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Collect all the Magic Trix books
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To my mum, who has always demonstrated kindness and generosity – the true traits of a fairy godmother!
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Chapter One
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“Tricky Trix Morgan rockets past the defenders,” Trix said in her best football commentator voice. “It’s the final minute of extra time, and the title is only one kick away.” Trix guided the football towards her pretend goal, which had a wooden bench and a rubbish bin for goalposts.


Trix loved to sprint as fast as her legs could go. It felt like the zing of a shooting star mixed with the sugary chill of double-fudge ice cream. It was almost as wonderful as the moment she’d discovered that she was a witch and met her magical familiar – a cheeky black and white kitten named Jinx. He was scampering beside her now and nudging the ball with his pink nose. Jinx was only visible to witches, so no one in the park could see that Trix was getting some magical help.


“Gotcha!” Oscar, Trix’s pesky younger brother, dived feet first at Trix. Jinx leaped out of the way as Trix quickly swept the ball to Holly.


Oscar’s feet tangled with Trix’s and she fell to the grass with a thud. Holly shuffled the ball forwards. Trix had tried to tell her that she shouldn’t wear a skirt, even a denim one, but Holly wouldn’t give up her girly style for anyone or anything, including football. Trix knew how to dress for sports. She had tied her long wavy hair back in two bunches. She wore one black and one white trainer, which sort of matched her black and gold football kit – the strip of her favourite team, the Little Witching Wizards.


“You can do it, Holly!” Trix cheered as she hauled Oscar to his feet, keeping one hand tightly clenched around his wrist. She didn’t want Oscar to ruin Holly’s only shot on goal today. He was supposed to be playing football with his own friends, not interrupting their game.


With a little help from Jinx, Holly positioned the ball and then, with her best ballerina kick, she tapped it across the goal line.


“Score!” Trix shouted. “The Holly Trixsters win the cup!” Trix released Oscar. While he chased after the ball, Trix and Holly danced their special victory dance. They swooped in a figure of eight with arms stretched wide and then hooked arms and twirled until they fell on the soft green grass, dizzy and laughing.
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The sun directed its rays like a spotlight on Trix and Holly. It seemed as if everyone in Little Witching had decided to spend Sunday afternoon in the park. Clusters of friends and families circled like mini solar systems around picnic blankets, the playground and the football pitch.


Jinx came bounding over. His spots were sparkling. That’s what they always did when he was happy. He curled up on Trix’s chest and began to purr. Trix felt as if happiness was radiating from her.


Suddenly a round shadow zoomed across the sky. “Watch out!” Trix screamed when she realised that the incoming object was a football heading straight for them. Jinx jumped off Trix’s chest as the girls rolled in opposite directions. The ball landed right between them.


“Oscar!” Trix and Holly shouted in unison.


They stood up and dusted themselves off. “Why can’t you be nice for once in your life?” Trix said.


“That’s no fun!” Oscar said, and placed the ball at his feet and whipped his leg back.


“Don’t you dare,” Trix threatened. She could see the ball was aimed right at a girl who was sitting, reading, under the biggest oak tree in the park.


“Who’s going to stop me?” And, with that, Oscar let loose, sending the ball rocketing through the air.


Creeping cats!


Trix and Holly lunged for the ball. They missed and could only watch in horror as the football smashed right into the girl. Her book went flying, but she somehow managed to catch the ball.


[image: img]


“I’m so sorry,” Trix said as she raced over. “My little brother is a pest.” Oscar seemed to have disappeared. He had a talent for doing that when he’d caused trouble. Trix picked up the girl’s book.


The girl had straggly black hair that stuck out in every direction. Trix couldn’t tell if she hadn’t brushed it or if that was her hairstyle. She wore faded blue jeans and a grey, wrinkled hoodie. Again, Trix wasn’t sure if this was high fashion or just messy. Holly had shown her pictures in a glossy magazine that looked a little like the girl’s outfit.


“Yeah, whatever,” the girl said and snatched her book back.


“Would you like to play football with us?” Trix asked.


The girl glared at her. “What makes you think I would want to play football, with you or anybody? It’s a stupid, awful game and I hate it.” She grabbed a pointy stick, drove it into the football and then stormed off.


Air hissed out of the ball. Trix picked up the stick with the squashed ball on top. It looked like a very odd lollipop. This was the fourth football this month that had been lost or damaged because of Oscar. Her parents were never going to buy her another one.


But at times like this being a witch came in handy. All she needed was a sneaky quick-fix spell. “Fix yourself and make it quick. Re-inflate when I remove this stick,” she whispered to the ball and then yanked out the stick.


With a quiet hiss and a slight pop the hole made by the stick disappeared, and the ball was round once more.
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Holly’s eyebrows arched in surprise. “Did you use . . .” Holly nearly said magic but she caught herself just in time. She wasn’t supposed to know Trix was a witch. No one outside the Sisterhood of Magic was supposed to know Trix’s secret. Holly had found out by accident and she was sworn to secrecy.


Oscar skidded to a stop in front of his big sister and grabbed the ball. “I thought that girl popped it!” Oscar exclaimed, rolling it around in his hands.


“Um, she . . .” Trix started but she didn’t have a great explanation to cover up her use of magic.


Holly swiped the ball from Oscar and the stick from Trix. “It was an optical illusion,” Holly said and moved the stick back and forth behind the ball. From where Trix and Oscar were standing, it almost looked like the stick was passing through the ball. Almost! “It’s like one of my magic tricks,” Holly explained. She wanted to be a magician one day, or maybe a celebrity chef, or, after today, maybe the first ballerina football superstar!


“I’m sure that ball was flat a minute ago,” Oscar said, his forehead wrinkled in confusion.


“Don’t be silly, Oscar.” Trix tried to laugh but her chuckle sounded fake.


“Something funny is going on,” Oscar said and squinted at Trix and Holly. “I’m going to find out what it is!” Oscar drop-kicked the ball and raced after it.


Trix felt as deflated as a football pierced with a stick. If Oscar discovered she was a witch, it would be worse than a sting from a bumblebee or school on Saturday or Christmas cancelled for ever.
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Chapter Two
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For the rest of the weekend Trix was extra careful not to be the least bit magical. She didn’t cast a spell to stop Oscar when he used four of her twenty-three cat toys for target practice. She didn’t magically remove the purple stain from her shirt when he spit his blackcurrant squash at her. She wanted to turn him into a slimy salamander when he chucked her favourite green glitter pen over the hedge, but she didn’t.


No matter what Trix did or where she went, Oscar was always watching. On the way to school on Monday morning, he walked a few feet behind her with a tiny notebook and pen, ready to write down anything suspicious.


Trix was relieved when the school bell rang for the last lesson of the day and she could use all the magic she wanted in the magic classroom, which was hidden at the back of the Little Witching Primary School library. Every weekday, Trix and Becka from Little Witching Primary, and Stella, Pippa and Cara from the Enchanted Grove School for Girls, took lessons with Lulu the librarian on how to use their magical powers. The best and brightest witches would become fairy godmothers and Trix wanted, more than anything, to be a fairy godmother and grant wishes.


“Magic marbles!” Lulu shouted when her witchy pupils and their familiars had arrived.
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