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Witch in the Wind

 

Damian Serbu


To Bill Oliver: mentor, editor, cherished friend. Always fancy the sea!


I: Youthful Revelations

 


Chapter One

Survival

December 1692

Salem, Massachusetts

 

ALEXANDER HID IN the loft of the old barn despite the bitter cold blowing between the boards and swirling around him. He had traipsed through the snow from the nearby house to his secret hiding place in the hay to spend a few moments alone.

His body was undergoing major changes. Other boys went through transformations at this age too. Alexander learned as much from the gossip and stories he heard of expanding muscles, hair growing in new places, and voices deepening. Except those alterations hardly worried him.

He jumped when the violent wind slammed a door shut beneath him. He reached over and grabbed the small doll his mother had made him long ago, which he played with until his father announced him too old for such things. After that, he’d hid his toy up here.

No, nothing going on physically alarmed him, not even his emerging sexual excitement. The pastor’s warning against sinful thoughts seemed out of touch. Though he’d never say it aloud, Alexander thought that a bunch of rot.

He came to his hideaway today because of the memory of his mother’s lesson from last summer when he’d turned thirteen. Alexander curled up in a blanket, clutching his doll, warding off the freezing temperature as the blizzard covered the landscape outside the barn.

One hot summer evening after dusk, his mom had taken him out to a darkened field and spoken in a whisper.

“Your body is changing,” she had said. He blushed at the memory, embarrassed that his mother noticed such things in him. “But that’s not all. Listen closely, Alexander. It’s a dangerous time. Not everyone understands your family. They’ll come for us if we’re not careful. There’s a legacy in you that will blossom in the next year or so. I’ll teach you about it. You must promise to keep it a secret. Come only to me as the changes stir and when you have questions.”

He had nodded and said nothing else, too humiliated by the thought of talking to his mother about his body’s transition.

Since then, he had asked a number of times about this mysterious new power in him, only for her to admonish that he was not ready to learn more. If his father ever overheard, he scowled and told them to keep quiet.

There came an alarm, as if a wisp on the tail of a storm, blowing a chill into his very brain. He reached for his mother’s crystal, one she allowed him to examine from time to time if he promised to keep it hidden and never speak of its magic. The glass orb fit in the palm of his hand, smooth and clear. Peering into the crystal, he saw a vision of men: the pastor, the sheriff, and others, riding their horses hard through the storm and coming toward the farm. In the last month, images of the present had flashed into the crystal, a power he understood to come along with the other alterations to his being. No doubt his mother referenced these forces during that warm night in the field on his thirteenth birthday.

Minutes later, Alexander heard horse hooves pounding outside, and a horse whinnied as the posse came to a halt. The fact they ventured out on such a horrid night caused Alexander’s heart to race.

Alexander peeked out a crack in the barn to see the men gather together after tying their horses to a post. The family’s old dog bellowed a warning as the men approached the house.

“Goody Macbeth? Come out.”

Instead of his mother, his father came to the door and held his musket.

Alexander shivered at the cold and then ducked under a pile of hay when he heard someone climbing up the ladder toward him.

“Alexander?” his mother whispered. “Show yourself. I know you’re up here. We haven’t much time.”

Alexander sensed the urgency in her voice, so different from the gentle way she always spoke to him, even after a transgression. He saw her crawling toward him.

“Hush yourself and listen, child.” She took him in her arms as if again a babe. He thought better of resisting, despite the adult in him protesting this infantile turn of events. “You remember what I told you about the changes you’ll experience? I wanted to teach you about them at the appropriate time. I wanted to do it as my mother did for me. But they’re going to take me away.”

“I won’t let them.” Alexander reached for his own musket, but his mother held him tightly.

“Listen to me. You can’t do anything.”

Alexander frowned at the thought of cowardice. Except, he loved his mother too much to disobey. He relaxed again in her arms.

“Good. That’s a good boy. If you lash out, they’ll get you too. I need you to survive.” She leaned over and glanced out the crack in the barn for herself. He glanced over her shoulder and saw his father in a heated discussion with the men.

Only when his mother pulled him back into the hay did he notice the tear trickling down her cheek.

“These are evil times in which we live, son. Not the evil they’ll speak of, with Satan coming into their midst. No.” She shook her head. “It’s the innocent they kill. The complete misunderstanding of the power. This is what you must learn, and I’ve but a few minutes to teach you. You have power in your blood. To see the present, no matter where it may take place. To heal. To control the wind. Alexander, believe me, it’s not from a demon. It’s from your grandmother, and your great grandfather before her. Use it to protect yourself. Use it for good, no matter what you may hear otherwise.”

“Where is your wife?” They both jumped at the sheriff’s screaming voice.

“Are you a witch?” Alexander whispered to his mother. “Am I a witch?”

