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Foreword  
 
 

I think the big problem I have with urban fantasy (meaning 
fantastical things happening in a contemporary, usually urban setting) is 
that everything is so dramatic and angsty. I mean...there are frickinõ 
werewolves running around. How can you be serious when people 
randomly sprout fur? Or drink blood, like vampires? 

So I created Curio Killed the Cat as an answer to a problem that only 
I seemed to have: making urban fantasy light and fun. The format was 
meant to be more like a half hour comedy with slower plot progression 
and just a few silly things happening. Sometimes I succeeded, 
sometimes I failed, but I always enjoyed what I was writing. 

And I hope you do too. If not, there are plenty of melodramatic 
urban fantasy out there you can choose from, including my other work. 
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Chapter One:  
Customers First  

 

Briar 
 

òWell, what did you do wrong?ó I leaned on the counter 
next to the cash register and tried to keep from yawning. I 
succeeded, but accidently let out a sigh that seemed to scream, 
òBored now!ó 

Fortunately, the customer in front of me seemed too angry 
to notice. Iõm also probably one of the only people on the 
planet who would see a pissed off customer as a good thing. 
òI didnõt do anything wrong!ó snapped the middle aged 

woman. She thrust a piece of paper in my direction. òI did 
exactly what the spell said and it didnõt work! I want my money 
back.ó 

I vaguely gestured to the sign hanging next to the counter 
and sucked in a deep breath before reciting the terms of sale 
listed. òThe items in this store are only sold for curio purposes 
and no guarantee is made, and by purchasing our goods and/or 
services, you acknowledge that you understand this, therefore 
refunds are not permitted unless items purchased are damaged 
and/or broken in some way.ó Holy hell, I canõt believe how often I 
have to repeat that. The same thing was printed at the bottom of 
every receipt as well. Was it that no one read anymore or was it 
willful ignorance? 
òThe hell with thatñyou said this spell was foolproof!ó 
Now that got my attention. I never, ever say such a thing. As 

far as Iõm concerned, òfoolproofó doesnõt existñitõs a proven 
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fact of evolution. Nature will always build a better fool, and I 
was pretty sure I looked at a prime example in the shop that 
day. 

I picked up the piece of paper sheõd dropped on the 
counter and scanned it for where I had allegedly written, òEven 
an idiot wonõt get this one wrong!ó 

One look at the page and everything became a whole lot 
clearer. With a roll of my eyes, I handed the sheet back to her. 
òOkay, first of all, I said near foolproof, which is not the same as 
foolproof. Second of all,ó I pointed to the terms of sale sign 
again, òwe make no guarantees here and there are no refunds. 
Thirdñand most importantlyñthis spell is from my blog. You 
know, where I give things away for free. You didnõt pay for it in 
the first place.ó 

That seemed to be about the worst thing I could have said. 
Her face went about as red as my ôruby slipperõ nail polish, 
which was not a flattering look on her. 
òYou listen here, brat!ó 
Brat? What was I, suddenly five or something? My late 

twenties had been kind to me and I looked a few years younger, 
sure, but certainly not brat worthy. 
òI bought the ingredients here,ó she continued ranting. òI 

did your spell and it didnõt work, so I expect a refund!ó 
I glanced at the spell sheõd printed out. It was a fairly 

simple one designed to make the caster more attractive to 
members of the opposite sex. I was starting to suspect why it 
hadnõt worked, and it had less to do with being unattractive and 
everything to do with a not-so-winning personality. 
òDid you allow it twenty-eight days to manifest?ó I asked, 

figuring I already knew the answer. 
òIt said fourteen!ó 
Of course. I pointed to òfine printó at the bottom of the page 

that was actually written all in caps and surrounded with 
asterisks. òFourteen days minimum. Twenty-eight is far more 
likely, though it can take up to two months.ó 
òHorseshit!ó The woman raised her voice even louder. 

Thankfully, there werenõt any customers in the shop besides one 
of the regulars. 
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Unthankfully, my co-workers were around, and one of 
them was at my side in seconds. I felt the sharp point of an 
elbow in my side, but Lilith was all smiles when she faced the 
bitch of a customer. 
òHello there. Unfortunately, we canõt refund all purchases, 

however if you return any unused portions, we can discuss what 
options are available.ó 

 òIõll do that.ó The customer glared at me again before 
stalking off toward the door. 
òThank you for shopping at Curio Killed the Cat,ó Lilith 

called after her, but the horrible woman didnõt glance back as 
she left. 
òOkay, the first rule of the store is that you donõt encourage 

people like that to come back,ó I said as I turned Lilõs way. 
She adjusted her wire-framed glasses, which was a nervous 

habit she exhibited whenever she was feeling conflicted about 
something. In this case, I imagined it was that she agreed with 
me about the bitchy customer, but couldnõt turn away from her 
must-be-the-perfect-employee nature. 
òBriar, I know some people are difficult butñó 
òBut we really donõt want that woman coming back. Sheõs 

nuts. She brought in something she printed from my blog, Lil. 
Sheõs insane.ó 
òStill, sheõs a customer.ó 
Stupid customers. If I had my way, Iõd kill the lot of them. 
Lilith is far too understanding. You probably wouldnõt 

guess that about a demonñsuccubus to be exactñbut I guess 
that was part of her rebellion. Lil fully rejected the succubus 
stereotype and wanted to be desired for her mind rather than 
her body. As a result, I was pretty sure she hadnõt had a date in 
months, if not years. Maybe time moved differently for demons, 
though. I know she aged slower than humans; her pale 
complexion hadnõt been marred by a single wrinkle in the nearly 
ten years Iõd known her, and she was older than me then. I did a 
few spells on her, once upon a time, in an attempt to draw some 
loveñor at least one-night-standsñher way, but I donõt think 
they ever worked. She was like those women in moviesñthe 
ones who as soon as they took off their glasses, let their hair 
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down, and popped a few buttons to show some cleavage, would 
have the fellas lining up. But Lil would never relax like that. 

And so she remained single. I wasnõt sure how she could 
stand it, but then Iõm not a succubus. Just a midlist rootworker. 
òI glanced over inventory...ó Her voice trailed off as she 

reached beneath the counter and pulled out a clipboard. Her 
name was printed on a crisp label along the metal clip, and the 
papers it held were stacked and lined up straight. If it belonged 
to anyone else, Iõd feel compelled to rearrange the papers or 
draw rude things on her name sticker. But not to Lil. She was 
just too niceñIõd feel bad or something. òAnd I noticed weõre 
low on a couple of oils.ó 
òJust take ôem out of the spell kits.ó 
She gave me a look that suggested I couldnõt possibly be 

serious. I was, but that seemed beside the point. 
òThe kits are still selling well too. If you could justñó 
òBut I donõt wanna,ó I said in my whiniest voice. 

Sometimes she got so annoyed with me that she just gave up. 
This wasnõt one of those times, I guess, ôcause she stood firm. 
òWeõre low on the Attraction Oil and the Commanding 

Oil...ó 
Because if people canõt attract what they want, they try to order people 

around. 
Her gaze continued to scan the page. òAnd we only have 

one bottle left of Follow Me Boy Oil...ó 
Thatõs ôcause we get a lot of sluts in here. 
òAnd actually, the bath salts have been going fast latelyñó 
òBut I donõt wanna!ó 
She set the clipboard on the counter and let out a heavy 

sigh. òQuit being a brat.ó 
òWhy is everyone calling me that today?ó 
òBecause you tend to behave like one.ó 
òYeah, but that lady didnõt know that.ó 
Lil looked me up and down with a sigh. òAnd maybe itõs 

because youõre not dressed like someone who works 
professionally in the service industry, but a part time student?ó 

I glanced down. Okay, so cargo capris and a tank top didnõt 
scream professionalism. The tribal tattoos on my back and nose 
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ring probably didnõt help either. But, whatever. òLetõs not 
critique my wardrobe just yet, ôkay?ó 
òAll right. Letõs discuss you refilling the supplies.ó 
Damn, I wanted to go back to my lame fashion sense. 
òYou make oils all the time,ó she continued. 
Making oils was time consuming. It wasnõt just throwing a 

bunch of herbs and roots in a bottleñI had to actually, like, 
charge them with energy and stuff. Not like the customers 
noticed a difference, as there werenõt exactly a bunch of occult 
shops selling hoodoo oil in Kensington Market to compare 
mine to. But as lazy as I was, I didnõt like to do things half-
assed. òYeah, but those are for me. Big difference.ó 

Lil gave me a stern look. òPlease, Briar. Itõs...not something 
I find myself in the mood for.ó 
òBad day?ó 
Worry touched her dark eyes. òYou were late today?ó 
òUh, yeah. But I had a really good reasonñó 
òMr. Adamski is here.ó 
I raised a dark eyebrow curiously. òReally?ó 
Lilith nodded. òHeõs been in a meeting with Madam Curio 

since just after I opened this morning.ó 
Howard Adamski owned the building where my bossñ

Madam Curio, shop ownerñrented space so she had a store in 
which to employ us. We rarely ever saw our landlord, usually 
because something needed fixing in either the store or the 
apartments above us, and he knew heõd have to repair things if 
he showed his face. This development had me curious. 
òA good meeting or a bad meeting?ó I asked. 
òI donõt know,ó Lilith said. òBut I think you should give 

them some time and keep busy so you arenõt bothering them. 
Perhaps with those oils?ó 
òWell, I am uber busy womanning the cash register...ó 
She nudged me out of the way and gestured toward the 

back where the stockroom waited. òLiam can take over. Start by 
restocking the rootwork shelves and when you see what weõre 
low on, you can get working.ó 
òWhy doesnõt Liam have toñó 
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òBecause I already did my sections,ó he said coldly from 
behind me. I jumped a little, startled, and it wasnõt too flattering. 
Sneaky bastard. I glanced up and met his dark eyes with a glare. 
Liam stood a foot over me and, despite the fact he was usually a 
nice guy, I think he enjoyed that bit of extra height. Made it 
easier to literally look down his nose at me when I did 
something he disapproved of...which was pretty much all of the 
time. 

Grumbling under my breath, I left the succubus and 
Wiccan priest at cash and made a point of stomping to the 
room where supplies were stored. 

An empty cart, used for hauling supplies around the store 
for stocking, sat parked to the left of the door. Shelves lined the 
walls, all carefully labeled by Lilith. I wondered sometimes if all 
succubi had her organizational skills, but she was the only one I 
knew, so I couldnõt say for sure. I doubted any of the modern 
encyclopedias of demons covered that kind of thing either. 
Maybe it should be added, though. Succubus: demon from Judeo-
Christian mythology that seduces men while they sleep. Also, very organized 
and can do wonders with your kitchen cupboard. 

I went through the shelves, grabbing various herbs as I 
went. Since Liam had been through first, I could guess which 
ones he hadnõt bothered restocking. Any herbs, oils, or other 
supplies that could be used in harmful spellcasting, he refused 
to stock them. Or sell, or that matterñheõd actually make me or 
Lil run through such items at cash. We had this stupid store 
policy of respecting peopleõs religious beliefs, no matter how 
lame they were. Itõs not that I had a problem with Wiccansñget 
ôem drunk and they loosen up a bit. But Liam could be totally 
anal about that whole, òAnd it harm noneó stuff. 
òNeed any help?ó called a voice from the doorway. I 

recognized it and didnõt bother glancing over my shoulder, but 
instead continued gathering various sachet powders. 
òYouõre not allowed back here, Ally,ó I said. That time I 

glanced back briefly and tried to hide a grin at the darkening of 
his eyes. Okay, so he was wearing pale blue contacts so I 
couldnõt be sure if his eyes actually darkened, but òAlastair 
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Nightshadeó hated it when I called him that. So my guess is that 
they darkened. 

He hung his tall, bony frame in the doorway, peering at me 
with those damn creepy eyes from beneath locks of dyed black 
hair. Allyñand I had no idea what his real name, but I just 
refused to call him Alastairñsupposedly went to University of 
Toronto, though I think he spent more time in the shop than he 
ever did in class. 
òAnd Iõm not back there,ó he said in his slightly nasally 

voice that did nothing to toughen up his image. òJust trying to 
help.ó 

I sighed. It wasnõt like I minded the kid back there. In fact, 
I used to get him to sort supplies and stock the shelves for me 
all the time, but then Lilith found out and I had to sit through a 
lecture. Ever listen to a prim and proper succubus try to 
chastise you for twenty minutes without actually chastising you 
because sheõs just too nice to raise her voice? Itõs painful to 
listen to. The first five or ten minutes were kinda funny, but it 
went downhill from there. 
òDo me a favour and check the Spanish moss out in the 

store.ó I paused my cart next to that very item on the shelf. I 
couldnõt be sure if Liam stocked that or notñaccording to my 
beliefs, it was used for stuffing doll babies and had evil 
purposes. According to his, it was used for protection. It usually 
depended on his mood whether he stocked it or not... 

Ally left the doorway for a few moments, then returned. 
òNope.ó 

Must have had some customers pick the stuff up for their 
dollies and Liam got all bent out of shape about it. I grabbed 
the packaged baggies of moss out of a box, and then tossed 
them on the pile. 
òMadam Curio looks...weird today.ó 
I glanced back sharply. òSheõs out there?ó 
He nodded. Fingers topped in black nail polish tapped on 

the frame of the doorway. òSomething up?ó 
I abandoned the cart of supplies and bolted for the front of 

the shop. A tall figure exiting the store drew my attention first. 
The tiny bell over the door chimed as Howard Adamski left. My 
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gaze moved immediately to where my boss stood next to Lilith 
and Liam. Frowns furrowed the brows of both my coworkers, 
and Lil clutch her clipboard tightly to her chest. Madam Curio 
took a step backward and turned toward us, blue eyes as bright 
as ever. 
òWell...how about a family meeting?ó 
This couldnõt be good. She only ever referred to us as 

family when something bad was going on... 
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Chapter Two : 
Family Meeting  

 

Lilith  
 

Although Madam Curio didnõt seem any less cheery than 
usual, dread weighed heavily upon me as I watched her perch her 
short, portly frame on the stool behind the counter. It seemed 
this meeting would be held in the main shop rather than the 
office, so I stepped in and took charge. 
òLiam, put on a pot of tea,ó I called as I moved toward the 

door. òBriar...ó My gaze went to Briar Malik. She leaned on her 
elbows on the counter, chin in her hands as if she was unable to 
support her head. Her dark eyes moved in a sideways glance to 
meet my own and I suspected she wasnõt eager to 
do...well...anything to lighten the situation at that moment. 
òJust stay there, then,ó I said instead. My attention snapped 

to Alastair. He hovered in the corner of the shop, black clothes 
helping him to fade into the shadows. He probably expected weõd 
just let him stay thereñhe seemed, some days, to be a part of the 
furnishings and was all but glued to Wicca bookshelves. But this 
felt far too important to allow a customerñno matter how 
loyalñto remain on the premises. I opened the front door and 
gestured for him to exit. Alastairõs eyes widened, but I remained 
firm. 

His shoulders curved into a slouch and he dragged his feet 
out the door. Just as he exited, I swung the door closed and 
turned the sign on the front, letting customersñshould we 
actually receive anyñknow that we were òout to lunch.ó A rather 
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apt message, I thought, since it frequently did seem as though at 
least a few of us werenõt all there. 

Liam returned with a tray of aromatic tea, and he poured a 
cup for Madam Curio. Briar slipped off her flip-flops and stood 
up straight, then slid onto the edge of the counter facing our 
boss. I set my clipboard down next to her and waited while 
Madam sipped her tea. Spindles of long gray hair escaped her 
casual bun and brushed her cheeks as her head bobbed up and 
down to some unheard music. Although sheõd called the meeting, 
she didnõt seem ready to discuss what was going on. 
òCan you tell us what Mr. Adamski said?ó I asked. 
òDid you miss the rent again?ó Briar asked. I sent a sharp her 

look way immediately, but she stared back as clueless as could be 
and didnõt deign to apologize. 
òOh, it looks that way,ó Madam said. 
There had to be more going on; Mr. Adamski wouldnõt 

merely show up for the sake of collecting rent. Not when the 
back steps needed fixing and occasionally water leaked in the 
bathroom. No, heõd send an angry letter if we were late paying. 
òIt seems,ó Madam Curio took a sip of her tea, òthat weõve 

run out of money.ó 
Liam, Briar and I exchanged glances. 
òThere was a finite amount?ó Briar asked. 
Our boss nodded. 
òAre we not making a profit?ó Liam asked, blonde brows 

pulled into a frown. 
Briar burst out laughing. She sobered and sighed dramatically 

as she realized no one had joined in. òCõmon, that was funny.ó 
òHow long have we been out of money?ó I asked gently. 
Madam Curio still didnõt seem upset or at all bothered by the 

circumstances. Though it was nearly noon, a strong odour of 
whiskey surrounded herñit wouldnõt entirely have surprised me 
if she had partaken of certain ôspiritsõ already that day. 
òWell, I had a letter from the bank in the spring.ó 
òJune only just started,ó I said. òWe have plenty of time to-ó 
òSorry, dear. I meant the spring before that.ó 
I tried to keep my expression calm, but that wasnõt the 

easiest of tasks when presented with such information. 
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òIf we arenõt making a profit, how is it the place is still in 
business?ó Liam asked. 
òOh, Iõve just been paying with my lottery winnings.ó 
òYou won the lottery?ó Briar said, echoing my thoughts and 

no doubt Liamõs as well. 
òOh yes,ó Madam Curio said with a smile. òAbout eight or 

nine years ago.ó 
òHow much?ó 
òFifty-three million.ó 
Not one of us said a word. Not even Briar, and she had a 

comment for everything. 
òSo Howard is looking at closing the shop,ó she continued, 

again looking quite unperturbed. 
I forced my voice out calmly. òHow soon?ó 
òThree weeks to come up with owed payments plus 

interest.ó 
Three weeks. I gasped audibly. Liam backed up slowly until his 

rear hit the edge of the counter, and he slouched against it, his 
expression one of shock. 
òThree weeks,ó Briar whispered. òBut...this is heavy stuff. It 

can take me up to twenty-eight days to manifest a decent money 
spell!ó 
òOf course youõd make this about you,ó Liam said. 
òI donõt see you coming up with a solution!ó Briar shot back. 

òSo we go to the bank and get a loan. Iõll do a major honey jar or 
something, andñó 
òYou canõt coerce someone into giving us moneyñó 
òNo, you couldnõt õcause youõre incompetent with anything 

that doesnõt involve some lame blessingñó 
òWould you two stop it?ó I whispered. Madam Curio might 

not have been bothered by their quarrelling, but it certainly 
wasnõt helping the situation. We had to approach this logically. 
Every problem could be solved; we merely needed to discern the 
solution. òThree weeks seems rather...abrupt. Isnõt this a process 
that would take much longer, normally?ó 
òOh, yesñthereõs something around here somewhere...ó She 

stood and set her teacup on the stool seat behind her. A set of 
drawersñtwo of which were lockedñlay under the counter near 
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the cash register. She stooped and unlocked the second one, 
rifled through the papers within, and finally retrieved a few 
crumbled pages. Her face beamed as she stood straight and 
turned my way. òThere they are! I thought maybe I had lost 
them.ó 

I accepted the sheets and my nervous stomach churned as I 
read the print. It was a notice of eviction. Dated four months 
ago, at that. 
òYou didnõt tell us?ó I tried to keep the accusatory tone out 

of my voice, but in truth I was hurt. I knew she didnõt share all of 
the business side with her employees, but something of this 
magnitude certainly seemed like the sort of thing she would tell 
us. 

Or at least tell me. 
òI didnõt want to trouble you with it,ó she said, smiling 

kindly. òWeõll sort something out. Now, you know, I do have to 
get down to the deli todayñthey have those lovely macadamia 
nut cookies. Would you like any?ó 

We barely shook our heads before she left. 
Briar broke the silence. òI bet sheõs going to a bar.ó 
I opened my mouth to suggest otherwise, but I wasnõt 

entirely certain myself. 
òThree weeks,ó Liam said. òWeõve got three weeks to find 

another job. I donõt believe this.ó He shook his head sadly, 
fingers raking back through his hair. òThree weeks.ó 
òThatõs only if he actually closes the place,ó Briar said. 
òAnd you think he wonõt?ó 
òI think heõll try, but I came up with this great new spellñó 
òWould you just stop messing with these things!ó Liam 

snapped. òThe Law of Three states thatñó 
òYou wanna know where you can shove your Law of 

Three?ó 
òEnough!ó I snapped suddenly. They both paled and went 

silent, and I immediately regretted my outburst. When I spoke 
again, my voice came out cool and relaxedñfar from how I 
actually felt, of course. òWe need to start actively bringing in 
customers. Start advertising your services, maybe do readings 
againñó 
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òBut I hate readings,ó Briar said before I could even finish 
the thought. òYou always get the stupid people in, expecting tea 
leaves and crap. And I suck at Tarot.ó 
òYou really do,ó Liam agreed. 
òShut upñso do you. Besides, thereõs Quentinõs crew down 

the roadñtheyõre opened up to all kinds of readings. And they lie 
like a broken magic carpet. Telling people what they want to hear; 
now that is doing business.ó 
òWell, weõd better start getting competitive,ó I said. 
The bell over the door chimed again and we looked over to 

see Alastair peek his head in the doorway. òI saw Madam Curio 
leave. Can I come back in?ó 

I sighed. No sense upsetting one of our few regular 
customers. òYes, please come back in.ó 
òAnd please buy something,ó Briar said under her breath. 
I gave her a look.  
òWhat?ó 

H 
Not long after Madam Curio left and Alastair returned, the 

bell over the door jangled again. I felt the usual thrill at the hope 
of another customer, but that swiftly deflated when I recognized 
the...unexpected visitor. 

