
  
    
      LITERAL LEIGH ROMANCE DIARIES VOLUME 2

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MELANIE JAMES

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books by Melanie James

      

    

    
      
        
          HauntingLeigh

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            1. Season of the Witch

          

          
            2. The Two of Hearts

          

          
            3. Batteries Not Included

          

          
            4. Anniversary Dash

          

          
            5. Invitations to the Party

          

          
            6. Runaway Golem Continued

          

          
            7. Manic Monday

          

          
            8. Furious Leigh

          

          
            9. A Call for Help

          

          
            10. “Cult”-ure Club

          

          
            11. Medium Rare

          

          
            12. School Daze

          

          
            13. The Dark Side

          

          
            14. Ghost of a Chance

          

          
            15. Ghoul Scouts

          

          
            16. That Ghost is a Real Drag

          

          
            17. A Second Chance

          

          
            18. Yummy Love

          

          
            19. The Exorcism

          

          
            20. In the Shower

          

          
            21. New Dresses

          

          
            22. The Witch’s Gala

          

        

      

      
        
          Joyful Leigh

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            1. The Mouse

          

          
            2. Reflections

          

          
            3. The Best Laid Plans

          

          
            4. Her Again

          

          
            5. A “Do Yourself” Romance

          

          
            6. Ego Boost

          

          
            7. Friday Night Spell Club

          

          
            8. A Bad Cattitude

          

          
            9. Split Personality

          

          
            10. Catcake Breakfast

          

          
            11. The Fast and the Furriest

          

          
            12. Furry Fever

          

          
            13. Critter Chaos

          

          
            14. Bald Pussy Cat

          

          
            15. A New Look

          

          
            16. Sleighing the Elfa

          

          
            17. Lest We Forget

          

          
            18. A Beast at the Feast

          

          
            19. That Old Box

          

          
            20. Oh, Christmas Tree

          

          
            21. Bat Out of Hell

          

          
            22. Sybil Explains the Order of Dobrin

          

          
            23. A Big Surprise

          

          
            24. The EPA

          

          
            25. ‘Twas the Night before Disaster

          

          
            26. Sybil Gets a Clue

          

        

      

      
        
          Disastrous Leigh

        

        
          
            Summary

          

          
            Edition License Notes

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            1. Luna’s Disturbing Message

          

          
            2. Hexed Message

          

          
            3. The Unplanned Wedding Planner

          

          
            4. Fooling Around

          

          
            5. Going to Party

          

          
            6. Dressed to Witch

          

          
            7. Down the Rabbit Hole

          

          
            8. Nothing is Ever Free

          

          
            9. Parental Enchantment

          

          
            10. Maid of Dishonor

          

          
            11. Ditching the Duds

          

          
            12. Bottoms Up

          

          
            13. When in Rome

          

          
            14. What Happens in Salem

          

          
            15. Gertie Runs Amok

          

          
            16. Fairy Gifts

          

          
            17. Meet the Parents

          

          
            18. Seriously? That’s it

          

          
            19. Fubar

          

          
            20. A Dose of Magical Whoopass

          

          
            21. Cock Wrangling

          

          
            22. List of Suspects

          

          
            23. Seals and Homemade Magic

          

          
            24. Shock the Cock

          

          
            25. Can You See Me Now?

          

          
            26. Rainbow Dancer

          

          
            27. Eavesdropping

          

          
            28. Happy Hour

          

          
            29. Bar Dancer

          

          
            30. You Did What?

          

          
            31. Ezzy’s Straight Talk

          

          
            32. Spell’s Angels?

          

          
            33. The Candy Corn Witch

          

          
            34. Satan’s Seraphim

          

          
            35. Back to Salem

          

          
            36. Ghost Writer

          

          
            37. A Visit to the Paranormal Plantation

          

          
            38. Time for Love

          

          
            Chapter 39

          

          
            40. Hunter’s Surprise

          

          
            41. Splashdown

          

          
            42. Twisted Shifter

          

          
            43. In the Library

          

          
            44. Clean Shaven

          

          
            45. An Intruder

          

          
            46. Calling Dr. Wanda

          

          
            47. The Battle

          

          
            48. Running Late

          

          
            49. Finally, I Do

          

          
            50. Party Surprise

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Review it

          

          
            Recommend it

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY MELANIE JAMES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Literal Leigh Romance Diaries

        Accidental Leigh

        Serious Leigh

        Hopeful Leigh

        Haunting Leigh

        Joyful Leigh

        Disastrous Leigh

      

      

      

      
        
        Tales from the Paranormal Plantation

        Gertie’s Paranormal Plantation

        Back to the Fuchsia

        When You Witch Upon a Star

        Hex U

      

      

      

      
        
        Karma Inc. Files

        Karma Inc.

        Mission Impawsible

        Shame of Clones

      

      

      

      
        
        Angel Bay Mysteries

        Practically Angels

        Not Quite Demons

        Almost Witches

        Virtually Vampires

        What About Werewolves

        Freakin’ Faeries

      

      

      

      
        
        Black Paw Pack

        Fur Ever Yours

        Fur Ever Witched

        Fur Ever Wicked

      

      

      

      
        
        Black Paw Wolves

        A Hot Piece of Sass

        Twice the Sass

        You Bet Your Sass

        Watch Your Sass

        Your Sass is Mine

        Tis the Season for Sass

      

      

      

      
        
        Twisted Tail Pack

        His Twisted Tail

        Bearly Twisted

        Her Twisted Heart

        Twisted Fate

        Twisted Desire

        Twisted Lies

        Twisted Howlidays

        Twisted Destiny

      

      

      

      
        
        Darkness Series

        Conjuring Darkness

        Unleashing Darkness

      

      

      

      
        
        Éveiller Drive

        Ava & Will

        Kara & Dave

        Laura & Alan

        Jamie & Brad

        Ashley & Jeff

        Valerie & Greg

      

      

      

      
        
        Stand Alone

        Snowflakes, Exes & Ohs

      

      

      

      
        
        Riverton Romance

        A Valentine’s Surprise

        A Deadly Obsession

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Disastrous Leigh

        3rd Edition

        By: Melanie James

        Copyright © 2015 by Melanie James

        Editing: AVC Proofreading

        Proofreading: Book Nook Nuts

        Cover Artist: Glowing Moon Designs

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved

        Published in the United States of America

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HAUNTINGLEIGH

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SUMMARY

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s Halloween, Leigh’s favorite time of the year.

      

      As a rookie witch with high hopes, she has a lot to look forward to. When a mysterious supernatural force meddles in her life things take a turn for the worse and Hunter gets caught in the paranormal crossfire.

      

      Leigh’s job seems to have suddenly gone sour. The public school she works at doesn’t share this young teacher’s enthusiasm for what they deem to be a religious holiday. To keep her entire life from falling apart, Leigh needs serious help. Once again, she calls on her trustworthy but inept best friends to pull her through.

      

      Magical mayhem abounds. Leigh has a run-in with a bizarre cult bent on human sacrifice, some galloping golems, and a few pesky ghosts—not to mention stray bolts of witchcraft! Can Marie Laveau help the gang pull together an emergency séance in the historic but haunted Schlitt House? They find out some ghosts can be a real drag, possession has side effects, and exorcisms are unpredictable at best.
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        This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you wish to share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should delete it from your device and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.
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        The book contains content that is not suitable for young readers 17 and under.
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      This Halloween was going to be particularly memorable because this was my first Halloween being a real witch and my first Halloween with Hunter. I just didn’t realize we would end up trying to solve the most bizarre and perilous mystery yet.
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      Fall was at the height of its pumpkin-flavored and allspice-infused splendor. I was on my morning commute, which was a pleasant twenty-minute walk. October’s crisp, clean air gave me a pleasant chill, and I smiled with every leaf-crunching step. On that particular morning, I was joined on my walk to work by Gertie. She pulled me in a zigzag direction to steer us under the largest trees, and it added a few minutes to the trip. It’s nice to walk to work with a friend. It’s even better to have one that rivals my enthusiasm for kicking through heaps of leaves.

      Gertie was visiting Chicago for a few days to see Brad and to attend my parents’ anniversary shindig the coming weekend. These affairs always seemed to be more like a gathering storm than a joyful reunion of my extended family. My sister, Sarah, my brother-in-law, Ork-Ork-Bill, and the kids would be flying in. Other relatives were also preparing to arrive. I looked forward to it, but I knew my family well enough to plan strategically. My plan was to keep a buffer zone of my best friends around me.

      Today was Thursday, and Brad was at the firehouse. Rather than be alone, Gertie wanted to join me in the classroom. I wondered if she truly realized what she asked for. Gertie playfully swatted at a few crimson leaves that fluttered past her face. “This is the most perfect season of all. Do you have your students make a few fall projects?”

      “Gertie, my love for fall is reflected in their work. Words cannot describe it. You’ll just have to see for yourself.”

      We finally arrived at my classroom. “Oh my God, Leigh! Look at all of these incredible things! Did your students make them all?” Gertie looked into the room, which was a virtual art project cornucopia. It poured out an endless stream of construction paper crafts covering even the corridor walls. I had those kids cranking out fall crafts like they were laboring away in some backwater workshop.

      “Oh yeah, and now it’s time for them to shift into overdrive for Halloween.”