“Give me your hand.” Alexander held his hand out to his mother, who took it and then pressed their index fingers together. A warmth cut through the biting cold that had taken hold of every other part of his body and then seemed to course through his veins. He felt dizzy for a moment, but then a new powerful control overcame him.

His mother spoke the truth of his ability. He could sense a capacity to stop the wind, then start it again; to see from a distance what people did at the moment in a different town, as when he’d spotted the men riding toward his home through the storm; to heal the scratch on his arm from when he scraped it on a nail on his way up to the loft.

“Do you understand now?” his mother asked.

Alexander nodded, though he only half understood. He learned of his power from her touch. He realized she thought it a force for good, and thus so did he. But she never answered about being a witch.

“Tis not evil, son. No devil is involved. Survive.”

She pressed her forehead to his and held the small crystal between them. In the glass, Alexander saw a vision materialize before them. Of their father, just below them in the yard. The dog barked again. They saw the other men approach him, demanding Goody MacBeth’s imprisonment.

Then his father clutched at his arm, his eyes wide open as he slumped to his knees and fell into the snow at the feet of these intruders. Despite their earlier antagonism, they rushed to him. Only then did Alexander realize the doctor was among them. He bent over his father, then looked up to the other men and shook his head.

Alexander’s mother pulled out of their embrace, tears streaming down her face. She grabbed the musket and headed for the ladder. Alexander moved to follow but she turned and stared deeply into his eyes. “No. Survive. Sneak to the house and go to bed. Don’t let them know what you can do. Do you understand me? Survive.”

He nodded slightly and watched her descend. Alexander followed closely behind, going to the opposite end of the barn. He instinctively patted their horse on the head and then went out the door. He knew without looking his mother watched him leave.

He ran quickly around the barn and snuck into the house, hidden the entire time by the thick and swirling snow, hoping the bitter wind carried away any sound he made or swept away his footprints.

Alexander crept to the window and opened the shutter, disobeying his mother’s order to go to his bed. He could barely see the barn but the men stood close by. Again, they shouted for Goody MacBeth to come out, seemingly oblivious to his father now lying dead at their feet of their own doing.

What happened next came so quickly Alexander had no time to react, no doubt as his mother intended. The barn door swung open, and she fired the musket. It missed the men, hitting high into a tree above them. His mother was the best shot in the family. She had meant to miss.

Yet these men in their black clothing and moral purity rushed at her. Alexander felt the change in the air as she called forth the elements to come to her defense. No, not to defend herself, but to reveal her power and send them into a complete frenzy of fear and panic.

They set upon her, the brute cowards choking the life out of her. Alexander never moved from his post. Every part of his being despised these men. He wanted to attack them. He wished to kill them. He even sent forth some of this new ability and crashed a branch down at their feet.

His mother’s words, though, stopped him. Survive. She had wanted him to survive, even as she planned her own death to protect him. Though it went against every instinct in his body, Alexander left the window and crawled into his bed and feigned sleep. He had no time for mourning if he was to obey his mother’s wish.

A few moments later, the sheriff roused him. He spoke softly but with command. “Come. I’m taking you to your uncle.”

“Where are my parents?” Alexander asked this question without so much as a quiver in his voice. He knew the answer but wanted the fiend to admit it.

“No time for that. Your uncle will explain.”

Alexander attempted a few more questions of the sheriff and other men once outside, but they ignored him as they mounted their horses and propped him up behind the pastor. They soon headed through the blizzard at the same brisk pace with which they arrived, this time with Alexander as their prisoner.

As he reluctantly held tightly to the pastor, Alexander squeezed his eyes shut and saw the barn from above. His father’s body lay already half buried in the snow, his mother’s partially in the barn, the fabric of her dress fluttering in the wind. Otherwise, nothing moved. They not only killed his parents but left them unceremoniously to freeze under the heavy snow. How he despised these self-righteous men.

A rush of wind so powerful it almost knocked the pastor and him off the horse frightened Alexander, until he realized his own anger had called forth the energy. He calmed himself, again reminded that lashing out with his power would only expose him to danger.

Yet he hated even more the man who stood sneering in front of him when the pastor and sheriff rapped at the gristmill door. The other men had taken leave to go to their families. The scarred face, the husky arms and large stomach sent Alexander’s stomach into knots. He smelled too.

“What’s he doing here?” Uncle Bartholomew spat at them.

“He’s your charge now.” The pastor clutched nervously at his hat when the wind threatened to take it away. “His folks died.”

Bartholomew frowned; then his eyes lit with recognition. “You proved she’s a witch.”

The sheriff shook his head. “Not definitively. She attacked us and died in the struggle. His father died before. His heart gave out.” He pointed to Alexander. “He’s yours.”

The sheriff stalked off and told the pastor to get home, too, before he got buried in the wilderness. But the pastor lingered behind until the sheriff left. The three remained outside in the icy cold.

