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            Dedication

         
         
            FOR THE FREAKS, THE GEEKS, THE OUTCASTS, THE OUTSIDERS, THE WEIRDOS, AND THE UNWANTED. YOU ARE SEEN, YOU ARE LOVED, AND YOU
               SHINE JUST THE WAY YOU ARE.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            A Letter from the Editor

         
         Hello darling readers—

         
         I grew up during a time when being anything other than straight and cis (and neurotypical, and white, and . . . ) opened you
            up to mockery, bullying, and worse. My own journey regarding my identity didn’t begin until my late twenties. But it doesn’t
            have to be like that for this generation, or generations to come. It warms my heart to see so many of y’all out and proud
            and loud and thriving.
         

         
         Unfortunately, the openness that y’all express yourselves with scares a lot of old folks—and not-so-old folks. They want nothing
            more than to silence us, to push us to the fringes, to erase us from history as if trans people only came into existence in
            the twenty-first century rather than being present for the entirety of human existence. And one tactic they use to ensure
            we don’t gain “legitimacy” is by excluding us from media—movies, TV, songs, and, yes, even our beloved books.
         

         
         I conceived this idea as a direct reflection of my own frustration with some high-profile instances of trans exclusion wrapped up in fake concern for “the children” and “femininity” within the bookish world. Trans kids deserve to see themselves within fantasy worlds just as readily as cis kids. Trans kids deserve magic schools and Chosen One status and choose-your-own-magical-faction adventures. Trans kids deserve.
         

         
         And so TRANSMOGRIFY! came to be. This anthology consists of enticing tales of trans teens in magical situations meant to give real-life trans
            teens some long-deserved representation. You’re about to dive into so many different worlds, you might get motion sickness.
            But, like, in the best way. My lovely friends have crafted beautiful, fun, funny stories full of heart and sass. And a lot
            of queerness. Like . . . a lot. A. LOT.
         

         
         We tried to be as mindful as possible with our stories, but certain moments may make some readers uncomfortable. Within this
            anthology, you may encounter brief mentions of:
         

         
         
            	misgendering

            	transphobia

            	body horror

            	fantasy violence

            	references to suicide/suicidal ideation

         

         Having triggers isn’t shameful, and if anyone tries to shame you for it, they’re unworthy of your time and attention. You
            aren’t obligated, by any means, to read every single story. If you come across a moment in a story that makes you uncomfortable,
            stop reading. Don’t force yourself to push through. It’s okay. We still appreciate you. And hopefully, you’ll find another
            story among these to fall in love with. Anthologies are magic like that.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Origin Story

            Saundra Mitchell

         
         
         When Tilluster College expels you, they do it up right.

         
         Because, speaking from experience, they tied a bow on it real good. They didn’t strip my powers, because it turns out they
            can’t. But they made sure that this dumpster rat went back into the regular world, the world without magic, with an underline that was hard to forget.
         

         
         We will kill everyone you love one by one if you expose us.

         
         All righty, then.

         
         Gotta make sure that nobody knows about their careful, civilized, controlled school of magic. Because sure, they’ll give a
            white trash queer kid like me a taste of three meals a day, AC all the time, and a bed in a frame. But they’ll also snatch
            it back if that white trash queer kid can’t get their wild magic to behave.
         

         
         I can’t help that my fire wants to leap into the sky. That when I draw a wind, it wants to scream through the trees. And that when I step onto the rickety porch of my trailer, the ground rumbles. I call the trash cans back to their home, a little rectangle made out of white plastic fence, to hide them. Mom built it, just like she plants the roses around the trailer’s skirt. Our plot of land is barely big enough to hold our old single-wide, but Mom does her best to make it beautiful. 

         
         With a nod, I nudge the lids closed and smirk. Tilluster would not approve. What a low way to use magic, they’d say. What a way to debase such a rare gift.
         

         
         Yeah, well, they can suck it.

         
         Cool, slightly humid darkness swallows me when I step inside. I could flip on a light with a glance. Instead, I pat the air
            in search of the wall, confident of my steps in the dark.
         

         
         Mom’s been on third shift lately, and that means we make the trailer into a forever night. The daytime blackouts turn my house
            into a dome beneath the sea. Only the train disturbs the quiet, loud with its whistle, sending little earthquakes to shake
            the floor and rattle the silverware in the sink.
         

         
         The rubbled wallpaper on the hallway walls leads me to my room. I let magic open the door for me again, defiant. Bring on
            that debasing, baby. Drag it down in the dirt, roll with it, get it filthy. I use magic to wash dishes and flush toilets too,
            and right now, I use it to make my bed and call my earbuds into my hands.
         

         
         If I wanted, I could make everything in this room rattle. I could raise it in the air, spin it around like a whirlwind. If
            I wanted, I could set it on fire, or blast it to pieces with lightning called to my hands. If I wanted, if I wanted—
         

         
         If I wanted to prove Tilluster College right: That I was dangerous. Out of control. Unteachable.

         
         I put in my earbuds and call my phone to my hand. It’s an old Samsung I inherited from one of my cousins, and the Wi-Fi is courtesy of our next-door neighbor. His router name is She-Ra. Password? Catra. 

         
         There’s a flash when I turn it on. Static, or a glitch. For a second, I think I see a face, but nah. The screen flickers;
            it’s just my brain making sense out of it. A weird sizzling sound bursts out. Then, everything’s normal again. App icons,
            an autumn-tree background; that’s it. I hope this thing’s not dying, because I can’t afford a new one and I doubt anyone has
            a spare to lend me.
         

