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To you - who found your way to this story,

whether by starlight, strange luck, or the tug of something you couldn’t quite name.

You are part of the magic now.

Thank you for bringing your light, your heart, your quiet kind of courage.

May this tale greet you like moss underfoot, 

moonlight on old stone, or the first breath of magic returning. 

Welcome home.
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Midtown’s Familiar Note

In the heart of Midtown, magic hums through the street,

Hidden in glamour, where curious hearts and familiars meet.

Alvar Vega appears unassuming, just a luthier working in a weathered corner shop nestled between a shuttered blues bar and a soul food joint that still believes in ghosts. But inside Wander & Wane Instrument Co., strings whisper secrets, cursed chords beg to be mended, and every melody carries a touch of magic.

With his quick-witted mouse familiar, Yarrow, by his side—small in size but mighty in song—Alvar spends his days restoring enchanted instruments and nights keeping his own company. He is a quiet, self-exiled prince of the fae, content to stay hidden among the music and dust.

But when a broken instrument begins singing through the dreams of Midtown, it stirs up more than just lost notes. Something is haunting the city, and the song it carries threatens to unleash chaos into Mystical Memphis.

To stop it, Alvar and Yarrow must face dangerous magic, haunting melodies, and something far more difficult—learning to accept help when it is offered.
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To the friends who became family, and the family I chose all over again, thank you. Every note in this story hums with your fingerprints. Every spell owes you a little something.



And to the ones who kept reminding me that softness is strength, grief has teeth, and found family can save the world: I heard you. And I wrote.
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Chapter 1
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In which tea is steeped, songs are played, and peace is a fragile, well-earned thing.

The sun had long faded away on the street that curved through one of Midtown Memphis’ oldest historic districts, where gnarled oak trees lined the sidewalks and iron lamp posts still bore faded gaslight brackets. Time felt slower here. Older. Like the street itself remembered music played on porches and magic whispered between cobblestones. Between Overton Park and the edge of downtown, this patch of the city thrummed with the steady heartbeat of ley lines, woven protection magic that had, over decades, allowed Memphis’ magical and mundane to coexist without ever quite colliding.

The Bluff Wards ancient and complex had been carefully laid along the Mississippi’s edge, anchoring protective spells that spread across most of the city like a great woven tapestry. Magical beings could live, trade, and travel openly within warded boundaries, hidden in plain sight. To the unaware humans, they simply looked like eccentric artists or oddball neighbors. It wasn’t glamours, not exactly, just a soft bend in perception. The kind of magic that blurred the edges without outright lying.

But step too far past the bridge toward West Memphis, and the wards thinned like mist at sunrise. That side of the river didn’t belong to the spellwork. Magical beings needed glamour of their own and personal wards to live openly beyond the city of Memphis.

Shops like Wander & Wane existed in the fabric of it all. It didn’t just welcome magicals and awoken humans; it recognized them. The wards around the building filtered foot traffic naturally. Anyone not meant to see it would pass by without realizing they’d missed anything at all. To them, it might look like a dusty storage space, or a forgotten storefront under renovation. Only those attuned to the threads of magic, or with familiars of their own guiding them would feel the shop’s pull. A gentle hum behind the ribs. The quiet sense that something important was waiting inside.  The apartment above Wander & Wane Instrument Co. was small but lived-in, its corners softened by time and string lights that flickered just a little when the city’s ambient magic surged. Nestled above the aging shopfront on the corner of Popular and Buena Vista, it was a sanctuary of warm woods, well-loved books, and lingering scents of cedar shavings and lavender oil.

Alvar Vega, the shop’s quiet, often underestimated owner, moved through the narrow kitchen with practiced ease. He was tall and long-limbed, his worn gray t-shirt clinging to the faint golden glow of magic that clung to him even when he didn’t mean it to. Tousled white-blond hair was tied back with a fraying bit of twine, and a faint diagonal scar crossed one cheekbone—a souvenir from a life he didn’t talk much about.

He looked every bit the tired craftsman he pretended to be. But there was something else in his bearing. A kind of hush. The stillness of someone used to being overlooked in a room he never quite belonged to. A quiet, self-exiled prince of the fae, hiding in Memphis with calluses on his fingers and music in his bones.

