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Chapter 1.




Sheila turned around in her bed. The alarm had received a death threat and so far it complied by being silent. Unfortunately the snooze button only held its promise for three minutes, so with a sigh she sat up, switched off the alarm and growled at the new day. It was a ritual that worked every time, and it was an easy one compared to the other little rituals she did during the week. Sheila was sort of a modern witch who did things with herbs, tarot cards and other tools to help people where she could. Her grandfather from mother's side had been a Native American from the Crow tribe, and that had made her a bit of an odd one. 

She was not a witch like those in many stories and TV series; she was a native witch and medicine woman, and a member of a local witches' coven, one she'd found after searching for a long time. She had spent much time asking around until she'd decided on joining this group. This one didn't dabble in much of the nude stuff that many other groups thought so important. Going into the woods in the middle of the night, provided the night was not too cold, was close enough to the old traditions for her.

Sheila dragged herself out of bed and snipped her fingers to get the coffee-maker going. That too was a ritual; a two-step ritual even. Step one: snip fingers. Step two: drag body to kitchen and flick the switch on the machine. By the time the coffee was ready to be drunk, Sheila had showered and dressed. She had learnt to be quick with that, otherwise the coffee would be bitter. Breakfast included a quick check of e-mail, and after that she gathered her things and went off to her workplace. It wasn't a very glamorous job: she was an assistant at a dentist's practice, but it was a solid job as long as people had teeth, and that was fine with her for now as it paid the bills.

On the way in she stopped at the house of her friend Josy, who also worked at the dentist's place. Josy was the oral hygienist and somewhat interested in witch-things without going through the trouble of actual trying them. That was how they had gotten to talk, resulting in a rather odd friendship. Josy, Sheila knew, was a member of a nudist resort not far out of town, and very fond of that. If Josy had her way she'd talk about that place nearly all the time they weren't talking about witch things, so Sheila did her best to keep the talks safe: on witch stuff. Josy was a great person, but her enthusiasm inevitably led to yet another invitation to her nude club, and that was not something Sheila cared about.

"Hey, Josy," Sheila said as her friend hopped in. "More mouths to stare in today. How many?" They always made a bet on that, just for the fun of it. Most of the time Josy got it right, and that made her mock Sheila's witchiness a bit, but it was all in fun. Of course it helped that Josy knew her own agenda, but Sheila enjoyed the silly banter they had over it.

At work, the day was just another day, with lots of calls, plenty of mostly unfounded complaints, and patients showing up too late, so by the time Sheila drove Josy home they were both pooped.

"Thank god I'm going to the club again tomorrow," the oral hygienist sighed. "Fridays are always the worst, don't you agree?"

"Yeah, next to the other days of the week that go rough," Sheila agreed as she barely avoided a man on bike. "Watch it, sucker, I don't want you chipping off paint!" After a few moments she glanced at Josy. "What? No attempt to invite me this time?"

"Why? Are you interested all of a sudden?" Josy grinned.

"No way!"

"See, I knew, that's why I didn't ask. Don't want to be predictable all the time. Going to your witchy circle this weekend?"

"Nah. Will is on vacation and Lizzy's off to see an aunt far away, so we're skipping this week."

Josy just nodded, as her friend pulled over. "Have a good weekend. Call me if you change your mind, you have my cell."

"Yeah, you too and don't count on it," Sheila grinned. She hit the car horn as she drove off, and for the thousandth time wondered how Josy would keep her things like her keys and phone with her while she was running around stark naked among other naked people. Without her wanting it, images of what would go on at such venues crowded her mind, and despite Josy's explanation that they were just undressed people having a good time, Sheila had difficulties to push away the visions of orgies and other unmentionable things.

Once home, Sheila dressed in something comfortable and found several interesting magazines to read until she felt like dinner. Friday nights were part of the weekend, and weekends shouldn't be rushed. They were over too soon anyway.

The magazine she read was one of her favourite New Age publications. The articles in it were better than the fluffy things, there was some real knowledge in it, like things about herbs and energy-work, and they often had specials about Native American things, something she felt very attracted to thanks to her bit of Indian blood. After two articles she wondered if she should read another one or get dinner going. "One more," she decided. "No rush." She turned the page and gasped. There was a picture of three naked people! They were only shown from the back, but... nude!

"What the hell..." she wondered. The image promptly brought back her visions of Josy and her nudist friends, doing whatever. As she shook her head she decided to read at least the first two paragraphs. After all, this was no smut magazine, this was serious.