         
         YouTube has my playlist already cued up; I hit shuffle before opening my group chats. Head flooded with music, I flop onto
            my back on my bed. With a lazy wave of fingers, I float the phone above me. I don’t have to touch the screen at all. Could
            this be the most mundane use of magic ever? Possibly.
         

         
         In WhatsApp, there’s the usual scroll from AP study group, and the family chat is lit up about my cousin Cassy bringing home
            a one-eyed kitten. My best friend, Lexie, dominates friend chat, throwing a fit about the difference between a multiverse
            and time travel. That finally sparks a little warm glow in my chest.
         

         
         I mean, Kevin Feige should just hire me. I could fix this mess in two seconds, she says.
         

         
         Our friend Trinity replies, He absolutely should, motion passed.
         

         
         So mote it be, I think at the phone, and the words appear on the screen.
         

         
         Lexie sends a giant Bitmoji of herself jumping out of a cake. S U R P R I S E ! the caption reads, and she adds, I’m gonna show up on set one day, you watch.

         
         In my mind, I see Lexie’s peachy-white face and ginger hair and her shoulders thrown forward, so there! I smile, just a little.
            She cheers me up just by existing. We’ve been best friends since fifth grade, survived everything together. She’s so glad
            I’m back from my “exchange” program, allegedly in Scotland.
         

         
         I’ve never seen Scotland. I probably never will. It’s imaginary to me, out of reach like Narnia. But Tilluster is real. It’s
            as real as my cell phone orbiting me. And orbit it does, until my mother appears at the door.
         

         
         Her mouth is open, probably to ask if I’ve taken out the trash yet. But she says nothing, instead furrowing her brow into
            a V-shaped glower. That’s a magic all mothers have, and it never needs hiding.
         

         
         “Sorry,” I say, and pluck my phone from the air.

         
         Ignoring that, she says, “I picked up an extra shift. There’s a twenty in the kitchen if you want to walk down to the Sandwich
            Machine.”
         

         
         She doesn’t wait for me to say thank you. She never does. I can’t tell if it’s the magic she hates, or if it’s me. When I
            was little, I was her best friend. Then I got big, and I got lightning coming out of my fingers, and she was glad to give
            me up to Tilluster.
         

         
         She probably never expected to see me again. Or if she did, it wouldn’t be for ages. My coming back after a year threw her.

         
         She’d had twelve months without my mouth to feed and body to clothe and feet to shoe. Twelve months of plenty, twelve months of date nights out and coming home whenever. All that went away when I returned, and it reminded her how much easier it is when I’m gone. 

         
         Once I hear the front door close, I creep out to claim the money. The bill is old and worn; somebody drew a tiara on Harriet
            Tubman and blacked out Andrew Jackson’s eyes on the back. I take a picture of it before I stash it in a decorative treasure
            chest I got thrifting.
         

         
         In the money goes, with the rest of the tens and twenties Mom’s doled out since I’ve been home. She’s been working a lot of
            doubles. It seems like the less she sees of me, the better. And I get it. So I can’t stay here. I can’t.
         

         
         But I’m sixteen and broke and I live half in the boonies, half in the city, off a busy state road. I can’t drive, and I never
            learned to gracewalk—making portals from place to place. Only a tacky-ass kid like me would call it teleporting, but that’s
            what it is. And I can’t do it, so I have to figure out where the hell I can go and how the hell I can get there.
         

         
         And then somebody knocks on the door. I open it . . . with my hands.

         
         Trinity hangs over Lexie’s shoulder, her eyes glittering like amber in the sun.

         
         “Surprise!” she says, and Lexie waves jazz hands.

         
         “We were texting you on the way here!”

         
         Opening the door wider to let them in, I laugh in spite of my mood. “You shouldn’t text and drive.”

         
         “I drove,” Lexie said, slipping from under Trinity’s hands and flopping down in my mother’s big recliner. She’s long and tall, limbs stretching out to forever, blessed with height and cute. She keeps rearranging the Viking twist in her hair so she can lay her head back flat. “Trinity did the texting.” 

         
         Trinity circles me and wraps her arms around my waist. She rests her chin on my shoulder, her brown skin radiating warmth.
            Trinity’s unafraid of touch and smothers all her friends in it. I remind myself that she’s just my friend, even though her body molds to mine, no space left between us. I have to tighten myself on the inside to keep the
            lights from flickering in response.
         

         
         “We’re getting some beverages and going to the drive-in, so get dressed,” Trinity says, her glossed lips so close to my ear. Her voice buzzes through me;
            the big lamp in the living room dims.
         

         
         Control, control, control, that’s what I’m doing. Squeezing every muscle in my body, twisting every synapse in my brain, to stop the flow of magic
            into the room around us. Children can do this, a voice from my past reminds me. Effortlessly. So what is your excuse?

         
         Somehow, that makes it even harder. Covering Trinity’s arms with mine, I stare at the lamp, visualizing the black stem that
            turns it on and off. This shouldn’t be hard. I do it all the damn time. Let the breath drain out, let the magic out just a
            little. See that knob turning. Turn it, tur—
         

         
         Lexie and Trinity both startle when the lightbulb blows. Not just out. The glass shatters and everything. Because of course.

         
         Face hot, I disentangle myself. I tell myself the magic only seems obvious to me because I know it’s magic. It’s fine. They don’t know. They can’t ever know.
         

