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ACCIDENTS HAPPEN


Trey’s roommate, Genevieve, is always experimenting with some new ‘religion’. Her latest spiritual interest is particularly cringe: witchcraft. She stays up late, drawing pentagrams and chanting Latin incantations.

Drunk one night, Trey admits to Genevieve that he thinks the whole thing is a big joke. ‘There’s no such thing as magic,’ he insists. Genevieve and her new witch friends insists otherwise, so Trey challenges them to cast the most impossible, ridiculous spell he can think of: turning his new neighbour into a girl.

It doesn’t work, of course… Or did it? A few days later, a package for the neighbour is accidentally left on Trey’s doorstep: a box containing a wig, intimate girly garments, and makeup. The neighbour’s curtains are suddenly closed all the time.

Did Trey accidentally have his neighbour turned into a crossdressing sissy?


CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


Everyone goes through phases. And let’s face it: most of us have gone through ‘spiritual’ phases in our lives—or maybe you could call it ‘spiritual experimentation’. I mean—there are so many different religions and so many different beliefs, and you have to do some searching to figure out what makes the most sense to you.

For instance, when I was in high-school, there was a seventeen-year-old girl who, out of nowhere, got really into being muslim. It was a bit weird, because she was a pale Irish-blooded girl with crimson red hair and pale freckled skin. So we were all shocked when she vanished one day; we found out a few months later that she’d left the country to be with some organization that had been deemed a terrorist organization by the government.

Totally shocking, right?

She was brought back to Canada a year later, no longer identifying as a muslim—but she never returned to finish school. In fact, I think she spent some time in prison for some terrible stuff she was involved with. A shame, really, because I had a few good muslim friends who were terrific people and had lots of nice things to say about their religion—but I’m getting away from my story.

My story isn’t quite that radical, though it is more unbelievable. To be able to believe my story, you have to accept certain ideas that most of us have been told are totally impossible. Running off and joining a terrorist organization in the Middle East is crazy, but it’s not impossible… My story is impossible.

My roommate, Genevieve, was born and raised in a very catholic home. When I met her in high-school, she was still very catholic, but something happened after her first year in college, and overnight she stopped believing in the Christian God. I really can’t tell you what happened, because she never told me—but some experience had left her completely convinced that it was just the wrong religion.

We moved in together around that time. She still had some of her old catholic knick-knacks: a crucifix that she kept in her nightstand, prayer beads that hung on a lamp by her bed, and a painted portrait of Jesus holding a lamb. She told me that she couldn’t bring herself to get rid of them because they were the few things she still had from her childhood. They no longer had religious value to her—but instead they simply had nostalgic value.

During the first year that we lived together, Genevieve discovered Buddhism. We had a small den in our basement suite that we shared, which she converted into a meditation room, complete with zen garden and buddha statue. She would meditate every day, and it seemed to keep her calm and peaceful and happy... though the friends she started meeting were a bit odd. She got into a group of new-age buddhists who wore their hair in dreads and kept away from soaps and shampoos and showers. They burned strange-smelling herbs in the house, often setting off the fire alarm, and they would challenge themselves to be totally silent for many days in a row—which turned out to be quite annoying, especially when the friends started sleeping on our couch and floor.

I think Genevieve soon became annoyed by the friends, and their casual lifestyle quickly made Genevieve disillusioned with Buddhism. She slowly stopped meditating, and that den soon became abandoned, until it became a place where we stored random items—like the vacuum cleaner.

Then, one day, Genevieve came home with a book called ‘Soul Pairs’. At first, I thought it was just some non-fiction dating guide… and then I started noticing her reading it over… and over and over. She would finish it and then restart it. Then, one night, I heard her chanting. At first, I thought she was talking in her sleep, and then I listened closely and heard her repeating strange mantras. She was ‘calling for her soul guide’. When she was out the next day, I crept into her room and picked up that copy of that book. I started reading it and soon realized it was a weird cultish religion.

“Oh, Genevieve,” I groaned. There were some weird things in that book, like the ‘blood bath’, which involved drawing enough blood to turn the bathwater crimson red, and then bathing in it, along with the blood of three different animals: a rabbit, a pig, and a fox. The fox blood had to be special ordered online.

It was all quite creepy. The book claimed that, if done enough, Genevieve would be able to talk to spirit guides.

Anyway, this went on for a few months, and then she moved onto a ‘crystal-based’ religion. Within a few months, the suite was filled with various crystals, all apparently with their own special power. Genevieve would lay on the floor with crystals all over her body. She would claim she could feel the vibrating. She would ask the crystals, “Make me more in tune with people’s feelings,” and, “Increase my creativity.”

I don’t know; it wasn’t my thing.

I had a feeling it was just a phase—and I was right. After a few months, the crystals stopped being used, and soon after that, she sold most of them online.

Genevieve was looking for something. I can’t say that I know what, but her soul seemed to feel like it was missing something, and she was using these fad religions to try and fill that void.

So I wasn’t at all surprised one day when she came home with a whole stack of old-looking books—some so tattered at the spine, they looked as though they were being held together only by a few fibres. I caught a glimpse of a pentagram as she moved towards her bedroom, and I had a feeling that her new ‘religion’ was going to be a little bit more intense than the ones that came before it.


CHAPTER 2
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That evening, the air in our small basement suite felt charged, almost electric. Genevieve had set up a makeshift altar in the den, the space that had once housed her meditation setup now transformed into a hub of black candles, herbs, and an assortment of strange talismans.

I couldn’t tell you where she got any of it, but suddenly, she had all of it.

The tattered books she'd brought home lay scattered about, their spines cracked, pages yellowing with age. Titles like "The Witches' Book of the Dead" and "Practical Magic" were prominently displayed, their covers apparently promising mysteries of the unseen world.

Everything, of course, had a pentagram on it, which seemed a bit gimmicky to me at first, but I suppose all Christian things have crosses on them…

I watched as she carefully arranged the candles in a circle, each flame flickering orange and red. She had always been meticulous, but there was a new intensity in her movements, as if she were channeling energy from somewhere deep within. With each item she placed on the altar, I felt a bit more concerned.

I wasn’t deeply christian by any means, but this witchcraft stuff made me nervous. I’d seen The Exorcist enough times to know not to get involved in anything like this. I never liked Ouija Boards or Tarot Cards…

“What are you doing?” I finally asked, leaning against the doorway, arms crossed defensively.

Genevieve turned, her freckled cheeks flushed with excitement. “I’m trying to connect with the elements, to see what energies are around us.” Her eyes sparkled, filled with a fervour I hadn't seen in a long time… since the beginning of the last big fad religion. “It’s about intention, you know? Setting your mind to harness what you want.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And what exactly do you want to harness? I don’t want any demons in our house.”

She shrugged, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “Maybe clarity? Maybe just a sense of belonging. This feels… right. Like I’m tapping into something ancient. You know, before our people were forced to become christians, they were pagans.”

“Pagan can mean a lot of things. And what do you mean, our people?” My grandparents were from Italy. I was pretty sure hers were from Poland.

I couldn’t help but feel skeptical. The last couple of years had been a whirlwind of phases, each one more bizarre than the last. “Do you really think this is the answer?” I asked, trying to mask my worry. I definitely didn’t want her to know that I was a bit scared of this sort of thing.

Genevieve waved her hand dismissively. “Just wait. You might find it interesting.” She turned back to the altar, retrieving a bundle of dried herbs from one of the books—a mix of sage, rosemary, and something that smelled sweet and earthy. She set the herbs alight, and a thin plume of smoke curled into the air. I had to admit that it was a cool-looking smoke plume, swirling and snaking around in neat shapes. There was something mesmerizing about it, but that didn’t mean that I was in any way believing in any of this.

As the smoke wafted around her, she began to chant softly, words I couldn’t quite make out. The rhythm was hypnotic. I had no idea where she learned this ‘chant’. I had a feeling she’d been researching this new fad for a while already; that was usually the case before she went full-send like she was doing now.

“Genevieve, what are you saying?” I whispered, the room suddenly feeling heavier.

“Invocations,” she replied, her eyes closed, completely lost in the moment. “I’m inviting the spirits of the earth to guide me. I want to understand them, to learn.”

“Remember, I said no demons,” I said with a small nervous laugh.

The atmosphere thickened, and I almost felt like the shadows in the room were shifting, responding to her call. I knew they weren’t, of course. I knew that it was just my nervousness manifesting into little hallucinations.

It was unsettling but oddly captivating. I stood there, watching as she poured salt in a line around the candles: protection, she called it. Protection from what? Why did we need protected? Nothing had ever tried to hurt us before; was something going to try to hurt us now?

The meticulous nature of her actions reminded me of how she used to pray, back when she believed in the Christian God. I could remember going to her house for dinners (our parents were on the same curling team), and she would look so serious and devote whenever they prayed before meals. I never understood why she didn’t just stick to that faith; it seemed to suit her.

As she continued, I noticed something change in her. The confident sparkle in her eyes was replaced by a more intense gaze, one that seemed… intense in a way that made me nervous. I didn’t like this witchcraft stuff. She reached for a small vial filled with a deep red liquid, the label reading “Blood of the Rose.” She held it delicately, as if it were a precious relic.

