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Standing in the middle of her arcane circle, Morgana Grey flipped her messenger bag open for the second time, and double-checked that she had everything she needed for her trip to Lorelheim. Spellbooks, glass bottles, spare clothes, and other assorted odds and ends stuffed the bag to the brim, and despite overpacking, Morgana couldn’t help but feel she was forgetting something. Pipe weed made her memory a bit foggy, and she couldn’t quite reach through the veil this morning. 

She fluffed out and examined the bottom of her simple, black dress, and tightened the front laces of her corset, ensuring her outfit was in place as it should be. Morgana touched her necklace, her fingers running across the dangling eight-pointed star, then felt for her earrings. Crescent moon on the right, another star on the left. A large, gold hoop bracelet dangled from her wrist, and a pair of silver bands were wrapped around her right ring finger. She spun the rings, an anxious habit, and bit her lower lip.   

“What am I missing, Zeke?” the swamp witch asked, turning to her oily black raven. “Got any ideas?”

“Ideas!” Ezekiel cawed. He cocked his head to the side, then flew across the room to perch atop Morgana’s staff. 

The gnarled and twisted hazelwood quarterstaff lay across her desk, unceremoniously covered in paperwork and various swamp herbs. The large, gleaming chunk of blue celestite embedded into the end reflected the room back in a series of kaleidoscopic images as it rocked from the bird’s weight. Ezekiel flapped his wings to stay balanced, and hopped off of it right before the entire thing tipped over the edge. 

“Careful!” Morgana shouted, and just barely caught it. The crystalline tip grazed the floor with a sickening thud, and she hissed as she imagined it shattering into a thousand, shimmering pieces across her ritual room. “You’re not as graceful as you think!” 

“Graceful!” Ezekiel mocked, before pecking at some bog cranberries that had been hidden under Morgana’s countless scrolls of parchment. 

“Yeah, dig in,” Morgana laughed as the bird swallowed down a berry whole. Red juice dripped from his beak.  

The hazelwood rod stood almost as tall as Morgana, and she hefted it, feeling comfort in its weight and smoothness. The roughly cut shard of celestite at its head caught the morning’s light beautifully as she examined it, turning it over in her hands. As far as she could tell, it hadn’t been damaged by the close call. She let out a sigh, and shook her head at Ezekiel, who continued feasting.   

Despite the power and comfort the old staff gave her, she knew she’d blend in amongst the crowds better with something less conspicuous. Morgana placed the staff back onto the rack where it belonged, next to an assortment of brooms and other staves of various sizes, and instead removed a small wand of dark oak wood. The slender, foot-long body of the wand was thin and wavy, reminding the witch of a kris dagger, and its comfortable handle was inscribed with elegant Elven runes. The thing was sized for small hands, and was perfect for her trip to the city. She tucked the magickal focus into her bag, and returned to the circle carved into the floor. 

“I trust you can take care of yourself for a few days while I’m gone?” Morgana asked, adjusting her hat. Her finger went through a hole in the fabric, and she made a mental note to buy a new one soon. 

“Take care of yourself,” Ezekiel echoed, his head tilting side to side. He plucked another cranberry free and gobbled it down greedily. 

“I’ll take that as a yes.” 

Morgana reached for the spell component pouch on her hip, and pulled out a small vial of boggle slime. The greasy, iridescent fluid clung to the edges of the glass, and the swamp witch held her breath as she uncorked the tube. Slowly, carefully, she tipped the vial, letting a single, pregnant drop build at the lip before it fell free. The moment the droplet of boggle juice splashed against the eight-pointed star carved into the floor, the entire sigil began to glow a deep, phosphorescent crimson.

The witch envisioned the delicious, seared duck she last had at The Exalted Boar, and her mouth watered at the prospect of a warm, hearty meal. She focused on the dimly lit tavern, closing her eyes and creating a detailed mental image of the place. Morgana tried to place herself in the tavern within her mind’s eye, imagining the view from a dark, secluded table in the corner. Teleportation magick was finnicky, and a clearer vision of the destination meant a more accurate landing on the other side. She had considered flying on her broom, but worried the sight of a witch racing across the morning sky would attract far too much attention. Teleportation – if done correctly – would be more discreet and significantly faster, to boot. 

Morgana began to speak aloud the ancient incantation that gave the spell life. The glow of the circle brightened and dimmed with each guttural, inhuman syllable of the long-forgotten language, reacting vividly to the witch’s dark words. She felt a tingling in her extremities as her own raw, cosmic energy fed into the pulsating runes. The air rippled around her body, and her ears crackled with the change in pressure. 

Sniffing a few times, Morgana couldn’t help but notice a strange, acrid smell in the air as the runes beneath her feet went from deep crimson to a bright vermillion. She looked down, and noticed a large, off-white, and goopy stain across the ritual circle. It hissed and smoked, changing from white to a putrid brown until it finally vaporized into nothingness. It took her a few moments to register what the substance had been, and when she did, her stomach sank. 
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