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Chapter One


          

          TANIA

        

      

    

    
      Owning a gym and being a five-foot-six-inch-tall woman who weighed over two hundred pounds was always going to raise eyebrows. The fact that I was also a witch… well, that would have set tongues wagging if they knew.

      It was a real shame that us supernaturals were banned from exposing ourselves to the human population. My gym was fifty/fifty supernaturals and humans, and I would have loved for some of the humans who sneered down their noses at me to know that I could easily turn them into fat, ugly toads.

      I would have been doing the world a favor and making their outsides match their insides.

      “Hey Tania,” George called out as he swiped his membership card at the front desk.

      “Hi George,” I greeted a long-time member walking in to train, then frowned at the black eye he was sporting. “What happened there?”

      He shrugged his massive shoulders. “I was having a drink with my girl on Saturday night, just chatting and having a good time…”

      I groaned. “And some asshole picked you out for a fight?”

      Like most of my clients, George was a power lifter. He was huge. Six foot two and about three hundred and fifty pounds.

      He grinned at me. “You know I never start those fights.”

      I couldn’t help the laugh that bubbled up out of nowhere. “Yeah, but you always finish them.”

      He chuckled and headed off into the main section of the gym. The music changed the moment he stepped into the room. George’s choice today, like always, was Ramstein, the heavy metal bass and German lyrics bouncing around the walls of my gym.

      I turned to yell out at him. “George!”

      His laughter was the only response, and I heaved a pretend-dramatic sigh. George wasn’t just a friend and a long-standing patron. He was also a warlock, and liked to play DJ with my sound system when he was here at the gym.

      I didn’t bother making a correction. The music he chose suited the lifting he did, and that inspired most of the guys around him. It was good for morale, and I didn’t mind Ramstein. Not at all. But I liked to pretend it annoyed me.

      The door opened and a blonde chick flounced in, her bare midriff and long ponytail making me instantly prickle. This wasn’t the sort of gym that did aerobics classes.

      “Hello,” I greeted her with a practiced smile. “I’m Tania, the owner. Can I help you?”

      If I’d been tempted to admonish myself for judging her too quickly, her next words silenced my inner judge completely.

      “You own this place?” she asked, her gaze raking over my body with a downturn of her lips.

      I flicked my long brown hair back over my shoulders and straightened my spine. “Have done for over ten years now. Most of my clients here are power lifters and compete in strong-man or strong-woman competitions. Although you’re welcome to train at any capacity, we don’t offer classes, boxing or aerobics.”

      The woman struck a pose, crossing her arms over her chest. “I was told you did.”

      Stay calm.

      I forced myself to take a breath and keep the smile plastered on my face. “You’re probably looking for the women’s-only gym down the block. A hundred feet that way,” I pointed to my right. “You can’t miss it. It’s pink.”

      The woman’s eyes flared with a hatred I’d put up with since I was a teenager. Good-looking popular girls didn’t like big girls like me.

      Especially ones that put them in their place.

      “Thanks.” She pivoted on the balls of her feet and flounced right out again.

      The cackling sound that came in the door following the blonde’s departure signaled that my best friend, Jaydy, had arrived. She was a power lifter and sometime-trainer here at the gym. She was also a powerful witch.

      We had known each other through school and the friendship had only strengthened since then.

      “How long did it take you to get rid of her?” Jaydy asked as she stepped in the door, work-out bag slung over her right shoulder.

      I shrugged. “Don’t know. Sixty seconds, maybe?”

      Her smile was contagious. “You’re getting faster.”

      “And you’re late,” I told her, glancing up at the clock. “Dani’s been here for ages.”

      She swiped her card and hurried through the door. “Shit. Thanks!”

      I turned to watch as she rushed off to meet with Dani, a client who’d started her routine without Jaydy.

      They exchanged  some words, including what I had to assume was an apology from Jaydy for being late. I couldn’t hear a thing with George’s chosen music pumping over the speakers.

      I chuckled to myself and got back to work. By the time my shift was done, I was exhausted. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to train.

      George was packing up and Jaydy was long gone.

      “You know I can stay. Spot you?” George said, zipping up his bag. His face dripped with sweat. He’d been here three hours already.

