deep red from laughing so hard.  Must be getting his blood flowing, which isn’t a bad thing.

“Uncle!” he cries out. “Uncle!”

I stop tickling and step over to the car, getting in the passenger side.  He gets in the driver’s side and immediately sticks his tongue out at me, which he probably wouldn’t be doing if I didn’t do it to him all the time.

“Don’t show me that thing unless you’re prepared to use it,” I say with an evil grin.  At least sex will take my mind off of every other damn thing that’s bouncing around in it.

 

We pull up at Jim’s apartment building and it’s nothing like what I’d expected.  For some reason, I kept picturing it above a convenience store or beauty parlor, but it’s actually one of four apartments this huge, three story house with peeling white paint has been converted into.

“My place is upstairs,” Jim says as we get out of the car. “On the second floor.”

“The people on the third floor must be jealous,” I say with a smirk as I follow him towards the building.  “What are your neighbors like?”

“They’re OK, I guess.  They’re not noisy except when the woman below me is doing Just Dance with the volume wicked high.”

“That sounds really annoying.”

He smirks at me and I roll my eyes at him.  Then he gets squeamish.  For some reason it freaks him out when I roll my eyes. Totally grosses him out.  Right now he looks like a little girl who just took her first bite of mud pie.  “Seriously, please don’t do that.  I had trouble with my eyes when I was younger and it just grates on my nerves like someone filing their nails.”

“I can’t stand the sound of people filing their nails either,” I say. “I have a metal nail file that I use because it doesn’t make that awful sound.  Well, not as bad anyway.”

It takes him a minute to fish his keys out of his pocket and unlock the door.  Then we’re faced with a long staircase.  At least it’s inside the building, though.  It’d be a hell of a lot worse if you had an outdoor staircase in the winter – like all those apartments in Montreal – and kept having to shovel each step to scrape the ice off before you could step onto it.  I’m not sure how you’d even do that without falling face first straight down the entire staircase.  I’m sure Jim has excellent balance though.  Me?  Not so much.  Perfect balance is far from being one of my strong suits.  I’m pretty clumsy. [And I’m getting clumsier all the time.]

As we’re walking up the stairs, which are creaking less than I expected, I find myself hoping that Jim doesn’t end up giving half his power to Pete permanently, that he just lets the binding spell wear off then Pete can’t do magick and I can offer him half of mine.  Lia and Shar would be opposed to it at first, but if I tell them about all these crazy thoughts I’m having I think they’ll understand.  I wonder if their thinking has been distorted like mine. [My thinking isn’t distorted.  It’s crystal fucking clear.  I just have a dark side inside me.  Of course, everyone does.  I just feel like humoring mine more lately.] But so far I’ve been good.  Mostly anyway.  I just don’t like having this much power.  Feeling all of this energy coursing through you at all times is frustrating. [It would be so easy to get away with murder with this juice.  Walk by someone, put a death hex on them.  Then they go home and get bit by a black widow during the night.  Considering that Lia, Shar and I almost made a guy’s head explode, I don’t think it’s such a stretch.]  It’s hard not to do things like that sometimes.  Of course, I’m not saying that I’m constantly tempted to do harm to anyone. [It’s just that it would be too easy to exterminate people if I chose to.]  I wonder if Lia and Shar are feeling like this, too?  I can’t imagine it would sit well with Shar, who never wants to hurt a fly. [But I could totally see Lia hitting up the mall and using people’s heads for bowling balls in the food court.] No, why would she do that?  What would I do if I crossed the line?  Stupid, Emma, you shouldn’t even be thinking about shit like this.  Especially not right now.  Not when it’s sexy time.

Stepping into Jim’s apartment feels weird.  Like I’m invading his privacy or something.  We enter via the kitchen area, which smells faintly of bleach.  There’s a large spice rack on the counter and a metal wine bottle holder similar to the one Juliana has.  Currently, it’s holding three bottles.  As for the stove and the refrigerator, they look pretty new.  I sniff near the snow white fridge to see if it’s giving off that weird old refrigerator smell my grandmother’s refrigerator had when we were kids, but it doesn’t smell at all. Other things on the counter?  A toaster, a small microwave, an electric can opener and a blender.  He also has several bottles of vodka, rum, tequila and whiskey on top of the refrigerator.  The bottles are about three quarters full, so it would seem he’s been drinking but not a whole lot.  Nothing for me to worry about.

“Are you done your analysis of my kitchen yet?” he asks me, tugging my arm and pulling me into the spacious living room, which is just around the corner and it’s almost twice as spacious as I thought it would be. Reminds me of Lia’s living room a bit. I guess the big difference is that Lia’s has two bedrooms and Jim’s only has the one.  Still, he’s lucky he can afford a one bedroom.  Most people our age couldn’t even afford a studio.  I’m totally jealous of his trust fund, but if I had to choose between my parents and money I would choose my parents every time.  I know he would, too.  It’s one of the things that makes me love him.  I hate that he had to witness their murder suicide.

Surprisingly, Jim has two Poang chairs from IKEA, one on each side of the futon, which he probably bought there as well.  Across from the futon is a large, flat screen TV.  A screensaver that looks like a salt water aquarium is on right now and it looks so real.  It must be a 3-D TV because even without the glasses it looks like the fish are swimming towards you.  Like they’ve escaped the tank and are mysteriously swishing through the air.

“Bienvenue,” Jim says. I think that’s about all the French he knows.  You’d think the Lord and Lady would’ve sent me someone fluent, but he is pretty good with Spanish, which is still a romance language.  And he’s exceptional with his tongue.

“Merci,” I say.

Jim comes up behind me and wraps his arms around me.  I go to turn around, but he holds me tightly and starts kissing my neck, even licking it a little. Even sucking on it a bit.

“You’re not a vampire, are you?” I ask.

“No.  What?  Why would you think that?” he snaps.

“Because you were tasting my neck like you wanted to take a bite.”

“Oh.  That.”  He starts laughing nervously.  I’m not sure why that freaked him out, but he’s immortal and vampires are immortal and he’s probably just afraid that I’ll see him like a vampire.

I poke him in the chest with my fingers lightly.  “Why did you react like that?  Have past girlfriends accused you of being a blood sucker?”

“Only this one time after I gave this girl a big hickey on the neck,” he says.

I can’t tell if he’s being serious.  And he can’t tell if I’m taking him seriously.  This lasts about ten seconds then we both start laughing our asses off.

“In the mood for wine?” he asks once we’re quiet again.

“Sure,” I say.  “Who bought for you?”

“One of the I.D.s Pete gave me says I’m 21,” he says as he opens a cabinet.  “Red or white?”

“Whichever you prefer.”  I’d pick the one with the most alcohol in it, but I think they’re about the same.

“What if I prefer what you prefer?” He gives me this odd half-smile, teasing.

He smirks. “That would make you my slave.  Which might be nice in fifteen minutes, but not now.  Make a decision.”

“But I asked you first.”

“Just decide already,” I insist.  Then I look away to show him I’m not changing my mind.

“Red, then,” he says and proceeds to open a bottle.

“So, is this Two Buck Chuck?”

“Does it look like Two Buck Chuck?”

I read the bottle.  It says Three Virgins.  For real.  “No.  But Two Buck Chuck doesn’t say Two Buck Chuck on the label.”  I remember that much from Lia’s.

“Well, this is Three Virgins, like it says.  Two Buck Chuck is actually called Charles Shaw.”

He pours two glasses, filling them almost halfway.  That’s more than they usually pour you at restaurants, but I’m not about to complain.

“Smells nice,” I say as I take a glass from him and take a whiff.  “I detect notes of blackberry, chocolate and currant.”

“How do you know so much about wine?” he says, inspecting the back of the wine bottle.

“I just have an enhanced sense of smell since, you know, the shitstorm.”

“So, all that power isn’t without its benefits?”

“Guess not,” I say and take a big gulp of my wine.  I just want it to fill my stomach and rush to my head already.  I like that feeling. Makes me feel like my brain is swirling around like one of those huge, twisty lollipops that look like soft serve ice cream.  Oh my Goddess, vanilla soft serve would be so awesome right now.  I could smear it all over him.

 

Jim and I sip our wine a few times, looking each other in the eyes.  It’s obvious that he wants me.  That he wants to be inside of me.  He craves it like I crave Paris. [Guess that means I love Paris more than him.] Of course, I hunger for sex, too. Find me a sixteen year old girl who doesn’t.

After several minutes of staring into each other’s souls while getting buzzed off the wine, we put our glasses down on the dark brown coffee table.  A second later we’re embracing each other, tongues tickling each other ever so gently.  You know that feeling.  That sensation you experience when someone has just started tickling you and it feels so fucking good.  You actually want them to keep doing it, but a moment later you’re screaming at them to stop.  Well, right now making out feels like that amazing feeling you get before you cry out.  My lips are even starting to tingle.

We continue kissing as he puts his hands under my shirt and slides them up, pushing my shirt up over my navel as he cups my breasts.  I want my bra off now so my breasts can feel the friction of his skin.

I withdraw my mouth from his and use my half-numb tongue to speak.  “I’m sure your carpet is perfectly clean, but maybe we should move into the bedroom?”

He takes my right hand and holds it firmly as he leads me into the bedroom. Then he takes my shirt off and unfastens my bra, which I allow to fall to the floor.  Finally, his palms press against my nipples, warming them, which makes them soften up a little, though I’m no less excited. [I want to rip off his shirt and dig my nails deep into his back so hard I draw blood.  Then I’ll turn him around and lick the blood off of him.] OK, maybe that’s a little extreme, but the idea of tasting his blood appeals to me.  And I want him to taste mine.  I don’t know if that would transfer any of our magick, but if we’re not doing a spell in a circle to bind us then I think it’d be OK.

As we fall onto the bed, now fully undressed, I touch myself and make him watch. “You can watch but you can’t touch.”  I want to drive him insane.

“Please.”  He puts his hand on my thigh.

“No,” I say, slapping his hand off me. “And just for that you’re not allowed to touch yourself while you watch.”

He smirks.  “I wouldn’t want to.  I want you to please me, not to pleasure myself.”

“Good... very good.”

I’d tell you what happens next but my Book of Shadows isn’t erotica and maybe someday when I’m old I’ll want to publish them and I wouldn’t want them branded that.  These books are supposed to be about witchcraft.  And my life, I suppose.  In any case, all I’ll say is that we do it twice and not in the same position.  After the second time, we fall onto the bed, side-by-side, both of us covered in sweat.  And I gave him a mean hickey on the chest.  I wrapped my mouth around his left nipple, which I sucked so hard it’s like it started producing milk.  Except that it tasted salty and metallic, almost like copper pennies covered in sea salt. [My only regret about this afternoon is that I didn’t bite into his skin when I was giving him the hickey.] I did tease his nipple with my teeth, making wrinkles form on his forehead when he thought I might actually bite it. [Perhaps next time I’ll be more daring.] He’s pretty gentle with me, but I have a feeling he’d enjoy a little bite. [Or maybe even a big one.]

We hold hands and lie in silence for a beat, neither of us bothering to grab a sheet to cover our naked bodies with.  We release each other’s hands at the exact same time then I sit up so I can get a better view of his room.  It’s definitely not like your average teenage guy’s room.  There are no playboy centerfolds on the walls.  No monster truck posters either.  Two of the walls are bare, save for the tacky wood paneling, and a third just has a clock and a photo of Tim – not Jim – and his late sister Amy.  The final wall is where it’s at.  Or where they’re at.  A half dozen Bowie album covers in record frames hang on the wall in almost random spots, rather than in rows.  I guess you could say they kind of zig zag.  That’s the best way I could describe it.  Beyond that, he has a large table set up as a desk with a PC on it and a beat up-looking desk chair.  There’s also a bureau, which has lots of stuff on top of it.  The first and obvious thing I notice is that he has a Wiccan altar all set up.  Looks like he was doing a spell recently because there are several candles on it that have burned all the way down. There’s a statue of a God near the altar, but I don’t think it’s the male representation of the Lord because there are male and female candles of the Lord in gold and the Lady in silver. Whoever the statue is, he looks rather majestic.

“Is that Apollo?” I ask, thinking it looks similar to the drawing of him in our text Freshmen year when we studied Greek and Norse mythology in history.  It wasn’t part of the curriculum, but the teacher asked if we wanted to know more about it and we all said yes.  So many of us that he had to teach it after that.

“Yeah, it is,” Jim says.

“Why Apollo?”

He sits up and rubs my back. “He’s the God of music and, you know, I’ve been in and out of bands.”

Music is in his soul and I’m sure it’s killing him not being able to express himself that way right now.  “You should start a new band.”

“Only if you’ll be in it.”

“Is that some kind of dare?” I raise an eyebrow.

“As a matter of fact, it is,” he says and kisses my cheek.  I bet he’s ready for round three, but I’m feeling quite satisfied and I think my nerves are too worn out to get off again anyway.  Besides, I’m exhausted.  Beyond exhausted, even.  I feel so weak; I must have hypoglycemia.

“You think we can go see Krystal and Priscilla?” I ask as he kisses my neck.

“You just saw them last night,” he says, sounding disappointed that I’m not kissing him back.

“I saw Priscilla last night. There wasn’t enough time for me to see Krystal, too.  I only ask because tomorrow night is the memorial for Kat so I wouldn’t be able to see them then.”

“Alrighty, then,” he says.

“Don’t alrighty, then me,” I say, elbowing him gently.  “Only Lia is allowed to say alrighty, then and even then I don’t like it.”

He starts laughing.

“What?” I hate it when people laugh at me.  Unless I’ve just told them a joke.

“You.  You’re too funny,” he says.

I get up and start collecting my clothes while occasionally glaring at him.  At first he stops laughing, but after I glare at him the third time he begins laughing and laughing like he’s stoned.  I know he’s not, but I can’t resist asking, “You smoking something behind my back?”

“Yes.  I’m a chronic pothead. I smoke five times a day and eat three bags of chips, a box of Lucky Charms and a few Hershey bars every night.”

Now I’m the one giggling.  “Get your clothes on so we can get out of here.  But we must bring munchies for the road before I pass out.”

 

 


CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

EMMA

 

Jim and I arrive at Greater Lowell Hospital just before 5 after eating a bag of chips and a couple Kit Kats en route.  There aren’t any parking spots available in the outside lot so we have to park in the garage on the fifth level.  Just my luck, the elevator is out of order.  As we’re walking down the stairs, I’m lamenting about having to climb them when we leave then I start laughing so hard I have to stand still.

Jim stops walking and gives me a what the hell look.  “Dare I ask what’s so funny?”

I have to struggle to quit laughing and catch my breath.  “I was stressing about having to walk up the stairs later.  Then it hit me that we have plenty of other options.”

“Such as?”

“Well, we could teleport.  Or we could fly.  Or even levitate up.”  We continue walking down the stairs as we talk, Jim in front of me.

He sounds uneasy.  “Don’t you think that might draw some unwanted attention?”

“Not if we turn invisible first!”  Yeah, I’m feeling a little proud of myself.

Jim doesn’t say anything.

“Did I say something wrong?” I ask.

He halts and turns so he’s facing me, but he still doesn’t say anything.

I curl my hands and press them against my hips. “Well?”

He smirks at me and it seems like he’s resisting the temptation to laugh.

I jab him in the chest with my right pointer finger.  “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing.”  A shit-eating grin forms on his face.

I poke him again.  “What?”

“I was just thinking my girl’s wicked smart.”  He chuckles a little.

I’m still two steps above him so I take a step down, lean forward and give him a quick kiss on the lips.  “Don’t you forget it.”

 

We decide to go see Krystal first since I didn’t get to see her last night.  When the elevator door opens on the pediatric floor, a man and a woman wearing fancy suits get on as we get off.  They look at me then they look at each other, wide-eyed, like they can’t believe it’s me.  That happens a lot since Lia, Shar and I are famous from the shooting, but I get the feeling these two are cops or FBI or something.  It’s hardly surprising since it was in the news that the FBI is investigating Krystal and Priscilla’s abductions.

I’m about to turn and take another look at them when Jim puts his arm around me.  “Just keep walking,” he whispers in my ear.

I sigh and we head toward the nurse’s station.  Meanwhile, I use telepathy.  They looked like FBI, right?

He rubs my back.  Yeah.  I think so.  I read the woman’s mind for a second and she knew definitely who you were.  I got the impression that she knows a lot about you.

Did she find it odd that I’m here?

She was surprised to run into you.  So, yeah, probably.

We reach the nurses’ station.  “Can I help you?” a nurse in pink scrubs asks us.  Her name tag says Raeanne.

“We’re here to see Krystal Nolford,” I say.  “I think she’s in room two.”

“Yes, that’s right across the hall.”  She points diagonally to her left.  A uniformed cop is sitting outside the room.

“Thanks,” I say.

We walk over to the room, pausing when we reach the cop, who stands up.  “What can I do for you?”  He steps to the side so that he’s blocking the doorway.  His name tag reads Downing.

“We’re here to see Krystal.”  The bed nearest the door is made and it’s empty.  I assume Krystal is on the opposite side of the room, but I can’t see her because the curtain around her bed is closed.  And all I can hear is the television on that side of the room.

Officer Downing crosses his arms in front of himself and gives us a look that says he’s the authority here. “She isn’t accepting visitors at this time.”

“If you tell her who we are, I’m sure she’ll want to see us,” Jim says.

“And who are you?” Downing says, sounding like a veritable asshole.

“I’m Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu,” I say.  “The guys who kidnaped her were terrorizing me and my friends.”

“Even if I believed you, her parents said no unapproved visitors and you’re not on the list.”

I’m about to suggest he call her parents when the curtain around the bed at the far side of the room is yanked open by Krystal, who jumps up and down a few times upon seeing us.  She hurries over.  “Let them in, let them in,” she says to the cop impatiently.

He responds to her in a nicer tone than he was using with Jim and I.  “You know what your parents said.”

“If they knew they were coming, they would’ve put them on the list,” Krystal argues.  “And they’ll be back any minute.  Just let them in and my parents can kick them out when they get back if they want to.”

“You know I can’t do that.  If your parents come back, and they’re irate about me letting them in, it could cost me my career.”

We need to hypnotize this guy, I say to Jim.  Let’s keep telling him to let us in.

Let us in.  Let us in.  Let us in, Jim and I command Officer Downing.  Let us in, let us in, let us in... If someone isn’t psychic, like Officer Downing, it tends to make them easier to hypnotize because they can’t detect you and shield themselves from whatever you’re telling them to do.  There’s a two part spell that me and Lia and Shar used on the police before, part one being something you do at home in a circle, not on the spot.  But I suspect the officer will let us in regardless.

Let us in, let us in, let us in, Jim and I continue pushing on him.  I add, Lord and Lady, please hear our prayers and make him let us in.

“Please?” Krystal begs him.  “Please?”

Let us in, let us in, let us in, Jim and I continue as he contemplates what he should do.

“Have your parents even met these two?” Officer Downing asks Krystal.

“No, but they’ll be happy to see them.  Trust me.  Their friends visited last night and my parents weren’t upset.”

Officer Downing scratches the back of his head.  “Is that true?”

“Well, yeah.  At first they were like who the hell are these two, but they explained and my parents let them stay.  They even let them talk to me in private.”

Jim and I continue trying to hypnotize him.  Let us in, let us in... Admittedly, this is proving to be more difficult than I was expecting.  If only I could place my hands on his head.  [If I could do that, I could make him squeal like a pig or shoot himself.] Not that I want him to do either of those things. Let us in, let us in, let us in, let us in...

“OK,” he finally says, looking at Krystal. “But your parents better not have me fired.” [Or what?  You’ll arrest a 12 year old?]  He steps aside so we can enter.

“Thank you,” I say as Jim and I walk in, following Krystal back to her side of the room.

Jim and I take a seat on the chairs as she closes the curtain most of the way again.

She sits on the bed.  “I’m so glad you’re here.”

“So are we,” I say and smile.

“I know you’re Emma,” she says, looking at me.  Then she turns to Jim.  “But I’m blanking on you.”

“I’m Jim,” he says.  “I’m also not famous.”

“Jim.  Right.  Cool.”

“So, how are you doing?” I ask.

“Not so good, I guess,” she says and shrugs.  “I mean, the only visitors I’ve had except for your friends are my parents and grandparents and I sure can’t tell them much about what I went through.  Never mind everything I was forced to witness.”

I speak very softly.  Not that Officer Downing should be able to hear us with the TV on.  “They killed all your friends, then?”

She speaks quietly as well.  “Yeah.  All four of them.”

“What have you been telling your parents about what happened to them?” Jim asks.

She whispers.  “I’ve been saying they took us all together using chloroform and when we woke up we were in a cave where they’d put us in individual cells.  That they were some kind of Satanic cult who dressed in black robes.  And, one-by-one, they killed my friends in front of me, which is true.  But I just said they shot them for simplicity’s sake.”

“Did they believe you?” Jim asks.

Krystal nods.  “I think so.”

“What did you say to explain why they didn’t kill you?” I ask.

“I didn’t.  I just said they drugged me again and I woke up tied to a chair in a cabin with Priscilla.  I told them Robert, Marco and Jenna were there and they were packing up and whispering about Canada like we talked about.  Then they left.”

Do you know telepathy by any chance? I ask her.

Kind of.  But you have to talk slowly and it has to be quiet for me to understand.

Jim’s forehead wrinkles slightly. Why did you say they killed your friends in a cave?

She halfway smirks.  Why?  Because it would’ve been stupid to say they were killed in the cabin since it was way too clean for four people to have been shot there.Plus, the cabin was too small for them to have kept us all there.

Jim smiles and nods.  Good point.

I bite my top lip. Yeah, smart thinking.  Have they asked you about the mountain at all?  If that’s where the cave was?

They asked if I knew anything about explosions in a nearby mountain, yeah.  I told them that Jenna said they wouldn’t have any problems after they blew it up, but I just thought it was a cave, not a mountain.

This makes me a bit nervous. Did they buy it?

Krystal rubs the back of her neck.  They’ve asked me a few different times, but I’ve told them the same thing, so if they didn’t believe me at first I think they believe me now.

A shiver runs up my spine.  I just hope Priscilla didn’t tell them a different story.

Did they say if they’re going to excavate the mountain? Jim asks, his left leg shaking nervously, which I’ve rarely seen happen to him before.

Krystal, whose face and neck are getting flushed, takes in a deep breath, holds it a few seconds and lets it out.  The therapist said this is supposed to help calm me down when I get anxious.  She takes another deep breath and holds it in.

I do it, too, I say.  It does help.  But sometimes you have to do it a few times for it to work.

She exhales slowly and smiles slightly.

Jim actually looks more anxious than she does now. So, what about the mountain?

Her lips tighten and she hesitates a moment before answering.  Well,  I overheard one FBI guy tell another they need to find my friend’s bodies... and the guy he said it to said they need to get into the mountain.  Are we gonna get in trouble?

I get up and sit beside her on the bed and place my right hand over her left. No, no, not at all.  You’ve thought of things we hadn’t even considered.  Big things.  You certainly know what you’re doing.

Jim still looks nervous, his leg continuing to tremble slightly.

You OK? I ask him.

Yeah.  He stops his leg from moving.  It sounds like she’s got everything covered.  I just feel stupid for not thinking about more of those things before we dropped them off the other night.

Well, then that just makes Krystal smarter than us, I say to him.    But there is one other thing, which I hate to even have to ask her.  Have you told them about you or your friends being, you know, raped?

Krystal’s face turns red.  No.  I figured their parents would be upset enough about them being dead.

Jim looks at me.  Think that would be a good idea?

I shrug.  Doesn’t really seem important in the grand scheme of things.

Krystal lets out a sigh.  Good.  I haven’t said a word about that.  They asked if there was anything else I wasn’t telling them and I said no.  If I bring it up now they won’t believe anything I told them.  But, I almost forgot to say, Priscilla and I have been talking on the phone so we’ve been telling them the same story.

Whew, Jim says.

You can say that again, I say.

Krystal looks surprised.  What?  You really thought I’d give them all that info without making sure Priscilla was going to tell them the same things?

Well, you might’ve mentioned that sooner, I say.  I didn’t realize you were such a genius.

I put my arm around her and squeeze a little.  I wouldn’t have told them about that either.

I hear people talking in the hallway, their voices growing louder by the second.  So, I speak to Jim aloud.  “It’s awful what happened to her and her friends, isn’t it?”

Jim nods.  “Obviously.”

“You guys rock,” Krystal says.

“Your parents are coming,” I whisper to her, just loud enough for Jim to be able to hear it, too, in case he didn’t hear them.  Then I ask Krystal at a normal volume, “So, have you actually seen Priscilla at all since you’ve been here?”

Krystal shakes her head.  “No.  They haven’t even let me leave this floor to go to the cafeteria yet.  Not even with my parents.  And she’s practically bed-ridden with her weak legs and all.  Not that they’d let her come see me anyway.”

I rub her back.  “I’m sure they will eventually.  Maybe next time we visit I’ll bring her up in a wheelchair.”

Krystal smiles.  “That would be nice.”

“So, have you been watching anything good on TV here?” Jim asks her.

“I’ve been watching some movies on my laptop.  Mostly stupid comedies.”

Jim smiles and tries to sound cheerful.  “Hey, if they even make you laugh once or twice it’s worth it, right?”

Now I hear the cop outside the room talking to a man and a woman.  As I get up from Krystal’s bed and sit beside Jim, I use my magick-enhanced hearing to listen in.

“So, you just let them in to see our daughter?” Krystal’s mother asks, sounding upset.

“Didn’t you tell one of my colleagues it helped when their friends visited last night?” the cop asks firmly.  “And this girl in there now, she’s one of the victims from that shooting.  If I didn’t recognize her, I wouldn’t have let them in.”

“Great, a murderess,” her mother says.

Just what I didn’t need to hear.

“June, those girls were defending themselves,” her father says.

“I know, I know.  I’m just worried about our daughter.”

“Me, too,” her father says.  Then he speaks to the cop.  “Listen, our daughter is very vulnerable right now.  So, from now on, make sure any visitors speak to my wife or I before letting them in.  Are we clear on that?”

“Yes.  Crystal,” the cop says, sounding like he’s soldier speaking to a superior.  I wonder if he said crystal as a pun.

Now, do I sit here and pretend I didn’t hear them talking to the cop or do I get up and explain why Jim and I are here?  Juliana said the guys that kidnaped Krystal and her friends were also after her daughter and her friends.  So, I guess I don’t have a whole lot of explaining to do.

“I hope my parents don’t kick you out,” Krystal says.

Jim smiles at her.  “We hope so, too.”

Continuing to think quick, I unlock and hand Krystal my phone. “Put your number in it so we can at least keep in touch that way if your parents give us the boot.”

Krystal enters her number faster than I can blink and hands me back my phone, which I tuck into my purse just as her parents come around the curtain.

“So, you’re Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu from the news?” Krystal’s mother asks, even though she works in the cafeteria and I’m sure she’s seen me there with my father at least a couple of times.

“Yes.”  I stand up, smile and offer my hand and we shake. “The guys who kidnaped Krystal and Priscilla were after my friends and I, too.  They were actually arrested just before they were going to do a drive-by at my friend’s house.”

“A lot of good that did,” her father says.  “And that doesn’t entirely explain why you’re here or why your friends were here last night.”

Krystal bites her top lip.  “I told you it helped to talk to them.  And talking to Emma and Jim is helping me, too.”  She smiles.

“We just thought she’d feel comfortable talking with us,” I say.  “And my friends said she talked with them quite a bit last night.”

“True,” her mother says.

I sit back down just as Jim starts to stand up so then he sits back down.

Krystal’s mother smiles at us.  “Perhaps you and your friends can help her.  She was already a fan of yours from following you in the news.  But could I speak with you outside the room for a moment?”

“Sure.”  What else can I say?

“By the way, I’m June and my husband is Stephen,” she says as I get up.  She waits for me to start toward the door so I give Jim a quick nod and head for the hallway.  She’s right behind me.

When we’re outside the room, June shuts the door.  I’m tempted to ask her if I’m in trouble, but I’m sure she’s about to tell me anyway.

“So, Emma, how are you doing?  I mean, I know you’ve been through a lot yourself,” she says.

“I’m good,” I say. “Really.”  I don’t know how candid I should be or not.  I definitely don’t want to say anything that might make her think I’m too messed up to help Krystal.

She grazes the side of my arm with her hand, trying to reassure me.  “You can be honest with me, Emma.  Lord knows I wish my daughter would be.”

“I’m OK.  I have an occasional panic attack or nightmare, but I’m mostly doing well.”  Obviously, I’m downplaying things.  But if I have to lie a little to help Krystal I’ll do it. [Hell, I’d lie to her stupid parents even if it wasn’t necessary.  They’re clearly way too uptight and overprotective.] Actually, scratch that, they remind me of my parents.  Good parents.

Now she rubs my arm harder, but still gently.  “I’m glad to hear it.  A therapist has been coming to see her here in the hospital, but she told us Krystal barely says a word.”

“Do you know the therapist’s name?”  I bet it’s Marissa Dalton, the woman Lia, Shar and I see for group therapy.  She’s not a Wiccan exactly, but her girlfriend is one, so I think she’d be great for Krystal.

June withdraws her hand from my arm as her posture collapses slightly. “Um...  I’m trying to think...  It’s on the tip of my tongue... Melissa – Melissa something – I’m blanking on her last name.”

“Could it be Dalton?  Is her name Marissa Dalton?”

“No, no... It’s Melissa... Seltab.  That’s right.    Seltab.”

“Oh,” I say, feeling disappointed, my smile fading as my jaw drops slightly.  I was really hoping it was Marissa.

Now she’s wide-eyed and looks panicked.  “Is Melissa Seltab bad?”

“No, I don’t think so.  I haven’t been a patient of hers, though.” I guess I should’ve hid my disappointment.

“This Marissa Dalton you mentioned – do you and your friends like her?”

I nod and put on a smile.  “Yeah.  She’s great.  And I know she specializes in PTSD and severe trauma.”  [I’m not sure that’s true exactly, but I’ll tell her whatever I have to in order to get Krystal out of Melissa’s hands and into Marissa’s.  Also, it’s pretty fucked up that Greater Lowell Hospital has two therapists with similar first names.]

“Do you think she’d be good for Krystal?”

Haven’t we already established that?  “Definitely.  She’d get her talking for sure.  I don’t know what we would’ve done without her.” [Especially when we were dealing with those witch hunters.]

“Can you ask her to see Krystal?  My husband and I will do the same, obviously.  And we’ll have Krystal request her, too.”  She looks so nervous, you’d think her daughter’s very life depended on my answer.

“Of course, I can.” I almost respond in French because I’m so used to using it with Lia and Shar, but then they know enough to understand what I’m saying.  “Just promise me you’ll let us continue visiting Krystal even if she does end up seeing Marissa.”

“I think I can do that.  Unless Marissa says she shouldn’t see you and your friends.”

I submit to a single laugh.  “I doubt that will happen.”  We’ll just have to make sure we tell Marissa that helping Krystal is making us feel better about our own lives and that we want to continue doing so.  Speaking of which, Lia, Shar and I need to schedule an appointment with her ourselves.  We should make it a priority after everything we went through with J, which she must be curious about because we had told her what we were up against.

“Would you and Jim like more time alone with Krystal now?” June asks me as she opens the door so we can go back in.

I give her a sincere smile to make what I’m about to say seem less disappointing.  “I’m afraid we can’t right now because we still need to see Priscilla and I have to be home for dinner at 6:30.”

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she says, shutting the door again.  “I wanted to give you our home address and phone number.”

I hand her my phone and she enters her info.

I’m wondering why she’s so eager to give me their info tonight when she says, “They said Krystal might be able to come home tomorrow morning.”

“Tomorrow?  Do you really think that’s safe?” I’m a bit flabbergasted.  Tomorrow just seems way too soon.

“I’m sure we’ll be fine.  We’ll have someone posted outside the house and they’re almost certain the people who took her are in Canada by now.”

“It’s just, your mind races when you’ve been through something as traumatic as Krystal.  I think she should spend a little more time in the hospital.  At least until we can get her in to see Marissa a couple times.”

June’s forehead wrinkles and her face reddens.  “Well, we’re not rich and the insurance won’t pay for another night.”

I can tell she’s getting angry, but I’m seriously concerned about Krystal.  She’s probably still in shock over what happened. “What if my father could get the hospital to waive the charge?  He’s the head cardiologist here.”

“We don’t need charity,” she says, flustered.  “And I’ve taken a leave of absence from work so I can be home with her.”

I’d better get back on her good side before she changes her mind about letting us help.  “Ah, I’m sure she’ll be OK then.  I’m sorry if I offended you.”

“It’s fine.”  She smiles and opens the door and we head back into the room.

Jim and I say goodbye to Krystal, who seems wicked disappointed that we’re leaving.  But we explain that we need to see Priscilla, too, and she seems to understand.

“Will you come visit me tomorrow?” she asks, her eyes wide and hopeful.

“I wish we could, but tomorrow night we have a memorial for a friend who passed away,” I say.  It’s for our friend Kat, who died helping us at the mountain so we could help you.

The color drains from her face. “Oh.  Thursday night would be OK then.  But I think I’ll be home by then.  You’ll still come, though, right?”  I’m wicked sorry your friend died.

“Thursday is totally do-able, ” I say.  “And your mom gave me the address already.”

She smiles widely.  “Cool.”  I’m really sorry about your friend.

I force the corners of my lips to rise, which isn’t easy when we’re talking about something serious telepathically.  We are, too, but we’re really glad we saved you and Priscilla and I’m sure she’s happy about that wherever she is.

If you ever talk to her tell her I’m sorry and thank you.  “You should go see Priscilla now.”

If I ever do, I definitely will.  “We’ll see you Thursday.”

She smiles and Jim and I say our byes.

 

“You heard that back there, right?” I ask Jim once we’re out of earshot from Krystal’s room, heading for the elevator.

Jim takes my hand.  “About her being sorry about Kat?  Yeah.”

“Do you think it was a mistake to tell her?” [How can it be a mistake when I was telling the truth?]

“I don’t know.  I guess it would’ve been better not to, but we needed to give her a good reason why we can’t come tomorrow and I can’t think of a better one than the truth.”

I tighten my grip around his hand.  “Yeah.  I just hate that it’s going to cause her more stress.” [Then again, she watched her friends get raped and murdered.  I don’t think she could get any more stressed than she already is.]

He holds my hand harder, too.  “I hereby instruct you to put that thought out of your mind right now.” [I don’t need your fucking permission.]

I find his eyes with mine and manage a half-smile as we get on the elevator. “Just so long as you’re ordering me to.”  If you really want me to forget, stop the elevator and fuck me hard right now.

Are you serious? He asks.

Shit.  I didn’t mean to tell him that.  No, of course not. What the fuck was I thinking? [I guess it was only human.  And it would be fucking awesome if he did it.]

“You OK?”

I accidentally bite the side of my mouth.  “Fuck!”

His jaw drops.  “What is it?”

“Nothing.  I just bit the inside of my cheek.”

“Yikes.  Sorry.  Are you OK though?

“As good as can be expected.”  I force a smile, but it quickly turns upside down as I look away from him.  I definitely wish I wouldn’t have told Krystal about Kat.  Merde, merde, merde.  Je suis une vraie idiote parfois.  (Shit, shit, shit.  I’m a real idiot sometimes.)

 

When we get to Priscilla’s room we’re surprised to find that there’s no cop sitting outside.  But the door is wide open and we see that she’s sitting up, watching TV.  She looks down in the dumps until I knock and she sees Jim and I standing in the doorway.  Then her face brightens as she swings her legs around so she’s facing us as we enter the room.

“Hi!” she says excitedly as we step into the room.

“Hey,” I say.

“Excuse me!  Miss!” I hear a woman yell behind us.  “I need to talk to you.”

“One sec,” I say to Priscilla then Jim and I turn and step back outside the room where the woman shoves an FBI badge in our faces.

“I’m Agent Larousse, FBI.  You’re here to see Priscilla?”  She puts her badge away.

“It’s fine.  They’re here to visit me.  They’re my friends,” Priscilla says and blushes a little.

“I can’t let them visit tonight,” Agent Larousse says to her.  “Hopefully, tomorrow night.”

“We can’t come tomorrow night,” I say.  “We have something important to do.”

Agent Larousse straightens her posture, apparently trying to look intimidating. “That’s unfortunate, but I’m afraid she’s not permitted to have visitors right now.”  Then she turns to Priscilla and says, “I’m sorry.”

Priscilla’s brow furrows as hives appear on her arms and neck.  “I want to see my friends tonight!”

The lights in the room grow brighter then the bulbs all shatter.  Jim and I look at each other, our mouths agape.

Agent Larousse’s jaw drops, too. Nobody says anything, including Priscilla, who looks shocked by what she’s done.

Please try to calm down, I say to Priscilla.  Let me talk to her.

Priscilla doesn’t say anything back, but a tear pours down her left cheek and more hives appear.

Agent Larousse talks calmly and slows down her speech.  “I’m very sorry, Priscilla.  But, as we told you earlier, we might need to ask you some questions tomorrow and you can’t have visitors until after that.”  Agent Larousse closes the door to her room.

“Questions?  What kind of questions could be so important that she can’t see her friends the night before you ask them?” I ask.

“I’m afraid I can’t disclose that,” Agent Larousse says.

“This is ridiculous,” Jim says deadpan.

I want to raise my voice, but we don’t need Priscilla getting more upset so I try to talk calmly.  “Her sister kept her prisoner for 15 years and you’re treating her like she’s a criminal?  Is that what’s going on here?”

“The decision wasn’t made by me,” Agent Larousse says as another female agent approaches her.  At least I think she’s an agent; she’s dressed in a woman’s suit similar to Larousse’s.

Can we hypnotize her, do you think? I ask Jim.

You keep her talking and I’m going to try to read her, he replies.

“I just want to know what’s happening with her,” I say to Agent Larousse.  “I don’t want her getting more upset and I’m not trying to make a scene.  I simply want to know what’s going on.” [If that sounded like I’m threatening to make a scene, it was supposed to.  Screw this bitch.]

“Your friend is part of an ongoing investigation,” the other agent says, not bothering to show us her badge or introduce herself.

“Why are you treating her like some kind of suspect?” I demand.  This is such fucking bullshit. [I should make her stuff her badge in her mouth. The salope would deserve it.]

“Right now, she’s a person of interest,” Agent Larousse says.  Then she starts to say something else when she winces and places her hand on her head.  Seems she’s suddenly developed an awful headache.  That doesn’t usually happen when Jim reads someone.  Maybe she’s prone to headaches.

“She just needs to be ruled out,” the other agent says.

“Did you not see how badly she’s been assaulted?  Or how about the fact that her legs are so weak from being in a cell that she can barely walk?” I’m just trying to buy Jim some time.

The agents appear sympathetic as they share a look.  But then Agent Larousse’s forehead wrinkles and she seems to be struggling with something.  Probably whether or not to tell me what’s happening here.

“Please tell me what’s going on?” I ask.

“We can’t,” the other agent says after another moment of uncomfortable silence.

I’ve read Agent Larousse.  I don’t think we can change her mind, Jim says.

I glare at the agents and blow air out of my nose.  “Fine.  But this better be resolved soon.”

“I’m sure it will be,” Agent Larousse says.

“We’re going to look into this,” Jim says.

“We’re just following orders,” the other agent says.

At least the agents step aside and let us say bye before we leave.  We have a memorial for a friend tomorrow night, but we’ll be here Thursday night for sure, I tell her telepathically.  Thank Goddess, her hives are going away as fast as they came.

 

Jim and I head for the elevator, holding hands once again.  I feel slightly dizzy.

So, what did we learn? I ask as my teeth start to chatter a bit.  My nerves are frayed.

They’re just ruling out her DNA.  Hers wasn’t in the system so they were never able to compare it to the DNA samples they found on the butcher knife when Jenna killed their parents and abducted her.

So what if her sample matches?  She lived in the same house.  What are they trying to prove?  I want to scream OUT LOUD right now.

Jim swallows hard and hesitates a few seconds before answering, making me want to yell that much more. Well, the thing is, they didn’t find any fingerprints on the knife.  And when they tested it for DNA, they didn’t find Jenna’s.

I pull my hand away from Jim’s then my hands curl into fists and I start to get the sensation I feel in them just before I turn on the electricity.  It’s almost like getting a seizure aura, but just in your hands. These micro vibrations So, what? If Priscilla’s DNA matches whatever DNA they found then they pin the murder on her?  I haven’t been this upset since we fought J.  A few tiny sparks form on my hands.

“Hold on a sec. Take some deep breaths, Em.  You’re about to burst into a ball of electricity in front of fifteen people – and hospital security cameras.”

We stop walking.  Maybe that’s what I want? Maybe I should juice all of these motherfuckers, especially the damn feds, and teleport Priscilla out of here?  I feel small balls of electricity starting to form in the center of my hands.  And boy, do they want me to use them.  But I suppose I’m getting carried away.

Jim rubs my back.  It’s OK.  We can talk about making a magickal intervention Thursday if she isn’t cleared.  For tonight, I think we just need to pray and try not to freak out too much.

I don’t see why this DNA shit should have anything to do with us visiting her.

Me neither.  But we have to accept it for now.

Right.  I know he’s right.  I breath in and out a few times.  And, yes, I tell myself to reste calme. [I should be fucking livid, though.] After another few breaths, the electricity leaves my hands.  I speak in an even, cool-headed tone.  You didn’t answer my question about what happens if her DNA matches whatever they found on the knife.  Are they looking to blame her for their parents’ deaths?

He shakes his head.  I don’t know, Emma.  I mean, I don’t think so.  Agent Larousse thinks this is a pure formality.  They’re only looking into it because the case was a national news story.  Apparently, the mainstream media and tabloids were all over it.  They figured someone killed the parents and abducted both daughters.  And when there were rumors about one of the girls killing their parents, usually people blamed Priscilla.  According to Agent Larousse, it was probably because Jenna was younger – if only by a year –  and had better grades.  Priscilla was the one who got C’s and D’s and detentions and skipped school for the first time when she was nine.

The elevator opens.  We wait for two doctors and a nurse to exit before we get on.  “This is so fucked up,” I say as the elevator shuts.

“Yeah, but Agent Larousse is pretty sure they won’t match Priscilla’s DNA to the murder weapon.  So, again, let’s try not to worry about it.  We should find out if it matches by tomorrow afternoon.”

He rubs my back again.  You could say that the center of my back is like this magick button that calms me down when you touch it.  Like when you rub an alligator’s belly.

I wish January was here right now.  She could relax me even more.  How am I not supposed to worry that Priscilla’s DNA will match and she’ll wind up in a prison of a different sort?  Of course, it would be a big upgrade from her cell at J’s but she deserves to enjoy the rest of her life, not be stuck behind bars again.  “If her DNA is a match the media will be her judge, jury and executioner.  Look how everyone blamed Amanda Knox and everything she went through.”

Jim looks surprised.  “You don’t think she was guilty?”

I continue to make an effort to stay calm as I make my argument.  “No.  I read her autobiography and she points out a lot of interesting facts.  Like they didn’t even find her DNA anywhere in the room of the girl she supposedly killed, Meredith.  If Amanda had been in there fighting with her, and stabbing her, then her DNA would’ve been all over that room.  But it wasn’t.  Not one trace.  Yet the Italian public blamed her anyway and she did jail time.  And they still want the U.S. to send her back for yet another trial.  It’s so fucked up.”

“I see your argument,” Jim says and kisses my cheek.  “But try to reste calme or whatever you girls are always saying.”

I almost laugh.  Hearing Jim try to talk French is hilarious, his Massachusetts accent being stronger than most Massholes’. It sounded like “rusty call me.”

 

We just sat down in Jim’s car.  Without saying a word, we put the iced coffees we grabbed from Dunkin’ inside the hospital in the drink holder then lean toward each other and our lips meet.  Sadly, Jim opted for pumpkin ice coffee tonight and his mouth tastes a bit like nutmeg, one of the few spices I can’t stand.  It just tastes like dirt to me.  However, I don’t stop kissing him.  Not until he stops after a full minute.

“I love you,” he whispers.

“Je t’aime aussi,” I whisper back.

We kiss again for a few seconds but then I have to pull away.  “Would you mind terribly if I teleport to Priscilla’s room – invisibly, of course – and just tell her what’s going on real quick?  She didn’t seem to grasp what’s happening.”

“Maybe not knowing is better than knowing in this case,” he says.  “I think she’d freak out even harder if you told her.  Plus, she was out of circulation for 15 years.  I doubt she even knows what DNA is.”

“Hmm, good point,” I say.


CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

JANUARY

 

I just locked myself in my bedroom five minutes ago and I’m totally having a fairy freak out.  I can’t believe I brought up my crush on Emma to Lia and Shar!  How moronic was that?  The three of them have an inseparable bond.  It’s like they’re stuck together with surgical strength super glue.  And they’re guaran-fucking-teed to tell her the next time they talk.  I mean, sure, they said they wouldn’t say unless she specifically asked, but can I believe that?  As sure as my wings are flapping as I fly around my room in circles, I’d like to think so. However, if I’d been friends with someone since I was seven and someone told me they had a crush on them, I’d break down and spill the beans as soon as possible.  At the same time, if it wasn’t for me, Lia would be dead.  And that’s not exaggeration.  Not even a fairy-sized exaggeration.  She was shot so many times that even the best surgeons in the world couldn’t save her.  Matter of fact, she was already on her way toward the light, when I healed her at the shooting.  I’d like to think that buys me at least an ounce of loyalty.  It should, right?  Because someone is indebted to you if you saved their life, aren’t they?  At least enough to keep one secret, I hope.  And if Lia is loyal to me, then you know Shar will be because she lets Lia make a lot of decisions for the two of them.  I’m not saying she’s a push over, mind you.  I just mean Lia is the alpha and Shar is the beta.  She’s just a very mellow person who likes to keep the peace.  Nothing wrong with that.  She does hold her ground when something is really important to her or she has a strong opinion.

I don’t know what I expected to happen when I asked them if Emma would kiss me back.  But Lia said she thinks she would and Shar seemed to agree, which has me feeling a little more than excited!  Of course, it didn’t seem like they want me to kiss her, but they didn’t forbid it.

I do get that Emma loves Jim.  And I love Pete.  Although, I’m getting frustrated with him. He just seems more interested in trying spells than being with me since Jim gave him some of his magick yesterday.  And I’m pissed that he agreed to help those hackers with whatever shit they’re up to this afternoon.  I don’t know if I’m even going to ask what they did because the answer would probably make me furious.

I’m also kind of pissed that he hasn’t sent me so much as a single text since just after school when he said he couldn’t meet me outside.  Is he really acting like a bunch of hackers are more important than I am?  I get that he thinks he’s keeping us all safe by appeasing them, worrying that we could all get booted out of Greenmont High if they dropped word that he hacked our way in.  But the school has to suspect something already, right?  I mean, just Emma, Lia and Shar getting into the same school after the year has already started would probably arise some suspicion.  But me, Pete and Jim getting in, too?  The odds of that happening organically are like slim to none.  Because most of the world knows we’re all friends, thank you tabloids.  So, the school must know something is up.  Then again, Tim died during the shooting as far as the world knows.  Jim has no connection to us other than the fact that he recently started dating Emma.  But they might know about Pete and I because we were occasionally mentioned in the tabloids.  But I doubt they could kick us all out because of what Pete did.  Maybe him and I because I’m his G.F., but Emma, Lia and Shar could play stupid and pretend they didn’t know.  Besides, the school wouldn’t want the heat they’d attract from expelling the Noah’s Catholic shooting survivors.  They’d have protests for weeks.  Come to think of it, it was probably out of sympathy that they school didn’t question them being in the same school and most of the same classes.  So, yeah, they definitely wouldn’t kick them out.  But enough pondering that shit!

I revert back into normal human mode, lie down on my bed and stare at the ceiling for a couple minutes.  Then I roll onto my side and grab my phone from my backpack.  After entering the security code – 3213 – I’m surprised to see that I don’t have any texts from Pete.  I figured he would’ve been done helping out club hacker by now.

I text him: “Still busy?”

He replies immediately: “No.”

Then he sends another text: “I bailed on them.  They were into some wicked dark shit.  I’ll tell you about it tomorrow.  But when I was leaving they threatened to tell the school I hacked our way in.”

Me: “Great.  Just what we feared. What do you think will happen if they do that?”

Pete: “I think the rest of you will be OK, but I’ll probably get expelled.”

Me: “Expelled????  Like, permanently?”

He doesn’t answer right away.  At the risk of sounding cliche, the suspense is fucking killing me.

He finally texts a minute and a half later: “I’m really not sure.  Maybe I should’ve done what they wanted.  Guess I’ll text them and tell them I’ll do it tomorrow if they don’t report me to school.”

I reply as fast as humanly possible. “No!  Absolutely not!”

Pete: “Why?  You don’t like seeing me at school?”

Me: “Of course, I do!  But you won’t be at school for long if you go to jail for helping them.”

Pete: “Guess that’s a good point.  How was your afternoon with Lia and Shar?”

Me: “OK.  We hung out at Happy Accidents for a few hours then Juliana picked us up and brought me home.”

Pete: “Was it fun?”

Me: “Yes.  Fun and kind of relaxing.”

Pete: “Sweet.  See you outside school tomorrow morning?  I’ve gotta go do some damn homework.”

Me: “Of course.  I wouldn’t miss you for the world.”

I suppose I shouldn’t have said that last bit when the truth is that I’m crushing on Emma, but I do love him, too.  I’m just obsessing over her a tad bit more at the moment.  Besides, I think it’s possible to like more than one person at once.  Maybe that’s the fairy in me because many fairies are polyamourous.  It’s not uncommon to see three or more of them all romantically involved with each other.  Fairies are super affectionate like that.  I guess that’s the kind of relationship Lia and Shar wanted to have with Emma – a thruple or whatever they call it – but then she turned out to be straight.  Except now I think she’s starting to question that.  The thing is, I don’t know if she’s just starting to like girls in general or if I’m the only one she’s ever been attracted to.  I’d like to think I’m her sole girl crush, but at the same time I’d be less worried about approaching her if I knew she was realizing that she’s bisexual.  I just think it puts more pressure on me if I’m the only girl she’s ever wanted.  Plus, if I’m the only one, who knows if she’d really go through with having sex with a girl?  She might kiss me then get down there and realize she isn’t into it.  Like, at all.  That would be awkward, now wouldn’t it?

 

 


CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

SHAR

 

“The more I think about it, I’m convinced that Emma has a genuine crush on January,” Lia says as we sit down on her bed.  We’ve just returned from dropping January off at home.

I shrug.  “Isn’t it obvious?”

“I don’t know.  It’s like one minute she’s looking at January like she wants to gobble her up and the next she’s making out with Jim.”

Ain’t that the truth.  “I know.  Guess she’s torn.  But I’m starting to think she likes January more.”

Li’s eyebrows cinch.  “Think Em could be a lesbian?”  She looks serious, but from her tone it’s obvious that she’s teasing me.

I do suspect she might be, but I don’t know if I should say so right now.  “If I say yes are you gonna give me shit about wanting her to be with us again?”

