The Adventure Begins


Philliya Wridall has a freshly lettered sorcery degree, a new shop, and a serious lack of customers. If she can't snag a customer for her brand new enchanted beauty shop soon, her dream is going to go bust before it even begins. 

When a mysterious noblewoman appears on her doorstep afflicted by a terrible curse, can Philliya, sorceress extraordinaire, solve both of their problems in one go? Or will this be the curse that kills her dream? 
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Dedication


For my younger self who was addicted to reading and dreamed of being an author. You’ve finally done it! 
And for those who also dream of the future, stay creative and go forth to make those dreams reality!
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Part One


In the kingdom of Linsal, the most prestigious profession was that of sorcerer and the most prestigious of sorcerers graduated from the famed Laronia Institute of Sorcerous Arts. One of the most recent graduates to leave those sacred halls had bright purple hair styled in an elaborate wave, yellow cat eyes, and was currently sticking her tongue out the left side of her mouth in concentration as she painted the sign of her new shop. Once completed, the enchanted paint would turn the sign into an active enchantment, dazzling potential shoppers, if, that is, she could finish it without making a mistake.  
Philliya Wridall had never been terribly good at painting or drawing and her enchantment diagrams barely achieved passing grades in class. But she didn’t care. She could draw well enough to make the enchantment work in the way she wanted. They didn’t need the extra fancy swirls and flourishes to function so what was the point of including them in the first place? She could perform enchantments and channel sorcery, so, therefore, that was what mattered. 
She’d grown up steeped in sorcery, the youngest of seven children born to sorcerer parents, and it had been a perfectly logical choice for all seven of them to study sorcery. Philliya would have been stupid to turn down her parents’ offer to pay for her to study at Laronia. All six of her elder siblings had studied there as well, so off she went, her head and heart full of sorcery, dreaming of one day living the life of a lone sorcerer in a tower. She had thrived in the classes (aside from the low marks in diagram classes) and had practically wallowed in all the old musty sorcery books that the library housed. 
However, her second semester of study brought reality crashing down upon her. It happened when she decided that she should start building a book collection of her very own. She was quite sensible, so she had gone to a secondhand bookshop that other students recommended for having cheap prices. It was on the shelves of that shop that she realized even “cheap” was completely unaffordable. 
Back in her dorm room, she ran some numbers and came to a horrifying conclusion. She had zero funds for her dream of a sorcerer’s tower out in the wilderness somewhere. Sorcerers spent money almost as fast as they earned it. Her parents were no exception, and, after funding six other siblings, there was only enough money left over for Philliya, the seventh, to attend school. To put it bluntly, Philliya was broke.
Ever the sensible person, Philliya had immediately reevaluated her career options. A life of solitary research in a tower was out, and so too was hiring herself out as a guard (who would hire someone as small as her?) Also out was any other career that involved large amounts of start-up funds. Eventually she settled on a small shop of some kind, but even that would need money. So she began planning and saving.
All through her remaining years at school she feasted on the books in the library, copying by hand enchantments and diagrams that might be useful later on since she couldn’t afford to buy the books. She also frantically pursued any opportunity for money that came her way. Therefore, by the time she graduated (with newly fashioned purple hair and yellow cat eyes), she had just enough funds to launch her new shop. 
With one last wiggle of her tongue, she completed the sign and the enchantment glowed to life flashing the name of her new shop “The Salon of Enchanted Beauty”.
Stepping back, she examined the sign and its placement with a critical eye. “That should suffice.” She watched as the secondary routine of the enchantment drew out fantastical images of elaborate hairstyles which cycled through a rainbow of colors. It was programmed to never repeat itself and was a variation on an enchantment she’d found in an old book. Of course, the original creator had never intended for the enchantment to be used for a hair salon name board.
Philliya capped the bottle of paint very carefully, stretched elaborately, and only then finally entered her completed shop. The inside was just as tiny as the outside indicated with only enough room for one customer at a time, but a heavy scent of sorcery filled the air from all the ingredients she had in stock. After renting the shop and stocking it, she was back to almost broke again with just enough money for a few weeks of food. 
She stored the paint away in a locked box with some of the other valuable items. “Time to find some customers!”
Gathering up her bag, a stack of flyers, and a cloak, she headed out of the shop. With a snap of her fingers the door lock enchantment activated, sealing the shop while also displaying a “Back in a few hours” sign. Another snap of her fingers activated the number queuing system so customers could take a number to wait for her return. 
