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Witches have always had it rough. Back in the olden days, if you so much as sneezed at the wrong time or brewed a tea that actually worked, people would point, whisper, and start reaching for the torches. Humans are funny that way—afraid of anything they can’t understand, especially if it smells like rosemary.

Truth be told, most witches weren’t cackling over cauldrons or flying off on broomsticks. They were the village doctors before “doctor” was even a word—working with herbs, salves, and generations of hard-earned know-how. But the moment they did something the average villager couldn’t explain, it stopped being “helpful” and became “suspicious.” And “suspicious” in those days usually meant “against the church,” which in turn meant you might find yourself on the wrong side of a bonfire. Not the cozy, marshmallow-roasting kind.

So no, you definitely did not want to be an acknowledged witch back then. Being a quiet, anonymous one was your best bet.

Nowadays? Things are a little different. Witches still exist—we’ve just gotten really, really good at blending in. Our magic is secret, tucked away behind ordinary lives and boring day jobs.

I’m Esme, by the way—a third-generation witch. My mother’s a witch, my grandmother’s a witch... but I didn’t find out for sure until my 18th birthday. (Surprise! Not the kind you expect with cake.)

But let me go back for a moment—to my childhood, when things were much simpler... or so I thought.

*  *  *
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I wasn’t an exceptional toddler. No glowing aura, no floating toys, no black cat trailing me like a furry familiar. Just me, a small, slightly clumsy kid with jam on my face most of the time.

In our family, you don’t get the official talk about your abilities until you’re eighteen. It’s a kind of magical “PG-18” rule. The thinking is, if you know too much too soon, you might start using it to cheat at school, hex the neighbors, or—heaven forbid—win every round of hide and seek.

But of course, things leak out. You start to notice you’re not quite like everybody else. Little hints. Like when the salt is on the far side of the table. A normal kid would ask someone to pass it. Me? I’d just stare at it, feeling this strange tug, and—whoosh—it would glide across the table to me, like a very polite ghost waiter.

No one ever said a word when it happened. They’d just exchange that look—the look—like, “Yep, she’s got the gift. But shhh, we’re not telling her yet.”

Or take the time at school when two boys were brawling in the courtyard. I got upset, threw my hand up in protest... and one of them literally sailed through the air like a badly thrown backpack. Everyone stared at me, then at the empty space where he’d been, then back at me. “What force did this?” their faces said. (Spoiler: it was me.)

So yeah, I was aware of my powers, even back then. I just didn’t have a name for them yet—like living in a superhero origin story, but with more mud and less spandex.

*  *  *
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On my eighteenth birthday, I did what any self-respecting almost-adult witch-in-training would do: I levitated my cake. Not a cupcake. Not a muffin. A full three-tiered, buttercream-frosted monstrosity with sparklers sticking out like fireworks. It floated gently off the table and drifted toward me so I could blow out the candles without leaning over. (Call it lazy. I call it “practical magic.”)

That was the moment my mother and grandmother exchanged the other look—the “it’s time” look—and hustled me into the living room for “a talk.” Which, as it turns out, was less about birds and bees and more about brooms and spells.

They explained I came from a long, unbroken line of witches. Well—mostly unbroken. Every now and then a generation would skip the magic, like a bad Wi-Fi connection, but it always came back stronger in the next one.

My mother sat me down and said, very seriously, that my powers would develop over time, and they would help me learn to use them. But—and this was the drumbeat of the conversation—they had to be used for good. Not for revenge, not for cheating on exams, and definitely not for making your ex’s hair fall out. A rare gift like ours, she said, is a blessing—but also a responsibility.

I nodded, still thinking about the cake floating back to the table. I was officially a witch now. And apparently, officially on magical probation.

*  *  *
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I decided early on that the perfect profession for hiding my magical abilities in plain sight was psychiatry. After all, if anyone asked how I managed such remarkable results, I could simply murmur something about “advanced hypnosis” and watch them nod wisely, none the wiser.

So off I went—first the medical degree, then the master’s. My parents, comfortably well-off and proud of their talented daughter, helped me establish a practice of my own not long after I graduated. It was discreet, elegant, and—most importantly—mine.

Patients began to arrive in a steady stream, carrying with them all the troubles of modern life. Anxiety, sorrow, doubts of every shape and size. And they left lighter, happier, as if an invisible weight had been lifted from their shoulders. Which, of course, it had—thanks to a careful whisper of magic where ordinary words would never have been enough.

Word spread quickly. Soon my name was being spoken with admiration in professional circles. Colleagues called my results “exceptional,” “astonishing,” and once even “miraculous.” I smiled politely at their praise, never confessing that behind the polished title of psychiatrist stood something far older and far rarer: a witch who knew exactly how to ease a troubled mind.

*  *  *
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In the office next to mine worked another psychiatrist, a man about my age. He had that professional, serious look—the kind that makes patients trust you instantly and makes your competition (me) slightly annoyed. Unfortunately, he also looked at me as if I’d personally stolen his patients.

When we met in the lift, he barely nodded, let alone spoke. I tried—believe me, I tried. Cheerful greetings, friendly comments, even the occasional weather observation (always a reliable icebreaker). Nothing worked. He stood there like a marble statue with great hair.

The worst part? He was extremely attractive. Annoyingly so. And since I didn’t have a boyfriend at the time, I couldn’t help but take an interest. Word around the building was that he was single too—apparently no woman ever came by to meet him. That little fact encouraged me more than it probably should have.

So, after what I like to call “preliminary investigation” (translation: shameless eavesdropping and casual questioning), I made a decision. Magic was going to be necessary. Just a gentle push to turn him around. Nothing dangerous, nothing irreversible. I figured I’d sprinkle a little enchantment at the start, then step back and let nature—well, and hopefully his own initiative—take its course.

*  *  *
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The next morning, I engineered one of those accidental lift encounters. Timing is everything—especially when you’re planning to ambush a man with charm, conversation, and a touch of witchcraft.

I greeted him cheerfully, then did something bold: I held
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