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WIZARD IN THE MOSH PIT 

 

BARBARA 

 I’m so excited I can’t stand it! For the first time in my 

life, it’s Valentine’s Day and I have a BOYFRIEND! This 

might be better than superpowers. 

 Darrin and I first got acquainted last fall, but we 

officially got together on New Year’s Eve. The new hasn’t 

worn off yet. We call each other by dumb pet names, or we 

would if I could think of a good one. For V-Day, we sent 

each other ultra-cute ecards dripping with virtual glitter 

(because I love glitter but real glitter is evil), and tonight 

we’re going out. On a date. On Valentine’s Day. 

 I’m lounging on my bed, trying to read to pass the 

time. It’s a good book, a new fantasy novel, but I can’t 

concentrate. My phone buzzes on my nightstand. 

 Hey Bumbles! Still up for Black Lodge tonight? (DD) 

 (See what I mean? Bumbles is short for Bumblebee 

because my initials are BB and he’s Bug Lord. I thought 

about calling him Derring, short for Derring Do because 

his initials are DD and we’re superheroes. Kind of. But as 

a nickname, it doesn’t work.
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 (BB) You bet! 

 Great! See you soon! Love ya! (DD) 

 I reply with heart emojis. I have yet to say, or even 

write, the words. I don’t want to do it just because he said 

it first, but I’m incapable of saying it first. I think it’s true, 

but this is all so new. Do I love Darrin, or do I just love 

having a boyfriend? 

 I dress up for the occasion, in my black St. Rage jeans 

and top, and red flannel, with my favorite red cap. 

Darrin’s in jeans and flannel, too, and his T-shirt with the 

glow-in-the-dark bugs because he’s Bug Lord and it’s my 

favorite. We get a Lyft to the Black Lodge for an all-ages 

show. The headliner is Shit Magnet Theory, a touring 

hardcore band I’ve heard good things about. But first, a 

romantic dinner next door. Victory Lounge is over-21 

only, but Darrin persuades a responsible grown-up to get 

us hot dogs and Tater Tots. Yum. I don’t mind eating on 

the sidewalk. 

 Darrin pays the cover charge. I spring for dessert—

somebody’s selling cupcakes to help pay an injured 

musician’s medical bills. (I would’ve bought cupcakes 

regardless, but I’m glad to help a good cause. But what is 

wrong with this country?) 

 We drop our winter coats in the back and then it’s 

mosh pit time. Between my force fields and Darrin’s 

hugeness, I’m less worried than I used to be about getting 

stomped. He knows to slam gently, and no one else gets 

close. We’re having such a good time during SMT’s set, I 

playfully point two fingers at my eyes, then at Darrin. I’m 

amped up enough for my powers to be active even though 

I’m not angry. The effects of the Eyes on You gesture will 
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probably wear off before we part for the night, but if we 

get separated, I’ll be able to see him for an hour or two. I 

don’t mind that idea at all. 

 I bounce off him and spin around. The light show 

intensifies with a bright flash. There’s a tall person in the 

middle of the mosh pit who looks startled to be there. Is 

that … an eyepatch? They might be at the wrong event. 

They swing a big stick over the heads of the crowd and 

people scramble out of the way. Another flash and when 

my vision adjusts, the stranger is gone. I turn to ask 

Darrin if he saw what I saw.  

 He’s lying on the floor, not moving. 

 “Darrin!” I jostle him a little but he doesn’t respond. 

Pulling out his earplugs doesn’t help. I find a pulse, so 

that’s reassuring. 

 The band stumbles to a ragged stop. Before I can get 

my phone out, I hear someone nearby already making the 

call. 

 “Yeah, somebody must have thrown an elbow. He’s 

out cold.” 

 An elbow? That makes more sense than what I 

thought I saw. These things happen in mosh pits, but 

Darrin’s usually protected by his size. An elbow would get 

him in the chest or gut, not the head. But he had a 

concussion in high school, serious enough that he quit 

football. 

 He’s still unconscious when they load him into the 

ambulance. I gather up our coats and insist on riding 

along. I must look dangerous, because they let me. 
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LUSKELL 

 Luskell stepped back through the magical doorway 

into the maple grove between the library and Balsam’s 

House. She frowned over her shoulder and closed the 

doorway. 

 “Did it work?” Terulo asked. 

