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Throughout the history of our illustrious human race, there have existed many witches of notoriety: 

The Witch of Endor, for instance, who, at the command of King Saul, summoned the ghost of the prophet Samuel (and received some very bad news for his efforts). 

The Witch of Stockholm, Malin Matsdotter, who, upon being burned at the stake, did not flinch, scream, nor make so much as a sound in protest as the flames devoured her. Instead, she only smiled. 

Catherine Monvoisin, the famous poisoner and abortionist of 15th century France, who concocted evil elixirs from the fetuses her calling purveyed. 

Mrs. Mothersole, the Witch of Fenstanton, whose corpse was filled with potions and grimoires when she was buried after her execution and said booty-stuffed corpse was later absconded with by unknown parties. 

But the witch of whom this story speaks is contemporary, and has been called by some The Witch of Largo.

Or, as she was more commonly known by a few of her nearest neighbors, “that hosebag cum-dumpster at the end of the street.”

Isobel Rigby was her actual name, though she often went by Izzy. Unusually moon-pale, especially for the Florida climate, she sported long glossy raven black hair, penetrating dark eyes, the bone structure of a goddess, and was, in a word (or two words, actually), what men called a “brick shit-house.” 

No, let’s make that three words:

“brick motherfuckin’ shit-house.”

The sight of her, out mowing her lawn in black denim cutoff cheek-splitter shorts, obviously braless beneath a skimpy tank top... or in her driveway, washing her sleek silver Lexus wearing nothing but a fishnet swimsuit with only the tiniest of patches to cover—mostly—large plum-colored nipples and define rather than conceal what surely had to be a clean-shaven mons... yes, the sight alone had caused several cul-de-sac fender benders, resulted in the accidental destruction of two mailboxes and a decorative planter, and landed the paperboy in the hospital after he pedaled smack headlong into the rear of an idling UPS truck, whose driver was so hypnotized he barely heard the impact. 

All the housewives, obviously, hated her. 

Not, they insisted, because of the aforementioned “brick motherfuckin’ shit-house” thing, or the various associated vehicular mishaps. No, they insisted, it had nothing to do with any of that. 

Nor, they insisted, did it stem from any rumors and speculations regarding Izzy’s suspiciously young widowhood, and the way her husband—no more than forty at the time, healthy and athletic and so physically fit he’d turned his own share of heads when he’d mow the lawn, bronzed and shirtless—just suddenly up and dropped dead with no warning. Total fluke. Surprise heart attack, stroke, aneurysm, something; fine one day and gone the next. Leaving the bereaved Isobel, the house and all its contents, both cars, and a substantial amount of money, all free and clear. 

Nope, insisted the housewives. Wasn’t that. Wasn’t jealousy of her looks, or her fortune, or her freedom.

Was, as anyone with eyes or good sense should be able to see, because she was a goddamn witch!

Always wearing black—even before being widowed—with “gothy” makeup, lots of silver jewelry of intricate design and fitted with weird gemstones. The way she never tanned, let alone got sunburned; with her alabaster complexion, she should have fried like bacon. At night, her windows flickered with what could only be candlelight, the curtains just sheer enough to let some through but too opaque to allow anyone to peek inside. 

Not, of course, that any respectable neighboring housewife would have tried, pressing her nose-jobbed botoxed face to the glass. Or, at least, not admitted to such. 

Those who had been in the house reported it redolent with incense and whiffs of strange, smoky herbs. They reported occulty-looking trinkets displayed on the shelves—crystals and chalices, ornate figurines, thick books perhaps better described as ‘tomes.’

Also, lest further proof be needed, she had a cat. A great shaggy ebony-furred brute with eyes that seemed to glow the yellow-orange of those old sodium streetlights. 

Witch. 

She was, beyond a shadow of a doubt, a goddamn witch. 

***
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Of a late Sunday morning/early Sunday afternoon, at a pricey little place pretentiously named Tavern on the Green, the shaded patio provided a moderately cooler refuge to the typical muggy summer day, while affording expansive views of Largo’s premier golf course and adjacent country club tennis courts. White wrought-iron tables with circular glass tops dotted the long, curving terrace, surrounded by matching white wrought-iron chairs with discreetly patterned—none of that garish, gaudy shit, please and thank you—pastel cushions. Vases of fresh flowers stood at attention upon the center of each table, while waiters and waitresses in cool but crisp linen uniforms bustled back and forth. 

China and silverware clinked. Classical music poured softly from hidden speakers. Conversations murmured, interspersed with occasional laughter. Mimosas, Bloody Marys, and aromatic white wines accompanied quiches, croissants, eggs Benedict, coconut-cardamon French toast, fruit salad, and assorted pastries. 

Brunch, in other words. 

Or, as Janet Brill liked to say, “It’s brunch, bitches!”

Janet was the feisty one of her key trio of acquaintances, whose husbands were all partners at the same prestigious law firm. A lean and angular non-natural redhead, she favored short carefree hairstyles, perhaps excessive amounts of turquoise or emerald eyeshadow, acrylic nails, and tight sheath dresses in bold diagonal stripes. She had been telling people she was thirty-five for at least seven years now, and nobody dared dispute her. 

Marjorie Penson, by contrast, was softer and rounder—too round, she would often bemoan, even as she poured more syrup onto her French toast. Fluffy chestnut-brown curls framed her dimpled, somewhat chipmunk-cheeked face; it’d been cute when she was a teenager but caused her no end of annoyance now. The neckline of her flowy floral sundress revealed a hint of ample cleavage, and the skirt fell to just below her equally dimpled knees. 