She smirks at me.  “Shar, do you have a crush on Emma?”

I shake my head.  “No.  She’s like a sister.”  That’s the reality.  I did crush on her in the past, but that stopped shortly after Lia and I hooked up the first time and Emma declined to be with us.  Well, OK, aside from the occasional sexual thoughts, but those were fleeting and random.  These days, I can admire Em’s beauty, but it’s Li who holds the key to my heart and everything else.

“But you and I were like sisters,” Li says, deadpan.

Of course, I already know that.  I’m just not sure what it has to do with Em’s alleged crush on January.  “Wait.  Do you want me to say I have a crush on Em?”

“Only if you do.”

I still can’t figure out what she’s getting at.  I know she’s half-joking, but maybe she actually thinks I’m crushing on Em.  “Then, no, I don’t have a crush on Em.”

“Pinky swear?”  She offers me her pinky, smiling.

I wrap my pinky around hers.  “Pinky swear.”

“Alrighty, then.”  She bites her lip and gives me her seductive eyes, batting her lashes, as she uses my pinky to pull me in.

We lean in close and our noses touch.  Mine tickles and makes me laugh for a second.

Li shakes her head.  “Seriously?  You choose now to laugh?”

“Well, if your nose hadn’t tried to feel up mine maybe I wouldn’t have.  But I can make it up to you.”  I take off my shirt and toss it on the floor.

Li does the same.  Bras follow.

Our lips meet and we kiss so hungrily you’d think we were trying to feed each other our tongues as we lie down on the bed.


CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

EMMA

 

I just finished studying.  I did all my homework at school, but you never know when there’s going to be a quiz.  And while my memory is improving, it’s still far from perfect.  Only the really important things are being photographically retained, but that’s better than having my photographic memory completely gone like a few weeks ago.  In any case, I figured it would be wise to study for a little while and be prepared.  I do take school seriously.  In fact, I’m a straight A student.  It’s not something I go around telling people because I don’t want to be thought of as one of those uptight, anti-social nerds who only care about their grades.  Nothing against nerds, but there’s more to me than my GPA.

I get up from my desk and sit on my bed next to Mister Black, who’s been napping while I studied.    His sapphire eyes open and he starts purring before I even start petting him.  He must have really missed me today because he meowed five times when I walked in the door.  He usually meows once or twice, maybe three times if I’ve stayed over Lia’s two nights in a row, but five has to be a record.

After leaving the hospital, Jim and I were both stressed so we went and sat on a bench on the boulevard in Lowell and drank our iced coffees.  I tried to relax, but I wasn’t just anxious  – I was feeling pretty depressed.  I just feel so bad for Krystal and Priscilla. They went through such horrible things.  I want to help them, but I’m not entirely sure how.  Great Grandmother Ruth said to be their friend and I’m trying to do that, but what if that’s not enough?  At least Marissa said she’d take Krystal on as a patient when we stopped by her office on the way out of the hospital.  I probably should’ve asked her to see Priscilla, too, but she said her office is technically not taking on any new patients right now because she’s so busy.  That’s why they hired the therapist I’d never heard of until Krystal’s mother mentioned her.

Both Krystal and Priscilla are acting so strong, which is admirable, but I fear that they’re still in a state of shock.  Not the kind of shock where your whole system starts to fail, but the awful mental one where you still haven’t quite accepted what’s happened.  When you’re in denial, basically, still experiencing the first stage of grief.  When they finally accept what’s happened they’ll be angry, which is troubling me.  Because angry, traumatized witches in a hospital sounds like a recipe for disaster.  Of course, Krystal might be going home tomorrow. Hopefully, her parents talked to Marissa and scheduled an appointment.  I’d feel a little calmer if I knew she saw Marissa before she left the hospital.  Either way, I’m going to have to try to teach her how to use her magick.  Mostly, to teach her restraint, that you don’t always have to turn the power up to 10 when the need for a spell arises.  Mind you, I have no idea how powerful Krystal is, but she must pack a mean punch if her coven was nuclear enough for J to want to slay.  We’ll have to teach Priscilla how to use magick, too, since she was prevented from doing so for the past 15 years.  I bet she has some serious juice, too.  If she takes her anger about what J did to her and uses it to fuel spells she could prove dangerous. She probably knows a lot of black magick spells, too, having seen J and company do them for 15 years.  Let’s hope she doesn’t go there.  I fear she might have a major meltdown if her DNA is found on the knife that J killed their parents with.  I have no doubt that she’d react violently if they put her in handcuffs.

I remember getting a lot of my premonition feelings when I was Krystal’s age.  But I didn’t have any experience with psychic abilities or magick back then so I couldn’t tell what bad things were about to happen when the ominous feeling struck.  One thing for certain is that Krystal is both psychic and magickal.  Otherwise, she wouldn’t have been able to use telepathy to talk to Jim and I in the hospital today.  Fuck, I feel so bad for her.  She had to watch her friends get raped and killed in front of her and I’m sure they didn’t just kill them quickly with a gun.  The evil fucks probably tortured them first and murdered them slowly so they could savor it.  I bet Krystal tried not to watch but couldn’t help herself, like when you drive by a car accident and you’re afraid to look but something compels you to.  Something about the human brain just forces you to look.  Besides, J probably threatened Krystal to make her watch.  Or threatened Krystal’s parents.  I’m sure fear of losing them would’ve made her do anything.

Whether or not I should offer to wipe some of Krystal and Priscilla’s memories is weighing heavily on my mind.  I wish I was skillful enough at erasing them that I could just get inside their heads and erase the truly horrific ones.  Unfortunately, with the way I learned to do it, you have to get inside a person’s mind and zone in on the most recent memory and start erasing them all backwards until you’ve deleted everything you wanted to.  So, you’re wiping away their good memories along with the bad ones.  It also gives them amnesia.  They know they aren’t remembering things and could drive themselves crazy trying to, which could lead to anxiety and depression.  Suffice to say, it’s not a decision to take lightly.  Another factor to consider is that you reverse their mental age to whatever age they were at when you finished erasing their memories.  So, Priscilla is 30 but she would have the mental age of a 15-year-old if I erased her last 15 years as J’s prisoner.  Perhaps that’s not the worst thing in the world.  It’s not like she’d have to go to high school or deal with any of your normal 15-year-old shit like puberty.  It would just be her mind that’s 15, not her body.    The thing is, deleting someone’s memories like this is not terribly difficult to do, which is why I’m thinking there must be a harder, more complicated spell that lets you erase specific memories. Lia, Shar and I will have to get together with all of our witchcraft books and Ruth’s Book of Shadows and search for such a spell this weekend, if not sooner.  Bien sûr, I could consult the internet, but erasing someone’s memories seems like something where you want a reliable source, not some random spell site.  Although there are a couple spell sites I really like.  I just haven’t tried anything from them and I don’t think brain surgery is something I should attempt first.

Merde.  I just remembered something.  I have to write that article about the frog incident for the newspaper.  I don’t need to hand it until the day after tomorrow but I’m not one to procrastinate.  Besides, we have that memorial for Kat tomorrow night so that would only leave me a few hours in the afternoon to work on it.  Guess I should get started now.  But I’m only working on it until nine then I’m starting a new series on Netflix.  It’s called Glitch and it’s about these dead people who come back to life.  The big question is why they’ve been raised from the dead.  It sounds intriguing and I am a fan of a French series called Les Revenants, which is also about the dead rising, so I have a feeling I’m really going to like it.  I’m also a fan of this really weird show on HBO called The Leftovers, which is about a reality in which a large part of the world’s population just vanished one day.  To be perfectly honest, it’s even stranger than Twin Peaks.  Speaking of which, I am so excited about the upcoming third season, which is going to be on Showtime.  Here’s hoping I live long enough to see it and that they do the original series justice.  I’m sure they will though, since the creative minds behind the original series are the ones behind the return, David Lynch and Mark Frost.  I do have photographic memories of seeing their names in green during the opening credits of Twin Peaks when I watched the original series (twice).

 


CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

SHAR

 

I made it home just in time for dinner, which was at 7:30 tonight.  My mother made American chop suey, which is macaroni, sauce and hamburg, but she kept some macaroni with just sauce on it for me.  For someone who mostly cooks traditional Indian food, she makes a damn good sauce.  Among other things, she puts a cup of red wine and lots of fresh basil in it.  Very little oregano, however, which is probably because it’s one of my least favorite spices.  Arja doesn’t like it either.

Speaking of Arja, I’ve just knocked on her bedroom door.  Although she probably didn’t hear me with her loud Bollywood music blasting.  I don’t know how she listens to that stuff.  We don’t even speak the language.  I guess some of it is good for dancing, which I regularly hear her doing since our bedrooms share a wall.  Plus, I’m one to talk considering that I listen to quite a bit of French musique and don’t understand half of it.

I knock on her door again, louder this time.  “Arja!”

The music stops then she opens the door.  “What’s up?”

“Any chance you can take me to your gym as a guest?  I need to go swimming stat.”

Her brows knead together.  “Why the urgency?”

“I’m trying out for the swim team at school tomorrow and I haven’t swam in something like three months.”

“Oh.  What if you get too sore from swimming tonight and blow it tomorrow?”  She’s only playing the devil’s advocate because she doesn’t want to take me.

I shrug.  “If I’m sore tomorrow, I’ll have my friend January heal me.”

Her eyes grow wide.  “You can heal people with magick?”

“Yes, of course.  And she’s extra good at it.”

She grins.  “That’s good to know.”

I sigh.  “So, will you take me?  Please?”

Her forehead and brows relax.  A good sign.  “I suppose.  I should go work out anyway.  Can you give me fifteen minutes?”

I nod.  “Yes, yes.  Thank you.”

 

We hit the road for the gym five minutes ago and Arja has barely said two words since.  I should probably try to start a conversation.  “Something on your mind, sis?”

“Yes.”  She grins.

“Well, what is it?”

“A dream I had last night.  At least I thought it was a dream, but it’s become clearer and clearer since I woke up.”  The way she’s talking, it sounds like she has a card up her sleeve.

“OK, what is it?”

“It was about you, actually.”

I swallow hard.  “Really?”

“Well, you, Li and Emma.”

I have no clue what she’s getting at.  But I feel like she’s going to use the witch card against me.  “I’m listening.”

“Well, the dream started with me finding you in the midst of having a seizure.  Do you remember that?”

Of course, I do.  And I don’t like where this is going.  I just look at her and nod.

She shakes her head no.  “See, you were seizing so hard that I went into a state of panic and called 911.  Except you took the phone out of my hand.  Does that sound right to you?”

I just nod again.  I know what she’s about to say and I’m completely screwed.

She looks me in the eyes.  And boy does she look angry.  “Tell me how you took the phone out of my hand.”

“You already know.”

“I do.”  She nods and smirks.  “You used magick.  Because that’s what witches do, right?”

My face reddens.  How the hell does she remember this?  I hypnotized her and made her forget.  And it worked.  I’m completely baffled.  Does hypnosis not hold when you dream?  Merde, merde, merde!  I’m panicking.  I want out of this car so bad.  If I thought I could safely teleport out of it I would.  Em and Li are going to kill me.  And I’ll get kicked out of the house if she tells my parents!  Please, Lord and Lady, make her forget again.  Please, please, please.  I’ll do anything.  Just make her forget again.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to tell anyone,” she says.

“Th – th – thanks.”  My teeth chatter as I stutter.  She’s lied to me before.  Not during the past few years, but I still don’t feel like I should trust her with this.  However, it seems like I have no choice.  Damn it, my heart is beating so fast right now.  I can actually hear it beating.  Boom, boom, boom.  It reminds me of gunshots.  That’s all I need. Boom, boom, boom.

“Seriously, calm down.  My lips are sealed.  I won’t tell a soul.”

“D – d – do you me - mean that?”

“Yes,” she says and smiles.  Was she just screwing with me when she looked at me like she wanted to sever my head from my body?  Was that shit-eating grin for nothing?  Her not saying anything to anyone seems too good to be true.  It should’ve seemed that way when I hypnotized her, too.  Goddess, this is bad.  My teeth are chattering so hard I’m afraid I’m going to chip one.  Maybe I should try to get in her head and erase her memories back to that morning before I used magick?  No, I can’t do that to her.  Then she’d be missing days and it would drive her crazy.  I’m not going to drive my sister insane for the sake of my peace of mind.  It’s wicked tempting, though!

She puts her hand on my shoulder and shakes me a little while smiling at me.  “Take some deep breaths or one of those anxiety pills already.”

Deep breaths.  Right.  I start taking them.  She isn’t going to tell anyone so I need to calm down.  Besides, who would believe her if she told them?  My parents would probably kick her out of the house for making such a stupid accusation.  Still, Em and Li are going to be pissed.  Merde.  Deep breaths.  Deep breaths.

“How many ways do I have to tell you your secret is safe with me?” Arja asks.

“As many as possible.”  My teeth have stopped chattering.  My face doesn’t feel as flushed.  I’m going to be OK.  I’m going to practice my swimming and I’ll be fine.  The hypnosis probably didn’t hold because I did it on my own.  I must need Li and Em’s help to make it permanent.

 

We arrive at the gym just before eight. Arja says she’s going to use the treadmill and stair climber and goes off to do that.  I know I have to, but I hate taking my eyes off of her. I’m afraid she’s going to tell people the first chance she gets, but I do realize she’d sound like she needs to be in a loony bin if she does.

I stretch my arms out and look at my hands.  They’re not trembling, and I’m not freaking out anymore, so I climb the ladder into the shallow end of the pool.  Maybe it’s because of what just happened with Arja, but it feels a little weird, to be honest.  Maybe this pool is warmer than I’m used to?  Or maybe it’s cooler?  Something just feels a little off.  Even braiding my hair in the locker room felt strange.  Of course, these past few months have been the longest I’ve ever gone without swimming since I was around 12.  The most water I’ve been in lately has been when I take a bath with Lia.  So, I suppose being in a big pool again is bound to feel different.  One thing is for certain, the chlorine smell is familiar.  I have to breathe through my mouth and not dwell on it.  Otherwise, it makes me sick to my stomach.  That’s right, I’m a swimmer who can’t stand the smell of chlorine.  You’d think I would’ve gotten used to it by now.  I guess I do tolerate it better.  But it smells almost as bad as puke to me.

Well, here goes nothing.  I lower myself into the water so that it gets my whole body wet, including my head.

I stand up then lie down on the water, letting my body float.  I kick off the side of the pool and start swimming, doing the breast stroke, which is one of the things I’m best at.  I’ve come in first on the 100 meter several times and when I haven’t managed that, I’ve come in second.  It feels so good, my arms and legs cutting through the water as I swim to the other side of the pool.  Now being in it feels entirely familiar, which is wonderful.  Not so great is that I’m using muscles I haven’t used much lately and I can tell my strength isn’t what it was a few months ago.  Hopefully, I’m still good enough to make the team.  I’m definitely going to be sore tomorrow, but at least January can make my muscles feel well rested before I try out.  I wonder if that’s cheating?  I suppose most people would say it is.  But, hey, I’ve been through hell these past few months and that’s the only reason I haven’t been swimming regularly.

Having reached the end of the deep end, I turn around and kick off the side again, giving myself a boost.  As I swim back toward the shallow end, my muscles don’t feel quite as strained.  I wonder if I could use magick to give myself an edge tomorrow?  Like how Em prays for strong hands and it usually works.  I could pray for strong arms.  Nah, that would definitely be cheating, which is not my style.  Although, praying for something isn’t the same thing as doing a spell to make it happen, right?  Because all you’re doing is asking the Gods and Goddesses to help you.  If they do, that’s divine intervention and I’m sure they wouldn’t answer your prayer if helping you would be evil.  So, maybe it’s worth praying for.  Guess I’ll just have to see how I’m doing in the moment.  All I know is I deserve to be on that team, partially because I’m a great swimmer and partially because of all the shit I’ve been through.  So, I am certainly not about to rule praying out right now.

 

Arja and I are on our way home.  We stayed at the gym for an hour and a half.  I’m exhausted, but feeling pretty confident about my breast stroke and butterfly.  Of course, if they already have people on the team who are famous for those then I might have to start specializing in something else.  I really hope that doesn’t happen. Being on a team again is going to be a bit of an adjustment so I just don’t need the added stress of having to master something else.  In any case, I’m trying to focus on swimming instead of Arja remembering my secret.

We’re listening to Kiss 108, which actually comes in at 107.9 but it’s been called Kiss 108 my whole life.  They play the same 10 songs over and over again all day, but at least they play new stuff.  A lot of radio stations around here just play ‘80s and 90s or easy listening crap like you hear in doctor’s offices.  In any case, Kiss 108 can be my favorite or least favorite station, depending on what songs they have in heavy rotation. Right now “Hands to Myself” by Selena Gomez is on.  I read that she’s really sick with lupus yet she doesn’t talk about it in interviews.  Guess she doesn’t want people to pity her.  I just think she’s incredibly strong.

Arja turns the radio down.  “So, sister, I need to ask you a favor.”

Uh-oh.  I knew that was coming.  She’s my sister and I love her, but she wouldn’t just up and take me to the gym if she didn’t want something in return.  Especially not now that she’s remembered my secret. “OK, I’m listening.”

“So, you know how I was saying there are no cute guys at work?”  She started a bank teller job a month ago.  Then her boyfriend dumped her because he lives an hour away and doesn’t drive and she couldn’t go see him as much now that she’s working full-time.

“I believe you mentioned it.”

“Well, a new guy started last week.  Works in the loan department.  Everyone’s calling him the loan shark because he’s so charming he could sell sand in the dessert.”

“And I take it he’s charmed you?”

She nods.  “Yes, but, unfortunately, not on purpose.  He barely even notices me.  He sat a few chairs down at the lunchroom table yesterday and it was just us for five minutes and he didn’t say a word to me.”

“Did you try talking to him?” I bet she didn’t.

She shakes her head.  “Nerves.”

This conversation is starting to make me impatient.  “So, get to the part where you ask me this favor.”  What the hell does she want?

“Well, I was just thinking, since you and Lia and Em are witches, maybe you could do a love spell to make him fall for me?”

I have to laugh.  I just have to.  Of all the things she could demand of us, she just wants some guy to fall for her?

Her nose twitches.  “What’s so funny?”

I snicker again.  “You.”

“Why?”

“Usually you have no trouble getting guys to go out with you.  Now you’re so desperate you’re asking us to do a spell to get this loan shark’s attention?”

Her eyes squint a little as her brows dip. “You’ll do it right?”

It’s not an outrageous request, but we don’t have a spell to make a specific person fall for you.  “If I can find out how to do that.”

“You don’t have a love spell?  You expect me to believe that?”

“Not that kind.  But we do have a soulmate spell.  You do it and it brings your soulmate to you.  We could do that.  We did it for Emma and she had her heart set on Jim and he asked her out the next day.  But the guidance counselor came onto her, too.  So, you could say the spell has side-effects.”

She raises an eyebrow. “So, it’ll probably make the guy from work ask me out but someone else will, too?”

I shrug.  “I don’t know.  That’s the thing.”

“But you’ll give it a try?”

“If Li and Em are OK with it.”

“C’mon, I’m keeping your secret and overlooking the fact that you must have used magick to make me forget it.  The least you could do is make a guy fall for me.”

“You’re right.  I’m sure they’ll be fine with it.”  Actually, they’re going to flip out when they find out she remembered we’re witches.

“Good.  The guy’s name is Don Lee.  Oh, and I have...”  She reaches into her purse and digs for whatever she’s looking for.

I’m watching her look at first, but then I look up and see that we’ve swerved into the other lane and we’re about to hit a pick up truck.  Instinctively, I grab the wheel and turn it ever so carefully until we’re back in our lane.  Whew.

Arja grabs something from the purse.  My hand is still on the wheel.  A cruiser drives by, going in the opposite direction.  The cop looks right at me as I withdraw my hand from the wheel.  Please, Lord and Lady, don’t let him pull us over.

Arja plops something on my lap and grabs the wheel with two hands again. “Did you move the wheel?”

“Be grateful.  We almost hit a pick up truck.”

“Oh.”  She looks startled.  Just a little.

I look down and see that she’s tossed a hairbrush on me.  One with a wooden handle with black bristles that have a lot of hair in them.  I gag.  “This is disgusting.”

Her eyes grow wide as she gets excited.  “But it’s his!  It’s his.”

I pick it up by the very end of the handle, just touching it with a few fingers.  There’s definitely a lot of hair in it.  Looks like brown hair.  “He’s a brunette?”

She nods. “Yeah.”

“So, how did you get this?” It seems weird that she would have this Don Lee’s brush.

“His locker,” she says like it’s no big deal.

“No offense, but that is creepy as hell.”

She shakes her head.  “I’m sure he can afford to buy another one.  I just thought it might help you girls spell him to fall for me.  Objects can help with spells like that, right?”

“Yes, I suppose.”  This whole thing just feels shady now.  But she’s got me backed into a corner.

“Please.  Just take the brush and talk to the girls.  If you can’t find something to make Don fall for me then do that soulmate spell.”

I put the brush in one of the side pockets on my backpack and zip it shut.  “Fine.  But we might not get to it until this weekend.  Tomorrow night we have to go to a memorial for this woman who helped us take down this evil witch who was killing other witches to steal their power.”

Her expression shifts into one of sympathy.  “She died helping you?”

I look down at my lap, feeling sorrowful now.  “That she did.”

“I’m sorry.  Do you need a ride to the memorial?”

“No, thanks, though.  Juliana is driving me and Li.”  I can’t believe she offered.  I wonder if there’s a chance that her knowing my secret will bring us closer together like we were before I hit my teens?

She looks at me and smiles.  “I take it Juliana knows you’re witches then?”

“Yeah, she’s pretty supportive.”  I’m not about to tell her Juliana is a witch herself.  It’s not my place to reveal that about someone and we don’t need Arja getting any more leverage over us.

Now we’re pulling into the driveway so this conversation has to end.  “Remember, you said you wouldn’t tell anyone.”  I just had to say it.

She shuts the car off.  “I’m not completely stupid.”

I want to say, no, but you’re turning into a blackmailer and a stalker.  Instead, I go in the house and head for my room where I put my pajamas on and get in bed.  Thank you, Lord and Lady, for not letting us get pulled over.

 

 

 

 

.


CHAPTER TWENTY SIX

LIA

 

I’m sitting on the living room couch with my mother.  I talked her into letting me have a glass of wine tonight.  She poured me one from a bottle of red from Spain she’d just opened.  We’re watching that show Scientology and the Aftermath, which is pretty disturbing.

“I don’t understand how they’re still able to recruit people when anyone can go online and read about their secrets,” Mom says.

“Beats the hell out of me,” I say.  “I don’t know how anyone ever trusted the religion in the first place when the guy who created it was a sci-fi writer.  You’d think that would’ve made people weary.”

Mom nods.  “Yeah.  What I don’t understand is how they’re considered a religion when they don’t worship anyone.  You never hear about them so much as praying to anything.”

“I guess they worship the guy who created it.”

“From what I’ve seen on this show, it sounds like they basically worship that guy who runs it now.  David Miscarriage.”

I erupt with laughter.  “Miscarriage?”

“Whatever his name is.  You know what I mean.”

I laugh for a few more seconds and take a sip of my wine as we continue watching.  I’ve drank half the glass already and it’s calming me down, just as I’d hoped it would.  I was just a little on edge tonight.  People think I’m so calm, cool and collected, but I’m often screaming inside.  Sometimes it just feels like my thoughts are racing from one side of my brain to the other so hard and fast they’re going to burst through my skull.  Tonight, I’m just antsy.

I keep thinking about my conversation with Shar before we had sex this afternoon.  Wondering if she’s crushing on Emma.  When we first got together, she was really hoping that Emma would join us.  I guess that would’ve been cool, but whenever she’d bring it up I’d feel like I was her second choice.  I suppose that’s how I’m feeling tonight.  I don’t doubt that she’s my soulmate or that she loves me.  But maybe she has romantic feelings for Emma, too?  Like how January loves Pete but she’s crushing on Emma.  She didn’t encourage January to pursue her, but maybe she wants her to?  Because if they ever break up then there would be a chance Emma might finally want to be a threesome or thruple – or whatever they’re calling it this week – with us.  I don’t know what I’d do if that happened.  I look at Emma as my sister, which would make being with her feel weird.  Almost gross.  I suppose I might get used to it, but I’d prefer not to.  I like Shar and I just being a regular couple.  I don’t want to have to share her with anyone.  That’s partially why this afternoon’s talk is lingering in my mind.  I fear that Emma is occupying part of her heart and I want it to be all mine.


CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

EMMA

 

I’ve just finished eating eggs and vegan bacon, which my mother made for her, my father and I this morning.  I love it when she cooks, but I’m totally cool with just grabbing an everything bagel and eating it in the car.  A lot of times, that’s all I have time for, but this morning I was up early working on my article about the frog incident again and burning a French mix I made for January (she asked me to; just didn’t get to it until last night).  Now that the article is almost finished, I’m thinking about scrapping it and starting over.  I feel like I should do interviews with other students who were in the class and get their theories.  I should speak with Mr. Solomon, too, since it was his class that it happened in.  Maybe even get a quote from Principal Clarke, see what her take on it is.  I guess I can try to interview them today and take the best quotes and basically insert them in what I’ve already written.  That doesn’t sound too grueling.  I just don’t know how I’m supposed to do the interviews and attend my classes.  I’ll have to figure something out, though, since the article is due tomorrow.

“You’re awfully quiet this morning,” Dad says.  I’ve been calling my parents Mom and Dad more often lately.  Referring to them as parental units just doesn’t feel right anymore.  I guess after everything I’ve been through during recent months I’ve come to appreciate them more.  Not that I’ve ever not appreciated them.  Jamais.  Maybe I just have less of a teenage rebellion streak in me now.

I sigh.  “Just thinking about this article I’m writing for the school paper.”

He looks up from his Cardiac Monthly magazine.  Apparently, I’ve piqued his interest.  “So, you’re writing for the paper then?”

“The article is going to act as my writing sample.  If they like it, then I get to write for the paper.  If not, well, I can always start a zine.”

“They still make zines?” Mom asks.  Her back is to us as she’s loading the dishwasher.

I’m almost laugh, surprised she even knows what a zine is.  “Yeah.  I guess they’re becoming popular again.”

She shuts the door to the dishwasher. “Why do you think that is?”

“Probably because they’re something you can hold in your hands.  Like how vinyl has made such a big comeback.  People like physical media.  Hence there still being a school paper in the digital age.  Speaking of which, I have to ask you about something.”

Mom sits down at the table and looks at me. “What is it?”

I quit slouching and sit up straight in my seat.  “Well, you and Dad and the other parents have decided that suing Noah’s Catholic is a bad idea, right?”

Dad looks at me, almost glaring.  “It wasn’t a bad idea.  That school was negligent in several areas that all contributed to what happened there.”

I need to hear about these areas.  “Can you tell me about them?”

He frowns and blows air out of his nose, impatiently.  “Will you listen and not interrupt me like every other time this has come up?”

“Yes, yes.  Fine.”

“Well, for starters, that school did not have metal detectors.  More importantly, they didn’t have enough security guards.  They also lacked a police presence, whereas public schools have an officer do a walk through the building at least once a day now.  Furthermore, the school should’ve had one entrance with a traditional door knob and not bar handles so that it couldn’t be chained shut from the outside.  They had no anti-bullying policy either.  We found out that an author wanted to come talk to the school about bullying and suicide and the school turned him away.”

“Oh, what author?” I ask, being that I read a lot and am interested in writing.

He rubs the back of his head.  “Um... Jay something?”

“Asher,” Mom says.

Wow.  I can’t believe I missed out on a talk by Jay Asher.  “Are you kidding me?  Jay Asher, author of Thirteen Reasons Why, wanted to come talk to us and they wouldn’t let him?  Damn, maybe you should sue.”

Dad sighs.  “If you’ll let me continue, there are other reasons I was about to tell you.”

“OK,’ I say.

“Well, it was an outright hate crime when those clowns drew swastikas on Lia and Sharan’s desks.  The school should’ve reported that to the police immediately.  They also should have removed those desks from the classroom instead of just fading the swastikas with bleach or whatever they used in their half-ass attempt to erase them.  The school could’ve been charged with aiding in a hate crime for leaving those desks in the classroom when you could clearly still see the swastikas. Another thing: it’s common for school offices to have a panic button now – like they have in banks – and they didn’t have one.  Bottom line?  That school did nothing to prevent what happened.  Instead, they created the perfect environment for it.  So, yes, there were plenty of reasons to file a lawsuit.  But you and your friends begged us not to and said you would refuse to testify.”

What should I say?  I really don’t want to argue. “We just want to move on with our lives and not keep revisiting that.  It’s hard enough being famous from the news.  There would be even more media asshats after us if we filed a lawsuit and the whole story was thrust on the public again.  And that would give us all more panic attacks and insomnia and everything else that goes with our stupid PTSD.”

Dad stares at me for a moment then smiles.  “Understood.”

Maybe I shouldn’t have said that, given what I’m about to say to him.  “So, what I wanted to ask you about.  The school paper wants to interview me.”

Mom places one of her hands on mine. “Didn’t we decide not to talk to the press so we don’t encourage them?  You just said you don’t want them all over you again.”

“I know.  And I have no desire to speak with Diane Sawyer, Oprah or whoever else was asking.  It’s just a school paper.  I mean, yeah, I’m sure the media will find out about it, but I’m not going to say anything that would make us look bad.  And I’m sure they’ll ask respectful questions because the girl who wants to do the interview says she’s a fan of mine.”

“A fan?” Mom asks.

“Yes.  Surely, you know some people think we’re heroes.  Well, some of those people consider themselves fans.”

Worry lines mar Mom’s forehead.  “That’s disturbing.”

“Yes, I agree.  But this girl who wants to do the interview is harmless.  Trust me.”

Mom and Dad look at each other but don’t say anything.

Fuck this silence.  [I should throw my plate at the refrigerator and storm the fuck out of here.]  No, that’s a stupid idea. “So, is it OK if I do it?”

Dad nods at Mom.

Mom smiles at me.  “If you really want to, you might as well.  Just choose your words carefully.  It’s OK to stop and think for a moment before you answer.”  Can you tell she’s a lawyer?

I bite my lip.  “I’m not stupid, you know?”

Mom takes a drink of her orange juice.  “I couldn’t help notice that you have a dress by the door with your backpack.  What’s that for?”

“It’s a black dress,” I say to her, glaring slightly.  Hoping she’ll remember that the memorial for Kat is tonight.  Dad doesn’t know shit about me being a witch and it would be kind of hard to explain why I’m going to Kat’s memorial without mentioning it since it’s the thing we had in common.

“Black?” Mom asks, looking confused.

“The memorial,” I say under my breath, hoping Dad won’t hear, being that he’s burying his head in his magazine again.

“The memorial?” Mom asks, almost whispering.

“For Kat,” I whisper.

“Oh.  Right”  She relaxes her posture as she smiles, looking pleased with herself for understanding me now.

Dad shuts his magazine.  “What are you two on about?”

“Nothing,” I say.

He raises an eyebrow.  “It didn’t sound like nothing.”

“It is,” Mom says.

Dad’s forehead wrinkles as he glares at Mom.  “Well, I’m glad you get to know what it is.  Apparently, I’ve become a second class citizen around here.”

I smile at him, making my best puppy dog eyes.  “It’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

Mom raises her voice slightly.  “She just has a thing to go to tonight.”

Now Dad’s neck is starting to get red.  “What kind of thing?”

I let out a loud sigh.  “Holy hell, I just have a memorial to go to.  That’s all.”

His neck grows redder.  “A memorial?  For who?”

I just want this conversation to end.  “You don’t know her.”

Now his neck is the color of a dark scarlet rose. “Does she have a name?”

“Kat.  Kat Landry.”  I only know her last name because I looked her up on Facebook the day after she helped us at George’s Magick Shop.  I regret never sending her a friend request.  “I have to go watch for Juliana now.”

“Fine, go ahead.”  I answered his questions, but he still looks upset.

I get up from the table, pass through the dining room and step into the living room where I watch for Juliana via the big bay window.  I use my keen psychic hearing to listen to my parents while I wait:

 

Dad: “Who is Kat Landry?”

Mom: “Just a girl she knew.”

Dad: “From where?”

Mom: “I don’t know.  Maybe they were friends from Facebook.”

Dad: “Don’t you think we should know more about this before we let her go?”

Mom: “Honey, listen, she was friends with the girl and she wants to go pay her respects.  I don’t see any reason why she shouldn’t.  Juliana is going to take them.”

Dad: “Lia and Sharan knew her, too?”

Mom: “That’s my understanding.”

Dad: “Why do I get the feeling there’s something you’re not telling me.”

Mom: “Logan, you know everything I know now.”

 

I hate that Mom had to lie to him.  I also hate how the whole conversation went.  I shouldn’t have tried to hide it from Dad.  I probably hurt his feelings, which wasn’t my intention.  I’m just trying to prevent him from finding out I’m a witch because he’s a science guy and knowing magick is real would make him question everything he knows. Maybe I should go apologize?  Actually, no, that would just be bringing it up again and they’ve moved onto discussing baby names for the hundredth time already.  No, wait, now they’re talking about going away for a weekend.  [I’m going to encourage them to take a vacation before the baby comes.  I need a fucking break from them already.  They’re so fucking nosey.  Plus, Jim and I can play house for however long they’re gone, which would be fucking awesome.  Maybe we can even get January over here for a threesome?  Hell, Pete could join us, too, and make it an orgy.  I should look for a spell to seduce them with.] What the hell am I thinking?  It must be the black magick tempting me or something.

Juliana pulls up.  I grab my dress and backpack and I’m out the door. [About fucking time.] Fuck; I need to get that word out of my stupid, little head before I use it at school and get detention.  I don’t know why I keep using it so much lately anyway.

 

 


CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

SHAR

 

Li has two black dresses and we’re discussing which one she should wear to the memorial when we stop to pick up Em.  As if Li and I didn’t discuss this when we video chatted last night.  I haven’t told her about Arja remembering we’re witches yet.  I just want to tell her and Em at the same time so I don’t have to discuss it twice.  In any case, I’ve had enough talking about dresses.  “Maybe the one with shoulder straps would be more appropriate?”

“Yeah, the other one would probably show too much of my boobs,” Li says with a laugh as Em gets in the car.

“Hey everyone,” Em says, turning in the front seat so she faces Li and I.

“I know you girls will probably have a tough time getting through today with the memorial tonight, but try to tell yourselves Kat wouldn’t want you to be miserable,” Juliana says.

Li shakes her head.  “Like we haven’t been thinking about Kat since the mountain?”

“Lia, you know what I mean,” Juliana says.

“Fine.  Whatever,” Li says.  “I’m just nervous about the thing.  People will probably be glaring at us the whole time.”

“They better not,” Em says.  It sounds more like a threat than something she’s worried about.

I swallow hard.  I’m worried that people are going to be angry with us, too, but George was her roommate and boss – and probably her closest friend – and he didn’t stay upset with us for very long.  So, hopefully, the rest of their coven reacts similarly.  Hopefully, they don’t all want to kill us.

Em buckles her seatbelt.  Juliana puts the car in drive and off to school we go.

I bite my lip.  Now it’s time for me to speak up.  About you know what.  “I need to tell you guys something.”

Em turns looks at Li and I. “What’s up?”

I really don’t want to tell them.  They’re going to be so pissed at me.  “Remember how Arja found out I was a witch?”

“You hypnotized her, right?” Em asks.

“Well, I did.  Except the night before last she had a dream about finding me during the seizure... And how I used magick when she was calling 911.”  I look at my hands on my lap as my face becomes red.  Probably as red as people picture the devil.  I just can’t look at them right now.

“She just thinks it’s a dream, though?” Li asks.

I shake my head.  “It triggered her memory.  Now she remembers everything.  She even knows I hypnotized her.”

Em seems slightly more upset than Li, but I can tell they’re both livid, which is confirmed when I look at each of them for a second.  “That doesn’t make any sense.  With how much power we have now, the hypnosis should’ve been permanent.”

“Well, I must suck because it wore off.  Feel free to hate me forever now.”  I wish I wasn’t, but I find myself sulking.

“I don’t hate you,” Li and Em say at once.

It sounds like they mean it, but I haven’t told them what Arja wants yet.  I suppose there’s no time like the present.  “She said she’d keep our secret.  That’s the one good thing.  But she wants something in return.”

“So, spill already,” Em says.

“She wants us to do a love spell.  To make this guy she works with fall for her.”

Em grimaces.  “Did you tell her we only have a soulmate spell?”

I nod.  “But she insists we make this particular guy go for her.  She even gave me his hairbrush, figuring it might help.”

Li sighs.  “What’s she think we do?  Voodoo?”

I start cracking my knuckles.  “No, but she thinks we can find a love spell to make a specific person fall for someone.  She wants us to acquire one and use it on the guy.”

Li and Em share a look.  Neither wants to say anything.

I continue cracking my knuckles, anxiously.  “So, do you think we should do it?”

Li says, “Yeah.”

Em says, “No.”

I figured it might go that way, but I need to change Em’s mind since it’s in our best interest to keep Arja happy.  “Why not?  She’s a good person.  It’s not like we’d be spelling some sweet boy to go out with someone nasty.”

“Yeah, but we’d be meddling with the guy’s free will,” Em says.

Is she kidding me?  “How many times have we interfered with someone’s free will by hypnotizing them?  That’s exactly what I did to Arja and look at the mess we’re in now.”

“We’re not forcing someone to date someone,” Em says.  “That has to be black magick.”

I am beyond flustered.  “C’mon, we’ve all been using magick for things we shouldn’t be lately.”

Em frowns. “I don’t know.”

I guess I need to give them an ultimatum.  “Shouldn’t we try to please her?  If she gets pissed at us she could tell my parents about me.  About all of us.  Besides, I don’t think we’d be doing black magick.  We might be in a gray area, but I think we can live with that.”

Em and Li look at each other again.  For all I know, they’re talking telepathically and not including me.

“You probably should do it,” Juliana says, finally chiming in.  “We already know Arja can be impatient and you don’t want to set her off.”

“She’s right,” Li says.  “If all else fails, I’m sure we can Google up a spell.”

Em bites her lip before she speaks. “I think we should consult the books we’ve bought from George’s before we go looking online, but, yeah, fine, let’s do it.  You told her we can’ t do it today, though, right?”

“Yes, I’m not stupid,” I say.

“You know I don’t think you’re stupid,” Em says.  “Now I have to ask you guys about something.”

“Uh oh.” Li laughs for second.

I hope this isn’t anything worse than what I just asked of them.  “What’s up?”

Em smiles, looking at us.  “You know how the school paper wants to interview me?”

Li and I nod.

“Well, I’ve decided I’d like to do it.  If it’s OK with you guys.  And you can do it with me if you want.  I’ll tell them I won’t do it otherwise.”

I look at Li, who shrugs.  “It’s fine.  I don’t want in on it, but it’s OK with me if you go for it.”

I’m skeptical.  “Yeah, I don’t want to do it either...  But if you really want to do it, I guess it’s cool.  Just remember the news and the tabloids will probably wind up quoting it at some point.”

“I know,” Em says.  “I’m going to stop and think before I answer and choose my words carefully.  You have nothing to worry about.”

Why did she have to say that? I hope she didn’t jinx us. “Now, see, telling us not to worry is going to make me worry.”

Em smiles.  “I’m sure I didn’t jinx anyone, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“That’s cool.  I bet Wendy will just ask fangirl questions anyway,” Li says.  I’m sure she’s right.  That girl looks at Em like she’s her Goddess.  Perhaps January isn’t the only one with a crush on her.

We spend the rest of the ride talking about Krystal and Priscilla.  Em seems really devoted to helping them, and I want to, too, but I think we need to remind ourselves that we’re not responsible for them.

I don’t buy that business about how you’re responsible for someone if you save their life.  Em is freaking out, worrying about Priscilla’s DNA possibly being on the knife that Jenna used to kill their parents.  She’s also freaking out about Krystal coming home from the hospital too soon.  I’m stressed enough about the memorial tonight that I really don’t want to hear it, but, of course, Li and I let her vent and say that we share her concerns.  Although Li looks pretty distracted. So, then we talk about her and she’s feeling quite down on herself.  We have to pry it out of her, but yeah.


CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

JANUARY

 

My parents have been harping on me about Jim driving me to school.  Even though he has a license, they still consider him a “student driver” since he’s still in high school.  They’ve actually asked me to have him come in and show them his license.  I haven’t done that yet and I don’t intend to.  It would be pretty embarrassing to ask him.  Um, yeah, Jim, so, my parents, they kind of, sort of want to see your license... So, how about you come in and meet them and they can interrogate you while they scrutinize it.

It would be so weird to introduce Jim to them.  It was awkward enough when they met Pete and my father told him sex was out of the question until I’m eighteen.  I don’t think my face ever turned as red as it did when he said that.  It actually felt so hot it was like I was standing inches away from a fire.  For a second there, I wished that I’d just died when I was stabbed to death instead of coming back as a fairy.  They did let him hang out in my room after they were done interrogating him, but the door had to stay open two feet at all times so he was afraid to even kiss me.  I mean, he wouldn’t even give me a quick, closed mouth kiss on the lips because he was so scared of my father, who isn’t even a big guy.  Thank Goddess, I was able to persuade my parents to let me go out with Pete driving his mother’s car, but, of course, they had to see his license first.  My father kept looking back and forth from the license to Pete, like he thought it was a fake and he was waiting for Pete to admit it.  Thankfully, Pete held it together and told him it was legit.  Then my father laughed and said, “I know.  I just wanted to see how you’d react.”  I suppose that’s about all he’d do if he looked at Jim’s license, but Jim isn’t even my boyfriend so I don’t see why I should have to subject him to that and feel humiliated again.  It would be bad for both of us.

Sometimes I wish I could tell my parents how I died and came back.  How I’m a fairy now.  Maybe I would have right after it happened, but my father watches Supernatural with my sisters Maddy and Pear sometimes and I don’t think fairies have ever been the good guys on there.  In most fiction, we’re portrayed as dangerous pests.  Obviously, it’s not that I fear my parents wouldn’t believe me.  After all, I could simply switch to fairy mode and they wouldn’t doubt me after that.  My concern is that they would be afraid of me.  That the whole way they look at me would change.  As it is, sometimes I think they see me differently because I’m adopted.  That’s probably just paranoia on my part, but how they view me would never be the same if they knew what I was.

I’m standing at the window, watching for Jim.  Maddy and Pear have both left for school already.  Maddy goes to Westford High School.  They had open enrollment and my parents were able to get her in.  The only trouble is that they have to drive her back and forth because the Westford buses don’t come to Lowell.  Fortunately, where my parents are both travel agents, who own their own business, it’s not difficult for one of them to step out in the afternoon to go drive her home.

Even though Maddy is a year younger than me at 15, I tend to look up to her like she’s my older sister.  She’s a straight A student and she’s already talking about ivy league schools.  Harvard is her top choice; she wants to be a lawyer.  I don’t think I’m ivy league material, but I’m an A-B student so I suppose I could get into a decent college.  If I ever figure out what I want to do.  I’m not going to college unless there’s something I’m genuinely interested in.  That’s because I’m a fairy and could just teleport into a bank vault if I needed money.  Why go to college and take a bunch of business shit and wind up managing a collection agency or something awful like that when you can get cash so easily?  That said, I haven’t used my fairy abilities to steal money yet.  I often think about it, though!  I guess the main reason I haven’t is that Hannashurie would probably get upset with me if I did.  And I don’t want to upset my fairy Godmother.

BEEP!  Jim’s here.  Nobody else is home now, so there’s no need to say bye to anyone, and I’m out the door in seconds.

Pete is sitting in front with Jim, which is always the case because Pete lives closer to Jim so he picks him up first.  I always wish Pete could get in the backseat with me so we could make out on the way to school, but then Jim would be alone up front and he’d look like our chauffeur.  I don’t want to do that to him.  Besides, I don’t think he wants to look in the rearview mirror and see me and Pete sharing tongues.

I get in the car, dropping my backpack between my legs.  Then I hang my black dress beside me.  (Fortunately, nobody noticed that I was bringing a dress with me today so I wasn’t interrogated about that.)  When we get to school, Juliana will be waiting in the parking lot so she can bring the dress back to her place since her, Emma, Lia, Shar and I will be getting dressed there.  Pete and I will be driving to the memorial with Jim and Emma since there’s no point in Pete and I going in his mother’s car when Jim and Emma have room for us.  Lia and Shar will be going with Juliana.

 

 


CHAPTER THIRTY

SHAR

 

We don’t see Jim, January and Pete so they must not be here yet.  Juliana is waiting for them so she can take January’s dress back.  I’m dying to see Jan so she can heal my muscles, which are beyond wicked sore.  It’s to the point that I don’t think I could even try out today without her working her magick on me.  I definitely over did it last night.  It just felt so good, being back in the water, that I couldn’t help myself.  I would’ve made magickal healing tea this morning but I don’t have the ingredients at home, since my parents would freak out if they found a bunch of herbs in my room.  Not that they should be going through my room, but I think my mother does once in a while.  That’s why I don’t keep any Wicca books at home.

“How long do you think your try out will take?” Juliana asks me.

“I don’t think it’ll take too long.”  She’ll be waiting for me in the car with January, Li and Em, hence her asking.  “I feel awful about making you wait, but I told them I have a memorial to go to, that I can’t stay for practice after.”

“I’m sure they’ll be so impressed with your breast stroke that they’ll say you’re on the team in no time,” Li says.

I force a smile.  “I hope so.”  Even though I only got back in the water last night, I’m confident about my swimming.  I just hope my nerves about the memorial don’t dampen me.  Pun intended.  Then again, January’s healing prowess should squash my anxiety.

I look across the parking lot just as Jim pulls in with January and Pete.

“Here comes Doctor Feelgood,” Em says to me.

“Doctor Feelgood?” Li asks.

I open my mouth to answer, but Em is quicker. “January.”

“Ah,” Li says.  She looks frazzled right now, as she has since her and Juliana picked me up this morning.  When we managed to get her to open up in the car she fessed up to blaming herself for Kat’s death, which I can kind of understand but at the same time I’m not beating myself up about it.  Not too much anyway.    I mean, I’m anxious about tonight, but it’s more so just nerves than guilt.  Of course, I feel awful about what happened to Kat, too, but it was her choice to show up at the mountain, not mine.  In any case, hopefully January can reset Li’s anxiety button like she’s done for Em before.  Although, I don’t think she can stop her from feeling guilty.  Even when Em told her not to blame herself, that it was her fault for telling Kat what was going on, Li insisted that it was also her fault because she could’ve checked for the trap but didn’t.  It’s like she wishes she could trade places with her, which is pretty morbid if you ask me.

Jim parks a few spots down from us.  That’s the closest one that was empty. January, Pete and him get out of the car.  Jim heads in our direction, but January and Pete take a moment to suck face first.  Em sees this and frowns.

“Hey,” Jim says, arriving beside us.  Li, Juliana and I say hi to him, but he doesn’t exactly notice since Em plants her lips on his and they kiss. Closed mouth, mind you.

I give Li a quick kiss on the cheek, hoping to snap her out of it for a minute, but the wrinkles fail to leave her forehead.

I rub Li’s back.  “You have to stop this right now.”

She smiles at me, but still looks downtrodden.

“Are you gonna be all right?” Juliana asks Li.

Li shrugs.  “I don’t know.  I guess.”

Naturally, Juliana looks worried about her. “You can come home with me if you’re that upset.”

January and Pete reach us.  We all say hi and January gives her dress to Juliana.  “I know the memorial is tonight, but why is everyone looking so glum exactly?”

Em and I look at Li, but she just looks at the ground and doesn’t say anything.

“Li needs you to stomp on her anxiety,” I say to January.

January looks at Li, but Li doesn’t look up.

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” January says.

“Actually,” Li says and looks at Juliana.  “Can I just come home?  I think I just need to take something and lie down.”

“That’s fine,” Juliana says.  “But you should probably have January relax you first.”

Now Li looks agitated.  “Can we just go?”

I can’t stand the thought of Li sitting in her room all day with her guilty thoughts brewing.  “Please let January settle your nerves first.  If not for yourself then for me.”

“It’s guilt more than anxiety,” Li says.

“I still might be able to help with that,” January offers.

Li shakes her head no, her eyes still fixed on the ground.

“You said you didn’t sleep well last night.  Maybe you won’t feel so tired if she helps you,” I say.

“No thanks,” Li says, finally looking at January, then she looks at Juliana.  “Can we go?  Now?”

Juliana looks even more concerned.  “Sure, I guess.”

Em puts her hands on Li’s shoulders and tries to look her in the eye. “You’re really just gonna go home and sulk like this?”

“Look, it’s great that January can stop your panic attacks, but I’m not looking for a quick fix.,” Li says without looking at January.

Em bites her lip.  “I don’t understand why you’re so down on yourself today.  I get that you feel guilty, but everyone in the group let her check for that trap.  Not just you.”

“Just because everyone else is fine with it I’m supposed to be?” Li asks.  “Well, I’m not.”

“O....kay,” Em says, taking her hands off of her.

Li gives me a quick peck on the cheek.  “I’ll see you later, OK?”

I shrug.  “Fine.”

Li says “bye” to everyone, waves her arm and gets in the car.  Funny how the first time she makes eye contact with January is when she’s saying goodbye. I guess she didn’t want to look at her because she knew January could talk her into it.  And it’s hard to refuse January anything, she’s such a sweetheart. So, she probably would’ve let her help her if she really had looked at her and talked to her.

January sighs heavily.  “I really think I could help her.”

“I know,” Juliana says.  “Maybe this afternoon.  In the meantime, I’ll see if I can spell her some happy tea.”

“Make sure she takes her Ativan, too,” Em says. “Maybe she’ll take a nap and feel better when she wakes up?”

“I’ll try,” Juliana says to me then she gives us all a “bye” and gets in the car.

We all watch in silence as they drive off.

“That was fucking weird,” Em says.

I’m a bit shocked.  Em is usually more compassionate than that.  Especially since she’s the one who has panic attacks the most often.  “I’m sure you can relate.”

Em looks at all of us and nobody looks happy with her. “Yeah.  Sorry.  I shouldn’t have said that.”

“So, January, my muscles need you,” I say, rubbing my sore arms.

“Where does it hurt?” January asks.

“Everywhere,” I say.  “Arms, legs, chest, et cetera.”

“You do realize I have to touch the places where it hurts or put my hand on your head if I’m healing you all over?”

I wasn’t thinking of that.  “I think your hand on my head would be best.”

She giggles for a second.  “Or I could go into fairy mode and sit on your head.”

Everyone laughs.  Except for me.  The last thing any of us need is for January to go fairy on us at school.

January smiles at me. “Why don’t we do it in the restroom when the bell rings?”

I nod.  “Yeah, it would look pretty strange if you just put your hand on my head while we’re standing here.”

Em pulls a CD out of her bag and offers it to January.  “Here’s that French mix you asked me to make you.”

January takes it and blushes a little.  “Thanks.”

Em blushes, too.

