
«Echoes of Azarim: The Chronicles of Lyra's Awakening» 

 

Chapter 1: A Stranger's Aid 

 

Midnight struck on Lyra’s eighteenth birthday, not with celebration, but with 
desperation. Rain lashed against her skin as she fled into the night, her brown hair 
plastered to her face, shadowy figures chasing her through the storm. Thunder 
cracked, muffling her gasping breaths, and in her frantic escape, her foot caught on 
uneven ground. She fell, tumbling hard, her green eyes wide with fear as she 
plunged into a gaping hole in the earth. 

Pain erupted in her left leg, sharp and immobilizing. She struggled to rise but 
couldn’t. The pounding of approaching footsteps pierced through the rain. Her 
pursuers were close. Too close. She clenched her fists, fighting the temptation to give 
in, to let the darkness of exhaustion claim her. But she knew the horrors waiting if she 
were caught, a year of torment etched into her memory. She bore the marks of their 
cruelty: bruises, burns, scars hidden beneath her tattered clothes. 

Her resolve faltered until she saw it: a painting. Impossible, yet there, suspended 
against the cavern wall. It depicted a serene valley, its rolling hills and vibrant 
meadows glowing faintly in the storm’s dim light. The pull was irresistible, the image 
calling to her. Crawling toward it despite her pain, she reached out, just as cruel 
laughter echoed above. 

“There you are! Still trying to run?” 

Their cheers cut through her resolve. Stones clattered to the ground as they armed 
themselves, their shadows stretching long and menacing. Lightning illuminated the 
painting, casting its glow onto Lyra and her tormentors. Then, with a deafening crack, 
a bolt struck the earth, shattering reality. The blinding light consumed her, searing 
every nerve. Agony and brilliance overwhelmed her senses before she succumbed to 
darkness. 

 

When Lyra awoke, she was somewhere else. The storm was gone, replaced by the 
chill of a dimly lit cabin. A rough blanket scratched her skin, and her leg's pain had 
vanished. Relief gave way to dread as she noticed the chain around her ankle, its 
links formed of bone and sinew. Symbols etched into the macabre restraint pulsed 
faintly with a cold, malevolent energy. “Hello?” Her voice trembled, echoing against 
wooden walls. “Is anyone there? Please, I need help!” Silence pressed in around her. 
She pulled against the chain in futile desperation until the sound of approaching 
footsteps made her freeze. The cabin door creaked open, revealing a shadowy 
figure. Before Lyra could speak, the figure shoved a boy into the room and locked the 
door behind him. The boy stumbled, catching himself on the rough floor, his dark 
eyes scanning the space before landing on Lyra. “Who are you?” she whispered, 
shrinking back against the wall. Her year of running had taught her that help rarely 
came without a price. “Are you... with them?” the boy approached cautiously, his 
gaze lingering on the chain binding her. Lyra tensed as he knelt beside her, but 



something in his careful movements kept her from crying out. Without a word, he 
extended a hand. Lyra watched in stunned silence as the chain's bone links writhed 
and loosened, falling away as he murmured an incantation. The moment the chain 
released her, the boy collapsed, unconscious. Lyra hesitated, caught between 
gratitude and suspicion. Though he'd freed her, experience had taught her that 
kindness could be a mask for darker intentions. Still, she couldn't leave him sprawled 
on the floor. “Thank you,” she whispered, carefully checking for signs of life while 
maintaining enough distance to bolt if needed. Relief surged as she felt his shallow 
breaths. After a moment's deliberation, she lifted him onto the makeshift bed, though 
she positioned herself near the door afterward. Exhaustion weighed on her, but she 
remained alert, her mind racing with questions. Who was he? Why had he helped 
her? And what kind of place had she stumbled into? 

 

Sleep claimed Lyra despite her efforts to stay awake. In her dreams, she stood in a 
grand hall, its stone walls inscribed with glowing runes. The air hummed with energy. 
A mage shrouded in indigo robes stood before her, his staff glowing faintly. His words 
came in fragments, slipping through her mind like water: “threads of power,” “a 
dangerous path,” “choices that bind.” 

