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Witch Alia Fox normally liked to spend her Sunday mornings in bed with her beautiful husband, Rory, as she explored his wonderful, hard body with her hands whilst he was reading the latest science fiction doorstopper, and she would continue reading the latest issue of The Witch Magazine that came out every Saturday like clockwork. 

They would kiss, love and just enjoy being round each other until about 2 pm when they would drag themselves out of bed, have a delightful late lunch together at the local pub that did charity events every Sunday and they would enjoy giving back to the local community. 

This Sunday morning was the exact opposite. 

She pulled her long black trench coat tight around her delicate body and was more than glad she had put on extra thermals under her black trousers and sterile white blouse. Rory had wanted her to keep taking off her shirt and blouse to change but she didn’t have time for romantic games today. 

The overwhelming aroma of blood, death and rotting eggs invaded her senses and she just shook her head as she looked at the nightmarish black laboratory she stood in whilst her tens upon tens of white-suited forensic techs went through the scene.

She had only ever been in the lab once at the Ministry of Magic, and she had always found its sterile white walls that reflected the even brighter white lights so it took her at least an hour for her eyes to readjust to the outside world. It was awful but the people in the labs liked working in there.

Now the nightmarish lab was totally different.

Everything was charred black and covered in disgusting, sickeningly black furry mould. At first it looked like all the white metal tables covered in high-tech paper-thin computers, notebooks and equipment she had no idea what its function was, was covered in iron filings. Yet she had been investigating witchcraft far too long to know that these iron filings weren’t a form of magical mould.

More like infestation to be honest.

Alia choked and gagged at the taste of rotting eggs, slimy chicken and furry bacon that filled her mouth. She didn’t even care that these were all just psychological effects of the mould, it sure felt real enough. 

The constant electronic clicking of cameras, metal scraping of samples and crime scene techs discussing their initial ideas started to get on her nerves because the answer was clear to what had caused it. Yet everyone else in the Ministry of Magic didn’t believe her, all because demons and otherworldly creatures were simply too new and too unknown.

She had a good idea about what the hell had caused such an abomination of an attack. 

Auksia had caused this.

“Do you think Auksia caused this Ma’am?” a young man in a sterile white breathing suit said.

Alia nodded and she watched the young man kneel down and take extra samples. She leant against the sickly warm table to her left.

“Everyone says you met Auksia once, is that true, in the Dreamtime they said?” 

Alia laughed. She hadn’t been to the Dreamtime for a very, very long time and she had never expected to meet one of the most infectious demons ever to have lived.

So she told him the story.
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When Alia opened her eyes, she couldn’t believe how bloody boiling hot it was in the desert. She had heard from what witches and wizards that specialised in Aboriginal magic had said the Dreamtime was stupidly hot because it was a mirror of Australia but this was ridiculous. 

In a way the desert was kind of beautiful. For miles upon miles there was nothing but endless red, orange and yellow rocks perfectly flat with a few boulders and other lumps in the landscape. There were no animals, no kangaroos and no trees.

There was no life in this place because this was the Dreamtime. 

It didn’t make it any cooler sadly. 

She felt sweat pour out her skin from every single pore and she felt disgusting as the sweat rolled down her back. She didn’t want to waste this water but it was so damn hot, so damn sticky and it felt like she hadn’t had a shower in years.

Alia ran a hand through her sticky greasy hair and she wanted to shower immediately, but she had a mission to complete. 

Alia went to take off her long black trench coat and she jumped when she realised she wasn’t wearing it. She was only wearing a very, very thin white robe that flapped around in a wind that wasn’t there.

She hated magic at times. Her black trench coat was her thing, her mother had brought it for her before she died and she always wore it. It didn’t matter if it was the height of summer or the low of winter.

She always wore her trench coat. 

Her mission was simple. Aboriginal magic allowed a person to enter the Dreamtime and by talking, bargaining and convincing a version of a creature or object to cooperate in the Dreamtime then the same animal or object in Reality would also cooperate.

It was a perfect system really.