Jim and Pete look at each other with puzzled expressions on their faces.  Em notices and gives Jim a kiss on the cheek.  But January is too busy reading the tracklist Em printed for the CD to kiss Pete.  It’s becoming obvious that January is more into Em than Em is into her.  At least based on what I know about Em’s little crush so far.

The bell rings.  January and I hurry into school ahead of our friends so we can hopefully get to the nearest girl’s room before other students so nobody sees her putting her hand on my head.  When we reach it, Stephanie Scalding, the most popular and supposedly richest girl at Greenmont, is hurrying out with Melinda, the girl who showed us around the school.  Neither makes eye contact with us, but blood is pooling below Stephanie’s left nostril and Melinda rubs her nose.  They don’t bother to hold the door for us, so I push it open behind Melinda and January and I head inside.

“Cokeheads much?” I say as I bend over to see if anyone is in the stalls.  I don’t see any feet, but you never know if a fairy could be hovering inside one so we start opening them to check.  The first one I check is empty.

“Yeah, I was thinking coke, too,” January says, pushing one of the doors open.  It’s vacant.  “I’d like to do cocaine again.  It was fun.”

I check one of the other stalls.  Nobody.  “Did we not harp on you enough at the sleep over after you tried it at that party?”

She pushes another stall door open.  Nobody’s home.  “I know, I know.  But if it started to give me a heart attack or something I could just heal myself.”

I try to push another stall open but it’s locked.  “What if you have a sudden stroke and don’t realize it’s coming in time to do that and you just drop dead?”

January bends over and sticks her head halfway under the locked door, checking to see if anyone is actually in there.  “Nobody.  Also, I’m sure Hannashurie would just send me back.  I mean, she hasn’t sent me anywhere else so she must still want me helping out you, Lia and Emma.”

“Well, I still think you should stay away from coke,” I say, getting flustered.  “If for no other reason than it’s highly addictive.”

“Good point,” she says.

I open the final stall door.  Thank Goddess, it’s empty.  We have the bathroom to ourselves.

“Let’s do it in a stall in case anyone comes in,” January says, entering one of them.

I think it’d look sketchy if someone saw the two of us coming out of a stall together, but time is not on our side so I get in behind her and lock it.

“Sit,” she says.

I take a seat on the toilet.  It’s necessary because I’m taller than January.

Jan places both of her hands on the top of my head.  “Here we go.”

It only takes a few seconds and my head feels the warmth radiating from her hands.  As it goes through my head, I find myself calming down.  Then it spreads down into my neck and shoulders, like a magickal light is heating and healing me.  My muscles immediately relax and the pain fades for a few seconds then it’s gone completely.  Then the sensation travels down through my arms and hands.  “It feels so good.”

“I’m glad,” she says.

I start pulling on my fingers, cracking my knuckles.  “I just wish Li would’ve let you help her.”

“Me, too.”

My chest muscles stop aching entirely and the warmth goes down through my abdomen, relaxing my abdominal muscles then my legs.  They hurt so badly that when the heat flows down through them and the pain stops it almost feels like an orgasm.  The relief I feel is like that release you experience when you’ve just had one.  As the sensation travels down into my feet and toes, a great big smile forms on my face.

“I’m good now.”  I nod.  She ought to call her healing ability magick afterglow.

“Awesome,” January says, removing her hands from my head as I unlock the stall door.

As we step out of the stall, I’m horrified to discover that we’re not alone in the bathroom.  Sati Jensen is here, applying black eyeliner, along with the identical Donatello twins, Muse and Symphony, who look right at us and snicker.  The three of them seem to dominate this group of goths who sit a few tables away from us at lunch.

Panicking, January and I look at each other and our faces turn red.  Exactly what we didn’t need to happen right now.  We walk past the twins just as Sati turns around and looks me in the eye.  “Cheating on Lia.  Nice.”

“I’m not cheating,” I say angrily.

“Then what were you doing?”

“We don’t owe you an explanation,” January says with an air of hostility about her voice.

We should try to hypnotize them, make them forget they saw us, I say to January telepathically.  Maybe push, You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning?

Good idea, Jan says.  But we need to keep them talking so it doesn’t seem weird that we’re standing here.

“It’s not what you think,” I say to Sati.  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning, January pushes on them.

“Hello?  I’m listening.  If it’s not what I think, then what the fuck was it?” Sati asks.

You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning, January and I push at once.

“Yeah, seriously,” Muse says.  I know it’s Muse because she wears a lot of a bracelets and her sister doesn’t.

“You want the truth?” I ask.  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

“Fuck, yes,” Sati says and sighs heavily.

I know it’s going to sound incriminating but I can’t think of anything except, “She was giving me a massage.”  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

Sati and the twins laugh.  Hard.

I look at January and she rolls her eyes.

You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning, we push.

“The only thing she was massaging is between your legs,” Sati says.  What a fucking bitch!

The twins laugh even harder.  Sati smiles smugly.

January and I: You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

“Actually,” I say loudly.  “I’m trying out for the swim team today and my back was killing me from practicing yesterday.”  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

More laughs.

“It’s the fucking truth!” I shout.

Silence.  They aren’t laughing now.

January and I:  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

“Whatever,” Sati says and turns back to the mirror.

I’m going to say something.  Just go with it, January says to me.  Then she says, “Cocaine.”

Sati turns back to us and the twins’ eyes light up.

What the hell? I say to January.

January glares at me so hard her eyebrows look like a unibrow.  Just keep pushing that they didn’t see anyone.  Then she says, “We were doing coke.  Is that a problem?”

“No,” Sati says, looking like she finally believes us.

“You have more?” Symphony asks.  I should ask her if they have a brother named Lyric.  You didn’t see anyone in the bathroom this morning.

January grabs me by the arm and yanks the bathroom door open, tugging me out into the hallway.

I’m more than a little pissed off.  “Cocaine?  Seriously?”

She starts walking down the hall.  I follow.  “Would you rather people think I’m cheating on Pete and you’re cheating on Lia?” she asks.

I bite my top lip.  “No, of course not.”

She grins.  “You’re forgetting something anyway.”

I’m confused.  “What?”

“We just hypnotized them.”

“Oh, right.  I just heard the word cocaine and freaked out.”  Obviously, it’s not something I want to be associated with, but they won’t even remember seeing us in the bathroom. Yay for psychic hypnotism.  Now I’m thinking we should’ve hypnotized Li into letting January help her.  I hate that she’s suffering right now.  Usually, I’m the one who needs cheering up.  Now she needs it and I failed miserably.  What kind of girlfriend am I?  Apparently, not a very good one.  Guess I’ll be feeling guilty today, too.


CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

LIA

 

Mom and I are almost all the way home, neither of us really saying much, when I just start crying.  I don’t know what the fuck is going on with me today?  Why won’t my nerves settle down?  I took my one milligram of Ativan this morning like I always do and between that and the Depakote my mood is usually stable.  Honestly, I tend to be Emma and Shar’s rock.  I’m practically everybody I know’s rock.  I just am.  I’m the most likely to remain calm when the shit hits the fan.  The least likely to have a panic attack.  But today?  It would seem that I’m having one.  All last night, I kept dreaming about being in Jenna’s lair.  About Kat getting killed by those snakes.  That never should’ve happened.  It’s one of the biggest regrets of my life.  How can it not be?  Emma, Shar and I had a premonition that there was a trap there.  We even saw what kind of trap it was.  And our premonitions have never been wrong.  (Well, except for when we’ve managed to stop whatever was coming.)  Yet we let Kat walk right over and check to be sure.  That she did; and hundreds of snakes fell from the ceiling just as the ground opened up below it.  Kat didn’t fall in the hole, but a few snakes lashed out and bit her anyway.  And she died.  The venom was poisonous and spread too quickly.  January couldn’t save her.  It should’ve been one of us who checked for the trap.  It wasn’t even Kat’s mission.  She was doing us a favor.  She didn’t have to show up there.  She died so we could live.  Of all the people who should’ve gone to check for that trap, she was the last one who should’ve done it.  Especially since she’d already saved our lives!  Shar, Emma and I would’ve fallen down into the hole left by those vanishing stairs at Jenna’s, but Kat showed up and her and Emma yelled something and time stopped or whatever and our lives were saved.  So, Kat had already risked her life on that staircase and done that to save our lives.  We should’ve been grateful for that and not let her check for that fucking trap accordingly.  I’m surprised Emma and Shar aren’t feeling guiltier.  Unless they’re better at hiding it than I am today.  But that’s not usually the case.  Fuck.

I thought my problem was just guilt, not anxiety, but now I feel like I can’t breathe.  Usually, I have to swallow more often than the average person so the Depakote doesn’t make me drool.  One of its most frustrating side-effects is that it cause an increase in saliva production.  That isn’t happening right now, however.  On the contrary, my mouth is so fucking dry it’s like I’m severely dehydrated, which I’m not.  My throat feels raw, too.  I swallow and it hurts like a motherfucker.  It feels like I’m swallowing a fucking stone with jagged edges.

Vulgarities keep racing through my mind.  I suppose swearing is part of my defense mechanism.  It makes some people uneasy, which throws them off guard, reducing their confidence around me.  So, people might say I have potty mouth, but they sure as hell wouldn’t dare say it to my face.  Lot of good that does me now.

I guess I should’ve let January calm me down.  But I wasn’t feeling very anxious earlier, just guilty.  But I guess I was a bitch with the way I refused to let her help me.  Now Shar is probably pissed at me for that.  Emma, too.  Just fucking great, something else for me to worry about.  Maybe January can shut my nerves down after school if I’m still like this.  Well, unless she’s livid about this morning.

I roll the window down and stick my head halfway out.  My face is to the breeze. I open my mouth, trying to breathe easier because it feels like my throat is closing up.  Could I be hyperventilating?  I’ve never done that before, but I find myself gasping.

Reste calme, Lia.  Reste calme.  Lord and Lady, Goddess Panaceia, let my mind slow down.  Let it calm down, yeah.  Lord and Lady and Goddess Panaceia, please ease my troubled mind. So mote it be.

“It sounds like it’s a good thing you’re coming home,” Mom says, rubbing my shoulder.

I turn and face her, trying to catch my breath. “Feels like my windpipe is closing up.”

“We’re almost home, Lia.  Just take deep breaths.  The longer you hold your breath, the less oxygen you’ll get.”

I can barely spit the words out. “That’s a good thing?”

“It means you’re getting more carbon dioxide, which has the adverse effect of relaxing the brain.  That’s why they have people breathe into a paper bag.”

I don’t know if her science is right, but taking deep, slow breaths does calm people down so that’s what I start doing.  I count as I hold each breath in.  I can get to about 22 before I have to take in oxygen again.  1,2,3, 4... 22, breathe... 22, breathe.  I do that the rest of the way home while praying for my mind to be calmed.  Lord and Lady and Goddess Panaceia, please make my anxiety stop. And it would be nice if you could alleviate some of my guilt, too, unless you feel like I deserve it, which I know I probably do.  So mote it be.


CHAPTER THIRTY TWO

JANUARY

 

I get to homeroom just before the second bell rings and take my seat next to Pete.  We’re the only ones from our group in this homeroom.

“Shar all healed?” Pete asks.

“Yesssssss,” is all I offer.  I just want to forget about what happened in the bathroom already.  Besides, it’s not like Sati and the Donatello twins are going to remember seeing us there anyway.

“It looks like something’s bothering you,” Pete says.  I don’t say anything so he adds, “Unless you’re constipated,” and he erupts with laughter.

His laughter infects me and I laugh so hard it’s a wonder I don’t fall off my desk.  See, I always laugh harder – and, sadly, louder – than most people.  I didn’t do it before I died, but since I’ve been back as fairy January that’s been the case.

Now we’re almost done laughing so I give Pete a push and he almost falls off his desk, too, which makes me laugh hard again.

He straightens himself in his seat.  “What was that for?”

I stop laughing.  “For saying I look constipated.”

He chuckles for two seconds but when he sees that I’m not laughing he stops. Since I’m fucking with him, I glare at him hard, trying to look as pissed off as possible. I wait for his left leg to anxiously bounce up and down on his toes before I smirk and let him off the proverbial meat hook.

His leg stops and he inhales and exhales a deep breath.  “You scared me for a second there.”

I chuckle.  “That was the idea.  By the way, what was it club hacker wanted you to do yesterday?”

He leans toward me, so I lean toward him, and he whispers in my ear.  “Their immediate plan is to hack a credit union.”

“Bank robbery?” I say at a normal volume.  I’m shocked.

He cringes and speaks in a hushed manner.  “Quiet!  I can’t risk them finding out I told anyone.  They’d definitely rat me out for hacking the school if they knew.”

“But you’re definitely not helping them, right?”

He looks conflicted.  “I don’t know.”

“You said you wouldn’t.”  I swear, I’ll kill him if he does.

His forehead wrinkles as he thinks for a moment.  “You’re right.  Hey, something just dawned on me.  I can just threaten to inform the credit union of their plans if they rat me out to the school.  That should do the trick.”

I’m tempted to make him pinky swear he won’t help them, but then he’d probably think I don’t trust him.  And I do trust him.  I think.  At least I did before he was being blackmailed, which is hardly his fault.  Still, this hacker business is grating on my nerves like an itch that won’t quit.  “You swear you won’t help them?”

“I swear.  So, what’s the plan for getting to the memorial?”

I suppose I’ll let him change the subject for now.  “Well, I’m getting dressed with Em, Lia and Shar at chez Lia.  We were thinking Jim could pick you up then come drive him, Emma, you and me.  That way, you don’t have to borrow your mother’s car.  And Juliana will just have to drive Lia and Shar in hers.  Sound cool?”

He nods slightly a few times.  “Makes sense.  Maybe I can get Jim to teach me a spell after school.  Think Lia will still come?”

“Yeah.  Even if she’s guilt-ridden, I’m sure she’ll still feel obligated to pay her respects.  I think so anyway.”

He half-smiles.  “That’s cool.  I wouldn’t want her to stay home then regret not going for the rest of her life.”

I sigh.  “Yeah.  I was actually gonna teleport to their apartment and insist she let me help her.”

“You really think you could go all the way from here to their place?  That has to be at least a mile.”

“I’ve never gone that far before, but I think so, yeah.  Maybe I’ll stop at Happy Acccidents and get us all lattes on the way so I don’t overexert myself.  That might perk Lia up a little.”

He thinks for a second then he shakes his head no.  “I’d wait and ask Emma and Shar first.  They’ve known Lia much longer.  They’d have a better idea how she’d react.  I mean, Li did decline your help this morning.  I can see her knocking you out with a lightning bolt if you just show up and try to force your help on her.”

I shrug.  “I suppose it could seem like I’m imposing.  But I highly doubt she’d fry my ass.”

“Well, if you are going to do it, I’d wait until lunch so me and the Scooby Gang are the only ones who’ll miss you.  You don’t want to miss class and get detention today.”

I nod.  “That I do not.”  Here’s hoping Lia doesn’t off herself by lunch.


CHAPTER THIRTY THREE

EMMA

 

I haul ass to Mr. Solomon’s biology classroom and I’m the first student to arrive.  I approach his desk where it looks like he’s grading yesterday’s quizzes.  “Mr. Solomon?” I ask.  Not that I want to chat with him.  He’s just not a very warm person.  At least that’s the impression I have from being in his class Monday and Tuesday.  I suppose I may have judged him prematurely.

His eyes flick to me for a second then he returns his attention to the papers.  “Yes, Ms. McGlinchey-Beaulieu?  What can I help you with?”

“Well, I want to write for the school paper.  But they’re making me write an article about the frog incident as a test of sorts.”

He finally looks at me.  “For a writing sample?”

“Yes.  But if they like it, they said they’ll print it.  So, it won’t be just for that.”

“And how does this involve me?”

“I want to interview you.  Get your thoughts about it.  Kind of seems essential for the piece since it happened during your class.  I’d also like to speak with a few students and get their take on it.”

“When is the article due?”

I hate to say it, but... “It’s due tomorrow.”

“I suppose I could make myself available at lunch.”

“That would be awesome,” I say.  Wicked awesome.

He looks up at me and doesn’t say anything until we make eye contact.  “I just need some assurance from you that you’re not out to make me look like a fool.”

I nod twice.  “You have it.  You’ll be the voice of reason.  I mean, how could you not?  You’re the science expert.” [Unless, of course, your theory about what happened is fucking absurd and doesn’t make sense.  If you put your foot in your mouth, that’s your own fucking fault.]

A thin smile forms on his face.  “Well, have a seat before class starts and I’ll see you at lunch.”

“One more thing.  Do you think I could talk to a few students at the end of class?  I mean, if you tell them they have to talk to me then they will.  But if I just try to approach them on my own they’ll just, you know, tell me where to go.”

“If we finish the lesson in time.  But only if.” [If you really want my article to make you sound smart, we’d better fucking finish in time.]

“Fair enough.”  I smile and give him an evil grin.  He doesn’t notice, however, his head buried in our quizzes again.

The second bell rings.  I turn and see that the classroom is nearly full now, save for my desk, which I hurry over to, taking a seat next to Jim.  I lean in close to him and whisper in his ear, “I want to blow you so hard right now.”  I suppose it’s true, but I’m mostly fucking with him.

He grins.  “Maybe I can stay over tonight?”

“We’ll see how late we get back from the memorial.  I do need a little sleep, you know.”  I’m still crushing on January and would rather go down on her, but I want to hold Jim’s interest, too, in case nothing happens there.  [Although it fucking better.  I deserve to find out if can actually go through with doing a girl.] Not that I intend to break up with Jim even if it does.  I still think he’s my soulmate.  I just think January might be my soulmate, too.  Like Juliana once said, I’ve come to believe that people can have more than one.  Even at the same time.  Many of them are meant to be lovers, but some of them are our best friends.  Lia and Shar, for example, are my platonic soulmates.  No doubt.  I guess I’m just trying to figure out which type January is.  Come to think of it, I don’t even know if humans and fairies can be soulmates to each other.

We finish the lesson fifteen minutes before class gets out.  Very cool.

“You can start on your homework now, but Ms. McGlinchey-Beaulieu needs to interview a few of you for the school paper.  So, if she taps you on the shoulder, kindly go to the back of the room and answer her questions.”

I bring up the conversation recorder app on my phone and head to the back of the class, tapping Lorelei Jameson on the shoulder.  She’s one of the most popular girls at school, second only to Stephanie Scalding, but they’re not really friends.  Each has their own pack of girls who worship them.  They seem to co-exist peacefully, though, which is surprising when you think about how high school cliques usually treat each other.

“So, what’s this about exactly?” Lorelei asks as we sit.

“It’s about the frog incident.  The school paper said I have to do something on it if I want to write for them.”

The corners of her mouth rise ever so slightly.  “I used to write for the school paper.”

That’s interesting.  “Why’d you stop?”

“I wrote for them freshmen year when I didn’t have many friends.  Part of sophomore year, too.  But then I got my braces off, bought some new clothes and had a hair make over.”

“And you got popular?”

“Yeah, basically.”  What a stupid reason to stop writing.  I should credit her as Miss Superficial.

“Makes sense,” I lie to get on her good side.  “So, getting to the article, what point in the dissection were you at when the frogs started waking up?”

She smirks.  “I wasn’t at any point.  I hadn’t even pinned mine to my board.  I just felt so bad for the things.”

I nod. “Me, too.  So, what do you think happened with them?”

Her forehead dips and a serious expression forms on her face as she thinks – or pretends to – for a moment. “Maybe they were drugged and it wore off during class?”

“That’s a good theory,” I admit.  I hadn’t thought of that. [Probably because I know the real way the little fuckers were resurrected.]

“Any idea what they might’ve drugged them with?”

“Not really.  I know they give ketamine to animals, but I’m not sure if they can give it to something as small as a frog.”

“Maybe if it was wicked diluted,” I say.  “Any idea who would’ve pulled such a prank?”

“Brian Colpatrick was pretty amused by it.  And he started acting weird before it even happened.  Like he knew what was coming.  But don’t print that.”

“Yeah, no, that was just for my own curiosity.”  A lie, bien sûr. [I’ll print what I fucking want.]

“Hey, didn’t the frogs wake up at your table first?”  Is she accusing us of something?

“I think so, yeah.  But I can assure you, we had nothing to do with it.” [Lying to her is so easy.  Kind of fun, actually.]

She leans over the table and speaks barely louder than a whisper.  “Well, I wouldn’t try too hard to blame anyone or people might think you have something to hide.”

“Good point.”  This I’m not lying about.

I thank her and she returns to her seat.

Who should I interview now?  Maybe one of the Donatello twins?  People are fascinated by them and I bet they’d be interested in reading their thoughts about Frogger 2016.  I’m curious to hear their take on it myself.  Symphony and Muse – the twin’s actual names – are Sati Jensen’s lemmings.  She’s the queen of the goths, who wear black even more than our little coven.  Malheureusement, she isn’t in this class.  Oh, I just had an idea!  Instead of just calling them the goths, we should call them the Blackhearts.  That’s clever, right?  Well, I think so and that’s all that matters!

I get up and go tap Symphony Donatello on the shoulder.  She’s the one who wears very little jewelry, whereas Muse wears more than Johnny Depp.  It’s the only way I can tell them apart, being that they’re identical twins.

Symphony avoids making eye contact with me as she gets up and we head to the back and sit down.

“So, what the hell is this anyway?” she asks.  Our eyes finally meet but then she looks away.

“I’m writing about the frog incident for the paper.  That’s why I’m interviewing some students.  To get people’s theories.”

“The frogs that Mr. Solomon gave us all came from one big jar, right?  So, maybe someone dumped the stinky shit out and put water in it.”  She makes eye contact again, but this time she actually gives me a thin smile.

I smile back.  “But how do you explain the fact that the frogs looked dead before they all started springing to life?”

She crosses her arms in front of her.  “I don’t know.  Maybe they put Valium in the water to make them go into a deep sleep?”  Not the worst theory, but that wouldn’t explain the fact that the frogs would’ve been dead in the formaldehyde before they replaced it with water.  However, I know the only explanation is magick and I can’t expect her to say that.

My jaw clenches shut on me for a moment.  “Had you already cut your frog before it woke up or whatever?”

She frowns.  “No.  I just had its back two legs pinned.”

“What was your reaction when the Valium wore off and the frog started moving?” I should’ve asked Lorelei that, too.  That’s what I get for not having my questions in front of me, thinking I could rely on my memory.

Symphony scratches the side of her head.  “I was shocked.  Like everyone else.”

“Did you stay startled or did you wind up laughing about it?”  That must be one of my other questions.

“I was pretty stunned and basically stayed that way.  I might’ve laughed a little, but it was nervous laughter.”

“I get it.”  I nod.  “I’m not going to print your answer to this, or even tell a soul what you say, but I have to ask, who do you think would’ve pulled such a prank?”

“I have no idea.  It’s the sort of thing me and my friends would do, but we didn’t.”

“You’re sure?  This is off the record.” [I know it wasn’t her and her friends, but I want to see the bitch sweat.]

She starts tapping her right index finger against the desk.  “Yeah.  We’re all about animal rights so we didn’t touch those frogs.”

“Are you a member of Peta?”

“Pet what?  I don’t know what that is.”

“That’s OK.  We’re good then.  Thanks for talking to me.”

“Not like I had a choice,” she says and glares at me before she heads back to her seat.  And here I thought we were going to be besties.

Now I need to interview a guy.  I think I’ll go with Jamie Finestein.  He’s a real wise ass and if I didn’t know better he’d probably be who I’d suspect.  But whatever dumb explanation he gives me should be funny.  Or at least make people laugh at what an idiot he is when they read it.    I go tap him on the shoulder but he just keeps doodling on the back of a notebook.  Currently, he’s drawing the Metallica logo.  That I can make out, but the other band names are all death metal or whatever, those messy logos you can’t read unless you already know the band names.  Reminds me of when I met Jim and he said he was in a black metal band and I didn’t realize he was joking.  That makes me smile, but being ignored is aggravating the heck out of me.

“Dude, I want to interview you,” I say, tapping his shoulder again.

He shakes his head and still doesn’t look at me.  “Not interested.”

“That just makes me want to interview you more.”  I force a smile, which he sees because he finally glances at me.  “So, how about it?”

He doesn’t say anything.  He looks at Miles Manning and Brian Shure to get their reaction.

Miles shrugs.

Brian laughs a little.  “Go for it, dude.”

Mr. Solomon gives Jamie the evil eye and seals the deal.

“Fine.  Whatever.”  Jamie finally gets up and follows me to the back of the room.  We sit.  He leans back so that his chair tilts away from the desk with the front two legs in the air.

[Fall, fall, fall.  Fall right on your skinny ass.]  It’s hardly a spell, but it works.  He immediately falls backwards and nails the back of his head on the floor. [Score!]  What’s gotten into me today?  That was just plain mean.  It is pretty funny, though.  Mr. Solomon looks over and shakes his head.

“You OK?” I ask.  I’d apologize, but he has no idea that I had anything to do with it.  Besides, the way he was leaning back like that, he probably would’ve fallen anyway.  If not today, then some other day.  Eventually, it would’ve happened and he’d think twice about sitting like that again.  So, I just accelerated his learning process. That’s hardly a mortal sin, right? [Not that I’m worried about sinning right now.  Catholic guilt has lost its hold on me.] At least temporarily.

“Yeah,” he says, rubbing the back of his head as he gets up. [That’ll teach him to be such a wise ass punk.]“Can you still do the interview?  I’d really like to get your thoughts.” I sound genuinely interested even though I really could give a crap what he thinks.

“Fine.  Whatever,” he says, sitting properly now.

“So, had you pinned down your frog before it started moving?”

“I had its back legs pinned.  After it started moving, I pinned the front legs, too, and watched it squirm.”  He smirks and laughs a little under his breath.

“Why’d you do that?” I’m horrified.  And glad I made him fall on his ass.

He rubs his chin.  “I didn’t want to let the do-gooders whose stunt it was win.”

“What do you mean by do-gooders?”

“Animal rights activists.  Peta people.  You know what I mean.”  Great, at least one student here has heard of Peta.  Also, I think he’s a fucking prick for doing that.

“How do you think they did it?” I ask.

He yawns.  “I have no idea.  I wasn’t interested enough to come up with theories.”

I bet he knows some of the theories going around school.  “What are people saying about it?”

“Some people think Mr. Solomon did it.”  He smiles proudly.

“Why do they think that?” I ask.

“Well, ‘cause he’s the only one who would’ve been smart enough to pull it off.”

Good point, but I have to play devil’s advocate.  “But he totally freaked out when it was happening.”

“He probably didn’t expect it to cause that much commotion.”  He lifts his hands above his head and stretches. [Could the moron show more signs of boredom?]  Another good point, though.  And I was expecting him to be a complete dunce.

I fake laugh.  “What else are people saying?”

“That it could’ve been the twins.”

“Why would they do that?”

“They’re always wearing ‘meat is murder’ shirts and shit.  No way they wanted to cut up those frogs.”

“What do you think is the most likely theory?”

“Like I said, I didn’t waste my time trying to come up with theories.”

“Right.  Just out of curiosity, did anyone blame me and my friends?”

“No.  You girls had no problem killing people when it was necessary.  So, I guess everyone figures you wouldn’t have an issue with cutting up a few frogs.”

“Well, I think I have enough now.” I force a smile.

He gets up and heads back to his desk.

I don’t know if I should be relieved or angry that nobody has suspected us.  The idea that we had “no problem” killing people is offensive.  I fucking hate how some people view us as murderers. [I get so pissed off about it, I wish I could round up everyone who thinks that and hypnotize them.  Push ‘we acted in self-defense’ on them.  And if it doesn’t work, I could always slaughter them.] No, that’s not what I’d do.  Maybe I’d turn into Ms. Electricity and threaten to juice anyone who ever says anything about us being murderers ever again. [But if anyone dares to say it again after that I’d totally juice them.  Then I’d bring them back to their houses, put knives in their hands and stick them in electric outlets.  Make it look like they committed suicide.  That would be hilarious.]

My Goddess, what am I thinking today?  I know I’m stressed about the memorial, since it’s my fault Kat’s dead and all, yet I’m not freaking out about it like Lia.  It’s so weird how she’s acting.  I guess shit just built up in her head.  Like it’s building up in mine, apparently.  Except instead of hating myself today, I’m having all these nasty thoughts about various people.  Every other word I think is getting to be “fuck.”  What the fuck is up with that?  Also, my pentacle necklace is supposed to prevent me from doing black magick and knocking him over certainly wasn’t white magick. Wonder how that happened?

I press my hand against my shirt, expecting to feel the pentacle under it, but it’s not there.  I grab the front of my shirt and look down inside, just to be sure.  No necklace.  Where could I have lost it?  I thought I was wearing it when I took a shower this morning.  Maybe it got caught on a towel?  Although I usually go around it when I dry off specifically so it won’t get hooked on one.  I hope it didn’t fall off here.  I need to find it and put it back on already before I pull a Carrie and destroy the whole school.


CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR

SHAR

 

I’m the first person to arrive for art class.  Ms. Gregory isn’t even in the room.  We’re working on easels today, doing acrylic paintings, so I head to the back of the room so I can try to save our usual spots for Em, Jim, Jan, Pete and I.  It feels so weird being here without Li.  It’s been ages since one of us was in school without the other.  I hope she’s OK at home.  An hour ago she texted me that she had taken 2mg of Ativan and was going to try to take a nap.  Hopefully, my sweet is asleep right now.

Other students start coming into the classroom and I’m relieved when Em appears at the end of our row.  “Salut!” she says.

“Salut.”  I sigh.  “Think I can stand between you and January today since Li isn’t here?”

“D’accord.”  Now she’s speaking my language!  That basically means “OK with me.”

I half-smile.  “Merci beaucoup.”

The others arrive and it’s fine with everyone if I am in between Em and Jan like I wanted.  The order is: Jim, Em, Me, Jan, Pete.  Super!

“I’d like you to try to paint a person today,” Ms. Gregory says.  “You can paint whoever you want.  A celebrity, your best friend, your girlfriend, a historical figure – you decide.  But I don’t want anything mean-spirited.  So, no drawing weird paintings of people that portray them negatively.  We’re here to discover our inner artists, not to hurt your fellow students.  Understood?”

“Can we paint people naked?” the would-be rapist Byron Colpatrick asks, trying to make people laugh.  But only a few do.

“You could,” Ms. Gregory says.  “But you can’t paint your fellow students nude.  That would constitute child pornography and I’d have to report you to the police.  But if you want to paint Marilyn Monroe or someone else over 18 naked then have at it. But no sex acts.  As always, you’re free to talk quietly while you work, but if you’re talking and you’re not painting I reserve the right to give detentions.”

“Who are you gonna paint?” January asks me.

“Think it would cheer Lia up if I paint her portrait?  I have plenty of photos in my phone to refer to.”  Hundreds of them, in fact.  I can never bring myself to delete any, this even though I have them backed up on my laptop.

January thinks for a moment before she speaks.  “Yeah.  I mean, we all know she’s the best artist out of all of us, but I don’t think that would prevent her from enjoying a painting of herself done by you.  I’m sure she’d be very flattered and treasure it.”

I nod.  That makes sense.  “Thanks.  And if it comes out shitty, I can always just stick it in the back of my closet where she’ll never see it.”

“As long as you have a back up plan, eh?” Em says to me with a shit eating grin that reminds me of Li.

I laugh.  “Yeah, something like that.”

“So, I have a question for you guys,” January says, facing Me, Em and Jim; Pete is behind her.

“Shoot,” Em says.  She always wants to hear January’s ideas, as one does when they’re infatuated with someone.

Whatever Jan is about to say, she’s quite excited about it.  “So, I was just thinking that I could skip lunch and make my way to Happy Accidents and bring Lia and Juliana lattes.”

“Sounds good to me,” Em says.  “I have to spend lunch interviewing Mr. Solomon for my article about the frog revival.”

January looks at me.  Of course, she wants my blessing since I’m Li’s girlfriend.  I have to think about it for a minute before I answer.  “It probably couldn’t hurt.  But maybe don’t offer to ease her anxiety again.  If she thinks that’s the only reason you’re there then she’ll just get frustrated.  Also, she might be asleep because she was taking something and trying to take a nap an hour ago.”

January nods and smiles. “That’s cool.  I’d offer to take you with me, but I know you have little experience with that kind of candy and I just wouldn’t be able to make it from here to Happy Accidents carrying someone.  We’d have to make a few extra stops to play it safe.  And then we might not be back by the time lunch is over.”

I shrug.  “I get it.  You just go and make sure you’re back in time.”

January looks at Jim, who’s already painting and doesn’t notice until Em nudges him with her elbow.

“What?” he asks.

Em pokes him in the arm with her finger.  “January wants your input.”

Jim looks at January.  “Yeah, no, I think bringing her something from the café sounds good.  Bring her a sweet carb.”  I guess he was paying attention.

“Right,” January says then she turns to me and asks, “What kind of pastries does Lia like?”

I laugh a little.  “I don’t think Li has ever met one she doesn’t like.  But she especially loves their marshmallow donuts and gooey cinnamon rolls.”

January nods.  “Got it.”  Then she looks at Pete.  “Still cool with you if I go?”

He frowns. “I already told you, it sounds cool to me.”

January gives him a quick peck on the cheek and he smiles.  I notice that she doesn’t blush, however, unlike when she talks about Em.  So, that’s probably not good news for Pete.

“What did club hacker want with you yesterday anyway?” Em asks Pete.

“Nothing legal, which is why I didn’t help them.  But they’ve threatened to tell the school how I hacked their system to get us in if I don’t change my mind.  So, I don’t know what to do.”

“Want me to deal with them?” Jim asks.

Blood immediately rushes to Em’s face and she looks irate.  “Like how you dealt with the a-holes at Noah’s?”

Jim gives Em a disappointed look.  “I would’ve thought you’d trust me not to go overboard like that again.”

Em puts her arms around his hips and pulls him closer to her.  “Sorry.  I do trust you.  I just don’t want things to escalate to the point that they did before.”

Jim sighs.  “I know.  Nobody does.  Me included.”

Pete raises his voice.  “Listen, everyone, I appreciate that Jim wants to help, but these are my type of people and I’m sure I’ll come up with the best way to deal with them.”

Jim leans over so he can face Pete.  “Well, you think about it and we can talk about it at lunch.  Cool?”

Pete nods a couple of times.  “Yeah.  Hey, can we work on candy after school while the girls get ready for tonight?”

Jim smiles.  “Sounds like a plan.”

We make small talk as we continue painting.  I paint Lia using a photo I took of her with a sunset in the background as my reference.  It’s comes out really, really nice. I don’t think I quite got her nose right, but I nailed her eyes and it definitely looks like her.

“She’s gonna love it,” Em says to me.

I smile.  “I hope so.”

January paints a bunch of fairies flying around some flowers together.  I guess they’re humanoid enough that Ms. Gregory will consider them people.  One looks like January herself with butterfly style wings that have ladybug markings on them.  “Do you want to fly with other fairies like that?”

January shrugs.  “I’d just like to meet one other fairy.”

I nod.  “I can understand that.”

Em paints Supergirl except she gives her wavy, strawberry blonde hair, just slightly lighter than January’s fiery red hair.

Jim takes a good look at her painting.  “I didn’t realize you were a Supergirl fan.”

Em sighs. “I just didn’t know what to paint.”

Jim paints his late sister Amy.

“She looks beautiful,” Em says.

Pete paints a cyborg.  I think he based it on January, but it’s hard to see her with the robotics all over her body.  Even half of her face is covered with metal.  She laughs at it, but I find myself wondering if that’s his fantasy, being the techie that he is.  I’m sure she must be wondering the same.


CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

JANUARY

 

After the bell rings at the end of art, our group hangs out in the back row until the other students are gone then I blink and I’m standing in a restroom stall at Happy Accidents.  It’s not like I could just appear at the register in front of other customers or sitting at some stranger’s table.  Not without freaking people the fuck out.  I’m just lucky nobody was in the stall I appeared in!  That sure would’ve been awkward.

It doesn’t sound like there’s anyone else in the restroom, but I very quietly push the stall door open a little and peak.  I don’t want to have to hypnotize anybody else like the goths this morning.  Fortunately, there’s no one in the restroom after all.  I exit the stall and head for the door.

Now I’m in line behind a few people who don’t look much older than I do.  They’re probably college freshmen, Lowell being the big college city that it is now.  I still don’t think I want to go to a university myself.  I’m sure I could just ask Pete to make me a diploma from somewhere if I wanted something to hang on the wall.  I’m sure he could hack the school and make it look like I was a student there for four years, too.  It’s not that I’m opposed to learning, mind you.  I’m just opposed to winding up a hundred grand in debt just from attending a mediocre college. A mediocre college where I’ll be forced to study things that don’t even pertain to my major just because the powers that be mandate that you have to study more mathematics, for example.  And I’m good at math.  It’s just not something I want to specialize in for the rest of my life.  I fully intend to graduate high school and never do algebra again.  Ever.

My turn in line.  Just as the pretty barista is about to ask what I want that owner dude Emma knows comes over and puts a tray of muffins on a rack behind the counter.

“Excuse me,” I say to him and make the just a minute hand gesture to the barista.

He turns and looks at me, but he doesn’t recognize me.

I speak louder than usual to be sure he understands me.  “Hi, I’m friends with Emma, Lia and Shar.  Remember me?”

He nods.  “Oh, yes, I recall you coming here with them before.”

I know Emma said what his name was, but it slips my mind.  “I can’t remember your name.”

“Vincent,” he says and offers me his hand.

We shake.  “I’m January.”

He smiles.  “What a lovely name.”

“Thanks.”

“So, what can I do for you?”

“Well, Lia is home sick and I’m here to get her something to cheer her up.  I know she likes the marshmallow donuts and cinnamon rolls.  So, I’ll take two of each, but I can’t remember what she drinks.”

“Lia?  She likes our caramel latte but she also gets a mocha once in a while.”

I smile.  “Then I’ll take two of each.”  I figure Lia can have what she wants and Juliana and I will choose between the others.

“Do you want those hot or iced?” the barista asks me.

I look at Vincent.

“Lia and her friends usually get them iced,” he says.

I nod.  “Then let’s go with that.”

Vincent asks me to tell Lia he hopes she feels better before he goes out back.

The barista rings me up and it comes to $31.50.  Suffice to say, it’s a good thing I haven’t had the chance to spend my allowance lately.

Once everything is ready, I put the pastry bag on top of the drink tray and carefully carry it out of the café.  Thank Goddess a kind elderly gentleman holds the door open for me.  I head around the building, figuring I can teleport to Lia’s unseen from behind the dumpster but when I head back there I’m shocked to discover the last two people I ever expected to see again; the man and woman who robbed and stabbed me to death.  I almost drop the drinks and pastries as I shudder.

‘Well, well, well, look who it is,” the woman says and her and the man laugh.  They’re sitting on the ground, sharing a bottle of alcohol. It’s in a bag, but I can smell it from where I’m standing five feet away.  It’s something minty and it makes the inside of my nose burn.  They also reek of urine and B.O. and I have to fight the urge to gag.

“You got something for us, sweetie?” the guy asks in an imposing way as they both stand up.

“Just a minute,” I mutter and take a step backwards.  I don’t know what to do.  I could just teleport away.  Nobody’s going to believe a couple of homeless drunks if they tell them about some girl vanishing.  But maybe I should incinerate them first?  All I can think about now is wanting them dead.  Wanting them to burn.  As Emma would say, merde, merde, merde.  Shit, shit, shit.  I want revenge, but I also don’t want to risk spilling the drinks so I shut my eyes and envision myself in Lia and Juliana’s living room and when I open them I’m standing right there.  Whew.

Juliana bolts up from where she was sitting on the couch, startled by the fact that I just appeared between her and whatever she was watching on TV.  Unfortunately, she drops her laptop in the process.  Needless to say she looks pissed.  “Shit!  January, what the hell?”

“Sorry,” I say as I step over to the snack bar and put the drinks and pastries down.  “I brought goodies from Happy Accidents.  Hoping to cheer Lia up.”

“Well, thanks,” Juliana says as she picks up the laptop and places it on the coffee table before she comes over and we sit down at the snack bar.

“I need your advice,” I say, slightly out of breath.

“OK,” she says calmly.

I can’t get the words out fast enough.  “Well, when I went behind the café to teleport here I ran into the man and woman who stabbed me and left me to die.  And I want to go back there right now and turn them into human sparklers.”

“I imagine that would make quite the scene.”

“I suppose.  But if I leave them be then they can go around killing more innocent people.  I should’ve found them as soon as I came back and made sure they couldn’t hurt anyone else.”

“It wouldn’t be your fault if they did.  I hope you know that.”  Normally, I find her voice to be so relaxing.  But it’s failing to calm me down right now.

“I want them dead so bad.”  I slam my fists against my legs.

“What about talking to the police?”

I shake my head.  “I barely have a scar left and it was months ago.  I doubt the cops would just take my word for it.”

She rubs my shoulder. “Any idea what Hannashurie would want you to do?”

“Well, if they hadn’t killed me then she wouldn’t have made me a fairy.”  I have to admit that much.  “But at the same time, Hannashurie gave me my gifts to help me and my friends.  So, you know what, I think she’d want me to torch them.”

“You’re positive it’s them?”

“The woman is wearing the same filthy clothes.”

“Ah.  Well, you could go torch them, but I think it would be better if you stayed here and talked to Lia.  I’m sure you could find them again sometime if you look.”

I want to help Lia, but I also don’t want those two psycho drunks to hurt anyone else.  And, you know what, they ought to pay for what they did to me.  They left me for dead so I should leave them for dead, too.  That’s it.  My mind’s made up.  “I’ll be right back.”

 

 


CHAPTER THIRTY SIX

EMMA

 

I stop at my locker and grab the PB & J I made this morning and my afternoon books before I head into the restroom.  I need to call my mother before I interview Mr. Solomon.  I told her what was happening with Priscilla in a text message earlier and asked her to call and see if she can have visitors yet.  I figure if they say yes then that’ll mean they didn’t find her DNA on the knife.  If they say she can’t, well, I’ll try not to assume the worst.

Unfortunately, the restroom is crowded so I go to the one free corner, put my backpack down and call Mom’s cell.

“Hi, Em,” she answers.  “I only have a minute.”  She must be at her law office.

“Sorry,” I say. “Did you have a chance to call the hospital?”

“I did and they said she isn’t accepting visitors right now.”

My shoulders jerk, making my cervical spine crack a few times.  “What does that mean?”

“Probably just that she wants some alone time.  I wouldn’t read anything negative into it.”

“I know.  It’s just, that could mean she wants alone time, like you said, or it could mean they’re not allowing her to have visitors still.”

“Sorry, Em.  I asked which it meant and the woman I spoke with said she didn’t know.”

I feel my jaw tightening.  “Ah.  Merde.  Maybe I’ll try calling her room?  Guess that’s what I should’ve had you do instead of asking reception about her visitor status.”

Fuck!  I know I seem to be the only one, but I’m worried sick about Priscilla and Krystal.  Ever since my Great Grandmother Ruth told me to watch out for them, I’ve felt a pressing need to help them.  I know I need to chill already, but that’s easier said than done. [Besides, I saved their lives.  In most traditional cultures, that would mean I’m now responsible for them.]

I call the hospital.  I know the number by heart since my father is their chief cardiology, but I have it programmed into my phone anyway.

“Greater Lowell Hospital,” a receptionist says, answering on the second ring.

“Yes, could you please connect me to Priscilla Hatfield’s room?”

“May I ask who’s calling?  She’s only accepting certain calls.”

Wonder what that means.  “Emma McGlinchey-Beaulieu.  She might have me down with only one of my last names.”

“Just a second.”

She sends me to Muzak, which is playing some awful Ed Sheeran ballad I’ve heard a million times, and I start biting a hangnail off my left thumb.  Might as well get something done while I’m waiting.

Just as the skin finally breaks, which hurts like a motherfucker, the receptionist comes back.  “Yes, you are on the list, Emma.  I’ll connect you right away.”

The phone rings.  And rings.  And rings.  Then someone picks up.

“Hello?” Priscilla says, sounding tired.

I try to sound as upbeat as possible.  “Hey, it’s Emma.  I was just trying to find out if you can have visitors now or what’s going on?”

“Everything is fine now.  My DNA, which the FBI explained to me at length, wasn’t on the knife she used.  They said I was never really a suspect because nobody would be stupid enough to lock themselves in a cell so long that their muscles atrophied like mine.”

“Good point,” I say and let out a sigh of relief.  “So, how are you doing?”

“OK, I guess.  They’ve had me see two therapists but I told them both off.”

“Why?”

“I guess they didn’t seem that interested in me as a person.  They were approaching me like a test subject.  And I felt like half their questions weren’t actually coming from them.  Like the FBI was feeding them things to ask me.”

“I wouldn’t put it past them.  But, unfortunately, I have to let you go.  I need to go interview my biology teacher for the school paper.  But I’ll be by to see you tomorrow night.”

“You can’t come tonight?” She sounds surprised.  She must not remember me telling her about the memorial.

“Tonight I have that memorial for my friend.  Why don’t you see if you can go visit with Krystal this afternoon?”

“Oh, I overheard the FBI saying she went home from the hospital today.”

Son of a fucking bitch!  Exactly what I didn’t want to happen.  “OK, I’ll call her there later.”

“Thanks for checking on me, Emma.”

“Not a problem,” I say.  “Talk to you tomorrow.”

I put my phone back in my pocket, feeling shitty because I can’t visit Priscilla tonight.  But surely she can go one night without me. [Or maybe she’ll burn the hospital down to the ground?] No, she has all of the nurses and doctors to look over her and the FBI to protect her.  How much trouble could she get into? [Again, maybe she’ll torch the fucking hospital?  And maybe if that happens Dad will spend more time with me?] I’m sure Priscilla will be fine tonight. [Do I really fucking believe that?]  My biggest concern right now is Krystal.  I think they’re sending her home too soon.  I feel like she should have had a week of daily therapy and maybe even psychiatric observation before she was brought home and left to her own devices.  I’m sure her parents will keep a close eye on her, though.  Besides, I don’t think she’d hurt herself.  She just misses her friends like crazy.  I wish I could call her right now, but Mr. Solomon must be wondering where I am and I don’t want to piss him off.  In any case, now the restroom is empty.  I duck in a stall, pee, wash my hands and I’m off to question Mr. Solomon.

 

 

 

 

 

 


CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN

JANUARY

 

I blink and I’m back behind Happy Accidents where my murderers are sitting down again, nursing their bottle of booze.

“I’m back!” I proclaim.  Loudly.

They look pretty startled to see me this time.  I guess my disappearing and reappearing out of thin air must be pretty disturbing.  Then again, these assholes are so drunk they just flinch a few times.

I produce little fire balls in the palms of my hands as they stand up.  “Did you know you killed me?”

“You don’t look dead to me, dearie,” the woman says, sliding her right hand into a side pocket on her filthy pink sweater – the one she had on when they killed me.

“Yeah, that’s kind of a miracle.  And, see, I was sent back with powers.” I open my hands and make the fireballs grow larger.

The woman just blinks twice, but the man stumbles back and only manages to remain standing by leaning against the building.

“What’s that?  A magic trick?” the woman asks.  She looks more confused than scared.  In fact, she doesn’t get any closer to me, but she isn’t backing away from me either.

I force a smile.  “It’s magick all right.  Magick with a fucking k.”

She takes her hand out of her pocket, revealing a large survival knife.  The type where one edge is razor sharp and the other edge is serrated, which means it does even more damage coming out than going in.  “How about you put your magic trick away and fork over your wallet?”

I shake my head no.  “Oh, I said it was magick.  But I didn’t say it was a trick.”

She stretches her arm out, pointing the knife at me.  “I’m not playing any tricks either.”

“I’d leave her be,” the guy says.  Either he’s scared or he hasn’t had enough booze because he’s sweating and shaking, still bracing himself against the building. Hardly seems like the prick who stabbed me to death after the bitch robbed me.

The sorry ass bitch is the confident one today. “Oh no, she’s gonna pay up unless she wants to get stabbed sixty times.”

I almost smirk.  “How about you give me a few pounds of flesh?”

She makes a growling sound.  Yes, growling.  She sounds like an angry dog.

I chuckle for two seconds.  “No?  Then how about you give me all your flesh?”

She doesn’t say anything, but she moves ever so slightly and her eyes look psychotic so I don’t wait a second longer.  I hurl the fireball in my right hand at her.  But she manages to dodge it!  For a drunk, she suddenly has decent coordination.

I’m about to throw the fireball in my left hand at her when I blink and suddenly she’s in my face and the next thing I know she cuts my right hip.  Slices it right open.  I don’t know if I’d say she stabbed me exactly, but it’s a deep cut and it’s bleeding heavily.  I bet it’ll need stitches.  Well, that or it’ll take all my fairy juice to heal myself.

She pokes the knife in my direction again and I take a step back, but I trip on something and fall backwards... and hit the ground, landing on a broken bottle, pieces of which pierce my back.  Needless to say, they don’t tickle.  And before I can even concentrate to produce flames again, she’s on top of me, her knife pressed against my throat.  One false move and she could cut my jugular.  I don’t think I’d be able to heal myself quickly enough to survive that.  Thank Goddess, I can teleport.  So, I do exactly that, appearing in fairy mode a few feet behind her, hovering high enough in the air that she can’t reach me with that blade again.  Not unless she throws it at me.  Please, Hannashurie, don’t let her do that.

She gets up from the ground, wondering where the hell I went, when I whistle part of Guns ‘N’ Roses “Patience” at her.  A song I only know because my father loves the band.

“I’m gonna kill you, whatever you are!” she screams and saliva bursts out of her mouth in several directions.  Maybe she has rabies?  Fortunately, none of it hits me.

I inhale and concentrate and when I exhale my hands are on fire.  Enough with throwing fireballs, I shoot flames at her – flamethrower-style –  from the palms of my hands.  They’re tiny flames when they leave me, but the further they go, the larger they become, until they truly become weaponized flames.  I feel a tinge of guilt as they reach her chest and quickly spread from there.  And she screams at the top of her lungs.  It actually startles me.  But you might as well be covered in gasoline when fairy flames strike.  She yells about how she’s going to kill me, but it’s difficult to hear with the sound of the flames and her sizzling flesh.

My eyes flick to the guy, who manages to stand on his own, though he’s still trembling.  If he wasn’t the one who’d actually stabbed me I might have mercy on him, but there’s no way I’m letting a cold-blooded murderer go free.  If I did, I would be partially to blame if he killed anyone else.

“Wha  – wha – what are you?” he asks, blinking hard.  I’m sure he’s hoping that I’m a hallucination.

“I’m a motherfucking fairy,” I say.

“Please,” he pleads and turns his back to me.  He runs two steps before I torch him.

Now the two of them are screaming and stumbling about, covered in flames.  It’s like a scene from a wild music video.  I’m tempted to take out my phone and film it.  But that’s like asking to get caught so I don’t.

“You fucking bitch!” the woman yells so loud I can hear her as she collapses and hits the ground.

I might have set them on fire, but I’m not going to stick around and listen to their screams.  “Ciao assholes!”