Alicia Rutherford was somehow related to our employer, 
though no one knew quite how. Daughter seemed unlikely, since 
Madam Curio didnõt have childrenñthat weõd heard ofñwhich 
seemed to rule out the possibility of granddaughter as well. Niece 
seemed possible, as well as likely, given her age of late thirties to 
Madam Curioõs late sixties. 
òHello, Alicia,ó I said with a friendlyñif not forcedñsmile. 
She threw back her head of short dark hair as she strode 

forward. òIs she here?ó 
I took òsheó to mean Madam. Part of the reason we didnõt 

know how they were related was because Alicia didnõt refer to 
our employer as anything but òsheó or òheró. 
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òJust missed her,ó Briar said, coming from behind me to 
stand at my side. òOn her way to Union Station, I think, soñó 
òIõm not doing that again,ó Alicia snapped. 
I reached up to pinch the bridge of my nose, a headache 

already starting. Briar and Alicia werenõt exactly what one would 
consider friends, and Briar used every opportunity she could to 
make life difficult for the other woman. The last time, their clash 
came about when Briar tricked her into looking for Madam Curio 
down the street, and then moved her car to behind the building. 
She brought it back, but only after Alicia had phoned the police. 
After being slapped with a warning for filing a false report, Alicia 
had gone out of her way not to return to the store. I didnõt find 
myself overly saddened by that prospect, even if I disagreed with 
Briarõs methods. 
òSheõs gone out, and I donõt know when sheõll be back 

today,ó I said. òCan I take a message for you?ó 
òTell her itõs important she give me a call.ó 
òHey,ó Briar leaned on the counter and looked up at Alicia 

innocently, òdid you know she won the lottery? Sheõs like a multi-
millionaire. Or was.ó 

Alicia rolled her eyes. òVery funny. When you get fired one of 
these days, Iõm going to throw a party.ó 
òWell, am I invited?ó Briar asked. 
òNo. It will strictly be a party without you.ó 
òBut if youõre throwing it õcause I got fired, I should be the 

guest of honour.ó 
òNo, Iõm not inviting you to the party!ó With that, Alicia 

swung back around and stomped towards the door. 
Briar turned to me. òShe doesnõt even try to come up with 

comebacks anymore. Iõm so disappointed.ó 
òYou really think she doesnõt know anything about the 

lottery?ó I asked, my gaze still lingering on the door. 
òOf course not. Sheõs too stupid to lie.ó 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Three : 
After Hours  

 

Lilith  
 
Spirits were fairly low around the shop after our employerõs 

announcement. I spent the afternoon in the office going through 
bills, balance sheets, and trying to come up with a solution. Briar 
and Liam bickered out frontñwhich wasnõt particularly out of 
the ordinaryñregarding the use of something in spells. I believe 
it was valerian root. I closed the door so their voices fell to a low 
murmur, and returned my attention to the books. No answer 
came to me, however, and I felt more depressed than when Iõd 
first heard about the financial difficulties. 

I closed the shop earlier than usual. Briar and Liam didnõt 
disagree with me regarding the choice, and Madam Curio didnõt 
return to the store, so she didnõt have any say in the matter. She 
commonly left me to run the place in her absence, and this was 
one instance where I was glad of it. 

My small apartment in downtown Toronto was cool to my 
entrance, even though it was June. Iõd always been like that, 
thoughñI craved the heat, the warmth. When cooking, I often 
stood too close to the stove. As a child, my babysitter would 
worry about my safety when I tried to curl up next to the oven. 
And then one day she saw my mother do the same while baking 
blueberry muffins, and she understood where I got it from. 

I didnõt, however, appreciate smog and humidity, so I turned 
on a few fans around the living room to increase the air flow. 
After changing out of my work suit and into a pair of light linen 
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pants, T-shirt, and cardigan, I prepared dinner. Just as my 
steamed rice and vegetables were ready, the telephone rang. I sat 
at the kitchen table, cordless phone in hand, and pressed the 
receiver to my ear with a barely audible sigh. 
òHello, Mom.ó 
òHow did you know it was me?ó my mother replied. 
òYouõre the only person I know who calls my landline rather 

than just email me.ó 
òOh, the bloody computer again. Just a fad, I tell you. I canõt 

see anyone really using those. You donõt get phone calls because 
you donõt get out and meet people. You should have a man 
phoning.ó 
òAll right, Mom.ó I chewed on a bite of rice. With anyone 

else, I wouldnõt dare eat during a conversation, but when 
speaking with oneõs mother, sometimes itõs best to keep oneõs 
mouth occupied. 
òHad any dates lately?ó 
I winced a little. She called me at least two or three times a 

week, and this was almost always our conversation. òNo.ó 
òYou really should. Itõs not healthy to go that long without 

sex. Not for humans and especially not for us.ó 
I considered making mention of my vibrator, but I blushed 

at the thought. That would go too far with her. She might have 
given birth and raised me during the sexual revolution of the early 
1970õs, but she herself grew up in the 1910õs. Some things were 
taboo still. 
òI met a brutally hot man the other day. Definitely your 

typeñó 
And now she not only thought she knew what my òtypeó 

was, but had a potential date already in mind. It seemed best to 
terminate the conversation immediately. 
òYou know, Briar from work is on her way overñweõre 

going out. To a...club of some kind. I really ought to get ready.ó 
òOf course, dear. Iõll call you later.ó 
I swiftly hung up. Iõd never, ever go out with Briar 

anywhereñeven if she did ask meñand I suspected my mother 
knew that, but perhaps wishful thinking on her part allowed her 
to believe the lie. 
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I felt movement around my legs, and reached down absently 
to pet my Russian blue cat, Bill. He purred in response. We found 
Bill wandering out in front of the shop a few years earlier, and 
heõd taken to me right away. I had never thought of myself as a 
cat person, but I brought him home anyway. 

The shop... I had to do something about the shop. Although 
we didnõt make much money, I loved that place. 

I took my plate to the polished wood desk across the living 
room and turned on my laptop. Briar was online, which came as 
little surprise, but before speaking to her, I opened a word 
document and began to brainstorm. We had to bring in 
customers...and quickly at that. 

H 
 

Briar 
 
I spent my first hour at home obsessively checking email. If I 

lost my job at the shop, that meant Iõd be without a regular 
paycheque, which meant I could very well be without an 
apartment sometime soon. Obviously, that would sucketh to the 
nth degree, so I scoured my inbox to see if I had any paying 
private clients. No such luck. Perhaps the fact that I was a total 
bitch who yelled at most of her clients for their constant stupidity 
meant I wasnõt getting any referrals. 

I surfed over to The Magical Pentacle website, where Bille 
Humphrey a.k.a. Wilhelmina Raven had her ugly mug plastered 
all over the main page. How could so many people be willing to 
take advice from someone wearing that much black eye shadow? 
Sure, I wore black eye shadow now and then, but to draw 
attention to my eyes...not to blind myself. Yet her site drew way 
more visitors than www.CurioKilledtheCat.com, which really 
pissed me off. Nothing Iõd been taught from a long line of 
rootworkers ever gave details on spellcasting to increase internet 
traffic. Unfortunately. 
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When Iõd convinced Madam Curioñand Lilithñto let me 
open the website a couple years earlier, I had originally thought 
the darker spell workñlike controlling magic and the likeñ
would draw more people in. No such luck. They all seemed to be 
stuck on the light and love from the new age movement, and 
Billie pedaled that quite well. 
And Liam wouldnõt help at all either. Didnõt want to work 

with me on the site and really didnõt want to give away spellcasting 
advice. I donõt know what danger he thought people would be in 
if he told them how to bless something, but whatever. I didnõt 
really want his help anyway. 

Just as I was about to sign off, a message popped up from 
Lilith about all of her ideas to generate sales in the store. I 
glanced through them, then put it out of my mind and left the 
laptop. Her heart was in the right place, but getting me to okay 
spell discounts didnõt feel like a productive use of either of our 
time, õcause I cringed at the thought of charging any less. 

I went to my Santa Marta la Dominadora alter in the corner of 
my living room and lit a candle. I knelt there and closed my eyes, 
making my petition. 

Tears burned a little in my eyes. I let myself think of him 
once a week, when doing my petitions, and that was it. I always 
kept it together and pushed him from my mind, except during 
these moments when the hurt was all too real.  

Bring him back. 

H 
 

Liam 
 
My coven gathering ended late in the evening. I was 

distracted thinking the entire time about the troubles at the shop, 
and I suspected people noticed. But no one in the circle spoke 
about it. I felt a lot of disappointment in myself for just going 
through the motions like that. Perhaps some meditation before 
bed and a cleansing might settle me a little. 
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òLiam.ó 
I paused in the doorway of the community center to see one 

of our high school students from the Wiccan Youth Group, 
Madison, approach. 
òWhat is it, Maddie?ó 
She gazed up shyly from beneath long golden lashes. I 

shifted a little, uncomfortably. Some thirty-one-year-olds might 
accept the attention of a seventeen-year-old girl, but I wasnõt one 
of them. 
òWeõre having a meeting after school tomorrow,ó she 

continued. òWith some new members. I wondered if...ó She 
paused and chewed her lip as her face coloured slightly. 
òWhat do you need?ó I said kindly. 
 òI wondered if maybe you could join us? As a guest 

speaker? To talk about the impact the craft has had on your life 
and your personal struggles? Theyõd love to hear from an actual 
priest and maybe you could inspire them.ó She sucked in a deep 
breath after pushing all her words out at once, and then her 
shoulders tensed as she awaited my response. 
òIõd love to.ó 
Her face beamed. òYay! Thatõs great!ó She clasped her hands 

together. òIõm so excited! The meeting is at my house. You have 
my address, right?ó 
òIñó 
òIõll text it to you tomorrow. Oh, Iõm so happy!ó 
I bid her goodbye before she could say much more. I 

certainly didnõt look forward to a room full of teenagers all 
nightñI got enough of that working with the likes of Briar Malik 
during the dayñbut perhaps it would mean good P.R. for the 
shop. And perhaps gain us a few more customers. 

As I left the center and started towards my car, a shadowy 
figure came to view in the parking lots. It stepped forward and 
stopped by my vehicle. Streetlights shone on her long red hair, 
and I recognized Wilhelmina Raven.  

The psychic from The Magical Pentacle had shown nothing but 
contempt for me in the past, and I wasnõt sure why she would 
show up at my coven meeting. She had her own circle, after allñ
one with more members and prominence than my little group. 
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òWilhelmina,ó I said curtly as I fished my keys from my 
suede jacket. 
òLiam Ashby.ó She leaned on the car, directly in front of the 

driverõs side door.  
òWhat can I do for you?ó 
òGood question.ó She stood straight and her expression 

took on a serious look. òA little birdie told me that your store is 
having some...financial difficulty. In a word, youõre broke.ó 
òAnd where did you hear that?ó 
òIõm psychic, remember?ó 
I didnõt think she found out from her supposed supernatural 

abilities, but I didnõt argue for the sake of expediency. òAnd what, 
pray tell, is your point?ó 
òMy ôpointõ is that your talents have long been wasted 

there...and Quentin has a proposition for you.ó 
I remained silent for a moment, weighing the options before 

me. I didnõt trust Wilhelmina in the least, but mention of Quentin 
Nicholasñher boss and owner of The Magical Pentacleñhad me 
intrigued. 
òIõm listening.ó 

 

 

 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Four : 
Desperate Times  

 

Briar 
 
This sign is god awful. 
Lilith had picked up a sign kit at Staples and made it herself 

at some point the night before. And she sure as hell wasnõt a 
designerñthe thing was hideous. Now, I wasnõt a designer either, 
but then I was the kind of person who had enough sense to hire 
someone else. 

Lil would have pointed out that we couldnõt afford to pay a 
professional, though. And sheõd be right. But still, ugly is ugly, 
and bright yellow with orange stripes is ugly. 

The sign slipped. Damn, why couldnõt I get it straight? 
òStupid sign,ó I muttered. 
The hot June sun had sweat dripping from every inch of my 

body, but determination drove me on. Barefoot, I balanced on 
my tiptoes and hung the sign from the hook over the front 
window. I couldnõt actually see it that far above me, so I worked 
blindly, lifting and dragging it back down and hoping it caught on 
the hook. At last I felt a tug. I released the corners of the sign and 
dropped my weary arms. Okay, so it was crooked. Whatever. 
òReconciliation spells twenty percent off?ó a voice said from 

behind me. 
I glanced over at the random Chinese guy watching me. 

Friendly dark brown eyes met mine, so I looked him up and 
down. My age, a little above my height. Short, messy black hair 
topped his head, and he looked like a walking Old Navy display 
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with layered shirts and cargo pants. He leaned against the wall 
outside the shop door and crossed his arms over his chest, 
drawing my gaze to the simple white lettering over his black T-
shirt: What Wouldnõt Jesus Do? 

Awesomeness. Never saw that at Old Navy. 
òYeah,ó I said in answer to his question. òMy co-workerõs 

idea. But I raised the prices by ten percent before I put that sign 
up, so not really.ó I knew I should probably chat up the cute 
potential customer, but I was hella hot and my arms hurt, so I 
wandered back inside. Two fans on either side of the room blew 
warm air and I stood in the cross breeze, closed my eyes, and 
enjoyed it. 

The door opened behind me and closed again. I cracked 
open an eyelid to see the guy from outside browsing the shelves 
near me. 

Lilith and Liam werenõt around. I was pretty sure Lil went to 
a meeting about a bank loan she seemed to believe we could get. 
Or hoped. I thrust a mojo bag in her hand before she left to 
make herñand our causeñmore attractive to whoever sheõd be 
dealing with, but saints knew she wouldnõt be doing anything to 
encourage that strategy. Liam had the task of printing and 
distributing flyersñanother of Lilithõs strategies from last nightñ
and apparently that would take him the whole day because I 
hadnõt seen him yet that morning. I glanced at the customer 
again. Guess itõs time for me to be all service industry-ish. Customers 
have the worst timing. 

Although not cooled off yet, I dragged myself to the cash 
register and leaned on the counter. At least the hardwood kept 
my feet cold...maybe it would work its way up my body eventually. 

Ally materialized from the shadows and pulled a stool up to 
the opposite side of the counter, where he sat down. òWhereõs 
Liam?ó 
òDistributing flyers.ó 
òFor the store?ó 
òUh, duh?ó 
òWhen is he coming back?ó 
òWhyñare you going to ask him out?ó 
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Beneath the white make-up, his face coloured. His skin 
tended to get a little blotchy red, which looked ridiculous on an 
Emo-boy. 
òNo,ó he said in a whiney voice. òShut up.ó 
Everyone knew he had a crush on our resident Wiccan 

priest. And although Liam occasionally swung that way, everyone 
knew he didnõt like Goths. Hated, more like itñhe turned his 
nose up at any òposersó in the magic(k) using community, 
including kids wearing black capes who thought they were 
vampires. So Liam ignored poor Ally. Lilith felt bad for him. I 
mostly thought it was funny. 
òThatõs not why I come here,ó he continued. 
òSure you do. Thatõs why you never buy anything.ó 
òI buy stuff! Sometimes...ó 
I rolled my eyes. òSure.ó 
The newbie came up to the counter. òSo how much are 

spells?ó 
òIt all depends. What do you want? Reconciliation?ó 
He nodded. òSo what does the cost depend on?ó 
òHow much work I have to do. Iõll do a regular strength 

spellñgood for a lot of situationsñfor one-fifty.ó 
òHundred?ó 
òYep.ó I waited, but his expression didnõt changeñhe still 

seemed interested. I continued. òThat one takes a couple of days. 
For something stronger, youõre looking at double that. Itõs good 
for most other cases. Now, in the case of major work, youõre 
looking at five hundred or so.ó 
òMinus twenty percent?ó 
òDamn. Right. So yeah, minus twenty percent.ó 
òWhat if I want to break someone up too, along with the 

reconciliation? Is that covered?ó 
Twisted little bastard. My kind of client. òThatõs a whole other 

spell. And itõs not twenty percent off.ó 
òWhat about revenge? Do you do that?ó 
òAnd it harm none,ó Ally began. 
òLiamõs not here to see how well you suck up, so stop.ó I 

turned a little so my body was angled toward the customer and 
away from Ally. My fingers brushed through the fringe of dark 
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hair on my forehead, still damp and sticky from my time outside. 
òItõs all doable. If you can pay. But you should know that as fun 
as it all is, if it wonõt solve your problems, youõre better off doing 
something else. So whatõs your issue?ó 

Elbows on the glass counter, he leaned forward, close 
enough that I could see his long black eyelashes dust below his 
eyes when he blinked. 

Ally slid his stool closer, perhaps attempting to be casual, but 
the legs scraped loudly across the floor. Me and the new guy each 
gave him a look. 
òWhat?ó he said innocently. 
òGo away.ó 
Ally pouted but grudgingly did so. I watched him disappear 

in the direction of the dream interpretation books. 
òSo my girlfriend and I broke up,ó the client said, singing a 

song Iõd long known the words to. òAnd sheõs dating someone 
new. Because sheõs a slut.ó 
òAnd you want her back why, exactly?ó 
òWell, I did kinda love her.ó 
òKinda?ó 
He shrugged. 
Same old chorus. òWhy did she break up with you?ó 
òShe didnõt. I kicked her out. ôCause she cheated on me.ó 
òNice. So if you did the dumping, why hasnõt she taken you 

back?ó 
òProbably because I cut up all her clothes. But it seemed like 

a really good idea at the time, before I knew I wanted to 
reconcile.ó 

I stifled a chuckle, having done that the odd time myself. 
òAlways fun. Set anything on fire?ó 
òNo.ó 
Amateur. 
òJust ran her favourite skanky dress through the shredder at 

work. So sheõs kind of mad at me.ó 
òUh huh. Now, go over for me again what exactly your goals 

are for this one?ó 
He counted off his list on his fingers, one item at a time. òI 

need them to break up and for something bad to happen to the 
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new guy. Then I have to get back together with her and live 
happily ever after.ó 
òExcept sheõs still a cheating slut.ó 
òWell, yeah.ó 
òWe can do something to make her remain faithful.ó 
òReally? You can do that?ó 
òYeah. If you can pay.ó 
òThis stuff really works?ó 
Thatõs usually where we lost people. I couldnõt legally 

promise any results. òActually, everything in this shopñincluding 
goods and/or servicesñare sold as curios and for entertainment 
purposes only. I do, however, guarantee that Iõm much more 
effective than the palm reader at The Magical Pentacle down the 
street, though I canõt legally guarantee anything.ó 
òOkay. Good enough for me: youõre hired.ó 
My eyes widened a bit. òReally?ó This is way too easy. 
òYep. Any cost.ó 
Sweet! New client! I extended my hand. òIõm Briar Malik and 

Iõll be your spellcaster.ó 
He clasped my hand and shook it, giving me an easy, 

lopsided smile. òIõm Sebastian Xiao, and I guess Iõll be your 
customer.ó 
òAweseome. Half your cash up front. And I might need to 

do a credit check.ó 

H 
 

Letters of Love by Alastair Nightshade 
 

My Dark Magical Lord. Liam. 

Today your golden hair looked like sunlight, 
shining across the dark, lonely valleys of my 
heart, only not like real sunlight because it×s 
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the mortal enemy of my kind. So 
metaphorical sunlight. Or something. 

In the vivid, relentless dreams of my restless 
sleep, I envision you coming to take me 
away from this cold, cruel world. But alas, 
dreams are all I have, for you will not grace 
me with even one kind glance. Oh how I long 
forð 

 
òWhat are you writing?ó 
Alastair Nightshade glanced up to see the she-harpy Briar so 

close that she practically peered over his shoulder. 
òNothing.ó He crossed his arms over his faux leather 

hardcover notebook. òGo away.ó 
òBuy something,ó she shot back, and then she moved past 

him to set some bottles on the shelf nearby. 
Harpy. 

H 
 

Lilith  
 
I folded my hands on the desk before me and waited. The 

bank had a very sterile, clean smell and feel. Designed to make 
people uncomfortable, I imagined. And uncomfortable I was. I 
didnõt want to be there, begging for money. I shouldnõt have had 
to be, but I didnõt think it would be...òresponsibleó of me to leave 
this up to Madam Curio, in case she didnõt show. Or in case she 
inadvertently offended the bank employees. No, I seemed the 
best person for the job. 
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The door to the office opened suddenly. I stood and turned 
to face a smiling clean-cut man in his late thirties. He extended 
his hand. I greeted it with my own. Our eyes met, and I got that 
little familiar tingle when confronted with an attractive man. 
Another succubus qualityñwe naturally wanted to use our sex 
appeal to obtain things we desired, and I had to fight to keep my 
nature at bay. Normally I succeeded, but that task became more 
difficult when a good looking man came into view. 
òThank you so much for waiting.ó He gave my arm a 

forceful pump. 
I slipped my fingers from his grasp as quickly as possible, as 

the physical contact made concentrating on business difficult. He 
moved to the chair behind the desk and I took my seat once 
again. 

My throat went dry. Why hadnõt I brought water? Of course, 
it wouldnõt be appropriate to down a bottle of water at a meeting 
with the bank, the plastic cracking in my grasp and huge gulping 
noise echoing in the room. Still, I wished I had something. If only 
this manñmy gaze went to his name plateñScott Mclean would 
offer me something... 

I could make him, an internal voice reminded me. It would be 
simple. Take off my glasses. Bat my eyelashes. That sex appeal 
other women thought they had? I didnõt think. I knew. All part of 
my demonic genetics. 

But I was better than that. Iõm not that kind of demon and 
woman. Never had been, never would be. 
òMy name is Lilith Mare and Iõm representing the interests 

of the owner of Curio Killed the Cat.ó I reached for the portfolio 
beside my chair. òAndñó 
òYes, I see that.ó Mr. Mcleanõs dark blue eyes went to the file 

folder on his desk, which he flipped open. As he scanned the 
pages, his brow furrowed. òYouõre looking for a loan.ó 
òJust a small one,ó I said quickly. òUntilñó 
òThis business hasnõt made a profit in the past eight years, 

which is exactly how long itõs been in business. We expect new 
businesses to take a loss in the first five, but...ó He looked down 
at the papers again, then back at me where he gave a wan, half 
smile. òNot to this extent.ó 
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òI realize that, butñó 
òAnd I canõt see any justification for loaning such a 

substantial amount for a failing business.ó 
òI knowñó 
òEven under vastly different management, my answer would 

have to be the same.ó 
I felt myself pale. òYour answer?ó 
òNo.ó 
No. 
His expression pained. òIõm very sorryñyou seem like a 

lovely person. But the numbers... It just doesnõt make financial 
sense.ó 

I forced my lips to move, not into pleas or promises, but a 
weak smile instead. No financial sense. Of course. 
òI understand.ó My voice came out soft, the chilled air 

strangling it. òThank you for your time.ó I clutched the portfolio 
folder tightly in my hands, occupying them so that they didnõt 
shake too badly, and I rose. 
òIõm very sorry, Ms. Mare,ó he said again. òI donõt mean 

toñó 
I paused at the door and glanced back at the handsome Scott 

Mclean. òItõs your job. I understand that.ó Before he could say 
another word, I stepped out of the office and hurried for the 
front of the bank. 

I hope Liam has more luck with the flyers. 
 

 
 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Five : 
Praise Jesus, Not Satan  

 

Liam 
 
I sat behind the cash register in near silence, listening to the 

Celtic flute playing over the roomõs speakers slightly louder than 
usual. Normally Lilith opened the store in the morning, but in the 
two days since Madam Curio announced our impending closure 
and subsequent job loss, Lil had been stressed. She spent half of 
the day on the phone, begging for money and trying to solve 
things. The rest of the time, she obsessively cleaned. Lilith clearly 
needed a break, so I took over opening this one time. 

