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CHAPTER ONE



"What the fuck was that?" For a second time in just a few seconds, I jump back. This time because of the sudden splatter on the otherwise spotless kitchen wall.

"What was what?" Aunt Rebecca asks as she walks in behind me. I point at the brown splotch. She walks over to it. Then her gaze searches the counter and finally my hands. "What did you use to kill it?"

I hold up my empty hands. "I didn't. I didn't touch it. It just..."

Aunt Rebecca looks me up and down as she comes closer. When she's within arm's length, she cups my chin in her hand and forces my head down so we're staring eye-to-eye. I've never had anyone examine me this closely before, not even doctors, and I want to squirm out of her touch.

"Hold still," she says, as if she can read my mind. She takes a deep breath through her nose and leans even closer. I'm holding my breath now. I'm not sure if it's because she's holding hers or because it's rude to breathe into someone else's face. Especially after eating leftover Italian for lunch. "What were you thinking when it happened?"

"What? Thinking?"

"Yes, you know that thing you do with your brain?" She lets go of me and backs up to the counter, resting against it and chuckling. "The thing that got you through all those years of school."

I roll my eyes. "What does that have to do with anything?"

She just stares at me.

"That... thing came out of nowhere. It startled me." I'm not going to tell her about how I jumped and had to stifle a very unmasculine scream as the bug crawled out from a crack just above the sink.

"And?"

I know how Aunt Rebecca feels about killing things. Even scary insects that are almost as long as my finger and have way too many legs. No matter what it is, she captures it and then releases it in the field behind the house. Except spiders. She lets them stay inside. They're the reason the house, which is cleaner than an operating room, has thick cobwebs in nearly every corner. "I wished I could smoosh it. I know what you're going to say, but I'm not you. I swear I didn't touch it, though."

She folds her arms over her chest and huffs out a breath. "I think we need to call your mother home."

"Seriously?" I laugh, but she doesn't. "Aunt Rebecca, I'm thirty-three years old. And it was just a bug. I'll clean it up. Don't worry."

"Not about the bug. I think you might be getting the powers."

I shake my head and point down at myself. "Obviously not." Every woman in my family going back as far as we can trace has had what they call "the powers." Most people who don't grow up surrounded by it would call them witches. And no man can be a witch. No one knows why. It's just one of those things that is so universally true, no one questions it.

"Hmm... You go sit in the family room and don't move a muscle. Don't even think about moving a muscle. I'm calling and telling her she needs to come home right away."


CHAPTER TWO



At least Mom and Aunt Rebecca have more comfortable furniture than I do at home. I've been sitting on this couch for nearly thirty minutes now. For the last fifteen, they've taken turns looking into my mouth and ears. Even up my nostrils at one point. The worst, though, was when they started poking me. Little taps along my forehead turned into tiny jabs along my jawline and neck and then became stabs by the time they reached my belly. I know I'll have at least one bruise from it in the morning. When they tell me to take off my pants, though, I've had enough.

"Quit being a baby," Mom says. "It's not like Bec and I haven't seen you naked hundreds of times."

"Yeah, when I was a literal baby. We've had a pretty good nude-free streak for the last twenty-seven years or so, and I'd really like to keep it that way. Besides, what can you learn by looking at me down there? It's not like this is really happening anyway."

Mom and Aunt Rebecca look at each other, and after a second, Aunt Rebecca starts chewing on her lip. "That's the thing," she says. "We think this really is happening."

Even though I know they're wrong, my heart beats just a little faster. "Like I've said a hundred times since you first got this idea, it's impossible. I'm a man. Men don't just get the powers."

"You did just turn thirty-three," Aunt Rebecca responds. "That's when it happens."

"That's when it happens for women. Again, man." I point up and down my body in case that helps clear up any confusion. "It doesn't happen at any age for men. It's. Not. Possible."

Mom nods and sits beside me, taking my hand and tugging it to her lap, where she holds it between both her palms. "It could be impossible. Or maybe it's just never happened before now."

"Mom—"

"What's the one thing you wished for growing up?"

I chuckle. "My own iPad, so I wouldn't have to share with you two."

"Stop deflecting. From the time you were a toddler, you wanted to be a witch. Remember all those Halloweens when you insisted Bec and I let you wear that silly costume?"

"I remember," Aunt Rebecca says. "It looked nothing like a witch. A black dress and some green face paint? Who even thinks that looks like a witch? It's offensive the way people⁠—"

"I was a kid. Barely in elementary school." I cut her off before she can get started on one of her tirades. "And what does that have to do with this? Lots of kids want to be witches. That doesn't mean they grow up to become them."

Mom squeezes my hand. "But some do. And it wasn't just elementary school. It was middle school, and even high school."

"Until I was old enough to know better, to know that it can't happen to men no matter what they might wish for."

"Are you sure about that?" Mom asks. I look from her to Aunt Rebecca. They're both smiling now. "We obviously can't tell the others in the coven about this."

"But you two are on the council." I don't realize the miniscule speck of hope that's snuck into me until I hear it in my voice. "I mean, not that it matters anyway. There's nothing to tell them." I have to stamp it out right away. Despite what they think, this isn't happening. I know it isn't.

Aunt Rebecca kneels in front of us and puts her hand on top of Mom's and mine. "There are ways to test for the awakening."

"We can't." Mom's hands tense around mine. "We can't have him put a live gecko up his... you know."

"We have to find out," Aunt Rebecca counters.

"Whoa! A gecko as in a lizard? I'm not putting a lizard up my anything! Can't you just have me try to twist a fork with my mind or something?"

They look at each other and start cracking up. "Oh my God, that was so good, Bec!"

"The look on his face—'I'm not putting a lizard up my anything.' Priceless!"

I feel my cheeks turn red. "So that was a joke? There's not really a test?" If there's not a test, maybe they'll just take my word that I'm not becoming a witch. And I won't have to have my heart broken when I find out once and for all that I'm not.

"Oh no," mom wipes a tear from her eye, "there really is a test. But it doesn't involve any animals. Just your blood." All the warmth that just rushed into my cheeks falls back out. "But only a tiny amount. Like checking your blood sugar."

"And this blood doesn't have to come from the bite of a bat?" I ask, making sure there's no catch.

Aunt Rebecca shakes her head. "You always did have an overactive imagination. It's why you're my favorite."

"I'm your only."

She winks and walks into the kitchen. I hear the basement door creak open and then her footsteps on the wood steps heading down. When I'm sure she's out of earshot, I pull my legs up on the couch and spin to face mom. "You don't really believe this, do you?"

She shrugs. "I believe it's never happened before, but I don't believe that means it can't."

"Mom..."

She turns to face me. Our knees touch, and she holds my hand between us. "I know it's scary, but maybe this is your wish finally coming true. Wouldn't that be amazing?"

"If there's one thing I believe, it's that wishes never come true. The only scary thing is letting yourself believe they might." Life has taught me that lesson over and over.

"Sweetie, don't say that. You know⁠—"

"Alright, you two!" Aunt Rebecca's voice makes us both jump. Apparently, Mom didn't hear her come back up the steps either. "Everything is ready. Let's get this show on the road."