 

I blink and I’m back in Lia and Juliana’s living room where Juliana is drinking one of the iced mochas and eating a marshmallow donut.  “Welcome back,” she says, only seeing me out of the corner of her eye.

“Thanks,” is all I can mutter.  As she turns on the stool and actually looks at me, her jaw drops.  I’m bleeding heavily from that gash on my hip.  I try to make it stop by pressing my hands against it, but instead it spurts all over the white wall a few feet away from me.

“January!” she says, getting up.

“It’s OK,” I say, barely louder than a whisper.  “I think my batteries are full.”  I place both of my hands over the wound and pray, please Hannashurie, let this work.  Don’t let those fuckers kill me again.

It takes a good thirty seconds, but then my hands feel warm and glow like when I’m healing someone else. It’s not the first time I’ve healed myself, but this wound went much deeper than I thought and I’d probably need surgery right now if I wasn’t healing myself.

Juliana still looks panicked.  “I should call 911.”

“No, no – just give me a minute.”  It takes more like three minutes, which feel like an eternity, the cut burning something fierce, but I continue healing myself until I don’t feel the pain anymore.  Well, not much.  When I finally remove my hands, the wound isn’t as long and the bleeding has slowed, but it’s certainly not healed all the way.  Now I’m kind of dizzy.  And I drop...

 

 


CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT

SHAR

 

I just went through the lunch line and bought Peanut Butter Cups and a salad with Thousand Island dressing.  It’s just going to be me, Jim and Pete at the table today.  That shouldn’t be too awkward.  Well, except for the fact that I’ve never spoken to either of them without any of the other girls present before.

As I’m walking over to our usual table, I pass the goths’ table and they all look at me and laugh.  One of the girls says to another, “With January?  The short one?”

“We’re telling you the truth,” Sati says.  “They were either fooling around or doing coke.”

“Probably both,” Muse says and smirks at me.

I hurry in the direction of our table as the goths laugh at me.  They sound like a bunch of hyenas and I wish someone would come along and break their noses right now, if only so they’d quit their snorting as they giggle.

Seriously, though, what the hell?  I thought January and I hypnotized them.  I certainly tried hard enough. And I felt like I was pushing my thoughts into their heads successfully because it happened the way it usually does.  At first the thoughts I’m pushing are loud, like listening to cranked up headphones, but as I continue pushing them, they fade until I can barely hear them, like I’ve transferred them from my mind into that of whoever I’m hypnotizing.

Maybe the problem was that we were trying to hypnotize the three of them at once and there were only two of us?  I suppose it could also be because we forgot to say what we were pushing on them out loud at the end; maybe that seals the deal?  Then there’s the other possibility: that they’re witches and/or psychics and were able to shield themselves from us.  But maybe I’m just considering that because they all wear black every day and that’s the case with many witches?

Regardless of how they weren’t hypnotized, now I’ll have to tell Li the whole school is going to think I’m cheating on her.  And that I do coke.  This is bad.  Even though Li will believe me when I say it’s not even remotely true, it’s still going to bother her when she hears people gossiping about me and Jan. To think I actually believed we’d be safe in this school.

I don’t even know why I should bother trying out for the swim team.  Seems like you can’t trust anyone around here.  Granted, I haven’t tried talking to that many new people, but they all seem like bitches and assholes from what I’ve observed.  Even the girls, who are supposed to mature faster than guys, are generally superficial and catty. Maybe it’s because of everything we’ve been through during the last few months, but I feel like my friends and I are at least a good five years more mature than the average student here.

“We need to take the GED and get the hell out of here,” I say as I take a seat across from Jim and Pete.

Jim looks baffled. “Why?  What’s up?”

“OK, so, this morning I was wicked sore from swimming last night and January healed me in the bathroom because she needed to put her hands on my head.”

“She told me about that,” Pete says.

“Well, did she tell you Sati Jensen and the Donatello twins were using the mirrors when we came out of the stall together?”

Pete nods.  “Yeah.”

“What happened there?” Jim asks.

I bite my top lip.  “January and I hypnotized them.  At least we thought we did.  But it didn’t work and they’re over there talking about us.  Saying I’m cheating on Li with January.”

Jim looks surprised by how upset I am.  “You know Li won’t believe that, don’t you?”

“I do.  But it’s bound to get on her nerves.  She doesn’t like being part of the rumor mill.  And neither do I.”  I have to resist the temptation to pull my own hair out.  I used to do that when I was a kid.  I guess it was my reaction to my parents pressuring me to get straight As.  I only quit because Li and Em would grab me by the wrist and stop me from doing it.

Pete’s forehead creases.  “When were you ever not part of the rumor mill?”

I have to think for a moment, but then it hits me.  “Before we started dabbling with candy.”

I tell Jim and Pete my theories about why Sati and the twins weren’t hypnotized.

Pete sounds very sure of himself.  “I bet they’re witches.”

Jim sounds certain, too.  “No, I think it was because there were three of them and only two of you.”

I start cracking my knuckles.  A nervous habit I’ve never been able to break.  “I wish the two of you would’ve agreed.”

“Well, what do you think is most likely?” Jim asks.

That’s the problem: all three of my theories seem sound.  “Maybe it’s a combination of two of them?”

Pete makes a fist and taps his thumb against his chin.  “What’s to say it’s not all three?”

“If you want to narrow it down, you could always go ask them if they’re witches.”  That’s not the worst idea Jim has ever had, but...

“What’s the point?  They could easily lie.”  Again, I feel like I can’t trust anyone at this school.  Outside of our little gang.

There’s a moment of silence before Pete changes the subject.  “Are you guys nervous about the memorial tonight?”

I shrug.  “I think I’m less worried about the memorial itself and more worried about how Li is going to get through it.”  Part of me is so worried about how she’ll react that I think she should stay home.  Otherwise, she might give a speech about how it’s her fault Kat died and make a scene.

Jim nods.  “Yeah, I’m more concerned about Emma getting through it than I am about myself.”

My eyes flicker to Pete. “What about you?”

Before he can answer, one of the guys from the group Em is calling “club hacker” stops and leans in close to him and says something in his ear.  I concentrate on hearing it and thanks to magick, I’m able to.  “We need you after school.  And don’t say you’re not helping us.  You know you want to.  And you wouldn’t like you and your friends to get expelled ‘cause you hacked the school.”  That said, the hacker heads back to his table.

Pete sighs heavily.  “You guys heard that, right?”

Jim puts his hand on Pete’s shoulder and nudges him a little.  “I think it’s time you let me deal with them.  Unless you’ve come up with a better idea.”

Pete shakes his head.  “I haven’t thought of a solution yet. But, trust me, they’d get the last word.”

Jim raises his voice.  “Well, you can’t help them.  You winding up in prison would be worse than us getting kicked out of here.”

“He has a point,” I say.

“I realize that,” Pete says. “But I doubt I’d get caught.  Especially since I’d be using their computers and they’d be running a double VPN.”

“So, it wouldn’t trace back to their IP address?”  That’s about the only question I could ask pertaining to hacking and I only know that much from watching Mr. Robot.

“Exactly.  The only way I’d be implicated would be if they somehow got caught and ratted me out, but hackers don’t do that to each other.”

Jim shakes his head.  “Hey, they’re already threatening to rat you out to the school.  So, if you’re all busted for hacking that credit union and they could take years off their sentences, I’m sure they’d blame you for everything.  Besides, you do one thing for them then they’ll use that against you. To twist you into doing more and more.”

Pete puts his hands over his ears and winces.  Either he has a headache or he’s incredibly frustrated.  Probably both.  Can’t say that I blame him.  He’s damned if he does and damned if he doesn’t.  That being the case, I think it would be better to be damned for not doing anything illegal.  After taking a couple of deep breaths, he lowers his hands and nobody says anything for a beat so I speak up.  “Pete, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I think you should let Jim deal with them.”

“Why?” Pete asks, disbelief registering on his face.

“Yeah,” Jim says. “You hated me for how I dealt with those assholes at Noah’s.”

He’s not wrong.  I still don’t fully trust him after that.  “I’m not saying you should use black magick on them.  Just, you know, scare them enough that they’ll back off.”

“What if they rat on me?” Pete asks.  “We’ll all be screwed.”

I shrug. “Again, it’s better to deal with the school now than the feds later.”

Pete swallows hard, his Adam’s apple protruding, but he doesn’t say anything.

A slight grin appears on Jim’s face as he says, “We’ll talk to them after school then.”


CHAPTER THIRTY NINE

LIA

 

I’m at Emma’s.  We’re in the kitchen.  Her mother is on the phone with 911.  Her father is on the floor. We were all eating double chocolate cake, celebrating her mother’s birthday, when her father stood up, put his hand on his chest, said “heart attack” and collapsed; he’d seemed perfectly fine before that.  Needless to say, my nerves are on high alert right now.

Emma immediately took action and is performing CPR on him, doing chest compressions at the moment.  Shar and I are standing beside them. We have an arm around each other’s back, not that it’s stopping us from worrying like crazy.

A loud, cracking sound rings through the room as Emma breaks one of his ribs and I wince.  “Damn it,” she says.  “Please wake up, Dad!”

“I wish there was something we could do,” Shar says to me.  Tears are pouring down her cheeks and her make up is running.

I swallow hard.  “Me, too.”

Emma checks her father’s pulse.  She looks at us and shakes her head no.  Then she starts doing chest compressions again.  She had amazing smokey eyes today, but her make up is a mess now, too.  She looks like she has a pair of black eyes.

Emma’s mom is still on the phone.  They must be having her stay on the line until help gets here.

My right eye itches so I quit biting my nails and rub it.  That’s when I realize there aren’t any tears on my face.  None.  I’m not crying.  Why is everyone crying but me?  Emma’s father is technically dead right now and I’m not shedding a tear?  What the fuck is wrong with me?  I’ve known him since I was seven!

I close my eyes and will myself to start crying.  Nothing happens.  Then I remember the surefire way to make myself cry and I think about my late pets.  The first one that comes to mind is my yellow parakeet Starbright.  They say parakeets don’t talk, but Starbright did.  I taught her to say “I want apple” and she only said it when she actually wanted apple.  What a smart one she was.  We’d let her fly around the apartment and she’d often linger on my shoulder for half an hour at a time. The morning I got up and found her dead in the bottom of her cage was one of the worst days of my life.  I was so upset my mother didn’t even send me to school. For the next three days.

I feel tears welling up in my eyes and open them.  That’s a start, but I need them to roll down my cheeks.  I want my make up to match Emma and Shar’s.  I think about Leo, my first cat.  He was black and looked like Emma’s Mister Black except he had a white spot on the tip of his tail.  He had the peculiar habit of lying with his head on his water bowl and he’d get his chin all wet every time.  Not that he cared.  He never seemed to mind water.  When I’d give him a bath, he’d get antsy, but he wouldn’t leap out of the tub.  He was such a good cat.  So was my second and only other cat, Mitsy.  She was actually a stray that hung around outside Emma’s house.  It took some convincing, but after asking twenty something times my mother finally said I could have her and she adapted to being an indoor cat almost overnight.  And she spent almost every night lying with her back to mine in my bed.  She was so domesticated that she didn’t even try to sneak out when we were bringing groceries in.

Now tears are pouring down my cheeks.  Shar and I look at each other and the right side of her mouth rises slightly.  It’s like she’s saying, good, you’re crying now.  That’s fine.  My lack of tears before probably made it look like I didn’t care and that’s not true.  I love Emma’s father.  He’s the only real father figure I’ve ever had.  I just remembered when he first took the training wheels off of my bike, which I kept at Emma’s. I fell and scraped my knee badly and he took care of it.  Hydrogen peroxide, Neosporin and quite the large bandage.  I may or may not have told him to make it a big one so my mother would take me out for ice cream when she picked me up.

Wait.  Why aren’t we using witchcraft?  The three of us combined should be able to do something to save Em’s dad.  “Guys, can’t we help him with magick?”

“Like a healing spell or something?” Shar asks.

Emma finishes giving her father a couple breaths and looks at me.  “You guys do magick.  I’m doing CPR.”

Shar and I look at each other as we slide our arms off of each others’ backs.

“Do you remember one?” Shar asks.

“Shit.  No.  Do you?”

“Kind of.  Just say what I say.  Lord and Lady, the highest of the high, the greatest of the great, please show your strength today and share it with Emma’s father.”

Shar says it with me as I repeat it.  Emma says it, too, while continuing to do chest compressions.

Shar continues.  “As you are impenetrable, please make Emma’s father impervious to all wounds and restore his heartbeat.”

We all say it together.  Then Shar says “so mote it be” and we all repeat it.  Emma’s mother says it, too, lowering the phone from her ear for a moment.

Emma is clearly getting tired.  She’s not pressing down as hard as she was a few minutes ago.

“Em, let me take over,” I say, getting down on the floor beside her.

She glares at me.

“Seriously.  I’ve been watching you.  I know what to do.  You’re getting too tired.  Let me help.”

“OK, thanks.” She stops the compressions and moves aside, though she remains sitting on the floor.  Shar sits beside her and wraps her arms around her.I check for a pulse.  He still doesn’t have one.  I give him two breaths then I start chest compressions.  I am determined to get him back.  I have to do that for Emma.  I can’t let her lose her father.  I continue until I’ve done 15 compressions then I check his pulse and... he has one!  “I’ve got a pulse!”

Emma leans over him.  “Dad, dad.  Can you hear me?”

He opens his eyes.  “Hear you?  I can smell your breath.”

Emma’s mother drops to the floor beside him, still holding the phone.  “You were gone, honey.  You had a heart attack.”

“It sure feels that way,” he says jokingly.

Everyone laughs.  Not heartily, of course, just a little.

 

I jolt awake in bed in my room.  It was just a dream?  I guess so. What a weird dream it was.  I hope to Lord and Lady that it wasn’t a premonition.  But at least it kind of had a happy ending.  Still, I wouldn’t want that to happen to Emma’s dad and her mother’s birthday is next week.  I’ll have to tell Emma about it.  Just in case.  If it was a premonition then she probably already knows.  The reason I’m inclined to think that it was just a dream is that last time our little coven had a premonition we could see each other, standing there, watching it happen.  We could talk to each other, too.  Granted, there’s no law that says they all have to go down that way now.  Although, it would be cool if they did.  I think they’ll be less harrowing if the three of us are standing there watching them take place together.

In spite of the dream ruffling my feathers, I feel much better now that I’ve had a nap.  I still feel like it’s my fault Kat is dead, but, yeah, I get that we all let her check for that trap, not just me.  I guess my guilt was just amplified this morning because I was tired from being awake most of the night with my racing thoughts.  Plus, I kept having flashbacks from the shooting every time I shut my eyes.

Now, I just have to figure out when to tell Emma about the dream.  I’m thinking tomorrow would be better than today since the memorial is tonight and everyone is already downtrodden.

I text Shar to see what she thinks: “Hey, love.  Had a nap, feeling better.  But I dreamed Emma’s dad has a heart attack at her mom’s b-day party.  Unless it was a premonition.  Did you just have one?”

She texts me back immediately.  “No, no premonition.  Did it feel like one?”

Me: “No, I guess not.  Anyway, we saved him so it had a happy ending.”

Shar: “Whew.  So your nap was otherwise good?”

Me: “Yes.  Sorry about this morning.  You know how I am when I’m sleep deprived.”

Shar: “Do I ever. Lol.”

Me: “I should probably tell Emma about the dream just in case, right?”

Shar: “Yeah.  The three of us don’t keep secrets from each other, you know?”

Me: “Well, she hasn’t told us she’s into January, but I feel you.  I think I should tell her tomorrow, however, with the memorial tonight.”

Shar: “I guess it can wait.  Her mom’s b-day isn’t until next week anyway.”

Me: “My thought exactly.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


CHAPTER FORTY

EMMA

 

I’m sitting at the desk right in front of Mr. Solomon’s, facing him.  He didn’t say anything about me running a little late.  It’s not like I was late for a class anyway.  Just an interview.

He’s eating an egg salad sandwich and I’m having my PB & J as I interview him.  My cellphone is on his desk to make sure the recording app I downloaded last night records his responses clearly.  If my voice is faint, that’s fine because I have my questions written down.

“Have you ever written for a school paper, Emma?” Mister Solomon asks.

“No, but I’m always writing and my friends and I used to do a zine.  I’m sure they’ll like my article about the frog incident.  Or Frogger 2016, as some people are calling it.”

Mr. Solomon laughs.  “I remember Frogger.  My brother and I played it all the time on our Atari 2600.  Is that game still around?”

“I think so.  I’m not much of a gamer, though.  But they do sell an Atari game system that has all the classic Atari games on it.  My Dad has it.”

“Well, if you want to make people laugh, that’s what you should call the article, Frogger 2016.”

I nod.  “Will do.”

He takes a sip of his water.  “So, what would you like to ask me?”

I read my first question: “What was your first reaction when the frogs started moving?”

“Disbelief.  I’m a very logical person and it didn’t make any sense.  I tried to wrap my head around it and come up with some scientific explanation but nothing added up.”

“How did you feel when the frogs started jumping around?”

“Honestly, at that point, I started worrying.  Because the students were getting out of control.  And I didn’t know what to do.  It was unprecedented.”

“What theories were running through your head?”

He straightens his posture.  “Well, my first thought was that the frogs were drugged.  That someone replaced the dead frogs with heavily sedated ones so that I’d be able to give them out before they started waking up.”

“But wouldn’t the frogs have died when they were put in formaldehyde?”

“Well, that’s why that theory doesn’t add up.  I checked the container afterwards and it was definitely formaldehyde.  Even five minutes in that would kill most animals, especially small ones like frogs.”

This is interesting.  “What other possibilities did you consider?”

“When I couldn’t explain it scientifically, I considered that a student may have brought in a bag of frogs and had everyone swap out their dead ones for live ones.”

“That makes sense.”  I can’t shoot down all his ideas.  I’m supposed to make him look good in my article.  “Although nobody had me and my friends do that.”

“Right.  And the trouble with that is that I can’t see how it could’ve happened without my noticing.  My eyes were constantly sweeping the room to make sure students were preparing their frogs as they were supposed to.”

I nod.  “Sure.  Is there any theory that does add up?”

“That’s what everyone wants to know, including Principal Clarke.  But I’m at a loss.  Nothing makes sense.”

“Something has to, though, right?”

“At this point, I honestly don’t know.”

“Maybe it was magic?”  I couldn’t resist saying it.  “Some kind of grand illusion?”

He laughs.  “That’s a good one.  But I think we can rule it out.”

“Why are you so sure of that?”

“There are many gifted students in your class, yourself included, but I doubt any of you are master illusionists.  Besides, people touched the live frogs.  They weren’t an illusion.”

“Are you going to get fired if you can’t figure it out?”

“Oh, no.  No.  Principal Clarke isn’t that upset.  But you probably shouldn’t mention her in your article.  For your sake as well as mine.”

“Understood.  I guess the big question now is whether or not you’re going to order more frogs and have us dissect them?”  I sure hope not.  If so, I’ll make it a point to be sick that day.  It shouldn’t be a problem since I recently realized that I can raise or lower my body temperature with simple spells, meaning that it wouldn’t be hard to fool Mom and Dad.

“Dissecting is a big part of biology.  It allows us to see so many things and learn so much.  Is it gross?  Yes.  Do I feel bad that the animals were sacrificed for educational purposes?    Yes.  But I’m not about to change the curriculum I’ve been using for the past seven years because a few students are squeamish.”

“What if students can’t dissect things because of their religious beliefs?”  I can’t seem to stop playing devil’s advocate today.

“I don’t know how you’d like me to answer that.  If I say that then they won’t have to, students will read that in the paper and the next thing you know every student will claim to have a religious objection.”

I guess he’s right.  “I’ll just leave that question out then.”

He lets out a sigh.  “I would appreciate that.”

“Enough to give me an A on the next test?”  I give him a wide smile.

He laughs.  “Don’t push your luck.”

I laugh.  Mr. Solomon might be in his thirties, but he’s quite charming when you get past the nerdy glasses.  Although sometimes I find glasses to be a turn on.  Not that I fantasize about teachers.  Mais non.  Pas du tout.  “So, do you have anything else you’d like to say about Frogger 2016?”

“Yes.  That I hope it never happens again.”  He pauses for a few seconds.  “I think that if students give it a chance, they’ll find that they can learn a lot from dissection.”

“Will we have to dissect anything besides frogs?”  I sure hope not.

“Yes.”

My jaw drops. “What?”

“I’d prefer to keep that under wraps for now.”

“Oh.  Then let me just ask you what you’re going to tell yourself when you look back on Frogger 2016 in the future?  I’m sure a man of science like you will have to rationalize it somehow.”

“No, I think it’s going to be one of the great mysteries of my life.  Although, I do intend to discuss it with some fellow biologists.  Maybe they’ll have some enlightening explanation.”

“I hope so,” I lie.  Because the only explanation is magick. [Magick fucking magick!]

“Do you have any other questions?”

“Could I ask you some questions about yourself?  So, I can put snippets of it in the interview to help people see you as more than just the science teacher.”

His brow creases.  “As long as we wrap it up in ten because I do have some quizzes to grade.”

I smile.  “Fair enough.  So, we were talking about Frogger.  Do you play any video games these days?”

“I still have a Super Nintendo from when I was your age.  Sometimes I hook that up.”

“What games do you have?”

He thinks for a second.  “I have quite a few, but the ones I play more often than not are Street Fighter II and Final Fight.”

“Have you tried any of the modern fight games?”  They’re way too complicated for me, so I wouldn’t be surprised if he avoids them.

He shakes his head.  “No.  I see the commercials on TV and they seem like sensory overload.  Besides, I was a video game addict to some degree when I was younger.  Fortunately, I snapped out of it.  Then I didn’t play them for a long time until I recently connected the Super NES.”

I know from hearing my father talk about old gaming systems that NES means Nintendo Entertainment System. “What kind of movies do you like?”

“I just like quality movies that are made for intelligent people.  None of the nonsense that plays in Lowell.”

“Why are those movies nonsense?”

“They just seem to cater to the lowest common denominator.”

This is interesting.  “Meaning stupid people?”

“Meaning people who just want to laugh at fart jokes or see things explode.  I’d rather stay home and order an IFC movie on demand than go see Iron Man in 3-D.”

“Not a superhero fan?”

“I do like Batman.  The movies with Michael Keaton and Christian Bale especially.”

“Which do you prefer?”  I have to ask.

“That’s a tough one.”  He taps his pen against the desk, thinking for a moment. [You’d think he was doing a mathematical equation, for fuck’s sake!]  “I suppose the Michael Keaton because those were the first ones that I saw.”

“What appeals to you about Batman?”

“I don’t know.  I’ve just liked him since he was a kid.  I guess I find the whole vigilante thing appealing.”

“You think vigilantes are a good thing?” I can’t believe he just said that.

“In the movies.  Not in real life.  Let’s make that clear.”

“No problem.  So, what kind of music are you into?”

“I like just about everything.  I can listen to Beethoven one minute and Aerosmith the next.  About the only type of music I don’t like is polka.”

That’s intriguing.  “You like rap then?”

“I do.  Mostly underground artists.  For me, the lyrics have to be about more than sex, money and guns.  And I find it a turn off if every third word is an F bomb.”

“Who are your favorites then?”

“Off the top of my head?  Hmm. Childish Gambino.  Apathy – he’s an excellent East Coast rapper.  Bishop Nehru is great, too.  Those are the ones that immediately come to mind.”

I like Childish Gambino, but I’ve never heard of the other two. “Who are your favorite bands?”

“I’m a big Metallica fan.  Anthrax, too.  And Megadeth.  Can’t forget them.  In the non-thrash metal department, I love Rilo Kiley and Jenny Lewis’ solo material.  I think Halsey is great.  I’ve been a fan of The Killers since they started off.  I also love Bjork, Interpol and Massive Attack.”

“I like all of those.  Not Metallica so much as the others, but I would say that you have great tastes.”

“Thanks.  You’re really familiar with Megadeth and Anthrax?”

“Oh, yeah. My Dad plays them from time to time.  He even goes through periods where that’s about all he’ll listen to.”

His eyes glow with excitement.  “That’s sweet.”

I think students will be pleasantly surprised by his tastes in music. “What music format do you listen to the most?”

“I listen to a lot of music on my PC with Spotify.  But I also have sizeable CD and vinyl collections, most if which I’ve ripped with iTunes.”

“That’s cool – I listen to all of those formats, too.”

“Even vinyl?”  He seems impressed.

I nod.  “Yeah, it’s been making quite the comeback. Are you surprised?”

“That it’s making a comeback?  No, I’ve been rejoicing over that for the past several years.  I love it.  But am I surprised that you listen to it?  I guess so.  I didn’t think it was becoming popular with people quite as young as you.”

“I’m not sure how popular it is with most teens.  I’ve been a fan since I was young because my dad has always played me his old records.”

“What do you like from his collection?”  He taps his pen again.

“All kinds of stuff.  Everything from The Carpenters to Led Zeppelin to Run DMC.”

“Then I have to say, you have great tastes, too.”

We share a laugh.  “I think that covers everything.”

“You sure?”  He seems disappointed.  But the bell will be ringing shortly. [And he has stupid quizzes to grade.]

“Yeah,” I say as I lean over and pick up my phone.  I press stop on the app and it saves the recording, which I’ll listen to later when I can transcribe what him and the students had to say.  I’m not looking forward to writing the article though.  Maybe I wish someone would’ve said it was witchcraft.  Shar would freak out, but then she’s the one who wanted the frogs to come back to life.  I mean, sure, I may have helped her resurrect them, but it was mostly her. [Mostly, yeah, but she couldn’t have done it without me.] Well, I’d like to think so, but I’m sure she could’ve managed it on her own.  Especially where she was so emotional about it.  Her magick always works better when she’s really passionate about something.

I think the main thing I learned from these interviews is that Mr. Solomon is actually a pretty cool guy.  For a teacher anyway.  I guess he reminds me of my Dad a little.  Maybe I should introduce them.  Medicine and science are closely related so they might hit it off.  And my Dad could use a few more friends.

 


CHAPTER FORTY ONE

JANUARY

 

I’m lying on a park bench, facing the sky.  It’s a sunny day – high 70s, I think – with a perfect blue sky painted with the most wonderful cotton candy-like white clouds.  After I stare at it long enough to get lost in it, I turn my head slightly and see fully blooming pink, red and yellow roses behind the bench.  I inhale deeply, allowing their sweet scent to fill my nasal cavity, and it gives me something of a natural high.  Most people’s sinuses would go berserk from the histamines, but I just find it stimulating, not unlike half a line of cocaine.

When I finally look the other way I discover the most delightful thing.  The path this bench sits along is made out of gold bricks.  Not yellow but gold.  At least it looks like real gold.  I’m surprised people don’t show up here at night armed with chisels to try to steal the bricks.  Just one of them is probably worth ten grand, maybe even more.  In any case, I’m equally impressed by the well-groomed palm trees that appear every 15 feet along the path.  No dead leaves hanging from any of them.

I’m about to get up when I feel something on my shoulder.  I look over and see that it’s Hannashurie’s hand, which startles me because, well, people get spooked when someone suddenly appears beside them and they didn’t see them coming.  Especially when they materialize from out of nowhere.  “Hannashurie, are you trying to steal my soul right out from under me?”

“Oh. About that.  You forfeited your soul when you agreed to become a fairy.”

She can’t be serious.  “What?”

She nods.  “It was in the fine print.”

“What fine print?  I didn’t sign anything.”  I feel the blood draining from my worried face.

“Well, you should’ve asked to see the contract.”

This is absurd!  “I couldn’t ask to see something that I didn’t even know existed.”

Hannashurie smirks at me.  “All the same, when someone makes a deal there’s usually a contract involved.  So, it’s something you should’ve thought about.”

I can’t believe this is happening.  “Will I ever get my soul back?”

She shakes her head.  “No.”

A lump forms in my throat.  I try to swallow it away but I’m wicked dry all of a sudden and can’t. “No?”

“No.  Because you still have your soul.  I’m just fucking with you.”

“Seriously?”  How do I know she isn’t fucking with me now?  Please, Lord and Lady, let her just be fucking with me.

“Seriously.”  She nudges me with her elbow and starts laughing.

I want to laugh, but I don’t until several seconds pass and she’s still laughing.    She has a loud laugh and snorts when she’s laughing hard like right now. Unfortunately, when I do laugh my side suddenly stings like crazy and I see that I still have the wound from when that bitch cut me before I set her and her boy toy ablaze.  You can still tell that I healed it some, but not entirely and it still looks like it might need stitches.  It’s bleeding, too, getting blood all over my shirt.

“Did you see that bitch cut me?” I ask, putting my hands over the cut, trying to heal myself better.

“I did.”  She looks like she’s deep in thought for a moment before she continues.  “And I’m glad that’s all she did, January.  You’re lucky she didn’t stab you.”

I take my hands off the cut and lift up my shirt so she can get a good look at it.  “Well, this kind of looks like a stab wound now, doesn’t it?”

“It looks like a surface wound.  And I’m sure you remember how much more actually being stabbed hurts.”

She’s right.  That did hurt much more.  “You have a point.  But why haven’t I been able to heal myself completely?  My proverbial batteries feel like they’re fully charged.”

“I think you need to feel a little pain as a reminder of how careless you were.”

“Oh.”  Great.  I’m being punished by a Goddess.  “Did you see me torch the two of them?”

“Yes.  Do you feel better now that you’ve gotten revenge?”

I don’t know how I’m supposed to answer that.  “Why do I feel like that’s a trick question?”

“It’s not.  Just answer honestly.”

“Yeah, I guess I do feel good.  Is that wrong?”

“Considering that they killed you, no.  But I’d like to think you won’t go to such lengths the next time someone does something that makes you thirst for vengeance.”

That’s fair.  “I won’t.  Unless they hurt me or my friends then all bets are off.”

“Don’t you think you should’ve waited to get revenge when you were with one of your friends so someone would have your back?”

“That’s not fair.  You sent me to protect them.  I went back to get my revenge alone because I didn’t want to endanger anyone else.  Wasn’t that the honorable thing to do?”

“It wasn’t dishonorable.  However, while I appreciate the fact that you’ve been so helpful to the girls, you have to put yourself first otherwise if something happens to you then you won’t be able to help them anymore.”

“We need each other.  I get it.  Guess I should’ve thought about it more before I went and did what I did.  But aren’t fairies immortal?”

Hannshurie smiles and nods a few times.

She’s already told me fairies were immortal unless we get our heads cut off so I’m satisfied with that.  “They still need me, right?”  I couldn’t lose my friends.  Especially not Emma and Pete.

“Well, the reason you needed to help them before was to ensure that they survived to be able to defeat the evil witch Jenna and help them with that.  So, technically, your mission has been accomplished.”

I finally manage to swallow hard.  “That doesn’t sound good.”

“Oh, don’t worry your pretty head.  Sometimes orders get passed down and I need to assign a fairy or fairies to help with something.  But most of the time I’m allowed to give assignments at my discretion.”

“So, I can stay with my friends?”

She nods.  “Yes, January, you can stay with your friends.”  She sounds like a parent reluctantly allowing their kid to go sleep over a friend’s house.  “But, I do have another mission for you.  Consider it a side job.”

I wait for her to continue, unsure if I’m supposed to sound excited or disappointed about that.

“It’s a relatively simple one,” she says.  “You see, there’s a man who’s haunting a house, really terrorizing its current owners.  It was his house in his lifetime, but now his time has passed yet he continues to linger there, refusing to cross over through the light.  So, your mission is to persuade him to do so.”

My jaw drops.  “How am I supposed to do that?  I have no experience with spirits.”

“I’m sure you’ll find a way to persuade him.  My advice?  Listen to him.  Hear him out.  And reason with him.  But do not leave the house until he’s crossed over.”

“OK.”  I don’t know what else to say.  This is bumming me out.

“Not to cause you further distress, but there are a couple of rules for this one.  The first rule is that he must cross into the light willingly.  You can’t just push him in.  The second rule is that you have to do this alone.”

“Alone?  But weren’t you just saying I should’ve waited until I had a friend with me to get revenge?”

“That situation was a lot more dangerous than this haunting, believe me.”

“Then why is it that I wasn’t afraid of my murderers but I’m afraid of this?”

“Relax, January.  You can do this.  On your own.  Don’t even mention this to your friends so they can’t insist on helping you.  That’s an order.”

“Can I tell them about it after?”

She messes up my hair with her hand.  “Sure.”

“Thanks.”  I feel like crying.  It’s not that I’m afraid of a spirit so much as I’m afraid that I’ll fail her.  That I’ll fail her and then she’ll send me away and I’ll never see Emma or Pete or any of my friends ever again.

“Unfortunately, I do have to ask you to take care of this today.”

“Today?  I’m going over Lia’s after school to get ready for Kat’s memorial.”  How can she be forcing this on me today?

“As it turns out, the house is just around the block from Lia’s.  345 Laura Street.  Just tell the gang you’re going to run a quick errand.”

I’m starting to sweat.  “They won’t buy that.  Not for a second.”

“Then you’ll just have to come up with something more convincing.”

“Are you suggesting I lie to them?”

Hannashurie smirks.  “Sometimes a fairy has to do what a fairy has to do.”

“Right,” I say with a sigh.  I don’t know what I’m going to tell them.

“Just one other thing before I send you back.  You friend Emma – her Great Grandmother Ruth would like her to know that she’s been trying to contact her but she’s having trouble.  She’ll keep trying, but in the meantime she wants you to tell Emma to be mindful of herself.”

“That’s it?  Just be mindful of herself?  She didn’t say anything else?”

“I’m afraid she did not.”

“Do you know why she hasn’t been able to reach Emma?”

“No.”  An expression I can’t decipher flickers across her face.  Now her bottom lip is trembling.  Why do I get the feeling she does know something and just doesn’t want to tell me?  Or isn’t allowed to tell me?


CHAPTER FORTY TWO

JANUARY

 

My eyes open and I find myself on the couch at Lia’s.  I feel wicked tired.  Wicked.  It’s probably because I used a lot of my fairy juice torching my murderers.  And when I halfway healed myself.  Speaking of which, I’m feeling some burning pain and a pulling sensation where I was cut.  But I see I’ve been bandaged up.  I’m tempted to peel it back a little and look, but that could potentially harm me.  Looking would just satisfy a curiosity.  So, I don’t.  I’m sure the bandage will have to be changed soon anyway.  Besides, I’m more concerned with how I’m going to sneak off to 345 Laura Street this afternoon.  Fuck my fairy life.

Lia appears in front of me before I can even sit up.  But instead of saying hi to me, she yells, “Mom, she’s awake!”

As I notice icing on Lia’s bottom lip from one of the pastries I brought over, I shift into a seated position.  “Hi to you, too, Lia.”

“Sorry, we were so worried.  Welcome back.”  She actually smiles at me.

“Thanks,” I say.  “You have something on your lip.  Goo from a cinnamon roll, I believe.  Also, did I disappear?  Like when I teleport away?”  That’s what happened the night Hannashurie offered to make me a fairy after I was stabbed to death.  Then when I came back I was lying on the ground where they’d left me for dead.  But I got up and I was fine.

Lia bites her bottom lip, scraping the icing off of it with her teeth.  “No, you just collapsed.  My mother grabbed you in the nick of time.  Otherwise, you would’ve hit your head pretty hard.  Anyway, yeah, you gave us quite the scare.”

Lia was worried about me?  I don’t know why I’m surprised by that, but I am.  I mean, obviously, we’re friends.  But I’m much closer to Emma and Shar.  At least that’s how it feels.  Maybe I’m just paranoid because I read Lia’s mind when I first started hanging out with them and she thought I was “fucking annoying.”  I only read her mind because I was trying to find ways to work my way into the group so I could help them, per Hannashurie’s orders.  Not that I knew how to help them.  Not until the horrible shooting.  Lia also thought that I was “Emma’s charity case.”  Of course, we’ve since been through hell together, and that was a few months ago, so I’m sure her feelings have changed.  Still, I open my big mouth.  “Lia, do you still find me annoying?”

Juliana comes rushing over before she can answer, but Lia looks surprised by my question.  Maybe she thinks we’re closer than I thought.

Juliana puts her hand on my forehead.  “January, you collapsed and it was like you were comatose for twenty five minutes.”

I laugh and she withdraws her hand.  “It mos def wasn’t a coma.  I had a rendez-vous with Hannashurie.”

Juliana sits to my left, Lia to my right. “Oh, was that a good thing?”

It sucks that I can’t tell them about my side-mission.  “Yeah, mostly she was just checking in.  But she told me to tell Emma that her Great Grandmother Ruth has been trying to reach her but she’s having trouble.  She said Ruth wants me to tell Emma to be mindful of herself.”

“Why do you think Ruth can’t reach her?” Juliana asks Lia and I.

I answer first.  “Probably some inter-dimensional hiccup.”

Lia sucks her lips into her mouth before answering.  “Yeah, Emma and Ruth visit all the time.  But I think Emma might be taking something stronger for sleep now.  Maybe it puts her in such a deep sleep that she doesn’t dream.  Or visit anyone.”

Juliana’s brows dip and she scratches her leg.  “I thought Ruth could make Emma black out when she wants to visit with her?”

“No, Mom, where the hell did you get that idea?”  Lia looks irate.

“I thought you told me that.  Didn’t it happen when you were at a museum?  In Salem?”

“Not exactly.  Emma had a seizure and Ruth visited her while she was unconscious.  It’s not like Ruth gave her the seizure.”

“I see.”  Juliana looks me in the eye.  “Was that the second time you’ve met Hannashurie or have there been other visits?”

I swallow hard.  I hope she doesn’t think I’m hiding something.  “No, that was the second.”  I look at Lia.  “You didn’t answer my question before.”

She looks surprised.  “What?  Do I find you annoying?  No, of course not.  Why would you even ask that?”

I shrug.  “Guess I just had to be sure you liked me.”  My cheeks feel flushed now.  I feel the tips of my ears reddening, too.  So not cool, January.

Lia rests her head on my shoulder for a second.  “Why wouldn’t I?”

“I don’t know.  But I could tell you didn’t want me around when Em started including me in your group activities.”  It’s the truth.

Shock registers on Lia’s face.  “Dude, that was ages ago.  You’re not only a great friend, you’re family now.”

I turn and give her a big hug.

Juliana laughs.  “Aren’t you two cute?”

“Aaah!” I suddenly scream, cutting the hug short, clenching my jaw, as my cut feels like it’s about to be ripped wide open, burning like a motherfucker.

Juliana places her hand on my shoulder.  “I stitched you up while you were out.  You were still losing a lot of blood and we thought you might’ve blacked out from losing so much.”

“Yeah, thanks.  Hannshurie wouldn’t let me heal myself completely.  She wanted to remind me that I could’ve been killed going after those murderers alone.”  I’m still tempted to take the bandage off and look at it.  I just feel compelled to see. I know I won’t like it, but I want to look anyway.

Lia stops twirling her hair around her index finger and looks me in the eye for two seconds.  “That’s right, Mom said you found your murderers on the way here then went back for the attack.”

I roll my shoulders until my upper back cracks.  It feels so good.  “I don’t know what to say.  I’m kind of proud of what I did.  I stopped them from hurting anyone ever again.”

“You should’ve woke me up,” Lia says, nudging me with her shoulder.

“You weren’t feeling well. It seemed like you had a lot of shit on your mind.  I didn’t think you would’ve been interested in killing two more people.”

“Your murderers?  I would’ve stuck forks in their eyes then used them to send thousands of joules into their brains.”

Juliana looks shocked by what she just heard, her forehead creasing. “Lia, don’t you think that’s a little extreme?”

Lia grins then laughs.

I laugh, too, and I finally nudge Lia back.  “I admire your creativity.  Now I’d better get the fuck back to school before I’m missed.”

“Wait.  Before you go, can you do whatever you do to Emma to make her tranquil?  I’m not as depressed right now, but I want to be sure it stays that way.”

“Sure thing,” I say.

I place a hand on Lia’s head and my hand gets warm and I feel the warmth radiate from my hand into her head.  It only takes about thirty seconds.  I know it’s done when my hand returns to its normal temperature.  By the time I remove my hand from her head, she’s already smiling and has that Lia twinkle back in her beautiful, sapphire eyes.

We hug and she thanks me then I need to teleport and vanish.

 

I teleport to the parking lot behind Lia’s building.  I need to think.  I’m tempted to go deal with the stupid ghost right now, but I need to get back to school.  I don’t want my parents to make me go home right after because they get a call about me skipping.  But where should I teleport first?  I don’t want to teleport back to Happy Accidents on the way because the police, medics and fire department are probably down there, trying to figure out how the drunks became victims of spontaneous human combustion.  Of course, they can’t call it that.  They’ll probably say they spilled alcohol all over themselves then one of them flicked a lighter and, bingo, up in flames.

So, if I’m not going to stop at Happy Accidents to catch my breath before I teleport the rest of the way to school, where can I teleport to?  I know people in the area, but they all have stay at home mothers or retired grandfathers or the like. And they’d probably be home right now.  And I don’t want to be seen.  Of course, I can turn invisible, but I’m in a weakened state now from losing so much blood.  I’m also  teleporting further than I ever did before and it’d be too hard to focus on that and staying invisible.

I know – Shar’s house.  Shar’s house is a good halfway point.  Her parents are always at Dunkin’ during the day and her sister is usually at school.  That works.  I shut my eyes and picture Shar’s house.  I can see it almost like I’m looking blueprints for the house.  Except I can notice other things, too.  Like I can tell which two rooms are Shar and Ajra’s.  I see glimpses, like snapshots, of the rooms.  And I don’t sense that anyone is home.  I’m not seeing anyone.  So, that’s it.  I close my eyes and imagine I’m a superhero, making myself giggle, then I open them and I’m in Shar or Arja’s room.  I’ve only been to Shar’s once and only briefly.  I don’t exactly remember what her room looks like, given that we’ve had more important shit to do.

As my eyes sweep the room, I come to believe that it must be Arja’s because there are college textbooks on the desk, which has a PC sitting atop it, whereas Shar just has her laptop.  Also, Shar is a complete neat freak who loves organizing.  She would never have a pile of dirty laundry on the floor.  Oh well, I feel strong enough to teleport the rest of the way and I’m about to do so when I hear a doorknob turn, startling me.  Then the door opens and Arja walks in wearing a bathrobe, her hair wet.  (The shower must have been a blind spot.)  Her eyes go wide as she looks at me.  Shit.  Her jaw drops and she turns pale like she’s just seen a ghost.  She’s angry but also nervous, her hands trembling.  “What the hell are you doing in my room?”

I can’t even begin to answer that so I teleport back to school. I feel bad because now Shar will have to tell Arja more about witchcraft and she’ll try to exploit that to get us to do magick for her.  Like how the girls are supposed to do the soulmate spell soon.

 

Unfortunately, I appear outside the caf only to look through the window and discover that everyone has left.  This means fifth period must have started.  Great.  Now I’ll get detention for being late to class and I’ll catch hell from Shar once her sister tells her what just happened.  Maybe I should text her and tell her before her sister can.  Well, if her sister hasn’t already.  I get my phone out of my pocket and text her: “Hi, please don’t hate me but I stopped at your house halfway back to school and accidentally appeared in Arja’s room and she walked in on me.  I didn’t say anything.  I just got out of there.  Wicked sorry.”  I click send and expect to feel relieved to have told her but instead I’m sweating what her reaction will be.

I realize I can’t do anything else about Shar right now, but what if I teleport to my seat in class?  A few students nearby might have a WTF moment, but the teacher won’t see me come in late and that’s the important thing right now.  I concentrate on the classroom and see that my desk is indeed empty.  It’s a corner desk in the back of the room anyway.  Besides, Pete sits beside me so I shouldn’t startle anyone.

I blink and I’m sitting in the classroom.  Pete shudders, looking like a demon or Jenna just appeared.

“Boo,” I say.

He laughs but he’s practically out of breath.

Mister Kernal, our trigonometry teacher, looks right at me.  We make eye contact for half a second – as briefly as I looked at Arja – but he comes walking to our side of the classroom then heads toward the back and doesn’t stop walking until he’s a few feet away from my desk.  “Miss Whiting, how nice of you to join us.  I thought you were cutting class.”

“No.  Of course not. Why would you think that?”  I give him an exaggerated smile because now most of the class is staring at me and I want to make them laugh, which they do.

Mister Kernal’s face turns crimson red.  “There will be no funny stuff, Miss Whiting.  I’m giving you detention for being late to class.”

“But I wasn’t late,” I say. “Ask anyone.”

“Fine.  Did anyone see Miss Whiting sneak into the class room after the bell?”

Nobody raises their hand.  Instead, people look at Mister Kernal like he’s tripping monkey balls.

“What about you, Mister Dunn?” He raises his voice and asks the student who’s seated closest to the door in the front of the room.

“I didn’t see her come in,” Mister Dunn says.

Now Mister Kernal looks irate and his face is going from red to dark violet.  You can see the veins in his head, too.  Gross.

“So, you snuck in through the back door,” Mister Dunn says, giving me the evil eye.

I bat my lashes a few times and pout.  “I didn’t.  I swear.”

“Well, let’s see what Miss Simone has to say about that.”  He knocks on the door in the back of the class three times.  Loudly, too.

The door opens, courtesy of Miss Simone, who looks perplexed.  “Yes?”

“Did you see Miss Whiting here enter my classroom via this door?” He points at me.

Miss Simone shakes her head.  “No.  This door hasn’t been opened and she wasn’t in my classroom.

“Sorry for disturbing you then.”

Miss Simone shuts the door as Mister Kernal turns to me.  I think I see steam coming out of his ears now.  We should be betting on how long it takes for him to stroke out.    His left eyebrow rises a few inches as he approaches me.  He tries to lock eyes with me but I keep looking away.  I wouldn’t look at all but I’m honestly afraid he’s going to strike me.  “Miss Whiting, I know you were late.  I don’t know why your classmates are covering for you, but you still have detention and if you say anything else you’ll have it for a week.”

Motherfucker.  I know he’s right, but he can’t just give me detention when there are all these witnesses who say I was here all along.  I’ll definitely be talking to the Principal Clarke.  He thinks he’s fucked me, but he’s going to be royally fucked when she hears about this.

 

After the seventh period bell rings I haul ass to the office, my face flushed and throbbing now.  Seriously, it’s pounding and my jaw feels stiff.  I don’t know what you’d call it.  A face ache?

I walk into the office and see the door to Principal Clarke’s office is open and I head straight for it, but a receptionist gets up and cuts me off.

Her eyes look almost as angry as I feel.  “You can’t just barge into the principal’s office, January.”

I’m surprised she remembers my name. Under different circumstances, I might find that flattering.  Right now it just annoys me.  “I have an urgent matter to discuss.”

“Can’t it wait until tomorrow?”

“Not really.  Mister Dunn gave me detention for being late to class when I wasn’t late.  And the whole class knows it.  Miss Simone will back me up, too.  I was there on time.”

“I see.”  She just glares at me, trying to burn holes through my eyes with her own.  Guess she thinks she’s going to call my bluff.  But I’m not bluffing!

I blow air out of my nose as my temperature rises.  “Do I have to call my parents?  My mother is an attorney, you know.”

She thinks for a beat. “That won’t be necessary.  I’m sure we can straighten this out.  Let me see if Principal Clarke is available.”

I wait, impatiently, as she steps into the office and talks to Principal Clarke.

I wish I could hear what’s being said, but I don’t have magically enhanced hearing like the witches.

The receptionist comes out of the principal’s office and walks over to me.  “Prinicpal Clarke will see you now.”

As she returns to her desk, I approach the principal’s office.  “Hi,” I say as I make eye contact with Principal Clarke.  “Thank you for seeing me.”

She motions for me to sit and I do.

She’s already seated.  “So, tell me what happened in Mister Dunn’s class.”

“OK.  I was at class on time, as always. But Mister Dunn mustn’t  have noticed me because all of a sudden he says he’d marked me absent, but now that I showed up late he was giving me detention.  But I told him I was in class all along. And he asked the class if anyone saw me sneak in after the bell and nobody did because I didn’t.  He even asked Miss Simone if I snuck in using the back door, but Miss Simone said no, nobody even opened the door.  So with all these witnesses that I didn’t sneak in, how can he still give me detention?”

“Hmm,” she mutters and taps her pen against the desk a few times before she speaks.  “I’m curious about that myself.  Why don’t you just go and I’ll speak with him.”

I breathe a sigh of relief.  “Thank you.  I would’ve just gone to detention to keep him happy, but I have a memorial to go get ready for.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” she says then clears her throat.  “Sorry, that came out wrong.  What I meant to say was that I’m sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you,” I say and hurry off to go meet Emma, Shar and Juliana in the parking lot.

 


CHAPTER FORTY THREE

EMMA

 

Since I brought my laptop to school today, I manage to finish writing my article for the paper halfway through seventh period study.  However, I’m not sure Frogger 2016 is the right title. [I’m clever and I can do better.  Fuck, yes!]  I spend five minutes pondering this, trying to come up with something better.  My article rocks and it needs a title that does, too.  Et puis the idea to call it The Trouble with Frogs pops into my head.  I believe there’s a book called The Trouble with Boys, so it’s a play on that.  I quite like it, so I change the title and e-mail it to Ms. Rose.  I figure my turning it in before the deadline tomorrow will improve my chances of making the paper.  All I know is, I’m not doing that interview with Wendy if they don’t bring me aboard.  As it is, the more I think about it, the less I want to do it.  It would be too easy to put my foot in my mouth and I don’t want to embarrass myself or my girls. [Screw that.  My sisters should come before having an extracurricular activity on my college applications.  So, why the fuck am I even trying to write for the paper?  Oh, that’s right, because I’m selfish and I don’t care.]  No, of course I care.  Why am I so at war with my own thoughts lately?  It’s like my brain is experiencing ‘roid rage and I’m not even on steroids.  I wonder if it could be the psyche meds?  Bien sûr!  Of course, drugs that effect the brain and have a laundry list of potential side-effects could make one’s thoughts disagree with them.

Since the school has wifi, I go on Facebook while I’m waiting for the school day to end.  I’d talk to Shar telepathically, but she’s focused on doing her homework and I know she wants to get it done now so she doesn’t have to worry about doing it later.

If Facebook is any indication, it seems that people are still taking sides where we’re concerned.  Those memes calling us “murderers” and “heroes” are still going around.  I still find the one where someone put bullet holes in the center of our foreheads especially disturbing, but I guess I’m a bit desensitized to this crap now.  It would’ve bothered me a lot more two weeks ago.  Funny how so much has happened since then.

I tire of Facebook so I go on Instagram.  For some stupid reason, they won’t let you upload photos on their website.  You can do everything else, though, so I look at the latest photos from my friends and other random people I follow.  Unfortunately, IG is as plagued with memes as Facebook these days.  Some of the things they say almost sound like spells or prayers.  Actually, some of them are prayers. [I just ignore them because they’re mostly Christian and most of those bastards posting them would go dousing themselves in holy water if they knew that I prayed to Gods and Goddesses.]

