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To those who believe in magic

“Let us step into the night and pursue that flighty temptress, adventure.”
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IN THE LAND OF MAGIC

Tinkle! Crackle! Sizzle!

Sounds burst into the open sky, filling it with different colors as if they were almost creating a firework show. They tore across the dark expanse, showing flashes of different harmonized colors. But then a second after, it all grew subdued, going quiet. Every once in a while, it showed up again, but from a different spot each time, appearing and then dying only to reappear again.

The City Grand Centre was certainly full today. Crowds upon crowds strolled through the busy streets. Most of them carried heavy bags with both arms while some were using their magic as they didn’t want to bother carrying them. A few passengers nearby sat on the benches at the side of the hectic street, either chattering or watching the small magic shows emitting from different shops around the area. Occasionally, there’d be a popping sound, but within seconds, a man appeared as though he’d conjured a vortex to get to the spot where he needed to be. He adjusted his trench coat collar before going on his way.

The Grand Centre was quite a huge area with skyscrapers to the side, stacked level upon level, all colored either brown or white. Some circular buildings were also scattered across in different places. A few of the streets narrowed down to small sidewalks while in the middle ran tracks for the trolley train.

The train zoomed past the citizens every now and then, ringing its bell to alert the people. Passages were split in two at the wide, V-shaped beige building which stood in its way, going in different sections, leading somewhere else off the Grand Centre—possibly to the next shopping area or street markets.

Another passageway seemed to be going more uphill, away from the Grand Centre. The shops, however—filled with chatter from the people—were mostly located in the main area. All of the stores took the form of different shapes: circular, rectangles, triangles, all of them lined up beside each other. One store was even shaped like a tall tower with its roof slanted forward, making a dip. However, there seemed to be some kind of magic surrounding the front, supporting it so it wouldn’t collapse.

Each of them was as busy as the next, the customers either browsing or waiting in line to pay for their latest purchase even though it seemed to last forever as the lines were quite long. The workers quickly rang the customers’ transaction to the best they could, trying to keep them happy since they knew the lines were incredibly hectic and everyone was busy and harried.

“You don’t want this?” the worker asked, showing the item to the customer.

“Yes, that’s right. I seem to have changed my mind about it.”

Nodding, the worker tapped on the box, and in a second, it disappeared in a puff of smoke.

The other workers on the floor were busy with the customers, trying to keep up with their orders, constantly going to the back to get their requests, and there were times a worker didn’t have what the customer wanted.

“You don’t have this anymore in the back?” A shopper—short and plump with a pointed nose, frilly grey hair, and bearing an elderly look—pursed her lips in disappointment.

“N—no. I’m sorry,” the helper stammered. “However, if you wish, I can place an express order for you.”

“No. No, that would be quite alright.”

“I’m sorry.”

Another store, which was medium-sized, was filled with different robes for all occasions. Most of the robes were hung for display, on the mannequins or at the window, seemingly floating. Straight ahead would be the fitting area where two workers were adjusting the robes for the customers. Inside the shop, there would be brooms floating by themselves as they cleaned the floors from all the dust and the fabrics of the robes.

“No, no! I didn’t want it to be cut that small. Now, the bottom of my ankles will be shown!” a customer said, exasperated. “And please adjust the collar, as well. It’s really irritating my neck.”

Usually, the shoppers would be so busy, they wouldn’t even notice how quickly the time had passed. A large clock, planted on the tall column of a building, made a loud dong, echoing its ring across the city.

“My goodness! Is it four o’clock already? My, how the time passes by so quickly!” a citizen exclaimed, eyes wide. He then scurried away, hurriedly going down his path.

Even if the time went by fast and night had fallen, the streets would still be crowded. There would always be some kind of attraction in the city’s centre where many crowds would have gathered to see the latest show, applauding in the right spots. Other crowds would be walking down the streets, taking a moonlight stroll where the moon would shine its eerie rays, illuminating the city with its powerful glow. As the clock struck midnight, the once-crowded streets would grow subdued with silence as the citizens made their way to their homes, done for today.

And so the day would always go. The routine would always be the same. Eat. Sleep. Wake up. Go to work. And repeat.

Morning came, and where the sky used to be covered in blackness, it was now filled with bright rays from the morning sun. The rays would stretch on forever as the sun rose up until it finally shrugged itself out of its deep slumber.

Everyone woke up again, ready to start their repetitive business as usual. The Centre began to grow crowded once more, and the once-closed shops would now reopen, ready to start the day and get on with business. Ready to have their interiors packed.

However, in the middle of the huge centre stood a fountain that began to come alive, sprouting out its glittering water. And beside the fountain ledge stood a boy, aged twenty, who appeared to be of medium height, with slightly spikey black hair and dark tan skin. His captivating black eyes stared ahead, watching the crowd like how a lion watched its prey before it attacked. His face was sharp all around: sharp nose, sharp jaw, with slightly sharp cheekbones.

He was somewhat built with muscles in the arms and had broad shoulders with a lean body. He wore a black, slightly loose elbow-sleeved shirt with beige pants and white sneakers.

Regardless of the beautiful scene before him, he was bored, and he wanted nothing more than for those two who’d accompanied him to hurry up. He hated shopping and would never enjoy it but maybe to some extent. Only if shopping wasn’t so...girly. He often wondered how Bastein dealt with it.