“Genevieve, that’s a bit much, isn’t it?” I ventured, my heart racing at the thought of where this could lead. I couldn’t help but remember her bathing in the blood of three different animals. The bathroom smelled like a slaughterhouse for days after that.

“Just trust me,” she replied, her voice now almost a whisper. “This is about finding the truth of who I am. I need to do this.”

With every new religious venture Genevieve undertook, there was always that same confidence. She was always so sure of her new beliefs.

With a deep breath, she opened the vial and poured a few drops onto the altar, the red liquid pooling next to the candles. I could feel the temperature in the room shift, the air thickening with something I couldn’t quite place. A chill crawled up my spine as she began to sway gently, lost in her invocation.

“Genevieve…” I started again, but the words caught in my throat. This was a side of her I hadn’t seen in a long time—passionate, determined, and perhaps a little dangerous, if there was any merit to any of this nonsense.

The candles flickered wildly, shadows dancing on the walls. There were moments those shadows looked like ghouls creeping towards us. “I don’t like this,” I said, even though it was an admission that I was scared.

Deep down, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this new path could lead her somewhere she might not want to go.

Suddenly, the room was silent. My heart was racing. I stepped back a few steps, and then I shook my head. “Genevieve, cut this stuff out, alright?”

She didn’t look back at me. She wasn’t moving.

“Genevieve, I mean it.”

Still, she wasn’t moving. My heart leaped. Sweat began to form on the back of my neck. “Genevieve!” I snapped.

Then she turned her head slowly to me, eyes lethargic as if she was channelling some crossed-over spirit. She stared at me with that blank look.

“Stop it,” I said.

She kept staring at me before rising up slowly. I was about ready to sprint out of our suite when she suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. “Oh man! I got you so good!” she said.

I let out a sigh of relief. “Cut it out. You’re not funny,” I said.

“Oh. Come on Trey. Laugh a little. It was just a joke.”

“I’m not laughing. I don’t like this stuff.”

“You’re being a spaz,” she said. “It’s not like that. It’s all about connecting with the earth, and with good spirits, and banishing bad spirits.”

I gazed over at one of her thick ancient tomes. “That literally says Black Magic Spells.” It was written on the book.

She blushed. “There is that too. I haven’t explored it yet. I’m just borrowing these from a friend. They’re very old and very valuable, so do me a favour and don’t mess around with them. I get that you don’t like them, but they’re expensive and they aren’t mine and I’d rather not have to replace them. They’re not going to hurt you, Trey. They’re just books.”

“Can’t you just make your weird pentagram circles… at a park somewhere? Or in the school basement like the goth kids used to do at school?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know, I bet you’ll be into this with me before the end of the month—once you see what it can do.”

“I want nothing to do with it,” I said, shaking my head defiantly. “I don’t want anything to do with that witch stuff.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being in tune with the spirits of the earth.”

I bit my tongue, trying not to cringe. This new fad was going to make a lot of people think that she was a weirdo. I could still remember that phone call I got from her mom the year before. “I’m worried that my daughter is joining a cult,” she said to me. “Please talk some sense into her. She’s not in a cult, right?”

I still think she was in a cult, but I never admitted it.

Now, this was all seeming very familiar. Classic Genevieve. I was no missionary—or even a big religious advocate—but I really just wished that she would find the Bible again and go back to being the sweet little catholic girl I went to high-school with. I was afraid of where these fads would take her—especially this one, which seemed to deal with ghosts and ghouls and demons.


CHAPTER 3
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Ididn’t exactly get used to the incantations over the next week. It didn’t help that Genevieve would practice her ‘magic’ at 3:00 AM, when, supposedly, magic was stronger. I would wake up to hums and chants—and sometimes loud cries that made me spring out from my bed. But Genevieve was always fine; the ‘screams’ were just part of her spells.

When she told me that her brother was coming to visit for the first time in six years, I was a bit nervous for her. I helped her set up a little bed in the corner of our den, near her floor pentagram. Then, I said, “Maybe… just while your brother is here… you could put some of this stuff away.”

“Why?” she asked.

I paused before answering, not wanting to offend her. “It might just be a lot for your brother to take in. I mean—he’s still pretty catholic, right?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah. But it’s fine. He won’t care.”

“Does he know that you’re a, uh… witch?” I didn’t even like saying it: witch. It sounded so cringe, like we were playing Dungeons & Dragons. But this wasn’t a role-playing game; this was her life. “I just don’t want you to, uh…”

“What?” She said.

I didn’t want to say ‘feel embarrassed’, because I didn’t want her thinking that I thought her new interest was embarrassing… but it was.

I bit my tongue and said, “I just don’t want you to have any tension between you and your brother.”

“It’s fine,” she said, waving me off. “He’ll be fine with it.”

But he wasn’t. He turned pale when he saw her big red pentagram. He wouldn’t go near it. His fiancee, who had come with him, wouldn’t even go into that den. They ended up going to sleep in a hotel, and then their five-day visit turned into a two-day visit when her brother suddenly said, “You know, we actually have a lot to get done back home, so we’re going to take off early.” It didn’t help that Genevieve insisted they sit down on the couch on their first night in town, so that she could waft incense over them while chanting ‘protection spells’. They looked so horribly uncomfortable. And I felt so awful for Genevieve. This nonsense was ruining her life, and she had no idea.

I thought that the failed brother visit would snap some sense into her… but it didn’t; she continued with her absurd spells and incantations—and then she even started making potions in a small cauldron—and my God, those potions smelled awful.

Well, maybe I was part of the problem; maybe I was an enabler, like those parents who buy their junkie kids drugs, hoping it will stop their kids from turning to bad means of procuring drugs. I often let Genevieve cast her ‘protection spells’ on me. I let her wave her hands over my head, and sometimes I would even repeat her spells if she asked me to. I even sipped a few of her potions.

And worse, I would always lie to her the next day when she asked, “Do you feel better? Do you feel more energized? Do you feel happier?”. I would nod my head and smile, and I would say, “Totally.” It’s probably should have told her the truth and said, “This crap doesn’t work, Genevieve.”

Because it didn’t work…

At least that’s what I thought, until one night, when Genevieve had a few of her new ‘witch friends’ over for drinks.

They had met on some website for witches. They were all female, but not the kind you’re excited to spend time with. They were quite obese. They wore clothes that were just far too tight for their plump bodies. They wore fishnets and black makeup, and their faces were heavily pierced, and some had strangely dyed hair—fried from bleach damage.

Genevieve invited me over to have drinks with them. She introduced them. Their names were fake: Storm, Mist Moon, Fire Tongue, Immortal Destiny. One girl told me her name was Uncle Laura; it was hard not to laugh when I realized that she was serious.

I had a drink with them… and then another. They took turns telling stories, which were all obviously fake. I was actually quite hopeful that the nonsense would shake some sense back into Genevieve. Immortal Destiny told us all a story about being trapped in the Shadow Realm for three months (she claimed this really happened), and she had to battle the spirit of Adolf Hitler in order to escape. “I banished him to a deeper circle of hell, so no one will have to deal with his spirit for at least another ten thousand years.”

I don’t know how I managed to keep a straight face. I was actually looking forward to telling my friends about this insanity. I was actually looking forward to having these stories to tell at parties for years.

It was around midnight when Mist Moon looked at me and said, “You think this is funny, don’t you?”

I guess I let a laugh slip. “Huh?” I said. “I mean—I just don’t really think you believe any of this yourselves.” I saw Genevieve’s face turn pale—but I was a few drinks deep and couldn’t quite control what I said. “It’s obviously nonsense. Come on… She said she defeated Adolf Hitler in a spirit battle.”

“You’re a non-believer,” Mist Moon said with narrowed eyes.

“If I’m being honest. Yes.”

“But you told me you could feel a difference after all of those empowerment spells,” Genevieve said softly. She looked into my eyes, filling me with a terrible sense of guilt.

“I was being nice,” I said. The liquor was betraying me. I was regretting every word that was coming out from my mouth, but I couldn’t stop myself from speaking.

They all stared at me with annoyed looks, as if I was the reincarnation of their high school bully.

“I’d love to believe this stuff—really. I wish you could prove to me that it was real,” I said.

“What would make you think this is real?” asked Fire Tongue, whose name was probably Amanda.

“I don’t know… Make the walls change colour.”

“That’s it?” Fire Tongue said. Then, she closed her eyes and raised her hands up. The other witches did the same thing. Then, Fire Tongue started talking in what I think was Latin. There was a long silence, and then they all lowered their hands. The walls had not changed colours.

I laughed.

“It doesn’t happen instantly,” Fire Tongue said. “Wait a few days, or a few weeks, and the powers of the universe will have the wall colours changed.”

“So you’ll wait until I’m out of the house one day, and you will come in and paint the walls? Do something… impossibly specific—something unmistakable. Make it snow. It hasn’t snowed in August before here. Make Soundgarden start performing again, with a new singer. I don’t know—turn that guy that just moved in next door into a girl. Something crazy. Something that I have to believe.”

After a moment of annoyed silence, they did it again: raising their hands up and chanting in Latin.

But, of course, nothing happened. I laughed again. Then, I stood up and started walking away. “I’m sorry, Genevieve. This is just nonsense. You’ve gotten into a lot of weird nonsense before—but never quite like this.”