Her destination? The palace! Her target clientele would mostly be from the upper class or nobility so she’d picked to open her shop in Kastoburg, the capital of Linsal and the home of the king and his court. Not just anyone could enter the palace, but she had a backdoor pass. Her eldest brother, Toraf, was one of the sorcerers of the court who worked directly for the king. By visiting him, she could rub shoulders with potential customers. Of course, she would never dream of pestering the noble ladies of the court. Instead, their maids and ladies-in-waiting were her targets. Happy with her plan of action, Philliya presented her pass at the servants’ entrance and the guards allowed her to enter. 
Toraf greeted her absentmindedly when she turned up, too focused on his work to really register her arrival, and waved her off in the direction of the door. Philliya took that to mean that the present time was not the right time to talk and left to canvas the palace. Dinnertime would pull Toraf out of his work and she’d catch him then. 
She spent a few hours wandering the halls frequented by the maids and managed to hand out a few fliers, but a guard took issue with her actions and firmly told her to mind her own business and please leave. Instead of leaving, she went back to Toraf’s rooms and found him finally not buried in his work.
“Tor!” She grinned cheerfully at him. “I came to see you now that my shop is complete.”
He poured himself a cup of tea from the teapot which hadn’t been there when she first visited. “I suppose you can’t be convinced to sell the shop and find a proper job for a sorcerer instead?”
“Now, now, we’ve had this discussion before, big brother. I’m sure my shop will be successful. That’s why I came here to Kastoburg.” Before he could interrupt, she continued, “I’m not good enough, and I don’t have a title high enough for work at the court. You’re the eldest so you have the title and you fit right in here. I wouldn’t like it. But, if you want to help your sister out, I have told you before that you could spread the word about my shop. The ladies of the court would love it. If only they knew it existed.”
Toraf closed his eyes briefly and sighed. “You always were stubborn once you set your mind on something. I will mention your shop if I have the chance, but I rarely interact with the ladies of the court. They prefer to consult with my female peers on affairs of sorcery.”
“That doesn’t mean they don’t come to visit you.” She giggled. “But anyway, here’s some flyers detailing what I can do. I would pass them out myself, but a guard kicked me out for doing so earlier.” She rolled her eyes dramatically and plopped the sheaf of paper onto the nearest table. “I should head back to see if any customers have come by while I was gone.”
Philliya bounded up, sure that she’d return to find customers waiting for her. Toraf rose to his feet more slowly.
“I’ll accompany you to your shop. I wish to see it now that it is complete and I have shopping to do. Mother and Father will want to hear news of you and your…venture.”
“Wonderful!” 
Toraf escorted her out of the palace through one of the smaller main gates, while Philliya chatted merrily. She explained all about her plans for the business and wrapped it all up with “Do you like my new hair and eyes?”
Toraf only grunted and nodded very slightly. “It certainly is very...unusual.”
“Exactly! I want people to ask about it. It shows off my work,” she burbled happily as they walked up the street to her shop. “Here it is! Wonderful, isn’t it?”
He stared up at the sign and examined the storefront. “It’s...small. But unique. The enchantments are well-crafted,” he added grudgingly. 
“Thank you! I can always buy a bigger shop later if needed, but doesn’t it add to the mysteriousness of a sorcerer to run a small shop hidden away where you have to hunt for it?”
“That is one way to look at it. Or it says you couldn’t afford the rent on a shop in the main shopping district.”
“Psshh, details, details. I won’t let you kill my happiness. Now, let me check the queueing enchantment.” She muttered a few words and a panel in the diagram lit up. But her face fell slightly as it displayed a zero. “Oh. But, I’m sure a customer will come by later today. Thanks for escorting me, Tor! I’ll come up to the palace often to see you.” She waved cheerily at him, and, after unlocking the door enchantment, vanished into her shop leaving Toraf staring after her with an eyebrow raised. 
“That youngest sister of mine is far too optimistic.” He sighed and retrieved a piece of parchment from his pocket containing his shopping list. Without a backward glance at the small shop, he set out for the larger shops in the main shopping district. 
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Part Two


Philliya watched her brother leave through the single crystal window of her shop. That crystal had cost almost half of her budget, but she wanted to stand out. None of the other shops on her street had one and her shop was the street’s crowning jewel, literally glittering in the sun as it lowered itself towards the horizon. 
It was her turn to sigh. She had put up a good front to fool Toraf, but inside, disappointment gnawed at her self-confidence. It looked like her first day would pass without a single customer entering her shop. However, she diligently waited until her posted closing hours before leaving to buy food. She lived above her tiny shop and there was no room for a proper kitchen.