And I sincerely hoped she didnõt show up any time soon. 
Briar ducked in the front door about ten minutes after she 

was scheduled to. She slammed it closed, the bell jangling 
violently, and pressed her back to the wood while panting. Her 
big brown eyes looked larger than Iõd seen them before and they 
stared directly at me. Her shaggy hair wasnõt bound back as usual, 
but hung in wet chunks because presumably sheõd just hopped 
out of the shower after falling out of bed half an hour ago. The 
dark clumps stuck to her cheeks and she brushed them back from 
her face. 
òWhat. The. Hell.ó 
I could pretend I didnõt know what she referred to, but that 

would make me a liar, and Iõd rather not stoop to her level. 
I sighed heavily. òTheyõre still there?ó 
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òYes.ó She walked forward at last, dropped her oversized, 
patchwork purse on the counter, and pulled herself onto the stool 
in front of me. òHow long have they been there?ó 
òA few were outside before I got here,ó I said. òThree or 

four?ó 
òItõs more like a dozen now. Theyõve never bothered with us 

before. Why canõt they bug the hassle free clinic or something?ó 
òBecause then it wouldnõt be considered a ôhassle freeõ clinic 

anymore, I imagine,ó I said dryly. 
The door opened and closed again. We both glanced over to 

see Lilith enter and my stomach tightened a little. She must have 
been hot and miserable in her dark gray suit, but she kept her 
head up and not a single light brown hair fell out of the tight bun 
that held it. Her skirt swirled around her knees and her heels 
clicked on the hardwood as she walked across the room. She 
passed us without sparing a glance and disappeared into the 
office. Moments later she returned and stopped next to Briar and 
me.  

 òWhy are there protesters outside?ó she said in a cool, calm 
voice. Her sharp gaze moved away from me, thankfully. òBriar?ó 

Briarõs jaw dropped. òI didnõt do anything!ó 
Lilith cocked her head to the side and raised her brow 

skeptically. 
òI didnõt!ó 
òI think theyõre here because of the flyers that went out 

yesterday,ó I said quickly. It didnõt seem fair to let Briar get in 
trouble over it, and maybe Lil wouldnõt questionñ 
òWeõve had flyers go out periodically,ó Lilith said. òAnd The 

Magical Pentacle down the road sends them out once a week.ó 
òIt seems that they ended up in the lockers of the Christian 

High School.ó I spoke with care, hoping not to upset her too 
much. 
òAnd how did they get there?ó 
òIt seems they were mis-delivered.ó 
òHow could they possibly be mis-delivered? You had very 

specific, simple instructions to follow.ó 
As well as a diagram, I thought with annoyance, but I didnõt 

say anything. òI...outsourced.ó 
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òYou what?ó 
òOutsourced.ó 
She looked at Briar again. òHow could you take them to a 

Christian school? Why?ó 
òI didnõt!ó Briar said. 
òI met with a group last night,ó I said. òSo I outsourced 

because I felt it was important to get the flyers out as soon as 
possible. There is a kid from a local Wiccan Youth Group who 
runs errands for me, so I asked her to deliver the flyers. It 
appears she believed she could just deliver them anywhere.ó 
òAnd this kid goes to a Christian High School, doesnõt she?ó 

Lilith asked. 
I nodded. 
 òThis is so awesome,ó Briar said. 
Lilith and I each looked at her. 
òBecause itõs not my fault,ó she added. òI mean, protesters 

suck and all, but at least I didnõt do it. This time.ó 
òSo because Liam decided to outsource, we now have a 

dozen Christian teenagers and their parents protesting out in 
front of our store, scaring customers away when we actually are 
in desperate need for them.ó 
òYou donõt know they scared anyone away,ó I said. 

òMaybeñó 
òAlastair is hovering across the street, afraid to come near 

the door.ó 
òHe doesnõt buy anything anyway,ó Briar said. When we gave 

her another look, she elaborated. òIõm just looking on the bright 
side today. Shut up.ó 
òIõll see if the police can do something about this,ó Lilith 

said as she started toward the phone. 
òIt wonõt do any good,ó I said. òFreedom of speech means 

freedom to protest, and theyõre allowed to as long as theyõre on 
public property. Which they are.ó 
òI can call anywayñó 
òI already did.ó 
Lilith sighed. She slipped her glasses off for a moment and 

swept her fingers over her tired eyes. òWhere is Madam Curio?ó 
òShe called and said she wouldnõt be in today.ó 
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òOf course.ó 
òOh, and a Mr. Mclean called.ó 
Confusion clouded her eyes as she pondered the name, then 

they widened. òScott Mclean? From the bank? What did he say?ó 
òHe just asked you to call himñó 
Lilith bolted for the office and closed the door behind her. 
òI thought the bank thing didnõt go so well,ó Briar said. 
I didnõt think so either, but perhaps Lilith had just seen the 

meeting through a more dire lens. 
Before we could discuss much more, the door to the office 

opened again, and Briar and I turned to see Lilith glaring from 
the doorway. Her pink lips parted, as if to speak, but no words 
followed as she seemed to be considering something. 
òGood news?ó I asked, though her expression said 

something far different. I wasnõt surprised when she shook her 
head. 
òHe just asked me out on a date.ó 
òThe bank guy?ó Briar asked. 
Lilith nodded. Her gaze settled on the root-worker. òWhy 

would he do that, Briar?ó 
òOkay, yeah, thatõs my fault,ó she said. òBut it wasnõt to get 

him to date you, just give you money. He didnõt, perchance, offer 
you money to date him, did he? Because that would still countñó 
òBriar!ó 
òWell I had to do something!ó 
Lilith raised her hands, a request for silence that Briar 

followed. òI donõt care! If you want to help, do a floor wash to 
either attract new customers or drive away the protesters. 
Otherwise, please donõt bother.ó She returned to the office and 
shut the door behind her. Even though she was fuming, she still 
didnõt actually slam it. 
òNice work,ó I said dryly. 
òDonõt start,ó she snapped. òAt least it worked. Sort of. The 

money would have been better.ó 
òMaybe it didnõt work because youõre messing with things 

you shouldnõt. You canõt affect peopleõs willsñó 
òOh, Iõve got news for you on that front,ó she said with a 

smirk. òI can and I do.ó 
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òAnd how are things working out with Devlin?ó 
Her mouth snapped shut and eyes darkened at my words. I 

felt a twinge of regret over the statement. Briar could cast all the 
spells she wanted and give love advice to stupid customers who 
ate it up, but she couldnõt reconcile herself with her ex-boyfriend. 
A sad irony she didnõt talk about, and we rarely mentioned. 
òIf you want to sit back and cast your weak little spells and 

pass judgment on the rest of us, thatõs fine.ó She slid off the stool 
and glared at me. òBut at least shut the fuck up about it.ó  

I did feel bad. Such a blow was beneath me, and I knew that 
would come back to me in some way, someday. But I saw plainly 
the reason why her attempts to return her lover Devlin to her 
would fail: everything came back to a practitioner threefold. I 
tried to tell her that. All the time, in fact. But she didnõt listen. 

Briar stomped in the direction of the sound system, where 
she played with the dials on the radio until she came to a hard 
rock station, and then cranked the music up. 

The noise annoyed me, but she probably needed something 
to distract her so I didnõt complain. Instead, I moved from the 
cash register to peer out the front window. There were nearly 
twenty of them out there now. And they brought signs. òPraise 
Jesus, Not Satanó and òThou Shalt Not Suffer a Witch to Live.ó I 
sighed and turned my back to them. Maybe theyõd find something 
better to do later. 

H 
 

Briar 
 
The protesters actually did seem to be successful in scaring 

customers off, for the place was even quieter than usual. The odd 
timeñwhile slumped over the counter and staring at the clockñ
I caught sight of people walking by, peering inside, but the shouts 
regarding eternal damnation usually frightened them off. By the 
end of the afternoon, the only person who had come into the 
store actually did so with the sole purpose of saving my soul. I 
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solved that problem by pretending to talk to an imaginary devil 
on my shoulder who I claimed instructed me to sacrifice tender 
Christian flesh to my dark lord. The pimple-faced teen girl left 
pretty quickly after that, no doubt to plant a pipe bomb at an 
abortion clinic or something. 

The shouts and jeers outside grew even louder suddenly. I 
glanced toward the door to see the protesters swarming someone. 
Pity this was Toronto and not the US or something where a shop 
owner could pull out a gun and threaten to shoot troublemakers. 
Of course, I doubted that really happened anywhere outside of 
the movies, but still, it would be fun. 

The door opened, and I half expected to see another cross-
bearing teenager. My new client from the day before, Sebastian, 
surprised me. 
òThey didnõt scare you off?ó I asked. 
He jerked his thumb over his shoulder as he closed the door 

behind him. òWhat the hell?ó 
òMy sentiments exactly.ó 
òHave you phoned the police?ó 
òTheyõre entitled to their lame ass opinions, even if it means 

scaring away customers.ó 
òThey canõt threaten you, though.ó 
òThey havenõtñó 
He gestured over his shoulder again. òôThou Shalt Not 

Suffer A Witch To Live.õó 
òThatõs a threat?ó 
With a mysterious smile, Sebastian pulled out his cell phone. 

òIt certainly sounds like it to this concerned citizen.ó 
I sat up straight and watched, a smile slowly spreading across 

my face as he dialled the phone. 
òHi there.ó He grinned at me as he spoke into the receiver. 

òIõd like to file a complaint of harassment and threats...ó 

H 
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Although the protesters werenõt removed from the front of 
the store, they were required to change some of their signs. The 
police made them turn òThou Shalt Not Suffer a Witch to Liveó 
into òThou Shalt Not Suffer A Witch To Own And Operate A 
Curio Shop In Kennsington Market in Peace.ó 

Unfortunately for them, they had to write the additional 
words on the back. Now it just says, òThou Shalt Not Suffer a 
Witch,ó and really, who can blame them for that? Witches can be 
whiny.  
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Chapter Six : 
Devil Worshipping  

 

Sara Gosling 
 
òHeck, no, we wonõt go! Satanism and witchcraftñjust say 

no!ó 
I was, like, pretending to shout along, but my voice got 

totally scratchy and I didnõt want to lose it completely. What if I 
was on my way home after dark and one of the Satanists or like 
gay black thugs tried to violate my pure, innocent body, and I 
couldnõt shout for help? That would be like so not good. I might 
get pregnant and have to give it up for adoption like in that 
movie Juno which was way cool because it really showed that 
babies have fingernails just like people do, so you shouldnõt have 
the devil worshiping doctors kill them. And then I got raped, I 
wouldnõt be pure anymore and Iõd have to take off my purity ring 
that my daddy bought me and Iõd be so mortified with 
embarrassment that Iõd throw myself off a cliff or in front of a 
bus or just eat Baked Lays potato chips on the couch for the rest 
of my life until the rapture, and they tell you those chips arenõt 
bad for you õcause theyõre baked, but I think that if I ate sixty-two 
bags of them, Iõd still get sick. 
òSara.ó 
I glanced over at my little brother. He was so annoying. Why 

do they act like that? He was nine whole months younger and he 
drove me nuts. 
òIf youõre not focusing on praying really loudly for the Lord 

to strike down this totally unholy sin den, then you should shut 
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up and not bug me.ó I turned away from Josh and waved my sign 
some more. 
òDonõt you think we should go back to school? I have a 

Math test.ó 
I sighed and dropped my sign to turn to him for a moment. 

òThis is like so much more important,ó I said. òThey tried to get 
you and me to do witchcraft! They probably put a spell or 
something on the flyers. The only way to purge the evil from our 
souls is to protest.ó 
òAnd itõs not ôcause Zeke is here?ó 
òStart praying for your immortal soul,ó I said. òJesus doesnõt 

like what your wicked thoughts are implying.ó I held my sign up 
extra high for the sake of both our souls, and so that Zeke could 
see I was participating like a true Christian warrior. 

Zeke was in Grade Twelve. I saw him on the first day of 
school two years ago and I knew that Jesus wanted me to marry 
him so we could have sex. Well, I didnõt know that Jesus wanted 
me to marry him, but I was pretty sure it was His divine will that 
gave me the sex feelings, and since you canõt have sex until 
marriage or youõll burn in hell forever, I figured that meant I was 
supposed to marry him.  
òHeck, no, we wonõt go! Satanism and witchcraftñjust say 

no!ó 
I saw that totally ungodly slut, Kerri McLeod, slither up to 

Zeke to bat her probably fake eyelashes at him. They couldnõt be 
real. Even if she was wearing mascarañwhich is totally the devilõs 
gateway drug into full facial whoredomñthere was no way her 
lashes were that long. Zeke smiled politely back at her, but I was 
pretty sure he saw right through to her badly dressed, demonic 
soul. He was strong, I knewña true prayer warriorñbut I still 
didnõt trust that ho, so I boldly marched up to see if Zeke could 
give me some tips on my sign carrying or something. 

Police stood around the front of the witchcraft store, talking 
with some guy. Although I was really close to Zeke now and 
could totally butt Kerri out of the way, the guy with the police 
turned around and I like totally almost fell over. He was so hot. 
He was tall and blonde and I think thatõs probably what Jesus 
looked like, but without the beard, and by the way, I think itõs a 
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total lie that he was like black or brown or something because Jim 
Caviezel isnõt black and he played Jesus and everyone knows that 
Mel Gibson was divinely inspired to make that movie. So Jesus 
was probably white, just like the gorgeous guy talking to the 
police. 

The guy shook hands with the police, and then glanced over 
crowd of us protesters. For like nine elevenths of a second that 
felt almost like eternity or something, his eyes were on mine and I 
felt way unworthy to even be in his presence. Like, his eyes were 
so pretty. Brown...or maybe blue...it was over quickly, and he was 
a few feet away, so I couldnõt really tell what colour they were. 
Then he turned back to the store. 

I was so sure that he was going to point at the shop and a 
bolt of divine lightning would strike it down or something. But 
instead, he walked right in! 

Holy H-E-double-hockey-sticks, I thought. Jesus is a Satanist! 

H 
 

Briar 
 
I dragged a pair of chairs to the side of the room where 

Sebastian and I could sit and talk uninterrupted. After ruining 
some of the protesterõs fun by changing their signs, theyõd 
doubled their efforts and were shouting even louder. Liam had a 
couple of his little Wiccan friends show up anyway for some 
purchases, so he took care of running things while I did some 
client work. 
òSo I kinda gotta know some things about your skanky ex 

and her new boyfriend for this,ó I said, pen poised to write.  
òLike?ó 
òHer name, to start with.ó 
òNoelle Jean. Sheõs from Quebec.ó 
òAh. And what brought her to Toronto?ó 
òActually, I think she came here with some random tourist 

she met there.ó 
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Slut, I thought, though I avoided saying that aloud. òShe 
sounds...social.ó 
òSheõs really nice and interesting,ó Sebastian said. òYou 

should meet her.ó 
òLetõs hope I donõt have to. So who is she dating?ó 
òI donõt know his name. Do you really need it?ó 
òAt some point. I mean, if you want me to do bad things to 

him, Iõm going to need information about him.ó 
òAh. Right. So what do you need?ó 
òStill have any of her clothes you cut up?ó 
He thought on that, and I figured I already had my answer. 

òNo.ó 
òHer hair? Finger nail clippings?ó 
He scrunched up his face, as if the guy who shredded his 

girlfriendõs things was horrified at something I suggested. òThat 
would make my kinda stalkerish, donõt you think?ó 

I sighed. òYeah. Welcome to hoodooñwe do all kinds of 
stalkerish stuff. We canõt do much without those kinds of things. 
I mean, we can, but it usually wonõt be very effective.ó 
òSo does this mean we canõt do the spell?ó 
òNo, it means we need to get some biological items. Iõll 

make you out a list of stuff, starting with the most effective and 
leading to the least effective. You see what you can get and try 
not to get arrested in the process.ó 

I laid out plans with Sebastian, or at least tried to. I went a 
little above and beyond the usual, mostly õcause he was willing to 
pay. Our first priority was some magic to open the mind of the 
skankñor ôtargetõñand make her more susceptible to a break-up 
and reconciliation work. Although I tried to lay things out so they 
didnõt seem too daunting or creepy, I felt some of his enthusiasm 
wane. 
òHave doubts?ó I asked at last when it seemed he wouldnõt 

say anything about it. 
òNot doubts, per se. Worries.ó 
òSõplainy.ó 
òHow am I going to get her hair when she wonõt even let me 

see her?ó 
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God, people certainly didnõt have much forethought in the 
heat of a break-up. òGuess you should have thought of that.ó 

He threw up his hands in frustration. òIt never, honestly, 
occurred to me to collect this kind of stuff ahead of time. Does it 
occur to anyone? Do you really keep around things that remind 
you of your exes?ó 

My gaze shifted to the side and a familiar face flashed in my 
mind. A lump formed in my throat, and I swallowed it back. 
òYeah. But then itõs kinda my job.ó 
òRight. So what am I supposed to do?ó 
òOkay, weõll skip the hair for now. We donõt really need it 

for this initial spell. What we need is a photo. I donõt suppose you 
still have one ofñó He was already shaking his head before Iõd 
even finished, but I continued anyway. òEven a wallet sized 
one?ó 
òTore them all up.ó 
òIs she on MySpace or something? We could snag something 

from online.ó 
òSheõs on Facebook, but there arenõt any pictures of her. She 

just has this skanky cartoon for her profile photo.ó 
òFine. So you take a new one.ó 
He shifted a little, dark brown eyes narrowing. òThat sounds 

dangerously like stalking. I thought you said I was supposed to 
avoid getting arrested.ó 
òIt would probably be bad publicity for the store, and we 

donõt need any more protesters out there, true. But if youõre 
carefulñó 
òCanõt you just do it?ó 
òWanna pay me overtime?ó 

H 
And thatõs how I ended up in the back of Liamõs black smart 

car that night with a camera pointed at the entrance to a 
restaurant on Front Street. 

 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Seven : 
Noelle Is Another Word  

For Skank  
 

Briar 
 

Sebastian and I sat ducked down in the cramped space. We 
wouldnõt have had to, except that Liam wouldnõt let me take his 
car myself, and mine was...unavailable. Iõd accidentally hit another 
car while on my cell phone months ago and it seemed best to not 
drive anywhere anymore after my insurance skyrocketed. 
Sebastian didnõt have one õcause Noelle apparently dropped him 
off places. The Wiccan wasnõt pleased, but didnõt do a whole lot 
of complaining now that I was the only one bringing in money. 
òOw!ó I whispered as I felt an elbow in my side. 
òSorry,ó Sebastian whispered back. òItõs...cramped.ó 
òJust watch it when Iõm trying to take the picture. What time 

does she leave work again?ó 
He shifted and tried to manoeuvre his wrist around where he 

could see it. òItõs too dark to tell,ó he said when he tried to look 
at the watch. 
òEight fifty-seven p.m.,ó Liam said, his voice seeming far too 

loud. 
òShhh!ó I said. 
òWhy are you whispering?ó he replied. òThe only ones in 

here are us.ó 
òõCause I need to concentrate.ó 
òFor a photo?ó 
òShut up.ó 
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òWhy canõt you just ask her for one if this is a protective 
spell?ó 

Actually, pay or no pay, the only way I could get Liam to 
help was to tell him we were doing protective magic. I was 
surprised he believed me, but maybe I was just unaware of what a 
great liar I am. 
Or maybe he didnõt want the truth. 
òI donõt want the spell to influence her,ó I said. òIf she 

knows what weõre doing, she might over-think it.ó 
òI think sheõs coming!ó Sebastian whispered. 
I snapped to attention and pointed the camera at the front 

door of the restaurant. 
A short young woman with kind of frizzy dark hair stepped 

out of the restaurant dressed in the green blouse and black skirt 
all the female waitresses wore. I zoomed in and started snapped 
photos, but paused. 
òThat guy there with her,ó I pointed to the older man linking 

arms with her, òis that him?ó If so, weõd be set with a photo of 
him too. Best way to kill two birds with one stone...without actually killing 
any birds. 
òThatõs her boss. Quick, take more before she gets in the 

car!ó 
I lifted the camera and snapped a few more. òYou sure sheõs 

not doing her boss?ó 
òPretty sure. Thatõs awfully skanky.ó 
òBut you did say she was a slut.ó 
òDoing your boss, though? That takes slutty to a whole new 

level. He probably likes her, though. Everyone does.ó 
I sighed and tried to focus on my task. No use arguing with 

himñnot since he was paying me and all. Who was I to criticize 
him for being an idiot? 
Noelleõs boss walked her to her car, then returned to the 

restaurant. Okay, so maybe she wasnõt doing him after all, but it 
seemed pretty damn weird to me that heõd walk her to her car on 
a brightly lit, busy street. 

After Noelle drove off in her car, Sebastian and I turned 
back around in our seats. I met Liamõs gaze in the rear view 
mirror. 
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òThis doesnõt sound like someone you want to protect.ó 
òCan you drop us back at the shop?ó I said. Although I 

didnõt directly answer his question, that must have told him what 
he wanted to know. Liam shook his head, sighed disapprovingly, 
and did as I requested. 

Sebastian left the car first. I followed, but not before 
catching Liamõs gaze in the mirror. 
òI want to help the shop too, but...but donõt pull me into this 

kind of thing again.ó 
I bit back a comment about his misplaced sense of morality. 

It wouldnõt do any goodñnot for either of us. 
òIõll see you tomorrow,ó I said instead. 
òLate?ó 
òProbably.ó 
Sebastian waited for me outside of the shop and I pulled my 

key out of my pocket as I walked to the door. 
òYou bring all your clients back here after hours?ó he asked 

with a crooked grin. 
òOnly ones who pay me overtime. There arenõt a whole lot 

of them, though.ó The key slid easily in the lock, but stuck a little 
at first. I smacked the middle of the door a little with my ass and 
that seemed to get everything in placeñthe door opened easily 
after that. òSo how is it you can afford me?ó We stepped inside 
and I flipped on the lights. Iõd never felt anything but safe in 
Kensington Market, but I still locked the door behind us. òTrust 
fund kid?ó 
òNah, I was more like a latchkey kid. I work in computers 

and rent a crappy place. Lots of disposable income.ó 
I headed toward the laptop in the back office. The swivel 

chair sank a little when I sat....and then a little more...and a little 
more after that... Stupid chair. I pulled myself up to the desk, 
though by this point my ass was practically dragging on the floor 
and the edge of the desk therefore came up to my chest. I paused 
there for a moment, gazed at the laptop, then looked up 
Sebastian. 

