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Summary: Caught on the brink of despair, Grey gets an offer: One wish and power in exchange for three favors. He knows a Magical's life is usually short and brutal, but there's nothing he wants more than his father and sister to be brought back. He never wondered if his Magical form would be the right gender.



Story Notes: I hate the summary, but there it is. I'll probably rewrite it ten or twelve times, but for now I need to have something there for people to read.Anyways, I hope it's an enjoyable read. I've got a lot planned for Grey.Magical is currently on hiatus because my computer died and I forgot to back my files up. They're still there, I just need to get a storage device capable of holding them all so that I can access them when I need to.Rest assured, as soon as I get this technical bologna figured out, I'll be back and updating.






Chapter 1

Chapter 1





	“Do you want power?” The cool night air around Grey rippled with a voice from behind him. Something about its cadence and the way it spoke raised goosebumps on his arms.



	“What?” He asked, turning around. Nobody was there. He looked around the concrete park; the voice had to have an origin.



	“Power. Do you want it?”



	“What do you mean?” He kept looking for the source of the otherworldly voice. The beginnings of an idea began to form in his mind. And it wasn't one he liked.



	“I can give you power. In exchange for something.”



	“Who are you?”



	“Unimportant. Do you want power?”



	“Why are you asking me?”



	“Because you will need it. A darkling is near.”



	“Oh.” His suspicions were confirmed. This was the Voice. The mysterious, otherworldly being that created Magicals out of normal people. Or at least that was what the rumors said. None of the Council said anything one way or another.



	“Answer quickly. It is almost here.” The rumors said that those who didn't accept the Voice's offer died a horrible and painful death. They were transformed into Witches. Though, that was just a rumor.



	“There aren't any Magicals around, are there?”



	“None that can save you. Your answer? I can not stay if there are darklings.”



	Nobody joked about darklings. He was dead if he didn't accept. But even so, he briefly considered leaving the Voice's offer. Letting the darkling kill him.... 



	But that would leave his mom alone. That, more than anything else, gave him his answer. “Yes. What do you need?”



	“Three favors. In exchange I will grant you power and one wish.”



	“A...wish?”



	“A wish. Any one thing that you want is yours. Answer quickly.”



	“Can I decide later?” He couldn't think of anything he wanted. The area was vibrating with the terrifyingly familiar energies of the darkling. If there had been any doubt about the Voice's sincerity, it was gone now. He felt himself begin to shut off. The attack two weeks ago....



	His sister...his father....



	“It must be now. Quickly.”



	He forced himself to focus. Shutting down wouldn't help. Plenty of time for flashbacks later. If he survived this. “Can...can you bring people back to life?” 



	“Only one.”



	How could he decide? His sister or his father...it was impossible.... “I...I can't..”



	“Choose! Now!” The Voice thundered around him, momentarily overpowering the energies of the darkling. “You have no more time, it will be seconds before I am forced to leave. If you want to save yourself, you must chose.”



	“I...my sister.” I'm sorry dad....



	“It is done. Hold out your hand.” Grey did, and a swirling white light coalesced over his hand. A shiver of power ran down his body, and his clothes melted away. The light surrounded him, and he felt his feet leave the ground.



	A girl made of the same white light appeared in front of him, and smiled. She didn't say anything, but the meaning she was trying to convey was clear. 'Everything would be okay.' Warm reassurance filled him,and the shiver of power surged. His skin tingled with it. Like it was barely restrained. He glanced down and noticed that he was glowing white as well.



	She moved forward, and he did as well. He moved in perfect synchronicity with her, somehow knowing the moves to this dance that he had never performed before. Was this what happened when Magicals transformed? 



	They pressed their hands together, and gray bands appeared over Grey's wrists. Her legs and feet brushed his, and black and gray patterned tights covered his smooth – smooth?? – legs. His feet were encased in elegant black high heels.



	Something was very wrong here. What had the Voice done to him? Nobody was supposed to know about his midnight escapades. And now he was being dressed up in – 



	Whoa.



