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This book is for all the women who have told me to believe in my own power. You know who you are.

Reader discretion is advised; this novel contains content that may be distressing for some readers, including coercive control, supernatural themes, and supernatural violence.
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Freya woke and turned to look at the love of her life, who lay gently snoring next to her, early morning falling on his salt and pepper hair. The late spring morning was neither too hot nor too chilly, and she felt out of sorts. Her belly was tight and fluttery, as though she had forgotten to do something very important. 

Turning to the clock on her bedside table, the time was just before seven. Unusual for her to wake before her alarm on a weekend, and she wondered what had broken her sleep until the cry of a raven, throaty and raw, a sound somewhere between a shout and laughter, reached her.

She eased herself out of the bed, careful not to disturb Jacob. A couple of years ago, a raven’s call would have meant nothing to her. But not now.

For more than a year after she had closed the hole between her world and Vanaheim, she waited for it to reopen. Waited for her life to be plunged into danger and magic once more, but as time went by, she started to believe they had stopped the end of the world, their task was done and she could go back to her ordinary life as a financial analyst. 

Walking into the silent lounge room her toes scrunched the plush carpet as she moved to the front window. Then the raven called again; this time it was accompanied by a glimpse of something behind Freya’s eyes. She’d had visions back then too; disturbing, hard to decipher, and usually predicted the future. They’d been gone for nearly two years.

In her vision a group of people in pale robes stood in a circle around a small bonfire. Their robes were flimsy, lightweight, whipped up around their knees and ankles by a strong wind. She couldn’t see much in the deep night but there were no large shadows to indicate buildings or nearby trees only a black, empty paddock, and figures around the bonfire. She counted a dozen or so, women by their long hair and shape, their mouths moving rhythmically as though they chanted. Her visions never had sound.

Freya shuddered as the vision faded and pulled aside the curtain; two ravens sat on the balcony railing. She recognised them. 

‘Shit.’ Dressed only in a long, faded, black T-shirt she wore to bed, she pulled open the front door and stepped out, not quite closing the door behind her. 

‘You’re back,’ she addressed the ravens. The concrete walkway was cold under her bare feet and the skin on her legs raised in goose bumps. Hugging her arms around her, more for comfort than from cold, she approached the birds.

‘Did you show me the people in the field?’ 

The bird on the right bobbed its head and cawed softly, the other cocked its head, watching her. Freya pinched the bridge of her nose and closed her eyes for a moment. 

She put out her hand to stroke the bird on the right, running the back of her forefinger down his sleek black breast. ‘I have another job to do then. I’ve been waiting for this day, but I had hoped you wouldn’t come back.’ She turned to look back over her shoulder into the apartment where Jacob slept. 

He had insisted they wouldn’t be called on again, that their magic was gone, their duty done. Her right eye had been taken by one of these ravens three years ago, on her birthday; the day everything changed. 

‘Someone’s trying to get magic from the other realms and use it here? In that circle you showed me.’ 

The ravens bobbed their heads. She’d never quite worked out which was Muninn, or Memory, and which was Huginn, or Thought, the raven familiars of Odin.

‘And that’s all I get, is it? People standing round a fire—and I have to stop whatever they’re doing.’ The bird she was stroking shuffled closer to his buddy. Freya dropped her hand to her side. ‘Alright, I’ll tell Jacob.’

As soon as she’d agreed, the two birds flapped their great black wings and took off over the quiet Melbourne rooftops. 

Freya shivered and headed back inside. She’d first met Jacob when he was helping her learn to live without her right eye. They had moved in together after they had defeated the last person who threatened the natural order—Victor Mikkelsen—a disgruntled warlock who wanted more power than he had been given. 

Freya stood by the bookshelf, her hand hovering over the books of magic she’d used to defeat him. Pulling out a large leather-bound volume she flipped through the pages without really seeing them. 

Victor had punched a hole through reality to link the Earth to Vanaheim, land of the old gods: the Vanir. Magic flowed from Vanaheim to earth, and in return Vanaheim drained human life force, forcing hundreds of people into comas until they could close the rift. 

‘Freya?’ Jacob’s voice broke into her thoughts. She looked up to see him leaning against the bedroom doorframe. ‘That’s Hettie’s book, isn’t it?’

‘I didn’t know you were awake.’ She returned the volume to the shelf and walked towards him. Jacob tied his burgundy towelling robe around his waist, one eyebrow raised in a question.

‘I had weird dreams,’ he said.

She hugged him, laying her head against his chest, warming herself against his body. 

‘Something’s happening, isn’t it?’ he asked, wrapping his arms around her.

‘The ravens were outside,’ she said into his chest.

