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Collect all the Magic Trix books
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For Chanelle Lloyd, hoping all your wishes come true
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Chapter One
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With a flash of light, a puff of blue smoke and a soft poof, the tiny grey mouse transformed into a . . .


Trix rubbed her eyes. She must be dreaming. Her brain was whirling like a spinning top. The tiny grey mouse had been replaced by a real, live unicorn. Its spiral horn twinkled in the light of the magic classroom.


Trix had recently turned ten years old and discovered she was a witch. She hoped she never, ever got used to the magic of being magical. Trix stroked the unicorn’s silky mane. The animal smelled sugary, like fairy cakes, and it was surrounded by a halo of light.
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“Today’s lesson will focus on transformations,” Lulu said. Every week day, Trix and four other new witches gathered in the secret room in the Little Witching Primary School library. Lulu instructed them on how to use their new powers. The best and brightest witches would become fairy godmothers one day.


“Are transform-whatevers like magical makeovers?” Pippa asked, twisting the curl of her high ponytail around and around her finger.


“Transformations,” Lulu corrected, “are not the same as makeovers.”


Stella stepped away from the unicorn. “I’m not keen on animals, but I’m a star at makeovers.” She pointed at Cara and Becka and whispered, “Sparkle, glitter, shimmer, shine. No more ugly. It’s makeover time.”


A glimmer of light shot from her fingertip and exploded in a shower of pink glitter right over Cara and Becka. When the air cleared, Cara and Becka looked less like ten-year-old girls and more like film stars. Cara’s low ponytail had twisted up into a sophisticated bun. Becka’s hair was no longer plaited but fluffed into a massive helmet of curls. Their school uniforms were replaced with long, shimmering gowns.
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Trix wasn’t sure Stella’s makeovers were improvements. Cara and Becka were much prettier without the make-up.


“The transformations I’m talking about are to help you out of tricky situations, not prepare you for fashion magazines,” Lulu said, and then whispered a spell in the unicorn’s ear.


Poof!


The unicorn was once again a tiny grey mouse.


Lulu reached down so the mouse could scamper up her arm. “Thank you, Nester,” Lulu said to the mouse, who curled up like an ornament on Lulu’s witch’s hat. “Transforming living, breathing creatures is very advanced. The practice dates back to Cinderella’s fairy godmother, who turned mice into horses and pumpkins into carriages. Today we will start with something simple.” She whispered a spell and pointed at the ceiling, moving her finger in a curlicue pattern which set the bangles on her wrist jingle-jangling. Fluffy white clouds appeared overhead. “We will turn rain to snow,” Lulu told her witches-in-training.


Maybe it was the magic sparking in the room around her, but Trix’s nose twitched and then itched. She rubbed her nose but it still felt tingly, as if she were going to sneeze. Oh, no, she couldn’t be getting ill. Her family and her best friend Holly had plans to go to the Natural History Museum in London tomorrow. She couldn’t wait to see all the museum’s weird and wonderful creatures – especially the dinosaurs!


“With a little help from your familiars,” Lulu continued, “dreary rain will become glistening snow.”


Familiars raced to their witches. The lavender rat named Twitch scampered over to Pippa. Tabby the cat hopped next to Cara. Sherlock the owl perched on Becka’s shoulder, while Rascal, Stella’s rambunctious pug, chased his curly tail near Stella’s feet. Trix’s familiar, a black and white kitten named Jinx, knocked his head against Trix’s leg.


“The key to transformations is to imagine your outcome. So start thinking of snow as you say this simple spell.” Lulu flicked her wrist and clicked her fingers and it began to rain. Fat drops poured down all around them, bouncing on the shelves of Lulu’s magical ingredients and collecting in the cauldron. “I call upon magic – and I must insist. Change the item before me from that to this.”


The girls quickly repeated Lulu’s magical spell while dodging raindrops. Jinx wiggled his whiskers, which was his way of boosting Trix’s magic. The raindrops changed in mid-air to glistening white snowflakes.


Trix’s nose itched and twitched. Trix covered her mouth. Creeping cats, she was going to sn . . . sn . . . sneeze.


Atchoo!


Stella scooted away from Trix. “You are so disgusting,” she muttered to Trix. “Keep your germs away from me.”


Pippa reached into her pink handbag and handed Trix a tissue just as her nose tingled with another sneeze.


“Th . . . th . . . thanks,” Trix blurted and sneezed again.


But now the delicate crystal snowflakes had become sticky green blobs. Splat! Splat! Splat! The girls and their familiars were getting covered with green dots.


“Magic marbles,” Lulu said, and quickly conjured a lacy parasol to shield herself. “Something’s gone magically amiss.”


“How perfectly revolting!” Stella exclaimed, diving behind Cara and Becka. She flipped up the trailing skirts of their lovely gowns so that she was sheltered from the goo, but her friends were slowly turning a slimy green from the ooey-gooey rain.


Trix was overwhelmed by the smell of lime. She tilted her head back and stuck out her tongue to catch one green blob and then two. “Yum!” she said, licking the green blotches off her lips. “Lime jelly, my favourite!”


Trix had a sneaking suspicion that she had somehow caused the lime-green mess, but she didn’t know how. She hadn’t even been thinking of jelly. She had definitely been thinking of snow. Then again, she did have a gift for creating magical messes.


“Let’s try to change this back to snow,” Lulu said and the girls repeated the transformation spell again.


In a flash, the green in the air and on their clothes, hair and skin became soft white snow once more.


“I’m not sure what happened,” Lulu said, closing her parasol. “But my demonstration has revealed a gap in your witchy education and it must be addressed immediately.”


“I agree, miss,” Stella said and smoothed her perfectly straightened hair. “It’s obvious that some witches can’t even perform the simplest spells.” She glared right at Trix. “I think Trix definitely needs some lessons on style and—”


Trix wished she could transform Stella into a nicer person – or maybe a farm animal.


“It is obvious,” Lulu interrupted Stella’s list of Trix’s areas for improvement, “that some of you need to brush up on your people skills.” Lulu directed the pointy end of her brolly right at Stella. “If you hope to be fairy godmothers one day, you will need kind hearts and giving natures. Your assignment for this weekend is to perform as many random acts of kindness as you can.” Stella groaned and Lulu glared at her. “And you are not allowed to use magic in your kind acts.”


Stella groaned again. “I’d rather learn transformations,” she muttered.


Trix felt as giddy as she did on Christmas Day when it was time to open presents. Tomorrow she’d have the perfect place to be randomly kind. She was travelling to London and visiting the Natural History Museum – surely there would be millions of people to help in the big city.
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