	She pressed her body onto his, and he pressed himself onto her, his body doing the dance without any input from his mind. His skin tingled pleasantly where she touched him. Her breasts were pressed up against his chest, and she smiled as soft clothes materialized over his skin. She clutched him tight before releasing him. The dance was nearing its conclusion.



	With the final act of the dance, he bowed his head, and she kissed his hair. It grew a foot, and was immediately bound up in a complicated arrangement of ribbons and bows. When she withdrew, everything shifted.



	His chest, thighs, and butt ballooned outward while his waist pulled in. His bones shifted and changed, and his skin's texture and shape changed. It didn't hurt, but instead felt distant. Like when the dentist would numb his mouth before working on his teeth. It should have hurt, but didn't. At the same time as he changed, the girl shifted from female to male. The glow absorbed into his skin, and the girl – now a boy – winked at him, and faded away. The toes of his significantly smaller feet touched the ground, followed by the raised heels of his shoes.



	Grey looked down at the short dress he was wearing. Gray, with ruffles and black lace everywhere. His waist was cinched in with a black corset, and he had a hooded cowl over his shoulders. Hanging from a built-in strap on his wide hips was a massive, holstered revolver, and strapped to his back was an ornate shield (he slipped it off to look at it). The shield had a scabbard for a sword built into it, and what he could see of the blade told him that it was made of a metal that nobody would have heard of. He slipped the shield back onto his back.



	The darkling's aura of terror was growing stronger, and its corrupt energies were flooding the area. Grey drew the revolver that was really more of a hand cannon, the white girl...boy...spirit guiding his actions as he checked that each of the seven chambers in the cylinder was loaded. He held the enormous weapon with the wide barrel pointed down, his finger off of the trigger until the darkling came into view. 



	Every darkling was slightly different, but there were some broad classifications that could be applied to them. This one was of the kind that somewhat resembled normal animals. What looked like a giant black panther with bull horns and six legs tore into the park, its claws leaving gouges in the concrete ground. The only part of its body that wasn't ethereal and ghostly was its brilliant red eyes. They glowed with an internal fire that made them the most solid part of its being.



	The aura of terror that rolled off of the panther darkling was almost a physical force. Grey's muscles went weak, and he struggled to raise the revolver enough to get a shot at the monster. He wasn't a soldier, and he didn't know how to deal with the kind of fear that made people pee themselves and collapse in tears, begging for their lives even though they knew it was entirely futile. He would have run except that his legs had frozen up.



	He took a deep shuddering breath, and forced his arms to respond. The gun was lighter than it should have been, but still heavy enough that he was barely able to lift it. The white light from before gathered at the end of the barrel, and with its appearance, the aura of fear was pushed back. Not by much. He was still terrified. He still wanted to run screaming. He still wanted to cry and beg to live, but he could handle it. He could do this.



	Another deep breath. The panther was one hundred yards away. His magical source of knowledge told him he would miss at this range. He let it keep running towards him as the white light continued to grow brighter and brighter, driving the fear further and further away. He could move his legs again.



	Exhale. He changed his stance so that he wouldn't fall over with the recoil from the gun. The panther was seventy yards away.



	Inhale. He rolled his petite shoulders, easing the tension out. Fifty yards. Just a bit further and he could fire. He pulled the hammer back.



	Exhale. He put his finger on the trigger. He took aim, ignoring the brilliant orb of white light. Thirty yards. Words rose unbidden to his lips, and he opened his mouth to scream, in an unnaturally high voice, “BALLISTIC CLEANSING!”



	His finger tightened, and the action cycled. The hammer fell, and the powder ignited inside the casing of the round. The bullet left the chamber, and spun down the barrel with a burst of hot gasses right behind it. The projectile connected with the orb of light, and absorbed the magical energy, glowing brighter than a magnesium flare. Wisps of white energy followed the bullet's path, forming a beam of shifting light. The bullet connected with the darkling, boring a wide hole through the shadowy monster right between its unnatural red eyes. Where the wisps of light touched the darkling, its shadowy flesh exploded into dark vapor.