The next ten days passed in a similar fashion. No one entered the shop at all. A few curious people looked at the sign and peered at and through the crystal window, but not even one of them inquired after her services. To keep up her spirits, Philliya visited her brother every other day and attempted to advertise her services in the palace. The visits to her brother were successful, the advertising attempts were not, and the guards soon started watching her closely every time she left her brother’s side. With them stalking her as if she was a potential criminal, no palace resident dared talk to her.
At the end of the eleventh day, as she was closing up her shop for the evening, the unusual sound of a carriage echoed down the street. No one who shopped or lived on this street owned carriages, so Philliya turned to watch its progress. The light carriage was small enough for one elegant bay horse to pull it and only two or three passengers could fit inside. Finely woven fabric covered the windows, obscuring any view of the passengers, and the elegant carriage gleamed with small gilded details. She guessed that it must belong to a lady of fairly high rank for some of the designs appeared to form an abstract crest. However, she wasn’t familiar enough with the nobles to know to which family the crest might belong. 
To her great surprise, the carriage drew up in front of her and stopped. 
“Is this shop open? My lady wishes for a consult.” The driver raised his voice and his accent was one of those who copied the mannerisms of the upper class.
“Uh…” Philliya’s mind raced and for a moment she couldn’t quite put words together to form a sentence. 
“Well?” The driver added impatiently.
“Yes, the shop is most definitely open!” She finally found her words and the excitement began building. Her first customer! “Please, come in, your Ladyship.” She addressed the unseen person in the carriage and with a wave of her hand she triggered the part of the door enchantment which would open the door unassisted. 
The driver climbed down and unlatched the door of the carriage. He bowed and a delicate gloved hand reached out from inside the carriage to rest on his hand. The passenger’s face hid from view behind a wide brimmed hat with a veil draped over it. The lady stepped down from the carriage lightly. Her dress bore no adornments and the cut was simple, but glints of gold sparkled from the folds in the expensive fabric due to the precious metal thread woven into it. This was not some mere lady. Philliya mentally slapped her brain into remembering the proper courtesies. 
The lady entered the shop and gestured for her driver to remain outside. The shop would be too crowded for him once both women entered. After Philliya entered, she closed the door with another wave of her hand and another waved adjusted the single chair reserved for customers for the lady who seated herself with a sweep of her skirts. Philliya thanked all her lucky stars that she’d had the foresight to spend the extra money for a well-made chair and provide it with a thick cushion. She put a kettle on to boil, and sat down herself on a less comfortable, but quite sturdy, chair.
“How may I be of assistance, your Ladyship?”
“You specialize in transformation and appearance sorceries?” The lady’s voice filtered through her veil, slightly muffled.
“Yes, your Ladyship. I can change anything about a person’s appearance. Most of my enchantments, however, are temporary. I can do permanent transformations and enchantments, but they are much more expensive due to the necessary items. What would your Ladyship be interested in?”
“My need….is slightly different. I wish for a restoration or one might say a cure.” She fell silent, though her veil continued to sway slightly with her breathing.
“Ah. So you want an enchantment lifted. That is not exactly my area of expertise. But I can take a look at your situation and tell you whether it’s possible or not. If you will permit me to do so of course.” Philliya sat back to wait while the lady made up her mind. Breaking enchantments was more her academically minded sister’s bailiwick, but she was all the way out at Laronia and not easily consulted. 
The lady didn’t respond as the minutes stretched longer, but her hands showed no sign of the outer calm she was attempting to project. They clenched tightly on the fabric of her skirt, pressing wrinkles into the originally smooth fabric. The kettle’s whistle interrupted, calling Philliya to set the tea leaves to steep. She at once stood to do so, leaving the lady to her internal struggle. 
After filling a tea infuser with some loose leaf tea, she placed both it and the hot water into a delicate teapot. With a soft clink she set the lid on top and activated its enchantment. The teapot and tea cups she placed on a small table within easy access. Then Philliya primly perched on her seat and waited. The scent of the tea spiraled out of the teapot and filled the shop with a light, floral fragrance. The lady’s hands relaxed their tight grip and her veil swung forward as she tilted her head down towards the teapot. 
A few minutes later the teapot flashed with a soft green light, indicating the end of the steeping. Philliya removed the infuser and replaced the lid. She poured out the light green liquid into both cups. 
“Would you like sugar or cream added?”
“Two sugars. No cream.”