He covered his mouth to keep from laughing at me. 
òOkay.ó I snapped down the top of the laptop and carted it 

out to the main room. òWeõll work out here.ó 
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òThereõs a message blinking on the phone,ó he called after 
me. 
òHit ôPlay.õó 
The machine beeped in the other room and Sebastian joined 

me.  
òMs. Mare,ó said a smooth male voice on the machineñone 

I didnõt recognize, but that wasnõt a surprise since he called for 
Lil. òI just wanted to apologize again for the other day. I hate that 
we had to meet under these circumstances, but I did obtain a pair 
of tickets to Requiem, and wondered if youõd be interested in 
attending. I purchased the best I could find, but if youõd prefer 
something better I couldñó 
òYeah, you can stop that now,ó I said to Sebastian, rather 

than return to the office and do it myself. òLilith can get it 
tomorrow.ó 
òHe seems really interested in your friend.ó 
òYeah, well, sheõs a succubus,ó I said with a sigh as I slipped 

the cameraõs memory card into the laptop. òShe tends to have 
that effect on men.ó 
òOh.ó That òohó hung in the air for a few beats longer until 

I met his gaze. òSeriously?ó 
òYeah.ó 
òThey exist?ó 
òUm, if they didnõt, my ôyeahõ would have been a little stupid, 

right?ó 
òHuh.ó He pulled up the barstool Ally usually occupied and 

sat across from me. òNever really thought about that kind of 
thing before. Maybe Noelleõs a succubus. õCause sheõs slutty and 
all guys like her.ó 
I rolled my eyes. òDonõt suggest that around Lilith. She 

doesnõt like stereotypes and sheõll kill you.ó 
He paled a little. òReally?ó 
òOh, no. Sheõd probably just give you a stern talking-to. It 

would be totally pathetic...okay, hereõs your skank.ó 
We glanced over the pictures and selected one that showed 

her the best. The wireless printer near the cash register spit out 
the photo and I took a pair of scissors to crop it into a more 
manageable size. 
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òSo you donõt think Noelleõs a succubus?ó 
òProbably not.ó I pulled some supplies from the shelves as 

we spoke and brought everything back to the counter. òTheyõre 
pretty rare. Your girlfriendñex-girlfriendñis probably just a slut. 
Um, sorryñI guess I shouldnõt insult her.ó 
òItõs okay. I wonõt fire you.ó 
You wouldnõt be getting a refund anyway. 
òDo you mind me asking...what exactly it is that you like 

about this girl?ó 
He folded his arms on the counter and gazed down at the 

beat-up surface for a few moments, perhaps really considering 
my question. If he was smart enough to make a lot of money 
with which to hire me, he must have a good reason for liking the 
tramp. 
òShe was just so different,ó he said thoughtfully. òSheõs been 

to all these places and sheõs done so much. Being with her is 
more interesting than being alone, I guess.ó 
òWhich is probably what half of Toronto has said,ó I 

muttered. Almost immediately after the words flew from my 
mouth, I kicked myself for it. Stop alienating customers, dammit! 
òThat was bitchy of me. Sorry.ó 
He grinned. òBut it was funny. So itõs okay.ó 
òReally? Wasnõt too over the top?ó 
òNah. Came really naturally. Iõm glad I got a funny voodoo 

girl.ó 
òHoodoo.ó 
òSorry. So is this going to get her back?ó 
òThis is going to open her up to our next spells.ó 
òWhich are?ó 
Jesus, where was Lilith when we needed a diagram or 

flowchart? òBreak-up her and the new guy, then bring her back to 
you.ó 
òOh, right. Arenõt we going to do bad things to the guy 

too?ó 
òLater.ó 
òOkay.ó 
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He was so agreeable. I wondered if he had any other well-
employed friends he could refer...if only everyone could be so 
easy to deal with.  
The spell didnõt take long. I try not to make them take too 

long with clients anywayñthe longer it takes, the more they 
stress. Sebastian seemed fairly easy going, but who knew what his 
energy was going to do to fuck things up. I stuffed the photoñ
and other thingsñinto a jar, which in turn I stuffed into the 
freezer in the officeõs mini-fridge. I returned with a bottle of 
cheap whiskey and a pair of Styrofoam coffee cups. 
òHereõs to a job well done,ó I said as I poured the drinks. 
òYou keep whiskey back there?ó 
òMy boss does. Every few days I stumble across something 

half finished. Total alcoholic.ó 
òSo your shop is going to close down?ó 
I frowned. òI hope not. I donõt have a lot of job 

opportunities.ó 
òCanõt you do a spell?ó 
òIõve yet to come up with one to keep me from getting fired 

from most places.ó 
òAh. Well, if things donõt work out with Noelle, Iõll hire you 

again.ó 
What an idiot. òEven thoughñin this hypothetical scenarioñ

I utterly failed in the task you hired me for?ó 
He smiled faintly, dark eyes softening. òSure. Everyone 

deserves a second chance, right?ó 
I pressed the cup to my lips and downed the mouthful of 

whiskey without answering. 
òYou donõt think so?ó 
òI...ó Saints help me, Iõm such an idiot. I added the remaining 

drops of scotch to my cup. òI should probably be honest with 
you. Iõm a complete and utter failure. Before you ask for your 
money back, really, Iõm good at what I do. I reconciled my 
neighbour and her ex a few weeks ago, and not only had he left 
her, but he was in an entirely different countryñwith no plans to 
come back. I can win small sums of money, court cases...I can do 
curses, cleansings, bad-ass enemy tricks...ó 
òBut?ó he prompted with a nudged of his cup against mine. 
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òBut I canõt get my boyfriend back.ó 
òHow long as he been gone?ó 
òFour months.ó 
òPut his stuff through a shredder at work?ó 
I chuckled. òWe donõt have one.ó 
òWhat happened?ó 
I hated that question. Any time someone heard you and your 

guy split, they either ask it or they want to. And I never knew 
what to say. How the hell does anyone answer that question? 
Some vague, òit didnõt work outó was probably in order, but I 
could never leave it at that. 
òWas he a skank?ó 
Laughter left my lips again, which was a welcome change 

from the tears a conversation like this would normal bring up. 
òNo. I donõt even know what happened. One day we were 
together, one day we werenõt. I like to think I was just too 
awesome for him, but I donõt get it. Fuck, I probably seem like 
such a useless rootworker now. Canõt even Goofer him back. 
Now, I donõt blame you for wanting to fire me.ó 
òNah. Actually, I think youõre the perfect person to be doing 

this for me.ó 
òAnd whyõs that?ó I knew it: heõs an idiot. 
He held my gaze steadily when I looked up at him. òBecause 

you know what this feels like. So youõre going to do your best to 
work all this out for me so that I live happily ever after.ó 
Maybe he wasnõt so stupid after all. 
òAnd everyone does deserve another chance.ó 
Tell Devlin that. 
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Chapter Eight : 
At Least There Won ôt  

Be Midgets  
 

Lilith  
 
òHeõs stalking me.ó 
Briar looked up at me. òHuh?ó 
I could never tell if she just played dumb some days, or just 

genuinely didnõt know what went on with anyone but herself. 
òThe gentleman from the bank.ó 
òOh yeah. I almost forgotñhe left a message last night.ó 
òHe left three this morning.ó 
òIf heõs not hanging outside of your house yet, itõs not 

stalking. Heõs just...eager.ó 
I didnõt like throwing accusations around, but... òThis is your 

fault.ó 
òNuh-uh. Youõre the sexy succubus. You attract people.ó 
òYou did a mojo bag.ó 
òBut thatõs nothing compared to the hotness that is you.ó 
I sighed. òI do fairly well already keeping them at bay. This is 

different.ó 
òNope. Sebastian is totally in love with you too. He told me 

so.ó 
òWho, pray tell, is Sebastian?ó 
òMy new client. You havenõt met him.ó 
òThen how do you know he finds me attractive?ó 
òOh, right. I suck at lying.ó 
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òYou havenõt told me about a new client. Is this private orñ
ó 
òHe came into the shop, therefore the money is going 

towards our, ôSave Curio Killed the Cat Fund.õ Plus my modest 
commission. We should do a fundraiser.ó 
òYou want to organize one?ó I found that to be a bit of a 

challenge to believe.  
òWell, no. I thought that you should. Iõd probably just 

watch.ó 
Of course. I wasnõt exactly averse to the idea of fundraising, 

but we werenõt a non-profit organization, so I wasnõt sure how 
we could encourage people to give us their money for nothing in 
return. 
òStop it,ó Briar said. 
òHmm?ó 
òStop it.ó 
òWhat?ó 
òThinking.ó 
òI cannot very well stop that, now can I?ó 
òYou can stop thinking whatever it is your thinking of. 

Youõve got that look. Plotting.ó 
òI donõt ôplot.õó 
òWell, you plan. Next thing that happens is you ask me to do 

something. Probably for free.ó 
It dawned on me suddenly. It was so simple, I couldnõt 

believe I hadnõt come up with it sooner. I turned to Briar, eyes 
wide with excitement. 
òOh, saints,ó she muttered and dropped her head onto the 

counter. 
òA psychic carnival.ó 
òYou want to hire a midget? You know how they freak Liam 

outñó 
òNo. A weekend where we give people entrance for a 

nominal fee...say, twenty dollars per person. And they we have 
booths set up. Tarot readings, easy spellsñó 
òHey, I donõt want toñó 
òLiam can do the spells then. You can do the readings.ó 
òThis keeps getting worse and worse...ó 
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òWe can run it over a weekend.ó 
òWhich one? We only have...um...two more before weõre 

closing the shop down.ó 
She had a point, but I didnõt want to let that distract me. 

òWeõll see how quickly we can put it together. We can get people 
to help out for us. Alastair would volunteer, as would some of 
Liamõs circle.ó 
òWhat would you be doing while youõre making the rest of 

us work? Kissing booth?ó 
I blushed a little. òIõd be overseeing it, of course.ó 
òI think you should have a kissing booth. Bet your mom 

would do it.ó 
òLetõs not ask her to participate. We will need more for 

people to do, though...ó 
òAnd space. We donõt have room. And you need to pay for 

supplies. Those arenõt cheap.ó 
For once, Briar was being the logical one and it was all 

incredibly disconcerting. 
òYes, it will take a bit of an investment. One we probably 

donõt have.ó I sighed and sank down onto the stool across from 
the counter. òYouõre right. It was a silly idea.ó 
òOh, donõt be like that.ó Briar left her chair and walked 

around to sling an arm over my slumped shoulders. òItõs a good 
idea. We just need to exploit people so that we get everything for 
free. Leave that up to me.ó 

H 
 

Liam 
 
Lilith had asked me to take over some of the accounting for 

the shop that day. I wasnõt sure why, but then she seemed under a 
lot of stress. Truthfully, I felt a lot of worry myself, but I 
wouldnõt let it consume too much of my time. The universe 
would unfold as it should. 
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A shadowy figure stepped into the doorway of the back 
office. I didnõt look up from the computer where I had been 
working. 
òYouõre late,ó I said to Briar. 
òNo Iõm not. I was doing business errands.ó 
òSure.ó 
She walked over, nudged some paperwork onto the floor, 

and plopped her rear onto the edge of the desk beside me. I 
sighed. Whatever she wanted, I didnõt want to hear it, but before 
I could reprimand her, Lilith joined us. She sat in another chair 
near the desk. 

Both women looked at me, obviously up to something that 
they were at last ready to let me in on. 
òOh dear,ó I mumbled. 
òWeõre having a psychic carnival,ó Lilith said. 
òA what?ó 
òPsychic carnival,ó Briar repeated. òEverythingõs ready for 

Saturday afternoon, except you need to do some things.ó 
òHow are we going to have a carnival in here?ó 
òWe arenõt,ó Lilith said. òWeõre having it at a small park.ó 
òThat youõre renting?ó 
òThatõs where youõre helping,ó Briar said. òYouõre getting it 

because your circle is an actual non-profit charity thing. So youõre 
ôrentingõ it for us, and weõre having donation bins for a soup 
kitchen, which youõre also going to have to work at for a few 
weeks.ó 

How delightful. òYouõre doing this on the weekend? Butñó 
òI got the vegan restaurant next door to cater for free,ó Briar 

said. 
òAnd why would they do that?ó 
òTheir logo is going on all our material...which at this point 

is just some flyers, but weõll have signs at the carnival too.ó 
òAnd how much is the advertising costing?ó 
òIõm doing that too,ó Briar said. 
Better and better. 
òThe print shop down the street is doing it for free because 

weõre including their logo on it.ó 
òThat doesnõt seem like a good enough reason to.ó 
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òWell, Iõm doing some freebie spell work on the side,ó she 
said. 
Lilith briefly looked confused. òYou didnõt tell me that. What 

is it?ó 
òJust a little reconciliation spell to get the ownerõs wife to 

come home.ó 
We knew Fred and Stacey quite wellñwe used to have flyers 

for the shop printed there all time, when we could afford to. 
Strange... òI hadnõt heard they were having problems.ó 
òWell, they werenõt, until I hotfooted her out of town,ó Briar 

said with a quick grin. òIt didnõt take much, so she was probably 
going to leave anyway. But Iõll get her home for him and itõll be 
all good.ó 
òIõm going to pretend I didnõt just hear that,ó I mumbled. 
òWe figured Alastair would volunteer to help,ó Lilith 

continued. òAnd perhaps the students from the Wiccan Youth 
Group because they need volunteer hours to graduate. You and 
Briar will be overseeing spells and that. Iõll oversee the whole 
thing and hope that we donõt have any problems.ó 
òAnd Sebastianñmy new clientñis going to help out, and 

his company is donating five hundred dollars if we hand out their 
flyers to people. Oh, and Lilõs mom is running a kissing booth.ó 
Lilith paled and swung around to face Briar. òWhat?! I told 

youñó 
òShe called to talk to you this morning,ó Briar said. òShe 

wanted to set you up with some guy. I told her what we were 
doing and she offered. Buy a ticket, get a kiss from a hot 
succubus MILF. I think people will go for it.ó 

Lilith sputtered something incoherently. 
òYou really think we can pull this off?ó I asked. 
Briar shrugged. òProbably. It was Lilithõs idea originally, and 

sheõs the smarty-pants around here. What could possible go 
wrong?ó 

H 
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Letters of Love by Alastair Nightshade 
 

Liam. My love. My life. My death. 
My afterlife. My heaven. Not my hell, 
though. That×s Briar. 

Darling Liam. 

I×ve stood in the dark shadows the shop, 
dreaming that you would break the monotony 
of ceremonial ritual books and English Lit 
homework with just a brief smile. But, alas, 
I feared I would be doomed to yet another 
day of darkness. 

And then it happened. 

You spoke. 

You stopped next to the bookshelf, just feet 
away from me. It was like sunlight suddenly 
spread upon me, warming me from the cold 
dark winter of utter loneliness and 
solitudeðthe kind of winter with icy slush 
on the street that gets stuck in your combat 
boots and makes your socks wet and cold. 
But you, my love, warm my socks. 
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ÔYou heard about the carnival on the 
weekend?Õ you said. 

I nodded. The harpy had mentioned it, but I 
tried to ignore her. 

ÔCan you help run the cash register that 
day?Õ 

I nodded again. 

ÔGood. Lilith will tell you more later.Õ  

And then you left once more, but your 
warmth remained. This is a sign from the 
goddessðwe×ll be working together. It×s 
meant to be! 

Forever yours, 

Alastair Nightshade 
 

H 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Nine : 
Carnies  

 

Liam 
 

I had been cautiously optimistic about the prospect of a 
psychic carnival, and was incredibly surprised to see it falling 
together in such a relatively short amount of time. The afternoon 
unfolded smoothly, which shocked me considering Briar had a 
hand in nearly everything. I expected something to be unfinished, 
but instead the Goddess took pity on us, and it all came together 
well. 
Half a dozen tents dotted the grounds weõd been permitted 

to rent, with a rope circle around it. Bright balloonsñpurchased 
in bulk from the dollar store and blown up by my Wiccan Youth 
circleñwere tied along the rope fence. Volunteers walked the 
perimeter to ensure no one slipped in without paying, and the 
people running the booths checked for stamps on the hands of 
visitors to ensure they had paid. 

Maddie had a tent set up where she was teaching meditation 
to the people who came by. I wasnõt sure what qualified her, but I 
went along with it. The Goth kid who hung around the store 
worked the cash register, taking twenty dollars from each person 
who came. I did what I could to avoid doing readings. The 
beginners spellcasting class, as well, was one I didnõt want to 
attempt to run. 
òLooks pretty good, doesnõt it?ó Briar said with a grin as she 

stopped beside me to survey everything. At least two dozen 
people had paid so far and were visiting the tents. 
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òI admit, itõs a good turn out so far.ó I may not have 
appreciated Briarõs methods, but I admired her effort. òWhere are 
the protesters?ó 
òThey received an anonymous tip that a woman was 

aborting her octuplets that she got pregnant with during a pagan 
orgy.ó 
òYou didnõt really send them to a clinicñó 
òOh, god no. I stuck a sign on a building that said, ôAbortion 

on Demand: The Tenth Oneõs Free.õó 
òWhat building?ó 

H 
 

Wilhelmina Raven aka Billie Humphrey 
 
òMurderer!ó 
Something smacked the front window. 
Wilhelmina glanced up sharply, dark eyes focused on the 

street beyond the glass. òBlessed Beó was written in big white 
letters directly on the pane, and she couldnõt make out what was 
happening out there. 
òI donõt know what crystal to pick,ó the teen boy in front of 

her said. 
She put on a fake smile. òJust find the one that speaks to you 

the most.ó 
The idiot felt just about every damn crystal in the shop and 

he clearly had no idea what he was doing. At last he settled on one 
and pulled it from the pile. Billie was determined to spray 
everything down with Lysol laterñGoddess knew what germs 
the boy carried. 
òRemember, it will absorb negative energy, so youõll have to 

cleanse it at least once a month, preferably on the new moon.ó 
òHow do I cleanse it?ó 
òRainwater blessed by a priestess is best.ó 
òBut...I donõt know where to get that.ó 
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She smiled coolly. òWe have some right here.ó For $4.99 per 
half ounce bottle. 
òMurderers!ó Something struck the window again. 
After showing the customer to the blessed water and 

pointing out the fabulous bulk order deal, she stomped to the 
front of the store and yanked open the door. 

An egg narrowly missed her head, splattering on the open 
door beside her. Two dozen people stood outside, waving signs 
that declared Billie and her coworkers to be murderers. 
òWhat in the Goddessõs name is going on here?ó she 

demanded. 
She received no answer through the din of shouts. Stepping 

forward, and avoiding another flying egg, Billie turned and looked 
up at the shop. 

A huge sign hung from the top, over The Magical Pentacle sign. 
Billieõs eyes widened for a moment in horror, then narrowed 

again as the identity of the prankster became clear to her. 
òOh, goddess damn her!ó 

H 
 

Liam 
 
Briar couldnõt stop grinning as she told me. 
I winced. I guess I should expect another visit from Wilhelmina soon. 
òAnd then I started a rumour that they performed abortions 

there so that theyõd have babies to sacrifice to their dark horned 
god.ó 
òYou realize that by saying these things, youõre hurting the 

Wiccan community as a whole? Including me?ó 
She looked genuinely confused. òSo?ó 
òBriarñó 
òOh, whine whine, love and light, blah blah. You should 

come to the dark side already.ó 
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òYes,ó said the Asian guy who had been hanging around her 
a lot. He came up beside us with a platter of chocolate chip 
cookies. òWe have cookies. Join us.ó 
Briar took one and bit into it. òVegan friendly. Hell, theyõre 

even made with carob.ó 
I grudgingly took a cookie. òSo you really think all this,ó I 

swept my free hand in the direction of some of the tents, òwill 
make a difference? That weõll make enough money today to pay 
for the bills?ó 
òProbably not,ó Briar admitted. òBut we have a plan, donõt 

we, Sebastian?ó 
òYes,ó the guy said. òThis will hopefully increase your 

customer base. Generate some interest. And if you can take a 
chunk of money to your landlord, that might buy you more time. 
And youõd be showing a profit, which would increase the 
likelihood of getting a loan from that guy at the bank.ó 
òYou mean the guy stalking Lilith?ó I said. 
òHe isnõt stalking her,ó Briar said. òYou two shouldnõt be so 

dramatic.ó 
òHeõs been two feet away from her for the past hour.ó I 

nodded to where Lilith stood with a clipboard outside of the 
tarot booth, where admittedly I was supposed to be doing 
readings. Not far away from her, waiting in the line with others 
waiting for their cards read, stood a man in a suit whom we all 
surmised was from the bank. Iõd seen him pay an extra twenty 
dollars to attend, and heõd attempted to approach Lil ever since 
he arrived. She, of course, ignored him, but that could be due to 
other distractions... 

Which included her mother running an actual kissing booth. 
Maura Mare could have been the sort of woman youõd 

almost mistake for Lilithõs older sister. Her eyes crinkled when 
she smiled, and a few silvery strands sparkled among the light 
brown hair at her temples, but with a seductive smile and an air 
of youth around her, most would think her to be under forty. She 
wore her ageñwhich could have been approaching a century for 
all I knewñquite well. 

She wore a simple lacy tank top and pair of jeans, soft hair 
grazing her shoulders. The makeshift booth had been hastily 
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prepared just after she arrived when half a dozen young men 
offered. I blushed to recall that even Iõd jumped in, but there 
really was no denying who Maura was. One look in your 
direction, and you felt yourself drawn to her. Lilith could do the 
same thing, I supposed, if she ever felt inclined. I was rather glad 
she didnõt, as I wasnõt sure I could deal with that day after day. 

Lilith chewed at her bottom lip and watched the line up of 
boys and men, all ready with a ten dollar bill in hand for a brief 
kiss. A sign proclaimed Maura a òrealó succubus, and surprisingly, 
no one had once questioned it. Or perhaps not surprisingly. 
Demons walking around was hardly common knowledge, but for 
the carnival goers, it seemed to be just part of the fun of the day. 

Lil caught my eye and promptly stomped over. I knew what 
was coming, and walked to meet her, face resigned. 
òYouõre supposed to be doing tarot readings,ó she said 

immediately. 
òOn my way now,ó I replied. 
òDo me one more favour, and Iõll replace you at the booth 

with Briar sooner rather than later.ó 
I halted my step to hear the conditions of that promise. 
òTell him that it will never work out and he should leave me 

alone.ó 
òMaybeñó 
òI donõt care if heõs a nice guy,ó she cut in. òIõm not 

interested.ó 
With a sigh, I nodded, and prepared to let him down as easily 

as I could. I didnõt like the idea of manipulating the cards, but if it 
meant I had to do fewer readings...Iõd agree to just about 
anything. 

H 
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Lilith  
 
òYou should have kept the money as cash longer,ó Briar said 

as we walked back to the shop after depositing the money we had 
raised into the bank. òI like the cash part.ó 
òYou sound like Anya,ó I mumbled. 
òWho?ó 
Of course, Briar never watched TV. I wasnõt sure if she even 

had cable. Urban fantasy fiction was my guilty pleasure that I 
rarely mentioned, but perhaps the positive outcome of the day 
had my tongue slightly looser. òA T.V. show character,ó I said 
instead. 
òYou need to get out more.ó 
òMaybe we all do,ó Liam said, a slight smile tugging on the 

corner of his lips. 
òCanõt,ó Briar said. òIõm meeting Sebastian. We have to 

gather stuff for his spells that Iõm doing on Thursday.ó 
Liam glanced my way as we stepped up to the shop door. 