After finishing the entire piece and rereading several paragraphs, Sheila shook her head again. "Being closer to nature, sure," she told the magazine as she put it aside and went to fix her favourite Friday food: pizza. "Feeling uninhibited," she muttered as she fired up the oven, "and having the ability to sense through more senses. My ass." As the oven wasn't impressed, Sheila went to her bedroom mirror and considered her ass herself. "See, too much of that." In a streak of dare she pulled down her sweatpants. Her underwear came down too, even though she hadn't meant that to happen, but it convinced her that the specific body part was unacceptably large. "Unfair distribution, dear Mother Nature, something went horribly wrong when you put me together."

The oven made it clear that it was ready to receive the pizza, so she covered herself again and felt relieved about that.

Later, pizza devoured and the magazine finished (she had carefully skipped to beyond the nude practices article), Sheila stretched out on her couch. She felt good and secure between her own four walls. Tomorrow, she decided, she'd go out into the woods and do her own little energy there, wearing her best witch's outfit, just to prove the article wrong. So there.


      ***The start of Saturday was a ritual too, be it the one that involved cleaning and shopping and other exciting things like that. Sheila shrugged that off, it was something that had to be done, so the sooner she got started with it, the better. By now she had worked out a very good schedule to do things as fast and effective as possible, so as she settled down for lunch in her favourite little restaurant down the road, she felt very pleased with herself. Having a small apartment wasn't always so great, but for cleaning it was the perfect choice for someone who didn't like cleaning very much.

"Hey Sheila, the regular?" Fritz, the waiter at the place, put down a cup of coffee for her. He knew Sheila well. He'd started work there in his late teens and now, in his early thirties, still did the same thing - with the difference that he owned the restaurant. He just liked waiting on people.

"Nah," Sheila grinned, "I'll have the scrambled eggs, hash browns and toast, instead of the toast, scrambled eggs and hash browns."

Fritz grinned. "Out on a limb, huh?" She always had the same, but this was their little joke. He spotted the bag she had with her. "Out on a trip?"

"Nothing major. I'm going to the woods this afternoon."

"Ah. Herbs and magics," the waiter understood. Sheila's hobby was known to many people and nearly no one mocked her about it as she didn't get annoying over it. "Going to toss some rabbit bones too?"

"Something like," she nodded, "and stop ridiculing the traditions of my ancestors." It was something very sensitive within her. Even though she didn't look native American with her wavy, blond hair, her black eyes carried some of the heritage.

"Right. I won't be a minute." Fritz kept word, it was a full five minutes before he returned with her food and more coffee. "Enjoy. Coffee's on me today."

"Generous!" Sheila said as she attacked her meal.

With a stomach full and a trip to the ladies' room behind her, she headed to the woods. The patch of land with trees weren't really worth that name, but it was the best the area had to offer, and you could wander there for a few miles anyway. The clouds parted to show a pretty blue sky and a cheerful sun was out to make this day a really nice one. In the small, secluded parking between the trees, Sheila changed into her black witch's outfit. It was safe to do that here, there were no other cars, so no peeping Toms around. Then she left her car, locked it, and with her bag in hand she started walking to the familiar place where her group sometimes got together.

As she walked down the path, she noticed that the sun was quite warm. Summer was very much making itself at home. The familiar feeling of perspiration trickling down her back made her a slightly less happy witch; this meant more laundry, and she'd just gotten rid of a load. Still she pushed on, her plan firm and her steps confident. She reached the small open spot she liked for her own doings. She pulled the blanket from her bag and spread it on the ground. There she kneeled and took her tarot cards, spreading those out as well. See, all went fine. No need to get naked at all, even though it was warmer than she had expected. Sheila took the magazine from her bag, She had brought that as a reminder why she was here in the first place. Then she started reading the cards she'd spread out in front of her. Occasionally she had to shift position, as the heat of the sun reached all the way down to the ground. The skinny trees around did nothing to stop the heat, and the few bushes around weren't any use either. Sheila winced as her dress caught in a twig and the sound of tearing fabric followed as she moved to the side a little. Maybe she shouldn't have chosen black today, but black was the colour of the witch, even when the temperature made it feel icky against her hot skin.