“You were right, of course. Goody MacBeth had the devil in her. Pay no attention to the sheriff. He deals with absolutes and the law. I deal with God. She called forth the elements just as you warned. Tis better for everyone she died.”

“I knew before all you had the courage to examine her. What about the boy?” Bartholomew twitched his head toward Alexander.

“No. I feel no sign of the devil in him.”

Bartholomew nodded and then escorted the pastor back to his horse. When he rode out of sight, his uncle shoved Alexander as hard as he could into the mill. Uncle Bartholomew lived and slept in a loft above. Alexander had visited but a few times with his mother, both of them always disgusted at the state of the place.

Alexander stumbled over the threshold but righted himself, standing rigidly as his uncle stared down at him. Bartholomew spit at his feet.

“I don’t need a ward. Especially the son of a witch. Mind you, I’ve no choice. So you’re an apprentice from this time on. Really more my slave. You got a problem with our arrangement?”

Alexander stared daggers at him. This man fought with his mother and father at every turn, demanding title to their land and accusing his sister of witchcraft. “I’m no one’s apprentice.”

Alexander stayed on his feet even after the violent backhand across his face. He tasted the blood in his mouth. Bartholomew pointed to a drafty corner in the side of the mill, where a blanket lay thrown aside. “Go sleep in the mouse shit over there. We’ll start in the morning.”


Chapter Two

Crispin

February 1693

Salem, Massachusetts

 

ALEXANDER CLEANED OUT the millstone for what seemed like the millionth time. The last two and a half months of living with his uncle felt like a lifetime already. Bartholomew had no idea how to run a mill. Alexander had heard his father say this to his mother all the time, to which she usually had giggled and nodded agreement but refused to disparage her brother. Yet Alexander’s two months with this man proved his father’s point. First of all, whoever heard of trying to operate a mill in the middle of the winter with a frozen creek and thus no running water to power the thing?

Alexander rolled his eyes. “This won’t work. The stream’s frozen.”

“We’ve got wheat.” Bartholomew slapped him upside the head. “You opposed to making a profit?”

Over and over they damaged the stone and thus had to repair a part of the operation. Alexander contributed to the problem when his uncle’s shouting and anger got too intense. He learned to call forth the wind to damage the building, thus deflecting Bartholomew’s ire from his nephew to the structure.

In fact, Alexander determined from the first to resist his uncle. He despised the man, as had his father. He was violent and hit Alexander regularly. Alexander never returned the favor, lest his uncle fly into a rage and beat him to death. That would defile his mother’s last wish for survival. He knew instinctively to keep his magic hidden.

But neither did Alexander become a meek little mouse at the behest of a cat’s torture. He ran from his uncle, did only as much around the mill as he thought necessary, and silently plotted for his escape when old enough. He contemplated an eventual return to his family’s farm until his uncle vowed they would sell the farm in the spring for a handsome profit.

In some ways, they slipped into a routine of living together despite the hatred, of working together despite his uncle’s ferocity, of mistrusting each other even as circumstances gave them no choice but to coexist.

Alexander particularly hated how his uncle trotted him off to church as he did this morning. His parents defied community pressure and never attended because they thought the lessons too harsh. His mother and father had Christian beliefs and they read the Bible as a family, but taking part in the Puritan rituals went against their philosophy, despite putting them at great risk. Only now did Alexander understand how much risk.

Bartholomew roused him early and threw him into the freezing ice water he stored in the corner. Alexander cleaned himself quickly, despite the cold, and then hurried to dress.

“Get going, boy.” Bartholomew shoved him out the door, then tied a rope around his neck as he hopped on his horse and headed toward town and the brutally boring sermon and service. Alexander braced himself to sit in the church on a hard bench until sundown.

Alexander’s face turned bright red as they rounded the corner and the other parishioners came into view and saw Bartholomew lead him like a dog.

The pastor greeted them at the door. He poked at Alexander’s black eye when they stood in front of him. “Still disobedient, is he?”

“Too much of his mother in him.”

They even spoke to each other as if standing in front of a dog, not a human who understood every word.

The pastor raised an eyebrow and glanced quickly at Alexander.

Uncle Bartholomew shook his head. “I don’t think he knows. Or has it in him.”

But Alexander did have it in him. He used visions of the present from the crystal to steer clear of Bartholomew’s worst fits of temper. He controlled the wind to protect himself and slow down the impossible rate of work. He could heal himself after a brutal attack, but leave a bruise or two to satisfy his uncle.

They returned after a day of church and went to sleep, only for Bartholomew to kick him in the stomach early the next morning. “Clean this pigsty. Ever since you came to live with me, it reeks of rot and devil’s piss.”

Alexander jumped away from the second kick. “Your place smelled this way before I got here.”