òShall we go out and celebrate anyway?ó 
My mother would have been thrilled at the prospect of me 

doing so, Iõm sure, which made me initially hesitate. At last, 
however, I smiled and nodded. òWhy not?ó 

I slid the key into the lock to open the door, only to realize it 
was already unlocked. My fingers paused on the door handle for a 
moment, then I turned it and pulled the door open. The bell 
jingled. 

The sight of Madam Curio in the shop startled me for a 
moment. We hadnõt expected her in, and Iõd closed the place 
down for the evening. 

I strode inside with a smile on my face for once, Briar and 
Liam at my heels. We still had troubles, true, but for the first time 
in two weeks, I felt a glimmer of hope. 

Madam Curio frowned for a moment when we reached her 
at the counter, her brows pulled into a thoughtful crease. òWere 
you supposed to be in earlier?ó 
òWe were busy today,ó I said. òWe had a psychic carnival, 

remember? To raise money for the shop?ó 
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òOh!ó She smiled, though I sensed she didnõt have the 
vaguest idea of what I spoke. òOf course. How did it go?ó 
òAwesome!ó Briar said as she pulled herself onto the stool in 

front of the counter. òWe made a killing!ó 
òI think we raised a lot of awareness,ó I said. 
òBut the money is so much better than that!ó Briar said, eyes 

bright. She snatched the bank deposit receipt from my grasp. 
òLook at all those digits! We raised almost three thousand 
dollars!ó 
òItõs not enough to cover all the expenses,ó Liam said. òBut 

itõs enough toñó 
òPay me back.ó 
We all looked to our left in the direction of the familiar sharp 

voice. 
òAlicia?ó Briar blurted out. òWho let the Wicked Witch in?ó 
òOh, she called and asked me to meet her at the shop,ó 

Madam Curio said with a smile. òTo get her loan.ó 
òLoan?ó I repeated. I reached out to grasp the edge of the 

counter as the heavy weight of dread descended upon me.  
òYeah,ó Alicia said. òShe took a three thousand dollar loan 

from me six months ago to pay for store supplies.ó  
òBut...ó I glanced to the receipt in Briarõs hand. òBut we 

need this. To save the store. We just spent all day workingñó 
Aliciaõs gaze fixed on me. I expected to see venom in the 

depths of her eyes with what she was doing to us now, but it 
wasnõt there. No, she wasnõt trying to be mean, she just...she 
didnõt care.  
òItõs important to pay off loans,ó she said. 
òWell, too fucking bad,ó Briar said. òYou can wait õtil after 

the landlord gets his. Weõre not sending you any money, soñó 
Alicia pulled a piece of paper from her pocket and waved it 

at us. òI already have my cheque. At least now I know it wonõt 
bounce, so...thanks for that.ó 

 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Ten : 
Stalkerish  

 

Briar 
 

òIõm glad you warned me to wear something crappy. Iõm 
going to have to burn these clothes when weõre done.ó 

I looked at Sebastian across the trash heap between us and 
grinned. òYou should never doubt your hoodoo spellcaster.ó 
òWe should put that on a T-shirt.ó 
òWould you wear it?ó 
òAbsolutely.ó 
We sat in a dumpster behind Noelleõs building. Yes, itõs as 

glamorous as it sounds.  
I grasped a dark green plastic bag in my hands and yanked a 

hole in the side. Reaching inside with one gloved hand, I felt 
around until found some paper. I yanked it out and glanced at the 
name. Nope, wrong place. 

With one heave, I threw the bag over my shoulder, and then 
I went to the next. 
òWhat if stuff is under the guyõs name?ó Sebastian asked. 
I figured he was looking for a reason to get out of the 

dumpster, but no way would I be doing that kind of job by 
myself. òWe hope thatõs not the case.ó 

The evening had been rather tense every since that bitch 
Alicia took our money. Iõm not sure if anyone had really believed 
that three thousand dollars would make much of a difference, 
but...we hoped. And now it was all gone. I wanted to throttle 
Madam Curio. I think Liam was ready to throw his òan it harm 
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noneó rule out the window too and just go totally nuts on 
everyone. But it was Lilith who calmly tried to reason with 
Madam. Can we cancel the cheque? Can she just speak to Alicia 
about replacing it with a post dated one? Can we re-borrow three 
thousand dollars? 
Oh, itõll all work out. Hearing those words said with Madamõs 

usual vague, confused smile just drove me over the edge. I left 
the office, went home to change, and then sat at the coffee shop 
across from Sebastianõs building for three hours until he arrived 
to meet me for our nightly stalking of Noelle. 

We were fucked. Completely and utterly. We had...what...a 
week and a half left? Something like that. I was too angry and 
upset to count the days anymore. The economy was shit and 
unemployment was on the riseñwhere the hell would I get a new 
job? I sucked at everything but hoodoo, and even that was 
looking a little weak. 
Iõd have to give up my apartment. No doubt about it. So Iõd 

probably end up having to move in with one of the other two 
unemployed people I knew, and maybe combined weõd afford 
somewhere to live. Of course, those two people were Liam and 
Lilith. Liam and I would probably kill one another within a 
weekend. Well, Iõd likely win õcause Iõd play dirty. 

So then there was...Lilith. Lilith who would probably unleash 
her demonic powers and kill me the first time I left a towel on 
the bathroom floor. 
òBriar?ó 
I looked up as I realized Sebastian stared at me. 
òHuh?ó 
òDid you find anything?ó 
òOh. Right.ó Better start focusing on the job I currently do have. I 

rifled through the trash in front of me. òNothing here.ó The 
other bag slumped onto the pile behind me when I threw it over 
my shoulder. 
òIõm a little worried,ó he said as he went through papers in 

the bag in front of him. 
òWhy? õCause Iõm a failure and will never get you back 

together with your girlfriend?ó 
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òNo...õcause I canõt smell anything anymore.ó He scrunched 
up his nose and breathed in deeply. òThat probably means I now 
smell like what Iõm sitting in, right?ó 
òUh...probably.ó 
òAnd all õcause you had the brilliant idea to put us in a 

dumpster. Why are we doing this again?ó 
òBecause you didnõt have the foresight to be creepy and keep 

your girlfriendõs hair.ó 
òSo you thought we should be creepy and steal her garbage?ó 
òItõs not stealing. Itõs now public property.ó 
òSays who?ó 
òA discussion on a hoodoo message board. Keep looking. 

Stop arguing.ó 
òYes boss.ó 
I neglected to point out that since he was doing the paying, 

he was technically the boss. 
òSo I guess all this isnõt that bad.ó 
òWhat? Sitting in garbage and...going through garbage?ó 
òWell, at least weõre having fun.ó 
Saints, this guy is weird. 
òIõm sorry you had a bad day after all the carnival stuff went 

so well.ó 
I sighed and ceased the busy work of sorting trash for a 

moment. òThanks. Iõm sorry the money your company donated 
went to that conniving bitch.ó 
òThanks. You know, if you ever need help doing this kind of 

thingñdigging through garbage, or stalking, that isñto cast 
spells on your ex-boyfriend, Iõll help out.ó 
òWill you be charging me as much as Iõm charging you?ó 
Sebastian grinned. òHalf as much.ó 
òYouõre too kind.ó 
Several minutes passed with just the crinkling of plastic bags 

and occasional hacking as we ran into something rotting and 
gross. 
òOh! I recognize this!ó 
òWhat?ó I dropped the stack of junk mail in my hands and 

leaned forward. I caught a whiff of something awful over to the 
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left, suggesting that we couldnõt smell that bad yet ourselves if 
olfactory fatigue hadnõt totally set in. 
òThis.ó He held up a make-up case. Leopard print. Broken 

zipper and a little worn. Smelled awful, like bad perfume, which 
was really saying something about how awful it was considering 
we sat in a fucking dumpster. 
òItõs hers?ó 
òDefinitely. Sheõs had it for years. See?ó He turned it over 

and pointed out a little tear in the side. òThis is hers.ó 
I grabbed the large Ziploc bag from the set we had sitting in 

a pile beside us and Sebastian dropped the make-up bag into it. I 
tossed the package over the edge of the dumpster onto the 
pavement. 
òRemember,ó I said as he rifled through the bag. òYou may 

find things you donõt like in there. Sheõs seeing someone else...so 
sheõs probably sleeping with someone else. Soñó 
òOh god...ó He dropped the bag. Resting his back on the 

side of the dumpster, his eyes rolled back and he frowned. 
òWhat?ó 
He didnõt answer me. 
òUm, hello? Bueller? Anyone there?ó 
òIn the bag...ó 
He found something like condoms or something. I tried to warn him, 

but of course he wasnõt prepared. òDonõt fall apart. Itõs okayñó 
òYou donõt understand.ó His attention returned to the 

garbage bag, where he pulled out a few broken glasses and an 
empty jam jar. òTheyõre not recycling. I canõt believe this. I used 
to tell her how important it was to not overwhelm our landfills 
andñó 

I grabbed the damn bag and started going through it myself. 
òYouõre so lame.ó 

We collected some of her cigarette butts and some bits of 
hair from the bottom of another bag. Not my favourite way to 
get that kind of stuff, but it had to be done. 

We also found a few shorter, strawberry blond hairs. I 
bagged those as wellñwould likely be the new boyfriendõs. We 
didnõt have a name yet, which kinda bugged me, but Sebastian 
wanted the focus on Noelle. Any mention of getting photos or 
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something of the new guy left my client looking like a kicked 
puppy. 
òWe donõt need anything else?ó Sebastian asked as I stood 

on shaky trash bags and hopped over the side back onto the 
pavement. 
òThis should be good,ó I said. I was still pretty pissed off 

about Alicia and ready to pour all my anger into the most badass 
breakup spell I could conjure up. 

H 
 

Lilith  
 
òYou really donõt have to stay the night,ó I said, even as I 

tucked the bed sheet around the cushions on the couch for my 
mother to sleep on. No sooner had I stood and reached for the 
folded quilt when she flopped down on the neatly made make-
shift bed and stretched out. The sheet pulled at the corners a bit 
and one of the throw pillows fell to the floor. A mess already. 

Remote control in hand, she immediately began surfing the 
television channels. 

I knelt to pick the pillow up, but Bill rushed over and 
promptly took a seat on the middle of it, gazing up at me 
lovingly. A low purr came steadily from his throat.  
òAs if I actually put that there for you,ó I mumbled as I 

stood straight again. 
òHmm?ó my mother glanced at me briefly. 
òNothing. Need anything?ó 
òNothing at all, dear. Why donõt you call your boyfriend?ó 
I bit back a response. Sheõd seen Scott McLean, from the 

bank, gazing at me for most of the afternoon at the carnival, and 
now had some sort of delusion that we were either involved or 
had recently broken up. Iõd grown tired of arguing, and instead 
headed for the bathroom to shower. 
My entire body ached, as did my mind. Weõd worked so hard 

all day...and I was out of ideas. When I told my mother what had 
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happened, she first suggested that we head to a bar and pick up 
some men. After I nixed that idea, she mentioned how sheõd 
spoken quite a bit with the man who owned the vegan café, who 
did the carnival catering, and how we could probably òscore 
some weedó from them. 

I also declined that offer. 
I stood in the hot water for at least fifteen minutes. I would 

have stayed longer, but didnõt want the hot water to run out 
completely in case my mother wanted take a bath later. Not 
feeling the least bit refreshed, I stepped into the steamy bathroom 
and shut off the water. 
My motherõs voice, muted through the walls, sounded from 

the living room. 
With a frown, I swiftly dried off and wrapped myself in a 

thick, terrycloth robe. Please donõt let her have actually invited any men 
here... 

I padded out of the bathroom and toward the living room. 
Bill immediately ran towards me so that he could run circles 
around my legs and nearly trip me as I walked. 

My mother, still on the couch, had the phone to her ear, and 
she laughed into the receiver. I sighed with relief; at least she 
didnõt have anyone there. 
òOh!ó Momõs dark brown eyes, burning with that spark I 

always saw when she saw or spoke to any human with a òyó 
chromosome, glanced up at me. A slow smile spread across her 
lips. òSheõs right here.ó With a long, deliberately slow gesture, she 
extended her arm and held the phone in my direction. òItõs for 
you.ó 

Please let it be Liam. I accepted the phone. òHello?ó 
òMs. Mareñó 
I recognized that voice all too well. And I snapped. òMr. 

Mclean, unless youõre calling to give us a bank loan for the shop, 
I donõt want to hear from you.ó 
òButñó 
òI have told you, repeatedly, that Iõm not interested in your 

advances, and this is bordering on harassment.ó 
òBut I only meant toñó 



Skyla Dawn Cameron 

76 

òI am not interested in speaking with you unless it is in a 
totally professional manner and Iõm seriously considering 
phoning the police at this point.ó 
òBut Iñó 
òWhat?ó 
There was a pause of silence on the other line. It suddenly 

registered with my brain exactly what my mouth had been saying, 
and I felt my face blush at the thought. I never lost my cool like 
that. Never. What was wrong with me? 

Just as I opened my mouth to apologize, he continued. 
òI just wanted to let you know how lovely the carnival was 

today,ó he said. 
I am such an idiot. òThank you,ó I said softly. 
òAnd that you looked absolutely stunningñare you free 

nextñó 
I hung up immediately, then spun to face my mother. 
òYouõll never get a boyfriend with that attitude,ó she said, not 

taking her eyes from the television. 
òHow did he get my home phone number?ó 
òI gave it to him. Today.ó 
òYou...what? You gave my number to a complete stranger? 

A stalker?ó 
òHe seemed...nice.ó 
I couldnõt bear to even continue the conversation. Instead, I 

stormed to my bedroom and closed the door behind me. Just in 
case she got the idea to try to speak to me again, I turned the lock 
in the knob to keep her out. 

The mattress sank beneath me as I sat down and switched 
on the bedside light. What an awful day. We had worked so 
hard...and all for nothing. The store would close. Perhaps I could 
get another job somewhere...a library, or a bookstore. That might 
be nice. I could work at cataloguing things. Somewhere...away 
from the public. Such a shame that there probably wasnõt a library 
night shift. 

Bill leapt onto the bed beside me and walked across my lap, 
purring. I absently reached out to stroke his back.  
òAnd what am I going to do about this mess, Bill?ó I asked. 

Generally I wasnõt the sort of person who spoke aloud to my cat, 
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but perhaps I ought to add, òcrazy cat ladyó to my list of things 
making a bad day worse. òMr. Mclean from the bank wonõt leave 
me alone. The store is going to close. My mother is driving me 
mad. And...ó And I have to admitñoccasionally, a boyfriend would be 
nice. òAnd I often wish I wasnõt alone.ó 

Bill promptly left my lap, walked across the bed, and went 
towards the window. He gave me a look that suggested he 
expected me to open it for him. 

With a sigh, I reached over and complied, and watched him 
wander along the ledge and off into the night. 
Whatõs it say about me when even my cat wonõt stick around? 

 
 

 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Eleven : 
Inside Man  

 

Wilhelmina Raven aka Billie Humphrey 
 

Billie tapped her long, purple-painted fake nails on the 
counter. 
òYou shouldnõt let it get to you,ó Stone said. 
She glared at him. Who asked his opinion anyway? òShut 

up.ó 
òWe didnõt really lose any business.ó 
òThatõs not the point.ó Her fingers coiled into a fist. òShe 

canõt do this kind of thing and get away with it.ó  
òI donõt seeñó 
Her glare silenced him. Of course Stone didnõt get it. He 

didnõt get anything. Sheõd never met anyone who seemed as out 
of the loop and apathetic as he did. She couldnõt wait until 
Quentin fired and replaced him. Stupid kid with a stupid name. A 
far better candidate was in lineñalmostñto work at the store. 
Sheõd fire Stone personally when the opportunity arose. 
òLet me tell you a little story,ó she said. 
Stone shrugged. òSure.ó 
òOnce upon a time there was a beautiful princess with lovely 

red hair and a constant smile. She went to high school in a quiet 
little community north of the city. She was very good and 
volunteered to help disabled children and everyone loved her. 
Senior year, all the princess wanted was to be class president. 
Sheõd been campaigning all summer. She had posters and 
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cupcakes and everyone ready to vote for her. It was the best 
campaign the school had ever seen. 
òAnd then an evil, wicked fairy in tenth grade told the whole 

school she was a witch. This was a predominantly Christian town. 
And what do you think happened? The princess lost. She never 
got to be class president. She lost to some other kid who 
immigrated from Pakistan and barely spoke English!ó 
òYou hate Briar Malik because she outted you in high 

school?ó 
òItõs just a story.ó 
òWhat was that...like...ten years ago?ó 
Twelve, but whoõs counting. 
òThe point,ó Billie said, òis that she is determined to ruin 

me.ó 
òShe canõt have any real power, right? I mean, even if she 

did, itõs all going to come back to her threefold.ó 
Not once, in her entire career as a rather successful witch, 

had Billie ever believed that anything at all came to anyone 
threefold. Sheõd go through the emotions and say the prayers 
with her covenñas any good high priestess wouldñbut she 
didnõt believe that part. òIõm doubtful about that.ó 
òKarma will get her. Donõt worry about it.ó 
Stupid kid. òIõll get her.ó 
òAnd her little dog too?ó 
òNo. And her whole damn shop.ó 
òAnd how are you going to do that?ó 
òEasy.ó She took a sip of her herbal tea. òI have an ôinside 

manõ so to speak.ó 

H 
 

Briar 
 
òAre dark spells supposed to be fun, or am I just twisted?ó 

Sebastian asked. 
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òUm...ó I pretended to think it over, but couldnõt keep back 
a smile. Some days I really sucked at lying. òNo, the dark stuff is 
indeed awesome.ó Lemons, Goofer dust, Break-Up condition oil, 
and a divorce candle, among other things. Good times. Allows a 
person to get really creative, and Sebastian seemed to dig it as 
well. I couldnõt wait to get to doing something bad to Noelleõs 
new boyfriendñused motor oil on a doll baby is most bad ass. 
òSo yeah, for once, youõre not twisted. Either that or we 

both are.ó I turned the key and locked up the shop. 
òI think that might be it, actually.ó Sebastian leaned against 

the shop window and grinned at me. òDefinitely. Weõre both 
twisted. Makes for good team work.ó 
òTrue. Very few people would sit in a dumpster with me.ó 

And thatõs the truth. 
òAbsolutely any time.ó 
I yawned. òSaints, Iõm tired. We should hit a bar.ó 
òEven though youõre tired?ó 
òYes.ó 
òAnd even though we smell?ó 
I breathed in deeply. Couldnõt smell anything anymore, 

which was definitely a bad signñI was used to our horrible 
odour. òOh. Right. Yeah, still. A karaoke bar. Maybe weõll scare 
them off and get free beer.ó 
Sebastian frowned. òI really think I should shower. I mean, I 

would, butñó 
òItõs okay.ó I felt a twinge of colour rush to my cheeks and 

started backtracking. I shouldnõt be going to a bar with him 
anywayñhe wasnõt a friend, he was a client. Duh, Briar. òI really 
should sleep anyway.ó 
òMaybe we couldñò 
òGimme a call later this week,ó I said, continuing backwards 

and hoping that it was actually the direction of my apartment. 
òWeõll discuss more work stuff. Gõnight!ó I took off as quickly as 
I could and didnõt look back. 

Well, that was embarrassing, was my first thought, but then I 
felt stupid for feeling awkward in the first place. I really needed 
some sleep. 
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H 
 

Scott Mclean 
 
A woman with light brown hair passed in front of one of the 

windows. 
Scott squinted, as if that would help him see better. He 

wasnõt sure what apartment belonged to Lilith Mare. He had the 
number, sure, but without being in the building, he couldnõt tell 
for sure which was hers. 

It might have been stupid to be out there, but he missed 
seeing her. Just one glance was worth being arrested. The other 
woman heõd been speaking toñLilithõs older sister, Maurañhad 
encouraged him. Said that Lilith needed a boyfriend. That she 
should get out more. And he was more than willing to oblige, if... 

...if she stopped hanging up on him. 
Scott paced back and forth. He should maybe try calling 

again. Sure, it was...he glanced at his watch. Two-thirty in the 
morning. Jesus, heõd been out there for hours. Scott reached for 
his cell phone...oh, but he didnõt want to wake her up. She might 
be awake, sure, if that girl he kept seeing in the window was her, 
but if it wasnõt...he wouldnõt be winning her favour by waking her 
up in the middle of the night. 

If only I knew what apartment was hers. He glanced down at the 
bouquet in hand. Twelve long stem roses. He had been hoping to 
drop them off but she wouldnõt take his call. It was the second 
bouquet heõd purchased in the past weekñthe other one went to 
waste when he couldnõt convince her to go out with him. 

But perhaps he still could give this one to her... 
Scott jogged across the street to peer inside the apartment 

buildingõs front door. A security lock and a buzzer. Damn. He 
stepped back to think about it for a moment. Maybeñ 

A hand violently grabbed him by the collar of his jacket. 
Before he could turn, the figure behind him shoved him into the 
alley next to the building. 
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Scott stumbled a few steps, then turned to see a tall, broad 
figure approach. The other manõs steps were slow, deliberate, and 
menacing. 
òH-hereñó Scott fumbled for his wallet, and then tossed it 

in front of him. òTake all my m-moneyñitõs yours.ó 
The man approaching him stepped directly over the wallet.  
òPlease, donõt hurtñó 
The man snatched Scott up by his collar and thrust him 

against the brick wall. Cold hazel eyes glared at him, and the 
yellow streetlights gave them an eerie amber glow. 
òYou will walk across the street, get in your car, and never 

come here again,ó the assailant said, his voice calm and detached. 
òYou will forget her phone number, her addressñeven her 
name.ó 
Scott paled, but he tried to regain his composure. òI-I donõt 

know what you meanñò 
He yelped as he was pushed against the brick once more. 
òThis is the last time youõll hear it. Lilith Mare. Stay the hell 

away from her. Youõre not wanted here. Understand?ó 
Weakly, Scott nodded. 
The stranger let him go. Scott ran from the scene, past the 

flowers heõd dropped when being attacked, and even forget his 
wallet. 

H 
The stranger watched the other man drive away, tires 

squealing down the empty street. With a sigh, he lifted the 
bouquet, dusted them off, and tossed Scottõs card in a nearby 
garbage can. He wouldnõt leave them at her apartmentñthat 
might scare her if she thought some stalker knew where she lived. 
Instead, he walked to Kensington Market and left a single rose in 
the door handle of various shopsñincluding one at Curio Killed 
the Cat. Perhaps that would brighten her day without frightening 
her.  