 “That was not The Osprey.” 

 “Where was it, then?” 

 “Somewhere … loud. It looked like people playing 

music for other people to fight to.” 

 “If it was music, I’m surprised you didn’t stay. Did you 

recognize the place?” 

 “I don’t think it’s anywhere in Eukard City. I don’t 

think it’s in this world.” 

 Luskell and Terulo had been working for months to 

restore a forgotten spell. He had pieced together 

fragments and filled in gaps with his best guesses. When 

it seemed complete, he had enlisted Luskell to test it 

because his power was only enough to read and 

understand, not to perform the spell. As best they could 

tell, it allowed a practitioner to open a doorway from 

where they were to another place they could see. Luskell 

had opened doorways to the other side of the library, then 

the other side of the square. Those seemed to bear out the 

theory, so she next attempted to open a doorway to place 

she couldn’t physically see but could imagine. If she 

mastered such a spell, it would allow her to visit her 

grandmothers with ease. Both lived far from the city, and 
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neither was getting any younger. For this test, Luskell 

chose a closer location: the Osprey, her friend Ambug’s 

tavern. But she had stepped through into a different dimly 

lit place, apparently in the middle of a fight. She’d swung 

her staff to warn the crowd back, then returned through 

the doorway. 

 “Not in this world? Are there other worlds?” 

 “I don’t know, but I’ve never heard human beings 

create such a din.” 

 

BARBARA 

 They let me ride in the ambulance but now I’m stuck 

in the waiting room. I’m not family and I don’t know 

anything useful besides that Darrin had that other 

concussion. I texted his sister Daria and she called their 

moms. They’re all in there with him now. Daria promised 

to let me know if anything changes.  

 It’s not terrible as waiting rooms go. It’s a slow night, 

so not crowded. The chairs are padded. The carpet seems 

clean. Maybe it’s me, but the whole place seems awfully … 

gray. 

 I’m so glad I did Eyes on You because I see him sit up. 

Oh thank God, he’s OK. But … that’s no hospital room. It’s 

too dark, and there’s food hanging from the ceiling. 

Without a second thought, I tear open reality with my 

bare hands and step through. 

 And trip over my feet, splatting onto the carpeted 

floor.  

 “I didn’t hear you come in. Do you need help?” 
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 I push myself onto my knees. “No, I—” A yelp takes the 

place of what I meant to say. This is not the ER waiting 

room. By the looks of the dark wood paneling and 

patterned carpet, I’m in the front hall of some mansion.  

 “Are you hurt?” 

 A young woman in a long brown dress and blue 

pinafore apron hurries to my side. Have I stumbled into 

some kind of re-enactment? The way her mouth moves 

doesn’t match her words, like in a badly dubbed film. At 

least I can understand her. 

 “Um, no, I’m fine. I’m looking for my friend. Huge 

guy, got hit in the head.” 

 “No one like that has been brought in tonight. Perhaps 

they’re still on their way. Where did it happen?” 

 “At the Black Lodge, but I don’t know how far … I 

mean, I don’t know where … Where am I?” 

 “You’re at Balsam’s House. How did you get here if 

you didn’t know where it was?” 

 “I … don’t know. I’m not from around here.” 

 She glances up the broad staircase behind her, then 

turns back to me. “I think you should speak to Healer 

Ketty. She’ll know what to do.” 

 I don’t have any better ideas, so I follow her upstairs. 

She leads me through what looks like a darkened office 

and taps at an interior door. When it opens, she says 

something I can’t understand and another person 

answers. She moves where I can see her: a small woman 

with short red hair streaked with white, wearing what 
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looks like a nightgown and robe. She studies me in a way 

that makes me feel I can’t hide anything from her. 

 “Thank you, Shura. You may return to your duties.” 

This woman looks dubbed, too, but I’m happy I can 

understand again. As my guide Shura leaves the office-

looking room, the woman holds out her hand to me. 

“Welcome, stranger. Come, I think we’ll be more 

comfortable in here.” 

 I follow her into what looks like a living room, old-

timey with oil lamps and a cozy fire. The deep voice of a 

man and the giggles of a small child drift in from another 

room. My legs are starting to shake, so it’s a relief when 

she invites me to sit in one of the armchairs by the fire. 

