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​Magic and an invitation to the ball
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“You handle the wand quite well, Mira,” Hans remarked, watching her draw something between a spiral and a doodle in the air.

“Well, yeah! In half a year I kind of learned something,” she smirked. “Do you remember how everything used to explode at the beginning?”

Mira giggled. In her mind’s eye flashed Hans’s eggplant-colored hair and the purple smoke that lingered in the laboratory for three days, despite all the ‘anti-explosion’ spells.

“I remember.” The wizard’s eye twitched as if he had PTSD. “The laboratory smelled of burnt fur for another month.”

Hans rubbed the hem of his robe, which had turned asymmetrical after those months.

“But now I can brew a potion, and no one runs around with a fire extinguisher,” Mira declared proudly, sketching a crooked smiley face in the air.

“Magic is addictive, isn’t it?” Hans looked at her over his glasses.

“Totally! Although at first it was boring. Memorizing five hundred spells without practice is torture.” Mira drew out the last word pitifully.

Then she raised her hand and showed an ornate ring with tiny crystals.

“But then you gave me this, and I managed to cast something on my own.”

“Magic is not a toy, Mira.” Hans adjusted his glasses. “It’s a tool. Doctors also aren’t allowed near patients until they’ve learned anatomy.”

“I know, I know. It’s just sometimes hard to believe you offered me to become your apprentice.”

“And I haven’t regretted it. I’m very glad you’ve settled in.”

He smirked.

“By the way,” Hans went on, “thanks to you and your stories, there’s now a line in the library like in the cafeteria at lunchtime.”

“Wow, I even found readers here?” Mira covered her blushing face with her hands. “And I thought my sufferings on paper were useless to anyone.”

Mira’s gaze involuntarily fell on the ring again. Her fingers slid over the tiny stones, and a strange warmth ran across her skin.

“Hans, may I ask a question?”

“You must!” the wizard exclaimed cheerfully. “He who doesn’t ask, doesn’t learn.”

“You’re right.” Mira smiled nervously. “I’m curious, if without the ring I can hardly do anything, even the simplest spell comes out crooked...” Mira’s voice turned into a whisper, “Then am I already considered a wizard? Or not yet?”

“A wizard is not the one who can do everything, but the one who knows how to handle tools. Wouldn’t your writing be far less cheerful if your keyboard was switched off? And if a person has no skill, let him surround himself with wands, rings, staffs — there will be no use. At best he won’t understand how to control them. At worst — he will cause a disaster.”

“So I really am a wizard, and the ring is my tool?” Mira clarified, smiling again with enthusiasm.

“Exactly right!” Hans confirmed.

The next half hour Mira spent repainting figures — literally. She took a triangle, looked at it, tried to make it blue. But it turned out green. She tried orange—  it came out pink.

“This is some nonsense,” she concluded gloomily, staring at yet another “masterpiece.” “The color of an elephant in depression.”

“Keep trying! Magic requires practice!”

After an hour things really did get better: sometimes the blue hit the target, sometimes the orange didn’t fall into strawberry. Soon she was already daring with multicolored figures, repainting parts as if playing “paint your neighbor but don’t touch his slippers.” Reaching a little house figure, Mira happily shared the news:

“I finally finished building my house. Honestly, I’m so glad about it. At last I don’t have to beg neighbors for a ladder! And the blueprints... God, I’m so hopeless with those. And the main thing — I can sleep in a cozy room and not breathe in glue. I’m glad I managed to bring in the furniture myself. Well, not myself, with the help of magic!” Mira waved her hand and made a nearby book levitate. “If only I could learn to create entire rooms this easily!”

The wizard smirked:

“I remember the prince invited you to live with him permanently?”

“He did,” Mira confirmed. “I even lived there the first few months. But you see... I’m not the kind to abuse hospitality.”