She looked so embarrassed, and I felt so bad—but in my drunken state, I couldn’t seem to help myself.


CHAPTER 4
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The morning was awkward. I was in the kitchen sipping coffee and trying to make the headache go away when Genevieve walked into the room. She eyed me for a moment and then looked away sheepishly.

“I’m sorry about last night,” I said.

But she didn’t answer. She went about the business of making her breakfast.

“Really, Genevieve,” I said. “I didn’t mean to be a dick last night. I just couldn’t really help myself; I had too much to drink.”

“It’s fine, Trey,” she said without looking at me.

“I feel bad about it. I’m happy that you have something that you enjoy. Who cares what I think, right? Don’t worry about what other people think. Just do your thing.”

“You’re right,” she said.

“I think you should be a witch if you want to be a witch.”

“No—you’re right about it being nonsense. None of my spells have worked. None of this stuff works. I don’t know why I’ve wasted so much time with it. It’s just… stupid.”

A part of me wanted to jump up and down and cheer. Another part of me felt like absolute dog shit. She deserved to be happy—and she was happier as a witch than now, feeling like an idiot.

“I mean…” I said. “You saw those girls, right? That girl said she battled Hitler in another dimension.”

“Another realm,” Genevieve corrected me. Then she groaned and turned away from me, realizing how stupid it all was. “You’re right, Trey. Maybe I just need to… go back to church. Maybe that’s where I belong.”

“It’s worth looking into,” I said, hopeful.

She still wouldn’t look at me for more than a split-second. I’d embarrassed her—and I’d admitted to her that I’d lied to her for weeks. How could she even trust me now?

I didn’t see Genevieve for the rest of that day. But when I came home from work, the house had been cleaned up. The pentagram was gone, and so were the ancient witchcraft books. I walked around the house. I found all of that stuff stashed deep in the back of the cleaning closet. Better would have been the trash, but the cleaning closet was a step in the right direction.

I breathed in the air, which now smelled like an ocean-scented candle, and not like strange incense. There was no longer a cauldron in her bedroom. All of that super-black makeup had been cleaned up in the bathroom. Now, the vanity was nice and clean and tidy. “This is better,” I said aloud to myself.

And so I relaxed.

I sat on the couch, and then a voice made me jump. “All done,” a strange man said to me. He was wearing paint-stained overalls and a white cotton cap. I sprung to my feet. “What are you doing?”

“We just finished painting the basement,” he said, as another man came up from that basement, where we had been hanging out with the witch girls.

“Why?” I asked.

I assumed those witch girls had hired the painters—and then the front door opened and my landlord stepped in. He paused when he saw me. His cheeks turned red. “Sorry, Trey,” he said. “I thought you were at work.”

“No. I’m here. What’s going on?”

“We finally got the basement painted,” he said.

I paused. “Why? What do you mean, finally?”

“I sent you a message earlier this month,” he said. “Didn’t you get it? It was just about coming in to fix a few things in your place. The walls down there really needed a new coat of paint. We went with a different colour. I hope you don’t mind. A nice soft yellow.”

“O—Okay,” I said, watching the painters leave with their yellowed brushes and empty yellow buckets.

It was just a coincidence, of course. I didn’t get my landlord’s message—I checked that night in my spam folder, but it wasn’t there.

But an email did come in the next morning—an email that was just… impossible. “Just announced: Soundgarden Reunion Tour.”

“No,” I said, clicking the email. “This is impossible. It’s fake. Chris Cornell is dead.” I clicked the link.

‘Soundgarden will be going on tour with new singer, Michael Tenenbaum. Rage Against the Machine will be the opening. More details to come!’

“No,” I said aloud. ‘This is just impossible. It can’t be real.”

The yellow walls… the Soundgarden reunion. Was this just a coincidence? If it was, it was the biggest coincidence ever.

I was speechless. I wanted to tell Genevieve when she came into the room later, but I was afraid that the announcement would push her back into witchcraft. I didn’t want her showing interest in that crap again… but I felt like I needed to tell someone about this insane coincidence. Who could I tell?

I met up with a friend who I hadn’t seen in a few months. “It’s good to see you buddy,” he said, giving me a high-five. We ordered some drinks at a bar, and then I got right to telling him about the craziness with Genevieve. “These witch girls… they seemed so ridiculous. But they cast these spells—and the shit is actually coming true.”

I explained the ‘coincidences’ to him, but he was far from convinced. “Coincidences happen, man,” he said. “Maybe you saw some tabloid rumour about a Soundgarden concert. Maybe you did get the email about the wall painting—and that stuff was just in your subconscious.”

“Yeah. Maybe,” I said. “But what about the snow in August thing?” I took out my phone and checked the forecast. “It’s not in the forecast. Was that in my subconscious too?”

“It didn’t happen,” he said bluntly. “If that happens, then you might have something here.” He laughed and we had our drinks, and then we got to talking about other things.

It was 4:00 AM the next morning when I woke up to a buzzing. My phone was lit up. My friend was messaging me: a photo, taken from his bedroom window. “Dude,” he wrote. “It’s fucking snowing!”

I stared at the picture; it looked like his camera flash reflecting off of dust particles… so I went to my own window and looked out.

It was indeed snowing. And it kept snowing for about an hour before it finally stopped. An hour later, it was melted. Had my friend not woken me up, I would have never known.

It was only 6:00 AM when I went outside to try to get a picture of some of the snow on the ground. There was almost nothing left: just a few light patches, which looked more like frost than anything—but I knew it was snow. I heard a door opening nearby, so I looked up, towards the neighbour’s yard.

There, taking out the trash was the new neighbour: a young man—about twenty—who lived alone. I smiled and waved. He smiled back before heading back inside.

Then, I remembered that other challenge that I put to the witches: turning him into a girl.

I really don’t know why I suggested it to the witches; it was just the most absurd, impossible thing I could think of: physically changing a person into something else. It was literally impossible. A band reuniting with a new singer was possible. Snow in August was unlikely, but possible. Walls get painted all the time. But a man transforming into a woman—that can’t happen.

And now, he was still a man.

Even still, the string of coincidences was enough to have me believing that there was something to this witchcraft stuff: more that I really wanted to admit. And I definitely wasn’t going to tell Genevieve about the morning snowfall.

I could never tell her any of this. I couldn’t have her running back to witchcraft. Genevieve had just started going back to church, and she was rediscovering her christianity… slowly. She seemed much more level-headed, much more in her comfort zone. If she knew that those creepy Latin spells had actually worked…

I tried to convince myself that they were just coincidences. I tried to forget all about that curious night of witchcraft. I just wanted to move past it and pretend like it never happened.

But my friend was now interested. He showed up one day while Genevieve was in the kitchen, cooking dinner. “Hey man,” he said.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“I was just in the area, and, uh… I was wondering if Genevieve still had those witch books kicking around.”

I stepped out and closed the door so that Genevieve wouldn’t hear. I didn’t want her getting a renewed interest in witchcraft—and I didn’t want her knowing that I was telling people about that embarrassing episode in her life.

“I, uh, don’t really think she has any of that stuff. She threw it all out.”

“Really?” he said. “Maybe I can go in and ask her. I saw her in the window.” He started to move past me, but I stopped him.

“Why do you even want it? Aren’t you a Christian?”

“Yeah, but… I think it’s interesting. I just want to check it out.”

“No,” I said. “Um—I mean… I think the books are actually in a closet. I can grab them for you. Just wait here, okay? And, uh, don’t mention any of this stuff to Genevieve, alright? She’s a bit embarrassed about it all.”

“Okay, man. Whatever,” he said.

I went to get those books. I moved quietly—but quickly. I broke a bit of a sweat as I rushed past the kitchen carrying those books, knowing one glance over would get me into trouble. But she didn’t notice. I got the books to my buddy, and he smiled.

“I appreciate this,” he said. “Wow. These are old.”

“Yeah, and they’re apparently valuable, so be careful with them, okay? Bring them back to me—actually, scratch that. I’ll pick them up from you in a week, alright?”

“Sure thing, Trey. I appreciate this.

As he was walking away, I stopped him. “Just don’t get too into this stuff, alright? It’s really… creepy.”

“I just want to check it out,” he said. “Quit being so paranoid, Trey. It’s not going to kill me.”

My spine tingled. I didn’t like this at all. But I couldn’t blame him for being interested; that string of coincidences even had my curiosity piqued, but I was trying not to cave to my urges to investigate any further. I didn’t want to open my life up to demons or ghosts. I liked my life the way it was: demon-free. I didn’t need ‘protection spells’ to feel safe. I didn’t need ‘energizing potions’ to feel energized; I had coffee for that.


CHAPTER 5
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Later that evening, Genevieve’s old friend came for a four-day visit. She brought her little white dog with her. The little bugger kept biting at my ankles and shredding our couch pillows—not to mention the pissing on every rug in the house.

Two days into her stay at our house, there was a knock at my door. I peeked out the window and saw the Amazon delivery truck. I hadn’t ordered anything, but maybe Genevieve had, so I went to the door to receive the package.

I should have looked at the box before taking it inside. But it was too late; by the time I looked at the name on the box, the driver was gone. The address was correct, but the name was wrong.

I didn’t recognize the name: Gerald Perkins. But it was indeed our address.