	He killed it. The last thing to disappear was the beast's red eyes, which slowly faded away.



	Despite his stance, Grey was knocked off of his feet by the sharp recoil of the hand cannon, and landed on the ground, making an almost-masculine, “Oof!” Somehow, he had maintained a grip on his gun, and after climbing to his feet, he holstered it, then brushed his clothes off absentmindedly.



	With the darkling gone, he was free to think about what had just happened. And he came to the conclusion that he was a girl. In really girly clothes. Shame and revulsion flooded to wash away the warm feeling that briefly appeared in his chest. He bent over, and, his hands on his tight-clad knees, emptied his stomach onto the ground. He didn't know if it was because of the terrifying encounter or his disgust in himself, but at this point all of his emotions were running into one another anyways, so he supposed it didn't really matter.



	When he finished puking, a sadistic part of his mind promptly reminded him that he had wished for his sister to be brought back to life, and his blood turned to ice. What if it worked?



	The last thing he remembered was his knees growing weak, and that the air smelled of gunpowder and vomit.


Chapter 2

Chapter 2





	Grey awoke to the sound of a crackling television. His head was pounding like a monkey had gotten a bass drum, and was beating it to within an inch of its life. He groaned, and attempted to sit up, only to be stopped short by a firm hand. “Hey there, bro.”



	That last word...it was important. But...



	The voice that said it was even more important. He opened his eyes to his sister's blotchy-skinned face. With the sight, the events of the evening came rushing back. The Voice. The deal he made. The transformation. The darkling. The wish.



	“What happened?” He blinked, and the room came into focus. He was lying on the living room couch. It was dark out, and the only source of light was the shining television. It was set to some inane late-night soap. Probably, Lisa had been watching it while she waited for him. There were balled up tissues on the coffee table.



	“I came out of my coma around three this morning. The doctors ran me through the gamut, but they couldn't find anything wrong with me, so they let me go. It was supposed to be a big surprise for when you came home from school, but you never did, so mom went to work, and I stayed up to wait for you.” She raised an eyebrow at him, “Then you come home all beat up, and pass out on the couch. It's like midnight. Where were you?”



	He blinked a few times...coma?? Lisa hadn't been in a coma. She'd been dead. He'd watched her die.



	What...had happened? Did this mean the wish worked? 



	“I'm...um...I'm glad you're home.” If the Voice had changed things so that Lisa hadn't died, then he would have to pretend like he hadn't watched his sister get ripped apart.... But, if things had played out differently, how did he remember her death? And did anybody else?



	A small grin played over her lips. “Wow, if I didn't know you'd hit your head, I would think you weren't happy to see me home.”



	“No, just a bit groggy. How long have I been out?” Grey assumed that because his sister had let him in, she had somehow known it was him. Therefore there was no need to check if he had changed back. However, he glanced down at his body anyways. It was male. And his clothes were back.



	“A bit over three hours. I'm off the hook for school tomorrow because the doctors want to double check some stuff, so I stayed with you to see if you would wake up.” She helped him sit up, then stared at him, “But seriously. Where were you? Mom freaked out and almost called off work.”



	He started thinking, trying to come up with an excuse for why he hadn't been home after school, and decided to stick to the truth. Or at least mostly, “I decided to hang out with Brandon after class let out.” True. 



	“We lost track of time, and when I realized what had happened, I started home.” Not true. He had been trying to get his mind out of a bad place, and started wandering through town.



	“Dunno why I didn't take the metro, but I decided to take the long route through Memorial Plaza.” Lie. He knew exactly why he didn't take the metro. And it was a horrible reason.



	He frowned, trying to decide how to explain the next bit, “Um...there was a darkling. Before it could do anything more than rough me up, a Magical girl stepped in and killed it. She didn't stick around for long afterwards. I passed out, and I guess I got home okay, because I'm here now.” It was close enough to the truth. Nobody needed to know that the Magical girl had been him.



	“Wait. You got attacked by a darkling? Did you report it?”



	“No clue. I don't remember anything between passing out and waking up on the couch.”



