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This book is dedicated to my creative familiar, my cat Jasmine. My feline bestie. 



I've also dedicated it to my real life bestie, and my heart Jason. 



These words were woven together for those who enjoy the slow burn love story that ends in fireworks of fairytales.
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A Presence 





Lyra felt someone watching her. The familiar tingle in her fingertips warned her of danger, despite actively stocking shelves at the bookstore she worked in. As she shelved a worn copy of another classic tome the tingling ran up her arm, making even the fine hair on her neck stand on end. 

Experience told her not to turn around. The more obvious reactions often lead to drastic situations no one needs to encounter. Lyra extended her magic out like a wave, reaching for the source in the most subtle manner. The old bookstore held it’s own magic which only resonated with her own helping her reach out. As the old brick walls began pulsing with an unfamiliar energy, she realized something felt different. 

This presence didn’t feel like a threat. It felt curious, maybe? The strange feeling remained difficult to define. A knot formed in her stomach. 

Lyra tucked a strand of dark curls behind her ear, using the gesture to glance casually over her shoulder. Through a pile of books waiting to be shelved, she noted a slight shimmer to the air, like a magical impression left behind by an entity or user of magic. Often resembling the heatwaves rising from the summer pavement, she knew others wouldn’t note what she did. 

“Lyra! Could you please help with register two?” Sarah, the manager dear to her heart got her attention from the front of the store. “The card reader’s acting up again.” 

“Coming!” Lyra felt grateful for the excuse to move, but knew the line must have backed up.  As she moved away, she pressed her hand against the shelves, leaving a trace of protective magic, as her grandmother taught her. If anyone with poor intentions were to cross the barrier, she’d know. 

The shift passed without further incident. The lingering sensation of being watched never fully left, but the pressing nature from early in the day diminished and distracted less.  By close, her shoulders ached from the persistent tension and vigilance. Walking to the break room the sunset painted the floors in warm fall hues. 

“You okay?” Sarah paused their steps to face Lyra. 

“Just tired.” Lyra forced a smile. “Midterms and projects.” This wasn’t the time to share her magical affinity or the fact she felt a confusing energy in the store all day. 

Sarah nodded. “I remember how tough that period is. If you need a hand with anything, let me know. If you ever just need a quiet place, the store is always available. You’ve got a key.” 

Lyra smiled. “Thanks. I try not to stress on it, but I will keep the quiet escape in mind.” 

The pair made their way out the front door and onto the street. As Sarah locked the doors, Lyra realized the feeling of being watched disappeared. She exhaled, smiled, and they split ways. 

Lyra started the three block walk to her apartment. It was only a block and a half before she started feeling the odd energy again. Tingling came with footsteps. They were back. Her hair on her arms stood again, but she didn’t turn. 

Lyra slipped her hand into the pocket of her pants, wrapping her hand around an enchanted rock her grandmother gifted her years before. The stone warmed as she ran her thumb over it, preparing to release the stored magic, if needed. 

“I wouldn’t do that, if I were you.” The male voice startled her, despite it having some element of comfort to it. 

Without sparing a moment, she spun around, extending her arm with the glowing stone between them.

The man stood there, hands raised with his palms open. He was tall, with pale blue eyes that seemed to catch what little light extended over the horizon. While he skin was pale, it wasn’t unnaturally so. Despite this, the way he held himself indicated something other than human. 

He continued, “What is coming will not be affected by the protection spell.” 

“Who are you? Why are you following me?” Lyra tightened her grasp on the stone. 

“My name is Adrian. I am following you, but someone else is hunting you.” He didn’t move, keeping his hands up in surrender. “Someone far more dangerous than me.” 

She saw nothing to indicate he was lying, but more clearly needed shared. “What do you mean by hunting me? Who are they? Why me?”

“I don’t know their name, yet. They’ve been tracking and hunting people like us for months now. Maybe longer.” He paused briefly before adding, “Those of us with abilities that aren’t known by the common world around us.” 

“What exactly are you?” 

A wry smile lifted the corners of his mouth exposing teeth a little too sharp to be human. “That is complicated. I’d be happy to share more with you, once we are somewhere safe.” 

“A vampire,” Lyra breathed the words. Her grandmother mentioned the creatures a few times in her life, but always as something to avoid. This felt different. He stood with fading daylight shining on him. 

“That is an oversimplification, but close enough.” Adrian glanced over his shoulder, more alert. “We don’t have much time. They’re coming.” 

Cold washed over her, a creeping sensation entirely different from Adrian’s. It felt wrong, twisted, spreading around them like oil across clear water. Despite not changing her focus on the stone, it grew cold in her hand and the glow disappeared. 

Her instincts screamed whatever was coming was far worse than the possible vampire ahead of her. 

“Right now, we don’t have much time.” Adrain moved closer, his voice lowering to just above a whisper. “The thing hunting feeds on magic. You are practically radiating it. I can help you hide it, even teach you to mask it if you want. But we need to move, now.” He dropped his hands and extended on towards her. “Let’s go.” 