      I need to digress and talk about my favorite holiday, Halloween. It is custom-made for us Americans. On Halloween, it’s a perfectly normal thing for us to fill our cozy little homes with the most horrendous schlock. Well, I suppose that could describe just about every day of the year for us. I mean, more horrendous than we normally do. You know the kind of stuff I’m talking about. Not the cute pumpkins and ghosts you get at the craft fairs. No, I’m talking about those hideous rubbery zombie things pulled straight out of Hell’s landfill by the devil himself. I don’t have anything against those, but I scare easily. At least I did when I lived alone. I’m forced to stick to the soft stuff. Sometimes I think about the people who produce the most repulsive and frightening Halloween décor. What the hell do they think of us? I can picture two workers in a foreign country having a conversation about what kind of people would actually want a candy bowl that looks like a bloody human skull. That’s America, land of the free and home of the strange.

      It was nice having Gertie in the classroom that day. She really was a natural with the kids. Gertie had just read a Halloween story to the students about children who made their own Halloween costumes. We held our post-reading discussion about what sorts of Halloween costumes were in the story. A little boy named Ben brought up an interesting question.

      “Miss Epstein, I want to be a monster for Halloween, but I don’t know what monsters are supposed to look like. How do I find out?” he asked.

      “I suppose you can pretty much leave it to your imagination. Sometimes monsters are fun characters in our stories, and other times, monsters might be a little scarier. You know, there are all kinds of great books in our classroom that have different monsters in them. Would you like to pick one out?” I pointed to the small but handy bookcases filled with age-appropriate books.

      Ben looked over at our collection of books neatly arranged on two shelves. “Do we have a book with a goddamgolem?”

      “A goddamgolem?” It sounded like he was babbling. When talking to kids, sometimes it seems like it is a meeting of two travelers from opposite ends of the globe. I had no idea what Ben was talking about. “No, as a matter of fact, I don’t think we do. Can you tell us what a goddamgolem is?”

      “I don’t even know what it is. My dad was watching the Bears playing the Packers on TV, and he called one of the Packers players a goddamgolem.”

      I had no idea what sort of creature Ben was referring to. “What? Say the word slower, please.”

      “My daddy said the Bears need a guy like that.” Then little Ben said his words slowly and deliberately. “Daddy said, ‘That guy is a god damn golem.’ So, I asked my dad what that meant, and he told me it’s some kind of monster.”

      “Oh, okay. Well, first, the creature your dad was talking about is called a golem. The other words are not appropriate words. Your dad must have been really excited by the game and let those words slip out. Remember when we were talking about myths and folklore? A golem is an imaginary creature from Jewish folklore. There are many stories about them. I remember a story about one called the Golem of Prague. In that story, a Rabbi makes a huge creature out of clay. He brings it to life, and it does whatever he tells it to do. In the legends that I’ve heard, a golem was used to protect the people of the community and to help them out when times were hard.”

      “Like a robot?” Ben asked.

      “Sort of, but without the technology, just magic.”

      Apparently, it was time for me to suffer the teacher’s inquisition. Questions from the semicircle of little bodies overwhelmed me as they were sprayed out in rapid succession. “Are they scary? Are they furry? What color are they? Do they like peanut butter? Can they fly? What’s a Prague?” I huffed out of exasperation, but it wasn’t because of the kids. It was because Gertie was responsible for asking half of the questions.

      “Those are all great questions, but we are out of time for our discussion. So, this is what I will do. Tomorrow I will bring in a fun Halloween story about a golem that I know you will all enjoy.” Gertie led the group in cheers and applause, which made me a little uncomfortable. I didn’t know if I would even be able to find such a story. I hoped I wouldn’t disappoint them. I just wanted to avoid getting bogged down on a subject that I wasn’t prepared for.
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            THE TWO OF HEARTS

          

        

      

    

    
      That evening, I invited Gertie to stay with me. After all, Brad wasn’t free until the weekend, and Hunter was on a rotating shift. It was now his turn to pull a week of the night shift. I’ve been really enjoying these overnight visits with Gertie; they gave us the chance to catch up on the events of our busy, enchanted lives.

      “Gertie, tell me. What do you see in the future for you and Brad? I know you must think about it because I find myself thinking about the future with Hunter all the time.”

      Gertie smiled and let out a huge sigh. “I wish I knew. I can’t move up here, not with the plantation full of my cats and all the other rescues. It wouldn’t be fair to Randy either. He’s done so much for me. And there is so much going on with Paranormal Chic, not to mention setting up the bed and breakfast.”

      “Do you think Brad would ever consider relocating if it gets that serious between you?”

      “That’s just it. To me, it is that serious. I think it is to him, also, but I could never ask him to leave his job, his sister, or his parents. So, unless he brings it up on his own, I’m not going to say a word.”

      “I see what you mean, but I think if you feel like Brad is the one for you, and you are head over heels in love…well, you really should tell him that. He needs to know how you feel.” Gertie’s gaze was lost in the distance, and she smiled. I could tell she was thinking about her love for Brad. “Maybe he is waiting for you to say something. Have you thought that could be the case?”

      “Is that what happened with you and Hunter? You just told him how you felt?”

      “Yeah, pretty much. Then he told me how he felt. At the time, he believed he had completely lost his mind. He thought he was talking to a hallucination, so I’m not sure that counts.” I noticed that Gertie seemed to be deep in thought as I spoke. “Anyway, later on, when he got his head straightened out, we talked some more, and he told me how he felt. I know he is in love with me as much as I am in love with him. As a matter of fact, it’s only supposed to be a temporary situation that I suggested for him to stay here. But you know, I haven’t said a word about him looking for a place, and he hasn’t either. As the days go by, we’re growing closer and closer. We are really just that comfortable together.”

      “I can’t wait for your wedding! It’s going to be magical.”

      “Whoa, Gertie! I never said anything about a wedding.” I took a deep breath and exhaled, wondering if she had lost her damn mind. “Okay, I’m almost afraid to say this out loud, but I’m hoping he will propose to me. I have no idea if Hunter will even propose to me. Or if he does decide to, when he would pop the question? As long as I don’t screw this up, I have to believe that he will ask me sometime in the near future. I’m crossing my fingers. Of course, I could propose to him, but I’ve always dreamt about getting an old-fashioned romantic proposal. I want it to be a complete surprise, just like I’ve been fantasizing about since the sixth grade. Silly, isn’t it?” If it had been almost anyone but one of my best friends, I never would’ve said these words out loud. Now it felt like I had made a public admission of my dreams for the future with Hunter.

      “No. It’s not silly at all, and I’m not just saying that. I believe in romance! I’ve thought about the same thing as you, only longer. I just wish I knew for sure…” Gertie’s voice trailed off before she changed the subject. “I liked your classroom. It’s fun. Those kids are almost as fun as a room full of cats!”

      “Umm, Gertie? I’ll assume you meant you liked the kids. Right?” When I envisioned a room full of cats swarming me, I didn’t get the fun out of it that Gertie did. Yep, only Gertie would pick an analogy like that. “Damn! That reminds me. I promised that I’d have a goddamgolem Halloween story! Where am I going to find one like that on such short notice? There’s an early dismissal tomorrow, too, by the way. We are done at noon.”

      “Easy! You make up stories all the time. I bet you could whip one up right now.”

      “Hmm, I suppose I could. It can’t be too scary, though. The story needs to be something the kids will enjoy and maybe even learn something. Why don’t you give me a hand with some ideas? It might be fun.”

      We chose to write at the kitchen table with notepads and pencils. My desk was the last place I wanted to be when writing a golem story. You might wonder why I write anything at all at that desk anymore, but the fact is, it is like a supernatural magnet. When I write, there seems to be a force that compels me to write there. I could even feel it when we started the story about the golem. I think it helped to have Gertie with me, talking over the story with her distracted me from the desk. Luna joined in on our collaboration, and as I’ve learned, it always helps your writing to have a cat around.

      As we discussed the folklore of golems, I made a literary comparison to Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. Gertie pointed out something I never considered. “Leigh, do you think we all create our own golem sometimes?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Not a real creature, but like my Paranormal Pet Shop is my golem. It’s a really cool project, but it seems like now that it has gotten so busy, it’s starting to control my schedule. I’m just not used to that.”

      “Oh, yeah, I know what you mean. Like it has a life of its own now. I felt that way when I was trying to write Four Bitten Fangtasy for the witches at the Union. It wasn’t mine anymore; I became a servant to my own work. I suppose you’re right, but that’s any job. Why do you bring it up?”

      “I guess I’m just thinking about how I wish I could spend more time with Brad.”

      “You aren’t thinking about using any witchcraft on him, are you? I know you are! That stuff gives people flashbacks. Just the other day, I was talking to my sister, and she said her husband, Bill, was giving a presentation in front of a bunch of bigwigs at his job. Just as he brought a chart up on the projection screen, he started yelping out ‘Ork! Ork! Ork!’ and slapping his hands together, then he was back to normal.”

      “Ha ha ha! Poor Bill. I hope they got that sorted out.”

      “Well, he got a week off to take care of his mental health, but you know what, Gertie? We are sitting here and talking about how we both have someone in our lives that we are really happy with. That’s a hell of a lot better place to be than either of us was just a few months ago. Let’s not rush it by sprinkling a bunch of magic on these guys.” Gertie didn’t answer. She stroked Luna’s back, and then she smiled at me. I couldn’t let that silent smile slide on by without saying something. “Gertie? I’m serious.”

      “Don’t worry, Leigh. I promise not to put a sex hex, a love spell, or use any kind of witchcraft on Brad.” Gertie held her hand up with her index and pinky fingers spread open to create the letter W. “Witch’s honor.”

      “Good, and I promise not to do any of those things to Hunter. Witch’s honor.” I made an awkward attempt to imitate Gertie’s hand sign. In the end, I had to settle for just wiggling my fingers.