      “Nah. You know I’m all good.” I waggled my eyebrows at him. My magic wouldn’t allow me to get hurt, and he knew it. “See you tomorrow?”

      He nodded. “Yeah. Competition’s in four weeks. No time to slack off now.”

      I waved goodnight to him, followed him to the entrance and locked the front door. One thing I’d never gotten truly comfortable with, was letting people watch me train.

      Or compete.

      Despite ten years of training, wishing, and dreaming, I was yet to follow through with my first competition. It was foolish, I knew. But every time I got close, something stopped me.

      Fear of failure, perhaps? Of being seen for who I truly was?

      I didn’t really know, but I’d given up trying to understand. And my friends had given up trying to talk me into competing.

      I got into my training session, loving the burn in my muscles as I pushed through the weights. My heart pounded and sweat ran down my face.

      When I was most of the way through the session, the pain began to ease, and then stopped. A wave of ecstasy flowed over me. The endorphins kicking in, big time.

      Better than drugs. Better than sex.

      Especially considering my limited experience with both.

      I finished the session on a natural high, then cleaned up and put all my weights away. My legs were shaking from the stress of finishing some killer squats, but luckily I didn’t live far from the gym. In fact, I lived above it. I could practically hear my shower upstairs calling me from where I stood.

      I trudged to my office, a small room at the back of the huge warehouse that held a desk, an old computer, and contained the spiral stairwell that led up to my apartment on the next level.

      I’d worked hard to build this business when I first started and bought the building a few years ago, converting the rooms on top of the gym into a cozy home for myself.

      My right foot had just hit the first step of the spiral staircase when I heard a loud knocking at the front entrance.

      I frowned at the sound. This was an industrial area. I rarely saw anyone on the streets past six p.m. Except those going to one of the two gyms. Mine and the fluffy pink one.

      Mine was clearly closed.

      I decided to ignore the knocking and took another step up the stairs, only to have the sound intensify.

      Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang.

      Whoever it was, didn’t want to take no for an answer. I groaned loudly and rolled my eyes. But I couldn’t ignore the urgency evident in the sound.

      I was sweaty and hungry and very quickly becoming hangry. I stomped to the front door, preparing to blast whoever it was with a few choice words. I flicked on the main lights as I went. Between my magic and my boxing skills I could handle most threats that came to my door. But it still helped to be able to see who I may need to fight.

      When the final light flicked on, the person standing on the other side of my front entrance was the last person I expected to see. “Harry?”

      I rushed to open the door. My friend was in trouble. Blood covered his white shirt and dripped onto the concrete sidewalk beneath his feet.

      As soon as the door opened, I threw up a protection spell that would allow Harry to come inside but stop anyone else from entering. “What happened?”

      I reached out for him, desperate to help. Harry took one step toward me before collapsing into my arms.

      “Oof.” He was heavier than I expected, and I would have dropped him if I hadn’t bolstered my strength with my magic. I grabbed onto his sagging body and managed to drag him fully inside and sit down on my white-tiled foyer floor with his head in my lap.

      I stroked his short dark hair and whispered. “Who did this to you?”

      He stared up at me, his brown eyes filled with shame. “It was me. A spell… it backfired.”

      Hot tears filled my eyes and leaked down my cheeks when I saw how much blood was pooling around us. “No Harry… I’ll fix you.”

      I put out my hand, my arm trembling with the stress of seeing my childhood friend bleeding out before my eyes. I began to chant, a basic healing spell. I’d never mastered more than high school level magic when it came to healing, and I wasn’t sure what I was going to be able to do to help him, but I had to try.

      My parents had normal jobs. There were a limited number of magical jobs within our world, and they’d encouraged me to live outside the warlock realm where I’d been raised. I’d crossed over with them into the human world straight after high school, and as a result, my magic wasn’t as well-developed as it could have been.

      White light sparked from my fingers and passed over Harry as more tears leaked down my face. But nothing changed in relation to his injuries.

      “Come on!” I ground out, forcing more magic into the spell.

      Harry reached for my arm, his wet fingers leaving sticky, bloody fingerprints on my skin. “It’s okay… Tan. It’s okay.”