I’m about to close my laptop when I hear the clicking sound it makes when I have a new e-mail.  It’s probably just spam, but for some reason a warm, tingling sensation washes over me.  The opposite of the freezing cold feeling I get when something bad is going to happen.  It’s quite pleasant, and it’s happened before when I was about to get good news, so I check it.  To my surprise, it’s Ms. Rose writing back already. It reads: “Emma, I love your article and will be advising our staff to bring you aboard.  And we already know that Wendy is in your corner.  In other words, I’m 98% certain that you’ve made the paper. Congrats!”

I’ve made the paper! I tell Shar telepathically as she packs up her backpack; the period is over in two minutes.

A big smile appears on her face.  Em, that’s so awesome!  Congrats!

I bet you’ll make the swim team, too.

I sure hope so.

The bell rings and students start hurrying out of the room.

“Well, I’m off to my try out,” Shar says as we get up.

“Bonne chance,” I say, shoving my laptop into my backpack.  “You’ve got this.”

“Thanks.  See you outside after.”  She smiles and hurries off.

Sati and the Donatello twins are just lingering here in the classroom by the door.  Whatever they’re whispering about, they think it’s rather funny and they keep looking at me so apparently they’re having a laugh at my expense. [What fucking bitches.  I should whip their asses.] Part of me would love to punch the smile right off of Sati’s face, but I have to go get ready for the memorial and can’t risk getting detention.

As I approach the door, they get quiet and stop laughing.

“See you later,” Sati says and gives me an evil grin.

“Not if I see you first,” I say – like I could give a fuck – and smirk at them.  I have to bite my tongue and head into the hall before I say something else and get in trouble.  Or give Sati a mean right hook.

Not surprisingly, the three blackheart bitches burst out laughing again as soon as I’m out of the room.  Fucking weirdos.  I should spell their mouths shut – permanently – so they can’t spread any more rumors about my friends.  Oh, there are so many things I could do to them. [I should take a page from J and poison them with belladonna.  I could even leave boar’s hearts in their lockers.  Wouldn’t that be fun?]  Actually, no, they’d probably get a kick out of that.  And they could hurt themselves – or, worse, others – while hallucinating.

Why am I even thinking about this?  Oh yeah, because I can’t let them get away with telling lies about January and Shar.  They’re both sweethearts and don’t deserve that.  Even if January’s mouth is what prompted them to say they were doing coke.  But I’m resisting the temptation to open a can of J on the blackhearts for now. That would be stupid, not to mention evil.  Besides, in an alternate reality, we’re probably friends with Sati and the twins.  And they might be the only other witches at school.  If that’s indeed what they are.  They have to be something to have been immune to January and Shar’s hypnosis.

It occurs to me that I could put a curse on them just by wishing it on them, according to what Great Grandmother Ruth said during our last visit.  But I won’t. [I should kill the stupid bitches.]  Not now.  The little voice inside me is telling me to, but I’m making an effort to tune it out.  Besides, I don’t have my pentacle necklace on so I could wind up using serious black magick right now if I’m not careful.  Can’t forget what George said about me having more black magick than the others because I played a bigger role in killing J.  I don’t want to go nuclear or pull a Carrie or something so I’m looking for my pentacle talisman as soon as I get home.  Unfortunately, it won’t be until after the memorial, but I’ll be in good company there and shouldn’t be agitated by anyone.  So, I should be able to keep my darker impulses to myself.  I just need to think good thoughts.  Well, I can’t actually tell myself to just think good thoughts because when I do that I always end up having dark ones.  Autrement dit (in other words), I try so hard not to think of bad things that I make myself do so.

To get my desire to beat up Sati and the Donna-tell-all twins out of my head, I imagine myself having a threesome with Jim and January as I head for the door leading to the student parking lot.  Perhaps that’s a dark desire, but it’s one I enjoy thinking about.  Besides, sex is a good thing.  And if I want to have a fucking threesome I will.  Well, maybe someday.  I don’t see it happening anytime soon with January in love with Pete and me in love with Jim.

As I head outside, I see Juliana and Lia in Juliana’s car.  Jim is parked a few spots down but him and Pete aren’t there yet.  So, I head over to chat with Lia and she gets out of the car to greet me.


CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

SHAR

 

I made it a point to finish all my homework in seventh period study since I have the memorial tonight.  Now I’m about to get changed for my swim team try out.  I just feel weird trying out when I know Li is at home feeling miserable.  Well, she texted that she was feeling better after her nap, but she might just be saying that for my sake.  I said I was going to forget swim team so I could go see her sooner, but she insisted I stay. She texted that Juliana wouldn’t drive me to their apartment after school until after I try out.  So, what choice do I have? It’s not like I can just teleport over to Li’s like January.  I’ve only teleported a few times and just short distances.  I think the furthest I’ve gone is 400 feet.  Nothing even close to a mile.

Speaking of January, she texted me that she teleported into Arja’s room and Arja caught her!  No sooner did I get that one, I received one from Arja telling me she caught my friend snooping in her room and we better do a spell this weekend to make that guy fall for her – not the soulmate spell – or she’ll never speak to me again. And she’ll tell our parents I’m a witch.  I’m not one to swear but fuck.  At least she acknowledged that we’ll be too busy until the weekend. This really sucks, though. Now we’ll probably have to do some black magick spell to strip that guy of his freewill and make him fall for her.  Not cool.

As I’m getting undressed so I can put my black, one-piece swimsuit on, I realize I’m wearing my pentacle necklace.  There it is, resting on my chest, just above my cleavage.  All week I’ve been keeping it under my shirt, just as Li and Em have, since it’s nobody’s business but ours what religion we practice.  I don’t know what I’m supposed to do now.  If I wear it, people will start saying I’m a witch.  Trust me, those who know what it means will inform those who don’t.  And since Li, Em and I are so close, they’ll assume that’s true of them, too.  Then they’d deduce that we’re a coven.  So, I guess I have to take it off.  There’s the risk that I’ll use black magick, but I highly doubt I’d do that.  It’s not like I’m going to snap and drown someone.  Well, not unless they try to drown me first.

I take the necklace off and put it in my locker.  A few girls might’ve already seen it, but there’s nothing I can do about that.

I make it a point to stare into the back of my locker as I get into my swimsuit.  I don’t even glance at my reflection in my locker mirror.  I’m afraid I’ll look at one of the other girls and she’ll accuse me of checking her out. Then  they’ll either say I didn’t make the team and not give any reason – but I’ll know why – or else they’ll let me on the team and everyone will call me things like carpet muncher and rug cleaner.  That’s basically what happened at the end of sophomore year, the last time I was on a swim team.  Except that those girls weren’t as creative.  I suppose I’m especially nervous about this right now because of the stupid rumor going around that I’m cheating on Li with January.  People who are naive enough to believe it might be branding me a slut already.

I suppose I should explain why I’m paranoid about people accusing me of checking them out.  Em, Li and I were attending Berube Lowell High and I was on the swim team, which was going well, just as it had freshman year.  I had helped us win medals and got along well with most of the girls.  It changed during early May of sophomore year.  We were getting changed for practice.  Amber Kempster, who I thought was my friend, told Hailee Damon, who I also thought was a friend, that I was checking them out.  I think Amber was joking, but Hailee took it seriously.  And Hailee was one of those high strung, easily agitated people.  She totally went off on me.  She called me a “slutty dyke” and that became the team’s inside joke, for them to say “dyke” or “slutty dyke” whenever someone walked behind me, especially in the locker room.  A lot of times they’d even elbow me as they walked by me.  It kept me on edge all the time.  Some of the girls even went to Li and told her I was always checking out the other girls at swim meets.  Li laughed and said, “Good for her.”

Nobody at Berube ever said shit to me when I was with Li.  We had gym together and even the nastiest bitches from the team were afraid to call me a dyke then. They knew Lia would knock their teeth out.  That’s why I didn’t tell her how often they were harassing me because I know she would’ve insisted I name names and she would’ve punched a bitch or five.

Ultimately, it hurt much more than I ever let on.  If I let my teammates know they were making me fight back tears at every meet, they would’ve taunted me that much more, pleased that they were getting to me.  A lot of it had to do with jealousy.  Amber and Hailee could never beat my time, but after they started with their “slutty dyke” shit they started getting better scores than me.  My nerves were messing with my head and hindering my performance.  I just couldn’t go as fast with their teasing voices endlessly echoing in my mind.

I would have called my teammates my sisters before the dyke shit started and my world was shattered.  Well, except that I had Li and Em, the two besties any girl could hope for.

Fortunately, nobody has called me anything at Greenmont so far.  Well, aside from the occasional a-hole who mutters murderer when they pass by me, Li or Em, but we expected that before we even started here, just from seeing Facebook reactions to the shooting.

I slam my locker shut harder than I’d intended and the sound startles me, calling to mind all those gunshots I’ve had to hear between the shooting and the shit storm (a.k.a. Jenna’s demon haus).  Even gunshots on TV have been making me flinch.

Now I’m standing with the other girls by the pool, awaiting instructions from Coach Otsuka or one of her two assistants, Tanya Smitty and Patience Nkrumah.  Tanya is Melinda James’ best friend.  I heard Patience tell someone she was from Ghana when I walked past her in the hall yesterday.

“Girls, before we start practice today Sharan Patel is here to try out.  Sharan, why don’t you tell us a little about yourself?”

Yikes.  Talk about putting me in a pressure cooker. “Sure.  First, everyone just calls me Shar and –.”

“Can you say that again?” one of the other girls interrupts in a very rude tone of voice and smirks.  “I’m not sure I got the pronunciation.”  I picture her with a snake wrapped around her neck, her hands clutching at it, but she’s unable to free herself as she chokes. For a moment, the thought makes me half-smile.  I almost wish that was really happening but... Then I realize how messed up it is and my lips reset.

“Did anyone else have trouble understanding Shar’s name? Or is it just Louise?” Coach Otsuka asks.

Nobody says anything.  Not until rude Louise elbows the girl next to her, prompting that girl to say, “I did.”

Coach’s forehead wrinkles as she glares at the two of them angrily.  “Well, now you’ve heard me say it, too, so settle down, Patricia.”  Then coach looks at me and smiles.  “You can continue, Shar.”

I wonder how Louise and Patricia like having old lady names. The thought makes me grin before I take a deep breath and hold it in for a moment before continuing.  “As coach just said, it’s Shar.  So, I was on the swim team freshman and sophomore years at Berube High.  My specialties are the 100 meter breaststroke and freestyle. Overall, I was the highest scoring on my team for most of both years.  My 100 meter breaststroke best is 41 seconds.  I usually scored a six.  With relays, we usually scored an eight.  And I would really, really like to join your team.”

“Can you demonstrate your 100 meter breaststroke now?” Tanya asks, prompting Coach Otsuka to give her the evil eye, but Coach doesn’t say anything.

“Sure,” I say.  I get in the pool feeling a little anxious as I take the three steps down the ladder – all eyes are on me – but I push through it and make a hard kick off the side, propelling myself through the water.  As I swim, I complete two kicks to every one stroke, as is standard.  Please, Lord and Lady, don’t let my muscles ache, and please give me, the strength, to complete, this is in less, than 59 seconds.  I don’t expect to hit 41, or to be their number one, but at least, don’t let me take, longer than 45 seconds.

I think I rhymed that pretty well for a non-rapper.  Wait!  I wasn’t going to pray for help with this.  Just being able to have January make my muscles stop hurting was enough of an advantage.  I don’t need to use magick or help from the Lord or Lady to get this.  However, I am feeling a little sluggish.  And if I don’t make good time on this then that’ll be the end of my swimming career at this school or anywhere else.  So, if you want to help me, Lord and Lady, or any Gods and Goddesses, it would be greatly appreciated.  Please, I ask the almighty, give me strength and speed, strength and speed, strength and speed.  Please, Lord and Lady, oh how I worship thee, give me strength and speed, if it pleases thee. So mote it be.

How’s that for writing your own spell on the fly?  Or is it just a prayer if you come up with it yourself?  Or is there even a difference?  Either way, as my arms cut through the water over and over, it ceases to feel like I’m swimming at half-speed.  Or like I’m swimming in almost solid Jello.  Now, I feel my arms growing stronger.  My legs, too.  They don’t feel so heavy.  This must be what being on steroids feels like.  But instead of gaining weight and slowing down, I suddenly find myself moving faster.  Not fast like the Energizer Bunny, but significantly speedier than I was.  It’s as though someone just injected me with a high dose of adrenaline.  And I like it.

I kick off the other side of the pool and it gives me a mighty boost.  Thank you Lord and Lady and any other Gods or Goddesses who may have helped me.  This gift is much appreciated.  So mote it be!  So mote it be!

As my arms and legs thrust through the water, it almost feels like flying, something I’ve actually done before.  Stroke after stoke, kick after kick, I feel empowered.  And powerful.  I finish in what feels like no time.

“42 seconds.  Very impressive, Shar,” Coach Otsuka says.

I see smiles on most of the girls’ faces.  Except for Louise and Patricia.  And Tanya.  You’d think Tanya would like me because we told Melinda what that asshole said about raping her, but apparently not.

I climb out of the water before I look at the girls and ask, “Does everyone understand my name now?”

Most of the girls start laughing.  One girl understands it so well she claps.  Then another girl claps.  And a third.  It fails to spread from there, however. But I’ll take it.

Coach Otsuka smiles at me.  “Thank you for trying out, Shar.  We’ll let you know tomorrow after school.  Plan on staying for practice if you make the team.”

“Will do.  Thanks,” I say. “Everyone.”

I head for the locker room.  By the time I open the door, everyone on the team is talking about me, albeit keeping their voices hushed.  I’m sure that’ll change as soon as I’m through the door.  I could try to use magick to hear them – Emma is always doing that – but I don’t want to know right now in case they don’t want me.  Tonight is about Kat and I wouldn’t want to spend it feeling sorry for myself.

In the locker room.  Five minutes later.  I’ve just put my pentacle necklace, bra and shirt on.  As I’m buttoning my jeans, another girl comes bursting in from the hallway.  It’s Lauren Hope, who we’ve seen with Amy Akbar.  I think it’s cute how they write each other notes instead of just texting. In any case, Lauren has short blonde hair and it’s not her natural color because her eyebrows are practically black.  Right now, she’s wearing a pink blouse and black jeans and carrying a gym bag over her shoulder.  We make eye contact and annoyance flickers across her face as she heads for a row behind the one I’m in.

Maybe she’s jealous that her and Amy aren’t the only out lesbian couple at the school anymore?  Of course, for all I know, there could be three dozen of us.  I just can’t figure out why she would look at me that way.  But I’m not going to give it any further thought.  I sit down and put my sneakers on, tighten the laces and tie them.

I’m heading for the door when Lauren comes rushing over, stopping in front of me, forcing me to stop.  She talks faster than January on cocaine.  “Hey.  Sorry about a minute ago.  I’m just stressed and I know Coach Otsuka is going to kill me for being late again.  She might even kick me off the team.  But, hey, your chances of making it will increase exponentially if that happens.”

I can’t tell if she was making a joke or being self-deprecating with that last remark, but I don’t have time for this regardless.  Juliana, Em and January are waiting for me outside and Li surely needs me back at the apartment.

“Right.  I need to go,” I say and step around her.

She grabs my arm.  Kind of hard.  “Wait.”

“What?”  I yank my arm free, a bit horrified that she did that.

“Sorry!  Don’t be mad.  I just wanted to say that I’m an alli.  I mean, I’m lesbian, too.  Amy Akbar and me, we’re a couple.”

Just as we’d deduced.  “Cool.  Does the team know that?”

“Yeah, totally.  And nobody gives me shit.  The girls are like my sisters.  And there are lots of us gay kids at Greenmont.”

“That’s good to know.  I felt that way about the girls on my team at Berube.  Then one day a girl told her friend that I was checking them out and after that people started calling me ‘slutty dyke’ when they’d pass behind me.  As if I couldn’t recognize their voices.”

“Slutty dyke?” She giggles for a second then shakes her head and face palms herself, “I apologize. I know how much that must have sucked.  I’m sorry you went through that.  And then that shit at the Catholic school.  Fuck.  But I can assure you that the girls on our team are all cool.  They could’ve started name-calling me two years ago but they didn’t then and they haven’t since.”

I let out a sigh of relief and smile.  “Cool.  Thanks for letting me know.”

“Right.  Anyway, I’ve gotta run.”

She hurries further into the locker room as I exit even faster.  But I guess it was a nice little talk.  Aside from her yanking my arm.

 


CHAPTER FORTY FIVE

LIA

 

I thought I would go with Juliana to pick up the girls and surprise them.  Mom tends to run a little late, but I more or less rushed her out the door.  Yet we still barely got here on time, dozens of students exiting the building already.  I’m watching for Emma and January right now.  Shar could be a while with her swim team audition, but that’s fine.  I told Juliana to tell her she wouldn’t drive her home unless she went to her try out first.  Otherwise, I know she would’ve bailed on it to come to my aid after how I acted this morning.  Speaking of which, I was starting to go stir crazy at chez moi and didn’t want to start berating myself for something we’re all guilty of again.  That’s the other reason I came.  It’s not the time for stewing in self-deprecation.  It’s time to celebrate Kat.  At least I hope that’s the vibe tonight.  I’m looking forward to hearing more about her from her friends.

Emma is the first one to arrive at the car.  I get out to talk to her.

“Salut,” we say to each other at precisely the same time then laugh.

“Feeling better?” Emma asks.

“Yeah.  A nap can work magick.  Sorry I was such a bitch this morning.”

She grins at me.  “I wouldn’t go that far.”

“I would.  I can’t believe I was so intent on sulking that I wouldn’t let January help me.”  That has to rank pretty high up on the list of stupid things I’ve done.

Emma nods a couple of times.  “Yeah, that was weird.”

“You know me, I’m a monster when I don’t get enough sleep.” I try not to be, but I always fail.

“We all know that,” Emma says, not entirely joking.

But enough about me.  I need to ask about my girl.  “So, how did Shar do with those rumors floating around?  I couldn’t tell how she’s handling it from her texts.  I hope it doesn’t interfere with her swimming.”

“No, no, it won’t.  She’s just worried about your reaction.”

My jaw drops.  “My reaction?  She’s the one being gossiped about.”

“I know, I know.  She’s just afraid it’ll get to you.”

“Well, I hope she knows I have complete faith in her, that I know it’s total bullshit.”  She must realize that.  If she doesn’t know that much about me then we don’t really know each other at all.

Emma rubs my arm, trying to relax me.  “She knows.  I think she just needs reassurance from you.”

“Who needs what about what?” January asks, appearing at our side.“Shar,” Emma says.  “She’s worried that Lia will be upset about the rumors.”

“Right,” January says.  Then she looks at me.  “Sorry about my part in it.”

I half-smile.  “It’s OK.  You had to think quick.”

Emma’s hands curl into fists.  “When I was on my way out of study Sati and the terror twins were talking shit about me.”

“What did they say?” January asks.

“I don’t know. I didn’t want to listen in.  If I did, I might’ve lost my composure and fried the bitches.”

I notice electricity starting to surround Emma’s right hand.  “Em, take some deep breaths, your hand is starting to go high voltage.”

Looking worried, Emma cross her arms in front of each other and buries her hands under them.  Then she starts taking deep breaths.

“Why are you so upset?” January asks. “I mean, who gives a damn what they say?”

Emma’s jaw chatters as she attempts to talk.  “I – I – I don’t know.  The whole school maybe?”

I can’t believe Emma is concerned about high school rumors after all the shit we’ve been through.  “But we don’t care.  If we cared about what people thought about us we wouldn’t even be here.”

January raises her voice. “Yeah, half the school thinks you’re murderers and you don’t let that bother you.  So, why get your panties in a bunch over a silly rumor about Shar and I?”

“I don’t know,” Emma admits.  “Maybe I’m just feeling vengeful after all the shit we’ve had to shovel.”

I put my hands on Emma’s shoulders and don’t speak until she looks me in the eye after a few seconds. “Dude, we’ve killed all our enemies.”  I’m speaking barely louder than a whisper.  “Everyone who’s ever wronged us – really wronged us – is dead.  We’ve already had our revenge.”

“You’re right, you’re right,” Emma says, putting her arms around me and pulling me in for a hug. “Ils sont déjà morts.”  They’re already dead.

As Emma and I are hugging, January wraps her arms around the two of us, making it a group thing.  And let me tell you, January is one strong hugger.  I can’t help but notice the way her and Emma look at each other; it seems like their feelings are stronger than a crush.  Thankfully, they both let go just when I’m about to say quit bear-hugging.  We’re all smiling now, but I have to suck in a deep breath because I could barely breathe with their arms around me.

“Don’t the three of you look happy,” Jim says as he and Pete reach us.

Before anyone can say anything else, January and Pete have their arms wrapped around each other.  But don’t you know January keeps looking at Emma while they suck face.  She gets away with it because Pete closes his eyes when he makes out.

As Jim places his hands on Emma’s hips, she turns from glancing at January and looks him in the eyes.  “Je t’aime,” she says. I wonder if that’s a lie at this point.

“Et moi aussi,” he says.  Jim takes Spanish, but he’s picking up quite a bit of French from Emma.  Emma, who’s becoming the new teacher’s pet in French class, much to the dismay of Melinda, who was apparently teacher’s favorite before we rolled into town.

I’m feeling really awkward here, watching the two couples suck face.  In fact, I’m about to get back in the car when I see Shar coming from the far side of the parking lot.  I guess she must have come out of the building near the gym.  I hurry over and meet her halfway.

“Hey you,” Shar says.

I give her a hug.  “Thought I’d surprise you.”

“I am surprised.  Pleasantly surprised.”  She swipes her long hair behind her ears and gives me a huge smile.

I keep my arms wrapped around her hips after the hug.  “How was your thing?  Did you make the team?”

“They’ll let me know tomorrow.  But they only had me do the breaststroke, which I finished in 42 seconds.”

“Nice!”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure they were impressed.  A few girls even clapped.”

“Congrats.”  I kiss her.  “I knew you were still swim team material.”

She sighs.  “Well, that makes one of us.”

We kiss for a moment then we hold hands as we walk back over to the others, who’ve quit drinking each other’s saliva.

“Did we miss anything?” I ask everyone.

“Pete was just telling us how him and Jim handled club hacker,” Emma says proudly.

“How’d you do that?” Shar asks Pete.

“Wait.  How did your try out go?” Emma asks.

Shar’s face lights up like a Christmas tree.  “Great.  I’m pretty confident I’ll be on the team.  Although one of the assistant coaches seems to hate me.”

My brow furrows.  “Who?”

Shar bites her top lip.  “That girl Tanya.  The one who’s always with Melinda.”

“Oh, she’s a nobody,” Emma says. “As in, I’m sure nobody gives a fuck what the bitch thinks.”

“So, what did you guys do with the hackers?” Shar asks Jim and Pete.

Pete looks at Jim.

“OK, fine, I’ll tell them,” Jim says. “We just pointed out that, having hacked the school, Pete has all of their home addresses.  And that no security system in the world will keep me from breaking in and smashing their precious computers to bits if they don’t leave Pete the hell alone.”

“Did they take you seriously?” I ask.

“Definitely,” Pete says.  “Especially after he said his baseball bat is of the metal variety and that he’d magnetized it so it’ll erase whatever it doesn’t smash.”

“Because magnets erase computers?” Shar asks.  She likes to think she’s knowledgeable about all things computers because she watches Mr. Robot religiously.  I don’t watch it with her because that Elliot guy’s bug eyes freak me out.

“Exactly,” Pete and Jim say at once.  Too bad they aren’t soulmates.  Emma and January could have some fun and so could they.

January turns to Shar. “Do you hate me for what happened with Arja?”

“No,” she says.  “I just hate that she’s manipulating us into doing a spell to make this poor guy fall for her.”

“What’s so bad about that?” Confusion wrinkles January’s forehead.

Shar rakes her fingers through her hair.  “Well, we’ll be taking away the guy’s free will, forcing him to fall for her.  Isn’t that black magick?”

“Witch, please,” January says.  “Witches do spells like that every day.  If that’s black magick, then ninety percent of witches practice it.”

“Wait.  What happened with Ajra?” Emma asks.

“I accidentally teleported into her room,” January says.  “And she walked in on me. “

”Holy shit,” Emma says. “What did she say?”

January sighs.  “I teleported out of there before she could say anything.”

“Why’d you teleport there anyway?”  Emma asks.

“I found my murderers behind Happy Accidents and torched them so I didn’t want to go back.  I figured Shar’s was a good halfway point for me to stop and catch my breath on the way back here.  It’s not like I was gonna try going the whole distance at once and risk teleporting into a cement wall.”

“Oh,” Emma says.

“We’ll talk more at Lia’s,” January says.

Juliana beeps the horn.  She’s definitely not what you’d call fond of waiting.

“Guess that’s our signal,” I say.

Jim gives Emma a quick kiss goodbye. January turns to Pete and they share a quick hug and closed mouth kiss. Then us girls get in the car.  I’m tempted to sit in the front so Emma can be squeezed in with January and Shar, figuring she’d like to be pressed against January, but I just can’t do it.  I have to sit next to my girl.  This means I have to sit in the middle, which I hate, because Shar takes the seat to the right and I want to be beside her. At least we all put our backpacks in the trunk so we don’t quite feel like we’re squeezed in like sardines. Speaking of which, I find myself pondering whether or not I should stick an open can of that smelly shit in Tanya’s locker for giving Shar attitude.  Me and my girls would laugh about that for weeks, but I’m afraid it would stink up the whole locker room.  If only because guys would walk by and say girls really do smell like fish, which half of the idiots/virgins already believe anyway.  No need to encourage them.


CHAPTER FORTY SIX

JANUARY

 

One thing about fairies who are psychic is that we’re usually more powerful than psychics who are merely human.  Usually.  There are obviously people, like those bitches this morning, who manage to thwart us.  In any case, I’m sure my psychic abilities are partially why I can see the places I’m going to teleport in my mind first.  You know, as long as they’re within a reasonable distance.  Another way that comes into play is that we pick up on telepathic conversations without even trying.  We can tune them out, but that requires a certain amount of concentration and when the conversation is about you it’s pretty hard to stop following it.  So, I spend much of the ride to Lia’s listening to her and Shar debate whether or not to tell me and Emma we like each other.  This is good because it shows that Emma likes me.  That the attraction is mutual.  Although, I’m not positive if Emma has told them she’s into me or if they’re still assuming that from seeing how she is around me.  I guess it doesn’t matter because those three are as close as friends can be – like triplets – and I’m sure Lia and Shar can tell if Emma likes someone.  So, she must like me. But more than Jim?  That’s the million dollar question.

Still, I’m not sure if I want them blurting out that we like each other.  For one thing, they promised they wouldn’t say anything unless she specifically asked about me.  So, I’d feel betrayed if they said it right now.  Also, once it’s out in the open then it becomes real and we have to do something about it.  Or agree not to do anything.  Either way, it becomes this “issue” that has to be dealt with.  And I don’t want it to be that.  I’d rather we find out the attraction is mutual when we’re looking into each other’s eyes and lean forward finally kiss.  A perfect kiss. Of course, that kiss would open Pandora’s Box on our asses.  It’s like, if we really want to be together, we’ll have to break up with Pete and Jim.  I don’t know if Emma would choose me over him.  I’m not even sure if I’d choose Emma over Pete.  Right now, I feel a stronger attraction to her, but that could be partially because I’ve never done it with a girl and new experiences excite me.

What if the attraction between us is just sexual?  I do have romantic feelings for her, but the sexual ones tend to drown them out.  If we have sex a bunch of times and it’s no longer new, would I still have enough feelings to sustain a good relationship with her?  Oh, who am I kidding?  I’m probably in love with her.  Or very, very infatuated.  I just try to focus on the sexual feelings because if I dwell on the romantic then I stand to have my heart broken.  Making it about sex, all I stand to lose is...  I don’t even know what the word for it is.  A conquest?  No, that sounds like something a dumb guy would say.  What I’d stand to lose is a partner.  Easier to lose a potential sex partner than a romantic one.

Every time I start thinking about this stuff I feel like I’m cheating on Pete and the guilt seeps in.  I really don’t want to hurt him.  We were each other’s firsts and we’ll always be special to each other.  Besides, I still adore him.  I think he’s the cutest little nerd on the planet and I’m in awe of how smart he is.  And I love the way he looks at me, like I’m his princess.  And I do enjoy sex with him, too.

You’d think being bi would be great!  That you’d have twice as many opportunities to find a date on any given night.  That you’d have two flavors to choose from.  That you’d be open to the possibility of anyone being your soulmate, not just people of the opposite sex.  But for me, right now, being bi is like a curse.  Like I’ll have to pick one sex but I’ll also be craving the other, too.  I think I need to find a polyamourous couple to be a throuple with.  One guy, one girl and me.  That would cover all the bases.  It’s too bad Emma, Jim, Pete and me can’t be a four person relationship where we’d all get to have romantic and sexual feelings for each other.  Now, that would be ideal.  Maybe I should ask Emma what she thinks about that once we’ve acknowledged our feelings for each other?  At the very least, we would be giving Jim and Pete the opportunity to still be with us and love us.  They’d each be able to have sex with another girl so maybe they’d go for it.  It’s not like we’d be asking them to have sex with each other.  This is the kind of thing most guys would die for.  Having sex with Jim would be weird for me, I’ll admit.  I’ve never really thought about that because he’s always been with Emma.  At least he’s not unattractive, I’ll say that much.  But I don’t like how Emma says she’s usually dizzy after.  That’s weird, right?  Anyway, tonight is not the time to be considering four way relationships.  It’s the time to remember Kat.

It’s trippy how Lia was blaming herself for Kat’s death.  I blame myself, too. But Lia isn’t responsible for what happened to her.  Unlike me.  I’m the one who failed to heal her.  I realize the venom was probably cursed, but, still, maybe if I’d gotten more sleep the night before or hadn’t used so much of my proverbial fairy juice before she was bit then I might’ve been able to save her.  But I’ll never know, which means I’ll always wonder.  Which means I’ll always carry the guilt.

Emma turns in the front so she can see me in the back.  “So, what’s the story with you torching your murderers?  You just randomly found them and decided to roast them?”

“Oh, yeah!  When I was leaving Happy Accidents I went behind the building so nobody would see me disappear when I teleported and they were back there.  Drunk as hell.”

“And you just set them ablaze?”

“I went and dropped off the goodie’s with Juliana then I went back and set them ablaze.”

She doesn’t say anything for a second and I wonder if she’s frowning on it when she finally smiles and says, “Good for you.”

I let out a sigh of relief.  “Thanks!  Oh, after I did that I had a visit with Hannashurie and she had a message from your Great Grandmother Ruth.”

Her face lights up.  “Really?  What?”

“She said she’s been trying to reach you, and has been having trouble, but she’ll keep trying.  She also said to tell you to be mindful of yourself.”

Her forehead wrinkles.  “What’s that supposed to mean?”

I shrug.  “Beats me.”

“I wonder why she can’t reach me.”  She exhales louder than normal.

I regret that I don’t have an explanation for her.  “I don’t know.  Hannashurie didn’t say.”

Emma bites her lip before as she turns back around in her seat.  Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything?  She doesn’t need to be stressing out about that at the memorial.  I only told her now because it sounded important.


CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN

SHAR

 

We’re at Happy Accidents.  At my request, we stopped to grab drinks to go on the way to chez Li and Juliana.  At first January didn’t want to stop – something about needing to go pay her grandfather a visit when we get to Li’s.  Apparently, he lives around the block.

We’re all in line to order with Em first and she acts really strange.  Vincent, the owner, asks her how she is, as they usually have a fun chat when she’s here, but she just says, “Fine.”  That’s it.  He asks if she’s OK, looking genuinely concerned, and she just nods.  We all give Vincent apologetic looks and I shrug.  None of us know what to tell him.  I guess she’s just chewing on the message January gave her from Ruth.  And she didn’t look happy when January said she was going to visit her grandfather.  Em kind of went on a tirade about not knowing she had one.  Like she was offended that January hadn’t told her.  Definitely reinforced my impression that she has feelings for her.

Anyway, I don’t know why she didn’t just tell Vincent that she’s on her way to get ready for a memorial.  Then Vincent would understand.  Not that he’s going to sulk because Em was a fuddy duddy, but, still, it was kind of rude.  And it doesn’t stop there.  When he asks what she’d like, she goes, “We’ll have five large, iced caramel lattes, please.”  Without asking what any of us want.  She just goes ahead and orders for all of us.  Who does that?  That’s something she’s never done before and she knows we usually get different drinks.  I’m surprised she even said please to him with the way she’s acting.

I’m just standing here with my jaw halfway to the floor when Li speaks up.  “Actually, I’ll have a large iced mocha, please.”

Em’s face turns red and she shoots Li a weird look.  It’s the evil eye, but she doesn’t look the way she usually does when you irritate her.  She almost looks like a different person for a second.  For one thing, Em usually raises both eyebrows and gives you a pair of evil eyes, but it was just the left eyebrow went up.

“Shar?” Vincent asks.

I’m in the mood for mocha, too.  “Can I please have the same as Li, Vincent?”

Vincent gives me a warm smile.  “Sure thing.”

I smile back.  “Thank you.”

Now red-faced Emma is giving me the evil eye.  Instead of asking her what her problem is, I just look away.  I mean, I get that she’s also feeling guilty about what happened to Kat, but it’s no reason to be a bitch to her sisters.

Vincent looks at January and Juliana.  “And for you ladies?”

“I’ll have a medium almond mocha latte.  Hot, please,” Juliana says.

January looks at Em before she orders and Em’s eyes give her an ultimatum.  So, her response is hardly surprising.  “An iced caramel latte sounds good to me.”

Lia and I frown at January.  “What?” she asks. “I love caramel lattes.”

Em smiles at January, who smiles back.  Now the blood starts to drain from Em’s face.  She goes from basically being an aggro bitch to love struck in two seconds.  Aren’t they such a cute couple?  They’d like to think so.  I thought the possibility of them getting together was cute before, and I did tell January I think Em likes her, but I’m starting to feel otherwise.  Largely because I like Jim and Pete and don’t want them getting hurt.  Cheating sucks anyway.  If Em would be OK with cheating on Jim with January does that mean Em would be OK with Li cheating on me?  Maybe that’s a little different because the three of us are thick as thieves, but not much.  Suffice to say, I wish Li had never told January she thought Em would kiss her back if she made the first move.  But we wouldn’t have reached that point in the conversation if I hadn’t said that I think Em likes her, so I guess I’d be sharing the blame if they ever do kiss.


CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT

EMMA

 

As we’re getting out of the car outside Lia’s apartment building, January says, “So, I’m going to pay a quick visit to my grandfather, like I said.  But I’ll be back in a flash.”

“I could go with you,” I say and smile.

“No, I’m supposed to go alone,” January says sternly then bites her lip.  Hard.  Like she’s regretting that she let that slip.

“Oh, sorry I asked,” I say.

“No, don’t be.  I appreciate it.  But he’s got dementia and he freaks out if there are too many people around him.  Especially if they’re unfamiliar faces.”

“Alrighty, then,” Lia says.

“I’m just gonna teleport over,” January says. “I’ll appear in his backyard then I’ll go around the house and ring the bell.  Hopefully, he doesn’t think I’m a tax collector like last time.”

“How long will you be?” Shar asks.

January looks like a woodchuck trying to outrun a lawnmower. “That depends.  He always has things he needs me to fix, or needs me to do his laundry or pop out his meds for the week.  Sometimes I even have to give him a bath.  But I don’t think I’ll be more than an hour.  I’ll text you if it’s going to be longer.”

“OK, we’ll see you when you get back,” I say.  Then she gets back in the car for cover and teleports off to grandpa’s.

“I think she’s in trouble,” I say to everyone.  “I overheard her last thought before she went.”

“You mean you deliberately read her mind?” Shar snaps at me.

“Just for a few seconds.  I mean, weren’t you guys finding the whole thing to be a little weird?”

“So, what was her thought, then?” Juliana asks.

“It was, ‘Why did Hannashurie have to lay this on me today of all days?’”

Juliana tugs at her hair the way Lia often does.  “That does sound sketchy.”

A though makes Lia’s eyes light up.  “You think Hannashurie might’ve gave her another mission?”

“It kinda sounds like it,” Shar says.

That’s my fear exactly.  “ Yeah, but why would Hannashurie give her another mission on today of all days?”

“Hannashurie is a Goddess.  We’re not always meant to understand the things they do,” Juliana says.

This is driving me crazy.  I know she’s not my girlfriend but I care about her a lot and don’t want her to get hurt.  “I just don’t get why January didn’t ask her for help if it’s another mission?”

“You don’t think...” Shar doesn’t finish her sentence.

“Think what?”  I need to know. [I fucking need to know.]

“Well, we have to consider that Hannashurie sent her on another mission to test her.”

I kick a rock so hard I can’t even see where it stops.  “Test her for what?”

“I don’t know,” Lia says.  “Maybe now that we’ve defeated the evil witch like we were meant to Hannashurie is thinking about sending her to help some other needy witches or something.”

My thoughts are starting to spiral.  “Well, hopefully it’ll go well and Hannashurie will realize that January can still be our friend and help others out, too.”

“I hope you’re right,” Shar says.

“Do you think it’s better for us if she accomplishes her mission or fails?” Lia asks.

Now I’m getting agitated. “Are you trying to give me more shit to think about?”

“It’s a valid point,” Juliana says.  “But we’ll just have to wait and see what happens.  Hopefully, January will tell us about it when she gets back.”

“Wait,” I say. “What if she fails this mission and Hannashurie decides that she can’t help others while being with us and she decides to send her somewhere far away?  That’s what the test must be.  To see if she can still fulfill her faerie duties while being with us.”

“It sounds plausible,” Lia says.

Shar nods in agreement.

“She has to accomplish her mission. She has to,” I say.  My mind is racing now, no doubt bathing in whatever chemicals we produce when we’re in fight or flight mode.

“I guess all we can do is pray,” Shar says.

I can’t take this.  The thought of Hannashurie taking January away before I even get a chance to kiss her is too much. [I should kiss her when she gets back. I’m sure she’ll kiss me back.  I see how she looks at me with adoration and hunger in her eyes.  I don’t know why the hell I haven’t just read her mind already to find out if she digs me.]

“I’m not gonna sit around and pray,” I say.  “I need to go help her.”

Lia gets in my face.  “Dude, you definitely should not do that.  If she doesn’t do this alone then Hannashurie could send her off to Siberia and we’ll never know what happened to her.”

“She’s right,” Juliana says.

“Fine.  But I’m gonna go hang outside of the house just in case all hell breaks loose in there and her life is in danger.”

“I wouldn’t do that either,” Shar says.

“Besides, you don’t know the address.”

“Actually,” I fess up. “I do. But I wasn’t trying to read her mind.  She just kept repeating it over and over and louder and louder and eventually I heard it without even trying.”

“That’s weird.  We didn’t hear it,” Lia says.  Why does she always have to challenge me?

“Well, that’s beside the point.  I know where she’s gone and I’m going.  I’ll just sit on the sidewalk across the street – unless I hear her screaming or see her fighting through the windows.”

“What’s the address?” Shar asks.

I’m not sure I want to tell her. “You’re not gonna follow me?”

“Hell, no,” Lia says. “Not unless you call and say you need our help or we have a premonition that something really bad is going to happen over there.”

I suppose I’ll feel a little less of this fight or flight shit if I tell them.  “It’s 345 Laura Street.”

Lia smirks.  “That’s basically around the block.”

“OK, well, I’m going.  I’ll return as soon as possible.”

“You’ll definitely be back in time to get ready for the memorial, though, right?” Shar asks as I’m about to get in the car to teleport.

I nod.  “Well, January said it shouldn’t be more than an hour so I don’t think that’ll be a problem.”

That said, I get in the car and look around the parking lot to see if anyone’s watching.  There’s nobody in sight but us so, bingo, I teleport.

 


CHAPTER FORTY NINE

JANUARY

 

I appear behind the weathered, maroon brick house – 345 Laura Street –  in what is a very cluttered backyard.  It’s somewhat organized, but at the same time it resembles a junkyard my father took me to when I was a kid.  I bet this shit belonged to the guy I’m supposed to talk into the light.  In any case, there are a few wheelbarrows stacked on top of each other.  There’s a bike rack with at least ten bikes chained to it.  A rusting swing set complete with monkey bars and a decent-sized slide.  If time wasn’t of the essence, I might try the slide. Although, the layer of dirt on it would probably stop me. So, I do my psychic fairy thing and see inside the house.  I see the spirit’s aura, which is a mix of white and gray.  He’s in a room upstairs.  Would seem to be looking at his reflection in a large mirror.

I also see that there are actual people home, too; An adult woman, a teenage girl and a child are in the kitchen, but not a living soul is in any of the rooms upstairs.

It dawns on me that  the people in the house might be expecting me.  They must have prayed to someone asking them to get rid of the spirit or send them someone who can.  If they hadn’t prayed about it then I doubt it’d be on Hannashurie’s radar.

How the Hades am I supposed to approach this?  Do I just knock on the door and introduce myself as the fairy they’ve been waiting for?  Or should I just call myself a ghost whisperer?  It would be nice if Hannashurie told them I was coming, but somehow I doubt that’s happened.

Anyway, whatever I’m going to say, I ring the bell.  Just once, though I hear the bell ring twice inside.  Weird.  This whole thing is weird.  Part of me is hoping no one will come to the door.  If not, then I’ll just teleport into the room where the spirit to be evicted is.

I wait a few minutes, but they’re talking up a storm there in the kitchen so I wonder if they even heard the bell.  But I think it’ll be easier if I just get in, do the job, and get out without the family being any the wiser.  So, instead of ringing the bell again, I head into the backyard where I can teleport without being seen.  I use my fairy sense again and confirm that everyone is still where they were ten minutes ago. Super!I teleport.

I appear behind the spirit, who is white and gray like his aura, in fairy mode with my butterfly/ladybug hybrid wings flapping.  And he’s still looking in the mirror.  At least his reflection is there and he’s not staring at nothing. Now, I must get on with the show.

“Identify yourself!” I scream at him because my voice is weaker in fairy mode.  Although not as weak as you’d expect from something so small.

The spirit whips around.  He’s a tall, thin man with a full head of hair. (About two feet taller than I am in human form, since I’m only 4'8".)  Looks like he’s in his eighties.  Or was when he expired.

“You identify yourself,” he says.  “And what in tarnation are you?”

I try to sound official.  Like a flight attendant reciting her script about what to do if the cabin loses pressure.  “I asked first, but, fine, my name is January and I’m a fairy.  A fairy who’s been sent by the man upstairs to bring you to your final resting place.”  OK, so I was sent by a woman, but an old geezer like this dude probably couldn’t wrap his head around the concept of multiple deities and Goddesses.

“If you think I’m climbing into a coffin to rot you’ve got another thing coming.”  He smacks a bottle of girl’s perfume off of the dresser and it smashes against the floor and shatters, allowing its nauseating scent to flood the air.

“Hey, it’s OK,” I say as I turn back into human form.  “I’m not here to put you in the ground.  The furthest thing from it.  I’m here to lead you to Heaven.”

“That’s real?” He swallows hard.  As I notice that, I also see that he has a large Adam’s apple.

I give him a genuine smile. “Sure is!”  OK, maybe I sound a little too cheerful now.

“Well, I think I’ll pass.  If you really want to be of assistance, help me get the intruders downstairs to leave and stay gone.”

Guess I need to try a different approach.  Act like I’m his friend. “What is your name?”

“Leo. Remo.”

“Leo Remo, that has a nice ring to it.  And you were married, right?”

“Yes.”

“What was your wife’s name?”

He lets out something of a grunt. “Jayne,” he says and frowns.

“Did you have kids?”

He shakes his head.  “No.  She couldn’t.  I would’ve liked to, though.”

“I’m sorry you weren’t able to.”

“Thanks.  Now are you gonna help me get those leeches out of here?”

“I’m afraid I can’t.  It’s not my divine mission.”

“Figures.”

“Can I be honest with you, Leo?”

He shrugs. “Can’t promise I’ll believe you, but go ahead.”

I’m not sure if he was bothered when I asked about his wife, but I have to try playing that card.  “Jayne is so happy in Heaven, Leo.  And she’s hurt that you haven’t come to her yet.  She feels like you’re choosing this old house over her.”

“That doesn’t sound right.  Besides, how would you have any idea what she’s feeling when you didn’t even know her name?”

He does have a point.  Guess it’s time to turn on the lies.  “I do know her.  We’ve met.  It’s just that, well, nobody uses names in Heaven.”

“Oh, they don’t?” He isn’t buying it.

“They don’t,” I say softly.  Really trying to sell it.

He scratches the top of his head.  “Huh.  That does sound like something they’d do up there.”

“So, what do you say?”  I give him sad eyes with a smile.  Hopefully one of those will move him.

His wrinkles move in the right direction, revealing a hint of a smile.  Maybe he’s going to say yes?

A small bright ball of light appears.  Leo and I watch as it slowly expands until it becomes a portal spacious enough for one to just walk right through.  Unfortunately, Leo takes a few steps backwards in the opposite direction.

“It’s OK.  It won’t hurt you.  Haven’t you ever heard about people going into the light when they die?”

“I’ve heard about people going toward the light, or even stepping into it, but I’ve never heard from anyone who’s gone all the way through.”

“Well, something has to be a surprise, right?”

“Why’d they send you anyway?  Were all the angels busy?”

“I have no idea.  All I know is I’m here to help.”

“I appreciate that.  I do.  But you can shut your fancy portal now; I’m not going through.  See, you haven’t thought of something, dearie.  Maybe I don’t want to be reunited with the Mrs.?”  Perhaps that’s why he’s lingering in this house?

Regardless, I’m so frustrated I stomp my foot.  ‘”Why wouldn’t you?”

“Listen, January, adult relationships are complicated.  Things aren’t all black and white.  I suggest you take your bothersome light and jet before I send you to Heaven.”

Anger surges through me.  And my hands burst into flames, balls of fire forming around them.  Fire almost as bright as the portal.

He steps back and raises his voice. “I see your true colors now.  You’re no fairy.  Not a good one anyway!”

“You’re mistaken.  It’s just a self-defense mechanism.  See?”  I think about kissing Emma and as the thought amuses me my hands return to normal.  “So, why don’t you quit giving me lip and just tell me why you’re so attached to this house and why you don’t want to be with Mrs. Remo.”

He pulls out a desk chair and sits down.  Can you believe that, a spirit having to sit down?

“Well?”  I sit on the bed.

He buries his face in his hands and makes what I’m going to call a growling sound.

I want to reach over and put my hand on his shoulder to reassure him, but somehow I don’t think he’d appreciate the gesture.  “Whatever it is, you can tell me.  I won’t repeat it to anyone.”

He looks at me and sighs, his forehead all wrinkled.  Just as he opens his mouth to speak, the door to the bedroom opens and the woman of the house looks at me and trembles like she’s just seen a ghost.  Or maybe she sees Leo and that’s why she looks totally freaked out?

“What the hell is going on here?”

“She can’t see me,” Leo says and smirks. “Not unless I want her to. And right now I really don’t.”

I put my hands up – like one does when a cop points a gun at you – as I stand up.  “I’m just here to help.  You see that portal behind me?”

“I see nothing behind you, miss.  Just my daughter’s room.  Which you will be leaving now or else –”

“– Hey, hey, hey.  No need to threaten me.  Like I said, here to help.  You’re being haunted right?”

Now she looks more perplexed than angry.  “How’d you know that?  We haven’t told anyone.”

I force a smile.  “I’m the answer to your prayers.  I’m here to send him to Heaven where he belongs.”

“I’m afraid you’re mistaken.”  She’s looking angrier by the second.

“Why’s that?”  Does she want him to stick around?

“That man is terrorizing us.  If he belonged in Heaven when he died, he sure as hell doesn’t now.”

“Seriously?”

“You bet your ass.”

Fuck.  That’s a complication I didn’t need.  But the portal is still open for him so he can’t have been that bad.

I raise my hand and my pointer figure.  The international give me a minute signaI.  Then I inhale as much air as I can and hold it in for a moment before slowly exhaling, trying to stay calm.  That’s the only reason why I don’t glare at Leo right now.  I don’t want my hands bursting into flames again.  “I’m just here to do what I’m told.”

“You expect me to believe that Heaven sent a girl who doesn’t look a day over fourteen to send the spirit that’s been making our lives miserable for five months to Heaven?”

“Maybe this will help.”  I switch into fairy mode.  “As you can see, I’m a supernatural being.  And I’m sixteen, just so you know.”

Her jaw drops.  She’s clearly never seen a fairy before and doesn’t know what to make of it.  At least she’s not freaking out.  “Huh.  And you say you’re going to get rid of him?”

I nod.  “I am.”

“Then I’ll leave you to it,” the woman says and walks out of the room, slamming the door shut behind her.

Now I glare at Leo.  “What have you been doing to these poor people?”

He’s still sitting on the desk chair.  At least he looks apologetic, mostly staring at his hands on his lap.

He has a minor coughing fit. “Maybe just ask me why I don’t want to see the Mrs. again.”  More coughing.  A ghost with allergies?

“Yes, tell me about her.”  I take a seat on the bed again.

“Well, for starters, she’s only in Heaven because she went to confession on a Saturday afternoon and was killed by a hit and run driver in the supermarket parking lot an hour and a half later before she could sin again.”

“She wasn’t a good person then?”  This is interesting.

“We were married for fifty two years.  That’s a long time, isn’t it?  And for fifty one years we got along fine.  I wouldn’t say famously, but it’s not like we bickered all the time.  Anyhow, it was the fifty second year that ruined everything.”  He stops talking, looks at his lap again and shakes his head.  Whatever happened that year, he certainly regrets it.

I’m curious, but I’m also starting to sympathize with him.  “OK, I’ll bite.  What happened during year fifty two?”

“We stopped having relations.”  More head shaking.  “Do you follow?”

“Yes.  I know what it means.”  My face feels flushed now.

“Well, we never had a problem in that department.  At least nothing a little blue pill couldn’t solve.  But I guess she got tired of waiting thirty minutes for it to kick in.”

“So, she had an affair?”

He nods.  Shakes his head a couple more times.  “With a priest, no less.”

“You mentioned confession, so I’m guessing you mean Catholic?”

Another nod.  “That’s why I don’t think her confession should count.  I mean, if you’re committing adultery – a mortal sin – with a priest, I don’t think that priest should be able to absolve you of a damn thing.”

“I agree.”  Definitely not liking his wife.

“Good.  But that’s not the worst thing she did.  That Saturday before she went off to do the deed and repent, she crushed up some of her Xanax and dissolved it in my morning coffee.  I’d known about the affair since I’d seen them out together, making out in his car a week earlier.  Needless to say, my attitude towards her changed after that.  She knew that I knew and she wanted me out of the picture anyway so she tried to kill me.  My own wife.  But, see, I knew that she knew I knew.  So, when I started to feel dead tired after my joe, I knew something wasn’t right.  Either I was having a heart attack or a stroke or she was murdering me.  I dialed 911, told them it was one of those three things.  They said an ambulance would be right over.  I had the good sense to go open the front door so they’d be able to get in.  Unfortunately, that was the last thing I did.  I collapsed, my heart stopped and that was the end of me. Before they even got here.  They tried CPR and various injections, but I was already whatever I am now, standing beside my body, watching them.  And I’ve been here ever since.”