After a while, taking a few good swigs of water, she felt hot. "That's all your fault," she blamed the magazine. She paged to the article about rituals in the nude. "Your fault, not mine." She frowned for a moment as a thought hit her. It was warm. She was alone in the woods. And she was here to prove to herself that a clothed ritual was just as good as a naked one, but how could she prove that if she didn't do the other side as well?

Sheila got up and walked around, her dress catching in more twigs and bits of forest. She listened carefully to make sure that she was indeed as alone here as she thought. There were no sounds of cars or people, no barking dogs either. She bit her lip. Would she do this? Would she be brave enough to take all her clothes off here in the small forest, and read a few cards?

After walking back to her blanket she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. She wore her bra under it, it wouldn't be a problem if people saw that. It was a nice bra, after all. Not very confident yet she took off the blouse. It took her longer to gain the courage to unzip her skirt. A little bit of wind came through the trees and caressed her back and shoulders. It felt nice, much better than before. "Okay, here goes." A few movements later she stood on her blanket in her underwear, arms crossed over her chest, spying around and listening intently. The only thing around was the occasional breeze of warm wind which played around her.

"It's your fault," she reminded the magazine as she slowly reached for the clip of her bra. Once that was off she crossed her arms over her breasts again, to make sure no one saw her, even when no one was there.

Slowly she lowered her arms. She'd gone this far, the final step had to be taken too. And then shuffle the cards and read at least three. Or two. With her eyes closed she slipped off her panties and quickly kneeled down. After all, the smaller she appeared, the less chance that anyone saw her. As more wind touched her everywhere, also in places where wind had never touched her before, she relaxed a little. The oppressing heat from the sunshine overhead had gone together with her clothes. "Still it's not proven," she muttered as she opened her eyes. Quickly she gathered the cards, shuffled them quickly and laid down another spread, a simple one about yesterday, today and tomorrow.
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Chapter 2.




The card for yesterday was no surprise. A boring day deserved a boring card, and the ten of wands was just the ticket for that. One card done, two to go. Today. Oh, of course, the card of surprises, four of wands. Well, wasn't that spot on. She had surprised herself quite severely by dropping her clothes here in the middle of nowhere, and she still couldn't believe that she'd done it, sitting and reading cards. A quick glance down convinced her though, she wore nothing. Good. One more card. She knew she'd do the whole set of three cards as it all went so well. Relief rushed through her as she picked up the last card, but as she turned it over and saw the Death card, she had to swallow hard. Sheila dropped the card and reached for her water bottle. She took a good sip and looked at the card again. "Oh no. No bad stuff, no transformations, no nothing. You know that I don't do that change-stuff, I'm perfectly happy the way I am." 

Sheila shook her head as she put the card back upside down again so she didn't have to see the image. She knew it didn't always mean something bad, but that didn't mean she had to be happy about it. She sat back, as her knees started to complain about abuse. Leaning on her hands behind her she looked up at the trees around her. With her legs stretched in front of her to let the blood flow again, she closed her eyes as the sunlight touched her face and the wind played with her blond hair.

A sudden strong gust of wind made her grin. It was tempting to lie down and let the wind play over her body, but she was here to prove something and - with a slightly grim feeling she reached for the magazine that was still open at the article with the naked witches. "It's all your fault. You lured me here and made the weather too nice, and now I haven't proven that there is no difference." She refused to say out loud that the undressed part of her work had felt better; she just couldn't.

After a while longer she forced herself to get up, collect the cards and go back home for some refreshments the forest didn't offer. "Hey, who took that third card?" she mumbled as she couldn't find the Death card. Somehow the wind had blown it away. She found it a few feet away. With the pouch containing the deck in one hand she crawled to it, stuck the card where it belonged and got up to stretch herself one more time. That was the moment she banged her head into a low branch of the tree she was close to. A sharp pain seared through her as she saw stars in many pretty colours, and then she fell down in a black void.

When she came to, the sunlight was still there. Sheila touched her head and found a good sized bump on it. "Damn, damn." Slowly she got up and brushed some leaves from her skin. At that moment she froze: she heard two or three loud voices, and they were coming closer. The people were shouting and laughing, and there she was, all naked, standing in the forest. Ignoring the pain in her head she stumbled forwards, grabbed her clothes, bag and blanket, and crouched low behind the bushes, closing her eyes and hoping that the people would just walk by quickly without discovering her. In her head she screamed out and promised herself that she would never do this again, in a never ever kind of never way.