“Cain!” a loud voice yelled over the crowded streets.

He was surprised he’d even heard the call, and he turned around only to see his friend poking his head out of the door, waving his hand at him to indicate he was supposed to come.

Cain groaned. With reluctance, he grudgingly walked towards the small, narrow shop.

“What?” he asked, annoyed.

Bastein smirked.

“No need to look so happy,” the skinny boy, aged twenty-one, with dark brown hair that almost covered his grey eyes, drawled. He had soft cheeks and small ears, with a softly shaped jaw. He wore a plain baby blue T-shirt with black pants and pull-top sneakers.

“Piss off,” Cain muttered.

He squeezed himself through the door after Bastein had disappeared. Inside, the shop was extremely crowded, but it looked wider than it seemed outside. Outside the store was a medium-sized window with posters covering it up.

Have you ever wished you can be so full of energy? To never be drained? Come check out our new spell! It’s selling out fast!

Inside, the ceiling was high and slanted, almost like in the shape of a triangle. Shades of blue, yellow, pink, orange—every kind of color of magic—were visible as they had all been thrown in the air because of the customers trying out different spells. On the upper level that had a balcony at the top of its stairs was also a small stand full of books. Most of them were on how to properly conjure a spell or how to channel your energy with the spell and the basics and so on.

The helpers were scurrying all over the place, assisting the shoppers while at the same time trying to cancel out the spells before things got too hectic.

Cain swerved to the side as a yellow energy ball slithered past him, hitting a wall and leaving a scorching mark. Frustrated, the worker pointed his finger at the burn, and a white, almost invisible streak of magic appeared, causing the mark to instantly vanish.

Bastein ducked down to dodge an orangey spell that flew his way. Eventually, after pushing through the crowd, the two finally met up with their third friend who was too busy trying out different spells to even notice them. But her pale body was being illuminated by the colors from the magic she was conjuring.

“Releasis!” the twenty-two-year-old, blond-haired female with green eyes said. She had smooth cheeks on an oval-shaped face and wore a black, long-sleeved turtle-neck shirt with black leggings and a checkered plaid skirt. She also wore black flats to complete the look and had her hair in two braids. A thin silver chain stuck out of her shirt and showed an hour-glass pendant filled with an amethyst color. Freckles were liberally dusted across her low cheekbones.

A shade of purple got released from the jar she was pointing at. But this one went to the side, and it nearly struck Bastein and Cain who avoided it just in time. However, an irritated worker flickered his hand to cancel out the power before it could do any damage.

“Have you ever thought of buying a spell that would improve your aim?” Cain asked.

The girl turned around and saw the two boys though she rolled her eyes at Cain’s remark. “Whatever.”

Bastein eyed the many spells—contained in jars—she was holding in her hands. “And are you trying to buy the whole store or something?”

“No. I’m trying out different ones, but I’m thinking of getting the new spell everyone’s raving about. In case you haven’t noticed, the store just released a new enchantment, which is why it’s so busy.”

“We noticed,” Cain replied.

“Hmph. Could’ve fooled me. You aren’t very observant.” The female friend smirked.

Cain growled, clenching his fists. “If you’re done buying, can we go?”

She rolled her eyes. “Sometimes, I think we should’ve gone to a potion shop to buy you a mood potion. You’re always so moody.”

Cain rolled his eyes before he stalked out of the store.

“Case in point,” she said simply.

Bastein took this time to examine all the colorful jars containing liquids or floating mists placed on the shelves stretching almost to the ceiling. There really was a lot of variety of enchantments in here. From simple spells to advanced. He wondered if the store contained forbidden spells—not that he would ever need one or wanted to have one.

“Okay,” she announced. “I’ve made my decision. We can go pay.”

In all honesty, Bastein was glad to finally hear those words. He didn’t think it was possible to spend three hours in a shop, although sometimes, it felt like it was more than three hours. That being said, he pitied the workers who had to clean up the mess, during or after hours as the enchantments could get nasty and out of control, to the point where even the manager of the store had to come in and take care of everything.

“Twenty-five dinars,” the cashier said.

The girl paid the money and grabbed her bag and walked out of the store, Bastein following her shortly.

“Avery’s done? Unbelievable,” Cain said after seeing them come out.

“Unlike you, I got new spells to try out,” she responded.

Cain shrugged. “Like I could care.”

“You never care about anything,” she muttered.

Bastein sighed as he was racking his brain for a spell that could potentially heal the rift between the two. They’d been at each other’s throat since the day they’d met. Even though he couldn’t think of a spell, something else did come to mind whereby he was sure even the two would actually agree on something.

“Hey. I got an idea,” he suddenly said. “If we’re done shopping here, why don’t we spend the day at the Warlord Wakeley?”

Avery gasped. “Bastein, that’s a fantastic idea. I always liked going there. Especially with my parents.”

Bastein tried to ignore the bitter tone that fell from Avery’s tongue when she mentioned her parents

Cain nodded. “That sounds like a plan.”

“Great, then. Let’s get going now. I don’t feel like waiting for an hour just for the train to come,” Bastein said.
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