I went to look up Gerald on Facebook, so I could let him know I had his package. I figured that would be easier than contacting Amazon and letting them know that there had been an error. As Facebook was loading, I heard a growling. I looked over and saw that shitty dog ripping that package into bits.

“No!” I cried, and I rushed over to pull the box away from him. He had a good hold on it. I pulled hard. “Let go, you little shit!” It’s worth pointing out that I was home alone with the dog while Genevieve and her friend were at the mall. “Let go of it!”

Finally, he let go. The package burst open and red and black lingerie went flying everywhere.

“Shit,” I groaned.

I picked it all up and brought it over to the table. Then, I saw the loaded Facebook profile now on my laptop screen. I knew the man: it was my new next door neighbour.

I paused, looking down at the lingerie. As far as I knew, he didn’t have a girlfriend… No women ever came or went. But obviously there was a woman in his life, because he’d apparently ordered a load of women’s clothing.

He’d just messed his address up by a single number. Accidents happen.

I found an old Amazon box and put the lingerie into it. I got some packing tape and carefully closed it so that it would look untouched. I peeled the label off the old box and put it on the new one, and then I walked the box over to Gerald’s house.

It was a minute before he answered the door. As the door opened, the smell of perfume hit me instantly. But it wasn’t a woman answering. It was Gerald, looking at me with a smile. “Hey. What’s going on?”

He looked even younger up close. It was my understanding that he had started some app building company while still in high-school, and now he had some decent self-made wealth. “Hi there. I, uh, think this is your package. It came to my house twenty minutes ago.”

In an instant, Gerald’s face turned from rosy to pale. He said nothing. His gaze slowly tracked down to the package and then back up to me. “Are you sure that’s mine?”

“You’re Gerald Perkins, right? Sorry, I looked you up on Facebook and recognized you.”

He took the box from me quickly, still pale. “Thanks for this,” he said. “I need to make sure I put my address in right on Amazon. I’m, uh, expecting some other things too. Just let me know if you get anything else.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

He smiled and closed the door on me. I went back to my place, heart racing. As I walked in, I saw that little white dog chewing on what I thought was a bone. I hadn’t given him a bone. Now, I was worried that it was one of the steaks from the fridge. Maybe he got in there somehow.

I went closer and saw that he was chewing on a long, thick, white dildo, still in some of its plastic wrapper. I gasped.

It must have been in that package. I snatched it away from him. It was huge. It was almost eleven inches long.

I took it to the trash and buried it deep, not wanting Genevieve to find it and think that it was mine.

I blushed all over. Why was Gerald buying lingerie and dildos?

Of course I couldn’t help but think about the spell that those witches had supposedly cast on him. I challenged them to do it: to turn my new neighbour, Gerald, into a woman. I never considered the possibility of them turning him into a woman-identifying transgender.

“Fuck,” I whispered. What had I done to that poor guy?
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I tried to remain positive; I tried to convince myself that Gerald was in some relationship that I just didn’t know about. I mean—it’s not like I sat by the window day and night and watched his house constantly. Maybe he did have a girlfriend coming by every so often—or maybe he just kept his dating life outside of the house.

Well, over the next few days, I found myself by the window a lot more often: often peering over at his house whenever lights went on in certain rooms. I couldn’t help but notice that his curtains were closed a whole lot more than they used to be. I used to be able to see a nice painting of the mountains through his living room window—but now those curtains were almost always closed.

And his bedroom window almost looked backed out, as if covered with black cardboard or a thick sheet. Maybe he just got blackout curtains to get a better sleep… or maybe he was doing something in there that he didn’t want anyone knowing about.

Over the coming days, Amazon delivery drivers came and went, dropping packages off at his door. He was always quick to snap them up, taking them inside like a spider pulling an unsuspecting ant into its lair.

A dreadful guilt churned inside of me. Did I do this to him? Did I convince those witches to make him into a crossdresser? Did Gerald suddenly think that he was a girl trapped in the body of a man?

Was it my fault? No—I didn’t cast the spell. And I wouldn’t have suggested the witches cast the spell if I thought there was any chance that it might work; I would never do that to a person.

I kept having nightmares about Gerald, in which he was going out into public dressed as a girl. And in those nightmares, he looked so absurd; his clothes fit so badly, and his makeup was so smeared and smudged. People would point and laugh, and I would feel all of his anxiety and dread. Oh God, why did I do this to him? He seemed like a nice guy. He was talented and hard-working—and now he was cursed by witches!

I started to wonder if I could possibly find Genevieve’s old witch friend and apologize so that they would undo their spells—particularly turning Gerald into a woman.

I kept convincing myself that Gerald was still himself. I kept convincing myself that the lingerie was bought for someone else—or maybe it was bought as a joke. Maybe he was pulling some prank on some old friend. I didn’t know Gerald at all. I knew nothing about him. Maybe he had a good sense of humour.

Then, one night, I saw him. It was late and I couldn’t sleep. I’d been tossing and turning in my bed, still thinking about the possibility that magic is real, when I heard a door close. It was a hot night, so my window was open. I recognized the rattle of Gerald’s back screen door. I sat up, not turning on my light, and I peered out into Gerald’s backyard. There, I saw a woman stepping out. It took a few seconds before I realized the woman was Gerald—and the realization came when I recognized the red lacy one-piece she was wearing (I had to pull it out from that dog’s mouth).

Now, Gerald, all shaved and wearing a wig and makeup and lingerie, was leaning against his deck railing. He held his phone out and snapped a few selfies before sheepishly looking around and retreating back into his house, back behind the safety of closed curtains.

At first, I tried to convince myself it wasn’t him, but a girlfriend. But I knew it was him. I could recognize him through the makeup and the wig. Gerald had a number of tattoos, which were obvious giveaways. It seemed hard to believe that his hypothetical girlfriend had not one, but many matching tattoos.

Gerald was a crossdresser.

It was my fault.

I turned Gerald into a crossdresser.

Oh God! The guilt was so intense. I felt like a murderer. I felt like I was responsible for the future destruction of Gerald’s social life, of his good reputation. I only pitched his gender-change as a joke: a completely random idea that I picked out of thin air. I only said it because it was so random and stupid!

I had to fix this…

But there was a small sense of relief that came about thirty minutes later when I heard that squeaky screen door rattle against the vinyl siding of the house. I peered out again and saw him again—or maybe I should say her. Now, she was getting more selfies with her phone. She’d fixed her hair a bit and tweaked her makeup. Maybe she was taking pictures for some dating profile, or maybe just a social media page for her new feminine identity. She’d flicked on her porch light, so I could see her better—and the relief came as I saw that she actually looked kind of like a girl.

Maybe it’s weird to call that a ‘relief’, but it sure came as a big relief. All of those nightmares that I had, where Gerald looked like the Incredible Hulk in a dress, were no longer at the front of my mind. Gerald actually passed as a chick. If he were to go out, most people probably wouldn’t pause and take a second look. People weren’t going to be taking photos when he wasn’t looking and sending them to his friends. He wasn’t going to be a total laughing stock…

But his reputation was still in danger.

I had no idea how far he was going to take this. He was taking selfies for something… or someone.

I didn’t want him to come out to his friends and family, especially if this wasn’t a decision that he was making by himself. He was just doing this because of a witch’s spell—not because he had ever actually wanted to be a woman.

I watched for another moment as the feminized Gerald brushed her hair away from her eyes and smiled cutely for a picture.

I did have to admit that she was pretty cute. I mean—she had the type of feminine proportions that I typically liked in a girl. I knew Gerald was a smaller guy, but I never realized he was so petite. He had long legs and a curvy figure, with a thin waist. He fit into the little lingerie dress that he was now wearing. He was flat-chested, but I’d always like girls with small tits⁠—

I shook my head. Where were these thoughts coming from? Why was I looking Gerald up and down as if he was a real girl? I had to remind myself that he was a guy, and he was under a witch’s spell.


CHAPTER 6
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Mist Moon wasn’t hard to find. There weren’t many people in the city with the same name on Facebook.

I couldn’t message her until she accepted my friend request, so I waited, impatiently, worried that each passing hour was one hour closer to the total destruction of Gerald’s masculinity. I was worried that he wouldn’t be able to undo what he was potentially doing to himself. I’d done some research into female hormones that morning, and I saw that certain changes can’t be undone without surgeries—and there was a possibility of him being infertile for his whole life… assuming he was taking hormone pills.

If he was truly ‘turning into a woman’, then surely he was taking those pills. They weren’t hard to acquire; they could be bought online for fairly cheap.

But it was the damage to his social reputation that I was worried about. Maybe he had conservative parents who would die if they found out their son was transitioning. Maybe he had friends who didn’t approve of that kind of thing. After all, I remembered seeing crosses on his walls… before he started keeping his curtains closed.

It took a few days before Mist Moon approved of my friend request. She messaged me before I could message her. “Did you add me just so that you could make fun of me again?”

I was quick to reply, wanting to make sure I got my bit in before she unfriended me and blocked me. “I actually wanted to say sorry for that night,” I wrote to her. “I had a bit too much to drink and I said things that I didn’t mean.”

“Alcohol doesn’t make us lie,” she said back. “It brings out the truth. Plus, while you were out of the room earlier that night, we put a truth hex on your drink before you came back and drank it—so you had no choice but to tell the truth.”