Philliya dropped the sugars into the lady’s tea, and added three to her own along with a splash of cream. 
“Here you are, your Ladyship.” She set the cup and a spoon nearer to the lady.
“Thank you.” The lady stirred her cup slowly, as if not really paying attention to it. “I am willing for you to make an attempt. But you must swear not to reveal to anyone the enchantment I am under. It would cause…a scandal.”
Philliya quickly stopped herself from taking a sip. “Of course, your Ladyship! I would never reveal anything about a client unless the client gave permission. I can set up an enchanted contract if you require one?”
“No need.” She set down her cup, hesitated, and then removed her veil and hat. 
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Part Three


Philliya fought to keep her facial expression from changing as the veil and hat fell away. The lady’s appearance was, in a word, hideous. It was beyond ugly. None of her facial features were in the right location or shape and her skin color ranged from pale to a bloody dark red. The effect extended to her hair as well and great patches of mottled skin could be seen through the sparse clumps of hair. She must have an excellent lady’s maid, for there was some kind of elegant hair piece installed which allowed the lady to have some semblance of a normal hairstyle, but there was no saving her face. No face powder could hide the deformities.  
“Can you fix this?”
“It truly must be a savage and powerful enchantment, your Ladyship,” Philliya replied solemnly. “When did it first afflict you?”
“I have been this way since my third birthday. Due to some circumstances, a jealous woman hired a powerful dark sorcerer to curse me as a punishment to my parents. I have tried every cure and the sorcerer who cast the enchantment has been found and executed along with that woman, but I still remain as you see now.”
“I am sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but if an enchantment outlives the end of the caster’s death, it takes a supremely powerful sorcerer to break it and even that may not work. Those types of enchantments are designed to last for centuries and only break when they finally run out of power. It was quite vicious to apply one to a human child who couldn’t possibly outlive the enchantment’s duration.”
“You can do nothing?” Despair colored her tone and she slumped in her chair.
“I can do nothing to remove or break the curse,” Philliya confirmed. “However…”
“Yes?”
“I wonder if your Ladyship would mind experimenting? I have in my collection a very old enchantment of transformation. It’s quite powerful and is known for being impossible to remove. It just might counter the curse on you. But the catch is that you will never have any chance of recovering your original appearance.”
She breathed deeply. “Therefore I would remain with whatever visage the enchantment resulted in?”
“Yes. With only the one curse, you have a slight possibility of removing it. But once this second enchantment is cast, neither will be reversible for the second draws its power not from the caster, but the person upon whom it is cast. Its nature is that as the person changes, the enchantment changes as well, altering the person’s appearance. It’s this very trait that I think would counter the original curse.”
“Tell me, what is this enchantment?”
“I found it years ago buried in a library while I was a student. It is titled simply “The Spell of True Appearance”. I am sure you are familiar with the expression ‘inner beauty’, correct?” 
The lady nodded.
“This enchantment is designed to reveal a person’s inner self whether that is beauty or monstrosity. It falls into the category of curses because the end result is typically worse than the beginning. It is not an enchantment for gaining beauty. Instead, your outer appearance will match your inner nature. The kindest person in the world would end up with the face of a goddess, but a vicious person would become like a demon or a beast. And this appearance morphs following the changes of the heart. If you are kind one day and cruel the next your face will change to match. Do you dare take the risk?”
The lady sat there quietly and Philliya made no move to rush her. She daren’t try to predict the result once cast, but, in her opinion, this enchantment was the lady’s only hope for salvation in this lifetime. However, it could backfire most spectacularly if the years of bearing a hideous countenance had soured her heart. Only she would know whether the risk was one she could take. 
“Prepare the enchantment. I will do it.” 
“Are you sure, your Ladyship?”
“Yes. What can be worse than this face? Even if I do turn into a beast, I can always have the hope of changing for the better. But this present face of mine will never change if I don’t try.”
“If you are sure, I will draw up a contract. I don’t have all the items necessary for this enchantment so I must wait a few days before we can cast it. And the timing must be perfect. There’s a full moon three nights from hence. We will attempt it then at the height of the moon’s arc. The enchantment’s effect will be more powerful if cast under the light of a full moon as the moon is symbolically linked to one’s hidden self. And as for a place…” she trailed off, thinking. “I will consult with my brother as to a good place. He is a court sorcerer so he should know of a good location. Never fear, though, I will not disclose your condition or even the enchantment we will cast, though he may guess the latter. He’s terribly smart after all.”