Hans narrowed his eyes and his voice grew more serious:

“Is it just me, or are you deliberately avoidi—”

“This has nothing to do with that,” Mira interrupted, and accidentally painted the ball she was holding a dark purple. “Anyway, where did we stop?”

“On changing the color of an object,” Hans reminded.

“Perfect!” she brightened. Mira ran her hands through her hair, and it instantly turned bright blue.

Hans laughed:

“You never change!”

“At least I no longer have to go to the hairdresser,” Mira winked.

A knock on the door interrupted the individual magic lesson. But Mira paid no attention to it. She was trying to turn the dark-purple ball, her fault, back into red, but the color wouldn’t change.

“Prince Kaiden,” announced the servant who entered, as if proclaiming the arrival of summer rain in the desert.

“Oh, you again,” Mira raised her brows, waving the ball away. “Already missed me?”

“Another new hair color?” Kaiden smiled instead of a greeting.

“Yes.” Mira smiled broadly.

“You never change.” Kaiden laughed. “But, you know, I like that.”

“I try to be unpredictable,” she winked. “What if someone has an allergy to boredom?”

“Just not me,” he smirked. “And the green eyelashes — did you also plan those?”

“Oh, mean” Mira looked at Hans in panic. He, with stony calm, raised his hand and returned everything back.

“Thank you!” Mira nodded gratefully.

“Do you remember that tomorrow is my coronation?” Kaiden suddenly switched into “solemn prince” mode.

“Of course I remember! You’ve been reminding us for six days already, sometimes even in our sleep,” Mira teleported behind the prince and imitated a ghost.

“There is too much sarcasm in you,” wizard Hans sighed and for some reason looked at the ceiling, as if a tone switch was hidden there.

“Sarcasm is protection,” Mira declared philosophically. “From the world, from people, and especially from obsessive repetition.”

Kaiden, ignoring their bickering, stepped closer to Mira, grew serious, and began his touching speech:

“I still remember how you saved me back then. Five years in the form of a wooden nutcracker — it’s a trauma, you know.”

“Yeah, that’s rough. But at least you could crack nuts, just like you wanted.”

“Are you mocking me?” the prince squealed.

“No,” Mira giggled. “I was just looking for the bright side. Sorry, I interrupted you. Go on!”

“Thanks to you I became alive again. And I will never forget it.”

“You’ve said that about six times already. Hans, please set up a scoreboard — ‘how many times Kaiden thanked Mira.’”

“I’m serious.” Kaiden took Mira’s hands. “And... well, since tomorrow is the royal ball, I want to give you a dress.”

“A dress?” she repeated, frowning. “Did you mistake me for Cinderella?”

“No, I didn’t. I just want to see you in this dress at the coronation.”

“Kaiden, we’re even!” Mira reminded. “Who made the wish for me to recover? Hm?”

“That doesn’t count,” he objected. “That was... altruistic.”

“You’re unbearable,” Mira rolled her eyes, but stood up.

“And you don’t know how to accept gifts!”

“Fine, let’s go, show me this dress of yours already. But if it’s decorated with pink hearts — I’ll put it on you.”

“There are no hearts,” Kaiden declared confidently. “Trust me, I know you very well!”

They left the tower and headed toward the royal palace. Walking there would have taken a good hour and a half, and Mira clearly had no intention of running a marathon. She took Kaiden’s hand and, with a wave, transported them to the royal gates.

“I don’t know where to go next,” Mira shrugged, as if she had just teleported them at random.

“No problem, I’m your navigator.” Kaiden proudly pressed his hand to his chest. “The wardrobe is just a couple of turns away. Five minutes — and you’ll be in the dress of your dreams.”

“Amazing. I’ll never get tired of being surprised that you have an entire room dedicated to clothes. Do you even realize how many outfits you own?”

“I’m a prince, I’m supposed to be stylish. Dress code obliges,” he replied with a face worthy of a magazine cover, and added, “Besides, if you’re going to accompany me — how could I be anything less than dazzling?”