      “Why didn’t you go to your parents?” I demanded of him, anger born of fear ripping into me. I couldn’t lose him. He was one of my oldest friends. “They could have fixed you. Helped you.”

      He chuckled softly, then coughed, sending more blood over his lips and down his chin. “They don’t deserve the last of my magic.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked him.

      “The spell… that’s killing me. It’s a genie spell.”

      I gasped. Surely, he hadn’t been trying to do a forbidden spell? “No! You didn’t…”

      He groaned, his eyes closing. “You know I only ever wanted one thing.”

      “For your parents to accept you… for who you really are,” I whispered, hoisting him higher so I could cradle him in my arms.

      Harry was gay, a fact that had been obvious since he was little. His parents had rejected any notion of him not being ‘normal’ and he’d spent most of his teenage years living at my house.

      My parents had loved him like a son. And to me, an only child, he’d been the closest thing to a brother I’d ever had. Even if we’d drifted apart over the last ten years, I still loved him with all my heart.

      I shook him a little. “Harry, I would have helped you if I’d known you were struggling this much. You could have lived here with me. We could have been the odd couple all over again.”

      He sighed, long and heavy. “I should have come here earlier. But I should have done a lot of things. Now stop and listen to me. What is your greatest wish, Tan?”

      “For you to live!” I cried, a sob catching in my throat as Harry’s eyes began to close, his skin as pale as the white tiles beneath us.

      “No.” His voice was a choked whisper. “You always said you wished your magic matched your physical strength. Do you still wish that?”

      “You remember that?” I said, and he nodded.

      As two outcasts at a magical high school we’d often wished for things to be different. Part of me had wanted to be small and sexy, but most of me was proud of my curves and strength. When that size hadn’t translated into anything special magically, I’d often wished for more.

      I gulped. “Yes, of course I do. But not just for me. For all the big girls out there. That our strength, our power, our size… meant something more than just being… fat.”

      Harry forced his eyes open, a strange green mist floating across them. His lips trembled as he lifted his blood-covered hand and touched my cheek.

      Then he said one final word, “Granted.”

      His touch turned hot, tingling against my flesh. I gasped at the sensation, then the feeling was gone, and so was Harry.

      His head fell back and I didn’t worry about being composed any longer. I pulled his head to my chest and sobbed my heart out. “Oh, Harry, I’m sorry. I’m so so sorry. Please Harry. Come back…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          TANIA

        

      

    

    
      The next week passed in a blur of pain. The magical council ruled Harry’s death a suicide, which meant he was buried quickly, and with a private funeral service.

      It was meant to be family only, but my parents and I muscled our way in. Harry’s parents seemed grateful for the company in the graveyard, though afterwards they didn’t even thank us for attending.

      Their son had just died, so part of me understood why they were seemingly so rude. But considering my parents were owed thanks for practically raising their son when they wouldn’t, part of me couldn’t stop being angry at them.

      I spent the week with my parents, in their country house an hour out of town. After I’d called the paramedics and they arrived and took away Harry’s body, I’d spent ages scrubbing the white tiles in my foyer to get rid of Harry’s blood. Then I had lay down in the same exact spot and cried for so long the sun had come up and the first of my staff arrived to start their shifts.

      Luckily for me, I had great employees. Daniella had scooped me up and forced me back to my apartment for a shower, then told me to take the week off and she’d handle everything.

      I checked in once or twice and she did seem to have everything under control. George had sent his condolences and followed up with a report about how the gym was faring. My business was surviving without me, but it was time to go back. I packed my bags and headed out to my parents’ living room.

      My mom was there, in her apron and sneakers. “Hey, sweetie. I made breakfast. Come eat.”

      By ‘made breakfast’, she meant she’d waved her hands around and conjured up the most magnificent feast imaginable. “Wow Mom, it looks great.”

      My mom, unlike me, was a petite little thing with a good deal of magic. I’d gotten my size from my father, who’d played NFL as an enforcer. Even at sixty, he was still fit, and just as big as ever.

      Speak of the devil.