She nodded and sank back into her chair from which she had half risen at the mention of a court sorcerer’s involvement. The lady must be connected to the court somehow. 
“One moment, I’ll draw up the contract.” It actually took her more than a moment to find the correct parchment and ink to create an enchanted contract, but finally it was done and the lady signed elegantly. The paper flashed after Philliya added her signature and doubled itself. Philliya folded one copy and handed it to the lady. 
She took it and rose to leave. “I’ll send a maid here in three days. Tell her where we are to meet and what time.” She extracted a small pouch of money and proffered it. “Consider this an advance payment to use for buying the needed materials.”
“Of course. I will have everything prepared by then.” Philliya took the pouch and curtsied slightly before opening the door for the lady. The lady swept out past her after replacing the hat and veil and the driver carried her away in the carriage, leaving Philliya literally in their dust. She coughed and gagged until she stumbled back inside and closed the door.
“Ack! I thought I was going to choke to death there for a minute.” She downed the rest of her tea in one gulp, washing away the dust. “I have a customer now! But this will be difficult to complete. I really must consult with Toraf. I don’t have a suitable space for casting such a complex enchantment and it must be a place open to the moonlight as well. And I need ingredients! So much to do and only three days. How troublesome.” 
However, after taking inventory and marking which ingredients she lacked on a spare bit of used parchment, she once again closed up the shop and trod the familiar path up to the palace, this time with a hop and skip to her steps. 
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Part Four


“Toooooor~” Philliya called, as she knocked on his workshop door. “I need a minute.” 
Several long minutes passed before her brother finally opened the door, an annoyed look on his face. “I’m busy right now with an experiment, Philliya. Can’t it wait?”
“No, I’m in a rush. Sorry, Tor.”
He sighed and beckoned her inside. “Be quick about it.”
“See, it’s like this. I’ve got my first customer and it’s a doozy. I’ve got three days to gather all the ingredients I need and some of them are pretty rare. I was hoping you could help me find them. Also, do you know of a place for casting enchantments under moonlight? My shop won’t work for that and this customer wants complete privacy.”
His eyebrows reached his hairline by the end of her rushed recitation. “What in sorcery have you landed yourself with?”
“Can’t tell you. Privacy, remember?” She shrugged dramatically. “Maybe once it’s done I can tell you, but no guarantees.”
Toraf attempted to stare her into telling, but when she didn’t explain, he held out his hand. “Give me the list. I’ll speak to my contacts about it.”
She pulled out the list from her bag and plopped into his hand. 
“Do you even have the funds for this?” He unfolded it and his eyes slid back and forth over the words. “These will not come cheap.”
“My customer paid an advance payment which should cover it.” She grinned. “Very considerate of…that customer.” She just barely avoided saying “her”. Toraf was probably smart enough to figure out who the customer might be if she let that detail slip. She pulled out the pouch of money. “Use this. If it’s not enough, I’ll pay you back when you hand over the ingredients. I do have some spare coins.”
He took the pouch and checked inside. “This should be sufficient. Come back in two days. I should have it by then. And I’ll inquire about a location. There’s an ideal location that we of the court use out beyond the city, but you’ll need permission to use it as it is in the royal forest.”
“Thanks, Tor! You’re the best!” She hugged him. “I’ll be off now. I have some brushing up to do on the enchantment.” She skipped out of the room, headed directly for her shop.
She closed the shop for the next two days while she studied and practiced the enchantment. She created more enchanted ink and prepared pre-painted nodes for building the large-scale enchantment diagram. The time flew by and soon it was time to swing by the palace again. Toraf came through as promised and had the ingredients and a letter of permission for her along with some leftover coins. After thanking him, she dove right back into preparing for the enchantment. With the new ingredients on hand she was able to finish up her preparations by midday on the third day. 
Philliya had just locked up the shop when a woman in the fine clothes of a lady’s maid rode.
“My lady sent me.”
“Ah, welcome! I just finished up all the necessary preparations. Tell her Ladyship that we will need to leave the city and journey into the royal forest. I have a permit for entering. I would suggest leaving the city around sunset in order to leave enough time for preparing the enchantment diagram before the moon reaches its peak.”
The woman replied with a sharp nod. “I will inform my lady. She has made arrangements to drive her carriage to your shop so you may travel together.”
“Perfect! Tell her Ladyship thanks from me. That will make the journey easier.”
The woman nudged her horse and left without another word. Philliya strode off in the opposite direction to find food. She was starving after barricading herself in the shop for all that studying. Extra gold meant she could treat herself to a good filling meal for once.
