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Five young witches were a mesmerizing spectacle as they rolled through the McDonald's drive-thru in their most provocative, over-the-top costumes. They weren't just any witches; they had a way of turning heads, dropping jaws, and causing traffic jams, exuding an aura of confidence so potent it felt like the apocalypse. Their only constants were a shared disdain for authority, attitudes sharper than obsidian, and a knack for wrecking homes like it was a sport.

The witches pulled into the line in Cassie’s candy-apple red convertible, their music blaring—some dark synthwave remix of “Toxic.” Raven sat on the passenger seat with one leg propped on the dash, licking a lollipop suggestively, while Delilah leaned over the back of the seat, whispering plans for “something messy” later that night.

The McDonald's worker barely got out a "Welcome to McDonald's" before Kendra snapped, “Yeah, yeah, five McFlurries, extra Oreos, no spoons.” She didn’t even let him finish the sentence before rolling her eyes. Authority, to them, was a joke. Rules were made to be broken, whether they were traffic laws or the sacred vows of marriage. This gaggle of witches was like a sorority gone wrong. 

Raven made a point to blow kisses to the worker at the next window. “Hey, what’s your name? You got a girlfriend? Not anymore.” The poor guy stammered as Raven flashed him her signature grin, equal parts playful and predatory.

Delilah hung halfway out of the car, her nails tapping ominously on the window ledge. “Did you know,” she purred to the guy at the window, “that ketchup packets contain dark energy if left under the right moon?” He nodded, unsure if she was joking. She wasn’t.

When the food came, they took it without a word of thanks. Raven made sure to spill an entire milkshake on the parking lot asphalt before rolling up her window.  She was prepared to lead her besties through a haunted house later that evening.  It was the weekend before Halloween, afterall.  

They weren’t best friends—far from it. They each had their own agendas, their own scandals, and their own dark secrets, but what held them together was the sheer thrill of being bad. The witches shared an aversion to anyone telling them what to do, whether it was police officers, landlords, husbands, or the PTA. Their attitudes stretched farther than the Nile, effortlessly drowning anyone who dared challenge them. And their uncanny ability to ruin marriages—whether through affairs, manipulation, or sheer boredom—was the stuff of legend.

They were beautiful disasters, each of them intoxicating and dangerous, like a cocktail laced with arsenic. Wherever they went, chaos followed: husbands fought with wives, friendships shattered, and fragile peace crumbled into dust. They didn’t mean to cause drama—it just happened.

As they peeled out of the McDonald’s parking lot, throwing the wrappers of their uneaten food into the street, they laughed like gods amused by the mortals beneath them. There was no apology in their behavior, only the satisfaction of knowing they could walk into any place, leave it in shambles, and disappear into the night with nothing but smirks and shattered expectations behind them. To them, rules were a dare. Order was a myth. And love? Just another thing to take for granted.

Leo Braxton adjusted his glasses, glancing at his watch. It was 9:37 PM—late for a Wednesday. He sighed as he pushed open the doors to Cooter's Roadhouse, the neon sign buzzing above him like a cheap invitation to his own loneliness.

He had been coming here for months. Not because he particularly enjoyed the food—lukewarm wings and greasy fries—but because Cooter's felt like the one place where life happened around him, even if it didn’t include him. Tables filled with laughter, young couples flirting, and waitresses weaving between booths like glittering mirages.

Leo loosened his tie, sliding onto a barstool. The familiar ache gnawed at him. Forty, single, childless. What a pathetic résumé. All he ever wanted was to get married and have children. Someone to come home to, someone who would make holidays feel less like obligations and more like celebrations. Instead, he was the guy people politely invited out of pity—the one whose life seemed promising back in college but never quite got off the ground.

Tonight, the bar was lively, mostly thanks to the waitresses. They were young, radiant, and utterly out of his league. As usual, Leo gave them a wistful glance—their glowing skin, their flirty banter, the way their laughter seemed to rise like bubbles over the crowd. But none of them would ever come home with him.

He smirked bitterly at the thought. What would I even do if one of them did? His mother would have a heart attack if he showed up with a barely-twenty-something draped over his arm. "Leo!" she would shriek. "Are you trying to bring shame to this family?" His ears could already hear her horrified gasps.

He swirled his bourbon and took a sip, more amused than sad now. "A lawyer, my son!" his mother always said. "You should be drowning in proposals!" But Leo’s life had never fit that kind of fairytale. Not once. His work as a lawyer was draining, and dating apps were a jungle of bad manners and ghosting.

“Man,” he started, his voice low and gravelly, as if he were confessing to the night itself, “I’ve had my fair share of bad luck with girlfriends. And not just ‘wrong time, wrong place’ kinda luck—no, this was downright spooky.” He lifted his glass, but paused, staring into the liquid, maybe seeing a face in there that didn’t quite belong.

“First there was Mandy,” he muttered, half-smiling, half-grimacing. “Sweet girl, big brown eyes, laughed at all my jokes. But I swear...every full moon, she’d change. Her eyes would go black, and she’d start muttering in her sleep—things that didn’t sound human. Said she didn’t remember any of it come morning, but she’d have these...cuts. Scratches, almost like she’d been out clawing her way through a bramble. Last straw was when I woke up to her standing over my bed with a knife in her hand. Said she didn’t know how she got there.”

He took a swig, shaking his head. “Then there was Sarah.” He laughed, but it was a hollow sound, one that didn’t reach his eyes. “Met her on Halloween, of course. She seemed perfect—gothic, mysterious, the whole dark aesthetic I thought was just an act. But one night, I saw her in the middle of a field behind her place, barefoot, drawing these symbols in the dirt. When I called out to her, she looked back at me with these...empty eyes. Like there was someone else inside her, something ancient. I never went back after that.”