“I should beat you to a pulp. The Lord commands you to obey your parents. That’s me now. I need you to work and get this place ready. We got an aristocrat coming to visit on some fool mission from Boston to check on us out here. He claims his coming here involves you. But his ma may invest in this here mill. You better not screw up the opportunity.”

They worked silently at straightening up the place for a long time until Alexander, heavy with fatigue and worry about this new person coming to monitor him, stumbled and dumped a bucket of clean water over the floor. Alexander fell to the ground.

Bartholomew charged across the room and reared back to hit him in the face with a fist, when a voice coughed and a loud knock sounded at the open door. The man had already stepped into the premises, so Bartholomew lurched to a stop and became a perfectly humble gentleman.

“Why, you must be Crispin. I mean Lord Nottingham.” Bartholomew fumbled with his coat and tried to straighten himself, obviously embarrassed. “I expected—” The words drifted away.

“Someone older, no doubt. Unfortunately, my father died and left the family’s affairs in my young hands. Though I have full authority, some mistake my youth for irrelevance or ignorance.” The young man strode across the room and bowed. Alexander had never seen such refined clothing before—the silken vestments, the tailored coat, and golden topped walking stick. “Crispin Nottingham, at your service. I trust you remembered our appointment?”

Bartholomew nodded vigorously, cowed like never before. Alexander remained on the floor, too mesmerized by this gentleman in his midst. He stood very tall, even taller than his burly uncle, but with a sharper musculature, steely blue eyes, and dark brown hair that curled around his face.

“Of course, I remembered.” Bartholomew returned the bow. “You came about the investment.”

Crispin frowned. “Indeed. Or should I say ‘perhaps’? As you’ll recall, I also came at the behest of the Royal Governor to look after your ward of the state.”

“He’s hardly just a ward. Why, he’s my own blood.”

Crispin arched a brow. “Despite what your report suggested when you refused legal custody? You were afraid of witchcraft. His Excellency takes such accusations quite seriously. Especially given the affairs here in Salem over the last few years. Thus, my requested involvement with the young man.”

Crispin walked over to Alexander and reached down to help him to his feet. Alexander flushed at the touch of their hands.

“At any rate—” Crispin turned once again to Bartholomew. “—I’ve been advised to speak with him alone to assess the situation. If you don’t mind, where could we speak privately?”

“The coop out back, I suppose. He’s to clean out the eggs today, anyhow.”

Without another word, Crispin, his posture erect, marched back to the door and spun around. He motioned for Alexander to follow him. Alexander glanced at his uncle for instruction, but he only glared at him and jerked his head for Alexander to go.

Alexander tugged at his jacket as they crossed the frozen yard. His uncle made it sound like a normal chicken coop, though he barely managed to keep two hens alive. Alexander lamented the animals that had been left behind on his father’s farm, no doubt all dead by this point. Bartholomew refused to allow him to return for even a brief visit, though Bartholomew himself had pillaged whatever he wanted from the homestead, including the horses.

Crispin closed the door behind him, glanced around the horrendously kept coop, and coughed slightly. Alexander felt emotions he seldom grappled with in the presence of another person when he stood alone with Crispin, away from his uncle’s prying eyes. As in his daydreams and night visions, his loins stirred, and he experienced an intense attraction like never before.

Crispin smiled confidently down at him. Then he frowned. “He beats you, yes?”

“A bit. As much as I allow.”

This made Crispin chuckle. “Meaning?”

“Meaning if I stopped it altogether, he’d be worse. But I won’t let him harm me too badly.”

“You’re a defiant one.”

Alexander shrugged.

“Do you know why I’m here? Did he tell you before I arrived?”

“To invest in his mill. I wouldn’t. He’ll lose all your money.”

Crispin laughed heartily this time. “I appreciate your candor.” He grabbed Alexander’s shoulders and squeezed them. Alexander felt dizzy at the touch. “That’s only part of the story, I’m afraid. You see, as I mentioned to your uncle, the governor sent me to examine you. We must establish a relationship. Your mother died a witch. With all of the accusations and fears here, the governor decided to keep a close watch. There’s fear your uncle isn’t up to the task.”

Alexander moved away. His face burned crimson again, but this time with anger. “Tis not true. She was no witch.”

Crispin closed the distance again but cast his eyes to the ground. “According to your uncle, that is. Whether true or not, the rumors mark you as suspicious. I’m merely to ensure you’re not a witch of your mother’s doing. If she was no witch, you have nothing to worry about. I must connect with you so I can report back. Your uncle is convinced you’ll cause the colony great trouble in time. The pastor thinks so as well and reprimanded your upbringing as churchless.”

Alexander moved even closer to Crispin, intoxicated by this older boy’s confidence and smell. “You’re not a Puritan. I can tell from your clothes and the way you speak. You wouldn’t attend church here, either, if you had to experience such a thing. All talk of the devil and depravity. Enough to drive anyone to witchcraft.”

