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Sprinting toward the end of the street she could see him waving his arms at her wildly. She was late again, but it was easy to get wrapped up in your own bubble. In her case it was literal, but she didn't want to get into that with him at this moment. She let out a half growl-half sigh as she pulled her hair back up into her ponytail that had fallen around face, and had been getting caught in her mouth while she was running to meet him. The look on his face said that he knew all too well that she'd been spelling' again and had gotten carried away. He shook his head and went inside the shop that he'd been waiting for her to enter with him.

The shop was known as “The Magick Touch” because it was a specialty shop for anyone who had supernatural or magical abilities to come to for supplies with a meeting place in the back for local covens. Behind the counter was a beaded curtain which to the common eye would be mysterious, but for Rae Lea it was part of her life, a place to communicate with spirits. There was a Ouija board, tarot cards, and a crystal ball. At times there would be a seance which did or didn't reap results, but it was all part of being 'special'. The shop was set up with drop bins filled with 'bagged' spells for the novice who wouldn't know what ingredients to mix in order to come to a desired result, such as attracting money or love potions (such a cliché, but they do exist.) Past the bins were shelves of glass covered in crystals, bottled or bagged herbs, oddities such as dragon's blood or fairy wings, and a set of shelves dedicated to cauldrons, mortars, or tools of some sort. Toward the back there were statues, dream catchers, and tapestries. It was very clean and filled with energy that hummed to all those who were gifted.

“Hey guys, what are y’all up to today? Looking for something in particular, or just looking?” Glenda lost feeling in half her face many years ago so she flashed half a smile to let us know all was well. We never knew how her face became messed up, but she managed alright without it.

“I need some oils, and a couple of UN-spelled amulets.” Rae returned her smile and moseyed her way toward the amulets. Glenda knew that they were regulars who knew their way around so she moved on to help another person who was browsing through books. Craig, Rae's friend who had been waiting for her, followed her around fingering everything in arms' length.

“Can you stop touching everything?”

“How do you know I'm touching something?” Craig answered her question with a question. He knew too well how she knew, but grating her nerves to a playful annoyed state made his day.

“Uh, psychic, duh.” She rolled her eyes. She knew he was trying to aggravate her and how well it worked every time.

He snickered. “Try to stay outta my business and you won't be so annoyed.”

He laughed again when she growled under her breath. He succeed. Feeling proud he put his hands in his pockets while continuing to follow her weaving in between this shelf and that. The funny thing about Rae and Craig's friendship was their oddity in general. Rae was a gifted practitioner who had many magical abilities. In a not-so-distant past we refer to as history she would've been called 'witch'. It was one of her hated calling cards, but tolerated when business came around followed by paying clients. On the other hand, Craig was a secret serial killer. A serial killer who picked off some here and there, but with a code and sense of respect for life. Rae was aware of his daily affairs and paid no attention to them after establishing that he did have a code he adhered to. Never mess with children or those who could be considered innocent in society's downfall. You know, those who constantly try to better themselves, but not at the expense of someone else's pain and suffering. It took Rae a little while to decern this, but it gave her comfort in his choice of extracurricular activities when she realized it wasn't sporadic or spontaneous, but well planned in great detail and with great reason. She had reminded him on occasion that if he changed his title to contract killer it would be so much more appealing than serial killer... it's a motives thing he had said. Apparently being paid for it took away some of his thrill seeking pleasures...whatever.

Rae's arms were filled with items she had selected during their maze walking. Craig saw the finish line ahead when the register and Glenda came into sight.

“Did you find everything you needed, Rae?” Glenda cast a quick glance toward Craig, but it wasn't really a good one. He wondered if she knew his 'hobby' too, and was seriously upset by it. She didn't look at him again, but focused on Rae as she named off a couple of items she needed, but couldn't find.

“I'll see if I can find them before tomorrow and I'll let you know. Remember you have a client appointment her tomorrow.” It wasn't so much a question as a confirmation for her own comfort. Glenda couldn't stand when people canceled at the last minute. The readings done by other practitioners put a little change in her pocket too.

They left The Magick Touch with all the items she needed neatly bagged and went for a bite to eat at The Drain Train. The Drain Train was a coffee shop made to look like a train on the outside so that it's patrons could enjoy brunch in a giant train that reminds them that they never go anywhere. Ironic, and a little depressing. They lived in a little town called Whyknot in the great state of North Carolina. Big joke was always that why should we do this or that... well WHY NOT? It was as corny as it got, but when you hear it as a kid you think it's pretty funny, and then you grow up and groan every time a townie tells it to a newbie visitor.

“Are you ever going to try the Vanilla Cinnamon Frap?” Craig raised his eyebrows waiting for Rae to decide what she wanted this time. It was tradition that they try something new every time they visit, but she seemed to avoid the Vanilla Cinnamon Cappuccino so he started picking it every time trying to tease her into trying it. He started getting different condiments seasoned on it. First, more cinnamon, then sprinkles (chocolate the first time and rainbow the second), and now he was having them put jelly beans in it.
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