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Harvey Hartley made his way into work, running away from the parking lot, tearing through the streets like his life depended on getting there on time. That was not much of an exaggeration—Harvey had been late twice this month, and his boss, Mr. Applegate, told him he'd be in serious trouble if it happened again.

He had stayed up late last night surfing the web. He felt like an idiot. He wasn't even doing anything useful when he was on the Internet, he wasn't educating himself or making new friends or setting up a business. He wasn't even watching porn.

He felt like an idiot—he stayed up late last night buying spells. It was so stupid he swore he would never tell anyone. But there were "witches" online who cast spells for people in exchange for money. Harvey bought some on the spur of the moment, and the witch had promised she would cast the spell this morning.

He arrived at work just two minutes late. That was probably fine. He hurried into the employee lounge to get a cup of coffee, that way it would look like he had arrived a few minutes early but got his coffee first.

He made it down to his desk and breathed a sigh of relief. He was here. People were giving him strange looks, but he chalked that up to him arriving on a warm morning with a hot cup of coffee, out of breath as though he had sprinted all the way here.

"Don't think I didn't see that you were late, Harvey," said Mr. Applegate as he walked by. "You were close enough that I'm not going to write you up. But a nine o'clock start-time means you have to be in your desk, ready to work, at nine o'clock."

"Yes, sir, Mr. Applegate," Harvey said. He blushed.

"I guess the makeover took all night, huh?" Mr. Applegate said as he walked away. He chuckled. "Nice wig."

Harvey didn't know what that meant, but Mr. Applegate was gone anyway, so he couldn't ask for more information. At least, in order to ask him to clarify or repeat himself, Harvey would have to go into Mr. Applegate's office, which was always a terrifyingly tense prospect. Harvey wouldn't do that unless it was absolutely vital.
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