         
         I grab the broom on the other side of the bar. It’s waist high and separates the living room from the kitchen, even though
            there are no walls to speak of. “We keep having power surges,” I explain pointlessly, trying to sweep the shards off the carpet.
         

         
         Trinity laughs, half honey, half cackle. It’s one of the best things about her. “That’s the most exciting thing that’s happened
            all week!”
         

         
         “It better not stay that way,” Lexie says, lazily melting out of the chair to hold the dustpan for me.

         
         “What’s on?” I ask, desperate to turn the focus anywhere but here. “At the Tibbs?”

         
         “Who cares? You guys wanna sneak in a pizza?” Lexie asks, but Trinity holds up a hand.

         
         “Uh-uh. They’re checking trunks again.”

         
         Lexie makes a face. “Then where are we putting the buvos?”

         
         “Already under the seat.”

         
         “You brought it to my mom’s house?” Lexie exclaims.

         
         “I brought it to her driveway.”
         

         
         Throwing her head back, Lexie laughs. “You’re gonna get me killed.”

         
         “Not tonight, I’m not.” Trinity pops the lever on the side of the seat and leans wayyyyy back into my lap. Instantly, I put my hands on her shoulders like I always do, like I always used to. She would notice if I stopped. So I just rub the smooth curve of her shoulders as her knot of braids spills into my lap. “Maybe some other time.” 

         
         Dusk is all around us, late-August musk rising with the mosquitos. Warm oil out of the asphalt and cool crispness out of the
            reclaimed wild space next to the road. That means they planted native wildflowers and told people not to cut them. It’s a
            meadow between a gravel pit and a semi-dingy drive-in, trying hard to be something more in the middle of less.
         

         
         Fireflies blink between the brush of tall grass, and I sort of lose myself watching them. It’s like a trance, the rumble of
            the engine, the silk of Trinity’s skin, the heat of late summer trying to turn down to fall. The fireflies are looking for
            love, looking for a signal hidden close to the ground. Beneath all the concrete and curbs and foundries, the earth is alive
            with magic—we’re not even really out of the city, but it’s stronger here.
         

         
         An odd, greasy streetlight blinks as we drive past it, probably reacting to me. I’m only close for a second, though. And if
            Trinity and Lexie saw it, it would mean nothing to them. Just another thing the city needs to fix but probably won’t.
         

         
         We’re not Butler-Tarkingtons or Broad Ripples or Fishers, uh-uh. They get new streets, and we get patches. We get snow, they
            get plowed out first. There’s been a pit on the corner of Troy and Harding for a while now. They just add new gravel to it
            so we don’t fall in too deep when we turn right.
         

         
         Another streetlight flickers out, and I don’t care. Not until I glance out the window for another taste of the fireflies. I get a face instead. The field parts to reveal it. Shock white, black eyes. A mouth that says nothing. Long clawed fingers that say it all. One raised to its lips. 

         
         Shhhhhhhhh.

         
          

         We will kill everyone you love one by one if you expose us.

         
         Fact is, I could kill someone on accident. A handshake full of lightning, a sudden blast of force made of nothing, a fire
            of unknown origin. No one would ever know. So I believe them when they say they’d do it on purpose. They were pretty clear with that goodbye.
         

         
         A tangy, springing taste jumps on the back of my tongue. My stomach heaves; I threaten it. Don’t you dare. Don’t you even dare.

         
         The face in the field is probably a sending. An illusion, cast at a distance, to deliver a message. Well, aye, aye, Captain,
            message received. I haven’t told and I’m still not telling—not my best friends, not no one. My mother only knows because Tilluster
            told her, so that’s on them.
         

         
         My head is full of bees, and I want it to all go away. I ask Lexie to turn the radio all the way up, but she has to turn it
            right back down again to pay to get us in. A horn blares behind us. Trinity and I both twist to see who it is.
         

         
         Trinity figures it out before I do. Her face lights up and she flops back in her seat. “That idiot,” she says, her smile warm
            with affection.
         

         
         Said idiot is Jamie Buchanan, who used to make boogers out of rubber cement and flick them at Trinity in English class. He’s filled out since then, and now he flicks looks at her in Conversational Spanish instead. 

         
         He’s gonna park next to us. Throw popcorn at us. Probably buy us all drinks to impress Trinity, and I’m not about to say no
            to a free drink. It will be cold, and it’ll calm down the fire in my belly. Sometimes jealousy comes in green, acid roiling
            inside me. But sometimes it’s fire, and it burns and burns until I’m stuffed with ashes.
         

         
         It’ll remind me that, yeah, I could glamour myself, look like anything—anyone—Trinity ever wanted. But I’d still be me underneath
            it. I can’t play the part of secret wizard, and I can’t be Jamie, either. I’m only ever gonna be Daisy Rae Collins: real smart,
            real poor, real plain.
         

         
         We pay and park, and just like I thought, Jamie parks next to us, leaving a space between. That’s where the lawn chairs are
            gonna go and get tipped over later, when boys show off wrestling, my friends laughing and tipping away from them, and I have
            another forbidden White Claw disguised in a Mountain Dew bottle.
         

         
         Except, last out of the car is someone new. A stranger. I squint at him as he looks around, catching hints of uncertainty in him. He’s shorter than Jamie, but most people are. His shoulders are narrow and smooth, and his face a kaleidoscope of contradictions. Strong black brows, but soft brown eyes; sharp, high cheekbones, but a gentle rounded chin. His fawn skin looks kissed by the sun, and he catches me staring, which is just embarrassing. 

         
         He steps to me and offers a hand. “Sang Kim.”

