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Summer Evening Daydreams

A warm summer breeze cascaded through the open window of the wizard’s shop, lazily billowing the sheer curtain and rustling a small stack of papers on top of a large stack of books. Next to the book tower, Zain sat at his desk, head poured over a particularly thick tome open in front of him. It was quiet in the shop today as Elinor had left earlier in the afternoon to spend the rest of the day at the palace. Zain, who had a fondness and attachment to his apprentice, was a little saddened to see her go, but he knew he had to stay in the rest of the day. Magic work demanded consistent study, and Zain had had a nagging feeling in the back of his mind to get back to his books for weeks now. 

He had been at this book for some hours now, occasionally making good headway and occasionally not. Before he began, he grabbed a small pack of matches, figuring he would be at his studies into the night. He recalled stubbed toes, crashing towers of books, and worried shouts from his apprentice the last time he attempted to study into the wee hours of the night without some light. It was a memory he would not like to relive, despite enjoying the worried doting from Elinor the rest of the night. 

It was another gentle breeze that finally made him pick up his head from the book. He gazed at the gently blowing curtain and the golden hued sunset streaming through his window. It had been several hours already, and he hadn’t noticed how much time had passed. Leaning back in his chair, he stretched, enjoying the lingering warmth from the sunset across his face and body. Smiling, Zain tapped his finger on the desk thoughtfully. He glanced several times at the left corner of his desk before reaching for something in the shadow of his books. It was a small object wrapped in a woven purple cloth. Unfurling the wrap revealed a little metal lizard candle holder. The head of the lizard stood tall and proud, and its body and tail coiled around to hug the empty holder in the middle. The shiny metal had little indents in numerous places to represent scales, and its eyes held small inlaid rubies. Zain gently felt along the head of the lizard and ran his finger down over the scales, admiring the craftsmanship. Elinor had given it to him as a present a few weeks ago. Zain had only taken it out on occasion to gaze at it despite Elinor reprimanding him for not using it yet. He loved the present and wanted to cherish it even if it meant not using it for several weeks. When Zain asked why, she shrugged with a smile and replied that there wasn’t any reason. He was perplexed, and when pressed for more information, Elinor shook her head with a smile and a blush dancing across her cheeks. Zain didn’t understand what the gesture was supposed to mean. He still wasn’t quite sure. He hadn’t entertained the possibility that Elinor might have feelings for him as he did for her. He instead had remorsefully resigned himself to an unrequited love, relegated to the role of caring mentor. This gesture, however, bloomed hopefulness into him for the first time in years. 

Zain stood up to peer at the shelf above him. A small white candle sat on top which he placed inside the candle holder. Taking the match off the table, he struck it against his desk and lit the candle. Blowing the match out and setting it aside, he gazed at the little gift. The light of the flame twinkled in the ruby eyes of the lizard, seemingly bringing it to life. Placing it on the desk, Zain rested his head against his arm on the desk. He stared into the flame and inhaled the sweet notes of vanilla, amber, and cinnamon. It was some of Elinor’s favorite scents and ones she wore regularly. He loved giving her big hugs in the morning and getting the perfume all over himself. The scent was potent and lasted throughout the entire day, a consequence he thoroughly enjoyed. On some of those days, he’d have to go on a mission and must regretfully tell her she had to stay behind. He smiled thinking about how annoyed she would get every time he went out on a mission without her. She’d always tense her shoulders and tap her foot in irritation. Over the years, Zain had noted countless endearing little quirks: her slight lip quiver in her smile whenever she succeeded at something, how one eyebrow was a little more furrowed than the other when in concentration or her wide eyes and slightly parted lips whenever he surprised her with something. 

Zain felt the heat creep up in his face. He loved that expression the most and had thought for many nights about closing the space between them and capturing her lips in a kiss. Imagining an encounter like that made his heartbeat faster. 

The two of them often did yoga together to unwind from particularly stressful days. Zain often led the sessions as he was a faithful practitioner for years and Elinor enjoyed his manner of tutelage even outside of her apprenticeship. As he guided the session, Zain first supervised Elinor’s positioning, offering gentle correction to improve the stances. Watching her practice the movements, Zain’s mind would sometimes drift. He’d occasionally find himself staring intently at the way Elinor’s body bent, stretched and contracted. He was never caught because he managed to fix himself into the right yoga pose before she noticed, but there were a few close calls. Zain continued to stare at the flame through half-lidded eyes as he recalled moments after their yoga session and respective showers where they’d give each other shoulder massages
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