Alexander expected a tongue-lashing but got the broadest smile yet. “So I’ve heard. And you’re correct. I belong to the Church of England. We don’t seem as alarmed about witches. They only appear to thrive up here.”

“Only in the people’s minds.” Alexander suddenly worried his candor could put him at risk with this new person. He always spoke his mind, despite his father’s constant warning about his words getting the better of him one day. Perhaps he needed to hold his tongue with Crispin, if for no reason but to protect himself. However, if they indeed had to form some relationship, better for Crispin to understand him from the beginning. Get on with the execution if need be.

Yet again, Crispin laughed. He once again took Alexander by both shoulders. “You’re like the little brother I never had. I do believe we’ll get along famously.” Crispin took a lock of Alexander’s long hair and tucked it behind his ear. “Your hair’s a lighter brown than mine and your eyes green. Plus, you’re a foot shorter, at least. Still, your attitude smacks of the brother I always wished for.”

“You’re not much older than me.”

“Three years, if the records they sent are correct. Old enough to be your bigger brother.”

Without thinking, Alexander stood on his tiptoes, leaned forward, and kissed Crispin right on the cheek. Instantly, the passion welled within him, but he forced himself back onto his feet and looked up into those glowing blue eyes.

Crispin froze for a moment before a smile spread across his face and he roared with laughter. “Well, young one, we’d better return you to your uncle. I’ll talk to him about the beatings and threats. Our investment will come on the condition he treat you fairly and humanely. I’ll come regularly to check on you myself. And to continue your lessons. I understand your father has you well educated, but there’s much remaining you must learn. Now, if you’re so inclined, may I return the favor before we go back?”

Alexander tilted his head, confused at the request.

Crispin winked, then leaned over and planted a lingering kiss on Alexander’s cheek. He reached down then and tousled Alexander’s hair before spinning around and striding back into the cold toward the mill. Alexander’s senses tingled until he thought he would faint. He gathered his wits about him as quickly as possible and followed Crispin through the deep snow.


Chapter Three

Discovery

March 1693

Salem, Massachusetts

 

AT LEAST THE severe brutality subsided after Crispin came into Alexander’s life. He had visited twice since his first visit a month ago, much less than Alexander hoped but enough to keep his uncle at bay. Crispin and his mother apparently made an initial investment, though small, and thus Uncle Bartholomew attempted more often than not to resist beating him, with the hope they would increase their funding.

Nothing stopped his uncle’s ranting, however. Hints of spring’s arrival surrounded them since the snow melted and the stream filled with water. They worked outside to repair the mill and fix the road so farmers could more easily bring their goods. They sweated despite the chill in the air as they moved dirt to try to fill the ruts.

Alexander tripped on a rock, sending his shovel of dirt flying through the air. Bartholomew made to come after him but stopped short. He slammed his own shovel into the ground and cursed. “The young uppity aristocrat is going to have to learn the value of a good beating to keep order in the young. What does he know of raising the son of a witch? Tells me not to use force with you. Besides, the pittance his mother and he laid at my feet hardly makes up for caring for you. It’ll only last so long before I have to make my own way. Slave. You’re a slave, and don’t forget your place.”

How could Alexander forget when his uncle reminded him every day? Yet he knew better than to believe idle threats from Bartholomew because he had no choice but to keep Crispin happy. Alexander learned as much, first from Crispin’s explanation about why the governor sent him to monitor for witchcraft and, second, from Bartholomew’s own lips when he ranted about his lack of funds.

They plodded along with their work in silence until Bartholomew had enough. Here came the tirade, as Alexander always anticipated. Since his uncle stopped the violence, he lashed out with his tongue.

“No good sister of mine. The whole family, rife with generations of witches. Don’t think I don’t suspect you too. Witchery doesn’t die easily. And I don’t have a lick of the devil in me. No, Satan doesn’t have a place in my soul like he did with your mother’s.”

The air around Alexander became quiet and peaceful. He felt the cool breeze blow through his hair, noticed his arm strain at the heavy load of dirt in his shovel, and smelled the fragrance of budding trees and flowers in the air. His newest bit of magic drowned out his uncle’s awful and hurtful words. He either complained about Alexander and warned he would cast him out, or worse—denigrated his mother and father as beasts of Satan.

The first time this new magic came to him, Alexander struggled for control. As the invectives flowed from Bartholomew, the room grew warm, his uncle’s face disappeared, and Alexander only experienced loving thoughts and contentment. He stayed that way until his uncle dumped a bucket of cold water over his head.

Afterward, he learned to manage the power. He could lose himself in the magic and escape the hurt but maintain some sort of presence in reality so he instinctively knew when to listen again and engage in the true world.

Eventually, he came to command the ability altogether. He stopped relying on its spontaneous manifestation and called forth the tranquility. He did so in church simply to escape the boredom. He enacted it around his uncle to hide from the brutality of his wrath. At times, Alexander almost wished to return to the beatings because they hurt less than the condemnations of his parents.