         
         My eyes drop to the pin on his lanyard. HE/THEY, it reads in black enamel, a comic book pow around it to make it stand out. A thin thread, almost imperceptible, unwinds inside me. I don’t normally offer up pronouns
            (it’s a good way to get your ass beat around here), but he started it.
         

         
         Taking his hand, I say, “Rae Collins, pronouns whatever/whatever.”

         
         “Oh hey, it’s nice to meet another in-between,” he says, letting his hand slip back into his pocket. His face warms, his blush
            almost copper. It goes with his smile, broad and rich. “Thought I’d be the only enby.”
         

         
         It wasn’t a bad guess. Pretty much everybody I know and hang out with is queer: Trinity’s bi and Lexie’s aro-ace. There’s
            some other people at school up and down the rainbow. But slipping out of the binary is still a little much in Indiana.
         

         
         Around here, a lot of people think trans women have beards and army boots and loom in public bathrooms; trans men are weird but more acceptable,
            because who wouldn’t want to be a man? They just wanna know if they have a dick. Dick, yes? Seal of approval, stamped.
         

         
         Everything else is either “imaginary,” “attack helicopter,” “looking for attention,” or a collection of exciting slurs we’ve
            all heard, along with some brand-new ones for flavor.
         

         
         My friends even slip from time to time. To them, I default to girl, and I don’t argue. Even if it’s not completely true, it’s not untrue.
         

         
         I like the body I was born in. It just doesn’t reflect who I am, all of the time. It’s got nothing to do with my clothes, or my hair, or whether I wear makeup (mostly jeans and T-shirts; kinda
            short; only for special occasions).
         

         
         That’s the problem with a binary for me: too easy to hang qualities under category one or category two. It works for other people, and I’m glad it’s there for them. But I’m category all of
            ’em or none of ’em, or sometimes some of ’em. I’m attracted to all kinds, and I feel like I’m all kinds.
         

         
         So, what’s my gender? Whatever. What’s my orientation? Whatever. But try to explain that in Indiana, home of the latest bathroom
            bill. Nobody’s gonna say, Oh, interesting, thanks for sharing that with me. I repeat: it’s a good way to get your ass beat.
         

         
         So I don’t say anything. There’s too much other shit I have to fight.

         
         “Did you just move here?” I ask, because now I want to know every single thing there is to know about Sang Kim. Lexie shoots
            me A Look that says she thinks love is in the air for me, and yells that she’s going to go get some snacks. I salute her,
            ignore the implication, and wish her good luck inside the humid concrete box the Tibbs calls a concession stand.
         

         
         Sang unfolds a chair and offers it to me with a gesture. Sweet.

         
         “Chicago,” he says. “My mom’s job moved here. She said it would still be the city.”

         
         I snort. “Yeah, well . . . Indianapolis sure is a city. How do you know Jamie and his crew?”

         
         Settling next to me, Sang crosses his legs at the ankles and settles back. Warm wind fingers through his hair; it’s just long
            enough to be shaggy.
         

         
         “My mom married his uncle, and I came with the package. We’ve been hanging out since I got here. Couple weeks ago, maybe?
            That whole ‘shove a couple guys the same age together and they’ll be best friends’ thing.”
         

         
         “Are you best friends?” I ask, amused.
         

         
         “I already have one. But Jamie’s all right.” Sang rolls his head to look at me. “I heard you went to school in Scotland last
            year. That’s fucking cool.”
         

         
         Everything in me tightens again. Frankly, I didn’t know Jamie was aware of my existence, except as adjunct to Trinity—let
            alone knew anything about me. How I became a topic of conversation, I have no idea. But hey, I love lying to strangers about
            a huge chunk of my life!
         

         
         “It wasn’t all that great. And yes, I ate haggis. It was fine.” That part, at least, is true. “You come from a big school?”

         
         “Nah,” he says. “Dad was homeschooling us; started during the pando and just never quit.”

         
         “Sucks you had to move away.”

         
         He points at me, as if to say, Exactly. Then his gaze strays toward the playground. It’s a grungy little setup beneath the big wood screen, but it’s a happy place. Kids swing, scream—teeter and totter, and a couple little ones chase the fireflies coming out in full force now. The pale flashes against the dark fence feel like a message. 

         
         That’s what magic is like sometimes. Looking out into the world and recognizing something that isn’t just there. It’s there, unspeakable and inexplicable—it knows you, and you know it. Like the blood in your veins suddenly turns gold and bubbles
            like champagne. The buzz of that connection is like a first crush. A first glimpse of the real world, something secret, just
            for you.
         

         
         Sang’s voice teases my attention away. “I didn’t know drive-ins were even a real thing.”

         
         “Bask in the glory,” I say.

         
         “I brought food,” Lexie says, tromping over gravel and broken asphalt to get to us. It’s a random box of popcorn and sweaty
            hot dogs, candy and slices of pizza. Lexie has too much money to spend on dumb shit, but it means that we get a sampler every
            time we go somewhere, so who’s complaining?
         

         
         Slinging an arm around me, Lexie asks with a purr, “Who’s your new frieeeeend?”

         
         Sang leans past me to offer his hand. “Sang Kim.”

         
         I point out his pin. “He/they.”

         
         “Oooh,” Lexie says, her voice a kindergarten singsong. “Hiiiii, Sang Kim, he/they. I’m Lexie Cash, she/her, and isn’t Rae
            the cutest human you’ve ever seen?”
         