“Wow...”  What can I say to that?  “I’m sorry.”

“You and me both, kid.”

“And it was that same day, she was hit and died, too?”

He shakes his head yes a few times.  “Some kind of poetic justice, right there.”

“How did you find out what happened to her if you were stuck here?”

“When I first died, I saw her.  A vision or something.  Saw how her day was going.  You know, after she’d left me to die.  Had to watch her and the priest have sex then confession and everything.  What a joke!  Couldn’t figure out why I was being tortured like that.  Not until the car hit her in the Market Basket parking lot and she went soaring thirty feet, busting her head open when she landed on the hood of some poor guy’s Impala.  Next thing I knew, I woke up at the kitchen table, like I’d just dozed off while reading the paper.  And there was a hot cup of joe right there waiting for me.”

“Maybe karma is real,” I say.  “And how long have you been stuck here now?”

“Twenty six years.”

“That’s a looooong time.”  A whole decade longer than I’ve been alive.

“You’re telling me.”

I can’t sympathize with him too much after what the woman said. “Have you always haunted people?”

“Just the ones that come to live in my house.”

I sigh.  “That woman who lives here now seemed pretty upset.”

“The worst thing I’ve done to this family is move things around when they’re not home.”  He looks at me and smirks.

“Like what?”

“Putting the rocking chair where the recliner was and vice versa.  Taking milk out of the refrigerator and leaving it on the counter.  Maybe I went too far when I took out her best lingerie and laid it out on her bed.  She did freak out when she came home to that.”

I start to laugh but stop myself. I need to be serious here. “You ever think maybe that’s why you’ve been stuck here so long?”

“Like this is my purgatory and I haven’t been learning my lesson?”

Maybe he’s finally getting it.  “Exactly!  But now you finally get to leave.”

“That doesn’t seem like such a bad deal, the more I think about it.”

I stand up and motion towards the portal, which has been open here this whole time.  “And it’s my understanding that Heaven is what you make it.  So, you don’t have to see your wife if you don’t want to.”

Now he’s really looking interested. “That true?”

I nod.  “Absolutely.”  I think so anyway.

He half-smiles as he stands. “Don’t you think you should’ve said that ten minutes ago?”

I shrug.  “I suppose.  But then I wouldn’t have gotten to hear your story.”

“Glad I’ve managed to keep you entertained,” he says, sounding a bit agitated.  He coughs loudly.  First time I’ve ever seen a dead man cough.

I am about to say that’s not what I meant – even though it kind of is – when all of a sudden Emma appears beside me.  Just teleports right into the room!  “Em, what the fuck are you doing here?  I’m kind of in the middle of something.”

“What is this?” Leo says, clearly angered now, forehead veins rising.

“Nothing.  Sorry,” I say to him.  Then to Emma, “You need to go.”

“Let me guess,” she says. “He’s supposed to go through the light?”

“You here to push me through?” he asks Emma, crossing his arms in front of himself.

“If necessary,” she says, cracking her knuckles.  Fuck.

“She’s not doing anything,” I say.  To both of them.  Then to Emma, “Leo was about to go to Heaven and I’m sure he’d be happy to if you would just go.  Now.”

“You can forget it now,” Leo says to me.  “This is some kind of trick, isn’t it?  You’re evil fairies aren’t you?  Trying to trick me into going to hell on account of all this haunting I’ve been doing?  That it?”

“No,” Emma and I both say.

“Whoever heard of Heaven sending fairies to escort someone to Heaven.  Like fairies trump angels or something!” He spits on the ground in front of us then he goes to step around Emma.  And I freeze.

Emma blocks his way.  I see his hands curl into fists and I shiver, but it’s like I’m paralyzed.  I want to get between them, but I’m just standing here.

“Emma, please leave now.  I’m supposed to do this by myself!”

Before he can so much as raise his fists, Emma shoves him.  Hard.  She must’ve prayed for those super strength hands she gets.  He goes stumbling back then falls further back and lands on the other side of the portal.  Except for a foot.  Which Emma walks over and kicks into the light.  Then the portal shrinks until it’s gone.

“Mission accomplished,” she says, smiling at me.

“You ruined everything!” I shout.  “Did you not hear me say I was supposed to do this alone?”

“Seriously?  Are you kidding me?  He’s gone.  Never to haunt anyone again.  Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“It wasn’t about what I wanted.  It was what Hannashurie wanted.  And she wanted him to go to the other side willingly.  Which he was about to do before you just showed up out of thin air.  What the fuck, Em?”

“Well, either way, he’s gone, and whoever lives in this house can live in peace, so she should be happy.”  Emma’s face is red now.  Like she’s the one who should be angry here!

“You don’t get it.  I was supposed to do this.  Alone!  This was my second mission.  My first one since you, Lia and Shar.  Now I’ve failed it and it’s your fault!  Now Hannashurie will probably send me to help some hippies in San Francisco, or soldiers in Siberia, and I’ll never see you guys again.”

She doesn’t know what to say.  I don’t know what else to say either.  Just then, I hear footsteps then someone turns the doorknob.  I’d like to tell them the old goat is gone, but I’m sure we’re haunting the house as much as he ever did right now, so I grab Emma and teleport us outside onto the sidewalk across the street.

“I’m so sorry,” Emma says.  Somehow, she managed to start crying her eyes out during the half of a second it took me to teleport us. “I just thought you might be in trouble...”

I shake my head.  “Why?”

“I sensed that you weren’t being entirely honest today.  About visiting your grandfather you never mentioned.”

“So, you decided to stalk me?” I kick the ground.

Emma’s eyes are welling up with tears.  “I called and texted you and you didn’t answer.”  Now she’s balling her eyes out.

“That doesn’t give you permission to come hunt me down.”

I kick the ground again.  It’s either that or punch her in the arm.

“Please don’t be mad at me,” she says, still weeping.

Inhale.  Exhale.  Inhale.  Exhale.  I will myself to calm down.  Now part of me just wants to hug her and tell her it’s going to be OK, but I have no idea how Hannashurie is going to react to what just happened.

“I’m wicked sorry,” she says, rubbing her eyes. “Wicked.  I was just worried about you.  I even had a panic attack and had to take Ativan.”

Maybe I should stay angry with her?  Like maybe Hannashurie really will send me to a small town in Ireland or something if I’m too quick to forgive her.  But I don’t have it in me to be mean to her.  “You were really that worried about me?”

“Absolument,” she says and smiles, blushing slightly as she starts wiping her eyes with tissues from her purse.

“I’m just so afraid that Hannashurie is going to take me away from you now.  If I lost you and Pete I’d die. I just would.”

“You really think she’d do that?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe?”

Two police cars come speeding by with the sirens blaring.  Emma says something, but I can’t hear her.

Say it telepathically, I suggest.

You’d really die without me?

Of course.

The sirens are fading.

“Should we go get dressed for the memorial?” I ask Emma.

She smiles for the first time since she appeared here. “Absolument!”

 


CHAPTER FIFTY

EMMA

 

January and I teleport into Lia’s living room. I could’ve teleported myself easily enough, but January grabbed my hand and teleported us both.  In fact, we’re still holding hands, which feels quite nice, but Juliana looks up from the couch and grins at us.  Then we pull our hands away from each other, both of us looking a little embarrassed.

“So, how did it go?” Juliana asks.

Please don’t tell anyone else about my mission or how you screwed it up, January says to me telepathically.

My brows cinch together.  You just want to say you had a nice visit with your grandfather? And, what, you found me outside after?

That’s perfect!

“It went fine,” January says.  “My grandfather was a little cranky today but about all I had to do was wash a big pile of dishes.”

“Sure that’s all you did?” Juliana asks.

January and I look at each other.

Was she listening? January asks me. Does she think we fucked?

I doubt it.  But it was probably obvious that we were talking telepathically from our body language.

Right. Now she must know we’re doing it again.

“Whatever you girls are discussing, you can tell me.  I won’t tell anyone if that’s what you want.”

“Well, let’s just say things were a little complicated,” January says.

“Ah.  Well, Lia and Shar are in Lia’s room.”

We head to Lia’s room and find the door shut.  You never know what they might be doing in there so I knock.

“Come in,” Lia yells from inside.

Please don’t tell them about what happened either, January says nervously.  I don’t want them worrying about what might happen to me during the memorial.

I nod.  Right.  You had a nice visit and found me outside after.

January opens the door and we head into Lia’s room.  She doesn’t think of it so I pull the door closed and lock it as us girls usually do when we’re in here.

Lia and Shar are sitting side by side on the bed.  They were watching something but they paused it as we entered the room.

“Watching anything good?” I ask.

Shar smiles.  “The French version of The Returned that you recommended.”

“I think it’s hella creepy,” Lia says. “But we like it.”

“So, how was your grandfather?” Shar asks January.

“Not as cranky as last time I visited.  So, that was nice. And all I had to do was wash a sink full of dishes, which was a relief.”

“That’s cool.”

“Then when I went outside I found Emma sitting on the sidewalk across the street.”

“Were you pissed at her?” Lia asks.

“Nah.  I know she was just looking out for me.”

I bring my hands together in a single clap.  “So, are we going to get dressed now?”

There’s a bit more small-talk that’s not worth mentioning, but now we’re getting changed.  I happen to be wearing a black lace bra and matching underwear that I convinced my mother to buy me at Victoria’s Secret last year.  The bra is a little tight because my boobs have grown half a cup size, but it looks great.  Of course, January, Lia and Shar are wearing regular underwear.  I don’t even know why I wore my fancy things.  I guess I was thinking January might like it.  That she might even like it enough to kiss me.  That thought did occur to me.

January turns and I see a large bandage on her side.  “What happened?”

“The bitch cut me before I could set them ablaze.”

“Oh, shit,” I say.  “You couldn’t heal yourself?”

“Hannashurie wouldn’t let me.  Not all the way. She wanted me to realize how dangerous it was going after them alone.”

I wish I could’ve been there to protect her.  “I can see her point.  I wish you would’ve come to get me.”

“It was something I needed to do alone.”

I nod.  “I can appreciate that.  Does it hurt much?”

She laughs.  “Only when I move.”

“Want us to do a healing spell?” I’m hoping she says yes because I can’t stand the thought of her being in pain.

She shakes her head no.  “Hannashurie probably wouldn’t let it work anyway.”

Nobody says anything for a moment.  I think about how ironic it is that Hannashurie criticized her for torching them alone, yet the very same day she turns around and sends her to do something alone.  Guess even fairy godmothers can contradict themselves.

“We could at least try,” Shar says to January.

January just shakes her head no again.  “No, thanks.  I’ll be fine.”

We stand there in silence a beat.  Lia, Shar and I flick back and forth to each other.  We all feel awful about January suffering.

“Do you want to take a shower?” Lia asks Shar.

Shar looks at January and I then gives Lia a confused look. “Together?”

“Why not?” That’s Lia, always tempting Shar to do stuff.

“Go ahead, we don’t care,” I say to Shar.  Maybe something can happen with January and I today after all.  Suffice to say, I want them to go take a shower so I can have some alone time with her, even if all we do is talk. [But, oh, how I’d like to go down on her.  Taste that sweet, sweet pussy.] Goddess, what am I thinking?  Merde. I don’t even use that word.  I hate that word.  Is this what Ruth meant about being mindful of myself?  That I need to quit using all these vulgarities when I think? To be more like my old self and not let this black magick influence me?

“Oh-kay,” Shar says to Lia then she gives January and I a worried expression and off with Lia she goes.  They close and lock the door behind them.  I hear it lock.  Now I get why Lia wanted them to take a shower together. [They’re going to taste each other’s nectar.]

Nectar?  That’s not a word I’d use to describe it.  That’s not a word I would use for anything.  Well, unless I was talking about fruit.  Am I going insane?  How am I supposed to be mindful of myself when shit just pops into my head?  Merde!  Maybe by trying to resist the black magick I’m letting it screw with me.  Like how worrying about panic attacks can give me one.

I sit down on the bed and take a few deep breaths because my anxiety is starting to surge.  What if black magick is the reason I like January?  No, it can’t be.  I think I was starting to crush on her even before we killed J and wound up with her black magick. [Which I ought to fucking use, seeing how I could’ve been killed on that mission to kill her.]

“You all right?” January asks.  She looks nervous, probably because of tonight.

“Yeah, just a little anxiety.”

“Worried about what Ruth said?”

I sigh.  “Maybe a little.”

“Want me to take your mind off it?” she gives me a shit-eating grin.

I suppose I could use a distraction.  “If you’d like.”  The corners of my mouth rise way up.  Of course, she’s probably just talking about doing her healing thing on me to calm my nerves.

January comes walking over and stands right in front of me, our toes touching each other’s on the floor. She puts her hand on my head and it immediately starts to feel warm and I find myself relaxing.

“Thanks,” I say.

She runs her fingers through my hair.  “Stand up.”

Is she going to kiss me?  I always thought I’d have to kiss her first.  And I certainly didn’t expect it to happen this afternoon.  But here we are in our underwear with some time to spare while Lia and Shar go at it.

I stand up and she gets on her tiptoes and we’re so close our boobs press against each other.  It feels so good and I feel a tingling sensation race from my toes up to the top of my head.  And the tingling continues to happen.  It’s almost like being tickled.  That feeling when someone first starts tickling you and it’s wonderful before it turns into torture.

“Are you tingling?” I ask her softly.

“Yeah.  I think it’s what happens when humans and fairies touch like this.”

“I felt it when I drank from your water bottle before.  But we’ve held hands and I didn’t feel like this.”

“I guess the bottle did it because you were, you know, infatuated with me.  You wanted a magickal reaction.”

I don’t say anything.  I can’t believe she just said that, that she knows I’ve been infatuated with her.

I expect her to say something else, but instead she tilts her head forward and I do the same and she kisses me.  Well, we kiss.  But she’s the one who moves her lips to mine and starts it.  At first she just presses them against mine but then she sticks her tongue out slightly and wiggles it so it gets between my lips.  That’s all the cue I need.  I open my mouth and we make out.  It feels like cherry bombs are going off inside my head. In a good way, however. Like my synapses are suddenly lighting up more so than before.  Burning red. The color of love.  I also feel like I’m stoned like that one time I tried weed. [Which I really ought to smoke more of because, yeah, I liked it.]

I put my hands on her head, filling them with her hair, which looks more strawberry blonde than orange rouge like it usually is.

Oh my Goddess, I want her so much.  Certain parts of me are tingling more than the rest now. [Like my fucking pussy.]  Damn it, why am I using that word again?  Who cares?  I can’t believe how aroused I am; my perky nipples feel like little stones.  As we continue to kiss, I wonder how her nipples feel so I remove my hands from the back of her head and grab her tits.  Damn it, since when do I say tits?  I guess I want her so bad that it’s making me think filthy thoughts.  Regardless, her nipples are indeed hard and erect.  I can feel them through her cute pink bra.

We stop kissing and look each other in the eyes, though she finally gets off of her tip-toes.  It just means I have to tilt my head down to do so.  And  I remove my hands from her tits because they’re below me now.  I’ve enjoyed holding her sweet pillows in my hands and feeling her nipples perk up.  Now, see, that’s something I would say.

“What do you want to do?” I whisper, still tingling.

She looks somewhat puzzled before she whispers.  “Maybe talk about our feelings?”

“Better to experience them,” I say and without thinking I lean down slightly and grab her crotch with my right hand.

She shudders but then she moans slightly.  She keeps groaning as I rub her but then I attempt to penetrate her with my fingers and she steps back, bumping into the bed.

“No, no, it’s too fast,” she says.

“Stop thinking about it,” I say and step forward.

She goes to move to the right, but I raise my arms, placing one at each side of her so she can’t move.  “You’re not going anywhere,” I say.  I know she doesn’t want to flee me.  It’s been pretty obvious that she’s been crushing on me for a while now.  Maybe ever since we played that silly game together a month or so ago.

I move my head forward, but she pulls hers back.

“Let’s sit down and talk,” she says nervously and swallows hard.  It almost looks like she has an Adam’s apple.

“Just kiss me again,” I say. “It felt so magickal.”

“Not now.  You’re acting weird.”

Maybe she’s right.  It’s like something just came over me – animal instinct? - and I grabbed her without thinking.  But I thought she’d like it.  “How so?”

“You’re just not behaving like yourself.”

“Maybe you bring something out in me?” Bending at the knees, I lower myself until I can bring my lips to her neck and start to give her a hickey. I know I shouldn’t right now, but it’s like I can’t help myself.  What the hades is wrong with me? [I’m just being my natural self.]

“Shit.  Stop it,” she says and pushes me again.  Hard.

I stumble back until my body slams against the bureau, knocking over the taller candles on our witch’s altar.  What the fuck?  Does she not like me?  I don’t know, but I’ve had enough of this.  [I want her so fucking bad.]

I sit down on the bed but then she gets up and goes to the bedroom door to leave me.  I can’t have that.  I’ve done nothing wrong.  “Don’t you want to talk?”

“Not right now,” she says and unlocks the door.

Something overtakes me and I get up and grab her by the arm and try to pull her over to the bed. “Talk to me, January.  Please.”

Instead, she shoves me, her hands connecting with my chest just above my breasts.

Without thinking, I punch her, connecting a right hook with her left eye.

“What’s the matter with you?” she screams.

“I don’t know,” I say.  I really don’t.  What is the matter with me?  What the fuck did I just do? [I’m such an idiot lately. Maybe everyone would be better off if I’d died in J’s lair that day?  Yeah, they probably would.]

She starts crying and I whimper, too.

“I’m so sorry.  I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.”  I sound like a scratched up record.

The bathroom door bursts open and Lia and Shar come out, wrapping bath towels around themselves.  “What’s going on out here?” Lia asks.

“She punched me,” January says.  “In the eye.”

“Emma, what the fuck?” Lia yells.

I can’t say anything.  I have no excuse.  The irony here is that I had the same reaction that time this guy Jon went down on me and he started to stick his fingers in me.

I sit down on the bed and try to force myself to stop crying.  I don’t deserve to shed tears over this, but I can’t stop them.  I acted like a complete jerk.  I don’t know why.  I guess I just want her so bad that I lost control?  Merde, that sounds like something a guy would say.  Something a rapist would say. [Fuck my stupid life.]  Maybe it is the black magick in me?  Could be it’s having a stronger effect on me now because I’m not wearing my pentacle necklace.  Maybe Ruth’s message was to warn me about this?  Or to not act stupid. [Now I doubt January will even want to be friends with me, never mind more.  I fucking suck!]

“I think you should wear my pentacle necklace tonight,” Shar says to me.

“Why?  Were you just reading my thoughts?”  Now I feel defensive.

“No, of course not.”

[I don’t need her necklace.]  Just some self-control.  “No, it’s OK.  I just need to be mindful of myself, not act like a jerk.  Seriously, I’m fine.  I just made a stupid mistake and, obviously, I feel terrible about it.  It has nothing to do with me not having my necklace on.”  My salty tears start to burn my eyes as they continue rolling down my cheeks.  Great.

”I really think you should take it.  Or take mine,” Lia says.

“Maybe I’m over-tired, too,” I mutter.  “I was up most of the night stressing about all the ways the memorial could go wrong.”

“Please take the necklace?” January asks, still crying a little.  The poor thing, her left eye is getting black and blue already.  I can’t believe I hit her.  And that I did it that hard.  Merde, merde, merde. [But I don’t need a necklace controlling me. No, I just lost control for two seconds in the heat of the moment.]

“I’m sorry,” I say to January.  “Want me to give myself a black eye?”

“I just want you to wear the necklace.”

“Fine, I’ll wear the necklace.”

“Whose do you want?” Lia and Shar ask me at once.

“Doesn’t matter,” I say.

They both remove their necklaces and say, “take mine,” ensemble.

I don’t know whose to take.  I don’t want to leave either of them vulnerable.  But they can probably control themselves better than I can right now if my belting January is any indication.

“I offered first,” Shar says as I’m contemplating.

“In that case,” I say. “I’ll wear yours.”  I take Shar’s necklace and put it on.  Not that it makes me feel any different, but if it keeps me from socking January again then it’s worth it.

“Thanks,” January says and smiles at me.  “Also, did you mean I’m getting a black eye a minute ago?”

“Yeah, you’re getting a shiner,” I admit.  “I’m wicked sorry.  And I’m serious – I’ll give myself one if it’ll help you even a little.”  I totally mean that.  I’d give myself two shiners if it would make her feel even slightly better.

“No, you just keep that necklace on.”

Lia looks at January.  “If she knows what’s good for her, she will.”  For once, Lia is only being half-sarcastic.  Then she turns to me.  “Seriously, Emma, you need to get your shit together.  Maybe the necklace isn’t enough.  Maybe you should stay here and take a nap and just let us go to the memorial without you.”

“No way.  I need to be there for Kat.  Don’t try to take that away from me.  You know how consumed with guilt I am.”

“It’s not your fault she’s dead,” January says. “It’s mine.”

“No, it’s not,” I say.

“She’s right,” Lia says.

I can’t believe January’s blaming herself.  Seems like everyone is blaming themselves.  Maybe it’s some kind of survivor’s guilt after everything that happened at J’s lair?  In any case, I don’t want January beating herself up.  She’s too precious.

January shakes her head no.

“Seriously, January.  It’s my fault. Nobody else’s.”

“That’s not true,” Lia and Shar say ensemble.

I nod as I speak.  “Yes, it is.  It’s all on me. If I’d never introduced myself and told her we were in trouble then she wouldn’t have shown up that day.”

“I see,” January mutters.  I guess she’s not ready to have a full conversation with me yet.  I hope she is by tonight.  It’s going to suck when people ask her what happened to her eye.  I should try to think of a good reason she can tell people.  Although, maybe she should tell people the truth and teach me a lesson.  I definitely deserve to be punished for what I did.  If a guy did that to a woman, the woman would be calling the cops. I’m lucky she isn’t. [Although she did kind of punch me in the chest, instigating it.]

“Is everything going to be OK?” Shar asks.

I shrug and look at January.  She shrugs, too.

“Do you think you two can talk it out?” Lia asks. “We can leave or stay – it’s up to you – but we need you to deal with this so it isn’t looming over our heads at the memorial.”

“Maybe you should leave the room,” I say.  “Seeing how this never would’ve happened if you hadn’t said she liked me.”

“What?” January goes, looking at Lia and Shar with fire in her eyes.  “You told me you wouldn’t say anything!”

“We didn’t,” Lia and Shar say at the same time.

I could swear they did.  Didn’t they?  Am I confused?  I really don’t think so. “Maybe you told me telepathically?”

“We didn’t,” the two of them say together.  Again.

January looks very confused.

I think they – I don’t know.  I don’t know what to think.  “Maybe you were thinking it too loud.”  Or did I break our code and read their minds?

“You were listening to our private conversations?” Lia asks, looking like she might give me a shiner.

“We said we wouldn’t do that to each other before school started,” Shar says.

She’s right.  I do remember us agreeing to that.  “I don’t think I eavesdropped.  I just recall finding out she liked me from the two of you.  Or maybe it was one of you.”

“What does it matter?” Shar asks. “You still behaved like an asshole.”

“You’re right,” I say.  And I go to say something else but Lia and Shar start shivering like they’re having a premonition or they’re about to.  I’m surprised I’m not shivering, too.  At least it’s not severe enough that they can’t remain standing.  They just look like they’re in a trance.  Still, I get up in case I need to catch one of them.

“Are they OK?” January asks, getting up, too.  She gets behind Shar.  I’m behind Lia.

“I think they’ll be.  Just be ready to catch her if they fall.”

The shivering stops after another thirty seconds.  They remain standing but dizzy so January and I put our arms around them anyway.

“Did you see anything? I ask.

“Just darkness,” Shar says.

Lia shudders.  “It felt like someone was watching us in the dark.”

Shar lets out a deep breath.  “I think something bad’s coming.”

I’m about to ask more questions when all of a sudden something like a brick smashes through Lia’s window by her desk.  Shards of glass go flying in every direction, one almost getting Shar in the face.  Whatever it is, it landed on the floor under Lia’s desk..

“Can you stand on your own?” I ask Lia.

“Yeah.”

“We both can,” Shar says.

We all step around the bed so we can see what it is.

I’m horrified to see that it’s a dead bird.  A black one.  Merde, merde, merde.

“It’s a crow, right?” January asks.

I lean toward it for a closer look.  I’m still not sure so I pick it up, which grosses out the girls.  Getting a good look at it from a few different angles, I realize what it is.  “It’s not a crow.  It’s a raven.”

“Ravens are bad news, right?” Shar asks, trembling.

“Well, any bird crashing into your window is supposed to be bad luck.  One actually going through the window and into the house is probably even worse.  But a raven is really, really bad luck either way.  Especially a dead one.”  As I’m talking, I find myself petting the bird as if it was alive.  It’s too bad it had to die. It was such a pretty bird.  Majestic.

Without even thinking, I start praying or trying to invent a spell.  Come back to life, sweet bird, strong raven, and fly again if the Lord and Lady wish it to be so as I do.  Come back to life, sweet bird, strong raven, and fly again if the Lord and Lady wish it to be so.  Please, Lord and Lady, let this poor bird fly again.  Let it live again and our luck improve.  So mote it be.

As suddenly as it came crashing into the room, the raven spreads its wings, returning to life, perching on the palm of my hand. Even though I prayed for it, it startles me a little.  I guess I didn’t think it would work.

Lia, Shar and January are just looking at me in disbelief.

“It’s not dead.  I just improved our luck substantially.”  I smile proudly.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” January says.

“Why?” I don’t think I did anything bad.

January points to the shelf where Lia keeps her three beta fish.  They’re all dead.  And they were swimming around just fine when we got here. [Fuck, fuck, fuck.  I’m such a stupid fucking idiot.]

“I’m so sorry,” I say to Lia.  “I didn’t know –”

“– That’s right, you didn’t know shit.”  She has fire in her eyes.

“But Shar brought those frogs back to life.”  I’m about to say something else when Shar’s phone starts ringing and mine vibrates in my pocket for two seconds, which means I have a text.

Lia opens her other window and lifts up the screen.  “Let it go already.  You know you can’t keep a raven.”

She’s right.  I go to the window and stick my hand outside and off the raven flies.

“What’s going on in here?” Juliana asks, barging into the room.  Guess January unlocked the door before our fight.

“A bird crashed into the window,” Lia says.  “It landed on the floor.”

Juliana looks concerned as she looks at the broken glass., “Was it dead?”

“Yes,” Lia, Shar and January say.  Then Lia adds, “But Emma brought it back to life.  And there was a price.”  She points to the dead betas.

“I’m sorry,” I say to Lia again.  “I’ll buy you new ones.”

Lia’s eyes are brimming with tears now.  “They were my little buddies.  They all had names, you know?  I bet you don’t even remember them.”

I have to think for a few seconds, but I remember.  “Larry, David and Felix. Maybe I could bring them back to life?”

“Yeah, then one of us will drop dead.”

“Or Shar could do it.  Nothing died when she brought the frogs back.”

For a second it looks like she likes that idea, but then she goes the other way and starts crying.  I feel fucking terrible.  Now she has even more to mourn tonight.  And it’s my fucking fault. [I’d be better off dead.  It’s the fucking truth.]

“I’ll get the broom and help clean up this mess,” Juliana says.  “Can I do that or do I need to play mediator here?  I heard fighting.”

“We’re good,” January says in a tiny voice.

“You sure?” Juliana asks all of us.  But she looks at January.  And she notices her eye.

“You didn’t have a black eye earlier,” Juliana says to her.  “What the hell has been going on in here?”

None of us say anything.

“I’m not leaving this room until someone tells me how she got that shiner.  I’m all for giving you girls privacy, but I will not tolerate violence in this house.  So, start talking.”

“It was between January and Emma,” Lia says.  “Shar and I were in the bathroom when it happened.”

Juliana looks at me.  “So, you hit her?”

I bow my head in shame.

Juliana grabs me by the chin and raises my head until I make eye contact with her. “Why?”

“I don’t know,” I say.

“Well, what was going on?” She lets go of my chin and looks at January.

“We kissed.  Then... “ January looks at me, not wanting to get me in trouble.

”Then what?”

“Then – Then she went too fast and I got scared and wanted to leave, but she grabbed me and I pushed her.  Then she punched me.  But I don’t think she did it on purpose. It all happened so fast.”

Juliana glares at me.  “What do you have to say for yourself?”

Gah, what does she expect me to say?  “I’m sorry.  I’m wicked sorry.  I’ve been apologizing to her.  I hate myself so much right now, I swear.”  I look at January. Maybe if I use the L word it will smooth things over a bit.  “You know I love you, right?”  I do mean it.  In every sense of the word. Of course, I do love Jim, too.  I suppose I love them both equally.

January smiles – practically from ear to ear – and nods.

I smile, too.  “I swear – if I ever hurt you again, you have my permission to set my hair on fire. Legit.”

She lets out a single laugh.  “I could never hurt you, but thanks.”

“So, can I go get the broom now?” Juliana asks.

January and I both nod and off she goes.

I hadn’t noticed but Shar took her phone call.  “OK, will do,” she says and puts her phone down.  Now she’s bouncing up and down on her tip toes, as January often does, apparently having something exciting to tell us.

“Who was it?” Lia asks.

Shar continues on her toes as she talks fast.  “This girl from the team, Lauren Hope, she just called and told me I made the team!  I’m not supposed to find out until after school tomorrow, so I’ll have to act surprised when they tell me.  But, whew, I needed good news like that.”

“That’s awesome.  Congrats, hon,” Lia says and gives her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

January and I stand.

I hug Shar.  “Yeah, congrats.”

Then January hugs her, too. “Congratulations.  I’m so happy for you.”

“Thanks, girls,” Shar says.

“We OK now?” I ask January.

She comes over and gives me a quick, closed mouth kiss.  Just a peck.  But I feel tingly and, most of all, relieved.  My moving too fast apparently hasn’t caused her to shut the door to the possibility of being with me, which is amazing. [And I’m going to exploit it.]

 

We all manage to get dressed without incident and proceed to do our make up.  Of course, January tries to heal herself, but it doesn’t work.  Hannashurie must be teaching her a lesson again.  Fortunately, Lia’s so good you can’t even tell January has a black eye unless you’re right in front of her.  

We still have time to kill and it turns out Lia  and Shar really want to watch more of The Return so we do that.  I’ve seen both seasons a few times before.  The idea of the dead coming back just fascinates me.  I also love the Aussie show Glitch for that reason.  I just can’t believe I brought that raven back to life.  But Shar did bring all those frogs back to life, albeit with a little help from me.  Nothing bad happened when she did that so I don’t know what happened when I saved the raven. Why Lia’s poor fish had to die.  It’s not like I was doing black magick.  I mean, I prayed to the Lord and Lady.

The whole time we’re watching TV I’m feeling like shit because of what I did to January and how I got Kat killed. And what I did to Lia’s fish.  Seems like I’m no good for anyone. [I’m a fucking loser.  I should take razor blades and slice my jugular veins wide open.  I’d be dead in less than a minute.  Or, better still, I should just succumb to the black magick.  Then I’d never experience guilt again.] It’s tempting at the moment, but no.

My phone vibrates.  Another text.  I forgot to look when I received the last one.  I look and see I have a voicemail from Priscilla saying she hopes the memorial isn’t too stressful and she looks forward to our visit tomorrow.  That was nice of her to say.

I also have a few texts from Krystal.

Text 1: “Thinking of you guys today.  I miss you.  You guys are all I have anymore. My parents are treating me like some kind of victim they have to handle with kid gloves and I hate it.”

Text 2: “I know you have that memorial tonight.  It just sucks.  I could really use someone to talk to. These things are clogging up my mind.  They’re so loud and I can’t get rid of them.  I keep hearing my friends screams and wanting to die.”

Text 3: “I’m missing you tonight.  I feel so alone.”

I text her back: “You’re not alone.  You have all of us.  We’ll see you tomorrow.  Hang in there.”

I look at my phone for a minute or two in between reading The Return’s English subtitles – because my French isn’t good enough to keep up with how fast they speak it.  I doubt I’ll ever be able to think in French well enough to watch French movies without subtitles. I’m mostly looking at my phone, though.  Hoping Krystal will text me back.  If I can cheer her up then I’ll feel like I did one thing right today.  But I don’t hear back from her.

“Krystal or Priscilla?” Shar asks me, whispering.

“Both,” I say, whispering, too.  “Priscilla seems good, but Krystal sounds depressed.  Her last text said ‘I”m missing you tonight.  I feel so alone.’”

“Ah.  Did you text her back?”

“Yeah, I said she has us and we’ll see her tomorrow.  Thought she might text me back right away but she hasn’t yet.”

Shar half-smiles.  “I’m sure she’s fine.”

Two hours of The Returned go by so fast it’s like I blinked and it was time to go.

Still, no text back from Krystal.  Maybe she’s taking a long nap?  I wish I was.  But it’s time to leave for the memorial.  Lia and Shar are going with Juliana, but Jim is driving me, January and Pete.  That could be pretty awkward, given everything that transpired between January and I already today.


CHAPTER FIFTY ONE

JANUARY

 

Emma and I are standing outside Lia’s apartment building, waiting for Jim and Pete to arrive.  Since it wasn’t going to take them long to put on their suits, they spent most of the afternoon practicing magick.  I’m dying to know if Pete’s finally able to do more than squirt water out of his palms.  Of course, I’m proud of him just for trying to do magick.  For trying to be a witch.  Not that he needs to be.

Emma’s been staring at the ground for the last few minutes, but she finally looks up and makes eye contact with me.  “Again, I’m so, so sorry about what happened today.”

“It’s OK.  I believe you.”  I rub her arm affectionately to reassure her.  I don’t want her stressing about this afternoon when we’re at the memorial tonight.  That being said, if she ever hits me again I’m going to hit her back.  Or set her hair on fire, as per her suggestion.  And that will be the tragic end to our friendship.  I just can’t be friends – or more – with someone who thinks it’s OK to punch me in the face.  I’ve been bullied in the past and I’m not going to feel small like that again if I can help it.  So, I’m giving her a second chance, but it’s the last one she’ll get.

“How did you feel before I messed up?” Emma looks like she might start crying.  She just isn’t herself today.  She must blame herself for Kat even more than she was letting on.

I blush a little.  “Um, the kiss was fantastic.  And it felt nice when our boobs touched.”

Emma’s hands are trembling at her sides.  “Like you were being molested?”  Tears are welling up in her guilt-ridden eyes now.

“No, no.  I didn’t feel that way.  I wanted you to touch me but then... it suddenly felt like an intrusion.  I just wasn’t ready.”  Only Hannashurie knows why.  I mean, it’s not like I haven’t been lusting after her.

“I get that.  I wish I could take it back.”  She looks like she means it.

I press my forehead against hers and smile.  “It’s OK.  Really.  Just as long as it doesn’t happen again.”

“Jamais,” she says.  I recall her telling me that means never.

Our foreheads remain touching and I feel mine getting warm.  My subconscious must have decided to heal her mind.  I hope she doesn’t get upset about it.  “I think we’re mind melding.”

“It feels nice,” she says.

“Cool,” I say.

“So, do you want to try again sometime and just take it slow or did I traumatize you?” She looks fretful, her hands still shaky.

I grab her wrists and hold them.  “Don’t be silly, Emma.  I’m fine, really.  I just need to think about things, OK?  I don’t know if I want to hurt Pete.”

“I don’t want to hurt Jim either.  Maybe we could meet in secret,” she whispers.

I didn’t realize how much she’s wanted to be with me.  Now I think she might’ve been crushing on me even harder than I was crushing on her.  But I force myself to shake my head no.  “I’d like to have my cake and eat it, too, but I’m not down for keeping all kinds of secrets.  Of course, we have to keep what happened today just between us girls, but I might not be ready to explore with you until I break up with Pete.  I mean, if I break up with him.”

She takes a couple steps back, our foreheads breaking contact.  “So, you might choose him over me?”  Now her hands are shaking harder than they were before.

I don’t want to upset her, but I can’t promise her anything right now.  “Em, that’s not what I’m saying.  I just need to think about shit, K?”

She nods and squeezes my hands.    We stop holding them a second later as Jim’s Cadillac comes flying down the street and comes to a screeching halt a few feet away from us.  He doesn’t usually drive like that, so I look at my phone and I see that he’s five minutes late so I guess that’s why.

Emma smiles at me, but Jim’s window is down so then she leans in and their lips meet and I look away.  She keeps kissing him and kissing him, but he’s holding her head in his hands so she’s probably just doing it until he removes them. I try not to look, but I keep glancing over even as I get in the back where my Pete is waiting for me.  I give him a kiss on the lips, but closed-mouth is the best I can do right now.

“How was your day?” Pete asks me as Emma gets in the front.

I cross my arms in front of myself.  “Well, it wasn’t without incident.”

“I’m sorry, babe.  Want to talk about it?”

“Maybe in a bit.  Right now I’d just like to stare out the window and chill if that’s OK.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever you need.”  Pete is so sweet.  Maybe I should stick with him?  For one thing, he doesn’t feel guilty about anything we’ve been through, yet he appreciates how horrible it was.  He’s such a stable guy.  Even when club hacker was trying to manipulate him, he wasn’t that worked up about it.  He was just going to submit and do what they wanted.  Hack some credit union.  Like they could really pull that off.  Because their security is sure to be just as thorough as a bank’s.  Even if they got into the system, I don’t see how they could siphon money without anyone noticing. If those guys were smart and really wanted to make money they could approach companies and try to get jobs testing their security for them.  In other words, companies would pay them to try to hack them so they could see if their security is adequate or vulnerable.  I think that’s what Lia said her mother does.

Jim puts the car in drive and off we go.

I smile at Pete then turn my head to the window.

“What the hell happened to your eye? Are you OK?” I don’t see how he noticed it with Lia’s mad make up skills.

“It’s nothing. Just an accident.  I don’t want to talk about it.” I mean, what am I supposed to tell him?  I wouldn’t go all the way with Emma so she slugged me?

“It sounds like there’s something you’re not telling me...”  He puts his hand on my shoulder.

I speak softly, almost whispering.  “I’ll tell you about it later. OK?  It’s really nothing.  Trust me.”

He nods and says “OK,” and takes his hand off of me. I can’t tell him exactly what happened, but I’ll think of something.

Emma and Jim are talking as I gaze out the window, but I don’t pay any attention.  Guess I’ve heard enough from her today. Besides, I think she’s breaking bad between punching me and resurrecting a raven and everything else.  She’s definitely not herself today.  She seemed to be this morning, but she probably spent the day continuing to hate herself over Kat’s death and fell into a pit of depression.  Plus, that has to trigger some of her PTSD issues.  She’s been doing a little better with the panic attacks lately, but she’s still having the other symptoms.  Flashbacks and nightmares, especially.

We drive for twenty minutes and I just listen to the alternative music radio station, tuning out Emma and Jim.  I smile when Garbage’s “Only Happy When it Rains” comes on.  “I’m only happy when it’s complicated.”  I guess I can relate to it today.  And I’m sure Emma can.

 


CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

EMMA

 

Jim arrives a few minutes late, but it gives me and January time to talk and it seems like she has forgiven me for punching her.  I still feel terrible, but at least I know she’s not going to write me off and quit being friends with me.  Why the fuck did I have to move so fast?  It’s like I lost control of myself.  Not that that’s a valid reason.  Maybe that’s what Ruth meant. Seems I do need to be mindful of myself today. I mean, how could I be so stupid as to do the same thing to January that Jon did to me that time, sticking his fingers half-inside me without asking.

As January and Pete get in the backseat, I kiss Jim from outside the car, leaning over so our lips can meet.  We swap tongues for a good minute and I start to feel a little dizzy.  That’s the thing about Jim, he’s so amazing that you feel all of these different things when you’re with him.  Hell, the sex is so good I usually have to be lying down when we do it because otherwise I get weak in the knees.  I still see fireworks sometimes, too. Not this time, but I’m sure it’ll happen again, if not tonight then when we’re finally alone again. [That can’t happen too soon because I’m dying to have sex!  It seems touching January made me wicked horny.    Typical teenage urges, you know?  You get that itch and you have to scratch it even if there are a hundred reasons why you shouldn’t. That’s human nature for you.]

I go around the car and get in and Jim and I kiss again but closed mouth this time.  As soon as we’re done pressing our lips together, he starts the Cadillac and off we go.  We talk for a while about nothing in particular.  Then I realize I haven’t told him I made the paper and tell him.  He says, “Emma, that’s so awesome.  Congratulations!” Then he rubs the top of my head like a parent would do to a kid. [I hate it when he does that.  I always have bad hair for the rest of the day afterwards.  Guess that’s one reason to dump him for January.]  I’d already told January and the girls that I made the paper, but Pete hadn’t heard yet so he congratulates me, too.

I tell Jim about the texts from Krystal and Priscilla, and that I’m a bit worried about Krystal, but he says I’ll see her tomorrow, and that’s sure to brighten her up so not to worry myself sick about her.  I see his point. Still, I send Krystal another text: “Thinking of you. Almost at the memorial so if you text me and I don’t get right back to you that’s why.”  I really hope I hear from her. Maybe I’ll just call her instead of texting after the memorial.

After about 20 minutes, Jim and I shut up since Pete and January are just trying to enjoy the ride in silence back there.  I hope January has truly forgiven me for hitting her.  She says that she has, but I’m not sure I deserve to be forgiven.  I was a fucking idiot.  I’m a fucking idiot a lot lately.  Not on purpose.  To tell you the truth, I haven’t quite felt like myself since J sent that boars heart to me in the hospital and it made me hallucinate. The trouble with hallucinations is that your brain remembers them as regular memories like anything else you experience.  In my mind, everything I saw that day was real.  So, seeing the people who tried to kill us at school again like that just stirred shit up.  It made me feel even more guilty about what happened to them, this even though we were the victims and only acted in self-defense.

It might’ve been justifiable homicide when we killed our attackers, but we still put bodies in the ground regardless.  Lives completely extinguished by us.  By me.  It takes a toll on you.  Guess it’s the same way cops feel awful about killing perpetrators even when it’s a good shot or clean kill or whatever they call it.

Between carrying the guilt about the shooting and the guilt I have about Kat, Robert and Marco’s deaths, I get to a point where I think the world would be better off without me.  I’ve even contemplated suicide a few times.  I’ve wanted to do it.  Even bought razors.  But I didn’t want to hurt my parents.  And I want to live to see my baby sister when my mother finally has her next April.  I’d also miss Mister Black big-time.  Suffice to say, I do have reasons to live.  My friends are all reasons, too.  I’d miss them all something fierce.  And I know my death would haunt them, so I can’t do that to them.  [Not right now anyway.  If I get even more depressed, perhaps I’ll arrive at such a dark place that I can no longer see beyond myself and then I’ll finally do it.  Hoping it doesn’t reach that point.  Or am I?]

I’m still stressed about this memorial.  I had to take an extra Ativan before we left otherwise I’d be having a panic attack right now.  Then again, touching foreheads with January sent her healing warmth through my body and that calmed me considerably. Plus, I could ask her to hold my hand if I need her to ease my mind again later.

I hope Lia and Shar’s micro premonition wasn’t about tonight.  Between the raven crashing into Lia’s room and that, I’m starting to fear that Kat’s coven has plans to hurt us.  Lord and Lady, please bless us tonight.  Let no harm come to my friends and I.  And please let her coven accept our sincere apology. So mote it be.


CHAPTER FIFTY THREE

LIA

 

We’re on the way to the memorial.  Juliana said I could sit in back with Shar so that’s what I’m doing.  She and I are  just holding hands and sitting quietly right now.  A nice tune by Manic Street Preachers is playing on our satellite radio right now.  “If You Tolerate This Then Your Children Will Be Next.”  Juliana swears the word “then” isn’t in the title, but IDGAF.

“So, girls, I have something to tell you,” Juliana says, sounding perky.

I bite my lip.  “Something good, I hope.”

“Well, you know how we’re always getting Krispy Kremes, right?”

I’m not sure I like where she’s going with this.  “Yeah.”

“I told you they’re from my friend who’s a dealer at Mohegan Sun casino.  Well, his name is Jason – but everyone just calls him Jay – and we’ve been dating for several months now.”

Shar and I exchange troubled expressions.  Now I hate where this is going.

All I can muster is, “So...?”

“So, he’d like to meet you.”  She sounds so enthused I want to die.

I start curling my hair around my finger.  “Why?”  She never lets me meet who she’s dating.  Not since this guy Larry.  He was around for a couple years when I was ten to twelve.  Turned out to be an alcoholic and a mean drunk at that.  He threw a shoe at me one time and that was the end of him.

“Because, Lia, I’d like you to meet him.”

I can’t believe she’s springing this on me tonight.  “You haven’t let me meet anyone you’ve dated in years.”

Shar glares at me.

“It’s true, right?” I ask her.

“Yeah...” she says.  It sounds like there’s a but there.

I look her in the eye. “And?”

She shrugs.  “Maybe Jay is worth meeting.”

“Trust me, he is,” mom says.

“So, when are you planning to introduce us?” I ask apprehensively.

“He’d like to take us – and your friends – out to dinner Saturday night.”

“This Saturday?” I ask.  “I don’t even get a week to prepare for this?”

“Why?  All you’d do is come up with reasons to hate him before you even meet him.”

I guess she has a point.  “Why’s he want my friends to come?”

“Because I told him they’re your sisters and we thought you’d feel more comfortable if they came.”

“Can January come, too, or just Emma and Shar?”

“I asked him about that and, yes, we’d love it if January came, too.”

I look at Shar.  “Are you down for this?”

“Sure,” she says and smiles.

Do you think this is a good thing?  I ask her telepathically.

She smiles again.  It has the potential to be.  Try not to sweat it until you meet the guy.

Maybe she’s right.  I guess it can’t hurt to meet the guy. Unless he’s the one who was watching us in the dark during that premonition.  That was creepy.  I hate that we have no idea what it means.  It’s also weird that Emma didn’t have it.  Makes me wonder if it could be about her.  Normally, I wouldn’t think so, but she hit January today for fuck’s sake.  That’s crossing a line I never would’ve expected her to cross.  I wonder if her PTSD is a factor?  I know she was tired today, and being tired really screwed with me this morning, so maybe that’s the underlying reason?  Not that it justifies what she did.  She’s my sister, sure, but she and I are going to have a long talk about this tomorrow, that’s for damn sure. She’s lucky she didn’t hit Shar or she’d be sitting in the ER waiting to get a cast for a broken arm right now.  Legit.


CHAPTER FIFTY FOUR

EMMA

 

Jim, January, Pete and I are the first to arrive at the address George gave us, 1472 Somersault Lane, which Jim used his phone’s GPS to find.  The white house with dark blue shudders is surrounded by cars.  Cars in the driveway.  Cars on the lawn.  Cars in front of the house.  Cars up and down both sides of the street.  We’re almost a block away before we finally find a spot.

“At least we’re not the first ones here,” I say.

“That would’ve been kind of awkward,” Pete says.

Jim shakes his head.  “You’re all over-thinking this too much.  You really need to let yourselves off the hook.  What’s done is done and none of us can change that.”

Nobody argues with him.  We all get out of the car.  In spite of Jim’s words, I feel like I’m drowning in guilt.  My breathing even feels labored, like my chest is too weak for my lungs to fully inflate.  Makes me think of how awful those bullies Ken and Troy must have felt when Jim crushed their ribs with vines.  Of course, that must have felt worse, which only makes me hate myself more.  In any case, I just hope tonight doesn’t give me my second heart attack.

“Anyone see Juliana’s car?” Jim asks.

Everyone looks around.

“I don’t see it,” January says. “Tried to find it with my psychic vision like I use before I teleport but no luck.”

“I don’t see it either,” Pete says.

I get out my phone.  “Let me text them.”

I text Lia: “You guys here yet?  We had to park way down the street.”

Lia texts me right back; I read it aloud, “She says, ‘We just parked on a side-street. See you guys in front of the house? Cool?”

January half-smiles.  “Cool like ice cream.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Jim says.  Pete remains quiet.  I wonder if January told him what I did?  They were both texting on the ride here.  Maybe they were talking to each other? I wouldn’t blame her for telling him.  Although the plan was to keep quiet.

Jim takes my hand and Pete takes January’s and we start walking toward chez George, which used to be chez Kat, too.  None of us says anything as we walk.  Well, Jim tries to make small talk, asking if anyone has plans for the weekend, but when nobody replies he gets it and doesn’t say anything else.  It kind of seems like he isn’t feeling guilty about what happened with Kat at all.  I’m sure he is, though.  He’s probably just acting calm, cool and collected to be strong for the rest of us.

January and I keep glancing at each other and I’m tempted to talk to her telepathically, but I’m too petrified to try for fear of Jim or Pete or both overhearing me. [Although that would kill two birds with one stone and make it all the more likely that January and I will wind up together.] Still, too scared.

It takes us five minutes to reach the house where Juliana, Lia and Shar are already standing out front on the sidewalk.  Jim and Pete let go of me and January’s hands.  I want to reach for January’s but she’d probably just flinch and pull away.  Besides, if I actually did that the cat would be out of the bag and January would probably hate me and resent me even if we wind up together.  So, that would probably be dumber than trying to talk to her telepathically. [Which I’m still fucking tempted to do.]

“Everyone ready?” Jim asks.

“As ready as we’ll ever be,” Shar says.  She seems to be coping better than the rest of us girls today.

“Let’s do this then,” I say.  I glance over at January and she gives me a little smile.  For like a second.

“Who’s gonna knock?” Pete asks as we approach the front door.

I feel like that’s my responsibility.  “I’ll do it,” I say, forcing myself to sound confident.  This wouldn’t even be happening if I hadn’t convinced Lia and Shar to form a coven and brought them to Salem to buy supplies at George’s.  So, the least I could do is be the one to knock on the door.  It has a metal dragon knocker below the peek hole with a big hoop going through its nose, which is what you use to knock.  I knock once and am about to do it again when the door opens, courtesy of George.

“Hi George,” I say.

“Don’t you ladies look lovely this evening,” he says.  “Come on in.  I’ll lead you out to the deck.  We’re all out back.  I just came in because I sensed you all arriving.”

As we file into the house, I’m impressed by George’s psychic abilities.  I’m even more impressed by the living room we walk into.  It has a huge oriental rug with an infinity symbol in the center and there’s a black pentacle tapestry hanging on the wall above a full Wiccan altar with several God and Goddess statues surrounding it.  He also has two gigantic bookcases full of everything from Steven King and Willow Rose horror novels to books about the Gods and Goddesses and a great many spell books.  The walls are white and the one wall with nothing hanging on it, or leaning against it, has various Wiccan symbols painted on it.  The protection one is the same as the one in our Book of Shadows, but the others are unfamiliar. Probably a mix of talismans and sigils.  Of course, we’re just starting to learn about that stuff from the new material that appeared in the Book of Shadows shortly before we took on J.  Shortly before Kat passed away.