Her wishes were granted. The three people passed her, never being closer than some fifty feet, and the voices faded away soon. Frantically Sheila put on her clothes, haste making her stumble, and the stress she felt making her nauseous. The heat that couldn't escape from her clothes any more didn't make her feel much better, so she forced herself to walk to her car slowly. Once inside it, with the air-conditioning on, she relaxed and breathed more easily. Only when her heart had stopped racing, she drove off and didn't stop until she was home.


      ***Sheila pushed the memory of everything that had happened in the small forest to the back of her mind. Her head still hurt, and after she'd jumped in and out of the shower and she was watching television, she kept blinking her eyes. Something wasn't quite right with how she saw things. She reasoned that she probably had gotten a mild concussion as she had hit the tree, so she washed down a few painkillers with a cup of coffee and lay down on the couch to let the medication take effect.

It was several hours later that she woke up from a restless dream. She didn't remember what had happened, but flashes of colours, scared people and all kinds of other weird stuff came back to her in leaps and bounds. Her head hurt somewhat less, but as she looked around the living room things had gotten worse with her eyes. Everything had an odd colour around it, mostly very faint. She raised a hand and almost wanted to run away from herself as she saw brilliant colours of yellow, red and blue dance around her fingers. "What the heck is that?" she wondered, blinking frantically to make the colours go away. Suddenly they were gone, and everything looked normal again. "Phew..." Carefully she blinked again. No colours. Good.

The rest of the day went about normally, and also the Sunday that followed was just a Sunday. All the spooky things of the Saturday afternoon in the forest faded away, as did the lump on her head.

The first sign that not all things were back to normal came on Monday, when she pulled her car up to where Josy always waited for her. Josy wasn't there. That wasn't anything like Josy, so Sheila called her cell phone and was switched to voice mail. "Hey Josy. I'm waiting here for you. You have five minutes or you're taxi-bound."

Five minutes later there was no Josy. Sheila called again, and again she heard the voice mail message. Weird, she thought, if Josy was sick she'd have called. Well, she'd given fair warning, so she drove off to work. No one there had heard from Josy either, and Sheila now seriously worried about her friend, together with the others at the dental practice. During the lunch-break Sheila offered to drive to Josy's again. Her co-workers thought that a good idea, but as she arrived there she found no one, despite lots of ringing the door-bell.

"That's not like Josy at all," said Gary, one of the dentists, after Sheila had returned to work. "She's what people set clocks to. Well, most of the time."

Sheila agreed, Josy's punctuality was the stuff proverbs were made of, so she called the police.

"Miss Josy Barnes you say? Please hold." The voice at the other end of the line gave Sheila a bad feeling. He didn't ask anything, as if he recognised Josy's name. "Miss Williams?" the voice came back.

"Yes?"

"Can you come down to the station? We'd like to ask you a few questions regarding Miss Barnes."

"Shouldn't you talk to her family?" Sheila then recalled that Josy had never mentioned her parents or siblings.

"We've tried to find next of kin but found that her parents died, and she's an only child."

"But why should I come over? What happened? Is she hurt?" Sheila's heart was gripped by fear.

"It would be best if you come over, Miss Williams." The man gave her the address.

Gary almost chased Sheila off, waving any word about taking leave away. "Go there and let us know what you've learnt. This is very uncommon. Go, go."

Sheila drove to the police station, far too fast. The officer she'd spoken to, his name was Morrisey, took her into a room and offered her coffee. "Miss Barnes has disappeared last Sunday afternoon," he then said. "She was at the, uhm, resort with some friends."

Sheila blushed. He referred to the nudist resort. "What happened?" Tears welled up from her eyes. This didn't sound good. She looked for a handkerchief as the police officer started talking.

"They were a group of five. They went into a forest area of the, uhm, park, to hike around, so we were told. Somehow Miss Barness discovered she'd lost something and ran back into the forest. Her friends waited for a while, but she didn't return. The police have gone through every brush and fern, but we've not found anything except the bag she had with her."

Sheila looked at the man in fright. Not only his words shocked her, also the colours were back. He was enveloped in blue, black and red, and the colours swirled as if he was very ill at ease. "We hope you would be able to identify the bag as being the property of Miss Barnes."

"Where is Josy?" was the first and most illogical thing Sheila could ask. "Where's my friend?" Fright charged at her and her reason switched off for a moment.

"Please, Miss Williams," said officer Morrisey, "if you could just have a look." From a box that Sheila hadn't noticed before he took a bag that came straight from the hippie era, orange with flowers in insane colours. It was Josy's favourite bag.