      We went back to tea and the story. “I have a question, Leigh. That little boy, Ben, asked if the golem was like a robot. I’ve heard the word, but I really had no idea what it meant. So, I looked it up. Couldn’t a golem be like a robot? They do seem similar.”

      “I suppose they are, in the way that they can both move around and do what they’re told to do or programmed to do. Golems are made with a magic spell. Robots are machines. Plus, robots just aren’t scary or supernatural. They might have been back in the 1920s or sometime when nobody had an idea of what technology could come up with. Now they’re everywhere. As a matter of fact, I have one.”

      “Really? A robot?”

      “Yep. A little floor vacuuming robot. It zips around randomly vacuuming up cat hair and dust. Best of all, Luna loves it. Just watch.” I went over to the vacuum’s charging station and turned it on. A small disk-shaped machine, the size of a dinner plate, drove itself out into the kitchen. Luna jumped off the table and sat on the robotic vacuum, tall and proud. She calmly rode it around like she was a queen out on a grand survey of her kingdom. “See? She loves it. Luna and I got the idea from watching a video of a cat that does the same thing. It’s not scary at all. Halloween creatures are required to be at least a little scary.”

      “You said the golem comes from Jewish folklore. In those stories, are they made by a magician or do they just somehow happen?” Gertie thought about it. “Last winter I watched a show on TV. It was called Frosty the Snowman. I’d have to say Frosty was pretty much a golem.”

      “Sort of. Except in the stories, the golems don’t have human traits like emotions. I’ve never heard a story where they lead a parade of singing children through a village. The stories I heard had a golem that worked on a farm or protected the people from a common enemy. I think they are considered a little scary because they can be unpredictable and not especially cute like Frosty. As far as creating a golem, I’m pretty sure they are always created by some wise old rabbi who knew some secret magic. I suppose we could model our story on Frosty. We could start our story with a wise old rabbi who makes a golem. It would have to be a nice, helpful one, then it can go off and play with the children. After all, it’s our story. We can tell it the way we want.”

      Once we had the premise of our story, we quickly went to work on My Grandparents’ Runaway Golem.
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      The first draft of the story was eventually written out. “I think that’ll have to be good enough for tonight, Gertie. We can read part one from this draft, then we’ll have the kids talk about being helpful to their grandparents and the elderly people in the community. I’ll finish the rest of the story over the weekend and read it to them on Monday. If not, I’ll improvise and just make up the rest on the spot.”

      “I think it will be fun. How about I read it out loud so we can see how it sounds?” Gertie picked up the notebook and read our unfinished story.

      My Grandparents’ Runaway Golem by Leigh Epstein and Gertie O’Leary.

      Ben always enjoyed visiting with his grandparents. Grandma always had fun stories to tell and delicious cookies to share. Grandpa had a very large apple orchard. People from all over would buy his apples, and for many years, it was a very good business. Taking care of a big orchard was a lot of work for Ben’s grandparents. Ben would help them with all of the chores. There was always something that needed to be done. Ben would carry away the branches that Grandpa pruned. He would help gather the baskets that would be filled with delicious apples in the fall. He learned how to plant apple trees and how to take care of them so they would be big and strong. Sometimes a storm would come, and then there would be even more work to do.

      Ben knew that his grandparents sometimes had a hard time getting everything done, and he couldn’t always come all the way from the city to the farm to help. One day, when Ben came to help out after a storm, he saw that the orchard was perfectly neat and tidy. As a matter of fact, it was in the best shape it had been in years. Ben thought he would find his grandparents completely worn out from all of the work they must have done. When he went around to the back porch, he found Grandpa and Grandma relaxing. They had a guest, their old friend Rabbi Silverman. They were all laughing and telling stories about long ago when they were children living in Hungary.

      “Grandpa! Grandma! Hello, Rabbi Silverman. I thought you would be all worn out from all of the work you did. The orchard looks really good after such a bad storm.”

      They all laughed, and then Grandpa told Ben to go for a walk with him. “Ben, this orchard is too much work for us, even with our family and friends who come to help. So, Grandma and I called my old friend, Rabbi Silverman. We remembered a story we heard when we were children, not much older than you.”

      “What was the story about, Grandpa?”

      “It was a story about a golem. We thought about it, and together the three of us created a golem. A big, strong, helpful golem who can do all of the work in the orchard. Let’s go to the old barn. That’s where he is sleeping.”

      They went to the barn and opened the big door. Ben and his grandpa looked around, but the golem was gone. “It must have run away! Quick, Ben, get Grandma and Rabbi Silverman.”

      “That’s all we have, Leigh.”

      “Well, it’ll end up just like Frosty the Snowman, in case you’re wondering. Let’s leave it at that for now. We can get some sleep, get through our short day, and after that, I owe you a shopping trip.”

      The next morning, I read the partial story to the class and promised to continue it on Monday. From their reaction, I could tell the students really enjoyed the story. Afterward, Gertie had the children work on some paper-mâché art projects. Her crafty skills were pretty handy, and they were successful in creating a jack-o’-lantern, a spider, and a golem. The golem was a huge human-shaped figure, but it lacked any detailed features. Not surprisingly, it ended up looking very much like Frosty with a smiley face drawn in crayons. This consumed the rest of our morning. Shortly after noon, we were on our way out the door.

      Gertie and I headed out on the shopping trip I had promised her. As I pulled into the parking lot of the Adult Mega Mart, Gertie was astonished at the size of the place. “This is one giant sex toy store? There must be a lot of frustrated women out there.”

      “They have more than just toys for women. They have toys for couples, for men, all sorts of accessories, even clothing. If it’s been thought about, someone has made a product for it. Remember when you said you wouldn’t mind having a little something to keep you happy while you and Brad are apart?”

      “Yeah, I guess I am just a little shy about shopping for something like that in public. Everyone knows exactly what you are going to be doing with it. It’s not like you’re at the market picking up something like baking soda that has a hundred different uses.”

      “I suppose you’re right. You have one thing on your agenda when there’s a rubber schlong in your basket. No two ways about it, but try to relax, Gertie. Remember, if someone is in this store, they are probably feeling the same way as you because they are looking for the same thing. I seriously doubt we’ll be striking up any embarrassing conversations with the shoppers.”

      We walked in through the doors, and we were both amazed at the overwhelming number of aisles. “This place is more packed than Costco! I don’t even know where to start.”

      A man’s voice made us both jump. “Is there any certain thing you ladies are looking for today?”

      I couldn’t bear to look the man in the eye. Now I was the one who was suddenly embarrassed. “Uh, no. I think we just want to look around, thanks.”

      “Let me just point out the layout of the store. Over on that side, you got your dildos and dongs. Next to that, it’s just vibrators. There is a section of strap-ons beyond that, of course, a full selection of butt plugs and anal beads can be found in the backside.” He made a nasally laugh. “Get it? Butt plugs in the backside?” I continued to look the other way.

      “Yeah, I get it.”

      “Oh, oh, oh. Not yet, you’re not getting it, not until you’ve picked one out. Hahaha. Get it? Well, I can see you ladies want to be left alone. Don’t forget to stop by the new display on the end of aisle four, Fists of Fury.”

      We walked away. “Jesus, Leigh. I’m starting to get a sick stomach from that guy.”

      I tried to be an example of courage. “Oh, never mind that guy. He’s probably trying to make us feel more at ease. Let’s just keep this simple. You probably would like to have something to just massage yourself with when you’re talking to Brad on the phone. So why don’t we go look at those vibrators?”

      The choices in the vibrator aisle were equally overwhelming. Gertie was eyeing an oval-shaped vibrator. An unboxed sample was on the shelf. I picked it up and turned it on. The all-too-familiar soft humming sound made me think of all the lonely nights before Hunter graduated from the Academy. I held it against Gertie’s bare arm. “Now, I don’t have to tell you what to do with this.”

      “I wonder what it feels like.” Gertie took the device and read the little tag that said, “Try me,” and changed the settings accordingly. I never expected her to lift her skirt and press the thing against the front of her panties.

      I was absolutely stunned. “Gertie! Oh my God! What are you doing?”

      “Well, the label said try me. I didn’t want to put it against my bare skin after so many people have been touching it.”

      “I’m pretty sure they just expect you to touch it against your hand or something.”

      Gertie picked out an unopened box and placed it in her basket. Eventually, she wandered down another aisle of more lifelike vibrators. I was thinking that I was pretty satisfied with everything Hunter had to offer and then some. For the first time in my life, I felt like I could say that I had a sex life and not be lying about it. Still, on those nights that he might be working, it wouldn’t hurt to have a little something new to scratch that occasional itch. I finally gave in to my lust and picked up the Vibrating Jumpin’ Jackrabbit. This was a very complicated-looking piece of technology that not only could vibrate, but it could also bend and gyrate. Gertie had already moved into another area, and when I found her, she had gotten herself tangled up in the sex swing display. I had to laugh at the sight of her.

      “Woo hoo! Look at me!” She swung out; her legs were spread open from having her feet in the stirrups. “When your man comes in and sees you in this thing, there is no mistaking the message!”

      “What’s the message supposed to be? That you’re no Houdini and you need him to untangle you from that mess?”

      After some more laughs, I helped her out of the swing, and we headed to the cash register. Along with the vibrator, Gertie had picked out a large, very realistically detailed dildo. It was incredibly lifelike. Gertie noticed me staring and offered an apparent explanation for her choice. “That is about the closest thing I could find to Brad’s.”

      “Huh. Then I’d say we are some lucky, lucky girls.” I gave her a wink because, based on past experience, I knew I was damn lucky with what Hunter brought to the game.