Jacob rested his chin on the top of her head. ‘It was too much to think it was finished.’ He sighed.

‘Let’s have some coffee and breakfast. I can’t think about this on an empty stomach.’

‘Shall we go out?’

Freya nodded her head, inhaling his musky, familiar scent, drawing strength from him.
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The local café around the corner had mismatched furniture, lots of wood panelling, and a courtyard with a vine-covered canopy out the back. Unless the weather was wet or cold, they preferred to eat in the courtyard. This time, when they arrived about half an hour later, there were no tables left outside. Instead, they sat on the high stools in front of the plate glass window at the front of the café. 

‘I hadn’t noticed anything, I mean until this morning,’ Freya said.

‘Same. Nothing until you told me the ravens had come to see you.’

‘I had a vision; a circle of people doing a ritual, but it was unclear who they were or what they were trying to do.’

‘Are you ready to order?’ a young brunette woman said, having appeared to Freya’s left.

‘I’ll have the big breakfast, with everything.’ Freya wanted comfort food. 

‘I’ll have the omelette, ham and cheese please.’ Jacob was pale and quiet.

As they waited for their food to arrive, Freya gave him thinking space, leaning her elbows on the countertop and watched the goings on outside. People doing their normal Saturday morning business. 

She cleared her mind, then imagined a shield of pink light around her, wrapping herself in it like fairy floss, and tried to tune into the thoughts of people around her. Dinah, Jacob’s younger sister’s talent was like a radio, picking up thoughts and feelings from people around her, while Freya’s ability presented more like seeing through someone else’s eyes. Sometimes she also knew things without any reason or evidence.

An image formed behind her closed eyelids; inside the café, a view from the kitchen including the back of Freya’s head. She supressed the urge to touch her hair. Popping into other people’s heads wasn’t something she had been able to do since the portal closed. Things were certainly happening if she had enough power to do that.

Freya let go of the connection and imagined tendrils of her thoughts spreading out into the world. She was drawn to someone in the courtyard, bombarded by strong emotion as soon as she made the connection. The person’s heart was breaking, the man sitting in the chair opposite gripped the mug of coffee in front of him so hard his fingertips turned white. 

‘Babe?’ Jacob’s voice broke through and she fluttered her eyes open. ‘What were you doing?’

‘Testing something out.’ A prickling of guilt ran down her neck and across her collarbone.

‘And?’

‘I haven’t been able to get into anyone’s mind since—well, I jumped into one dude in the kitchen, and a woman in the courtyard who might have just been broken up with.’

‘Mmm, you’ve tried it a few times and it’s never worked.’

‘Here we are, I hope you’re hungry,’ the young brunette waiter said as she laid their meals down on the deep-reddish-brown wooden counter.

Freya felt strange, and not just because she’d hopped into two other people’s heads. She took a mouthful of hash brown and chewed. 

‘We’ll have to tell Dinah.’

Jacob laughed. ‘She’ll be thrilled. She’s heading into year eleven next year and needs to put all her energies into schoolwork and this shit comes up again.’

‘She had some fun with us last time—’

‘I kept most of this to myself, but she really struggled to go back to being normal again. When she had the mind-reading thing, she could pretend she wasn’t deaf, was a regular kid, but when it was taken away it was worse than it had been before.’

‘I thought she had been okay.’ Freya loaded a fork with mushroom and spinach. Perhaps I was wrong, she thought.

‘I didn’t want to make a big deal of it, we were all still reeling from saving the world, but she hasn’t got back to where she was before. I don’t know how she’ll react to having the ability back or to knowing that it comes with an obligation to fix the fucked-up stuff happening out there.’

Freya nodded. ‘No doubt she already knows. If my ability is back, she’s probably started to hear things. At least she’ll know she’s not going insane this time.’ 

Jacob’s lips compressed into a line, but he said nothing. Freya made a mental note to text Dinah. No use pretending it wasn’t happening. The ravens on the railing were all the proof she’d needed to know there was trouble ahead. 

Halfway through his omelette, Jacob turned to her. ‘We’ll have to start prepping. We have no idea how long it will take to find them, whoever they are, what they’re up to, or what we’ll have to do to stop them . . . and we should train. That thing you did on the beach was amazing, but we’d never tried anything like that before, we should try to figure out what we can do.’

Freya made a noise of agreement. ‘Why today though? There’s nothing special about today.’

‘You’re not listening to me, are you?’

‘Sorry.’ She turned to look at Jacob and was reminded again how deeply she loved him. Replacing her fork on the plate, she cupped his stubbly cheek in her hand. ‘I heard what you said but you’re right, I wasn’t really listening. We should practise. It was more luck than skill at the beach. Perhaps Odin acted through me, but it would make me more confident if I knew how to wield my power without having to rely on divine intervention.’