And if an unwanted visitor tried to contact her 
again...perhaps a stronger warning would be in order. 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Twelve : 
Joining the Dark Side  

 

Sara Gosling 
 

Iõve had this diary for like ever, because my mom gave it to 
me on my twelfth birthday but then told me not to use it to keep 
secrets because Jesus doesnõt like secrets and they make him cry, 
and my brother would probably read it anyway, so I always keep 
it in my dresser drawer. And then I was pretty sure I saw Jesus at 
that evil Satanist store, so I thought that if he was a Satanist, he 
probably wouldnõt mind me keeping a diary with secrets, because 
secrets are totally not as bad as being a Satanist...unless your 
secret is that youõre a Satanist, but if Jesus is one, it canõt be that 
evil... 

Oh my I-canõt-say-the-Lordõs-name-in-vain, I couldnõt 
believe how totally confusing it was. Like, it was more confusing 
than trying to figure out how dinosaurs fit into creationism 
because I believed that the Bible was true, but wouldnõt someone in 
Genesis mention really, really big lizards eating people? Oh, I 
once drew this picture in Sunday school when I was, like, five 
years old, and it had Adam riding on a Tyrannosaurus Rex in the 
Garden of Eden, and my teacher got upset because she said it 
was blasphemous and my mom grounded me for a whole week. 

So anyway, I brought my special diary with me when we 
went to evil store to protest because I thought I could write my 
observations about Jesus while I was there. I didnõt want that 
stuff in my school notebook because someone might see it and 
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Iõd probably get expelled or forced to volunteer to read to 
homeless people or something. 

No one was protesting that day because there was a prayer 
meeting at the school, so I went all by myself and took the TTC. 
I had to take one of those buses where there was a sign on the 
side that said all Christians should die or whatever those Richard 
Dawkins worshippers had put on buses, and doesnõt it seem kind 
of weird that his name is Dawkins and heõs totally in love with 
Darwin? I have this theory that Iõm going to use for my 
independent study unit in science next year that all evil people 
who deny Godõs divine word have last names that start with Da 
and have a w in the middle and an in at the end. There are two 
examples right there. There totally have to be more. Itõs probably 
in the Bible or something. 

The Satanist store was really quiet when I got thereñthey 
had like no customers, which is strange because the devil really 
should be able to tempt people into evil a little bit better. But then 
I thought that maybe all the prayer I did made the customers see 
the light and go spend their money at church bake sales instead, 
and I felt totally bad because that meant people were now 
ignoring Jesus! 

A little bell rang when I went in the shop. I got this really 
bad feeling in my stomach like I ate way too many rice crispy 
squares and had to lay on the couch and not go to school for a 
few days like a week ago when I had an English test. 

Some evil woman was sleeping at the counter. She had a 
tattoo and stuff and I thought that her skin would probably burn 
if I put a cross on it or something, but I ignored her õcause I 
could just try doing that later.  

At the back of the room was an office where I thought they 
probably did their sacrifices and stuff so that they wouldnõt get 
blood on the customers up front. The door was open a bit and I 
peeked inside really quietly.  

And I saw him. 
An aura of light and beauty and holiness surrounded him! He 

was frowning at the open book on the desk in front of him, but it 
was the most glorious scowl I had ever seen, and I thought that 
he probably looked totally hot up on the cross even when he was 
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upset and dying because some guys are just that beautiful no 
matter what, and of course Jesus would be one of them. If I was 
Godñalthough itõs a total sin to think soñI would so totally 
make my son majorly hot. 
I didnõt know what to say to him. I mean, I prayed all the 

time, but itõs not like you could say something like that in real life. 
Dear Jesus, I am a wicked sinner for letting that boy touch my arm last 
summer at the beach. Please forgive me. Love Sara. No way was I saying 
that out loud! Iõd die of embarrassment and probably go to hell 
for seeming like such a lame-o in front of the Son of God. 
òWhat are you doing?ó 
I jumped a little and hiccupped. That happens sometimes 

when I get startled. Clutching the diary to my chest, I turned 
around and backed up. I thought maybe it was the girl from the 
counter, but I saw her still sleeping there. Then I saw a really, 
really tall...I donõt know if it was a guy or a girl. It was probably a 
hermaphrodite or something ungodly like that. It was very tall, 
like a boy, but with girly features and black make-up. 

Jesus always surrounded himself with weirdos in the Bible, I thought. 
I bet that other girl is a hooker like Mary Magdalene. Itõs so stupid that 
people think they were married. Jesus wouldnõt marry a hookerñheõd marry 
someone like me. I bet a honeymoon with the Son of God would be 
completely awesome. Better than Edward and Bellaõs. I so wanted 
to give Jesus my virginity. 
òYou canõt be back here,ó said the hermaphrodite. 
òYouõre back here.ó 
òThatõs because I almost kind of work here. Sort of.ó 
òYouõre lying. I can tell. A dark aura of lies surround you, 

you lying...liar.ó 
òYou still canõt be back here. Liam wonõt like it.ó 
òWhoõs Liam?ó 
The hermaphrodite pointed to the office behind me, where 

Jesus worked. 
òJesus is using the name Liam?ó I asked, though I donõt 

know why I expected the heathen to know what I meant. 
òHeõs not Jesus.ó 
òHe looks like him.ó 
òNo, he doesnõt.ó 
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òHow would you even know what Jesus looks like?ó I said. 
òYouõre a devil-worshipper.ó 
òI am not!ó 
òAre too!ó 
òGuys!ó the tattooed hooker called with her head still on the 

counter. òIõm trying to get some sleep.ó 
òShe started it,ó the whiney boy-girl abomination 

complained. 
The hooker pointed across the room. òAlly, go water the 

plants.ó 
With a final glare at me, òAllyó walked away. 
I glanced back into the office. Liam/Jesus was still reading 

something. I wanted to rush in and tell him how much I loved his 
fatherõs book and how he was way cuter than the guys who 
played him in the movies, but that would probably have been 
such a newbie mistake. Instead, I went to the prostitute. 
òCan you tell me what you do here?ó I asked 
She opened her eyes and studied me for a moment. òI canõt 

tell you unless you pay.ó 
I usually got an allowance for keeping my grades up and 

doing housework, so I had my little brother Josh do it for me, 
õcause if he didnõt do it, Iõd tell Mom and Dad about the Sears 
lingerie catalogue he had stashed under his mattress.  

I handed the hooker twenty dollars and hoped she wasnõt 
going to start undressing or something. 

H 
 

Lilith  
 

òWho is that girl staring at Liam?ó 
Briar glanced over her shoulder, then turned back to me with 

a grin. òThatõs Sara.ó 
òShe looks familiar.ó 
òSheõs a protester.ó 
òOne of the ones from outside...?ó 
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òYup.ó 
òWhatõs she doing in here?ó I felt the colour drain from my 

face. òSheõs not planting a bomb, is she?ó 
òI kinda wish she wouldñthen we could collect the 

insurance money.ó 
òBriar!ó 
òYeah, okay, I knowñthat was harsh. So she shows up here 

this morning and started nosing around, arguing with Ally. I think 
she has a thing for Liam.ó 
òA ôthingõ?ó 
òYeah. Like a crush. Only not a normal crush...ó Briar 

straightened her back, clasped my upper arms in her hands, and 
looked me directly in the eye. òOkay, Lil, prepare yourself for 
this. Are you ready?ó 
òReady for what, pray tell?ó 
Briar took a deep breath. òShe thinks heõs Jesus.ó She let go 

of me abruptly and burst out laughing. 
I crossed my arms at me chest. òReally, Briarñó 
òFor reals! She totally thinks heõs Jesus, Son of God, Christ.ó 
òAnd you did tell her he wasnõt, right?ó 
òOf course not. She gave me twenty bucks. I think we can 

convince more of her richy friends to come by and drop some 
dough. I havenõt yet decided if Iõll tell her Jesus is here to save us 
from our wicked ways, or because heõs so disillusioned with the 
world that he wants to join the dark side.ó 
òI really donõt want to hear about this anymore.ó I walked 

past Liam at the counter and went into the office.  
Briar followed. òLiam doesnõt know, of courseñheõs just 

ignoring her like he does everyone who isnõt from his coven. So 
donõt tell him.ó 
I wouldnõt even begin to know where to start that 

conversation, so suffice to say I had no intention of informing 
Liam of his growing fan club. òHow did everything go with 
Sebastian last night?ó 
òHuh?ó 
I glanced up at her and she had a deer in the headlights look 

to her face, sparking my curiosity. òYou had another spell to do 
last night, didnõt you?ó 
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òOh.ó Her shoulders relaxed and face softened slightly, then 
she shrugged casually. òOf course.  We sat in a dumpster and 
looked for his ex-girlfriendõs trash. It was very classy. I showered 
about sixteen times afterward.ó 
òAh. Anything else?ó 
òHowõs your mom?ó she said instead. 
Clever tactic. She definitely didnõt want to talk if she was 

bringing up my mother, but I played along because, truthfully, 
having a parent around my apartment constantly had grown 
tiresome. I welcomed the chance to complain. 
òSheõs offered every bit of advice on everything you can 

possible imagine.ó 
òThat bad, huh?ó 
òRemember Mr. Mclean? From the bank?ó 
òYou mean your boyfriend?ó she quipped with a grin. 
I held my tongue to keep from snapping back. òShe gave 

him my phone number. He called my home.ó 
Briar frowned. òThatõs creepy.ó 
òI know. And I thought you were going to take care of him? 

Use a Cut and Clear?ó 
òHey, did you see the rose someone left?ó she said to change 

the subject. 
Iõll take that as a ònoó on my spell. 
Briar lifted a make-shift vaseña bottle of Dasani waterñ

from the desk that had a rose standing in it. 
I refused to take it when she held it toward me. òAnd I 

suppose Mr. Mclean left it?ó 
òI donõt think so. There were roses at the doors of a few of 

the stores this morning. I guess someone was trying to be nice.ó 
At last I did accept the flower, and lifted it so I could inhale 

the fragrance around the dark red petals. It was a sweet gesture, 
whoever did it. 
òSo your mom is driving you nuts, is she?ó Briar said. 
I sighed. òThere are...difficulties.ó 
òThatõs not very nice, dear.ó 
I tensed at the sound of my motherõs voice behind me. 

Dammit, Briar... 
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I didnõt need to turn aroundñmy mother joined us in the 
office and slipped her arm over my shoulder. òYouõre not going 
to say hello?ó 
òOn your way home already?ó I asked instead. 
òActually, I might be here a tad bit longer.ó 
òOh?ó I managed as my throat went dry. 
My motherõs face beamed. òYeah! Your boss called after you 

left. We had a nice chat. I thought it might be helpful to have a 
second succubus around. You know, to help the more masculine 
customers part with their money.ó 

Oh, no... 
She squeezed my shoulder. òWeõre going to be coworkers!ó 

H 
 

From the Diary NEW Chronicles of Jesus  
by Sara Gosling 

 

Dear Diary, 
Iyi ok ch]` I ^nkqcdp pdeo pk 

the store today because Iyi lnappu 
oqna pd]p epyo ckejc pk ^a s]u 
b]ikqo kj E^]u kn sd]paran epyo 
called after the rapture. I realized 
that I, Sara Gosling, have been 
Divinely Chosen to write everything 
that the New Lord Jesus Liam 
`kao. Ipyhh ^a...hega...Tda Nas NEW 
Testament. Or something. 
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Tk`]u, zLe]i,{ ]o da hegao pk ^a 
called, ate an organic peanut butter 
sandwich. He looked at me once and 
I totally melted like a Mars bar in 
pda ^]_goa]p kb iu ikiyo _]n, ^qp 
I _]jyp a]p pdkoa ]juikna ^a_]qoa 
last summer I gained three pounds 
and mom said she was going to send 
me to a special camp for fat girls, so 
now I usually just throw up every 
peia I a]p okiapdejc pd]pyo ikna 
than fifty -pdnaa _]hkneao. I `kjyp 
remember where I got the fifty -
three number from, but I bet it 
was like Oprah or Tyra or one of 
pdkoa _khkqna` odkso. Mki `kaojyp 
like me watching them but I think 
pd]p Iy` ^a n]_eop kn okiapdejc eb 
I `e`jyp ]j` I `kjyp s]jp Jaoqo pk 
get mad at me for not loving 
aranukja sdk eojyp hq_gu ajkqcd pk 
be white like me and him. 

The hermaphrodite is staring 
at me again. 
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Iyi lnappu oqna da/oda eo 
Lq_eban. Iyhh d]ra pk s]p_d dei/dan 
carefully... 

 
In Christian Love,  
Sara. 

 
 

H 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Thirteen : 
There ôs Something  

About Maura  
 

Briar 
 

Lilithõs mom was starting to drive even me nuts. 
I was the awesome one whom the guy customers usually 

spoke to! A man would walk into the store, Lil would scurry into 
the corner and only peek out to tell me to be nicer, and Iõd 
convince him to buy stuff or one of my spells. I could be all 
charming and shit like that, flash some cleavage, and theyõd spend 
money. Well, at least it worked that way when I was feeling 
ambitious, which happened once or twice a week. 

And then Maura comes along. 
Oh, it was a great idea, at first. She was working for free. Just 

wanted to help us out. I was all in favour of keeping my job, so I 
loved the idea. Less work for me, but the same money. Yay! 

And then it became The Maura Mare Show...starring Maura 
Mare and every guy who walked down the street. And in this 
lame show, I was like the wacky neighbour who never got any 
screen time. 

First, she wandered the shop and offered help to the nice 
boys who came in to pick up a blank Book of Shadows to 
impress their girlfriends, and she got them to buy another fifty 
dollars in stuff. I thought that was great, so I took a nap. 

Then I woke up to find her completely gone. And the store 
was empty. But, lo and behold, a bunch of people were standing 
outside the front door. I waited for half an hour, but they didnõt 



Curio Killed the Cat 

93 

go away, and no one came in, so I put on some shoes and went 
to investigate. 
Lilithõs mom was there. In a lawn chair. Wearing shades, 

getting a tan...and without a top on. 
I know itõs legal and all to go topless here, and I realize sheõs 

the MILF of the century, but I have to draw the line somewhere. 
No one was in the store buying stuffñthey were out gawking at 
her! Including Liam. Traitor. 

Someone complained to the policeñnot about the 
indecency thing, but due to the people blocking the sidewalk and 
part of the street. So she had to go back inside, and since we had 
the òNo Shirt, No Shoes, No Serviceó policy in effect at Curio 
Killed the Cat, she had no choice but to put her tube top back on. 

I, for one, was grateful for it. 

H 
 

Liam 
 
I canõt say I had any problem at all with Maura Mare working 

at the store. 
In fact, I suggested to Madam Curio that we were officially 

overstaffed, and that perhaps Briar could find work elsewhere. 
Then not only would she save money on the cost of a full time 
employeeñas Maura in turn would work for freeñbut we had 
the added bonus of bringing in higher profit due to more sales. 
Perhaps Maura could even work on the bank manager for 
another loan. 

And without Briar around, perhaps we could even keep 
regular customers. 
She said sheõll consider my proposal. Iõm hopeful sheõll 

remember. 

H 
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Lilith  
 
òHeõs cute.ó 
That had become my motherõs favourite phrase all my life. 
òIõm counting inventory,ó I said, ignoring whomever she 

seemed to think I should be dating this time in favour of staring 
at the same row of Black Cat Oil that Iõd been staring at for ten 
minutes. 
òItõs the same as it was an hour ago,ó my mother said as she 

plucked a bottle from the shelf and looked it over. òI donõt think 
anyone buys it. The new agers are probably turned off by the 
dead cats in them.ó 
òThey arenõt dead cats.ó I reached up with one hand to rub 

my temple. Another headache seemed on its way. 
òI think thatõs what they used to have in them. Thatõs what 

Legba told me, back in the day, but he was always making things 
up. Canõt trust a man to tell you the truth when heõs trying to get 
up your skirt. Heõll say anything to impress you. Not like I found 
dead cats impressive...ó 
òNo cats are harmed in the making of any of our oils, okay?ó 
òWhy is it called Black Cat Oil then, if you donõt have oil 

from black cats?ó 
òBecause it contains their hair.ó 
òWhy? What does it do?ó 
òWhy donõt you ask Briar? Sheõs the one who makes it.ó 
She set the bottle back on the shelf. òBecause sheõs talking to 

the cute guy.ó 
I looked over at last and sighed. òThatõs Sebastian. Heõs a 

client of hers.ó 
My motherõs eyes sparkled.  
I knew that look. I didnõt like it. òHeõs already spending a lot 

of money. Heõs off limits.ó 
òBut heõs so...very pretty. Exotic. I quite like Asian men.ó 
òThe fetishizing of an entire people is racist and deeply 

offensive, Mom.ó 
òYou take that humourless feminist thing way too seriously 

sometimes, dear. You need a date.ó 
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I rolled my eyes. òCan we not discuss this anymore, please? I 
have a headache.ó 
òYou didnõt eat today either.ó She frowned, all motherly 

concern suddenly. òIs something wrong?ó 
òWell, I might not have a job in another week, and I only 

have about three months of living expenses saved up with no 
future job prospects...ó And my mother living with me.  
òOh!ó Her eyes lit up again. òMaybe youõre sick because 

youõre pregnant!ó 
Of course she didnõt listen to a thing I said. òIõm not 

pregnant, Mom.ó 
òAnd you never will be until you get a date.ó 
òI just had the most fantastic idea!ó 
I glanced over my shoulder to see Briar approaching us. Part 

of me welcomed the reprieve, but I knew nothing good ever 
came from Briarõs òfantasticó ideas. 
òI thought maybe it might be a good idea to siphon off some 

customers from The Magical Pentacle. Like, without me putting a 
closed sign on their door or telling religious people that they 
perform abortions there.ó 
This canõt be a good idea, I thought, but before I could suggest 

that she take more positive tactics, my mother jumped in. 
òWhat were you thinking?ó 
Briar turned to face Mom and I was officially out of the 

conversation. Perhaps I can slip back into the office... 
òWell, I thought that they donõt have a succubus there 

working the customers, so you could head over and infiltrate. 
Pretend to be shopping, and then convince the other customers 
to come here and shop instead. What do you think? They always 
get way more traffic than we do.ó 
òExcellent idea!ó And without even consulting me, my 

mother was already out the door. 
òAre you sure that was a wise idea?ó I said. òWhat if 

Wilhelminañó 
òWe pulled double today what we usually do in a day,ó Briar 

said. òBesides, it got her to leave, right?ó She slung her arm over 
my shoulder and led me from the shelves. òYou can have a cup 
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of tea, relax, and weõll talk about doing that Cut and Clear on the 
bank guy, okay?ó 

Briar definitely had her moments of kindness, and I was 
infinitely grateful for it. 
 

 

H 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Fourteen : 
Legba and the King of Cups  

 

Briar 
 
We put a big, official òClosing Saleó sign on our front 

window. 
I couldnõt bear to do it. I whined and sobbed and tried to 

beg my way out of it. Lil and Liam took over for me, and I 
watched sadly. 

I was such a failure. Crappiest hoodoo chick ever. 
Sure, I grant that itõs hard to use magic to keep an entire 

business from closing down. At least by myself. Maybe if Liam 
had helped, it would have worked, but he couldnõt influence 
people because he was a whiny little bitch like that. Morality. 
Huh, that never did anything good for anyone. 
Weõd had a small increase in sales with Lilõs mom helping us, 

but not enough for the bank to justify giving us money. That 
meant we had to have a big final sale to pay off Madam Curioõs 
creditors and our own wages. 

The door opened and the bell rang. I glanced up and smiled 
as a familiar face I hadnõt seen in years came into the shop. 
He walked with a cane, but thatõs where the stereotypical 

image endedñhe wouldnõt dare wear a straw hat anymore, and I 
was pretty sure his suit was Armani.  
òMiss Briar Malik,ó he said in a deep voice that seemed to 

reverberate through the room with a Louisiana accent. 
òThey tearing down this place to build a crossroad?ó I said 

with a grin. 
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òJust passinõ through and thought Iõd greet you on the way 
by.ó 
òDonõt suppose you could make me...like...really skilled at 

marketing or something while youõre here, could you?ó 
Papa Legba shook his head and made a òtskó sound. òIf you 

want those kind of favours, Briar, you have to go through the 
proper channels.ó 

I frowned a little. So he wasnõt hanging around in Toronto to 
see me, and he wasnõt there to help. What the hell? Spirit like that 
shows up, with his kind of power...surely there had to be a reason. 
òSo is there something I can help you with?ó I asked. òWe 

have some nice Florida Water.ó 
He gave me a look that suggested he saw right through me. 
òWell, what am I supposed to say?ó I said with a sigh. òMy 

life sucks. I canõt get my boyfriend to come back and Iõm about 
to lose my job and...I just feel stuck.ó 

He gestured over his shoulder. òDidnõt I see a whole row of 
Road Opener over there?ó he drawled. 
òA stupid road opener isnõt going to helpñó 
òYou sound blocked, Briar. Maybe you can clear the blocks 

on this path, or maybe you need to try another directionñI donõt 
rightly know. But this path right here isnõt opening and youõd be a 
fool to keep on tryinõ to move when it ainõt open.ó He pulled a 
twenty from his pocket and slapped it on the counter. òNow you 
get yourself a mojo hand, wash your floors, and burn a candle.ó 

I took the twenty and held my tongueñmy only grumbling 
would be in my headñand went to pick up what heõd suggested. 
Guess I knew what Iõd be doing for the next hour. 
Itõs really hard to argue with someone like Legba.  
I rang up the items, but he refused his change, so I slipped it 

in my pocket. Sure, we had a òtake a pennyó jar, but no one put 
anything in there and I wasnõt about to start. 
òYouõre not here to dispense wisdom,ó I said. òAnd itõs not 

to say hi to me.ó 
òPuttinõ some faith in people wouldnõt hurt you.ó 
Yeah, right. Iõm pretty sure it actually would hurt. 
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The office door opened. A huge grin of white teeth split his 
face. I glanced over my shoulder to see Lil and her mom joining 
us. 
òMaura Mare,ó he said as he walked to her, took her hand, 

and leaned forward to kiss her knuckles. òA pleasure.ó 
òHow wonderful to see you!ó Maura said. òTell me, are you 

free for dinner? We have so much to catch on.ó 
òI was hopinõ youõd say that, Maura.ó 
Maura took his arm as they walked out the front door. 
òI knew he didnõt come here to see me,ó I mumbled. I 

gathered up the road opener supplies and started toward the back 
office. òIõll be back to do cash in an hour.ó 
òWhat are you doing?ó she called after me. 
òSomething useless.ó I closed the door behind me. 
I had a small alter set up at the very back of the office. Liam 

never treaded there, and I set up a privacy screen just to keep his 
judgmental Wiccan eyes off my stuff. 

I went through the motions, tried my damndest to 
concentrate, and eventually got so frustrated staring at the candle 
that I got up and left it there. I grabbed the mop and bucket, got 
some water, added some road opener ingredients, and took to 
scrubbing the floors. Lilith looked at me strangely because she 
knew I loathed to clean, but again... 
Itõs hard to say no to someone like Papa Legba. 