From the far shelf beside the window, a soft melody threaded its way into the room. Yarrow Thimbleleaf, his pint-sized mouse familiar and one of the few souls who saw straight through his deflections, was seated atop a neatly folded tea towel on her favorite shelf-perch. Her fur was warm chestnut, her green eyes bright and sharp beneath the candlelight. In her tiny paws, she cradled a lute carved from a chestnut hull and strung with hair-fine silver thread.

She played something old and unspoken; a lullaby half-remembered from dreams, her needle-rapier resting beside her like a knight’s sword at a tavern break.

The kettle whistled.

Alvar turned off the burner and poured carefully. Steam rose in slow spirals as he filled his chipped ceramic mug. Then, with careful fingers and the kind of focus he usually reserved for cursed bridges or cracked spell-frets, he pinched a miniature mug between two fingertips and carried it across the room like it might evaporate.

“Still hot,” he said, crouching beside the shelf.

Yarrow looked up with a grin and reached for it with both paws. “You added the extra honey.”

Alvar’s lips quirked into a smile. “Of course I did. I know my bard.”

She sipped, her eyes half-lidding as steam curled around her whiskers. “You always make it just right.”

Alvar sat back on the floor, legs stretched out, his mug resting against his knee. He didn’t speak for a while. Neither of them did.

The world outside moved on—cars passed, enchantments whispered faintly through the shop floor below—but in this moment, there was only warmth, tea, and the quiet rhythm of two lives woven gently together.

* * *
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CASS WHITTLER whistled as they moved through the dimmed rooms of Wander & Wane, their tune bouncing off brass and wood like a friendly echo. It wasn’t a song anyone else would recognize—something half-improvised, half-remembered—but it matched their mood: bright, a little off-key, and utterly unbothered.

They moved through the shop in slow, practiced loops, double-checking locks and flicking switches, pockets jingling with stray tuner caps, bent reeds, and the occasional shiny button they’d pocketed on impulse.

Wander & Wane didn’t close so much as settle. It was a rambling, many-roomed haven of music and magic, cluttered and curated like an old museum with a mischievous streak. Instruments lined the walls in dense, mismatched rows—violins, mandolins, zithers, hurdy-gurdies—each one humming faintly with residual enchantment or memory. The walls themselves seemed to sigh when the lights dimmed, exhaling a day’s worth of sound.

The main showroom had tall ceilings, with towering shelves and racks of guitars, lutes, and strange fae-crafted string instruments that no one but Alvar could identify, let alone repair. A domed stained-glass skylight spilled soft color across the wood floors, tinting brass cymbals and harp frames with rose and blue.

To the left, a wide, short hallway led into a lower-lit chamber known officially as The Piano Room, where upright pianos, baby grands, and player pianos stood side by side in dusty grace. Most were tuned, some were sentient, and a few—Cass was fairly sure—were haunted. The oldest one in the back had a tendency to play ragtime when no one was watching.

Behind the front counter, a side room served as a half-workshop, half-storage den, filled with jars of varnish, strings, spell components, and mysterious relics Alvar hadn’t yet cataloged. The air in there always smelled of lemon oil and ozone.

Cass paused in the archway, one hand on the light switch. They gave the shop a fond, lingering glance. “Night, beauties,” they whispered. “Don’t go rearranging yourselves again, yeah?”

A harp string vibrated in reply. Cass grinned.

Then they turned off the last light, locked the front door with a key enchanted to remember the owner’s touch, and stepped out into the chilly autumn Memphis night, their whistle trailing off into the sound of cicadas and passing cars.

Life was quiet. Predictable.

Until it wasn’t.
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Chapter 2
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In which ceilings tremble, notes go rogue, and biscuits are not enough protection from a smile like hers.

The pounding started just after five.

Alvar was deep in sleep, limbs tangled in a throw blanket, Yarrow curled in the crook of his neck with her tiny mug tipped sideways on the nightstand. Outside, Memphis was still mostly dark, the autumn chill softening the edges of the city’s usual restlessness. Steam coiled from storm drains. The air held that rare balance of damp and gold that only Tennessee in mid November could conjure.

The pounding came again—louder this time. Someone was either desperate or stupid. Possibly both.

Alvar groaned. “Tell me that’s a hallucination.”

Yarrow stirred against his collarbone. “I could lie,” she mumbled, blinking one eye open, “but your wards are twitching.”

He cursed softly in Faen, swung his legs over the side of the bed, and padded barefoot toward the stairs. The floorboards creaked under his weight, each one echoing louder than it should in the sleepy stillness. Down below, the shop’s protective wards shimmered like a web being plucked too hard—agitated, not breached.