      The man at the register was still loud and embarrassing. “Someone likes ‘em big, big, big! But man, that thing is frighteningly realistic! Oh, and the Jumpin’ Jackrabbit with the clitoral stimulation attachment. Good choice because it’s our deal of the month. And of course, the old standby classic vibrator. Would you ladies prefer the discreet packaging?”

      “Yes, please,” I said quietly. The man put all of the items in an empty cardboard box and closed it up.

      We walked to the entrance, and I heard the cashier greet a customer at the checkout. “Back so soon, Carl? You’ve got to take it easy on these inflatables.” Then he let out a booming laugh. I glanced back when I heard the name. Sure enough, it was Carl the Math Teacher. Ugh! He was the last person I wanted to see…ever.

      “Quick, walk out as fast as you can, and don’t look back!” I told Gertie, but it was too late.

      “Leigh? Wow, I’m surprised to see you here. Not.” Carl tried his best to deliver a jab to me.

      “Nice to see you, Carl. And my regards to your date. Once you inflate her that is.” People who shop in adult toy stores really shouldn’t talk to people they recognize. It’s bad etiquette, in my opinion.

      On the way home, we picked up Chinese food for dinner and a bottle of wine. When we got to my apartment, Hunter was still sound asleep. We pulled the cork and had a glass of wine while we looked over our purchases on the kitchen table. After some serious laughs about Carl and his inflatable girlfriend, Gertie took out the ultra-realistic synthetic cock and set it on the table between us.

      It was impossible not to look at. “That thing you picked out is almost too real-looking. It even says on the packaging that it’s made from a mold of some porn star’s schlong. I suppose that could be good. You know, if you like the visual aspect, but to me, it looks like there was a horrific meat-slicing accident in the kitchen. Yikes! Seeing it on the table like that gives me the chills and makes me want to return the razor-sharp Ginzu knife I bought on the shopping channel. What if Hunter decided to make a cucumber salad? God forbid.”

      Gertie picked up the toy. “Do you ever wonder what it would be like? To be a guy and have something like this dangling out there in front of you?” I could tell the glass of wine was already having an effect on Gertie. She held the object in front of her as if she had a huge penis. “Look at me!” She turned, and it slapped against the wall. “Ouch! Haha!” I couldn’t help but spit my wine out with laughter. “Leigh, do you ever wonder how guys manage to stuff these things away without feeling constantly uncomfortable?”

      Hunter was up, and we heard him moving down the hallway. Gertie quickly tossed the items back into the box, closed it up, and moved it to a more out-of-the-way place on the counter. Hunter came into the kitchen and groaned as he stretched. “I thought I heard you two out here.” He gave me a hug and a kiss. “I am so glad to have a couple of days off now. So, Gertie, are you and Brad joining us on Sunday for Leigh’s parents’ big anniversary bash?”

      “Of course! We wouldn’t miss it.”

      The doorbell chimed, and Brad surprised Gertie by showing up early. The pair quickly headed out for the evening. “Have fun, you two lovebirds! We’ll see you on Sunday. If you want to meet us here, we can drive together.” After I said my farewell and they were out the door, I turned my attention to catching up on some much-needed loving with Hunter.

      Speaking of getting some loving, I think if you want to adopt a cat, you need to be aware of something. One of the downsides to having a cat is that cats are innate voyeurs. No matter what Hunter and I may be doing, I can count on catching a glimpse of Luna in my peripheral vision. She just stares. Occasionally, she likes to join in as a participant. Here is an example: You know how it goes when, in the throes of passion, you find yourself in a slightly odd position? Well, at some point, my head was hanging off the edge of the bed, and my hair was dangling down. It really spoils the moment when you have a cat pounce out from under the bed, and she grabs two paws full of hair and skin. Now, I’ll admit, I enjoy the occasional playful hair-pulling during sex as much as the next girl, but not when it involves having an obese cat swinging from your scalp like a big furry pendulum of pain.
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      “Argh.” I stretched in bed. Luna seemed to be copying me by stretching out between me and Hunter. My eyes were still blurry and not quite open all the way as I watched him sleeping. What a long night it was. I suppose the benefit of having a man who had slept all day was getting a lover who was ready to stay up all night. Life just seemed too good to be true. I slid the remainder of the sheet off him and lightly traced my finger along his strong, muscular back, and then the palm of my hand over that cute ass of his. I knew he couldn’t hear me, but that didn’t matter; I wanted to say it out loud. “Hunter, I am so happy. Everything is just right. I feel so peaceful, so content, and I am so—” I caught a glimpse at the green glowing digits of the alarm clock. “And so fucking late!”

      My shouting frightened Luna, and she bounced into the air like a coiled spring that had just been set free. She landed between his shoulder blades, claws out, and then launched herself again into some hidden place in the room. Hunter was instantly upright. “For the love of God, cat! Leigh, can we get her declawed? Christ, I’m beginning to look like I ran through a barbed wire fence and fell into a giant rose bush.” He twisted around to check over his wounds, and I could see what he meant. Besides the fresh bloody welts on his back, Luna had left little scratches all over him last week. I only smiled at the fingernail marks I left on his back. No need to apologize for that.

      “We overslept! It’s almost one, and we are supposed to be leaving here in an hour.”

      “An hour? Plenty of time.”

      Guys. An hour? Please. Plenty of time if you’re running out to the store to grab some milk or something, not to get ready for a big family shindig. I don’t think I even responded before I bolted out of the bedroom to get ready. As long as nobody interrupts me, sure, I can pull it off in an hour. I just got into the character of an emergency room doctor. And if any guy ever asks why a girl has to have virtually every beauty product, hair iron, and blow dryer laid out across the bathroom vanity, it’s because that is how emergency operating rooms are laid out. Everything is out in the open, easily identifiable, and immediately accessible.

      It does help to have the guy who gets ready in five minutes and then aimlessly wanders about like he has all the time in the world. He unwittingly becomes your personal assistant so you can call out requests while you work on your priorities. I called out over the motivational jams loudly pumping out from the little speaker plugged into my phone. “Hunter? If you’re ready, would you please make sure Luna has food and water? Oh, Hunter? Could you grab my pink bra? I think it’s on the floor by the bed. No, wait. Check in the living room somewhere. And would you look in my closet for one of those old gift bags and put that gift in there that we picked out?” I don’t wrap gifts. I once spent forever carefully wrapping my dad’s birthday gift, getting it just right, it was painful to see all that work undone in mere seconds by my dad’s carelessly fumbling fingers. The giant gift bag is probably the best time-saving, frustration-reducing invention of the century, in my opinion. Perhaps not the best, but it’s in the top twenty for sure.

      After Gertie and Brad showed up, we headed to Skokie. When we arrived at the reception hall, I was amazed at the huge crowd of people who were in attendance. On the stage, my parents sat together at their original wedding party at a banquet table. This made them visible to everyone present. Lindsey and Kelly brought along Derek and Luke. It was good to see those boys in human form for a change.

      “Leigh! Over here.” My sister, Sarah, pointed out a big round table reserved for us to sit at. Hunter dropped off the gift bag at the table, heaped with other gifts.

      “Sorry, Leigh. I forgot to mention that the only bag I found in your closet had pictures of balloons. I think it was from a birthday.”

      “I wouldn’t worry, I bet they won’t even notice.” We had to weave our way through the maze of tables until we reached Sarah. “Perfect! Front and center with room for all of us.”

      “Wow. Forty years is a long time.” Lindsey remarked.

      “I know. They were going to wait until their fiftieth anniversary for something like this, but my mom said that she didn’t know if the entire wedding party would be able to make it by then. This is another downside of having been born when they were both around forty. Everyone is getting old already.” The thought made me a little sad. On the other hand, I was happy that my parents’ renewed love seemed to be in full bloom. I’ll always take full credit for that act of witchcraft.

      “Where’s Randy? Didn’t he want to come?” Lindsey asked.

      Gertie lamented. “Randy is taking care of things at the plantation. See what I mean, Leigh? Our business keeps one of us tied up.”

      “Yeah, well, the way my brother talks, he probably doesn’t mind.” Kelly quipped. “Hey, isn’t that your dad’s brother, Ron? The washed-up comedian? God forbid he should start with the tired jokes.”

      Ron stood next to where my parents were seated, and he dusted off his old routine. “Forty years. Forty years! That’s two life sentences!” The room quieted. “I remember the day that Harry brought Elizabeth home for the first time. He brought three girls into the kitchen and said to our mother, ‘I’m getting married to one of these three girls. Can you guess which one?’ Mother pointed to Elizabeth and said, ‘That one, I know because I already can’t stand her.’ Seriously, folks, these two have had quite a marriage. Just the other day, Harry told me he takes his wife with him wherever he goes. The problem was she kept finding her way home.” Ron seemed to notice that the volume of laughter was just above the sound an eraser makes when it falls on carpeting. He was about to take it up a notch.

      “I know for sure Elizabeth can take a joke. She married Harry. You know, Harry once told her that he’d die for her. I just heard her whisper, ‘Now would be a good time’.” The silence of the room spurred Ron to try harder. “You’re a tough crowd. A really tough crowd.”

      “Let’s talk about their sex life.” Ron paused. “Whoa! That was short and quick! Say, I do know Harry really does try. Why, I heard just the other night, he suggested to his wife that they switch positions for a change. She said, ‘Sure! I’ll lie on the couch and you stand by the sink.’ Enjoy your—” My mother chose that exact moment to elbow Ron right in the groin, thankfully shutting him up and preventing him from wrapping up his lame standup routine.