The mage gestured toward an open tome, its symbols shifting as though alive. Lyra 
reached for it, but her attention was drawn to a shadow outside the hall’s tall 
windows, a vast, formless entity creeping over a distant city. The mage’s piercing 
gaze met hers as he spoke again, his voice rising with urgency. She strained to 
understand, but the words dissolved as the dream fractured, plunging her into 
darkness. 

The boy stirred a few hours later. Lyra sat by the window, watching him from the 
corner of her eye, when she heard his soft groan. She turned to see him blinking 
groggily, her muscles tensing instinctively. “You're awake,” she said, keeping her 
voice neutral despite her relief. “Are you alright?” He nodded weakly, sitting up with 
visible effort. “I'm fine,” he said, his voice hoarse. “What about you? The chain, did it 
hurt you?” “No,” Lyra replied, unconsciously rubbing her ankle where the chain had 
been. “You... freed me. Though I don't understand why.” He gave a small smile. 
“Good.” After a pause, he added, “My name's Riven.” “Lyra,” she said, offering only 
her first name. “I... I don't know how I got here. Do you?” Riven's expression 
darkened, but he said nothing, his gaze distant. Lyra studied his face, searching for 
any sign of deception 

Riven’s expression darkened, but he said nothing, his gaze distant. Lyra hesitated 
before asking, “What happened to you earlier?” 

 

Before they could speak more, distant shouting broke the morning’s stillness. Lyra 
and Riven exchanged wary glances as the sounds of clashing metal grew closer. The 
cabin door burst open, flooding the room with light. Armed raiders stormed in, their 
faces obscured, weapons drawn. 

Lyra pressed against the wall, her breath hitching in terror. But the raiders ignored 
her and Riven, their focus on barrels in the corner. With swift precision, they 



uncovered the multiple goods hidden inside. As the raiders busied themselves, Riven 
grabbed Lyra’s hand and pulled her toward the door. 

As they left the cabin, the scene that awaited them was gruesome, corpses were 
scattered, building were set ablaze, the ground akin to a river of blood. 

Lyra’s stomach churned with revulsion as she surveyed the devastation before them, 
the stench of death hanging heavy in the air. Riven's stoic demeanor offered little 
comfort as Lyra struggled to come to terms with the awful scene unfolding around 
them. 

Gasping for breath, Lyra stumbled backward, her eyes wide with horror as she took 
in the carnage. “What... what happened here?” she whispered, her voice barely 
audible over the din of destruction.  

Riven's expression darkened with grim understanding as he surveyed the wreckage. 
“It's a raid,” he replied solemnly, his voice heavy with sorrow. “They came in the dead 
of night, seeking plunder and blood.” 

They slipped into the forest, the chaos of the raid fading behind them. Relief warred 
with horror as they emerged into the aftermath of the village’s destruction. Smoke 
curled from burning buildings, and the ground was littered with bodies. Lyra gagged 
at the sight, her legs threatening to give way. 

“Why?” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Why would anyone do this?” 

 

Lyra pressed her back against the rough stone wall, forcing her breathing to steady. 
Her mind wasn't racing with questions, it had gone eerily quiet, like the moment 
before a storm breaks. The raiders' weapons scattered across the blood-stained 
ground weren't police batons or guns, but curved blades marked with strange 
symbols that seemed to shift in the dim light. 

“Those markings,” she whispered, more to herself than to Riven. She crouched 
down, unable to look away from the nearest sword. Something about it made her skin 
crawl, though she couldn't explain why. 

Riven knelt beside her, his movements careful and deliberate. Though he seemed 
exhausted, his eyes were alert as he studied her face. “You seem like you’ve never 
seen anything like this before, you’re not from here are you?” 