And after a string of murders committed by a Madame Justiça Timberlake, she wanted to find the woman in the Dreamtime and convince her to stop killing. No one else believed it was possible and the Ministry of Magic hadn’t even wanted her to try Aboriginal magic but thankfully her boyfriend Rory was very, very... seductive so the different people who needed to sign off on the matter were... convinced after a magical date.

“Come to me Madame Timberlake,” Alia said putting as much Will behind the words as possible.

The Dreamtime stayed deadly silent. Alia only realised now there were no smells, sounds or anything else in the Dreamtime. She could only feel how bloody hot it was and how much she wanted to take a shower.

“I command you to reveal yourself Dreamtime. Show me Madame Timberlake and I will not return to you,”

Still the Dreamtime was silent and Alia’s hands formed fists. She had studied the Dreamtime for so long and it wasn’t working for her.

Then she remembered that the Dreamtime required the Aboriginal people to sing, dance and pray to it for the Dreamtime to have any sort of reaction. No one knew the dances or songs anymore because the Aboriginals had never committed any of them to a written form and even the modern Aboriginal people didn’t know all of them.

So she danced anyway.

She knew a few bits and pieces about Aboriginal culture about how they were focused on working with nature instead of against it. So whenever she saw a gust of wind that only made everything hot she raised her arms and moved with the wind.

When she noticed a tiny grain of sand or dust from a rock move in a certain direction, she followed and clapped her hands together.

After a few moments she felt a force take over her body she didn’t question it and maybe it was her magic getting attuned to the background magical field of the Dreamtime. She simply allowed her body to work with the background noise of the Dreamtime.

Alia stepped to the right, left, glided forward and danced. 

Alia coughed as she tried to sing her command. “Reveal, reveal your most precious, your most darling, your sweetest person in the Dreamtime. Reveal your friend, reveal your love, reveal my prey. Reveal to me my prey Madame Timberlake,”

Still the Dreamtime was silent and Alia kept dancing and then a soundwave smashed into her like an earthquake.

She fell to the ground instantly and sweat flooded over her body as the deafening roar of a sandstorm smashed into her ears.

Alia forced herself up and she saw a little orange hurricane made of sand appear and disappear. And in place of the hurricane was a tall elegant woman with long flowing blond hair, emerald eyes and a mouth that never smiled.

“Madame Timberlake,” Alia said bowing slightly, “you have been causing quite the problem in Reality,”

Timberlake looked round like this was the first time she had ever been here before, even though the truth was everyone was always in the Dreamtime. Everyone was a constant mixture of being in Reality and here at the same time.

Most people just never realised that they were always in the Dreamtime too.

“Why am I here?” Timberlake asked.

“Because,” Alia said smiling, “I summoned you here and I will not release you until you agree to stop killing the innocent people you target,”

Timberland paced around Alia in a large circle. “Innocent? Now that is an interesting use of the word, because I only target 19-year-old witches and wizards who had used magic without a license. That is not what an innocent person does,”

Alia went over to her. “It is not your right to decide who lives and who dies. That is up for the Ministry, the courts and the Ministerial Justice herself to decide such actions,”

“My family was murdered by an unlicensed witch. I am simply-”

Alia clicked her fingers and a ball of purple fire appeared in her hands.

“You are not being noble, a saviour or anything that you claim to be. You are simply a scared murderer who only wants to destroy life. You are a murderer,”

“I am not, honest. I am a good person,”

Alia shook her head. This was a waste of time but she saw someone else standing in the distance. She couldn’t tell if it was a man or woman, only that it was a black humanoid dot in the far distance.

And she couldn’t help but feel like it was watching her, and her alone.

“I will give you one chance to repent for your sins, stop killing people and turn yourself in in Reality. If not you will die in the Dreamtime and that will ruin your life,”

Timberlake charged at her.

Alia launched the fireball and Timberlake screamed out in agony.

Her long robe burnt, her long blond hair turned to ash and the damn woman didn’t stop screaming out in utter agony.

Then all sound went away and Alia’s eyes widened as Timberlake’s face broke
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