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ONE TOO MANY. AND I couldn't remember last night, either.

But my powers were still here. Well, sort of.

And that's all I remembered.

Not my name, not how I got dressed (or undressed) like this. Or where I was.

Helluva hangover, especially for a witch.

The problem was that I didn't remember anything before I woke up. Nothing. No childhood, no witch training, nothing. 

Not even my own name.

I'd been spelled but good. Now I had to figure out if I was still in danger...
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THIS GIRL WAS WALKING into a heap of trouble, I could just sense it.

Clubs exist simply to give humans an expensive way to escape reality – like they already don't lie to themselves with their media and politics and 'celebrities'. 

But not that nymphs, fairies, and the rest are much better – they are just more straightforward about it. They'll all just go ahead and spell something they way they want it, instead of getting people to vote them into office to do whatever they really want to do.

I think trolls are the most honest about everything. If they like something, they'll eat it. If they hate something, they'll smash it. Somewhere in between, they keep themselves clothed and slept. (And you'll never get the sight of a nude troll out of your mind, believe me.)

(The probable solution to that is the old “whatever you do, don't think of a pink elephant.”)

Now that's real entertainment – got you to change your mind in an instant. Which brings us back to this club.

She's not here yet. I can tell by just standing on the gritty and dark sidewalk on the street opposite the club's front door.

I have to tell you again – I don't get more than a where and a who when I'm notified my duties are needed. Yes, I usually get to rescue females, humans most of the time. Because I'm more effective persuading these to get out of harm's way. (My opposite number, female nymphs, are said to be even more persuasive – but that's due to more male writers getting published through history, I'm sure.)

But I don't necessarily get the person's name. Just their person ID. Yes, those two are separate. Ask any shape-shifting time-space-jumper. They can have dozens of names, just so they can move through our various worlds and meet themselves both coming and going. 

I only know a person as a distinct person. Their name has nothing to do with it.

And I can sense things at a difference, only to know that she wasn't here yet. But she was coming this way.

Still walking into that heap of trouble.
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WHAT WAS I DOING AT this club anyway?

Loud music, gyrating bodies, flashing lights. Perfect way to get a seizure. Drinks by definition were drugs. Even the chips and snacks were laced with fats, preservatives, and cancer-causing colorants.

So what was I doing here?

Nice and short, slinky black one-piece. High heels with stacked front ends – gives me a couple inches of height, lengthens my legs, and makes the possibility of a twisted ankle even higher.

Sure, I auto-changed the alcohol in my drinks to so much distilled water, but that didn't make them taste any better. A Bloody Mary is still tomato juice, just watered down and spiced. A Cosmopolitan is just lime and cranberries. A Cuba Libre is coke and lime. All of these with the alcohol neutered is simply watered down fruit juice. And getting a “virgin” version of any of these is just paying extra money.

Come to think of it, is the cover charge worth anything?

But I must have come here for some reason. And not just to get picked up and a one-night stand. I just wasn't that desperate.

I was here to meet someone. That's it. There must have been someone I was trying to meet. Not just anyone. But one who was only here in a club scene. 

And something is affecting my memory. 

Recalling the cover charge was difficult, just by itself.

I'd better leave.

Of course, it's not that simple. 

Two big hulking guys in suits blocking my path.

- - - -
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“NOT SO FAST, MISSY. Someone wants to see you.”

I looked up in their faces. A few scars. Lots of weight-lifting by the size of then necks. Shoulders to match. Nice suits, though – so they had a regular payroll.

“Are you sure you want to stop me? I don't particularly feel like meeting anyone else tonight.”

“You'll want to meet her. She's been waiting for you.”

“I'm not waiting to see anyone. So if you don't mind...”

A broad hand came up, palm facing my chest, in between us.

A gesture from my hand made his own hand twist itself behind him and pull up between his shoulder blades – arm following along, making his face contort in pain.

His partner looked at me with surprise. 

I just lifted an eyebrow. “You have two choices, maybe three. One, back off. Two, I see how far his arm can reach behind his back before something gives. Three, I do the same to you.”

He backed off. Another gesture knocked the knees of his partner to the floor. I stepped back – because his face hit that floor next.

Then I walked between the two of them toward the door.

But didn't make it.

- - - -
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RIGHT AT THE CASHIER, my body stopped moving. I couldn't even gesture to release a counter-spell. 

A voice in my head. “Maybe those boys were a bit too abrupt, a bit too  impolite. But meet we will.”

My body turned around and walked me toward a table in the back. 

There she sat, on the curved, tufted bench that swung around the back of a smallish round table. One that contained only a single martini glass sitting on a club-imprinted napkin.

She gestured, and I sat on one end of that curved bench.

“It's time we met again.” She sat back in the darkness, but reached for her glass.

“I don't seem to recall us meeting before.”

“That's the point. Even this you'll forget. Later.”

“Why meet at all then? If I can't remember anything, and won't remember anything, then it's pretty useless talking to me.”

She leaned forward after she sipped her drink, replacing it on the table where she'd picked it up before. Her face was just a smidge lighter shadow than before. Still no one I recognized or could make out. Generic hair, eyebrows, cheekbones, lips. A simple black one-piece like I wore. Could be anyone. Probably the point.

“I already have what you once knew, and you won't be getting it back anytime soon.”

If my own arms and hands weren't glued to the couch by some invisible force-spell, she would have had a real mess on her hands. But rather than say anything, I just sat there. She'd tell me anyway. Because these bullies always love to talk about themselves and their plans for domination.

“Keeping quiet, eh? Smart move.”

The mystery woman leaned back into the shadows and crossed her legs under the table. Her arms went back across the bench back on each side of her. 

“But do you even recall who you are? Oh, yes – Raven. That's your name. For what it's worth. Black hair, black dress. Hope your apartment isn't so dreary monochrome – oh no, it's not. Light grays and beiges as highlights. A few sharp red accents now and then.”

My eyes betrayed me with their glare.

“See? I do know a lot about you – and can find out what I want to know by just asking. Even if you don't want to tell me.”

Two big shapes came up to the table. Her boys were back. One holding his chin and shaking out his hand – probably to get the feeling back in it.

“Now, you're going to let these two gentlemen take you home. And they are gentlemen and won't try anything funny with you in your condition. Because I'll find out if they do and will make their last moments agony. And they know it.

“After you're home again, just sleep it off. You won't recall me saying this, but there's a nymph named Trimble who's going to come and 'rescue' you – to exactly where you need to be for our next meeting.”

At that she gestured and my body stood up and stepped up in front of these two hulks. 

They parted and each took one of my arms. Then my body slumped like I'd had too many. The hulks took my arms across their shoulders,  my feet now barely touching the floor
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