And Bartholomew could go on for literally an hour once he started. “You know, your mother is responsible for the state of affairs right here at this mill. She is. My sister’s witchcraft rubbed off on me. Her bad reputation caused the community to mistrust me too.”

Alexander suspected it had more to do with his own vile personality but never said as much. To avoid listening, Alexander dreamed of other places as he worked and lost himself in the alternate state.

He imagined an adventure with Crispin. Perhaps escaping with him to Boston or on a ship to some remote location. Or he merely envisioned another of their meetings, this time walking through the woods, and instead of Alexander reaching up and merely kissing Crispin on the cheek, he planted a kiss directly on his lips. How he longed to press their bodies together.

Alexander heard the approaching horse and thus brought himself out of the revelry and back to reality. Bartholomew stopped and leaned against his shovel.

A moment later, Crispin rode around the corner. He bowed solemnly to each of them, and they returned the greeting.

“I brought the next installment of our investment.” Crispin tossed a small bag of specie to Bartholomew, who grinned. “I need to take Alexander on a short walk to gauge his current temperament.”

They waited a moment until Bartholomew went inside, no doubt to count his money, and then walked down the road.

“You realize I only say such things for his benefit?” Crispin asked when they got far enough away. “I hardly worry about you whatsoever. You’re my little brother, not my ward or job to monitor. At least, that’s how I see us unofficially.”

“I know.” Alexander fell a bit toward Crispin to brush against him. “He stopped hitting me, for the most part.”

They continued in comfortable silence. Unlike his previous visits, Crispin asked few questions and seemed to trust that Alexander would relay anything important if needed.

“Ah, look there.” Crispin pointed farther into the woods.

“At the bunny?” Alexander shrugged. “Good for stew.”

Crispin laughed and walked toward the rabbit, which raced in the opposite direction. Alexander and he found themselves tucked away, a good distance from the road.

Disregarding caution, Alexander walked right up to Crispin, the same distance as the time he had kissed him on the cheek. Crispin stared down at him, smiling.

“You don’t have questions of me, this time? Nothing you need for your report?”

“I’m satisfied you pose no danger to the colony.”

“Then let me give you something to remember me by, so you may continue your monitoring of me.” This time Alexander reached up on his tiptoes and planted his lips firmly on Crispin’s.

Crispin jumped a bit at first and leaned backward, then pushed forward and smashed their lips back together. Too soon, the contact ended. The two boys stood looking at each other, Alexander with complete awe at the moment and Crispin with his sly grin.

“You shouldn’t kiss me, you know. You very well could be doing the devil’s work. Perhaps you’re too brave for your own good.”

Alexander smirked. “You kissed me back. And liked the taste of my lips.”

“You’ve no way of knowing what I like or dislike.” Crispin moved them back toward the road.

“It doesn’t take a witch to know such things.”

Heading back toward the mill, neither said another word about anything until they approached his uncle, standing in the road. Crispin again bowed and reported all seemed well. He asked if the funds proved sufficient, to which his uncle replied, “For now.”

Too soon, Crispin headed away. Alexander watched him depart for as long as possible until he returned to his work and to his dream world. Except the kissing had become a memory, not a fantasy.

Alexander clung to the memory and often hid in the woods if he could escape his uncle’s attention. The forest gave him precious moments to close his eyes and remember every detail of how Crispin’s lips had felt and tasted.

He also hid out here to practice his magic.

One day, his tooth ached. Afraid Bartholomew would unceremoniously pull it, Alexander closed his eyes and called forth his magic to heal. He had no idea how he learned to control these powers because his mother had never taught him as promised. He suspected the final touch of their fingers somehow transmitted the knowledge to him, where it lay dormant until he grew old enough to manipulate the spells on his own.

He also got much better at the force of wind. He could aim air at a particular branch and send it crashing to the ground. He could cause gusts to irritate his uncle, though he seldom did so for fear he would figure out the witchcraft and come after Alexander.

Alexander almost felt guilty at his other power, to see the present, which he started using to monitor his uncle’s whereabouts as a form of protection, or to get a broader scene of the road and immediate surroundings to ensure no one crept up on him. The temptation became too great, however, and so he also peered toward Boston.

Initially, such a long distance proved fuzzy, and he had no control over where he looked. Over time, he taught himself to better command the ability. He willed Crispin’s essence into his mind and followed the feeling to a grand brick house with servants and a woman with an imposing presence, and there sat Crispin at an enormous dining table, eating with this woman.

Alexander held the image for a moment before his guilt at such a privacy invasion became too much.

“I need to collect firewood,” Alexander informed his uncle one day.

“Your ward comes to watch after you this morning. You’d best stay here.”

“Send him to me.”