“Where I'm from, nothing makes sense like this.” Lyra paused, thinking of the painting 
in the cave, how it had made her feel strange and unsettled. She brushed her fingers 
against the bruises hidden beneath her sleeve, remembering a year of running, of 
her tormentors hunting her for reasons she still didn't understand. 

Riven picked up one of the fallen swords, testing its weight. Unlike the raiders' 
frenzied violence, his movements spoke of training and respect for the weapon. 
“What you saw me do earlier,” he said quietly, “it's called magic. It's like breathing 
here. But that doesn't make it simple. It took me a year to manifest my abilities, and 
even now...” He gestured at himself, at the lingering exhaustion from freeing her. 



Lyra's mind reeled at the word 'magic,' but somehow it made the impossible things 
she'd witnessed slot into place. “Teach me,” she said, surprising herself with the 
steadiness in her voice. The village burned around them, but she felt strangely calm. 
Perhaps it was shock, or perhaps it was the way Riven's presence anchored her to 
this impossible moment. 

“Magic requires patience,” Riven started, but his hand tightened on the sword hilt. 
Something had changed in the air, a stillness that made the hair on the back of Lyra's 
neck rise. 

“We're being watched,” she breathed, remembering countless nights of evasion, of 
learning to sense danger before it struck. The forest beyond the village walls seemed 
to shift, shadows moving against shadows. 

Riven nodded once, sharp and certain. “Stay close,” he murmured. “We need to 
move, but quietly. Like mist over water.” 

They slipped between the burning buildings, Lyra matching her steps to Riven's. The 
night air carried the scent of smoke and copper, but underneath it was something 
else, a sensation she had no words for, like electricity but stranger, more alive. 

“That feeling,” she whispered as they paused in a doorway, “like every nerve is on 
fire, is that magic?” 

Riven's eyes widened slightly. “You can feel it?” 

Lyra hesitated, then added in a rushed whisper, “I had a dream earlier. There was a 
mage in indigo robes, standing in this massive hall with glowing runes on the walls.” 
She glanced over her shoulder, checking for movement in the shadows before 
continuing. “He was trying to tell me something about... threads of power. And there 
was this book, with symbols that moved like they were alive.” 

Riven's expression sharpened with interest, though he kept his voice low. “What else 
did you see?” 

“There was something outside the windows,” Lyra said, her voice catching as she 
remembered. “A shadow, but... wrong somehow. It was moving over a city, 
consuming everything in its path. The mage seemed desperate to tell me something, 
but I couldn't understand him. Then I woke up.” She rubbed her arms, trying to dispel 
the lingering chill of the memory. “Does that mean anything to you?” 

Riven was silent for a long moment, his fingers drumming thoughtfully against the 
sword hilt. “Dreams here aren't always just dreams,” he finally said. “Especially not 
for those who can feel mana. The indigo robes... that's significant. They're worn by 
the Keepers of the Veil, mages who protect the boundaries between realms.” 

“Realms?” Lyra's mind flashed to the painting in the cave, how it had seemed to call 
to her. “You mean like... different worlds?”  

Before Riven could elaborate further, a distant howl pierced the night. They 
exchanged quick glances and wordlessly agreed to put distance between themselves 
and the ravaged village. They moved swiftly through the dense forest, Lyra surprising 
her newfound friend with how naturally she navigated the unfamiliar terrain. Years of 



evading her pursuers had honed her survival instincts, teaching her to spot safe 
paths and potential hiding spots. 

After what felt like hours of careful travel, they came upon a small clearing, sheltered 
by ancient trees whose branches wove together overhead like protective fingers. Lyra 
surveyed the space with practiced efficiency, noting the rocky outcropping that would 
shield them from wind and the clear lines of sight in all directions. 

“We should rest here,” she said, already gathering dry branches for a fire. “The 
canopy will hide any smoke, and we can see anything coming.” She paused, 
watching Riven from the corner of her eye. “I know how to survive out here. Had to 
learn.” 

Riven nodded, respect flickering across his features. “You move like someone used 
to being hunted.” 