      “How’s my girl this morning?” Dad asked, walking into the room and putting his arm around my shoulders. “You know you don’t need to go back to the city so soon. Despite the reason you came home, we’ve loved having you here.”

      I hugged him back, then sat down at the breakfast table to start eating. My mom was used to cooking for my father, who happened to have a voracious appetite, and that meant the food was freaking delicious and there was always more than enough.

      Just for breakfast, I had the choice of bacon and eggs, sausage and tomatoes, waffles and fruit, porridge and buttered toast. And if I didn’t have some of everything, my mom would have had plenty to say about that.

      “I’d love to stay,” I told them truthfully, reaching for the platter of bacon and eggs. “I’ve put on five pounds since I got here.”

      Not that I cared. What was another five pounds?

      My father chuckled. “You’ve gotten too thin. You’re training too hard.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Too thin, Dad? That’s a first.”

      “Maybe we should get an apartment in the city too,” Mom suggested. “I could bring you food. Make sure you’re looking after yourself.”

      I would have laughed, assuming they were joking, but when I glanced up from my breakfast to look at Mom, then my dad, I could tell they really were worried about me. “If you guys want to get an apartment in the city, I’d love to have you around more, but don’t just do it for my sake.”

      Mom glanced over at Dad. “Your father misses training.”

      Dad coughed loudly, “Oh, well…”

      Mom gave him a sweet smile. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I know the quiet life here in the country wasn’t your choice; it was mine.”

      Oh my God. They were serious.

      I looked at my dad. “There’s a strongman comp in four weeks, Dad. Maybe you could enter and compete?”

      Dad grabbed for the waffles. “Oh, no. I’m way past competitions.”

      I glanced at Mom who was nodding softly, encouraging me to continue.

      I turned back to him. “If you’re serious about spending more time in the city, I’d love some help at the gym, Dad. I do the best I can, but I know the men especially would benefit from a guy like you around to help.”

      It had actually been on my mind recently, that I didn’t have anyone to help my elites.

      “George, for example,” I said. “He needs help with technique, and to be honest I think his diet needs work. He’s about ten kilos less than he should be, but I don’t feel qualified to advise him.”

      Dad munched on his waffles, scooping food into his mouth at an impressive rate. “That’s nice of you to say, Tania, but⁠—”

      “Oh, if you don’t want to do it, that’s totally fine,” I said, reaching for the juice. “I know you’re busy.”

      Cleaning your car… gardening…

      There must have been something in my tone, because Dad narrowed his eyes. Mom whipped out a real estate brochure. “I was looking at this place. It needs a lot of work, but there’s something special about it.”

      I pulled the advertisement closer, staring down at a house I’d walked past a hundred times. It was between the gym and my local grocery store. “Mom, this place is practically a pull-down-and-rebuild job.”

      It was a mansion, about three blocks from my gym. But it’d been abandoned for decades, or certainly looked like it. I had noticed it both because of its impressive size, but also the sorry state it was in.

      She shrugged, eating her fruit and porridge. “I need a project. I’m a bit bored, to be honest.”

      I frowned at her, not sure she’d really thought this through. “You know you can’t just snap your fingers and renovate the whole place with magic, Mom?”

      Unlike me, my mother’s magic was fantastic. She was more powerful than both my father and I put together.

      She rolled her eyes in a mocking type of way. “I know, Tania. I’ve lived in the human world for a long time. I know what I can get away with and what I can’t.”

      I looked from my mother, to my father, and back again. “If you two are serious, I’d love to have you close. I’ve missed you.”

      It seemed like such a simple thing to say, but the feelings that descended were hot and heavy. I swallowed hard, trying not to cry. Maybe I’d missed them more than I wanted to admit. And this week, dealing with Harry’s death, I felt like I needed them a little more than usual.

      “Good,” Mom said, calm as ever. “Because I put an offer on it last week.”

      Dad’s jaw dropped. “You what?”

      I began to laugh. They hadn’t changed. “So… when do you move in?”

      She shrugged. “The agent said we can move in anytime. The money’s just sitting in the account, so as soon as you’re ready, Magnus?”