“Let’s head out back and you can grab drinks,” George says.

Everyone looks confused.

“Witches usually make their funeral intentions known before they pass.  In Kat’s case, she wanted a traditional Wiccan ceremony but she also wanted it to be a celebration of her life with lots of snacks and booze.  You kids are 21, right?” he asks and winks at us.

“Yes we are,” Jim says.

“Excellent,” George says, “But no drinking if you’re driving.” He motions for people to follow him with his arm.

As everyone’s heading out of the room, I suddenly have to pee really bad and, worse, I think my period is starting.  “George, could I use the bathroom, please?”

“Sure, it’s upstairs to the right.  You’ll see it as soon as you get up there.  Kat’s room is across the hall.  I’m sure she’d want you to see it.”

“Thanks,” I say and head for the stairs.

The stairs squeak a lot as I walk up them.  There’s a gray carpet going down the middle of the staircase and a matching gray banister, which I need to use because I feel slightly dizzy, probably because I didn’t eat anything at Lia’s when everyone was having popcorn during Netflix and pizza before we left.  I just felt like I wouldn’t be able to hold anything down and I didn’t want to get here and puke. [I didn’t deserve to fucking eat anyway.  I need to become an anorexic and suffer until I’m 90 pounds.  Only then will I have begun to make penance for getting Kat killed.] Maybe that’s a dumb thought, but I do have a point.  I don’t think I’ll ever be at peace over that unless I torture myself first. [I deserve to fucking suffer.]  For what I did to January, too. [In fact, I’m going to punch myself in the eye as hard as I can when I get home.  An eye for an eye, right? Or, with the Wiccan rule that the evil you do comes back to you threefold, I deserve to punch myself in the eye trois fois!] I wonder if that’s why all Lia’s beta fish died; I did evil by bringing the raven back so her three fish had to die?  Fuck if I know. But I don’t see how bringing the raven back could be evil when Shar bringing the frogs back – with an assist from me – wasn’t.

I reach the top of the stairs and find both the bathroom door and Kat’s bedroom door wide open.  I really want to check out Kat’s room, but I hurry into the bathroom to take care of business first.  It turns out I was right about both things: I needed to pee something fierce and my period has indeed started, getting on my fancy underwear in the process.  Thank Goddess, I always keep extra tampons in my purse.

Once everything is taken care of and I’ve washed my hands, I head out of the bathroom and stand outside Kat’s room.  I place my hand on the door frame and a warm sensation races from my palm through the rest of me.  It reminds me of how I feel when January eases my mind.

One thing is for certain: purple was Kat’s favorite color.  Two of the walls are dark purple and another is a light purple, almost like a pastel you’d see at Eastertime.  There are lots of pentacles made out of everything from gold to twine on the walls along with other witchcraft symbols and talismans.  Speaking of which, there’s a huge talisman painted on the ceiling in, you guessed it, purple paint.  I’m tempted to enter the room, but I don’t think that would be right.  I don’t deserve to learn more about her.

“Are you going to come in or what?” a female voice says from inside the room.

I stick my head in the room and much to my amazement, Kat is sitting on the bed!  She looks like her normal self, too.  Not ghostly or anything.  She looks like she’s the one seeing a spirit, though.

“Should I be the one who’s startled?” I force a little laugh.

“I’m not.  I just thought you looked like someone else for a sec.  Anyway, never mind that.  How are you?”

“Better now.  But how is this possible?” I ask.  “Did they resurrect you?”

“Nah, I think I’m here since the veil is thin with Samhain next week.”

I scratch my head.  “Did you do a spell to get here?  Wait, can you do spells from the other side?”

“Not spells, but I prayed to be here and the next thing I knew, I woke up on my bed.  Guess someone heard my prayer.”

“Were you in the Summerland?”

“Indeed.  I’m kind of a big deal over there for my part in defeating that evil bitch.  Anyway, get over here and give me a hug.”

She stands and I go to her and we hug.  She’s nice and warm and her hair smells like almond shampoo.  The fabric of her dress feels real, too. It’s black and sleeveless, similar to Lia’s.

We embrace for what seems like ages.  I don’t want to let go and find out she’s not really here, fearful that she’ll disappear if I release her.  After a good minute and a half has passed I realize she isn’t going to let me go first so I have to let her go. Reluctantly, I do so and take a couple steps back.  She’s still here.  Whew.

“Take a look around my room,” Kat says. “You can take whatever you’d like.  George already took what he wanted.  Ditto for the rest of the coven.”

I am curious to look around, but first I have to say something.  “I’m so, so sorry about what happened to you.  I should’ve checked for that damn trap myself.”

“Girl, you need to stop beating yourself up for that.  You don’t need to be forgiven for anything, but if you need to hear me say it, you’re forgiven and I don’t blame you for anything.  Same goes for your friends.”

“Really?” I guess I’m in disbelief.  I never expected to see her again, much less be absolved for my part in her demise. [If I was her, I’d be smacking me in the face right now.]

“Of course,” she says and gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.  “Besides, I’m quite happy in Summerland.”

“Well, that’s a big relief,” I say.  “My friends and I have been riddled with guilt since that day.”

“That stops right now.  We’re good.  In fact, there’s something special that I want to give you.”  She goes into the closet and crouches down.  She does something, but I can’t see what from where I’m standing, a bureau in the way.  When she stands up she’s holding four notebooks.  She walks over and offers them to me so I take them in my hands.

“What are these?” I ask.

“My book of shadows.  Well, my books of shadows.  They’re more like journals but all my spells are in them, too.  I think you’ll enjoy learning many of them.”

“I really shouldn’t,” I say.

She smirks at me.  “Why not?  You and your friends fight the good fight.  I can’t think of any better people to give them to.”

I don’t fucking deserve them.  I really don’t.  “What if I use them for bad things?”

She makes eye contact with me and holds it.  I don’t look away as she looks deep into my eyes.  “You have a lot of darkness in you and need to fight it, but you’re a good person and I trust you won’t misuse them.”

“You’re sure?” I ask.

“Abso-fucking-lutely,” she says.

“Well, thank you so much.”

“Let me get you a bag,” she says and goes back into the closet.  She comes out with a purple Heysport backpack.  “Will this do?”

“I don’t know.  That must have been expensive.  Maybe you should leave it for George?”

She laughs.  “George hates purple.  And, like I said, my coven already took some momentos.”

“I’m glad to see you found her,” George says from behind me.  I turn and see he’s in the doorway.

“I did, thank you,” I say to him.  I’m relieved to find that he sees Kat, too, because part of me was worried that I might be hallucinating.

“Well, the coven has just started the ceremony, you two should come outside,” he says.

Kat lets out a sigh.  “I told you, I don’t want everyone to see me.  I think it would freak people out.  Or make them miss me more when I return to the Summerland.”

He rubs her arm.  “Kat, they would love to see you.”

“I’m sure he’s right,” I say.

“And I think they need to see you since we don’t have your body or ashes for the ceremony,” George adds.

Kat shakes her head no.  “They tell us when we’re able to come back that we’re supposed to come into contact with as few people as possible and not change the outcome of anything.  I’d be breaking both those rules if I went out and talked to everyone.” Sounds like her mind is made up.

“OK,” George says.  “But I think your presence would only make people feel better.  And I don’t think making people happy at a memorial constitutes changing the outcome of anything.”

Kat turns to the window behind her and pushes the curtain aside, looking out at the backyard.  “I’ll be here watching.  Maybe I’ll change my mind at some point, but please don’t tell anyone I’m here.”

“Can I say I felt your spirit?”

“That and only that.”  She gives him a look that says she means business.  If he can’t convince her to go out then I doubt I could.

“Is it OK if I tell my friends I saw you and you said we’re not to feel guilty?” I ask.

She nods.  “Definitely.  But wait until tomorrow, K?”

“Sure,” I say. Although I wish I could tell them now because I know they’re all feeling terribly guilty tonight.

“You should come along, Emma,” George says.

I put the notebooks in the backpack.

“I’m sure we’ll meet again sometime,” Kat says.  “If not before, when you come to the Summerland.”

“What’s it like there?” I ask.

She gives me one of the nicest smiles I’ve ever seen.  “Beautiful.  Peaceful.  The flowers bloom all year.  The water is always 80 degrees.  The air is clean.  You feel happy all the time.”

“Sounds nice, “ I say, zipping the backpack shut.

“Well, don’t be in any hurry to come see for yourself,” Kat says and laughs.

I find myself laughing, too.  When we’re done, I say, “Thank you,” and hug her.

She rubs my back.  “Remember, no beating yourself up about anything, OK?”

“OK, OK,” I say.

We stop hugging and she kisses me on the cheek.  “Salut.”

I give her a peck on the cheek. “Ciao.”

George and Kat share a hug and say goodbye then I follow him out of Kat’s room.

 

When I reach the bottom of the stairs behind George I look back and see Kat at the top.  She smiles and winks at me.  I grin, wave and follow George through the living room.

“I can’t believe I hugged her,” I say.  “Totally not something I expected to happen tonight.  Can all spirits hug you?”

“No, not all.  But, yes, some of my best hugs have been with the deceased.”

I let out a loud laugh, thinking he was joking.

George looks at me like I’m crazy for a second as we continue walking.  “It usually happens around this time of year,” he explains. “During the weeks before, during and just after Samhain when the veil between this world and the next is thin.”

I smile and nod.  “Good to know.”  That’s what Kat said but he explained it a little better.  I wonder if Ruth will finally be able to contact me now that the veil is doing its thing?  Wouldn’t it be crazy if she just showed up at the front door? Although mom might faint and possibly hurt the baby when she hits the floor.  I just hope evil spirits can’t crossover while the veil is thin.  I wouldn’t want to see J or any of the bullies from Noah’s Catholic who tried to kill us. [Yet we’re with you always.] What the hell am I thinking? I guess they really are with me, though, considering how they continue to haunt me, thanks to the PTSD.

We pass through the kitchen and head out onto the deck where my friends are sitting at a circular table.  They’re munching on shrimp, cheese, crackers, and purple grapes.  They’re also having drinks with a few members of Kat’s coven; I assume they’re part of the coven because its members all seem to be wearing black robes with large gold pentacle necklaces atop them. [They just need to turn those pentacles upside down and we can do some real magick.] Now, I’m sure that thought comes from the black magick.  I wouldn’t think like that normally. [Or would I?]

The high priest and priestess, who are standing by an altar, stick out because they’re wearing crowns made out of deer horns, gems and what I guess is some kind of animal skin. They’re also wearing several talismans each in addition to the big pentacles.  The altar is the fanciest one I’ve ever seen, sitting atop a rectangular stone slab, which appears to have a black onyx counter top on it.  Several candles are burning, giving the illusion that the Lord and Lady statues are dancing in the moonlight.  To the left side of the altar is a posterboard with a collage of photos that must be of Kat, but I can’t see them from here.

“I’ll see you in a bit,” George says and gives me a quick kiss on the forehead. It’s unexpected, but not awkward.

“See you later then,” I say and off he goes to join a group chatting over by the altar. I take a seat between Jim and January, who both say hey and smile at me.  How fitting.  As if I wasn’t already aware of the fact that I’m going to have to choose.  I wish the universe would give me a fucking sign and make it obvious who I should be with. I’m starting to think it’s January.  I don’t know, there’s just something about Jim, like he seems too perfect sometimes.

“What’s that?” Jim asks, motioning towards Kat’s purple backpack, which I guess is now my backpack.  I wonder when it will start to feel like it belongs to me.  Right now I feel like it’s still Kat’s property, perhaps because I just saw her in the house.

“It was Kat’s.  Her journals are in it.  They’re her book of shadows, too.  George said she’d want me to have them.”

Jim’s face lights up.  “That’s so cool.  Congrats.”  He looks so happy for me, just as one would want their ideal mate to be. [Sometimes I wonder if he’s still under the soulmate spell we cast when we first started doing magick.  If the reason why he seems flawless is because he’s being forced to be exactly who I want him to be.] No, that’s ridiculous.  Obviously, he wasn’t being the perfect boyfriend when I first met him and he didn’t tell me he was a witch all that time.  Soulmates shouldn’t lie to you.

The high priestess rings the triangle altar bell three times.  It’s not a very big one, but it sure sounds like it is.  I wonder if it’s a magickal object like our Book of Shadows?

Almost everyone in the coven is already near the high priest and priestess, but those who aren’t get up and gather around them.  I’d like to join them, but one of the women says, “you can watch from here,” as she passes our table to go to the others so we remain seated.  Right now it looks like they’re all engaged in a casual conversation, but they’re handing out light purple candles.

“You were gone for a long time,” Jim says.  “Everything OK?”

All of my friends look at me.  Unfortunately, I can’t tell them I just saw Kat.  Not until tomorrow.  I must honor her wishes.  So, I tell them a half truth.  “I was talking to George.  He showed me Kat’s room.”

Jim’s forehead wrinkles.  “That’s all?”

Why the hell is he asking me that?  Is he in my head?  Reading my mind?  If he’s doing that, then I’ll definitely dump his ass for January.  “Well, I also have my period.”  I pretend to zip my mouth shut with my fingers as Jim’s face turns as red as a macintosh apple and us girls laugh.  Pete’s face reddens as well.  This makes Juliana laugh.

“Alrighty, then,” Lia says.

Shar rolls her eyes.

January glares at me.

I return my attention to the coven.  Just as I’m wishing they’d give us candles, George waves us over.

“I think they’re giving us candles,” I say and stand.  Everyone gets up and we walk over.  The girls all leave their purses on the table so I reluctantly leave Kat’s backpack beside mine.  I’m sure nobody in the coven would steal it, but there are several other people here, too.  As we wait to get candles, I look at the collage, which shows Kat with lots of family and friends, doing things like walking on the beach at night, skiing and chilling at cafes.  Then I see a photo that makes me take pause. It must have been printed from security camera footage because it’s a photo of Kat and I talking that time I asked her if she could help us.  I wonder if this is meant to flatter me or if someone is fucking with me, trying to make me feel worse than I already do.

I try not to think about that as we receive candles from the left side of the altar, and the casually dressed people get them from the right. See, what is really bugging me at the moment is that none of the other non-coven people are wearing black.  One of the guys is wearing a Metallica shirt, for fuck’s sake.  I hope Kat was a fan and he didn’t just wear that because he didn’t care enough to at least turn the shirt inside out so it’d look like a plain black t-shirt. What bugs me most, however, is this woman who’s wearing a red dress.  It’s a darker red, probably crimson, which makes me think of blood, which makes me think of Kat’s snake bites bleeding as she died.  I also can’t help but notice that it’s the same color as my period blood.  Gross.

“Could the coven please form a circle,” the high priest asks.  Everyone in the coven, George included, gets in a circle.  There are tall purple candles on the ground where each of them ends up standing.

The high priestess then raises the athame, which is at least four inches longer than ours, and glows yellow in her hand instead of sparking.  She makes a pentacle in the air with it then she takes it and proceeds to walk behind the altar and around the entire circle the coven is in three times.  That way, the altar is within the circle.  Unfortunately, it feels like it takes [fucking] forever since they’re a large coven – I counted fifteen of them, not counting the high priest and priestess. They’re probably an odd number instead of an even because they’re down one right now with Kat passing. Then again, traditional covens often consisted of 13 people.  Some witches even believe that Jesus was one of the first high priests and that the 12 apostles were his coven. I’m not sure I buy that, but it’s an interesting theory.

Once she’s back behind the altar, the high priest rings the bell three times again.  The high priestess then points the athame skyward again and says, “Guardians of the North, South, East and West, we call upon you and ask that you guard this sacred circle and protect it from any negative being or entity that may try to enter.  So mote it be.”

My friends and I all say it along with the coven, “So mote it be.”  Some of the other non-coven people say it as well.  They could be witches, too, just not part of this coven. [Although, wouldn’t witches show Kat some fucking respect and wear black?]

The high priest looks at me and my friends and smiles, so I guess we were supposed to say it with them.  Score one for Emma and the outcasts.  Hmm, maybe that’s what we should call our extended, magickal family?  Since we aren’t all in a coven together but we’re definitely a group.  But I guess nobody would like being called an outcast. Although, we kind of are.  And it’s wittier than just calling ourselves the Scooby Gang, which I started because the friends on Buffy refer to their group as the Scooby Gang.  But I think the homage has gone on long enough.

As the high priest looks up and invites the Lord and Lady to join us, I’m suddenly struck with an intense headache.  It’s in the center of my head and it feels like the two halves of my brain are being pulled apart.  I wince and double over, but January thinks quick and places her hand on my head, making the headache go away as fast as it hit.  Thank Goddess.  I want to pay attention to this.  But I probably deserved the headache for punching her.

The priestess raises a chalice and says, “To Lord and Lady,” and drinks some of the wine then she hands it to the high priest, who does the same.  Then he steps around the altar and hands it to the nearest person in the circle.  They pass it around, each of them saying “To Lord and Lady” before they take a sip.  I really wish my friends and I could be in the circle.  Maybe that’s why the word outcasts popped into my head – I feel like one right now.

As they continue passing the wine around, I look at my friends.  But I do it mostly out of the corner of my eye so it still looks like I’m paying attention to the ceremony.  January’s black eye is really starting to show.  Looks like it’s doubled in size since we left to come here this afternoon.  Although, part of it could be that she accidentally touched it and rubbed some of the make up off.  Sadly, Lia and Shar look like they’re beating themselves up big time.  You can see the guilt all over their faces, the corners of their mouths dipped downwards and their faces nearly pale.

Once the chalice has been returned to the altar, the high priest says something in a language I don’t understand. It kind of sounds like Latin, but it’s probably an ancient language used by pagans.

Everyone in the coven starts chanting and walking in a circle.  I still can’t make out a word.  I wish I knew if they were doing a prayer, or if this is their version of singing, or doing a spell, or what.  I think it’s a little rude for them to use a language that nearly half the people here don’t know even if it is kind of beautiful.

Do you know what language that is? I ask January telepathically.  She knows the language of the fae so maybe something they’re chanting is similar.

I don’t know what language it is, but my brain is translating it into English anyway.

I give her a confused look.

She smirks.  It’s a fairy thing.  Anyway, they’re chanting for the Lord and Lady to welcome Kat into the Summerland and let her meet them again next week on Samhain when the veil is thin.

Maybe that’s why Kat doesn’t want to come out?  Because they’d feel weird doing this ceremony if they knew she was already in the Summerland and that she’d already come back.  And people need their rituals, especially when grieving.

The chanting stops and the coven stops walking. Everyone is back at the candles they were standing by before they started going around in a circle.  Now they turn their attention back to the high priest and priestess.

My phone vibrates a couple times, but I just leave it there in my pocket.  I feel bad since it might be Krystal or Priscilla but they know I’m at the memorial.

“Now we will relax and talk about our memories of Kat,” the high priestess says as she pierces the circle with the athame.  “Who would like to go first?”

“I would,” George says.  “Kat and I were roommates for nearly ten years and –

George stops short as huge flames shoot out of the ground, circling around the coven.  They must be six feet tall.  You can barely see the top of a few heads.

“What the...” I mutter.

“This can’t be good,” Jim says.

“It’s probably part of the ritual,” Lia says to Shar.

“But the priestess just broke the circle,” Shar replies. “The ceremony is over.”

“Maybe we should all get out of here,” January says.

Most of the people who aren’t dressed in black are backing away.

We hear the coven’s voices from inside the circle and they’re panicked.  I think they’re saying a protection spell.

Pete swallows hard.  “I think January is right.  Let’s bolt.”

“You guys can go, but I’m staying,” I say.  I want to grab January and Jim’s hands and run like hell because this is bizarre and scary, but something compels me to stay.  Maybe I can’t bring myself to ditch these people when I’ve already cost them one of their own? [Or maybe I’m just looking for an excuse to play hero again?] No, that’s not right.  I hate being considered a hero.  Heroes aren’t as flawed [or fucked up] as I am.

George appears beside us, having teleported out.  A few others teleport out, too, each of them bringing someone else from the coven along with them.  Then they go back in for the rest of them.  Except for George, who starts screaming, “Everyone who isn’t a witch, get out of here now!  Something bad is coming and we don’t need to worry about protecting you!  Go, go, go!”

“Think it’s a demon?” I ask George, shouting over the roar of the flames, which have just grown louder. [Although I’m pretty sure I already know the answer.]

He shivers.  “‘That’s my best guess.”  Then he starts yelling at people again.  “Seriously, please leave for your own safety.  It isn’t safe here.”

Even some of the people dressed in black start fleeing along with those in regular clothes.

People are yelling that we should leave, too.  My friends are all looking at me, as if for permission, but I can’t just leave.  What would Kat think?

“You should leave, too!” a woman in black shouts to George and the other members of the coven who’ve escaped the circle.

“Not while we still have people in there!” George yells back.

One of the women in the coven begins to levitate her way over the flames, but just as she’s passing over them the flames shoot up as high as the house and she gets caught in them, screaming as she catches fire and falls to the ground.

Pete runs over to her and says a spell as fast as he can, “Water spirits come to me.  Let pour forth the water that we need.  River, stream, lake, river and sea, let healing water flow through me.  Lord and Lady, I call on you, so mote it be.”  As soon as he’s done saying that water starts spraying out of the palms of his hands.  Lots and lots of water.  You’d think his arms were fire hoses.  It immediately puts the fire out.  Unfortunately, it does not appear to have healed her at all; she’s badly burned.

January goes over and places her hands on the woman’s legs, as those are burned the worst.  You can see the black nerves.  I have to try not to stare, but I can’t help but look. The only instances where I’ve seen such awful burns before have been when January has torched someone, but they deserve it. [Fucking chaos is erupting here and I like it.]  Wait, what the fuck am thinking?  I want these flames to go away and everything to be back to normal, not fucking chaos.  What’s the matter with me?  Be mindful of yourself, Emma!

The members of the coven are all looking at each other with worried faces, but nobody says a thing.  Meanwhile, my stupid phone vibrates again.

“There are still some people inside,” the high priest says to the high priestess and they teleport inside.

We all look at the flames, which are still raging.  Pete sprays the fire with his magick water, but he can’t make a big enough hole in it for someone to get through. A few members of the coven are hitting it with water, too, but their efforts are just as useless.

Suddenly, we hear people inside the circle screaming for dear life.  The fire must have spread within the circle. Shit!  What the fuck can we do? [Rien du tout!]

“George?” Lia shouts in order to be heard over the flames. “What can we do?”

His words come out rapidly.  “Just go, get out of here.  My coven will deal with this, but having to protect you and your friends will only make that harder.”

Jim gets up and joins Pete.  They stretch their arms out, palms facing the flames.  Together they shout, “Water spirits come to me.  Let pour forth the water that we need.  River, stream, lake, river and sea, let healing water flow through me.  Lord and Lady, I call on you, so mote it be.”  Water comes bursting out from all four of their hands.  It creates a tunnel of water within the flames.

Someone comes into the tunnel. The flames on them immediately go out, but they have trouble coming through the tunnel because of the force of the water pushing against them.  I recognize the crown of horns; it’s the high priestess.

That’s it, I have to do something.  I teleport into the tunnel, grab her and teleport out of the fire.  We’re all surprised to see that she’s completely uninjured.  No burns.

“Those must be some talismans,” I say to her.  “Can you stop this fire?”

“We’re sure as hades going to try but you and your friends need to leave now.”

“That’s what I said,” George says, sounding like a tattle tale, telling on us for not leaving.

Well, we’re still not leaving.  I turn to the high priestess.  “My friends and I killed an evil witch who possessed the magick of over two dozen witches she’d killed over the years.  If we could handle that, I think we can handle this.”

The high priestess glares at me for a second then she turns her attention to the fire and says something in that language I didn’t understand and it pushes the flames back a good ten feet, revealing the dead bodies of three people from the coven.  “Nooooo!”

The flames start to withdraw even further, but then a fireball comes soaring out of them and it’s so strong it’s unaffected by the high priestess’ spell.  In fact, it hits her in the center of the chest, causing her to fall backwards onto the ground and shriek; she’s burning now

“I’ve got it,” Pete says and runs over and sprays her.  Who knew he could be useful as a witch?

“I... I – it shouldn’t have burned me. Something’s very wrong here!” the high priestess cries out.  She says something else in that language I couldn’t understand, and places her hands on her chest.  Then her hands glow; she removes them a moment later, and she’s healed herself.  Her skin is still a bit red, but that’s it.

I feel a hand on my shoulder and shudder, but when I look over I see that it’s Kat.  My friends can all see her, too.  As can the members of the coven who’ve survived [this glorious fire when they should have gone willingly to the ninth dimension.  I hear it’s a 24/7 party down there.]  Wait – what?

“Why is this happening?” I ask Kat.  At this point the screams have ceased; those who were still in there are presumably dead now, but the flames still roar and boy are they loud.

“I don’t know!” she shouts.

The flames have filled the circle again.  Pete returns to helping Jim with the tunnel, though nobody uses it. [I bet they’re all burned to a crisp inside.  They smell like bacon.  Yummy bacon.] Gross!  What the fuck, Emma?

I turn to Kat.  “Let’s try to stop it!”

Kat looks at me and nods.  Then the two of us scream: “Arrêtez!”

Everything stops.  Just like in the stairwell at J’s lair, Kat and I have managed to stop time or freeze things in this area – whatever we did before. Best of all, the flames vanished as soon as we said it!  Unfortunately, now we can confirm that five members of the coven have been burned to death, including the high priest, whose crown has been partially fused to his skull from the heat.  It looks like the others will have to be identified by dental records.  There isn’t enough hair or flesh left on them for anyone to figure out who’s who.

“What should we do now?” I ask Kat.

She shakes her head.  “I don’t know.  Whoever or whatever made the flames is still out there.”

I sigh.  “How do we find them?”

“Let me try something,” she says.  “As evil is vain and narcissistic, I command the evil here to show itself.  You cannot hide from the likes of I, you will come out into the open or be cowardice and hide.  So mote it be.”

We all repeat it with her.  As soon as we finish saying “so mote it be” the second time the ground starts shaking like we’re having a category six earthquake.  It knocks us all to the ground – including our currently frozen friends, who still don’t move, as if their bodies had been turned to stone.  Then the flames come back, around six feet high again.

“Whatever we did, it’s not working on whatever is causing this so we better just unfreeze things so people can defend themselves,” Kat says.

“OK.  Do you remember how we unfroze things before?”  I can’t recall.  Fuck, fuck, fuck.  I’m such a stupid fucking idiot.

“I don’t,” she says, looking worried.  “Let’s just try arrêtez again.  Maybe it’ll stop what we did.  On three.”

“OK.” I take a deep breath.

Kat counts, “One, two, three.”

“Arrêtez!” we scream together.

For a few seconds, it seems like it didn’t work.  But then, thank Goddess, everyone starts moving again.  Of course, they’re all lying on the ground, some with their faces in the dirt.  They have no problem getting up, though.  The ground has quit rumbling.

Lia wipes dirt off her face. “What the hell happened?”.

“Something evil burped,” I say.  “Or else we had a bad earthquake.”

“We should get the fuck out while we still can,” Pete says.

“I think he’s right,” Jim says.  “We don’t know how bad the quake or whatever was or how far it reached.  You guys need to go check on your families.”

“Well, mine’s right here,” Lia says and smirks at Juliana.

“My vote is to leave, just for the record!” Juliana shouts.

“Maybe I should check on my parents,” Shar says.

“Whatever the fuck caused those flames just killed several of my coven,” Kat says, mostly looking at me.  “And it probably caused the quake.  You should all go and leave me and the rest of my coven to deal with this.”

“Absolutely not!” I shout. “You selflessly showed up at the mountain and gave your life helping us that day.  We are not abandoning you!”  I glare at all of my friends to make sure they heard me.

Kat shakes her head.  “If you want to stay, OK, but let your friends go!”

“Fine.  You guys go if you want to!” I yell to my friends over the crackling sound of the magnificent flames. [No, not magnificent. I think I meant maleficent.]

“I’m staying,” January says.  “It’s my job to protect you, Lia and Shar.”

Jim turns to Kat. “One of us would’ve died checking for that trap if you hadn’t.  So, I’m staying, too.”

“You guys go,” I say to Lia and Shar.

“No,” Lia and Shar say simultaneously.  Guess they were moved by what Jim and I said.

“I want you to go,” Juliana says to Lia.  “You and Shar can take the car.”

Lia shakes her head.  “That’s not happening.”

Shar looks disappointed.  I can tell she still wants to leave.

“You can take the car and go,” Lia says to Shar.

Shar thinks for a moment before she answers, “No.  I think we need each other more than ever right now.”

George comes rushing over.  “Why aren’t you leaving?  You need to get out of here.”

“Maybe it’s over and the flames just need to burn out?” I wonder aloud since all is quiet and still except for the circle of flames.

“I don’t think so,” Kat says in a soft little voice.  She can barely talk from yelling so much.

“Something most evil is coming,” the high priestess shouts.  “I think this is hellfire.”

My friends and I all look at each other with worried expressions.

Whatever it is, we’ve got this, January says telepathically.

I hope you’re right, Juliana says.

The ground starts to rumble again and we all back away from the circle, the high priestess and coven right along with us.  We don’t stop until our backs are nearly touching the tall rose bushes that separate this yard from the neighbor’s in lieu of a fence.  I can’t help but notice the sweet scent of the white roses behind me.  It’s a nice break from the smell of burning flesh.

“It has to be a demon,” the woman from the coven closest to me yells.

The high priestess nods.  “You’re probably right.”  She raises her hand and says something in the language I don’t know and the athame comes soaring over from the altar, stopping in her hand.  Now it’s glowing even brighter than before.  She holds it like a weapon.

The ground rumbles again, just as hard.  It seems to be coming from the circle.  In any case, it’s creating another earthquake.  And fast!

Pete, Lia and Shar fall down.

January goes into fairy mode and hovers in the air.

The rest of us lower ourselves so that we are crouching.  If only we could lean back on the rose bushes for support, but, hello, thorns fucking suck.

Everyone in George’s coven, including George, falls down except for the high priestess and Kat, who levitate.

After thirty seconds, I fall backwards onto my ass just before the ground stops shaking. I remain sitting for a moment before I get up, fearing it’ll start trembling again tout de suite.

The neighbors come outside to see what’s going on.  A few have dogs, which are barking like crazy.  It looks like everyone is asking each other if everyone’s OK.  I see scrapes and cuts on people, even from here. And some people are wincing and favoring one arm or leg over the other, a few people being propped up by others.  A tree fell on one poor family’s house, demolishing the second floor.  I hear lots of sirens in the distance so I’m pretty sure whatever is coming caused the whole town to shake, if not further.  I think we’re in serious trouble here.  Is this the beginning of the end?  As in, the apocalypse?

My friends and I also ask each other if we’re all OK as we stand up.  The same for the members of Kat’s coven, including George.  Lia and a few others have cuts, but nothing major.

“Is it over?” Shar asks.  Is she trying to jinx us?

“No,” the high priestess says, lowering herself back onto the ground.

There’s a loud explosion nearby and the power goes out.  The only light in the backyard now is that produced by the flames and the candles on the altar.

The earth only trembles slightly now, but we hear the sound of... stone moving?    We stare at the flames and mutter various spells to arm ourselves.  Jim holds a lightning bolt.  January has her fire balls.  Pete makes icicles and holds one in each hand.  Lia, Shar and I pray to Electra and are promptly electrified from head to toe, ready to electrocute the fuck out of whatever it is.  Juliana holds these red, fiery looking balls in her hands.  But where January’s fire balls have flames roaring up a few feet high and aren’t perfectly circular, Juliana’s fire balls are round orbs and aren’t producing any flames, looking more like lava balls.  I find myself staring, trying to think if she’s used them before.

“New spell,” Juliana says. “What do you think?”

“What exactly are they?” I ask.

“Fire bombs,” she says. “Very powerful.”

“Like when January throws fire balls?”

“You’ll see,” Juliana says and smirks at me.  Let’s hope these fire bombs are our secret weapon.

“Whatever is coming, it probably thrives on fire so don’t hit it with much until you see if it’s working,” the high priestess instructs everyone.

That grating sound – like stone scraping against stone – continues and the ground trembles, but not nearly as bad as before.  After a moment of this, something comes rising up from within the flames.  Horns.  First we see two huge ones then several smaller ones in between them. And they’re all bloody.  I swallow hard.  It feels like I have dry cereal stuck in my throat.

This must be one huge demon, I say telepathically.

The demons at J’s were hard enough to kill.  How are we supposed to handle this? Shar asks as the top of the demon’s head emerges from the flames.  The largest horns prove to look like giant bull horns, those on the top of its head shoot straight up like unicorn horns.  Its skin is a shade of green so dark it’s almost black, and it has a reflective quality about it, resembling a metallic green OPI brand nail polish I have.  In the light of the flames, I notice that it has scales like a reptile.

I open my mouth to say something encouraging to Shar, but instead my jaw drops as the demon’s eyes become visible.  Not surprisingly, they’re completely black, like those of the demons we fought in J’s lair, except that these are practically big enough to drive a small car through.  And they’re shedding tears of scarlet blood.  Worse, this demon looks to be fucking huge.  Monstrous in every sense of the word.  Its head is twice the size of those huge, golden teddy bears outside FAO Schwarz toy stores.  Maybe even a bit larger.

The high priestess points the athame at the demon and these circles of golden light – almost like halos – emerge from around the blade.  They come out small, but they grow in size as they move closer to the demon, which opens its mouth now, showing that it has fangs – that could easily chomp one of us in half – and a forked tongue like a snake’s.

“Unholy shit,” Lia says.

“Hit it now!” the high priestess yells as her circles hit the demon’s left cheek, causing it to smoke as they burn it.

“Goddess Electra, help us now,” I say as I aim my hands at the demon and thrust electricity at it, as do Lia and Shar.

January whips fire balls at it.  Juliana hurls her fire bombs.

“Those might not help,” the high priestess snaps at them.

Pete throws his giant icicles, although one pierces one of Juliana’s fire bombs, causing it to explode, and that explosion makes her other fire bomb blow up, too.  And we’re talking about serious explosions.  Grenade-like.  They have to be a hundred feet away from us, but my eyebrows are singed all the same.

Jim throws lightning bolts like Frisbees, whereas one of the people from Kat’s coven hurls lightning as if she’s throwing daggers.  Another person from the coven magically produces gold throwing stars in her hands and whips them at the demon’s head.  Like the high priestess’ circles, the stars grow and grow in size, the further they go, until they hit its head and slice the tops of two of its straight horns clean off, making it howl as blood gushes out of them, straight up into the air, which forces us to focus on remaining standing up since a gust of hurricane-force wind – smelling like puke – leaves its mouth, blowing right at us.

Kat, Goddess bless her, manages to fight the gust and holds her arms out with her palms facing the demon. She whispers a spell or a prayer then strong wind emerges from them.  So strong it counter-acts the air leaving the demon’s mouth, taking tree branches with it as it blows in its face.  One very large branch gets inside the demon’s mouth, but it simply chomps down on it, breaking it into pieces, which it then spits out.  Unfortunately, some of its spit hits one of the men from George’s coven and it burns through his head like something a “cleaner” would use to get rid of a body on TV.

Now Juliana throws fire bombs at it again and Pete quits it with the icicles to give them a chance.  They’re not very big and don’t grow in size as they approach the demon so we can barely see them by the time they reach it.  But then there are two explosions like before, fiery explosions that take out chunks of its chest that are large enough for us to see the holes where its flesh was from across the large yard.

“Arrêtez!” the demon growls and laughs.  But we keep hitting it as its torso rises up from the ground.  Damn, this demon is already 30 feet high and its legs have yet to show.  We are so fucked. [Maybe we should bow down and offer to be its humble servants already?] No.  No fucking way.  “Aim for its left eye!” I scream.

“His left or our left?” Shar yells.

“Our left!”

Everyone shifts their magick, striking the demon’s left eye.  At first it seems like it’s just absorbing everything we hit with, like it’s completely unaffected.  That is until one of Juliana’s fire bombs hits it and explodes like a small bomb, taking a huge chunk of the eye along with it.

The demon roars and a much stronger gust of wind than before blows out of its mouth and hits us all, knocking us all the way back into the rose bushes.  Its breath smells even stronger now.  It’s to the point that Shar and one of the dudes from Kat’s coven begin puking.

As we pull ourselves out of the bushes, the damn thorns pricking my bare shoulders, we begin to hit the demon with everything we’ve got again, still aiming for its left eye, which looks big enough even without the missing chunk that it’s probably still functional.  Another firebomb connects with it, blowing another chunk of it away.  Now a good third of it is gone.  Of course, now the demon shields the eye with one of its hands.

Without saying a word, we all start striking its right eye.  We continue doing so as it rises up until it stands nearly 50 feet tall. It halfway blocks the right eye with its other hand, but it’s so tall now that we can’t get the eye from this close to it.

This thing could probably kill half of us with a kick.  What chance do we stand?  But we can’t give up.  If we left, it would probably have a feast on the neighbors, who are all running and screaming now.  I hear even more sirens in the distance, too.  What the fuck is this demon doing, revealing itself like this?  Merde, maybe this is some end of the world shit?  Or is this demon just pissed that we killed so many of his kind when we killed J?  [Maybe we should have just let Jenna have our magick.  I’m sure she could’ve come up with some way to do it without killing us.  And we wouldn’t have had to worry about something like this happening.]  No, that’s stupid.  She’d still be out there killing witches – and she’d be a lot stronger – if we hadn’t put her down.  Sans doute, we did the right thing.  Also, shame on me for just thinking her full name instead of just J.

The flames suddenly vanish and there’s another revelation: Sati, the Donatello twins, and five of their friends are gathered at its feet along with two smaller, dark green demons, roughly 10 feet tall, which are standing at its sides.  And they’re all holding tridents.  The only difference is that the demons’ tridents are about twice the size of Sati and company’s.

My friends and I all exchange worried looks.

So, that’s why we couldn’t hypnotize them, January says telepathically, motioning toward Sati and the Donatello Pigs.

“Told you I’d see you soon,” Sati shouts, presumably to me. [What a fucking cunt!]  No, I don’t use that word.  Never the c-word.

“What is your name, demon?” the high priestess yells to the gigantic one.

“Aetheal,” the damn demon says and laughs.

“And the other two?”

“I am Bezzalagon,” says the demon to its right.

“Je suis Aratasson,” the other says and laughs.  Leave it to a demon to use French against me.

I’ve never heard of any of them, but we’re fucked regardless of what they’re named.

Shar pulls her pentacle talisman out from under her shirt and starts whispering our protection spell.

“We’ll have none of that,” Aetheal says and holds up one of his hands.  As if they’re magnets being drawn to metal, everyone’s talismans – including the high priestess’ – and mine are ripped off of us, soaring into Aetheal’s hand, which he then closes around them and laughs.  Then he hurls them into the night so hard they probably land a mile away.

The high priestess says, “Demon Aetheal, we dismiss you.  Demon, go back into the pit of fire from which you sprung.  Demon, you’re an abomination and don’t belong in this world.  Demon, go back into the pit of fire from which you sprung.  So mote it be.”

“Demon Aetheal, we dismiss –.” We start to repeat it, but suddenly we’re all mute.  That is, until I try to say it again.  “Demon, we worship you,” I say then bring a hand to my mouth and shut up.  What the fuck did I just say?  I know I have black magick in me and I’m not wearing my necklace but, seriously, worshiping a demon?  What the fuck, Emma?

“Run!” I shout to everyone, but I look and nobody’s moving.  Not even the high priestess.  They’re not just mute.  They’re paralyzed.  Their eyes aren’t even moving.  I’m the only one who isn’t stuck.

Sati and the Donatello twins chant, “Spirit return to the summerland, the place you now call home, the place where you belong, spirit return to the summerland, spirit return to the summerland.”

I look over at Kat, who’s probably nervous, but she can’t even move her eyes, her face frozen in an angry expression.

Sati and the Donatello twins chant again, “Spirit return to the summerland, the place you now call home, the place where you belong, spirit return to the summerland, spirit return to the summerland.”

“Shut up!” I yell repeatedly the whole time they’re chanting it.  “Shut up, shut up, shut the fuck up, you cunts!”

Sati smirks at me then she winks at Kat.  And Kat becomes free of the paralysis and reaches for my hand, but as soon as I feel her grip, she starts fading away, disintegrating, tears in her eyes.  I grab her hand and hold it as tightly as I can, clasping both of my hands around it and pulling her close.  Then I give her the tightest bear hug of all time, but it doesn’t help.  She vanishes completely.  I can’t believe this is happening.  We are so fucking fucked.  And I’m pretty sure this situation merits every swear in my head right now.  Except for the c-word.  I can’t believe that came out of my mouth. Merde!

“Demon Aetheal go back where you came!” I scream.  I’m the only one who isn’t paralyzed but I’m not about to abandon my friends to save my own hide.

Aetheal growls like a rabid dog.  “Shut up and listen to me, Emma.  That is, while you’re still Emma.  Soon you’ll be my princess, Jenna.”

J?  What does he mean?  I’ll be his princess J?  No fucking way.  I might have black magick in me, but I’m not J and never will be.

Sati and the twins start walking toward us.  They look like they’re on a mission, determined to do something.  Which might be killing me and my friends.

I pray aloud, “Goddess Electra, Goddess of storms, Goddess of electricity, harness the power, inside my body, let it flow from my heart, as blood makes its way, let it pour down our arms, surge through my hands, jolt through my fingers, and go where I command – ”

“Silence!” Aetheal growls.  This time there’s no wind, but he stomps a foot, though not as hard as before.  Instead of producing an earthquake, the ground just splits open from in front of the demon to just before where I’m standing.  As I look up from the crack, I see that Sati and the twins have vanished.  Their friends remain, however.  Could the Lord or Lady or Electra have eliminated the trio?

My whole body finally lights up, surging with electricity again.  Before I attempt to fight this demon, I have to save my friends.  But I turn around to discover Sati and the twins holding tridents to Lia, Shar and Jim’s necks.  “Oh no you don’t,” Sati says and laughs as she holds out her free hand and slowly closes it, saying something in a language I don’t know in a diabolical voice, like the one that comes out of Linda Blair in The Exorcist. “Agnosium ebolis haert deamonius.”  At least that’s what it sounds like.

Nothing happens until my chest jerks and my heart begins to hurt something fierce.  I hear and feel it grow still within my chest as my electricity goes out.  It remains that way for several seconds and my breathing starts to slow.  I become so weak I have to drop to my knees.  I am dead.  I am literally dead.  I cease to breathe and go face down into the dirt.  Surely, my brain will stop working any second.

“Enough!” Aetheal yells.

I manage to turn my head in Sati’s direction and see her hand is in a tight fist.  But she opens her hand and my heart starts beating again.  Thank Goddess.  Whew.  But my electricity is out and, clearly, my friends and I are still fucked.  There’s no way these demons are going to let us walk away from this.  I’m sure Aetheal spared me because he thinks I’m going to be his princess or whatever. [By the time this is over, I’ll probably just submit to him.]  Wait – no way.  Why am I thinking such stupid things today?  Actually, I’ve been thinking them for a few days now.

“Do you want to save your friends?” Aetheal asks, leaning over with his head titled in my direction; the left eye is turning white and bleeding – it would seem we blinded it – but the right looks perfectly fine and stares at me.

I stand and stare back it.  It must know the answer to that question is yes, so I wait for it to say whatever else the stupid thing has to say.

“Do you?” it shouts loud enough that the whole neighborhood must hear it.  “How? I demand.

“You know Jenna is inside you.  Let her come out to play.”

“Nobody is inside me but me!” I scream.  This demon is insane.

“Really?  Haven’t you not quite felt like yourself recently?  Haven’t your thoughts become dark and twisted?  Full of vulgarities, perhaps?”

I don’t say anything.  That doesn’t mean anything.  Just because black magick has been screwing with me, especially today, doesn’t mean that fucking J is inside me.  That’s completely ridiculous.

“He only tells the truth.  I’m right here in your head,” I hear J say.

“Shut up!” I yell. I spin around, expecting to find her behind me, but I don’t see her anywhere.  It was her voice, though.  It’s unmistakable.  Hideous.

She cackles.  “Knock knock.”

“Shut up!”

“It’s me.  Jenna!  And there’s no point in straining your annoying voice.  I’m inside your brain.  It’s just that now you’re hearing me in my voice instead of yours.  Oh yes, I’ve been controlling your thinking quite often lately!”

Inside my brain.  Mind-control.  What the hell?

[I’ve been here since you killed me, sweetie.  Now let me take the wheel.]

“Never!” I shout out loud.

[You will submit or your friends will die.  Although, I’m sure you’ll want one of them dead after Aetheal tells you the secrets they’ve been keeping from you.  Oh, yes, your friends are a bunch of liars.]

“I’m not going to buy into your lies, demon!” I scream.

[He’s only going to speak the truth, Emma.  If it hurts too much, let me take over.  I can take away your pain.]

“The biggest revelation I have for you, Emma, concerns your boyfriend Jim, formerly known as Tim,” Aetheal says.  “Although Tim was not his real name.  That was just one of his many identities.  His real name is Lawerence.  Lawrence Vossler.”

“I could give a crap about that.”  I know he’s had other identities before.  Big deal. [Oh, it is a big deal.  Prepare for our head to spin.]

The demon grins.  “Here’s the thing, Emma: Lawerence Vossler is a vampire.”

“That’s insane.”  I would have noticed if he was a vampire. Duh!

“That doesn’t make sense, I’m sure, but allow me to elaborate.  He’s what they call a magick vampire.  The kind that can use magick, but first they have to take it from someone else, which they can only do when they touch a magickal being.  Like yourself.”

That doesn’t make any sense.  If there were really magick vampires then surely our Book of Shadows or one of the other witchcraft books we have would’ve mentioned them.

“You’re very lucky, Emma, because he’s come close to killing you on more than one occasion.  Have you not noticed how you become weak in the knees and dizzy whenever you so much as kiss?  Has it not been that way every time he’s touched you, if only with his lips?”

Oh my God, that does happen!  It happened during our first date at that party where he brought a bottle of sangria and we drank it and kissed outside.  And it’s happened every time since.  Even when I kissed him in the school parking lot today.  I thought that was normal, but it didn’t happen when I kissed January.  Kissing her just felt good, not draining.  Or like I was experiencing something magickal, not having the magick sucked out of me.  Could this demon be telling the truth?

[You know he speaks the truth.  You’ve suspected that something was off about Jimbo throughout your entire relationship.  It’s kept you from fully trusting him.  And you were right not to.  He was using you.  It wasn’t a soulmate spell that drew him to you in the school yard that day.  He could smell your magick.  Vampires are drawn to it.  They can sense it from a mile away.]

You might be inside my head, but you’re never taking over, J!

[If you let me, you’ll be saving your friends and you won’t hurt anymore.  All that guilt you carry will be gone.  Wouldn’t it be nice to stop blaming yourself for everything?]

I can’t believe she’s in my head.  Fuck!  No wonder I punched January and moved too fast.  I knew that wasn’t like me.  I tried to blame it on being sleep deprived or the black magick, but it was J.  Fuck you, J!

“Even if you’re right about Jim, I’ll never let her take over!” I shout at the demon.

“Lawerence, why don’t you speak for yourself,” Aetheal says.

I look behind me as Sati lowers her trident from Jim’s neck.

I glare at him.

His head and eyes move just enough that I can tell he’s not paralyzed, but he doesn’t say anything.  He doesn’t even open his mouth to try.  Instead, he frowns slightly, swallows hard and makes hurt puppy dog eyes.  I can’t believe this.  It can’t be true.  It can’t be true.  He couldn’t have been using me all this time.  He has to be my soulmate.  He has to be.

“Didn’t you think it was odd how much you had in common?” Aetheal asks.  My eyes are still on Tim.  Or whatever the fuck his name is.

“I love you, Em” he says.  “But, yes, magick is what drew me to you.  At first.”

Sati puts the pitchfork back to his neck.  I’m tempted to say do whatever you want with him, but I have a hunch that’s just J’s influence.  I want you gone, J!  Gone!  What is it they say in the movies?  The power of Christ compels you!

J laughs.  [Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha...]  As always, it’s the most twisted, evil laugh I’ve ever heard.  Even more sinister than the demon’s.

[Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha...]

I’m about to turn back to Aetheal when Sati shoves her pitchfork deep into Jim’s neck.  She hits both of his jugular veins with its prongs and blood starts spurting everywhere, getting on Lia, Shar and January.  Pete and Juliana are far enough away that they don’t get sprayed.  Ditto for George, the high priestess and the coven.

“Noooooo!” I scream and collapse to my knees.

I’m half-surprised that blood is even coming out of Jim after what I just learned.  I get up and run over, feeling obligated to help him, but by the time I reach him, Sati has pulled the trident out of him and he falls to the ground.  Gurgling blood.  I turn the electricity back on and punch Sati in the face with an electrical fist, but she barely flinches then she extends her trident, pressing the prongs against my abdomen.  So hard that it feels like they’re piercing my skin.  And it burns.

I grab the pitchfork with my electrified hands and Sati sure feels it.  Her body lights up to the point that you can see her skeleton for a couple of seconds as she goes flying backwards, soaring over the rose bushes into the neighbor’s yard, where I assume she hits the ground.  I bend over and pick up her trident, which immediately lights up from the trillion volts flowing through me.

The Donatello twins look like they’re ready to murder my sisters.  In fact, one of them scrapes Shar’s neck with a prong of her trident and smirks at me as it starts bleeding. “Screw you, Emma!  Just let Jenna take over or I will kill her and you know it.”

[Just surrender already!  You know you can’t win this fight!  Why let your friends die with you?  Besides, you don’t want to hear the rest of their secrets.  Unless you want the rest of your soul to be destroyed.]

Shut up, shut up, shut up!

“Do we have to kill more of your friends?” Aetheal asks.

“No!” I yell.

[You shouldn’t have done that to Sati.  I’d say it’s a pity about your boyfriend, but he really was a vampire and you know it.  And part of you is glad he’s gone.  Why don’t you admit it and let me seize control before anyone else gets hurt?]

No fucking way, I’ll never submit to you, you evil fucking bitch.  And he might’ve been a vampire, but I have no doubt that he also loved me.

[One, you’re speaking my language!  Two, there’s no way he could’ve kept such a big secret from you if he truly loved you.]

“Look at me,” Aetheal demands.

I look him in the right eye.  Maybe if I whip this trident into it he’ll die or break his concentration and they’ll stop being paralyzed.

[You couldn’t hurt him with a tank, never mind your electricity.]

I’m about to say we blinded one of his eyes, but he closes it for a beat then when he opens it it’s back to normal, solid black and undamaged.  Merde, merde, merde!

[You’re not nearly as strong as you think.  Look at how many of you it took to kill me!  And you didn’t even get rid of me.  You just gave me the opportunity to get inside your head and stay there.  Now your younger body will be mine and your soul will shrink into this tiny ball that can do nothing but sit back and watch the carnage.  Unless you surrender right now and I let you have sweet dreams about your January while you’re back there.  Think about it. You can have January every month of the year!  It’ll be like living in the real world.  Your other friends will be there, too.  It’ll be paradise.  Like the Summerland.  And you’ll believe it’s all real the whole time.  Except that no one will die or grow old unless you want them to.  You could even make your parents younger.]