“Yeah, well, a year on the run teaches you things.” Lyra arranged the kindling with 
precise movements. She straightened up, fixing Riven with a steady gaze. “Look, I 
appreciate your help back there. With the chain, and everything else. But let's be 
clear, I sleep light, and I know how to defend myself. Don't try anything funny.” 

A ghost of a smile touched Riven's lips. “Noted.” He knelt beside the arranged 
firewood, extending his hand. “May I?” 

Lyra stepped back, watching with barely concealed fascination as he closed his eyes 
in concentration. The air seemed to thicken, that strange electric feeling returning. 
Then, with a soft whisper of words she couldn't quite catch, a small flame sparked to 
life in his palm. He guided it gently to the kindling, where it caught and grew into a 
proper fire. 

“That's... convenient,” Lyra said, settling down with her back against the rocks, 
positioned so she could watch both Riven and the clearing's entrance. The magical 
flame cast dancing shadows across their makeshift camp, its light catching on the 
sharp angles of Riven's face. In the flickering glow, she could better make out his 
features: high cheekbones, a slight scar running along his jaw, and eyes so dark they 
seemed to absorb the firelight. His black hair fell in unruly waves to his shoulders, 
and though he couldn't have been more than twenty, there was something ancient in 
his bearing. 

“Magic usually is,” Riven replied, his voice carrying a weight of experience. “When it's 
not trying to kill you.” He sat down across from her, leaving a respectful distance 
between them. The exhaustion from his earlier spell-casting still lingered in the 
shadows under his eyes, but his posture remained alert. 

The night deepened around them, the ancient forest coming alive with sounds. Wind 
whispered through leaves that seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly iridescence, 
their edges traced in silver when they caught the moonlight. Massive trees towered 
overhead, their bark patterns forming intricate spirals that Lyra had never seen in her 
world. The air itself felt different here, thicker somehow, charged with that strange 
energy she was beginning to recognize as magic. 

Sleep eluded them both. As the first hints of dawn began to paint the sky in lavender 
and gold, Lyra finally voiced the questions that had been burning in her mind. “Earlier, 
you mentioned the Keepers of the Veil” she said, watching a moth with luminescent 



wings flutter past. “And something about different realms. Is that... is that how I got 
here? Through some kind of veil?” 

“I don’t know, nobody really knows except them” said Riven a serious expression on 
his face “don’t look into it, it’s for your own good” he added a hint of fear visible thru 
his stoic appearance “you speak like you already experienced it firsthand” said lyra 
calmly 

Riven’s gaze dropped to the fire, its light reflecting in his dark eyes as he seemed to 
wrestle with how much to reveal. After a long silence, he spoke, his voice barely 
above a whisper. “I did. Once.” He picked up a stick and prodded the flames absently, 
as though the memories burned as much as the embers before him. “Crossing the 
Veil... it’s not something you do lightly. It leaves a mark on you, one that doesn’t 
fade.” 

Lyra leaned forward, her curiosity overcoming her caution. “What kind of mark?” 

Riven let the stick drop into the fire. “A piece of you stays behind,” he said finally, his 
tone heavy with regret. “And sometimes, something else comes with you. Something 
that doesn’t belong.” He looked up, his expression grim. “That’s why the Keepers 
exist, to make sure the Veil isn’t breached. But they don’t always succeed.” 

The weight of his words settled over Lyra, sending a chill down her spine. Her 
thoughts raced back to the painting, the storm, and the strange pull that had brought 
her here. “You think... I brought something with me?” she asked hesitantly. 

Riven studied her for a long moment before shaking his head. “I don’t know. But if the 
Keepers find you, they’ll assume you did.” 

Lyra’s stomach twisted at the thought. “And what do they do to people like me?” 

“They’ll take you,” Riven said flatly. 