‘You make sense sometimes,’ he said, placing his hand over hers on his cheek.

‘Gee, thanks.’ She poked her tongue out, and her shoulders dropped, releasing tension she wasn’t aware of holding. 
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Freya and Jacob finished their meal without much more conversation, except to share the odd observation about a passer-by. After walking home hand in hand, Freya knew she needed to start working on the problem but didn’t know where to begin. 

Message boards and occult forums had been a good source of information last time, as well as news coverage of the coma-like condition. It had been a while since she’d looked for unusual magical happenings. 

The people in her vision, all women as far as she could tell, were probably a coven or community of practitioners. Freya had to find out what they were doing, and perhaps knowing who they were would help. If they were like Victor and his cronies, they would have made some enemies along the way—pulling weak or vulnerable people into their sphere, showing arrogance and disregard for the finer nuances of practice or social etiquette, or being boastful enough to be seen as apart from the group. 

Seidhr was not a popular branch of occultism, especially outside of Scandinavia, but it had power. Wicca and other branches could also tap into magical energy sources, although she had been narrow in her focus last time, sticking with Seidhr, it could be worth exploring other power she had access to. 

Resting her laptop on crossed legs in the armchair she browsed forums, watchful for anything that pulled at her. The chair, one of the few objects she’d brought from her tiny apartment, was her thinking place. Jacob sat on the couch with his own computer, headphones on. She didn’t ask what he was doing, if he was researching, they could compare notes later, and if he was listening to music or watching YouTube to distract himself, there would be plenty of time later to knuckle down. 

The forums were unusually busy; it had been more than six months since she’d last checked for concerning activity. Most of the people she’d been familiar with from the last time were still there. Moderators tried to keep people on topic, and to maintain the peace, they also had more experience and were likely to guide newbies. Freya wondered how much power they really had if they spent their time in online forums instead of out in the world, perhaps they had enough power to know it was real, how it worked, but not enough to make them megalomaniacs or dangers to society. 

It was too bad she never encountered Theo Halloway, occult bookshop owner and good source of magical gossip, in these forums. The older generations must have other networks offline, she made mental note to contact 

him about what he had heard on the grapevine. 

Closing her laptop, Freya sighed. 

‘What’s up, babe?’ Jacob looked up from his screen. 

‘It feels like we’re back where we were two years ago.’

Jacob nodded. ‘In a way...but we didn’t have each other then, or Dinah, or know about Seidhr or the ravens or anything else. It might seem daunting but we’re in a better place than we were last time.’ 

‘I guess so.’ Freya put her laptop on the coffee table and moved to join him on the couch. ‘It was too much to hope we were finished with magic, wasn’t it?’

‘Once your view of the world has been changed so completely, you can’t go back. The things we know, we can never unknow. Most people don’t even know it’s happening. We were chosen for a reason.’

‘Doesn’t make me feel any better.’ 

Jacob put his arm around Freya and pulled her close. ‘I know.’ 
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The next morning Jacob and Freya visited Jacob’s sister, Dinah, at her home in St Kilda where she lived with her father. 

‘Thankfully she hasn’t got a boyfriend. We’d never get time with her if she did,’ Jacob said, as they pulled into a parking spot near the house. Jacob sent a text to his sister to say they’d arrived; she didn’t always hear them knock.

Dinah pulled open the front door a minute or so later, wearing black, skin-tight, ripped jeans slung low around her hips and a cropped T-shirt which showed off her flat belly. Freya didn’t think of herself as old but when confronted with what teenage girls thought was fashionable, she felt it. 

‘Hey.’ Dinah turned back into the house and didn’t check whether they were following.

‘What’s going on? You don’t usually text to make sure I’m home.’ She plonked herself onto a couch.

‘I’m not allowed to visit my sister?’ Jacob asked.

‘Nah, not like that, all formal.’

The three of them sat in the loungeroom; chemistry books and bits of paper were scattered all over the coffee table and next to Dinah on the couch. 

I thought you might already know why we wanted to see you, Freya used her mind to send the thought to Dinah, if she received it, it would confirm that her abilities had returned. 

‘Oh shit,’ Dinah said. 

‘You heard me?’ Freya said aloud. 

‘Yeah.’ Dinah’s face had turned pale, and she looked down at the floor. 

‘I had a visit from the ravens yesterday.’ Freya could have told Dinah the story with her mind, but it seemed rude to do so in front of Jacob, who couldn’t hear the conversation. ‘Your powers are back too.’