H 
 

Wilhelmina Raven (aka Billie Humphrey) 
 
The closing sign on the window of Curio Killed the Cat had 

left Billie Humphrey positively giddy. 
She would never ordinarily describe herself as giddy. She had 

a reputation to maintain, and giggling like a stupid school girl 
would ruin everyoneõs perception of her. But after taking a brief 
walk down the street and seeing those delightful words on the 
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window, she was practically skipping around her store and 
humming to herself. 
òDonõt you feel a little bad?ó that kid Stone said from his 

seat behind the cash register. 
Billie glanced over her shoulder at him, hand poised on the 

package of chime candles she had been facing up. òFor?ó 
òTheir store closing.ó 
She rolled her eyes and went back to facing. òOf course not. 

They brought it on themselves.ó 
òItõs not their fault their boss lost all her money.ó 
She straightened the candles, then shifted her full attention 

to Stone. òAnd where did you hear about that?ó 
òFriend from school who hangs out there,ó Stone said with a 

shrug. òI donõt think you should be glad all these people are going 
to be out of work.ó 
òIõm not,ó she said. òJust that one of them will be.ó The 

replica 1900õs telephone on the wall rang, and Billie answered it. 
òHello?ó 
òAbout a week left,ó a familiar male voice said on the other 

line. 
Billie smiled. òGood. The sooner all this is taken care of, the 

more Iõll be able to relax.ó 
òIõll be keeping an eye on things later today,ó he continued. 

òI need to double check everything is in place. Thereõs one more 
meeting to seal things.ó 
òIõll pass the news on to Quentin,ó she said. No more Briar, no 

more Curio Killed the Cat, she thought with a smile as she hung up. 
Could the world possibly get any better? 

H 
 

Briar 
 
I leaned on the counter and gazed sadly at the reverse letters 

in the window pronouncing our demise.  
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I bet that damn Billie is doing her happy dance, I thought. And I bet 
she looks like a total spaz while doing it because she has no rhythm.  
The bell over the door jingled. I didnõt raise my head right 

awayñthe sight of customers depressed me now. Well, I mean, 
they always depressed me õcause I knew Iõd have to be nice to 
them, but now they really depressed me because there was so 
little time left for them to give me their money. 
òDo store wide discounts include psychic readings?ó 
òYes, but...ó I glanced up. 
The guy was pretty. Very. I spent my time moping around 

Devlin so I didnõt typically concern myself much with pretty 
boys, but...damn. Smooth skin, fine bone structure. Looked a 
little rough around the edges. He had a few more tattoos and 
piercings than I had, which always gives someone coolness points 
with me. 

If I had a type, this guy was it. 
òBut?ó he said as he approached. His movements reminded 

me of that of an animal. A predatory one. Compact, toned 
muscles moved beneath a fitted black T-shirt. I had a sneaking 
suspicion I was going to turn into a silly girl in a moment. 
òBut Iõm really bad at psychic readings,ó I said. 
òIõll pay full price then if youõll at least give it a shot for me?ó 
I gazed into a pair of dark brown eyes for a moment. Gold 

ringed their irises. Iõd never seen anything like that beforeñit was 
infinitely awesome. 
òOh,ó I said, as I realized Iõd been silent for a few moments. 

òRight. Sure.ó I gestured over my shoulder and started walking to 
the small private room where we did readings. It was little more 
than a large closet, but then we rarely used it.  

I paused in the doorway to switch on the light, and I was 
very aware of him directly behind me. A shiver rolled down my 
spine. 
òTake a seat,ó I said as I quickly moved forward. I grabbed 

the stack of tarot cards wrapped in black cloth on a shelf by the 
door and sat on one of two chairs at the table in the centre of the 
room. 

He took the other. 
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òSo,ó I unwrapped the cards as I spoke and started shuffling, 
òwhatõs your question?ó 
òWhatõs your name?ó 
I stopped shuffling and my lips curved into a smile. òYou 

didnõt need to pay for a reading to get that.ó 
òJust wondered.ó 
òBriar.ó 
He extended his hand. òToby.ó 
I reached out as well and his fingers clasped mine for a 

moment. My gaze went to the tattoo on his inner forearm: a paw 
print. Before I could remark on it, he released my fingers and sat 
back in his chair. 
òYour question?ó I prompted again. 
He ran his hand back through his short, bright red hair, 

revealing about a quarter of an inch of dark brown roots. òWell, 
itõs a weird question.ó 
òGirl or money?ó 
òHuh?ó 
òThatõs what it always comes down to when a guy walks in 

here. Either itõs about a girl, or about money.ó 
òItõs about work,ó he admitted. òI travel a lot and Iõm in 

Toronto...looking for something.ó 
òSomething?ó 
òSomeone.ó 
òI have a suspicion this work isnõt exactly legal,ó I said. òSo 

itõs probably best if you donõt give me a whole lot of details.ó 
He flashed me a grin. òI admit to nothing, of course.ó 
I lay the deck face down on the table in front of him. 

òShuffle it three times and cut it three times.ó He did so and 
handed the cards back to me. 

One at a time, I set the cards down in a spread and looked 
them over. Saints, I hated readings. There was a little voice in me 
that gave me a thread and tried to lead me through the cards, but 
all the other voices in my head seemed to drown it out. Too 
many voices. 
òIn most cases, the cards are metaphorical, but here,ó I 

gestured to The Tower, òI think itõs meant literally. I see a very 
tall building. Your search should be the downtown area.ó 
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òThatõs it?ó he asked. 
òWell, I told you I was a shitty reader. And the cards are less 

focused on your question, and more focused on you.ó I tapped a 
red painted fingernail on the King of Cups. òI think this is you.ó 
Someone whoõs hiding something, who holds power over others, has his own 
agenda... Yeah, that was definitely the vibe I was getting from 
Toby. òYou need to solve this problem of yours with diplomacy 
rather than force. So whoever youõre after...try being nice.ó 
òNovel concept, sweetheart.ó His hand moved across the 

table and he touched The Lovers next to the King of Cups. òAnd 
this? Am I expected to get lucky while in town?ó 
I was blushing. I knew it. I didnõt normally blushñthat was 

unheard of. But maybe I was just out of touch after years with 
Devlin, and then months missing him. I was used to flirting, sure, 
but...this was all together different. Minutes would tick by with 
my gaze locked on Tobyõs and I was left fumbling to form actual 
thoughts. Granted, he was probably a total man-whore, but the 
desire to care was lost on me. 
òIf you take my advice and do your job right, you likely wonõt 

be in town long enough for that,ó I said instead of going ahead 
and jumping his bones right away. 
òOkay, what else do you see about this building?ó 
I looked over the cards again. Lots of swords. òUm...itõs 

going to be challenging. And Iõm getting the overwhelming sense 
itõs not going to work out for you right away.ó I glanced up at 
him and shrugged apologetically. òSorry.ó 
òThatõs okay. We done?ó 
Though I wildly scrambled for some other reason to keep 

the pretty guy in the room with me, I drew a blank. òYep.ó Did 
that sound too disappointed? 

The cards remained in their spread on the tableñI figured 
Liam could clean them up later. It would give him something to 
bitch about, and he loved a reason to complain. I stood and left 
the room, with Toby close behind me. Out in the main store, I 
saw Ally near the cash register. He swiftly moved out of my 
wayñIõd yelled at him enough times for getting too close to the 
money. 
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Sebastian was out there as well, sitting on the barstool pulled 
up to the counter. His stare flickered between Toby and me. 
I stopped abruptly and turned. òAnything else youõre 

interested in?ó 
òI have my eyes on a few things,ó he said without taking his 

gaze off of me. 
Shit, I was blushing again. 
òHow about good luck charms?ó He moved a little closer so 

he was looking down at me and I felt goose bumps on my arms. 
òHave any of those?ó 
òStill planning to get lucky?ó 
òIt seems to be in the cards.ó 
I desperately wanted to keep him. We could put him in the 

back officeñthere was lots of room. Iõd take him for walks and 
everything. Maybe Lil would let me keep him...? 
òThereõs a display of stones by the cash register,ó I said. òTry 

something from there.ó 
He paced past me with smooth, languid steps. Sebastian sat 

in front of the polished stones, but a brief look from Toby sent 
him scrambling to where Ally stood. 
òIõll give you the clearance sale discount õcause Iõm so bad at 

reading,ó I said as I rang him up. 
òNah. I think you told me exactly what I needed to know. I 

like this one.ó He set a polished stone on the counter. 
òMoonstone,ó I said with a nod. òGood choice.ó I wrapped 

it up in tissue paper while he dropped some bills on the counter. 
òGood luck with finding your building.ó 
òGood luck with your clearance sale, Briar.ó He gathered his 

package, and with one final smile, he left. 
òWho was that?ó Sebastian asked as he returned to where 

heõd been sitting. 
I tilted my head to the side and watched Tobyõs ass disappear 

through the door and out of view. òA customer. A very pretty 
one.ó 
òWell, yeah, sure, if youõre into conventionally attractive men 

who hit on you.ó 
òAnd lucky for me, I am.ó My senses seemed to return to me 

at last. òWait, what are you doing here? We were supposed to be 
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good for another couple of weeks before nudging Noelle with a 
reconciliation spell.ó 
òOh, yeah, right. Well, girl from work went to the vegan 

place next door for lunch and she saw the closing sign. Itõs true?ó 
Great. Ruin my perfectly decent afternoon by reminding me 

of that. òYeah. The end is nigh. Our last day is officially Friday.ó 
His eyes widened. òThatõs...so soon. I canõt believe it.ó 
òYeah, youõre telling me. Weõre coming back in on Monday 

to pack up whatever is left and clean the place up. Liamõs in the 
back room going through all our paper records.ó 
òThat sucks. I wish I could do something. If I had a million 

dollars...ó 
òEven fifty-three million wouldnõt necessarily help.ó 
òStill...Iõd buy you a monkey. Havenõt you always wanted a 

monkey?ó 
I shook my head at the bad joke. òBack to Friday...weõre 

doing the bar scene that night to get drunk and forget about the 
fact that weõre out of jobs. Weõre inviting some of the other shop 
owners around here and the regularsñwanna come?ó 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ally open his mouth, and 
I raised a hand to stop him. òYouõre invited too, dummy.ó 
òSure, Iõll be there,ó Sebastian said. òAnd if I see anyone 

who needs to hire someoneñó 
òYeah, I know.ó Like anyone is going to be eager to hire a failed 

rootworker to work retail or something. 
 

 
 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Fifteen : 
Diary Wars  

 

Letters of Love by Alastair Nightshade 

Liam, My Love. 
I worry that when the store closes, I will never 

see you again and the thought makes me cry five 
million tears into an ocean of regret that I×ve never 
shared with you the deep, yearning passion that I feel 
for you. I wonder where you×ll work next, and if 
I×ll be allowed to gaze at you from afar there too. I 
hope it×s not McDonald×s. My sister works there 
and she always smells bad when she gets home, and 
while I can×t imagine your wonderful scent of herbs 
and candle wax ever disappearing, I know I must 
prepare myself for this fact should it come to pass. 
But know that even if thou must work at a fast food 
restaurant, I shall always be there, ready to 
purchase the potatoes you have so magnificently 
dipped in hot oil to make French fries. 
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Forever and ever and probably ever yours, 
Alastair. 

 

Alastair Nightshade gazed longingly across the store at Liam, 
who spoke to a customer. The customer said something, and 
then broke into a laugh at her own joke. Liam smiled politely 
because he was just cool like that, and oh how Alastair wished he 
could be that calm. Instead, he fumbled with what to say and felt 
like a total fool. 
Something moved in the front window. Alastairõs eyes darted 

to see what it was, and spotted that stupid blonde teen girl 
peering in at them. Sheõd been with the protesters before, and 
now she spent all her time hanging around the store. Her gaze 
met Alastairõs and her face went red. She pulled out her notebook 
and wrote furiously for a few moments, then turned and left. 

Hmph. Wierdo. Ally brushed some of his long black hair from 
his face and pulled his hand back to see some of the make-up he 
used to make his skin even more alabaster had made it onto 
fingers. Curse it all. 
Footsteps on the hardwood alerted Alastair to someoneõs 

approach, and he looked up to see Liam. Behind him, the 
customer walked towards the door with bags of her purchases. 

No one else in the store. Weõre alone. 
Alastairõs heart hammered in his chest. 
Liam pursed his lips for a moment, as if pondering his 

words. òSo our last day is Friday,ó he said at last. 
Alastair nodded. Or at least he thought he did. 
òLilith is having us invite the regular customers to...some 

kind of social event afterward.ó Liamõs mouth twitched a little. 
He didnõt seem fond of what Lilith had planned. òI think it 
involves alcohol. She asked me to ensure you know youõre 
invited.ó 

Alastair nodded again. 
Liam was about to walk away when he stopped and turned 

back to face Alastair. òYouõve been very loyal to the store. Thank 
you.ó 

Alastair nodded once more. 
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He spoke to me. Again! As Liam walked away, Alastair pulled 
out his notebook and wrote yet another love letter. Surely this 
was a sign! They were meant to be.  

Such a pity that tragedy seemed to be bringing them 
together. 

H 
 
 
 

Sara Gosling 
 
Iõd been standing outside of Jesusõ heathen store for an hour 

and thirty-seven minutes. 
The sign on the window said they were closing. I was so 

conflicted. I didnõt want him to be out of a job! 
Only two people had gone in the shop to buy something in 

the time Iõd been standing out there. I wanted to go inside, but 
the hermaphrodite was hovering around. Ugh. It wouldnõt go 
away. Even when Jesus/Liam went next door to get salad for 
lunch, the hermaphrodite hung by the door, being all creepy and 
immoral. 

He/she/it stared at my Lord like a lot and it was way weird. 
It had a black covered notebook with that star symbol of the 
devil. I was pretty sure he was like way evil. Maybe he was 
Lucifer. I think Lucifer would look like an Emo hermaphrodite. 
So òAllyó, which is what that hooker called it, followed around 
Liam but never said anything to him and I was pretty sure he was 
in love with him, only not really because hermaphrodites and gay 
people donõt know how to love, they only have evil sinful lust.  

Everyone knows that a storm is gathering, and sinners like 
gays and lesbians and genderless abominations are trying to teach 
children like me that itõs okay to sin against the bible and that all 
people are equal. I do think that yeah, all people are mostly equal, 
at least when theyõre white, but sinners like that arenõt actually 
people, so I donõt think anyone needs to be tolerant of them. 



Curio Killed the Cat 

109 

Love is only between a man and a woman and Jesus. And God. 
And probably the Holy Ghost. Itõs like...a polygamy thing, only 
not bad. Maybe polygamy wouldnõt be so bad, though, because I 
would totally marry Jesus/Liam and Zeke from school, although I 
didnõt think Zeke was that great anymore because he wasnõt 
divine or anything like that, but just a flawed human. Flawed 
humans fell for the charms of slutty girls like Kerri McLeod, so I 
knew Zeke would never be good enough for someone like me 
who was holy inspired to continue the bible.  

I saw Ally writing in its notebook. I should try to get a hold 
of it. Then I could burn it like we did Harry Potter and that Judy 
Blume book at my youth group. 
I hadnõt yet told anyone from my youth group that I was 

spending my time at a supposed sin den. I didnõt think they could 
handle it. Not yet. One time I told them I heard the voice of God 
while eating corn flakes and he told me not to keep eating them, 
but I did, and I started choking, but no one believed me that I 
actually heard Him speak. But it must have been God, because 
who else would I hear telling me that I was about to choke on my 
cornflakes? It so wasnõt my dad. Thatõs what Lizzie said, but sheõs 
nothing but a slut who tried to seduce my brother one time while 
we were camping. No one holy would ever try to seduce Josh 
because he was gross. 

Liam went over to talk to Ally. I got up on my tip toes to 
stare through the letter òCó pasted on the window. I couldnõt tell 
what they were saying! Darn it! 

As Liam walked away from it, I ran to the door and burst 
inside. 
The hermaphroditeõs fake looking blue eyes were staring at 

me. I stuck my tongue out at it, and walked to where Liam was 
putting stuff on a shelf. 

I stood beside him for a few moments, gazing up at him, 
clasping my diaryñwhich Iõd been chronicling his daily activities 
inñto my chest. I was ready to explode. I had to say something, 
and bazillions of thoughts were in my brain, but I chewed my lip 
in silence. My first official words to the Lord incarnate had to be 
really, really special...  
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I love you. No, that was way obvious. Of course everyone 
loved Jesus, except for gay people and heathens in other 
countries. 

Your Dad is my favourite author. Aw, but he probably got that 
one a lot too. My mom made my brother and I read the bible all 
the time when we were kids and I think we read just about every 
version of except for the Mormon one which was kind of like 
fanfiction, which I also wasnõt allowed to read, but one time, 
online, I did read some based on that old show Davey and 
Goliath. It was totally gross. 

Your hair is like a golden halo! No, that was lame too. Of course 
he knew what his hair looked like. It was so shiny. I really wanted 
to touch it... 

I knew that Iõd be divinely inspired to say something as soon 
as he turned around to face me...but...he didnõt turn around. He 
still kept rearranging stuff on the shelf. 
òIõm your biggest fan!ó I suddenly blurted out. 
He paused and looked down at me. His face scrunched into 

another of those most holy scowls. òDo I know you?ó 
òIõm so sorry your store is closing! If any of the praying that 

I didñwhich was way before I saw how awesome you areñdid 
anything to bring about the place closing, I am so sorry and I 
hope you forgive me because I donõt want to go to hell for 
making you jobless.ó 
òUm..okay then. I...ó He gestured vaguely over his shoulder. 

ò...have to go back there. To do...something. Ring the bell at the 
counter if youõre buying anything.ó 

Surely he was going back there to talk to his father, God, 
about what a great Christian warrior I was. 
òWhat are you even doing here?ó 
I spun around to see Ally behind me. 
òNone of your business. I belong here more than you do!ó 
òYou were picketing in front of the store calling everyone 

devil worshippers!ó 
òYeah, well, you are a devil worshipper! Youõre unholy and 

made of evil wickedness.ó It wasnõt getting out of my face. It was 
even more annoying than my little brother. I had to make it go 
away... 
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I stormed past him to the barstool where heõd been sitting 
and snatched his evil spell book from the counter. 
òWhat are you doing? Hey!ó 
I flipped open. Pages and pages of calligraphy. Words like 

òyearningó and òforeveró and òheartó and òtorrents.ó My gaze 
settled on the familiar line that started each and every page. 
òHolyñôLetters of Loveõ? By ôAlastair Nightshadeõ?ó Each 

and every letter was addressed to Liam. 
òGive that back!ó It tried to take the sinful book from me, 

but I pivoted back out of its reach.  
I couldnõt believe what I was seeing! òIõm going to show the 

Lord all your immoral thoughts andñó 
It reached forward to snatch the book from my hands. 

Instead of its journal, though, I realized it had grabbed mine. 
òGive that back!ó 
Ally held my diary high above its head and opened it. òôThe 

New Chronicles of Jesus?õ Are you insane?ó 
òGimme!ó I folded his book closed and whacked him with it. 
òGive mine back first!ó 
òNo, you first!ó I whacked him a few more times before he 

held up my diary in defence and started trying to hit me back. 
Clearly I wasnõt getting anywhere, so I reached forward and 

grabbed a lock of his ungodly black hair and tugged. 
The bell over the shop door sounded. òHey, hey, kids!ó The 

hooker from the other day stepped between us. She grabbed me 
the arm and pulled me away. The Japanese or Chinese or 
Orientalñor whatever theyõre calledñguy with her grabbed Ally 
to pull it away from me. I figured the guy caught hermaphrodite 
disease or something like that for touching the thing. 
òWhat the fuck?ó the hooker said. 
I shrugged her off of me. òDonõt profane in the house of the 

Lord.ó 
She rolled her eyes and looked at Ally. òHmm?ó 
òShe stole my diary! And pulled my hair!ó 
òIt stole my diary!ó 
As if theyõd timed it, both the hooker and the Oriental 

grabbed the books from us and handed them to each other, and 
then back to each of us. 
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I glared at Ally. He glared at me. 
òAnyone not buying anything, get the hell out of the store 

now.ó 
I had ten dollars left over from the bus ride. I plucked a 

candle from the shelf and walked to the cash register. My mom 
would probably freak out and say I was worshipping the devil or 
something, but she was always freaking out over something. Ugh, 
mothers suck. Except for the holy virgin mother of Jesus, of 
course. 

 
 

 

H 



 

 

 
 
 
 

 

Chapter Sixteen : 
The Chapter Before  

the Karaoke Chapter  
 

Lilith  
 
I never got drunk. 
Not during my òrebelliousó teen years, which mostly 

consisted of studying a lot and never going out anywhere. Not 
when out with òfriends,ó which very rarely happened anyways. I 
usually had a bottle of wine in my apartment because I enjoyed a 
glass now and then with dinner. 

But I sat in the bar on the Friday night after our last night of 
work and managed to finish three cocktails in the first half hour. 

We had a booth, plus another table pulled over with an 
additional half dozen chairs. A few shop owners from the area 
had dropped by, as did some customers. My mother didnõt join 
us, as she had gone goodness knows where with Legba. Iõd 
received a text message from here saying sheõd give me a call 
later. I was caught somewhere between relief that Iõd have a break 
from her and annoyance that she hadnõt stuck around to at least 
see how things were going. The cocktails werenõt assisting me in 
determining which feeling was more prominent, but perhaps 
another margarita would help. 

Briar had visited my apartment twice in the past week, which 
was very unlike her. I was surprised she knew where I lived. But 
she claimed to want to do a floor wash and a tranquility spell to 
get rid of negative energies surrounding my stalker from the 
bank. I suspected it was because she wanted a good look at my 
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apartment before she suggested we become roomies. Though I 
abhorred the thought of having to live with her, I hadnõt totally 
eliminated the possibility. If my options were living with Briar 
and paying my rent, or living alone and on the street, I was 
leaning more towards the former. 

Though, of course, that could have been the cocktails 
talking. 

Liam sat in the corner of the booth with a glass of Perrier. I 
had no idea what his plans were now. Briar made her business 
everyone elseõs, but Liam kept to himself for much of the time. I 
didnõt even know where he lived. 

Briar laughed loudly, drawing my attention to her. She and 
Sebastian sat in a pair of chairs nearby. He chuckled as well. 
Whatever their joke, apparently it was funny.  

