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chapter 1 monomanias and secret ecos

My shops’s place in the economy? The top of hot, ordinary and forbidden ecos.

Three different worlds, trust me. You’ll see.

Where? Ottawa, the capital of Canada. Is Nat.Rev.Can.Tax scared of me and my traveling magic shop? Naw. Mostly official-dumb types in clerk-world don’t even believe I exist. Fine by me; there were a lot fewer taxes and regs that way.

My place? The Finest Evil in the System Magic shop, now at a nearby mall. The secret, unknowable and forbidden economy tucked into a service corridor. A small traveling magic shop, hardly more than a door that isn’t always there. Now hidden in a mall near you.

Ottawa is a national capital; stuffed with Professional Cannibals, Inc. (PCI) Corruption is a life-style here; politics means backers get patronage payoffs. Spending is taken from general-public strangers to buy votes.

My place is officially nonexistent, so it’s open season on me. No game laws at all. (Don’t try anything; my shop has a nasty temper.) Establishment monos were always being imposed in the ecos out there, or at least they tried. (All purchases go thru Montreal, ie.) It never worked for long. But never here.

Underground hotties are a burn in that eco. Real movers, tho.

There are more than the usual share of bad guys in the magic biz, tho. And losers. Old Ottawa was stuffed to the brim with them and on both sides of all three rivers here.

Underground ecos are smuggled money and the like. Hot goods. Gangs. Crime. Please don’t ask me anymore, it’s nasty, illegal and violent, whatever it is.

It’s also very hard to tell from the top trinary set. You’ll see.
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chapter 2 forbidden

“Ok, Brenda, you’re hired. See here? This. You work there. Lemme show you the rest of my shop first.”

We looked around the front entrance to my shop; my traveling magic shop looked like a book-store with loaded with weird displays. I pointed to the cash register.

“That’s the cash. Behind that is the returns-shelf. Below, is lost-and-found box. Next to me? Dwarf repairs, consignment and special-makes. Do not confuse them. I can do my shopping in the lost and found, you can’t. People pay for everything they buy right there. Got all that?”

I nodded at her and pointed across the same room. “You work over there. That’s almost all you need to know, magic-girl. Your supplies are at your station; parchment, ink and gook. Just ask if you need more of something.”

There was a typical-teen rolled-eyes look at me. “Really? OMG, it’s a wrap! Kill me now!”

“Gosh, boss.” Came a soft murmur without a trace of sarcasm from nose-high teenage girl accompanying me. We stood in the front room of my magic store and she had the standard application-form for work still in her hands. (It was a charmed AI form; you could not put lies on it, the form investigated and corrected things if you did. In blinking red.)

(Oh, Brenda was my new sandwich-maker, a U of O dark arts facility student. No, not the one I wanted. Some brisk social climbing later, my first choice was now a highly-paid receptionist for a corp-wizard, charming strangers and doing med-watch on a wizard while he worked snooping.

The bigger the hooters the better the sales. The young witch-girls from UFO are cute, bursting with life, curves and enthusiasm. Mostly mobile cheerful energy this big grey world hasn’t quashed yet. I used to be a student, I know.)

“Fascinating stuff here, boss.” Brenda went on in a bored tone, fanning her face slowly. “Books in languages no one can read. Neat, great market. We started with the underground bunker of stolen and broken goods right by the front cash; lost relics and homeless magics was next. Then some saturday night specials. We ended here, two steps away at my sandwich-station. What a wonder-filled tour.” She blinked up at me. “You fit right in, did you know that?”

“Thanks. I’m a steal alright. And you’re a witch without a broom, hon.” I snarled back at her. She blinked at me carefully. “Or a hat. Remember that.”

There was another calculated blink up at me. “Witches specialize these days, boss. No hats; dunce, wizard, witch or road-cone. None at all. Tats, maybe. No hats.”

“And this is about the time I tell you I have to be home at 7pm school-nights, mister.” She started in a high, sweet voice. “Classes, all that. They happen in the dark over at Dark-Arts. Higher education at the UFO facility is a lot of looking for interesting trouble in dark places, right? And galleries.”

I nodded; I knew this already. Some affluent students came over here for zombie brew after class; and more learning things the hard way. Gluttons for punishment, all of them. You see, malls close early to mundanes. I had to kick them all out within an hour or so of them getting in here.

“Not a problem, it’s the lunch-crowd you worry about. Be here am 11ish, ok? Till 2, usually. The midnight clientele tends to have weird feeding habits anyway. And transportation. Sandwiches aren’t on their list.” I mentioned quietly. “Usually. Here, lemme show you your work-station, Brenda. You don’t need to worry about ever being anywhere else.”
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