
      The price of magic


      

      
      
         The magic burned.



Cold bindings on hands. Cold surface. Rocks. Eyes burning, opened or closed, it didn't matter. Pain surging through skin, muscles, bones, blood, brain. But it was getting better. It hurt less, now that she had partially taken over. My senses becoming hers, my pain becoming hers.  My mind, my memories... breaking. Most of my memories were insignificant, she was not present there. She did not need them. Why should she?



How much time has passed? For how long have I been locked here? Days? Years? Seconds? I could see no sun in the blotches covering my vision. I could hear no change in the never ending buzzing in my ears. I didn't have much time left, I was sure of it.  Probably a few minutes, maybe one. An eternity.



"Why would you want become a mage?" Someone asked this question a long time ago. For some reason it was important. I could not remember who I was or where I was, but this words remained, somehow. Yes, I was a mage. I was the one that invited her in and was now paying the price.



Images flittered through my head, between the pulses of pain racking my body.



The boy was looking at me with his eyes wide. I could not remember his features, only his expression. I could tell his eyes were wide, not their color.



"Well, I could fly! And conjure fire! And wear fancy clothes! And I would never go hungry!" I grinned, swinging my legs down into the void, staring past the nothing-boy into the mist. I could not remember what I felt. 



The light pulsed, surging into the sky. Inside it was there was... something. I could not see it, but I could somehow feel it. Its presence cut through the mist like the eyes of the boy from the memory. Of course it did. It was a memory of her. 



"Is it [i]it[i]?" I asked, looking at the robed figure next to me.



"Are you sure? There would be no turning back," it nodded.



I reached out my hand and touched the light. The light surged into me, filling me with power, with presence...



I was flying in the sky, soaring over the clouds, feeling the wind on my skin, the cold air filling my lungs. Someone was watching from below, shouting, all excited.



I stood in the circle of people. I could feel the flames scorching my brows, hear the awed gasps of the audience. One person was clapping much harder than the others.



I inhaled deep the smells of the lavish food I have conjured. I tasted all sweetness, the saltiness... I looked at the person sitting across the table with me and smiled.



I swam in the dark depths of the ocean, feeling my lungs fill with water, but not drowning. There was something below the waves, a gift I wanted to give to someone.



I walked through the forest, plants sprouting all around me, my bare feet wet from the dew collected on the moss. Someone was holding my hand.



I pulled myself together. All that I had left. I had been controlling the magic for so many years. I knew her well. 



I could not remember their faces. I could not remember who they were, but I bend the magic to my will one last time and send it out to the world with one wish. "Let they all be happy."



She wanted to know, to feel to world. She could take it. I just hoped that the spell worked and the first thing she will feel when waking up will be their gratitude.
      

      
   