      I looked over at Dad, whose huge physical presence made the fact that his wife ran rings around him, even funnier. “What do you say, Dad?”

      He grabbed for the bread basket. “Why not? I always wanted to live in a creepy old mansion.”

      I chuckled, shaking my head. My parents were awesome and probably added to my long list of why I didn’t have a husband yet. Their relationship was so perfect, and my standards were high.

      I left after breakfast and drove the hour back to the city. The fact that my parents would soon follow gave me more comfort than I wanted to admit.

      It was Saturday, so traffic was minimal. I got home faster than I first planned. I drove into my designated car spot and turned off the engine. Then I couldn’t get out. I just sat there, my arms and legs refusing to move.

      Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Harry. Dying. Bleeding all over himself. And me. My white floor covered with thick, dark pools of crimson death.

      I knew I couldn’t sit out here forever. Eventually I gathered the courage and forced myself to move. Still, my hand shook as I reached for the handle and pushed open my door. I could do this. I could.

      “Tania!” Jaydy’s voice rang out across the carpark.

      I turned to greet my bestie. “Hey Jaydy.” I managed a smile. “How are you?”

      “How are you is a more relevant question?” She rushed up to hug me.

      I tried not to crumble into her hug, and instead held myself stiff. “I’m okay. You know.”

      She pulled back and stared into my eyes. “Yeah, I do. Harry was like a brother to you.”

      I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat and managed to say, “Yeah, he was.”

      I pocketed my car keys and walked toward the front door of my gym, grateful for Jaydy’s company. “How’s everything been in my absence?”

      She grinned at me. “Fine. Though George has been telling everyone he’s in charge now.”

      I had to laugh at that one, though chuckling felt weird and foreign in my still-grieving body. “Yeah… I can imagine.”

      We reached the glass front entrance and I stopped.

      Jaydy stepped around me and opened the door for me. “You really okay, hon?”

      I inhaled sharply, my breath catching in my throat. “To be honest, I don’t know.”

      My friend linked her arm in mine. “The first time is always going to be the worst. Wanna walk in together?”

      I nodded, my heart pounding. “Yeah, thanks.”

      That first step was definitely the hardest. My legs shook but I surged forward into my gym. My home.

      The floor was clean. No blood whatsoever. In fact, the white tiles were pristine.

      Daniella was manning the desk and when she saw me, she smiled brightly. “Welcome back.”

      I waved at her, then pulled Jaydy’s arm to walk around the spot where Harry had died. I didn’t want to step foot there. Ever again.

      As we passed the place where Harry had told me my wish was granted, a thought occurred to me.

      “Hey Jaydy. Have you done any magic lately?” She was one of the strongest women I knew. She trained for hours, daily, and usually won her weight division at comps.

      She shrugged. “Just my normal stuff. Nothing special. Why?”

      “No reason,” I said, shaking my head. Surely Harry hadn’t been serious about achieving the genie spell? It was impossible. A myth. Something we had all laughed about as kids.

      But one thing was certain. He’d messed with some serious magic that he shouldn’t have. And it had killed him.

      The gym was relatively quiet for a Saturday morning, so after checking in with Daniella and making sure there were no issues I needed to deal with, I excused myself and went upstairs.

      Everything was where I’d left it, yet something felt odd. Maybe it was just me? I was different somehow and it wasn’t simply grief from Harry’s passing. I couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was, though.

      I sighed and went into my bedroom to unpack my clothes. Mom had washed everything for me, magically, so I was coming home with a suitcase full of clean clothes.

      I couldn’t help chuckling as I put everything away. She had even made them smell like roses, as if they’d been lovingly hand-washed.

      Then it was time to clean out the refrigerator, and sit down. Everything inside me ached, right down to my bones. I hadn’t trained all week, but I couldn’t face going down there now. Not with more and more people arriving by the hour.

      Maybe tonight.

      Or tomorrow.

      George was sure to come find me the next time he came in, but for the moment, my heart needed a rest. I pulled back the covers on my queen-sized bed and climbed in, still clothed.

      Later, I’d be strong enough to deal with my business, and the fact that my parents were moving to town.

      For now, I needed to grieve the loss of the man I’d considered my brother.