‘I didn’t know what it was. It’s quieter than last time, but I can hear other people’s thoughts, like low background noise in my head. If I don’t listen, I don’t really notice them, but when you just . . . you know . . . when you projected at me, it was like shouting in my mind.’

Freya and Jacob nodded. 

‘What did the ravens want?’

‘I had a vision, let me show you.’ Freya brought the image of the ritual in the field to her mind. Dinah would be able to see it in her own mind. They hadn’t figured out how to broadcast the other way, from Dinah back to the other two, but Freya and Dinah could both experience the visions. 

Perhaps that was something we should work on in the coming months, Freya thought.

‘We think they’re trying to get magic from another world. The more I think about it, the more I believe this must be their portal opening ceremony. I don’t know whether it’s in the past, present or future,’ Freya continued.

‘Have your powers come back?’ Dinah asked Jacob.

‘I haven’t tested them,’ he replied. ‘We did some research yesterday, but I was avoiding it.’

‘Typical.’ Dinah smiled.

‘So rude,’ Jacob said, smiling.

‘We thought we would do some more thorough testing of our skills this time. What happened on the beach worked out in the end, but—’

‘Can you cast lightning bolts or smoke or whatever? That’s super cool,’ Dinah interrupted.

‘It will be useful in a fight if my power can be used as a weapon, or to defend us while we reverse the damage this group causes.’

‘Looks like a coven or something,’ Dinah said. 

‘I thought the same, I only saw women, but I didn’t see everyone. We should look for new groups, separatists who think they’re too good to be in the regular forums or communities.’

‘If they’re doing something big enough for Odin to send the ravens to us, it must be extreme,’ Jacob said, as both women turned to him. ‘Last time Victor’s plan put the whole human race at risk, and yes the sickness spread slowly but what if something had come through the portal? What if those in Vanaheim got greedy and wanted more life forces than Victor’s cronies supplied? Once you’ve had a taste of power you only want more.’

Freya’s eyebrows raised in surprise. ‘You seem very sure about that.’

‘It’s like any other addiction. The first hit is so sweet, but you always need more to get the same feeling back. Magical energy is the same, especially if you’re stealing it from people. Seems like Odin agrees with me, since we were sent to stop it.’ 

‘How do you know so much about addiction?’ Freya asked. 

Jacob looked away and rubbed the back of his neck. ‘What I’m about to tell you can never get back to Dad, okay, Deens?’ He paused, waiting for his sister to nod agreement. ‘Before I was with Rhonda, I dated a lady called Sasha, and she . . . liked drugs. Cocaine was her drug of choice, but she used others as well.’

Silence descended over the room.

‘I got into it as well. I’m not proud of it. I enjoyed it way too much and had to end it with her. As far as I know she’s still abusing herself with substances, but if I’d stayed with her, I would have ended up in rehab, arrested, or dead.’

‘Or all of the above.’ Freya put her hand on his knee. ‘I’m glad you didn’t stay.’

‘Me too. That’s heavy.’ Dinah fidgeted, picking at the ripped edges of her jeans. ‘I have a chem test tomorrow and I haven’t studied for it, so can I start on the magic stuff after that?’ 

‘Of course, we don’t want to get in the way of your schoolwork. You’re doing VCE next year and that will be serious,’ Jacob said. 

‘Over the holidays I’ll have more time. I don’t wanna be left out though.’

‘We’ll keep you in the loop, I’m sure you will be able to pick up some stuff here and there, particularly with your talent back,’ Freya said. ‘You want us to help with chemistry? I did pretty good at that when I was at school.’

‘When was that, nineteen ninety?’ Dinah laughed.

‘She’s so rude,’ Freya commented to Jacob.

‘I have nothing to do with that.’ He smiled.

‘I’m alright, I just, y’know, don’t want to study.’

‘I know that feeling. Trying to remember anatomy was such a pain at uni. Rote learning the names of things . . . where’s Dad today?’

Dinah shrugged and looked out the window. Freya and Jacob exchanged glances, brows drawn together. 

‘Dinah? Where’s Dad?’

‘I dunno, he doesn’t tell me anything. He went out last night, dressed up fancy, so I assumed he was seeing that slut he’s been dating.’

‘That’s not a nice thing to say,’ Freya said. 

‘You haven’t seen her. She’s gotta be like, twenty-five, total gold-digger, though Dad doesn’t have as much money as she thinks he does, and she’s always all over him. It’s totally gross.’ 

‘She’s younger than me?’ Jacob asked. 

‘Definitely, you’re ancient.’ 

Freya was concerned at the way Dinah had described her father’s new partner. Some allowances could be made for being an angry teen, but there was no reason to be so nasty to another woman, even if her motives were questionable.