Mom gives me a quick smile that probably means something like, "No matter how this turns out, it will be okay." I flash her a grimace that means, "This will be just another disappointment, so I'm doing my best to not get my hopes up." We walk out to the kitchen where Aunt Rebecca has a black stone bowl sitting on the table. It looks like a mortar with no pestle, and it's filled with something. I know better than to stick my face directly over it—another lesson I've learned the hard way in life—but I try to lean close enough to see what it is. I can't. "Is that the blood of an orangutan mixed with the crushed eye of a pheasant?" I tease her.

She flips me off. "Exactly. Mixed with a little vanilla extract so it doesn't taste so bad when you drink it. No, it's just a few odds and ends along with some holy water. All we have to do now is add a drop of your blood."

"If I have the powers, does my blood make the holy water catch fire or something?" I ask.

"Don't worry," mom puts her hand on my back. "As long as you're inside the pentagram and say six Hail Satans before we begin, you'll be protected." She and Aunt Rebecca start laughing again. Part of me is glad this is happening so we can all be together, joking like we did when I was growing up. I just wish it didn't come at the expense of my heartbreak. "Just prick your fingertip and squeeze a drop of blood into the bowl. That's all." She hands me a lancet that looks like the kind diabetics use every day.

I take a deep breath as I hold it to my finger and press the button. I hear the click before I register the quick flash of pain. When I feel it, I hold my finger over the bowl—not too close, so whatever it is won't splash up on me—and I squeeze. A drop of dark red blood plops into the bowl, and all three of us lean close, waiting. I don't know what we're looking for, but when the water turns a bright pink, we all gasp. Whatever I thought would happen, it wasn't that.

"What does that mean?" I ask. "It means I don't have the powers, right?" I look from Mom to Aunt Rebecca. Their faces tell me that the result doesn't mean that at all. And even though I try to convince myself that it still can't be real, my heart revs and my stomach twists. "Mom? It means I don't have it. I don't."

"Oh my God, sweetie." She throws her arms around me and just a second later, I feel Aunt Rebecca's arms around us both. "This is it. This is your dream."

"But what if it's wrong? No test is ever perfect." I'm still trying to lower my expectations.

"Harris, this one is. This test is never wrong. Not in hundreds and hundreds of years."

"But... but, what does this mean?" I focus on taking deep breaths to calm myself, but it doesn't work.

"I hate to say this, but it means you need to leave, honey," Aunt Rebecca says. "The coven is meeting here tomorrow night, and there's a chance they might pick up the echoes of your power even if you aren't here. I love you, Harris, but you gotta go home. They can't find out about this. Not yet."


CHAPTER THREE



I know it's probably a mistake, but I sniff the shoes before I put them on. Thankfully, they just smell like disinfectant, so I set them on the ground in front of me. From the corner of my eye, I see William look away from me and shake his head. "What?" I ask him.

"You," he says. "Smelling the rental shoes at a bowling alley is just asking for trouble. It's like asking a cop what pepper spray feels like. Nothing good is going to come from it."

"And how would you know?" I tie the floppy laces and flex my toes to make sure my socks aren't bunched up. "How many cops have you asked that?"

"None. That's why I've never been sprayed. And that's the number of times I've smelled a pair of shoes too. Some things are best unknown."

"Like how it feels to beat me at bowling. That's always going to be unknown to you." I sneer at him and put our names into the scoring system. Only, I somehow misspell "William" as "Eternal Loser."

He flips me off as he walks to the rack to grab a ball. I watch as he picks a marbled green fourteen-pounder. When he steps onto the approach, he slides each foot side to side to test the slickness of the soles, and then he turns to face me. "Ready for me to finally unleash on you?"

I roll my eyes, and he turns back and rolls the ball. It roars down the lane and crashes into the pins. When he looks back at me, I shrug. He knocked down seven pins. Not bad. Especially not for him. "You must still be holding back a little," I tease. "Don't. I don't want you to take it easy on me. Show me that uncaged tiger, big boy." His cheeks flare pink and he stares at me wordlessly while he waits for his ball to return. When it does, he grabs it and picks up the spare.

When it's my turn, I stand at the ball rack, pretending to look for just the right one. I run a finger across all the sixteen pounders until I stop on one that's the color of amethyst. It's almost transparent too, just like the gem. I slip my fingers into the holes to lift it from the rack. Or I try to. It doesn't want to budge at first and only comes free when I give it a yank. I hold it up, using my other hand to brace my wrist. There's no way this is sixteen pounds. It feels more like thirty. But I'm not going to let William see me struggle with it. I walk it over to the approach, and give my ass a little shimmy for him before I deliver it. The ball bangs on the lane and makes me worry I've cracked the wood. It rolls about twenty feet before sliding into the gutter. I stare as it goes all the way down to the back end. This can't be. I haven't rolled a gutter ball since I was a boy.

"Don't hold back, Harris. Let me have it," William calls out from the bench.

I lift the ball from the return. "It's this ball. There's something wrong with it."

"Yeah, there's definitely something wrong with your balls." A few men in the lane next to us chuckle when William says it, but I shake my head and roll again. And it goes into the gutter again.

"I'm serious, dude," I say as I sit down next to him. "That ball is made of lead or something. I'm using a different one next time."

"It's because you picked a sixteen pounder. You probably need like a twelve. Maybe a ten." William looks like he's serious as he says it, and that makes me angry. "The heaviest ball doesn't do any good if you can't roll it."

"I always get that weight. I have for years."

He grabs my wrist and holds my hand out in front of him. There's something about his touch. It's like bashing my funny bone on a countertop, only it makes my entire body feel that way. I can't decide if it's good or bad. If it's painful or ticklish. But I know I can't move. Every muscle I have is suddenly weak. All I can do is stare at where he holds on to me.

"Let go," I whisper. The only reason I know he hears me is because his lips part. "William, let go."

Finally, he does, and I yank my hand back. His face is red. "Yeah, um, a sixteen is too heavy for you. Um, maybe try a different one this time." He stares at me for a second before he grins. "You've got tiny girl hands."

"I fucking do not!" I stand and look down at him. "You're obviously not in the mood for bowling today, so fine! But I'm not going to sit here and let you insult me." I do my best to not yell, but my volume rises more and more. Just as people start to stare at us, though, all the pins at the end of our lane crash against the back wall. Everyone turns to look at them, but I dash out the door.
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"Honey, slow down."

"You don't know what it was like. He just made me so mad—and it shouldn't have, but it did—and then the next thing I know⁠—"

"The pins went flying," Aunt Rebecca sighs. "Honey, it's going to be okay. The powers are hard for all of us to control, and that's when we've been trained and are waiting for them. This is completely unexpected for you. Your mother and I should have done better. I think we were just too shocked to realize we needed to explain it to you."

"So, this is normal?"

She laughs. "You're a man who suddenly developed an ability you shouldn't have. So no, pretty far from normal, in fact. But these urges... they happen. What was it that made you so angry? Tell me exactly, so I can help."

I roll over and stare at the ceiling as I press the phone tighter to my ear. "He was teasing me. Nothing unusual. We tease each other all the time. It never bothers me."

"What did he say?"

"That my hands look like girl's hands." I hold my free hand out in front of me and look at it. There's no hair on it, and it is probably smaller than the average man's hand, but still.

"Hmm. And that's what made you angry? Him saying that?"