         
         Between Sang’s arm brushing against mine, sending a shock across my skin, and Lexie being a total idiot (albeit an idiot I
            love), I can’t say “Will you shut up?” fast enough.
         

         
         It’s with fondness, it really is. I’m not the cutest thing anybody’s ever seen, and I’ve known Sang for all of ten minutes. It kills me that Lexie’s not interested in romance for herself, but boy howdy, does she love it for everybody else. 

         
         Then, because my brain likes to hurt me, it wonders, Where’s Trinity? and cuts away all of the jittery newness of meeting somebody like me.
         

         
         Trinity leans against the trunk of Jamie’s car. Her crisp coral sundress flutters in the heat, setting off the warmth in her
            russet skin. The Aphrodite of the Drive-In, her arms elegant, her wrists bright with gold.
         

         
         She’s a statue of perfect angles, her hand just so, her hips like that. It’s like a taste of sweet lemon to look at her. Everything
            clears away except for her. But somehow, my brain points out she’s looking like that at somebody else. It’s not for me, and
            it never will be.
         

         
         “Where did you go?” Lexie asks, plastering both of her hands across my face. Her skin is sweaty and it tastes like the griminess
            of the summer. I know, because I lick her palm to make her let go. Pretty obvious we met in elementary school, huh? She recoils
            and flaps her hands, but demands, “Where were you, Rae-Rae?”
         

         
         “Nowhere,” I say. I reach for a hot dog and change the subject. “This is free-for-all, Sang, so you better get some while
            the getting is good.”
         

         
         He opens his mouth to say something. Then, his jaw clamps closed, and he leans forward in his chair. Turning to follow his gaze, at first I don’t see anything except the kids on the playground, turning into shadows against the fence. 

         
         Then I notice: the fireflies have coalesced. They shouldn’t be doing that. Moving that intentionally, gathering together.
            An itch, a tightening, climbs my arms.
         

         
         Up under the screen, between the slats of the fence, a strange light bleeds between the fireflies. It twists, blending like
            ember into ash and ash into dust, and suddenly I’m on my feet.
         

         
         The rush of magic is unmistakable now. It crackles; it burns. The face from the cornfield appears. Damn it, I was right: there
            was something there!
         

         
         All at once, there’s a lot of something. Not once; four times—figures step from the nothing into the here. The now.
         

         
         The first scream startles me. Little kids scream all the time at the playground, but this is different. Full of fear. It quavers,
            and it’s so alone.
         

         
         Anxiety pierces me like arrows, because it’s magic at the freaking Tibbs Drive-In. I should be the only one who sees a sending. If other people can, this is bad.
         

         
         This is what Tilluster tried to hammer into me. The last time people saw magic in the world, they beat it out. Burned it.
            Slit its throat and pressed it to death. Hung it from trees and gallows at crossroads. It’s up to us to protect its return,
            even with our lives.
         

         
         And that part, I believe. I know what people do when they’re afraid or they don’t understand. Those feelings turn into hate,
            and—
         

         
         Them. White-faced, black-eyed shapes that move like they’re on a rail, gliding over gravel like it’s glass. The air fills with a shhhhhh, not a warning. A hiss. This is more than a sending. What the hell are these things?
         

         
         Kids scatter. One jumps off a swing, way too high, and hits the ground hard. Little hands scrabble down the jungle gym, and
            clumsy feet stagger and trip as they flee. The chain-link fence in front of the playground becomes a trap. There are only
            two gates. Only a couple of kids think to climb. Some are too little to do anything but cry.
         

         
         And I have, in my hands, a universe of impossible power. In my head, a threat that suddenly means nothing.

         
         “Get in the car,” I order Lexie, shoving her off me. I have to leave Trinity in Jamie’s stupid basketball hands. “Everybody
            get in the cars!”
         

         
         I start to run. My hands reach out without a thought. Scars of lightning open in the air. They’re purple-black; it’s like
            looking at the sun. My eardrums pound like bad speakers; my hair stands on end. But a bolt throws one of the figures back,
            away from the kids. Yes!
         

         
         All around me, horns start to honk. One at a time, then a cacophony of flat notes in unnamed keys.

         
         Everyone can see me. But so what? So what?

         
         I bounce off trucks and SUVs, hitting the fence with the full force of my body. I throw more lightning. It’s safer than fire.
            More direct. I blast back another figure as the gravel rolls beneath my feet. Almost to the playground.
         

         
         People yell behind me. Anger. Fear. Can’t think about that now. Hitting the fence, I’m surrounded by terrified faces. Dusty, sobbing kids who were just playing before a movie and found out in the worst way that monsters are real. 

         
         Grabbing the fence rail, I wish it gone, and it melts into mist.

         
         Without a barrier, a whole wave of kids collapses on each other. I dig into them, dragging some to their feet. Above their
            heads, I throw more lightning and wince when it hits the metal poles holding up the screen.
         

         
         Sparks pour from the metal. A black line traces across the wooden screen. It’s the current, making its way through the panels,
            trying to find its way out again. I can’t look. I know what’s going to happen. My magic’s gonna leave a spider trace of black
            veins on the white wood. Lichtenberg figures. Funny how my mind can pull up stupid scientific details to explain impossible
            things.
         

         
         “Go, go, go,” I say, grabbing at little belt loops and grungy hands. I could fling the kids out of the way. But that seems
            like a bad idea. They don’t really bounce, and it hurts like hell to fall on this lot. I still have a scar on my knee from
            doing just that, when we came to see Inside Out.
         

         
         Concentrate, Rae. Concentrate.