My instinct was to roll my eyes and tell her that she sounded absolutely nuts… but I’d witnessed too much impossibleness over the past few weeks; I had to challenge myself to take her seriously. “Well I have to hand it to you,” I wrote. “It really worked. I guess you’re right; I was telling the truth; I didn’t believe in any of that stuff. But maybe I’m starting to, and I just want to say sorry for being so ignorant.”

It took a while before she replied. I was afraid that she was going to screenshot my messages and send them to Genevieve, to ask her if my apology was genuine or not. I hadn’t mentioned the witchcraft stuff to Genevieve since the morning after those spells were cast. I didn’t want to talk to her about it.

Now, Genevieve was going to church regularly. She had started to dress more normally—no more goth clothes, no more fishnets out of the house, no more pitch-black eye makeup. She’d been seeing her family more often, which seemed to be making her happier. She had even reached out to her brother, and now her brother and his fiancee were planning to make another trip out. This time, they weren’t going to be asked to sleep next to a pentagram that had possibly been drawn with the blood of some animal.

Her life was better. Maybe me making a stink at her little party had saved her.

Now, I needed to save Gerald.

“Apology accepted,” she wrote to me.

Now, I needed to think of a way to ask her to undo the spell she concocted in our basement. I felt embarrassed even entertaining this sort of business—but I’d seen what this ‘magic’ could do, and if it could create a mess like then, then maybe it could undo it too.

It was my only real hope.

“I was wondering if you could maybe just quickly undo one of the spells you cast,” I wrote to her. “Maybe we can meet up and I’ll buy you a drink and you can just quickly undo a spell.” I was trying to keep it sounding casual; I was afraid of sounding desperate, making her think that I was only apologizing because I wanted a favour in return.

Sadly, I didn’t get far with Mist Moon. She replied with laughing-face emojis, and then she said, “I had a feeling you just want to beg us to help you. So sorry, Trey. We aren’t undoing that hex we put on you. But don’t worry, it’s only temporary. It will fade after a year. We only put it on you to teach you a lesson, and something tells me you haven’t learned it yet.”

“What hex?” I wrote back to her, but it was too late. Her profile vanished; I’d been blocked. I guess I really offended those girls that night.

But what hex were they talking about? I knew that she put a ‘curse’ on Gerald—but not on me. And what even is a hex? I had to look it up. I ended up scouring the internet all night, trying to find information from a ‘reputable’ source. And by reputable, I mean reputable within the witching community. Of course, there was plenty of content written about hexes in Harry Potter and whatnot—but I needed to find out what a hex was in the context of real witchcraft.

Then, I remembered those books; the ones that I gave to my friend. I remembered seeing them in front of the girls on that night. The Latin spell she chanted was probably written in that book. And I just happened to to have an app on my phone that could take a picture of a page in a book and translate it into English.

So next, I needed to retrieve those books. Maybe there was a hex on me, but it could probably be undone. More importantly, I needed to undo the spell that had been cast on Gerald before it was too late. The hex on me wasn’t important; they probably just made me repulsive to women or something petty. I would survive without being attractive to girls for a year. Gerald needed my help now.
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Getting the books back was easy enough. I simply told my friend that Genevieve had borrowed them, and the owner of the books was asking for them back. When I went to pick the books up, my friend had a peculiarly pale countenance. He handed me the books without saying anything.

“Is everything alright?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment, as if he was trying to think of how to answer me, and then he said, “I’m really not sure you would believe me if I told you.”

“What? What is it?” I asked.

“These books…” he said. “Maybe I’m crazy—but I don’t think we should be messing with them. I don’t think it’s our business to meddle with the world like this.”

“I agree,” I told him. I could still see that nervous sort of look on his face. “Why? What happened?”

“Like I said… You wouldn’t believe me. Just take the books, Trey. Pretend you never gave them to me.”

“What happened, man?”

“Just take them.”

“Tell me what happened.”

He sighed. He looked around, as if to make sure there was nobody around to hear. Then, his cheeks turned red and he bit his lip. “So there’s this girl at work. She started a few weeks ago, and she’s, like… really pretty. Way out of my league. All the guys at work are completely obsessed with her. Anyway… I was using an app to translate one of the spell books there, and I came across a ‘love incantation’. I figured I would just try it out. I followed the instructions, and I… you know, said her name where it said to say the girl’s name. I even, uh… got a bit of her hair for the spell to work. I took it off her hair brush that she left on her desk. The next day… well, I was just sitting at home, and there was a knock at the door.

“I answered the door, and it was her. Her hair was wet and her makeup was smudged from the rain. I let her in, of course. She asked if she could towel off and possibly borrow some dry clothes. She knew where I lived because of the car-pool schedule, and she happened to be in the area when the rain started falling.

“So I was just waiting in my living room when she came out of the bathroom, completely naked. She looked at me for a moment, and then she started begging me to… you know…”

“Have sex with her?” I said.

He nodded his head. He looked around again. “She’s out getting lunch with a friend right now,” he whispered. “She’ll be back soon.”

“So you’re dating? Why aren’t you happy?”

“I’m thrilled,” he said. “But… she won’t leave. I mean—she left to get lunch… but she’s basically moved in. Whenever I go out, she wants to go with me. It was cool and cute at first, but now it’s starting to get a bit weird. She’s completely in love with me. I heard her on the phone with her mom yesterday, saying that we were going to get married and have kids. I—I don’t want her to see these books. I don’t want her to know that this stuff had anything to do with it. And please, Trey, don’t ever tell anyone that I used that spell to win her over.”

Still, he looked nervous and guilty—and a bit exhausted. I felt like I had a good idea of that guilt he was dealing with; I knew what it felt like to be responsible for changing someone’s desires against their will. I knew that terrible uncertainty: not knowing the repercussions of any of this.

“You should undo the spell, man,” I said. “It’s not right to meddle with people’s freewill like that.”

“I know,” he said. “But… I thought about it, and she’s happy, isn’t she? In fact, she’s probably happier now than she was before. Whatever it was that she wanted before—maybe she wasn’t able to have it, or it was a challenge to keep it. But me… She can have me. Think about it. Thanks to me, she has exactly what she wants.”

I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I didn’t like what he was saying, but I couldn’t quite refute it. There was some sense to it, even though it seemed nefarious.

And I found myself thinking a whole lot about what he’d said to me. I thought a lot about that moral dilemma; it really wasn’t quite as black and white as I originally thought it was.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas flipping through that spell book, looking for a way to reverse incantations, when I found the page my friend had discovered (it was easy to find because he had it dog-eared). I used my phone app to translate it, reading it curiously. It was a surprisingly simple spell. And it came with a warning: ‘Do not use this spell if you aren’t experienced with the intricacies of incantations’. I really didn’t know what that meant.

On the next page was a reversal spell… but only for the love incantation. It was nice to know that it could be undone, for the sake of my friend’s new girlfriend. Hopefully he wouldn’t get too carried away with this false romance.

I heard a small giggle out my bedroom window. I stood up and peered out, seeing Gerald, feminized, dolled up, now sitting on a lawn chair on her deck, watching TikTok videos on her phone. She had a cute smile on her face.

I really did have to admit that she looked like she was enjoying being a ‘woman’. It really did seem like she was calm and happy—and I can’t say that Gerald had always come across as calm and happy. In fact, when I first saw him, I immediately thought that he was a complete stress-case. He was so tense, so nervous… but now, as a girl, she was just vibing.

She was in her element—but maybe it was a fabricated sense of calm. Maybe she was just under a spell, and the happiness wasn’t genuine.

That raised some interesting moral questions; what is genuine happiness? If the spell was making her happy, was it really so bad? Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe Gerald had been struggling to feel comfortable with his identity—and maybe that wasn’t the case anymore, thanks to that spell.

Would it be mean to undo the spell and put her back into her state of usual stress?

Now, she was wearing a little bikini, covering her flat chest. Her long legs were a soft shade of peach in that late-August sunshine. Her toes were painted pink.

She just looked so calm, cute, and happy.

And there really was a certain allure to her. My initial fears with her spellbound feminization were that she would be forever outcast and unwanted, but it was hard to imagine that scenario now. In fact, I was almost sure that she would easily find many men who would want her badly despite her biological reality.

I stopped flipping through that book. I was no longer sure of what I needed to do. I needed to consider my options, and I needed to really think hard on the philosophy of the conundrum. Did I need to prioritize Gerald’s happiness or her freewill?
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There was another delivery mistake three days later: a box came to my door with my correct address, but this time the name was Grace Perkins. Perkins was Gerald’s last name…

I knew that I should have walked the package over to Gerald’s house, but I was swept away by a tingling curiosity. I decided to open the box. Inside, I found a number of girly outfits: some lingerie, some skirts, some dresses. There was a package of pink lacy panties, and a B-cup bra. There was a vibrating ‘prostate stimulator’, which was shaped like a crooked cock. There was makeup and a set of false lashes.

I taped up the box with packing tape and I walked it over. I knocked, but nobody answered, so I left the box on the doorstep. From my bedroom window, I watched as ‘Grace’ took the box in ten minutes later.

From my estimates, no longer was she known as Gerald. Now, she was Grace. Her feminization was progressing, and it was quite possible that she was too far gone to bring back.