"Yes." I wait for Aunt Rebecca to say something, but she doesn't. "No, it wasn't that. Not really."

There's a brief pause, and I can picture her nodding her head like she knew I was lying all along. "What was the real reason?"

I take a deep breath just so I can blow it out. "It's... he's my best friend. We have been for years."

"And?"

"And… right before that, he touched me. He held his hand around my wrist, and it made me... it didn't feel right. It felt... I don't know. I felt something I shouldn't have."

Aunt Rebecca lets out a full belly laugh. "Honey, that's about the most normal part of this I've heard so far. The powers can bring up feelings that you've buried. You must have buried your true feelings about William."

"No! I'm not attracted to him."

"Are you sure? Because there are ways to keep it in check. I could teach⁠—"

"You don't have to teach me anything about that. We're just friends." But I don't think my answer convinces either of us.


CHAPTER FOUR



"Just the two of us, then?" William gives a nervous laugh as he sits at the table and then tugs the neck of his t-shirt.

I smile. It's a shirt from a concert we attended a couple of years ago. Neither one of us liked the band, but he insisted on buying shirts for both of us. So we could remember it, he said. I still have the shirt somewhere. I need to find it. "Just the two of us. I hope that's alright?"

He looks around the bar. It's still early, so there aren't many people here yet. That's how I could get this table. In another couple of hours, it will be packed. The instant you stand, even to walk to the bar and back, someone will take your seat. "Sure," he says. I don't just see his Adam's apple move up and down as he swallows, I hear it. Even over the twenty-year-old music playing over the speakers, I hear it as clear as if we're standing inches apart from each other in a silent room. "So, what's going on?" he asks.

I rest my elbows on the dark wood table and lean closer to him. "I was an asshole last week. I want to apologize."

His face is lit in the red glow from a neon sign over the bar. He looks everywhere except at me. "You don't have to apologize. It's⁠—"

I reach across and put my hand on his arm. That same funny bone thrum goes through me, and from the look on his face, I can tell that it goes through him too. But it gets him to finally look at me. "I do have to do this. Please let me."

He chews on his lower lip for a moment before opening his mouth. "Let you do what?"

Buy you a round. Buy you several rounds. Buy anything you want. That's what I planned to do tonight, and that's what I mean to say. But nothing comes out. I slide my hand up to his elbow and then back down to his wrist. Then I weave my fingers through his, and I use our joined hands as a pivot point as I move to the other side of the table. "What do you want me to do?"

"Harris, I..." He scoots away from me, but I move with him. He's trapped between me and the wall now, and he starts to chew his lip again.

"You want this, don't you?"

"What?" William forces out a nervous chuckle. "A night out with my friend? Yeah. I mean, it's fun, right? But we need drinks for that. I'll go get them. What do you want?" Even though he's already against the wall, he forces himself tighter to it. "A beer? I could really go for a beer. Or two or three."

I shake my head. "That's not what you want." I pull his hand up and run my tongue along the back of his finger. Then I lower it to my crotch. "This is what you want." I press the back of his hand to me, and William's eyes get so wide I worry for a second they might pop out like in a cartoon.

"W-we're f-friends."

"I want it too, William." I squeeze his hand to make sure that he's looking into my eyes. "I want it too."

It's been six days since the bowling alley. Six days since I made a fool of myself and yelled at my only friend in the world. But it's been six days since Aunt Rebecca made me think about what I really feel for William. I always noticed the way my stomach flipped when I saw him. The way a quick tingle would run along my shoulders when he smiled. But that's just how friends feel about each other. I thought. But now I know better. Now I wonder how I ever controlled these feelings.

"Tell me you want it, William."

He drops his head and watches our joined hands for several seconds. Then he nods. "But you don't..."

I slide his hand just a little further up, to where my hard dick is caged by my jeans. "You can feel how much I want it. The only question is whether we go back to your place or mine."

He utters a string of unintelligible consonant sounds, which I take as his way of saying my place. So I stand and guide him to his feet.

"Shall we?"

"You're sure about this?" he asks. The bartender looks up for just a second as we pass by and then goes back to slicing limes.

"So sure. Are you?"

He nods his head, and we walk out the door. Neither of us lets go of the other until we get to my car.
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The drive to my apartment takes forever and no time. Each of the 32 stair steps is insufferably huge and incredibly small. But then we're at my door. William stands behind me as I unlock it. Too close. I fumble with the key, scratching it across the lock and even the door.

"What's the matter? Can't get it in the hole?" he asks and then presses himself against me. His cock pokes into my ass. "Need me to stick it in for you?" He kisses the side of my neck, and I drop the keys.

"You know, this was a lot easier when you were speechless," I say as I bend over to get them.

During the ride here, he sat motionless until I turned onto my street. Then he asked again if I was serious about this. When I said I meant everything, he was suddenly back to his usual self. Well, even more than his usual self. I had to keep his hands off me as I pulled into the parking lot.

"Mmm, I like you bent over for me like this."

As I stand, I turn to face him. "I have the feeling I'm going to like being bent over for you. But first, we need to get in." I hold the keys out and let them dangle in front of his face.

He snatches them with a shake of his head and has the door open before I know it. "After you." He holds the door open and lets me pass by.

"I, uh..." I look around my apartment. The lights are off, but I can still see the pile of dirty clothes in the corner beside the bathroom and the empty soda bottles on the coffee table beside a half-eaten bag of chips. "I kinda didn't expect tonight to happen like this, so I didn't clean up. Give me a minute to straighten?"

"No." He takes my hand and pulls me into my bedroom. "I've been here a hundred times before. Why should this time be different?"

"Because..." Because this is the first time I've felt like this about you. The first time my dick literally feels like it could melt if I don't touch you. "It is different."

"I want to see you." He leads me to the center of my bedroom, and then he turns on the light. "All of you."

I stare at him for a second and then swallow. I can't believe I was so arrogant about this at the bar. He's my best friend. And the man who's making me feel like no one else ever has, I remind myself. "I want to see you too."

He nods and lifts his shirt. I follow the trail of his dark hairs. A thin line leading from his waistband to his stomach to his chest, where it grows to cover every inch. The only thing stopping me from running my hands through it is the finger he levels at me. "Now you."

I take a deep breath before I unbutton my shirt. I start at the top, and by the time I get to the bottom, my hands are shaking. I stare at him the entire time, and as I go lower, his eyes grow wider.

"These are new." He walks across the room and brushes my shirt off my shoulders. It falls to my elbows as he traces a finger along the purple lace cups of the bra I'm wearing. "I would have noticed these."

I shower of sparks shoots through me as he glides the finger along my breast. "Would you believe I just woke up with them this morning?" I blush as I ask the question. Of course, he wouldn't believe it. Who would? And he definitely won't believe that I also woke up to a drawer of women's panties and bras this morning.

"You just woke up as a girl?" He chuckles disbelievingly, but it doesn't stop him from staring at my breasts. His finger moves from one to the other and then it traces the shallow line of cleavage between them.

"Not a girl." I take his free hand and hold it to my crotch. "Not down here."

The breasts were just there this morning. And even though I knew I didn't have them before. It felt like I did. It felt like I'd had them since puberty. I knew it was from the powers, but I didn't try to fight it. And I hope William doesn't try to fight me now as I use the powers on him.