         
         The kids scatter into the dark, into Chevrolets and parents’ arms. All that’s left now is to take out these supernatural Juggalos
            before they hurt somebody, or worse. I scoop up some gravel. The grit grinds beneath my blunt fingernails. I toss it up, then
            take a whack with a hard gust of wind.
         

         
         Dust blooms in the air, and the stones fire like birdshot without the gun. Can’t wait to see if they hit. I grab another handful and fire it like cover as I stalk toward them. 

         
         I probably look dumb as hell, but right now I feel like a badass. My bones drum with the beat of the earth. Wind sweeps around me, stirring the ground and sending up clouds
            of gray. The skies cover over with dark clouds, and I—I am the fire.
         

         
         “You’re not wanted here!” I shout, hair whipping around my face.

         
         My hands shake. I’m not afraid; I’m just working hard to hold everything back. So far, I haven’t done anything that can’t
            be explained by nature. Lightning happens, people throw rocks all the time. (The fence . . . fell over?)
         

         
         But if these things keep coming, I’m gonna have to do something unexplainable.

         
         I yell, “Back off!” but it doesn’t matter.

         
         Their claws carve the air with my shape. Another volley of gravel strikes—ignored. There’s no stopping. Not them, not me.
            I crack a whip of lightning from my fingers. The closest figure flies backward like it’s on a rope. Then it crashes into the
            wood fence, splitting that section in half. (Explainable!)
         

         
         Above me, the movie starts. Light dances across the screen; good. Bright and dark, like dazzle camouflage. If the screen is
            bright, then the playground under it isn’t. As long as I’m carefu—
         

         
         A blast of fire rips through my fingers. It’s like a blowtorch, so hot, my eyes water. So bright, anyone can see. Shit, shit, I can’t shake it off and I can’t pull it back. I’m gasoline. My pent magic explodes from me, and fire is bad. This is so bad. 

         
         I plant my feet and try so hard to stop it. What did I learn at Tilluster? What did they needle into me, until I bled from
            the tattoo? Trying to tighten my muscles, I bite off shallow breaths. Stop, stop, stop. I’m not turning it down; I’m focusing it.
         

         
         I’m left with stuff I cobbled together before I knew Tilluster existed. Stuff I stole from books and movies, to try to keep
            everyeveryeverything inside. Back off, by the power of Grayskull, Wonder Twin Powers, activate! Phenomenal cosmic power, itty, bitty—

         
         The fence goes up like the tinder it is. Sparks leap to the scrubby trees beneath the screen. Those trees become matches,
            held to the screen that’s still splashing out pictures of Coca-Cola and concession candy. An inferno leaps to the screen,
            and I. Can’t. Stop.
         

         
         I’m turning the Tibbs Drive-In into the end of the world. Motors roar—that must be the cars leaving—trying to leave. Twisting
            back, I see flames bubbling the paint on a bunch of cars trying to escape. There’s only one way out and four screens. We’re
            trapped inside fences, in the newborn night, in the insatiable grip of fire.
         

         
         Through the smoke and ember, I make out Lexie trying to pull Trinity into the car. Damn it, they should have already been
            gone! They’re screaming; I can’t hear it. I just see their faces. See Lexie yanking Trinity’s arm; see Trinity slapping at
            drops of flame landing in her hair. Tears stream down her face; she cowers in pain and fear.
         

         
         This time, the lightning strikes inside me.
         

         
         Oh god, I made this worse. I saved no one. I am the thing that goes bump in the night, and everyone I love is going to suffer.
         

         
         When I fall to my knees, I feel nothing. Just the endless weight of the earth. I failed. I failed in so many ways. I couldn’t
            get my shit together in magic school, I can’t get my shit out of the trailer park, I can’t get the look on my mom’s face out
            of my head, from the day I came back. All those prim and proper Puritans of magic at Tilluster told me, warned me . . .
         

         
         There’s no room for more feelings inside me. They crack my bones and split my skin. I erupt like a volcano. My searing throat
            only lets a few sounds through now. I’m sorry, I say, I’m sorry to everybody. I’m sorry I couldn’t just let friendship be enough with Trinity; I’m sorry I lie to my friends. I’m
               sorry I couldn’t just listen when I had the chance. I’m sorry that I’m not good enough for this gift, I’m sor—

         
         Wait.

         
         Stop.

         
         I have never called my magic a gift.
         

         
         Those aren’t my words. They’re in my head, but they’re not mine.

         
         Breathe. Once. I open my eyes wide, and the scene is still. Frozen, like somebody paused the world.

         
         The figures keep coming, but they never arrive. The cars keep driving but no one moves. There are no screams. Everything around
            me looks like our school’s spring production of Oklahoma!, where the winds knocked over sour-smelling milk-paint scenes.
         

         
         I look down; my hands shake, but they’re not lit up with anything. For a split second, I’m really afraid I just had a stroke at the drive-in. What if I’m lying in the gravel, completely out of control? Or already in the
            hospital and I can’t wake up?
         

         
         Except I did. I woke myself up.

         
         Because maybe I don’t know how to control wild magic, maybe I don’t know how to explain whatever/whatever without sounding
            like I’m being a sarcastic ass, maybe I don’t know how to be anything but a trailer trash dumpster rat, but I do know me.
         

         
         I didn’t belong at Tilluster, not because I was poor. But because they weren’t my people. The very first day of classes, the
            first time I heard the threat, I spat it out like a baby tooth.
         

         
         We will kill everyone you love one by one if you expose us.

