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Good evening, the short story in your hands is rather like a locked attic. You know you shouldn’t look inside, but you will. 

The title, BROOMSTICKS, is quite accurate, though I should clarify: the publisher has refused all responsibility for what happens after you read it. Sleeplessness, trembling, and the occasional scream in the dark are entirely your affair.

The short story you are about to enjoy is part of a book titled NIGHTMARES - 13 Twisted Tales, though I should confess that title is a bit misleading. You see, most nightmares evaporate the next morning, like the mist in at sunrise. These stories, however, have the unnerving habit of lingering with you long after you wake up. 

One final note. As the author, I should wish you “pleasant dreams” at the conclusion of this story. But that would be dishonest on my part. 

May I suggest you keep a light on, and the door locked.

Shall we begin?

* * *
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Chapter 1 
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Rome, Italy

The piazza sizzled under the midday sun, but it wasn’t just the cobblestones that were hot. It was Marco Bellini’s Vespa. Sleek, cherry-red, and polished to a gleam so bright it blinded passing pigeons. Tourists stopped to admire it while tossing coins into a nearby fountain.

Marco leaned nonchalantly against the scooter, sunglasses perched on his nose. His shirt was unbuttoned two too many, revealing a suspiciously hairless chest. With a snap of his fingers, the Vespa let out a purr, coming to life. 

Then, in the next heartbeat, it exploded . . . not with fire or smoke, but into a flock of golden canaries, all belting out Verdi’s La Traviata. 

“Ma che meraviglia!” Marco cried, throwing his arms skyward as though conducting the avian orchestra. He bowed dramatically to the bewildered crowd.

From across the piazza came a loud groan. Lorenzo Moretti, broad-shouldered and stubbornly dressed in a tweed jacket despite the heat. Scowled at Marco, unimpressed by his antics. “Do you call that Magic?” He yelled. 

Marco turned, wounded. “Oh please, Lorenzo. You dress like a leftover from 1843 and dare to criticize my art?”

To prove his point, Marco snapped his fingers again, and Lorenzo’s jacket let out a pitiful sigh before sprouting tiny arms, flapping like wings, and attempting to fly off his body.

The crowd gasped, then burst into laughter.

Lorenzo muttered a string of Italian curses under his breath, then waved his hand, causing the jacket to disappear. “At least my magic doesn’t poop on innocent bystanders.”

“Watch and learn.” He pointed a finger at Marco’s shoes, causing little hard candies to shoot out from the tips of the shoelaces in every direction. Children cheered, rushing forward to scoop them up. 

“Primitive.” Marco chuckled as he raised a hand, and the canaries returned, landing among the children, with each one transforming into a basket of chocolate.

The duel might have escalated into fireballs and feather boas had Tiana di Rossi, the stunningly beautiful librarian of Santa Croce Monastery, not appeared. She was pushing a large cart piled high with books, the wheels squeaking faintly. 

The sunlight framed her like an angel with a halo. Her golden hair spilled in waves, catching the light like a Botticelli painting that had decided to go for a stroll. 

Marco’s mouth went dry, and Lorenzo tugged at his collar, suddenly self-conscious of his clothes.

For a moment, the rivals forgot their playful contest.

Marco was the first to recover, flipping his sunglasses up on his head with a dramatic flair. “Signorina Tiana.” He said, stepping forward. “Allow me to assist with your chariot.”

“Please.” Lorenzo snorted, almost tripping over his feet as he rushed to her side. “Marco cannot even read, Tiana. Allow a man of substance to help you.”

Tiana blinked at them both, bemused. “Thank you, but I am perfectly capable. Unless either of you plans to enchant the cobblestones to stop rattling my wheels?”

There was a pause. Then, simultaneously:

“Of course!” Marco snapped his fingers. Every stone in the piazza rippled, smoothing into a perfect marble floor.

“Child’s play.” Lorenzo growled. He slammed his palm on the ground; the marble instantly transformed into a red carpet stretching dramatically beneath Tiana’s cart.

Watching nearby, a nun gasped and fainted.

Tiana sighed, the faintest crease forming between her brows. “Gentlemen.” She said firmly. “If you continue this nonsense, I will personally give you broomsticks and assign you to sweeping the monastery courtyard.”

Marco cleared his throat, bowing dramatically. “Forgive me, Tiana. From this moment forward, I will only use my magic in the service of beauty . . . your beauty.” 

Tiana rolled her eyes, then pushed her cart forward, leaving them both gawking at her as she walked away.

Marco leaned close to Lorenzo, his voice low as the piazza resumed its noise and bustle. “We need to talk.”

“About what?” Lorenzo asked, raising an eyebrow.

Marco gestured after Tiana. “Her.”

“Tiana deserves a man, not a childish prankster.” Lorenzo responded, adjusting the cuffs on his shirt. “Admit it, that woman is way above your pay grade. Best you let me entertain the lovely signorina.”

“Dear Lorenzo.” Marco answered, snapping his fingers and returning to his Vespa. “You are free to try, but in the end, it will be me kissing those luscious Italian lips.”

Lorenzo chuckled and clapped his hands softly together three times. A chimpanzee with bright red lipstick appeared from around the corner of the piazza and kissed Marco on the cheek before climbing the building and disappearing. 

“Lorenzo!” Marco yelled, wiping his face.

“Be nice. Her name is Cella, and she’s Italian.” Lorenzo chuckled, walking away quickly to catch up to Tiana.
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The Biblioteca Nazionale loomed like a marble fortress of knowledge, its ornate doors glinting beneath the midday sun. Scholars, tourists, and weary students filtered in and out, unaware that the very threshold was about to become the scene of magical calamity.

Ignoring them, Tiana pushed her overloaded cart toward the library. The ancient cobblestones near the entrance caused the stacks of towering books to shake and made opening the heavy doors difficult for Tiana without toppling them. 

Not one to let a disaster go to waste. Marco seized the opportunity, watching Tiana struggle. With a flick of his hand, he sent a golden ribbon of silk rippling through the air. The magnificent doors were pulled open, accompanied by a royal trumpet fanfare as if Tiana were the returning queen.

Not to be outdone, Lorenzo muttered a grounding charm under his breath and magically gave the cart a push, ensuring it rolled smoothly toward the doorway.

Unfortunately, the two spells collided, with all the subtlety of a bull in a trattoria. The trumpets blared magnificently, then coughed into a squeak like a punctured accordion. The cart, instead of gliding, jolted violently to a stop. A tidal wave of books cascaded across the marble floor. One massive dictionary slammed onto Marco’s polished shoe, eliciting a howl that startled the crowd watching. “Madonna mia!” Marco yelled and clutched his foot while hopping about theatrically and smiling at Tiana. “It’s not my fault, Tiana. Lorenzo’s interference ruined my artistry!”

“You and
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