I cup my hand to the side of his face, and his gaze finally lifts from my breasts. I concentrate on his green eyes. His eyebrows are raised, and I've never seen him like this before. It fills me with pride to know that he likes the breasts. The breasts I now have to convince him I've always had. "You've noticed my breasts before." He starts to shake his head, but I use my eyes to drill into him with even more force. "You have. You've noticed my breasts before. I've always had them, for as long as you've known me. There's nothing unusual about this. I've always had breasts. I've always worn bras and panties. You know this."

When he nods, I know that I've got him, and I let out a quick sigh.

"In fact, you⁠—"

"I like that about you," he finishes the thought for me. "I've always loved your perfect breasts."

"Oh. Right. Yes." I was just going to tell him that they're so normal he doesn't need to mention them again, but this is even better.

"May I?" He slides his hands along the band of my bra to my back, and when I nod my head, he unclasps it. He pulls it down my arms, and his tongue flashes to one of my nipples. I don't expect the jolt it sends through me. I can barely hold myself up long enough to sit on the bed. William moves with me like we're attached, his tongue circling my nipple. When we're sitting, he wraps his lips around it and sucks, and I swear my gasp is so large I suck in half the air in the room.

"This is, oh my god. This... this is..."

He lifts his mouth for just a second. "I love the way you taste."

He presses me onto my back and straddles me. His arms are on either side of me, pinning me as his tongue works first one nipple and then the other. Each lick sends me spiraling further into a pleasure I've never known was possible. Each one builds a pressure behind my dick that I know is going to explode any second.

"William." I raise my hips to grind myself against him, but he doesn't move from my breasts. "William, I'm going to⁠—"

Just as my dick is finally about to release, a single blast of an alarm sounds and the sprinklers drop from the ceiling above and start raining ice cold water on everything in the room. William jerks his head up, but I pull him back down on to me.

"It's nothing. I promise." Just my uncontrolled power erupting prematurely and acting as a literal cold shower for both of us.


CHAPTER FIVE



"Honey, this spot is... uh, wow?" Aunt Rebecca calls to me as she and Mom walk up the hill to the spot I picked for us. A grassy crest with two pine trees towering overhead. A family of songbirds has been practicing since I got here.

"Do you need help?" I hurry down to them and take the woven wicker basket from Mom and fall in beside them. It's heavier than it looks, and I struggle with it before deciding it's best if I carry it with two hands. Mom puts a hand on my shoulder to stop me, but I brush her off. "Too heavy... talk at the top." I groan out.

Mom laughs. "You know, I was doing just fine with that. If you want me to take it back, I can."

I shake my head. She's almost fifty-five. There's no way I'm letting her show me up, even if my arms are begging me to accept her offer. I try to prove myself by running up the hill, but that lasts all of 4 steps before I have to slow down and walk at their pace. Neither of them says a word to me, but I can feel their stares. And when they both fall behind me at the same time, I know it's so they can get a better look at me.

"So, we clearly have a lot to discuss," Mom says as I set the basket down on the corner of the blanket I have laid out. I rest my hands on my hips—a lot easier to do now—and catch my breath as she starts pulling out the food.

"Is that your chickpea salad?" I ask, drool forming at the corners of my mouth as I think about the chickpeas with tahini and dijon mustard. We had chickpea salad sandwiches at least once a week when I was growing up, but it's been years since I've last had one.

She smiles up at me. "Just because you eat meat these days doesn't mean Bec and I do."

"Gotta keep up with the stereotype of all witches being vegetarian, you know," Aunt Rebecca says. "Speaking of witches, you need to start talking."

I blush and look away. I know we're going to have to talk about it. I planned on it. But now that the topic comes up, I want to talk about anything else. "What kind of bread did you bring?"

"Young man—person—you know I don't put my chickpea salad on anything other than Rustov's." She pulls the crinkly bag from the basket, and I swear I can taste the golden crust just by looking at the wrapper. "But we need to talk about something other than the food."

"Right." I look up. "So the weather sure is unusual for this time of year. Not that I'm complain⁠—"

"Harris, enough. Or you're not getting any cupcakes." Aunt Rebecca is using the same voice she used the time our neighbor's rose bush suddenly lost all of its blooms on the same day I gave her and Mom rose bouquets.

I try to give her my best sheepish look. "What kind of cupcakes?"

"Red velvet. Now spill."

A tingle runs through me. Of all the cupcakes she's ever made, her red velvet cupcakes are my absolute favorite. "And that's why I love you the most." I wink, tossing out my last chance to distract her and Mom.

"Hey!" Mom sets down the bowl she was serving from. "I'm the one who gave birth to you."

I shrug. "Sorry, phenomenal cupcakes outweigh birth. But just barely."

A napkin flies on a sudden gust of wind and covers my face. "You're lucky it's just a napkin. Now talk. No more stalling. What is going on with you?"

I lie back on the blanket and stare up at the deep blue sky. There's not a cloud anywhere. "I'm changing."

"No kidding? We hadn't noticed," Aunt Rebecca laughs. "Are you using the powers to do this?"

I shake my head. "It's like each morning all week there's something different when I wake up. I thought maybe you two would know something about it?"

"This has been happening all week, and you're just now telling us. Did you know about this, Bec?" Mom asks. In the corner of my eye, I see Aunt Rebecca shake her head. "Harris, you know these changes aren't anything to be embarrassed about. Maybe we can help. If we find out why it's happening, we can stop it."

Aunt Rebecca clicks her tongue. "Or is that why you didn't tell us?"

Even though it's as good as admitting the truth, I roll to face away from them. I don't want them to see that my face is as red as the blanket we're all on. And I don't know if I can look them in the eyes while we talk about this.

"What are you saying, Bec? Harris?"

I blow out a long sigh. "You both know I used to wish I could be a witch." Behind me, they murmur agreement. "Well, there was another part to it. And I don't know if it's because I knew all witches were women. Maybe that was it. Or maybe I..."

"Maybe you always wanted to be a girl regardless of whether or not you would become a witch?" Aunt Rebecca finishes for me. "That's why you aren't upset about this."

"Did you know?" Mom asks Aunt Rebecca.

I don't have to see them to know that she shakes her head. No one knew. I made sure of that. I never even wrote about it in my diary because I couldn't risk anyone finding out. Even as an adult, I've never told anyone. It was going to be a secret I took with me to the grave. I guess the universe decided otherwise.

"Harris? You know we both literally love you more than anything else in this world," Mom says. "And we've only ever wanted you to be happy."

"We would have done anything to make sure you were happy. Still would."

"I know." I choke out the words as I try to hold back the tears. "I just couldn't say anything."

One of them scoots up behind me. As soon as the arm rests on my hip, I know it's Mom. I'll always recognize the differences between their touches. "Sweetie, it's okay. We know now, and Bec and I are here for you in any way you need us." I roll over and she presses a hand against my cheek the way she would when I woke up screaming from a nightmare. "We'll always make sure everything is okay for you. You know that."

I nod.

"I think you were always a girl." Aunt Rebecca says. I look up just as she pulls a cupcake from the carrier. She holds it out for me and winks. "You deserve to have dessert first today. But that's why this is happening. It's the only way it makes sense. Men don't have awakenings no matter how much they might want to. Only women can have the powers, so that means⁠—"

"I was always a woman?"