         
         Never even occurred to me until right now that they might try to make me expose myself. Use a sending, an illusion, to scare me into exploding. Then they’d have their reason to erase me from
            the world.
         

         
         The stillness inside brings down a figurative rain. Their magic melts away. I’m just standing there in the drive-in like nothing
            happened. Because nothing happened. All my fire happened in my mind; all the disaster just glamour.
         

         
         What’s real is the air, grimy with dust, oiled with the exhaust of people too precious to get out of the air-conditioning
            and into the night.
         

         
         And beneath the main screen, a few kids still swing in the dark, even as the movie trailers begin. Everyone is washed in green, because this preview is rated PG, appropriate for most audiences. Nothing on fire. Nothing falling. No disaster. It was all in my mind. 

         
         Hell, I haven’t even moved. I’m still in my lawn chair.

         
         Trinity leans over my shoulder and takes a slug from my drink; Lexie throws a fidget ball at Jamie’s head, and he bats it
            back with a laugh. It takes me a moment to realize that Sang has a hand on my other shoulder. Brave for a kid who just met
            me, but okay.
         

         
         “You’re okay. Nobody saw them,” Sang says, low, when Trinity retreats.

         
         I look to him, then to the dark space under the screen. No embers. No flames. It’s the same as it’s ever been, a playground
            that disappears in the dark, scrubby air that’s humid, not smoky. Motor oil and skunkweed scenting the breeze, crackly movie
            soundtracks coming through car radios.
         

         
         And people. Happy, untraumatized people, watching the screen and laughing at pratfalls. We’re surrounded. Even though Sang
            just tipped his hand, I tremble. A chain tightens around my throat, links made of fear.
         

         
         I hear myself ask, like a liar, “Nobody saw who?”

         
         “Really?” he says, like, Are we really gonna do this stupid dance?

         
         Like a breathless fish, I gape. Good job, Collins. Real convincing.

         
         Without fear, Sang says, “Tilluster kicked me out too.”

         
         “I don’t—”

         
         Sang raises a hand and summons the smallest, brightest fire sprite I’ve ever seen. It’s the trace of wings, the shape of fae, sizzling like a sparkler between us. For a second, I even taste sulfur. The sprite lasts long enough for me to blink. The way Sang smiles, the way he savors that little bit of magic, wakes me up. It’s like I’m seeing it all for the first time, the right way. 

         
         No one at Tilluster ever seemed like they were having fun. Like it was against the rules to enjoy something so phenomenal,
            something that’s part of every mythology that ever has been. It was all control. Confine. Make it small, hide it in the dark.
            We weren’t having fun out there; we were learning to obey.
         

         
         And I’m just as bad. Using it to scrub toilets, to make a point. I have never, ever worked magic just for the sheer joy of
            it.
         

         
         But what if I did?

         
         That thought blooms like midnight roses inside me. They’re cool and bright, and spiced, a special scent only for special moments.
            I could be done explaining who I am; I can start loving what I am. Sang is right there, letting me fill the silence with consideration.
         

         
         So I take a breath and think for a minute about what to say. And when I finally figure it out, it comes with the faintest
            hint of flame. I can’t change what happened to me. And it looks like Tilluster’s don’t ask, don’t tell policy is some kind of bullshit.
         

         
         You know what? If they’re gonna keep coming for me—for us—then we should get ready. There’s gotta be more of us. The wild
            ones. The in-betweens. There’s two sitting right here on the south side of Indianapolis, the middle of nowhere.
         

         
         We can’t be the only ones. But it would be real nice if we were the last ones, the last ones outcast and hunted.

         
         A new flame leaps in my chest and I look to Sang. I summon the thing that’s hardest for me, a water sprite. I have to draw
            down deep, lift that magic out of the heart of the earth, where it springs free. Finally, it appears between my palms. A silvery
            blue globe, spinning between us, then splashing into nothing.
         

         
         And then I look him in the eyes and say, “Let’s start our own school.”

         
         By the tilt of his chin, I know he’s in.

         
         Hot damn. Let’s do this.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Halloween Love

            Sonora Reyes

         
         
         I grit my teeth as I sit on the floor next to my mother’s bed while she tugs at every inch of my hair. She brushes it strand by strand, like she does every morning before school. She says it’s because touching someone else’s hair is the most intimate way to bond, but she’s not exactly gentle about it. Besides, I know the real reason she insists on doing it every day. It’s so she can be the first to know when it changes colors. And I have to admit, having my mother look meticulously at every strand is easier than checking it myself. I’m just as eager as she is, but I’ll never tell her that. 

         
         Even with my mother’s rough hands on my scalp, it’s hard not to drift off. The quiet clinking of the enchanted rings on her
            fingers sounds like wind chimes, and it never fails to lull my eyes closed. Whether that’s from the music or the magic is
            anyone’s guess.
         

         
         My slumber doesn’t last long, though. I’m awakened with a sharp gasp and the pulling of a clump of hair at the base of my
            ear. “Earth magic, Zosia! Can you believe it?”
         

         
         She holds the clump of hair in front of my face so I can see it, and sure enough, a chunk of my black hair has turned a solid deep green. I scramble to my feet and rush over to my mom’s vanity to get a better look, letting myself hope maybe the lighting was a little off, and we’re mistaken. But as I lean forward and squint at my newly colored hair, there’s no doubt that it’s green. 

