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THE OLD COVEN WAS DESTROYED and one witch remained to rule them all.

Her power was absolute, and it came from those she vanquished.

The last rite to perform was the Dance - where all these powers and their personalities were unified into a single force.

Without that core immersion, the powers and personalities would war with each other forever - inside her mind.

This had only been attempted once in all known history. And failed, fragmenting all these powers across the worlds in the wider omni-verse.

But Hyperia knew she wouldn't make the same mistake this time - not as she had those 15,000 years before...
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I WAS BACK. AND THESE pitiful four young women were there just for me. 

They thought I'd taken their memories, but that was just the start. 

I was about to take their personal essence and combine it with my own.

And then recombine the powers of this universe though one single outlet - me. 

I almost did it last time, except for an accidental poor timing of a certain volcano on the other side of this planet. And so had spent the last several thousand years learning to control those elements to make sure that didn't happen again. 

After that, and meanwhile, it was just maneuvering these four witches into the right condition and the right space so we could all be together once again. Right time. Right place.

Now.

It was time to end this long charade.

- - - -
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MY NAME IS HYPERIA and I'm the Be-All and End-All. Beyond good and evil and before they even existed. I've come here to reverse their long division and bring this universe back to its native state.

It's taken thousands of years of study and practice to align all the elements into their best, most optimal alignment.

This coven is now back together and is the last step necessary to revert the changes. 

These thoughts I sent to all present. These four witches present heard me.

Dixie - the element of water - had organized it, as I knew she would. She alone had access to the books and scrolls. Because I let her. And why she lost her memory first. Now she sat there in her skimpy black-and-white patterned top thinking she knew something under that flowing chestnut hair about running a business. 

The news is, that's nothing compared to running a universe.

It won't matter shortly, as all her knowledge will be mine.

Raven, as wind, was all in black from hair to the floor. Dressed mostly in  leather other than that thin, revealing knit top under her jacket. She was the most recent, because she needs to recover the least of her knowledge. I only need her spirit as part of mine, and then I'll bring back all the "lost" data she thinks are missing.

Ruby  - the element of fire - was probably closest in her outfit. All browns and tans, even her russet hair. She had been learning a little in the past few days, but it wasn't enough to figure anything out. And I knew what she'd "mis-remembered" or would when her mind was mine again.

And Beth, as earth, looked so ridiculous with her blond hair all coiled above her head, her gaudy makeup and that "come-hither" long blue satin gown. Of course, I'd helped her with those choices. Because she needed to be both out of the way and attract everyone to come here. 

I began the incantation. The space around them, along with the oak table they sat at, all began to swirl and twist in on itself. And soon all that they were and had been would be me. 

The dance was beginning. We would soon become one, under my leadership and pure force of will. And then the universe would become whole again, as it was long before these puny humans on this planet wrote down in their fictional histories.

I took the first moves, and now the four dancers with me were now moving to my gestures and timing. Too soon, the dance would be complete and all would be again well with this universe...
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"WELL, SHE IS A PIECE of work." Beth spoke first.

I just smiled. 

Raven  was frowning, not liking this at all. But turned to me with her question. "Hey, Dixie, how is it that we can speak and she just keeps mumbling on above us?"

"Because there is something I have to tell you all. First, let your spell books open and read that spell aloud, along with any pages it has you read from your other references." I opened my own book and the pages moved to the spell needed.

All of us now repeated those words. When we got to certain lines one of the thick reference books would open above it on that table and the words we needed to read would show up in gold highlight.

Soon we were each done.

The room was back, with all it's walls and felt like a home again. Beth's home, one we were welcome at.

More than one sigh left the women around dining room in that small country home.

Ruby spoke first, "Now what?"

I flipped my spell book to its inside back cover and removed a thin piece of paper. It contained a single hand-typed word.

"Right now, we are outside of Hyperia's spell-making. Because time is an arbitrary. Some even consider it a fiction. Now we have a little moment to simply prepare ourselves to be absorbed."

Shock showed up on the other girl's faces.

"No, it's not that bad. Here, let me fill you all in. I told Trimble and Raven how I've been researching, and they've seen the massive library that exists underneath that club of mine. It's not just a hobby. It's an armament. While I couldn't recover my memory, I did recover what I should have known. And Hyperia, bless her heart (seriously) like all power-hungry people, tends to boast a bit. And humans, always a sucker for a good story, tended to write these down. Of course they changed the details to make it more interesting. And nobody got her name right. But cross-indexing these gave me the whole scene. 

"Bottom line - she's quite insane. And we are her only cure."

"By being absorbed?!?" Beth's stylish eyebrows wrinkled her forehead as they raised high.

"So she thinks. This is why she has to have this 'dance' as she calls it. The reason it didn't work last time is because we didn't let her absorb us completely. And you, as the Earth element, set off a 'little' volcano that distracted her enough to throw that whole dance off. Then it all collapsed and we were thrown apart to different locations on the earth."

Ruby leaned forward. "But she says she's been studying the elements to prevent this happening again." 

"True enough, if she says so. Unfortunately, her problem is that she's arrogant. Certain human philosophers on this planet have made advances just in the last 50-100 years that actually make even the most potent magic useless to create any effect."

Now I had all their attention.

"This works because magic is based on belief. Beth, remember when Trimble told you that 'Magic is just stuff you don't have a 'scientific' explanation for'?"

She nodded at this.

"He also said to 'turn your belief into action'. And that was when you saw your troll turn to a cloud of smoke because you pointed at him. That's the essential point of all this. Magic works because we believe it works. Belief becomes both father and mother to fact. Things exist and continue to exist because we believe in them."

Open mouths all around.

I raised my hand. "But just stop right there. No but's or doubts, please. Your beliefs builds your faith. Your faith in your magic has to be absolute. You can't get a result from any spell you don't have faith in."

I held up that slip of paper that I'd pulled out of my spell book.

"This is something to believe in. Each of you has a different word. These are all magic-proof - Hyperia doesn't know these exist. Because they were typed up 'old school' on a manual typewriter. Plain old paper. I had some old book store owner do this for me, so no magic was in miles of this. And had someone deliver them to someone else, who finally left them at a drop box that ended up down in my library. Untraceable."

The each pulled out their slips. 

"Each of these are different factors in what
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