She takes the other and pours two cups of tea. That’s 

encouraging; it’s like something my mom would do. 

 “Thank you, Mrs. …?” 

 “You may call me Ketty.” 

 “OK. I’m Barbara.”  

 “Barbara.” She says my name like she’s never heard it 

before.  

 “I’m sorry to be here so late. Is it late? You’re probably 

getting ready for bed.” 

 She chuckles wearily. “Well, we were, but then the 

little fellow woke up and had to tell his dream, so I went 

ahead and made tea.” 

 “Tell his dream?” 

 “He sometimes dreams of the future, but he’s too 

small to understand on his own.” 
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 “Wow, my aunt does that. What did he dream?” 

 “He said a girl with black legs had to find a big boy and 

take him home.” She cocks her head at me. “And then 

Shura came to tell me you’re looking for your injured 

friend but you don’t know how you got here or where 

‘here’ is. Based on your clothing, I believe that. Yet you 

speak Eukardian fluently.” 

 “No, I don’t. Listen.” I turn away from her and say, 

“My name is Barbara. I am speaking English.” When I face 

Ketty again, she nods thoughtfully. 

 “The only word I understood was your name. It must 

be your power doing this, because I’ve never understood 

unknown languages before.” 

 “P-power?” Only a few people know about my 

superpowers: my band, my parents, my superteam, and 

our normal friends. It’s not something people guess. I 

don’t look interesting unless I’m actually doing something 

super. 

 “You don’t need to pretend, Barbara. I know you know 

you have it, and in no small measure.” She gives me that 

look again and shakes her head. “Usually it’s something I 

can see, but with you it’s different. I can … taste it.” 

 “What does it taste like?” 

 “The sea.” 

 OK, I’ll buy that. It’s unpredictable, potentially 

dangerous, and maybe bigger than I guessed. “I’m just 

glad we can understand each other, because I need help.” 

I look around the room. It’s not as fancy as downstairs, 
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but still more elegant than I’m used to. “Is this your 

house?” 

 “This is Balsam’s House, a place of healing. I’m the 

director.” 

 “A place of healing, huh? And I was in a hospital, so 

maybe there’s some connection.” 

 In the other room, the man starts to sing. Ketty holds 

up her hand to stop my story. “Cover your ears if you don’t 

want to fall asleep.” 

 She puts her fingers in her ears. I stick my earplugs 

back in. I don’t know what would happen if I fell asleep 

here. What if I’m dreaming? I might wake up somewhere 

else, and then I’d never find Darrin. When Ketty uncovers 

her ears, I pull the plugs out again. A dark-skinned man 

with a hippie-Jesus beard walks in holding a sleeping 

child. The man is probably as tall as Darrin but half as 

wide. The kid is the cutest little squirt I’ve ever seen, all 

round golden cheeks and strawberry blond curls. 

 “I cheated,” the man whispers. “Usually it’s Luskell 

who pulls out the lullaby. Where is …? Oh, a guest.” 

 “Crane, this is Barbara. She’s come to us for help.” 

 “We’ll do what we can,” the man says, not weirded out 

at all. “I’ll just put the little one back in bed.” He goes out. 

 Ketty gives me an encouraging smile. “Tell me what 

happened.” 

 “My friend Darrin got knocked out in the mosh pit at 

the Black Lodge and they took him to the emergency 

room. I saw him wake up but somewhere else. When I 

tried to go there, I ended up here. I need to find him.” 
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While I’m talking, I see him again, still in that same place, 

but not alone. “Yikes, there’s another guy with him, 

almost as big as Darrin!” 

 “I didn’t understand all of that,” Ketty says. “It might 

be easier if you imagine what happened and I read your 

thoughts.” 

 “I guess that’s no weirder than anything else tonight. 

Go ahead.” 

 She lays her hands on my head and I replay the 

evening from when Darrin got knocked out to when I 

ended up on the floor downstairs. It takes only a few 

seconds. Then she sits back and sips her tea. 

 “Useful skill, to see someone you’re not with. And I 

know where he is, and with whom. He’s safe there. But 

how was he knocked unconscious?” 

 “Well, I thought I saw someone swing a big stick, but 

it was dark and people were smoking weed. Probably 

someone just threw an elbow and the contact high made 

me imagine the rest.” 

 “How big was the stick?” 