Silence stretched between them, broken only by the crackling fire and the distant 
calls of strange creatures in the forest. Lyra hugged her knees to her chest, trying to 
process everything she’d learned. It felt as though her entire world had shifted, and 
yet there were still so many questions unanswered. 

“Why did you help me?” she asked softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “If it’s so 
dangerous, why not just leave me there?” 

Riven let out a bitter laugh, but it didn’t hide the fear in his eyes. “Do you really think 
they’re not after me too?” he said, his tone sharp but weary. 

Lyra glanced at him, uncertain how to respond. She brushed the dirt from her clothes, 
her voice quiet but steady. “So… what now?” 

“Now, we head to Varathis,” Riven replied, lowering his voice as if the forest itself 
might overhear. “It’s not far, and in a city that big, we’ll lose whoever’s following us 
easily.” Lyra considered Riven's words carefully. The idea of heading into a city filled 
with strangers made her skin crawl, but she knew the logic was sound. After all, she'd 



used similar tactics during her year on the run, losing her pursuers in crowded 
shopping malls and busy streets. 

"What kind of place is Varathis?" she asked, keeping her voice low to match his 
cautious tone. 

Riven began gathering their minimal supplies, extinguishing the magical fire with a 
gesture that made the air ripple. "It's a merchant town, busy enough to get lost in but 
not so important that the Keepers maintain a strong presence. The real power there 
lies with the Hunter's Guild." He paused, considering his next words carefully. 
"They're... mercenaries, of a sort. They'll take any job for the right price, no questions 
asked." 

"That sounds dangerous," Lyra observed, following him as they began moving 
through the awakening forest. Dawn painted the trees in shades of amber and rose, 
the strange iridescent leaves creating patterns of light that made her eyes hurt if she 
looked too long. 

"It is," Riven agreed, "but it also means they don't care about people's pasts. As long 
as you don't cause trouble in their territory, they'll leave you alone. Some of them 
even take contracts to protect people who'd rather not be found." 

They walked in silence for a while, Lyra noting how Riven seemed to choose their 
path not by any visible markers, but by testing the air occasionally with an 
outstretched hand, as though feeling for something she couldn't see. The forest 
gradually thinned, giving way to more traveled paths, though they kept to the 
shadows of the tree line. 

By midday, they caught their first glimpse of Varathis. The city rose from the 
landscape like a sprawling organism, its buildings a chaotic mix of stone and timber 
that seemed to have grown without any particular plan. Walls of weathered granite 
encircled the oldest parts of the city, but the town had long since outgrown them, 
spilling into the surrounding area in a tangle of streets and alleyways. Smoke rose 
from countless chimneys, and even from this distance, Lyra could hear the buzz of 
activity. 

"The markets will be busiest now," Riven said, studying the city with practiced eyes. 
"Perfect cover to slip in unnoticed. But first..." He turned to Lyra, his expression 
serious. "We need to talk about how you'll handle yourself in there. Magic isn't rare in 
Varathis, but it's... regulated. The Hunter's Guild keeps tight control over who can 
practice openly." 

"I don't even know how to use magic," Lyra pointed out, but Riven shook his head. 

"That's not entirely true. You can sense mana, that feeling you described, like 
electricity under your skin. That's rare, especially for someone from..." he gestured 
vaguely, "elsewhere. People will notice. We need to make sure they don't notice too 
much." 

Lyra absently rubbed her arms, remembering the strange sensations she'd 
experienced since arriving in this world. "So what do we do?" 

"First, we get you some proper clothes. Those..." he gestured at her tattered 
garments, "they stand out here. Then we find a quiet inn, somewhere in the outer 



district where people mind their own business. I know a place called The Copper 
Kettle. The owner owes me a favor." 

A thought struck Lyra. "We don't have any money. At least, I don't think my cash 
would work here." 

The ghost of a smile touched Riven's lips as he reached into his boot, pulling out a 
small pouch that clinked softly. "The raiders weren't the only ones who found 
something useful in that cabin." His expression darkened slightly. "I'd rather not steal, 
but given the circumstances..." 

