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​
"For you, who are looking for a sign: never stop believing. May this book remind you that love is the oldest magic, capable of finding us even after five hundred years of darkness.

​And for Jonás... my guardian and my light. Thank you for not letting go of my hand when the poison was strong. This story is ours, in this life and in all those yet to come."
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​​Chapter 1: The Soul's Blockage
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​I am facing the blank screen once again. The cursor blinks, mocking my creative block, as the seconds tick by without me managing to write a single word. A writer's worst torture shows its cruelty once more.

​I stood up, annoyed, to get another cappuccino; coming to Starbucks hadn't helped with my blockage either. I had hoped that a change of scenery would help my writing problem, but I was wrong... After my first book, Palabras del Alma (Words of the Soul), which consisted of thirty poems and a short story titled "Act of Love," I couldn't write again.

​I remember how that first poem, "Lost Hearts," was born, months after Juanvi left me with a broken heart. My days just went by, between work at the pizzeria and a meager social life resulting from my depression after losing the person I loved... That situation brought on sleepless nights plagued with tears and memories. That night, around four in the morning, words began to float in my mind, arranging themselves into a sad poem, which I immediately poured onto paper. That opened the door to my muse, who began gifting me poems at any time of the day, serving as a balm to my wounded heart.

​When I reached thirty poems and finished the short story, I decided to try my luck with several publishers, until I found one that wanted to publish my book. It was a bestseller, leaving me a small fortune in royalties that I still collect today, a year after its publication.

​The publishing house proposed that, within no more than two years, I should bring them more material to publish, since after that time, the public tends to forget new authors and I would no longer have that initial impact; which led to my current situation of being blocked. The situation worsened since I left my job at the pizzeria to dedicate myself fully to my new passion: writing. Thinking that without the distraction of work I could write a greater number of poems... How naive I was to think that. That's why I find myself here now, completely blocked.

​When I returned with my cappuccino (the third of the afternoon), I noticed a gaze following my steps, like a feline about to attack its victim, from the moment I walked through the door. It was a young man no more than twenty years old sitting three tables away from mine. I was used to these situations: at twenty-four, 1.68 meters tall, thin with some muscle from old jobs, fair skin, brown eyes that turn copper in the sunlight, and hair that I always keep buzzed (even in winter like now), I attracted looks and suitors. Even more so since the publication of my book, which had a photo of me on the back cover.

​The young man in question has that "bad boy" look that I like; it made him irresistible to my eyes. Short blond hair styled in spikes, honey-colored eyes, a perfect smile, a gym body... he must be nearly 1.80 meters tall. Come on, he was the typical model from a perfume ad who rides around on a motorcycle stealing all the glances.

​Upon noticing that I was looking at him, he flashed a half-smile—one of those who knows he is desirable. Instantly I thought: "So that's how it is; well, I'm not going to make it that easy for you." Before my relationship with Juanvi, I wasn't very confident, but knowing I was desired by someone as handsome as him, I understood that I was more attractive than I supposed; hence, I no longer run after the first one who bats an eye at me, and even less so if they are as self-assured as that boy seemed to be.

​I finished my coffee and left, resigned. It was another wasted afternoon without being able to write.

​At night, I continued my routine: a light dinner and lying down to watch a movie. The only decent thing I found on the cable guide was Batman vs. Superman. I started watching it and, halfway through, what always happened to me with this DC movie occurred: I fell fast asleep. It’s strange; it always happens to me with DC movies, especially this one, which was the fourth time I had fallen asleep during it.

​Suddenly, I am at the desk in my room in front of my notebook, writing a poem, when I hear a thud against the front door followed by the sound of an object hitting the floor. I got up and opened the door. On the floor, I found a package wrapped in brown paper tied with a thin cord of rope. I picked it up; it was heavy and hard to the touch. I looked at the street, searching for whoever had thrown it against my door, but there wasn't a soul in the entire street. I decided to go inside and open it at the dining table; curiosity was eating me alive at the strange package that had appeared out of nowhere.

​Upon unwrapping the package, I found a large, black hardcover book. At first glance, nothing was written on the cover, but as I wiped the dust away with my hand, golden letters began to appear, as if they were writing themselves on the cover. Now it could be read: Book of Shadows. As I read them, the words vanished again. Surprised, I decided to open it and found a yellowish page with a very ancient appearance. At the top, one could read: "Spell to acquire powers."

​Driven by curiosity, I decided to read it aloud:

​"Hear the words this warlock speaks,

The secrets that the darkness keeps.

In this hour, on this night,

I call upon the ancient might.

The great work of magic I now seek,

Invoking Gods of which we speak.

Beneath the moon, full and bright,

I claim my power at midnight.

Grant this humble warlock his due,

Give me my power, let it break through."

​The sound of a loud explosion was suddenly heard, followed by desperate screams and bursts of gunfire.

​I opened my eyes and discovered that the noises were coming from an action movie on television. A bit dazed, I took the remote and switched to the USB input to play the folder of slow songs I always use to sleep. There I saw it was 3:55 AM. I had fallen asleep, and everything related to that strange book had been nothing more than a weird dream, so I lay back down and went to sleep again.

​The next morning, with the dream still fresh in my memory, I began to research on the internet while having breakfast. I wanted to know what that book was about and, with luck, I might get material to write some fantasy story. It wasn't something that usually caught my attention, but I had to exhaust all possible options to break my blockage.

​The first thing I searched for was "Book of Shadows." Immediately after the Wikipedia definition, many links for tarot readers, mediums, and parapsychologists appeared. I skipped those links, as I didn't believe in such things, and began reading the Wikipedia definition: "The Book of Shadows is a traditional book of the Wiccan religion. It contains the wisdom, practices, and core rituals of a Wiccan tradition. Normally each coven has its own hand-copied Book of Shadows, but individual ones also exist." It also said these books are written to be passed down from generation to generation of warlocks and witches.

​What struck me most about that was that my parents were not warlocks. Had they been, at the time of the accident in which they lost their lives, I would have found either their book or something among their things that gave me a sign. Furthermore, the book in my dream looked far too ancient to belong to my parents, and neither they nor I believed in those things. In fact, it was the subject of several arguments with my friend Pablo, as he believed in all that other supernatural world and always visited every charlatan who crossed his path to know how his life or his relationship with some boy would go.

​Pablo was very quick to fall in love, and as soon as he met a guy who treated him well, he would dream that he was the love of his life. The bad thing about that was that he always fell for the deceptions of the charlatans who, as I always told him, only told him what he wanted to hear and nothing more. Seeing that the research wasn't yielding major results, I decided to call Pablo to chat about his last date and, while I was at it, I would mention the bad boy from Starbucks.

​As expected, upon telling him, Pablo got overly excited and told me I should give the guy a chance; what if he was the love of my life whom I would
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