      I still couldn’t believe he’d died for such a stupid reason. The genie wish was a myth, and clearly not something that was real. My poor dear Harry had died, for nothing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          TANIA

        

      

    

    
      I deliberately avoided people over the next few days. I worked behind the scenes, in the office, or did the close of day or the start when it was usually quieter, not wanting to have to deal with the strain of putting on a fake positive front for my gym customers and staff.

      My body ached from the lack of training, and my heart hurt for the loss of my childhood friend. My brother.

      On Wednesday night, after everyone had left, I decided it was time to get back into my work outs. Nothing made me feel better, nor lifted the depression off me, like exercise. And Harry would have hated to see me moping around.

      I set up my weights and got to work, pushing myself further than I normally would. Despite the fact I’d had a week off, and still wasn’t feeling like myself, the work out was easy. Too easy.

      I checked the weights but I hadn’t made any errors.

      Strange.

      I pushed to the end of the session, my heart pounding and sweat rolling down my face. I’d put on weight the past week; I could feel it within my body already. Not that I cared about my size, but it was the loss of muscle that I wasn’t happy about.

      When I was finished, I cleaned up and put everything away.

      I was exhausted, so instead of doing my normal ‘human style’ lock up, I flicked my hand toward the front door, aiming to lock it using my magic. I wasn’t sure my powers would extend that far, but I figured it couldn’t hurt to try.

      The door locked, with a loud click, the curtains rolled down, and the lights in the front half of the warehouse flicked off.

      My jaw dropped. Sure, that was what I’d planned to do next, but there was no way I’d have thought I could do it with just my magic.

      I stood up, and with a shaking hand, waved my fingers over a dumb bell I’d left at my feet, telling it to go back to its place on the rack.

      I watched in awe as the weight flew up to where it should go and nestled in neatly with the other weights.

      “Holy shit.”

      It wasn’t possible. No way. I’d never had this sort of power before—magical or physical.

      I had to test it out properly. I finished turning off all the lights in the normal, human way, and went up to my apartment for a shower. I washed my hair and took my time scrubbing the sweat from my skin, my mind awhirl with possibilities.

      The genie spell that had killed Harry was powerful. But even so, surely the spell wouldn’t really have given Harry the power to impart a single wish?

      If it had, and if Harry really had blessed me with the same amount of magical power, as I had strength and size… surely that meant amazing things.

      I pulled on my cotton pajamas, my skin still hot from my shower, and sat on the couch in my small living room. My hands were warm and buzzing with an energy I’d never felt before. I had to know; I simply had to.

      While my magic wasn’t terrible, I’d never been good at anything. I’d barely gotten through high school, thanks to almost failing the classes in spells and potions. But what was I truly dreadful at?

      The answer came to me easily. Magical jewelry-making.

      To be fair, that wasn’t just me, it was pretty much everyone at my school. Anyone who wasn’t meant to be a craftsman, or metalsmith, couldn’t make jewelry the magical way. It just wasn’t done.

      Only three people had passed metal-smithing class, and they all went on to become jewelers.

      “What do I need in the way of jewelry?” I asked aloud, rubbing my hands together. I rarely wore jewelry of any sort. No rings or necklaces, and I only kept a pair of gold studs in my ears so the holes wouldn’t close up.

      My mother had pierced them when I was three years old because she loved sparkles. I’d never had the heart to let them go completely, even though I still never changed out the gold for the sparkles Mom had always wanted for me.

      “Something for Mom, then.” I smiled at the thought. My mother deserved the best of everything.

      I closed my eyes and put my hands out, stretching and wiggling my fingers to let the magic flow. In my mind I could see a gorgeous gold necklace. Mom’s favorite color was green, so I imagined a large emerald centerpiece, hanging off a sturdy gold chain.

      Yes, that looks pretty.

      My hands warmed and magic flowed through me. I smiled wider, enjoying the exercise even though I fully expected to open my eyes and see nothing there. Or at most, a mangled piece of metal that resembled nothing like what I envisaged.

      When the warmth of my magic flow slowed and then stopped, I opened my eyes to see what my ridiculous imagination had pretended I could create.