      We were just finishing the meal, and it was finally time for gifts. My proud father asked that the gift from his youngest daughter be brought up to the table. I was eagerly awaiting my parents’ reaction since I had worked with Sarah to craft a complete surprise. I knew he would open my gift first, a pair of tickets to a Broadway play. Sarah and Bill were giving them airline tickets to New York. To add to the excitement of finding something unexpected, I pulled the cliché trick of placing the tickets inside a box so it would appear they should expect to find candlesticks or something else. That’s always good for a laugh.

      I clasped Hunter’s hand. “This is going to be such a surprise for them!” I was wiggling with anticipation as my dad lifted the box out of the bag. Then he opened the box and took out the surprise.

      “What is that? That’s not the—” I started to say. Dad had removed the vibrator that Gertie had picked out. With a soothing caress, he rubbed the buzzing little toy on the back of his neck. “Hunter! You grabbed the wrong box!”

      “A massager. It feels very nice. Thank you.”

      Mom blindly reached in and came out with a handful of the huge, lifelike rubber cock. “Fey!” She screamed and flung it away as if she had picked up a tarantula. It landed with a splash in a bowl of red borscht. Aunt Irene leaned over to get a better look at what had frightened my mom. She took a pair of tongs used for serving the chicken and carefully lifted the borsht-soaked toy out of the dish. She held up what appeared to be a bloody male appendage for everyone to see. Poor old great-aunt Barbara held up her plate in anticipation of being served something delicious. The slippery rubber penis fell out of the tongs and onto Barbara’s plate, resulting in a splatter of borsht on her dress. At first, she just stared at the supple toy. Before long, she appeared to be admiring it.

      I was petrified with horror, as were all of the other guests. The anatomically correct chunk of soft rubber rolled off the plate onto the table with a sickening thud. Mom fainted. Irene screamed. Dad…well, he was yelling.

      “Mozel Tov!” Shouted my great uncle Lev.

      I crawled under the table, and Gertie joined me. What else could I do?

      “Really? Again? Enough already with the runaway sex toy and severed penis shtick. That joke ran out of gas a long time ago,” Kelly barked.

      “Shh. I’m trying to make myself invisible. Hunter? What are they doing now?”

      “Sarah ran up there. She and your dad are reviving your mom. Good news. It looks like she’s coming back now. Uh oh. Your aunt threw up, and it looks like she’s in the dry heaves phase. You know she kinda’ looks like Luna trying to yack up a hairball.” Hunter paused, and I waited. “And now it looks like your dad is looking over here for you.”

      Kelly, my sweet savior, decided on a bold course of action. “I’ll take care of this for you, Leigh. You’ll owe me big time.” She walked up to the vulgar scene.

      “Hunter. Hunter. What’s going on?” I whispered.

      “Kelly is talking to your parents.” He was quiet for a minute. “She’s on her way back now. It looks like they’ve all calmed down.”

      “You can come out now, girls. I took care of it.”

      Gertie and I crawled out from under our shelter of shame. “What did you say to them?”

      “I told them that it was my fault. That it was me who brought those gifts. I said they were supposed to be given later in privacy. I told them it was accidentally put on the gift table. She was fine once she realized that one wasn’t real. She was actually grateful for them.”

      “Eww. So, she kept them?”

      “All but the Jumpin’ Jackrabbit with clitoral stimulation attachment. Your mom told me to tell you that she already has one, but she’ll keep the others.” Kelly set my jackrabbit rotating vibrator on the table in front of Hunter. Brad, Derek, and Luke joined him as they marveled and chuckled at how it reacted to the various settings. It’s amazing how quickly a group of grown men can revert to middle school boys when they get a hold of a vibrator.

      “Damn. She didn’t buy your story?” I asked.

      “Nope. Not a word of it. Sorry, but I tried.” Kelly shrugged her shoulders.

      That’s my mom. She knows us all too well. Thanks to my mother’s inclination to endow me with her very intimate personal information, I knew I’d never touch the Jumpin’ Jackrabbit ever again.

      Kelly nodded toward my mom, who was stashing the box full of remaining toys under the table. “Sorry, Gertie. Looks like you’ve lost your penis to Leigh’s mom. I bet you never thought you’d hear someone say that to you.”
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      Thankfully, the rest of the occasion was less eventful. If you don’t consider how Lindsey turned the Horah dance into a spinning circle of disaster. She somehow managed to get her feet tangled together, making it look more like a hockey game than any dance I have ever seen. Sarah, Bill, and their little brood went about visiting relatives while the rest of us talked at our table. All except Gertie.

      Brad’s eyes darted around the room. “Has anyone seen Gertie?”

      I looked over my shoulder. “You know Gertie. It’s like trying to catch a butterfly with that girl.”

      “She’s over there,” Lindsey pointed to the people mingling across the room. “Leigh? Who’s the old guy she’s talking to?”

      “Oh, that’s Rabbi Majikovsky. The guy is ancient, and you’ll never meet a nicer man. I’ve heard that he just turned a hundred years old.” I imagine Gertie was drawn to him because she sometimes enjoyed talking to the elderly. As she listened to them reminisce, it allowed her to catch up on some of the things she had missed during her frozen years. Even more likely, she was hoping for some guidance with her newly minted love for Brad. If I’ve said it before, I’ll say it again, Gertie truly is the sweetest person I’ve ever known.

      By the time Gertie fluttered her way back to the table, the guys had wandered off to check on the football scores. Our conversation had turned to the upcoming Witch’s Halloween Gala.

      “Have you ever been to the Gala?” I asked Gertie.

      “No, I have always wanted to go. I think you have to be on some list of the older, more well-known witches. Of course, I wouldn’t be on that, so it really is a special thing to have gotten these tickets from Marie Laveau.” Gertie opened her purse and retrieved several postcard-sized envelopes. “Which is what I have right here!” She handed one to each of us. I eagerly opened my invitation and read it over.

      
        
        The International Sisterhood of Witches requests the pleasure of your company at the 316th Annual Witch’s Halloween Gala

        For the benefit of Supernatural Being Charities

        Halloween Night 

        Reception at six o’clock - Dinner at seven o’clock

        Witch’s Ballroom, Salem, Massachusetts 

        Attire is formal, Witch hat with broom.

      

      

      

      “Witch hat? Do you think they mean the Wicked Witch of the West pointy hat? And black flowing robes?” Kelly asked.

      “I suppose if you’re going to be a witch, you’ll have to dress like one. I know one thing for sure: I won’t be wearing black. Just leave the hats and dresses up to me, girls. I’ll be sure to have us all looking great.” Gertie bounced with joy at the prospect of creating custom looks for all of us.

      “You can make mine black. I’ve always wanted to play the part of the Wicked Witch,” Kelly said.

      Lindsey quickly threw a fun jab at Kelly. “You’ve got the part down. You may as well dress for it.”

      “Thank you, Gertie. I trust your judgment completely. Although, you may want to skip the invisible fabric option on those. As far as our guys go, I’m thinking black tie and tux, that sort of thing. I don’t want to see any more of Randy’s disco pimp suits. I really don’t.” I just had to say it. I knew if it was up to Randy, our guys would look like a cavalcade of dumbasses strutting down the red carpet. The thought of it gives me the heebie-jeebies.

      Gertie moved the topic of conversation to men. Specifically, Kelly and Lindsey’s dates. “How have Luke and Derek been acting now? I was a little worried when I heard about them being changed into calves.”

      “They seem to be right back to their original selves. I have to tell you guys, there isn’t anything serious happening there. If that’s what you are wondering about. What I mean by that is, there is no long-term commitment anywhere on the horizon. It’s really just a matter of physical convenience, you could say.” Lindsey seemed to tiptoe around the status of their dates.

      “What she’s trying to say is that Derek and Luke are our fuck buddies now—the rare, occasional fuck buddies.”

      “Hmm. Interesting. Do you ever switch them around? I’m just curious if you treat them as interchangeable.”

      Lindsey was blushing. “No, but Kelly and I have discussed that possibility. We haven’t said anything to them.”

      “Oh, and we’ve been bouncing some other pretty bold ideas around as well. You can just use your imagination on that. Lindsey’s being a big chicken about it. So far, the craziest thing we did was set up another strip poker game, and this time we weren’t shut down by the morality patrol. So I guess you could classify that episode as same-room sex until Lindsey got all shy and they went to another room.” Kelly gave Lindsey a disapproving look.

      “I was starting to feel—funny—that I could see what you were doing.”

      “That’s the whole point, Lindsey! Anyway, if I’m being realistic about the lack of commitment and acknowledge the fact that this relationship is purely a physical one, it’s actually quite liberating. I’m trying to talk Lindsey into all sorts of things before we lay it on those boys. After all, we will probably never get a situation like this again. Eventually, we’ll be like you two. Locked into some monogamous commitment and never having the chance to explore a little. Plus, we are the ones who control when the booty call happens. They aren’t allowed to just show up whenever the hell they want some. The whole thing is really empowering. In fact, I now know exactly why men have been treating women the same way since the dawn of time.”

      “Wow! Just wow!” I really had no words. I could see Kelly’s point. I suppose you could say I missed out on that type of thing, but I’m not much of an explorer. I am way too content with Hunter and my committed relationship.  Still, it just seemed a little wrong. “But, Kelly, do you think that turning the tables around on men is fair? After all, not every man objectifies women like that. I’m not trying to judge your behavior or anything. I just think you should do something because it’s something you believe to be in line with your conscience, not out of some desire to dish out retribution on the male gender. Do you know what I mean?”