"Yes, that's hers, but where is she?" The colours around the man opposite her became even more frantic in their dance, while dark brown mixed in. The effect disturbed her more than that it distracted her.

"We're still trying to find out. When was the last time you saw her?"

Sheila replied almost unwillingly, but half an hour later she had given a complete statement about the last time she'd seen her friend, and how Josy's mental state was, and more things like that. Officer Morrisey thanked her and promised he'd inform her as soon as they knew something more. By the time Sheila was in her car, tears flowed over her cheeks and she couldn't stop them for quite a while. Only after she'd calmed herself down, she called her work and explained what had happened. Gary told her to take the rest of the day off; he obviously sensed that Sheila wasn't able to work any more that day.

Slowly she drove home, focussing hard on the traffic. The colours were still everywhere and did their best to distract her, but she made it to her apartment safely. There she had another good cry about Josy. Even when nothing was clear, it wasn't like her friend to just disappear, and certainly not in a park where she was having fun with friends.

Only after that she thought of the colours again. Sheila checked her hand. Yes, colours. More red now. Weird that she'd not noticed them until now, and they hadn't gone away, she was certain of that. It was almost like the colours of the aura, something in her head reminded her about an article she'd once read.

"Get out of here," she told herself. "I bumped my head. That can't make you see auras. Or can it?" She wasn't certain though, and she couldn't remember where she read about it so she made a few calls to friends. Everyone was shocked at the new of Josy's disappearing, even when they didn't know her. Most were amazed at her revelation about the colours, but had no idea if a bump on the head could trigger something like that. A few others said it would probably go away in a few days and told her not to worry. Each answer had a good side, but neither helped her further. During the call, she also noticed, the ability faded again, and as it hadn't shown all Sunday it probably was something that would fade over time.

She looked for something to read and distract her from Josy's disappearing when the phone started ringing. Sheila didn't recognise the number. Against her habits she answered. "Hello?" she said while she didn't understand herself.

"Hi. Is this Sheila Williams? I'm Mike. Mike Michaels. I'm a friend of Josy's."

"Yes. I'm Sheila. How did you get my number?" Mike Michaels. The name almost sounded like a joke.

There was a chuckle on the other end. "Josems said you'd react that way." Josems. Only the very best of friends called her Josems. Josy would fly off like a rocket at people she hadn't allowed to use that name, so this Mike had to be safe.

"And why do you call me?" Sheila asked.

"Yeah, I should tell you, huh?" Mike's voice sounded a bit slow, like he was on some kind of dope, but he didn't sound sullen. "The cops have been sweating their butts off here in the park and they came up with nothing. You know, I was there when Josy disappeared." The man on the other end now sounded very serious, even worried. "I don't think they know what they're up against here, and Josems told us about your stuff."

"My... stuff?" Sheila felt her cheeks flush.

"Yeah, you know, you being a witchy person and stuff. I think you and I could click quite well, like in spiritual matters and such."

Sheila frowned. She wasn't certain what he'd consider spiritual matters. He sounded a bit too distant from the real world at times. "What do you mean exactly by that?"

"Yeah, see, there's a lot of talk going into that, perhaps we should meet up somewhere and chat about that without electronics messing up the vibes, Sheila. I can pick up some heavy duty uncertainty from your end. Also something Josems mentioned. You do better in person."

Damn you, Josy, was the first thing Sheila thought, for telling people so much about me. On the other hand, she corrected her thought, it was nice to know Josy knew her friends so well. "Right. Where do you suggest we can meet?"

"Well, I'm at the park right now. If you have some wheels to take you here, I can show you where it happened. I mean, you're a witch but you don't fly around on brooms, right? 'Cause if you do I want you to teach me that trick." Mike laughed at his own joke. It actually made Sheila grin as well.

"Okay, where is-" Her mouth snapped shut. For crying out loud, the park was the nudist place! And she'd already said okay! "I mean, is there no better place?"

"You tell me, sister. If there is a better place than where it actually happened, you're free to enlighten me." He had her, and she knew it. And even worse: she had the rest of the day off. Tomorrow she'd be at work again.

"You mean at the nude people place, right?" she asked to stall for a decision.

Mike laughed. "Yes, at the nude people place, although we call it a naturist retreat. Or simply the Mighty Oaks Resort if that makes it sound any better. Josy said you're not into this but that's cool. We'll get it sorted."