      I stared down at the coffee table in shock. “It can’t be.” I was hallucinating now, surely?

      I reached out and picked up the gorgeous necklace lying in front of me on the table. The metal was slightly warm to the touch, and heavy. And the piece was utterly beautiful. “Oh, my… God.”

      It was real. The links were gold and the emerald was huge and sparkling, even in the dim light of my apartment. I turned the piece this way and that, inspecting it like I expected it to disappear any minute.

      But the necklace didn’t disappear. Instead, it got colder and more settled in my hands.

      Carefully, I put it down on the table, got up and walked away.

      This wasn’t possible. No… way.

      I put myself to bed, but after an hour of not being able to fall asleep, I went and got the necklace, put it on the pillow next to me, and stared at it.

      Was this real? Was it possible that my magic had improved? Gotten stronger and more powerful?

      Was it truly possible that Harry’s dying wish had actually come true?

      I forced myself to close my eyes but it was hours before I actually fell asleep. Only time would tell if this was just some sort of weird trick. Or my new reality.

      
        * * *

      

      The next day I fronted up for the afternoon shift, grief still present but my heart was lighter than it had been in a while.

      “Tania! You’re back!” Jaydy hurried up to the reception desk, a big smile on her face. “You’ll never guess what!”

      “What?” I asked, grinning at the big, strong woman I’d known for so long. She was a lovely person, and her beautiful nature shone through in her eyes. “You here to set another personal best?” I asked her, when she didn’t respond straight away.

      Jaydy held lots of records in her weight division and was a fantastic example of a strong, fit, healthy power lifter.

      She laughed. “Yeah, I’m competing next month, but that’s not what’s awesome. I just got the Potions Master job at our old high school.”

      My jaw dropped. “But you… they…”

      She grinned at me, totally understanding where my thoughts had gone. “I know, right? They only ever pick the very best, and I’ve never been known for my magic. Especially potions. But I just had this strong feeling that I wanted to give it a go, and somehow I blitzed at the interview. I couldn’t believe it.”

      I stared at her, shocked. Was it possible that Harry’s wish had spread wider than simply me? Had the genie wish filtered down to affect all supernatural women like me? Big. Strong. Voluptuous and chubby.

      Was our magic now equal to our size? Wonder filled my chest. Then I realized I hadn’t said anything about her announcement.

      “Congratulations Jaydy,” I managed, still feeling shocked. “It’s great news. You work so hard at everything, and you really deserve it.”

      She headed off into the gym, speaking over her shoulder as she went. “Not really, but I’m still rapt! Thanks Tania!”

      I watched her disappear into the gym, my heart filled with joy. If this was possible. if this was really happening…

      Oh… this is awesome!

      Ever the realist, I still wanted an independent person to give me an opinion. I could just be fooling myself here.

      When George arrived for his nightly training session, as he always did at six p.m., I walked over to greet him.

      “Hey George.”

      “Hey Tania. Heard your parents bought a place in town.”

      I laughed, because if I ever thought I was going to surprise George, I was wrong. “Is there anything you don’t know?”

      He shrugged. “I don’t know what’s going on with you right now. Something’s up. What is it?”

      I swallowed hard. “I was hoping you wouldn’t mind hanging round for an hour to spot me?”

      His eyebrows climbed his forehead. “Pushing some upper limits?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. That okay with you?” I usually trained alone. I was smart about my weights and had good technique, and I never worried about the fact I didn’t have a partner.

      George grinned broadly. “Of course. I’ll get something to eat now, and push back my work-out an hour. Then I can be done in time with your shift ending.” He winked, turned tail and headed out the door again.

      I waved, nervous excitement filling my belly. It couldn’t be true. Surely. But everything inside of me was excited, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that something fundamental had changed inside of me.

      I finished my shift and closed the computer down. George had eaten and was now in the back, training hard. I changed the music to something more my style, a little lighter and more dance-oriented. I could practically hear his groan even before he released it.

      “Oh. Shut up,” I called out. “Just gonna change. Will be back in five.”

      I rushed upstairs to my apartment, threw on some workout clothes and came down to train with George, not sure what we were might both be about to discover.
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