"Survival first, morality later?" Lyra suggested, thinking of all the times she'd had to 
make similar compromises during her year of running. 

"Something like that," Riven agreed. He studied the city for a moment longer before 
adding, "One more thing. In Varathis, it's customary to wear a token showing your 
trade or status. Since we don't have any, we'll need a story. We'll pose as traveling 
scholars and try to get into the hunter’s guild, they're common enough not to draw 
attention, but respected enough that most people won't bother us." 

Lyra nodded, already compartmentalizing this new information, fitting it into the 
mental framework she'd developed for survival. "What about names? Should we use 
different ones?" 

"No," Riven said after a moment's consideration. "Our names won't mean anything 
here. Besides, trying to maintain false names is risky, one slip and it raises questions. 
Better to keep that part simple." He straightened up, adjusting the stolen sword at his 
hip. "Ready?" 

Lyra took a deep breath, looking at the sprawling city before them. Every instinct told 
her this was dangerous, but she'd learned to trust danger more than safety. At least 
with danger, you knew where you stood. She nodded. "Ready." 

Together, they began their descent toward Varathis, where the streets were already 
filling with the afternoon market crowd. Above them, clouds gathered on the horizon, 
promising rain by nightfall. As they walked, Lyra couldn't shake the feeling that 
somewhere in that maze of streets and alleys, something was waiting for them. 
Whether it was sanctuary or danger remained to be seen. 

The streets of Varathis engulfed them like a living thing, the press of bodies and 
cacophony of voices creating perfect cover. Lyra's trained instincts cataloged every 
detail: merchants calling their wares in unfamiliar accents, the acrid smell of strange 
spices, and the way certain passersby carried themselves with the deliberate grace 
that screamed 'armed and dangerous.' 

 

But what caught her attention most was the undercurrent of magic that seemed to 
pulse through everything. It manifested in subtle ways, merchants using small flame 
spells to heat their wares, children playing with floating baubles, the occasional flash 
of light as someone sealed a deal with more than just a handshake. Each display 
made her skin prickle with that now-familiar sensation of mana. 

 



"Keep your reactions subtle," Riven murmured, guiding her through the crowd with a 
light touch at her elbow. "Even untrained sensitivity like yours is valuable to certain 
people." 

 

They wove through the market district, where stalls selling mundane goods gradually 
gave way to more exotic fare. Crystal vials filled with shifting colors lined one 
merchant's shelves, while another displayed weapons that hummed with barely 
contained energy. Lyra noticed how Riven steered them clear of the more magical 
establishments, choosing instead to duck into a modest clothier's shop tucked 
between two larger buildings. 

 

The elderly shopkeeper barely glanced up from her needlework, her fingers moving 
with inhuman precision as she manipulated multiple threads simultaneously. 
"Scholars' robes?" she asked, her voice cracking like autumn leaves. "Or perhaps 
something more... practical?" 

 

"Practical," Riven answered, placing a few coins on the counter. "Something that 
wouldn't look out of place in the Hunters' Quarter." 

 

The woman's needles stilled. Her eyes, magnified by thick spectacles, studied them 
with new interest. "Ah," she said simply, setting aside her work. "Follow me." 

 

In the back room, she pulled out garments in muted colors that nonetheless spoke of 
quality: sturdy boots, leather pants reinforced at the knees, and a close-fitting jacket 
with numerous hidden pockets. As Lyra changed behind a screen, she discovered 
the clothes were oddly comfortable, as though they adjusted themselves to her 
measurements. 

 

"Is this-" she began to ask. 

 

"Best not to question the small magics," the shopkeeper interrupted, her attention 
already back on her needlework. "They're cheaper than alterations." 

 

Outside, newly clothed and looking more like locals, they made their way toward the 
Copper Kettle. The inn proved to be a three-story building of weathered stone, its 
windows glowing with warm light as evening approached. A copper kettle indeed 
hung above the door, though Lyra noticed how its surface seemed to ripple 
occasionally, like water disturbed by wind. 