 “Taller than me, I think. And it seemed like the person 

had—” 

 “—An eyepatch?” 

 “How did you …?” 

 “Never mind. I’m going to ask my daughter to help 

you.” 
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LUSKELL 

 Although it was late, Luskell and Terulo returned to 

the library. Terulo spent so much time there, he’d been 

given a key. Luskell laid her copy of the spell next to the 

reconstructed original. 

 Terulo pointed to a section in the middle of the page. 

“I had to guess about this part. The original was too faded 

and damaged to read.” 

 “Well, it does open a doorway to somewhere I can’t 

see, just not the place I was thinking of.” 

 “What about …” and Terulo was off on one of his 

theories. They were still puzzling and guessing when 

Luskell heard her mother’s voice in her mind. 

 You should come home now. There’s someone here 

who needs your help. 

 Mine, specifically? All right, we’re not going to solve 

this tonight, anyway. 

 “I have to go, Terulo. Let’s work on this more 

tomorrow. I think we’ve almost got it.” 

 Luskell returned to Balsam’s House and her family’s 

apartment upstairs. She walked into the sitting room and 

announced, “I’m home. Where’s this— ?” 

 “You!” A stranger in a red hat slopped tea onto the rug. 

“Oh, sorry, I … But, eyepatch!” 

 She moved her hand as if working a spell. By reflex, 

Luskell cast a repelling charm. It hit an invisible barrier. 

The stranger made a shoving motion. Luskell stumbled 
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back a few steps. When she regained her balance, she 

whipped off the eyepatch. 

 “It’s worse without.”  

 “Girls! No fighting. You need to work together.” When 

Mamam used that voice, everyone listened. 

 Luskell studied the visitor, first with her wizard eye, 

then the normal one. The girl was in peak health, though 

fatigued. She appeared to be about Luskell’s age, dressed 

in snug black trousers and a roomy red shirt over 

something fitted and black, with sturdy boots. A practical 

outfit, not unlike Luskell’s own. She put the patch back on. 

 “Luskell, this is Barbara. Barbara, this is my daughter 

Luskell. She’s a wizard.” 

 “Oh, um, wow. Hi. A wizard? So you have real magic 

here?” 

 For an answer, Luskell produced a sprig of lupine. 

Each blossom became a butterfly that brushed past the 

visitor’s face before sparking into fireworks. “My party 

trick,” Luskell explained. 

 “Whooooa,” Barbara breathed. “I’d show you mine, 

but it’s too messy for indoors. Bird … excrement 

everywhere. So, are there dragons?” 

 “Only in stories.” 

 “What about unicorns?” 

 Luskell frowned. “What is a unicorn?” 

 “Like a horse, but with a horn on its head.” Barbara 

stacked her fists in the middle of her forehead. 



 

15 
 

 “Why would a horse need a horn?” 

 “I don’t know! We don’t have them either, or wizards, 

but they’re in a lot of the same stories.” 

 “I see. But if you don’t have real magic where you 

come from, how did you get here? What are you?” 

 “I’m a … superhero. Kind of. But lost.” 

 “You’re a what?” 

 “She has great power, based in emotion, I believe,” 

Mamam explained. “Were you and Terulo experimenting 

tonight, by any chance?”  

 “Yes, with the doorways spell. We’ve almost got it, but 

it’s still not quite right.” 

 “You may have hit someone with your staff.” 

 “Oh, no! Was he hurt?” Too late, Luskell caught 

herself. “I mean, how do you know?” 

 “Because Barbara was able to show me. Her … friend 

was knocked unconscious in their world, and when he 

woke up, he was at the Osprey, with Bug.” Mamam’s 

pause revealed more than it left out. Fellow, maybe? 

Sweetheart? 

 Barbara snorted, then started giggling uncontrollably. 

“Sorry, sorry. Whew. It’s funny ‘cause Darrin is Bug Lord. 

And your friend is called Bug. Darrin studies insects and 

talks to bugs. See? Sorry, it’s not … I’m just so … What do 

we do now?” 

 Luskell crouched next to Barbara’s chair. “I’m really 

sorry about your friend. I didn’t mean to hit anyone, but 
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it was dark and I was startled by all the noise and people. 

But it sounds like he’ll be all right.” 

 “I need to get to him.” 