‘Are you right for food? Do you know when Dad’ll be back?’ Jacob’s frown deepened. He must have shared Freya’s concern that Dinah was left unsupervised for long periods while their father gadded about, thinking only of himself.

‘I’ve memorised one of his credit cards, I can order whatever I want for delivery if I get hungry, plus there’s some basics in the cupboard. He does a shop every week or so and never questions what I put on the list.’ Dinah grinned, as though daring her brother to disapprove of her deception.

‘I’ll have a word to him. He shouldn’t be leaving you on your own so much. I guess spending his money on takeaway is the price he pays for being a crap parent.’

‘Let us know if you come across anything, but no pressure. We’ll look into it, and speak to Theo, and tell you what we find,’ Freya said.

She and Jacob said their goodbyes and made their way back to his car. He jumped into the driver’s seat, although Freya was still allowed to drive, she’d avoided it since she’d lost her eye. 

‘Are you okay?’ she asked, the only sounds were the engine and the radio playing soft rock. 

‘What the fuck is Dad thinking? She can’t be left alone. I mean, I’m sure she can take care of herself, but it’s not fair. He’s still her father.’

‘Can’t she stay with her mother?’ 

‘No, her mum lives in Perth. Plus, they don’t get along. When Dinah was about eleven, her mother decided to become a bit of a hippy, wouldn’t get her medications, or take her to the doctor, said her deafness was a punishment for something she’d done in a past life, that sort of shit, and Dad said he wouldn’t make her see her mum if she didn’t want to. Annie moved to WA after the whole coma thing.’

Freya made a noise of agreement, surprised neither of them had ever mentioned it before. If it was her family she wouldn’t talk about it either. What a shame she didn’t have a female role model, especially in the difficult puberty years. And to make out being deaf was not only Dinah’s fault, but somehow deserved, was cruel. 

‘Dad, with all his faults, has been one thing that Dinah could count on. He’s not very emotionally available, but he cares enough to get angry when she acts out . . . most of the time.’

A suspicion began to form in Freya’s mind. ‘Do you know how long ago this new person came into his life?’

Jacob glanced at her briefly before turning back to the road. ‘What are you implying?’

‘Nothing, but now we’re dealing with another magical apocalypse—’

‘That’s a bit over the top don’t you think,’ Jacob interrupted. 

‘Maybe. Anyway, now we have another . . . thing to deal with it might pay to be suspicious of new people. We have no way of knowing who’s linked to the circle, and until we work out who they are and what they’re trying to do, we have to be super vigilant.’

Jacob was silent for a moment, a bland pop song burbled in the background. ‘I’m not saying I disagree, but also, I don’t want to be too paranoid. Dad’s girlfriend bears some scrutiny but let’s not get carried away.’ 

Freya crossed her arms over her chest. ‘I’m not very trusting these days.’
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The next day at work Freya got an email from her best friend, Eva Chowdhury.

Hey gorgeous, let’s have lunch this week. Let me know when’s good. X 

She read it and told herself she would reply later. Her mind was focussed on getting to the occult bookshop and speaking with Theo. Despite her distrust of him, he had connections to the community that would be vital to stopping whatever was coming. He was a weak, easily influenced coward, but as long as she kept that in mind, they should be able to use any information he had. 

The bookshop was in a laneway off Little Bourke Street; a nondescript door and a set of stairs led to the maroon-coloured front door of the bookshop. The shop was all in one room, bookshelves and displays crammed together made the space seem even smaller. Other times she’d visited, Theo had stood behind the counter, flipping through some rare book or other, keeping an eye on patrons.

Freya pushed open the door to find Theo hovering in front of one of the rotating display bollards filled with angel cards, fairy cards, and twee tarot decks of various types. 

‘Right on time,’ he said, spinning around to face her. He looked older than the last time she’d seen him. He must have been in his sixties, although his dyed black hair made him look a little younger. His hands were slim and claw-like, and he wore his usual over-the-top Victorian era costume, all black, with a maroon cravat. ‘I’ll put the kettle on.’

Behind the counter was a dark red crushed velvet curtain which hid the tiny kitchenette where he kept a couple of cups and a small teapot. While he dipped his head behind the curtain, Freya looked at the other patrons; three in business attire on their lunchbreak, perhaps looking for amusing gifts, and one young woman in her early twenties, with teal and black hair looking at the vampire section. None of them gave Freya the vibe of being involved in the current problem. 

‘You were expecting me.’ Freya leaned her hip against the counter, her eye roaming around the kitsch nonsense covering the shelves.

‘Of course. As soon as my talents started to—well as soon as I realised my second sight was strengthening, I knew it would be only a matter of time before you showed up. Something is happening again, isn’t it?’