      “And I’m not every woman. Besides, I don’t treat every man like they are my personal playthings, just Luke and Derek.” Kelly winked at me. I knew her well enough. “Don’t worry, I’m not actually giving men their day of reckoning. Those boys are totally into it. It works out for them, too. They don’t have to chase some campus co-eds around, pretending to be something they aren’t. If one of them should get lucky on campus, then he has to worry if the chick is going to be a totally obsessed freak. So, of course, they have overwhelmingly consented to our little agreement. It’s probably most guys’ dream, really.”

      “I don’t think that arrangement would work for me. You sound like Esmeralda and Marie with their stud of the month club, what with using riding crops and all.” Gertie shook her head. “As for myself, I’m trying to figure out how to get Brad and me to the next level. You know what I mean? Together in the same location. This long-distance thing sucks. And now I don’t even have my new toys to enhance our phone calls.”

      When Gertie once again mentioned how much she wanted to resolve the geographic space between her and Brad, I knew what she was after. She wasn’t going to break her promise to use magic on him. She was trying to poke around until she had garnered enough sympathy that I would use my magic to get Brad to move to Louisiana. Until she outright asked me to, I was in no hurry to offer my literal witchcraft services on her lover. However, I could easily remedy the loss of her plastic treasures. I reached into my purse and handed Gertie the Jumpin’ Jackrabbit. “Here, take this. I know I’ll never, ever use this, not after what my mom told Kelly.”

      “Thanks, Leigh.” Gertie quickly slipped it into her purse.

      I was ready to return to the talk about Halloween. “Now, back to the Halloween Gala. What do you think it will be like?”

      “I have no idea, but I am so excited about it,” Lindsey replied.

      “Part of what makes it exciting is the fact that it seems so mysterious yet fun at the same time,” Kelly added.

      I had to agree with Kelly’s assessment. “Gertie, could you come up a day or two before the gala and bring the dresses with you? That way we can try them on and make any last-minute changes.”

      “I sure will. Oh, Kelly and Lindsey, I just remembered. Elspeth Ross sent her Grimoire back from Scotland. She gave me a note to pass along. I have it here somewhere.” Gertie fished around her purse and came up empty-handed. “Wait! I know where I put it.” She put her hand down the front of her dress and pulled a piece of paper from some secret hiding spot in her bra. “Here you go,” Gertie said as she handed it to Lindsey.

      Lindsey arched back, scrunching her face in complete and total disgust. “Yuck! Sorry, Gertie. I love you to pieces, but I don’t want to touch something covered in boob sweat.”

      “Please,” Kelly said in her smart-ass tone. “Relax. It’s just her titty pockets. Like you have never done this at some point? Let me read it.” Kelly snapped the note from Gertie’s hand.

      “Yeah, Lindsey, don’t worry about it. Lady boobs are kosher. It’s not as if she pulled it out of my Uncle Ron’s sweaty ass crack.” I nodded to my sweaty uncle, who was still laboring to crack jokes and pleading for laughs at a nearby table.

      “Lindsey! Look at this. Elspeth said that because of the circumstances under which we came in contact with the Grimoire, it means that it specifically sought us out. According to Elspeth, we are really witches! You, me, even my boneheaded brother. I wonder what happens next. It’s not like we have any cool witchcraft yet.”

      “Really? I guess you were right, Gertie. Elspeth just confirmed it. This is going to be great!”

      “That is awesome! My best friends get to join me in this witchy lifestyle. My guess is that you’ll be summoned to the union just like I was. Maybe Elspeth’s spell book will contain all of the powers you will be able to use.”
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      Mondays aren’t my favorite day of the week. Thankfully, I get support from a classroom of children who actually enjoy being in school on Monday. I guess they have yet to learn the pain Monday can inflict on the soul. Often it’s their enthusiasm alone that pulls me through the day.

      “Is everyone excited to hear the rest of our story, The Runaway Golem?” My eyes scanned eager students who cheered a resounding, “Yes!”

      “Can someone tell me where we left off on Friday?”

      I’ve come to the conclusion that Ben ought to start wearing some sort of support to hold his little arm up. “So far, Ben thinks he remembers. Anyone else?”

      Jennifer raised a hand. “Where is Gertie?” Her question was backed up by the support of the other students. “Yeah. Where’s Gertie? We like her best!”

      “I’m sorry, but Miss O’Leary had to go back home to Louisiana last night.” I paused to allow the booing to subside. “Okay, Ben. Please tell us where we left off.”

      Ben recounted the last point in the story. “Ben found out that his grandparents and their friend, the Rabbi, made a golem to help them around their farm. When Ben’s grandpa took him to the barn to see the golem, it was gone. They think it ran away.”

      “Very good, Ben. That was exactly where we left off.” I continued the story.

      Ben’s grandma and Rabbi Silverstein followed Ben back to the barn.

      “Oh no! How will we find it?”

      “Grandpa? What does it look like?” Ben asked.

      “It’s big and tall. So tall that it had to bend over to stand in the barn,” Grandpa said.

      “It’s made from clay, so it has the same reddish color as my clay flower pots,” Grandma added.

      “It looks a little like a big gingerbread man,” said the Rabbi.

      “No. It looked more like a Pillsbury Dough Boy.” Grandpa corrected him.

      Ben thought about it. Something that big should be very easy to find. They looked everywhere for the golem, but they still couldn’t find it.

      Ben thought harder. The golem was made to help people, and he must be getting hungry. They just had to find a place where he could help people and get something to eat.

      “What do you have to do with the golem when you find him? Can you just turn him off?”

      “We have to remove a piece of paper from his mouth. That is the magic that makes him come to life.”

      Everyone followed Ben to the small town. They found the golem loading a delivery truck with freshly baked bread. Suddenly, Ben had an idea. If they wanted the golem to come back to the barn, they needed to trick him. They went to the grocery store that was located next to the bakery. Then, in the loudest voice he could find, Ben pretended to be talking to the grocer. “I’m sorry, but there will be no apples from the orchard this year. Our golem was going to help us, but he ran away. He shouldn’t have walked away from his job. The golem heard Ben and started to come towards him. Ben ran as fast as he could to the barn and went inside. The golem followed him in, and as soon as the golem came in, Grandpa and Grandma hit him with hammers and smashed the golem into little bits. The Rabbi took away the piece of magic paper and gave it to Ben to keep. The end.

      “That’s it? There isn’t anything else?” Ben asked.

      “That’s lame, Miss Epstein,” said Mia. “Why did the Rabbi give Ben that magic note? You made it sound like Ben was going to maybe make his own golem with it. That’s just a big stupid cliffhanger!”

      “You really should have put a little more effort into that story, Miss Epstein. There was so much more you could have done with that,” whined another little voice.

      Then I heard a loud banging sound from behind me. It was more like the deep resonating boom of a fist being pounded against a heavy glass windowpane. I turned around, and that is exactly what it was. I looked at the vertical rectangular windows that lined the wall. A large white club-like thing relentlessly beat on one of the windows. The children started to scream, and I chased everyone out to the hallway. I looked back at the window and I saw it. A large, round, white head appeared. Its face looked like it had been crudely drawn on and given color with markers and crayons. The pane shattered, and debris from the frame flew into the room. With a violent butt of its head, the pasty-looking creature had rammed its body halfway into the room. “It’s the papier-mâché golem! It’s alive! Alive! Come to life!” Their shrieks filled the corridor.

      My concern was only for the safety of my students. “Lock yourselves in your assigned bathrooms just like we practiced!” I pulled the alarm on the wall. In minutes, this creature would be facing a tactical force with the ability to overthrow a small country. We were well prepared for this sort of thing. Well, not a golem thing, but you get the point. I was ready, confident, and brave. I’d let that golem tear me apart before it got to my kids. “Magic! Ah hah!” I realized I could take this thing out. I slipped and fell on the trash created by the monster’s thrashing movements. I had to make it to my desk. It seemed so difficult, and it took an impossible bout of strength to reach up to my desk and snag my purse, but I did it. I took out my broom and looked up, ready to zap us both away to any place but my classroom.

      I was too late. It fell on me and smothered me with all of its strangely soft material. It was lighter than I expected, yet I couldn’t find a way to get free. Then I felt it bite me with its pointy teeth. Are they venomous? I wondered. It was futile to resist. All that was left now were my muffled screams.

      “Leigh! Leigh!” Hunter pulled the sheets off of me. “Are you all right? It looked like you were wrestling a bear under the sheets.”

      “Huh? What? Where’s the golem? Is this where I zapped us to?” I was bewildered at first. Then I screamed. “It’s here. I know it is! I took it here!”

      “Leigh, calm down.” Hunter sat up and put his arms around me. “It was just a bad dream, baby. There’s no golem here. You were dreaming like crazy, thrashing around and mumbling. You started crawling around under the sheet like you were looking for something. I guess you got all tangled up. Luna got worked up by the sheets popping up and down. She pounced on them and was biting, so I chased her off.”

      “Huh. Just a dream. Ugh.” I said and lay down on Hunter’s lap.

      Hunter held me and ran his fingers through my hair. “Yeah, it seemed like one hell of a nightmare. A golem of all things. You hardly ever hear stories about golems.”

      “Oh, it’s because we were coming up with a new Halloween story in class based on folklore and legends. Gertie and I started writing one, and I read the first half to the class. I am supposed to have the rest of the story for them tomorrow. My subconscious must have been trying to tell me I had forgotten to finish writing the story. I am totally unprepared.”

      “I don’t know about this, Leigh. From any golem story I remember, they always end badly. Like horror movie bad. I know that the basic message is that humans often become overconfident in their ability to control the power of creation—of life itself. The creature starts out pretty tame, but before long, all of the negative forces of mankind have some sort of effect on it. The creator loses control of the golem, and it goes off on a killing spree. Sometimes the golem kills its very creator.”