The cold sensation felt stronger and Lyra’s usual barriers recoiled. Her usual pulse in the world around her shook instead before stopping completely. Her eyes dropped to his extended hand, then lifted over his shoulder as shadows behind him seemed to move with a mind of their own, against the wind, as if tendrils of darkness reached for them. 

Lyra took Adrian’s hand.

In an instant, his cool hand clutched hers and began moving swiftly down a few blocks from where they were. Within moments they began sprinting through alleys and side streets. As Adrian pulled her into a steady run, she found her lungs began to burn. He showed no indication of slowing, and the twisted cold sensation continued to follow, despite his taking them in seemingly random directions. 

Just when Lyra thought she couldn’t go any further, Adrian pulled her into a narrow doorway and pressed them both out of the street as far as he could. As he covered her body with his he muttered something in a language she didn’t recognize. The air around them thickened, not just in the way it felt, but even physically changing near them. As she glanced over his shoulder, holding her breath, she noted how everything beyond the doorway looked like it was covered by a layer of frosted glass. 

“Concealment,” he quietly explained. “Not as elegant as your type of magic, but effective, ancient.”

Lyra wanted to ask about how he meant ‘her type of magic’. Only her grandmother was able to sense energy the way she could. Adrian seemed familiar with it. Her breath caught when she saw it. 

A figure passed through the alley, passing the doorway they stood in. Unnatural grace enveloped this twisted, nearly human shaped shadow. As it passed, Lyra’s magic seemed to move away from her in a way she never experienced before. Silent. Untouchable. Unnatural. 

Neither one of them breathed until the figure moved on again and the cold sensation faded behind them. As it did, another whisper came from Adrian in the unknown language. The air around them lightened. As she moved out of the doorway, she realized her fingers were intertwined with Adrian’s. She pulled her hands together, rubbing her palms with her thumbs in the process. “What was that?” 

“I’ve been trying to figure that out. It showed up in the city about a year ago. It started as something that felt off, but not threatening. That changed when people with magic or an affinity for magic began disappearing.” He took a deep breath before he continued, “You’re the first person I’ve found that might be strong enough to help me stop it.” 

Lyra leaned against the wall, mind racing. She glanced in the direction the shadow form went. Her magic remained beyond her reach. In the space of an hour she went from student and bookstore clerk to enchanter capable of facing a magic eating shadow creature. Stopping that shadow creature was beyond anything she accomplished thus far. “What makes you think I can help?”

“I’ve been tracking this on some level from the beginning. When the first magical beings disappeared, I started trying to locate, warn or protect them.” 

“Ah, so you’re not a vampire. You’re a guardian angel.” Lyra folded her arms across her chest. 

Adrian closed his eyes briefly before continuing. “Those I watched over from the shadows, never noted I was there. Those I introduced myself to, didn’t connect why I was invested in their safety until I explained myself. You are the first, and thus far, the only person who identified my energy. From what I saw, you identified the energies in the walls of the bookstore as well. You even connected the underlying vamperic elements without running.” He slightly smiled. “At least not until I wanted you to.” 

She couldn’t explain it if asked, but she smiled when he did. This felt heavy to shoulder for one person. It would take time to process. She knew nothing about the vamperic classes or even magic. Things appeared like change on the horizon. “What’s next?” 

“Now,” Adrian began, “we figure out why that thing is hunting people like us. Then we’ll figure out how to stop it before it gets stronger.” His blue eyes met her warm brown eyes. “First, we need to teach you to hide your magic better. Right now, when you are relaxed, you are like a beacon to that thing right now. You are a natural magic user. You seem to be connected to the environment in a way many others are not. Because of that, you touch so much with the slightest hint of magic no matter what you are doing. We need you to be like this,” he gestured to her. “controlled, contained magic that can’t be seen oozing into the world around us.” 

Lyra’s hand slipped back into her pocket, wrapping her grandmother’s cool stone in her hand again. “You can teach me?” 

Adrian nodded. “I can.” 

Lyra considered her previous experience with other magic users. Most were passing sensations in crowded places. The fleeting sparks of recognition often disappeared before she could narrow down the source. Once, in her freshman year of college, she spotted a woman in the library whose hands sparkled with a frost as she turned pages. Lyra tried to approach her, but the woman disappeared among the stacks before she could. 

Another time she identified the unmistakable pulse of healing magic from an elderly man on the bus. His arthritic hands glowed faintly as he massaged his own wrists. Their eyes met and he nodded a silent acknowledgment, but shook his head when she moved to say something. Lyra knew these people differed from her and with this information she wondered how these people were doing. 

Often her grandmother explained magic users kept to themselves for good reason. “Power recognizes power,” she’d say, “but that’s not always a blessing.” Standing here with Adrian, Lyra began to understand what she meant. 

“Okay.” She nodded and sighed. “Teach me.”  