Bartholomew glared at Alexander, his face turning bright red at the defiance. Yet Alexander knew today, of all days, his uncle could not harm him because Crispin would see the evidence. Without another word, Alexander headed for a quiet moment alone in the woods and waited for Crispin.

He lost himself in the anticipation. He meandered about, watching the animals and breathing in the fresh smells of spring. Bored, he raised his arms in the air and called forth the wind to whip through the trees and descend upon him.

“Alexander?”

Alexander jumped and dropped his arms to the side. He forgot to monitor for anyone’s presence and never heard Crispin’s approach.

Crispin stood before him frowning. “What are you doing?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?” Crispin marched across the distance and scowled down at Alexander. His authoritative walk, which so often caused Alexander to swoon, intimidated him this time. “Nothing? I repeat, what were you doing?”

Alexander stepped away. He went a few more feet into the woods and turned around. “I won’t hide from you. Obviously, I can’t. But I also won’t apologize. At some point, they’ll kill me for a witch, just as they did my mother. I can’t do anything about their wrath. My magic is not evil, no matter what they say. I’ve no dealings with the devil, nor did my mother. If you want to be my guardian, you might as well know the entire story.”

Alexander had no idea what took hold of him. He had always concealed his true nature so carefully. Secretively, he nurtured his gifts without his uncle or anyone suspecting. He learned about his magic and protected himself while also honoring his mother’s dying wish. In one moment, he had thrown caution to the wind. What had gotten into him? He trusted Crispin more than anyone since his parents were murdered, but Crispin was here to watch him for witchcraft. Not only had he caught him manipulating the wind, now Alexander uttered the truth from his own lips.

Crispin pursed his lips together and continued to frown. But he moved forward and hovered above Alexander. This time, Alexander felt no sexual thrill as apprehension overtook him.

Crispin grasped him by the shoulders. “It isn’t proper to do those things. You must promise not to do magic anymore.”

“I never harm anyone.”

“Listen to me. I can’t protect you if anyone else finds out. I don’t like your doing this, whatever the reason. I command you to stop.”

Alexander started to protest, when Crispin pulled him close, took one hand and cupped it over his mouth, then kissed his forehead.

Crispin took his chin and held his face up. “For me?”

Alexander furrowed his brow, his emotions in turmoil. He had never done anything for anyone else since his parents died. Still, he wanted to please Crispin. “I’ll take it under advisement.” He spoke the only honest answer he could muster.

Crispin nodded. “Yes, please do so.”

Crispin turned to leave, but Alexander grabbed his arm and spun him back around. If he had to consider this request and ponder allowing Crispin into his inner life in such a way, then he wanted to understand the stakes more completely. So he held tight, raised his head, and again forced a kiss. As before, Crispin flinched and then returned the kiss for a moment before breaking away.

“It’s for your own good you think about stopping. We’ll talk next time.”


Chapter Four

Sexuality

April 1696

Salem, Massachusetts

 

ALEXANDER HARDLY BELIEVED three years had passed since his parents died; three years of sleeping in the dirty corner of a mill; three years at the beck and call of his violent uncle; three years of no hope for a future or means to escape the enslavement by his uncle.

Numerous times Alexander made to run away but one force kept him rooted in Salem. Crispin visited him and, by the power of his money and representation of the Royal Governor, held his uncle at bay from the worst sort of the violence. Without Crispin, Alexander would have used his magic and escaped long ago to any unknown fate, to take him away from this hell.

Crispin commanded the power to keep him in purgatory.

A year after Crispin had first started visiting, he sensed Alexander’s escape plots. “I demand you stay here so I can see you. Otherwise, the governor may send a posse after you. I don’t know if I could find you again.”

Alexander knew in such a case he could use his magic to see the present almost anywhere and find Crispin, but then he would have to admit his continued use of sorcery and risk Crispin’s dismissing him. Staying here was his best guarantee of their continued relationship.

One day, however, Crispin had annoyed Alexander with his refusal to discuss the subject. Alexander had lashed out when Crispin threatened him with the governor’s wrath. “They stopped hunting for witches. I doubt the governor cares about me anymore. I could leave. We could figure something else out, perhaps. Do you need a personal butler?”

Crispin had shaken his head and laughed. “We can’t. Perhaps someday. My mother watches too closely. Besides, did they really stop hunting for witches around here? Or did the governor’s ending of the Court of Oyer and Terminer thrust their pursuits underground? You hear them. You listen. They fear witches, as they always have. And the governor could renew the court. It’s too dangerous. In time, you’ll leave. And perhaps I’ll help. But for now, stay here for me. Your uncle would raise an alarm and accuse you of witchery. Whether true or not, they’d believe him and come after you. We both know they may have just cause.”

Alexander had fumed but stopped bickering. But he pressed Crispin at every visit to do something, or at least give him a timetable. Nothing. For three years he waited, but nothing came of his patience.