She sighed. ‘I hoped you would have information for me.’

‘Of course. I don’t know how much help I can be.’

Always prevaricating and downplaying, she thought. ‘I had a visit from the ravens. It seems the Gods, or whoever is in charge, have turned on my abilities again to sort out an emerging problem.’

‘Yes, the ravens, I saw them in my mind. Do you have any idea who we are looking for?’

Freya was careful how much she gave to Theo, especially as his gift worked best with a physical connection. He placed her cup of tea in front of her and she waited until he’d withdrawn his hand before reaching for it. ‘A new circle, perhaps a coven, has formed. They intend to perform a ritual, something I’m tasked to prevent.’ 

Theo nodded, wrapping his fingers around his cup as he sipped his tea. ‘I’ve heard murmurs, mumblings. I’m not as well connected as I used to be, but I still dabble. People know my abilities are modest at best and tolerate me hanging about more powerful practitioners.’

Freya made a sound of agreement, hoping he would continue.

‘From what I gather, my abilities have increased, but this is not a universal condition. Anyone I’ve spoken to since Saturday, when I first noticed the change, has not had a similar change. Which leads me to believe that I have been chosen specifically to assist you.’

‘Interesting.’ Though perhaps they just aren’t telling you, she thought. 

‘I would know if they were lying to me. Not necessarily what the truth was, but I know when someone is keeping something from me.’ He arched an eyebrow. 

‘It’s not nice to poke about in someone’s mind without permission. I need to work on my blocking,’ she added.

‘You’re much more difficult than anyone else I’ve tried lately. But I agree, you should shield yourself as best as possible. Your plan to test your power is a good one, but only if it cannot be detected by this other circle.’

‘Do you have any guidance for protecting or shielding? I can use all the trustworthy resources I can get my hands on.’ 

‘I see you’ve decided to trust me for the moment—’ he held up his hand to stop her as she opened her mouth to protest. ‘I know you don’t fully trust me; I haven’t yet proven myself worthy. I have some books on magical protection and various other types of occult working. Your powers come from Seidhr but that doesn’t mean it’s the only style you can practice. Call me unfaithful, but I believe all forms of magic are valid and all can teach us something.’

Freya frowned. 

‘Magic that harms others is different, especially since what you put out comes back to you.’ He set down his tea and looked to the bookshelves in the far corner of the shop, where he stored all the sources with real power. The only person left in the shop now was a frumpy twenty-something woman in an ill-fitting suit. 

‘She’s not going to buy anything,’ Theo said, following her eyes. ‘Comes in here every week or so, reads the books she’s interested in in the store and then leaves.’

‘Tourist?’

‘Some ability but no money. At least she knows where to get good information.’ He winked and stroked his cravat before moving to the back corner as though gliding over ice.

Freya wondered if he thought of himself as a movie vampire, he had certainly styled himself on one. The books in this corner were older, dustier, without the flashy covers and glossy author photos on the back. If authenticity was directly opposite to marketing splash, these were the books to trust. 

‘People like Hettie and myself, we’ve had years to perfect our own practice. Of course, you know that, you have her spell book, but for those who don’t have the luxury of a lifetime to train, I would try some of these. Crowley was as mad as a cut snake, but he had power. Ignore all the self-aggrandising and you’ll find some useful spell-work. You’ll probably get some value out of Skinner’s tables, he’s from Sydney though I think we can forgive him that. Yronwode did some good stuff on hoodoo, you can probably use too.’ As he said each author’s name, Theo handed her a volume. When he’d finished telling her the relative strengths and weaknesses of each author, and their practices, she had eight books of various sizes, thicknesses, and ages, and had started to wonder how she was going to pay for them all.

‘I think that will do to get started,’ she said with a small nervous laugh.

‘I do get a little carried away, don’t I?’ He put his spindly hand to his collarbone. ‘That will keep you going.’

The store was empty, and as Freya put her books on the counter to pay, she glanced at the time. ‘I need to get going.’

‘Some of these books are quite rare and expensive but given that I’ve been chosen to help you, we can call them a loan. The newer ones are normal prices, I’ll put them through as marked, yes?’

‘Alright,’ she said. It was reassuring to pay for some of the books, Freya would have been more suspicious if he’d tried to give her the entire set free of charge. 

Despite the loaners, Freya spent over a hundred dollars on books. Her concentration was flagging after so long trying to keep Theo out of her mind, and she was sure he’d spent a fair amount of energy probing her. 

She texted Jacob when she was back to her desk.

Theo sold me half his library this afternoon. We’ll have plenty of research to do offline as well as the online stuff.