Doris Donaworth, their third, was running late, but they’d started without her. Of them all, Doris had had the most work done; everything lifted, nipped, and tucked to a fare-thee-well. The combination of her prominent breast implants and the asinine platinum-blond beehive she refused to be rid of made her look, as Janet had pointed out, like the gum-smacking alien bimbo from Mars Attacks. 

But, speak of the devil, there came Doris now, weaving through the brunchy bustle, beehive towering. A ruffled off-the-shoulder blouse made sure everyone had a good view of her diamond-encrusted necklace as well as her tits; a hip-hugging pencil skirt gave her that same Mars Attacks alien bimbo sashay. 

Today, though, Doris did not seem her usual plastic-perfect self. Her brilliant smile—more implants—was absent, a sort of glumness veiled her eyes, and... and were those worry-lines creasing her brow?!

“Doris!” Marj sprang up. “What’s the matter?”

“You look like someone shot your dog,” Janet said. “And you don’t even have a dog.”

Sitting down with a sigh of dejection, Doris signaled the waiter for wine, ordered the fruit plate and an egg-white omelet and a chocolate cream-filled croissant, and then turned to her friends and dropped the bomb. 

“I think Gary’s having an affair.”

They gasped. 

“Gary?” cried Janet. “No way!”

“Why on earth would you think that?” added Marj, eyes wide. 

“Well...” Doris fidgeted with her napkin, suddenly evasive. “How often do you blow your husbands?”

Janet and Marj blinked, and they looked at each other through a startled pause.

“Um... damn,” Janet replied, after a moment’s thought. “I haven’t in, like, years. I hate having it in my mouth. I mean, have you even really looked at a penis? It’s the silliest-looking thing in the world. And I can’t stand sucking it. There could still be drops of piss.”

“Months, now that I think about it,” Marj said. “He just stopped asking. Stopped asking for handies, too. And he never wants to, you know...” Her voice hushed to a little-girl whisper. “...fuck. He’s afraid I could still get pregnant, and he’s never wanted kids. Calls them ‘crotch-goblins.’ Though, a while back, he did ask me to...” She caught herself abruptly, blushing bright red. “Well, never mind.”

“Fuck that nevermind, Marj,” Janet said, leaning forward with interest. “Out with it. We tell you our shit, you tell us yours.”

Marj’s gaze went everywhere but at the two of them. “He asked me to put a Twizzler in his dick-hole.”

Doris spat out her wine. “He what?”

“Are you shitting me?” Janet almost choked on her Bloody Mary. Then, grinning, she leaned closer yet. “So, did you do it?”

A syrup-coated fork fell from Marj’s hand with a tinkling clatter. “Of course not!” she cried. 

“Bullshit!” Janet whooped. “You did! I can tell when you lie! You stuck a Twizzler in Stewart’s dick!”

Several fellow patrons turned their heads, and their waiter almost fumbled Doris’s chocolate croissant. He recovered, deposited the plates, and beat a hasty retreat, turning away too fast for them to see if he was smirking.

“Say it a little louder, why don’t you!” Marj groaned, ducking her head. “And that’s not even what we were talking about anyway.”

“Yeah, okay,” Janet relented. “Doris, what’s the deal?”

Doris’ bare shoulders slumped, and even the impressive peaks of her ta-tas seemed to droop despondently. “Well, we hadn’t done anything in a long time either. Like, sexually. I mean, he used to be all over me. I know he’s been under a lot of pressure at the firm, but... I get paranoid sometimes. A couple nights ago, we were both in bed and I got to thinking. Here I am, million-dollar house, brand new BMW... I have this whole great life all because of him, but what does he get out of it? So... I thought I’d give him a surprise blowjob.”

They goggled at her, Marj wide-eyed, Janet crinkling her nose a bit in distaste.

“What?” Doris said, defensive. “Most guys would like that, wouldn’t you think?”

“I guess...” Marj trailed off.

“And?” Janet prompted. “What happened? Give us the deets!”

“I was about to... I pulled the covers down, pulled down his boxers, was about to put it in my mouth and start sucking, but...” Shaking her head, she looked away.

“Damn it, Doris! Don’t leave us hanging! You don’t start a story like this and then just stop!” Janet shot Marj a glance suggesting the same applied to dick-Twizzler tales; sooner or later, the truth must be out.

“It... his dick... it smelled funny. Smelled like... like pussy. And I know it wasn’t my pussy, because the last time we had sex was, hmm, the night of the Super Bowl.”

The table fell silent. They sipped at their drinks and picked at their food. 

Finally, Janet, setting her glass down empty but for melting ice cubes and a celery stalk, spoke up. 

“Well, fuck,” she summarized. “That’s a problem. Are you going to divorce him?”

Doris blanched. “Divorce him? Then what the hell would I do?”

“Yeah,” said Marj. “We’re all sort of in that same boat, aren’t we? Our rich husbands give us the life of Reilly: fancy cars, fancy houses, ritzy vacations, and we don’t have to do anything. Hell, we don’t even have to clean; we have maids for that!”

“Let’s face it,” Doris said. “I’d be shit out of luck. We all would. We’ve got no skills.”

“Yeah,” Janet admitted. “My MRS degree is in fuckin’ art history. I couldn’t get a job at a car wash with that.”

Marj downed another mimosa. “We’d have to work in McDonald’s or 7-Eleven or something.”

“Fuck that!” Janet smacked the tabletop. “Can you see me jacking fry baskets? Fuck up my nails? Shit.” She
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