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Cora awoke with a soft mutter, on that summer
day, her eyes flitting open – and then snapping wide, a big grin on
her face. She hopped out of bed at once, looped a hair tie around
her long brown locks, and jumped into her freshly washed jeans.

She was a relatively thin young woman – she
had no hips and no bust to speak of, and most fatty foods her mom
made would shoot right through her. She had a cute nose and a bit
of freckles to her face, and her voice had a cute pitch to it. She
was quite the catch, and she had dated a few times in school, and
was no virgin.

She bounded down the stairs, rushing to the
kitchen and fishing her hands into the cupboard. Her mom, a
heavyset woman with all the trappings of a southern housewife –
including the thick blonde hair done up, a checker-patterned shirt
tugged down over her heaving breasts, and rolls of maternal fat at
her belly and hips.

“Did you want breakfast, hon?” Elizabeth
asked, and Cora skated by her.

“Nope!” she said, and brought down a box of
cereal.

The hand clutching a spatula slowly lowered
in surprise. “No eggs or bacon? You feeling okay?”

“Great,” Cora said, and it was honest. “I'm
just planting today, and I'm excited to get started!”

“Oh, right,” her mom said, and deflated, then
gave her daughter an odd look as Cora poured a bowl of Grape Nuts –
one of her least favorite cereals.

“You seem pretty excited about this.”

“The contest!” Cora said, with a broad grin.
“I'm gonna win it, this year. I know it.”

“You seem so sure.”

“I am sure,” she agreed, with a smirk, and
begun to shovel the cereal into her mouth.

Elizabeth gave her daughter a curious pause,
then shrugged, and begun to clean her pan.

The contest Cora was referring to was the
local fair, and specifically, the “largest watermelon” competition.
Cora had entered several years in a row, since she hit freshman,
and each time she entered, she had grown a monster watermelon...and
been eclipsed, easily, by other girls in her school. As a
sophomore, the rich girl of the class literally just bought her way
through it. As a junior, another girl showed up with the most
colossal watermelon Cora had ever seen. She was convinced she
bought it from someone in another city.

This was her last year to try and one up them
before they all split off for college, as everyone had graduated a
little under two weeks ago, and she wanted to win. And, as she
shoveled cereal into her mouth, she smiled a little – because she
was going to.

When her cereal was done, Cora was off again,
and she jumped up from her seat at the table, bolted off, right up
to her room. Mystified, Elizabeth only shrugged as she watched her
daughter take two stair steps at a time, and went back to scrubbing
a pan.

Cora latched her door locked, and stepped
over to her dresser, which she yanked open. Her hands dug around,
right under her underwear and bras, until they landed on the
telltale leather binding of a book deep in her drawer. She brought
this out, and turned it over – it was brown, and adorned with
several little runes that Cora couldn't read for life of her.

She gave a little titter and jumped onto the
bed, smartphone procured and her notepad out. And at once, she sat
down, opening a website that helped translating Theban.

The book, full of all sorts of hand-written
notes, was a spellbook. Full of magic and witchcraft, hand written
by Cora's weird aunt, Zoe. During a visit to her last year with her
mom, the two of them wandered off, and Cora stumbled across an
unlocked room, full of the impossible things only magic could
create. Levitating objects, wands with white-hot tips (Cora burned
her fingers touching it), a jar that poured water forever...it was
incredible.

Recklessly, impulsively, she found the little
book, what could only be a spellbook, and snatched it up, stuffing
it into the back of her pants, right at the belt, and throwing a
jacket over. Zoe didn't notice, somehow. Cora's walk out of the
house and into her mom's car was full of anxiety and terror at what
she had just done, and what the consequences would be.

But none came. And, heart hammering in
excitement, Cora spent the next week or two pouring over it,
working to translate it. It took her a while to figure out it was
Theban, and even longer to scribble notes in it as to what spell
did what, and what the instructions were. But, months later, she
had finally gotten most of it right, and even did a few
incantations of her own. She levitated her chair, glamered herself
to ask a boy she liked out, and even healed a wound she gained when
she cut herself on some glass.

But it wasn't until last week, with the
looming threat of the fair coming, that she realized she had to
prepare to plant her seeds. And suddenly it all snapped together –
which is where Cora found herself now, hunched over the book,
scribbling quick notes and glancing at her phone. It had taken
hours yesterday to reverse-engineer a translation, and she searched
all sorts of words like 'harvest' and 'crops' before finding one
word that was sort of close – she had scribbled, at the top of the
page, “fecundity spell.”

Translating from Theban was incredibly
complicated, especially as someone who didn't speak the language.
Several of the characters were harder to parse, and the words also
often meant more than one thing, which didn't even include the odd
syntax. But, eventually, she jotted a full description of what to
do on a sheet of paper, jammed the book back into the hidden space
in her drawer, and skipped out into the backyard with a packet of
watermelon seeds in hand.

She had been preparing the soil for about
half an hour – because there was no such thing as too prepared,
even with magic involved – when she heard a distinct laugh.

“Planting time, huh?” the female voice said,
and the outline of Cora's longtime best friend leaned on the
waist-high fence as she looked to Cora.

Betty was a slightly stockier girl with
thicker thighs and dark black hair, and thick glasses. She had an
easy going attitude, and never understood Cora's obsession with
winning, even if she did love to tease her about it.

“Planting time,” Cora agreed. “I'm gonna win
this year.”

“You say that every year.”

“But I'm right this time.”

“Oh yeah? How's this any different?”

“Let's just say I have a secret weapon,” Cora
said, with a smirk, as she packed more topsoil into the ground.

“Are you cheating?” Betty asked, and Cora
didn't reply. “You are, aren't you? C'mon, Cora, it's just a dumb
contest, it doesn't matter. Don't be like that.”

“I'm not cheating!” Cora said, but her eyes
looked away. “I just...have a plan. That's all.”

Betty let out a small huff, shaking her head.
“You better not cheat, okay? I'm gonna tell on them if you do.”

“I'm not!” Cora said, more hotly.
“Relax!”

“Hmm,” Betty muttered, and there was a pause.
“Anyway, we hanging out today?”
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