I saw her again later, in her backyard, wearing one of the little dresses that I saw in that box. It was a yellow mini-dress with a faint floral print. It was actually really cute on her, especially with the white stockings she wore, stretched up almost to her knees. She looked so precious as she went about her backyard, pulling weeds around old flowers. She had never taken interest in her garden before, but maybe that feminine interest came with being converted to femininity.

Again: she looked so happy and peaceful, and it seemed totally absurd to take it away from her.

I found myself watching her for a long, long time. There was just something so mesmerizing about her. The name Grace was so fitting, because she really was so graceful—like watching a butterfly flutter through a garden. I heard her humming with girly tones. I heard her giggling at jokes in her head.

My God—if she had been a real woman, I would have probably been in love…

Or did I care?

I’d never considered the idea of being with a trans girl before. As the thought first entered my head, I tried to push it away because it seemed so far out of my comfort zone. But after just a few minutes of considering it, it really didn’t seem so weird. Maybe that was just some preprogrammed prejudice—some leftover feelings from hearing school kids calling wimpy guys ‘girls’. Who would really care if I was with a trans girl? Would I care if someone cared?

And who would even know?

Looking at Grace now… how could you know? She was completely convincing from head to toe. Even bent over, able to see her pink panties from behind, I could barely make out the bulge of her package, which was shaved and stuffed into those lacy undies. I knew biological women who weren’t a fraction as feminine as Grace. Hell—I’d dated some, and that never seemed weird.

I finally managed to look away from Grace when she turned to look towards my window. I jumped out of the way, heart racing, and then I forced myself to move onto other business.

But that night, I had the opportunity to watch her again. This time, she hadn’t been so diligent about keeping her curtains closed. She wasn’t doing anything raunchy or overly private; she was simply on her couch, watching something on her television. I just watched her for a little bit—I know that it sounds so creepy, but the way she was laying on the couch, the way she was smiling… it was so hard to look away.

She really did look happy, and I was still really trying to wrap my head around this whole complicated conundrum.

That night, I went back through that book, using my phone app, and I found a spell that claimed to be a reversal for most common incantations. Was gender-changing a common incantation? The description was vague, but it had potential. Though looking at the peaceful, happy Grace, I wasn’t sure it was right to change her back.

I kept a slip of paper on that page, in case I needed to find it. I decided that I would wait. I would think more about it… and make a decision another time.


CHAPTER 8
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We’ve all done things that we aren’t proud of in our lives. We’ve all acted selfishly at some point, driven by some strong desire to have something, or to experience some experience that just seems out of reach without the help of some selfish behaviour or another.

Okay, I’ll stop being so vague and I’ll admit to you what I did. After watching Grace again the next day, I decided to experiment a little bit with that spell book. I flipped to the page that my friend had left dog-eared, and I took out my phone to translate the words, to ensure that I was about to read the correct spell—and so that I would place the name ‘Grace’ in the correct part of the incantation.

I’m really not proud of what I did. I shouldn’t have messed with that magic. I should have minded my own business and stayed away from those evil spells altogether. I knew that I was opening up a can of moral dilemma. Sure, I would possibly be making her happy—and maybe even happier than she currently was—but it was at the price of her freewill. She would be totally oblivious to any of it. And was that right? If the end result was her happiness, was it justified?

I had to first conduct an ‘operation’: jumping her fence and creeping up to her deck where she had been lounging. I found a single blonde hair on her deck chair, and I took it back to my house, to aid with the spell. Genevieve was out for the night, so I read the spell—but even though I was alone, I made sure to remain quiet.

And I have another confession to make; there was a part of the spell where the spell caster gets to choose the ‘intensity’ of the incarnation. There was an option to make her ‘excited’ about the proposition of romance. There was an option to make her properly ‘in love’, and then there was option to make her ‘insatiably obsessed’. I suppose I figured that I could always reverse the spell later on, so there was no harm in going the extra mile… I read the third paragraph instead of the lite-versions.

It was a moment of weakness. I’d been watching her in the garden, looking so beautiful, so radiant… I just found myself wanting to be with her, to feel her in my arms, to feel her lips against mine. It wasn’t even a sexual desire that have overcome me; it was just an intense desire to share a romance with the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.

So I cast the spell. It began to rain shortly after—and then the rain turned into a wild thunderstorm. Then, there was a power outage, and the whole neighbourhood turned so dark that, when the rainclouds cleared, you could see the Milky Way flowing above the houses.

People were out scooping water out of their window wells. Even I had to mop up some water in our now-yellow basement as it seeped in through cracks in our old foundation.

Then, around 11:00 PM, there was a knock at the door. I assumed it was Genevieve coming home earlier from her date (I saw her house key on the table earlier, and knew she’d forgotten it at home), so I didn’t even check the peephole before throwing the door open.

It wasn’t Genevieve; it was Grace. And she was in a small dress, wig, and makeup. It was the first time I’d seen her up close—and, as far as I knew, it was the first time she’d left her property as a girl.

She had a nervous look on her face: cheeks red. “I hate to do this so late at night,” she said softly. It was the first time I’d heard her feminine voice; it wasn’t totally convincing, but it was cute. “There’s a lot of water in my basement, and I need someone to help move a few things before they get soaked.”

“No problem,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. Of course my heart was racing. Of course I was thinking about the fact that I’d just cast a spell on her, supposedly making her madly in love with me. And no, she was staring into my eyes; that look made my skin tingle all over. I tried not to think too much into it. I did believe in that witch magic, but I wasn’t convinced that I was capable of casting it.

She took me over to her house. Before letting me inside, she turned to me and said, “I know this is super awkward, but… I’m Gerald. I mean—I go by Grace now.” Her face was dark red; I could tell it was the first time she’d come out to anyone.

“Oh. Really?” I said awkward, because I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

She said nothing; there was a frighteningly awkward silence, and then we went into her house. Her house was clean, and it smelled like flowers and vanilla.

She led me to the basement stairs and opened the door. There, I could see six inches of water glimmering on the ground, like a small lake inside of her house. “It’s a lot of water,” she said.

“Wow,” I said.

“There’s two sofa chairs, a couch, and a table,” she said. “The rest I can lift on my own; but the furniture is just too heavy, and if it sits in water overnight, it will be ruined.”

“No problem. Just let me go grab my boots.” I went back to my house, changed into my biggest pair of fishing boots, and I returned to Grace’s lovely home.

We went down together and started with the big couch. She wasn’t very strong, so she struggled to lift her end. She made lots of cute little grunts and groans as we pulled the couch up the stairs to dry land. Then we went back for the rest of the heavy furniture. She really was quite weak, and ended up dropping her side of the sofa chair, splashing herself with water. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah. Just wet,” she said.

It took fifteen minutes to get the big stuff out of her basement. I looked over and saw all of the unpacked cardboard boxes sitting in water. “Let’s start hauling that stuff up,” I said.

“I can do that,” she blushed. “I don’t want to burden you.”

“I’m happy to help,” I smiled.

She stared into my eyes.

“Do you mind if I just go and change out of these wet clothes?” she asked.

I shook my head. Now, if you remember the tale my friend told me a few days earlier, then you can guess what happened next. It was ten minutes later when she reappeared, now clad in skimpy red lingerie. She stood there, blushing. The lingerie was so tight that it didn’t even keep her cock inside: that small erection was out, pointing up, as she stood there blushing.

And someone with more willpower than me would have politely rejected her, gone home, and undid that spell… but I wasn’t feeling so strong. Seeing her in that lingerie, presenting herself to me… even her erect cock had me mesmerized.

“You look nice,” I said awkwardly.

“I feel nice too,” she whispered.

I caved completely. I was the progenitor of all of this. I was the one who cast the spell to make her want me like this. Everything that I was doing was so wrong, but I did it anyway. I went over to her and we went to that couch in the living room. I threw her down on it and I mounted her, with her thighs warmly embracing my sides. I felt her body and I pulled down her lingerie top, revealing cute small breasts. I grabbed her nipples and gently massaged them, making her moan.

Nothing else was said. I leaned in and kissed her. Our tongues tied together. Our lips mashed together. After a moment, my erection was slipping into her butthole, which she must have lubricated while she was changing. I plunged deep into her and I thrusted hard. The sounds out of her mouth were amazing—but that guilt never went away inside of my gut.

The more she moaned, the guiltier I felt. When her cock started spurting globs of cum onto her tummy, the guilt reached an awful climax, and I had to force myself to look away—not because I was grossed out—oh no, quite the opposite! I was so enamoured by her that I fell into an awful state of despair, knowing that I was only getting her because I’d cheated nature. I had spat in the face of freewill and I acted so selfishly.

I pulled out before finishing inside of her, and she looked at me with wide, glossy eyes. “What’s the matter?” she asked, half out of breath.

“I—I just… I need to go home,” I said. I left her like that, feeling confused and vulnerable—and maybe that was the worst thing that I did to her. Maybe I should have just finished, made her happy, and then quietly reversed the spell once I was back in my bedroom.

Who was I to play God? Who was I to change the will of a supposedly free person?


CHAPTER 9
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Her lust for me—or I should say, the lust that I bestowed onto her through witchcraft—overwhelmed her. It was late when I heard the door opening to my bedroom. I sat up, thinking Genevieve had come home and was checking in on me—but then I saw a much more petite figure in the doorway. I saw a hint of lace shining through the moonlight. I smelled that unmistakable perfume. She said nothing.

