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Magic Dueling Rivals

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The Duel That Shook Broadway
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Magic always announced itself before it appeared.

Sometimes it was a shimmer in the air, like heat rising off asphalt. Other times it was the hush—an unnatural silence that pressed against the ears, warning those who knew how to listen that reality was about to bend.

Tonight, it was the lights.

Broadway’s neon signs flickered in unison, colors bleeding into one another as an invisible ward sealed off the street. To passing tourists, it looked like a temporary blackout. To the hidden magical community of New York City, it was an invitation.

A sanctioned duel.

Ariana Vale stepped into the circle with measured calm, her boots clicking softly against the pavement. The enchanted sigils beneath her feet glowed pale silver, responding to her presence like a loyal heartbeat. She wore a long midnight-blue coat, tailored sharply at the waist, its lining stitched with protective runes only a trained mage would recognize.

She lifted her chin, dark hair pulled back neatly, eyes steady.

Across from her stood Julian Cross.

He was already smiling—confident, careless, devastatingly handsome in a way that made crowds forgive his arrogance. Fire magic curled lazily around his fingers, embers floating like sparks from a bonfire. He fed off attention, and tonight, he had plenty of it.

Members of the Arcane Council watched from behind invisible barriers. Shop windows reflected silhouettes of witches, warlocks, and spellbinders gathered in secret. Whispers rippled through the crowd.

“That’s her,” someone murmured.
“The illusionist.”
“Did you hear—?”
Ariana ignored them all.

She had learned long ago that attention could be sharpened into a blade or turned into armor. Tonight, it would be the latter.

Julian inclined his head in a mock bow. “Vale,” he said, voice smooth and loud enough for the audience. “Didn’t expect you to accept my challenge.”

“I didn’t,” Ariana replied evenly. “I accepted the Council’s summons.”

A few chuckles echoed.

Julian’s smile tightened. “Still hiding behind rules?”

She met his gaze, unflinching. “Still confusing chaos with strength?”

That earned a sharper reaction from the crowd.

The Council’s arbiter raised a glowing staff. “This duel is sanctioned. No lethal magic. Yield or be bound. Begin.”

The staff struck the ground.

Julian moved first—of course he did.

A wave of fire surged toward Ariana, bright and theatrical, roaring like a dragon unleashed. Gasps erupted from the watchers. Fire was dramatic. Fire was impressive.

Fire was predictable.

Ariana lifted one hand, fingers slicing the air with surgical precision. The flames split cleanly in two, dissolving into harmless sparks as a mirror-like barrier shimmered into existence.

She stepped forward.

The world fractured.

Suddenly, Julian stood in five places at once—each Ariana identical, each moving with perfect synchronicity. Illusion magic flooded the duel circle, bending light, sound, and perception.

Julian swore under his breath. He spun, launching fire in every direction, but his attacks passed through empty air. The real Ariana was already behind him.

She whispered a word—not loud, not dramatic. Ancient. Personal.

The ground beneath Julian’s feet turned slick as glass. He stumbled, barely catching himself before a binding sigil snapped around his wrists, glowing silver-white.

Silence slammed down.

Julian struggled once. The sigil tightened.

Then laughter broke out—sharp, disbelieving, electric.

Ariana stood before him, composed, breathing steady. Her heart pounded, but she didn’t let it show. Control was power. Precision was survival.

“Yield,” she said softly.

Julian looked up at her, shock blazing in his eyes. For the first time since stepping into the circle, he wasn’t smiling.

“I—” His jaw clenched. The Council’s magic pressed against him, forcing the truth from his lips. “I yield.”

The sigils released him instantly. The duel was over.

For half a second, no one spoke.

Then the street exploded with noise.

Cheers. Arguments. Excited chatter racing through magical channels that would carry the story across Manhattan by morning.

Ariana turned away before the attention could settle on her too heavily. She had won—but victories like this came with consequences.

As she walked toward the edge of the ward, Julian’s voice stopped her.

“Hey.”

She paused, not turning around.

“You’re better than the rumors,” he said, quieter now. Not mocking. Not loud enough for the crowd.

She glanced back at him over her shoulder. “And you’re exactly what I expected.”

Something unreadable flickered across his face—annoyance, admiration, something else entirely.

The ward dissolved. Neon lights snapped back to life. The city resumed its breath.

Ariana stepped into the crowd, disappearing among humans who would never know what had just unfolded on their beloved street.

But she could feel it—the shift.

This duel wasn’t an ending.