 “It’s a long walk in the dark, and I’m not trying the 

doorway spell again tonight.” Luskell stood and began to 

pace in front of the fire. “I could go as an owl, but—” 

 “I’m coming with you.” Barbara leaped from her seat. 

She was shorter than Luskell, but had a dangerous gleam 

in her eye. 

 “Do you transform, too?” 

 “No, but I can fly.” 

 “Fly? In your own form?” Luskell didn’t know anyone 

who could do that. 

 “I ripped through reality to get here. Of course I can 

fly. Let’s go.” 

 

BARBARA 

 This Luskell is one scary girl, with or without an 

eyepatch. Close to six foot, dressed to swashbuckle in 

pants, boots, and a pirate shirt under a flowing blue cloak, 

but with a tall staff instead of a sword. If I didn’t already 

have a bass player, I’d ask if she plays. She’s the kind of 

person you want on your side, not against you. 

 She throws open a window and climbs up on the sill. 

“Follow me.” 

 “Out the window? Are you nuts?” 
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 “You said you could fly.” Just like that, she’s gone and 

an owl is perched there in her place. It opens its wings and 

floats silently into the night. 

 I run two steps and jet out after her before I can talk 

myself out of it. Worry about Darrin and sheer terror at 

flying out a window combine to fuel my flight. The owl 

swoops past and I follow its ghostly form. 

 Brr, it’s cold out with just this flannel shirt. I suppose 

my coat’s still hanging on a chair in the hospital waiting 

room. I wonder if it’ll be worth the trouble to try to get it 

back. If I get back. And another thing: I have a hat on, so 

I’m not invisible. It’s dark enough, I might not be noticed, 

though. There don’t seem to be many streetlamps and 

we’re higher than most of the windows. From what I can 

see, this is a big city, but it’s quiet. A few words of 

conversation, a burst of song, what sounds like a fiddle, 

clip-clop horse hooves, but no amplified music or TV. No 

engines or sirens. It has a very organic stink to it—

animals, garbage, something sewer-y, but no car exhaust 

or chemical fumes. A whiff of waterfront smells like home. 

 The owl drops into a dark street and I follow. I try to 

land gracefully like the experienced super I supposedly 

am. I ruin the effect by stumbling a few steps.  

 Luskell is herself again. “Wish I could do that,” she 

whispers. “So, your fellow … what’s he called again?” 

 “Darrin.” I warm at the way she calls him my fellow. 

 She studies me. “You must care for him a lot, to follow 

him to another world.” 

 “I … yes, I do. I guess I do. Do you, y’know, have 

anyone like that?” 
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 She smiles in the lamplight streaming from a window 

and doesn’t look scary at all. “My baby brother, for sure. 

Maybe one other. Come on, this way.” 

 She leads me to a small brick building. The sign has 

no words, only a painted bird of prey grasping a fish in its 

talons. Candlelight flickers in the window. The door is 

shut but apparently not locked because Luskell pushes it 

open and steps inside. She says something I can’t 

understand and another voice answers. She turns and 

beckons to me. 

 One look through the open doorway and I recognize 

the place from my vision: hams and onions hanging from 

the rafters. Darrin sits at a table, awake but looking dazed. 

His mouth opens when he sees me but no sound comes 

out.  

 I literally fly across the room and throw my arms 

around him. “I thought I’d never see you again!” 

 “Yeah, me too. Where are we?” 

 I don’t have an answer to that and I don’t care yet. I 

kiss him and probably cry on him a little until Luskell 

shakes my shoulder. 

 “I’m not a great healer, but I should be able to tell if 

he’s seriously hurt.”  

 Darrin flinches away when she reaches to lay her 

hands on his head. “What’s going on? I can’t understand 

any of these people.” 

 “Oh, sorry. I can, I think because I’m worried about 

you. My powers tend to be whatever I need. It’s OK, I 

think she’s on our side. And her friend is called Bug.” 
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 Darrin grins at that, then sits still and lets Luskell 

touch his head. She moves her hands to different 

positions while she concentrates. “Interesting.” 

 “What is?” 

 “I don’t detect any injury, but there’s a trace of magic. 

I didn’t hit him hard enough to knock him out, but my 

staff is tuned to my power. You said Darrin can talk to 

insects, so he has at least a little power of his own. When 

the staff touched him the … discord with his power must 

have been overwhelming and he fainted.” 