“Listen to her,” Aetheal says. “Doesn’t paradise sound nice?  But if you’re not ready for my princess to take over, perhaps I should tell you about some other secrets your other so-called friends are keeping?”

“My friends don’t keep secrets from me!” I yell.  I’m so tempted to hurl this electrified trident into one of his eyes, but I realize it’d be futile.  I just hope Sati is dead.  Even if Jim was a fucking vampire.

[You know he was a fucking vampire.  Admit that part of you is relieved that he’s dead.  And Sati shoved that pitchfork all the way up into his brain.  No way he’s coming back to life this time.  To be extra sure, we’re going to chop him up and bury the pieces all over.]

Damn it!  How am I supposed to think straight with her inside my head?  This is my worst fear coming true.  Ever since I saw The Exorcist when I was 9, I’ve worried about getting possessed.  I even talked to a priest about it, but he said if I was able to ask myself if I was possessed then it meant I wasn’t because I wouldn’t be able to ask myself that if I was. And I’m saying I am not possessed!

[Oh, but you are, you silly little girl.]

“Your closest friends, Lia and Sharan, are keeping a secret from you,” Aetheal says.

“Liar!” I yell.

“I’m only speaking the truth.  Just this morning Lia had a premonition that your father died from a heart attack and she told Shar.  But did either of them tell you?”

That can’t be true.  The three of us don’t keep secrets from each other.  That’s a solemn vow we’ve taken.  And there’s no way they’d keep a secret about my dad dying.

[He’s telling you the truth.  They’ve betrayed you.]

I look at Lia and Shar.  I wish they weren’t paralyzed so I could see whatever expressions they’d make.

Aetheal points at them.  “As you wish.”

Lia and Shar become unparalyzed and the twins lower their tridents a few inches away from their necks.  They both look scared to death.

“Is the demon telling the truth?” I ask them.

“It just happened this afternoon,” Lia says.  “We wanted to wait until tomorrow to tell you because you were so stressed about tonight.”

“It’s not supposed to happen until your mother’s birthday,” Shar says.

I guess I can kind of understand that.  If it’s not supposed to happen until next week.

Aetheal raises his voice.  “Oh, you’re prepared to forgive them already?  Let’s see how easily they forgive you when I tell them your secret.”

“I don’t have any secrets from them!”

[Yes you do.  Yes you do.]

I swear, every time Aetheal speaks his voice grows louder.  “Have you no recollection of your conversation with George?  The one you had last time you were at his store?”

Shit.  I know what he’s talking about now.

[That’s right, you’re a lying cunt, just like they are!]

“He told you that you possessed more black magick than your friends because you played a greater role in killing Jenna, did he not?” Aetheal demands.

I don’t say anything.  I’m trying to find a way to explain it.  I just look at Lia and Shar apologetically.

“How could you keep such an important secret?” Shar asks.  “You’ve been putting us all at risk.”

My teeth chatter as I speak, I’m so nervous. “We had our necklaces.  I thought that would keep it under control.”

Lia and Shar both shake their heads and look like they’re condemning me.

[They’re not going to want anything to do with you now, Emma.  You kept a dangerous secret from them.  And you chose not to wear your necklace this morning.  You wanted to prove to yourself that you didn’t need it.  That you were more powerful than the black magick.  But you weren’t.  Look what you did to your fairy friend!]

That’s not true.  I did not choose to leave my necklace off this morning. Of that much, I am certain.

“George told me not to tell you.” I say to Lia and Shar.  “He said not to burden you with it.  That you’d worry about me too much.”

Lia and Shar look disgusted and glare at George even though he’s still paralyzed.

“I’m sorry,” I say to my girls.

“Look where your secret got us!” Lia yells.

“You can still save them,” Aetheal says.  “Simply accept Jenna and allow her to take control.”

[Just say you accept me.  It’s that easy.  You know you want to.  That your friends will disown you after today.  So, what’s the point in being you?  Is being your pathetic little self worth their lives?]

They will have me back.  I know they’ll forgive me in time.

[They won’t live that long.  If you don’t let me take over, Aetheal will kill them.  Or, maybe he’ll have the twins do it.  Of course, if he tells the twins you killed Sati with your high voltage shit then he won’t have to ask them.]

I killed the bitch?  Awesome!

Aetheal stomps his foot.  Harder this time. The ground cracks again and comes open so close to January that a slight breeze could cause her to fall in.

“Worried about losing your girlfriend January?” Aetheal asks.  “She didn’t even tell you about her second mission, which you blew, as you well know.  And she was always going to choose Pete.  She just wanted to experiment with you.”

I turn to January.  “I’ve already forgiven you. Just tell me I wasn’t going to be some experiment that you’d use then throw away?”

“You weren’t.  Never.  Not for a second.”

“Absolve her all you want, Emma. It won’t make a difference when we slaughter her!  So, what will it be?” Aetheal demands.  “Either you accept Jenna or your friends all die.  It’s that simple.  And you make your decision now.”

[Make a decision, make a decision. Just accept me already.  The next thing you know, you’ll be getting up for school in the morning and you’ll have the best day ever.]

I don’t believe that.  I can’t trust you.  You’d just shove me way down in some hole and do whatever you want.Put me in a cell like you did to your sister!

My phone rings in my pocket.

“You should answer that,” Aetheal says.

I’m confused.  Why does he want me to answer my phone when he’s dying for me to let J take over already?

Aetheal raises his voice.  “Answer it.  I insist.”

Fine.  I’ll answer the fucking phone. My hand shaking, I take it out of my pocket.  It’s my mother calling.

“Mom?” I say.  Lord and Lady, please don’t let dad have had a heart attack.

“I’m afraid I have some very bad news, Em.”

Holy fuck.  It takes me a moment just to mutter, “What?”

“I just received a call from Krystal’s parents.  I’m afraid she took her own life tonight.”

What?  That’s not possible!  She wasn’t suicidal.  “No, no – it can’t be.  I’m supposed to visit her tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, Em,” mom says.

“Me, too.”  My phone slips out of my hand.  It bounces upon hitting the ground then goes flying into one of the cracks in the ground.  I drop down to my knees because my legs start shaking too much to stand.

“What is it?” January asks.

“Krystal,” I mutter.  “She committed suicide.”

January’s jaw drops.

“You’re no good for anyone, Emma.” Aetheal says.  “Now decide!”

Now I know what Ruth meant by be mindful of yourself.  She was trying to alert me to the fact that there were thoughts in my stupid head that didn’t belong to me!  That I should be mindful of myself, as opposed to the someone else that was screwing with me. Get the fuck out of me, J!

[Jamais, jamais, jamais!  You know what that means!]

“Decide!” Aetheal screams. It’s tantamount to having a lion roar two feet in front of your face.  Then he grabs the backyard’s biggest tree and rips it out of the ground, getting dirt in everyone’s faces, including mine.

Before I can say a word, he slams the tree down on George’s house, like he’s hitting the roof with a hammer, decimating it.  “Should I clobber your friends with this?”

No, no, no.  This can’t be happening.  It just can’t.  J, you need to get the fuck out of my head now.  Go possess one of the twins.  I’m sure either of them would love to have you.

[Ah, but possessing someone who immediately accepts you wouldn’t be very fun.  I’m enjoying the challenge of corrupting someone like you.  And now you’ve crossed lines you can’t go back from.  Your friendships are ruined.  Poor twelve year old virgin Krystal is dead. Just submit to me already.  Say you accept me.]

Aetheal holds the tree up above his head and it bursts into flames. “Accept my princess or your friends will all pay the price!”  Without even waiting for me to say something, he slams the bottom of the tree – the roots, which are ablaze like the rest of it – down on George’s coven, including George and the high priestess.  Since they’re paralyzed, there are no screams and nobody tries to get out from under it.

I’m too shocked to say anything.  I run over and try to pull George out from under the tree because his arms and torso are sticking out, but the ends of the tree’s roots turn into snake heads and start biting him and the other members of the coven.  One bites George in the back of his neck and another his left hip. Fuck, fuck, fuck.  This is all my fault.  First I got Kat killed, now George and the whole coven.  I can’t believe this is actually happening.

[Oh, but it is, Emma!]

“Do you want your friends to suffer the same fate?” Aetheal asks.  “I won’t ask again.”

“Will you let them go if I accept her?” I yell.

“You have my word,” he says.

“Yeah, I’ve got the word of a demon.  Like I can trust that.”

“You don’t believe me? Hasn’t everything I told you proved true?”

“That doesn’t mean I can trust you.”

“Fine. I’ll release them right now.”  He snaps his fingers.

I look over and everyone is moving.  Not one of them is paralyzed now.  And the twins move the tridents away from Lia and Shar. “Run!” I scream at them and my other friends.  “Get out of here!  There’s no point in all of us dying!  If you love me, you’ll go!  Now!”

They all look at each other.

“Go!” I yell at the top of my lungs.

“Gooooooo!” Aetheal screams

Lia says something to Shar, probably that they should jet.  Or that Shar should run anyway.  They look at me and both shout, “Sorry!  We’ll find a way to help!”  Then they run.  Immediately followed by Pete, January and Juliana.  They all look at me apologetically then they run.  That’s exactly what I want.  For them to be safe.  Thank Goddess, they’re gone.

“I did what I said,” Aetheal says. “Submit or they die.  I can still sever their heads from their bodies just by snapping my fingers.”

I can’t believe this is happening.  Merde, merde, merde!  Needless to say, I’m crying my eyes out.  I even slam my fists into my head as hard as I can several times.

[Submit, Emma, darling.  You’re destined to let me take over.  Just say you accept me.]

Lord and Lady, what am I supposed to do?Please tell me!

“Accept her!” Aetheal screams even louder than he did before.  I hear even more windows shattering and see the lights from police cars around the house.  I notice it’s getting even darker out and look up. The sky is pitch black above him now –  with what looks like dirty ashes falling from it.  Whatever this is, there’s no going back from it.

Still, I have to try to keep my friends alive.  At least give them a fighting chance. I have to.  Which means I have to accept J.  That’s the right thing to do, as fucked up as this is, right?  I mean, how would I live with myself if I was responsible for all of my friends’ deaths?  I’d just commit suicide and we’d all be dead.  It’s that simple.  “OK!” I scream.

“OK, what?” Aetheal demands.

“OK, fine, I accept Jenna!”

“Thank you,” Aetheal says and laughs.

[Yeah, thanks, Emma.  Bye, bye, bitch.]

 

 


CHAPTER FIFTY FIVE

JANUARY

 

As Pete, Lia, Shar and Juliana run as fast as they can out of the yard with me in fairy mode flying right behind them, a couple of uniformed cops point their guns at us and yell, “Stop!”  But we keep running since we’re a lot more likely to survive a gunshot wound than any of the many things those demons might do to us.

“Stop or I’ll shoot!” one of the officers yells.

Then we hear Detective Smartass say, “Don’t you think you should save your bullets for this beast?”

We’re too busy getting as far away from the yard as possible to hear if there’s more to that conversation.  Once they’ve passed four houses, everyone stops running to catch their breath and I revert back to human form.

Lia coughs, trying to catch her breath.  “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Moi non plus!” Shar gasps.

That’s when I look back and see Aetheal watching us.  Staring.  Or at least it sure looks that way.  Hard to tell, given his solid black eyes.  “Look at Aetheal.” I point at the abomination.

“Shit,” Juliana says.

“You can say that again,” Pete says.

I shake my head, beyond frustrated.  “We’re still close enough that he can see us.”

“If demons are popping up like this all over, we’re talking about Armageddon, aren’t we?” Shar asks.

I thought we already figured that much.  “Yeah.  In which case we’re completely fucked.  So, running is probably futile.  I say we go back and get Emma, whether she’s Emma right now or not.  Are you with me?”

Pete glares at me. “Seriously?”

I nod.  “She would risk her life for any of us.  And you all know it.”

Pete thinks for a moment then he raises his chest, straightens his posture and thinks for a moment before he talks firmly, his eyes sweeping all of us. “She’s right.  Jenna or no Jenna, we can’t just leave Emma behind.”  Then he looks me in the eye. “Not that I’m in the mood to agree with you right now, cheater.”

I don’t say anything.  I’m tempted to tell him it was just one kiss and that I ended it, but I suppose it’s best to let him keep his anger right now.  And unleash it on the trio of demons.

“They’re right,” Shar says.  Then she looks at Lia.  “The three of us are sisters.”

“OK,” Lia says.  “But what do we do?”

“I think I received Jim’s magick when he died,” Pete says.

“That’s unlikely,” Juliana says.  “Magick is typically transferred to the person who kills you.  If you’re not killed, then it’s supposed to go with you to the other side then you can give it to someone in your bloodline.”

“Like how Emma’s Great Grandmother Ruth gave Em some of her magick,” Shar says.

Pete shrugs, looking disappointed.  “I just thought it might be different since he wasn’t a real witch, just a vampire or whatever.  Or maybe it’s just the adrenaline making me feel stronger?”

Juliana exhales a deep breath.  “It’s probably fight or flight that’s making you feel that way.  So, I wouldn’t be overly confident.  That’s the sort of thing that’ll get you killed for sure.”

“Will he be a vampire now?” I ask Juliana.

She shrugs.  “I honestly have no idea.  I’d never heard of magick vampires before either.”

I fold my arms in front of myself.  “Focus people!  We need to get our asses back there tout de suite!”  Sorry, sometimes Emma’s French rubs off on me.

“So, what’s our plan?” Lia asks.

“Can we do a sleep spell to put Emma to sleep then teleport her out of there?” Shar asks.

I raise my voice, getting impatient.  “Anyone know a sleep spell?”

“Not offhand, I’m afraid,” Juliana says as we all look to her.

“Jim put Robert and Marco to sleep by getting inside their heads that time,” Shar says.

“Normally, that’d be a great idea. But do you think any of us could handle delving into Jenna’s mind?” Lia asks.  “Without going insane or opening yourself up to get possessed by her or some demon?”

“Good point.”  I kick a rock across the street, frustrated as fuck. But then an idea hits me.  “Maybe our best bet is for Lia, Jul and Shar to knock Emma out with electricity.”

Shar’s forehead crinkels.  “What if we kill her?”

“Trying zapping Lia first,” I say to Shar.

“Oh, I get to be knocked out?” Lia’s eyes look like she wants to burn a hole through me now.

“Just zap her a little,” I say to Shar.  Then I turn to Lia.  “Electrify yourself first so we can see if it works when you’re lit up yourself in case Emma is.”

“Yes, boss, happy to oblige,”  Lia says to me sarcastically before she whispers, “Goddess Electra, please be on our side,” and she turns into a human electric transformer.

“I’ll try not to hurt you.”  Shar goes high voltage, too.

“I’m ready as I’m gonna be.”  Lia takes a few steps back.

“I don’t like this,” Juliana says.

Shar extends her right hand and sends a small burst of electricity at Lia, who’s blown backwards several feet and lands on her back on the pavement, her head surely taking a hard blow. Hannashurie, please let her be OK.  And let us get Emma back.

We all run over to Lia.  Shar, Juliana and I drop to her knees beside her, Pete the only one to remain standing, though he looks just as concerned.

“Lia? Lia?” Juliana asks, nudging Lia’s shoulder.

“Let me try something,” I say and place one hand on her forehead while gently sliding the other under her head, just tilting it slightly.  Then I try to heal her, my hands quickly warming up, thank you Hannashurie.  After about ten seconds, Lia suddenly opens her eyes and jolts up into a seated position, startling us.

“You OK?” Shar asks her.

“Yeah.  I just need a minute.”

“You definitely felt it, though?” I ask. “It wasn’t just hitting your head that knocked you out?”

Lia nods.  “Yeah, I felt it.  Big time.  Like I was a normal person without electric powers.”

Shar bites her lip as the corners of her mouth dip down.  “And I zapped you with the smallest amount I could.”

“That’s good – if you two and Juliana all hit Emma with a good amount, it should knock her and Jenna out cold,” Pete says. “I could even spray her with water to make it more effective.”

Shar looks worried, lines forming on her forehead. “We don’t want to put her in a coma.”

“Why not?” I ask.  “We’ll have a wicked easier time evicting Jenna if she’s out cold the whole time.”

“Maybe,” Juliana says.  “But we should also be concerned with stopping her heart or causing permanent brain damage.”

“You’re probably right.” I shrug and kick another rock.  “But I’m sure Jenna will be using all that black magick that went into Emma to shield herself from whatever we do.  So, I wouldn’t hold back much.”

“So, how are we gonna do this?” Lia asks.

“We should approach the house on all fours and see what we can through the rose bushes,” Juliana says.

“But the mega demon could see us before we get anywhere near the bushes,” Pete says.

“What’s going on?” interrupts some random guy who just came out of his house in boxer shorts and an open bathrobe, revealing a hairy abdomen.

“The apocalypse,” I yell.  Mostly joking.  But then I think about what I said a few minutes ago.  What this could mean, a demon of that size revealing itself, producing hellfire, turning the sky black, and causing earthquakes.  Maybe this really is the end of the world.  And I don’t feel fine!  Especially not with that bitch controlling Emma.  But at least now I know why Em moved so fast and punched me; it was fucking Jenna.

We start walking back in the direction of George’s at a casual pace, like we’re just random people out for a stroll, in hopes that Aetheal won’t notice. When we approach the neighbor’s yard we get down on our hands and knees and move as fast as we can until we’re behind the bushes that separate the neighbor’s property from George’s.

No idea if Aetheal saw us coming or not.  It didn’t seem like he did, but it’s hard to tell what a demon is looking at when they have solid black eyes.  He’s saying something to Jenemma in that demon language.  She says something in response in the same tongue, Jenna’s hideous voice coming out of Em now.

A kid that looks no older than 11 comes up on my right, filming us on his phone.  Several people are filming with their phones, in fact.  They all look frightened but it’s not stopping them from streaming this shit live on Facebook, Snapchat, Youtube or Instagram or whatever.

If Aetheal didn’t see us on our way over, it won’t take him much effort to figure it out if he sees all of these phones pointed at us.  Then again, I doubt the demon even knows that they’re phones, much less cameras and video cameras.

There’s no way to make them stop aiming their phones at us without causing a scene so we ignore them, instead peering through the bushes.

Aetheal is talking to the smaller demons, the Donatello twins and their posse, and Jenemma.  Of course, it’s speaking that demon shit yet again so who knows what they’re plotting.  Hopefully, their return to hell.  But they’re not taking Emma along for the ride.

“What do we do?” Pete whispers.

Use telepathy to talk, I instruct him.  He looks at me like he’s upset for a second.

OK, Pete says.  But you might have to repeat yourselves because this is all new to me.

Juliana shakes her head as she thinks for a sec.  Lia, Shar and I will electrocute Emma as soon as Pete’s doused her in water.  So, you’re up first, Pete.  Think you can soak her from here?

Pete nods.  Shouldn’t be a problem.

Juliana nods, too.  OK, you do that and then we’ll electrocute Emma.

What should I do?  Hmm.  I have to do something.  Oh, I know!  I’ll teleport behind the demons and set the smaller ones on fire.

Can’t you set the Donatello twins and their minions on fire instead? Lia asks me.

That’s a bad idea.  Those ten foot demons are a hell of a lot more dangerous.  If Aetheal has them attack us, we’re as good as dead.

OK, so torch them, Juliana says.  But can you grab Emma and teleport her to the car after?  You’re much better at teleporting than any of us.

I nod.  Sure, once she’s down, I’ll do that. But while you’re juicing  her, I’ll take care of the smaller demons.

OK, let’s do this on three, Pete says.  One, two, three.

Everyone stands up.  Pete whispers a spell then so much water gushes out of his palms that it knocks Jenemma, the twins and company on their asses.  Even the ten foot demons take a couple of steps backwards before they sturdy themselves.

While Jenemma is getting up, Pete quits the waterworks and Lia, Shar and Juliana blast her with so much electricity that she goes flying backwards a good forty feet until she slams against the fence on the other side of the yard, which lights up from the electricity, sending a few birds that were perched on it up into the air until they fall to the ground, dead.

 

As soon as I appear behind the smaller demons, the bastards whip around and look right at me, but I’m 25 feet high in the air in fairy mode.  They hurl their tridents at me, but I teleport up another 50 feet, allowing them to collide and fall to the ground.  I stay up here as I whip fireballs at their heads, which catch fire, but it doesn’t seem to bother them.  I guess I shouldn’t be surprised, since we blew chunks out of Aetheal’s eye and it healed quickly.

Let’s see what happens as I send flames soaring at their whole bodies.  They start saying something demonic as I teleport away with the intention of appearing at Emma’s side, but instead I find myself standing in front the demons in human form.  I try to shift into fairy mode, but it doesn’t work.  They must have cursed me.

The demon to my right leans over, like he’s going to say something to me and I take a few steps back. I’m not sure which demon it is; I didn’t make it a point to remember their lame ass names.  Not that you can tell them apart.

I’m trying hard to make fireballs in my hands, but nothing is happening. As Emma would say, rien du tout.  I’m fucked!

I take a few more steps backwards, keeping an eye on the demons, and I continue trying to make fireballs, not that it’s working.  I’m afraid to turn around and run and have them behind me, but it seems like it’s my best option, so that’s what I do.  I haul ass as fast as I can.

Unfortunately, they chase after me.  I hear their thunderous footsteps.  One of them yells, “We’re going to rip you in two, fae bitch!”

As fast as my legs will move, I head for the deck, figuring if I can make it to the house then they’ll be in range for the girls to zap them.  And I’ll jet through the house, and out the front door, and hopefully by then their stupid hex will wear off.  Please Hannashurie, let me make it into the house.  Let me escape them.

Hauling ass, I make it to the deck but one of them catches up to me and grabs my shoulder just as I start up the three steps and I trip and fall down face first, hitting my head hard.  And blood immediately starts pouring out of the gash on my forehead, which burns like a motherfucker.  I’m so dizzy, I barely manage to turn around.  Not that it helps anything.  The demon closest to me leans over me and runs its claws across my abdomen, ripping through my dress and flesh, making four large cuts that start gushing blood.  A cold sensation washes over me as I realize I’m going to die if I don’t get stitches very soon.

“January!” Shar screams in despair and the girls begin zapping the demon, but as soon as they hit him, shoving him off of me, the other demon moves forward and places its claws on my neck.  I try as hard as I can to make fire.  I know they’re immune to my flames, but I’m hoping I can push him off of me with the force of the flames.  Unfortunately, nothing happens.

“Any last words bitch?” the demon asks.

“Hannashurie!” I shout at the top of my lungs.  “Please help!” Then everything starts getting really bright.  And I know I’m dying.  I hope Hannashurie will send me back as a fairy again.  I’m getting dizzy when there’s a bright flash of light, and a loud bang like fireworks exploding, and Hannashurie appears behind the demon!  Yay for my fairy Godmother!  She’s surrounded by a small army of flying fairies that glow, too!

The demon spins around and she grabs his arms before he can strike her.  Then the fairies start flying in and out of him; their bright light burns right through him, creating wounds similar to bullet wounds.  Whatever they’re doing, it’s not cauterizing them at all.

“Torch his head,” Hannashurie says as the fairies inflict more and more wounds and Mr. Demon fails to break his arms free from her grip.

I try to produce fire and it works!    My magick is back.  I’m not sure it’s going to do any good, but I blast flames at his head and he catches fire.  This time it burns him.  Hannshurie must be giving my magick a boost.

“Fashtidious agnasiums vascommy!” the burning demon yells.  (Or that’s what it sounds like.)  Then it turns to black sand, which falls to the ground and vanishes.  Sweet!

I see Lia, Shar and Juliana blasting the other ten foot demon with electricity, but a few of the small, glowing fairies fly over and they must say something because the gals kill the electricity and the other shiny fairies start burrowing through the demon, producing one huge, bullet-like hole after another  Less than twenty seconds later, the demon turns to black sand and vanishes like its twin.

Lia, Shar and Juliana shoot their electricity at Aetheal’s eyes now and he screams, shaking the neighborhood. Then the small fairies start penetrating him and Hannashurie flies over to him.  He swings his right arm, trying to slash her with his claws, but still brighter, glowing white light appears around her and forms a protective shield.  The claws hit it and shatter like glass.  Then she grows larger, doubling in size, before she grabs him by the bull horns and twists his head all the way around, breaking his neck.  He turns to black sand as he collapses to the ground then the sand disappears.

“Thank you, Hannashurie,” I manage to say in spite of the fact that her bright light is making it impossible to see her face.

“Happy to help,” she says as she turns off the bright shield and the girls and Pete gather around us.

“Oh my God,” Lia says.

“Please help her,” Shar pleads with Hannashurie.

“You have to save her,” Pete adds, tears racing down his cheeks.

Hannashurie smiles as she opens her hand and a several foot long staff, radiating golden light, appears in her palm.  She wraps her fingers around it then she carefully touches my torso with it and the cuts made by the demon start to heal.  And I stop feeling dizzy.

A few seconds later, I’m completely healed and finally stand up.  “Thank you,” I say.  “Has the apocalypse started?”

“Questions later,” Hannashurie says.  “Your friend needs you.”  She motions toward Emma.

“I’m supposed to teleport her to the car.  She’s possessed by Jenna.”

“Go for it,” Hannashurie says.

I teleport to Jenemma’s side.  She appears to be out cold still, but when I lift her eyelids to check, all I see is black.

I’m about to grab Jenemma by the arms when she’s suddenly revived, which I realize when she grabs me by the breasts and squeezes wicked hard, which hurts a lot, and gives me that horrible Jenna laugh.

Reluctantly, I punch both sides of Emma’s head as hard as I can, using some of my fairy strength, until I’ve hit her at least ten times and she’s finally unconscious again.  Whew. I just hope I didn’t cause her any permanent brain damage. I also hope she didn’t scar my boobs since she dug her nails into them and they’re bleeding through my already torn dress..  Hopefully, my fairy godmother can heal them.

Lia, Shar, Juliana and Pete come running to us.  Hannashurie and the small fairies all teleport over together.

“You OK?” Shar asks me.

I nod.  “Better than.  See you down the street.”

I put my hands on Jenemma’s shoulders and I’m about to teleport down the street to the cars just when the Donatello twits and their friends start circling us with those tridents in hand.  I almost forgot about them.

“Go!” Lia yells to me.  “We’ve got this!”

I teleport to the cars with Emma, who I place on the ground, She groans then I place my hands on her head.  My telepathic powers are stronger than most witches’s so hopefully this will work.  Besides, I’m just going to push my thoughts on her to hypnotize her.  I don’t dare look at her memories, less the memories I see be Jenna’s. Plus, I wouldn’t want to see Emma’s and thus invade her privacy.  Sleep, sleep, sleep, I push on her.  Sleep, sleep, sleep.  Sleep, Jenna, sleep.

I don’t know if it worked, but she doesn’t groan again and her eyes shut.  With a flick of my wrist and a little fairy magick, Jim’s car trunk unlocks and pops open; Pete will have to drive us home.  I pick Jenemma up and place her in it, putting a towel behind her head as a cushion.

“What are you doing?” I hear female kid’s voice ask.

I turn and see no less than eight kids behind me, most on bikes.  The one I think asked the question is in front of them and looks like she’s eight or nine.  She’s sitting on a fancy pink bike.  Five of these kids are filming me with their phones, but not the young girl who asked the question. As my eyes flick from one phone to the next, it dawns on me that there must be hundreds of Youtube videos of this shit already. So, even if demons haven’t appeared elsewhere, the world will now know the supernatural is real, which will change everything even if it’s not quite Armageddon.

“Are you gonna kill her?” the little girl asks.

“No,” I say. “Of course not.  But she has one of those monsters inside her, so I need to put her in here until we can get it out.”

After reaching over Emma and digging through blankets, jumper cables, antifreeze, windshield wash, etc, I find a rope and use it to tie Emma’s wrists and ankles together, using my best Girl Scout knots.  Please, Hannashurie, Lord and Lady and all Gods and Goddesses, we could really use your help here.  Please make these ropes magickal and strong so that Jenna can’t free herself from them.  Please, Hannashurie, Lord and Lady and all Gods and Goddesses, make these ropes magickal and strong so that Jenna can’t free herself from them.  So mote it be.  Technically, fairies can’t do spells; we can only use the magick and/or psychic abilities we’re given by Hannashurie before she sends us back here.  But I’m sure she wouldn’t mind me praying.

I shut the trunk, turn to the kids and yell, “Boo!”  And they all scramble, half of them screaming as they run or ride their bikes away. Only the little girl who questioned me remains and she isn’t the least bit startled.  “Was that giant monster the devil?”

There’s no point in telling her the devil isn’t real under the circumstances; she’d never believe me.  Besides, after all I’ve seen tonight, I wouldn’t be surprised if the devil actually is real.  “No, but it was evil.  That means you should get as far away from here as you can.  In case another one comes.  Just find your parents and leave town.”

“Will his friends come and kill everyone?”

“I sure hope not.”

“Oh.  Are you good at fighting monsters?”

“Yeah, we’ve taken care of monsters before.  They just weren’t gigantic like that one.  But you saw how we killed him.  Anyway, you really should find your parents and scram.”

“I don’t think they know about this yet.  They probably won’t believe me.”

“I’m sure they felt the earthquake.  They must be worried about you.”

Just then a channel 5 news van stops on the street and the newscasters and crew hurry out of it and the big antenna goes up.

I put my hand on the girl’s shoulder.  “Go tell your parents to turn on the news. Can you do that?”

“Yeah, if they’re home.  They’re usually working right now.”

“Well, go see,” I say.

The girl nods and  goes in the opposite direction of hell on earth.

Now what do I do?  I want to go back and make sure the Donnatello twins aren’t hurting my friends, but what if Jenemma wakes up and tries to take off.  We can’t do an exorcism without the person who needs it. Plus, all these kids saw me put her in the trunk.  One of them is bound to get curious and they could break the car window and let her out.  What should I do now? I ask Hannashurie telepathically.  She’s a Goddess, so maybe she’ll hear me.

Stay with Emma.  Things are going to be OK here, Hannashurie says.

Guess I’m staying put.


CHAPTER FIFTY SIX

LIA

 

In self-defense, Shar, mom and I zap the Donatello twins and their friends unconscious as they’re reciting a spell.  One twin hurls her trident at me just before, but I manage to teleport out of the way, which surprises me because I’ve barely ever teleported before.  Only trouble is, one of the prongs pierced the middle of my right hand before I teleported.  And boy does it hurt. It’s bleeding like crazy, too.  Motherfucker.  I wish January didn’t have to stay with Emma so she could come heal me already.  Although I’m sure Hannashurie can take care of it.  I’m assuming that’s who this giant fairy is.

“Hannashurie, I take it?” I ask.

“That’s me,” she says as she lands beside us and taps my hand with her stick thing, immediately healing it.

“Thank you!” I say. What a relief.

Now she points the wand at the tree Aetheal ripped out of the ground and it stands up, the flames going out and the snakes turning back into roots.  The damage caused by the fire even heals, leaves appearing where they were before.  Then she moves her hand so that the wand  points at where the tree was and she moves it to that spot and lowers it.  I watch in awe as the ground around where it was ripped out returns to normal, the tree standing tall and healthy like nothing happened.  That’s some powerful magick.  Makes me wish I could be a Goddess.  Then she astounds me even more when she blows on George’s house and a powerful gust of wind hits it and it’s like watching a videotape rewind, the way the house goes from being wrecked to back to normal, bit by bit.

It’s like nothing happened except for the casualties.  George and his whole coven. Sati.  And, sadly, Jim.  Magick-eating vampire or not, I do believe he loved Emma and that they could’ve gotten past his hiding what he was. By the looks of it, we might have killed the girls who came with Sati and the Donatello twins because the twins roll over and moan, but the others appear dead.

“What about them?” Shar asks Hannashurie.

Hannashurie grins. “I could send them to the ninth dimension.”

“I thought hell was the sixth dimension,” I say.

“No, it’s the ninth.  But it has six levels within it,” Hannashurie explains.

“I’m not sure they deserve that,” mom says.

“What if you give them amnesia and take away their magick?” Pete suggests.

“They’re natural born witches and the one thing I can’t do is permanently remove their magick,” Hannashurie says. “But amnesia is a great idea.”

“What the hell happened?” one of the twins asks.

I laugh for a second.  “Your demons went back to hell.”

The twins stand up and open their hands, and magically pulling a trident into each of them. Now they each hold two.

“Seriously?” Shar asks.  “There’s a Goddess beside you and her fairies can fly right through you like bullets.”

The twins both look up at Hannashurie.  “Trust us,” one of them says, “We’ll never summon a demon again.”

“Good,” Hannashurie says.  Then she opens her left hand – the staff is in her right – and the tridents go from the twin’s hands into hers.

Both twins go to say something at the same time, but Hannashurie blows in their faces and they collapse. Then she blows on their friends, who are starting to come to right now, only they stop as her breath hits them.  I suppose it’s a good thing that they weren’t dead after all.

Pete scratches his head.  “What did you do to them?”

Hannashurie laughs for a moment. “Nothing much.  They won’t remember anything that happened this week when they wake up, but you should get them out of here to make sure they don’t piece things together.”

I shake my head.  “We don’t have enough room in the cars.”

Hannashurie laughs again.  “Not a problem.”  She drops the tridents and waves her staff at the twins and company and they all vanish.

“Where’d they go?” mom asks.

“The twins and their friends are presently in the girl’s locker room at your school, all tied together with magickal ribbon that cannot be untied unless it’s by someone other than them.”

I laugh.  “Good.  Let them be the subject of stupid rumors now.  But what about the good people who are dead?  Can you bring them back?”

“Raising the dead isn’t one of my gifts, otherwise I would happily bring back Kat, George and their coven.”

“Will the twins and company remember Sati?” Shar asks.

“Yes, but, again, nothing that happened recently.  She’ll just be a missing person they can’t find.  Let that drive them crazy as their penance.”

Pete sighs.  “What about her body?  And all the other dead bodies?”

Hannashurie laughs.  “I could make them all disappear but people saw some of them die on the news.  And they’d all be missing persons with active investigations if they don’t have the bodies.  So, I think it’s best I leave them be.  Except for Sati.  Let her friends try and find her.”

“Now, we should meet up with January,” Hannashurie says, shrinking down until she’s about eight feet tall, still towering over us.  She brings her hands together in a single clap like Emma does then, suddenly, we’re all standing by the cars down the street.  Except for her entourage of fairies, which hover in the air.

We immediately see channel 5 and Fox TV news vans.  The people in front of the camera are speculating about what might have happened to the “giant beast,” as they’re calling it.

“You really don’t know if this is the apocalypse?” January asks Hannashurie.

“I wish I knew.  I just heard you cry out in trouble and came.  I don’t know if anything else has happened.  And I’m afraid I can’t remain here any longer or I could lose my position as your fairy Godmother.  But don’t give up on your friend, Emma.  No matter what.”

“Can’t you get Jenna out of her?” January asks.

“Unfortunately, that’s not something I have the authority to do.”

January frowns.  “Oh.  So, am I gonna be in trouble for Emma pushing that spirit into the other side?”

Hannashurie rubs January’s arm.  “No, but it’s something we’ll all have a talk about soon enough.  As for Emma, I’m sure you and your friends can cast Jenna out. It won’t be easy, but I know it can be done.  Just rise to the occasion, pray and remember this too shall pass..  Now I must go.”  She brings her hands together in a single clap and disappears along with her small army of fairies, except for one.  That’s odd.

“Are you staying with us?” January asks this fairy as she turns into human form.  Now that she’s no longer glowing, we see that she’s Asian and around our age.

This new fairy smiles at us.  “My name is Gemini and I’m here to help you.  At least until your friend Emma is herself again.”

“Do you know how to do exorcisms?” Shar asks her.

“Unfortunately, no, not yet,” she says. “But I’ll do everything I can to help.  Where’s Emma now?”

“In the trunk,” January says.

“Can I see her?” Gemini asks.

January twists her wrist and the trunk pops open.

Our jaws drop.

Emma isn’t here.

Neither is Jenna.

“I tied her up,” January says.  “I prayed for magick knots and everything.”

The ropes are now tied up like a perfect bow, just sitting there in the trunk.

“Shit,” Shar and I say at once.

We are so fucked.  I feel like my head is going to burst wide-open.  “If we don’t find her soon she could summon another demon.”

“Or do a thousand other things that would make life miserable for us,” Pete says.

“At least now you have two fairies!” Gemini says a bit too cheerfully.

Nobody says anything.  Now is simply not the time to make jokes.

Unfortunately, one of the reporters notices us and rushes over, followed by several peers.  “Lia, can you tell us what happened?” she asks.  The others immediately bark other questions.  For one thing, they’re asking if we knew the humans who were helping the demons, but we don’t answer.

I look at Shar, who shakes her head no slightly.

“Let’s just leave,” January says.

We hurry into the cars, January and Gemini with Pete and Shar and Juliana with me.

The reporters, cameramen and photographers surround the cars.  Juliana and Pete – our drivers – beep a few times but they don’t back off.

Juliana bites her fingertip as an idea hits her and she speaks to all of us – in both cars – telepathically.    Before I run them over, I just remembered something.  Kat gave Emma her Book of Shadows notebooks.  Emma had them in a purple bag on the deck when she came outside on the porch.

You want to go back there? Pete asks from the other car.  Are you insane?

January speaks excitedly.  I’ll do it.  I’ll just teleport over.  Give me two seconds.

That said, January vanishes as Shar and I look back at her and Pete in their car.  A few seconds pass and she reappears, holding the backpack. We’re wanted back at the house!

What do you mean? I ask her, scratching the side of my head.

Kat and George are there.  I mean, they’re still dead, but their spirits are.  And they want to talk to us.

What about the cops and such? Juliana asks.

Frustration mars January’s face. They’re busy dealing with the bodies in the yard right now.  They haven’t gone in the house yet.

Alrighty, then, I say.

Suddenly, the sky grows bright.  I’d forgotten about how dark it had grown with the demon smoke or whatever that shit was.  But now it’s getting brighter and brighter and, surprisingly, so is my mood.  In fact, I find myself feeling relaxed, more so than I have in weeks.

Dudes, check it out, the reporters are gone, January says.  They vanished.

Shar opens her door and goes to get out of the car.

“Are you crazy?” I ask her.

“I have to look,” she says.

“What if you vanish, too?” Juliana asks.

“I won’t.  Don’t ask me how I know, but I do.”  With that, Shar gets out of the car and stands next to January, who appeared outside the cars when she teleported back.   I get out, too, because there’s no way I’m letting anything happen to Shar.  Then Juliana gets out.

Pete and Gemini get out of their car as well. I find myself smiling and notice that everyone else is, too.  How can we be so happy right now after everything we went through tonight?

We all look up at the sky.  It’s so beautiful and bright.  I’ve never seen it this bright before.  And yet, somehow it doesn’t hurt my eyes or blind me.

Suddenly, the faces of the most handsome man and the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen appear in the sky and warm sensation comes over me like a blanket on  a cold day.

Both the man and woman have long hair, his dark brown and hers auburn.  They’re glowing with bold, yellow light that sparkles like there’s glitter or tiny pieces of mirror in it.  The man has yellow eyes like a cat, pronounced cheekbones and perfect five o’ clock shadow.  The woman’s face is flush with color, but it doesn’t look like she’s wearing make up.  And she sure doesn’t need it.  Her eyes are a shimmering, metallic green.  Both have large pupils, like you’d see on someone who was stoned out of their mind.  I feel weightless in their presence and notice that my scrapes and bruises from everything we’ve been through tonight are gone.

“Lord and Lady?” Shar asks softly, almost whispering, although we already know they must be.

“Indeed we are,” the woman says; her voice the sweetest I’ve ever heard.

“Is everything OK?” Shar asks them.

The Lord half smiles before speaking calmly.  “We’re glad Hannashurie helped, but now Pandora’s Box, as you call it, is wide open.”

“The world isn’t ready for this yet,” the Lady says. “We forbid it.”

“We will reverse time and ensure that this disaster does not happen,” the Lord says.

“Will we remember this?” I ask.

The Lady speaks. “No, that’s not necessary.  We will roll things back to when you first arrived at the memorial.”

“But there won’t be any demons this time?” January asks.

“There will not. The memorial will go smoothly and it will be as though none of this ever happened,” the Lord says.

I’m about to ask if they can get Jenna out of Emma but everything gets so bright that I can’t even see two feet in front of me then...


EPILOGUE

EMMA

 

Kat’s memorial was beautiful and surprising.  We expected it to be like a wake or funeral, which is why we all wore black, but as soon as George opened the front door we discovered that most of the guests were dressed in casual attire.  At least half of them were wearing t-shirts and jeans.  OK, so some of them were wearing black t-shirts and black jeans, but, still, that’s not getting dressed up, which we’d all done.  Jim and Pete wore suits and us girls all wore fancy black dresses.

Seeing how many people were dressed casually, Jim and Pete took off their ties and unbuttoned the top of their shirts soon after arriving.  I tried to talk Jim out of doing so because he looked so handsome in his suit, but you know how guys don’t get dressed up when they don’t have to – at least not high school dudes – so there was no changing his mind.

Being in George’s house was much like being in his shop, as there were hundreds of books about Wicca along with other witchcraft items – like beaucoup crystals – on one bookcase after another.  In fact, I’d go so far as to say that he has hundreds of more witchcraft books in his house than he does at the shop. Not to mention a kitchen full of herbs, flowers, seeds, etc, as one might use for spells, tea or making medicine.  Or even just spicing up dinner.

The walls that weren’t covered by bookcases were mostly covered by witchcraft-themed artwork like a black and white painting of what appeared to be half Goddess and half wolf and a photo of a coven dancing naked in a circle, which may or may not have been his coven.  I would’ve felt too awkward asking.  I didn’t spot Kat or George in the photo, though.

Alors, the best thing about the memorial was finding Kat in her bedroom.  She was there, plain as day, as though she’d never died! That was probably the biggest surprise of my life.  And the best one, hands down.  I couldn’t believe it.  I had goosebumps all over me and they tickled.  For a second, my jaw dropped, but then this sudden feeling of euphoria made me giggle and Kat laughed.  She explained that she was able to be there because the veil between this world and the supernatural was thin with Samhain (Halloween) fast approaching.

Kat and I had a nice chat and she insisted I take her four Book of Shadows notebooks, which she said doubled as her journals so I guess she used hers like I use mine.  She also had bookshelves bursting with various books.  A lot of them were witchcraft books, including some very specific ones like All About Love Spells, The Gray Area and Midnight Candle Magick.  There were books about other things, too.  Novels and such.  She even had a dozen or so books in French.  I should’ve known she knew French when she yelled “Arrêtez!” that day we stopped time or froze things in the staircase from hell at J’s, but for some reason it hadn’t occurred to me.

Kat and I were able to hug when we said bonjour et au revoir and it felt like I was embracing someone who’s alive and kicking.  I probably shouldn’t have been surprised because that spirit I shoved to the other side for January could touch things.  En tout cas (in any case), her body felt warm and everything.  Just before we stopped hugging, I was tempted to kiss her.  And I did!  It just happened, like my instincts took over.  And it was a good thing, too, because she kissed me back.  Let me tell you, she sure knows how to kiss and her breath smells like peaches, which is exactly how her lips tasted.  Peaches with a hint of strawberries.    I don’t know if it’s because she’s older and likely more experienced than I am, or if it was because she’s supernatural now or what, but it was the most incredible kiss I’ve ever had.  After we’d been making out for a pretty long time I whispered, “Is the veil thin enough for you to do other stuff?”  Malheureusement, she said no, that she shouldn’t even be touching me, much less making out.  I guess it’s against the rules – or at least highly discouraged – on the other side. But, yes, I can cross kissing a hot spirit off my bucket list now.

Kat was initially opposed to the idea of coming outside to the memorial with me, but I grabbed her hand and tugged her all the way down the stairs and through the house to the backyard where everyone was gathering to listen to eulogies.  To say that people were happy to see her would be a gross understatement.  People were thrilled.  You’d think the Virgin Mary was appearing to them, they were in such a state of awe.  I suppose that’s a normal reaction when one sees a spirit, but I’m sure it was even more surprising because they were there to remember her, not hang out with her. None of them were as excited to see her as me though.  Well, I’m sure George was, being her bestie.

Suffice to say it was the only memorial I’ve ever been to where the deceased was present in that way.  It almost became like a roast with everyone scrapping their eulogies in favor of telling amusing stories about their experiences with Kat.  A few times she was embarrassed, but for the most part she was eating it up.  The high priestess jokingly wondered aloud if the veil was thin enough that Kat could get drunk so Kat grabbed a glass of wine and chugged it.  Then she explained that she’s had a constant buzz ever since she died, that it’s the high life over there.  At least where she ended up, which was in the Summerland.  Although she said it could be that she simply feels that way because she wants to, being that the Summerland is different for each individual.  She said it’s like everyone owns their own house and can do whatever they want with it and it doesn’t bother anybody.  You can listen to loud music and the neighbors don’t even hear it.  Not unless they want to.  She said in many ways it’s like life over here. (Just, you know, parfait).  They even have cafes in the Summerland.  Thinking about that now, I wonder how that works?  Because who would work there?  Would working at a café be anyone’s idea of paradise?  I guess I’ll find out someday. [But I’m here to raise hell on earth in the meantime.] Wait – what the fuck am I thinking?


Q&A WITH THE AUTHOR

 

Q: Some things set in motion in Book of Shadows 4 don’t actually happen.  For example, the girls don’t do the spell for Shar’s sister Arja. Why aren’t all of these things resolved?

A: Book 4 was originally going to be even longer and contain all of the events that will now happen in Book of Shadows 5, which will begin the day after the memorial.  So, you’ll see Emma working for the school paper and Shar with the swim team, etc.  But I can’t promise you that the girls will do the spell for Arja.

 

Q: With the Lord and Lady rolling everything back and making everyone forget about the demon invasion, does that mean that nobody will ever remember the things they learned about each other from the demon?

A: It was the Lord and Lady’s decision to roll back time and make everyone forget the demon invasion. Since the Lord and Lady are the highest, most powerful beings ever to exist, you’d better believe that everything that happened before the roll back has been totally wiped from everyone’s minds, never to be remembered.

 

Q: So, nobody will know that Emma is possessed?

A: True.  Even Emma will be back to wondering what’s going on with herself, unaware that some of “her” thoughts are not actually her own.  However, the possession will take a stronger hold on her and she’ll finally figure it out.

 

Q: Since Tim/Jim is a magick vampire who’s been stealing Emma’s magick without her consent, did the Lord and Lady make him disappear along with the demons?

A: Compared to demons, Tim is small potatoes.  And you have to remember that the girls all possess black magick now, especially Emma, who not only has more black magick but is possessed.  If the Lord and Lady were going to bother to make Tim disappear then they would’ve made the girls – or at least Emma – disappear, too.  So, be glad they didn’t!

 

Q: Just to be clear, does this mean Tim will be alive in Book of Shadows 5?

A: Yes, it does.  Everything was reversed, which means Tim was never killed.  And nobody knows his secret.

 

Q: What can we expect from Book of Shadows 5?

A: All of these things you’re asking me about will be resolved.  The characters are in store for a lot of surprises as well. For example, someone’s long lost family member shows up and trouble follows, derailing this character’s entire life.  And I don’t think I’m spoiling anything in saying that there will be at least one exorcism, which may or may not be successful.


Missing any previous volumes of Book of Shadows?

 

Volume One: Casting:

(This volume is free and always will be.)

Amazon

 

Volume Two: Rising:

Amazon

 

Volume Three: Hunting:

Amazon

 

 

 

If you’re inclined to leave reviews on Amazon, it would be tremendously appreciated if you could review my books.  The more reviews an author has, the more people will check out their books.  And they help you rise up in Amazon’s algorithms, which can also help you reach more new readers. Basically, reviews are the lifeblood of indie authors like me. So, if you want me to be able to continue writing books, why not help me spread the word?

 

If you do leave a review, be sure to e-mail me and let me know so I’ll be sure to see it: michael@michaelbeaulieu.com  And if you have any questions or thoughts that you don’t want to put in a review, you’re more than welcome to e-mail me, too.

 

To review the above books on Amazon, simply click on the links above, scroll to the bottom of the book’s page, and you’ll find the space where you can leave reviews.  Even one sentence would be much appreciated.

 

Visit Michael Beaulieu’s official siteand subscribe to his newsletter for lots of great things like ARC copies, free short stories, cover reveals, contests, special offers from my friends and much, much more.


 

BOOK OF SHADOWS – THE SOUNDTRACK

 

 

I’m always listening to music when I write.  Always.  I don’t think I could write without it. I need music more than most writers need their coffee.

 

When I’m writing a book, I try to listen to music that fits the mood of what I’m writing.  Even better, I try to find songs where the lyrical content reflects what I’m working on.

 

While I was working on Book of Shadows 4, I decided to make a Spotify playlist of songs that I’d listened to when writing the books.  I called it Book of Shadows – The Soundtrack.

 

You can listen to it here: https://open.spotify.com/user/12133221248/playlist/23i86YfJkx61qCkODoeyJR?si=HYS0WTlWRGePcC9cmeVkGQ

 

With this playlist, I tried to arrange the songs so that those pertaining to Volume One were first, those about Volume Two were second and so on.

 

Artists include Karen Elson, Juliana Hatfield, John Maus, Kerli, Adore Delano, David Bowie, Mandy Moore, Garbage, Bat for Lashes, Jenny Lewis and many, many more!
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Veteran entertainment journalist Michael Beaulieu’s debut novel Reckoning Daze was a #1 bestseller on both of Amazon’s satire charts.  Like the book’s protagonist, it was written when Michael was an anorexic with PTSD, living in Los Angeles himself.  More recently, Michael has published the four volumes of his popular young adult, urban fantasy series Book of Shadows.  It’s the story of three 16-year-old girls who form a coven after finding the lead character’s late great-grandmother’s spell book, also known as a book of shadows.  Michael again drew from personal experience in writing Book of Shadows, being that he’s a Wiccan residing in the book’s Massachusetts setting.  Unlike most fantasy books, many of the spells in Book of Shadows are inspired by modern day witchcraft, which makes the books that much more believable.  Aside from writing books, Michael regularly interviews rock stars and other authors for his pop culture site Love is Pop, www.loveispop.com.

 

Currently, Michael is polishing his long-lost first novel, Becoming Madonna, for release by the end of 2018.  The book, which was written in 1998, is a satire about a politically incorrect, soap opera star, Laurie St-Germain, who aspires to be a pop star and film actress like her idol, Madonna.     Michael also intends to release his memoir Fear & Self-Loathing in Los Angeles in the near future.  The book was based on Michael’s journal entries from his first year residing in California and finds him in a peculiar relationship that brought out his worst self-hate, plunging him back into anorexia, which he’d recovered from years prior. Still, at its core, it’s a love story and could’ve just as easily been called Pinky Swear.

 

If you’d like to be among the first to hear about Michael’s books, writing progress and much more, head over to his website and subscribe to his newsletter www.michaelbeaulieu.com.
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