Her manager, Graham, had narrowed his eyes when she returned to the office with a bulging bag of shopping after having been away for over an hour. Perhaps I should have told him I had an appointment, she thought. 
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That evening Jacob was already home when she walked in a little after six. 

‘You weren’t kidding, that’s a big bag,’ he said.

‘It covers all the main occult schools, last time we focused on Seidhr but Theo reckons we should learn what we can from other traditions too.’

‘There could be something in that.’ Jacob reclined on the couch; he’d paused the crime show he was watching. ‘My last client today was a no show, so I got home a little earlier than usual. I’ve got potatoes, veggies and a chicken in the oven. Should be ready in about half an hour.’

Freya smiled, her day had been tiring and the visit to Theo hadn’t helped. ‘You know the way to my heart is through food.’ She dropped her handbag and the books onto the floor by the front door and snuggled up to Jacob. As they watched the end of the episode he’d already started, she tried to enjoy the feeling of being in his arms. With everything that had happened last time, she focussed on learning to wind down, to be comforted and to lean on Jacob, and have him lean on her. The times they nearly failed were always when their cohesion as a team had been under threat. 

‘Oh shit—sex magic,’ she blurted. 

‘What?’ Jacob paused the show again.

‘We’ll have to get the protection pouches out, we don’t want a repeat of the shooting shaft of light we had that one time.’ It had been powerful enough for Dinah to feel from across the city. 

‘It would give us away.’ He turned to her and smiled, his eyes glittering. 

‘That wasn’t a proposition.’ She batted his chest.

‘If you say so.’ 

They ate dinner together; Freya had told herself to relax and start researching later but her mind kept returning to the books. They didn’t know how urgent the mission was, the ravens had not been back since Saturday, but the feeling of impending doom wouldn’t leave her.

‘You’re not listening to me, are you?’ Jacob said.

‘Hmm?’ Freya’s fork dangled from her hand.

‘I asked if you have a plan, but you were off in your own world.’ 

‘Sorry.’ She put her fork down, her plate was half-cleared as her mind focussed on magic rather than food. ‘I don’t have a plan. Do you have any ideas?’

‘With so many books, I reckon we have a scan through the chapter headings, and index if they have one, and make a list of interesting areas. Then we can divide them up between us to get through the content quicker. Anything that contradicts Hettie will have to be considered carefully. I say we go with her as the authority.’

‘Sounds good. And that’s not including the online forums. I started, but haven’t got far.’ 

‘There must be Facebook groups or something else on social media. Forums are kind of nineties.’

She smiled. ‘I guess so. Maybe there will be someone ranting on YouTube. You never know, people put all sorts of things online these days.’

‘Especially if they’re recruiting. Didn’t you say there was a few of them?’

‘In the vision maybe a dozen?’ She closed her eyes and tried to bring the image into her mind. The group were in a field, at night. They wore pale lightweight robes, which the wind whipped around them. Hands outstretched, they turned their faces up to the sky, mouths moving in a chant she couldn’t hear. As she concentrated, the vision expanded; at first she had only had a flash, now she was able to watch it as though in real time. 

‘Freya, stop.’ Jacob put his hand over hers and she fluttered open her eyes.

‘What?’

‘I can feel you drawing power. Whatever you’re doing we have to wait until we’re shielded.’

Freya frowned. ‘Damn. I thought I was remembering, but I must have been using power to try to get more information. Why did you let me throw out the pouches? I’ll have to get more tomorrow.’

‘It was your idea to throw them out. But I agreed with you, I thought we were in the clear.’

She pushed her plate away and clenched her fists. ‘Can’t change the past now.’ 

‘I’ll clear up if you want to get started on the books.’

‘I’m sorry, babe. You made me dinner and I didn’t even eat it.’

‘I know what it’s like to be consumed by something, and if this is anything like last time, I don’t want to be caught not taking it seriously. We could have died. A lot of people could have died.’ He stood, resting one hand on her shoulder as he bent to kiss her forehead. 
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From the books’ chapter headings and indexes, Freya and Jacob each started to compile a list of the areas that warranted further research. It wouldn’t be done in a single evening, but it was reassuring to hold the books in her hands; it felt like progress was being made. 

For reasons she couldn’t quite pinpoint, she found herself drawn to the sections on blood magic. One of the books, written by a woman named Star Eagle, had an entire section focussed on menstrual cycles and how powerful this fluid was for rituals. Part of Freya was grossed out by the idea, but part of her resonated with it too. 

A witch may collect the blood during her moon cycle, this can be used to create a powerful magical totem object. A cast iron receptacle should be procured, a small cauldron will do, an iron bowl or pot can be substituted. Into the cauldron, the witch should place at least a tablespoon of her moon fluid, along with the charred wood of a cedar tree, and an opaque quartz crystal, cleansed in moonlight. 