She nods. "At least where it counts."

Mom moves her hand to my knee. "Did William notice when you two went out?"

"Oh god." I take a massive bite of cupcake and moan the entire time I chew it. Then I tell them about what a disaster that night turned into. They both laugh at me through the whole story.


CHAPTER SIX



It's been twelve days since my make-up drinks with William turned into a disastrous make-out session. One that cost me my laptop, two sets of headphones, and a dresser that was apparently made of something closer to cardboard than real wood. And I've done everything I can to avoid him since.

Anytime I would see his name, I'd avoid it. Since he's pretty much my only friend, that means I've spent almost two weeks without logging into any of my social media accounts or almost any of the games I love playing. If there was a way to use these new powers to erase his name from everything, I would. Above all, I wish I could erase him from my fantasies. It shouldn't be hard. Until that night, he was never even in them. Now he's there every night when I close my eyes. Sometimes even during the day.

I tried to throw myself into my work to stop the errant thoughts, but there's only so much cashiering a person can take. And it wasn't long before the brainless beep as I scanned each item transformed into the beep of the Video Cart All-Stars game I've spent hours playing with him. It didn't take long after that for the beep to become him saying "Hey." Scan a can of peas: "Hey." Scan a 6-pack of bath soap: "Hey." Scan a jar of mayonnaise, and even though I know he thinks mayo is disgusting: "Hey."

"Hey? Hey, Sarah? Cash out. You've got a phone call. Says it's important. I'll take over."

It has to be William. No one else would call me here.

I look up at my line—there are still two customers waiting—and then at LaDanae. She's holding a cash register drawer in front of her, and as soon as I look at her, she tilts her head toward the office.

"Tell him I'm busy. Or that I'm not here. Or that I don't work here. Or that you don't even know who I am."

"Girl, it's a little late for that. And even if you don't want to talk to him, you've been out here for almost 8 hours straight. We're all starting to wonder if you've snapped or something. At least take a break, Sarah."

Getting everyone here to think of me as a woman named Sarah was easy once Mom showed me how. It was just a simple four ingredient potion. Three of the ingredients even came from this store. While she was telling me the recipe, I thought I would have to get everyone here to drink it, but apparently, witchcraft is a lot easier in real life than it is in the movies. I just needed to pour the potion at the threshold of every entrance. As people left, they forgot I was a boy named Harris, and as they came back, they realized that I'm a woman named Sarah. There were a few strange looks as people who knew me as Harris would see a name tag that said Sarah, but after just three days, the potion had worked on everyone here.

Now, I wish I could make a potion to get William out of my life before I make another mistake with him. I sigh and take out my drawer.

Instead of going to the office phone or even the break room, I go out to my car. LaDanae was right that I've been at it too long. My feet are throbbing, and a sharp pain shoots through my elbow every time I bend my arm. I barely have the car door closed when there's a soft tap at my window. Like an idiot, I look up, expecting it to be a coworker.

"Hey."

Fuck.

He smiles, and the straight, white teeth that I used to make fun of for being too perfect do something to me. First, a pressure in my stomach and then a heat lower down. I shake my head, telling myself that I can't let this happen. It's as much a mistake now as it was two weeks ago.

"Sarah, just tell me what I did wrong. Please?"

Why is he calling me that? Has he been in the store? But he never shops here. He hates the company and is always telling me how it's destroying the country. That I'm helping them perpetuate that destruction by working for them for just a couple dollars more than minimum wage, as if the next store down the road isn't just as bad. That's why this has been my only safe place.

"Sarah, can't we just talk? Whatever I did, I'm sorry."

Now, he's biting his lip, and I can't take any more. What is there to talk about? After fantasizing my whole life, I'm finally getting the powers I never thought I would. And in the process, it's changed me into the girl I've always dreamed of being. I know we've been friends for years, but suddenly, I can't stop thinking about taking your dick inside me. And I thought maybe you wanted that too, but now, I wonder if it's really just my powers that have been making you think you want that. The same way I made you think my breasts are normal, I may have made you think you want this. In short, it's not you; it's me.

"I'm so sorry, William," I say through the still-closed window as I start the car and then back away.


CHAPTER SEVEN



Tonight is the first time I've been back at Mom and Aunt Rebecca's house—what part of me still thinks of as home—since the night I took their test. It's been over a month, and everything about my life has changed. Everything I grew up wishing for has come true. I should be happy.

I look around the living room. The furniture is arranged in a circle tonight. Well, it's more of an oval, or maybe a rectangle with rounded corners. There are two sofas on opposing walls. At one end are Mom's and Aunt Rebecca's arm chairs with matching blue lattice print. At the other end of the oval, there are four folding chairs that I helped to bring up from the basement. And in the center, there's a wooden dining room chair. I blow out a breath when I look at it. That's where I'm supposed to sit when everyone gets here.

"Hey honey," Aunt Rebecca puts an arm around my back and pulls me tight. I've been taller than her ever since my growth spurt in ninth grade. It was the same year I had to start shaving my face. I spent the whole year locked in my room, crying. Now, though, I'm an inch or two shorter than her, and I take advantage of it by resting my head on her shoulder. "You don't have to be scared. These are our friends. Our family. Most of them watched you grow up."

Mom walks in and kisses Aunt Rebecca's cheek and then my forehead. "Remember playing over in that corner while we held meetings? All the women would take turns playing with you. They loved you like their own. They still do, Sarah. You have nothing to be afraid of."

"These are the same people you told me a few weeks ago I had to hide from," I say. "That makes them sound kind of scary."

"Sweetie, you know better." Mom does her best to make her words soothing. "That was before we knew what was happening. Even witches fear the unknown, just like you are right now, so we wanted to be sure before we told them about you. And now we are. You're one of us. Truly and fully."

Just as her eyes catch and lock on mine, the doorbell rings. "And that would be them," Aunt Rebecca says. "Your mom is exactly right, Sarah. You have nothing to be afraid of."

I do know these women. Not just from the coven meetings. But every major holiday too. They were my babysitters. They came to my soccer matches. They gathered here to celebrate when I graduated from high school and then again when I got my college degree. I grew up with their children. But that doesn't stop the hollow feeling that starts in my chest and spreads through the rest of my body as Mom and Aunt Rebecca walk toward the door.

The sound of laughing voices fills the room as soon as they open the door. These are the people I've wanted to join my entire life. The people I've loved and who have loved me. Nothing has changed. Nothing, except every single thing.

"Oh! We have a guest?" Judith examines me as she walks in. Her grey hair is twisted into a braid that runs to the middle of her back. She's wearing a blue and green and yellow dress that flows around her sandaled feet. She's the oldest member of the group. The one who's known me the longest. But she walks around me like we've never met. "Jenny?"

Mom walks in and stands at my side, her hand on my shoulder. "This is something we need to discuss at the beginning of the meeting. I apologize for not telling you in advance."

"She has the powers. I can feel it. What's your name?" Judith sounds harsh and defensive as she asks me, nothing at all like the way she's sounded my entire life. So much for having nothing to be afraid of.

"It's kind of complicated." My voice wavers at the edge of faltering.