By the time he reached the shop door, he was rubbing the heel of his palm over one eye and growling low in his throat. He flung the door open without ceremony, hair askew and t-shirt wrinkled like he’d lost a fight with his bed.

“Do you have any idea what ti—”

“Alvar, I need your help!” The voice belonged to Sonny Triggs, a regular if ever there was one. Sixty-something, always in a battered fedora and steel-toed boots that should’ve retired before he did. His breath puffed white in the morning chill, and he clutched a saxophone case like it might jump from his arms and bite him.

Alvar blinked. “Sonny, what—”

“I dreamed I was on stage at the Red Velvet,” Sonny panted, eyes wild. “Crowd was packed. I was playin’ ‘Low Down Mercy’—you know the one. But then the sax started blowin’ on its own. My hands weren’t even movin’. And it wasn’t my song, Alvar. It was something... older. Wrong.” He shivered, glancing over his shoulder like the nightmare had followed him.

Yarrow appeared on the stair rail, wrapped in a scrap of flannel, blinking blearily. “Not this early unless something’s bleeding or cursed,” she yawned.

“It’s cursed,” Sonny said immediately. “It has to be. I ain’t the only one.”

Alvar narrowed his eyes. “What do you mean?”

Behind Sonny, three more figures were shuffling up the sidewalk—one still in pajamas, another in full stage makeup with their violin case slung over one shoulder, and a third—a trollish-looking drummer with glowing runes inked on his forearms—carrying a tambourine that jingled with what sounded suspiciously like whispering.

“They all dreamed it too,” Sonny said, voice low. “We all played together once—years ago—but none of us been in the same room in ages. And last night? We all heard the same damn tune. We weren’t playin’ it. We were... bein’ played.”

Alvar exhaled through his nose and leaned one shoulder against the doorframe. “Of course you were.”

Yarrow leapt from the railing to his shoulder. “You know, for someone trying to live a quiet life, we attract a lot of cursed instruments.”

“I blame the city,” Alvar muttered. Stepping back, he swung his arm. “Come on in, gentlemen. Let’s get the paperwork started.”

The group shuffled inside, one by one, instruments clutched like lifelines. The last to pass him—a tall vampire cellist in bunny slippers—gave Alvar a curt nod of thanks before settling in a corner beside a chair with questionable upholstery.

Yarrow hopped from his shoulder to the counter in a practiced leap and cleared her throat with authority. “Names, instruments, and what weird magical nonsense you’ve brought into my very early morning, please,” she chirped, hopping to their day planner and dipping a toothpick-sized quill into a thimble of ink. 

“Yarrow,” Alvar said with a low, amused sigh, “don’t charge them double just for waking me up.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Then they better be generous tippers.”

He left her to it.

By the time Alvar trudged up the stairs, the rising sun was casting gold across the bedroom floor. He stepped into the bathroom, rubbing the back of his neck as he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. His white-blond hair was defying gravity, sticking out in tired tufts. There was ink smudged on his cheekbone and his shirt looked like it had been slept in—because it had. He turned on the water and muttered something in Old Fae that made the faucet stop sputtering.

Less than an hour later, scrubbed clean and in marginally less rumpled clothes, fitted black jeans, a charcoal henley, and his old boots laced with magic-resistant thread; Alvar descended the stairs, towel still around his neck, rubbing his face. He paused halfway down, brows drawing together.

Yarrow was squealing.

Not in distress but in delight.

He took the last few steps in silence, then turned the corner into the front of the shop. “Yarrow, what in the—”

She was on the counter, arms wide, practically vibrating as she hugged a glowing blur of fur.

The creature squirmed playfully, tail flicking in iridescent hues, Bramble, the nymph ferret, pocket-sized and radiating soft light like moonlit silk. His fur shimmered with shifting tones of the aurora, and tiny sparks of enchantment trailed from his paws where they drummed rhythmically against the wood in a little dance of delight at the mouse’s attention.

“I made a friend!” Yarrow sang, spinning with the force of Bramble’s delighted bounce. “He smells like spring and moonflowers and a little bit of cinnamon toast!”

Alvar blinked. And then he saw her.

Standing just behind the counter in a cream sweater dusted with flour and a long rust-colored skirt was Willow Overton. He had






























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MIDTOWN'S

NOTE

A Paranormal Urban Fantasy Adventure

Mystical Memphis: A Novella





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