      I thought a little bit about what Hunter said. I knew he was right. The whole premise of a golem story was that it had to end disastrously in order to make a point. “I think the lessons taught by the old golem legends were a big influence on the books Frankenstein as well as Rossum’s Universal Robots, which in turn was the genesis of all robot, cyborg, or android science fiction stories. And…you’re right. Every one of those stories ends badly.”

      “Maybe you ought to nix the golem story for the kids. You know? What with magic becoming reality around here these days and all.” I nodded and closed my eyes. The last anxious remnant of the nightmare was gone, and I drifted back to sleep in Hunter’s embrace.
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      What is worse than a Monday? Answer—having a dream on Sunday night that it is Monday, then waking up and repeating Monday morning in real-time. It’s like a cruel episode of déjà vu custom-crafted in your own personal hell.

      My early arrival was typical. That is one habit I am happy to have developed in order to be ready for the day. I entered my empty classroom with a sense of trepidation. I knew that it was silly, but I expected it after having vividly envisioned a wild golem attack, albeit a nightmare. I took a breath and went to my desk to go over a few papers and the lesson plans for the day. When I glanced up at the clock, my eye caught sight of one corner of the room. The student’s handmade golem was propped up against the wall. The crayon and marker-smudged face didn’t seem as cute anymore. There was no way I was going to be able to handle having that thing in the room. The feeling I got from its presence was more than uncomfortable. It was downright creepy.

      I started to plot its demise. I should take that damned thing out back and toss it in the trash bin before any students show up. How could I explain it to the kids? They’ll think it became a real runaway golem. I imagined myself accidentally crashing into it until it was nothing more than a papier-mâché scrap pile. Maybe I’ll tell them the custodian accidentally knocked it over. No. I can’t. I couldn’t do it. They worked so hard on their Promethean creation. A golem piñata? That’s not a bad idea, but I would never be able to talk them into it. I just need to get it out of my classroom. I’ve got it! I had solved my problem. I didn’t need to destroy the golem, just get it the hell out of there.

      I’d need to be very careful. Halloween was officially banned from the secular public school system. Halloween is in no way acknowledged to exist. Imagine somewhere, a fun-sucking, fuzzy-brained, academic genius decided that we can’t actually have “Halloween” parties or wish each other “Happy Halloween.” The majority of my fellow teachers don’t let that bit of hypocritical silliness stop us from sharing Halloween’s rich tradition of literature, music, history, and folklore with our students. Kids are kids, no matter the religion, race, or culture. All kids love to make a costume and have a day filled with magical Halloween fun. I know I loved it when I was a little girl, and I still do today. Judging from the multimillion-dollar business that is generated by Halloween, it’s more popular than ever in our culture. So, it’s pretty obvious that I’m not alone in my love for this fun time of year.

      It’s strange. Even now that I am an adult, I can find myself occasionally spooked by a vivid nightmare. In all reality, it was just a crazy dream, and the golem in my classroom was nothing more than paper and glue. Yet, there I was clumsily picking up the golem and dragging it out into the hallway. My destination was the library. My mission was to quietly place the sculpture among a display of autumn decorations that various classes had created from books they read—not Halloween-related, autumn-related. Just for the record, in the public school system, those are two totally different things.

      I nearly jumped out of my pink Sketchers when a high-pitched voice pierced my brain. “Miss Epstein? What are you doing in here with that…whatever it is?” She made a weird clucking sound with her tongue. “That better not be a Halloween ghost or something. You of all people know that we do not refer to religious-themed holidays in this school.” Great, it was Clarice Can-I Buy-A-vowel-Strznczkl. She was practically the flag bearer for the holiday-hating crowd. Her last name had been informally changed by the staff and student body after a previous surprise run-in I had with her.

      I remembered it well. It was the first day of my first year. In one of my ‘I didn’t know anyone was around’ moments, I was going over a list of the faculty to familiarize myself with the names. When I saw Clarice’s name, I tried to pronounce it out loud. “Stir Zinkel? No, Strazenchekachek. I give up! How about Clarice Can-I-buy-a-vowel?” Unfortunately, I wasn’t alone. One should be aware that librarians are stealthy by nature. I never knew she had arrived behind me, along with several members of the faculty. Everyone had a good laugh at my comment. All except Clarice. I felt just awful. I wasn’t trying to insult her; I was only frustrated at my inability to come up with a reasonable pronunciation. It turns out that stealth is not Clarice’s only trait. The other would be her deep and relentless hatred of me.

      Think quick, Leigh. You can’t tell her it’s a golem for the display. She knows we don’t have any golem books. She looked. And she thought supernatural creatures were not appropriate for celebrating autumn-themed books. She’s one of the fun-sucking Halloween haters. “Oh, this? Um…it’s Frosty.” Damn it, Leigh, Frosty isn’t Halloween! “Appleseed. As in Johnny.” I have no idea why I said that. Maybe because I felt so intimidated by her, she was an older woman with salt and pepper hair pulled up into a tight bun, a sallow complexion, and a very grouchy demeanor.

      “Frosty Appleseed?”

      “The students made Johnny Appleseed, but as you can see, it turned out more like Frosty the Snowman. So, they gave him a funny nickname.” Oh shit! Now she is going to think I’m alluding to her nickname.

      “I see.” She clucked a little more. “It seems, Miss Epstein, that you have a proclivity for affronting that which should be sacrosanct in our literary heritage and in individual personage.”

      What? Who talks like that? An asshole, that’s who. “I’m sorry. The students didn’t mean to insult Johnny Appleseed.” You cranky bitch.

      “You can leave it here, Miss Epstein, but I must warn you, I have heard some of your students mentioning certain things regarding holidays that bear a religious connotation. If that is the case, I will have no choice but to report it.”

      “Err, I don’t know about any of that. I’m not much of a religious person. So, I’ll leave old Frosty Appleseed right here then. Have a good day, Clarice.” God, does she always have to be such a bitch? Really? I have never heard of Halloween as a contemporary religious holiday. It’s F U N, something I’m sure you know nothing about. Bitch.

      “Humph.” That was the only sound she made as I turned and walked out of the library.

      With Frosty Appleseed, the golem, and Clarice for the day, I returned to my classroom, which had started to fill up with chattering little faces. Once we were settled in, I had to break the news. “I’m sorry to tell you that we will not be finishing The Runaway Golem.” They responded to my announcement with typical boos, moans, and questions. Following my nightmare and my subsequent talk with Hunter, I had already resolved to not finish the golem story. Now, Clarice—the fun-sucking Halloween hater—had practically offered herself up as an unsuspecting scapegoat.

      “Just this morning, I was reminded by our librarian that we cannot have any Halloween-themed activities. I removed the golem you made and took it down to the library, where it is now part of the autumn literature art display. Only now you cannot call him a golem. He is now Johnny Appleseed from the story we recently read about him. Also, since he looks very much like Frosty the Snowman, I just told the librarian that we’ll call him Frosty Appleseed.” Subtle moans and groans grew and then faded. Just like that, my golem problems were suddenly gone.

      Clarice had created an entirely new problem. When we returned to the classroom, a little girl named Izzy ran up and hugged me. “I’m sorry, Miss Epstein.”

      Before I could ask what she had done, I was rushed by Dylan and Peter. “Sorry, too,” Dylan mumbled.

      “What happened? Why is everyone sorry?”

      Peter explained. He pointed his finger at the other two. “They told on you! Miss Canibuyavowel talked to us. She said she didn’t believe the thing we made was Frosty Appleseed. She wanted to know what it was. They told her the story you read. They told her it was really a golem. They snitched on you!”

      The kids sang like canaries, and I was sure they jumbled up parts of the story. Clarice heard what she wanted to hear. So what? I got caught in a lie about an art project. I didn’t let it bother me long. I just had to wait and see if Clarice would pull some underhanded trick.
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      Even though you are finally done with the workday, Monday has several more hours to play around. She isn’t done messing with you yet, not by a long shot. And Mondays by nature are going to throw something unexpected, unwelcomed, un-anything right in your face, just to see what you’re going to do about it. That was the case when I got home.

      My apartment was quiet. I had hoped that Hunter would be there, but I was greeted by Luna. I flopped into my comfortable chair, flung my shoes off, and held Luna. She seemed very agitated.

      “What’s wrong? Why are you acting all squirrelly?”

      “Meow.” She jumped down and returned a minute later. A yellow scrap of paper hung from her mouth.

      “Whatcha’ got there? A note?” I took the note and recognized Hunter’s handwriting. It was a little wrinkled from Luna, but the message was loud and clear.

      Hey Leigh

      I found a place

      A little lower on the paper, it said

      See ya’

      I stood straight up. “What? You found a place? See ya?” It sank in quickly. My cat had just delivered a break-up notice. I actually felt my heart pop like it was a water balloon getting poked with a pin. All the blood ran down to my feet, and I just felt empty. I didn’t even sit back down before that blood boiled right back up in an uncontrollable volcanic eruption where my heart had once been. “Motherfucker!” I shouted. Luna jumped away as fast as her fluffy paws could carry her. She wasn’t used to seeing me lose my mind in a fit of rage. I’m not that experienced in all actuality. I must have sounded like a rabid dog as I growled several words without finishing them. I had no idea this was coming my way. I stomped and kicked at the furniture. I wanted to throw something.