Which brought Alexander to wonder what kept him so infatuated with Crispin? Why not flee him, too, if it got Alexander out of this misery?

He knew the answer. They continued to steal an occasional kiss. Those moments froze Alexander in place, waiting for the sound of Crispin’s horse approaching, and the next time he could reach up and touch those beautiful full lips with his own.

Unfortunately, much as he longed for more, Alexander never pushed them further despite his strong desire. Increased intimacy scared even him, who usually let his emotions rule and who hardly feared a thing. He stared death in the face without a qualm, but Crispin paralyzed him.

And Crispin certainly never tried anything else. Alexander wondered if Crispin’s mind could even take him to the places Alexander dreamed about going.

Yet fantasies about Crispin rooted Alexander in Salem. In the last three years, Crispin grew into a stunningly gorgeous man. His musculature filled out. His greater strength caused Alexander to swoon. His stronger jaw and stature allured Alexander.

To seduce Alexander further, on his last visit Crispin had commented how, though a head shorter, Alexander had developed a stronger body. “The physical labor your uncle has you do suits you well. Perhaps there’s a silver lining to the work.” Yet he said nothing more or made no further moves.

If but a flight of fancy with the slimmest chance of transpiring, the mere possibility of Crispin holding him, of ever seeing Crispin lay naked in front of him, trapped Alexander in place.

To cope, Alexander found other distractions. Defying his pledge to consider Crispin’s request for an end to his magic, Alexander pursued his witch’s interests. He practiced and honed his abilities. He became more adept at seeing the present around him, increasing the distances he could view through the crystal. He could heal himself or even an animal more quickly. The wind obeyed him, not the other way around.

Alexander ventured deep into the woods, hunting for food for his uncle and him. He had learned to use the wind to fashion a weapon to catch almost any animal. Without explaining how, he demonstrated a keen hunting ability, and so Uncle Bartholomew allowed him on these day excursions because he liked the game for their table. He kept to himself how the actual hunt took mere minutes and used the rest of the time for exploration, from developing his magic to appreciating the manhood taking hold of his body.

By mere accident, he experienced his first orgasm as a dream in the middle of the night. He awoke to something streaming out of his penis and causing him to cry out in alarm. He stopped when his uncle threw a pot that hit him in the head.

Passion stirred in his loins on a constant basis thereafter, though he never experienced the same nocturnal emission. He sensed the feeling within himself, however, when he touched himself or his organ rubbed against his clothing. He learned to keep rubbing to induce a wonderful tingling sensation.

On his next hunt, Alexander practiced his vision magic to spy another teenage boy who sat alone in a latrine with his pants around his ankles. The boy was quite pretty, with long eye lashes, pouty large lips, and soft skin. Alexander had often enjoyed watching him during church. What he saw in the crystal mesmerized him. The boy grabbed himself and began yanking until huge globs of liquid erupted out of his penis. He moaned in pleasure.

Alexander reached down and felt his own hardness.

Alone except for a few creatures and the gentle breeze, Alexander concealed himself near a fallen tree and upon a bed of leaves. He set aside the musket he took to pretend he shot an animal, pulled down his pants, and began playing with himself as had the cute boy. Alexander shut his eyes tight and envisioned the boy with his nakedness and enchanting face. Alexander replaced the outhouse scene with the dream of Crispin’s lips and his chest pressing against Alexander.

Before Alexander could imagine the sight of Crispin’s nakedness, a passion roiled through his loins, commanding him to stroke faster and more urgently, until a stream of white liquid shot out of him and produced the most amazing feeling of pleasure Alexander had ever experienced, even better than the dream and original nocturnal emission.

Alexander breathed heavily, holding his manhood in one hand as he gently continued to stroke, while his other fingers played with the dense hair around his organ.

Alexander buttoned his trousers and stood. He saw the world through different eyes. Though his powers had strengthened over time, and he got better and better at commanding them, his sorcery had become more pronounced in one moment of self passion. He commanded his magic more so than ever before.

With a mere thought, he sent a small tornado through a rotten tree trunk and watched as the squirrel within scurried to safety. The wind tore at the log, so Alexander halted the wind, then reached over to heal the squirrel’s broken leg with a touch.

He took out the small stone-size crystal his mother had used in the barn the night of her death. By glancing into the glass, he saw Crispin, laughing with a group of friends at some Boston pub. Alexander lingered over the image, longing to see Crispin in person.

Alexander had become the witch his mother promised dwelled within him. He was not an awkward apprentice learning his craft for survival; he had transformed into a full-fledged witch. He determined to change his life, once and for all.

Alexander raced to the mill, stole his uncle’s horse, which was really his father’s, and road far out of Salem. He ended up in Boston for the first time in his life. He gazed in awe at the buildings so close together and the tall ships in the harbor. People ran about everywhere. Even rats scampered through the streets, as if on a vital mission.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg





OEBPS/image0.jpg