Judith looks from me to Mom and back at me. "Your name is complicated?"

"It's Sarah," Mom answers for me. "Her name is Sarah. But I really think we should wait for everyone to arrive before we discuss much more. Please."

Judith takes a step closer to me and tilts her head. Then her face lights up. "It can't be. Can it?" she mutters under her breath. "You're right, Jenny. We really must discuss this the instant everyone is here." She grins at me, and the same eyes that were lit with suspicion are dancing now with warmth. "Welcome, Sarah. I'm very eager to hear the story of how you came to be standing here in front of us this evening. I would advise you to make yourself at home, but, well, we both know you already are." She winks and turns to greet the others.

As soon as her gaze is off me, I blow out a breath, and my shoulders relax. Maybe Mom and Aunt Rebecca are right. Maybe this is just a formality. Over the next few minutes, the seats fill as more women come in. Each of them looks at me, some of them nervously, and their conversations all become hushed as they notice me. But when they see Judith smile and pat my shoulder as she walks through the circle to take her seat beside my mom, they relax.

When everyone is seated, Aunt Rebecca claps her hands quietly three times. "Welcome, everyone. As you can see, we have a newcomer today." The women look at me and then at each other. "We will discuss her as soon as we cast the circle. Jenny? Ladies?"

I try to hold back the tears as Mom uses her athame to cut the circle around the room that will create a barrier between us and the negative energies in the outside world. At the four corners, Judith and three other women light the candles to ask for the blessings of each of the four elements. I've seen this hundreds of times, but this is the first time I've been inside the circle. The first time I haven't been made to feel like an outsider in my own home.

Once the circle is cast and the elements have been called, all eyes turn to me, and I begin to tremble. I clench my fists, hoping that no one will see, but when Mom stands next to me and takes one of my hands in hers, I know they can. "Ladies," she calls their attention. "This is Sarah. Even though you might not recognize her, you all know her."

In the corner of my eye, I see Judith smile and give a single nod. The others lean closer to me, like examining a cell under a microscope. "This is our daughter." Aunt Rebecca stands beside me and takes my other hand. "Sarah. You knew her as Harris before. She is thirty-three years old, and is presenting herself for her initiation ritual."

The women mutter to themselves for what seems like forever before one of them, Laura, stands up. "Rebecca, Jenny, you know we all love Harris, but this isn't him. What is this? What's really going on?"

The murmuring grows louder until Judith raises her hand and quiets everyone. Mom takes a deep breath. "Our daughter spent her entire life wishing to be one of us, and just after her thirty-third birthday, she was blessed with the awakening, just as we all were. The process, though, has changed her body. We all know men can never have the powers. But nature found a way around that. This really is the same person you knew as Harris. Each of you should be able to feel the powers in her."

The women close their eyes. A few of them gasp and then open them to stare. One or two smile and look like they want to hug me. Laura, still standing, actually does. "Welcome, Sarah. There was always something different about your aura, wasn't there? I don't understand, but looking back, I can see that there were clues. Maybe we should have known."

After battling the whole time, a tear finally breaks free and rolls down my cheek. "Thank you, Laura, but you couldn't have known. Please don't feel bad for⁠—"

"Someone is coming." Judith announces and shoots to her feet. The other women follow suit and there's a knock at the door.

Five loud rasps. A pause. Then two more. "Jenny? Rebecca?" My heart skips as I hear William's voice. "I'm trying to find Sarah. Is she here?"

No one moves. Mom and Aunt Rebecca look at me, asking me what to do. My face is burning, but I'm frozen in place.

He knocks again. "Please? I see candles flickering, so I know you're home. Or at least I hope so. She won't talk to me. I just... I don't know what I want. Just to hear her voice, I guess."

Everyone is looking at me now. "Sarah?" Mom asks. "You know he can't enter the circle, but maybe you should go outside and talk to him?"

I look up at her. I'm numb. I was hoping that one of them would take care of this for me so I wouldn't have to, but I should have known better. I nod, and the women closest to the door part to make a path for me. "Thank you, everyone. I'm so sorry about this. I never meant for him to be here."

"Go," Aunt Rebecca says. "We'll finish up here. We'll have the formal vote on whether to accept you into the coven. Just a formality, of course." She spins and looks sternly at everyone to make sure it really is just a formality. "Then we'll hold the initiation ceremony later. Go talk to William now. Don't worry about this."

I nod again and try to smile as I cross the circle and walk to the door.

As soon as I open it, William bursts into a smile. "Sarah, can we please just talk?"

I look over my shoulder. Everyone is staring at me. A couple of them shoo me outside with smiles. "Sure, but outside. Let me get a jacket."

He's standing in the shadows a few steps away from the porch when I come back out. For a second, I think that he may have left. My heart beats faster when I think that, and I'm not sure if it's because of relief or disappointment. But when he shifts from one foot to the other, I notice him. The ghastly glow from the streetlight four houses down illumines the side of his face. As I walk toward him, a wind whips and blows my skirt. I hold it down and then wrap the jean jacket tighter around me.

"Thanks." His smile is thin, but even in the darkness, his eyes are shining. "Are your moms having a party? I don't mean to intrude. I didn't notice all the cars parked along the street until after I'd knocked."

"It's their monthly coven meeting slash potluck. They were just about to initiate me as a member."

He laughs but then stops when he realizes I might not be joking. "If this is a bad time..."

I look away. There's a bush two feet away from me, blocking my view, but I pretend I'm looking down the street anyway. It's better than looking at him. It's always going to be a bad time for this conversation. "Look, I'm sorry. I think I might have given you the wrong impression."

"No, I'm the one who needs to apologize." He takes my hand but then drops it right away like it burned him. "I did something. I... fuck, I still don't know what it was, but it was bad. And as much as I want this to be more than a friendship, I can make myself live without that. I've done it for years. But I can't make myself live without you as a friend. So I'm kinda just hoping we could⁠—"

"Wait. Years?" I whip back around to face him.

He shakes his head. "I shouldn't have told you that. No pressure. Honest. I just miss you, our friendship. That's all this is to you, and I'll be fine with that. Just ignore the occasional out-of-place look I might give you." He forces a chuckle. "I shouldn't say that either. Shit. I don't know what to say to make this alright. Tell me what to say."

"Tell me how long you've felt this attraction or whatever it is. When did it start? Exactly." I grab his hand and focus all my energy into it. When I was growing up, Mom and Aunt Rebecca used to do this to me. They told me they could tell if I was lying this way. At first, I never believed them, but they always knew. Maybe I can know too.

He looks down at our joined hands. "I don't know. It was... it's been a while." The words are constipated, and he practically grunts each one out.

"William, this is important."

"It's silly." He looks up at me, pleading, but I just stare at him. I need to know when. "Remember Nia's thirtieth birthday party?"

She was the first person in our friend group to turn thirty, so we had a massive party for her. Enough liquor to keep us drunk for a month, and every inch of the ceiling was covered in pink helium balloons because that's her favorite color. It would have been great if it didn't cause a crisis in all of us. We realized that one-third of our lives was already over, and none of us had really accomplished anything. So instead of blasting music so loud that the neighbors called the police, we ended up sitting around drinking and staring at the floor.