The lights in the bar flickered, just for a moment, as if punctuating his words. Leo chuckled darkly.“ And then there was Tess,” he continued, voice barely a whisper now. “She was beautiful, man, like a painting come to life. But every ex of hers...ended up missing. One night, she wanted to take me out to the lake—‘for a swim,’ she said, at midnight. I told her I didn’t swim. She just stared at me, real intensely, and said, ‘Well, that’s no fun.’ I swear, I could feel the chill of the lakewater when she said it, like death was calling my name. Next morning, she was gone without a trace.”

Leo finally lifted the glass to his lips, his gaze hardening as he finished off the bourbon. He let the empty glass thud against the table, giving a long, satisfied exhale as if he’d let go of more than just a drink. “Guess I got lucky, all things considered,” he murmured. “Some people go looking for love; me? I’ve learned when it finds you, you’d better look twice before you dive in.”

He watched the waitresses again as they danced around the bar, collecting tips and teasing customers. They reminded him of fireflies—beautiful, wild, and impossible to catch. He disapproved of them, but not out of jealousy. No, it was deeper than that: They were like a picture of something he could never touch, people he could never bring into his life. They didn’t fit the blueprint he had laid out for himself.

He shook his head with a sigh. "They're fun to look at," he muttered under his breath, "but not the kind you marry." One of the waitresses, a platinum-blonde bombshell named Kendra, overheard him as she dropped off a basket of fries at the next table. Her brows lifted in surprise, but instead of being insulted, she smiled—a slow, wicked smile that sent a shiver down Leo’s spine.

"Did you hear that, ladies?" she said with a sly grin, turning to her friends. "We’re not marriage material." The other four waitresses perked up, their sharp eyes gleaming under the dim bar lights. There was Delilah, with her sultry dark curls and cat-like grace; Raven, with her jet-black hair and mischievous smirk; Willow, pale and whimsical, always twirling her silver ring around her finger; and Cassie, the redhead who looked like trouble in a crop top.

They huddled together, whispering and giggling like a coven of witches—and, in fact, that’s exactly what they were. Old, powerful witches who had grown tired of ordinary life. For centuries they had roamed the earth in search of amusement, and lately, the best entertainment came from making men like Leo miserable. Men who were so buttoned-up in their expectations, so rigid in their thinking, that they needed to be broken open just to live a little.

Kendra turned back to the group, her lips curling in wicked delight. "What do you say, girls? Should we teach Mr. Braxton a lesson?" The other waitresses exchanged knowing looks.

"Oh, definitely," Raven purred. "I can already feel the smugness rolling off him."

Delilah leaned over the bar, pretending to refill a drink as she shot a sideways glance at Leo. "He looks so proper," she whispered. "What’s the plan? Drive him crazy with lust?"

"Too easy," Willow said, shaking her head with a dreamy smile. "We’ll have more fun if we go slow. Ruin him from the inside out."

Kendra tapped a crimson-tipped nail against her lips, deep in thought. "He’s lonely," she observed. "All that lawyer money and nothing to show for it. He wants a wife and kids." Cassie’s eyes sparkled with mischief. "So... what if we make sure that’s exactly what he doesn’t get?"

The witches burst into laughter, drawing curious stares from nearby patrons. They huddled even closer, their voices a blend of sugar and spite. "We could make him fall in love with someone completely wrong," Raven suggested, her voice silky with mischief. "Someone wild, reckless... one of us."

"He'll think he’s found 'the one,'" Willow added with a grin. "Then, just when he’s ready to introduce her to mommy dearest..."

"...we yank the rug out from under him," Kendra finished with a wry grin. "Poof. Goodbye happily-ever-after."

Leo shifted uneasily on his barstool. He could feel their eyes on him—playful yet sinister, as if he were a mouse trapped beneath five amused cats.

“Don’t worry,” Kendra whispered, just loud enough for the other witches to hear. “By the time we’re done with him, he won’t even remember what he wanted in the first place.” And just like that, the plan was set. The witches raised their glasses in a silent toast, grinning at the thought of unraveling Leo Braxton’s carefully ordered world.

Leo finished his drink, unaware that his life was about to take a very strange, very magical turn. He pulled his wallet out to pay his tab, but before he could flag down the bartender, Kendra was suddenly at his side.

"Leaving so soon?" she asked, her voice like honey laced with venom.

Leo blinked, startled by her sudden appearance. "Uh, yeah. Early morning tomorrow," he mumbled.

Kendra’s smile widened. "Shame. A guy like you? You should stay a while. Live a little."

Leo tried to laugh it off, but the sound came out awkward and thin. Something in her gaze made him uneasy, like he was being pulled into a game he didn’t know the rules for.

"See you around, Mr. Braxton," Kendra whispered, her lips brushing just close enough to his ear to make his pulse quicken. As Leo left the bar, he had the distinct feeling that something had shifted—something strange and unsettling. But for now, he shrugged it off as nothing more than bourbon and exhaustion.

The witches watched him go, their eyes gleaming with amusement. They had all the time in the world to unravel Leo Braxton’s life. And by the time they were done, his lonely little dream of marriage and children would be nothing more than a distant fantasy. 

It was 2:37 AM, and the five witches piled into Delilah’s beat-up black Jeep parked behind Cooter's. They were exhausted and irritable—the dinner rush had been unusually busy. The bartender had quit mid-shift, a bachelorette party had trashed two booths, and a toddler
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