A small amount of each of the following dried herbs are to be added: arnica flower, barberry, bay, caraway, lady’s mantle, marshmallow, rowan, and star anise. Add two tablespoons of cleansed rock salt. Allow the cauldron to sit open until the mixture is fully dried. 

This is now a powerful vessel to channel and increase your power. Store the vessel inside a ring of salt. Ensure this vessel is protected from enemies, if it were to fall into the wrong hands, damage could be done to you.

‘I’m going to make this,’ she said, showing the page to Jacob. 

‘The blood cauldron? Why?’

‘It seems like a good idea.’ 

Jacob frowned. ‘It’s the stuff that could make a new person, so it makes sense it would be imbued with power, but it’s a bit disgusting.’

‘According to Star Eagle, men have been trying to shame us about our natural creative abilities in order to remain in control.’ Freya closed the book. ‘I think it’s kind of weird too, but I feel I should do it.’ 

‘You’re the boss.’

‘Do you think Dinah would do it?’

‘I . . . don’t know. You would have to ask her; I’m not comfortable doing it.’ He laughed, a tight nervous sound.

‘You’re her brother, it would be weird.’ Putting the book back on the pile with the others, she levered herself off the couch, stiff from sitting so long.

‘Did you see anything I could do, y’know, similar?’ Jacob asked, his voice weak and uncertain. 

‘She’s pretty woman-focussed, so I don’t think I came across anything.’ She smiled, turning to see his face sheepish and eyes downcast. ‘You would probably replace the blood with cum. Isn’t that what men have for creative juices?’ 

Jacob’s mouth formed an O of mock shock. ‘I figured that, but I wasn’t expecting you to be so blasé about it.’

‘These feminist practitioners challenge squeamishness about bodily functions and fluids. Maybe I’ll stop shaving.’ She raised an eyebrow.

‘As long as you love me, you can do just about anything you like.’

She chuckled. ‘Good.’ Freya leaned down to kiss him, her mouth hungry for his, his scent filling her nostrils and her body hummed with arousal. 

‘What did we say about sex magic?’ he said, pulling away. 

‘Dammit.’

‘Yeah, I could just . . . but I won’t. Time for bed I think.’ He squeezed her hand. ‘Time for sleep I mean.’ 
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The next day Freya went to the magic shop in the arcade around the corner from her office for supplies. The shop was more open and welcoming than Theo’s bookshop, perhaps they were more interested in attracting tourists. 

The last time she’d visited, the shop assistant had felt her power, but a different assistant was there this time. Freya grabbed a small basket and walked purposefully to the section she needed at the back, where herbs, crystals and small velvet pouches could be found. She added a couple of other items which seemed like a good idea to her basket.

At the counter, the shop assistant had raised an eyebrow. 

‘Looks like you know what you’re doing.’ She was a woman in her late forties, short and plump with a long plait of salt and pepper hair slung over one shoulder. 

‘I have a little experience.’ 

Freya touched the shop assistant’s hand when she handed her credit card over to pay for the purchase and they both pulled back in shock as though a jolt of electricity had passed between them. Freya’s mind was filled with a jumble of images from the woman’s life, until she pushed them away. 

‘You’re a real witch,’ the woman said, her voice hushed.

‘I hope you can keep that under your hat, I don’t want people to know.’ 

‘Of course. I won’t tell a soul.’ She put a watery smile on her face, but the fear and awe remained in her eyes. 

There’s no way that woman will keep that to herself, Freya thought as she walked back to her office.

The protection pouch was straightforward; put the ingredients in a small bag and say a few words, so she made up hers at her desk, whispering the words so as not to freak out her colleagues. Once it was done, she slipped it around her neck, tucking the small bulge into her shirt. Now if she wandered off into thoughts about the vision and started to seep power into the surrounds, it would be less noticeable.

At home that night Jacob was sitting in her armchair, deep in one of the books when she arrived home. 

‘Hey, babe,’ she said, ducking her head down to give him a kiss hello.

‘I’ve been reading this.’ He waved the book in her direction, The Book of the Law, by Aleister Crowley. Most of it’s wild, but some of it is interesting.’

‘Theo said he was as mad as a cut snake, but powerful. Coming from him that says something, don’t you think?’

Jacob laughed. ‘Yeah, well. Your book yesterday was all about blood, and Crowley is obsessed with cum.’

‘Does that mean you’ve found a recipe for your cauldron?’

‘Not yet, it will require some more thinking but there is some stuff in here about the power of words and the voice. I wonder if my skills work when I’m




























[image: ]





















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Puwsa

f’&; BLEUR BLUM 2%

4





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





