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Thank you so much for purchasing this short story, I sincerely hope you like it.

While I try my best to clean up the text and avoid any typos or errors, sometimes they do sneak through, as I’m basically a one-person team. If you spot any mistakes, please let me know, so I may correct them for the future.

Furthermore, if you find any of the content offensive and believe I’m missing some warning tags from it, please notify me, so I can fix that as soon as possible.

Enjoy!

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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“This is the stupidest idea you’ve ever had,” said Lira, pinching the bridge of her nose with a look of utter frustration.

Silas looked at her with a smug smile, his spell book and summoning circle ready and raring to go. “You say that about all my plans...”

Lira pouted and grumbled as she hovered closer to him, her gossamer wings leaving an ephemeral trail of glittering dust. “That’s because you are a complete numbskull that’s going to get killed! Or worse!” the pixie familiar shouted at her master with genuine concern.

The sorcerer put his spell book aside for a moment, extending his hand towards his familiar, becoming her to come.

Lira landed on his hand with her diminutive bare feet, her dark mahogany skin contrasting with his, a shade that had always reminded her of parchment. Her hair was an odd but striking blue with purple highlights, the same colors as a morning glory, and she kept it pulled back in a long, tight ponytail.

She looked at him with her peach-coloured eyes, arms crossed over her small chest, her figure so small an onlooker from afar could have confused her with a particularly large butterfly.

Silas returned the look, his amber eyes still radiating a confident smugness that made the pixie bristle like a cat, her wings almost twitching. 

After a brief tense moment, Lira seemed to relax, or more appropriately, give up. She wouldn’t say it out loud, but she found his handsome face disarming. It was oddly chiselled and clean-shaven, with a strong jaw that would have fitted better in a valiant warrior or steadfast paladin, not the bookish nerd that he was.

Perhaps more damningly, it was also partly her fault, for he was already handsome when he had summoned her, but after he became an expert in transmutation magic, he asked her for advice on how to make himself look better. And by the gods he had done a good job.

It also was another of those things that confused her and others about Silas, often he behaved with such self-confidence that it seemed he was ready to crawl up his own ass... yet he also threw you off by being oddly attentive to certain things, such as realising that he wouldn’t be a good judge for his own attractiveness, thus asking Lira for help.

He grinned again, his almond coloured eyes shining with a naughty glint. Lira pouted once more, throwing her arms to her sides. “You’ll be the death of me!” she shouted at him in frustration, though her tone also signalled that she had given up in stopping him.

“We got this, cutie,” he said, giving her a wink, “just be sure to follow the plan.”

Lira let out a long sigh, before finally taking off his hand with delicate flutters from her butterfly wings. “Fine... just please be careful...”

He gave her another wink and turned around, oblivious to his familiar’s blushing.

The small pixie then glided slowly to the other side of the summoning ring, landing on a small stand he had placed there so she may back up his spell when the time came.

Silas’ home was not much, just a small cottage off the beaten path that he had made liveable thanks to his magic. Turns out house improvements are easier when you can transmute rotten wood back into firm varnished oak and crumbling stone work into neatly placed bricks with a spell or two.

Mind you, it was still exhausting, magic was tiring, despite not appearing so, but it was good to have options.

Most of the people from the nearby town avoided the cottage. Rumor was that a nasty old witch had lived there for years, so everyone was terrified of it holding any ghosts or curses.

Silas of course had seen it, and said “perfect!” to himself and moved in without a second thought. Fortunately, the rumours about the nasty curses and ghosts had been just rumours, unless you consider mould and a lack of a toilet the product of evil sorcery.

Regardless, they had turned the basement into a little magical lab, its walls covered in bookshelves with every magic tome Silas could find, and also a few spicy romance novels for Lira...

It was really cramped though. Silas had to remove his desk and chair just to fit the summoning circle. He didn’t use it much, though, preferring to read in bed.

Lira had suggested they light some candles for mood before the ritual, but the sorcerer pointed out that the lack of windows and the abundance of paper made it impractical... and dangerous. This prompted the tiny pixie to scream, “But summoning a demon isn’t?!” in disbelief. In the end, Silas had just cast a long-lasting light spell in the room, which made the basement oddly bright.

Regardless, things were ready, and both had taken their positions on either side of the circle, ready for Silas to commence his spell.

He looked anything but a talented sorcerer, Lira thought to herself. The young man wore nothing but black pants and comfortable socks, his smooth, broad chest oddly striking as he held his spell book in his right hand and lifted his left in concentration.
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