         
         I never thought Earth magic would be my calling. While it came naturally, I never took much interest in it. I always expected
            my affinity to be for fire or metal, or perhaps even both, like my mother’s half-red, half-silver hair parted down the middle.
            But I suppose we don’t all choose the type of magic we’re meant for. Sigh.
         

         
         I swallow the lump in my throat. Just because I didn’t get the affinity I wanted, I’m not going to deny my mother the brief
            moment of excitement. I let her swoon and listen to her ramble about how excited she is that I’m officially a witch. It’s
            not that I wasn’t able to do magic before, but it’s been just basic spells up until now. The real magic starts now that I
            know my affinity. Or it would if I cared for Earth magic. I wait patiently for my mother to finish gabbing before she finally
            lets me get ready for school.
         

         
         I’ve been going to my first non-magical school here in Arizona for just over two weeks, since right at the end of January.
            It’s been . . . a bit of an adjustment, to say the least.
         

         
         I stare at myself in the mirror, pressing down my large breasts with my hands as if I could flatten them permanently. I sigh and throw on a purple crop top and a pair of jeans. At my old school, where magic was the norm and I was the only one of my friends with colorless black hair, the clothes we wore weren’t so gendered. Sure, we had dresses and suits and jewelry and makeup and everything in between. And while our clothes had a different vibe than the ones here, almost like our realms were from two different times, at least I could dress how I pleased and no one would bat an eye or call me “girl.” 

         
         Here, things are different. Mother has gotten it in her head that she wants to be closer to her new love, who I could care
            less about. I could also care less about my new school. Or, more accurately, I don’t care for one specific boy at my new school.
            He never leaves me alone, always whistling at me and looking me up and down like he’s never seen a witch before—not that he
            knows I am one. Worst of all, he never lets me forget that I’m seen as “girl” here. My new best friend, Tierra, says he gets
            over his crushes within a few weeks, and he’ll move on to someone else soon. I’m counting down the seconds.
         

         
          

         I find Tierra waiting for me in the soccer field just outside school, two sleeved paper coffee cups in hand. We haven’t been
            friends for long, but it was an almost-instant bond on my first day. She’d introduced herself to me and immediately asked
            for my pronouns and gave her own. Maybe it’s a shallow reason to want to be friends with someone, but small considerations
            like that can be hard to come by.
         

         
         She hands one of the cups to me, and I sip it cautiously. She brings me a different kind of coffee from Dutch Bros every day,
            since she knows I never tried it before coming here.
         

         
         “I still can’t believe you never had coffee before you moved,” Tierra says as she sips hers, then lets out a satisfied sigh.

         
         “Small town, I guess,” I lie as I take a sip of my own. This one is surprisingly sweet compared to yesterday’s stronger option.
            Tierra stares at me, gauging my reaction as I swallow.
         

         
         “It’s a Caramelizer. Like a caramel macchiato mixed with a mocha. Good, right?” she asks.

         
         “I have no idea what any of those words mean, but yes. It is good,” I say as I slowly sip my drink.

         
         “Just wait until they release their fall drinks. I have a feeling that’s way more your season.”

         
         She’s probably right. The only thing I know about fall is that it’s the season of Halloween, when mischief, magic, ghosts,
            and ghouls can run free without judgment. Back in the Enchanted Realm, we’d all dreamt of visiting a normie town just for
            Halloween.
         

         
         Tierra is the only one at this new school who reminds me of my old home. She understands me. I’m someone others call “girl,”
            and she’s a girl some wrongly call “boy.” We’re not the same, but we see each other, and that’s what matters.
         

         
         She’s wearing all black today, as she normally does. Combat boots with a high-waisted black skirt over fishnet leggings. Her
            fingers are adorned with almost as many rings as my mother’s, with one decorating her nose. Aside from her brown skin, her
            rings are the only hint of color on her.
         

         
         “Hey, Z,” Tierra says as she looks up at me with an unusual shyness from underneath her dark lashes. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

         
         “Oh, um, thank you,” I say, unsure what that means. I’ve heard of Christmas and Halloween, but never Valentine’s Day.

         
         Tierra gives me a slightly confused smile and we make our way on campus. She’s always looking at me like that. With amusement
            or curiosity, like she’s trying to figure me out.
         

         
         “Do you want to do something tonight? Maybe dinner or a movie?” she asks, looking down at the ground the moment I meet her
            eyes.
         

         
         “I would like that,” I say, unable to hide the smile that comes to my lips. I like hanging out with Tierra, though the idea
            of going out in public to eat or see a movie doesn’t sound ideal. Too much human interaction exhausts me—at least, human interaction
            with most people. I’m sure if it’s with Tierra, it won’t be too bad. She smiles back and reaches a hand for the side of my neck. The
            contact shoots a bolt of lightning down my spine, making the hair on my neck stand on its end.
         

         
         “I love this color,” she says. I can feel my ears and cheeks summon the blood in my face, and I know they must be poison-apple
            red. If Tierra loves green, it’s hard to be mad about it.
         

         
         “Th-thank you . . .” I manage to say, though the words feel caught in my throat.

         
         This is a normal occurrence with Tierra. Sometimes my words come out nervous or not at all around her, but she doesn’t seem
            to mind. She holds her elbow out to me, and I wrap my arm around it as we walk the rest of the way to campus. Holding on to
            her like this feels like protection. Like no one’s cruel words can hurt us while we’re together.
         

         
         I hold on tighter when I feel someone tapping my shoulder. The tap doesn’t feel safe like Tierra’s arm. I tentatively turn my head, and the boy whose name I can’t be bothered to remember stands before us, a bouquet of
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