"Do I.. uhm... have to..." It was near impossible for her to ask her question.

"Take it all off? No one here wants to make you feel uncomfortable, so come and be how you are. I'll be waiting at the gate." He gave her the address and with that the call ended.
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Chapter 3.




Sheila stared at the telephone in her hand. How had that happened? Someone had talked her into going to that place, something that even one of her best friends had not succeeded in. "You are so going to regret this," she said, not deciding whether she meant herself, Mike or Josy, or someone so far unknown. "But if it's something that brings Josy back, then I'm going to do this." 

As she got up from the couch she noticed she still wore her work clothes. She changed into something easier and lighter, as it was quite warm again that day. Shorts, sandals and a tank top would have to do. Those, and a few of her trusted divination tools in her bag, among which her Tarot deck, two coloured feathers and a large crystal on a chain that she loved.

The drive to the resort took a while, and the closer she got, the more she steeled herself for the sight of hundreds of naked people. At one point her fright of that almost seized control and only the thought of doing something for Josy made her go on. For a moment she also thought that this was all set up by her friend to get her to the park, but she had to dismiss that one; the police were really looking for her. No way Josy or anyone else would be able to stage something all the way into a police station.

The sign Mighty Oaks shocked her brain back into the present. She was there and she'd have to go in. Sweat appeared on her brow, despite the air-conditioning in the car.

The drive up to the gate of the resort passed through a small stretch of forest that consisted mainly of oaks, she noticed. Of course, why else would the place be called Mighty Oaks? The gate came closer and opened as her car approached. A man walked out and waved. He wore shorts, she saw to her relief. The rest of him looked like a cave man, with his long, black hair and his beard. He walked barefoot. As her car was halfway through the gate, the man beckoned her to stop.

"Heya, I'm Mike. Sheila, right?" Before she could answer, he continued. "Yeah, that's you. That's the vibe I caught on the phone. Pull your car into the gate, I'll close up and show you where to go."

She drove the car past the gate. Mike slipped into the seat next to her and directed her to a parking next to a low building. As they left the car, Sheila said: "Thank you, Mike."

He smiled and patted his shorts. "Sure, no sweat, little sister." He looked and sounded more like a hippie than a dope head, she thought. "I'll try to keep them on a bit longer for you." At her frown he explained that he usually wore nothing as he lived on the resort. "This feels wrong to my skin, but I'll do this for you. You're her friend as I am."

Mike took her into the low building where she saw a few more people, a few dressed in shorts, others dressed in nothing. A lady, who sat talking on the phone, also only wore shorts! Mike didn't give Sheila time to wonder and gape, he guided her to a map that hung from the far wall. "See, this is where we are," he pointed. "And that is where the Five Oaks are, where it happened." Then he put his hands on Sheila's shoulders and gave her a gentle squeeze. She noticed how strong he was, despite his thin arms. "Let me get you something to drink. And then you'll talk to me, okay?" He ushered her to a long table with lots of chairs, sat her down and left, to return with two mugs of iced tea. Mike sat down and looked at Sheila, waiting for her to begin.

Before she could start to speak, the door opened and a group of four nude people barged in, laughing and yelling at each other. Sheila saw them and dragged her eyes back to her mug, not wanting to see any more. Stealthily she looked at Mike who just smiled and gave her a wink. "All cool, little sister. They don't mind. They have nothing to hide." Now there was a truth.

"How long have you known Josy?" Sheila then asked, buying time.

"Bunch of years. She's been here for that long too," Mike shrugged. "Big spirit in her, bursting with life, always helping and way cool. And you?"

Sheila told him about meeting Josy at the dentist's and how they became friends. "She talked about this place a lot, but never was pushy about it."

"'Course not. Won't work that way. You dig it, you get curious and you try it, or you miss out on something great," Mike nodded. "Josy digs it."

The four people at the counter, three men and a woman, laughed at something and left. Sheila watched them go and then quickly focussed on Mike's face again, almost embarrassed about her curiosity. If he noticed, he didn't show it. "So how's that witchy stuff of you work?" he asked instead, giving Sheila more time to talk about safe things, things she knew and was convinced of.

She told him about divining, the Tarot cards, and also about the native chants and the energy work that she tried to do for others. As she talked, she noticed how the hippie man somehow became uncomfortable. "Am I boring you? I know it's not for everyone-"
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