Mira snorted:

“There you go flattering me again.”

“Me? Never! Only facts!”

Kaiden placed his palm on the door, and the wardrobe swung open.

Mira turned her head in all directions at the abundance of clothes. Mannequins stood in rows, dresses lined up as if on parade: silk, velvet, sequins, and suspiciously sparkling pearls.

“That one,” Kaiden pointed at one of the mannequins as if making a choice in a store.

Mira’s eyes widened. Before her gleamed a dress — like a sunset on the last day of summer: deep blue with a violet sheen, light sleeves, a train — the dream of an artist overdosed on inspiration.

“No hearts, notice,” the prince clarified seriously, then asked, “Do you like it?”

“Astonishingly beautiful,” Mira murmured, touching the fabric. “But aren’t you going a little overboard?”

“This is me still keeping within the budget. Although... if needed, I’ll just tell the treasurer it was a strategic gift.”

Mira rolled her eyes, but a smile was already playing on her lips. She still couldn’t quite get used to such attention. Where was the catch?

“All right, let’s try it on,” Mira broke the silence. “But if it doesn’t fit me — you’ll wash all my laboratory flasks. With a brush, soap, and without a magic wand!”

“Deal.” Kaiden spread into a victorious grin. “But I warn you: I have a talent for choosing outfits. Get ready to be amazed.”

Mira snapped her fingers and voilà — the dress was already on her, while her clothes obediently hung on a mannequin.

“Convenient to be a wizard” Kaiden said with genuine admiration.

“Agreed!” Mira nodded, looking down. The dress shimmered and sparkled softly.

Mira smiled and glanced around:

“Now I need to find a mirror.”

“In the fitting room, to the left,” Kaiden pointed with his hand. “I hope you won’t be blinded by your own magnificence.”

Mira rolled her eyes and walked across the polished wooden floor.

Reaching the fitting room and pulling the curtain aside, Mira froze. The dress fit perfectly. Not a single extra fold, not a hint of discomfort. It flowed like water in a fairy-tale stream, and the color... exactly matched the new shade of her hair. And she looked — like a princess at a ball.

“Do you like it?” Kaiden’s voice sounded behind her.

Mira turned, shining as if she had just won a beauty contest.

“Very much. It’s magical. Thank you.”

The prince nodded, his face wearing the satisfied smile of someone who knew for certain he had hit the mark.

“Wear it tomorrow. I want you to outshine all the court ladies. Especially the one who always brags about her new fan.”

Mira giggled.

“All right, but I owe you a chocolate bar, got it?”

“Only if it has nuts. I have refined taste.”

Mira laughed and smiled broadly.

“Deal. With forest nuts.”

Mira shoved her clothes into a magic bag, bottomless like a black hole. Saying “See you tomorrow” to Kaiden, Mira snapped her fingers and teleported home.

At home she lingered in front of the mirror for a long time. And not because she had turned into a statue — she simply couldn’t tear her eyes away.

“Wear this tomorrow?” she muttered. “Then I can’t go with loose hair! That would be a crime against aesthetics.”

Mira plopped down on the couch, pulled her tablet out of the bag, and turned on her native internet. The very one Hans had struggled to connect to her tablet from her home world. He had sneezed fairy pollen for three days while setting up the access portal. Now she could listen to music again, watch movies, and of course, get inspired.

Search queries changed at lightning speed:

“elegant hairstyle with long hair”

“fantasy styling”

“magical hairstyle in case tomorrow is a royal ball”

“No, none of this works!” Mira threw the tablet onto the couch in despair.

She stood up and turned again to her lifeless collection of toys.

“It’s all wrong! Everything is too bright and flashy! The dress will get lost against my hair! I want something simpler, but at the same time beautiful! Exactly—that’s what I’ll type into the search. Simple hairstyle!”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
4 Marla Bluenght
Lighting up
the shadow






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