 “I’m willing to believe anything at this point,” I say, 

then summarize her theory for Darrin. “But why did he 

wake up here?” 

 “This is a wizard hunch. I was trying to open a 

doorway here when I stepped into your world by mistake. 

The touch from my staff must have given Darrin enough 

of the magic to bring him to the place I was thinking of.” 

 Darrin stares at her when I finish translating. “That is 

messed up.” 

 She gives him a tired smile. “You’ll get no argument 

from me.” 

 “But how do we get home?” I ask. “We can’t stay here. 

We have lives to get back to. Class on Monday. No, 

Tuesday. Monday’s a holiday.” I can’t believe that’s the 

important thing on my mind. Lame. 

 “I have an idea how to send you back, but you’ll have 

to trust me.” 
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 Trust her? She’s a freakin’ wizard from an alternative 

reality. But she did bring me to Darrin. And her parents 

seemed cool. “What do we need to do?” 

 “I want to make sure I send you somewhere safe. I 

need each of you to imagine your own bed, exactly as it 

was the last time you were in it. Then I’ll open a doorway 

and return you there.” 

 I almost suggest putting us in the same bed. We 

haven’t spent the night together yet and I would have 

some explaining to do in the morning, but I’m reluctant 

to let him go. Unfortunately, my single bed is nowhere 

close to big enough for both of us, and I don’t relish 

sharing a bathroom with his roommates. I explain the 

plan to Darrin, then close my eyes and picture my 

rumpled bed with the colorful striped comforter, my extra 

pillow, the book I was reading. Then Luskell begins to 

sing. 

 

 My phone buzzes on my nightstand and I jerk awake. 

I’m fully dressed in my St. Rage suit and red flannel, with 

a book open on the bed next to me. My coat’s draped over 

my desk chair. What time is it? The phone says six p.m., 

but I’m more interested in the text from Darrin. 

 Hey Bumbles! Still up for Black Lodge tonight? (DD) 

 (BB) You bet! But let’s stay out of the mosh pit. 

 Really? Why? (DD) 

(BB) Weird dream. What I get for falling asleep while 

reading a fantasy novel!  

 Was there food hanging from the ceiling? LOL! (DD) 
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 (BB) See you soon! Love ya! 

 Because yes I do. I add a heart emoji (and not just 

because it’s Valentine’s Day) and hit SEND. 

 

LUSKELL 

 “So you put them to sleep and returned them to their 

own world?” Terulo asked when Luskell finished her story 

of the previous night. 

 “It seemed safer than taking them through awake. 

This way, they’ll probably think it was only a vivid dream.” 

 “How did you get them to the right place?” 

 “I had them imagine their own beds in their own 

rooms, how they were the last time they were in them.” 

 “So you might have taken them back to yesterday 

morning.” 

 “Is that possible?” 

 “Yesterday I would have said no. But I would have said 

going to other worlds wasn’t possible.” 

 “I’m sure they’ll be fine. But … have you ever heard of 

a unicorn?” 

 

THE END 
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Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this silly bit of 

self fan fiction. I never imagined Barbara and Luskell 

would meet until I let them both participate in an online 

author event and they seemed to hit it off. If you enjoyed 

the characters and want more, you’re in luck!  

Barbara stars in The St. Rage series: 

Book 1: The Gospel According to St. Rage  

https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/the-

gospel-according-to-st-rage/ 

 

Book 2: Barbara and the Rage Brigade 

https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/barbara-

and-the-rage-brigade/ 

 

Luskell stars in the Daughter of Magic series: 

Book 1: Daughter of Magic 

https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/daughter-

of-magic/ 

Book 2: Wizard Girl 

https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/wizard-

girl/ 

“Wizard in the Mosh Pit” takes place shortly after the 

events of Barbara and the Rage Brigade and the upcoming 

Daughter of Magic Book 3, which I am still writing but 

hope to release in 2021. Watch for updates in future issues 

of The Storypunk Report!  

https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/the-gospel-according-to-st-rage/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/the-gospel-according-to-st-rage/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/barbara-and-the-rage-brigade/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/barbara-and-the-rage-brigade/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/daughter-of-magic/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/daughter-of-magic/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/wizard-girl/
https://kareneisenbreywriter.com/my-books/wizard-girl/