It was the beginning of a rivalry that would shake the magical heart of the Big Apple... and threaten the careful walls she had built around herself.

And somewhere behind her, Julian Cross watched her go, fire magic cooling at his fingertips, already burning with a hunger that had nothing to do with revenge.
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Chapter 2 – Whispers in the Wards
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By morning, the duel had become legend.

Magic traveled faster than subways in New York—through whispered spells, enchanted mirrors, familiars perched on fire escapes, and coded messages woven into latte foam at cafés only witches knew to visit. By sunrise, Ariana Vale’s name was already echoing through the wards that crisscrossed the city like invisible veins.

She bound Julian Cross in under a minute.
No wasted spells. Not a flicker of panic.
Did you see the illusions? Clean as glass.
Ariana heard none of it directly.

She preferred it that way.

Her apartment sat above a quiet bookstore in Greenwich Village, protected by layered concealment charms she’d built over years—each one refined, rewritten, and reinforced as she herself had changed. The windows faced the street, but from the outside, the place appeared empty. Unremarkable. Safe.

She stood barefoot in the kitchen, tea steeping between her hands, letting the familiar warmth steady her thoughts. The morning light filtered in softly, catching on the delicate sigil etched into the countertop—one of the first spells she’d ever crafted entirely on her own.

Back when she’d still been learning who she was allowed to be.

A pulse of magic brushed her wards.

Ariana sighed. “You can come in, Mara. You’re rattling the illusions.”

The wards parted, and Mara slipped inside, her red curls frizzed by static magic and excitement. “You could’ve let me enjoy watching you pretend not to notice.”

“I didn’t,” Ariana replied dryly. “I noticed. I just hoped you’d go away.”

Mara grinned and kicked off her boots. “Not after last night.”

She circled Ariana like a critic in a gallery, eyes bright. “You broke him.”

“I incapacitated him,” Ariana corrected. “Briefly.”

“You humiliated him.”

“That was incidental.”

Mara snorted. “The wards are buzzing. Every mage south of Harlem is talking about you. Some are impressed. Some are terrified. And some—” She hesitated.

Ariana met her gaze. “Say it.”

“Some are digging.”

That made Ariana’s fingers tighten slightly around her cup.

Digging always followed visibility.

Mara leaned against the counter, tone gentler now. “They’re asking where you trained. Who taught you illusion magic that clean. Why you disappeared for five years and came back... different.”

Ariana took a slow sip of tea. The taste grounded her, pulled her back from memories she rarely allowed herself to touch.

“I didn’t disappear,” she said quietly. “I survived.”

Mara’s expression softened. She knew enough not to push.

Outside, a delivery truck rumbled past. Ordinary life. Mundane. Ariana had clung to that contrast once—used it to remind herself that the world was bigger than the narrow definitions others tried to force on her.

“There are rumors,” Mara continued carefully. “That you rewrote your magic. That you broke away from your original lineage. That you—”

Ariana set the cup down with deliberate calm. “Magic is an expression of truth,” she said. “Mine stopped working when I was lying to myself.”

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was reverent.

Mara nodded slowly. “That’ll scare them.”

“Good.”

Later that day, Ariana moved through the city, her coat drawn close as she passed through layered wards hidden in alleyways and subway tunnels. She felt the glances—subtle, magical, curious. Spells brushed against her aura, testing, probing.

She let them look.

In an enchanted tailor shop near SoHo, two witches fell silent as she entered.

“That’s her,” one whispered.

Ariana met their eyes, offered a polite nod, and continued browsing. She had learned that confidence unsettled people more than anger ever could.

In the Lower East Side, a young trans apprentice stopped her on the street, eyes wide. “You’re Ariana Vale,” they blurted out, then flushed. “I just—thank you. For existing.”

Ariana smiled—small, real. “You’re welcome,” she said. “For existing too.”

By nightfall, the rumors had shifted.

They no longer spoke only of the duel.

They spoke of resilience. Of transformation. Of a mage who had torn her magic down to its foundation and rebuilt it in her own image—stronger, truer, unbreakable.

High above the city, in a council chamber veiled by illusion and politics, Ariana’s name was spoken with unease.

And across town, Julian Cross sat alone, replaying the duel in his mind—not the fire, not the loss, but the look in her eyes when she’d faced him without fear.

For the first time, the whispers weren’t just about power.

They were about her.

And Ariana Vale, walking home beneath the glowing skyline of the Big Apple, felt the city listening.

She straightened her shoulders and walked on anyway.

Because she had not fought that duel to be invisible ever again.
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