Hours later as the sun reached for the tops of the nearby hills, the lady’s carriage pulled up in front of the shop. Philliya immediately picked up the bag she had prepared, and exited her shop. This time the lady did not dismount. Instead, the driver opened the door to allow Philliya to enter. Upon entering, she found that the lady was not alone. The lady’s maid from earlier in the day was also there. As soon as the door was closed, Philliya felt the carriage sway as the driver climbed back up into the seat and set it in motion. 
“Good evening, your Ladyship.”
She nodded in return. “Are you prepared?”
“Yes. Everything is in order. It won’t take more than an hour to set up the enchantment once we arrive at the casting location. It’s used by court sorcerers, but my brother has assured me that no one is using it tonight. They are all too busy preparing for the ball next week.”
“Good. It must be useful having a brother at court.”
“Quite! He keeps wanting me to join him there, but it’s too stuffy at court and I’m not good enough to be hired there. But I don’t deny he is quite useful for all his contacts.” She smiled at both of the ladies. “Perhaps you have met him? Toraf Wridall is his name. He joined the court less than ten years ago so he’s one of the younger members.”
“Ah, Sorcerer Wridall is your brother? I have heard of him, though we have never met. He is admired by many of the ladies.”
“Yes.” Philliya grinned. “He complains that they interrupt his experiments all the time. My parents have long despaired of him finding a wife as he is married to his research.”
The ladies giggled quietly, and the maid added, “He will break the hearts of all the court ladies then.”
“Yes, and then offer to mix up a potion to cure them. He’s so oblivious when it comes to women. But he has a good heart.” 
They continued chatting lightly about court matters, confirming Philliya’s guess that the lady was a resident of the court or at least well-traveled in those circles. Upon reaching the boundaries of the forest, she produced the permit for the guards and they allowed the carriage to enter. She had to guide the driver after that which allowed little time for gossiping. 
Soon the carriage rolled to a stop at the edge of the clearing. The light of the moon illuminated it, throwing half shadows from the tree branches around the edges. A half visible enchanted barrier concentrated and contained the light in the clearing giving the clearing the appearance of a glowing snow globe. Philliya grinned. This place would be perfect! 
“We have arrived, your Ladyship. You can wait in the carriage or wherever you wish while I set up the enchantment. I do need a lock of your hair to add to the ingredients.”
The lady’s maid produced a small knife and the lady lifted the back of her veil so the maid could cut a piece.
“Thank you. I’ll inform you when it’s all prepared. I estimate we have almost another two hours before the moon will reach its peak.”  Then she left the carriage and took her bag into the clearing. She could feel the sorcery surrounding her increase the minute she passed through the barrier. The sorcery thickened the air and it caressed her skin as she pushed through to the center.  No one had cast an enchantment here in the past month leaving the dense sorcery to swirl thickly around the clearing. 
Once she began setting up and drawing the enchantment, the sorcery paused its motion appearing to watch and wait. The suspense made it harder for her to concentrate and she was glad that she had extra time to set up the enchantment. She had never harnessed this amount of sorcery before.
At last, she set the final node into place and connected all parts of the enchantment aside from the last bit which would activate it. Reluctantly, the sorcery allowed her to leave the clearing. 
“Your Ladyship. The enchantment is ready. The moon is almost high enough so it’s time for you to enter and take your position.”
The lady exited the carriage and stared at the clearing through her veil. After a long moment, she straightened her shoulders and removed her head covering, leaving her face bare to the moonlight. She inhaled deeply and followed Philliya into the clearing. 
“Don’t worry if the sorcery feels a bit thick. Just push through it. I am very happy with how concentrated the sorcery is here. That will make the enchantment that much more powerful.”
The lady only hesitated briefly after stepping over the boundary. At this concentration, even non-sorcerers would be able to feel the sorcery filling the air. She carefully stepped over the lines of the diagram, making her way to the indicated spot in the center of the enchantment. Once the lady stood in the correct place, Philliya counted the time, waiting for the moon to be at the height of its arc.
It was time! Swiftly, she drew the final line with one fluid stroke and began the recitation. The concentration of the sorcery increased instantly, making it difficult to breathe and speak, but she fought her way through it. After what seemed like hours, she finally reached the end of the recitation and the entire diagram on the ground blazed to life. The Lady’s fate was in the hands of the sorcery now. 