I couldn’t see her face in the darkness, but I could somehow see her nervousness; maybe it was in her body, which was tense, moving slowly towards me, as if she was constantly half-expecting me to angrily reject her. But I couldn’t reject her. I couldn’t turn her away, no matter how hard I tried. I knew it was wrong to let her into my bed… but I wanted her so badly.

We picked up where we left off. I pushed into her, under the covers. I made her moan loudly. I made her clutch at my bed sheets. I pumped into her until I was unloading in her tight hole.

And then we kissed, tongues tying together. She was hard, grinding against me. The feeling of her throbbing shaft was strangely satisfying. I reached down and played with it while we kissed: squeezing it, stroking it, massaging her tip with the tip of my thumb, making her giggle.

Then, she took her cock from me and pushed it into my butt. She penetrated me, and I froze up. She rolled me onto my back and begun thrusting into my body.

I groaned loudly.

She pushed her fingernails into my chest. She thrusted hard, making the whole bed rattle against the wall. I felt every inch of her cock. I felt her veins and her bulbous shaft. I felt her foreskin sliding back and forth.

Then, after ten minutes of blissful euphoria, I felt the wet, warm gushing of cum, spilling deep inside of me.

I knew that it was wrong. I knew that I was deceiving her. I knew the lines between right and wrong had been blurred, and I was a guilty culprit… but I just couldn’t convince myself to stop.

I let her sleep in my bed. Or maybe I made her sleep in my bed. If my witchcraft made her desire me, was it not then my witchcraft making her want to sleep in my bed?

And that again raised the question: was her happiness genuine? She was peacefully snuggled into me, with a little smile on her cute face. But was that real? What were the consequences of that little smile?

Why couldn’t I bring myself to tell her the truth.

In the morning, she was still there, curled up against me like a soft kitten. I ran my fingers through her soft hair. Now, she wasn’t wearing a wig, but her hair had grown long enough to seem feminine. She snuggled her bum back as I played with her hair. Her soft bum made me hard, and my erection made her giggle.

We kissed some more, and then, as she was reaching down to stroke me, I noticed the spell book that I’d left on the desk.

In a moment of confidence—and maybe foolishness—I suddenly said, “I put a spell on you.”

She paused. After a small giggle, she said, “What?”

“I… I used a witch’s spell book to make you fall for me.”

She giggled again, looking at me with a blushing smile. Then, after a long, awkward silence, her look turned from giggling silliness to confusion. “You did what?”

I motioned towards the book. “A friend of mine tried it, and it worked for him. So… So I tried it on you… because I really like you.”

She kept staring at me with that confused look. I showed her the book. I knew I was confessing my guilt and making myself totally vulnerable to scorn and embarrassment, but I needed to be honest with her. I couldn’t stand the thought of using her against her will—if that even was what was happening.

I really didn’t know anymore.

She was pale now. I could tell that she believed my story—though I wasn’t sure she believed in the magic aspect. “They put a spell on you,” I said. “The witches… my roommate’s witch friends. They were here, and I told them to put a spell on you, as a joke, to make you into a woman.”

She just stared at me with that pale face.

“I know it sounds crazy, but… just think about it. Just think about when this all started for you. And think about how you suddenly had feelings for me yesterday—how you were compelled to come over to my house last night.”

“I needed help moving furniture,” she said with a quiet voice.

“Yes, but you came to me!” I said. “You didn’t go to the other neighbours. I mean… just admit that you suddenly had a strong desire to be with me. I did that to you. That was me casting a spell on you—and it wasn’t right. I’m sorry. I will reverse it.”

“I went to your house because I saw you had a flashlight on. The other houses were dark.”

“But just think about it,” I said. “You really wanted to be with me.”

She shuddered with what seemed like disgust. “I really need to go,” she said sheepishly, and she got out of bed, naked, and picked up her little lingerie outfit. She looked around and spotted a shirt and said, “I’m going to borrow that, just to walk home.”

“Okay,” I said.

I watched her go. I felt sick. I felt like I’d just confessed to a murder. Oh God, it was so embarrassing… but I did the right thing” I told her the truth, and I no longer felt like I was deceiving her in the ugliest way possible.

At least I almost did the right thing. I couldn’t bring myself to read that reversal spell… I just didn’t want to end that desire she had for me, because I still wanted her so badly. That night, she came back, knocking gently on the door. When I answered, she stared at me for a long moment, and before I could apologize again for what I did, she threw herself at me. She kissed me and I took her back to my bedroom. This time, Genevieve was home; she probably heard the moaning and the thumping and the sound of the bed frame rattling wildly against the wall as we took turns on top.

And again, Grace stayed the night, sleeping happily and peacefully, snuggled up against me, warm and soft.

I knew that I needed to do the right thing and put an end to the magical spells. I knew that I needed to give her back her freewill.

That evening, even though it was so, so hard to do, I bit my tongue and read that reversal spell from that ancient spell book. I waited for the crack of thunder or the flickering lights, but this time, none of that happened.

I just had to trust that the spell worked…

Sadly, I must have read it incorrectly, because that night, Grace came back, dressed in a black satin outfit with white lace embellishments. She lifted up that little skirt, showing me that she wasn’t wearing panties—and showing me that she was hard. “Want to share a bed again tonight?” she asked softly.

I knew that the spell had failed. I knew that I’d done something wrong; maybe I was supposed to get a piece of her hair again. Maybe I was supposed to insert her name at some point in the incantation. I should have done a more careful job during the translation process, so I knew what I was saying when I was reading that old latin.

I should have turned Grace down, knowing that she wasn’t technically acting on her own freewill, depending on how you philosophized the scenario…

But I didn’t. I let her put me onto my hands and knees. I let her position me how she wanted me. I let her penetrate me with every inch of her cute cock, and I let her thrust into me for the next thirty minutes, pounding her hard shaft deep into my body. She fucked me so hard that I came without even touching myself. My cum gushed onto my bed sheets before she finished inside of me.

It felt fantastic. But it was still so wrong.

A few hours later, she was all over me again. She wanted me so badly, and I just knew that it was magically fabricated lust. I knew that I was going to need to refer to an expert for help—even if the expert was going to laugh in my face or scold me.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get any help from Mist Moon or Fire Tongue or the other witches.

I knew that I needed to go to Genevieve: the only person who had spent weeks (or maybe months) studying witchcraft—who didn’t hate my guts.
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After Grace snuck out in the morning, I got dressed and tapped gently on Genevieve’s door. I was already humiliated about what I was about to confess. I was already dreading the consequences of this big confession—this big plea for help. I was about to admit to Genevieve that witchcraft was real and it was insanely effective. This confession would surely pull her away from the church, and plunge her back into that world that had alienated her friends and family members.

Not only that, I was about to confess to my oldest and best friend that I had fallen in love with a crossdresser, who I had in a sense created, and I had forced love for me upon her using witchcraft. Genevieve was going to think that I was a monster. All of the respect she had for me was going to fly out the window.

Genevieve answered the door a minute later, rubbing her eyes. “I’m sorry to wake you up, but it’s kind of important,” I said sheepishly.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I… I just…” A lump began to form in my throat. At first it was like a marble… but after a minute, it was like a tennis ball. “I need your help with something that I, uh… did… to someone else.”

Her face turned pale. “Trey… did you commit a crime? Please tell me you didn’t hurt someone…”

She was suddenly awake, body tense, staring into my eyes with terror.

“No. Nothing like that. I mean—I don’t know. I didn’t commit a literal crime. I’m not going to go to jail. But maybe a moral crime. No matter how hard I try to convince myself that it was well-intentioned, the reality is… it was selfish.”

“What did you do? Did you rob a bank?

I shook my head. Then, I explained everything to her, starting from that night in the basement with her friends. “Remember the thing about the walls changing colour? Remember how the next day, the painters came and made the basement yellow?”

“A coincidence,” she insisted.

I shook my head. “No,” I said firmly. “And then the Soundgarden reunion. Did you hear about it? Then it snowed; I took pictures of it. Then I gave your books to my friend, and he used a spell to make a girl fall in love with him—and it worked.”

“So what?” she said. “What does this have to do with you?”

“Remember the thing about the neighbour?” I said, feeling my skin turning white. “About making him into a girl? Well… it worked.”

“What?”

“He started taking pills. He started wearing women’s clothing. He—I mean, she—goes by Grace now. Tell me how that can be a coincidence.”

I could tell that Genevieve was starting to believe. Her lips parted and she said nothing; she just stared at me, stunned in her state of disbelief.

“I wanted to reverse the spell,” I said. “I went to Mist Moon for help, but she laughed at me. So I got those old books back, and then…”

“What?”

“I don’t know how to tell you this… but I really like Grace. She’s so pretty and fun and vibrant… I found the spell to make her love me, and… I read it.”

“Trey!” Genevieve gasped.

“I know!” I groaned. “And it worked. And… I’ve been seeing her at night.”

“Is that who you’ve had over?” Her eyes were like dinner plates now.