      I used to have these neighbors, John and Gina Galicki, they seemed like the perfect couple and took ceramics classes a couple of nights a week. Curiously, about one night per month, everyone on the street could hear those two fighting like a pair of wild animals. They screamed and shouted, and most of all, they smashed all the pottery they had made throughout the month. Honestly, there were times when I worried the fight was going to spill out into the street and start a riot. The next day, they were fine and went on to make more ceramic weapons for their next monthly PMS-induced brawl.

      The thing is, I don’t own that many nice things. You know, things that you could throw to make a theatrical smashing sound. I didn’t stock up for the occasion by taking a pottery class. Although it would be a poetic way to say how my little heart had been shattered. As I continued to shout profanities, curses, and words I didn’t know that I knew, I looked around and saw a heavy glass vase. I bought it to put some fake flowers in. You know the kind of vase I’m talking about. The kind that is about as big around as a soup can and a foot tall. It was cheap, it was heavy, and this situation was worth the bargain-buster deal I had bought it for.

      I also saw my desk. “Oh, yeah, you sorry son of a bitch. Let’s see you write your stupid notes once I lay some witchcraft on your happy ass! I’m going to make you think you’re a frog. You’ll paint yourself green and hop down Michigan Avenue in nothing but cheap body paint.” That didn’t seem good enough, but it was a start.

      I took a quarterback’s stance and was ready to hurl the vase. “Damn, I can’t afford a hole in the wall or a new window.” Now I looked like a quarterback who shifted around trying to find an open receiver. The door was sturdy and provided a nice, sizeable target that even I couldn’t miss. I threw a perfect spiral. It was like a glass bullet. Just as my perfect glass bullet pass was about to make impact, Hunter opened the door, and the bottom of the vase caught him right in the forehead.

      The sound was a combination of a “thud” and a slightly hollow “clink.” I don’t know why, but my initial feeling was that of disappointment. The vase didn’t shatter into a million pieces like I expected. It just rolled away and out the door. Hunter never knew what hit him, and he had been knocked out cold before he even started to fall backward. The only part of him facing me now were the soles of his shoes. “Hell, yeah! Take that one!” I yelled.

      Silence. I didn’t see any movement, and my heart pounded, not from the adrenaline but that perhaps I had finally killed him this time. Okay, okay, it was just an accident. Yes, I was mad, and if anyone in the neighborhood heard me yelling, they would say I was going to kill him. I didn’t mean it. Then I panicked. I ran over to him and looked at his face. His face still had the look of shock except for the perfectly round red circle on his forehead. It seemed like he was breathing. I grabbed his legs and pulled as hard as I could. I had to drag him inside.

      “Oh my God, you are so heavy!” I huffed and puffed and pulled. I finally got him to the point where I could roll him off to the side, just enough to close the door. His arms were splayed out, in one hand was a small bouquet of flowers, and in the other hand was a small stack of official documents. They looked like legal documents, and they had both of our names on them. I was so worked up I couldn’t look at them, but I was pretty sure they had to do with real estate.

      “Hunter! Please, wake up! Please!” Hunter didn’t move. “I am so sorry. I don’t mean to keep giving you concussions.” I took a breath. I had to call for help, but the phone was on the desk. “I’ll call 911. Stay right there!” Hunter lay motionless.

      Before I could get up and turn around, a puff of green smoke filled the room. A Creole voice that I recognized filled the room. “I’m no doctor, but I’d say you cracked that boy’s skull. Did you kill him?” It was Marie Laveau. She wore a long robe in vivid hues of gold, green, and red. A similar material wrapped tightly around her hair. She looked every bit the Voodoo Queen of Louisiana.

      “Marie! Help! I don’t know if I killed him.”

      “Oh, no problem, sweetie. I can change him into a bug and step on him. Is he a burglar? Escaped prisoner?”

      “No! It’s Hunter, my boyfriend.”

      Marie leaned down and checked out Hunter. She put her hands on his neck and head. “He’s still alive.” She put her hand on his chest. “He’s been hit with a pretty powerful jolt of magic. That’s for certain.” She touched his forehead. “And apparently his gourd has been thumped pretty good also. I’d say by a blunt instrument. Vase?”

      “Yes, but it was an accident. Can you please help him?” I begged.

      “An accident? Hell, I’d hate to see what he’d look like if you meant to bludgeon him to death. What did he do anyway? Was he chasing another girl? Is he a drinker? A gambler, maybe? Cause I’ve come across my fair share of those lowlifes. Let me tell you, I had one ole boy that stole my rings. The jackwad sold them and ran off with some nasty whore from Baton Rouge. Well, you can bet your witchy ass that I caught up with him all right. I turned him into a chicken and fed the bastard to my gators.” She held up her Voodoo necklace and among the various bony things that were suspended on it was a single chicken’s beak. “See this? It’s all that’s left of that one. That’s how you do it the witchy way. A woman has got to be creative, especially with a man that’s lower than a mudbug in winter.”

      “No. No, I swear. He’s none of those. See?” I lifted Hunter’s limp arm. The bouquet was still in his grip. The white daisy heads and small blue flowers dangled down in such a sad way that I started to cry. “Flowers.” I tried to stop sobbing. “He brought me flowers, and I split his skull.” The reality of what I had done hit me so hard at that particular moment. I knew I’d burn at the stake for this incident, and deservedly so. That is, if the state of Illinois even did that sort of thing. No matter, they would probably bring back stake burnings just for me. “I was trying to throw a vase at the door, and he just happened to walk in at the exact same moment.”

      “Relax, sweetie.” Marie reached into her robe to retrieve her wand. It looked like nothing more than a rough stick you would find lying under a tree. She waved it over Hunter and chanted something mysterious and unintelligible. His body began to levitate. I put my hands over my mouth, trying to keep it together. With a single swing, Hunter floated away to the bedroom. We all followed, Luna included. With small movements of her wand, Marie lowered Hunter gently onto the bed.

      “Now what?” I cried.

      “The reason I came here is because anytime a witch releases a powerful burst of witchcraft in a fit of rage, an alarm goes off at the union office. We had to set that system up to keep a handle on these sorts of things. Let me tell you, over the years, some of these women have been able to really set a new definition for an evil witch. And it’s always because of a man. Always. Always. Always. I remember this one witch, she⁠—”

      Now was not the time for an oral history of witchcraft gone awry. “Marie! I didn’t use magic; I just threw that vase.” I pointed to the vase that was lying on the floor.

      “Yes, but you were so enraged. You were so furious, and you were focusing all that energy on one single part of your mind. When you whipped that vase out, you not only released your anger, but you shot your man right through the heart with magic. You knocked his ghost straight out of him.”

      “What? What the hell do you mean? How did I knock his ghost out? Are you kidding?” This went against every bit of logic that remained in my brain. I simply couldn’t even begin to comprehend that thought.

      “Yeah, you know—his spirit, his soul, whatever you like to call it. I’ve seen it happen plenty of times. Your magic is keeping his body alive in a state of suspended animation. At least that’s the way I describe it. I got the idea to call it that after watching a movie about these people who were traveling through space⁠—”

      “Marie! Suspended animation. I get it. What about his...his ghost? Where is it?”

      “Oh, it’s here somewhere. That sucker will stay close to his physical body. I’ll snag it and put it back in. He’ll be fine after that.” Marie closed her eyes, held her hands up over her head, and moved her fingers. She slowly turned around as if she was feeling the air for Hunter’s ghost. It goes without saying, I was barely able to control my tears. This was frightening in so many ways. I prayed that she would find him.

      “Bad news, sweetie. His ghost isn’t here. I don’t understand it. Even if you blew it out the front door, it should bounce right back near his body. Something or someone else is involved. I sense that.”

      “What? What else? Who else?” I started to shake as the stream of tears flowed harder down my face.

      “I don’t know for sure, but if I had to give my best guess…” Marie put her hands out in front of her as she walked to the front door, where I had accidentally pummeled Hunter into suspended animation. “I’d say it was another ghost that has been following him around for whatever reason. When you knocked his ghost out…it took him away.”

      “Where? Oh my God! You’re saying that Hunter’s been ghost-napped? How do we find him?”

      “No. There is no we unless you got a mouse in your pocket. You don’t, do you? Never mind, don’t answer that. You find him. I’m outta’ here. I can’t look all over Chicago for ghosts. You need a medium and a good old-fashioned Ouija board.” She waved her little wand, and a white porcelain decanter appeared in her other hand. It had a silver clip that clamped the lid down tight, just like the set of decanters I had in the kitchen. “You need to clip some of his hair, take a few drops of his blood, and put them in here. Once you find his ghost, you open this up and tell him to get inside quickly. You will need a medium that knows how to talk to these ghosts; she or he will have to distract his kidnappers, err, ghost-nappers, long enough for him to make a getaway. Once you get his ghost inside, you get back here and call me.”

      Before I could ask Marie where one would go to find a medium, she vanished in her cloud of green smoke. Luna and I lay on the bed next to Hunter, and I held him. I cried. Luna cried. I didn’t know what to do next. I picked that battered bouquet from his hand, and I retrieved the vase that I had hit him with. Once I had the flowers in it, I set it on the nightstand in a fitting display of irony. To make it worse, a couple of the daisy petals slowly fluttered down to the floor as if Hunter’s ghost was playing ‘I love you, I love you not.’

      Luna picked up the other papers he had been carrying and brought them to me. They were real estate legal papers, all right. From what I could figure out, Hunter had snapped up a house at an auction. He had the deed paperwork filled out in both of our names. I realized Hunter had found a house for us, for our lives together, right here in Lincoln Park. He had been coming in the door to tell me that very thing, and I knocked the ghost out of him.
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included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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