The light grew in intensity until the lines and words blurred into one gigantic ball of light which enclosed the lady and hid her from view. Eventually the glow began to shrink until it only covered the lady and, for a minute, she resembled a being made entirely of moonlight. Then the light vanished. The circle of enchantment broke and faded from view, the nodes disintegrating into dust. The sorcery in the clearing could barely be felt now and the lady became visible. 
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Part Five


If Philliya hadn’t known that the person standing before her was the same lady as before, she would never have guessed it was so. Her face bore no deformities at all and her skin glowed a pale ivory in the moonlight. She was not a goddess descended upon the mortal world, but she would be able to silence a room with awe with her elegant and refined features.   
Philliya’s elation overflowed and she bounded up to the lady. “It worked! And you look so beautiful now. I wish I had thought to pack a hand mirror. I completely forgot to do so.”
The lady smiled and the loveliness of her countenance increased. “Thank you. I can never, ever truly repay you for this.”
“Ah, there’s no need for that, your Ladyship. I’m just happy to see such a result. It’s quite rare to see someone end up with this beautiful of a face.” She laughed. “I can’t wait to see the look on your driver’s and maid’s faces! They will be stunned. Come, let’s go surprise them, your Ladyship.”
The lady nodded and lightly stepped out of the clearing. True to Philliya’s prediction, both the driver and the maid appeared to have been whacked over the head with a fire iron and, if their jaws could reach that far, their chins would have hit the ground.
“Oh, my lady!” The maid exclaimed. “You are so beautiful now! Oh, I must fetch the mirror. I did bring a small one in the hopes that this would work.” She dove back into the carriage and pulled out a small round mirror. “Here! Look, my lady!”
The lady did look and almost instantly she began to cry. Her tears flowed too freely to allow her to speak, but they all understood. Her maid guided her into the carriage and Philliya climbed up inside as well. The lady didn’t regain her ability to speak until they left the forest.
“This...is truly a miracle. Thank you again.” She took Philliya’s hand in her own and squeezed it tightly.
“I am so glad this worked out. But, I must caution you. Remember what I said before. Your appearance is not fixed. If your heart grows vain from your new beauty, your beauty will vanish. Be careful of your heart and thoughts from now on.”
“I understand. I will keep your warning in mind.”
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The next week passed quite slowly. Only the lady’s maid returning to give her the rest of the payment broke the tedium. No other customers even crossed her shop’s threshold. Finally, the night of the ball arrived and Philliya specially transformed her appearance for the occasion. She even enchanted a dress to wear. It was a mark of how nice her brother was that he thought to invite her to the ball as his partner, but she knew half of the motivation behind the offer was to gain himself a shield against the ladies of the court who might attempt to corner him. 
She’d heard of no great commotion about a lady at court gaining astonishing beauty so she assumed that the lady would probably not show up at the ball for whatever reason of her own. The lady must have left, or how else would no one have heard of the change in her face? Philliya could only sigh with disappointment for she had hoped that news of the change would advertise for her shop before the ball and boost sales.
Her brother greeted her in his best finery. His green robe flashed with sorcerous symbols and she was sure it contained an active enchantment or two. He looked her over and nodded his approval.
“I am not high enough ranking to be announced so we will enter with the others now.”
“Okay! That means we can watch all the arrivals as they process down the staircase.” 
The ballroom itself was enormous with tall mirrors set in the wall along one side. They reflected the lights blazing from the ceiling and walls till the entire room shone almost as brightly as in daylight. The main staircase into the room dominated one end and a throne dominated the other. A young man not much older than her brother sat on the throne, solemnly watching the crowd. 
“Tor,” she whispered, “is that the king?”
“Yes, that is King Jost. Now hush. We must pay our respects.”
They approached the throne and bowed and curtsied to the king in greeting before moving away to the outer edges of the room. One corner contained several other people dressed in enchanted robes and it was there that Toraf led her. 
They watched the room fill up with brightly dressed men and women over the next hour. Philliya’s hands itched to fix some of the ladies. She wished that they had contracted her services for tonight, but none of them had done so. Now all she could do was stand in the corner and keep her mouth shut as each flaw taunted her. Toraf patted her on the shoulder gently. 
“Next time, Philliya, there will be a next time.”
She smiled sheepishly up at him. “Was I that obvious?”
“Yes. Try not to look like a horse chomping at the bit. Everyone here outranks you so it wouldn’t do to offend them.”
“Yes, Tor. It’s just...frustrating. They could have looked so much better if they’d hired me!” She shoved her balled up fists into her skirts to hide them.
He laughed and returned to his conversation with his peers. Philliya resisted the urge to glare at him and focused on forcing her face into a more pleasant expression.