I nodded my head. “I tried to reverse the spell,” I said. “But… it didn’t work. I think I’m reading it wrong, or I’m missing something. I tried translating the page, but the instructions are kind of vague. There are references to other spells and stuff—I just don’t know what I’m doing. I really like Grace; I like her a lot… but I don’t want to be doing this to her. I don’t want to fool her into loving me. She deserves to make her own decisions. I need help. You know those books. You know how these spells work, and I have no idea what I’m doing. Please, Genevieve. Help me fix all of this.”

“I can’t believe the spell worked…” she said.

“I know. I wouldn’t have cast it if I truly thought that it would work.”

“No,” Genevieve said with that stunned look on her face. ‘Not that spell... The spell we cast on you.”

I paused. “What?”

I remembered Mist Moon mentioned a spell that they had put on me. I think she called it a ‘hex’. I assumed she had just made repulsive to women; she mentioned that it was just temporary. But now, I was starting to think that the spell was a little more sinister than that. “What did you girls do to me?” I asked, stuttering slightly.

“After you left that night…” she looked down at the floor. “Oh God, Trey, I’m sorry; it was my idea. I was so mad at you for embarrassing me like that. I just felt so… angry. I just wanted to get back at you. And not to defend myself, but I’d been drinking. I completely forgot all about that until now. I didn’t actually think that it would work; I never actually believed in that stuff… but I guess it worked.”

“What?” I said, unable to stand this tension any longer.

“We put a hex on you. We… made you fall in love with the neighbour.”

I felt a cold tingle creeping down my spine. “You… What?”

“We cast a spell to make you want to be with the neighbour. We thought that it would be funny, after you made us cast the spell to make the neighbour into a girl. It all seemed so absurd; of course I didn’t think any of it would happen—and I definitely didn’t think that you would be so enamoured with her that you would cast a spell of your own!”

My legs felt weak: trembling suddenly under my weight. I was worried that I was going to fall over.

“Trey, I’m so sorry. I didn’t think it was real!”

“Neither did I!”

She began pacing around, shaking her head, seemingly in a great panic. “We—We can undo it,” she said. “There are reversal spells. I just need a day or two to figure it all out.”

My heart bounced and started to race. She was going to reverse the hex… wasn’t that what I wanted? Why was I suddenly dreading the reversal of that spell? I was happy being in love with Grace; I wanted her so badly, and those nights with her were already some of my best memories. But once that hex was undone, what would happen to those memories? Would they turn from exciting memories to dreadful ones? Would I suddenly stop seeing Grace as a graceful, beautiful woman? Would I start to see her as a sort of gremlin? Were we both being deceived by these spells? Was she not really the way that I saw her? And was I not the way that she saw me?

I wanted to bed Genevieve not to do it... but I knew that it didn’t really matter.

The spell was going to be undone on its own in a matter of ten or eleven months. Maybe that seemed like a lot of time now, but as soon as the year was up, the spell would end. I would no longer be in love with Grace—but she would still be in love with me, until we managed to reverse that spell.

Genevieve was thumbing through the spell book. She had her phone out, helping her translate the pages. I went to my bedroom window and looked towards Grace’s bedroom window.

There she was, slipping out of her cute little outfit. She stood naked for a moment, with her small breasts and her tiny penis. She looked at herself in the mirror with a warm smile.

That happiness wasn’t real… or was it?

She took a cute dress out from her dresser. Then, after shimmying into a pair of cute panties, she put the dress on and looked perfect.

I didn’t want to stop seeing her the way that I saw her now. Seeing her so cute and happy brought me so much joy.

But was any of it real?

She turned to look at me. Normally, I would have hid away. But this time, I just smiled and waved. She waved back. She giggled, and then I saw her grab an orange pill bottle from her nightstand. I knew that she was taking her hormone pills.

Those pills were doing permanent damage to her body. Once that spell was reversed, and she wanted to be a man again, there were changes she would have to live the rest of her life with—infertility being the most devastating.

“I think I found it,” Genevieve said. “To undo what we did to the neighbour.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach.

“We can start here,” she continued. “It will also reverse the other stuff we lumped into that spell: the Soundgarden concert and the yellow walls. But it will put the world back in equilibrium. Want me to read it?”

I froze. I didn’t want her to read it… but the world needed to be the way that needed to be. “Just do it…” I said, my heart already breaking.

She read it and I tried not to cry. It happened so fast. After just a few minutes, Genevieve looked at me and said, “The reversal spell is done. It will take a few days or weeks for it to work—as you know.”

“I know…” I said.

She looked at me with a pitiful smile. “It will all work out okay,” she said.

“I hope so.”

But really, I was preparing myself for a dreadful life. I knew that I would probably never be as happy as I was with Grace. I knew that I would never have so much excitement and fun with anyone.
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With the spell undone, I tried to go back to my regular life. Genevieve helped me the next day to reverse the love spell. We also managed to undo the love spell my friend had cast on that unsuspecting woman, because we knew that it wasn’t right to meddle with nature.

It was a few days later when my friend messaged and said, “My girlfriend just dumped me out of nowhere. I don’t understand what happened. Can you get me that book again?”

“Sorry,” I wrote back to him. “We gave them back to the owner.”

“Get them back for me,” he pleaded.

“If you want to win her back, win her back the proper way. Don’t trick her into loving you.”

He stopped messaging me back. I knew he was mad at me. I knew that he was going to go and find those books on his own. I couldn’t stop him from doing what he was going to do; I could only control my own life and my own actions.

I was dreadfully waiting for Grace to fall out of love with me…

And I reluctantly accepted her late-night visitations, knowing that she was going to wake up soon and no longer be in love with me. After letting her fuck me hard one night, I said, “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“But you don’t actually,” I said. “You’re just under a spell. And… because I love you, I undid the spell. Soon, you’re going to be repulsed by me and what I did to you.”

She shook her head, sure that I was wrong. I explained it all to her. I told her about my chat with Genevieve. I told her about the spell that the witches had put on me, and I told her how we undid everything that had been done. “It’s just a matter of time, sadly. I don’t want this to end, but the world needs to be the way it’s supposed to be—even if it sucks.”

She snuggled into me. “Just cast the spell again. I want to love you.”

“I only want you to love me if you really want it.”

Then she looked up at me with scared eyes. “And what about me? What if you stop loving me, but I still love you? What if you start looking at me as if I’m some sort of hideous monster? I don’t want to be in love with you and meanwhile you loathe me.”

“I don’t know what’s going to happen, Grace—but I do know that right now I love you, and I’m scared for that to end.”

We spent the night close together, knowing it could be our last night in love.

But that love didn’t end overnight. It didn’t end the next night either.

Then, she came over with a dreadfully sad look on her face one evening. She wasn’t in cheeky lingerie. She was wearing a sweatsuit, and she had no makeup on—but she still looked cute and feminine. “What’s wrong?”

“The reversal spell… it, uh… it worked,” she said.

My heart fell hard into the pit of my stomach. I knew it would happen eventually. I knew that we were living (and loving) on borrowed time. “It did?” I asked, trying not to cry.

She nodded her head, a tear falling from her eye.

“So… you don’t like me anymore?” I asked. “You probably hate my guts, huh?”

She looked into my eyes. She shook her head. “I still like you, Trey,” she said with a hoarse voice. She sniffled. “But… I’m not turning into a girl anymore.”

I took her to my room and she explained that things were starting to change. Apparently, her body had been changing ever since that night that we cast the spell on her. “I woke up and my cock was smaller. I started getting… boobs.”

“I thought you were taking pills?”

“I take pills for my arthritis,” she said. “I’ve never taken pills for gender affirmation.” She sighed. “My body had been changing for weeks. I was getting boobs. My hips were growing and my waist was shrinking. My legs were getting longer and my torso shorter. My body and facial hair was vanishing. But now, it’s all reverting. I’m turning back into a guy, and it sucks.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said. I desperately wanted to tell her that we could cast a spell again—one that would affect her and only her… but we both knew that it was wrong to meddle with nature. “You’re still beautiful.”

“Are you going to think that when I’m flat chested and I have to shave every day?”

I nodded my head. “I don’t care about that.”

“You will when we’re kissing and my stubble scratches your chin,” she said, and then she cried.

I held her. Then, I took out my laptop and we looked into ways she could still transition, without magic: hair removal, implants, hormone pills, and so on.

“But…” I said. “You probably won’t want to do any of this after a few days, once the spell fully wears off.”

“Why?” she said, blushing. “I’ve been crossdressing secretly for the last eight years. Why would I suddenly want to stop being a woman?”

I stared at her, stunned by her confession.

“That spell started turning me into a girl, but it didn’t make me want to be a girl; I’ve always wanted to be a girl.”

I wanted to jump up and down with joy. Suddenly, I didn’t feel like such a monster. I didn’t feel like a creep who had changed her will overnight. In fact, in a way, I’d given her a temporary gift that made her realize that she truly did want to be a girl, after years of being nervous and uncertain. “You can still be a girl. It will just take a bit of work to be the girl you want to be,” I said.

She smiled.

She snuggled in close to me, and we spent the night researching together.

As for the lust spells… they wore off, but neither of us noticed. We had spent so much time together. We’d been so vulnerable with each other. We’d been through so much together. We had created a bond that replaced the magical one that originally brought us together. And once we realized that our love was real, and not fabricated by magic, that just made our feelings stronger for one another.

I really did love her, and she really did love me.

THE END
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