 



The common room was half-full, mostly with what Lyra guessed were other people 
who preferred privacy to luxury. The innkeeper, a broad-shouldered woman with 
intricate burn scars along one arm, nodded in recognition at Riven. 

 

"Upper floor," she said without preamble, sliding a key across the wooden counter. 
"Separate rooms, adjoining. Ward stones are fresh." Her eyes flicked to Lyra, then 
back to Riven. "Guild's been asking questions." 

 

"About?" 

 

"New arrivals. Especially ones with particular... talents." The innkeeper's scarred 
hand traced a pattern in the condensation on the counter, and Lyra felt the air thicken 
briefly before the water evaporated. "Thought you should know." 

 

In their rooms, Riven checked the ward stones, smooth river rocks inscribed with 
delicate symbols, while Lyra took stock of their situation. The room was simple but 
clean, with a narrow bed, a desk, and a window overlooking the tangled streets 
below. More importantly, it had two exits: the door to the hallway and another 
connecting to Riven's room. 

 

"The innkeeper," Lyra said once Riven finished his inspection. "She used magic to tell 
you something. What was it?" 

 

Riven sat heavily in the room's single chair. "The guild isn't just asking questions. 
They're offering bounties." He ran a hand through his dark hair, a rare sign of 
frustration. "Which means the Keepers are involved. They're the only ones with 
enough coin to make the Hunters break their usual neutrality." 

 

"So what's our next move?" Lyra asked, though her mind was already racing through 
contingencies, mapping escape routes and potential hiding spots. 

 

"We stick to the original plan, but accelerate it." Riven leaned forward, his voice 
dropping. "The Hunters' Guild has a tradition. Anyone can challenge for membership 
in the public arena. Win or lose, you're under guild protection until the challenge is 
complete. It's one of their oldest laws." 

 

"And the Keepers can't interfere without causing problems with the guild," Lyra 
finished, understanding dawning. "But I don't know how to fight. Not like that." 



A hint of a smile touched Riven's lips. "No, but you can sense mana. That's going to 
be our advantage." He stood, moving to the window to check the street below. 
"Tomorrow, I'll start teaching you the basics but you’ll need a real teacher. Not just 
magic, but how to use your sensitivity to predict an opponent's moves before they 
make them. Every spell leaves traces in the mana field, if you can read them, you 
can react before the spell manifests." 

Lyra thought of all the times her instincts had saved her during her year on the run. 
"Like reading body language, but for magic?" 

 

"Exactly." Riven turned back to face her, his expression serious. "It won't be easy. 
We'll have to train in secret, away from prying eyes. But if we can get you ready in 
time for the next challenge cycle..." 

A knock at the door interrupted him. Three sharp raps, then two soft ones. The 
innkeeper's code. But something felt wrong to Lyra, that strange electric sensation 
suddenly sharp and jarring. 

"Riven," she whispered, "the mana... it's different." 

His eyes widened slightly, the closest to alarm she'd seen from him. In one fluid 
motion, he drew the stolen sword, its runes flickering to life. "Back door," he mouthed, 
jerking his head toward their adjoining rooms. "Now." 

 

The knock came again, more insistent. As Lyra slipped through the connecting door, 
she saw Riven press his free hand against the ward stone, causing it to pulse with 
pale blue light. Whatever was on the other side of that door, they weren't about to 
make its job easy. 

 

She had just reached the window in Riven's room when she heard the main door 
splinter. The sound of combat erupted behind her, accompanied by the sharp crack 
of magic meeting magic. But she forced herself to focus on the task at hand, years of 
survival experience taking over as she assessed the drop to the street below. 

 

A familiar voice in her head, one that had kept her alive for a year, whispered: 
*Sometimes the only way out is through* 

 

Taking a deep breath, Lyra prepared herself for whatever came next. She had 
survived one world hunting her; she would survive this one too. 