	She sighed. “You're the older one. Why do I always have to be responsible?”



	“Because I'm a loser with no aspirations beyond late-night gaming?” He had barely surfaced for air these past couple of weeks.



	She rolled her eyes and headed into the kitchen, calling back behind her, “That's not true, but I'll take it!” He was glad his headache was subsiding, because Lisa could be really loud. That and it would be nearly impossible to sleep with a pounding head.



	She picked up the land line, and began calling in the darkling attack, occasionally yelling questions at Grey. While his sister was occupied with good-citizen stuff, he began organizing his thoughts. He reviewed the night, from start to finish, and the four main points he came up with were that: One, he was a Magical. Two, when he transformed he turned into a girl. Three, he owed the Voice three favors. And Four, his sister was alive.



	Point One was important only in the sense that he would feel obligated to fight off darklings. Two was, in a bizarre way, really helpful. It meant that people were unlikely to link his Magical identity to his civilian identity, his disturbing comfort in his Magical form notwithstanding. Three was worrying, but since there was no way to contact the Voice, there wasn't anything he could do about it. And Four....



	Point Four was possibly the best thing that could have happened out of this whole mess. It made up for all of the other crap that his gaining powers would bring on him....



	He looked down, and wiped the tears out of his eyes. The empty hole he'd had for two weeks closed somewhat. 



	Not all the way, but it was something. He had still lived without his sister for those weeks. And his father was still dead...the pain might never go away, but he was used to pain, so any improvement was good.



	When he looked up, Lisa was on the recliner, curled up in a blanket. She opened her mouth, the nervousness she'd no doubt been suppressing all night showing through for the first time. Then she closed it. After a few seconds, she tried again, “How...was his funeral?”



	“Um...” Grey looked back to that day a week and a half ago.

~




	The sun glared down in his eyes,and he tugged nervously at his bow tie. It had been his dad's, and it felt wrong to be wearing it. He squinted past the podium, at the dual urns of ashes, ignoring the sucking, empty pain in his gun. There hadn't been enough left of his dad or Lisa to bury, so instead they'd cremated their prized belongings. The tradition had been started years ago, and nobody really remembered who had started it. They were probably dead anyways.



	Either way, everybody was grateful for the tradition. Too often, there wasn't a body to bury or cremate after a darkling attack, so this was a way to give families closure. Not that closure could be had days after a death.



	The minister's words drifted past Grey's deaf ears. It wasn't anything more than a low droning to him. If he'd been asked to repeat it, he wouldn't be able to.



	The day passed in a numb haze, and as soon as he could, Grey got onto his computer and burned the sucking pain away with mindless gaming.



~




	“It was fine.”



	“Okay, fine.” Grey looked up. Her head was turned away, but he heard a sniffle.



	She got up, taking the blanket with her. “I'm going to bed, Grey. Goodnight.”



	Fuck



	He'd upset her. He'd just gotten her back, and now she was mad at him. After a few seconds, he got up and followed her into their shared bedroom. “Hey Lisa I'm sorry. It's gotta suck waking up from a coma and learning Dad's dead. I've had two weeks to deal, and you haven't. The least I can do is tell you how the funeral went.”



	She sat up in the top bunk, and wiped her nose before speaking. Her eyes were puffy and red. “It's fine, Grey. You're fine. I'm sorry I got mad. You're hurting too, and I shouldn't have taken it out on you.” 



	He walked over to the bunk bed, and hauled himself to the top. When he got up, he crawled over to his little sister, and wrapped his arms around her, wincing when he pulled a sore muscle. What the hell had happened on the way home from the Plaza? 



	He put the question in the back of his mind, and focused on his sister. She'd been poked and prodded all day by the doctors, and just found out her dad was dead. She needed a hug, and maybe somebody to hold her while she cried.



	Which was exactly what happened. Lisa wasn't the type of person who normally cried, but these days, even the people who didn't cry often cried. Everybody had lost somebody, and even the most stoic cried. At some point, Lisa fell asleep on him, and as he didn't want to wake her up, he didn't bother moving before falling asleep himself.