A short while later, as Philliya was considering raiding the food tables, a gasp swept the room and all conversation ceased. Confused, she looked around for the source and found herself staring right at her customer. The lady had appeared dressed in a lovely mauve gown at the top of the staircase, hand lightly poised on the railing to steady her descent. Whispers filled the room with a sound like a soft wind rustling through leaves.
“Presenting, Lady Saskia!” The door warden announced with a sharp tap of his staff. Now even the whisperings ceased as the Lady Saskia began her descent. Philliya smirked at the effect of the lady on those in the room. Every male in the room gawped at her and the women looked on with a mixture of stunned jealousy and surprise. She smirked as the king rose to his feet when Lady Saskia crossed the floor to pay her respects. 
“Your majesty,” she swept a grand curtsy, the likes of which Philliya had never mastered, and looked demurely down at the floor. 
“Rise, Lady Saskia. Come. Join me for the evening.” 
“It would be my pleasure, your majesty.” She rose and walked over to stand beside him. Now hushed conversations returned as all the ladies present put their heads together to discuss this unexpected event.
“Philliya?”
“Yes, Tor?” 
“She wouldn’t happen to be your customer, would she?”
“However could you guess?” She grinned impishly up at him. “I think that was the perfect advertisement for my shop, don’t you agree?”
He laughed and patted her on the head. “Good work, Philliya. I’m proud of you.”
The news of a beautiful noblewoman taking the ball by surprise swept through the whole of Kastoburg like a wildfire the next day and it was all everyone could talk about. The sudden appearance of such a beauty and the king being instantly smitten provided material for all of the gossips for weeks on end. The gossip only increased when news of the king’s proposal began to circulate as well.
Quietly, the number of customers at Philliya’s shop increased as word of just who had effected such a dramatic change spread through the court and the upper class ladies. No one risked the same enchantment after learning of its particulars, but they were quite willing to hire her for smaller transformations before parties. Her greatest surge in customers arrived just before the King’s wedding, and, when she attended that wonderful event, she noted that the majority of the best dressed ladies flaunted her enchantments. 
After the wedding festivities ended, Philliya completed the purchase of a new and larger shop in a popular area of Kastoburg convenient to the palace. Upon the wall of her new shop a new placard now hung. It read: 
“Favored by Queen Saskia.”
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Keep reading for a note from the author and a link to book 2 "The Veridian Entanglement". If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review!
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HA! The end of one book is never truly the end for a writer (or a reader). It’s merely the beginning of a new book and boy howdy do I have a bunch more adventures planned for our intrepid Philliya Wridall, sorceress extraordinaire. 
It’s been a long ride since I first wrote this story back in 2020 and published it online. I never planned it as the launching point for a series. It was only supposed to be a fun short story that swept me off my feet in one furious weekend of writing. However, it grew and morphed over the years until the series exploded to life and I, at last, contemplated officially publishing it. And here we are with an updated and revised version of the original short story in published form. Wow. 
I must thank several people who helped push me along this journey and keep me motivated. Jess who allowed me to talk her ears off about my plans, and who rated my book titles as lame and not lame (I am terrible at coming up with titles!) Chris who not only snapped my author photo, but also was my first ever supporter on Patreon. May we read and discuss many more “trash” novels together, my fellow reading addict.
Also, I must give a shoutout to 20booksto50k on Facebook. That group has been a treasury of knowledge to help me make the jump from writer to author. I look forward to meeting you all in person this coming November!
Lastly, thanks to you my reader for choosing to read my book. I hope we will have many more adventures together in the pages of a book~
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Anna is self-proclaimed story addict who manifests through writing, reading, and her day job as a library assistant. Hiding in the basement of a library surrounded by books is a wonderful way to stay in the book zone all day long and generate new ideas. The Salon of Enchanted Beauty is her debut "novel", aka the one that raced past all the other books in progress to reach the finish line first. There are plenty of books still to come though!
To keep abreast of novel developments, you can follow her on Facebook, Instagram, and Tiktok. To be the first in the know, however, join her Patreon (free or as a patron) for her newsletter as well as sneak peeks and never before released stories and novels. Click here to see more
For book related content, visit AnnaMittower.com.
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“NO WAY. That’s ridiculous!” When Philliya’s latest invention is blamed for a series of deaths, it’s up to her and her alone to dig out the truth.

The Salon of Enchanted Beauty Book 2:  The Veridian Entanglement
Releasing March 2023
Preorder now!
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