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ABOUT CURSE OF THE DEAD WITCH

Calder Aulune is a wizard for hire in a city where magic isn’t just real—it’s a business.


Fixing worn-out wards, restoring forgotten sigils, and binding rogue spirits keeps his bills paid and his wand well-used. But when a dead witch’s familiar ambushes him in an alley and binds him with a deadly curse, Calder’s simple life spirals into darkness. 

The witch’s final spell was meant to track down her killer, and now Calder has inherited her vengeance. He has mere days to solve a murder that’s layered in secrecy, unravel spells older and darker than he’s ever encountered, and fend off magical forces that don’t want the truth to come to light. 

With each turn, Calder is drawn deeper into a mystery that threatens not only his life but the very fabric of the city’s magical underworld. In a race against time, Calder must decide just how far he’s willing to go for justice… or die trying.

Curse of the Dead Witch is part of the contemporary fantasy series, Spellwright, by Eliot Bishop. 

Spellwright series:
Curse of the Dead Witch
….and more to come!

Contemporary Fantasy, Novelette, Halloween



 

ABOUT ELIOT BISHOP

Eliot Bishop crafts immersive worlds of fantasy and science fiction, blending magic, mystery, and richly layered characters in stories that linger long after the final page. A lifelong lover of reading, Eliot draws inspiration from the realms of myth and legend, creating stories that feel both timeless and fresh. His fiction has previously appeared in Space Opera Digest 2020: Fight or Flight.

 

Beyond the page, Eliot spends countless hours adventuring in video games and delving into the worlds of tabletop RPGs, with a special love for Dungeons & Dragons. This passion for storytelling in all forms informs Eliot's writing, where every tale is a journey, every character has a secret, and every world holds new wonders to discover.  
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CURSE OF THE DEAD WITCH

AS A WIZARD, I WAS used to surprise. Immune to it, I would have said. After years of strange occurrences and wild magic, the unexpected was expected. But being held at wand-point in an alley by a bipedal otter in a bowler hat, who was side-eyeing me because they could only hold the wand with their teeth? That was a real Halloween Tuesday surprise.

“Hey! Hey, take it easy, little guy.” I held up my hands to the otter, the hem of my cloak sliding down my arms, showing my hands were empty, several rings on my fingers, and my arms only had a leather cuffed wooden watch on my left wrist and a few beaded bracelets on my right. “I just wanted a bagel. There is a great bagel cart on the street at the end of this alley. But I can take the long way around. No need for violence.”

The otter mumbled a few consonants around the wood in its teeth. I shrugged and shook my head, my white forward-swept hair moving with the motion.

It spit out the wand, catching it between its arms and chest, still aimed my way.

“I need you to solve a murder.” The voice that came from the otter was a car grease slick baritone. It caught me off guard. He repeated his question as I paused, lost for words.

“I’m basically a magic plumber,” I replied. “I fix rituals and totems and things that have worn down or shorted. I’m not a cop. You want Detective Palamondryne if you want a murder solved.” I made a motion as if to wave him over. “I can introduce you, not an issue. Happy to do so. If you put away the wand.”

The otter shook its head. “No. You,” he insisted, waving the wand.

I willed a bit of magic at my left index finger, where I kept a pewter ring carved into a basic shield spell totem. “Sure, okay. Murder. Yep, I can do that. Why not? It’s like finding a break in a sigil…I think. Can I consult with Detective Palamondryne? He’s very good at his job. Nicest urban druid you ever met. Not that you’d meet many, I think he’s one of the only ones. Who knows, right? I’m more about sigil craft and gravity myself—”

The otter cut me off with another wave of the wand. “You talk too much. You need to get to work.”

“Look...” I sighed and lowered my hands just a bit. I drew a quick heavy rune with my right hand as I did and threw the spell at the otter.

The wand dragged at his arms, and he squeaked in alarm, triggering the wand as it tilted. He had been aiming at my head, so when a black and purple mist moving like an old fashion steam train at bullet speed flew at me, it was almost center mass.

I activated the shield totem ring and a nearly invisible three-foot by four-foot rectangular wall of force popped into being, positioned between myself and the oncoming highspeed mist plume.

I had worked on this totem for months when I was apprenticed to Vivian. I’d crafted it with care to block every sort of elemental magic I could think of. It had taken the brunt force of many firebolts, flying icicles, globs of acid, jets of water, even fist-sized stones. But no defense is absolute. And I’d never seen a wand cast a curse before.

The mist roiled right through my prideful shield and through my skin. I felt it latch onto the currents of mana rolling through my body and spread. In less time than it took to cross the distance between me and the otter, it settled deep, orbiting my heart.

Curses are nasty magic. They require a sacrifice to begin with. And as evidenced by my own failure, they can bypass almost all defenses. They’re made of three parts; sacrifice for power, will for purpose, and a goal for the trigger. Any of these three parts could also include a time limit in their structure. Curses are deceptively simple to craft, should you be willing to sacrifice the appropriate being. And almost impossible to break beyond letting the curse play out as it was designed.

I blinked at the otter before squeezing my eyes shut and sapping the energy from my shield back into myself. I sighed loudly, held up my right hand and, with a snap of my fingers, engulfed my hand in blue-black flames.

“Okay. You have my attention,” I told the otter. “Remove the curse and we can talk. Be convincing.” I opened my eyes. Instead of my amber-gold irises, I knew from previous experience that my eyes had become a deep, glowing purple, as I had opened my Sight. A third eye, as it’s been called. The difference between seeing the world and Seeing the magic that makes up the entirety of existence.

I could see the wand. It was pulling in the magic around it to fuel its next charge of curse energy, like a black-silk spider’s web constantly flowing outwards and ebbing back in, dragging the magical shine off everything.

My gravity spell on the wand shone like a glossy black sheet, pinpricked with amber stars as it held the wand to the ground.

The otter was a rippling cerulean blue contained within its own aura, a tinge of orange from the panic it seemed to be feeling.

The otter took two steps back, gulping visibly and leaving the wand where it had fallen. “Sage Aulune, I’m so sorry. I wish drastic measures were not so warranted, but they are.” He ducked his head and touched the brim of his bowler hat. “I am Thimble, sire. Humble familiar of the Hedge Witch Aoife.”

I waved my hand while dismissing my Sight. “Hey, stop. None of that sage business. That was my






































































































































































































































More in the Spellwright series.




Two wrecked ships, one deadly secret—will the crew of the Strix make it out alive?
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