She caught my eye and turned to face me, her face animated. 
òSebastian just had this great idea.ó 
òI wouldnõt say itõs great,ó he started. 
She patted his shoulder and her hand lingered there. òYeah, 

it is. Okay, so weõre going to go back to the shop and look for 
records of Alicia. Thereõs gotta be something with her address. So 
then weõre going to break inñó 
I shook my head. This wasnõt going to end well. 
òñand weõll go when sheõs not there, and then Sebastianõs 

going to get on her computer andñó 
I raised my hand. òPlease, donõt tell me anymore. I donõt 

want to be charged as an accessory.ó 
òBut she took all the money you guys raised,ó Sebastian said, 

leaning back and resting his arm on the back of Briarõs chair. It 
was a rather intimate gesture that wasnõt lost on me, but I didnõt 
remark as neither of them seemed aware of it. 
òYeah,ó Briar said. òBitch deserves it. And his idea is way 

better than mine.ó 
òI like yours,ó he said. òWe should do both.ó 
Briar beamed at the compliment. òIt was pretty funny.ó 
òAnd is it also illegal?ó I said with a sigh. 
òMaybe in some provinces. Weõre going to get her address 

and sign her up for evangelical propaganda from Pat Robertson 
and stuff, and maybe issues of The Watchtower.ó 
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That sounded vaguely familiar. òDidnõt youñó  
òDo that to Liam one time? Yup.ó She finished off the last 

of the beer in the glass in front of her. 
The pitcher of beer near them was all but empty, much like 

my own glass. 
I vaguely recognized the bartender who was supposed to be 

waiting on our tableñI suspected he might have shown up at 
one of the protests outside of our shop once. Whether he 
avoided us now because he didnõt want to serve us, or because he 
was embarrassed that such a moral, upstanding servant of the 
Lord would make a living selling something sinful like alcohol, 
was beyond my knowledge and caring. 

I slid to the end of the booth seat and rose, glass in hand. 
òIõm getting another drink. Orders?ó 
òUm...ó Briar swung her head around to look up at me. 

òAnother pitcher. Maybe two.ó 
òIf itõs two, youõre coming with me to carry one.ó I had no 

desire to spill alcohol all over my white blouse. 
òAnd nachos,ó Sebastian said. òPlease? Pretty-please?ó 
òUh, Iõm jobless now.ó She held out her hand. òMoney?ó 
He pulled two twenties from his pocket and deposited them 

in her hand. òNot jobless. You still have me.ó 
She grinned and walked ahead of me up to the bar to place 

our order. 
As I followed, my step actually paused. Could that really be... 

òAre you singing?ó I asked. 
She looked back at me, dark eyes huge. òNo. I donõt sing.ó 
òThen you were humming.ó 
òWas not. Anyways, Iõm drunk, kinda. Iõm allowed to sing 

while drunk. Shut up or I wonõt buy you a drink.ó 
òYou were planning to?ó 
She waved around the pair of twenties. òSebastian is. He 

wonõt mind.ó 
I ordered a daiquiri. We each sat on a barstool while we 

waited. 
òYou have a really nice apartment,ó she blurted out. 
Here we go. òWhen are you moving in?ó 
òHuh?ó 
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òI figured thatõs where this is going.ó 
òOh. Yeah.ó She averted her gaze and turned to look at the 

bar counter top. A long fringe of black hair fell over her eyes. òI 
was thinking about it. Your place is nicer than mine. You have a 
spare roomñó 
òOffice.ó 
òRight, but thatõs spare. Sort of. Okay, so I know I drive you 

nuts, and Iõd probably end up plotting your death õcause youõd do 
something insane like iron your jeansñó 
òI donõt wear jeans,ó I said with a sigh.  
òWell, whatever, but...wait, how the hell can you not wear 

jeans?ó 
I looked around for the bartender. Where was my drink? 
òOkay, so anyways,ó Briar continued. òThe point is that 

youõre one of my best friends. Well, only friends, but even if I 
had others, youõd still probably be one of the best. I know Iõm a 
screw-up but youõve always been really nice and patient with me 
and Iõm pretty sure youõre just, like, the best person in the 
universe.ó 

I thought for sure she spoke in jest, but then I caught a look 
at her eyes. They shone a little with fresh tears waiting to be shed. 
òYouõre really drunk, arenõt you?ó 
She nodded. òYeah, but I mean it.ó 
I patted her arm. òIf you canõt keep your apartment, you can 

live with me.ó 
òReally?ó 
Iõll regret this in the morning. òReally. But you still have to get a 

job and pay rent.ó 
I thought she was about to hug me. I wasnõt sure what Iõd do 

if she didñthat would be quite unsettling, I was sure. 
òI had been trying not to think about it much õcause I was 

hoping Devlin could come back, and then he could pay half my 
rent.ó 

The bartender returned with our order. I gestured for him to 
take everything back to our table, then put my hand on Briarõs 
shoulder to keep her there for a moment. òYou never did tell me 
what happened.ó 

Her shoulders sank and she sighed heavily. òYeah.ó 
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òDo you want to?ó 
òWe got in a fight.ó She folded her arms on the counter and 

stared down at the shiny surface. òWe always got in fights. I think 
we picked them over stupid things for the sake of the make-up 
sex. That was always fun. 
òAnd then he came home one day and we just went at it, like 

usual. And he said...he met someone. Nothing had happened, but 
he was interested in someone else. First time that had happened 
the nearly four years weõd been together. And he...ó She bowed 
her head and rested it on her hands. She mumbled something, 
but I could hear it. 
òIõm sorry, but pardon?ó I prompted. 
Briar swung her head up so quickly, she probably made 

herself dizzy. òHe said he didnõt feel like I really wanted him. I 
was always distant. I think I was like that because he never 
believed the hoodoo work, even though Iõve been doing it for 
like fifteen years now. But all he was looking for was for me to 
give him a reason to stay. To get out of my own head for a 
moment and listen to him. He was honest about what was going 
on, and he wanted to get it worked out.ó 
òAnd?ó 
òAnd I told him to get the fuck out. I swore at him, I cursed 

him, I threw his things into the hallway. He said he didnõt feel like 
I loved him, and I said, ôWhy the hell would I?õ 
òHe left. I came home from work the next day and 

everything was gone. I thought...I donõt know. That weõd get 
through it. That thereõd be make-up sex and things would go on 
as usual. And I didnõt see him again. And Iõve fucking Goofered 
him, and intranquilled him, and let me tell you, St. Martha and I 
are going to have a long talk on her feast day because she hasnõt 
listened to a single one of my petitions. And nothingõs worked.ó 
òAt the risk of bringing your hoodoo wrath upon me,ó I 

said. òHave you thought about...moving on? At least temporarily? 
If heõs hurt, itõll take time for him to come back, even if he wants 
to. Isnõt that what you always tell clients?ó 
òOh, yeah.ó She rolled her eyes. At least she didnõt try to hit 

me with her barstool. She whirled around in her seat to face me. 
òThatõs the best part of all this. I did! I completely forgot about it, 
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too, but a few months after Devlin left, I had this brilliant plan. 
Iõd just draw someone else new into my life. Someone to distract 
me from obsessing over the reconciliation work I was doing on 
Devlin. And, lo and behold, twenty-eight days later it manifests. 
Iõd completely forgotten, until I was having one of my rare 
moments of cleaning the other day and found the spell remnants 
in a package under my bed.ó Her eyes brimmed with more tears. 
My concern rose, as Iõd never seen her like this before. òSo along 
comes Mr. Distraction. We get along great and for the first time 
in months Iõm excited in the morning because I think maybe Iõll 
get to see him, and...and itõs like I finally stopped crying. Iõd 
forgotten what it was like, you know, to not be depressed and 
hate my life all the time, and...ó 
òAnd?ó 
òAnd he doesnõt want me either.ó Her voice broke and she 

looked away. 
òHeõs still focused on getting his girlfriend back,ó I said. She 

nodded, and I was glad that I didnõt have to pretend I didnõt 
know she was talking about Sebastian. òBut he needs your help. 
Couldnõt you...not help? Goofer him, or what have you, instead?ó 

Her bottom lip trembled. I had no idea such vulnerability 
resided in her. òI donõt want to have to make people love me,ó 
she said in a soft voice. 

My heart broke for her. Sometimes she just seemed like a big 
kid who maybe did realize how socially awkward she was, but 
didnõt know how to fix herself. 
òMaybe itõll turn out okay,ó I said. òMaybeñó 
òBriar!ó Another figure broke between us, and I recognized 

Sebastian himself. 
She blinked back her tears and quickly grinned. òUh, girly 

talk. We sent you nachos, now go away.ó 
òYou donõt understandñsheõs here.ó 
òWhoõs here?ó I asked. 
He glanced at me, then back to Briar. òNoelle.ó 
òWho?ó I felt like I was missing a big secret. 
òHis ex,ó Briar explained. 
òNoelle is here with her new boyfriend. They just walked 

in.ó 
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Briar was off the barstool in seconds, glancing around the 
bar. òWhere?ó 

Sebastian pointed out two figures near the door. I squinted, 
but had a difficult time seeing that far away without my glasses, 
which Iõd left at our table. What I did notice, however, was 
Briarõs face rapidly turning pallid. 
òBriar?ó I said. òWhatõsñó 
òThatõs Devlin,ó she said in a low voice. Her gaze went 

briefly to Sebastian, and then to me. òDevlinõs new chick is 
Sebastianõs ex-skank.ó 

Oh...dear. 
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Chapter Seventeen : 
The Karaoke Chapter  

 

Briar 
 
I couldnõt take my eyes from Devlin and Noelle. 
The strawberry blonde hair we found in Noelleõs trash...here 

was a full head of it. I didnõt sense anything when we first saw it, 
nor when we did the spell. Saints, I was off my game... 

And Noelle. I hated her with something beyond fiery 
passion. 

Neither of them had seen us yet. The doors were well on the 
other side of the room, and they went straight for a booth in the 
corner, arms around one another. 

Devlin. My Devlin. He was...smiling. Chuckling about 
something as they whispered back and forth. 
I couldnõt figure out what I felt. Anger? Hurt? Devastated? 

Oh, all of it. And I couldnõt tell if the sudden queasiness in my 
stomach was the beer, or the horrible turn the evening had taken. 
This couldnõt be happening. How was it even possible? Of 

all the people in the entire metropolitan area... 
I snapped to attention and turned to Sebastian with an 

accusatory look. òYou knew!ó 
Guilt hit me when he finally looked back at me, equally as 

shocked. òWhat? No!ó 
I believed him, but my brain didnõt want to. Or maybe that 

was my mouth. I wasnõt sure they were attached to one another 
that night. òHow could you not? You had to!ó 
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òI told you, I never saw the guy! And even if I did know it 
was him, why would I think to find out if his ex-girlfriend was a 
hoodoo person who worked at an occult store, and then ask her 
to break them up without telling her it was her ex-boyfriend we 
were talking about?ó 
òStop being logical and confusing with me while Iõm drunk!ó 

I looked back at Devlin and Noelle sitting in the booth. òSheõs 
evil. Devlin doesnõt like skanky people. He likes awesome people. 
Sheõs...just evil. I bet she put a spell on him. Saints, I bet sheõs a 
succubus or demon or something!ó 
òHey!ó 
Oh, right, Lilith was still there. 
òSorry, Lil,ó I mumbled. 
Someone tugged on my arm, and then I felt myself being led 

away, back towards our table. Lilith forced me down on my chair, 
then went back to the bar to bring Sebastian over as well. He 
couldnõt take his eyes off of their booth either. 
òI canõt believe this,ó he said. At last he looked over at me. 

òHow can this be happening? I think Iõm going to be sick.ó 
Those were exactly my thoughts. I shouldnõt have been 

blaming himñthere was no way he knew. 
òWhat are we going to do?ó he asked. 
òIõm going to make a doll-baby with her hair and Iõm going 

to drown it and set it on fire and cover it in D.U.M.E. oil andñó 
òWhatõs D.U.M.E.?ó 
òôDeath Unto My Enemy,õó Lilith said with a sigh as she sat 

down with us. She took a long drink of her daiquiri. òAnd youõre 
not doing that, Briar.ó 
Like hell I wasnõt. Bitch was going down. 
òYou canõt kill her,ó Sebastian said. 
òWhy not? Sheõs evil.ó 
òBut I love her.ó 
I nearly snapped at him. Maybe I wasnõt totally drunk after 

all because I still had some self control left. But why the hell did 
everyone like her so much? Her boss. Her exes. My exes, 
apparently. What the hell? I was totally cuter. And also not a slut. 
Everyone should be liking me. 
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I grabbed the pitcher and filled my large glass with beer, then 
downed about half of it. Maybe things would get funnier. 

H 
Sebastian nearly fell of off his chair laughing. 
I couldnõt for the life of me remember what I said. But it was 

probably funny. Iõm really funny. 
I started laughing too. òSaints, I am so funny!ó The table was 

getting closer and closer. Then my head hit it and it occurred to 
me that maybe I was the one moving rather than the table. òIõm 
so funny,ó I said with a sigh. òWhy doesnõt anyone like me? 
People are sutos...stu...sup...supposed to like funny girls. Everyone 
knows that. Funny girls are in. Everyone likes Tina Fey. Iõm 
funny like Tina Fey. Why does no one like me?ó 
Everything in front of my vision was dark. Maybe Iõd passed 

out or something... 
I felt a hand on my forehead, brushing the hair back. I 

blinked, suddenly able to see, and glanced up to see Sebastian 
looking down at me. He smiled. I liked it when he smiled. It 
made me smile too and I didnõt tend to smile a whole lot. 
òI like you.ó 
I sighed. My heart ached a little, and I knew I was definitely a 

little bit on the way to be kind of in love. It definitely wasnõt acid 
reflux õcause I hadnõt eaten anything at the bar. 
òSo donõt feel bad,ó he continued. 
 òI wish you did,ó I said as a delayed answer to his first 

comment. 
òYouõre way funnier than Tina Fey. Plus you can do magic. 

Tina Fey canõt do magic. Well, comedy magic. But hoodoo is 
much awesomer.ó 
òDid you mean magic with a ôkõ on the end?ó I asked, 

frowning. òBecause thatõs not cool.ó 
òI mean it like magic.ó 
òYeah, but...ó I held onto the table and pushed myself into a 

sitting position. The world tilted a little when I did and I 
struggled to focus. Although my powers were great and 
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wondrous, I wasnõt positive hoodoo was responsible for there 
being two blurry Sebastianõs in front of me. òIn your head, when 
you were saying the words, did you have a ôkõ on magic? Like 
magick? Because thatõs something lame the Wiccans and new 
agers do. They suck. Theyõre not funny like me and Tina Fey.ó 
òI promise there wasnõt a ôk,õó he said. He reached forward 

and clasped my hand that rested on the table. òI donõt want you 
to be sad. Thereõs no ôk.õ ôKay?ó 

I wanted to kiss him. He said he liked me. And that there 
was no ôkõ on magic. Surely that meantñ 
òBriar.ó 
That voice was very disapproving-sounding. I didnõt want to 

look at its owner, but my body wasnõt listening to my mind and I 
looked at Lilith anyway. 
òYou have mom-face,ó I said. 
òPardon me?ó 
òMom-face. Itõs the face my mom makes before she says 

something mom-ish and judgmental to me.ó 
She gave me a stern look but didnõt saying anything. I turned 

back to Sebastian, but couldnõt remember what the hell Iõd been 
thinking in the first place. Well, besides the fact that he was really 
cute and I enjoyed looking at him... 

Several metres from us, some forty-something woman sang a 
country song badly into a microphone next to the karaoke 
machine. It wasnõt until the chorus that I realized sheõd been 
massacring that song from Grease that the blonde girl sang in her 
friendõs backyard, when she saw the guyõs head superimposed on 
the kiddie pool and then randomly threw the pink paper in it. I 
was always like, òWTF?ó during that part because I totally didnõt 
get the metaphor. 
I watched the scary lady singing in 80õs stretch jeans for a 

few minutes. òSheõs really bad.ó 
òWe should totally sing something,ó Sebastian said. 
òSaints, yes! We can dedicate it to Devlin and the skankñó 
òNoelle.ó 
òSame thingñand itõll be awesome.ó The country song was 

nearly over, so Sebastian and I started to rise. 
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òBriar!ó Lilith had mom-voice down pat to go with her 
mom-face. 
òIõm not doing anything stupid,ó I said, anticipating her 

warning. òIõm doing karaoke. Nothing bad can come from 
karaoke.ó 

Sebastian got near the stage before me and went through the 
song catalogue. I couldnõt focus my eyes long enough to read 
much, so I was glad he was prepared to pick us a song. 
òOkay, Iõve got it,ó he said. 
òWhat?ó 
òThe most obnoxious song on the planet, but itõs totally how 

we feel.ó 
When it was our turn on stage, I took the microphone first 

and tried to compose myself. I stood under rather bright lights 
and was suddenly very aware of all kinds of people staring at me. 
Of course, Devlin and Skankerella werenõt. 
òWeõd like to dedicate this song to two very special people in 

our lives,ó I said, gripping the microphone tightly in both hands 
and gazing seriously into the crowd. òWell, theyõre not in our 
lives anymore because they suck and one of them is skanky. But 
anywaysñó 

The opening keyboard of Hoobastankõs The Reason started. 
He was so right! The song was obnoxious and perfect. 
We sang loudly. Badly and loudly, in fact. We took turns 

during the verses, or as well as we could without always 
remembering the order of the lyrics or remembering to look for 
them on the screen, and belted out the chorus together. Sure, we 
might have sucked as badly as stretch-jean-country-lady, but we 
were doing it for love. That was the important thing. 

I glanced at Lilith the odd time. She just shook her head and 
ignored us. What a killjoy. 

About mid-way through the first chorus, Devlin and 
Skankerella looked over at us. I almost burst out laughing and 
missed my line when I saw the look of shock and horror on their 
faces. Priceless. But then Sebastian tried to hog the whole 
microphone and I forgot about them for a few moments. 

When it was my verse again, I got to be the mike hog, and I 
met Devlinõs gaze. I missed it so badly. For months, the only time 
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I could see that gaze was in my head when I did a spell. And 
because I tried to do spells on him so rarely, I never saw him and 
I missed him all the more. But here he was, real. And looking at 
me like I was on crack, but that was better than nothing. 

Our song ended. We managed to leave the stage without 
being booed off. The experience had been catharticñI felt all 
refreshed.  
òThat felt good,ó Sebastian said as we walked towards our 

table. 
òKaraoke and beer. Solves everything. Wish Iõd figured that 

out prior to spending all my time and money on hoodoo 
supplies.ó 

He put his arm around me, and I felt torn. I leaned into him 
slightly, enjoying the contact, but in a way, it just left me empty. 
No one ever put his arm around me, or hadnõt in months, and my 
brain had trouble processing it. I closed my eyes and expected to 
breathe in the scent of Devlinõs aftershave; instead I got soap. I 
didnõt fit quite the same way under his arm, and it was a little 
awkward. 

I missed Devlin.  
òI think your hoodoo solved everything,ó he said. 
òOh really?ó 
òYeah. I mean, what are the odds that theyõd end up here, 

tonight, at this time? Noelle didnõt come here with me ever. Did 
you and Devlin go here?ó 

I shook my head. 
òSee? You did it. And you did spells to break them up, so 

they already donõt want to be together. Now theyõre going to 
realize how much they miss us and come back to us. Problem 
solved.ó 

He sounded so sure of himself. I wish I was that sure... 
Sebastian sat down. I didnõt. Across the room, I saw Devlin 

and Noelle standing to leave. No, no, this wasnõt good. If they 
stayed, they could get drunk and possibly break up while 
Sebastian and I glared at them. 

I started moving towards the exit, Devlin and Skankerella as 
my target. Lilith jumped up and stepped in my path. She reached 
for my arm, gentle but firm. 
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òYou donõt want to do this,ó she said. 
I pulled my arm away. òYeah, I do.ó 
òBriarñó 
She didnõt follow when I ran towards the door.  
Devlin glanced over his shoulder and saw me approaching. 

He rolled his eyes, whispered something to Noelle, and then he 
stayed behind while she went out ahead. 
When he turned to face me, I felt like Iõd been physically 

slapped. Iõd never seen him look so hostile, and I felt my 
confidence slip away. 
òWhat the hell, Briar?ó 
òI just...ó Fuck. What had I been planning to say? Oh, yeah, 

right. I hadnõt planned anything. Because Iõm stupid. 
òWhat?ó he repeated. 
òI...I miss you.ó 
He sighed.  
òAnd Iõm sorry. I love you andñó 
òSo you stalk me? Is that it?ó 
òWell, no.ó Maybe kinda... òUnintentionallyñwe thought we 

were stalking the skank andñó 
òHer name is Noelle.ó 
òIõm pretty sure itõs actually ôdirty slut.õó 
òSo you hooked up with her psycho ex-boyfriend andñó 
òHeõs not a psycho! And she cheated on him! Apparently 

with you. Or if it wasnõt you, I hope you got her tested for 
S.T.D.õs õcause eww.ó 

Devlin opened his mouth to say something. I was losing 
him. I knew it. 
òBut...ó I cut in. òBut I love you and...I just want you to 

forgive me.ó 
òAnd whatõs that supposed to achieve? Me forgiving you?ó 
Why was everyone asking such hard questions while I was 

drunk? 
òDoes that mean weõre supposed to get back together?ó 
òW-well...ó 
òYou made your choice,ó he said coldly. òItõs over. Deal with 

it.ó He stormed out of the bar and I couldnõt think of what else 
to say. 
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Dejected, I wandered back towards our table. Lilith still had 
Mom-Face but at least she didnõt say òI told you so.ó 
I slumped down in my chair. òThat wouldnõt have happened 

to Tina Fey.ó 
òItõs okay,ó Sebastian said. òItõs Friday. We can do 

reconciliation stuffñthatõs what you said before. Weõll go do it 
right now and then tomorrowñó 
I was sick of hearing it. Sick of all of it. òI liked you better 

when you were plotting against Alicia.ó 
òButñó 
I stood again. òIõm going to get a drink.ó 
òBut you have beer here,ó Sebastian said, raising my half 

finished glass. 
I ignored him. I had the harder stuff in mind. 
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Chapter Eighteen : 
Sour Whiskey  

 

Briar 
 
òAnd the reason is yoooooou...and the rea....son...hmmm...ó I 

hummed along to myself, my head on the counter. 
I had one double shot of gin, and then our regular bartender 

recognized me and refused to serve me any more since I was so 
drunk. I thought Iõd been laying there for twenty minutes or so. I 
was sobering up and it wasnõt fun. The desire to go home was 
strong, but then I remembered my empty apartment and my 
enthusiasm to leave waned. 

A bunch of people from our table went home. I was pretty 
sure Sebastian and Lilith were still there, but I was ignoring them. 
My maturity abounds. 
òIõm not a perfect person...ó I couldnõt remember most of 

the lyrics to that song so I continued jumping from verse to 
chorus and back to the first line again. 
òWhiskey sour.ó 
I recognized that voice nearby. Couldnõt place it, though. A 

boy voice. I liked listening to it... 
Frowning, I sat up and looked around. A guy had the seat to 

my left. Unnaturally red hair cut short...eyebrow ring...I knew 
him. There were a pair of fresh scratches on his cheek, and after 
studying him for a moment, I remembered him. 
òKing of Cups.ó 
Okay, I didnõt actually remember his name. 