"Remember when I went out back to get some air, and I fell off the patio?" he asks. "You gave me your hand to help me up, and I felt something when we touched. I didn't want to let go, but I knew it would be beyond awkward if I didn't. And then when Nia started crying and couldn't stop, so she ran to her bedroom? You went after her, and I saw you sitting on the bed with her. Just holding her and stroking her hair until she calmed down. And that's when I knew why I felt what I felt when you touched me."

"So, you knew when I was twenty-nine? Four years ago?"

"Does it matter?"

I lift his hand and hold it against my cheek. "I can't explain why, but it matters. Please tell me you're sure that's when it happened."

"I'm sure. I mean, maybe it was before that, but that's the first⁠—"

As soon as he says he's sure, I pull him tight. My lips go to his and smother the rest of his words. I don't care about them. They aren't important for our story. This is. This kiss. Our lips touching. Our bodies pressed together. As soon as we kiss, every bit of energy pours out of me. I can't tell if I'm imagining the glow that surrounds us or if it's really there, but I don't care. All I care about is him. I've never needed anyone the way I need him now. "Follow me."

He just stares blankly as we wind along the cobblestone path to the back of the house. To the basement entrance that became my private entrance when I turned fifteen. For the last three years I lived here as a teenager, I practically had my own apartment. I could come and go whenever I wanted. I could have anyone over. With a small kitchen, I never had to see Mom or Aunt Rebecca if I didn't want to. But I still spent almost every evening with them. No one at school wanted to be friends with the kid with two moms, especially once word got out that we were Wiccan. I don't want to imagine what the reaction would have been if the other kids knew Mom and Aunt Rebecca were real witches. I might have been burned alive. But now, I'm glad for the separate entrance.

I pull William inside and shut the door behind us. As soon as it latches, I lift my t-shirt above my head and stand in front of him in my pale pink bra. His eyes go wide. "This is what you want, right?"

He nods and reaches out for me, and as soon as he touches me, I remember my apartment. There are no sprinklers here, but I scan the room quickly for anything that could become a projectile. The books and stuffed animals on my bookcase are the only things that aren't put away or attached to the wall. As he lifts my bra above my breasts and his fingers pinch around my nipples, I focus briefly on the bookcase, holding it steady.

William moans as he lowers his mouth to my nipple, and I roll my head back. Nothing has ever felt like this. Not even that night in my apartment. But I need more. "I need you inside me."

His answer is a long moan, so I reach down and push my skirt below my hips. It falls to the floor, and then I push my panties down with it. The cool breeze sweeps across my new, sensitive core. Above us, I hear footsteps and then the front door opening and closing. For a moment, I wonder if they can sense what's happening here. Is that why they're leaving already? Probably. But I don't care.

"William?" I put my arms around him and guide him to my childhood bed. When we get there, he takes over and pushes me down. He straddles me, legs on either side of me while he pulls his pants down. I watch, and when they're down to his knees, I whimper. I've never had anything inside me, and his cock looks so big. Too big. "That's going to break me."

He chuckles. "It's only fair. You broke me a long time ago." He wraps his fist around its base and guides it against me, slapping it against my folds. I clench my hands around the blanket. To my right, I hear the bookcase rattle. I try to focus on it, to hold it steady, but my brain isn't working. I can't picture it. I can't even imagine what a bookcase looks like. "I don't have a condom on me," he says. "I wasn't planning on this."

"Table... beside..." Oh fuck it. I flick a finger, and the nightstand drawer whips open. A condom flies out, and I hear it smack him in the chest. It's probably expired, but I don't care. I know he's clean, and I don't care about the consequences right now. I just need him in me. "Do you want me to do it?" I try to look at him, but I can only see his outline through the glowing yellow haze that obscures everything.

If he notices it, he doesn't comment. "I got it," he says, and I hear him rip the wrapper open. Then, a few seconds later, I feel him against me again. "Is this okay?"

"No," I laugh. "This is so far beyond okay. Okay is in another galaxy."

He pauses with his cock still pressing against my entrance. "Does that mean you want me to⁠—"

"Jesus Christ, William, if that cock isn't inside me in the next five seconds, I'm going to explode. And I mean that literally."

"Oh. Well..." He takes a deep breath and then plunges inside me. The yellow haze turns into a blinding white flash. I cover my eyes, but the light seeps through my fingers, through my eyelids. With each thrust inside me, it gets brighter. The bookcase rocks louder and louder. I hear a couple of books crash to the floor. Then it goes silent. The light still bores into me, though, just like he is. All the elements are converging on us. In us. In me. The air and earth and water and fire all joining at the same time that William and I are joining, and I'm scared I really am going to explode.

William grunts with each stroke. Our bodies slap together. His covered cock slips into my wet pussy. And I wonder if I'm going to go blind before or after I burst. I think of every news story I've read about a house destroyed by a random gas leak, and I know now that it was a woman being destroyed by her lover's cock.

I'm shaking now. I can hear the rushing energy pouring into me. "William, I... William, oh my god, William. Oh, oh..." Words become too much for me, and I just let loose a long moan, peaking with each thrust and then diminishing and then peaking even louder. And his grunts are in perfect time with it. And then the white light separates. A prism bursting on the backs of my eyelids. Rainbows shattering around me. My body lifts from the bed for a second, and then falls back down. The bookcase gives a last rumble.

And then William tenses. I feel his cock spasm inside me. I clamp down on him. My muscles tightening and fluttering around him until he calls my name. Again and again as he fills the condom. And then slips from me and falls to the floor beside the bed.

I roll to the edge of the mattress and look down at him. He looks as wrecked as I feel. "Hey." I smile and tuck my hair behind my ears as my sweat drips down on him.

"What the actual fuck was that?" he asks.

"That was my first time. Imagine how good it's going to be once I know what I'm doing." I wink and roll over to stare at the ceiling while I catch my breath.


EPILOGUE


As soon as we get out of the car, I smell salt and smoke. I can hear the others already on the beach, laughing. Someone is singing quietly, and I hear a couple of children playing.

William and I walk to the back of the car and open the hatchback. "You take that side. I've got this one." I curl my fingers around the handle on my side of the cooler.

"I got it all. You go on."

I level a glare at him. "You know, I'm not one to put up with macho BS. Besides, I'm a witch. If it gets too heavy for me, I can use my powers to help."

"Oh, well, you can take it all then if it's that easy for you." He takes his hand off his handle for a second but then laughs and grabs it to slide it to the bumper's edge.

"You know I don't like to use the powers for anything like that." I cast a glance over my shoulder toward the water. "Beside, Mom and Aunt Rebecca would kill me if they ever found out." I don't wait to make sure he has it before I yank it from the trunk. I know he'll grab it. He's always there when I need him.

The half melted ice sloshes inside the cooler as we walk to the beach. At the end of the boardwalk, I spot the line drawn in the sand, outlining the circle tonight. I point it out to William. This isn't an official coven meeting—otherwise family wouldn't be allowed within it—but we're both careful not to scuff it as we step over. As soon as we step inside it, the wind that had been whipping my hair around my head stops. The roaring ocean seems out of place in the calm.

"There you two are!" Aunt Rebecca wraps her arms around me and then William. "How's my favorite daughter and her favorite man?"

"I'm your only daughter. And he's my only man. At least for now." I try to keep a straight face, but when he rolls his eyes, I have to stick my tongue out at him. "So, did we miss anything?" I ask.

"Not yet." Mom rushes up and gives us each a hug. "But the bonfire is just right, so we're about to start burning the Christians. You two got here just in time."

William laughs for a second but then goes still. "She's not serious, is she?" he whispers.

I take his hand and face him, our mouths just inches apart. "Why do you think I invited you? We all had to bring one sacrifice." Behind me, mom whoops.

"Oh my god, will you two quit?" Aunt Rebecca puts her hand on William's shoulder. "These two love to joke around even when they shouldn't." She stresses the last words as if she's scolding us. "Sarah is still a first-year witch. First-years are exempt from the requirement to bring a live sacrifice. Just a tip, though, when she invites you next year, you might want to tell her you have other plans."

"Bec! You're the worst of us all! Quit scaring the poor boy. His face is as pale as the whitecaps." Mom turns to William. "We're not burning anything except wood. That was just a little witch humor. Although you couldn't blame us for wanting revenge, could you?"

I rise to my toes and kiss William. "I would never sacrifice you. I love you too much."

"I love you enough to sacrifice myself for you." He kisses me back, and I want to pull him down on the sand right there and do more than just kiss him.

"You two are so morbid," Mom says, as if she's not the one who started all this. "Grab the cooler and come on. We have the perfect spot between the fire and the ocean. We'll be able to see the moon rise over the hills."

I grab William by the waist, still thinking of the things we could do. Things that don't involve watching the moonrise. "You two go ahead. We'll be there in a little bit."

"Alright, but Mom made her chickpea salad sandwiches. Who knows if there will be any left when you get down there."

I sigh. They know exactly how to get me. "Fine, we're coming." I give William one more kiss. "Pick this up later?"

"Oh, definitely."
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Everyone knows the house. We all know what happened there.

When Alex and his friends tell me they want to go inside, I stupidly say yes. For a chance to be with him.

But now that I'm here, each step makes my heart pound louder. The air freezes my skin. And when we utter the words to summon the spirit, everything changes.

My whole life I've laughed at the notion of ghosts. But the woman who appears in front of me now is very real. And so are the transformations that occur to my body as she possesses me.

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION
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"That's where my talent really lies. I can see who people truly are. Under all the layers of pretend they use to hide themselves."

It's just a silly costume. I have to pretend to be a woman for a few hours at the party. Just a dress and heels. It's definitely a blow to my manly ego, but I'll survive.

But then he comes up to me.

I have no idea who he is, but when he touches me, something changes. And even though I tell him I'm actually a man—that I'm not gay—I wonder if that's really true. Could it be that he knows something about me that I don't even know?

ONLY A COSTUME: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

This Five Book Bundle contains

Conversion Therapy

Fated

Only a Costume

Be Witched

Possessed

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE


WANT FREE STORIES?
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Sundays are Anthony's day to be the woman he hides from everyone else. When he's forced off the side of the road, though, everything changes.

ALL DRESSED UP: 13 BOOK TRANSGENDER MEGABUNDLE

13 stories of ordinary men who discover a brand new side to themselves. A side that feels so much better than anything they've ever known before

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

Nothing ever fits Grayson, so when he finds a tailor that promises to work magic on his new suit, he just has to give him a try.

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I've been in love with him for years, but I've always hidden it. Just like I've hidden my true self. But when I hear he's coming to my town, I know this is my chance.

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

Get every story from The Injected Series, The Girls Series, The Trophy Clinic Series, and The Club Series.

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I planned to never see him again. And I didn't. For ten years. Until I ended up standing next to him at my best friend's wedding.

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

"If there's one thing I believe, it's that wishes never come true. The only scary thing is letting yourself believe they might."

CHANGED: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five magical feminization books in one! What if you woke up one day as a girl? What if you had a chance to live your life as a woman?

THE CLUB BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Club series. It's just an LGBT club. But for these men, it becomes so much more. It's a way of finding their true selves.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

The therapist promises Alex that no one will think of him as a gay man again. And once all the changes are finished, Alex will be a brand new person.

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

Sometimes someone sneaks past our defenses and sees the real us. They show us that we can finally live the life we've always dreamed of.

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I dream of him every night. He's dressed in a tuxedo. I'm wearing a sparkling black gown. But there are two problems. First, I've never seen this man before. And second—I'm a man.

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

THE GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic. Not until my best friend put on that ring.

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls series. One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

HER DRESS

No one else is here, so when I see the dress hanging in the closet, I have to try it on. Who would ever find out?

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Being forced into witness protection could be Henry's chance at a new life—a life as Jessica. But that's only if the mafia doesn't find him.

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic, but now I know better. I should walk away. But this is my only chance, and I have to take it. No matter what.

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

JUST A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

There's no way a dress can ever change the way he thinks of me. Not unless it's magic…

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

He's my best friend. We love each other. How hard can it be to convince mom and dad that we're actually in love… And that he's a girl.

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Everything is changing. My clothes, my body… the way Logan looks at me. But no matter what changes, his feelings never will. Will they?

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I know that Emily is the one for me, but she always tells me I'm not her type. With a little magical help, that might be about to change.

ONLY A COSTUME: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

"That's where my talent really lies. I can see who people truly are. Under all the layers of pretend they use to hide themselves."

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

Put on makeup and a dress and dance for some drunk guys? It sounds simple. But standing in front of the crowd, I know there's no way I can do this.

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Mason's path has always been clear—to make partner at a big law firm. But he's about to become a partner in a way he's never imagined.

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

For years, Carter and Maya exchanged letters. But there was a secret that could tear them apart. Maya was really a boy named Max.

THE PERFECT GIRL

Sometimes a change of scenery can make our dreams come true. Even if it’s in a way we never imagined.

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION

My whole life I've laughed at the notion of ghosts. But the woman who appears in front of me now is very real. And so are the transformations that occur to my body as she possesses me.

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

This bundle contains 5 stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Parker knew life would change when she came out as trans. But she never expected an arranged marriage.

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I've known something was wrong for years, but it's not until I visit a psychic that I find out everything I know is about to end.

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Jordan thinks living and working with Brian will be the hardest part of his new job. But when he opens his suitcase, he discovers something he never expected…

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

When he hands me that little pink bag, I should refuse. I definitely shouldn't reach into it… I definitely shouldn't wear what's inside…

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

It's the perfect gift: A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

The other teachers joke that there's something magical about this classroom. That it helps you find your soulmate. Well, unless it can transform me into a woman, it won't work for me.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

I know better than to get involved with a student… And I learned the hard way to never admit my secret.

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

The men in these stories never knew that magic was real. And they certainly never imagined how it could change their lives forever.

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series. The clinic is famous for transforming everyday women into gorgeous trophy wives. But these men are about to discover a secret — not every happy client started life as a woman.

TRUE SELVES: MAGIC 5 BOOK BUNDLE

5 stories of men who are magically transformed into women. Men who find that their new lives are much more fulfilling than they could have ever imagined.

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

WRONG CABIN: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Evan is at rock bottom and has to get away. But a trip to his family’s cabin turns out to be so much more than he expects.
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ABOUT ME

I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.

Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Point your smartphone camera

at the QR code to open my signup page.
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